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Wecome joy, and wecome sorrow,
Lethe's weed and Hermes feather;
Come to-day and come to-morrow,
| do love you both together |

JOHN KEATS



The characters and situationsin this novel are
not intended to portray any. living persons or
depict any true events.



PART T






THE ONLY THING the Family managed to retain from the
pralific line of their noble ancestars was a long and shapdy
arigocratic nose  Although this hereditary trait was equally
beguesthed to each member of the Family, it achieved a
quite different quality on each face. On Granny's face it was
the incarnation of dignity and patience; on Mother's, acare-
worn resgnation; on Peter's, a hidden ressntment. It Wes
an index to anxious and romantic expectations on the esger
countenance of Lida, and to gay acceptance of life on Dima's.
And yet it was one and the same nosg uniting them all into
one family and marking them as ever-changing fruits of the
gme family tree.

This Family was Russan—ex-big, ex-great, ex-pros
perous Having gone through war and revolution, endured
poverty and famine and illnessss, occasonally flood and fire
and even an earthquake, the Family log some members
bore others but the death-rate finaly triumphed over the
birth-rate, and now they were only five, thetotal of the long
prooess of the ramification of their family tree.  In plain
words they were a granny, a mother, a daughter, and two
nephews—the boys being orphans of the two deseasd
brothers All together they condituted the Family.

The year 1937 found them living at Tientsin, in China.
Mother kept a boarding-house in the least fashionable and,
therefore, the chegped corner of the British Concesson,
which is Stuated along the Hei-ho River. In appearance the
ooncesson is quite European, and the white people immedi-
ately fed at home in its broad, wdl-paved, treebordered
dreds imong buildings of modern architecture. Yet, at
intervals, one comes to high grey walls intersecting the row
of buildings—a Chine abode, bedonging to some rich
citizen, which towerslikeafortressover theres of the grest.
Only the small and brightly-painted iron gates enliven the
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10 THE FAMILY

walls, and occasional turrets and embrasures set high above
the street. To fhe curious European, eyes the wall usually
presents nothing more than blank grey stone. But if one
happens to se through the gate, he catches a magnificent
vision of a garden with artificial rocks, fountains, flowers,
and birds. . . . The green, red, and gold of the carved
lacquered wood enhance the gorgeous setting. The open
jaws of a marble lion or a bronze dragon render it fantatic.
One or two dim ladies in glistening silk robes add ~poetry.
But this vision is always transient. The gates quickly bang
shut and cut it off. And one again walks the prosaic street
of a European town, even though rickshaws and coolies and
beggars coming around the corners constantly break the
illusion. The farther one gets from the centre of the Con
cesson the less English it seems, for the people of other
nations are massed on its borders under the protection of the
mighty British Empire. Often these folk cannot afford
separate houses, and are obliged to live crowded in boarding-
hoiisss. The Family kept one such establishment on Long
Street, Number 11, which scarcdy paid, so each one of the
Family tried to contribute his mite to the expensss.

There are many books dealing with economics, but their
authors always treat the subject on a grand scale. You can
easly get any kind of information about the world's
economies, the states monetary systems, inflations and de-
valuations; but on the smplest question of how to live on
almost nothing with a family and children—on this question
these books say nothing. W et this quegtion is of vital import-
ance to one-third of humanity. Being excluded from the
sphere of sdence’ living on nothing becomes an art, and as
such is individualistic and governed by no constant rules.

The economic position of the Family was uncertain and
shaky; moreover, it wasbased on unstable grounds; its first
impetus was to try to earn, and the second, to go, without.
The second was much easier than the first, because in order
to earn it is always necessary to find someone to earn from/
while going without isstrictly one'sown affair. So they went
without hats, socks, stockingsin summer, without gloves and
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woollen thingsin winter, and occasionally without food—all
the s=asons around,

Granny was the chief sufferer. Shetried to earn by knit-
ting. But while her hands were thus busy, her head was
constantly pondering over the economic standing of the
Family. Her criterionswere preposterous. She applied the
pre-War and pre-Revolution standardsto it and had to face
disastrous conclusions. She belonged to the day when people
of her dass had been encumbered with immovable property
and things—things piled in boxes and coffers, in attics and
basements and cellars, in store-rooms and warehouses—and
now, owning practically nothing, she bore the lack with
humiliation. The fact that Lida had only one sa of undies,
in comparison with the splendid trousseau she hersdf had at
Lida's age—those things in dozens, things with monograms,
laces, ribbons, and frills—this met seemed unspeakably de-
grading. Yes, yes, they were beggar s!But L ida hersdf took
the matter lightly, never felt the dightest prick of self-pity
on that point, and would consder a second set of undies
superfluous. Her problem lay esawhere—she was obsessed
with an ambition to win thetown championship in swimming.
All she needed was a bathing suit, and that she had; hence
no immediate financial trouble pressed her down.

In this way the same course of life took a peculiar agpect
for each member of the Family. It was a religious and
philosophical problem for Granny, a hard exercise in house-
keeping for Mother, a tragedyof constantly wounded
ambition for Peter, alyricriseand all for Lida, and perpetual
fun for Dima. Thisdifferenceof attitudes, perhaps, was due
to their various ages and previous experience. The agesin
the Family extended from eight to seventy, while the experi-
ence . . . well, thereis no scale to measure that.

In spite of everything, the Family wasnot unhappy. They
were afamily struggling for their daily bread and all thetime
vaguely hoping for somewonderful change to occur. Mean-
while Granny prayed for it, Peter bought lottery tickets—and
so far both received nothing.

As is usual in Russian families, the members were
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tenderly attached to each other, always ready to sacrifice
ther interests for those of the others. Another national trait
in them was their keen, palpitating interes in life; not ther
own lives their wdfare or carexrs but life in general,
humanity as awhole, and universal human praoblems in the
abdract. To tel the truth, their minds did not dwell much
on the current higory of ther exigence Their immediate
nexds were but rarely in the focus of ther attention and
efforts  They ke of the pag or dreamed aloud of the
future, and the presmt took care of itsdf.

After ahard day, when at last they all gathered in a corner
of the room, they would rarely disuss the hardships of life
or ther immediate needs Lifeis hard in exile and poverty.
Let it be | But wonderful is the freedom of the human soul!
And the Family was not chained to the pettiness of its hum-
drum exigence Tears and laughter, joy and sorrow, phil-
oxophy and a good joke—they had a generous share of
everything.
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IN THE SPRING of 1937 fiverooms of the boarding-house were
let. Two roomswere occupied by Mr. Sung, a Chinee pro-
fessor; in two other rooms lived five Japanese gentlemen. In
thefifth dwedt an ex-fortunetdler Mme. Militza. Mr. Sung
was aways sad, solemn, and slent. The five Japanee
gentlemen kept smiling all the time and talking and hissng
and bowing. They could never be ssn sanding erect or
with their mouths shut. They came and went in twos or
threesalwaysin different combinations, until Mother began
to sugpedt that there were nat five occupants in the rooms,
but at least twenty. Theseydlow inhabitants of the boar ding-
house had their meals out, thus affording Mother avery poor
profit. Mme. Militza, a Bessarabian, not only ate in the
house, she mingled with the Family every minute of her life,
and shared every idea that occurred to her mind with its
members Yet Mother had little profit from her ether. Three
more rooms wer e longing for occupants

On thisparticular May morning Granny and Mme. Militza
weresdtting beforethe housein aplacecalled' the Gar den,”
at a table between the two solitary trees. It was Stuated
adde from the path to the entrance door of the house, and
while gtting there one could enjoy the exquidte feding of
being in nobody's way. The privacy of the place was en-
hanced by the condderable height of the wall separating it
from the street and protecting those Stting within the Garden
from being semn by the passarsby. The two trees furnished
shadow and colour. Therudle of their leaves murmured a
soothing melody; all together invited relaxation and a good
intimatetalk. Therethey werestting and drinking coffea
Coffed  Coffee was the last sensua ddight of Granny, the
only material item of life which she could still enjoy* But
according to the general rule that we never have things we
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covet, Granny could not indulge her s in adifes* The Family
could not afford coffeg it being far more expensve than tea.

This ooffee was Mme. Militza's. By good luck she was
never content to drink it alone. She had a habit of talking
ove her cup and craved a ligener. Owing to this defect of
Mme. Militza'supbringing, Granny had enjoyed ooffes twice
aday duringthelag 9x months

Granny had ooffee on every occason when Mme. Militza
was ether excited or depresssd—it hdped in both cass—
and Mme. Militza was always, if not excited, then depressad.

Now they weredtting over ther cups both happy, Granny
spping ocoffee and knitting, Mme. Militza talking and gulping
between her mondlogues

" | am honed," confessad Mme. Militza. " | am honegt,”
sherepeated with aggh of regret. " | take after my maother
inthat. My mother was a sraph, a cherub shewas. Now,
honesty is the enemy of luck. You cannot have bath*
Honegty killsluck! " And she shook her head.

Mme. Militza's head wasremarkable; it was out of pro-
portion to theres of her fragile frame. It was a big head,
majegtic and solemn, with a profuson of black curls and
ringlets, and from the mids of her face peared two small
round eyes also black and shining. They never good still
but rplled and shifted in their small quarters. Therewasno
nose to spesk of, all theres of the vigble part of the face
being occupied by an ominous mouth which was congtantly
at work.

" Look at me," Mme. Militzawent on. " Condgder my
cax | am, by my training and vocation, a fortune-tdler,
and a famous one. | am well known all over Bessarabia,
Rumania, South Russa, and the Far East. And | am out of
work. | gave it up willingly. Why?"

She sopped, took a gulp of coffes and went on brooding
over her complicated problem.

I "MWhy? Because | am honest/* shemourned. | cannot
iel

Both women sghed in accord.

" Beforethe Great War everything was all right, but as
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time went by people grew dissatidfied with me. Now, let us
look at it from ther point of view. Jug before the Revolu-
tion a young and beautiful lady came, full of happy aspira-
tion and expecting more and more blessngsfrom life. | read
the cardsfor her and | saw that in two years time she would
be a widow, a poor and desdlate widow; then she would be
ill, persecuted, tried, put into prison, and would die there
| told that to her. Imagine her indignation! Put her in
prison 1 Indeed! She made a big row, and the neighbours
good on the landings and laughed at us, for the lady tried to
reach my coiffure. Now, nose is very harmful to my pro-
fesson. And this was only the beginning of calamity."

Once more the two women Sghed in unison.

" Groups of officers used to come to me with their girls.
And in a party of about ten | saw all the men doomed to
death. And famine, prison, degtitution, was the lot of ther
aveethearts  Severa times | was beaten—don't take it in
an allegorical snse nay, beaten in a crude way, with agick
—and my cardskept on telling my dientde the mod terrible
things Lessand less people came to s.e me. | moved to
ancther town, then to another. | tried aimod every town in
South Russa; the sory repested itsdf. Then the Civil War
broke out. Well, unhappy girls came to me, and anxious
wives However black their present might be, ther future
held no consolation. Far fromit. . . . You cannot imagine
what life sometimes hads in gore for a poor human soul!
So | moved, and moved, and made my way through Sberia.
From time totime a Red commissar would come looking for -
ward to more honours. And | had totell him that he would
receive everything he was longing for—and then be hanged.
One of them dapped mein the face. That he was hanged two
years ago did not avenge me. Well, | moved to Harbin—
the same | moved to Tientsn—the same A young girl
would come, happy and hopeful. | would have to tell her
that in two months timeshe would be ruined, disgraced;
then would follow illness poverty, bad life, and suidde to
crownit all. Well, what fee could | ask from the child? No
wonder | earn nothing.”
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She grunted sardonically and went on again:

" Once avery handsome boy cane—so handsome he was
that looking at him | exdaimed in my heart: ' Nature!
What have you done? You gave such beauty to a man |
Hisnosd HismougacheP But in my cards | saw that in
the near future he would go away and be killed. Well, |
even folowed hislife, asked people; he went to Shanghai, got
ajob asbodyguard to arich Chinaman, and wasKkilled."

Gloomily Mme. Militza shook her head and all her curls
swvayed.

" Then | began to brood over my problem. Who were
my dientde? Russans Rumanians, Poles, Jews. Perhaps
they were the unlucky part of mankind. Therewere others
English, Americans, French, for indance | garted to pick
up the English words which are necessary in my professon.
Thereisnot much variety in the human lot; the same words
do for everybody. You mug know' money ' or' no money.'
"love' and ' death,” ' husband * and ' lover." Sometimes
" child/ ' long journey, or' illness ' iscalled for; but if you
kegp honegtly to the facts, some twenty or thirty words will
do for everybody. Certainly, when accumulating words, you
should allow the luxury of * blonde* or * brunette/ which
sund alike in all languages then ' party/ or ' a present/
or ' unexpected news is ussful. | madered them all. In
those days | put advertissmentsin the two local English news:
papes ' A famous fortunetdler/ said I, * well known all
ove the Eagern hemispherd And what came out of it?
Nobody came, nat one living English-speaking soul came
to me"

Her voice rang bitter and full of reproach.

She poured two fresh cups of coffee Granny gopped her
knitting and looked at Mme. Militzawith sympathisng eyes
After several draughts Mme. Militza acquired the nesded
energy and began with a new animation:

"Why didn't they come? Are they so confident of their
future? Havethey no natural curiosty? Takemy advice.
Better alwaysbeon your guard! Luck isdecetful. lifeis
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always cheating people! " And Mme. Militza's eyes flashed
an ominous war ning.

" And hereyou s me eating away my rainy-day funds,"
shewent on. " Therefore, | have decided to go to Shanghai,
Well, it must be two days journey, but my cards show two
months travel. They also show not much luck."

" Asfar as| know," mildly interrupted Granny, " Eng-
lish people never go to thefortune-tellers, let them be ever so
famous. Itisnot their way. And alsothismodern education
—they believe they are maders of their fate. "

" Do they bdieve thatl" And Mme. Militza laughed
sardonically. " Ppor English people | Masters . . . indeed!
They would better come to me and ask one or two questions.
| am Sure | could tell them something. And they should
come now, before istoolate. The professon is dying opt.
Thereare not many of usleft... the coming age of darkness
means the extinction of my professon also."

Again she poured two cups of coffee, and began in a low
and confidential voice:

" | dearly love you and your family. Many atimel have
longed to know your fate, but always | become afraid. Now
in two weeks time | am going. So | think, perhaps, we
will try?"

She produced a pack of cards from her pocket and began
ehgeriy, enticingly, to shuffle them.

" Now, yours is a nice family, with a granny. Every
decent family must have a granny. And here are my cards.
In several minutes they can ruin all your hopes. .. . Well?"

For a while they sat silent. But Mme. Militza evidently
could not resst the temptation.

" 1'll tell you what," ¢he said at last, " let us deal the
cards for you. You areold. Not much can happen to you.
Y ou are poor, not too healthy; you cannot lose much. Are
you afraid of death?"

" Of death? No, | am not afraid of death," said Granny.
She stppped her knitting and looked gravely before her.
Therewasnothing remarkablein Granny's appearance. She
was Eke a small bunch of dried lavender—faded, fragile, and

B
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pleasantly scented. " | am not afraid of death; | am afraid
of expenses My death can ruin the Family. Here, in a
foreign town, they have nobody to help them. Death means
extra expense: firdt, a coffin, then waxen candles, afunera
Mass ... aplot of ground to be buried in, awooden cross to
put over the tomb. And again somebody must carry the
coffin to the cemetery—and here the cemetery isso far. To
pay the clergy, to pay the doctor for the death certificate . . .
No, no," she concluded, " it would be too expensve. And
then | know my daughter Ashe will never put on my body
one of my old dresses she will think them too much worn.
She will make me anew dress, awhite one as our customis.
No, no. When | think about all these expenses, and all the
trouble for Tania, and of the effect it might have on our
lodgers... Oh, when| think of it all, I loseany wishto die."

And energetically sheresumed her knitting.

" Well, let ustry,” indnuated Mme. Militza. And with-
out waiting for an answer she began to shuffle the cards with
greedy movements of her hands. Up and down went her
hands, and her small black eyes grew piercing. Suddenly,
her face took on an astonished expression, as if she could not
believe her own eyes.

" For years now, for years | have not seen this combina
tion: the fulfilment of your most cherished wish. Happy
fulfilment. First you will get ajob."

"Me? A job? At seventy? ".gasped Granny.

" Yes, and avery well paid job. Youwill pile up money.
Thenyou will die and your money will not only cover funeral
expensss, but there will be plenty left behind for your Family.
And your job will establish new and useful relations for the
Family. Yourswill beamost happy death.”

At that moment they were interrupted. The gate clicked
and a gentleman entered the garden.
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HE WASan unusual kind of gentleman for those surroundings.
He was an Englishman, and evidently a prosperous one
—well-dressed, well-shaved, well-bred, well-fed, well-
mannered. But what he said was still more unusual. He
asked whether there was a room to be let and whether he
could se the landlady. He stood and spoke with a dight
tinge of superiority, asif he had come just for a minute from
another and more acceptable planet, and would vanish at
the first offensve touch.

Granny quickly readjusted the expresson of Her face from
bewilderment to a smiling and dignified welcome. She had
received a fine education and spoke English perfectly. She
grasped the situation at once, and being unwilling to proceed
under false pretences she explained that this boarding-house
was Russian, a very modest one indeed; and although her
daughter, who wasthe landlady of the house, would be highly
delighted to have some English lodgers in it, she was afraid
the standards of the house were far below those which Ehg-
lish people required.

The gentleman replied, pointedly, that he wished to se
the landlady.

" Will you kindly come in?" said Granny.

In came the gentleman, and in half an hour's time ah
agtonishing affair-was concluded: their best room, with a
balcony, was rented for an English lady for two months and
paid for in advance. The lady, the gentleman said, was not
very young—a. recent widow, quite lonely. There was no
probability of her having Visitors. To the gentleman's deep
regret, he could not state that she was enjoying perfect health
—impossible to say that. On the other hand, the lady was
not an invalid—far-from it. She was not poor—quite the

contrary. Thus any extra expense would be duly-remuner-
19
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ated by her brother, who wasthen on hisway from England.
Infact, thearrival of thelady's brother would bethe end of
the problem. Mr. Stowne, the brother, was coming for the
liquidation of the busness of the late Mr. Parrish, who was
the deceessd hushand. Mrs. Parrish hersdf was, or rather
had been, quite a charming lady indeed. " But people some-
times change, you know, and let us hope changes will pass*
The gentleman himsdf was the late Mr. Parrish's partner;
now he fdt it his—er—his Chrigtian duty to take some care
of Mrs. Parrish, who so suddenly began to change and there-
fore was Uit quite alone. Y et he was bound totake care of
her as far as his duty went, not further, to be sure And to
hisdegp regret hemus say that theingalment of Mrs. Parrish
into this new apartment would perhaps mean the end of his
care of her, as he was going for his summer holidays out of
town. And now, at his personal request, would fhey kindly
pay as much attention to Mrs. Parrish as possble, she being
londly and not very gable snce her husband's death—well,
amog unconsdlable This astonishing affair was conduded
by the gentleman's remark that the lady would eat every-
thing, go nowhere, s nobody, and that he would bring her
that evening.

And away the gentleman went, leaving behind a lot of
money. All this looked like a groke of good fortune, the
money was Soent on the spot; butcher'sand baker's acocounts
had long been waiting, and rent o wasin arrears.

While arranging theroom, Mother and Granny speculated
about what the new lady would belike. Mme. Militza and
Pima eagerly heped in the work and in the discusson.

"I will not believe till | sse her with my own eyes" said
Mine. Militza, while palishing the doorknobs " Have you
ever s an English lady polite enough to natice that there
are people of our kind here, upon the earth?"

" The English are :10bs only here in the Far Ead, |
think," said Granny." | remember they were quite different
in Europe. | have ben in England twice and | never remem-
ber being snubbed there."
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" Certainly,” Mme. Militza grunted. " You hid money
then."

" How could they know we have no money now?" asked
Dima.

" Think what you like," continued Mme. Militza." | am
ugpidous That swindler of a gentleman | The best proof
is the money in advance. An hones man is never in hadfe
where money isconcarned. Why? Hejust hagened to trap
you."

A gloomy dlence overhung the room for a moment.

"Oh," said Mme. Militzafeebly, " | should liketo have
a aup of aoffee this very minute."

" There issome left in the coffeepot. We can hest it,"
Granny obligingly supported her.

" No," interrupted Mme. Militza. " No reheated ooffee
to-day. We shall have fresh coffes” sheconduded grandly.

At sx 0'dock Mrs. Parrish'sbdongingscame Therewere
many trunks and boxes, all expensve, new, and shining.

At eght odock, in thetwilight of the evening, a big car
gopped before the house The door was flung open. First
appeared a bulldog. He came out of the car, Sepped adde,
and good there calmly, morbidly, taking no interes in his
surroundings

Then the gentleman came out and with the hep of the
chauffeur ailmogt dragged out a large lady who was shouting
at the gentleman in a boigerous and sonorous voice:

" You brute! Whereareyou bringingme?*"

Presently she was sanding on her fet, atall, florid woman
with a swallen but very attractive face; all dishevdled, her
dressin disorder. She wore nether gloves nor hat; yet she
was unmigtakably a lady. Themaos wonderful thing about
her was her voice; it was a fresh, grong, thrilling voice, like
a boy's, eager and full of modulation.

A no less picturesgue group awaited them on the geps of
thehousa Mother and Granny, in their bes attire, bowved
awecome. Dima, with a face washed afresh and with some
ap near his ears, attended .them. Mme. Militza loomed
behind, like a shadow in the background.
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Thearrival and reception was a complicated affair. Every-
body ssmed deeply impressed, athough for different
reasons Mother and Granny tried to hide thefact that they
were shocked. The gentlenan was visbly enbarrassd and
looked askance. Mme. Militza exuded hat rays of curiogty.
The Imples emation was Dima's.  the appearance of the
dog took his breath away. A bulldog was all he needed for
complete joy in thisworld.

Mrs. Parrish approached Granny and Mother. Shelooked
at their polite faces and shouted:

" Look at thebrutel ' " And with a wide gesture she pointed
to the gentleman. " He mentioned an asylum in cae |
wouldn't come here | Have you ever heard of anything o
prepogerous?!

She good before them, big, even majegtic, full of snoare
indignation.

" And s= what the brutésreasons are. / shaky on my
fet? Am 1?" dhe shouted. " Look first at me and then
look at the brute. Whoisdrunk? Heor 1? Who nesdsan
as/lum? Here am | "—she shook he head, her light hair
tossd by the wind—" here | am in my full snsss up to
anything . . . and the brute? . . . Flabby and deepy!
Asylum, indeed !"

Mrs. Parrish was completdy drunk; there was no doubt
of it. To savethestuation, Granny said in her mild voice

" Will you kindly comein? Y our room iswaiting for you.
L et me show you theway. Hereyou will livewith us, in a
smple family circle/*

She took Mrs. Parrish'sarm and, small and frail though
she was, she led the way, and the large lady obediently
followed.

the gentleman followed them. The door bagged.

" Seg" said Mme. Militza laconically.

The money is almost spent, thought Mother. Sa that is
that! We have to put np with this. And she Sghed.

" And Granny always said drunkenness was the thing he
could gand leadt," stated Mme. Militza.

Without aword Mother went dowly into the house
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Upstairs Mrs. Parrish was storming with unfailing energy.
Every word she shouted could be heard clearly all over the
house. Shewas bickering, opening trunks, throwing things,
ringing bells. The Chinese boy-servant was kept flying up
and down the stairs on her errands.

At last she caimed down. The gentleman left the house,
making excuses and avoiding the eyes of anybody in par-
ticular. Peter and Lida, who were employed in a big depart-
ment store, came home and were told the happenings of the
day. The Japanese gentlemen returned in smiling and bow-
ing groups. The Chinese professor was at home all that day,
but he asked no explanation of the disorder and noise; he
never did.
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THE FAMILY waspreparing to go to bed. This procedurewas
far from smple. Only during those days when some of the
rooms were not let (and those days meant disaster) could
every one of the Family have a bed. Usually they had only
oneroom for themsdves, the room which had theleast chance
of being taken by alodger. The chief purpose of this room
was to serve as a dining-room, for there often were lodgers
who would have their meals in the house, but didiked to have
them served in their own rooms. In this room there was
always a sofa on which Granny dept. This was the only
regular bed; all others were the result of ingenuity and
imagination. Sometimes chairs were tied together; if four
of them, it made a bed large enough for Dima; if six, for
Lida. Peter was tall and his deeping place was a weightier
problem. In the summer-time he dept in a hammock tied
between the two trees in the Garden. Mother often dept in
the corridor, on the floor, the lodgejs never knowing it, be-
cause she was the lagt to lie down and thefirst to get up in
the morning. Sometimes Dima put his mattress under the
dining-table, thus being in nobody'sway. Therewas no end
to the variations and possbilities of arranging an occasional
bed. Usually it was much easer in the summer-time than in
the winter, when before going to deep they had not to un-
dress, but to dress up for it, putting on spare stockings, an
old sweater, or a scarf around the head.

Thiswas thewarm season and there were two unoccupied
rooms in the house, so the beds were soon arranged. The
Family gathered around thetable for afinal cup of tea. The
small room looked cosy. According to the Russian custom,
an icon with a lampada before it was placed high in the
corner, opposite the door. The Family'sicon wasthat of Our
Lady of Vladimir. Painted several hundred years ago by
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an anonymous monk somewherein a monastery, with fasting
and slent prayers, the icon bore the traits of this specia
branch of art. The face of the Holy Virgin was sad and
ascetic. It was miraculoudly illuminated by her eyes, full of
mysterious and exalted life, A small Christ, childishly tender,
clungto her breast. They both looked down upon humanity,
with pitying, understanding eyes.

Thither, tothat corner, themembersof the Family brought
their sorrows. Every evening, knedling in prayer, Granny
lit the lampada before the icon. The tiny flickering flame,
reflected by the silver frame, made the whole corner shineand
gleam. The play of light and shadow made the face of the
Holy Virgin look alive—the expresson of her face con-
tinuously changing, asif she were praying, too.

Thisicon wastheonly thing they had brought from Russia,
theonly visible link uniting them to the long lineage of their
ancestors It wasthe same icon before which several genera-
tions of their family tree had knelt to pray.

Now the lampada wag lit. Peacefilled theroom. Thetea
was poured. And only then did they notice the absence of
Dima.

Dima was at the same place where they had left him, on
the steps before the entrance door.

A dog was the dream of Dima's life. The boy never had
been allowed to have one, because a dog must eat. And now
herewas a dog in the house! The dog was sitting on the porch
paying no attention to anything. Dimawas sitting near the
dog admixing and adoring him. Helonged for mutual interest
and attention, but the dog submitted to thisadoring scrutiny,
accepted the admiring contemplation as his due, and gave
nothinginreturn. Hewas a sdf-aufficient dog, far above the
nead of human love and friendship; he even despised senti-
ment. What the dog really wasthinkingishard to say, but
bis eyes exuded only disdain, a cynical scorn for all that was
nat canine, for all that futile and shaky world which com-
prised human life and human fedings. And yet, strangely,
the dog's face was almost human in its features and appear -
ance of intelligence, its nearest likeness being the face of a
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financier, the head of a big banking corporation—a man who
long ago had discovered what was what and was thereafter
bereft of any illusons, who had had his share of experience
and become equally indilterent towards good and bad. if
one were to give the dog a cigar of the best quality, the like*
ness would be complete.

Mother found Dima in a state of ecgtatic admiration.
Then she realized for the first time that the dog must live
in the house.

' My goodness!" she gagped. " Here begin the extra
expenses 1 Feeding such adog I"
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AT SIX o'cLock in the morning the bell of Mrs. Parrish's
room rang, and asthe Chinexe servant, Khan, had nat yet
come, Mather ran up to answer it. Shefound Mrs. Parrish
gtting at the table before a bottle and two glasses

" Letushave adrink!" desad gaily.

" Oh,itistooearly,” said Maother.™ | never drink spirits
at thistime."

" Then let ushave somebeer 1"

Moather palitdy lifted her gass thanked her, and went
(Joan. In fifteen minutes time another bell rang from the
new lodger'sroom, and again Mather went up to answer it.

" Now it ishigh timewe had somewhisky and soda,” said
Mrs. Parrish with a charming amile

Thus Mrs. Parrish began her Ufe in the boarding-house
She turned out to be a confirmed drunkard. Aslong asde
had a bottle and a gass he cared little what happened to the
res of the world. She was gay and noisy one half of the day
and fag adesp the other. All the attention of the Family
was directed towards hindering her fromi)uyfag liquors or
preventing her drinking when she managed to get some She
had plenty of money, S0 she snt Khan to buy and shetipped
him generoudy. She indalled a tdephone in her room and
ordered liquors hersdf. Thus in spite of the Fajnily's con-
trol, Mme. Militza'sinduded, Mrs. Parrish wasamog daily
drunk.

But the Family was accugomed to fight thihgs through,
S0 no mercy was shown Mrs. Parrish. By turnsthey would
gend haurswith her, talking to her, playing cards, working,
puzzles. Every onedid hisbit at trying to kegp her sober or
to calm her, each exerdsing his gpedial talents, ingenuity,
and invention.

Onceit wasLida'striumph, when in the dead of the night
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Mrs. Parrish began toringthebell, to shout, to throw things,
and to call for company.

Lida, pale find faltering, tapped at her door, entered
timidly, but, lookingintoMrs. Parrish'sblue eyes, soon grew
bolder and said:

" Mrs. Parrish, let ussing together! A lullaby . . . You
just lie down on your bed—you aretired. | will St here, near
you, and we will sng low, as lullabies should be sung."

Theidea stimulated Mrs. Parrish's imagination.

" Itisalong time dnce | have sung/' she said. " Yes,
yes, let us."

And they sang for half an hour, the contralto of the older
woman blending well with Lida's sweet soprano. The song
became lower, and dower, until Mrs. Parrish fell quietly
adeep. Then Lida tucked a blanket all around her body,
made a sign of the cross over her (as the cusom was in the
Family), and tiptoed out of the room.

Another time it was Mme. Militza who stepped in with a
pack of cards and, takirfg at random a combination of three
cards, declared:

" It means a fire" (She pronounced it wire.)

Mrs. Parrish, hot and panting, asif she had been running
arace, looked startled.

"Wire? What wire?"

" The meaning of these cards."

Mrs. Parrish bent low over the cards, all her fluffy hair
blown down around her face.

" Nowire! Thereisnowire. Don't take mefor afool."

"The meaning.of this combination,” indsed Mme.
Militza—" the card combination."

" Ah, cards . . ¢ Yes, it would be a nice combination in
poker."

Mme. Militza had never heard of poker. Moreover, play-
ing card gameswas a sin in her eyes. In her scanty English
she explained that she was a scientific fortune-teller and could
tell one's future. When Mrs. Parrish caught the idea she
became interested. Mme. Militza was happy to talk about
her professon and to demonstrate her skill.
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Thus they would St on the balcony on ther guard for
passersby. Assoon as someone appear ed, whether a codie
or a rickshaw man, Mme. Militza would deal cards on his
behalf and tell hisfortune.

In between shewould explain the hidden meaning of cards
with the animation of a genuine artist:

" Long ago, in Babylon, they usd to foretdl the future
by the sun, moon, and gars. That great knowledge is amogt
log by now. Oh, the shamel Oh, the pity of it! "

It was hard to say what Mrs. Parrish made out of this
information, deivered with a tragic pathosin the lingo which
Mme. Militza used for English, but she wasall sympathy.

" Really! Oh, the shamel Oh, the pity of it!"

" But now!" suddenly thundered Mme. Militza in her
mog baso voice. "' Do you know what now ?*

Mrs. Parrish frankly confessed that he did not.

" Now," thundered Mme. Militzain revengeand triumph,
" now your greates stentigsforetel floods and earthquakes
by the sats on the sun. They spent centuries to find it out.
But, mind you, only floods and earthquakes, no prophecy
of private life. And who doesit? Who? The greates modern
agronomers bdonging to the Cathalic clergy! Monkd What
then was the Inquistion about? Sdence, they were fighting
—sgdencd  Burning books ruining laboratories . . . Now
it will require thousands of years to resore the things well
known long ago. It takes a long time to make an adrologer
out of an agronomer. But let them find that out by them-
$Hves we shall not move a finger to help. There are not
many of us," she modegtly added, " who till know a thing
or two about thefuture." And asif suddenly tired, she added
feebly, " | mug be off for a cup of coffed”

Although Mrs. Parrish wasmuch attracted by Mme. Militza
and her cards, she never aked her to deal cardsfor her per-
sonally, and, drangdy enough, Mme. Militza never sug-
oeted it.

Once, on a Sunday, Mrs. Parrish was extremey sormy,
and the neghbours kept sending their servants with requests
that the noise be gopped. The lodgers were all &@*home and
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all, except the Chinese gentleman, grumbled. Granny was
at chdrch, Lidahad goneto the swimming pool Mother was
busy in the kitchen; so it was Peter'sturn to do his bit.

He held up a crossword puzzle cut from a newspaper.

" Mrs. Parrish,"” he said, " will you kindly help me?
They promise a nice prize—a journey to Peiping to stay for
aweek-end, all freel"

" Who is going to Peiping?" she asked.

" If wewin, we go."

"1 won't,” shesaid., " Let ushaveadrink."

They had it. Then Peter began again: " You se | g&
tired of my life. | need a change. It would be so pleasant
forme to go."

" But | won't. | have been there many times. Fed up
with it."

" Well, you just help me. | shall go by mysef or take
Granny."

And they spent two quiet hours over the puzzle.

Even Dima contributed to the common cause of entertain-
ing Mrs. Parrish by showing hispoon stamp collection.

" Thisisfrom Canada,” he said proudly.

" Canada? Phew for Canada! Beastly place. All gone
into trees. | wasthereonce. Throw thisaway."

" And thisis Russian."

" Soviet Russial Don't keep it, for shame! Such a crud
thing! " And she tore the stamp.

Dima bent silently over historn treasure and went away
with the idea of getting even in his heart.

But Granny was the mogt frequent visitor to the new
lodger'sroom. Mrs. Parrish, soto speak, with all her bulk
leaned upon Granny's shoulder.
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DIMA was the only person in the house who had aways been
happy, and now, with Mrs. Parrish's instalment, he ceasd
to be—because of the dog. Never before had Dima known
that he needed friendship and sympathy. He had been a
sf-aufficient and intellectually sdf-centred boy of eight
years. Hetook for granted the Family'slove and tenderness
towards him. Everything in the wérld had been crested
because of him and smiled upon him. Now a new figure of
importance appeared on the horizon—abulldog of the purest
blood, aristocratic, sdf-sufficient, and even more self-centred
than he, and to Dima humiliatingly indifferent. The dog led
his own mysterious life. He was all aone, needed nobody,
and Dimaneeded the dog. Thus the dog's pre-eminence was
established in their relationships at once. Dima admiring,
the dog condescending to be admired. Nobody had heard
the dog's voice; he never barked. He was above such things.
Usually the dog sat somewhere; quietly pondering over some
abstract dog-problem. Dimawould crouch near the dog and
look at him tenderly. Thiswastheir usual pastime, the dog
never giving asign that the interest was mutual. Thus for
days and days Dima suffered the humiliation of that one-
sded affection. He longed for reciprocation; he prayed for
it. In hisdaily prayers he started to beg for his share of God's
benevolence, his portion of worldly happiness. He wished
to haveit in advance, to spend it now. He prayed-for the
dog's affection.

" God," Dimawould whisper at night, lying on his mat-
tress " make the dog loveme! Dp it! Do it now, and 1
promise never to ak you for anybody's love again."

All day long Dima was busy with the dog. He tried to
find out everything about thedog's character and his habite.
What a shock it was when Dima realized that the dog had
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no name,| Hewas pimply " Dog." Had any one ever heard
of anything o incongruous?

Because of the dog Dima darted adiary. He had it always
in histrousers pocket. Daily he entered in that small booklet
the proosadings of his acquaintance with Dog. And with
what joy hewrotedown once " DOG ISNOT DEVOTED
TO HISMISTRESS." This gatement became the sarting
point of Dime's sratagem. He was making up hismind to
me definite action and preparing a dedsve attack.

Little by little, if not affection, then undersanding wes
being etablished between the two; and although Dog never
gave himsdf away, Dima knew for sure that his heart wes
gradually meting towards him. And soon—this was the
happiest day of Dima's life—he received proof of Dog's reel
fedings

It happened on a hat afternoon. All wasquiet in the neigh-
bourhood, for peoplein China usually res after their midday
meal. The only sounds came from the kitchen Stuated in
the back yard in a small sgparate building. There Mother
was washing dishes and spesking in a low voice to Khan.
On the pavement of the greet, now wholly exposed to the
burning rays of the sun, several rickshaws were waiting for
caugomers  Such hours—hat, dow, sultry, soundles—are
symbalic of China hersdf. One knows f£or certain that an
intengvelifeisseadily going on somewhere but one doesnat
find a peroeptible sgn of it on the surface of hisfield of con-
templation. It isillusve. It ishidden. The manifetations
fail to foous a foreigner's attention. Time is meting and
losing some of itsweight. One has a curious feding of being
infinitely old and yet not having begun really to live. In
China one percaves that timeis not an appropriate criterion
of life. Unitsof timeare artificial measures created by men,
not by gods T h ei r application to the soul's lifeisan error
leading to false condusons Who is old and who isyoung?
In China one submits to the mirage of longevity. linked
with ancegors and progeny, one lives on several planes in,
different pheres  Why be in hage when one bdongs to
eternity? Har dly dead, oneisborn again. Thereisno means
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of escaping life. Then let one live peacefully, in conformity
with human dignity and honour.

In such a solemn atmosphere of repose and equanimity
Dima and Dog wer e sitting on the opposite sdes of the porch,
the boy with adoring eyes, the dog with a petulant mien; the
boy staring, the dog furtively glancing at his worshipper.
A clear-cut scheme for dominating the proud independence
of Dog began to form in Dima's mind. Dima looked at Dog
and behind his innocent admiring gaze rose and grew a base
scheme for dominating Dog. This was the moment of trial.

Dima rose up, made several steps and whistled, low,
temptingly, and—oh, miraclel—Dog made an almost im-
per ceptible movement, then halted, then slowly, reluctantly,
he went after the boy. It was the first open declaration of
the dog's submission. This great moment marked the begin-
ning of friendship between Dima and Dog. Slowly but
inevitably the arrogant, aristocratic dog began his descent to
his natural place in a human dwelling.

Now it was high time'to bring the scheme into execution,
to legalize the acquirement of Dog at once. As soon as he
could do it unnoticed, Dima stole away upstairs and dipped
through the door into Mrs. Parrish's room, and there he
stood ready to fight for his happiness.

" You! Look herg" he said, " it is dishonest |"

Mrs. Parrish was half adegp in the arm-chair and paid no
attention to the boy's entrance. Her swollen face and red-
dish eyelids made her look ill and pitiful. But Dima
hardened his heart against pity. He had long ago decided
to sep over any obstacle, so he said:

" Last time you behaved badly. It is dishonest."

She opened her eyes. It was one of her vague, empty
moments, when she could not realize where she was and
what was going on around her. She looked dully at the boy
and asked in a dead voice:

"What is dishonest?"

" You are. You tore my best stamp the other day and
gave menothing in the place of it. | am asmall boy. Itisa
shameto hurt small boys! One must take good care of small

C
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boys. They inherit titles and the crowns—in time. Now you
better pay mefor that Samp | '

Se smal to se him from a great digance. The boy's
faoe was full of a menading resolution. e looked a him,
and the boy, the wdls, the furniture, everything, gently
swvayed before her eyes

" How much do you want?" she asked.

" 1 want Dog"

" Which dog?'

" Yours."

"Have | a dog?'

" Yes"

" Whereis my dog?'

Dima ran downdars, whisled to Dog, and they both
entered Mrs. Parrish's room.  But while Dima wes aosart,
dhe had sunk again into the mist of her nervous depresson.

Dima's heart was dight within him now, for he wes neer
hisgod.

" Here is the dog," he declared.

Se awweal nothing. What wes the next thing to be
done? Dimarattled the doorknob. No ansver. Dog snorted.
Again slence

"Mrs.Parrish! Mrs. Parrishl"

e openad her eyes Again the boy's eeger face wavered
before her.

" Wha do you want again?' e swgoped & him.

" You give methis dog and sgn the paper!”

And he produced from his pocket ashedt of pgper ch which,
in huge capitds, he had written with visble exertion:

I, MRS PAKRISH, GIVE MY DOG TO DIMA-BOY,
FOR GOOD, FOREVER, BECAUSEHE ISAVERY
NICE BOY AND BECAUSE OF THE STAMP. |
GIVE MY HONEST WORD NEVER, NEVER,
NEVER TO TAKE MY DOGBACK, FORIT ISHIS
DOG. OATH. AMEK.
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Petulantly, without reading, Mrs. Parrish Sgned the paper
in large majegtic handwriting and said:

" Now takethat dog away and be off with you 1 Give me
my rest! Leave mein peacel” And suddenly she began to
shout: " Give me something! Come here, someone | Come
herel  Comehere!”

But the geps only creaked under his feet—Dima was far
away. Dog followed his new mager and his mien expressd
disdain for theways of human kind and their means of dealing
with each other.

Soon the geps were creaking again. It was Granny
coming to Mrs. Parrish with mild words and unfailing com-
passon.
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SUMMER CAME with its terrible damp heat, called in Chinese
fu-tien—that is, low skies. This summer of 1937 was excep-
tionally oppressve. The inhabitants of the boarding-house
becamehafill. Asfor Mrs. Parrish, she stormed, and wegt,
and swore. All the neighbourhood was now complaining
because of the noise she made. It was Granny who tried to
gopeae the grumblers.

" Itisnot viciousness, it isillness. She lost her husband,
she is unhappy.”

" But many others have lost their husbands and they are
not drunkards/ said the nelghbours

" Well," Granny would say, " Mrs. Parrishisall alone;
this is the reason for her weskness People should not be
alowed to suffer alone.”

Yet on a very hot afternoon Mrs. Parrish became
dangerous.

After severa hours spent upstairs, Granny came down to
the Garden. Mme. Militza met her with her arms out-
dretched in welcome.  The coffeepot gurgled over the flame
of aspirit-lamp. The aroma of coffee was full of promise.
It meant a tete-k-tete with Mme. Militza, her monologues,
rest and quiet.

Suddenly abell rang and Khan ran upstairs to answer it.
In one minute hewas down, hisface pale. Hetried to explain
something in pantomime.

" What isit? What happened?’ asked Granny.

" English missy wantchy makee die."

All trembling, Granny rose. "l am coming. | am
coming," e repeated mechanicaly, while e hastened
towards Mrs. Parrish'sroom. Mme. Militza, all aflutter and
dangling curls, tried to keep pace with her.

When Granny opened the door, she saw Mis. Parrish
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quietly dozing against an overturned arm-chair, with ablack
and shining revolver in her lap.

Cautiously Granny approached her and took the revolver.
The touch of her trembling hand awvoke Mrs. Parrish. She
opened her blue eyes and said winningly: " Hallo,
Granny!"

In the evening the Family discussad the event and it wes
decided to bring a doctor to sse Mrs. Parrish.

" But how shall we pay?" said Peter. " We have no
money."

" Wewill ak Dr. Isaak,” said Mother.

Dr. Isaak was a remarkable person. He was another pro-
duct of the fantastic conditions of our times. He was born in
Russa of German parents. During the first World War he
fought against Germany on the Russian side. After the Revo-
[ution in Russia, he fled to Germany and was naturalized
there. When Hitler came to power and started the persecu-
tion of the Jews, Dr. Isaak was among the mass of victims;
for not only was his grandfather a Jew, but his wife Rosa
was of purest Jewish origin. They fled to China. Being dis-
owned by both Russa and Germany, Dr. lIsaak became
nobody's subject and had no passport. The tolerance of the
Chinese made it possible for him to live and work in China.

,Y et histroubled and disorderly life was an example of high
achievement. He never stopped studying and working and
had become an authority on brain diseases and a brilliant
surgeon. His capacity for work was extraordinary, hiskind-
ness had no limits, and his power of endurance was most
enviable. He always needed his power of endurance, for his
family life was very trying. His Rosa, healthy, beautiful,
and well-educated, at first met the blows of fortune with a
charming smile, aways ready to fight difficulties to the end.
Then, suddenly, she gave up. All her polish wentuway and
she became as Nature had made her—greedy, envious,
quarrelsome, tearful, and aways dissatisfied.

They were distressingly poor. The Doctor was an idealist
and never thought about money. He worked because of his
love for humanity. Injugtice, persecutions dander—nothing
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could cure him of that love. It became a passon with him.
Hecould not pass by any one suffering without trying to help
him. And people were accugomed to take him, his interest
and care, his wonderful skill in surgery, for granted, and
very few bothered to pay him.

The Doctor's dealings with money would cause indigna-
tion in any practical man. Henever had any cash, nor did
his wife. When ther debts became pressng and nesds in-
tolerable, Dr. Isaak would look around for a rich patient.
When one of them came, onereally ill and undoubtedly rich,
the Doctor would ask from him exactly the sum he nesded,
no more, no less And he held srongly to his demand, never
giving in. In the end he always got the money, paid his
debts and for awhile again lived cardedy.

Thisdoctor was brought to se Mrs. Parrish. Hisjudgment
wasthat she neded sysematic treatment and would be better
off in a hospital. But she refused to go, and he was unwilling
toinds. As he brother was due in three wesks time, the
Family dedded to bear with her until his arrival. By this
timethey had learned to love Mrs. Parrish and to pity her.
This waif of humanity had settled well into the Family.

Granny was given all the indructions on Mrs, Parrish's
caxe Sheligened to the Doctor gravely, dowly nodding and
Sghing. When ssng him to the door, she said:

Doctor, you will haveto excuseus. We have no money
at present. We were given to undergand that Mrs. Parrish's
brather on his arrival will s to the extra expenses”

" Money? Who sesksabout money? | don't want any.
The thing | should like to ask from you is your permisson
to bring my wife here. My Rosa is very londy. She has
practically no friends here."

" With greates pleasure we will s her," said Granny
politely.

" Not see, not just see. Let me be frank with you. Rosa
isvery nervous and dissatified with her life. If she could
find some sympathy and interes it would do her much good.
| saw how you behaved to that lady upgairs and | thought
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that perhaps, if Rosa could have some of your friend-
sip ..."

" Mrs. Isaak iswdoome Y ou s how welive here, really
very modedtly. . . . Mrs. Isaak is wdcome to amé' any
day, at the hours which are convenient to her."

On the next day, at four o'dock, a panting rickshaw man
brought a fat lady to the gate of the boardinghouse She
had a sharp quarrd with him when paying for theride. She
threatened him with the police, and he cursad her heartily
in Chinee. Shetried to dap him with her umbrdlaand the
rickshaw man darted to yell. The passrsby looked with
interest on the someand theidle Chinese rickshaw men began
to gather into ligening groups The lady tried to open-the
gate, the rickshaw man caught her by her dress and would
noUet her go. At thetop of his voice he addressad the de-
ments of Nature in testimony that she had underpaid him.
" Ten cents it was for any lady of average weight, but for
her, who evidently ate plentiful rice, it wasworth nolessthan
fifteen cents" At lag, in great anger and with many biting
words, the lady threw five cents into the rickshaw man's
face, and after that made a dignified and even pompous
entrance.

Attracted by thenasein thesreet, Mother, Mme. Militza,
Dima, Dog, Khan, and two of the Japanese gentlemen sood
on the g¢eps The nevcomer approached them and solemnly
introduced her sdf:

" | am Mme, | saak."

" Oh, =0 glad you have called. Please comein. Thisis
Mme. Militza, one of our lodgers”

" The one who drinks?"

" Oh, no! That is the other lady,” said Mother and
blushed at her own blunder. " | mean, Mme. Militza never
drinks," shetried to explain, and again blushed.

" But you introduce me, pleasg, to the drunkard too. |
aminteresed in her."

Moather at oncefet that hewasno match for Mme. | saak.

"Will you kindly st down?" she said. " | will go and
ak Granny to cometoyou."
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When Granny entered the room she found Mme. 1saak
and Mme. Militza in eager conversation. The knowledge
thaiM me. Militza was a fortune-teler filled the vistor with
excitement. It ssamed that a fortune-tdler was exactly the
thing Mme. Isaak had looked for all her life. She could not
wait, she urged Mme. Militza to bring cards and to tell her
fortuneat once Flattered, but with no indecent haste, Mme.
Militza left theroom. Granny took advantage of that moment
to introduce hersdf. This formality over, Granny asked:

" And how are you, Mme. Isaak? How do you like
China?"

This smple question produced the efet of a ark
applied to dynamite.

" How do I live? Don't ak me that. If there are good
things in the world, they have not come my way. Why? If
| should tell you about all my pains, all my sufferings all
| am going through, you would be upst. You are a kind
woman, you would be upsgt. Y ou would kegp worrying and
worrying about me—for whereisjudicein thisworld? Have
you sem that fool, my husband? No, heis not fodlish; he is
mad. How people can confide in him, | really don't under-
gand. A madman, a rare example of a perfect lunatic. He
refusss to charge for his work. Is that norma? Tell me
honestly—have you paid him? No? | s that you have
not. And | don't blameyou. |f you can get anything free—
why not? But condder my Stuation. Nobody gives me
things free. My husband is the only fodl in the town."

" But how do you like China?" Granny tried again.

" Earthquake, a nice earthquake, | should wish for
China."

" You liked Europe better?"

" Europe? You mean Germany? Smoke and fire, amoke
and fire | should like to s on the gpat where Germany is
now. Cursad be the people and the country!"

" Perhaps you had a resx when travelling. You have
aossd many sses Someimes that is good for nerves-
seding places.”

"Traveling? You makemelaugh! Really, youdo, In
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Europe everything isthe same. Hotels, rooms, food, all the
same—if you pay the same price. The curtains are of the
same material, and colour, and design; the chairs of the
same s, and everywhere the same carpet—greenish grey.
All the waiters have had the same mother and the same
father, judging from the resemblance. And the food! You
know, those cups of tea with milk or lemon, and the toast,
alwaysthe same, as if the waiters had been carrying it after
you all the way from Berlin to Shanghai. 1f you do not est
itto-day, they bring it into-morrow. Y ou will not have fresh
toast till that is esten. Oh, don't ask me about food."

" But other continents. Have you sen India? |Is it not
picturesque?’

" Youaenaive, really youare. Everythingwhichisnot
Europe is dirty—terribly old, ramshackle, and dirty. All
those temples are falling to pieces. | have never ssen in any
of themasinglething | should liketo buy."

" Itisapity," sad Granny cautioudy, " that you had
no benefit from your travelling.”

" Why? | didsol | lost thirteen pounds.”

At this moment Mme. Militza came with the cards.

From that day Rose Isaak became a regular guest in the
boarding-house. Her ample figure, her dovenly dress, oily
skin, and neglected teeth, made her not too pleasant a sight.
Her peevish voice and the things se said made Granny
order Dima to keep away when she was in the house.  Yet
Rosa had wonderful eyes—only it took time to find that out.
An attentive observer could still find traits of beauty in her,
even of kindness, even of education. Her degradation was
her reaction to the hardships of life. It was asif looking at
the debris which was now her life, at all those fragments of
love, hope, faith, and illusion, she said: " | won't try to
make any ue of thistrash." And slowly committing moral
suicide, she conscioudy and willingly went down.

" My goodness  What life sometimes does to people!”
said Granny to hersdf after seeing Rosa severd times.

A close friendship or, better, conspiracy established itself
between Rosa and Mine, MUitza. Fortune-telling entranced
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Rosa. Although the first stance was summed up by Mme.
Militzain afew words—'' no aspirationsand no fulfilments"'
—it was repeated every time Rosa came on a visit, which
wastwiceaweek. Gradually Mme. | saak became engrossed
in her future, as if fate had not already spent itsdf on hen
Mme. Militzabegan to pronouncethat therewereaspirations,
although no fulfilments. A visible change worked in Rosa.
She looked like a person who knew an intriguing secret, but
would not shareit with any one. Her smile became enigmatic.
She spdke less. She began to lead a life of hidden import-
ance, with unexpected smiles, with sudden shrugs of her
shoulders, and with occasional references to " things to
come."

Mme. Militza received but a poor financial reward for all
this dealing of cards, whispering and nodding over them.
After the first stance she was given one dollar, her regular
fee, but she saw no money from Rosa after that.
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ALL UNAWARE, the country was approaching the tragic July
of 1937. Outbursts of fighting between China and Japan
sprang up here and there. Japan was making friendship on
China, Theill-boding rumours about theinevitable war were
spreading steadily. Many afresh tomb was dug in the Chinese
fields, many an urn with still tepid ashes was sent to Japan.
The yellow mothers shed silent tears. But for the average
foreigner all those events had no immediate importance. It
was until then only a question of how far the fighting was
from thetown, and in what way it might concernthoseliving
in European concessions, for the average foreighers live cut
off from the Chinese life. The Great Wall of China still exists;
it separates natives and foreigners, and in spirit it hes proved
to be stronger than the wall of stone.

The Family was not much concerned with the rumours of
the approaching war. And why should they be? They could
not avert those events or influence their course, since they
had no property to save, no jewellery to hide, no money to
buy railway tickets for themsdves, and no visas to alow
them to go and find ashelter in other countries—really, why
should they be concerned in affairs which were not strictly
their oann?

Dima'sillnesswas aprdude to a hard period in thelife of
the Family. The child became ill with an epidemic fever,
and after fivedaysof it hewas 0 changed physically that the
hearts of the Family werefilled with apprehenson. Granny
hursed him. Dr. Isaak came daily and twice brought with
him another doctor, a spedialist on local dissass

Theentire house grew matirnfuL  Mother, with dull eyes,
went about her usua round of domedic drudgery. Whatever
might be her fedings, she had noright to dacken her efforts
there was no posshility of her turning her attention away
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from housskesping® She had to check her rising tears and
emotions, Lida would come running into the house, and a
glance a Mother's face made superfluous any questions
about Dima's health. Then she would tiptoe into the room
and spend silent hours at his bedsde. Even Peter, who had
usually been aoof and silent, would ask nervoudy by tele-
phone from his store whether Dima were any better. Since
the only telephone of the house was in Mrs. Parrish's room,
she became involved in the generd concern and would run
up and down stairs with messages. The Chinese gentleman,
Mr. Sung, stopped often to ask polite questions about the
health of the " young hope of the Family." The Jgpanese
gentlemen would smile with sympathizing mien and shake
their heads in compasson.

Only Granny showed nothing of her emotions. The clearer
the danger, the more composed she became. It seamed as if
sheae nothing and took norest at all; yet she wasnot tired
and never left Dima aone for a moment. Quietly, gently,
she moved at his bedside, scrupuloudly punctual in every-
thing concerning his treatment. She took the whole burden
upon hersdlf.

Dima, poor Dima, lay on Granny's sofain delirium. When
he began to toss about or moan, the pitiful sound of Dog's
low howl was heard from undernesth the sofa, where he
crouched in an agony of fear and compassion; his master
wasill. Mournful and morose at first, Dog became desolate
as the illness developed. A final transformation had taken
placein him; all the atavistic potentialities were awake in
him now. This metamorphosis from a disdainful observer, a
free and sdf-sufficient creature, into adevoted friend whose
heart was bleeding with compasson was now complete. His
shivering body and nervous how! were proofs of his being
simply a dog, and now there he was in his dog place, under
the bed of hismaster. He would glare at the Doctor when he
came in, not with scorn but with avid expectancy. He
refused food. Hewas slowly dying of despair and grief.

Every time that Dima came to himsdf and opened his
eyes hesaw a smiling Granny bending over him-Granny,
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smiling so gently | At the sound of Dima's voice Dog would
crawl out from under the sofa, and standing on shaky legs
look with imploring eyes at Dima. They had not much to
Sy to each other, those three. A complete understanding
made words superfluous.

When Dima. grew better it gave the Family a corporate
sne of relief. Dimas voice, his freckled pathetic face, his
blue eyes a bit discolourd by illness, the sound of his light
tread always accompanied by the heavy thump-thump of
Dog—all these restored the equanimity of spiritin the house.

Thanks for the recovery were included in Dima's evening
prayers. Granny aways supervised this ceremony. After
the usual prayers were said, Dima had to kneel and repest
after Granny an extra prayer, then bow to the floor and say
silently in his soul something for himself.

This concluding moment was rather perplexing for Dima.
He liked to stand with his bare feet on the cool straw mat.
On hiskness it became abit harder, for they were still wesk
and trembling, those knees. He had to make an effort in
order to keep his balance and not to sway, for he wished to
pray decoroudy—for Granny's sake. But when, on his
knees, he had to bow, to put hisbrow to the floor and balance
himself with his ams—his pams flat on the mat—a fedling
of dlight dizziness would overcome him. Red and orange
gpots would swim and melt before his shut eyes And he
would lieonthefloor forgetting to say thingsin hissoul, and
giving way to an overpowering feeling of fatigue and un-
reality. Dog, who awayswas at Dima'ssde during praying-
time, grew anxious at Dima'simmobility. He would wag
histail, thump-thump the floor with it, and even emit alow
howl.

" Now get up, Dima," Granny would say, and she would
help him to his fedt.

" Granny." Dima said once, " we must teach Dog to
pray. Perhapshecould pray in hissoul also.” And assum-
ing a slightly didactic tone like that in which Granny told
him gories from the Bible, he continued: " At first God
created dogs Dogs were maderless Nobody to amuse them
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and to feed them. Then God crested men to be ther
masters'

" Now you are saying slly things Dima. Sop it."

* Why, Granny | How do grown-up people know at once
what isslly and what isnat? | never do."

" You mug think firgt, and then speak.”

" But if everybody should think first, everything would
take so much time. Khan always thinks, and you call him
dow."

" Semp, demp, Dima,” Granny was saying. She made
the 9gn of the acss over him and kisssd him. Dima caught
her in his arms and kissed her tenderly.

" | will desp. | like to dexp here. Imagine, a whde
room, a sgparate room for Dog, Aunty, and me. It isvery
goad for lungs—so much air——" And he was dozing.

Granny switched off the dectric lamp and went noisdesdy
away. In their room were the ather members of the Family.

" Mamma, may | ng? Oh, pleasel" aked Lida.

" Onlyinalow voice. Itisamog ninecodock. Dimais
degping. Thelodgers may want torest.”

" Oh, Mather! In the summer-time, at nine. Well—what
shall I sng?'

" Something mple and quiet,” said Mother.

" Peter, let ussng a duet!”

Peter, who was Sitting slently at the open window looking
at the sarry sky, ansvered tondedy:

" No. | won't sng."

" Oh, how dull you are! Why? Is nat life wonderful?
Dimaiswell. Everythingisall right. How can you remain
aways 0 lifdess?"

It was amog dark in the room. Partly for the sake of
economy and partly because they did not nesd much light
at that moment, they had only the lampada lit in the room.
Thelantern in theback yard st obliqueraysin through the
open windows. Peter was looking at the play of light and
shadows in the yard and thinking thoughts of his own. But
when Lidabegan the duet in her dear and high sopranc:
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Don't tempt me in vain with a sudden return of your
tenderness . . .

he could not resgt his passon for music and singing; he
stood up, and slowly lifting his head he accompanied her in
a ft and deep baritone:

To one disillusioned are alien all the enticements of the
old days. . ..

Granny entered at that moment. Slowly she sat on the
sofa, at Mother's sde, and put her arm around Mother's
waist. They sat slently, these two, enjoying the old-
fashioned song. Long ago Granny used to sing also, accom-
panying hersdf on a harp. And Mother used to sing in her
youth. She had a piano. These two children had all their
music in themsdves. Yet they enjoyed it no less without
accompaniment. Every one forgot that it was nine o'clock,
that Lida wasto sing only in half-voice.
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MME. MILITZA, who had postponed her departure because
of Dima'sillness, now began to pack.

On the twenty-fifth of July .she said good-bye to the
Family. Her baggage congsted of only two pieces—a chest
and ahandbag. Both things were of unusual gppearance and
evidently made at the end of the last century, in some odd
country where all kinds of handicraft were held in high
edeem. But however drange the chet was—long and
narrow, with shining inlaid copper work, representing
gades, clubs, diamonds, and hearts—the handbag was
bound to cause even more surprise to the onlooker. It was
half Mme. Militza's 9ze and amost her weight. The front
was adorned with a huge piece of tapestry representing a
brown lion with a small pink lamb at his Sde and over them
hovered an angd with blue wingsand abirch rod—all done
in cross-gtitch. This style of embroidery made the design look
like a chef-d'oeuvre of cubism. Eyes, mouth, ears, paws,
leaves, fingers—all were cubes of different Szes On fhe
other 9de of the handbag, made of |eather, were engraved
thewords: (" Onelearned manisworth twoignorant men."
The handle was made of carved wood representing two"
handsin afirm clasp. One hand had aring on itslittle finger.
Thering was made of copper withasmall red donestinit.
Thisring aways fascinated Dima. He aso longed to know
what wasin the bag; yet he never managed to glanceintoit,
for if Mme. Militza nesded, to open it in SOMeone's presence,
she did so quickly. The wooden hands unclasped and
clasped again giving no hint of the bag's contents.

Mme. Militza wore a huge fiat hat with something which
thirty or forty years ago had been, perhaps, an alluring
odrich feather. Or perhaps it had not been. The object
could as well be something of unknown origin, in between
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the plant and animal kingdoms. She also wore acoat, quite
out of season, called a talma.

Thus dressed, and with a solemn expresson on her face,
Mme. Militza said her good-byestothe Family. Mrs. Parrish
could not be bidden good-bye for she was degping after a
long andlaoisy vigil in the night.

Mother went to the railway station to sse Mme. Militza
off to Shanghai. The dreets had an unusual appearance:
the borders of the foreign concessons were defined by lines
of fortifications, sandbags formed the walls, barbed wire
edged them above; the iron gates, still open, were guarded
by a body of soldiers and police. The endless sreams of
rickshaws brought into the French and British Concessons
bundles and boxes, coffers and chests The prosperous
Chinese families, or those of Chinese citizens who had friends
living there, hagtened to hide their families and some of their
property before the approaching disagter.

Mother was startled. Of course, many tumultuous rumours
had reached her during the past days; but she was so eager
for relaxation after Dima's illness that her spirit refused to
betroubled so soon after the lagt grief, and sheentered almost
unawar e into this period of war.

The railway station, stuated on the ex-Russian Conces
son, was filled to capacity with Japanese soldiers, guns,
horses nurses, parcels. All were jumbled together. The
merciless sun parched and scorched and pierced everything
and everybody with itsfiercerays.

Japanesss soldiers, usually of very short dtature, were
overladen with their arms, and hot sweat poured down their
faces from under their helmets. The Chinese people were
cautious, sdf-effacing, on their guard. When Chinese and
Japanese civilians met, they looked past one another. The
gyes of Japanese soldiers had no expression, just hard black
vacancy; for keeping their facesvoid of any expresson is a
part of military discipline. Not a single Chinese soldier was
inview. The Chinese officialsof therailway wer elow-voiced.

The railway trains came and departed incessantly, one
after the other! some bringing in more and more Japanese

D
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soldiers and arms; other trains came from Peiping, bringing
in either wounded Japanese soldiers or, Chinese refugees and
the wounded. The smoke, the steam, the noise of all those
incongruous trains, blended together. The passenger train
to Shanghai was far behind schedule.

When Mother saw all this she became uneasy. How many
times in her life had she seen similar confuson and caution
—it usually preceded fighting. Of the immediate destination
of all those gunsthere could be no doubt. She had seen such
in action before. Aghast, she looked around her. Why, why
had people come to that again? Could not there be some
untried peaceful measure, some pity, some mercy ? Evidently
not. Thetensonwas sogreat that onespark would be enough
to produce an explosion. Everybody was afraid of being that
spark or of provokingit.

A group of Japanese passengers—men, women, children
—were standing before the train bound for Shanghai await-
ing its departure. They sood in a separate group as if cut
off from the rest of the world. Although the platform was
extremely crowded, nobody went near them, preferring to
jostlein afriendly massthan to approach that hogtile element.

The wounded Chinese civilians from Peiping were brought
in on litters and chairs, but the porters were not using the
common way out of the station: they went under theeevated
passages and turned unexpectedly round a corner, as if their
load of the wounded Chinese flesh \were illegal, as if those
bleeding bodieshad nofurther right to live. Only thevictims
from the well-to-do dasses were brought to Tientsin; they
wer e not many.

An old Chinese lady, evidently of high rank, was brought
by in a chair. Two middle-aged women walked at the sides
of her chair. One of them was holding a sunshade, the other
afan. The lady was extremely old, perhapsno lessthan a
hundred. Her face was of striking pallor, perfectly whitein
colour, theresult of the long yearsspent indoors. Thelady's
head jerked at every sep of the porters. The last swaying
flame of her lifewasready to be extinguished at any moment.
Thishuman exisence, which now might be counted in hours,


file:///were

THE FAMILY 51

was yet filled with pain and sorrow. The small cloudy eyes
had, evidently, not seen all of the despair allotted to them.

I's hngevity really a blessing? Mother wondered.

The train with the wounded soldiers was standing some-
where in the distance. Doctors and nurseswere going to and
fro. A group of Japanese ladies of Tientsin, in white aprons
and with badges, were bringing water in jugs and sandwiches
in basketsto the arriving military trains. Some officersin full
uniform were giving orders here and there.

And far away, behind all this jostle and noise, there was
standing a slent train, the one with the dead bodies of the
Japanese warriors brought to Tientsin to be cremated and
their ashes sent back to their native country, in urns—to the
country of the Rising Sun, which would never morerise for
them!

Almost nobody spoke at the departure of Mme. Militza's
train. Only the whistles oHocomatives and the clang of iron
wereheard. Themass of life here was not a unit; it was dis-
integrated, every human soul being alone, feding alone, full
of fear, anxiety, pain, and hostility.

" Well, thisisjust the kind of departure my cards fore-
told me," said Mme. Militza. She was looking out of the
carriage window at Mother. A light wind, for a moment,
blew asde all her curls and ringlets, and Mother had a full
view of her face. The expresson was ominous. Ominous
was her voice, too:

" All the same, it will be no better for those who remain
intown. -Takeheed, dark daysare ahead."

When Mother returned home she saw the drawbridge over
theHei-ho River beinglifted up. Thusthe military zonewas
defined: war and death on the one side, safety in the French,
British, and Italian Concessons on the other. For the first
timein her life she and her Family were on the safe Sde.

Latein the evening the five Japanese lodgers came in and
brought with them an old Japanese lady. With smiles and
bows they said that they had to go away for a short time, but
thelady must beleft behind. Would Mother kindly look after
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the old lady and give her tea and biscuits and, perhaps, some
boiled rice twice a day?

The Chinese professor did not leave his rooms that day.
He paced to and fro, to and fro, endlessly—he who never
made a single superfluous movement.

It was all so disquieting. But Lida was chattering about
her success in swimming. Dima was teaching Dog how.to
smile. Granny, who had just returned from church, lit a
waxen candle before the icon—and all there ordinary tasks
of the everyday lifewere s0 quiet, so refreshing, so harmless,
so gentle, that Mother'smind refused to dwell on the coming
horrorsof thewar.
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EARLY IN THE MORNING they awoke to the roar of cannons
Fighting was going on in the Chinese part of the town. War
between Japan and China had not been declared. But de-
dared or not, it was going on: sheling, bombardment, and
firedid ther work all thesame.

Excited voiceswereheard hereand thereand small groups
of people began to gather beforethe housssand at the corners
of dreds

Mother and Peter werethefirg to dressthemsdves hagtily
and to go out. They good on the geps before the entrance
Soon Lida, all trembling, and the pale Dima came out and
dung to Mother. Peter explained that no fighting would be
allowed on the British Concesson. It would be gopped some-
whereat the borders of the Chinesetown. Only an occasonal
bomb might fall in ther part of the town.

Asif to provehiswords, aviolent explogon shook the air.
It ssamed for a moment that all the world smung asde Lida
sreamed. Dima's eyes were round and bulging with awe.
A Chine=e youth, who was ganding on the roof of the next
housg, cried that the bomb had exploded on the British Con-
cesson, and one two-gtory house had fallen.

Quietly Granny cameout.

" What areyou all doing here?' shesaid. " You arenot
properly clad. Let usgo ingde. If the town should be bom-
barded, we mus kesp all together, in one room. If killed,
all killed; if alive, all alive."

At thismoment Mrs. Parrish appeared on the balcony.

" Sop that nose!" shecried. " One cannat have a quiet
moment in this town |"

The newspaper brought a change into the family life:
volunteerswere called forth by the British M unicipal Coun-
cil, and Beter derided to go at once Nobody tried to dissiade
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him. All the men of the Family had takentheir partsin the
wars of their times, and Peter, tall, blond, handsome, was
now the male representative of the Family. Peter, who was
never in haste, who aways looked well-dressed no matter
what he wore. Peter, whose presence, always slent and
quiet, had a strange quality—it enhanced one's own fegling
of londiness, one could fed less lonely all by himsef than
when one was with Peter.

According to the Russan tradition, Granny asthe oldest
in the Family, gave her blessing to Peter. Here he stood, her
grown-up grandchild, and she lifted her hand high and with
asolemn and broad movement made a sign of the cross over
him. Out Peter went, and Granny shut the door and asked
them to leave her done for awhile. She must pray. How
many times she had given her blessng to the men of her
family going to fight | She had given it to her husband, to
her sons, now came the turn of grandchildren. Three genera:
tions | Her husband died for his country in the Great War;
her sonswerekilled during the Civil War—they died for their
ideals. For what would her grandchildren die ? Humanity ?
But which sde could claim humanity to-day? She, hersdf,
was a Christian, loving mankind asawhole, longing for pesce
and kindness above everything—and here she was blessing
her people to go forth to kill and to be killed. There never
was any excgpe from the paradoxes of life.

Granny opened the box holding her library, which con-
Sged of only three books: a Bible, Les Pensies by Pascdl,
and Reflections by Marcus Aurdlius. At present she needed
Aurelius. She needed to hear again how this noble philosopher
longed for peace, and led wars; aspired to Idyalty and love,
and was betrayed; coveted repose and beauty, and died from
the Black Death in aforeign and barbarous country. The
way of all human hope and illusions . . . resignation! A
religious soul s=s light beyond the terprs of life. Asina
thunderstorm when the tumult and the noise is heard below
the clouds while high above them all isslence and quiet, so
,inhuman soulsthereisapoint of stillness and serenity known
only to those philosophic minds which can rise above the
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sorm Granny reached that
book, and rose.

When Granny opened the door,
and almog radiant. This was the time for being helptur to
others.

She found Mother in the kitchen. The current events de-
veloped into a discusson of the economical problem for the
household. There was nothing, or almost nothing, on the
market, and pricessoared high. TheBritish Municipal Coun-
cil was taking measures to prevent any kind of profiteering
at the expense of the population. While discussng the situa-
tion, they started to preparedinner, for K han wasnot visible
anywhere.

" | wonder where he can be,” said Mother.

" Why, he certainly went to find out about his relatives.
He said he had somein Tientsin, in the Chinese part of the
town."

The sounds of cannonade wer e heard distinctly, but farther
away than in the morning. A bomb would rumble and ex-
plode at a shorter distance, and the roar would make the
window-panes clatter and creak. The doors in the house
banged, and small things fell down from the shelves.

" | wonder," said Mother, " if we can have a regular
dinner—there are not provisons enough,"

" Well, we have not many eatersto-day," said Granny.
" With Peter away—Mme. Militza also—there isnot much
appetite left in this house"

In the Garden Dima enjoyed the sounds of the fighting.
Hewas not allowed to go out of theyard. With Peter away,
he wasthe man to protect theFamily. Granny said so, when
asking him to keep near the door. And could they rely on
his being on guard? she asked. Yes, they could. He pro-
mised. Hewould not step out of the Garden into the street.
Two of them, he and Dog, were surely not afraid. As for
fee war, Dima longed for it to be nearer and nearer. Could
they not blow up some housss in the vicinity? But when a
bomb exploded near, Dog tucked histail closdy to his legs,
raised his head, and emitted a high, pitiful howl. This
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agonished Dima very much. His agonished look at the dog
made the coward ashamed. Dog did not repeat the whining
sound, but tried to kegp asnear totheboy'slegsaspossble
In his magnanimity Dima offered to protect Mrs. Parrish too,
but Mrs. Parish said that her English King would not allow
the Japanese to touch her. This was one of lifés bitter
ironies. Of what use could a king be to a woman? Kings are
degtined for boys And yet she had a king, and Dima had
not. Somewhere in Russa there was a Stalin, but he was
not aking, and hewore no uniform. Thiswould not do, for
how could you recognize kings if they wore no uniforms?
No, Dima nesded areal king, young and brave, and militant.
When grown-up, he would take his dog and his gun and go
tothe smartes king in theworld, onein uniform, with a crown
and long black mougaches He would salute the king with
his svord and say: " Majesty | We are yours!" And the
king would make Dima hisbrother, and they would fight wars
all ther lives.

Gun, sword—Dima had neither. After some hestation he
went upgairsand tapped at Mrs. Parrish's door. He found
her ill because of the heat. She fdt a general muddiness in
her spirit and body. Dima asumed his mog dignified
manne's and said, in a low and confidential voice;

" Mrs. Parrigh, fighting ges nearer. Peter isnot at home
Hewill desp in the barracks. | am the only man to protect
thehouse Mr. Sung being old and wise, we cannot count
on him, can we? Y ou have a king all for yoursdf, but what
about Mother, and Lida, and Granny? And how will the
Japanexe know that your king defendsyou ?*

He pausad for a moment.

" Mrs Parrish,” he resumed in a mod convincing tone,
" how do you think it would be if—between us two—we
should buy a gun? It could be minein the daytime and yours
during the nights. . . although if they come, they would have
to kill the downdairs people fird. v. then, perhaps it would
bewis to leave the gun with mein the nights too. . "

Eagerly hewaited for an answer. From histrousers pocket
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he produced his cash capital, some paper money—total,
thirty cents. Mrs. Parrish smiled her broad smile.

" | think we would do better to buy the full outfit of a
soldier," shesaid. " Do you think that one gun is enough
in such aturmoil? | guesswe need swords also, and machine
guns, and trumpets—in case of victory. Give me your
money."

She took the clammy lump of Dima's cash, his capital
acquired in various moments of pain and misery as compen-
sation from the other members of the Family, and said:

" Now | shall add my half of the investment and try to
order things by phone. Come later for them—and there will
be, perhaps, some small change. But remember, you are the
one to keep the arms and fight. A lady must not soop to
fight with soldiers."

Before the evening came, Dima received the splendid toys
and twenty cents in change, in two new, clean paper notes.
He was spellbound with this succesful busness. His guns
werereal in every detail, except that they could not be fired.
But this was of no importance. A splendid exterior often
overshadows the lack of the inner valuein this life.

Happily Dimaparaded in the Garden, with afierce mien
and the most military deportment, marchingto and fro, and
Dog followed him without enthusiasm, but obediently. Mrs.
Parrish, from thebalcony, asked at intervals whether shewas
well guarded and safe, and every time she was reassured.
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IN THREE DAYS Tientsin was taken by the Japanese. The
fighting calmed down, but the nervous tension in the town
was great.

About one hundred thousand of the Chinese population
[led from their homes, seeking refuge in the foreign conces
sons The British, French, and Italian Concessions, which
had quadrupled their population with the Chinese citizens
even before the open hogtilities began, now shut their gates.
A continuous stream of refugees invaded the ex-German, ex-
Austrian, and ex-Russian Concessons. |t became a compact
mass of human bodies—old, young; men, women, children.
There is no more sdf-restrained and patient crowd than the
Chinese.  Wild with fear, under a scorching sun, in the
atmosphere constantly shaken by the sounds of bombard-
ment, which meant ruin of their houses and the death of those
who had no chance to run away, the Chinese refugess still did
not lose their human dignity. Hungry, dirty, and desolate,
mogt of them kept orderly and silent—even the children.

The Salvation Army wasthefirst to bring them some help.
Special tents were established here and there, and children
were given porridge. Several buildings were equipped as
shdters, but all such charity was only a small drop.

TheFamily got itsportion of the over-population, for about
twenty people were crowded into the back yard of the board-
ing-house, and according to Khan's statement they all were
his dosest relatives and family. All ages from one to ninety
wererepresented.  Silently they sat on the ground, externally
calm; only the glowing of their eyes and occasionally uttered
nervouswords showed signsof their inward excitement. They
had saved practically nothing and were hungry and tired.
Mother opened the cellar in the basement, which was in-
tended for coal in winters, and this made room enough to

5»
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shelter half of them for the nights. The rest had to degp on
thegroundintheyard. All Mother's stock of food was eaten
to the last crumb on thefirst day by those unexpected guests,
and she wasfaced with the problem of providing food for this
surplus of inhabitants. After a dight hesitation she addressd
Mrs. Panish and Mr. Sung, and both willingly helped her.
Riceand teaweregiven toall of Khan'srelativestwicea day.

"Wemust not let Dimagototheback yard,'' said Mother.
" Two of the children thereare covered with rash. | wonder
if it is contagious."

" Certainly the children must keep away. But we have
tobepoalitetothese people and treat them in afriendly way,"
said Granny.

Granny easily made friendswith different kinds of people.
When she for the first time appeared among the Refugess in
the back yard, she smiled to all, but approached the oldest
among them—a very small and delicate woman. Granny
could not speak Chinese well, yet she found words enough
to say most courteoudly:

" Isit not avery hot day, Honourable Oldes One?" And
she bowed.

The old woman smiled a toothless smile and said some-
thing in answer, also bowing. Granny did not understand
the answer, but thiswas of no importance. The chief thing
was to manifest friendliness, and she saw that her attempt
was successful. With Khan's help she sometimes held short
conversations with one or the other person in the crowd and
tried to help in any way she could.

. On thefifth day, which happened to be Sunday, Mother
managed to arrangetwo free hoursfor hersdf togoto church.
In order to get there she had to cross the Hei-ho River in a
ferry-boat. Thisriver isvery narrow, very deep, and extra-
ordinarily dirty. That particular Sunday theriver could not
be crossed. Asfar asthe eye could see it wasfilled with the
dead bodies of Chinese—soldiers and civilians alike. Here
and (here a woman's or a child'sbody floated, drifting down
the river towards the open sea. Thousands of Chinese were
killed fighting for the town. While die Japanese cremated
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their soldiers bodies, they had not time to do the same for
theChinese. Thefrightened Chinese population was scattered
all over the concesson and the vicinity of Tientsin. Who
could make several thousands of coffins and dig so many
graves? Heat and flies made the corpses a danger, so they
were just thrown into the Hei-ho River and left to the e
ments. So there they were—afloat, adrift—before Mother's
eyes. Stricken with terror, she s¢ood on the bank of the river
and could not tear her eyes from the horrible sight. They
were 0 near she could even see the expresson of some faces,
the torn clothes, the swollen bodies. They were not in a
hurry; they floated, swayed, one body gently jostling the
other. Some bodies would push themsdves up from below
and emerge on the surface as if longing to say the last fare-
well to the sun, to the sky, to the chain of pure white clouds
moving from the sea to the opposite side, from which could
be seen the homes, Ieft for ever, thetrodden pathsof the fields
where their life had been budding and blooming, the gentle,
patient life of hard-working people.

Here and there on the banks groups of people were stand-
ing, looking down in silence. Europeans, mostly Russians.
But thework of unloading shipswasgoing on its usual round.
Chinese worked. Those alive had to think about their daily
bread.

"My God |" gagped Mother.

Sheran away. But she could not go far, because her heart
was throbbing too fast. Shetook a rickshaw. Mother used
rickshaws .very rarely. First, she could not afford them;
second, she could not become accusomed to usng human
servicethat way. Pity for therickshaw man moved her too
strongly. And now, looking at that pounding body, at the
abrupt rise and fall of its ribs, hearing the whistling sound
of his breathing, watching therivulets of sweat pour over his
glistening skin, she thought bitterly: " Weareall cruel and
mad."

Pale and shivering, she returned home and went straight
to the kitchen ia order to keep hersdf busy with someurgent
work and so change the course of her thoughts,
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Now Mother had her own way of being unhappy. First
she would begin to sing. She had alovely warm voice, but it
broke somewhere in its high register and, instead of clear
high notes, there would suddenly be an empty space, Ina
normal state nothing would induce Mother to sing. Thus
when Granny heard that singing she started at once to make
preparations. For singing was the beginning of the usud
procedure: after it Mother would keep silent for a while,
then sob in a loud and desperate voice and knock her head
againgt the wall, and all would end in a "heart attack, and
findly aswoon. After that, having come to her ssnses de
would talk for some time to Granny, and then grow silent,
sighing deeply; then she would rise and go the rounds of her
usual work and drudgery. After eech of thee atacks e
grew abit smdler, paler, older. Every recurrence took away
some of her life and swedness and pushed her nearer to her
grave. They happened no oftener than once in two years.

Thuswhilelistening to the singing Granny prepared pillows
on the sofa, atowel, cold .water, valerian drops. She knew
by experience that the best policy was not to interfere till the
beginning of the loud sobbing.

Mother sang a melodious and tender romance. Her secret
grief was that she had been left by her husband. For along
time they lived separately, hein Soviet Russia, e in China.
There was no communication by mail or in any other way
during severa years. They lost each other. She counted
him among the dead, and every evening on her knees she
prayed for his eternal peece and asked that his soul might
participate in her life, be with her spiritually, help her to be
oourageous, support her in bringing up their daughter, and
me=t her beyond when at lagt sheshould die.

Then suddenly sherecaved a letter, quitefriendly, inform-
ing her that her hushand had divorced her, had married and
had two boys. Her husband asked her with warmth how she
and Granny and Lida were getting on, whether she was
married to omemnedse, fend requested Iettersfrom her with
all the news There was no hint about his economic standing
or quedtion about theirs, and no suggegion of help. After
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ten years of constant memory and prayersthis blow from one
so dearly loved was all the more heavy. To be betrayed by
one's enemies—well, after all, that is natural; but to be so
injured by someone beloved—that was unbearable. In her
pride, she sent him an equally friendly letter, with no com-
plaints and no reproaches, accepting this new situation as a
normal issue of a once great and sdf-sacrificing love, telling
him that they wereliving happily, earning enough for a decent
living, and sending him and his family best wishes. Since
that time once or twice a year she had received and answered
similar letters. She felt humiliated, but gave no utterance
and no expresson to these fedings, she suppressed them,
locked them in the bottom of her heart. But in moments of
weakness, when her endurance failed, the bitterness, the
poison engendered by that blow, rose to the surface of her
emotional life—and that was the reason for the attacks of
sobbing. Shewould liveit over again and again. The poetry
of her great and early love: she sang it in her meodious
romances, the tragedy of separation, exile, her fears, her
prayers—she sobbed it out. Then she became quiet. Gentle
Granny's words would appeal to her ssnse of duty, courage,
and heroism and she would get up and live again; but those
poisonous drops of recollections would ferment again and the
vapours multiply and stir insde her dimly, accumulating
force, groping for issue. And in time there would be ancther
outburst.

Standing before the stove and mixing a pudding, Mother
sang, and tears, big and salty, fell down into the pudding
bowl. In half an hour's time she was lying on the sofa sob-
bing desperately. Dima and Dog stood near/ both forlorn
and with blinking eyes. Granny held Mother'shead and
Lidatried to pour valerian into her mouth. Two hourslater
Mother was sitting on the sofa listening to Granny's gentle
whispering. That was the end.

Mother's was a nature of hidden fire, of internal com*
bustion, and the rarer the explosons were, the more they
shook her. Granny, who had endured much more in her
life, never allowed hersdf such demonsrations of despair.
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Shewas always exter nally calm and sdf-composed; but there
were ashes, only ashes now in Granny's heart; while
Mother's heart still sparkled and smouldered and wascapable
of flashing and burning. Perhaps one needs to be seventy
to have ashesin on€sheart. Perhaps Mother also had begun
to accumulate them; for there she sat with alivid face, dis
figured: by pain, covered with tears and per spiration—old,
broken, mournful. And yet hers was once a beautiful face,
exquisitely radiant. Natureconceived her in high aspiration
for graceand beauty, asonearistocratic, predestined to adorn
life. Then something changed in Nature'sintention, and she
began ruthlessly to distort one of her finest creations.

At four o'clock, when a gloomy quiet hung over the house,
it dawned on Granny that nobody in the Family had eaten
snce morning. Hastily she went to thekitchen and, helped
by Khan, sheprepared atray for Mrs. Parrish and sent Lida
upstairswith it, gave Dima his portion, and then prepared
food for Mr. Sung. Although Mr. Sung never asked for food
on days when he did not go out, Granny always sent him
something to eat. Cautiously she tapped at the door and
entered. Mr. Sung was sitting at the table with vacant eyes,
looking into empty space. He silently refused to eat. But
Granny smiled and insisted, and finally he drank a cup of tea
and ate one biscuit asif he werean automaton. Then Granny
went tothekitchen, washed the crockery, and in the same cup
poured tea for the old Japanese lady. Nobody answer ed when
she knocked at the door, so she opened it and entered. She
saw the old lady sitting motionless on the floor looking
vacantly before her in just the same way as the Chinese
gentleman. Grief and anxiety were expressed in exactly the
same manner by these two representatives of the two hogtile
peoples. Granny coaxed theold lady to eat and drink. While
doing that, she looked closely at that wrinkled face, and in
those deep creases sheread a long list of past sorrows. Life,
evidently, was not easer for the yellow race than it was for
thewhite.

That day seemed an extraordinarily longone. At last the
evening came and with it a little bit of coolness and quiet.
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Granny went out and sat down on the geps of the porch. On
the bench, under the two trees, Mr. Sung was sitting. Neither
of them spoke. They enjoyed silence. After all the turbulence
of thelast daysthis evening was something near to the nonnal
life. Asdusk settled down birds flew here and there to their
nests. There was a nest or two over Mrs. Panish's balcony.
Intense life was going on there.  The impatient squesks and
the tender chirping showed that the families in the nests were
having their supper.

Suddenly the gate clicked and a poorly clad Chinaman
entered the Garden. Looking around furtively, he ap-
proached Mr. Sung, said something to him, bowed, and
quickly went away.

Although Mr. Sung said nothing, made no gesture, Granny
instantly knew that there had been a messanger of disaster,
and that somebody dear to Mr. Sung had been killed. She
had gone through the same experience severad times in her
life and knew the symptoms. Her eyes had caught the only
visible movement of Mr. Sung, an dmost imperceptible
shrinking back, asif to avoid the blow.

Granny slowly gpproached the old gentleman, and sa
besde him. For awhilethey sat thusin slence. A belated
bird, aswallow, flew before them, swesping the ground with
its wings.

" These swallows here," said Granny mildly, " come to
usfromIndia. Our Russian swalows are African.”

To thisMr. Sung said nothing.

" What a mystery a bird's life is," continued Granny.
Shewasslent for awhile, then added:

" And human life, also/'

" And death/' whigpered Mr. Sung.

" Thereisno death—only achange" said Granny." life
IS changing its forms—and mug. It isthe law of life—move-
ment—atemporary phase—atemporary separation.”

" Separation,” whigpered Mr. Sung.

And again they sat slent, the dusk dowly envdoping them.
Therewasnomor esound from thebirds nests but the soft
murmur of voices mounted now from the back yard, where.
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supervisad by Mother, Khan was digtributing the evening
rice to his family.

Suddenly a door banged on Mrs. Parrish's balcony and
she herHf leaned over the baniger and began to shout:

" Why this slence? |s this house a tomb? Areyou all
dead? Give me aliving soul! The houseisfull of the dead.”

Granny hagily roe and almog ran updairs to Mrs.
Parrish's room.
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AT THE BEGINNING of Augud, comparative calm and peace
were resored in the area of Tientsin. People really do gat
over things, and life reumesits usual course The Chinee
refugess began to move back from the concessons to the
Chinexe city. The Salvation Army decreased the quantity of
grud given to the poor, and the trains .with mail began to
movein and out. Theinfiltration of Japanese wastaking its
ocourse Fortificationsand aerodromes were built on the out-
kirts of the town; the endless trains were bringing in more
and more armaments and ammunition, and the trampling
Japanee army was moving southwards leaving Tientsin
behind the military zone.

Only four Japanese gentlemen, smiling and bowing, re-
turned to the boarding-house  There was no mention of the
fifth. The grinning four thanked Granny and Mather for
their attention to the old Japanexe lady, and took her away.
Only threeof them remained tolivein thehouse They gave
Granny a box of Meijii biscuits and a Sk neckerchief as a
presnt for the extra trouble during the Sege

Khan'sfamily was reduced to four. Mr. Sung found him-
«f out of ajob; for the universty, where he gave lectures,
had been destroyed and the new magters of Tientsn had no
intention of regtoring it.

At the expense of the three Japanexe gentlemen, a radio
was indalled in the hall of the house It brought in a whirl-
wind of sounds A Domel dispatch would roar with Japanese
victories, voices of wounded pride and indignation and cries
for hep and justice resounded from Nanking, the abode of
the Chinese government; crashing oesthes thundered from
Sovigd Russia, exulting over the deeds that yet mug be
achieved; Hitler rumbled from Berlin, and enchanting musc
poured from the Grand Opera of Paris. Thesereverberations
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of the world's life laid a dress on the tragic certainty that
there was no unity of purpose in the life of mankind, that
humanity was disintegrating into parts, having no purpose
in common.

With the noise of Jgpanese airplanes above and the roar
of the radio below, Mrs. Parrish easily lost her equanimity.
Now Granny spent the best half of the day in her room. She
played cardswith Mrs. Parrish. When Mrs. Parrish won she
was dlowed to have adrink. Now the bottles were kept in
a chest and Granny had the keys. When Granny won she
received a cup of coffee The coffee was Mrs. Parrish's.
Granny prepared the coffee on the spot, taking her time in
order to make the procedure longer. When Mrs. Parrish did
not wish to wash or comb her hair or egt, Granny coaxed her
to do s0 as she had done with the two generations of children.
In the evenings they would go for a walk, Dima and Dog
gallantly keeping them company, or they would sit in the
Garden. When Mrs. Parrish became too excited Granny
would induce her to go to bed, and lying there Mrs. Parrish
would listen to the story of Granny'slife. Once having begun
to tell it, Granny proceeded, capturing the whole of Mrs.
Parrish's attention. Granny was a good storyteller, perhaps
because she had seen so much and kept to the truth. The
further the story went the more Mrs. Parrish was interested,
attracted, immersed in it. Granny told only facts and
restrained from analysis or moralizing. Starting from the
cloudless days of peece and prosperity, the story ran on into
the tragic era of war, revolution, and exile. From time to
time Mrs. Parrish would make comments or ask for details.
Then suddenly shewould fall adeep. The strange thing was
that when she awoke she would repeet the last word she had
heard and ask for continuation. If Granny was not in the
room, Mrs. Parrish would go to the landing, and leaning over
the banister she would shout down:

" Ho-ho! Granny! And when he said ' Get ready™
Whajtdidyoudo?'

And Granny's mild voice would answer from somewhere
downdairs
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" And when he said ' Get ready ' | began to pray ' Our
Father/but my emotion was so demp that | forgot the wordst
and kept repeating only ' Our Father, Our Father.' " .
And the frail figure of Granny would appear on the airs
and shewould dowly asoend the gepstowardsMrs. Parrish's
room.

" And then someone asked: ' Whereisyour Father?' and
| suddenly remembered the words of the prayer and cried:
"In heaven |I' and he laughed and said: ' Lucky fdlah | He
exapad the Red tribunal.” " ... And Granny's voice would
fade asthe door of Mrs. Parrish's room would shut on those
words.

Those were hard days for Mrs. Parrish. Dr. Isaak left
town for a month, and there was only Granny to take care
of her. Once ssang some sewing in Granny's hands, she
asked:

" What areyou doing, Granny?"

" | am mending some of your linen, Mrs. Parrish."

" Oh, you make me fed ashamed. Why, | usd to have
my Amah for that work. Put that away. | will tdephoneto
the Cathalic convent for her. She will be here to-morrow.”

On the next morning Amah came. She was a quat girl
of the peasant type. Yet her face bore an expresson of one
ophidicated in her attitude towards life. She proved to be
a very ilful ssamdress and Granny, with Mrs. Parrish's
permission, tried to avail hersdf of Amah's expertness They
were wor king on the landing of the Saircase Mrs. Parrish's
door being open, Granny congantly kept an eye on her.
Meanwhile, she worked and carried on a long conversation
with Amah.

" Now, Amah, areyou happy to bea Chrigtian?"

Amah darted a quick glance at Granny,

" No, | am not."

This was unexpected.

" But why?"

Amah kept dlent for awhile, then said:

" Everything | could enjoy isa sin. And God punishes
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for every sin. And He sss everything, everything. You
canncot hide. No privacy. Nowhere. | don't likethat."

" Do you pray?"

" Always. Y ou cannat livein a convent if you won't pray.
They will not kesp you."

" You don't like praying, | think."

" Why? | likeit very much. You just keep quiet. Very
nice."

" Towhom do you pray?"

" Tothe Holy Virgin mostly."

"'But why nat to Jesus?"

" You cannct tell everythingto aman.”

This, again, was unexpected. For a while they worked
dlently. Mrs. Parrish appeared at the threshold of her room
and asked:

" Areyou now a nun, Amah, or not yet?"

" No, | am not. Mother Superior said | am no good for
it. My thinking is bad, she said. ' You'd better marry,' she
sid, ' and bear children. Perhaps they will be good
Catholics’ And then she says | talk too much. A talkative
woman, you g, hasless chanceto becomeasaint.”

" If your chances are poor, why live in the convent?'
Mrs. Parrish aked.

" But | likeit. Noworry. Work and pray. Thatisall."

" You could do it dsawhere”

" It is better done in a company. *They are fine people |
likethem."

" How did you happen to enter the convent?' asked
Granny.

" Oh, | never entered, they carried mein in ther arms
My parents sold me for two dollars. There was a famine.
They nexded an ox to plough, so they sold me and my
sgers”

" And nuns bought you?"

" No. It was thisway. Someone was buying girls. A
bad person. Then thenunssaid: ' We better buy.' They
gavemoreand bought/*
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" Granny." Mrs, Parrish said, " let usplay cards It is
0 hot. | should liketo have adrink.”

" Mrs. Parrish, will you kindly excuse me to-day?"
Granny answered. " | haveto fix thisdressfor Lida. | will
call Taniaand shewill gladly kesp you company.”

" | sshe good at cards?'

" Oh, nol Sheisa poor partner. Never had an oppor-
tunity to play much."

" This sounds good. Give us the key, please.

"l amsorry, Mrs. Parrish, | havetokegpit. Y ou remem-
ber what we have agred upon. If you win, | will come
mysdf and givetheprize."

During the next two hours Granny gave the prize five
times. She offered to snd Mother away and to take her
place but Mrs. Parrish said sheliked her partner. Then she
becametired and went to bed. Maother had to St at her bed-
dde and tell her " something nice."

M eanwhile the conver sation between Granny and Amah
was going on.

" In Chrigtianity," Amah continued, " the good fashion
isto pray about others, always about others. Y ou jus forget
about your own affairs. Other peoplelive wildly, they sin,
and | mug pray for them. Now, in my heart, | am aways
sayingto God: ' You look what the Japanese are doing, you
look well. Don't forget any of their evil doings Punish
them. Punishthemwell." Sofar | seenothing of thekind.
Isnot Hedow to punish thosewho do not beievein Him?"

" Really, Amah, your talk about God is strange.”

" | know, my thinkingisbad, and | talk too much. Those
aresns But ansareall right, provided they arenot mortal
ans Thereyou mug kesp on your guard. God cannot sand
people with mortal Sns”

" Who taught you to sawv s0 nicely?" asked Granny in
order to change the topic of conversation.

" Thenunsdid. They taught meto gesk and toread a
bit in English. They taught meto saw, to makeembroideries,
toknit. | also can ek a bit of French, | am an educated
person.”
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" Do you read much?"

" No, | am forbidden toread.”

" Well, that is grange”

" Not at all. My thinking istoo bad. In a convent we are
allowed toread only books on religion. | usad tolikeit. But
when | tried totell what | had read, the nunsgat angry with
me. They say | do not undersand what | am reading. And
they never alowed me to ak quedions for after reading |
always had quegions Then | wasfinally forbidden toread."

" Soyou aresorry?”

" Not at all. Thelessyou know, themore you enjoy life.
Perhaps you have committed a Sn, but you do not know it.
Very comfortable.

" Whom do you love mogt in the convent?”

" Mother Superior and then the Holy Virgin."

" Oh, Amah! The Holy Virgin should be first."

" Notin my ca | s Mother Superior alive and she
heped me. Once | was very, very ill. | cried with pain.
Mother Superior came and said; ' Now pray, you have no
pain now!" And she took my hand. | was happy, and there
was no more pain. And | did not pray at that moment. Let
her doit, | thought—she can do it so well without me. And
my pain meted away and never came back."

" 1 snot that wonder ful!™

" Yes. Afterwards | ask why | could not do the same
for other people For | tried and tried. ' Because your think-
ingisbad,” Mother Superior answered.” And Amah sghed.

They worked in slence

What is Tania doing there? Granny thought. // Mrs.
Parrishisasleep, whatisTaniadoingthere?

Ontiptoe she entered theroom. Mrs. Parrish was adesp,
her hair in disorder and her face covered with perspiration.
Moather was ganding on the balcony looking on something
bdow. Shewasall attention and sood quite mationless. She
did hot hear Granny's approaching $egps  Granny put het
hand gently on Mother's shoulder and looked in the same
direction.

There was a garden behind the house oppaste thers It
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wasfull of flowers, shaded by the big blooming mimosa trees
with trangparent douds of pink tender blosoms A young
woman was Stting at lesure in an easy-chair. A gentleman
was gtting on the grass at her fest. A Chinexe servant, dad
in white, poured tea. The ome was full of beauty and
happiness

Mother dowly turned her head and said:

" Why am | nat given a lifelikethat? | am sotired. |
would know how to appredate it."”

Then Granny said gently:

" You never know what really isbehind the happy surface
of anather person'slife. Your life, my dear, your own life,

howevq hard, isyour path to heaven. You mug learn to
loveit.™
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THISISaquee letter!" said Lida, looking over themorning
mail. " Itis addressed to Granny and calls Granny ' Her
Excellency." "

" My goodness!" said Mother. " Thereis someone upon
the earth who remembers such things. We have forgotten
them ourselves."

" Who snt it, | wonder," Lida continued. " The paper
issopoor. Well, it comesfrom Manchuria."

" Read it aloud for me," Granny asked. "1 am busy
with my knitting. | am afraid | will belatewith thissweater,
and we need money so much. Tania, did the baker come
again?"

" He was here yesterday."

" But listen, listen," said Lida, and she began toread:

In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost!

Our sser in Christ, gregtingstoyou fromusall. Wedo
not know you personally, but we have heard that you are
aGod-loving Christian. Therefore, we address you with the
humblest request to help us. We have heard that you have
abig house and take in lodgers. Our Mother Abbess ispro-
ceeding to Shanghai to open a new asylum for the Russian
destitute children and old women. Will you kindly give
shelter and board for a few daysto her and two other sgers
travelling with her? Our convent is extremely poor, and we
cannot pay you, but our prayersfor you will ascend to Christ
and Hewill reward you for your kindness. We humbly ex-
pect your immediate answer. With Christian love and con-
stant prayers for you and, if you have a family, for your
family also.

MOTHERTHAICIA {thetreasurer)
MOTHER AGNIA (the scribe)

PS.—Mother Abbesswill catonly vegetables cooked with

thesalad oil. Shealso can drink teawith lemon.
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" | am afraid we have not many lemons I€ft in this houss
said Mother angrily. "' Lemons | should say! Forty cents
apiee "

" Tania!" said Granny reproachfully. " Tania! You
agonish me!”

Thissudden outburs wasreally not like Mather, but she
tried to hold her ground.

" Why," desad, " we have nothing but debts. | fed
0 ashamed, 0 humiliated every time| go to the market—
this congant asking for credit—and asking—and asking.
And somene ssyswe have abighouse Hereare the gueds
ready for you!"

" Oh, Tania! | am shocked indeed. Three poor women
—nuns We have empty rooms Only some extra work,
that isall. The food—we will manage somehow. They, in
monaderies, keegp ther fadsvery grictly. It isnat afancy,
that salad ail; they cannct eat lard. All ther lifelong they
never eat meat. And look at all this from ancther point of
view. Our children have never been in our monaderies
never ssm nuns, never oken to them. This is a piece of
Russa, thexe three nuns coming to our poor house They
will undergand usand acoept our poverty. Oh, Tania, let us
look forward toit. They can giveusso much. Their lifeis
0 different. It is like a mesage from our pad life. Our
family al ways supported monageries They might hear about
that. And for the children, it will be so new, so good.”

" Oh, you! My darling Excellency!" said Lida and
tenderly kissed Granny. " Let me write the ' immediate
answer' at oncel”

" No, no, Lida! | will doit mysdf. Thisletter mug be
written in style!" said Granny.

Moather amiled a penitent smile

" Why!" exdaimed Lida. " Hereisancther letter and
no less queer. Look at this handwriting! The letters
Hooks and noosed  And flourished Moather, this is for
you. May | open it?"

" Yes do. | will wash this crockery meanwhile.”

ThiswasMme. Militea's letter—her " Odysssy," written
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in amixture of words from four languages. It could not be
deciphered at once; it needed scientific investigation of philo-
logical roots, prefixes, and inflexions; therewas an amusing
peculiarity in her style, and queer incongruity in her punctua-
tion. TotheFamily, not initiated into theart of comparative
linguigtics, this letter, nevertheless, was a rich source of
interest.

Mme. Militza informed them that she had gone first to
Tang-ku; there she had been detained, how and by whom
was not clear—she called them enemies; but finally she got
aboard a ship bound for Shanghai. The Shanghai hodtilities
having commenced, fierce fighting was going on in Chapei,
and she could not land in Shanghai, so the ship proceeded to
Hong Kong. She was, as yet, en route.

She shared some of her observations with the Family. On
board her ship, as elsewhere, people were divided into two
dassssonly: thosewho had money an,d those who had not.
For the former group everything was easy and comfortable.
How it was for the latter one might ask Mme. Militza in
private. Her great consolation was that she knew all this
beforehand, and could achieve aloofness and dignity belong-
ing to her social standing. She was never afraid; for she
knew for cerjain that she had to die when eighty-four years
old, and, mind you, peacefully in her bed. It would take
morethan Japan and Chinawith their gunstokill her, Mme.
Militza. All those guns and airplanes and submarines were
impotent toinjure a single hair of her head. And she knew it
all the time. This was the power and pride of science, the
triumph of light over blindness! If she had lived not in this
barbarous era, but, say, 2000 B.C. in Babylon, she would
wear a blue mantle covered with silver sars and a high-
pointed cap; she would live in londiness and slence on the
roofs of high buildings and her feet would but rarely tread
upon the earth. But even those who can foresee events are
unable to change their course; so she sent her love to every-
body, Mrs, Parrish included, and remained their scientific
fortune-teller, Mme. Militza.
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The reading of the letter took quite atime. They amiled
and laughed and made comments

" My goodness" exdaimed Mother at lag. " It isten
oclock! | mug run tothemarket. We will be late with
dinner to-day.” And she hadtily left the room.

Granny went after her. " Tania," esad,” | am sorry
| wasa bit hard on you. | know how painful it mug be for
you. | mean this going to market without money."

" Oh," Mather laughed, " | am growing hyserical, that
is all. | mean those lemons for Mother Abbess It was s0
ridiculous.”

" Mother! Granny!" cried Lida, and she ran to them
with a newgpaper. " Hereis good nens | Volunteers will
be dismissd to-day and they will be paid ten dollars per day
for ther service Only think | You jus count! Peter will
be back to-day with such an amount of money |  Oh, Granny!
| shall ask him to buy me sandals ». . you know, white with
bits of brown leather."

" You s=" said Granny smiling, " we shall have lemons
after all."

Lidaread and reread the paragraph in the nenvspaper. She
was happy. All thistime she had enjoyed ares. Thedore
had been dosad, owing to the disquigt in the town and the
vicinity, and there were unexpected holidays for her: degp-
ing her fill, never being in hage, svimming and reading. It
was S0 ddlightful that the sounds of war only added a kind of
exdtement to her mood of freedom and rest. There was alo
ancther thing which enhancad her buoyancy thee days, A
boy whom he met at the svimming pool, asmart and smiling
American boy, kept coming her way, helping her out of the
pool, or just medting her somewhere round the corner and
gredting her with a smile and a bow, or arosing the sregt
judt at the time she was Stting on the geps before the door.
What wasthetkeaning of that? What could bethe meaning
of it? So far their conversation had gone no further than
gating that thissummer wasreally very hat, in every possble
form and way. Y et her heart beat fader every timehesaid it,
and sometimes her voice trembled when shetried tosay it in



THE FAMILY 77

her turn. The summer was hot. There could be no doubt
of it.

She felt she needed a confidant, yet there was nothing to
confide. Shetried to keep near to Granny, asking questions.
" What do you think, Granny, shall | be beautiful ?"

Granny looked at her attentively.

" Well," de sad, " you will never be as beautiful as
your mother was. You will be all right."

"Onlyall right?"

" Let us say, pretty."”

" Granny, do | sing well?"

" Y ou have anice voice, but your interpretation isi>por."

" What do you mean?"

" Yesterday, for instance, you sang that romance about
lost hopes and illusions. And you sang with such gusto, as
if disillusonment were the best thing you can get in this
world."

" That means | sing like afool."

"No. It meansthat you are very young."

Now Lida had a new dress and she longed for sandds.
Really, life was wonderful.

She was helping Granny to dust the rooms when Mother
came from the market. She went straight to the room where
they wereworking.

" Listen," she said with a visible agitation, " to what |
have learned at the market. Our Khan deceived us. The
people whom we have sheltered here were not his friends or
relatives. He recelved money for giving them shelter in
our yard. Perhaps hetook money dso for the food we gave
them."

" But how did this come out? Who told you?"

" In the market. That Chinaman in the greengrocery-
he said that when refugees were running away some Chinese
servants stood on the border and offered shelter at their
magers houses for money. Khan was among them—Oh,
shamel”

" Really,” said Granny. " Uda, tell Khan to come
here/'
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But Khan could not undersand a word of the inquiry
Granny put to him. Hisface only grew a bit paler and the
ditsof hiseyesnarrower. He made an daborate show of his
inability to undergand what Granny asked of him. Which
people? In the yard? There was nobody now. Rdatives?
Yes, he had many. Money? Had he taken money? He
never took anybody €sgs money. He was and always had
bean an honet man. Food? Which Food? For those
people? He never aked for it. Granny hesdf gave the
food.

" Khan," said Granny, and her voicewasfull of reproach,
" | jam very sorry for you. All thisis of no use To-day
Mader Peter will return home He gesks Chinee wdl'.
Y ou will have to answer him."

This painful interview was interrupted by the doorbel.
A tdegram came from Mrs. Parrish'sbrother informing her
that he was due now in three days time. The news girred
the fedings of all whom it concerned. Mother said that, in

ite of all trouble, Mrs. Parrish was a nice lodger. The

amily loved her. Afflicted by her vice, Mrs. Parrish had
nothing of English aoofness or snabbigm about her.

After having read thetdegram Mrs. Parrish said: " | do
not want to s him. | am well off here. What isheto me
after twenty years of separation?”

Dimawas in despair. Of course, Dog legally bdonged to
him. There, in his trousers pocket, in an empty candy box,
he kept the document to prove it. But you never know
exactly what your rights are when dealing with the grown-
ups In hisyoung and fresh memory, there were accumulated
recalections of 0 many false promises and forgotten bar-
gains Perhaps the ads of acquistion and adoption of dogs
mug bewritten in another way, and hiswasnot lawful.

Really, life isnot amocth at all. It goes in jodles and
jerks.
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AT NOON Peter returned home. He was a new and changed
Peter. His face had become darker, and its expresson was
gloomy. To understand him better, one nesds to know that
he had not received a solid or systematic education. Brought
up in poverty, mental and physical hunger became his usual
condition. Theinfluence of the women of the Family, how-
ever beneficent morally, was quite insufficient intellectually.
Although he spoke and could read and write three languages,
he was a master of none. The undeveloped taents, the
potential possihilities for which he had no use, made him
resentful and depressed. He had no hope of ever having a
chance to use them. He worked as aminor clerk in an Eng-
lish store.  Although he worked as hard as his English col -
leagues, he was never either treated or paid as they were,
for he was Russian. He represented chegp labour on the
foreign market. This was his share of Russas historical
humiliation, and he had to bear it. Far away, in his native
country, anew lifewasin process of building, but he had no
part in that either. For he was an exile, an unwanted dement
In the new communistic system.

But he was proud. He believed in fighting: for victory.
Secretly he cherished hopes and built plans for his future.
Meanwhile, he worked hard and was consdered an idedal
employeein the store. Outside of hiswork he longed for good
friends. He started to play football and became an excellent
half-back. He entered an English sports club and was|listed
on its best team. But all the companionship ended on the
athletic field. Once beyond the gate, his fellow football
players went away in their cars to their prosperous homes*
He had to walk to his. Never, not even once, was he invited
to go with them, for he was a Russian. By experience he
knew that an Englishman's house is his casle Paying the
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member ship duesate up all of Peter'sready cash. He denied
himsdf everything; he checked his wish to buy things for
Granny or Dima—and all those pitiful economics would go
towards keeping up appearances at his club. He paid bis
club fee and despised himsdf for doing it. But it was hisonly
chance of being among decent, educated, and well-to-do
people—of breathing for a few hours that atmosphere of ease
and well-beingtowhich hehad aright by hisbirth, and which
lifehad denied him. He was very handsome—tall and blond
—but somehow 4iff, with a proud, constantly tense expres-
sion on his face.

Now he had a new experience: he had seen awar. At
first it ssemed too smple to be real fighting. He, with the
other volunteers, lay behind the sandbags on the borders of
the French Concesson in the area of the bridge. He clearly
saw that bridge over the Hei-ho River. There and behind it
a battle was going on—just groups of Japanese soldierstrying
to sdze the bridge and Chinese soldiers shooting at them.
They advanced and were swept away amid small clouds of
snoke and bursts of sounds. The incongruous gestures of
those falling did not ssem actual to him. Some fell on the
ground; othersintothewater. Therewas nothing impressive
about it all. The battlewasfar less spectacular than thosehe
had seen on the screens of acinema. Far less

Peter's duty was to lie there and to shoot only in case the
soldierstried to enter the French Concession. There was not
much risk for the volunteersat that place. Thus Peter became
a detached observer of awar which did not concern him. He
was not blinded either by love or by hatred; his emotional
sdf wasnot involved init. And yet he had neither brutality
enough to look at it and remain unmoved nor philosophy
enough to understand and digmiss it. little by little there
entered the depth of Peter's constiousness the feet that this
wasreal death and real killing. Theinner, tragic substance
of the proceeding stepped stealthily out of the seeming
simplicity of the events.

Suddenly Peter was struck by the idea of the fragility of
the human body. There it was—an orderly accumulation
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of aoms and emotions, abody with asoul, aheart, anintel-
lect, dmogt perfect in its complexity—a separate world in
itself, apiece of pulsating life—and a fragment of ironin an
instant destroyed it, finally, irrevocably. One moment only,
one bullet, and the man is dead, beyond any hope.

Repulsion and horror began to creep into Peter's soul.
For those who were falling, thiswastheir last day, their last
breath. No more sun for them, no motion, no seeing. Were
they willing to die? Did they look for this end to all their
previouslifeand endeavours? Were they not dying invain,
for nothing, or for the things not worth while? Could this be
right—their killing each other, killing those whom they had
never ssen before, whom they would never se afterwards,
whose faces they could not discern a the digance? Why
did they doit?

His own position, just lying in trenches, ready to defend
the Concession, but only the Concesson, no more, no less—
was his own position sane and reasonable? Let them Kkill
each other, but at a decent distance. Would it not be more
normal to rush forward and try to help the wounded—bring
one of them to this shdltered place? But who must be pitied
more? They died on both Sdesin the same human way. In
spite of all mutual hatred and killing they were just alike,
equaly human, specimens of the same genus.  Possibly their
fedings were just alike too, and yet they could achieve no
mutual understanding and peace.

This new experience marked the turning point in Peter's
life. With blood and iron he was initiated into an active
period of thinking, criticizing, exploring. He understood
that his previous existence—belonging nowhere, living for no
purpose—was not worthy of aman. He had to find hisway.
The events of which he was a passve and silent observer had
sown their sseds in his soul, and those grains as yet remained
mysterious, degp, under cover of the everyday routine of life.
Inthe dark subconscious they were fastening their roots, they
were swelling, ready to shoot to the surface, and in due time
produce their bloom and fruits.

But when Peter entered the house he had nothing to tell.

F
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He went to Granny, sat besde her; then took her handsand
kissed them. Those were small hands, soft and tender, in
spiteof ail thework they weredoing. Granny looked at him
attentively and in one glance understood all. The boy must
be diverted from the course of his thoughts. So she began,
gaily and softly, as if administering an anaesthetic:

" Peter, dear, we haveso much newstotell you. Wehad
letters, Mrs. Parrish is going away; her brother iscoming
totake her. Mr. Sung hasjust returned after three daysin
Peiping. But, themost important, | havelet Mme. Militza's
room. And towhom? To an old Russan Professor and his
wife, refugees from Peiping. Both of them so nice. Think.
how good it will be for you to have somebody to speak to,
to ask the things you want to know ... a university in the
house. They are so friendly, so smple in manners—just
Russians."

Then Dima cameinwith Dog, and Udaand Mother began
to bring in lunch. Laughter and smiles and habitual jokes
began to overshadow the impressons of the lagt days.

Tenderly and with understanding the Family soothed the
troubled boy.
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PROFESSOR CHERNOV and his wife, Anna Petrovna, came
the same evening. He was an old man, wrinkled and
shrgnken, and yet full of an energy and zes of Ufe. Anna
Petrovna, who was small, old, and shabbily clad, smiled a
perpetual pathetic srhile.  Their beongings were quite
unusual: they had brought with them three microscopes, and
a small trunk in which was packed all the rest of their pro-
perty, a good half of it being the Professor's manuscripts.
There was nothing in the way of a pair of spare shoes or
another dress. They wore, evidently, all their clothing, thus
being akin to certain plants which are alike all the seasons
around, neither fresh nor blooming, but just grey instead of
green, and prickly. The microscopes had their proper names.
The biggest was Anatole (after Anatole France, in whose
company the thing was bought in Paris long years ago); the
second Albert (in honour of Albert Einstein); and the third
Vania. Vania was the baby of the family. After whom it
was named was never disclosed by the Chernovs.

Professor Chernov was a stientig with an eminent name
in the field of geology. Submissive to the general law that
neither pure art nor disnterested research in the fields of
stience feeds its adepts well, here he was poor and destitute
after decades of intensive work. But to a certain degree that
had been his own fault. Like so many other Russans of
talent, at the very zenith of his success he threw away his
scientific work and started to write things for which he had
neither the training nor the knowledge. Thus Professor
Chernov had devoted the last fifteen years to the pursuit of
threeaims. uproocting all human super stitions and prejudices,
creating a universal religion of the Absolute; trying to per-
suade humanity to follow his new and happy doctrine—all
thisin eght volumes.

83
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He had strange mental habits. he .thought always in
French, spokein Russian, read in German, and wrotein Eng-
lish. Hehad an explanation for this procedure. He inssted
that writing in English is more economical of space, which
meant a saving in paper and ink; that German scientific
booksarethemost detailed on every question; that thinking
in French is more bracing than thinking in any other
language; but Russian is the only language to speak in. In
Russian one could convince any one of anything. Thisisa
language of force and €loguence. However reasonable, this
habit made hiswork dow. In addition to this, human pre-
judices and superdtitions were too many. His scientific
method of investigating every separate case, describing it in
detail and giving the history of itspractical application, had
led him too far.

Five years of life in China were not enough to collect and
study the one hundredth part of Chinese supergitions; in
addition, some of them wereso ancient that it wasimpossible
to fix them historically. So at the sametime heworked over
the Absolute, this being much simpler; for the Absolute was
just thereason of existence. It was pure, eternal, omnipotent,
omniscient, omnipresent, unchangeable, and sdf-sufficient.
Readily and clearly those attributes of the Absolute cameto
his mind, and the Professor had a dim and uneasy fedling
that the Absolute under his,pen became very like something
dse, formerly known, but forgotten. Thethird part, that of
convincing, waslong ago st in motion by Anna Petrovna:
six hoursper day she was obliged to write letters (they could
not afford atypewriter) in the small and precise hand, and
the Professor only signed them. Those letter swer e addressed
to all who had or could achieve influence over people, epeci-
ally youth. Hewroteto Benito Mussolini, whom our Pro-
fessor had known yearsagoasajournalist,totheY .M.C.A .,
the Boy Scouts organization, to the Komsomol's leaders,
tothe Green Orthodox monagteries on the Athos Mountain.
WhileMussolini never answer ed theletter, several Boy Scouts
responded enthusiastically, ready to be pure, honest, at one
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with the Absolute The Salvation Army replied that they
were already doing their bed.

The high stientific qualifications of the Professor's previous
books entitled him to address his colleagues all over the
world. ThusProfessor Chernov had recently recaved aletter
from Sr David Parsons They had met years ago, even
worked together in some sdientific ingtitution. Now Sr David
amiably acknowledged the recept of Professy Chernov's
letter and wrote that it would be really wonderful if Pro-
fessr Chernov could uproot all mankind's supergitions and
prgudices and make humanity. covet only purity, and
honegty, and beauty. He wished Professor Chernov success
but asto himsdf, hewas not in a podtion to take part in this
work personally, his time beng entirely engaged dsewhere
In the podsript he asked whether Professor Chernov had
written anything new in geology, and if o, where his lagt
works could befound. It was evident that Sr David failed
to undersand the urgency of the cause  Geology could wait.
Thus the only concrete result of the Professor's eforts to
convince mankind was the fact that the children of the
vicinity acquired unexpected foreign gamps for ther col-
lections.

These books in creation were the sole and condant topic
of the Chernovs conversation. But about the chief anxiety,
the chief preoccupation of ther life they never sooke The
chief preoccupation was money. They had bardy enough
left for sx months of the mod meagre exisence after that
adark and menacing futurelay in wait for them. For along
time now Anna Petrovna had lain awake nights, thinking how
old, how londy and poor they both were. Poor in every-
thing: no health, no hope, no friends, no children, no pro-
perty, no protection. Nothing. Just two old and hdpless
human bengs Life, which opened to them in a rich world
full of joy, and love, and high endeavours, faded little by
little, here and there lodng its colour, breaking the ties of
friendship and undersanding one by one, and finally bring-
ing them to the narrow and thorny path of old agein poverty,
thence towards an uttery void space—Degth.
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Their life now wasa mere nervoustenson. Anna Petrovna
lived only for her husband. He lived for his misson.
Merdy to relax the tendon—and she would die, return to
nothingness, for there was no God, and no eternal life, for
Anna Petrovna. Long ago she had logt her bdief in His
exigence For where was He when her child was dying of
hunger in Russa? How could He permit such a thing to be
and kesp Hishand dossd? No, we live in aworld void of
Divine charity/ Asto Chrig, sheloved Him ardently. How
deloved Him | How she undersood Him | His kindness |
Hispity to children! Hisreadinessto suffer for all, to take
every burden upon Himsdf, in order to bring to the world
Hisideal of peace and harmony, to help, to hep everybody,
everywhere at any cod. He did not bdieve in humanity
Himsdf: " The poor ye have always." Hedid not rely upon
humanity's being decent enough to fed its paupes How
happy for Him that Helived in timeswhen He could find fol-
lowers | Now He would only be laughed at. But she Anna
Petrovna, fdt a warm kinship with Him. There was some-
thing of Him in her making. She could never passby a suffer-
ing one without a burning desreto help. Sdence datigics
laws of necessity, prindples of economics were no solaceto
her. Shelonged to hdp on theingant. To give her last gar-
ment, to srve to shed tears of pity. She knew that senti-
mental was theword for her. Let it be. But ssang the out-
dretched hand, the trembling hand of a beggar, e failed
to remember that occasonal amsare harmful. Shejust gave
as much as e had. The dillborn laws of economics failed
to solve the problems of pain and poverty. They were poor
guidance and comfort. She suffered at every sght of pain,
injustice, poverty, at every wound she saw, at every desth
she witnessad. And these were many. Suffering poisoned her
vitality, took away all joy of living. Shewasready toreturn
to nothingness

They came to Tientsn all shodked and shattered by the
things they had witnessed at the capture of Peiping. But the
congenial atmosphere of the boarding-house braced the new-
come's They entered into the Family, and from thefirst day
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they fdt at home. At once the Chernovs were invited to
supper, as guets Granny diced the bread, Mather poured
tea, and endless conversation enlivened the party. This con-
versation was of the usual Russan kind—talk on some
abdract topic, which had no concern with their daily lifeand
neds It was highly idealigtic, projected into the future. It
was, of course, the Professor who crated.  *

" War," hesaid, " ssms s0 odious now, because man-
kind has grown out of the mental phase when it was con-
ddered an dficent means to an end. Every one now feds
the savageness of it. We have digpensad with killing in our
privateaffairs wefight no duds But thetrend of theinter-
national palitics is not as yet changed. We owe this to the
duggishness of the minds of average people. Thisisa critical
moment. The next war will be the las among the civilized
nations, for it will open the eyes of the average man to the
abaurdity of wars. You, young man "—heturned to Dima
—" you will not be a soldier, for there will be no more wars
in your generation."

" But | will fight! | want awar!"' said Dima with indig-
nation. He took his gun and began what he imagined to be
afinemilitary drill.

Mrs. Parrish came downdairs and good peering in be-
tween the curtains of the door. Feding that she was not quite
hersdf she resored to the oppodte extremity and became
too much the lady. With her chin up, although not sure on
her feet, she entered the room. She was duly introduced to
the new lodgers, and the conver sation was carried on in Eng-
lish. With the utmog dignity, as if applying a light and
fleting finishing touch to the discusson of wars, she aked
whether the Professor or his wife would like an occasonal
drink of whisky and soda. She was much bored to hear a
negative answer.

"Nobody drinks in this damned houss" <he said unex-
pectedly. " And you, Granny, have robbed me of ray
keys!"

Lida, alwaysready with laughter and tears, giggled. Peter
frowned. But the older people, to whom good manners meant



83 THE FAMILY

the obligation of overlooking their neighbours shortcomingd
looked asif thewords of Mrs. Parrish were quite natural.

At lagt, to savethefedingsof all, Professor Chernov sarted
another topic vital to the company, that of France's losng
geadily her international influence and importance. With
his od-fashioned courteous manners he addresssd Mrs.
Parrish, at frequent intervals asking for her opinion. Shedid
her bes yet never managed to give a correct ansver. The
old Professor charmed her completely.

Even Mr. Sung left hisroom and asked permisson tojoin
the company. Hehad a cup of tea with therest and ligened
pensvely to Professr Chernov's prediction that the sf-
centred and shortsghted policy of Japan would end in ruin
and shame

Dimainterrupted him with a question whether a dog could
bemade a vegetarian dog, eat only vegetables and drink tea
and remain a healthy regular dog. " For mesat isthat expen-
dveinthemarket," heconduded.

To introduce the always ddicate quegion of money was
aurey bad manner's, and Granny had to gop Dima. But
Professor Chernov willingly and enthusagtically confronted
the problem. Yes, he thought that eating mest and looking
on that as a necessty was a fallacy. We need vitamins,
animals nesd them also. We can get them from vegetable
food. He was afire with the subject, linking it to hisfavourite
idea of universal goodwill and peace With ingpiration he
depicted a tiger who ate only grass with an occasonal violet
or two. Thissnt Mrs. Parrish into pedls of hoarse laughter.
She began to argue with the Professor but soon dropped out
of therace.

Even K han, who had been so evasve snce Peter'sreturn,
lingered in the room and ssamed to understand every word
gpoken; for, from timeto time, he uttered low sounds meant
as approbation of the Professor'sdoguence. The only slent
person in the room was Dog. It may be that the quegtion of
the vegetarian food offended him deeply.

Thispeaceful and quiet evening wasabalm to many souls

L ate into the night, when the housewes half adesp. Pro-
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fessr Chernov and Peter were Stting under the tress in the
Garden/ The heat and nose of the day were ebbing into
cooness and calm. A quarter moon shed a velvety twilight.
The faint aroma of flowers arose from the neighbouring
gardens Granny's gentle voice floated down from Mrs.
Parrish'sroom. She wastelling moredf her life gory.

The Professor was peaking about the future victory of
Chinaover Japan. " That will be aunited China. Citizens
will replace the inert population, dtizens with a fully de-
veoped s of duty towards their country and towards
mankind."

Granny's voice was low but diginct. " And sseing that
Tania had scurvy, the warden of our prison pitied her. But
he would not show sympathy, for you se we were the
enemies of the people So he brought some daw and garlic
and said: ' Eat.' Shewas afraid and refused. Then he made
aterribleface, hiseyesbulging, put hisrevolver to her head,
and shouted: ' Eat, or | will kill you." "

" Khan," Mother's voice came from somenhere bdow the
dairs, " remember, we have no potatoes at all.”

Peter Sghed. Life could be gentle after all.
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THE NEXT DAY was Lida's triumph: she won the T.A.S.A.
championship in swimming and consequently received as a
prize a pretty tea-set for six persons, six silver teagpoons
included. And who helped to bring the box with those cups
toher home? Thesmart American boy! Heapplauded, he
congratulated her, he offered hishelp. Wasit not wonderful?
Lida had not been spoiled with friends. She had almost
none. The English girls at the swimming pool, which was
Lida's only place for rest and recreation, were remote and
formal—like Peter's football friends. They never asked her
to call, and she dared not ask them; for a well-bred English
girl would never be allowed by her parents to visit a poor
Russian family. Why? Lida did not know, but shewould
never lay the fault at the door of the foreigners. Why should
they be interested in her? They were better off than she:

dressed according to the latest fashion, entirely regardless of
the cogt of things, always had leisure, company, good times,
cars, parties, boy friends, pretty and young-looking mother,

kind and rich fathers. What could she show them if they
should cometo e her and her home? It was not their fault
that she was born a Russian.

Thuswillingly and humbly Lida developed an inferiority
complex, grateful for any mite of attention from those more
fortunatethan.she.

Suddenly, without warning, this happiness came to her:
the attention of a handsome boy, of a foreigner. Perhaps
rich; perhaps coming from one of those prosperous houses
wher e people eat what they like, dresswell, and alwayshave
ready money. And what kind of attention! It seemed asif
he wer e seeking her presence and wer e thankful for it. She,
whose presence was everywhere taken for granted, if not as
superfluous, could not believe her happiness.

0



THE FAMILY 91

Yet it wastrue. The lanky boy waswalking by her dde,
carrying the box with her tea-set. With great difficulty she
managed to kegp a ssmblance of compoaure They were at
the gate of her housg, yet the boy showed no hageto leave
her. Moreover, he ingged on carrying her box into the
house

They went in. Sheintroduced him to her Family, referring
to them as my Granny, Mother, Dima. Peter was nat at
home The American boy said he was Jimmy Bennett and
really very happy to meg them all. Granny suggeted tea
in the new teacups.  Jimmy thanked her and acocepted.

The 9x aups and six teagpoons Sarted their sodial service
on thespat. Mrs. Parrish came down to ask why everybody
downgairswas laughing. When she did not offer adrink to
Jimmy, Lidafdt happy and kissed her. Professor and Mrs.
Chernov took part in the cebration. Finally Dima broke
one cup, which provoked immediate tears from Lida, and
conssquently from Dima also.  Jimmy proved hepful, for he
appeasd the sorrow by saying that everything had been his
fault and that he knew the place where such cups were sold;
9 to-morrow, with their permisson, he would come again
at tea-time and bring a new cup, just like the broken one

At this Lida began to laugh happily and, without any
reason, kisssd Dima. A pause presently ensued and then
Lida suddenly announced that she never knew Americans
were 0 attractive. Profesor Chernov said it was because
of their democratic upbringing, and sarted an ordered and
dabor ate gpeach about the preponderance of ddusonsin our
valuations. He addressad Jimmy chiefly.

To the bewildered but politely attentive boy he explained
how false are our appredations of time, for the longer one
livesthe shorter become the days, that the same day is four
times as long for a boy ten years old asit is for a man of
fifty; consequently he, Jimmy, had up to thistime spent more
than half of hislife. The old Professor accompanied his
lecture with graphs and figures so convincing that Jimmy
could not help believing.

After Jimmy's departure, the Family settled down to an
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ordinary evening. This day was, as usual, concluded with
the complicated preparation of beds. Lida smiled when try-
ing to adjust the length of her body to the space of six chairs
tied together. Her sandals, the new ones, white with brown
trimming, stood demurely under the chair. Thesilver spoons
glittered on thetable. Giving alast fond glance at her pro-
perty and recalling Jimmy's dear face, she thought: When
such things happen to one, Ufe isworth living! Shefell adeep
at once and into a wonderful dream. She saw a meadow
covered with flowers, lit with the delicate morning sunshine.
The air, the flowers, the grass, were sparkling with minute
drops of dew. Tenderness permeated the lines and colours.

She was alone. She went singing brightly, happily, like
a nightingale, regjoicing in her song. Then her feet left the
earth and she went into the air, higher and higher, lighter
and lighter, into the shining blueness of the sky, through the
pearly and cool whiteness of clouds, away from earth, towards
the sun.

Mother, lyingon thefloor on her mattress, was at the same
timehavingaworrisomenightmare. Her last thought before
she fell adeep was about coal; for coal had risen in price
because of Japanese activities, and with the autumn ap-
proaching she had to find money for coal. In her dream she
saw hersdf in alevel space, which was all coal. All was black
and shining, menacing, horrible. Therewasno sky, nor sun,
only coal. The place was lit only by its sheen. Furtively
glancing round and seeing that she was alone, M other began
to gather the small pieces of coal. She put them into her bag,
thrug it insgde the bosom of her dress.  She looked cautiously
round her, for she knew that shewas stealing coal, and might
be caught and punished. She Wasin haste. She reached for
mor e and mor e, summoning all her courage.

" Only thismorsel," shewhispered, " and this, and this.
Perhaps it will be sufficient for winter." And she stooped
again and again, chokingwith fear and apprehension.

Granny had a desplessnight. Sheworried. Shefaced the
feet that Professor Chernov was an atheist. His Absolute
was not acceptableto her Christian training. Notwithstand-
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ing his intelectual brilliance and pleasng persondity! he
could have only an evil influence over the childrto. And
then again, his habit of goeaking on thase unexpected topics
of his, that feverish joy, that zeg of living, in spite of the
visble hardships of his exigence that manner of popular-
izing the great ideas of sdence—far he was popularizing
them. His cardess attitude towards Anna Petrovna. Was
he altogether bad? Could he be? No, she was afraid to make
any conduson. She was looking for a way out of this new
trouble. She prayed:

" Holy Virgin, the support of the perishing, Thou, alleviat-
ing every sorrow, ligen to me."

But she could not pray lying in bed. Carefully, trying to
make no noise, e did from the sofa, and on to the floor.
On her knees she continued:

" Oh, Holy Virgin, look at this poor house By God's
will my children are deprived of their worldly goods Let
it be s, according to God's will ... but save ther souls
kegp them away from any temptation and impurity."

Dog heard Granny's whigpering. Seang her kneding, he
came nearer and began to tap thefloor lightly with his tail.
He always felt uneasy when he saw people on their knees

Granny's whigpering and the taps of the dog's tail were
the only sounds downgdairsin the house

In the Chernovs room the Professor was Sitting at his desk
writing a letter. It was his new Ietter to Hitler. In themorn-
ing Anna Petrovna would make a copy of it for Mussolini.
Hewaswriting diligently, with the utmog careand attention:

" But why write about all that? Why wade so many
words in order to express the Smple fact that we suffa? |
know that to suffer in slence beongs to human dignity. |
have tried and failed. | cannot achieve resgnation. | have
had enough of being an anonymous passer-by in thedreds
of life, the man counting only in datigics | long to say a
word or two about oursaves | cannat wear away my sorrow
in dlence And the thing | should like to say is;, Give us
peace! Give peace to mankind, to races and nations We
can get it by agreang among oursdves | address in generd



A THE FAMILY

those who start warsand bring about revolutions, whointro-
duce new systems of taxations and punishments; those who
send us to barracks, to prisons, to trenches, to exile; those
who fail to foresee and prevent the coming famines and
economical depressons, who devaluate the little money we
earn and raise the price of the few things we need. | address
you all and say: We need rest. You have had your fun.
Now, please, giveus peace! "
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MR, STOWNE, Mrs. Parrish's brother, came at last. He turned
out to be a small elderly gentleman, who looked as though
everything were too large for him. Hiscar was too big, his
coat wes too long and too broad, his hat was too high—it
conceded more than half of his head; even his spectades were
too large for hissmall, lifdess eyes, and hid parts of his chesks
aso. Although his face and body were covered and hidden
as much as possible, his dothes did not disguise the chief
trait, the fundamenta quality on which his temperament was
built—an apathy towards life, akind of somnolent indiffer-
ence to everything he saw, had seen, or would sse Theim-
pressons of life, whatever they might be, when
through the prism of his mentality took on the quality of
weariness. Taedium vita was his reaction to the world.

Unfortunately, Mrs. Parrish had just managed to win the
game with Granny severd times and consequently had had
severd drinks. She became excitable exactly a the mément
of hisarrival. Hardly had he entered his sister's room when
she began to ause him. Only after hours of persuasion did
shegivein and consent to go first to ahotel and then to Eng-
land. When they went out Mr. Stowge looked even smaller
and his garments; in contrast, bigger; he had never imagined
how far hissister's affliction had gone.

The parting was confused. Mrs. Parrish had taken only
one trunk, promising to send somebody from the hotel for
her things. Mr. Stowne's thanks were curtly worded. He
asked to have the bill sent to him at thehotel. Mrs. Parrish
was in an uplifted sate. She kissed Granny and shouted her
love to every member of the Family. Shetried to take Anna
Petrovna'scoat and Mr. Sung's umbrella and insisted upon
everybody going with her to live quietly at the hotd.

Moather tried tofind Dog, but there was no dog either in

9%
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the house or in the vicinity. Dima, popeyed with anxiety,
rushed toand fro, helping Mrs. Parrish to get away. Granny
tried to explain about Dog, but Mrs. Parrish understood little
and cared less M r. Stowne was anxious les any delay might
divert Mrs. Parrish'sattention and makeher forget her deci-
sion. Hewinced at theidea of going again through thewhole
strategy of convincing her; so he said that the dog could be
left behind, and would they kindly send him afterwardswith
someone who would come for Mrs. Parrish's things.

Professor Chernov gallantly held the door of the car open
for Mrs. Parrish, and sood waiting for morethan ten minutes.
Khan likewise held the entrance door open. Anna Petrovna's
gsmile was, as usual, pathetic—a victim's smile. Mr. Sung
bowed several times, wishing Mrs. Parrish happiness and
prosperity in her new and splendid abode. He never men-
tioned health, thinkingit an unsuitabletopicin Mrs. Parrish's
presence. Mr. Stowne stooped every two minutesto pick up
his sger's handbag, which she dropped again and again.

To increase the general confusion, a letter from Mme.
Militza was brought in at the climax of the farewells, and,
the pogtage having been insufficient, some small change was
urgently required. The suspicion of possesson of cash-
money could fall only upon Mr. Sung. He had theknack of
producing it promptly on every request. The focus of the
whirlpool being thus shifted, Mr. Stowne gently pushed his
sger towards the car and finally caged her in. So Mrs.
Parrish went away, shouting her good-bye and abusing her
brother, her voice resounding in the distance several minutes
after her departure.

The Family immediately attacked Mme. Militza'sletter.
It was another specimen of her extraordinary linguistic
abilitiesand courage. T heletter wasdated from Hong K ong.
I't s|emed that Destiny had postponed all her immediate plots
and had given the whole of her attention to Mme. Militza's
voyage. The passenge seamer experienced a terrific
typhoon, oneof such extraordinary forcethat for several days
the boat could not enter the haven; it was the greatest
typhoon of this century. It, certainly, could not frighten
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her. When at lagt they landed, there had been no spare
lodging in the town. Cholera was devastating the Chinese
quarters. The officials of Hong Kong refused to give per-
mission to Russans to settle, either Red or White, and they
had to be sent back to Shanghai. But Shanghai for the
moment being unattainable, Russans were allowed to st
their feet on theground, awaitingthefurther whimsof Nature,
higory,, and officials. And yet she, Mme. Militza, had her
revenge. A Russian girl requested from Mme. Militza pro-
fessional service, and the cards told a wonderful story, the
girl, still young and shy, was sure to be rich, famous, and
influential through her marriage to an ederly foreign
gentleman of high rank. In addition, the girl would have
all her family around her and bear six children. Prosperity
and plenty were her lot. And, mind you, the girl had no
dowry or anything of the kind, just her face as a fortune.

All this being told, the girl could provide only fifty cents,
instead of a dollar, but Mme. Militza was a generous soul,
ready to serve humanity in need amost gratis, from time to
time. One can be rewarded sometimes by the feding of the
sublimity of on€'s profession. As to her private fate,
according to the cards, they would have her next letter from
Shanghai, and were, please, not to be uneasy about her.
Whatever that city had in gore for itsdf, nothing evil
would befall Mme. Militza personally. She sent them all
her love and remained their most devoted Mme. Militza the
stientific fortune-teller.

Professor Chernov revealed an extraordinary ability to
read Mme. Militza's hieroglyphicsand interpret her thoughts.
Sometimes one needs encyclopedic erudition to understand
an. encyclopedic ignorance, and there is always something
akin in deep wisdom and childish innocence of knowledge.
If Mme. Militza did not always know from which language
she had picked a certain word, the Professor did. If she
happened to omit a link in the sequence of the thoughts, he
easily restored it.

Ibs. Parrish gone, the house lost half of its sounds.
Granny found hersdf with plenty of time on her hands.
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But she had her plans. Some time ago Mrs. Parrish had
thrown away several hanks of knitting, wool, terribly
tangled. Granny asked to have the wool for hersdf. Mrs.
Parrish laughed and consented: to disentangle the wool
seemed impossible.  But little by little, with her usual
patience, Granny successfully made it into ballsh Now she
had a pound and a quarter, or maybe a pound and a half,
of good English knitting wool. Not poor Japanese suff,
which would shrink and lose its colour, but real pure wooal,
fluffy and dark bluein colour. Knitting was a rest for her.
The monotony of the movement of her hands Iulled her,
alleviated anxiety and work. For she was annoyed now.
What a sght Mrs. Parrish. and she had been when Mr.
Stowne entered the room! A bottle of whisky and cards
on thetable . . . Mrs. Parrish, red in face, unrestrained in
geech . . . and she, an old woman, sitting at the table and
so absorbed in her play that, in fact, Mr. Stowne had to
address her twice before they noticed him. And she could
not explain to him why she was so eager to win. He would
not listen to her. Oh, shame! Yes, she needed to sit
quietly for awhileand to knit—knit one, purl two, knit two,
purl one—arid rest and quiet would presently descend upon
her soul, and her thoughtswould not be crowded in her head,
but alive and marching in measured pace.

The sght of balls of. wool soothed her. Dark blue.
Almost one pound and a half. But what would she knit?
If a blouse with short deeves for Lida, there would remain
enough for a deeveess pullover for Dima. It would be a
nice sight—two of the Family clad alike—style, you know.
But then the wool would make a nice sweater for Peter, full
size. He was a handsome boy. He would look grand,
wearing it on his football field. But Tania, Tania. How
long snce she had had anything new to wear? She needed
it. On cold mornings going to market. Then those two
poor orphans—Chernovs—he wearing a nondescript thing
bought in Germany before thefirst Great War. He had
decided to start lessons with Dima to-morrow. Thiswould
be a nice present for him. And she, Anna Petrovna—her
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mousy dress—it was a thing without colour, without shape
She washed it in the evenings and put it on, not even com-
pletely dry, the next day. A lady with her education and
having only one dred  No, no, that was impossble

And with a gern face she counted 84 ditches for the back
of Anna Petrovna's swester.

Shewas dep in her work when a low and prolonged sSgh
attracted he attention. It was Khan, who evidently
planned to wash the window at which he was§itting.  This
was unusual. To wash windows at this time of the day and
to wash them without being told—well, there mug be
omething behind it.

" What isit, Khan? " she aked directly.

" Askee your honourable opinion and advice Me
wantcheemarry."

" Marry? " You are not married? Areyou? "

" Memarried long ago.”

" Children? "

" Oneboy, two girls."

" Well, Khan? "

" Me wantchee ssoond wife.  Girls are chegp now; war,
houses bur nt, no food—a good timeto marry."

" Khan, that is shameful. Your wife alive—a ssoond
wifel  Shamd "

" No, Missus  Chinese ssoond wife all right.  No shame
Fashion."

" No, Khan. Shame | read books | know. Very,
very good Chinese men have onewife."

" Misus "—and Khan tried themog convinang intona-
tions—" before thewar, marry agood girl—town education
—you pay 100 dadllars the honourable parents makee three
days fedtival for friends and relations Me pay all. The
girl wantchee winter coat, fur collar, a gold ring, gold ear-
rings, and a watch—town education. Me pay all. Now,
$= the honourable parents—sxty dollars And no watch
tothe girl, and a winter coat, no fur collar and slver ear-
rfogs, See? ™
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" | don't s anything. | say no. Keep you* money for
your family."

" My family—country people My wife workee fields. |
am a town gentleman now. | go cinema, wantchee nice
ssoond wife come with me. Town education.”

" And your firg wife bore you children, now ' workee
fidds  Shame"

" She cannat go cinema. Afraid. Country education."

" Khan,” said Granny solemnly, and put away her
knitting, " your talk bad talk. Nokind. Take your wife
to live with you in the town and no more of this ssoond
wife."

" But she 0 chesp now. She said she marry without
earrings, only her sges laugh at her. Too cheap. They
all had gad earrings. Town fashion. |If she too cheap,
family loe face, sgers ashamed. Mug have earrings.”

" Ligen to me Khan. | aman old woman, | know life
—soond wife no good.  You mug ask your old people
They say same Have you parents alive? "

" Only most honourable mother. Cannot ask her. Living
too far. War. Leterscoming dow."

" Why do you ak me? "

" Your honourable pemisson—we live here. That
pantry near the kitchen. No much food. Maybe a room."

" Well," said Granny, " | promise to givethat room to
you and to your first wife. Ssoond wife—never. Then you
go away."

But she wanted to explain, somehow, her dedson, not
to offend him too much. So she said:

" You know that big book | read often? Mug live how
the book says It says, ' no seoond wife in the house/
Cannot give permisson. Afraid of the book. That book is
very, very old. Two thousand years old. Mug obey."

" It saysyour people not Chinee"

"It says' Tell everybody/ Warn. No good. My
house | answer."

Khan evidently changed his mind about the windows
Hetook all hisimplementsand went away-



18

WITH THE coMING of Professor Chernov, the mode of
thought at Number 11 took a scientific turn. Dima's was
the firsg mind to be so influenced. The Chernovs loved
children, and gave Dima all their spare time. From the
moment Dima was invited to look through a microscope at
a drop of water, they had won the child. He incessantly
asked to look at every object possble. Dog's hair, a drop
of milk, a leaf's tissue. He got an answer to every one of
his hitherto neglected questions. He was given regular
lessons.

Once, when Anna Petrovna bought a chicken to make
soup, the Professor took possesson of the chicketat, and Dima
had an excellent lesson in anatomy. That was a thrill | Poor
Anna Petrovna was patiently waiting for her turn in
manipulating the chicken.  She looked forward to that
soup. It was long snce they had had any, and chicken
broth is so good for old somachs. At éeven o'clock Anna
Petrovna mildly gave notice that she needed the chicken
to boil, and it was given over to her, cut up according to
the laws of autopsy, which did not correspond to those of
culinary art. The chicken's head, heart, and intestines
were put into the ice box for future experimental lessons

These fragments of stience fired Dima's imagination.
With rapture he opened his mind to knowledge. Life
hitherto had been a superficial processfor him; now he caught
glimpses of its hidden workings. So that was insde him!
He touched various parts of Dog's body; the dog's heart
did beat, hislungs did swell and then draw in. With eyes
aflame Dima ascended the first deps of the temple of
sience. He lived in a state of chronic awe before the
wonders of life.

Peter, also had hisshare of Mr. Chernov'sattention. Long
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evening hours were spent in the Professor's room; Peter
listening, the Professor haranguing. Before the bewildered
mind of the youth, the conception of space and time was
Shattered. Hitherto accepted ideas became fallacies*
Humanity was on the eve of the greatest discovery: the
immortality of the human soul. And it would be derived
not from the religious hypothess, no, it would be mathe-
matically proved, one of these days, according to the laws
of scientific doctrine. We ail are immortal 1 We all live
in the Absolute. So let us throw away the pettiness and
pregudices. Why do we so strongly cling to the prepos
terous ideas we have acquired through wrong thinking of
previous generations? Fear! Fear is the answer to it.
Why not be courageous and say: " We know nothing.
And with new zeal we would begin again our endeavoursto
comprehend the universe. False conclusons have led us
info atrap of illusons to which nothing in reality answers,
for there is no colour, no sounds, no substance, no weight.
We have profanely mixed up unfinished discoveries, un-
proved theories, in the hasty attempt tofind a practical use
for them. Why pergs in thismadness? Why live behind
'the decayed tradition of life? Let usgointotheopen. We
must not be afraid, for we shall love each other, and with
greatest care preserve human life, this precious mystery,
thiswonder ful phase, where—materialised—we can invests
gate theworld. Thisinvegtigation can be done only in this
phase, only on this planet, only by human beings. The
grandeur of thistask! And mankind—nations spending
timein hatred, in wars, in pursuit of thingswhich, in reality,
do not exist, and meanwhile caresdy ruining their chance 1

Anna Petrovna would st listlessy somewhere in the
corner. She never had aword to add to this kind of con-
versation. She only shuddered at the perspectives her
husbhand opened before her eyes. Those void spaces, those
spiral movements—not  She hoped that death, at least,
would not be one deception more. To die—wholly, body
?nd soul, and forever—that would beatest tolook forward

0.
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Suppers and teas the two families had together, and the
expenses became so mixed that now Mother could not & &
out which was whose, and what was due from the Chernov
family. The absence of money in both families smplified
the problem.

Yet life became fuller. The Professor's enthusiasm was
contagious. The children became busy with books. Anna
Petrovna started to teach Khan to read and write English.
He was given the choice of the language, and he named
English, because it was " good fashion." The Chernovs
were that kind of people; they could not bear to see anybody
illiterate in the house. They had an extraordinary ability
of finding the books they desired. Through them everybody
in the house had everything he or shewasinterested in. And
the Professor helped them all. He liked to read aloud. He
created before the listeners life of the past, life of the future.
There were no limitsto his conceptions. This constant play
of ideas and images rendered the youth of the house capable
of finding new plans for life, taught them to be independent
of external hardships of life, so far astheir ideas were free.
In short, they developed into individuals, the collective term
for which is " Russian intelligentsia."

Even Mr. Sung took part in the teas and conversations
almogt daily. Only he never spoke. He listened. Always
clad in a European suit, neatly shaven (if he ever shaved),
with closdy cropped hair and wearing big spectacles, he
was a colourless, soundless figure in comparison to the Pro-
fessor, afire with his eoquence and plans. Yet Mr. Sung
had some weight, a hidden, myserious weight. The
atmosphere of the room changed when he sepped in. He
brought with him some quality of caution and depth that
made M r. Chernov's speeches seem too clamorous and too
oratorical.

Only Granny kept apart. The non-Christian outlook
on life was alien to her. She had her own world of ideas,
where light and kindness were the laws, where everything
wasclear, pure, and saintly. But theway to alead through
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affering, resgnation, self-sacrifice It could not be reached
by any other way.

After supper e would lead Dima away to one of the
unoccupied rooms  She would watch the child play, put
him to bed.

"Now | will knit," shewould say, and shewould switch
out the lamp, for she nesded no light when knitting. And
she would gt there in the darkness till the sounds of Seps
proved that the company had broken up downdairs.
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A STRANGE SCENE took place in the hall of the boarding-
house in the quiet of alate evening. The door of Mr. Sung's
room opened and he came out. Seeing no one, he made a
sign, and atall, slim Chinese girl appeared on the threshold.
She wore a dark robe and, athough very young, she
looked grave and quite distinguished.  Noisdesdy they
crossed the hall, and Mr. Sung laid his hand cautiously on
the doorknob. At that very moment the door was flung
open from outside, and Professor Chernov entered the hall.
Seang a lady, he gallantly stood aside in order to alow
her to pass. The hall was but dimly illuminated with a
sheded lamp, yet the first glance at the girl's face threw
the Professor into a dtate of utter excitement.

" Mrs. Wang! " hecried. " You! Here, at our house?
| am so glad to meet you againl”

But she turned a, blank face toward him, and did not
answer his courteous bow.

"How do you do, Mrs. Wang! Certainly you
remember me | We came from Peiping together,"
inssted the Professor.

The girl shook her head as if to indicate that she did not
undergand English at all. Professor Chernov was visibly
wounded. He made an attempt to say the same in
Chinese, carefully choosing hiswords, but Mr. Sung led the
girl out and followed her, closing the door behind them.

Professr Chernov was offended.  He went straight into
the Family room, where Granny, Mother, and Anna
Petrovna were spending a quiet hour with their needlework.

" Anny! " hecried. " Do you remember Mrs. Wang,
the Chinese lady who came with us from Peiping? "

"Yes, | rememba her," said Anna Petrovna

" Jud this moment | have met her and she snubbed me!™
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" Oh, itisnct likeher at all," proteted Anna Petrovna.

" Shedid," sapped the Professor, and left the room.

Anna Petrovna followed him. From the corridor could
be heard his angry voice admonishing her to remain where
she had been. Professor Chernov professed to beng tired
of the incondggency of womenfak in general. He longed
for a bit of solitude. He had lettersto write,'and he wanted
to be left alone, With a perplexed face Anna Petrovna
returned to the Family room.

" Who is this Mrs Wang? " asked Granny in order to
break the tendon which had been created by the Professor's
outburg of temper.

" Oh, itisalong gory, it is quite unusual,” said Anna
Petrovna.

" Then tdl it to us now,” Granny aked. " We have
ancther hour to work before we go to bed. It will keep us
awake."

And Anna Petrovnatold the story:

" We l&ft Peiping after the town had been taken by the
Japanee  We travdled in {he ssoond-dass car packed
with the Japanex soldiers and officrs There were ao
Chinexe refugess from Peiping.

" It was aultry. The Japanex were noisy; the res of
us were exhauded and depressad.  Whatever the fedings
of the Chinexe passengers might be, they kept a dlence as
usual.

" A Chinese family sat mationless and soundless near us.
an old gentleman with dossd eyes, two women with several
children on their knees, and an Amah with a baby in her
hands | knew that they were all tired, hungry—nobody,
exoept the Japanee, had any food for the lag 12
hours—exhauded by the gtting in the sultry car, but all
that | could only guess for they gave no Sgn of ther dis
tress Even the children were gony calm. Only the baby
grew fidgety at times, then the amah would whisper to it
androck it in her arms, and it would grow slent too.

" A Chinex couple were gtting on the opposte bench.
The gentleman was middleaged fat, with a big face
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serendy calm. The girl was remarkable. She was tall
slim, and young, with a passionate expresson on her oval
face. | had never ssen a Chinexe lady in a smilar sate
of excitement. Her eyes sparkled, her lips moved, as if
she were soundlesdy talking to hersdf.

" Thisjourney, instead of the regular three hours, lasted
twenty hours, for we were ail the time giving way to the
trains with the' Japanese soldiers. Gunsand tankscovered
with huge canvas appeared and disappeared on our left.
On our right lay a desolate country, the scene of recent
hostilities.

" The Chinese girl counted aloud the passing cars and
wrote the numbersin her pocket-book. Thiswas forbidden
by, the Japanese.

" Having met my eyes she addressed me directly.

" ' Do you not think it strange,' she asked, ' that in
China, along the Chineseroads, in Chinese cars, attended
by Chinese servants Japan is bringing every possble
means of killing the Chinese population? That the war
is not declar ed, but people are killed and towns bombar ded
—and that the whole is called, simply, alocal incident!"

" She spokein aloud voice intentionally. Her language
was perfect English.

" My hushand immediately joined in the conversation,
saying that all of it was just one of the paradoxes of
history. | became anxious, for English is readily under-
sood by many Japanese officers. So | said hastily, ' Let
us admire the landscape! '

" '"You call that a landscape? ' the girl cried. ' Three
days ago Japan made friendship on the Chinese population
in these quarters. You setheruins? '

" This open criticism became dangerous. | looked
around. Yes, wewere heard. Although giving no visible
sgns of their interest, the Japanese officers were discreetly
listening to our conversation.

" '"Where are you going?' the girl asked me.

""Tientsin/
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" Ah, ¢he said, ' have you heard that 10,000 were
killed there? '

" | saw that a dight .movement was going on among the
Japanese officers. | was certain that the girl was marked.
In vain | tried to direct our conversation into other
channels.

" ' What is the cause of hostilities? the girl went on.

One of the Japanese statesmen sincerdly said, " Because
Japan wants Chinese cotton. But perhaps China also needs
her own cotton. Can the covetousness for another's cotton
justify the killing of its owners? Secondly, Japan longs
for Chinese love and admiration. Hence the bombard-
ments of Chinese universities, hospitals, schools. ,
Yet, not only love and cotton, but Chinese coal also, and
iron, Chinese lands as a whole, trade in general. . . those
for Japan. For China—a permanent peace and a bit of
chastisement from timeto time, in order to keep the mutual
" love " going/

" Now the girl was trembling, her face quivering, her
fists clepched. Hatred flashed from her eyes.

" | could not understand her bravado. She saw that she
was listened to by all the Japanese occupants of the car.
The Chinese remained motionless, their faces bearing no
expressons. Only something happened to the baby, and it
began to whimper. The atmosphere was strained, no one
dse was speaking, and the girl's loud voice dominated the
car.

" Again we were sopped and again a military train was
passing by. On the other sde of the track several broken
cars were lying, sgns of ,a recent wreck.

" Thegirl pointed to the damaged cars.

" ' Doyou sethat? she asked. ' Thislandscape? The
Chinese refugees were killed here.  Five hundred of them.
Bombarded from the air/

" " You are tired/ | interrupted her.

"' They weretired too/ she said sadly. * The refugees

.. Japan took their land, their homes, killed their fathers,
hushands, and sons . . . and when those poor women and
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children tried to run away, Japan bombarded them from
the air/

" In great nervous excitement she halted. An ominous
dlence hung heavy over the car. A movement was going
on among the Jgpanese officers. One of them was heavily
rising.

" | could not guess what her purpose was. She was in-
tentionally provoking a sally from the Japanese. But why?
She could not be so naive as to think that, all this being
said, she would be alowed to leave the train safely, and go
away in peace. Perhgps she meant to provoke on insult
and then defend hersdlf and kill one or two of the officers
But where would she get a wegpon? She wore a pair of
dacks, a silk jersey blouse, and a beret, everything so
tightly fitted to her slim body that there was no possibility
of a hidden gun or even a dagger.

" The Jgpanee officer was now standing in the passage
at our side. | triedto spesk aloud, addressing the fat, happy
man. Hedid not answer. | whispered ahint tothegirl, but
ghe would not listen.

"' Ah/ e sad, ' Japan is proud of her soldiers, but in
reality, what good are they?

" The Jgpanee officer pushed away the Chinee amah
and sat down heavily. He looked into the girl's quivering
face.

" ' Are you a student? he asked.

"'"Yes, | am a student/ Now she sngpped out her
words insolently. ' Yes, | am a student/

" ' Where are you going?

" " Tientsin/

" ' Are you going alone?

" 'No, | am going with my husband/ And she waved
her hand in the direction of the happy fat man.

" ' For what purpose is he going?

"' Oh, | do not know. He has some busness there, |
think." she answered negligently.

"' Where do you usually live?

"'1? 1 live in a free country, where people are en-
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couraged to talk over their problems quite openly—a
country where Japan means nothing—my native country.’

" " Your name?

" "Mrs. Wang-Sun-Lin.'

"' In what province wereyou born ?

" Here she thrust her face near to the officer's, her eyes
suddenly bulging out of their sockets. The bones of her thin
face became visible under the tightly drawn skin. She be-
came like a snake, hissng, ready to leap and ting.

" ' Province? e hissed. ' What do you mean by a
province? | wasborn in a state. The State of California.
| am an American by birth !"

" So that was her weapon: agirl ' American by birth
was quite out of the power of a Japanese soldier.

" The officer was taken aback. He undergood that he
had been laughed at, because there she was sitting, radiant
with an ironical smile.

" | am sorry/ he murmured.

" Sorry? Why sorry? Because | am an American? s
isreally such a disaster asall that?'

" " No, but you are o like a Chinese.

"' Oh, very likeindeed. It is, | think, owing to my deep
sympathy for China.'

" He made no comments. He rose heavily and was ready
to go. But suddenly he stopped. He wanted to regain his
' face" a bit.

"' And your husband? he asked.

" The fat happy gentleman dowly rose, opened his eyes,
made a polite bow, and said:

, " " At your service, §r. Mr. Wang-Sun-Lin. State of
Michigan. American by birth/ "

Here Anna Petrovna sopped. Exclamations filled the
room.

" My goodness" Granny said. " That was dangerous
for youtool And how happily it ended."

" That isnot theend,” Anna Petrovna said.

" Oh, tell usthered of it," Mother asked, " | am glad
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that you and the Professor were ssfe—but what about Mrs.
Wang?"

" We cameto Tientsn late in the evening," Anna con-
tinued. " We log dght of the Chinee passnges Some
were ssarched, some were pushed off the car. We went on
afoot. At lagt we arossd the bridge and were in the French
Concesson, out of danger. | caught my husband's arm
and cried:

" "At lagt! We are sfe here!’

" Suddenly we heard a laugh. Mrs. Wang was ganding
at the entrance of an hotd. She waved a greding to us
We approached her and | said:

" ' Mrs. Wang, why did you behave with such bravado?
You gave me a fright!"

" My husband began to tell her that it was not worth
while to make 0 much fuss merdy to tease ome Japanee
ldiers He said graight out that it was not even dignified,
and that the only excuse for it was Mrs Wang's youth.

" Mrs. Wang laughed, then she said:

" ' Friends, | did it all for apurpose There was a man
in the car whom it was very important to get to Tientsin.
The Japanee were after him. | had to direct ther attention
to mysdf in order to hep him to remain incongicuous . . .
Well, | kept them interested in me, did | not?

" " And the man? we asked.

" " Ho, heisall right now.’

" ' But who was the man?

" ' He was the woman with the child, Mrs. Wang
answered."

At this moment, attracted by a drange sound, Mather,
Granny, and Anna Petrovna all looked towards the door.
Mr. Sung was ganding on the threshold. A wave of fright
pased through theroom. When did he enter? What had
heheard?

But Mr. Sung bowed to the company and said in bis
usual tondess voice:

" May | ak you, Madame, to do me a great favour:
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might this gory be quite forgotten, and never a word of it
repeated?”

And again he bowed.

Anna Petrovna gasped: in that bent figureand blank face
she suddenly saw the amah with the baby in her hands
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THE FINANCIAL STANDING of the Family grew more and
more shaky. In their own modest limits they had to mest
shattered economics of the country and bring their con-
tribution for the money spent for the " Chastisement of
China." " Chagtissment " was the word Japan used to
describe her actions in China.  Japan's plans were clear:
to uproot China's love of freedom, to bring her to her knees,
and to live happily ever after with Chinas love and friend-
ship as her reward. But thiswas acostly procedure and the
Family had, indirectly, to help bear the burden. And they
did.

Lidalost her job, because the store diminished its staff.
Russans were the firgt to be dismissed. Peter had had a
plain warning of asimilar dismissd inthe near future. The
empty rooms in the boarding-house meant a heavy loss to
the budget. Nobody came to take Mrs. Parrish's things,
and her room was an uncertain item, neither free nor
occupied. Peter's money for " volunteering "—" war
prey," as Dimacalled it—went to cover the surplus of the
expensss, for the prices slowly but steadily went up.  Thus
the war ate at once the profits which it produced, achieving
a mysterious end, to the innocent mind—that in war none
won and all werelosers. Lida's ssnddsweretheonly visible
thing which the Family had gained because of the war.

After having been dismissed, Lida wept three days. She
was in a state of nervous despondency. She had no hope of
finding other work. And then suddenly something hap-
pened to her and she instantly grew better. With a perma
nent smile, with a vibrating voice, with an unexpected
happy laugh, she helped Mother in the kitchen. Her nose
was constantly covered with powder. At half-hour intervals
she would go upstairs into the free room and open one of
her two books in order to guess—was Jimmy thinking of her
this very minute or was he not? The ritual was smple:

113 H
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she opened a book at random and read thefirst wordswhich
caught her eyes, then she interpreted those words in con-
nection with Jimmy. For Jimmy was the reason for the
change in her*

With her face all swollen with tears, she had met him in
the park. She was returning from a house where she had
offered hersdf as a governess and been regjected. She was,
these days, rejected everywhere she went in search of work.
The unexpected meeting with Jimmy made her burst into
sobs, for in those daystears camereadily to Lida. For two
hours they sat on a bench, each intermittently speaking
and listening. What they said to each other no one knows.
But Lida never wept afterwards.

On thenext day Jimmy had teawith the Family. Hesaid
he had to go to America in order to enter a university. He
asked Mother's permisson to give Lida a souvenir and to
have her photo. Shehad none. On the next day Jimmy had
teawith the Family again. After it, with Mother's permis
sion, he took Lida to a studio and she achieved there an
unexpected photo, smiling such an open smile that one
could count all her teeth; but the creases produced by her
uplifted cheeks made her eyes narrow in quite an extra-
ordinary way. Lida's dream of acquiring a fascinating
image of hersdf was gone, and if she did not shed tears at
this log chance it was because she had given Jimmy hex
word never to weep in her life again. And how could she?
His souvenir proved to be a watch on a bracelet, so pretty,
so wonderful, that its exact description was beyond words.

On the next day Jimmy again had tea with the Family.
After it they sat in the garden, all absorbed in their talk.
No wonder, for they discussed the most sacred things—
their love and their future.

" Would you not be afraid of poverty?" Jimmy asked.

" Me? Of poverty? | have always been poor. No,
Jimmy. | will not be afraid of anything with you."

Their planswereclear. Jimmy wasto goto Americaand
enter the university. He would work hard. Assoon as
there was the dightest opportunity of earning money, he
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would earn it. When he had enough for the scantiegt living,
Udawould cometo him and they would marry.

" We will be poor. We will have to work hard. You
will fed tired," said Jimmy.

" When life ssams hard, when we fed sad, | shall Sng
for you," answered Lida,

" Can you sng?"

" My voice is good, but my interpretation is poor, for |
am young, you know."

" | should like to hear your singing.”

" Well," Lida gmiled radiantly, " | can dng for you
now!"

This time, no one would say that Lida's interpretation
was poor. She sang the Padorale from the Tchaikovsky
opera The Queen of Spades. She sang goontaneoudy, her
voice full of love, joy, and innocence She sang, and look-
ing at her Jimmy thought that there could not be a loveier
dght than a snging girl.

Why did Lidafall in love? Why do we all? For the same
cbsoure reasons hidden so deeply in our hearts. No matter
how much we disuss love, the las word on it is ill to be
said.

It was soring. Therewaswarmth in the sun and codness
in the shadows There was a myderious vibration in the air,
in the ripples of theriver, in the fluttering flight of birds,
in the rugtling of the leaves in those two londy tress in the
garden. Flowers came out of nowhere began to open, to
bloom, to smile, to tremble.

This myderious vibration was in Lida's body too. She
reponded to Nature. She fdt very, very light, yet tired.
A little sad, yet with a fluttering, exultant feding in her
heart. There was in her a new force, pushing forth, long-
ing for expanson.

There were no other reasons why Lida fell in love.

Why did Lidafall in lovewith Jimmy ? Thisnobody can
really ansver. One can only guess

In guessing one might remember that there are moments
vacant of fedings and thought, moments which are some-
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times followed by other moments of attention and absorp-
tion.

We enter a garden. We dand before a rossbush, with
unssaing eyes and degping snsss Suddenly we return to
Ufe and become awar e of our surroundings, the world opens
to our reted eyesin a new and fresh light. We ssearoe
" Oh, what arose" wecry. " | loveit!" And we do
not realize that we have sen that same rose many times
before

In her dmpleway Lidadid jus that.

Refreshed and rested she came out of the svimming pool.
She saw Jimmy. Hesaw her. They smiled. They blushed.
They fdlin love

It ail happened because they were svimming in the same

ool

Granny heard Lida's song and by it and by many other
dear 9gns he knew that Lida was in love.  She took it
srioudy, asafinal fact. The women in their family loved
once and for ever. If widowed, they never remarried. There
were no divorces or betrayals, even if digllusoned, the
women in therr family were loyal. Was not poor Tania a
proof of that? So Granny knew that, Lida's choice being
made, there was nothing left to make her change her mind.
Her fate was launched into the unknown.

Granny knew only one curefor all the misery which could
befall a human being, and this was prayer. Replaced by
Lidain the now decreased domedtic drudgery, she daily went
to church. When Jimmy left, and Lida, with a radiant
gmile and unssEng eyes, entered the room and began to
move things on the table with no evident reason, Granny
said with a dight reproach:

" Don't be s0 fidgety. Do some real work. Hereis
ironing,"

" Ironing?" Lidawasrductant totear hersdf away from
theworld of dreams " Ironing, you said? Ah, ironing!"

" Yes, my darling, ironing. But | sl cannot trust you
that much. You will scorch all the linen. No, better you
mend this blanket."
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Slowly Granny dressed and went to church. As usual,
she left the house dull and tired, and came back serene and
calm, with aradiant face. She used to go to a small misson-
ary church. It wasnot, in fact, areal church building; it
was only a room extremely poor, adapted for church ser-
vices. The priest was a Chinese, who came from a family
of martyrs to the Christian faith. Humbly and ardently
they prayed. Nonebut the poor, theold, and invalids came
to that church. There were no florid faces, no rich clothes,
no haughty airs. Not many candleswere lit, for those people
had no worldly goods to offer their God; they had no gold,
no silver—all they could give wastheir faith, their devotion
buried deeply in the slence of their souls, brought to that
last refuge through all the trials of life—through blood,
pain, tears; and only there, in church, some memory would
spring up and provoke a tear, a sgh—and then again
slence. And the same Christ who used to look down at
Granny in Russia, from golden frames, wearing a pearly
crown, whose body was then beautified with diamonds,
sapphires, and rubies in those splendid churches of the past
the same, the only Christ now looked down from the poor
wooden-and-paper icons, freed from jewellery—and He was
the same. In this ever-changing world only He remained
the same. And He spoke to Granny the same words of en-
couragement and consolation, gave the same promises, and
from the inexhaustible source of His love she drank gladly
and freely. And the source never failed, but was open to
all who deigned to soop and drink.
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MME. MILITZA'S |etters had a spedial quality: they usually
came jus ahead of some change in the Family's life. Her
third letter came from Shanghai, whither she had been
brought under the desgnation " the deportation of the un-
desrable dement.” The Professr read the letter at tiffin
time before the attentive congregation, Mr. Sung included.
Mme. Militza conveyed agonishing news: the King of Eng-
land grew interested and sympathetic towards Russan
refugessin Shanghai. At his reques they mug beregigered
and the mos provoking quegions asked, such as where
would oneliketo go? Well, speaking thetruth being Mme.
Militza's professon, she said frankly, if the King of Eng-
land waswilling to do something for her, she hoped hewould
do it fredy, without any fee, for she Mme Militza, was
tired of paying for her pasports and visas and, she under-
good, he had money enough without her sixty cents which
they asked for regigration.

At thisan unexpected thing happened. Peter, who always
had been sdf-redrained, and whose manne's were more
those of an attache at the Embassy than of a clerk, said in
a loud and angry voice

" To hdp Russan exiles? Isit not a bit too late? The
King of England misssd a better opportunity to do it.
After twenty yearsof gruggle, what remains of the Russans
in exile? How many have died, deyraded? We are finished
by now. It isafinetimefor usto say that no one has heped
us. They let us aone”

" Updear," said Granny gently, " donot talk likethat.
They are not obliged to help us”

" Not obliged! Arethey not Chrigians? In the whole
of their foreign possesions they could not provide homes
for one million Russan refugess then all able to work,
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mostly army people whom they would nead in ther next
war. No, no. They wereblind. They played blindly into
the hands of the Bolshevik interets They shomed what
one could expect from the properous and mighty in case
of misery: they ga chegp labour from us.

" My dear,” Granny interrupted mildly, " in my youth
—in the gplendid house of my parents—| used toread some-
times in newgpapers about thefamines in India. We gudied
in geography also: one million of the population died yearly
from famine. Well, what did / do about that? One comes
to underganding through experience, only through suffer-
ing, | should say."

At this another unexpedted thing happened: the door
opened and Mr. Sowne entered the room. The small part
of his face, open to observation, was haggard; taedium vita
would be now only a mild expresson for his mood. It
would be presumptuous to suppose that this was a sodal
call. Only direct necessty could bring that gentleman to
that house Therefore at his appearance, the company dis-
persd, Dima taking the lead. However unpleasant, the
truth hasto be told: Dima rushed out, found Dog, locked
him in the coal room, and then, hiding himsdf under the
window, crouched there eavesdropping, he was certain
Mr. Sowne had come for Dog.

Mr. Sowne began from the beginning. He said that his
gder, beng a woman of habit; was all the time ingging
on coming back to the boarding-house Especially she kept
asking for Granny, because the latter had not finished tell-
ing her lifds gory. He, Mr. Stowne, had been and would
be, for atime, extremey busy with the liquidation of the
late Mr. Parrish's busness He had to go to Mukden and
then to Shanghai, and only afterwards to England.

Taking into condderation Mrs. Parrish's peculiarities of
character and deportment, he had to chooe between ther
house and a hospital. So would they not be so0 kind as to
have her for a while again? Now that he realized how much
time Granny had spent with Mrs. Parrish and how valuable
was her attention to his 9der, he fdt very much indebted
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indeed, and asked Granny to accept, say, one hundred
dollars in compensation. He wished to have Granny's
beneficent influence upon his sser for as long as possible.
Might henow offer Granny asalary and ask her totakeMrs.
Parrish in charge again? At the same time a doctor would
be engaged to take the greates possble care of Mrs.
Parrish's health; for unless she was restored to health, he
could not see how she could make the long journey to Eng-
land on a liner. In short, he was willing to pay for Mrs.
Parrish on the previous terms, plus Granny's room and
board and also Granny's salary, say sixty dollars per
month, in addition.

One hundred and sixty, and sixty—well, this will pay
the arrearsin rent, at the bakery, thought Granny.

Granny's room, Granny's food—it will keep us all fed,
thought Mother.

One hundred and—and—thought Dima, and became logt
in calculations.

But would they kindly persuade Mrs. Parrish to undergo
a strict medical treatment, Mr. Stowne proceeded. Mother
and Granny kept mentally counting and counting, and their
faces accordingly brightened and brightened, until each
was an open smile towards Mr. Stowne. Thus sunflowers
turn their heads towards the sun and open their petals in
proportion to their exposure to it.

" So what is your answer?" Mr. Stowne asked.

Well, they accepted.

Mr. Stowne opened his pocket-book, and put a one
hundred-dollar bill in the middle of the table. Granny
stepped back a little. In Russia one did not give money
that way, tossed on the table, openly. But no matter how
the money was presented, it represented good fortune.
Granny thanked him humbly.

And inthe afternoon Mrs. Parrish wasbrought back. She
stepped out of the car, dishevelled and ruddy, and shouted:

"'You brute! Threatening met England, indeed!
What ds=? | am not going. Try toremember that."

Then, seang Granny and all the Family on the seps of
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the house, she smiled her nice open smile of full recognition
and sympathy, and said:

" How doyou do, all! Here | am, coming back to you.
| got tired of the hotel and all its fuss and noise. And this
brother of mine—pestering around—he ges the aegs
whenever he sesabottle.”

Then she turned to Granny.

" Hallo, Granny! Let us play cards. Butfirst, tell me:
when you saw the smoke, what then?"

And Granny, assuming her job, approached Mrs. Parrish,
grected her in the courteous way of old times, took her hand
and, making dow progress upstairs, told in her gentle voice:

" When | saw the smoke, | guessad at once that our house
was on fire. ' Children,' | said, ' we are homdess' | "

And the door of Mrs. Parrish's room shut on those words.

Mr. Stowne fell into the hands of the old Professor and
could not get upstairs. He was sitting at the table before
a cup of tea, which he could not bring himsdf to drink;
for he o was a man of habits and would drink only Eng-
lish tea: milk first, two lumps of sugar, then strong tea
There, before him, was standing an undrinkable version of
the beverage—no sugar, no milk. In a small basin there
was some sugar, but not in lumps—something like powdered
sugar but grey in colour. The tea he could not drink and
the Professor's lecture he did not enjoy. The Professor was
voicing, with hisusua ardour, an impromptu spesch on how
everything depended on the point of view, or on the point
of observation.

" Imagine,” he said energeticaly. " Imagine that here,
inthis room, a Jepanese soldier shoots and the bullet kills a
Chinee soldier. But imagine that you are observing it
standing somewhere on the sun "—and he made a noble
and broad gesture. " Then what happened? Standing on
the sun you will s the earth asimmovable, the bullet hang-
ing in the same spot in the air; aso without movement, but
the Chinese soldie—you would see him rushing towards
the bullet, striking himsdlf against it, and getting killed.
This would be the view of things happening here, if you
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observed them from the sun. People precipitating them-
Hves towards bullets, oldiers throwing themsdves head-
long on the bombs. Now let us look at the same socene from
Mars."'

But Mr. Sowne did not beieve aword of what the Pro-
fesr said. He had recaved his bullet in the World War.
It gpolled his liver and conssquently his life. He remem-
bered well how it all came about and was naot in the least
interested to know what a dght it would have bean if
obsrved from ancther planet. The earthly point of view
was quite enough for Mr. Stowne.
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MRS. PARRISH, how do | look?" asked Lida, timidly enter-
ing the room.

Shewore a green checked cotton frock, her sandals, and
ared ribbon in her hair.

Mrs. Parrish looked at her with dull, heavy eyes

" What do you mean—how do you look ? Jugt asusual.

" Oh!" Lidawas evidently dissppointed. " You s |
am going to a party."

" Party? Which party?"

" An American party. Jimmy Bennett is leaving for
America. His parents are giving a party to-day, for
Jimmy's friends. Dance and supper. | am invited,” se
said with a touch of pridein her voice

" Oh, thisdresswill not do. Not at all. And those sandals
of yours—low heds You cannot go like that!"

Despair regigered on Lida'sface but Mrs. Parrish was
busy with the tdephone

" Salon Pochette? Please, come yoursdf, at once—take
a taxi—we need an evening dress Bring several. A girl.
No, very young. Not tall—medium. Very thin. Very
preity. Blueeyes Exquisite”

Shemeansme! gasped Lidawithin hersdf.

" No, no. Not a sophidicated type. Just swest. And
tell somebody to go to Fun-chan and bring dippers. No,
very, very small. And please be quick. Now Lida" —Mrs.
Parrish turned to her—" take oif your things and put this
dressng gown on. * You do not nexd a hairdressr. The
more natural your hair is the better. Those daborate
coiffures alwaysadd age to the face."

She was another Mrs. Parrish—full of energy and in-
terest. Her eyes became alive. Her movements were quick.

" Try thispair of gockings. Theideal Going to a party
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in anklets 1 Of course my stockings are too large. Well, that
cannot be helped.”

The evening dressss were brought in. Four of them—
beyond description. Just things from a fairy tale. Long,
flounced. They did not economize on materias, those who
madethem. All the Family took part in making the choice.
Granny voted for the white dress, and finaly s.ewon. Lida
would never be able to make the choice hersdf; white,
pink, light jade, light blue—and one might think that they
all were made for Lida, they fitted so perfectly. Yet Mrs,
Parrish thought that Lida nesded some spots of colour. She
turned out all her drawersand at last gave Lida a wonderful
jade necklace and bracelets. Granny tried to protest, but
Mrs Parrish insisted:

" | never wear them. They will get lost somewhere,”

Mme. Pachette had two faces. one when addressing Mrs.
Parrish, the other when looking at the rest of them; for she
only looked, she did not spesk to them. While the face
turned to Mrs. Parrish was all eger attention and admira-
tion conceded with difficulty, the face which the Family
could se was an arrogant cold mask.

The dippers fitted marvellously. When Lida, at last
ready, saw hersdf in the mirror—from head to heds—she
exclaimed:

" How beautiful | am! Oh, how beautiful | ami" and
added naively: " Who could think that | could be so beauti-
full Granny," she said, " remember, you said | am only
pretty. Look now—I amreally beautiful!"

" You are not,” sad Granny, " you are pretty, and
young, and happy."

" You ae aqueen!" sad Dima. " When Peter and |
grow up we will both marry you."

Dima, sitting on the floor, tried to make Dog look at Lida.
But Dog was not interested in what he saw; he indfafetly
hung hishead. 1t seemed he had no aesthetic fedling at all.

Jimmy was expected to come for Lida at any minute.
She could not keep quiet. Every one had seen her. Anna
Petrovna emitted aradiant smile; it ssemed as if light came
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out of her very wrinkles. Professor Chernov kissed Lida's
hand and said gallantly:

" My homage to youth and beauty!"

Presently she tapped at Mr. Sung's door. When de en-
tered he looked at her with sad, vacant eyes. And instantly
Lida felt a cold chill in her heart. He did not notice any
change in her. He, perhaps, was not seaing her at all. In
one sharp moment Lida saw that Mr. Sung was unhappy.
Why, he was growing so old! His cropped hair was all
grey, and his face was ashen. Timidly she stood there. At
last she said, amost whispered, in a restrained and eager
voice:

" Mr. Sung, |—we dl—hope—we all are sure, that
Japan will never, never conquer China."

He smiled: " Those swallows came from Africa” he
sad in alow voice. Lida gasped. What swalows? Why
did he say those words? She did not know that for a
moment she was very like her Granny, mild and esger to
give sympathy and consolation, but giving them delicately,
gently.

The only people in the house with whom Lida did not
share her joy were the Jgpanee gentlemen. They were
different. In spite of all their smiles, and bows, and polite
mariners, they were felt in the house as some heterogenous
element, incongruous, chemicaly insoluble in the amos
phere.

" Lida," sad Mother at last, " | don't like to spoil your
rapture, but pleese try to be sdlf-restrained. Don't smile
that open-mouthed smile. Keep your mouth closed.
Really, dear."

Lidatried. Whenthebell rang and the outer door swung
open, and Jimmy came in, she tried her best to go to him
in a quiet and measured pace, with closed mouth, sdf-
composed. But seeing him in his evening attire, blackest
black and snow-white, and feeling all that rapturous
splendour of life, she succeaded in doing this only the first
half of the way. Warm admiration in Jimmy's eyes drew
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her to him like a magnet and she rushed to him and cried:

" Jimmy, look, look how beautiful I—my dressis!”

With Lidawent all the gow and exatement. Every one
fdt a bit tired. Dima went to bed. Mrs. Parrish became
flaccid, as if a light had been extinguished indde her, and
ingged on a drink. Granny saw how lively Mrs. Parrish
was when busy with Lida and how lisless she became now,
and she dedded that to kegp Mrs. Parrish on the move
would be a very good plan. She thought a bit and then
said:

" Now that you are going to England, why not sart pre-
parations? You can ak Amah to make a quilted bedspread,
for ingance She is an artig at that. And we aso could
st with her and learn how to do it and then hdp her."

" Well, let us" said Mrs. Parrish abgractedly.

" Let usgart to-morrow."

" Well, how many bedgreads shall | really ned? |
don't want any."

" But you have some rédatives there, | presume”

" Yes, somecousnsor aunts.”

" You s& Mrs Parrish, how happy you made Lida to-
day. There in England you have some young girls—rea-
tives, | am sure Let us prepare nice things for them. You
will make them happy."

Mrs. Parrish's eyes became thoughtful asif sameidess
were girring within her. Then she Sghed and said:

" Our family isrich. It isvery difficult to make a rich
girl happy.”

Yet they dedded to gart their work to-morrow.

Granny st up for Lida. In fact, shedid not st up: she
knet and prayed for Lida's happinessin life and love and
marriage. Certainly, it was a quegion of years, but she
knew that Lida's lot was cad.

Lida returned at two odock in the morning. She was
all happiness and excitement.

"Oh, Granny!" she whispered, kissng her. " Oh,
Granny | How happy | am!"



THE FAMILY 127

" You'd better take off your dress and dippers Don't
spail things"

Granny," said Lida as soon as dhe had taken dff her
dress " | love him so much, so much. | want to tel you
all, all, I want totell you how | fedl."

" Don't do that, Lida. Words empty fedings They
make a heart shallow. Keegp your fedings to yoursdf."

" But Granny, | want to talk about Jimmy. He kisssd
me twice."

" Now, Lida, better not alow that. You are too young.
Do not be in hage with your life. Do not throw to the wind
the firg saeds of love. They may be the mogt precious Be
just friends to each other at first.

" But he leaves for America in one week. We shall not
e each other for two or three, or even four years Yet we
arenot afraid of this separation. We shall write, Granny 1"
They were whipering and tears gligened in ther eyes
cod drops in Granny's odlourless ones, burning hot migt
in Lida's sparkling blue ones

The peculiar thing about Lida wasthat she had no doubts
She was sure of Jimmy's love and loyalty, because e
judged his love on the bads of he own fedings The idea
that in sgparation Jimmy would forget her, fall in love with
omebody dse marry ancther girl, never came into Lida's

" And how nice his family are!  When | came Mrs.
Bennett said to Mr. Bennett: ' Here comes Jimmy's Swest-
heart. Isshenat pretty? Mr. Bennett said: ' Hallo, quean
of theparty!" And they laughed. And histwo older brothers
danced with me. Then | sang, and they all liked it. Oh,
Granny! | am so0 happy! So happy! | cannot deep!”

" Now, Lida, you go to bed. If you cannat dep, pray.
Lie quietly and say prayers, one after another. If you are
S0 happy, don't you think you should thank God for it? "
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NEXT DAY Amah, whoee " thinking was bad." worked in
the housefor Mrs. Parrish. Shewasstting on thefloor, on
the matting, evidently deeply absorbed with her thoughts
Neadles, sissrs thimble—all flew and sparkled in her
hands. Her head wasindined low over her work. Her face
was douded. Granny was Stting besde her preparing work
for Mrs. Parrish and hersdf. Amah's directions and com-
ments on the work were short. Therewas no conver sation
between the two. At luncheon time Amah refusad to eat.
Granny said that she mug then have ome rest. Amah
refused to redt.

" When | am angry | work better,” shesaid curtly.

" What isthe matter with you?' Granny asked.

"1 worry."

Sheindined her head lower and began to saw with such
a e that her neadle broke in two.

" Why, Amah! You mug relax for a while," inssed
Granny.

" No, | cannot. | worry."

" What are you worrying about?"

" About a nun. Theone | did not like."

" You mud not fed like that."

" Weéll, | do. That nun, Sge Agatha, always doubted
whether | would be saved. She would look at me solemnly
and sadly and then say in a very mild vace—she usd
always her bes voice when saying unpleasant things—she
would say: ' Sger Thais'—that is me— Sge Thais, |
wonder if after all your immortal soul will be saved!" And
she would nod her head and dgh, asif | wereill or some-
thing.' Well,"l said once, ' | know all the prayers. | can
say " Our Father " threetimesin one minute without ever
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stopping to take a breath '—and she would nod her head
againsadly and say: ' Thatisit—thatisit.' "

Amah took aneedle and began to scratch her head. Then
de said, as if in parenthess, " | must not do that "—and
continued about her worry:

" Sgter Agatha has been sent to a country misson on an
errand. Thereis no news about her. The rumours are that
de and other Catholics have been taken prisoners by
Chinese robbers.  Perhaps they have been tortured, perhaps
killed. We are ordered in the convent to do extra praying
for her sake "—and she sighed bitterly.

" And you do not want to pray?" Granny tried to guess.

" Me? Won't pray?" Amah even jumped at the sug-
gestion. She looked at Granny, and her glance was almost
contemptuous. " You do not understand. You under-
stand nothing. | pray morethan | amordered. | fast. | est
once a day. My knees are bruised because of kneeling.
"Jesus/ | say, ' let her come back unharmed. Happy and
healthy. Let all her hair be saved, not one of them lost.'
| pray and pray and pray; even now when | work, | repest
and repeat, ' Save her!  Save her!" You s how | pray—
| have broken my needle."

" Then | really do not understand,” said Granny.

" Listen. |f they kill her, feisamartyr. A saint. See?
No purgatory for her. And if she should be in heaven before
me—see—wha she would say there about me? More than
that, more than that," and $e began to sway, as if in
despair: " She being a saint, | may be ordered to pray to
her. See that? And she would use her mild voice and
say there: ' | wonder if Sigter Thais is after all worthy of
heaven/ "

She took her work and began to ssv mournfully. For a
while she kept silent. Then she said in a bitter whisper:

" All my life | dreamed and hoped to get there before
her, to be at the gate when she should come and say to her
casually: ' Oh, thisis you, Sser Agatha? Y ou worked
longtoget herd "

1
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" Well, Amah!" Granny did not know what to say.
Shewasat aloss

" Hallo, Amah," Mrs. Parrish said, coming out of her
room. " How isyour thinking? Better?"

" No, worse |I" said Amah gloomily. " These days |
aked a nun, Chinee—she is younger than | am, and she
became a nun years ago—! asked her advice. ' | tell you,'
desaid. ' Kesp dlent and nobody will know whether your
thinking is good or bad. And they will like you." But |
guess Mother Superior likes me a little, notwithstanding
what my thinking is. Once | aked her how she thinks—
would | be saved or not, and she said: ' You just kesp
praying and praying. You se" Amah added confi-
dentially, " they ge tired of your asking and asking and
finally givein to you, for they like peace there, in heaven.”

" Why do you want so much to go to heaven?' akked
Mrs. Parrish.

" Well, firs because there is good company there. All
saints, nice people Then people here bdow will pray to
me—I wish to fed important, | suppose”

" Where is my needle?' aked Granny. She wanted to
change the course of the conver sation.

" Why do you not marry, Amah?" aked Mrs. Parrish
again.

" Whom could | marry? A heathen—I cannot. A Pro-
testant—I cannot. And how many Cathalic bachelors-
Chinese—digible Chinese—do you know? | have not ssm
one If heisa good Cathalic, he wantsto beamonk. There
you are. And then again a married woman hasless chance
to become a saint. Thereis not much heard about married
women becoming saints," she added doubtfully. " Virginity
isthe thing! So many became saintsonly because they were
virgins and have kept slent. But keeping slent is so very
difficult. Asto marriage, well, | won't marry at all."

" Why, Amah?" asked Lida, who had just come into
the room and had heard the lag words "Why?
Marriage | Love! To love and to be loved! Is not this
wonder ful ?"
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" Tsh—tsh," hisssd Amah in fear. She even drew back
as if a whiff of anoke tinged with brimgtone reached her
noe " Don't. | am not alowed to think about lovel For
you have only to gart—and then you will see" she con-
duded menacingly.

" Well," sad Granny, " | think this is about enough
talking. Weare all talking far too much."

" And our thinking becomesbad," laughed Mrs. Parrish.
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" Missus," sad Khan, " there are three black madamas
at the gate—don't wantchee come in—asking for you."

It was breskfast time. Granny stood up quickly and
took the situation in hand.

" Those must be Mother Abbess and her nuns. Tania,
clear up the table, put on a fresh white napkin. Khan, tea,
fresh tea—quick. Dima, take the dog out. Lida, don't sit
here in that dressng gown, dress properly. Peter—you are
the man of the family—come with me to medt them.”" She
sad all that in a new imperative tone, that of a mistress of
agreat house. Then with modest dignity she went out to
medt the guests. Peter followed.

Three black figures were standing at the gate. Mother
Abbess gtood in front, two nuns kept a little behind her.
There was nothing of decorum about Mother Abbess. She
was a small, round-faced woman of sturdy peasant type,
smiling, fidgety and gleeful, as if her life were perpetual
enchantment. A tall, thin figure behind was Sgter
Marionilla. She was young. Her face wes striking, un-
forgettable. Pale and drawn, it bore the outlines of severe
classical beauty in its aloof perfection. This face expressed
but one feeling: the utmost intensity of suffering. If there
ever has been a living incarnation of the Muse of Tragedy,
it, certainly, was Sigter Marionilla. Her eyes were usualy
cast down. If, onrare occasons, she lifted them, one felt
burned by her flaming glance* During the three days she
stayed with the Family, nobody ever heard her voice. The
third figure wes Mother Anastasa.  She was old, burry,
and peevish. Her face was covered with warts of various
gzes. It ssamed that wherever e went, whatever she saw,
nothing was worthy of her approbation. Seeing Granny
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coming down to them, the three black figures sooped in a
dow and deep bow.

" Welcome, dear Mother Abbess Welcome, Mothers,"
said Granny, and aso bowed to them. Sowly and
decoroudly they proceeded to the house, but Mother Abbess
evidently could not remain dignified for a long time. In
the short distance from the gate to the door sheerred several
times against etiquette, either by darting quick glances up
to the balcony, where Mrs. Parrish dozed, leaning againgt
the banister so that a flowerpot was in imminent danger of
falling down under her weight; or clicking her tongue at
Dog, who snorted at this familiarity; or making such a
funny grin at Dimathat thelatter instantly grew dumb with
awe and admiration. It seemed that Mother Anastasia,
pacing behind, noticed every shortcoming Mother Abbess
displayed; noticed and recorded it somewhere inside—in
her memory. It seemed that she guesssd what she could
not see. Guessed with the grim satisfaction of one who had
no illusions about the possibility of changing people, making
them better. It ssemed aso that this state of mind gave
Mother Anastasia a kind of gloomy satisfaction, which is
an outstanding trait of all misanthropic natures; for a fleet-

ing moment her face had something in common with that
of Dog.

Once in the house, according to the old Russian custom,
they stood before the icons, which usually hang in the corner,
and said a short prayer, making the sign of the cross over
themsdves. The icon in the hall was the image of the Holy
Virgin of Kazan. When Mother Abbess saw the icon, her
face became radiant, as if she had met someone whom she
knew personally and dearly loved, and whom she never
expected to s again. She smiled and bowed before the
icon, and madethe sign of the cross, and smiled and bowed
again and again. It seemed only with an effort that shetore
hersdf away to turn towards the rest of the company and
say to them:

" May God's blessing and love be for ever with you, dear
people!"
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The Mother Abbess was a remarkable person. She was
poorly educated, and knew none of the foreign languages.
Even in Scriptures she was not strong. In the pre-Revolu-
tion times she could never have had a pogs in any convent
except that of a ample working nun. In Russian monas-
teries abbessss are first dected by the nuns among them-
sdves, then the dection must be sanctioned by the bishop
of the diocese. That second phase our M other Abbess would
never have passed, for she would upset any bishop, however
self-controlled, the very moment she started to speak about
religion. She could not be called strictly a righteous mem-
ber of the Greek Orthodox Church; she was a heretic, and
in some ways she was even a heathen. There was in her
ome pervading human quality that refused to be put in
limits, to obey rules and bow before established methods of
thinking. She was a human being in its most pure incar-
nation, daughter of a young race of Slavs, unspoiled with
too much history or knowledge. Her other quality waskind-
ness. Or, perhaps, it wasnot really kindness; for she needed
not to stoop to help, to make an effort to understand, or to
venture to blame. She accepted life, and she and .the rest
of the wor|ld werenot separated. Shewas in everything and
everything was in her. People's hearts, thoughts, deeds,
and their motivations were an open book to her. To feed a
hungry onewas as natural to her asto eat, to cover a naked
onewasequally natural; for shefelt hunger with hishunger,
cold when seeing him shuddering. Mother Abbess repre-
snted the pure essence of the quality on which, to one
degree or ancther, every Russian soul is built and which is
the source of all the achievements and the reason for all the
failures in Russian history—and this quality was a blind
kindness.

Perhaps this quality had been the reason for her election
to her present position. Religion had nothing to do with it.
Thirty nunsexiled, bewildered, and stripped of all belong-
ings needed someone to keep them together in a small band
and they, certainly, could not find a better one among
themselves,
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In fifteen years Mother Abbess built three monageries in
three towns of China, and having no regular income she
kept about three hundred women—nuns, novices, orphans,
invalids, and the old. Her only income was the money she
could get through her personal intercoursewith people. And
in this she succeeded splendidly. If she had lived in times
when Russianswererich, she could easily have had mllions,
but now she had to ask from the poor to give to the poorer.
The chief thing that kept people, and especially clergy,
wondering was that real miracles had taken place in her
monasteries, miracles about which there could be no doubt.
They happened somehow just at the moments when un-
believers and sceptics were near by, and this put the latter
in a gate of utter bewilderment and terror. Once it hap-
pened to be the case of a child, on whom a conclave of
doctors had pronounced the sentence of incurable blindness,
and then Mother Abbess entered with her icon of the Holy
Virgin of Kazan, and prayed, crying bitterly and imploring
—and lo, the child opened his eyes and straightway saw
everything. In another instance it was an old sinner, who
never prayed and who at first laughed at any suggetion of
help from beyond. But as his sufferings grew more and more
gnawing he consented to see Mother Abbess and let her
pray over him. Shewould pray and he would grumble, a
bit ashamed of his weakness. Then to his amazement he
was cured. Heremained reluctant to admit it, but—yes—
he could move, eat, deep, laugh, and never felt pain. And
this return to good health was so pleasant that, at last, he
would admit that he had been healed through a miracle.

But this was but one part of the story. The second was
that, the miracle once performed, Mother Abbess would
state her terms, which usually were: first, that the patient
should come often to pray in the monastery and, second,
that he should pay a monthly stipend for the poor in the
monastery. She would fix the sum and indicate when to
come to pray, and she would keep to it. All this was not
exactly the practice of the Greek Orthodox Church, and
the clergy felt uneasy, But what could they do with her?
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She was the one to whom they could send any poor person,
invalid, or orphan for help. For she never refused any one;
Sometimes the children of her asylum would play in the
yard—all fifty-two of them. Then they would be called in
for dinner, and there would be fifty-four. A careful investi-
gation would reveal the fact that an unknown person had
opened the gate and pushed in two more. The unknown
peso  would,never come back to take the two children
away. The children would be questioned. Usually they
would turn out to be orphans, both parents having been
killed somewhere during the innumerable battles and con-
flictsin Manchuria, and the children would say that an
M aunt " had taken them and brought them to this town.
The aunt was evidently afraid of the legal procedure of
installing children in an asylum. She could be refused, or
they had no papers—it was always a long and complicated
story in those times of general poverty and disquiet. So the
children were just " pushed in," and Mother Abbess had
to face the increased expense.  Then she would, with God's
help, perform another miracle and ask for help in return.
Her faith, her bdief, was really astounding. Doubt was
perhaps the only thing she did not share with mankind. She
never admitted its existence. She affirmed that every one
always believes in God, and that without faith nobody could
live aminute- The negation of faith she explained as akind
of childish perversity in denying an evident fact. She was
alwaysfull of joy, energy, and zest. Her personality worked
like a magnet. Wherever she went she instantly became
surrounded by crowds of people, as if some invisible threads
drew them to her.

The three days of the nuns visit were exciting. The
keynote of that mood was Mother Abbess hersdf. She
lived in a state of perpetual burning curiosity toward life.
The smplest things put her into a state of alert wonder, as
if she saw in them something which escaped other people's
eyes.

One hour after her arrival she led an animated conversa-
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tion with the Professor. She was awed by his vag
knowledge. She stared at him in admiration.

" Well, Mother Abbess" said the Professor, " so you
think that all good people will be saved, be they Cathalic,
Protestant, or even heathen? "

" Certainly they will. After all, what has réligion to do
with it? A good heart and a good life are the things that
count."

" Oh! " cried the Professor in rapture. " Dear
Mother Abbess, you would have been burnt for that, had
you lived in the Middle Ages."

" But | would argue with them."

" Exactly. You would" chuckled the Professor.

Mother Anastasa sat with a wry half-smile. She knew
how terribly Mother Abbess had blundered.

The visitors began to pour in at noon. First came a
priest. He was a monk, a mystic, and a fanatic with a
fiery faith. He was known for his highly ascetic life and
a gift of prophesying which he ussd very rarely. And
again Mother Abbess looked at him in awe and stared in
admiration.

" Germany, Japan, Bolshevism or Nazi-ism—all thisis
the deceptive appearances of events” Priest John said,
and his eyes glowed in his exhausted face. " The real
cause of these things is the fight between faith and atheism.
We must unite and be prepared,”

" For what? Prepared for what? " asked Mother
Abbessin a flutter.

" For martyrdom,” said Priest John, and his voice
sounded like a solemn funeral bell.

They spoke and spoke, and although all of them were
ether old or invalids, they had such an intensity of life, of
faith, of feeling, that the house acquired an unreal quality,
asif all the things were animated, the Atmosphere vibrating
with the waves of sound and exclamations.

On the third day, when Mother Abbess came in after
early Mass she was moaning. With visble difficulty she
ascended the three geps of the entrance and fell into the
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first chair. Granny instantly surrounded her with little
attentions, giving her water, helping her to take off her
mantle. But in five minutes Mother Abbess was hersdf
again, eager and smiling. With her usual zet she bowed
and bowed before the icon.  When, finally, she drank her
cup of tea with lemon, she became flighty and cheerful.

" My dear sister," she said gaily to Granny, " | think |
shall die soon."

" But what is the matter with you, Mother Abbess?"

" First, cancer of the stomach."

" But, but "

" Yes, very painful,” said Mother Abbess simply.
" Sometimes | am all twisted with pain. Then gones in
the liver. Also very painful. Rheumatism, of course for
we nuns all suffer from our fest—too much standing in
church. And then something with the kidneys," she con-
cluded gaily, asif being glad to share this plenitude.

" Here we have a wonderful doctor, Dr. Isaak. He
must bein town again. Perhaps you would s him? "

" lsaak? A Jew? "

" Yes."

" Gladly | would s him. | like Jewish doctors. They
are usually very good doctors indeed.”

" Then we shall ask him to come to-day. In any case
we must invitehim, for hetreatsthe English lady upstairs.”

Dr. Isaak came with Rosa. While he was busy with
his patient, Granny exercised all her tact to keep Rosa away
from the nuns. Professor Chernov and Anna Petrovna,
between them, accomplished the assgnment successfully.

Being a nun, Mother Abbess could not be examined by
a male doctor. All the examinations were previousy made
by a woman doctor. She had it all written down, X-rays,
analyses, and all. Before the astonished eyes of Dr. |saak
was presented a unique case: according to all reason this
woman could not live, or at least could not bear it as she
did, ditting before him with her mischievous smile.

" Well, Doctor," said she, " What have yog to say to
al this? "
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" There is nothing to ssy—e——" Hewas at a loss at
the moment as to how to address her. He could nat say
"Madame"; "Mademoiselle' was aridiculousword
when applied to this nun. " Sger "—the Doctor found
theword at lagt.

" That isit. As soon as one is srioudy ill, medidne
has nothing to offer—eh, Doctor? "

" You bear it splendidly."

" Medidne has nothing to do with it. But let usnat talk
about all this unpleasantness  Tell me, Doctor, how are
you living here? "

And they had a pleasant chat about current life. They
undergood each other well, these two.

The nuns had to leave in the evening. Moather packed
provisons for them. / must buy lemons, she thought.

When the nuns were gone the house ssamed drangdy
empty and quiet. All fet tired. The Family were stting
at therr tea, which was served indead of supper, when a
cautious tapping was heard at the door.

" Comein! " said Mother.

Nobody came in, but the tapping was repeated. Peter
went and opened the door. Amah sood there. She looked
an embodiment of modes triumph. In the corners of her
danting eyes in the dimples of her face, even in the gleam-
ing of her teth—everywhere was a swedt, if hidden, enjoy-
ment of victory.

" Good evening | " e said politely. " | have finished
my work upgairs. | am going away now. May | sy a
word to the Honourable Old One? "

Granny roee and they went out. On the geps lit from
above by an dectric lamp, Amah presented a shining vision,
for fhewasal lit from within.

" Shecame back. Sde Agatha cameback.” And de
laughed a happy and dy laugh. " In good hedth—not a
hair injured. Robbers just quesioned who she was, and
then let her go free. It cannat count for much therel "
And she pointed her finger to the dark sky above.
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DIMA WAS REVELLING in the fantastic world of exact science
into which the Chernovs had introduced him. It surpassed
anything he had happened to hear from Granny's fairy
taes. The magic of knowledge gave to the world a new
importance. Under the apparently cardess and easy-going
ways in which things happen, there lies somewhere a hidden
and great plan, a strict order, an inexorable and scrupu-
lously working system. And how powerful he, Dimahim-
«f, could bel A human being! The pride of it! For
every material richness of the external universe belonged
to him, and existed in him in its abstract form too. There,
ingde of him, lay accumulated and hidden i |1 the human
experience and inexhaustible creative powers. If it had not
been he who discovered America, it could not have been he.
Hefelt asif it were hewho had led Caesar's legionsto victory 1
He had built the Pyramids and pasteurized milk, and had
leapt into the stratosphere.  In the nearest future he would
make a trip to the moon, establish communication with the
adjacent planets, train the human body to last, say, for 200
years, and make people love and cherish each other. There
was some work left to his generation tool

And no one could ever deprive him of his mental force
and power of understanding. No one could really
annihilate' him. Dima was glorioudly eternal. He could
only be transformed, every sngle atom of his body would
continue its life, even though it was in another shape and
arangement. His, Dima's, ideas, mental images, aspira-
tions, would only change their starting point; being pro-
jected into the future, they would live eternally, going on
and on in spiral repetitions of superterrene time. These
who lol | people here, upon earth, arefools, and really merit
one's pity as much as on€e's disdain: for, unaware, they
destroy the most succesful of Nature's achievements

140
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human bodies), transorming them into lower shapes of dis-
ntegrating atoms.  Dima pitied and scorned them.

With those lessons quite unexpectedly, Dima acquired
proof of theinferiority of Dog. For Dog did not under stand.
He only ligened patiently, but was lacking in cregtive
mental powers Once, when beng shown a fine piece of
raw meat, prepared to be examined under the micrasoope
(Vania), Dog actually tried to eat it, because in his smpli-
fied animal oconception of things he thought that all flesh
was created only in order to eat or to be eaten. Yet one
mug not be hagy in blaming Dog; for the las wesks he
had not had enough to eat, meat being no chegper than 30
cents per pound.

Strangdy, Lida withsood the Professor's influence, and
little by little evaded the ghee of his interets Over-
whemed by her love, she lived in the world of emations
and her intdlectual interests goad still.  She was nat inter-
eded in any planet excegpt earth. She was indifferent
to any possble kind of life exoept this one, hers here and
NOw.

Jimmy had left China, and was on his way to America.
Theday of his departure had besn wrapped in migs. Not
that it was a foggy day, but because there was a mid in
Lida's eyes and in her heart. Stll, Lida had not cried.
Had she not promised?

Until the final moment, at the railway dation, Jimmy
had kept at her dde, grinning at her a courageous boyish
amile, and she had ansvered him with a look of pathetic
feminine courage. When the final moment arrived, he
kissed her, and this their third kiss, ssled their love for
all time.

Then the train shuddered, whigtled, danged, and began
to move Jimmy tried to kegp her in Sght as long as
possible and Lidaran along the platform besdehiscarriage.
But you cannot kesp up with a pasenger train, can you?
And finding hersdf left hopdesdy behind, Lida looked at
the train amoke, mdting in the evening sky, and whispered;
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Like the sun you sank in the flaming West.
Oh, oneray more! If only one. . , .

Not West, but East was Jimmy's destination, but is it
really important to state exactly in which direction one has
lost on€'s love?

After Jimmy's departure, Lida lived in the exquisite
realm of youthful happiness. Now and then she opened
her books at random in order to know how Jimmy felt about
hersdf at the very moment. As her books were Pushkin's
and Lermontov's, the two highest achievements in the
world of poetry, they answered her quettions in terms full
of sgnificance and beauty. They enhanced her will to love,
and believe, and endure, and suffer.  One time it happened
to be Puskin's stanzas:

Yes! | remember well our meeting,
When first thou dawnedest on my sight,
Like some fair phantom past me fleeting,
Some nymph of purity and light.

And Lida, enraptured, would whisper, " Like some fair
phantom past me fleeting "—and dishes danced in her
hands, and towels waved their full length, and the tea-
spoons chimed, and the cups tinkled—" like some fair
phantom past me fleeting, some nymph of purity and light."

Sometimes It happened to be Lermontov's pessimism:

Heissofar. Hewill not listen. . . .
He cannot prizeyour pricelesstears. . . .

And Lida's heart twisted with pain. But then she would
open another page, and again another, till she came upon
ome satisfactory ver ses.

Jimmy's first letter came from Hong Kong. It was a big,
fat message, not easily portable in a young girl's bosom,
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and it bulged out of her blouse. SoLida, however poor and
humble she might be, however underfed and shabbily clad,
and badly treated by life and the world, Lida possssd the
dearest treasure—pure youthful love, asking for nothing,
givingall. She washappy in its pure flame, shewas shining
with its reflection, she was fed with the thoughtsof it during
the days, and peacefully dreamed of it during the nights.
Only the very young and pure and unsdfish can experience
this kind of love.

While the young generation was undergoing changes, the
old one changed also. Some deep although externally im-
perceptible change was going on in Granny. Perhaps it
started when she began to tell Mrs. Parrish the story of her
life. Memories, like huge waves, rose, and in their inten-
sity swept her away from her presnt life into the past.
There were moments when, lost in her memories, she could
not realise where she wasand why she wasthere. Shewould
suddenly awake in the depth of the night with a happy,
singing heart.

What is that? Wheream |? Oh, there is a window. [t
opensinto the garden. (She thought she wasin her parents
house) / must open it. Why isit closed? | will open it,
for lilacs are in blossom. | will let in the fragrance. OK
no! There must be no door. What is behind that door?
What? Oh, there is the nursery. My children are 'there.
Children? Which of them? How many of them? Oh |
And she felt a blow near her heart, for she remembered that
her sons were dead—but Tania? Tania. Sheisalive. 1
live with her. How old am | then? Fifty? Sixty?
Seventy? And suddenly, with a start, she would be
brought to reality, to the complete recollection. Yes,
seventy, seventy. And there were no lilacs behind that
window—no garden.

And the feeling of the warm happiness of youth would
leave her completely, as if melting away. She would fed
the tiredness of her body, the weakness of her feet, the sad-
ness of her heart. Seepless she would lie hours and hours,
until morning, brooding upon the past and upon the
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present, not the future. Seventy | There was left for her
only one future, and to that she had been resigned long ago.

Sometimes a momentary vision would break into her
mind and link her to a recollection, then to another, and
then again to another—and she would in an instant be far,
far away.

Once, sitting with Mrs Parrish in the Garden, she occa-
sionally looked at the trunk of thetree. Why, she thought,
that is the tree my grandfather planted on the day when he
was promoted to the post of governor of the province—
Mother told me about that, and how she had loved that tree.
" Something of himself," she used to say. And then, one
by one, all in arow, they planted their trees on the days of
their promotion to something important. Who? My
uncles, my father, my eldest son. But his tree—where is
his tree? And lifting her head she instantly saw, took in
the real surroundings. What isit? Where am 1? Where
is the tree? <he repeated heplesdy, frightened and
apprehensive.

She began to forget the use of things. What have | to do
with thiscup? Why havel itin my hands? What are cups
usually used for? And for a moment she would fed fright-
ened, as if being disconnected from the rest of the world.

Prayer washer chief joy. It invariably brought light and
warmth.
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GRANNY DIED at the end of November. There wasno visble
reason why she had to die at all. Perhaps only because
once born, she had to die sometime or other, and this time
evidently happened to be appropriate for dying.

The autumn was cold, the town was menaced by a flood.
The same sandbags which had been used in making trenches
were now used to dike and raise the banks of the Hei-ho
River. The anxiety of the people, the Chinese beggars, the
roars of the radio, the ominous rumours about the course
of the war, the illustrations in the papers showing the ulti-
mate cruelty of mankind—all took something of Granny's
vitality. She, evidently, had enough. Her cup was full.

She prepared hersdf for death. She dia it in her usual
mild and inconspicuous way. She fasted for several days,
went to church daily, partook of the Holy Communion.
After that she moved silently about the house looking
tenderly at the members of the Family. One by one she
had long conversations, with them. She finished her life's
story to Mrs. Parrish. She put a hundred dollars into an
envelope and wrote on it, " For my funeral."

On the twenty-third of November she said to Mother:

" Dear Tania, | am not well to-day. | will not get up.
Ask dear Mrs. Parrish to excuse me."

As simple as those words were, they filled Mother with
fright; for never, not once, had Granny complained before.
Hastily Mother prepared coffee, and with an encouraging
smile put it on the chair before Granny's sofa. Granpy
looked at the cup, then looked away. Glanced again and
closed her eyes.

" Thank you, dear, | do not want coffee this morning."

" Do not leave me alone to-day," said Granny a while
after. " Manage, dear Tania, to be free for several days.
Take another servant. | shall need you."

MS K
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" Sit besde me, dear Tania," she said again in the even-
ing; " | should liketo look at you."

On the next day a visible change worked itsdf in the
whole of Granny's appearance. The change was, as yet,
almost imperceptible, but some final touches of decline were
seninit. Dr. Isaak cameto sse Granny, but he had nothing
to say. It was simply death, the end. The myserious
source which gave Granny energy and strength was drained.
There was nothing left now.

The Doctor's words threw Mother into despair, but they
sobered Mrs. Parrish, and she took charge of the situation.
She gave an order to get a cook and another servant-boy.
She took Lida into her room, and put Dima into the Pro-
fessor's. She provided money for all the extra expense, and
turned out to be efficient and competent in everything she
undertook.

On thethird day Granny said:

" Dear Tania, | should like to have the Chrismation.
Ask the priest to come."

Now this was final. Mother knew now for certain that
Granny was dying. And yet she could not grasp the mean-
ing of the coming event, for all her life she had lived with
Mother; they had never been separated. Even in prison
in Soviet Russia they had shared the same cell. They were
spiritually and emotionally joined like two links of a chain.
How could they be painlesdy disunited now? What kind
of lifewould it bewithout Granny ? Mother felt so miserable
and hedpless that she needed care no less than Granny.

And on her deathbed Granny was now lying, dressed in
white and covered with white; and the priest came for the
lagt rite. Waxen candles were lit, the aroma of incense
sowly pervaded even the farthest corners of the house.  An
icon good on thetable covered with awhite cloth; an Evan-
gile and a crucifix lay beforeit. The old priest, poor and
sad, coughed gently before beginning the prayers. All the
Family, except Dima, gathered round the bed. Nobody
spoke. Distant Japanese airplanes buzzed monotonoudly,
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but those gathered in Granny'sroom heard nothing of their
sound.

In a calm and solemn voicethe priest began to pray, and
gave Granny his blessng on going away into another world.
Then he began the procedure of Chrismation. With the
holy anointing oil, smeling of rosss he gently touched
Granny's eyes. Eyes which, were accusomed to light, and
now had to go into darkness. He touched her ears, which
had listened to so much misery of life. He touched her
hands, which had tried so hard towork, to earn, to be ussful
till her last. He touched the soles of her feet, which had
trod the whole path of human sorrow and desolation, and
now refused to go farther. All her body was purified now.
Now all worldly ties for Granny were broken; she belonged
to God. With mild resignation she attentively followed the
rite; it was she now who was dying; those were her last
moments. The priest began toread thelast prayersGranny
yet needed: the Canon On the exit of Soul A lit waxen
candle was given to Granny, and Mother, on her knees
besdethebed, helped Granny tohold the candle straight.

This Canon addressed the Holy Virgin, asking Her guid-
ance and help in the last moments when terror and pain are
the only feelings, when eyes do not see, ears do not hear,
when deep night isdescending upon all human senses, when
all hope to live more is past and behind, when really there
is no more of body and only the soul is l€ft in its terrible
dgnificance. Those prayers are full of touching poetry. '
For Granny's sake, the priest said—Like drops of rain are
fallen all the days of her life and now nothing is left.
For Granny's sake, he was asking the Holy Virgin to
remember how she, Granny, all her life had been devoted
and submissive to Her guidance, and that now she needed
Her help more than ever, entering a new life and the
unknown world.

However lonely most human beings are at this supreme
moment, Granny, evidently, felt none of death's terrors.
Her face was smple and serene, and a little shy, asif she
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" Sit bedde me, dear Tania," she said again in the even-
ing; " | should liketo look at you."

On the next day a visble change worked itsdf in the
whole of Granny's appearance.  The change was, as ye,
amog imperceptible, but some final touches of dedine were
s init. Dr. Isaak cameto s Granny, but he had nothing
to say. It was amply death, the end. The myderious
ourcewhich gave Granny energy and strength wasdrained.
There was nothing left now.

The Doctor'swords threw Mother into despair, but they
bered Mrs. Parrish, and she took charge of the Stuation.
She gave an order to g&t a cook and ancther servant-boy.
She took Lida into her room, and put Dima into the Pro-
fesor's  She provided money for all the extra expensg, and
turned out to be dfident and competent in everything she
undertook.

On the third day Granny said:

" Dear Tania, | should like to have the Chrismation.
A the pries to come."

Now this was final. Mother knew now for certain that
Granny wasdying. And yet she could not gragp the mean-
ing of the coming event, for all her life she had lived with
Mother; they had never been separated. Even in prison
in Soviet Russa they had shared the same cell. They were
spiritually and emationally joined like two links of a chain.
How could they be painledy disunited non? What kind
of lifewould it bewithout Granny ? Mother fdt so miserable
and hdpless that she nesded care no less than Granny.

And on he deathbed Granny was now lying, dressad in
white and covered with white; and the pries came for the
lag rite. Waxen candles were lit, the aroma of inoense
dowly pervaded even the farthest corners of the house  An
icon good oil thetable covered with awhite cloth; an Evan-
gile and a crudfix lay beforeit. The old priest, poor and
sad, ocoughed gently before beginning the prayers. All the
Family, exogpt Dima, gathered round the bed. Nobody
goke Digant Japanese airplanes buzzed monotonoudy,
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but those gathered in Granny'sroom heard nothing of their
sound.

In a calm and solemn voice the priest began to pray, and
gave Granny his blessng on going away into another world.
Then he began the procedure of Chrismation. With the
holy anointing oil, smeling of roses* he gently touched
Granny's eyes. Eyes which.were accusomed to light, and
now had to go into darkness. He touched her ears, which
had lisgened to so much misery of life. He touched her
hands, which had tried so hardtowork, toearn, to be useful
till her last. He touched the soles of her feet, which had
trod the whole path of human sorrow and desolation, and
now refused to go farther. All her body was purified now.
Now all worldly ties for Granny were broken; she belonged
toGod. With mild resignation she attentively followed the
rite; it was she now who was dying; those were her lagt
moments. The priest began to read the last prayers Granny
yet needed: the Canon On the exit of Soul. A lit waxen
candle was given to Granny, and Mother, on her knees
besdethebed, helped Granny to hold the candle straight.

This Canon addressed the Holy Virgin, asking Her guid-
ance and hdp in the last moments when terror and pain are
the only feelings, when eyes do not see, ears do not hear,
when deep night isdescending upon all human senses, when
all hope to live more is past and behind, when really there
is no more of body and only the soul is l€ft in its terrible
sgnificance. Those prayers are full of touching poetry.
For Granny's sake, the priest said—Like drops of rain are
fatten all the days of her life and now nothing is left
For Granny's sake, he was asking the Holy Virgin to
remember how she, Granny, all her life had been devoted
and submissve to Her guidance, and that now she needed
Her help more than ever, entering a new, life and the
unknown world.

However lonely most human beings are at this supreme
moment, Granny, evidently, felt none of death's tenors.
Her face was smple and serene, and a little shy, asif she
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were a bit uneasy because she was recaving SO much
attention. '

When the rite was performed the priest congratulated her
—a faithful Chrigtian, dying in piety and in submisson to
God's will. Lifting the crudifix high, he blesssd her with
it in a solemn and magnificent geture, and in the name of
the One who auffered for the sns of mankind, he absolved
Granny's gns once and forever.

Now it was all over. Granny's face expresssd peace and
contentment.  Yet life was visbly ebbing from her body.
She had to do one thing more: to give her blessng to each
membe of her family. She aked for Dima.

All this time Dima had ben in the Chernovs room.
With the old Professor he was Sitting before the microsoope
with two small pieces of something on the gass while the
Professor explained to Dima how smple the process of dying
was. In reality, there could be no death. All of Granny's
atomswere all right, if taken separatey; only the cementa-
tion weakened. That temporary adaptation of atoms which
formed Granny could not go on any more. But nothing in
the way of catagrophe was really happening, Granny
changed, intd something dse—that was the gig of the
process

When Dima was brought before Granny hewas not afraid.
With what tenderness Granny looked at him! How pale
and ddlicate the boy wad An orphan! First his mother,
then father—and now she was deserting him.  They looked
at each other for a while, and then suddenly both smiled
their usual smile  For a moment they were as always the
tende Granny and her cheerful boy.

Granny gave her blessng to all. She found grength
enough to pat lida's head, to droke Peter's hand, to give
Mother anicon. Mrs. Pafrish a0 aked for a blesng—
the end of the gory—and the Professor came in tosay " Du
courage! " and " Bon .voyage! " Leaning againg the
door he tried to make a short gpesch about an unknown
planet which was predipitating towards the earth, and
perhaps would be clearly visble one of these days, and to
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express hisregret that they would enjoy the sght without
Granny. But Anna Petrovna gently drew him out of the
room.

Granny aked for Khan. The moon-faced Chinee
entered the room. Granny gave him three dollars and snt
her kind regards to his family. And then suddenly Khan,
usually sunken in degp taciturnity wherever a foregn
company met, began to speak: —

" It is nothing, Old Lady," he said. " You be away
some time and then you go here—in ancther, new body—
and live here again. Weall do same”"

Then Granny st her kind regardsto Mr. Sung and the
three Japanese gentlemen, and, tired beyond her srength,
she began to die. She died in the depth of the night. Till
the lag moment a lit candle with its trembling flame was in
her hands, Mother heping her to hold it. A small icon of
the Holy Virgin was placed upon her breas.

Cloudy and more doudy grew her eyes losng ther colour
and brightness Soon they did not focus on anything.
Rarer and rarer grew her breathing. Movement wag going
on only in her throat. Then only one vein on her nedk kept
pulsating, theres of her body being dead. When that vein
doppead its beating, Granny had departed.

Then solemnly, with dry eyes Mother gat up, took the
candle, and extinguished it with her breath. Granny
existednomore.

Thereand thusshe died. Through all theterrorsof life—
through wars, and blood, and pain—she kept her faith, and
now she had given back her soul to her Creator, as pure as
dhe had recaved it from Him.
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WHENMR. STOWNE cameto se his dster before hisdeparture
for Mukden, he met the funeral processon. Mother in her
poor mourning things (hastily dyed and unsuccessfully
black, being so old and worn) walked behind the coffin with
Lidaat her Sde; Peter led Dimaby thehand; several friends
formed a group at a distance. The Professor cheerfully
looked around for an audience; Anna Petrovna was carry-
ing a poor wreath of chrysanthemums, they being the
cheapest flowers of the season. And preceding it all, just
ahead of Granny's small and cosy coffin, a black crucifix was
carried, the symbol that every life is a cross.

Mr. Stowne had to wait for the whole of the processon to
pass by. Hehad also to take off his hat. Then he entered
the house. It was almogt empty. Only Khan noisdesdy
moved to and fro putting things into their usual order, and
in hisroom Mr . Sungwasburning an aromatic burial candle,
the smoke of which, according to his bdief, would help
Granny's soul to ascend towards the heights.

M r. Stowne found his sger in the kitchen. She was help-
ing the cook preparethe dinner. When she saw her brother,
she suddenly smiled at him a bright and tender smile; and,
as if by some magic, the two saw themseves far away in
time and in space in a garden full of roses on a glorious
summer day, a day when thegirl, all beauty and happiness,
had said to her brother: " Davy, | am engaged.”

She said nothing of the kind now. She said a quiteprosaic
thing:

" Davy," she said, " come upgtairs, | will bring you a
nice cup of tea."
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ON THE BLEAK and windy day of January sixth, the Family
prepared to cdebrate Chrigmas Eve—in accordance with
the Russan calendar.

Asthey had no money to buy a Chrigmastree, Professor
Chernov suggested painting one

" Liveinyour imagination,” hesaid to Dima," and your
life will be fuller;and have more of fresdom and beauty.
Theidea of a thing ismore perfect than the thing itsdf. It
lives when the thing is ruined. The same is true of emations.
Imaginary fedings are the gronges. In your real life you
cannat be happy. Imagination gives one balance and kegps
him from utter disllusonment. It compensates it makes
one invulnerable. It hdps one to overlook unpleasant
details, while real life always moves in repulsve accuracy.
The thing is perishable the idea of it isimmortal. Don't
lock yoursdf in the material and concrete Soar abovel
Soar in the douds over the uginess of the world.

Three big sheds of paper were pinned on a wall of the
Family room, and atree was drawn on them in brown and
dark green. Anna Perovna made the desgn. Every
member of the Family was asked what he or she would like
to have as a Chrigmas present, and the regpective images
were added to the tree.

At four o'dock a car gopped at the door, and the Family,
with Mrs. Parrish, went to the cemetery. Dima was holding
one chrysanthemum wrapped in paper. Thishe had bought
with the remainder of his capital—20 cents—and was carry-
ing it as a Chrigmas present to Granny's tomb. Mrs.
Parrish paid for thecar, and it could have been no less than
three dollars, dnce the Russan cemeey was s far away.
This money was Mrs. Parrish's Chrigmas present to the

Family.
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A wonderful thing had happened to Mrs. Parrish: she had
ceased to drink.  Snce Granny's death she had not taken a
drop of spirits Why? Perhaps because a certain cirde in
Mrs. Parrish's inner life was completed; or perhaps the
Doctor's treatment hdped—but she nesded it no more
Perhaps some vacuum in her emational life, which cried for
gimulants, had become replenished with something new.
One morning she awoke and fdt that there was no more
vacuum, no empty hours, no sudden fears, and no cold lone-
lines And Mrs. Parrish was changed.. Her buoyant
vitality left her. She became calm and slent and tidy. Her
boigerous voice softened into the low and dear English of
a wdl-bred lady. She became sdf-controlled and polite.
Her manners were excdlent. In short, it was now quite
another Mrs. Parrish, not the kind of woman whom Lida
would hug and kisson an impulse.  In this, her new char-
acter, she did not fit well into the Family. They were shy
o her.

The Chrigmas Eve wuppe was a very modes affair
indead. It could be called a supper only because it was given
late in the evening. But the Professor smiled enigmatically,
and said that he had a good dessrt for all safein his pocket.
In due cour<e of time hetook Mme. Militza'sletter out of his
pocket, saying that it had come during their absence With
great anticipation he put on his gpedtades and asked for
glence and generd attention. At thismoment Mrs. Parrish
roe and apologized. She wasafraid, e said, that she had
no more Yare time; but every one felt that it was because
she was naot interested. She thanked Maother, and was ready
to go. Then she looked at Dima, and added that she had
omething in the way of a Chrigmas present for him and,
with Mother's permisson, would he not better come up with
her now. Dima rushed upgars He bdieved in Mrs.
Parrish's presents, although she gave him conarete things,
which, according to the Professor, wer e perishable and repul-
gvein ther accuracy. Dima ill appredated pressts more
in thingsthan in ideas.

It took two hoursto read, undersand! and digeg Mme.
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Militza's letter. 1t would be impossible to give in English
all its wild beauty. Made concise and coherent, it ran as
follows:

Mme. Militza went to Shanghai. Hardly had she posted
an advertisement when she obtained a Situation.  Now Mme,
Militza was a chaperon to an Englishwoman, Lady Doro-
thea. They were living in one of the best hotels of Shanghal,
having a suite of three rooms, and athough Lady Dorothea
took all of Mrtie. Militza's time and attention, she paid her
a good salary in addition to room and board. The impetus
to this was Lady Dorothea's unhappy love. A quarter of a
century ago, before the World War, she*had come to Russa
onavisit. There she met a young Hussar, Lieutenant Bulat,
and fell in love with him. He was about half the age of Lady
Dorothea—a gay youth, a gambler, and a wit. Whatever
de said, he never took her serioudy. Once she propospd
to him. Although very gently, he laughed the thing away.
After a while she repeated her proposal. Lieutenant Bulat
caled his valet and best friend—Ivan—to come in, and
asked: —

" lvan, can we marry? "

" No, your honour, we cannot!"

" Why? "

" First, we are too young. Second, we are a gambler.”

" You see " said Lieutenant Bulat to Lady Dorothea.

But de held her ground. " | am vrey rich," she said,
" and dthough | would lose my title and my castle in Scot-
land because of marrying you, | would still have enough
for you to gamble on. As to youth—it passes”

" Sed " sad Lieutenant Bulat to Ivan.

But Ivan held his ground too. " We have debts," he
said, " and we do not believe that we can be reformed.”

" About the last, we shal see sad Lady Dorothea
convincingly.

" Hey, Ivan, so we do marry?" asked Lieutenant Bulat
with glee.

" No, your honour, we don't,” was Ivan'sfirm reply.

" Then, my lady, we thank you and humbly we refuse,”
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Lieutenant Bulat said, and kissed both of Lady Dorothea's
big hands.

But in her opinion he was too young, as yet, to be able
to understand what was best for him. He could not be given
the right to decide this question of the utmost importance
to himself. She knew life better, she was so much older, so
it became her duty to pilot their degtinies, and she took up
the prow. But she had to- go to Epgland for a while, and
before her departure it was agreed between Lady Dorothea
and Lieutenant Bulat that the question of their future was
still open. [X]

Then followed the Great World War, Revolution and
Civil War in Russia. Lady Dorothea log her lover from
sight, but not from her heart. As soon as peace was signed
dhe started in search of Lieutenant Bulat. She tracked the
movements of his regiment throughout the war and the
revolution. She had found several officersof the regiment
and several soldiers, but it ssemed as if Lieutenant Bulat
were no longer alive. She began to travel to the countries
in which there might be Russan exiles. It took about 15
years before she discovered a faint trace of her lover's pro-
gress. It ssemed that he had moved across Siberia, through
Mongolia — and there the traces were log again. Lady
Dorothea etablished her camp in Manchuria, and from
there organized expeditions into the depths of Mongolia.
There were two big expeditions along and across Mongoalia,
and several small ones. She pitched her tent under every
hill and besde every take — those sad lakes with brine,
instead of water. There was no sight of her lover there.
Yes, she had found many a lonely tomb with rows of sones
in the shape of a cross over it, marking well the progress of
the White officers, yet Lieutenant Bulat was not lying in
any one of them. Lady Dorothea put the query to every
available Mongol, yet none of them remembered seeing her
lover. Mongols are an honest, never-lying people; they
took nothing from her for the information and even tried to
give her a present, which usually was a living ram. Thus
with a small herd shecameback to Manchuriaandin Hailar,
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suddenly came upon an dfficer of the White Russan army,
who knew for sure that Lieutenant Bulat had gone to China.
She gave him a gold watch is apresnt, and after that many
dffioers appeared to give information and receive a gold
watch. Some were veritable sooundrds who implored her to
forget about Lieutenant Bulat and marry one of them. But
dhe had by this time enough proofs that Lieutenant Bulat's
lag movement was towards China. There again all traces
dissppeared.

When she had told all that to Mme. Militza and the latter
had dedlt cards for her, it became evident that Lieutenant
Bulat was alive and was if in poverty, in good spirits He
was not alone, yet not quite married. But the important
thing was that he was living somenhere near by, in China
Thisfirg gance was a shock to Lady Dorothea. She redlized
at once what it would have meant if she had happened to
come aoross Mme. Militza earlier. Now she would not dream
of nding Mme. Militza away. On the ot she made terms
with her and, taking her chest and handbag, brought her in
her car to the hotdl. It ssamed that Lady Dorothea gpoke as
many languages as Mme. Militzadid, if not more; thusthey
underdood each other perfectly. Now, foressang busy days
for hesdf, Mme. Militza would try, notwithsanding, to
keep the Family well informed about her career. She called
hersdf a Chaperon because Lady Dorothea would not move
a pace without her approval.

She snt the Family her love and bet wishes for
Chrigmas all that on perfet dationery and with quite ade-
quate podage

" Well," said the Profesor, " what do you think about
all that ? Now let usall tell our opinions by turns.”

d‘(.ii Really," said Moather, and she had no other word to
add.

" If Lieutenant Bulat had half of Lady Dorothea's devo-
tion they would never have log each other,” said Peter.

"Army?"

"1 ," gammered Anna Petrovna, " | think thisisa sad

(I}

dory.”,
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" Lida?"

" Itisbeautifull Itiswonderful! | hopeLady Dorothea
will find her lover and they will be very, very happy!" said
Lidahotly.

" Hmm," the Professor said, " Those who are in love
never have any snse of humour."

" But if you were given the choice between love and a
sne of humour which would you take?" Lida replied
vehemently.

" You are right," said the Professor, " yet at my age |
would, perhaps, take humour."

Upstairs, in Mrs. Parrish'sroom, Dima was gloating over
his presents. He had a watch and a box of English biscuits,
Huntley and Palmer's, the best biscuitsin the world. After
a short inner gtruggle he decided to make a present of those
biscuits to Mother, on the condition that the pink ones on
thetop of the box should be his. The watch ran and ticked.
Even Dog could hear it.

Of late Mrs. Parrish had developed quite a special interest
in Dima; more—a sympathy, almog an affection. 1t dated
from the day when she gave him a bath after Granny's
funeral and not only saw but touched those poor bones of
the child's underfed body—and then sharply, with a sudden
pang in her breast; she remembered, for a brief moment,
her own baby tod her life once so full. Oh, how full it had
been! Full of joy, of hopes, of affection. Perhaps that had
been the crucial moment and, perhaps, exactly then she felt
that alcohol was but a poor tonic, that maybe there were
better means of uprooting sorrow and counteracting its
poison.

After that day she had spent hours with Dima in endless
conver sations.

Presently, the first wave of emotion because of the presents
being calmed, Dima sat on the carpet with Dog and looked
at his watch.

" Tell me about yoursdf, Dima," asked Mrs. Parrish.

"Me? About me? Tell you what?"

"|low are you getting along?"
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" Me? | am getting on well. | am well."

" Would you like to go travelling?"

Quickly he raised his head and looked at Mrs. Parrish.

" Travelling? Yes, | should like it, only | have never
travelled."

" Would you like to go to England?"

" Yes, | would like to go to England. | would like to go
everywhere."

" Then come with meto England. | have ahouse in the
country there. The garden is full of rases in summer time.
You will go to school, play with boys. You will have toys
and books and sports.”

Dima's eyes radiated vivid interest.

" Youwill take meto all that?"

" If you will go with me."

" I will go with you; when do we go?"

" But would you not worry about your Family?"

" We are not to take them with us? Oh, Mrs. Parrish,
takeus all. Oh, please!"

"I cannot. | have not money enough.”

" But we do not cost much. Y ou do not know how little,
Mrs. Parrishl We do not eat much. Do not think we egt the
samemedswe givetoyou. Never, We never have butter."

"Why?"

" Oh, Mrs. Parrish I" Dima ssemed shocked. " It is
two dollars per pound. That expensivel"

" What kind of food do you usualy eat, Dima?"

" | et whatever is|eft after you are served, Mrs. Parrish.
| am allowed. Mother saysyou are clean and healthy. But
Peter never would egt leavings. He is that proud. And |
am not proud, for | am so hungry when | ssefood."

" So you will go with me, Dima?"

" Take us all! Oh, dear, dear Mrs. Parrish!  Mother
will like roses o much.”

" Dima, | cannot. | can take only you, if you be willing.
You will grow up into a good healthy youth. You will be
a wdl-educated man. You will earn money and then send



160 THE FAMILY

for all the Family, live together with them and give them
everything!"

" But will they live that long?"

"Why! Of course they will."

" For Mrs. Parrish "—and Dima lowered his voice to a
whisper—" oh, Mrs. Parrish, | am afraid of death. Before
| was na? Only after Granny's death, The Professor said
it was all right. But itisnat, it isnot!"

Dima rose from the floor and was now standing by Mrs.
Parrish's chair.

" Mrs. Parrish! | kriow now. Granny's poor atoms
lyingin a coffin, in that degp tomb. Isthat all right? They
must be so cold, so damp, and dark, and lonely—the atoms.
And we ue her sofa. Now where is Granny really? Not
atoms, but Granny hersdf? Do you know?"

"No, | donot know."

" And nobody knows." Dima kept slent for a while.
Then he began again eagerly: " Granny always said she
had been promised another life. New and better. What if
they deceived her?"

" Do not think about it, Dima."

" But | do. | am afraid that | also will die soon. | am
so thin. Look how thin | am "—and he gretched and dis-
played his poor bony hands. " And do not you think, Mrs.
Parrish, that it is much nicer to be alive?"

" You will not diesoon, Dima. You will liveto Granny's
age. | will take care of you."

" Doyou remember Granny? How she smiled! And we
always Tiad ssorets—she and |.  Chiefly about something
swveet to eat. She always kept some food hidden for me.
And she was always sorry that | had no bed of my own.
Every night she would come and cover me with her over-
coat. And always she would loss me and whisper nice
words."

" Do not worry, Dima."

" Butl do. | worry. | need Granny. | havetriedto s
her in my dreams and | never have, not even once. How
completely she has gone”
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" Now, Dima, think thisover: will you go with me? Are
you afraid of me?"

" Afraid of you? Oh, Mrs. Parrish! You are nice, you
arekind. Mrs. Parrish, you are very good "—and Dima
kissd her at every word. " You give us money. You
bought metoys. Y ou gave adffee to Granny. When Granny
had coffeewith you, Lida could eat her lunch; for you gave
Granny biscuits also. Granny loved you. She told me to
pray for you."

"To pray?"

" Yes. Likethis ' Oh, Lord, heal Mrs. Parrish's soul
and body, Granny loved you. When neghbours abused
you—for you sse you shouted SO much at night they said
you werea drunkard—Granny always said you were noble
and good, whatever you happened to do."

After this conver sation Dima wasinvited to have hismedls
with Mrs. Parrigh, in her room—" to kegp her company.”
She paid for Dima's food.
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I N THE VERY BEGINNING of January Mme. Klimova moved
in to live at the boarding-house.

She was one of those Russian lady-emigfants who just
could not copewith the hardships of life. She could not cook
her dinner, for the heat of the kitchen-range hurt her eyes.
She could not wash her linen, for her spine ached so terribly
afterwards. She could not walk much; she must use rick-
shaws, lest her feet become swollen. But the chief object
of her apprehensons had always been her " poor heart."
Too delicate, you see too senstive, to endure this coarse
life. Shejust had to keep away from any trouble, any worry.
Peace And beauty were the things she needed. One could
not expect of her more effort than a little chat, or a quiet
card game, or some odd sts of mah-jongg. Meanwhile,
other people worked for her; for China is notable for her
cheap labour, usually done on credit.

The little money she had she received from her daughter
Alia, the dancer, who was, according to Mme. Klimova's
words, " on the very brink of world fame." If anything
kept Alia from laurels it would be only the bitter envy of
her rivals. So while the last ten years Alia had. danced on
the threshold of fame and could not quite manage to enter
the temple, Mme. Klimova lived the same ten yearsin the
congtant feverish expectation of a letter, atelegram, or some-
thing of the kind, informing her that Alia had married a
fabuloudy rich Oriental prince; for Alia was travelling in
the Orient and the Pacific Idands, and those, in Mme.
Klimova's fcyes, were just the places in which to marry
princes. Alla's photosin every possbhlekind of posture and
degree of nudeness covered all the walls of Mme. Klimova's
dwellings, and were the congtant source of her maternal
pride and admiration. Alla wasin her thirtiesnow, nearing

the dose of a dancer’ s career. She " sarred in a third-
162
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rate ballet troupe somewhere on theidands Down and down
and down she went, and only Mme. Klimova was blind to
the fact.

Out there on the Padfic Idands another legend was
oreated, that of " Martyr Mother," by Alla. For Allaadored
her mother. If it were not for her, she would never dance
for degp in her heart she was a shy and gentle woman. She
hated this exposure of her bare gaunt flesh, the intimacy of
dancing with an amog nude partner, the false passons and
exagger ated emations she had to vouchsafe beforethe public.
But her saintly mother nesded a hundred dollars monthly,
and Alia never failed to snd them. On her neck, in a gdden
locket, he wore her mather's picture, and this was the only
thing Alia had to support her on the thorny path of a
mediocre dancer.

With Mme. Klimova a new dream of people and ideas
entered the boardinghouse As a housswarming she gave
a party to which " all theworld " was invited. Tea had
been s=rved in theroom beow, while her own " little corner
of anex " was called for that evening a boudoir and ar-
ranged in the way mog inviting to intimacy and frivolity.
" Lightissorude," dhe said, and covered her lamp-with a
rosy shade " Ladies like to res ther snss" e sad,
and perfumed the furniture with a cheap Japanee sont.
" Flowers are too expengve in January,” <0 an artificial
bouguet was gathered from her wardrobe—flowers from
dreses hats, and coats making a lively bunch in a vase

Moather had to pour tea, Lidato passit to the guests Dima
to open the entrance door, Anna Petrovna to wash cups and
goons when needed, the Profesor to take the coats and
hats and carry them into his room, Khaato provide hot
water for tea at intervals.

Mrs. Parrish had aso been invited, but she dedined the
honour.

Mme. Klimova sat at the head of the table and enjoyed
her party.

She opened the performance with her bdoved topic—
" that enigmatic Russan soul " in men, and " that fatal
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Russian charm " in women, that irresistible, although quite
indefinable charm. Of course, she felt (and gave othersto
understand) that she, personally, had plenty of it.

But she was not the only orator in the room. An old
General, in times long gone a famous Russan military
authority on strategy, had been speaking about the Chinese
and Japanese hogtilities. " Speaking " is but a frail term
for his performance, for he was shouting, gesticulating,
almost sobbing in despair over the maps he had produced
from his breast pocket and put on the table, sweeping away
the other guests cups and saucers.

" Lookl" heimplored. " But only look what is going
on. This savage affair cannot be called awar. It is some-
thing from the Dar k Ages. For war meansculture, science,
civilization. It hasitsown history, itstheory, itsphilosophy,
its methods. And here? Japan makes blunder after blunder
and China fails to take advantage of it. Now look here|"

With atrembling old finger he drew a line on the map.
" Here are the Japanese—now." He bent his small old
head towards the map. It was a pathetic head with a
wrinkled thin face and tired blinking eyes. 1t would inspire
pity it there had been no mougstaches. But a pair of long
and bristly militant moustaches gave an illusion of ferocity.

Lidatried to give him his cup of tea, but he impatiently
waved her away.

" In this situation,” hewent on, " only put at the head
of the army a man of education and instantly he would
become a Caesar, a Suwov, a Napoleon. He would win
all the battlesand in ayear would rule over the half of Asia.
He would be a new Genghis Khan by now."

With an eager face Dima lisened to him, keeping near to
his ebow and nodding his head at every word the General
said. At last he was not able to restrain his fedings and
he cried:

" Oh, General, what a pity they did not ask you."

But nobody was much interested in Sino-Japanese
blunders, for Mme. Klimova had introduced a new and
morevital topic.
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" ladies, | ak for your hdp and advice" she began.
" One of the daughters of Prince Golitin has married one
of the Romanovs. How should | writeto her—for, you know,
| have to congratulate her. | am reated to the Galitzins"
she lied, " through my mother. We write to each other.”
(Hele again she lied.) " Certainly, in the letter | address
her now as usual ' Dear Mashenka,' but on the envdope
should | write ' Her Excdlency,’ or ' Her Highness?
This hasbeen my spedial concern for the lagt few days. Oh,
how one forgets all etiquette in this terrible life 1™

Mme. Klimovawasaliar, and, what isworsg, a danderer.
She was born in the family of a poor dentis and was the
third of five daughters Those five sgers lived on gosip
enhanced by their envy towards all who were richer or
luckier than they. They hated each other, too. They led
organized battles among themsdves and plotted againgt
their parents. She had married Klimov, a captain of the
infantry, neither rich not remarkablein any way. But for
her it had bean a brilliant match. The reaction of her four
inde d9as was 0 darp that it magnified Mme.
Klimova's triumph to the nth degrea  She log the sn=e of
be reality for ever and lived in afantastic world of chance
and hazard. Her married life was never too easy, e lived
by contracting debts before the Revolution, during it, and
all the time after it. On leaving her parental house e left
behind her real sf, entering an imaginary world of balls,
etiquette, and arigocracy. To look like an aristocrat became
her ideal and she tried to accomplish this task by telling
doriesabout the 6clat and splendour of her past and brood-
ing over her " poor, broken life, once so magnificent!”
With every year she promoted her deceassd hushand in
rank and honour, till he became a governor-general, his
brave breast all covered with decorations She had a kind
of ingpiration whiletelling lies, and while she poke she, her -
odf, bdieved every word de said. It resded he soul
drangdy and gave he the pleasant feding of a crestive
artist. Why Klimov married her, nobody ever could guess
and it was degtined to remam a mystery snce Klimov was
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dead. Alla took after him; she had none of her mother's
talent for beautifying life. Poor Allasaw it in all its crud
nakedness

There Mme. Klimova was gtting now, in her boudoir
under the rosy light of the lampshade, and in a restrained
whigper she poke about Alla.

" And the Hindoo prince Rama-Jan said to her: ' Asmy
wife, you will have the mog lendid jewds in Asa. In
fact, we have cdlarsfull of precous gones—they are wait-
ing for you. On Mondays you will wear only emeralds, on
Tuedays rubies, on Wednedays—sapphires  Then comes
afaging day and you will wear only opals' "

The eyes of the audience, which conssed exclusvey of
ladies, sparkled like the Hindoo Prince Rama-Jan's jewds.

" Then Aliasaid: ' | am indifferent to jewds There are
only two in thisworld. One | have, the other | hope to
find." ' Which are they? Prince Rama-Jan cried. ' Art
and Love/ said Alia. * My art | havewith me. My lovel
have never met, but my heart kegpstelling methat my hour
is coming. | do not love you, Prince Rama-Jan, | cannct
marry you. | will wait for my love!" " Here Mme
Klimova paused and then added either her own ending to
the gory or, perhaps Alla's conduson to it—it was im-
possble to gues " Love" e said emphaticaly, " a
man's love—thereis no subditute for that 1"

Certainly nobody bdieved a Waord of the story, and yet
the women ligened to it with a kind of gready intered.
Perhaps because women like lies about love.
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PROFESSOR CHERNOV was sitting at his table writing. On
a low chair Anna Petrovna crouched with her work. They
always worked like that, together. Living for yearson the
move, they could not carry many books with them. Anna
Petrovna served her husband as a memorandum. In case
the Professor needed to make some notes, he just told his
wife to memorize them. Data, figures, quotations—all those
she had to keep in her head. And the miracle was that she
did. Perhaps it was possble only because she had no life
of her own. It seemed as if she was not a separate being
but a shadow projected by her husband. Deep in her heart,
there were as yet some emations of her own, but her brain
belonged to the professor and his work. Memorizing things
for her hushand was also beneficial to her; it helped her to
get rid of so many bitter memories by replacing them with
alien and unemctional images.

She mended a sock. It had been knitted by her many
yearsago. The fact that Anna Petrovna took painswith this
sock, mending it so absorbingly, cried aloud the meagreness
of their economic standing.

"What said Count Almaviva about life?" suddenly
asked the Professor.

She was 0 absorbed in the problem of restoring the absent
heel of the sock that she was startled by the sound of his
voice.

" Almaviva? Which Almaviva?" she said forlornly. " |
do not know."

" Anny," the Professor began sternly and with reproach,

" Anny, have you forgotten the quotations from Beau-
matchais?"

" No, no—here it is,” and she made a visible effort at
recollection: " Chacun court apresson bonheur."
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Silence,

" Chacun court apres son bonheur,” thought Anna
Petrovna, " son bonheur,"' one's own happiness—and
" chacun court apres." But itis not true. In this house,
for instance, who is running after happiness? We all try to
run away from oyr misfortunes. If one only could | If one
could/ And her thoughts acquired their now habitual trend
of anxiety. She perceived the coming denouement: her hus
band showed sgns of insanity.

It all began on a day in November. He came home run-
ning, banged the door of their room and, all out of breath,
leaned againgt it.

" Anny," hestammered, struggling for hisbreath, " this
time | am saved."

In broken words he told her that a woman was spying
after him that day on the dreets. Wherever he went she
followed. He tried to linger before the windows of shops,
she waited for him near by. Wishing to distract her, he
entered a bakery, but she kept outsde standing at the corner
by the window. Although she was all the time hiding, he
now knew her by sight. She had only one hand; the other
had been cut off somewhere near the elbow. That was good,;
he would not let himsdf be caught by a woman with only
one hand—and the left hand at that. He was strong, still.
He would fight—he would run away.

Since that day Anna Petrovna's heart had been heavy
within her. There was nobody to whom she could confide,
and she personally, knew nothing about mental diseases
Now, helplesdy, she was facing one. With the passing days
her worst apprehensons began to materialize.

Once, early in the morning, the Professor suddenly got
up from his bed and ran towards the window. He stood
there, in the corner of the room, and leaning forward he
looked out of the window.

" Anny, Anny," he whispered, " be carefull Come
close, Stay behind me. Look down! You seher?"

They were living on the second floor. Looking down
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they could s only the Garden with itstwo trees No living
oul was there at that time.

"There, there she dands” whispered the Profesor;
" ¢he is hiding hersdf behind that tree. You &2 You
==

He dutched Anna Petrovria's hand and on tiptoe led her
to the opposte corner of the room.

"We arefound out!" he whigpered in despair. " We
are gied upon. But they do not know me! | will arouse all
the youth in the world. | will lead them to victory. | am
nat afraid, | am not." And he trembled like a frightened
child,

Anna Petrovnatried to calm him.

" We mug not be afraid, Anthony. We fled from the
Sovidt, we fled from Manchoutikuo. Wefled from Peiping.
We can go to Shanghai now. No, they shall never catch
us."

" Yes, really!" said the Professor, suddenly again his
bright and chearful sdf. " They will never catch us This
day isduethe letter from the Presdent of the United States
We shall go to America. Spies are not allowed there. We
shall have a quiet life, Anny!  Quidt, quiet. We shall have
a chicken farm. | like so much hearing a cock at dawn.
' Peter ' isthe name for our cock, Anny!"

There was a reason why the Professor's persscutor took
a feminine form in his imagination. During the Revolution
he had been denounced by a woman, his sudent, and three
other women had been hisjudges at the trial. While hewas
taken to prison, ther only child had bean brought by a
woman nurse into a Detdom, and there the child died. Thus
his imaginary persecutor acquired also a feminine shape

Thesxe days, before going to bed, hewould look under the
bedgead and behind the curtains.

" | know their ways!" he boaged in a whigper.

But atherwise he was just himsdf, always on the move—
intdlectually and emctionally. Only changing his topics
too swiftly. Only moreand more proneto express hisindig-
nation. Always bdieving in his misson to unite the youth
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of the world and to arouse them againg the sodal evils of
life. Anna Petrovna feared and hoped in turns.

Presently he began to pace the room and then he said:

"Annyl A new plan. Listen. The. American Presdent
ismy lag hope Hisisthe only sane country. The prooess
of purification mug be garted in America. Now, if he does
not send his letter one of thexe days, | shall give him up
and all those great leaders and influential persons | will,
forsooth, address the common people. | will go all over the
town and esk at the corners of the dregts This is my
duty. | cannat gand by and watch calmly how one*part
of mankind devours the other. The sronger consumes the
weaker. Always Cain killing his Abel. | mug appedal to
that lag spark of reason which asyet is left in every soul.
For | fed repongble also. | am living. | am seang. |
undergand what | ss2 | know to what end the world is
going. And, Anny, Anny "—and his voice acquired the
passonate tone of a real prophet—" if once long ago,
mankind tried the teaching of Jesus and for a while they
ucosded, why not nov—a ssoond time? Why would it
be impossble? Kindness smple kindness, could save the
world."

He paced the room in a date of great excitement.

" 1 will approach the common'man. | will put my hand
on hisbreas and say: ' Human being, nay, brother!" "

In half an hour he was eagerly writing a letter:

" My Brother Cain! | am ill alive and before you have
done away with me | wish to address several wordsto you.
Y ou have deprived me of all | had aright to possess my
country, my home, my child, my friends, my work. You
snt me into exile. And when, in despair, | was leaving the
parental housg, you good on the threshold of it and cursed
me. | am far away now. But remember, Brother Cain, you
will not possess the world after my death. It will never
belong to you. Sath will be born, and he will have our
parental house for himsalf. Y ou aspirein vain.'*

Suddenly he turned his anxious face towards Anna
Petrovna and amog cried:;



THE FAMILY 171

" Annyl To whom am | writing this letter?"

" | don't know, Anthony,” said Anna Petrovna very
low.

" How is it that you do not know? You must know, |
think | have mentioned it to you. And now ... the letter
is dmost ready. To whom shdl | send it? To Sdin?
And acopy to Hitle—eh? Anny? What do you think?"

" Anthony," said Anna Petrovna mildly, " don't sed
itatall™"

And lowering her head over her work ghe thought in
despair: How could this happen? Why? His powerful, his
brilliant intellect—and small round drops fell from her eyes
and glisened on her hands. With grestes tenderness the
Professor took her hands, kissed them, and said in a low
and trembling voice: " Do not cry, Anny. Don't cry, my
dear."
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IN THE MIDDLE of January a new lodger came to the board-
ing-house and she brought new joys and new sorrows with
her.

She came in on a cold, grey morning. A tall American
oldier came with her. Her blue, sparkling eyes her golden
hair, his gay smile, illuminated the way before them. She
wanted a room for hersdf, " as small and as chegp as
possble” While he went with Mother upgairs to look at
the room, Dima good in the hall, in mute adoration, his
eyes on the American soldier. Dima was worshipping this
tall, srong, wdl-groomed man. All previous objects of
Dima's adoration—Dog, the Professor, the old General with
maps—all mdted away in the presence of this young giant.
The ldier in uniform entered and won Dima's heart. A
real man. A masculine being.

Dima made sveral hestant seps and—or, miraclel—
the divine being in uniform said smply and in a friendly
tone

Hallo, boy!"

In that moment, when Dima's eyes flashed rapture and
devation, an underganding was etablished between the
two.

At lag Dima had found a human beng who could be his
ideal. He had been brought up among women. The few
men he happened to mingle with occadonally were ether a
bit drange, like the Professor  or embittered and joyless,
like Peter. Now he had found his man. And this sublime
human being began the conversation stricly to the point.

" Have you a gun?'

In one moment Dima’'s armaments were in the hall and
the newcomer, whose name was smply Harry, showed him

how to use them properly. Meanwhile Dima asked many
172
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eage quegions To Dima's aurprise there was no king in
America. The Americanshad a presdent and changed him
from timetotime. The presdent woreno crown, but could
lead wars. Any one could be the presdent, if only he wished
to very much. Even women were not exduded although
they were usually content only to be wives of presdents
The country was big—forty-eight pieces—and the people
there were gay. They also had cows and the cowboys that
Dima had ssn oncein the dnema a0 lived there. Children
ate ice cream and candies daily (incrediblel) and were al-
lowed to chew gum, thisnot being bad mannersin America.
Nobody ever dared to throw bombs on children in America.

" You s= | am a bit uneasy about bombs | have ssm
pictures: in Spain they put tabletswith numberson children
and then make a photo. People may afterwards recognize
the picture and know for sure under which number ther
child was killed."

" Godh, that's a shame!"

"lsit not?" Dima eagerly agreed. " Children cannct
fight back, they are never given bombs."

Upsairs the girl liked the room and the price. After a
short hestation she said that, before entering as a lodger,
e had to explain how she dood sodaly. She was
temporarily the wife of the American soldier downgairs
Yes, in China, among other wonders there exigs aso uch
a sodia ganding, almogt legalized in public opinion. Thee
temporary marriagesare verbal contractslaging two years.
Foreign soldiersin China, although forbidden tomarry, are
not forbidden to love, and many an occadond tieturns into
a real and profound devation. Very often, asin this cas
these temporary wives are Russans for Russan girls and
women in exile are exposad to all the perils of poverty and
protected by no one, if they have no protection in ther
families, or have no families at all. Some of them make
voluntarily, or areforced to make, that sodial Sanding their
professon. Some few marry ther firg temporary husband
and achieve a life of love and devotion Here comesin that
" myderious charm " of Russan woman that kept Mme,
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Klimova so aglow at the mere idea of being a Russian. Yet
this " charm " had none of the qualities Mme. Klimova
would covet. It resided in the smple and sincere heart, in
the capacity to fed deeply and act sdf-sacrificingly. In
modesty, also/ and in a humble awareness of one's own
dgects. These traits, encountered where only sdfishness
and flippancy were expected, sddom failed to produce a
profound impression.

Irina Gordova's story was short. She had met Harry.
Soldiers were not allowed to marry in the foreign countries.
They lived together without the blessing of religion and the
sanction or support of law. So far they had been happy.
Thefuture looked dark and menacing. The rumours spread
that the American army would soon be ordered to return
home.

When Mother heard that the visitor's name was Irina
Gordova she clagped her hands—Irina was the daughter of
a once much-beloved girl friend.

Far away, long ago, in Russia, theirs were two wonder -
ful estates near the town of Simbirsk—two big seats of
Russian nobility. With columns, with orchards, with lilac
gardens. Irina's mother loved the lilac, and about forty
different species of it grew in her garden and greenhouses.
The memory of her—tall, beautiful, proud—alwaysrose in
clouds of lilacr fragrance. That white Persian lilac in tiny
fluffy blossoms. And the heavy purple clusters, overladen
with scent. The delicate tenderness of the first; the passon-
ate density of the second.

For a fleeting moment the shabby room gave way, and
Mother saw hersdf dowly coming up the drive, between
two walls of lilac in bloom. There at the end of the alley,
hiding her face in the dewy branches of lilac, sood M ariana,
Irina's mother. And above an apolescent Russian sky
crowned her with light and glow.

Then the picture moved away, and a cheerless wintry
morning appeared in its place.

" Iral" said Mother inasuddenly husky voice. " Where
isMariana—I| mean, your mother?"
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" My mother?' cried Irina. " Youknew hea? Whoare
you?"

"1 was your neighbour at your esate near Smbirsk, and
your mother'sfriend."

" Auroral You are Aurora!”

This word gruck Mother's heart like a blow. Yes, e
had bemn given the surname Aurora because of her
triumphant beauty. It was it had been true. And she had
quite forgotten being Aurora once, for three seasns in her
brilliant youth before her marriage. " Aurora Boredlis "
some called her, for she seamed to be too proud and cold.
That had been part of her education—sdf-regraint, dignity,
doofnes Where, where was it all now? How completdy
gone and forgotten!

" Yes, | remember. | was called Aurorain my youth,"
she sad lifdedly. " But tell me about Mariana."

" Mother died in 1920."

" Oh, Ira, live heewith ud We shall be one family.
What a miradle that we happened to meet!"

But that was no mirade at all. The wave of Russan
emigrants towards the Eagt took for its main direction
Harbin, Tientsn, Shanghai.

And 0| r aentered the boar ding-house and at once became
amembe of the Family, loved by all and loving all of them.
The same evening she gave tea in her room to the Family
and the Chernovs, for they aso bdonged to the Family.
Iratold about her life in tragic smplicity. Only two had
been Ieft of ther, once large family—she and Aunt Ruth.
They fled from the Soviet and lived in Harbin. Ira only
dimly remembered her parents, their house and prosperous
life. She knew well poverty, fear, anxiety, exile, and again
and again poverty. Aunt Ruth gave musc lessons and their
daily bread had always been uncertain. Then Ruth died,
and Irawasleft all alonein the Far East. She had no pro-
fesson; all her education had been given to her by her aunt.
Thus Ira could gpeek four languages play the piano,
sng French romances and embroider in the syle of
" Richdieu." In China all this was nothing as a meansto
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earn ones living. Ira became a governess in a Chinese
family, moved with them to Peiping, and eventually met
Harry. After aninterval of two yearsshe had allowed her-
«f to go to the cinema, which proved momentous, for an
incendiary bomb was thrown into the theatre and in the
panic which followed | ra was dragged out by an American
soldier. And there shelay in his arms, fifteen minutes after,
clinging to him and unwilling to let him go. When at last she
lifted her head and opened her eyes and looked at Harry,
she recovered in a minute. She thanked him. He offered
to s her home. Her home was a Chinese home and that
gave Harry a shock. And under a low and starry sky,
before the gate crowned with two lions and a dragon; Ira
told him the story of her life. Now for about two yearsthey
had been happy, and Ira defiantly said that she refused to
congder hersdf degraded or depraved.

" And why should you fedl debased?" said the Professor.
" We all, Russians in emigration, depend on chance, on
luck, on hazard. We come to be adventurers. Welive, if
we manage to catch the srongest straw, and to keep adrift
and not drown. So let usenjoy thistea, this peaceful house,
this quiet hour. Let usforget about petty personal affairs.
Our minds must soar above them. We are not our bodies,
we are our souls. Let us leave our bodies to all their pains
and sorrows, to degradation, if necessary, to old age, to
ruin, to death. But keep our souls pure, our minds high |
Do not mix your soulsin your bodily adventures. Thereis
no parallel between the two. The eagle cannot keep pace
with thereptile. Enough, if he may throw some shadow of
his upon that serpent.”

Here Mme. Klimova tapped at the door and entered.
According to her own words, she was " afire” to make
acquaintance with the newcomer.

" | fed as if we all belong to one family. ' Russan
arigocracy in exile! Oh, how sad it sounds."

" Russan arigtocracy here? | do not se any," said
[rina coldly.



S

MOTHER AWOKE very early, at dawn, and lay quietly on
Granny'ssofa. She awoke on purpose, she looked forward
toit. Yesterday, deadly tired, she went to bed saying to
hersdf: / postpone it—to-morrow, early in the morning |
will think it over. What wasit? "Aurora. . . Aurora
Borealis." In the evening she had looked at hersdf in the
mirror for alongtime. Could one seethat she had been so
beautiful in the past? Could one? Were there any traces
of her beauty left? In colour? Oh, no, no! In expresson?
None. In the outline of her face? Yes, perhaps. If one
would look attentively, there remained the primary draft,
the basic shape of the bones which could give the idea.
Everything, when passing, leaves traces, but a woman's
beauty. Whither is it gone? Why? Yet this was not
Mother's preoccupation. The idea which made her shudder
yesterday was different. Beauty gone—let it go! What
would | do with it now? But suppose my inner self decays
also at the same time. Suppose my intellectual and moral
self is deteriorating with every passing day. What am |
now? There were timeswhen beauty, nobleness, high ideals,
made vibrate the consonant chords of my heart. Why not
now? Are there no more of those supreme things in the
world, or are there no more chords in my heart? All torn?
All broken? Why? Am | now living in a cold and dreary
world?. The world is the same, and | used to feel so warm,
so exultant in it. So thischangeisin me? Am | so subject
to the material side of existence that, physical privations
devastate my soul also? For years | did not have food
enough and ate food that | did not like—this dried my skin,
| see the consequence. But could it dry my lope of life, my
imagination, my sense of beauty? Why? Priest John eats
almost nothing, and he can even prophesy. Se lives on

177 M
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spiritual heights. Why not I? So the reason isin me, not
inmy life. Could be helped? Couldit? But she had been
too tired yesterday. She said to hersdf: / shall postpone it.
To-morrow | will awake two hours earlier and | will think
it over.

Thedim, sad twilight began to pour through thewindows,
and one by one the things of the room stepped forward: six
chairstied together, with Lida deeping on them; an exten-
sion dining table, with sdes hanging down, because of the
lack of space; the old, clumsy cupboard in the two lower
drawers of which lay all the linen of the Family.

/l'1 could only have a rest—lie in bed one week. Not to
move. Not to live this jerky life. Not to think about money,
or, better, about means of getting credit all the time, all the
time. Perhaps this anxiety about food, rent, coal, under-
lying all my existence—perhaps it is exactly what has dried
upmy soul.

Lidamoved, and all the six chairs gave a staccato squeak.
Now there was more light in the room, and the peculiar
details of things were revealed. The table was scratched.
Lida's toe pegped out of the coat with which she was
covered. The cupboard looked older. On the white door
Dima'sfingerprints werevisible.

Thesefingerprintsstarted a new course of ideas. One day
Mrs. Parrish, in that new polite and calm manner of hers,
had offered to adopt Dima and to take him to England.
Mother's first impulse was to be offended. Why? To give
the boy away—to take the boy—is he a thing? And she
declined the offer in a mogst amiable but cold manner. She
had even forgotten about the offer. Now, with Granny gone,
Dima spent almogt all theday with Mrs. Parrish. And look-
ing back over thisperiod of time Mother thought:

Is not this my fault? Should I not show more affection
to my children? Laugh more, express more of interest or
approbation? Could | not remember the jokes we had in

my childhood and tell them? | must change. 1 must make
my self over.
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Yet shefdt too tired to think more. Jud to lie caimly.
Hours, days, weks*

At this moment she heard voices at the gate of the back
yard. One masculine voice was calling Khan. The voice
was drange It sounded excited. Some low murmuring
voices made a chorus

/ won't get up. Whatever is happening, | won't, thought
mother.

She heard Khan's angry voice. Then his asounded Ex-
clamation. Then his hagsty geps

/ won't get up. Whatever is happening, | won't, thought
Mother. .

Suddenly a sharp, thin sound cut theair. 1t wasKhan's
voice. The cry was abrupt, but terrible. There was a
moment of upenss, and low murmuring voices began the
refrain of the chorus

In one movement Mother was on he fegt. Hagtily she
dresssd and wokeL ida.

" lida, put on your dressng gown and wake Peter. |
think something has happened to Khan."

Lida was amiling deepily.

" Something happened to Khan?"  She evidently could
not grasp the meaning of thewords, and yawned: " Well,
something happened to him!™

But Mother wasin the back yard. On the geps of the
kitchen was gtting an old Chinesewoman dad in rags Her
dishevdled head, with a bald spot on the crown, was un-
covered. Dry grey meshes of hair hung down thewrinkled,
dirty face On he kness sat a boy. He was frightened.
Some kind of eye dissase made him look quite miserable.

That was all that remained of Khan's big family which
had been living in the country.

K han was ganding before the old woman and bowed in
themod resgned and pitiful way. Shewastelling him about
the disagter; her voice was expressonless as if e were
saying something which she had known long ago by heart
and had becomefired of it. A group of Chineedood at a
digance
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When Mather knew what had happened, her firs feding
Wasthat of despair:

Oh, God, shethought, istherenoendto all this? | am
tired. | have no time to think about my soul. No, | do not
think that | can help. | shall goin andliein bed. | am®
tired.

But hajf-way in shestopped. Shegood till for a moment.
When she turned she was another woman. The tiredness
wasgone A light wasin her eyes

" Now, Khan, ak theold lady in. Give them food. If
the old lady consents better bring her into the house, into
the empty room. Y ou nead not work to-day, Khan. Take
careof your mother."

She fdt ease now, as if her tendon had found isue in
the activity. Something mug be done about the boy's eyes
She had to ak Peter. There were free hogpitals in the town,
perhaps.

In half an hour Khan's misery became known among his
countrymen, and a pilgrimage of anxious men began to drop
in to s&hismother and to ak her about their own families
They were codies srvants rickshaw men—all working
people, earning their living in the town, while their families
tilled fidds in their native province. They could not get
much of good chexr from the old lady. Shetold them that
the Japanexe attacked the village, burnt the houses killed
the people. Only the very old and very young were pared.
She and the boy, her grandson, were st free. They moved
dowly towards Tientsin, for when the Chinesetroops retreat
they usually take the railways to pieces and carry them
away. Theold lady was extremdy exhauded, yet ere-
fusad the invitation into the house and lay in a small lump
on abed inthepantry. Theboy lay at her 3de and whim-
pered. Hiseyes gave him much pain.

Peter said that there were two places at Tientsn where
the poor Chinese could appeal for medical hep in case of
gye dissez the American Red Cross and the Mehodig
Optical Hospital/

In general the Chinexe "population in towns were accus:
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tomed to foreign medicine and appreciated it. Therefore,
it was not difficult to gt Khan's consent to take his son to
a hospital.

" Youwill gowith him, Khan. Then somebody dse must
help you. | cannot leave thehouse. We'd better ak Anna
Petrovna."

They could get the doctor's help only on the third day.
All 6i them returned from the hospital quite contented. The
illness was not dangerous. Thefirst aid helped so much that
the boy was not whimpering any longer. Hewasdeepy and
quiet. Khan felt better. Anna Petrovna's face was radiant.

" It gave me such joy to see how kindly and with what
attention they treated the child," she was saying at their
eveningtea. " The patients haveto pay a copper coin each
—well, thisis almogt nothing even for the poorest—and they
have the best possble treatment by the best specialigs in
the country. If you could only see those crowds afflicted
with eye diseases. What misery! And then this efficient
and competent treatment. The cleanliness in the hospital.
Thekind and cheerful manner in which the patientsare met.
And all thiskind and noblework going on at the same time
and almost in the same place where the war develops all its
terrors. | wassotouched seeing that charity still exigts, and
in the same name, in the name of Christ."

Mother listened to her and smiled. They were sitting in
the Chernovs room. Suddenly the bell rang. Mother went
downgtairs to open the door. It was Peter. His face was
mor e stony than usual and some new lines of suffering were
carved on it. Peter never had his own separate room to
which to bring his pain and shut the door upon it. So he
sat at thetableintheir only room. Mother approached him*
and put her hand on his shoulder.

" Peter, what happened?"

"Oh," he said, "I have been to the meeting at the
Russian Emigrants Bureau. It all went under the super-
vision of two Japanesxe officers and the question of a dose
collaboration of the Russian emigrants with Japan was
openly discussed—serving in their armies, fighting againgt
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China—that is, againg the country which shetered its.
Japan, from her side, promised—through those two officers
—to help the Russian monarchists after the conquest of
China, to restore the old regime. | could not ress my im-
pulse, | said that I, personally, refused to enter my country
supported by Japanese guns. | had not time to conclude my
speech, there was such indignation, such a burst of cries
4nd threats—yet some were on my sde. | rose to go. At
that moment one of the Japanese officers came to me and
dapped me in the face with his hand!"

" Oh, Peter!" cried Mother. " Oh, Peter! What had
you done to him?"

" Nothing."

" Nothing." Incredulity, then indignation, was ex-
presed in her eyes. " Nothing? You had to kill him on
the spot? Y ou bdongto a noble family. We may bekilled,
but not beaten ! Better to diewith dignity than to live with-
out it." And suddenly, somewhere on the other plane of
her thinking, ran quickly: This means that Dima must go
to England.

"Aunty," said Peter, " it was not the lack of courage.
It was because | thought of the Family. Had | killed him,
that would have been my end. But you? It would involve
all of you in suspicion and persecution. You are all alone
here."

Then Mother cameto her snses and wondered at her own
outburst.

" Am | not ridiculous? After all these years of humilia-
tion | am speaking in this militant tone! | am ashamed,
Peter! Instead of calming you. .. Now, Peter, let us speak
no more about it. You must havearest. Don't think about
all that Have your tea. Sleep."

And tenderly she kissed his forehead. When her eyes
were near his face she noticed the darkened spot on one sde
of it—the spat left by the heavy Japanese hand.

" Peter," <he whispered, " be careful! With these
Japanese lodgers in the house. And then Mme. Klimova
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is the president of the Russian Emigrants Women's
Society."

She could not undress hersdf, so heavy was her heart.
And there she stood bent for several moments, and again
some voice was saying within her: This means that Dima
must go to England.

| cannot, | must not make hasty decisions, Mother thought
when going to bed. / am too tired. My mind is not clear.
I must wake up early in the morning to-morrow and think
it all over.



6

THIS AT LAST, was something like a quiet day 1 The house
was so slent! It seemed emptier and bigger. Mother
finished the dusting and, although tired, she felt somehow
relieved by the tranquillity and illness. How good to be
alone for a while! Nobody to take care of, nothing to attend
to—the repose of itl  Sowly she went downstairs musing
about what todowith that richness—silenceand rest 1

/ will sit quietly here in the room, at the window. | will
look at those two trees—Granny liked to rest there. And
I will think it all over. Peter haslost hisjob. This week is
thelast.

Suddenly she felt very hungry. She decided to have a
cup of hot tea—to banish that gnawing dullnessin her body.
What a pleasure it would be sitting alone and drinking tea,
all alone; for Mother never had time even for quiet eating.
She ate occasionally, on the move: she had logt the habit
of eating properly.

While preparing teafor hersdf shewondered whereall the
people could be. Mrs. Parrish had gonewith Dima. They
went away in a taxi, for she planned on buying thirigs for
her voyage. Mother could not resist the pleain Dima's eyes,
when the taxi stopped at their door. Dog went with them.
Iraand Lidawent tothe Japanese Concesson. |raplanned
to buy some knitting wool to make a sweater for Harry.
The Chernovs also went somewhere, he in haste, murmur-
ing something angrily, and sherunning after him, all anxiety
and solicitude. Mme. Klimova, pompous and noisy, left
the house to presde at a meeting of the utmost historical
importance. Well, everybody was somewhere.

Thetea Wasready. Shetook her cup and thought:

[ will drink it, warm myself, and then think it all over
slowly, quietly.

184
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And againthe unusua sllence of the house struck her now
as something frightening. Was there something menacing
intheair? She poured another cup and the sounds of pour-
ing water seamed so thin and small, asif afraid to break the
dlence. She sat, now unessy, listening to the slence.
Suddenly she was on her guard. A distant, amost
imperceptible movement was going on somewhere in the
house. It was afaint sound of stirring, far and near at the
same time. Yes—as if somebody hid himsdf, and, on his
guard aso, was listening in ambush—Iistening to the sounds
produced by Mother's movements. Mother clearly and in-
stantly felt sure that someone was listening to her.

Mother's heart began to beat slowly, with rare and heavy
thuds. The fact that it was a bright day and that there was
no visible reason for fright made her even more terrified.
Se fet asif some current were coming from a spot in the
house, pushing her away, away.

Slowly, cautioudly, a door was being opened somewhere
in the house. It stopped—again the same low sound of an
opened door. Silenceagain. A halt—amoment of sugpense
—astandstill.

And suddenly sounds brought life back to the house.
Slowly and cautioudly, but now steadily and with decision,
the door was closed and soft seps were nearing the hall
where Mother was sitting—the door opened and afigureslid
into the hail. A Chinaman, clad as a poor coolie, bent under
theweight of abalewrapped in dirty canvas, was stealthily,
not coming, but gliding noisdesdy across the hall, away,
towards the corridor, across it—into the back yard, then
away, into the back streest—disappearing there.  Whether
he saw Mother or not, he made no sign of it. Hejust slid
away, out of her view.

There was something unreal in the sudden gppearance
and disgppearance of that silent bent figure. Mother was
trembling. Who was he? Where was he hiding? How
could he have entered the house ? What had he carried away
inthat bundle?

Thiswasan unknown man—and yet there had been some-
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thing familiar in that Chinese face and figure. Where had
ghe seen him before? Or had she seen him before at all?

And then suddenly Mother was all shaken: It was Mr.
Sung! Never beforehad she seen himin Chinesecdothesand
without his spectacles. But why? Whither was he going so
unusually clad with that bundle? Why did not he, always
so amiable, even look at her?

Then the reason dawned upon Mother. Hastily shewent
to Mr. Sung's apartment and flung the door open. The
rooms were empty. But how completely empty were those
two rooms!  Not a thing which belonged toMr Sung! Bare
walls and bare furniture! The rooms usually so full of
books and papers and maps, and plans—for he was an
engineer, a professor.  And rolls and rolls of manuscripts.
All gone.

Suddenly there was a hasty and imperative ring at the
front door, and at the same time some one entered the house
from the back door, which was not locked. The bell rang
and rang. The hasty geps were nearing. Mother closed
thedoor of Mr. Sung's apartment and rushed totheentrance.
Hardly had she opened the door when two of her Japanese
lodgers ran in, pushing Mother away. Two others stood
behind; and the fifth Japanese gentleman, hardly recog-
nizable with a black bandage across his eyes, sood barring
the exit. Thefirst two rushed to Mr. Sung's apartment.
Instantly they emerged and climbed upstairs. She heard
them rushing toward the attic—and she had never known
that the door to the attic could be opened! They cried out
something, and the other two Japanese ran out of the house
into the back street. Thefifth gentleman with the bandaged
eye sat quietly on the chair and looked at Mother. He was
now neither bowing nor smiling. He did not even deign to
say a greeting. He began to question her. But thiswas on
the English Concession. She was not obliged to answer him.
So shesaid that he, who had been living here, and hisfriends
must know everything about the house and its inhabitants
better than she did, and”she had nothing to add. For her
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situation was clean-cut by now: Mr Sung had escaped.
The Japanese gentlemen were spies.

Just at this moment Khan entered the hall. It ssemed
that he was ddighted to meet the Japanese gentlemen.
Instantly they assaulted him with their quegtions, and he
answered with the utmost readiness. Yes, he had some
information to give. He was but a poor servant, but glad
to beuseful. Yes, Mr. Sungwent away. Just to-day. Yes,
he went to Peiping to visit his female cousin; for, you s,
she most happily gave birth to a male-child. Yes, a nephew
had been born to Mr. Sung. Mr. Sung wanted to celebrate
the coming New Y ear among his cousin's family. Will he
come back? Sure, hewill be back! right after the New Y ear
celebration. The address? Yes, he had the address, that
is the address of the hotel where M r. Sung planned to stay.
Things? What things? Yes, he had to take some eatables
for the New Year's celebration, and, perhaps, some cloth-
ing. Mr. Sung's other things? Sent away. Yesterday in
the evening a car brought some boxes in for Mrs. Parrish,
and Mr. Sung thought it wise to hire the same car, snce it
stood empty at their door; and the English lady had no
objection. Where were those things taken? That he did
not know, for he did not go with the car. What was sent
inthecar? Mostly books. In what lapguage? Khan was
aureit wasChinese. What about? Oh, Khan wasahumble
and almogt illiterate man, he never touched one of them.
Would Mr. Sung come back? Surely, for, you* sse Mr.
Sung liked this place and this town. Only after the New
Year's celebration. Where had he—Khan—been? Sent
by Mr. Sung to buy some tea of the best quality and give it
asa present to the landlady, asatoken of Mr. Sung'sgrati-
tudefor her attention. Seen loiteringin the neighbourhood?
This was possible—there are always things to discuss among
the neighbours. What about? Mostly the coming New
Year's celebration. The parcel of really excellent tea was
examined and then given to Mother. It bore a red con-
gratulation card.

The same afternoon the Japanese lodgers left the house,
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and that made two more roomsto let in the future. All the
evening was spent in the discusson of the event. They
spoke in English and in low voices, let Mme: Klimova
should hear or understand. For she was on the Japanese
sde in all this. The Professor was thunderstruck by the
idea that he, so clear-sighted, never guessed that Mr. Sung
was a prominent Chinese Leader, that he was spied upon by
the Japanese, and that he spied upon them too. That holes
had been bored in the attic floor which gave a view on the
proceedings in the room of the Japanese gentlemen; that
Mr. Sung's documents were of the greatest importance—the
paperswith which Mr. Sung was always surrounded. Now,'
when the situation was cleared, the old Professor interpreted
it with gusto.

" He could not find a better place than this house. First
it was in the English Concesson. Second, an inconspicuous
boarding-house with a congtant flow of people, moving in
and out; Alwaysin view, Mr. Sung could not be quietly
kidnapped from his rooms. Well, he was coming to live
here; but why did he never give a hint tome? And | was
always so open and sincere with him—about my plans."

" If only heisnot caught," said Lida, all trembling. "' He
would bekilled then."

" | hope he will get away safely," said Mother. Peter
was dlent.

Suddenly Mme. Klimova tapped into the room on her
high heds.

"My gobdnesd What a successful meeting we had
to-day. All is decided. At last! Japan will help us to
restore monar chy, and we will give Siberia to Japan!"

"Who decided that?" asked the Professor.

"We. The ladies of the Russan Emigrants Society.
Under my presidency.”

" Do you nat think that you are too generous, giving such
pieces of our country at the start?" asked the Professor
hotly.

" Itisnot much, if they will restoretheold regimefor us."

" | do not se what you, personally, win by restoring the
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old regime" said the Professor. " Are you not better off
asyou are?"

"What? What?" gagped Mme Klimova, and e
could not continue.  All frappee with indignation, she Ieft
theroom.



7

THE NEXT DAY was a busy day for the Chernovs.

The Professor received a letter from Europe which
evidently had been opened and censored by the Japanese
officials at the pogt office. Although the letter had no import-
ance, the fact upset him.

Immediately he went to the British Consulate to draw
their attention tothisviolation of English laws on their own
concession.  He was received by one of the Vice-Consuls.

When, in a speech full of dogquence and indignation, he
exposed the purpose of his visit, the Vice-Consul answered
calmly that he, personally, did not believe that the mail
could bethusinterfered with, and all such talk he consdered
as empty gossp.

" Sir," said the Professor, rising, " sr, unfortunately
| have not brought the envelope with me—you see | have
been accusomed to move among gentlenen who believe
each other—I shall send you the envelope to-day. But, sir |
To betold in an official place by an official person that my
words are not true—oh, sir, | wasnot sure of finding pro-
tection here, but | was sure of meeting with civility. |
thought that before being nominated a Vice-Consul you had
pased the usual examination in courtesy, that you treated
politely the vigtors in this office. Pardon me this, sir, |
am old enough to be your father, and that is the reason why
| must excuse you. | am going, sir, but before | go let me
express to you my sncere wish: may you never be in my
position.”

And he left the Consulate. He reached home in a gate
of utter agitation. In the hall he found Irina and Mme.
Klimova, and told them about hisvisit.

" Well," said Mme. Klimova, " | do not see why you
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are so full of indignation. The Vice-Consul did not actually
call you a liar."

" It would be better if he had." And the Professor was
aflame again. " If hedid. | could think that hewas a rude
man, or a stupid one—and dismiss the event from my
memory. 'But this polite and careful wording of the insult
shows that he was an educated man. He just did not wish
to condescend to a Russian, whoever that Russian might be.
We simply do not count in their world. Oh, the old times,
the Middle Ages, were better than this. In the darkest days
of the Middle Ages, a man of stience—be he an Arab, a
German, a Jew—could freely go to his learned brother. He
would knock at the door and say who he was. The door
would be opened. He would enter and say ' Argutamus,
and as equal to equal they would discuss their problems;
for no race or social rank could separate intelligent human
beings."

" But,” Mme. Klimova interrupted him, " he did not
actually throw you out of his door."

Here Irina took the Professor's arm and led him to his
room.

Once at his writing table, he wrote a letter:

DEAR SIR:

In reference to the audience you have kindly given
me to-day, | am sending you the envelope bearing the
unmistakable signs of being opened by censor. | hope
you will not resent this my persstence, for it happens
sometimes that those who have lost the protection of
their Government are not indifferent to losing their
dignity in addition.

He put the envelope and this letter in the hands of Anna
Petrovna, and told her to go immediately to the British
Consulate.

Thither she went, but on the seps of the building she
lingered. Oh, how high are those daircases of other peopl€s
houses, if you enter them as a suppliant; how thick the
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walls, how cold the gregtings.  She hestated. She looked
round, she looked at the envdope. Why try again? It is
o rare, that miracle of human kindness and under sanding.

Suddenly she fdt tired. Tired of cimbing the geps of
opening the doors, of asking politedy whether she might
enter, of amiling, smiling, smiling. And dowly shetorethe
letter aoross and threw the pieces away. The wind rolled
them down Victoria Stregt.  She sood there, on the Seps
wondering at what she had done  Was she not yet accus
tomed to being jostled and dighted and shubbed by those
who were gronger and happier, or both—also by those who
were richer, healthier, luckier—by Rusdans by foreigners
by whites, by ydlows? By those who had a visble superi-
ority over her and by those who had nat? This was only
oncemore. Let those geps be high, let those walls be srong
and cold—let them be.  She had no grength to fight them.
She and her husband—they were almog finished now.

Tears began to overflov her worn and pathetic face
Tears of weakness, she could not hold them back. Oh, the
bitterness of ther homdes exigenced Unwanted gueds
everywhere.

Blind with tears, she went sraight ahead and came tothe
English Park. She sat on a bench. She was wesping sound-
ledy, all trembling with cold.

"Don't cry—please” said a tender little voice A
beauty, no more than five years old, clad in blue, was
ganding before Anna Petrovna. With a small hand in a
tiny blueglovethegirl tried to wipethetearsaway.

"Don't cry,” <e repested. "They want you to
behave ?' And the child gave dgns of sarting to weep her-
«f, for company.

" 1 will not, | will not," said Anna Petrovna hagtily, and
amiled.

After all she was offered sympathy and compasson. It
was given gpoontaneoudy by this child. But in ten years
timethis girl would never repeat that action. She would
bloom into a wel-poised, wel-mannered girl. She would
never moresop beforealondy and shabby woman weeping



THE FAMILY 193

on a bench in the park. She would, perhaps, give such a
phenomenon a fleeting glance and dismiss the sympathy
with the supposition that the woman might be drunk or a
criminal, or both. Ladies never weep on park benches
She would go the easest way of dealing with human suffer-
ing, that of supposing that the sufferers deserved their
destiny. The child would lose, forever, the wonderful gift
of afree sincerity and compassion. That is to say, the child
would become well-educated.

Anna Petrovna kissed the blue glove, rose and went home.
There, on the steps, she remembered that she had not ful-
filled the errand of her.husband. Thiswas the first time she
had faled him.

In the hall were only Harry and Dima.

/ shall rest here for a while, thought Anna Petrovna. /
must think how to explain my behaviour. He may be
annoyed,

Dima, meanwhile, was telling Harry about Russa and
the Russian Revolution.

" It was a big country. There were rich and poor. The
rich had their Tsars. Every Tsar bore his son in order that
there might be no end of them. Then the poor got angry
and boretheir Lenin. They took everything from the rich
and gave it to the poor. So the poor became rich and the
rich became poor—understand? "

" Sure! " said Harry gaily. " But what is commun-
ism'? "

" That Stalin made."

" And where did they get Stalin? "

For a moment Dima was stalled. " | think Lenin bore
him," he said at last brightly. " Instead of a son, you
know. And communism islike that: no one has anything."

This chatter refreshed Anna Petrovna, and e found
strength to go to her room. When she saw her husband-
pale and haggard — she burst into weeping again. She
could not repress her tears.

"The Professor looked at her with blank eyes. Then
suddenly tenderness lit his face.

N
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" Annyl Wesping? Why? Are yon not happy? "
And ganding in the twiddle of the room he said: —

Tearsof humanity! Oh, tearsof humanity
Early at dawn, late in the night

Numberless, countless, shedin thedarkness
Shedinthesilence.. ..

He never asked Anna Petrovna about the letter. He had
quite forgotten it.



Miss PINK was " doing slums." According to schedule:
on Tuesdays from 10 to 12 p'clock.

Miss Pink was a Christian by religion and an " active
kind woman " by professon. She was also many other
things, and a member of all the benevolent societies worth
mentioning. As a social type, she was a born reformer;
she just could not stand a vice in others. Like all great
reformers, she was quite alone in this huge over-populated
world.

One could easily compare Miss Pink to a quail hunter.
Here he is sitting on the grass, so tranquil, so benignant
with hisreed pipe, which serves as a lurefor his game; for
those small quails, with their good flesh and passion for
music deep in their hearts, hear the appealing sounds of the
reed pipe. They lag, they hesitate, they approach—they
are fascinated. For afleeting moment they and their hunter
are one hymn of purejoy. Yet he the hunter, is sharply
watching, and how cunningly, how shrewdly watching, if
only out of the corner of his eye, for the most credulous
quail, the mogt arduous lover of harmony in the flock; for
precisaly this bird would be the catch for his supper.

For thisbird, Miss Pink cameto Number 11, a boarding-
house.

She was an expert in dnless exisence, having never
broken any Commandment, having neyer done a thing on
which she could not pride hersdf. Faultless behaviour had
become her natural state. Not only her soul, but all her
person, even her clothes, even the air she breathed—all
was clean, and respectable and edifying, the product of a
righteous life.

But let us begin with her shoes. Long ago and far behind
are the times of barefooted preachers, the times of prophets
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wearing rags, of homeess ascetics, covered with sweat and
dust. Miss Pink wore brown walking shoes But thisisa
poor definition. They werenot a pair you could buy ready-
made. They were the real thing. Genuine. From
London, England. Comfortable. Of an excdlent quality,
asto the leather; of a quiet tint, asto the colour. Big, nice,
noble, modest. Rather low-heded. They were a thing of
race, of rank, with an historical background, the product
of the systematical development of the shoe-making
industry. Money was not enough to buy them; one would
also need a cultivated snse of on€'s own bodily comfort.
It is difficult to give an adequate eulogy to those walking
shoes especially for the people who never wore them. |t
is not very easy to buy them. Your attempt would be in
vain if you did not belong to Miss Pink's dass Try to
enter an English sore where they are sold. The duchess
behind the counter would be annoyed if you were not the
" right kind " of cusomer or if she smply did not
" fancy " you. With a dedicate movement of a delicate
hand die would wave you to somebody €se, or even wave
you away. But if Miss Pink should ask for a pair, the
duchess, all eagerness, would instantly turn into a first-class
chambermaid. Understand the difference?

Thus perfectly shod Miss Pink approached Number 1l
with her decisve pace. But why not look at Miss Pink's
person as a whole?

All—her gockings, skirt, her fur coat, felt hat, leather
gloves, all were in harmony with her shoes.  All—brown,
dignified, at peace and accord with each other and their
bearer. There is no need to mention that all were clean.
As clean they were as her past, her present, and certainly
her future. The' idea of dirt was incongruous with Miss
Pink's person. Her things were always perfectly washed,
ironed, brushed by yellow hands, all by that cheap Chinese
labour which isvery handy to reformers living there, giving
them enough leisure to epouse any cause or vocation.

On the seps of Number 11 Miss Pink opened her handbag
(brown leather), took out a card with the name and address,
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looked at it, then put it back, rang the bell, and asked for
Irina Gordova.

When Ira opened the door of her room Miss Pink intro-
duced hersdf and was invited to come in. She was much
relieved to hear how good Ira's English was, for Miss Pink
hated misunder standings.

Being asked to st down, Miss Pink took a chair, and for
a while they sat silently. Ira wondered who this visitor
could be, and why her face was so grave.

At last Miss Pink looked at Ira with a kind of mild
reproach and said with a sigh:

" Miss Gordova, you arelivingin sin."

Ira did not grasp the meaning of this remark. She
decided to take it humorously and answered:

" I think we all do that."

Although almost imperceptibly, a shudder went through
Miss Pink's person.

" Miss Gordova, you are living in sin. You are losng
your soul for eternity. Let mehelp you. Let me lead you
out of the peril."

AsMissPink went on with her speech, | r abegan to under -
stand the meaning of what was happening to her. She was
afallen woman. Her visitor was some kind of social worker
or a missionary.

A wave of hot blood rushed over the whole of her body,
as if a hot shower sprang from her heart and washed her.

Oh, shame! Oh, the base shame! So thisis now my
social standing. Indignation, hatred, rosein her. Sowhile
| thought | was alone in the world with my problems, some-
where those ladies spied on me, found out my name, my
address.

She began to tremble. What right has she to come to
me? Where was she when | needed somebody's support?
Y et she could not say a word.

Miss Pink, looking into the girl's hot face, seeing her
trembling, was ready totrumpet the victory. Methodically
and logically sheput beforel rinaall the proofs of her shame,
of the dangers she was exposed to, of the baseness of her life.
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But Irina was not ligening to her.  Thoughts whirled in
her head.

Yout shethought. You! My happy sister. You know
nothing of despair, poverty, themisery of existence. You?
Prosperous, protected with your social standingand money.
| hate you with your pure but cold heart! Oh, that cold
voice. | hateyoul!

Miss Pink, hearing no objections hurried to srike while
theiron was hot. Shetook a Bible from her handbag, and
in fev words made evident what a shamdess snner Irina
was

At lag Ira recovered some of her grength and decided

to fight.
" Thank you, Miss Pink, it isreally very kind of you to
be =0 interesed in my life," e said. " | never thought

before, but now, after you have said it to me, | se that
really/amlivingin sin. But my man " —sheussd theword
" man" intentionally—" isleaving oon. | am willing to
be saved—and take as an ideal your pure and comfortable
life" Shewas aure that Miss Bink would be offended at the
irony of her words But Miss Pink was extremely unimagin-
ative. She had no snse of humour. There was no joke in
the World which could make Miss Pink smile.

" | am ashamed of mysdf—and | am ready to be saved
by you. If you can give me a job—an hones job, certainly
—I giveyou my word to be reformed,” said Irina.

MissPink didiked her remark.

" 1 do not believe in giving things" <he said coldly.

" Then what have you to offer me? "

Patiently Miss Pink explained that e was offering a
siritual hep and advice. She would not commerdialise the
affair of a soul's salvation. She expected to medt a dis
interested volition on Ira's 9de She could offer only her
Spiritual guidance her mesege and he prayers

In order to put an end to this humiliating and painful
mesting, I rinaarcseand said that for the present shethanked
MissPink ever somuch, and that shewould think it all over.
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She was glad Miss Pink had given her that fuller view of
her shameful life.

Solemnly Miss Pink arose and, after some additional
admonition, departed.

Left alone, Irina looked around with widely opened eyes.
This small room, the few pieces of furniture — oh, the
poverty! Oh, the ugliness of her'lifel She was happy
here, but some people could not let one alone. They would
come with their daggers and poison, and would not leave
off until they had ruined the pitiful illuson of paradise,
Suddenly, with no previous sgns or preparation, she burst
into loud, desperate sobbing. She thrust her head againgt
thewall, and with hot tears she tried to overcome her moral
suffering by the physical pain.

Attracted by those sounds, Mme. Klimova dipped into
theroom. Hardly onthe threshold she took in the situation*

A woman in afit of tearsl Accordingto Mme, Klimova,
the unique cause of any feminine chagrin could be only
aman. Onceon the spot of the calamity, she started a front
attack.

" Oh, dear! Oh, darlingt It happens—for men won't
marry.

Thus speaking she busily poured water into a glass, held
Irina's shoulders, and tried to make her drink.

And | thought she had an aristocratic upbringing, she
thought. Oh, no! Crying like a peasant girl at a funeral
So even | do not know an aristocrat when | see one. But
Mme. Klimova never halted at blunders, if they were hers.

Aloud she was saying:

" We women, we must be shrewd—don't be unhappy—
don't cry in this way—it spoils the eydlashes—they fall out
—and the eyes, dear, the eyes become a shade paler.'*

She took a towel, poured some cold water on it, and put
it around Irina's forehead. Then she made Irina recline
on the sofa, sat beside her, and continued:

" Listen, darling—with your charm—uwell, let him go—
you will be better appreciated by another one; for you see
deared, in love one always gains by the experience."
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She busily took off Irina’s dippers, covered her with her
coat, again sat besde her, and continued:

" Take my advice: go to Shanghai. - This town is too
small for a good career. Shangha | No better town for
uccess War is going on there, but there is no time better
for the haphazard marriage than wartimes.. All in heste—
no one looks desp into the future and things. In Shangha,
witty all those foreign people around — you, with your
charm—military' officers, travellers, newspapermen—al
going to and fro, doing practically nothing. Oneisnever s
much inclined to risks in love as in days of uncertainty and
troubles. Believe me, in Shanghai they really marry any-
one on sight whether they have permisson or not—and a
marriage remains a marriage—and again, in Shangha there
IS o much money."

Littleby little coming to hersdlf, I rinaheard:

" But, child, if men do lose their heads, women never
do. We are on our guard. In Shangha an English or
American soldier pays to his sweetheart from 60 to 150
dollars per month. Think of this! Take one! The French are
worse—jedous, dways suspecting, and they cheat for
money."

While Mme. Kliniovawasthus speaking, Irinathought:

/ must slap her face! | must spit on her! | will push her
on the floor and beat her, and trample her body.

But dhe did nothing of the kind, for a torpor was taking
posesson of her. As fascinated she heard:

" Civilian Frenchmen are worse, too exacting as to the
style in awoman, yet they often marry in China—even the
rich onesmarry any one, if Seis up totheir fancy. Now |
don't know what has happened to the Germans.  They used
to be such jolly company, lots of them. Now they keep to
themsaves. Nowadays itis dmost impossiblefor a Russian
girl to marry a German, however great her charm.  Italians
are too poor, and you would aways risk having a dagger
thrust into your back, not money iayour pocket. Japanese
—that never | They cannot gppreciate a charming woman.
As to Chinesae—athough some of them are fabuloudly rich,
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better never try. Afterward agirl ismarked and her career
spoiled. Certainly; they marry, but soon they get tired of a
girl, and then send her into the country, to some awful
village; they would say, to pay a visit to the tombs of their
ancestors. And the girl never comes back. Some say she
ispoisoned by hisfamily.

Mme. Klimova shuddered at the picture she displayed,
and then began the convincing part of the advice:

" No, child, you take my advice: keep to the English
people, keep on the right sde of civilisation and culture.
Their invincible pounds! Even American dollars cannot
be compared tothem. Have you ever seen apound in gold?
| never have. And look at the rates on the stock exchange!
Oh, my dear, with an English soldier at your sde you would
fed like a duchess”

No, thought Irina. /cannot spit on her—/ must not. She
means to be helpful to me. This dirt is pouring out of a
pure source of pity. She has nothing to give, except this.
In her way she is doing the same as Miss Pink was trying
to do, to help, to save me. Only they approach me from
differentangles.

" Dearest,” said Mme. Klimova, aflame with her own
wisdom, " if you want a serious man always take an Anglo-
Saxon. At once you acquire sdf-repect in your own eyes*
Y ou would get this from him, for sdf-respect is contagious.
And Anglo-Saxons always have plenty of sdf-respect—
even the worst of them could not help havingit."

Isthis all her first-hand experience? thought Irina. Will
it be my experience also? Could one false step lead so far?

And again she began to sob, not so loudly and desperately
asbefore, but with anew bitterness; and M me. Klimovafelt
obliged to pogtpone further enlightenment on the possibili-
ties of the life of a girl with plenty of charm, and to busy
hersdf with the nursing of Irina.
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PASSPORTS, which were taken and given as a matter of fact
to any citizen by on€'s native country, became the constant
preoccupation in the life of Russian emigrants. In China
pasports were given to them on the bass of their Russian
documents and had to be revised and extended every year.
When the Japanese had taken Tientsin this governmental
function wasgiven tothe Bur eau of Russian Emigrants, under
the strict observance of the Japanese officials. Emigrants
had always had to pay for every extenson of their docu-
ments; and the fee wasthe samefor every one among them.

Now the pasyport busness became a fantastic affair at
Tientsin. Passports might be given and they might not. The
fee for one varied, Sometimes being higher than the value
of all the property of those from whom money was asked.
Thecondition on the basis of which a Russian emigrant could
be given his passport was his loyalty to Japan.

In the first six months of this regime about two hundred
Russian emigrants without passports trod the stregts of the
town. The only places where they could reside were the
English and French Concessons where passports were not
required from the resdents. In any other part of Tientsin
they would be arrested by the Japanese poalice.

What isa man without a pasgport? He cannot livein the
country and he cannot leaveit. There are two doors open
tohim: either death or prison.

Peter was refused the extenson of his passport and no
longer had legal documents by which hewould be permitted
to live in any part of the world. He became as if non-
existent. Nobody's subject, the citizen of no country. He
had also no work and could have no hope of finding any.
Day by day for hours he walked along the dreets of the

two concessons, and the rest of the time he sat alone in one
202
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of the empty rooms. Mother knew that he was looking for
a solution.

Oncein themorninghe said toMother:

' | am going to the Soviet Russian Consulate to start my
request for Soviet citizenship."

Mother quietly sat in her chair and, mationless and slent,
shelooked at Peter, Her eyeswereround with bewilder ment,

" Condder it, Aunty. Without a passport | will never be
ableto get work. | would never be able to leave the borders
of these two concessons. In case the concessons should be
abolished | should go to prison. There isno prospect of a
normal life. | donot want tobe passve. | will try to fight
my life through. | am Russian. Russia cannot disown me.
| cannot be a. communist. But in the whole of one hundred
and sixty million of Russian population the Communist Party
conddgs of only one million four hundred thousand. | will
belong to the rest who are not communigts, yet live in their
country."

" Peter," said Mother, " you areagrown man. Itisyour
life. | cannot adviseyou. | will pray for you, and God will
lead you in the right way."

After the Japanese invasion the U.S.S.R. Consulate was
located in the English Concession.” When Peter approached
the building he saw two Russans of the Emigrant Bureau
standing on the seps of the entrance and holding cameras
ready. They made photosof all who entered the Soviet Con-
sulate. Those, snapshots wer e given to the Japanese officials
and thus a record was kept of all who had any connection
with the Soviet officials.

Peter was photographed by the men with whom only a
few days ago he had sat at the meeting in the Bureau which
had proved so disastrous for him. Now an abyss divided
them.

With great difficulty he managed to be received by the
Consul himsdf. He was a man neither good nor bad, not
very clever and far tooweak for the responsbilitieslaid upon
him. In addition, tie constantly suffered from liver com-
plaint and the climate of China only aggravated hiscondition.
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Mournfully he listened to Peter, keeping his hands on his
right sde, where a gnawing pain in the liver made a
memento mori tunein hisspirit.

When Peter concluded with the request for the U.S.S.R.
passport, the Consul answered bitterly:

" You come abit late, citizen. Where*have you been all
these twenty years?"

" Behuman," said Peter, " Weboth are.Russan. | am
going back to Russa because the emigrants here support
Japan. As far as my non-acceptance of communism could
be passve, | remained in the ranks of the emigrants. Now
they order me to be active and that isto harm my native
country, evenif indirectly. | refuse. | cometoyou. | can-
not be with the communigs spiritually, but | give my word
of honour not to act against the interests of my country."

He is young and healthy, thought the Consul meanwhile,
for he was not listening to Peter. He had a ready answer
for him. Young and healthy—single, perhaps educated and
clever—and he bathersabout a passport—that habit of living
on alawful basis' My goodness! All the world lies open
to him—young and healthy.

" Now, citizen," he said aloud, " look at the situation.
We have no direct communication with Moscow at present.
Even if | should send thither your request you would be
answered no sooner than a year's time. This does not suit
you, for you need a pasgport now." *

And with therefusal Peter went home. Hewas a Russian,
born of Russan parents in a family which could trace its
Russian origin for several hundred year s—and yet both Reds
and emigrant Russians disowned him.

With a bitter heart he went home. Herangthebell. No
answer, yet he heard voices in a lively conversation insde.
Herangit again. Mme. Klimova, with shining eyesand her
face all aglow, opened the door.

" Oh, if you could only imagine! New lodgers in the
house! * And in avoice all broken with rapture she said:

" Countess Maria Diaz da Cordova and young Count
L eon!"
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Peter looked at her with derisve, incredulous eyes  But
yes | Countess Maria and Count Leon had bean wdoomed
to the housshdd and were drinking tea with lemon in the
Family room. The presmce of lemon was mog convinang.
Therewasnothing decorousin the Countess. Shewas middle-
aged, plain and quiet. Yet her life was extraordinary even
for our troubled times. She was born in an arigocratic
Russan family in Petersburg, went through all the horrors
of thegreat World War, Revolution, and Civil War in Russa.
Then shemarried Count Diaz, who was in the years of his
youth connected with the Spanish Embassy in Russa.  They
went to Spain, and there lived through the horrors of the
Revolution and the Civil War. They fled to China and
landed at Shanghai exactly in time to s the whde of the
Chape warfare. Now the Count with two children remained
in Shanghai, and she with the ddet son, had come to
Tientsn in order to dedde where to live and what to do in
the future.

Thiseventful liferaged over CountessMaria'shead in vain;
it failed to break her heart or embitter her mind. Sere
mained a Imple, sved, quiet lady. More, she was a rare
spedmen among thewomen of our times. she was a normal
woman. Shewas not even nervous, she had no complexes,
no fits of the blues no fits of temper. And she was always
healthy. Her tempe was even, he manners quiet, her voice
calm, her eath redrained. She was a condant source of
joy to Count Diaz and their children.

Count Leon was grikingly handsome, well-mannered and
dlent. The boarding-house, according to Mme. Klimova's
words, " was teaming with arigocracy " now.

Yet the Countess indsted on being called smply Maria
Fedorovna; and Count Leon, once having met Peter, gave
him his undivided attention. Soon they both went to the
other room and then for awalk. The Countess in spite of
Mme. Klimova's expectations, wasreductant to talk on topics
of high soaal life. The coronation of the English King sssmed
to benoneof her busnessand the mygeriesof theroyal love
left her indifferent. Her interests were on a rather lower
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plane. She discussed, with Mother, the assts and liabilities
of keeping a boarding-house at Tientsin.

" It never pays" Mother was saying. " Nothing and
nobody pays at Tientsin. All live on credit: people sign chits
instead of paying cash. The real necessity to pay debts
comes only once a year, before the Chinese New Year,
Usually Chinese are extremely patient, but then they become
indgent and one has to pay something, if not all."

" How much does one need to start a boarding-house?"
asked CountessM aria.

" You can start a boarding-house if you have money
enough to pay one month'srent for the house. Thefact of
renting a house opens credit everywhere."

" But lodgers pay in cash?"

" Oh, very ssdldom. And never regularly. The financial
life in this country goes by fits and starts, and everybody
becomes involved in the syssem of living on the promise to ."
pay."

" Well," laughed the Countess, " all this sounds for-
bidding."

" Yes," confirmed Mother, " itishard to live this way,
never knowing exactly one's own financial situation. But
this sysem has entered so deeply into Chinese life that it
isvery dangerousto touch it." And Mother began to pour
fresh cups of tea.

Mme. Klimova had at last an opportunity to bring the
conversation into other and morearistocratic channels.

" Countess" she asked sweetly, " what do you think
about dear, dear Edward?"

"Edward? Which Edward?"

" The Eighth."

For Mme. Klimova he had become simply Edward long
ago. She had thought so much about him And his love story
that, at lagt, shefelt quitefamiliar with him. That dear, dear
Edwar d—king of so many heartsl How much encourage-
ment, support, and consolation his love story had given
women all over thewor|d. Especially to elderly women with
young hearts. For humanity was accustomed to think that
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youth is loves bet ssason.  But this love of middle age
proved to Mme. Klimova that Dante's " abandon haope "
really refersto hell only.

Y et the Countesss ansver was quite plain.

" | think it was hard on hismother, Quean Mary," was
all $e had to say.
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THE BURDEN of life hung heavily over the town. With in-
dustry and business slowly coming to a standstill, with the
prices going up, with no prospect of any new openings for
human activities, with the war devastating the country, with
an eve-increasng number of refugees, beggars, and
Jgpanese soldiers, with the cold and wind—the biting wind
bringing with it clouds of sand from the desert of Gobi—with
all that, lifelogt little by littleitsfree movement and charm.
The Jgpanese pressure increased. Every one in the town
felt, with perfect clearness the Jgpanese domination over
.everything. Almost daily events of misbehaviour, offences
aggressiveness of the Japanese, now concerned not only the
Chinee and Russan population, but all Europeans in
general. Every one lived on his guard, lest he should pro-
voke an outburst of the Japanese militant spirit.

When an English police officer was dapped across his face
with the whip by a Japanese cavalry man, the population of
the town grew apprehensive. Thiswasserious. Theincident
took place on the English Concession, and the English officer
was on duty—that isto say at home, " in his castle” The
fact was symbolic. It proved that the Jgpanese were, after
all, apower. In European eyes one beaten English officer
meant more than the thousands of miles of devastated
country and the half amillion of Chinese killed. Itfilledthem
with awe. And those who could afford it went to their respec-
tivetxmsulates for visas to their native countries. If England
could abide this insult! Certainly the Jgpanese apologized
—but their promise was merely a gesture.

National characteristics and traits of personality began to
play aprominent r6le in human intercourse and each showed
itsreal worth.

In the most turbulent days English ladies sat at home,

28
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very quietly. But when a Frenchwoman was pushed on the
street by a Japanese soldier, in one moment she tore off her
coat and gloves and attacked him. With thecry " Vive la
France!" she almost tore his face away with her highly
manicured nails. The bleeding soldier and the bruised lady
were at last separated, although the Chinese spectators were
not too hasty to interfere—there could be no swegter sght
for a Chinese than that of a Japanese beaten and humiliated.
The French lady's garments were torn half off. Her coat was
reverently put on her trembling body and, with the
unanimous cheers of the crowd, she wasdriven triumphantly
home.

Upon the dightest offence to France or the French, the
only French battalion at Tientsin would instantly march to
the scene of the incident, always with the same colond at the
head and the two old gunsbehind. The colond, with around
and protruding belly, would assume his most militant pose
and in beautiful, rolling French defy the whole Empire of
Japan. This Tartarin of Tientsin was chasing hislion under
the encouraging and sympathizing eyes of the whole popu-
lation.

Italians were always dangerous to touch. Instantly one of
them would produce a dagger from his boots, ancther one
would telephone to the Italian barracks, and several carloads
of Italian soldiers, breaking all the rules of discipline and of
the commonwealth, would hurry to help their countryman.
The car would rush with blind speed; the soldiers would sing
military lyrics, thus bringing in more sound than force, and
the crowds would run after them full of high expectations.

And some kind of understanding was established in the
town. Whiledaily incidents occurred in the rest of Tientsin,
almogt nothing ever happened on the French and Italian Con-
cessons and house-owners there commanded the highest
rentsfor their apartments.

Violence begins with those who are weaker and cannot
retaliate. After the Chinese came the turn of the Russans.
With the meticulousness particular to the Japanese, they

entered every detail of the life in the town. Numerous in-
0
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quiries and endless quegtionings were going on in every oot
under their power, and soon there was scarcely a person who
could share a common lot in the estimation of the Japanese,
and no group could unite their forcesin a common cause.
Thus every single human being had to fight with Japan for
his own vital interedts.

Mother suffered on behalf of her Family. Three paths
opened before the children. 1t was decided that Dimashould
go to England with Mrs. Parrish. Now they often went out
together in order to acquire all fhe things Dima would need
and to legalize his documents in the English Consulate.
Usually they went in acar, and every expedition was a happy
adventure for Dima. Dog was taken along. However gay
those trips were, on hisreturn Dima would look anxiousy
for Mother. Hewould run towardsher, clingto her tenderly
and kiss her, as if to compensate for the time he had been
away.

Ltda had no work. Jimmy's frequent letters kept her
spirits high; yet there was nothing in the immediate future
for her. At Lida's age thiswagte of time was painful. Her
education was poor, her interests limited, and the sad fact
wasthat she, hersdf, had never noticed thislatter privation.
She was satisfied with her mental equipment.

Peter's problem was the hardest of all. Daily, latein the
evening, Mother held eager conversations with him. They
would gt in the corner and talk almogt in a whisper. Peter
had definite plans.

" Thereare groups of beggars," he said once—" | mean
professonal beggars. They are roaming all over the country.
They spend the wintersin the South—herein Tientsin, or in
Shanghai—and in the spring they move northwar ds, to M an-
churia. They are criminals, tramps, nondescripts, and all
kinds of mysterious people of unknown professons. Some
of them go from time to time to Soviet Russia; they know
how to escape the cordons, patrols, and guards. Thisspring
| shall go with them."

Mother listened to him with alivid face.

| will goto Manchuria and some night | will cross the
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border into Russa* In the morning | will go to the next
dation and dedare mysdf. They will put mein prison. In
all probability therewill beatrial. But thereisnothing much
againt me, as| am young and have never actually fought
againg communian. They will give me no morethan several
yearsof prison and compulsory work. | will servethat, and
once out of prison | will begin my new life in my native
country."

" Oh, Peter," said Mother, " it soundsso terrible.”

" But | will livein hope."

" lam afraid,” said Mather very low, " that they will
kill you."

" Aunty "—and a dep bitterness sounded in Peter's
voice—" it ssansthat whatever way | go | am doomed to
bekilled. And why? It is drange it looks asif | were
every ones dangerous enemy, while | am actually a peaceful
human being and never interfere with other peoplesways.
If such ismy fate, let me be killed ganding on my native
il—bekilled for something. | bdieve | shall find my way
in Russa—then, if necessary, | will die with faith and en-
thusasm for my ideals.”

" Oh, Peter," said Maother, " my heart isbleeding.”

And perhaps thiswas nat an exaggeration, for Mother's
heart was torn with sorrow and pity. To rear a child with
pain and toil and then to see that thereis no place for him
in the shame of lifel

The Chernovs were as refused their pasyports but the
old Professor took it eadly.

" Wewill form agroup of ' international’ men, dtizens
of the Universe—soon we will be very numerous Wewill
fill the world, and the nations will be drowned in our sea
For wewill have no obligations Wewill nat pay taxes, we

will not fight wars, we will not be liable to any law code
Freadom at last.”



ONE EVENING, when the Professor was explaining the bless:
ings coming to those without pasports and the Family was
drinking tea, the doorbdl rang. In the nose of vooes
nobpdy had heard the bell. Thevistor rang once more, and
then, evidently beng acguainted with the cusoms of'the
houss openad the unlocked entrance door and came quietly
in. When thevigtor tapped at thedoor of the Family'sroom,
there was a0 no answer; for the thunders of the Professor's
doquence filled the air. The door was quietly opened and
Mme. Militza appeared on the threshold.

Shewas much changed* Although sheworethe sametalma
coat, the hat with the disr eputable ogrich feather was absent.
In fact, Mme. Militza was bareheaded. The number of
ringletsand locks had decreased so much that not all of Mme.
Militza's brow was covered. Thismade a nev Mme. Militza
of her, for the forehead thus inadvertently exposed to the
public observation was that of athinker: it was white and
high. But the incredible thing about her, the thing which
made her unreal, was the fact that she had a new handbag..
It was a pitifully faodern thing, with not a thread of mysery
init. It could not be reated to the higory of Babylon at
all, and it would be mogt prepogerous to admit its connec-
tion with garsand planets. Jug a pitiful black thing, with
a chain by way of a handle, a plebeian thing, with no his
torical background.

Y et this impoverished Mme. Militza possesssd anew aura
of importance, which one can never s in an unemployed
human being. She had the quiet dignity of those who live
on asalary.

Whilethe agounded party sat in dead slence half of them
even forgetting to shut their mouths, Mine. Militza opened

her vulgar handbag, took out a small parcd (and the smel
212
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of coffeefilled ther oom), sepped forwar d, bowed, and quietly
said:

" Good evening, company!" And then, addressng
Mother, added: " Will you kindly give me a cup of coffee ?"
And she put the parce before Mother. Then she moved her
quick glancefrom onefaceto another; evenlra,Harry, and
young Count Leon were transfixed by her sharp eyes. Dog
dowly left the room. Mme. Militzk sat in the offered chair
and broke the slence with the question:

And whereis Granny?"

The company winced. Only then did the members of the
Family fealize that they never had written any letters to
Mme. Militza for she had never given them her address.

Lookingat Mother, Mme. Militzainstantly understood.

" So | will drink my coffee alone," she said, simply and
sadly. These words broke the spell, and all began to speak
at the same time.

Only after the fourth cup of coffee did Mme. Militza
acquire the energy to tell her story. One hour ago she had
reached Tientsin on a schooner. She had eaten no food for
the last twenty-four hours. Her new handbag was her only
possesson.

It all began like that. In Shanghai Lady Dorothea re-
ceived information that on the battle line, somewhere near
Hankow, there were several Russian officers of the old pre-
Revolution regiments. Mme. Militza dealt cards and they
obstinately kept answering that soon Lieutenant Bulat would
befound. Lady Dorothea decided to go to Hankow. They
packed their things and left the luxurioushotel. Several days
they moved up the Yangtze River, under the bullets of the
Japanexe soldiers, Chineseguerrillas, privatepirates, and the
bombs from the airplanes of unknown powers. Hardly had
they reached Hankow when the obligatory evacuation of all
the Eur opean women was proclaimed in the town. In spite
of the dogquence with which Lady Dorothea expounded the
urgency of their purpose in coming to Hankow, the English
Consul ordered them to leave the town. Neither money nor
title could help in this circumstance. Only two ways were
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open: therailway to Canton and the airway to Hong Kong.
They took the latter. This was Mme. Militza's first air
voyage, and she wasreluctant to dwell much on the fcnpifes
sons it made upon her.

In Hong Kong the passport commission verified their docu-
ments at the exit door of the airplane. Lady Dorothea was
allowed to pass with the utmost courtesy, but Mme. Militza
was detained. The document she used as a passport was
scorned and she had to undergo a strict inquiry concerning
the legal sde of her exisence in the world. She could not.
say exactly what citizenship she had, but she susgpected that
she was Russian. Her parents were Bessarabiati, which
meant they were Russian subjects before the Great War,
and Rumanian subjects after. Her deceased husband was
a Macedonian. Meanwhile, Serbia and Bulgaria were fight-
ing for the annexation of Macedonia; its people regarded
themsdves as the citizens of the free and independent country.
After the Great War Macedonia was annexed by Jugodavia;
but thisnever meant that Mme. Militza's deceased husband,
Danko Milov, had laid down hisarms. She, personally, had
lived in Russia, Manchuria, and China and had everywhere
been constantly refused passports and visas.

The English officers didiked her story. She was warned
not to put her feet on Hong Kong soil. When it became
known that she had been in Hong Kong only three months
before and had also been forbidden to land there, Mme.
Militza was declared under arrest. They would not listen to
her explanation that the first time she was going to Shanghai
on the ship bound to Shanghai, and that only owing to the
war had their ship changed its course. All that time Lady
Dorothea was trying to persuade* the authorities to allow
Mme. Militza to go free. Her voice was heard above the
pounds of the aerodrome. All in vain. No rendezvous was
permitted. Mme. Militza's possessons wer e confiscated and
she was forced to depart instantly from Hong Kong, under
the accusation of having no visa and under the suspicion of
being a spy dangerous to the fortress of Hong Kong. The
airplane landed her in Tsingtao, and she was st free. She
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had only twenty dollars with her. She bought a ticket on a
schooner going to Tientsin, a quarter of a pound of coffes,
which she brought untouched in her handbag, and somefood.
The food being insufficient, she fasted the last day of her
travelling.

" Wearevery glad toseyou," said Mother." Of course,
weinviteyou to live with us as a guest.”

Theyouthful are always willing to know their" fortunes,
and Iraacted as a delegate. Instantly Mme. Militza's face
clouded. Thetragic fact wasthat she had not a single pack
of cardswith her. -All of them had been confiscated with her
baggage. She was deprived of her professonal tools, so to
speak, which is againgt the laws of civilized people. Upon
hearing thisHarry offered to buy cardsin a Chinese shop at
the corner of the street, thisparticular shop being open very
late nights. But Mme. Militza almost petrified him with a
single glance. The profanity of the ignorant | As if cards
like hers could be bought! Hers had belonged to her family,
camefrom generation to generation on apar with jewellery,
and sheknew noman in thewor |d who could makean imita-
tion of them.
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THE NEXT DAY Fortune beamed upon the boarding-house,
but Fortune, being decidedly feminine, addressed her smile
to the young Count Leon. He procured a well-paid job.

In the Italian Concesson there was a place called the
Arena. It was a sport stadium, a restaurant, a dance hall,
and many other things;, one of those modern places where
one can be shaven, brushed, ironed, curled, fed, amused—
provided one has money. In the vicinity of it one could also
berobbed, pounded, arrested, and given immediate medical
assstance—all free. In this Arena, among other games, that
of jai alai had become the rage the last two years. It was
played by Spanish gentlemen exclusively, for no nation could
match them in the refined athletic performance and in the
noble graciousness of mpvements. The players were mostly
of the Spanish aristocracy, young, all very handsome,
haughty, and quite unattainable for stratagems of love and
friendship. This lagt enhanced their fascination greatly and
also helped to fill the stadium to its utmost capacity. They
played all the year round, and the ten summer days when
repairs were made at the stadium were gloomy days for the
fans of jai alai, who were iftore than half ladies. Leon was
met with cheers by his countrymen, and being good at jai
(dat was instantly received into the company. The salary
fixed for him would provide food and shdter for all his
family.

When hetold all thisto hismother, he concluded hiswords
with arequest. Kissing her hand, he said:

"May | ask you to give up the idea of a boarding-house?
We will have enough to live by oursdves, although very
modestly. Certainly there are wonderful people here, but
| think Father would like moreprivacy than onecan find in
a boarding-house."

216
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The good news enraptured all except Mme. Klimova. She
felt something like a prick in her spacious heart. To lose
young Count Leon Diaz da Cordova was not easy. Every
time she looked at him she felt a kind of flutter in all her
material frame, and her heart was suddenly squeezed if he
looked at her, however indifferent those eyes might be. Life
became sweeter in his presence. A kind of youthful shyness
posesed her now, and she began to stammer if she even
tried to say good morning to him.

And those two stupid girls chirping round, blind, quite
blind to thedanger they werenear. Oh, youth! thought M me.
Klimova.

She began with Lida. Catching her in a corner busy with
mending stockings, she whispered;

" Lida, would you not like to be a Countess da Cor-
dova?"

Lida lifted her eyes and looked at Mme. Klimova as if
the latter were a lunatic.

" But | am engaged to Jimmy!"

" Engaged? And where is your ring?"

This struck Lida uncomfortably. " | have no ring," she
said with hesitation, and then added brightly: " But | have
a watch."

" Watch! Fiddlestick | It cannot be evidence of your en-
gagement in a lawsuit. So, no ring?"

" No."

" Then you are not engaged/' said Mme. Klimova—" for
an engagement means giving a ring."

Here their conference was interrupted by Mme. Militza,
who returned from the cemetery. Early at dawn she went to
se Granny's tomb and now she returned, tired and with
red-rimmed eyes. What if she were a scientific fortune-teller?
She could not help being human.

Mme. Militza was drinking the res of her quarter of a
pound of coffee with the energetic help of Mme. Klimova.
Mother could not participate, first, because she was busy,
second because her heart was too ddicate for the coffee of
thestrength Mme. Militzadrank. And Mme. Klimova, always
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ready to oblige, stated that the best coffee of Tientsin could
be bought at " Carazas," in the French Concession. This
information wasmet gloomily by Mme. Militzaand aroused
notcuriosity about the exact whereabouts of that wonder ful
establishment.

The lagt cup of it was offered to Mme. Isaak, for Rosa
came in hagtily in a great flutter of heart, voice, and her
ample, flounced skirts.

She cameto say good-bye. Therewere rumoursthat Jews
were allowed in Manila. Towards Manila she was going.
Nowadays nobody would believe rumours and promisss as
to the placeswhere a Jew could abide. So shewas going in
person. If she could reach the place and rest her fegt onits
soil, well, that would mean Jews were allowed, and the
Doctor would follow her. 1f not—well—thereisno evidence
that people are killed because they have no pasgports—some-
how she would manage to come back to this English Con-
cession of Tientsin®.

And suddenly she began to by her bitter Jewish tears.
Therewereno cards by which to peep into the future. What
was Mme. Militza's sympathy without her pack of cards?
It was intangible, immaterial, unconsoling. They decided
that if Mme. Militza should ever get back one pack of her
cards, she would deal them for Rosa, and, telegrams being
S0 outrageoudy expensive, she would wireoneword, " Yes"
or " No/* with referencelto the fulfilment of her desres.
Theaddresswould be provided by Dr. Isaak. Thefee—one
dollar—would be sent by ther eturn mail after thewire was,
received.

Mme. Klimova was sitting with pinched lips and absent
gyes—she never liked " mixed " company. After coffeg
theladiesretired and a semblance of rest and quiet sank over
the house.

/ must have rest now, thought Mother. / will lie down on
thesofa. All alonein theroomin silence.

Hardly had she touched the sofa when atimid bell rang
at thedoor. She had to answer it. On the mournful back-
ground of thelow wintry sky and the grey lattice of the gate
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she saw a nondestript beggar sanding on the geps A boy
was ganding behind him, a gep lower, and one Sep tower
still good a dog. The beggar's left eye was blind, the dog
was lame. The boy was evidently healthy, but extremdy
thin and dirty. All three were shivering in the cold wind.

Thebeggar asked for Peter. Mother invited them to enter.
They refused. Mother could not shut the door on them 0
dhe shouted into the house for Peter to come

" Coming !" Peter's voice was heard.

Mother turned to the beggar.

" Isthis your dog?' she asked.

" Yes, Madame It ismine" ,

" Isit not rather hard on you to take care of it—I mean
to feed it?"

" Madame, a Russan,exilecannat live without a dog, for
one nexds sympathy."

The voice of the man was hideous It was a biography
in itfelf. It bore witness to many nights dept on the bare
earth, in any ssason and wesather, to drunkenness, to Smok-
ing, to hunger, to cold and dissasss gnawing the body for
years. Thiskind of vaice could not be acquired casually—
it wasa summing up of a long, mispent Ufe

When Peter saw the man he said:

" Aunty, we mug gpesk quietly for awhile. May we st
alonein theroom and not bedisturbed?”

They went insgde. Again Mother asked the boy to come
in and again he refused. The dog looked hungrily around
but aso did not move. So Mother put on her coat and went
out again. She sat on the geps She could not tear her eyes
away from the boy beggar. He good quietly with half-dosed
gyes but Mother inginctively fet that hewason his guard
all thetime, ready every moment to jump down the ggpsand
run away.

" What isyour name?' che asked.

" lgor."

" And your family'sname?"

The bay good slent. Then he said:

" | don't know. | have no family."
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" Where are your'parents?”

" Dead."

" Haveyou any rdatives? Uncles, aunts, 9gers, cousns
here?"

" No."

" Where are they?"

" | don't know. Dead."

" Wheredid your parentslive? Inwhat town??

The boy looked evasively asde, trying to exape Mother's
inquiring eyes Then he said:

" | don't remember."

" With whom do you live?"

" | live with them."

"Whom?"

" Some people—friends”

He was completdy dirty. His small hands were covered
with layers of dirt like the scales of a fish.

"St down!" said Mather gently. " You have to wait
for your friend and he might bealong time."

She took the doormat and placed it for the boy to st on
0 the gone ggps should not be too uninvitingly cold.

The boy sat down. Thedog, asif on the defendve, ap-
proached him and sood doseto hislegs Oneof thedog's
hind feg hung down pitifully usdess Evidently it had been
broken long ago.

Mother went into the house For a while e goad in
hestancy before the open cupboard. Finally she took one
cotelette—it was Mrs. Parrish's—put it between two dices
of bread, and wrapped all in a paper napkin. She went out
and gave it to Igor. At the amdl of meat some dight move-
ment, like shivering, went through the dog's body.

Igor put the bread into his basom.

" lgor, eat it now," said Mather.

" No. | will eat afterwards” '

" When?"

" Afterwaxds”"

Dog, coming from the back yard, approached the group.’
At his appearance the lame dog grewv smaller and smaller
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and his figure and posiure expresssd one humble appeal for
mercy, asif it fdt that its Smple exigence in the world was
an offence to the high-dass sdons of the tribe. Dog halted,
threw but one glance at the visitor, grunted socornfully, and
dowly proceded further. Put into human terms his be-
haviour meant that he didiked mixed company.

Mother's heart ached for the boy. He, evidently, was one
of those numerous children of Russa who were doomed:
revolution had torn them away from ther homes killing
therr parents then the government proved to be unable to
take care of them. In Russathey are called besprisorniki,
which meansthat nobody takes care of them. Mather looked
at him attentively, trying toread in his features his Ufe and
his dass He could not be dder than deven. The shape of
his head, hands the whole gructure of his body showed his
race. Under dirt and rags she could discern noble, alimogt
arigocratic forms and deportment. Whaose boy could he be?
Washeasyet a criminal, a narcoman, or only abeggar, a
gray child?

" Arethey crud toyou?' heaxked in alow voice

"Who?"

" The peopleyou livewith."

" No," saidtheboy. " They arenot."

" Do they punish you? Beat you?"

"Who?"

" The peopleyou are living with."

Here Igor looked her graight in the eyes For a moment
she sat under his gaze. It was srangdy limpid and quiet.
At lag hesaid:

" No. They arepoor. Poor people never hurt each ather
much."

This was unexpected.

" Soyou likeliving with them?" dhe asked.

" | have nowhere dseto live, but with them."

" Would you liketo live with us? We are also poor. |
should liketo take you."

The boy st slent. Then he said:

" No."
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" Why?"

" You arealien. Different."

" But wearenot. We areRussian."

Again he looked straight into her eyes and said:

" | belong to them; | am accustomed.”

" You will become accustomed to us also. You will be
better off heeer  We have a bath—hot, hot water init. We
havetea and food every day. You will goto school. If you
like, you can help do something—sweeping these steps, floor s,
or something. We read books, we go to church, we often
laugh or sing. We are aFamily, you know."

The boy sat mationless and silent.

" Youwill never bevery hungry or very cold. | will wash
your clothes and make new ones for you."

" Dirtisnothing," saidtheboy. " It doesnot hurt."

Peter came out with the beggar. They said good-bye.
Suddenly Mother addressed the man:

"Leave that boy behind. | will take him into our
Family."

The man was taken aback. Then he cautioudy looked at
Mother and then at the boy. Thiswasasrange, steady gaze
of only one seeing eye. Then he said:

" Hewould not likeit here. Heis better off with us."

Then he asked the boy in a different, light tone:

" Would you like to remain here?"

The boy was dlent for a moment. At last he said:

" No."

They went out of the garden. First the man, then the
boy, asdeand abit behind, and last of all thelame dogwith
its halting, three-legged pace.

Peter, although slent, was evidently very excited. He
took Mother'shand, led her intothe house, shut thedoor, and
said in a low voice:

" Aunty, soon | am'going away with thisman."

She gagped. " Oh, Lord! Oh Peter! With this man?
Y ou two?"

" No, there are about ten altogether."
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" | — I cannot—I do not know-r—" And she began to
tremble.
He took her hands and dowly kissad them.

" Aunty, it bad been agred upon. You rememba? |
must!"

" Where shall you go?'

" | cannat tell you where, when, and how. Know only
this | am going to Russa, homeward."

They st on the sofa—Granny's sofa.  Peter was saying
inalow voice:

" To live in Russa—and to die there. Never again will
| leave my country. Even to die—even the tombs in Russa
are different. Plenty of pacel  Every beggar can lieall his
length."

" What mug | prepare for you?"

" Prepare nothing. | will take nothing with me. | only
haveto pay twenty-five dollars. That isall."

Thiswas a blow.

/ must think it over, Mather thought. But when? Where?
Wheretofind privacy and solitude? And shedecided to go

to Granny's tomb to-morrow, and there in quietude to think
it all over.
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EARLY IN the morning the Countess and her son left the
house. They had found a small apartment near the Arena
where Leon had to appear the same evening, under the name
of Rodrigo Fernandez. This put Mme. Klimova into a sate
of vivid regret; she was sure that the name of Count Diaz
da Cordova would add much to Leon's success in jai alai.
It would look gorgeous on the poders.  The Countess and
Mother, Peter and Leon, had become dose friends during
their short acquaintance and the departure was warm and
friendly. Mme. Klimova was eager to degpen the intimacy of
it and assured the Countess that she would soon, very soon,
call on her, although nobody had noticed her beinginvited.

Mother was not able to leave the house and go to the\
cemetery until in the afternoon. On her way there she kept
thinking about Peter. She decided that everything about his
plans must remain,an absolute secret. Even Lida and Dima
should not know the truth, at least for a while. After Peter's
departure she would say that he had unexpectedly gone to
Shanghai, where he had been offered a job. She would try
to say thisin an even, noncommittal voice.

Hewent to Shanghai. One of hisfriends—they belonged
to the same football team here—helped Peter tofind a job.
You know how much a recommendation means, and Peter
had to hurry.

And then she would proceed:

Why in such a hurry? That letter, although registered,
was detained on its way. There remained hardly enough
timeto teach Shanghai beforethe opening of the new office.

All thisshe mugt carefully think over and prepare before-
hand, in order not to be at a loss for words when asked. It
is not easy to satisfy people like Mme. Klimova.

Then perhaps one day somebody would ask bluntly:

224
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And the passport? How could he go without a passport?

She would smile and say:

Oh, you know, he never told me exactly how he managed
it. There was a paper sent to him from his new place. That
being aforeign firm, they sent a kind of document or some-
thing for the protection of their employees.

And people would envy Peter. Lucky boy, they would
say. She kept on with thisimaginary conversation until she
reached the cemetery.

There could hardly be a sadder sight than that of a ceme-
tery in the early evening hours of February. Not a blade of
green. Bare was the ground, bare were the trees. No other
colours, except the different shades of grey. Why doeswind
sound SO desolae in cemeteries?

Mother went hastily towards Granny's tomb. There she
knelt, her hands on the small mound and her head on her
hands, and she began to pray. She needed a close, warm
contact with Granny. She needed her love, her help, her
advice,

" Areyou listening to me, Mother?" she said in awhisper.
" Do you hear me? In this ever-changing and deceptive
world there are only a few things true and reliable. Y our
love for me has been one of them. Now | need it more than
ever. Wherever you are, come to me, listen to me, and help.
Do not leave me done. Tell me, where ismy duty? In this
haphazard life, | have not time to stop and think. Perhaps
| am making awrong decision, and the children must remain
at home, after all. Where shall | find strength? Do not fail
me now, Mother! Send a sign, a word—oh, something
visible, papable, that | may fed your presence. | am long-
ing for your presence, longing to see, or hear, or touch some-
thing of you."

Shewas crying, and her tears fell down on the cold earth
of the tomb. Each made a small round hole in the dust.
Then those wet spots became more and more numerous,
closer to each other, and findly formed one long, moist
hollow. From time to time the wind made the leaves of the

p
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metallic wreathes tinkle on the tombs and a jarring noise
passed through their glass flowers.

" Do you s me, Mother? Are you listening to me?"
she repeated again and again. But she could not pronounce
words, only disconnected syllables, for she was shivering
from cold and tears.

While e knelt, silent now, a vague movement stirred in
her soul, asif something wererising in her, growing and per-
vading all her being. It was not joy, it was not warmth, it
was the cdmness of resignation. It was not happiness, but
it was strength, a support—eas if the clouds of sorrow faded
away, and she could se clearly the path before her.

" Thy will," she whispered, and arose. Whilerising, se
saw the cross on Granny's tomb.  She had seen it before, all
white and high, but now in the sad twilight, on the back-
ground of the darkening sky, it acquired a new sgnificance
for Mother.

Isnot thisan answer? she thought. Is not thisthe meaning
of life, the sign of a leading?—and the fedling of peace took
possesson of her more and more.

She remembered Granny's words, " You must learn to
love it—this is your path to heaven,” and her mind was
strangely void of ideas. She lived on her emotion, and it was
peace. All wasrest.

Mother left the cemetery in adaze. Shetook a rickshaw,
and did not notice the long way home. She came to hersdlf
a the gate of her house and felt completely rested.

While Mother was absent, Miss Pink made her second
cal on Ira. This was another day devoted to the benefit
of the dums, Friday, 2-4 o'clock.

At her precise pace she entered the house and asked for
Irina Gordova. Ira had heard her voice from above the
dairs, but she was reluctant to repest the experience of a
visit with her. Hastily she tapped at the Chernovs door,
and sad that a missonary lady was in the house. In
ode moment the old Professor was on his way down. He
understood that the visitor wanted to see him. Eagerly he
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ook Miss Pink's hand and said how very glad he was to
meet her.

"I am very glad, indeed," he repeated, " for you s
Madame, it is high time we did something to save humanity.
This gtuation is intolerable. The world is gong sadly
wrong,"

The Professor invited Miss Pink into an empty room,
shut the door, and seated her in a chair. Then he took the
opposte chair and, all warm attention and expectancy,
waited for her to peak. But MissPink wasslent. A little
agonished, the Professor asked:

" Will you kindly mention the purpose of your vist,
Madame? "

"1 cameto se thelog girl."

" Thelost girl? But to whom is shelot? To what is
delog? "

" The girl of loose morals” explained Miss Pink.

" But we have none such! "

" Yes, you have, Irina Gordova."

" |—we—never thought of her in thee terms. Why do
you nexd to s her again if you have branded her thus?'

This naivete affronted her. Miss Pink patiently explained
that she came in order to offer her moral guidance to the
log girl. She beonged to the benevolent society which
upervised that branch of Sn in China.  Thiswas her didrict
for guidance, so would he please snd the girl to her.

" Pardon me," the Professr said, " you are offering
what?"

" My moral guidance”

"You? To ha?"

Thisreally was annoying.

" To her, to everybody who nesds it."

Now the Professor was all aglow.

" Moral guidance to everybody! | am proud to make
your acquaintance, Miss Pink | | have been waiting for you
all my lifel | am one of those you know, who try to lead
and yet se that they cannot. Something lacking in me.
Nobody wants to follow. It ssams people hate to be guided.
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How do you quide? , Where is your garting point, what is
your basc principle, and to what goal do you lead? "

" Chrigtianity,” said Miss Pink shortly.

" But, Irina Gordova, the ' log girl/ as you call her,
knows everything about it. And then Chridtianity is not
your discovery. It wastried asamoral guidance long ago.
And what right have you to use it for your ends? "

"1 am a Chrigian,” said Miss Pink solemnly.

" But you are not, Miss Pink! " said the Professor with
wonder. "' Thereis nothing of the Chrigtian in you | "

This was something unheard of.

" How dare you? What right have you? "

" | dare, Miss Pink | And as to the right, it is the same
on which you entered this houss my wish to give you a
piece of my moral guidance”

" What do you mean? "

" | mean exactly this. you are nat areal Chrigian, Miss
Pink. You lack the fundamental qualities charity, first;
humility, seoond. Let us teg your Chrigianity. Coming
here with ' moral guidance' in your pocket, how many
beggar s have you met and passed by? Why have you not
given, for ingance, your fur coat to those who were cdd?
You ought to. And nat only your fur coat, but your dress
and even your shirt. A true Chrigtian would go naked in
these times, in this part of the world."

The insdlence—the idea. Miss Pink began to rise

" No, no. You cannot go," sad the Profesor. " Give
me at leest your ' guidance,’ if you do kegp your fur coat.
Why do you bother that girl? Why is she lost?"

" Because dhelivesin sin.”

" But how does that concern you? That is her private
life. She never behaves indecently in society.”

" Thox in he vicinity may be shocked."

" Why? Who? In this house nobody has complained.
And the American army a can gand it."

Miss Pink wason her fest now. But the Professor barred
the way to the door. Between the table and the wall was
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only a narrow passage, and Miss Pink could not walk out
without touching the old man.

" Wait, wait aminute,” hesaid to her. " You arebound
to explain yoursdf. You enter a private housg uninvited,
you call people names—and then you are ready to depart
in indignation. You are my age, Miss Pink, or very near
it. | have aright to ak some quegions Are you paid a
salary for your activity? Or is your snse of superiority
your only revard? In any casg you recave somehing,
but you urge athers to be good, free, just in order to please
you, to feed your emations and pride. You are not very
uccessful, Miss Pink, are you? Let me tell you why.
Your weak point is that you know nothing about human
aufferings  You are leading a shdtered life in bodily and
moral comfort. This affedts your whde attitude. You
cannot be an apodle MissPink! "

Miss Pink's face flushed. She made two dedsve geps
forward, but the Professor did not sep back, and she found
herdf only the nearer to him.

" Beware of the comfort and esse you are living in! "
excdaimed the Professor. " You are tightly caught in that
net. The dimb to heaven is harder than that, Miss Pink! "

" Let me pad " cried Miss Pink, half choked.

" What are you really giving? Your time between dinner
and tea"

Miss Pink made a ddewise movement, trying to dide
between the wall and the table. But suddenly her courage
left her, and she uttered a shrill cry.  This sbered the
Profesor.

" You may go, Madame! " said he gallantly, opening
the door for her. ™ | will not detain you any longer." And
he made a magnificent gesture as if disnissing an audience

But Miss Pink wasfar away. Red with indignation (for
fhe Professor failed to arouse any other feding in her) dhe
rushed along the srest.  Suddenly a child's voice called after
her: —

" Miss Pink!  Miss Pink! "
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Dima, bareheaded and blue from the cold wind, was
running after her.

" Miss Pink! " he began, and then shyness took pos
s5oh of him. He gammered something and then grew
dlent.

Indignantly, as if expecting further abuse Miss Pink
was ready to turn away, when a small, trembling hand
caught her desve

" MissPink | Please do not be angry with our Professor.
Heisvery, very kind. He never gpoke s0 angrily before.
Never. You se"—and Dima's voice lowered to a con-
fiential whiper—" perhaps he will like you better the next
time. Do not be afraid of him."

But Miss Pink went away speedily. She had no intention
of ligening to any more nonsn<e that day.
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ALL IN THE HOUSEHOLD had heard the Professor's loud
and excited voice when he admonished Miss Pink, and her
shrill cry at the last. Anna Petrovna was upset at this new
evidence of his lost sdf-control. Miss Pink gone, she tried
to calm him. She invited Mme. Militza into their room.
Then Irina came to say how uneasy she felt, snce she was
the real cause of all this unpleasantness. Then Lida came
with her mending, and in half an hour Miss Pink was for-
given and forgotten.

The Professor always enjoyed Mme. Militza's presence,
although she lacked much of her former vitality and decisve-
ness. The uncertainty of her situation had been hard on
her. For thefirst timein her life she lived in the present
only, deprived of occasionally peering into the future. A
fortune-teller without cards | Like a small and silent mouse
she tried to keep out of sight, to glide into darkness and
solitude. The old Professor was the only one whose com-
pany attracted her. Usually it was she who .gpoke, and
the Professor listened with great interest.  She had a kind of
fascination for him; her opinions about current events made
him shout with wonder and delight.

On this occason Mme. Militza was saying that she did
not approve of travel.

" Wise men st at home. They like quiet. Only fodls
rush around theworld and paradetheir stupidity. Wherever
one goes, one can never s more of human nature than
one can e from on€'s own windows at home."

" But experience, experience ..." cried the Professor.
" Experience! * Mme. Militza's voice clanged disdain.

" Only fools need experience. Wise men prefer to comment
on the mistakes of others, rather than commit them them-
salves."
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Thus Mother, returning from the cemetery, found all
quiet in the house Dima was in Mrs. Parrish's room. She
heard the voices of the res of the Family in the Chernovs
room.

Irina, who opened the door for her, came with her into
the Family room.

" Youlook tired, Aurora/' fesaid." Let megiveyou a
cup of hat tea." She brought tea and a piece of cake/ The
cake was hes

" Itiscod here" she said, and put her shawl around
Mother'sshoulders

Sheisunhappy. She hassomething to tell me, Mother
thought.

Irina good glent for a while.  Then, turning to the
window, in such away that Mother could not see her face,
dhe said dowly:

" The American army is leaving Tientsn on the fourth
of March. Ten days from now."

Mother said nothing. Irinalooked out of the window.
The round alarm dock ganding on the cupboard was
dumsdly ticking away long uneasy minutes.

" Tendaysisalongtime,” said Mother at lagt.

""Isit not? " said Irina quickly, She turned toward
Mother and smiled.

At that moment the high and sad sound of Lida's voice
cut through the house With pure and youthful mdancholy
she sang one of her lovely romances

In my dreams| saw you dying . « .

It was like a 9gnal. Whenever someone began to sSng
in the house the voice invariably attracted the Family likea
magnet. They would all come, ether to hdp with the Sng-
ingor to St in theroom working and ligening.

M"ﬁ\nd the sveater for Harry? Is it ready?' asked
other.

" Only the deeves areleft.”
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"Seeved  But you will have to hurry, Irina. Let us
begin them now."

And they went upgairs to the meody of Lida's song.

It was a perfectly srene gathering. Thy fdt as if they
wereall onefamily—all children of different ages all bdong-
ing to Mother. She was the one who tied them into a family
and trandormed the poor boarding-house into a cosy home.
They were content among themsdves, all loving each other,
all poor and sad, and yet happy in a smest melancholy way,
known only to thase who kegp themind pure and the heart
clean

Firg Lidasang. Then dheand Irinasang together. Then
Peter came and hdped. Even the old Professor partici-
pated. Only Mother and Anna Petrovna were Slent. Mme.
Militza, although not snging, beat time by nodding her head
in a mog emphatic way. Dima sang, although he was not
urged to do s, for his childish treble gpailed the effect. Only
Mrs. Parrish kept to her room. But she heard the songs and
her heart beat in tune. In her time she had loved snging.

Mme. Militza told one of the euisodes of her lagt voyage.
The place was somenhere near Hankow; the sHting the
barracks of the Chinee army; the atmosphere fighting,
battles, guerrillawarfare; dimax—thearrival of the Soviet-
Russan airplanes with Russan pilots.

Therewere, in the Chinee army, several White Russan
dfficerswho had fled from theterrorsof Civil War in Russa
long ago, and had spent about fifteen yearsin the depth of
China as military ingructors, having never ssm any cother
Russans except themsdves  When the airplanes landed,
and gay, young, stalwart pilots came out, those Russan
officersran to megt them, and with tearsand embraces they
gregted these pilots fresh from Rusda, only a few hours out
from ther native and so desply beloved country. Palitically
mortal enemies they spent a mod friendly and gay evening
—aupper, wine, oNgs

" Brother, how istie harves thisyear? " asked one

" Sing us your new songs" begged ancther.

And the pilots rose and sang ther pilots march:



234 THE FAMILY

Oh, higher, and higher, and higher
We fly into the deep blue of the sky.

And they all wept; they loved each other likebrothers. The
next morning some one said something concerning poalitics,
and in one moment all was hatred and hostility between
them. In one hour they were no more on speaking terms.
They asked the Chinese officials to give them quartersin a
different place.

Here a loud, imperative bell rang at the entrance door.

"Who can it be?" asked Lida.

Again even a louder ring and, the button being continu-
oudy pressed, the shrill sounds filled the house.

The Professor, who sat nearest the door, rushed down-
dairsto let the late visitor in.

Under the light of the dectric lamp stood the visitor—a
perfect incarnation of Don Quixote in female form. She
wore his hat. If she did not have his lance, she held an
umbrella in the same belligerent way. Tall, thin, and
gaunt, she looked with burning sombre eyes at the Professor.
She was, perhaps, Quixote's age.

Seeing this child of Cervantes on the threshold of the
house, the Professor could not restrain himsdf from quoting,
" At a certain village in La Mancha," as he stood barring
the entrance.

" Clear theway! " shesaid in English, and prodded him
with her umbrella.

Yes, it wasL ady Dorothea.
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THE THREE DAYS that Lady Dorothea ruled the boarding-
house made an epic in themsdves. She rushed over their
liveslike a storm, with thunder, lightning, and wind.

Her scale of the personal values of the people in the board-
ing-house was quite her own. She never once noticed Lida's
exisence, but shetook a great likingto Irina, and dragged
her about wherever she went. She shooed Anna Petrovna
away. And every time she met Mme. Klimova she mistook
her for a servant and gave her small commissons, ether to
brush her coat or to wash herhandkerchiefs, and to do it
quickly. Of course, the handkerchiefs were passed on to
Khan; Mme. Klimova would not wash them hersdf. In
vain Mme. Klimova tried to bring the high rank of her
deceasad husband into the conversation.  She failed to im-
press Lady Dorothea at all. If the old Professor happened
to repeat to Lady Dorothea one of the maxims of his mogt
beloved theory, she would look down at him with pitying
eyes and make no comments. Behind his back she referred
to him as the " son of the Absolute” She commanded
Dima to keep out of her way, himsdf and his dog. Once,
when she needed a telephone, Mother took her to Mrs.
Parrish'sroom and duly performed theritual of introduction.
But Lady Dorothea was, evidently, unable to remember
proper names, since she thereafter referred to Mrs. Parrish
as " that woman with the telephone” and saw no other
merits or peculiarities in her. Khan trembled under her
'‘gaze. Peter became the " boy around the house" but
Mother aroused a kind of wondering sympathy. L ady Doror
thea constantly tapped her on the shoulder with her bony
hand and asked whether she had a toothache or something.

Although Lady Dorothea was actually staying at a hotel,
she had An odd quality of omnipresence, and long after she

235
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had retired to her quarters the boarding-house ssamed to
echo with her voice, her geps and her fussy, activity. The
firg thing she did was to resore Mme. Militza's property
to her. The ches and the handbag were brought in ataxi.
Thethings looked tired and a bit older. It was evident that
they had not bean treated with due attention and regpect.
Mme. Militza shut hersdf in her room with her regained
property, and when she finally energed shewasMme. Militza
of long ago;, for she was once more wearing her masss of
curlsand locks and ringlets, and she carried a pack of cards
in her hand. Of coursg Lady Dorothea was the firg to
avail hersdf of Mme. Militza'sart, and their conference took
an hour and a half, spent in profound ssrecy and retire-
ment in one of the empty rooms

Lady Dorothea isued an immediate order to Peter to
bring the old General with the maps to the house The
General's namewas written down in her pocket-book, which
was burging with names and addreses  Meanwhile, she
usd Mrs. Parrigh'stdephone and gpoke to the English Con-
aulate. If she had usad her full voice she could have done
without the tegphone, for the disance to the Consulate could
not have been more than half a mile. But her voice, sub-
dued to only half its volume, gave information of her inten-
tions to several housss in the immediate neighbourhood. It
became known, ingantly, that she had asked the British
Consul tosend her 2" man with ahead " to stttlethe matter
of he atendant's—Mme Militzas—visas And e
thanked him, she was well herdf, only she kept wondering
why they employed so many of the moronic type in the
dffices that man in Hong Kong being a perfect specmen.
.. Hecould act, but he could not think, which was some-
times really very hard on the public.

When Mme. Klimova underdood that a gentleman was
duefrom the British Consulate she hurried to refresh her sdf
and apply more make-up; for she planned to open the door
lor the vidtor hersdf. Will he wear a silk top hat, or will
henot? shethought, all in aflutter, for next to a gentleman
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in amilitary uniform there could be nothing moreirresgible
than a gentleman with aslk top hat.

But it happened that the Professor, who did not aspire
the honour, opened the door for the man from the Consulate
It proved to be the same Vice-Consul whom he had visted
not long ago, and the Profesor greted him with a hearty
datement of the fact. The ViceConsul was not much in
love with life on that day, and this budness of vigting a
lady known on three continents for her oddities and ex-
travagance, and yet a lady too high in socia rank to be
treated as a nuisance—this busness only aggravated his
uspidons that life was not all roses after all. To the Pro-
fessr he was cold, as only an Englishman of the diplomatic
drdescan beon awindy afternoon in February.

His pressnce in thexe quarters enhanced even Khan's im-
portance. The cooks of the neghbourhood filled the kitchen
in saarch of information. Even though the King of England
can move in London without being naticed, his Conauls in
China cannat. Every movement in the official drdes of the
Foreign Power's immediately arousss the vivid interes of
the Chinese population and becomes the matter for much
pondering and discusson.  Therefore, dinners were late in
the neighbourhood of Number n that day while cooks gent
an exciting hour in Khan'skitchen.

The old General with maps arrived, and was greged by
Lady Dorothea with the utmog cordiality The newns he
could communicate to her was of the greates importance:
he had seen Lieutenant Bulat there, at Tientsin, three years
ago. Yes, with hisown eyes Yes, in thisvery town. They
had even been in partnership, sling Russan kvas
in abooth acrosstheHei-ho River at a placewheretheferry-
boat dops The profits Ming to cover the expensss the
partnership was dissolved, and Lieutenant Bulat left for
Shanghai with the recapts of the kvas. The General was not
too enthusadic about sharing the whole news, for he had
s more than Lieutenant Bulat with his own eyes with
him therealwayswasa girl, referred toonly as " Masha."
He was too much of a gentleman to rdease this news also;
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yet he had a vague feding that, under the drcumstances
thiskind of information would have vital importance. The
General was very glad when, at last, he could say that,
according to rumours, Lieutenant Bulat, disappointed in
the kvas busness had obtained a Stuation as a porter in
one of the hotds at Shanghai, and in all probability could
be found there.

Being asked no more quegions he produced his maps
and called Lady Dorothea's attention to the technical absur-
dities of the Sno-Japanexe warfare. If put on a sound
gentific bads, the hodilities would shortly be brought to
an end, crowning with glory the one dde and completdy
annihilating the other, all depending upon which should first
use the prindples of sdence He was nat partial, and took
neithe sde The problem exiged for him in the here of
pure abgraction.

Lady Dorothea was sruck with the neanness of his ideas
and horrified at the wade of time and materials.

" Thank you | " she said to the General solemnly, and
shook his hand in profound gratitude. " We will attend
toit, General | My presmt task completed, | will make all
this my own, speda concern.”

This unexpeted suoess made the General wildly
exuberant.

" Of course™ hecried, " if they want to carry on wars,
let them. But'do it according to rules.  This is not an
asylum, thisis a wel-ordered planet, built on the firm prin-
dples of the exact sdence  Living on it we have to behave
accordingly. Why! If you fight—fight! If you retrest,
well, then retreat. But drop this nonsanse which is scan-
dalous in this era of civilisation."

Mme. Militza, in whose presnce this conversation had
been carried on, was aso aked her opinion.

" Why intefae? " de said ominoudy. " Let them
fight in quiet.”

But Lady Dorothea dedded to act on her own sound
judgment. In order, to arrange the preiminary seps for
further co-operation with the General, she aked him to
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give her some of his personal information. Was he a free
man? Could he move wherever their mutual undertaking
would call him? Had he a pogt, and would he be able to
get rid of all his previous obligations on short notice? It
proved that the General was all alone in the world. He
would go wherever and whenever asked. His maps were
his only movable property. As to the situations, he had
several. Mornings, from six to seven, he ddivered milk
from a Russian farm; at 12 o'clock he acted as an agent
for a small Russian hotel, meeting the railway trains and
inviting the passengers to patronise it; from four to six he
gave out books in a Russian library; on the evenings and
in the mornings of holidays he sood behind a candle box
in the church; and sometimes he sang in the Cossacks
ohoruses, for he possessed a baso voice of a remarkably
low register. Yet hewaswilling and able to leave behind all
those occupancies on L ady Dorothea'sfirst notice.

They parted on L ady Dorothea'srequest that the General
should write accurately his criticism on the Sino-Japanese
warfare, base it on facts, support it with historical refer-
ences, prop the whole with statistics—all this would make
the first volume. In the second, he was to expound his
theory of decent and decorous modern warfare and, in the
conclusion, make practical suggestions on the approach to
the current hostilities between Japan and China.

When the old General left the house he looked a changed
man. He dropped his usual manner of walking and
stepped forth with a new, belligerent pace, becoming to a
Mars or an Ares, or to one of those later gentlemen who
believed, as the ancient practitioners in medicine did, that
a good bleeding is a sure means of bringing mankind to its
senss. His long moustaches bristled and moved dowly
like tentacles feeling the "approaching bits of his new
problem.

The last day of Lady Dorothea's sojourn was extremely
busy. People coming in and out; things bought, brought
in, and then sent back; the constant buzz of the telephone,
which Mrs. Parrish answered and Dima had toreport; Mme.
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Militza dedling cards in the intervals—and packing, pack-
ing, packing. Experience in running expeditions into
savage and desarted countries had made Lady Dorothea
very particular about the things she carried with her.

At last the moment of departure came.  The surplus of the
unpacked things was given to Mother as a present. It con-
Sged of haf-a-dozen hot-water bottles, ten pounds of dry,
bitter chocolate, one half of a double boiler, and severa
pairs of fur gloves. Mme. Militza, equipped with her old
handbag and a new hat in the shape of a beret, left her new
handbag behind, a present to Lida.  Khan was given a noisy
rebuke on account of the deficiency in change, and then was
tipped with a ten-dollar bill. At the last moment the old
Generd came with arough draft of the introduction to the
first volume, and the man from the hotel kept inquiring of
everybody how many pieces of the baggage would be under
his supervision, to which question nobody could give even
an approximate answer.

It was Dog who first dropped out of the activities of the
house. His food being eaten, he could not give a sound
raison d'ere for all this fuss going on. Then Mrs. Parrish
took Dima and Lida, and they went to a cinema. Finally
Anna Petrovna took her husband for a walk. The house
being emptier, the situation became clearer cut.  Those two
people are going; these are the things they take with them,
Peter played the role of porter and helped the chauffeur,
Khan, and the man from the hotel to carry out the baggage,
while the " man with a head," fresh from the British Con-
sulate, helped Lady Dorotheainto the car, paying no atten-
tion to Mine, Militza's persgtent attempts to get in the
opposite door. At last they departed in clouds of genera
ave and bewilderment, the gentleman from the Consulate
looking a perfect Saint Sebadtian sitting between the two
ladies and their baggage.

If Lady Dorothea was leaving a broken heart behind her,
itwas Mme. Klimova's. Shefelt completely excludedfrom
Lady Dorotheals plans and confidence. In van', in afit of
sudden inspiration, she promoted her deceased husband even
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to the post of a Minister of Foreign Affairs. She knew the
risk of such a demarche, for there always could be some
persons present who knew the ministers personally, them,
and their names also. Yet Lady Dorothea was not inter-
ested. Thissheresented bitterly. Really, why could some
people never achieve the miracle of a lasting interest and
friendship? Why cannot one make others believe in on€'s
superiority? This Lady Dorothea, for instance, old and
ugly and wearing aimost rags, why did people give way to
her in the sreets? Why was it quite impossible to imagine
that she needed anybody's support, or help, or pity, or
advice? What arethe secret rules of social procedure?

In all her desolation Mme. Klimova had two things with
which to console hersdf. First, she was acquainted with
L ady Dorothea, and had aright torefer to that acquaintance
in her conversation, and, the second, she could from time
to time mention the day — " Ah, well, when the British
Consul" (according to her habit she promoted the visitor
to the next higher rank) " visited us' W.ith this thought
she left the house and departed to preside at the meeting of
the Russian Women Emigrants Society.
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IRINA ENTERED her room and slowly shut the door. With
distracted unseeing eyes and thoughts turned within she
moved mechanicaly about the room. She took off her hat
and suit and put them into the wardrobe. Then she put on
her blue dressng gown, embrpidered with white birds in
flight. She removed her walking shoes, dusted them, and
then put on dippers. She washed her face and hands and
combed her hair. When all this was performed and there
remained nothing of the ritual of coming home, she found
hersdf standing in the middle of the room looking around
amlesdly.

Shetried to find something of urgency to busy hersdlf with
immediately. There was nothing. And there was no
excape; she was aone with her thoughts.

A heavy feding of londiness hung over the small room.
Irinafelt it like a pressure.  She needed somebody in whom
to confide her sorrow. Harry was going away soon. They
did not spesk much about Ids departure, each sparing the
fedings of the other. It was decided Harry would write,
would send her money, would try to find away to join her
again and marry her. And e promised that she would
answer his letters promptly. She would try to find a job,
she would wait for him to return and marry her. But the
generd uncertainty of their future made all these words and
promises ssem childish.

Irina went to the window and knelt before it. She re-
mained there listlessly, absorbed in the vision of her sorrow.
And suddenly she felt coming from nowhere, but coming and
rising, an ingstent yearning to pray. She had known this
longing before. She had felt it approaching during the silent
and desolate sadness of these last days.  She knew how to
meset this mood, in Slence, all attention, asif looking down

242
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into adegp well, trying to ssethere het own reflection which,
though not clear, dowly formed itsdf in thetrembling ripples
of thewater. Shewaited. A feding of the enptinessof the
outsdeworld filled her consdousness  Shefdt heavy, laden
with her sadness asif he were the centre of gravitation in
all the hdlowness of the external world. Shelooked upward
into the low, leaden-coloured sky. A bitter thought sounded
from outdde It ssamed that somebody at a digance said:

" In this chegles day, any miradeis gmply im-
posshble”

" No, no,” dhe whispered, " thisis doubt. | will not
ligentoit.”

And she began to pray:

" Jesus show your graceto me now! | am one of your
gnne's One of those who have no ather hope but you, no
other merit than yours, no other help.”

" Declamation into emptiness’ said that other voice. It
sEmal nearer NOw.

" No, no. | won'tlisten." Irinapushed thevoice asde
And again she began to pray from her heart:

" | am not asking you to Spare me uffering. | am ready
to bear it. Only—oh, Jesud Do not leave me aloné
Take away this feding of londiness of this utter solitude
Donot leavemealone!  Give methejoy of percaving your
leading hand. Let mefed that not my will to sin, but your
holy will to redemption leads me. Spare me dexe
perild "

The other voice, now within hersdf, was saying with
deperate bitterness

" Oh, leave it alonel What's the us£? What can happen
to hdp? He has to go; you have to say. Faceit! Don't go
into hygerics”

It made an echo of degpondent bitterness in every word
dhe said, asif words druck againg a dossd door and fell
down on dones

Suddenly, in afit of degpair, she began to cry aloud:

" Donat beslent! Oh, don't make me ashamed of my
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childish faith in you! Open thy hand, give me grace! fulfil
thy promise—now."

And besde hersdf with tears and fighting her despair,,
she cried in aterrible voice, heard outside of her room:

"Help! Helpme! Help!"

At this moment Harry was coming upstairs to s Irina.
His face bore an expresson of scarcdy controlled agitation.
When he heard Irina’s cry for help it struck him like ablow.
He rushed up and torethe door open. He could not imagine
what could be happening to her. So he stood at the door
with hisface all distorted with fear.

Irinasaw him and rose. At a dow), staggering pece she
approached him and looked straight into his face. She
could not understand why he had appeared there. Her face
was livid with tears. For awhile they stood thus, looking
at each other and trying to understand what was happening
to them, and a poignant fear like a current flowed back and
forth between them.

" What happened?’ she said in a blank, dead voice.
"What happened?'

. And then he suddenly remembered why he had come to
[rinanow. A wave of joy swept away all his fear.
. " Iring," hesaid, and his face flushed with hot emotion,
" we can get married. Some of us sent a petition to Wash-
ington. A telegram. To-day we got the answer. They have
given us an okay. We can get married any time you say.
We can go hometo the Statestogether.”

" What?" de sad in the same blank voice. " What?
Say it again.”

" A bunch of us soldiers have got permisson to marry
and take our wives back homewith us. | didn't want totell
you before, because | knew how you'd feel if they turned
us down. But we've got an okay."

She stood silent.

" Ira," hesadinalow and gentle voice, " now we can
marry."

She took a step forward. She tried to smile. She Stretched
her arms towards him and with a degp sigh and a happy
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smile on her face she fainted, falling heavily to the floor at
his feet.

That telegram from Washington met with great en-
thusasm at Tientsin. In the poorer European circled of the
town the joy rang the highest; for the forty brides to marry
came from those quarters. Yet even the people who had no
connection with the American army felt happy. In times
like those everybody who could go away was looked upon
as a lucky being. Now forty girls could dry their tears and
make hasty preparations for weddings and departures.
Tailors, shoemakers, laundrymen, also blessed the telegram
from Washington.

In the boarding-house life suddenly rose to high tide. All
the household was busy with Irina's wedding. Those who
could fnanipulate a needle helped with the wedding dress.
After a short discusson a smple yet elegant affair of ivory
satin was planned. The budget could not stand a good veil,
so it was decided to omit it. In the planning of the menu
Dima's and Lida's voices prevailed. Two hepings of ice
cream per person were assured.

The wedding was fixed for the second of March. Irina
had to wait for her turn; for there were, altogether, about
thirty couplesto be married in the Russian Church, and the
priest, Father Peter, took the affair with great seriousness.
brides had to make their confesson and communion. Only
then could they be married.

On the eve of the wedding the I nhabitants of the boarding-
house had a kind of family gathering below stairs. They
kept remembering old rites and traditions connected with
marriage. Aslrinawas an orphan, Lida sang for her, beau-
tiful and moving folk songs appropriate to the occason.
She did not know the melody; so Mother sang them first in
a low, hestant voice. Mrs. Parrish brought her present—
an embroidered tablecloth.

On the second of March, at four o'clock, the processon
went to the church. Irina was slent and sff-regbrained.
At the church Harry was waiting for her. Three soldiers,
his best friends, were with him, Peter and Leon had aso
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been invited and were present at the church. Anna Petrovna
was left at home. With difficulty she managed to keep the
Professor at home also.

" Someone must meet the newly married here" she said.
" You will say a nice address to them on their coming from
the church.”

In reality, all were afraid lest the Professor should inter-
rupt the ceremony with one of his unpredictable spesches

He gaily helped Anna Petrovna and Khan to arrange the
tableand quoted something about the wedding at Cana.

In the church the wedding rite was performed with great
solemnity. Father Peter was famous for his majestic appear -
ance, his grey lion's mane, his beautiful voice, and his
solemn way of performing a church service Peter and
Leon, standing behind the bride and bridegroom, held
golden crowns over their heads. Dima, who was seeing the
wedding rites for the first time, was dazzled by the crowns.
He was aflame with curiosity. Why crowns? Did they
bdong to Harry? Could Harry be a king? Or a duke?
And they never had told him of it! But he knew that he
was not allowed to speak in church, so only his wrinkled
nose and sparkling eyes revealed his inner agitation. Then
Ira'sand Harry'shands were united and thepriest led them
thusthrice around the analogion. Suddenly a sharp and hot
smell of wine reached Dima's nostrils and he saw the newly-
married couple drinking in turns from the same cup.

So that is how they marry! thought Dima, full of excite-
ment. No wonder you cannot find many unmarried people!

Lida stood demurély.

So in this way, she thought, / will be married to Jimmy.
Only | will wear awhite dressand a long vell.

When the ceremony was performed, the priest congratu-
lated the couple and addressed them. He spoketo the bride;
for his words were Russian, thus quite unintelligible to
Harry. Father Peter was consdered a great orator, and
yet he was not doquent at all; Hehad the knack of saying
the right thing at the right moment, and this invariably
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moved his congregation to the extreme, and a sobbing audi-
ence was a usual dght in his church.

Now he looked deeply into Irina's pale face then he
looked at Mother, Peter, and Leon, at Dima's eager eyes
at Lida's smile Then he dghed deeply and said in a sad,
moved voice:

" Not here, not in thisalien country, and not to aforegn
oldier | should like to marry you, Bride, the daughter of
an old and noble Russan family. | s ndther of your
parents here, and none of your brothers sges or aher
relatives—none of the friends of your childhood. Fatherless
and motherless child, a londy orphan you came here to
wed a foregner and to go to an unknown country and, per-
haps to enter an unfriendly family." And he sSghed.

Tears began to gligen in the women's eyes

" Where is your home and who will meg you on the
threshold when you come home with your bridegroom? In
two days you are leaving, you will be gaoing farther and
farther from your native country. Russawasa crud sep-
mother to you; now you are going to ancther sepmother.
I's this happiness?'

The words cut desp into Irina's soul. The subognsaious
fears and pains were drawn out of her breast and shown to
the dear light of reason. Her shoulde's began to tremble.
She pressad a handkerchief to her quivering mouth.

" Is this happiness?’ aked Father Peter in an anxious
and sorrowful voice, and then suddenly he cried brightly:

" Yes itisl Thisis happiness. God now is guiding you.
You marry for love of your freechoice Forsooth you have
a hushand, a friend, a protection tied to you with the un-
breakable bonds of marriage, of a true love and devotion.
When there is conjugal love, every place becomes a home,
every event a joy, and every pain when shared becomes
happiness. Now | bless you for a long, long life. Go to
America. Be aworthy daughter of that country. Loveher.
Bear children for her, educate them to be honet Chrigians
and loyal dtizens. Bright days lie before you—building
your lifein freedom, in hope! Rgoice, you and your bride-
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groom and all your friendsl Therewas a londy orphan and
what isdie non? A happy woman, with aloving husband,
going to a new country to build her home | And remember,
try hard to merit the love of your hushand's family, the
edeam* of your new country's people. Live and work for
the good of America, for in thexe dire days she gave you
her hand and adopted you."

Now all was bright and happy. Through wet eyes the
women beamed ther amiles of joy back at Father Peter.
Harry could not guess why it was all ©© moving. Every
time the priex pronounced " America” Harry bowed
dightly. For he was the personification of America in this
cae

The rite having been performed, now was the time to
congratulate the newly-married couple But here Father
Peter produced a subgantial English dictionary from the
pocket of hisamplerobeand word for word read and verified
Harry's documents and his civil certificate of marriage.
Meticuloudy heentered all their namesin the church register.
He fet repongble for the brides future. What Harry
made of this was hard to say, for the priest pronounced all
the letters of the English words asif they were Latin. But
his good intention was evident and Harry thanked him
warmly.

When they came home the Chernovs met them on the
threshold and threw hops upon them. The Professor gooke
to them.

" Livein the realm of dreams" he said. " Let the
narrow-minded materialigs take care of wars, of trade, of
indugtry; leave the bitter disllusons falsshoods and be-
trayals to them. The idedligs live in a world where men
are brave and chivalrous, where women are beautiful and
swved, friends are tine and love is eternal.”

But the word " sveg " reminded Dima of the double
portions of ice cream. He rushed in, and the ceremony
ended in confugon.

Thedinner was grand. Even Mrs. Parrish ateice cream.
Harry's friends were gay and paid their bes attention to
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Lida, and she entertained them with her eulogiesto Jimmy.
A victrola was hired for the evening and there was dancing.
And the tea was hot, and the cake was svept, and all were

happy, happy, happy.
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" ANNY," said the Professor, standing behind her chair and
looking over her shoulder at the letter she was copying for
him, " really, | cannot understand what is happening to
you. |sthat your handwriting? Are you not ashamed of
those scrawls? | cannbt stand this any longer. Tell me
exactly what is the matter with you."

" Anthony," answvered Anna Petrovna quietly, " per-
haps it is because | am growing older—shaky hands and
all that."

" Nonsnse. Have you no other reason?"

" No, Anthony. None."

What dse could she say? Could she tell him that his
letters were thereason? They brought tears to her eyes and
made her hands tremble. This she was copying now, ad-
dresed to his " brother Cain'' and signed " Abel, still
alive, still gretching forth his hands in quest of under stand-
ing "—was not this letter one proof more of the insane con-
ditions of the Professor's mind and imagination? Could
she tell him, too, that she never mailed his letters now but
secretly tore them to pieced? And he was eagerly waiting
for answers.

And Anna Petrovna decided to do then the thing which
she had consdered for a long time, but had hestated and
postponed doing. She would go to a doctor for advice. She
would tell him her fears and suspicions on the Professor's
account: his fits of unprovoked anger came more often; the
idea of being pursued grew stronger, his gpeech was strange,
and his behaviour inconsgent. She knew that he would
resent any word about seeing a doctor and having a regular
treatment. Therefore, she would go alone and ask {or
advice.
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Dr. Isaak was the only one to whom she could apply in
her misery.

He recaved her ingantly, and in a fev words she made
the dtuation dear to him.

" Well," hesaid, " | will come to your house to-day in
the evening as a guest. Try to bring your husband in as
on asl arrive. Weshall havea party. Thered of it leave
tome. To-morrow you will come to me and we shall disuss
the quegtion.”

" Doctor,” said Anna Petrovna humbly, " there is one
thing more. | do not see when and how | shall be able to
pay you at all."

" Oh, don't, Mme. Chernov!" the Doctor interrupted
her." | am happy to be able to help you and your husband.
| remember the pleasure and interest with which | have
read his books | fed obliged to him for that."

When Anna Petrovna came home she took Maother into
her confidence

" This comes opportundy,” said Mother. "To-day is
Ira's lag evening in our house To-morrow morning she
leaves. Harryistoo busy, he cannot come We have plenty
of cake and some meat from yesterday. And there isaways
Lady Dorothea's chocolate We shall arrange a party. The
Professor will sugpedt nothing.”

In acute anxiety Anna Petrovna gpent the hours which
remained till evening.

Y et when they all gathered downdairsfor the party Anna
Petrovna and the Professor appeared like other people, bear-
ing all the outward ggns of sanity and reason. Tea, on
that occagon, was srved in the big room previoudy occu-
pied by Mr. Sung. The Doctor came, and Mrs. Parrish
civilly drank her cup of tea also.

The Profesor led the conversation. He addresssd the
Doctor chiefly.

, " Is the world sane?' he was saying. " Look at this
town here. Whose is the country? Chinese Who rulesit?
Japan. Whose is the spat of land on which we are stting?
English. Who am 1? A Russan, disowned both by the
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Soviet Russa and by the Russan Emigrants Socety. Now
| have no mager whom | sarve yet all those five afore-
mentioned powers bully me. They rule over me, although
| am' nat ther property. More, all of them pass conflicting
laws and orders and expett me to obey. If | should
honegtly try to be loyal, whose orders would | obey firg?
All of them, or none of them? Towhom bow firg? Do you
know, Doctor?"

" No, I don't know."

" We go further. If | do not obey orders | ingantly
become a criminal. Even dtting here and drinking tea, in
one way or the other | am offending the rights and laws of
four powers Japan, China, England, and Russa. If | go
to Russa, | would be put in prison there if | aoss the
border of the English Concesson, | would be put into prison
here My smple exigence is in ome myserious way an
dfence to Japan. But | am alive because the English Con-
cesson protects me. Yet they give me this protection not
out of pity, or of exeem for human life, or, personally, be-
caue | have ben a man of sdence  No, they protect me
only because | happened to gt here, in the English Conces:
son. They protect me on the same bads as we protect our
dog. Now, China, thereal owner of the country, hasno sy
in all this"

" Oh," interrupted Lida, " it soundsreally awful!"

the Profesor digegarded the interruption.

" Who made life 0 intolerable for average people?
Govenments? Why? Isnat their chief busness to smooth
life for their peoples? Why all thismessin padlitics? Are
governments sane or are they mad? What do you think,
Doctor ?"

" That is difficult to answer."

" | continue. Well, if omemne in the government turned
mad, why not put him in an asylum, asthey do the average
man? Here you doctors of medidne come in. What says
yourexact dencs? What is the criterion upon which you
let some go free and put others behind lodks? How do you'
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know which person is dangerous to the community? And
if you know, why do you not always lock them up?"

The Doctor was silent.

" Now, we come to you personally, Doctor! | take my
hat off to you, Doctor, and | bow to you," and the Pro-
fessor rose and bowed. " | have heard about your talents
in brain surgery. | have heard also about your kindness,
and | surmise how great is your love for humanity. Now,
one man like? Stalin persecutes you, and you—beng sane
and courageous—you run away to ancther man, let us say
Hitler. Then Hitler begins to persecute you, and you—
again quite sane and brave—fly away here where any
Japanese Caesr or Napoleon kills everybody on whom he
can lay his hand, with a pistol. You look around and do
not like it. And again in a sane mind you send your wife
to some nondescript country, where people run amuck be-
tween tea and dinner, and you hope to find peace there. In
this case, who is sane—you or your persecutors, Doctor?"

" Really," said theDoctor, " if you put it likethat. .."

" Professonally you must know everything about the
human brain, and you cannot answer a sngle one of my
guestions. Let us put it all on the ground of morals. Is
mankind sane in treating a brain specialist of your value in
this cardess way? You are a necessity in times like these
We, perhaps, can afford to lose a Hitler or someone dsg,
for there are always people ready toruletheir country. But
they would refuse an offer to perform a, trepanning of the
skull upon those dear to them. Here we need you badly.
So they invite you when their skull neads treatment, then
they beat you until the next need."

Dr. Isaak fet uneasy.

" Suppose hesaid, " we do not give so much attention
to my person."

Here, quite unexpectedly, Mme. Klimova appeared.

" Hallo, everybody," she said in an amiable voice.

As she entered Mrs. Pairish rose, thanked Mother for
tea, made a dight bow to the company, and left the room.
On her way to the door she passed by Mme. Klimova but
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took no further notice of the newcomer. This was Mrs.
Parrish's congtant attitude. Shenever acknowledged know-
ing Mme. Klimova in person. She-never addressed her as
a separate being, leaving it to the latter whether to accept
or refuse her part in a general greeting to the company. This
treatment had always been likeadagger in Mme. Klimova's
" delicate heart."

" So England is retiring,” she said in a sneering tone.
Her smilewaswry npw. She suddenly felt adesre to poison
the pleasure of every one there. These people seemed 0
independent, so happy, in spite of the misery of their stua-
tion. Sitting and chatting and enjoying themsdves, like
millionair es!

" Whereisyour husband?" she addressed Irina. " Does
he appreciate your society so little? Or that of your
friends?" And waiting for no answer she turned to Dima.

" Hallo, grown-up boy | Big enough to be sent away to
aforeignland!”

A cloud pased over Dima's face. He wrinkled his small
freckled nose. Something glistened in Mother's eyes.

Peter hastily tried to smooth the situation over:

"Professor, you were coming to the mog interesting
point of the political stuation at Tientsin."

" Situation! Political situation!" cried Mme. Klimova.
" Phew! In a short timethe Japanese will take theforeign
ooncessons, and there will be peace and order everywhere.
Theloyal Russans, | mean thase who did not go over to the
Soviet Consulate, will co-operate with Japan. Away with
poverty for them! All will be given work and salaries.
China being completely defeated, the Japanese will lead
the Russian emigrants victorioudy to their native country
and restore the monarchy. Oh, at last we s it nearing,
the coming glory | May China soon be on her knees|"

" Allow me, please” said the Professor. " | think it is
not altogether decent, this expectation of China'sbeing soon
beaten. We all came here in bitter moments of our lives;
wewere met with friendlinessby China."

" Decent, indecent,” cried Mme. Klimova. " Theword
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has meaning according to who issaying it. Jugt now, that
drunkard of an English lady went away without so much
asanod tome | s several gentlemen in thisroom. Would
it not be smple decency if one of them would protect me
againg such an affront?”

" Oh," said Mother gently, " you mug excussher. She
never meant to hurt your fedings The English are like
that."

" Then somebody should teach them manners | Soon
they shall have therr teacherd After Chinawill come their
turn. Major Tanaka said to me the other day ..."

"W e are obliged to England, too," said the Professor.
" Whatever happens if we kegp on living here at Tientsn,
it is due only to the protection of the English."

" The Japanexe are the mog savage people here/' Peter
suddenly burst out. " Savage and cruel!"

" Ha!" cried Mme. Klimova. " Savage and crud! The
tact that you were beaten by a Japanee dfficar ... "

Every one gasped. Mother, the only one who knew what
Mme. Klimova was speaking about, aross pale and
trembling, and said:

" Mme. Klimova, | ak you . . . pleass do not," and
her voice broke.

" Peter | Peter!/' cried Dima at the top of histhin voice
"Oh, Peter! Didit hurt much? And heburd intotears

Lida approached Peter and put her hand on his shoulder.
Shewastrembling. Dima rushed to Mather and buried his
head in her basom. Anna Petrovna pressed her hand to her
mouth.

Peter dowly raised hishead. Looking at Mme. Klimova
with darkening eyes he said:

" You have offended every one in thisroom. Perhaps,
now, you will kindly leave. Have you said all you
intended?"

" All?" cried Mme. Klimova with indignation as she
arox " Oh, no! | have not told all! Far from it! |
mugt add how happy | am to leave this house of vice and
treaon. Don't dare at me!" he cried at Irina. " You
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arethe one to be dared at. The kept girl of the American
army. American dollars, my dear! Hein! Sx local dollars
for one, my darling I Now hurry away! Here is ancther
girl with aliking for the American dollard Is it not o,
Lida? And the tender Mother, sending her boy to England,
her girl to Americal And the philosopher, the old fool, the
mad Professor, ready for a free asylum | You preach revo-
lutions, but when they come you are the firg to flee and
hide in foreign countried And you, a Jew doctor, a danger
to every country | Traitor to all, with sx pasportsin your
pocket! A company | A party! Stting round the table like
a family! Who paid for that cake? Peter? The money he
got from the Soviet Consul? Whom he betrayed? Whose
blood is on this cake?"

" No!" cried Anna Petrovna. " Don't . . ."

" And you, old imbecile, everybody's victim!"

Peter looked around, then quickly went to the door, tore
it open and said, in a calm but terrible voice

" Get out!"

Mme. Klimova walked boldly to the door, then turned
her face towards Peter and hissed:

" Schizophrenic”

The door banged loudly after her. A dead and heavy
dlence hung over theroom. Suddenly the gay Slvery laugh
of Irina shattered thetenson. She laughed loudly? happily,
gaily, choking With laughter and tears, and, one by one,
they all began to laugh also. The baso of the Doctor, the
falstto of the Professor, Mother's gentle laugh, Dima's
shout, lida's giggle, the dry, breaking laugh of Peter, the
tinkling laugh of Anna Petrovna—all were mixed into a
whirl of sounds Even Khan appeared at the door, and the
pale full moon of his face began to ripple with low, amog
undless Chinexe laughter.

" Well," said the Professor unexpectedly, " amog all
dhe said was the truth!”

" What?" they all gagped.

" Almog all she Said was, in away, true," repeated the
Professor. " It is her interpretation of our lives. But look
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at the facts, my friends, look at the facts | She kept grictly
to the facts . . and then made her gueses as to what
their meaning might be.. . . Happily, we all have suffident
humour to s the humour of it!"

Now all was quiet in the room.

" My friends" the Professor went on, " let us not be
afraid of words We arenat the best in society, my friends.
Let each of us remember what Mme. Klimova said about
him and, in all Sncerity, congder whether the fundamental
fact is true. Yet we were horrified not because of the fact,
but because of what she had made of it."

" Well," said the Doctor, " for my part, | really am a
Jew and a doctor. As to the pasports | have none of those
gx dhe asumes that | have. And | do not s that | am
a danger to any country."

But the Professor's mind deviated.

" What a woman | How she knows life, people Stua-
tions, . . And what a poor application she makes of her
knowledge 1 That is the way with all knowledge not guided
by high ideals. It turnsinto a nuisance a danger.”

" Oh, dear!" said Irina. " | think we have had about
enough of Mme. Klimovafor to-day. Let ushave our teain
peace. How dever of Mrs. Parrish to go away in time. She
did not receive her piece of Mme. Klimova's ' truth.' "

" Anny! Anny |" the Professor cried suddenly in great
alarm. " You heard what she said about me—' mad ' and
even ' ready for an asylum '? Did you hear? / am mad?
|? Jfever had thisidea cometo my mind, and that is a bad
ggn. Yet e mug have a reason for saying it. Some
fundamental fact about me. Oh, Anny, tel menow: am |
mad?"

" Anthony," said Anna Petrovna, " shejud threw at you
thefirs crud remark that cameto her mind."

"Oh, no! This—no! Doctor!" And heturned eagerly
to the Doctor. " Tell me, professonaly, isthere any sus
picion of insanity in me?"

" Well," the Doctor laughed, " | cannat tell you that

draight away. You arenot, evidently, insane enough. We
R
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doctors have our tests methods ... If you are intereted
in them, come to me one of thexe days . .. | should like
to show you what is at the digposal of sdience, concerning
insanity. We shall put your quegtion on the scientific bass.”

" Thank you," said the Professor smply. " 1t mug be
very interesting. But let us begin now, without your sten-
tific methods. How could | ssam mad to that woman? 'What
isdrangein me? My lovefor humanity ? My pity for those
who suffer? Thefact that every injustice makes me willing
tofight for them—isthis madness? Or isit the fact that |
left my carexr as a man of sdence and devoted my life to
theimmediate cause of serving humanity in an active way?
That | write books, againg supeditions? Or that | write
lettersto those in whose power it liesto alleviate the misery
of mankind? Isthat grange? Or isit srange that human
ufferings became my chiegf concarn and | cannot $ep asde
and wash my hands of the respongbility? That | cannct
look at human pain, be moved, and then dignissit, asif it
were a ome at the dnema? That | failed to devdop a
protective shel for my soul and hide within it when the sght
of misry istoo poignant? Or isit insane that, in order to
undergand human misery better, | have doomed mysdf to
livein themids of it? That | left behind my rank, my pro-
perty, my opportunity of earning a decent living, my ambi-
tionsin thefidds of sdence, and have cometo liveand share
poverty? Thefeet that | now fed at homewith every soul
in pain, that all the afflicted are my family—brothersand
sges? Or, finaly, am | insane becausg, in Site of all |
¥ and fed and share, | love life—I s it proceading in
grandeur and light and splendour to better and loftier ends?
Is it grange that 1—old, poor, degitute—/ am ready to
ang hymnsto life every moment of my exigence? Tell me,
Doctorl"

" A sane human being has a certain moderation in every-
thing/' said the Doctor calmly.

" Very well then," ansvered the Professor. ™ Thusif |
would, on one hand, love suffering humanity, and on the
other hand earn, my living at its expense—if | would first



THE FAMILY 259

shad tears and then draw my salary for it—you would call
mea ' normal human beng.' But why, Doctor, do you not
act accordingly, yoursdf? Why does not the reward of
normal and comfortable living tempt your soul? Why can-
not you express your personality as Misd Pink does and
go about adminigering the things which cog you nothing?
Why do you not takethe eadest way? In order to perform
a surgical operation you sudy long years and you mug
have gpedial abilities, too; whilein order to operate on souls
in the way she does requires only a half-hour of her time
and the misue of the words of One who lived long ago
and was crudfied for His living charity, not a guffed image
of it. And obsve that he receives more reward for her
daings than you do. She is acoepted by sodety, while you
arebardy suffered in it. Why does not thiskind of a human
being—benevdlent and sane—attract both of us en? It is
a dandardized, danger-proof spedmen of a ready-made
type of respectability/

" But who is Miss Pink?"" asked the Doctor.

" Really, | think that Mme. Klimova and Miss Pink are
too much for one evening,” said Irinairritably. " | dedine
to condde the ' truth ',of Mme. Klimova's words and the
Hf-righteous ways of Miss Pink." *

" Peter,” sad Dima, now half adesp, " what was it
Mme. Klimova said about you as she I€t? Her lag Ward
wac terrible—terrible!"
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THE AMERICAN ARMY left Tientsin on the fourth of March,
acold and crisp morning. Although dways referred to as
the American army, in reality it wasonly aregiment. Inall
it spent one hundred seventy-five thousand Chinese dollars
per month, thus feeding a huge mass—redly an army—of
the Chinese population: coolies, rickshaw men, laundry-
men, tailors, barbers, shoemakers, house owners, and ser-
vants. Americans were very popular in China. They had
none of the English snobbishness and remoteness, and none
of the French excessve thrift. They were neither poor, as
the Italians there were, nor officious and arrogant like the
Germans. They lived and gave a means of living to others.
They paid their money when it was due, and paid it with a
smile—whichisakind of miraclein China

But it was not only their money that made them popular.
There was a specid American charm about them. They
were democratic and behaved accordingly. They met every
one with a smile and that smile was the same for al—rich
and poor, white and yellow. This made them irresitible to
the Chinese, and to work for an American was a kind of
privilege for the labourers of Tientsin. Now this privilege
was being withdrawn and there would be no more income
in many Chinee families. Sincere tears were shed even by
those who had not been in persona touch with the American
army. For those parents of a coolie, those children of the
laundryman, the only source of ready money was drying up.

The population was eager to say their good-byes and offer
their best wishes to the soldiers. It was announced in the
newspapers which way and at what time the regiment would
move from the barracks to the railway station. They were
to start at seven o cock in the morning, and long before
that time all the population of Tientsin was awake and
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standing in crowds all along the way by which the regiment
was to march. Every one was there—white and yellow,
people of all the social standings and professons, people of
all ages and descriptions. And all of them came of ther
own accord with the one desire to see once more the depart-
ing Americans. As there could be no parade except that of
the soldiers in uniform, and with music from time to time,
the waiting of the people was without any sdfish interest.
It was a purely sentimental impulse—to see once more the
departing soldiers. . . . Expressed by the massss of tens
of thousands it was both impressive and touching. Asan end
to the years of intercourse between the Americans and
Chinese it was a kind of eulogy to America, and a visible
witness to the fact that just and humane ways are the most
potent in the establishment of friendships.

It was an eventful day in the boarding-house also. All
were up at six o'clock. The breakfast was enlivened by
Khan, who solemnly brought in a special Chinese meal,
his gift to Irina.

Although happy to go, Irina wept on departing. She felt
as if she were leaving her own family. The ceremony of
departure was performed in the house, according to the old
Russian tradition.

For several minutes they all sat in slence in the Family
room. Then Mother, being the oldest, owly rose, went to
theicon in the corner, and silently began topray. Sheasked
for the Lord's grace and guidance on the travellers. Then
she addressed,her prayer to Saint Nicholas, patron saint of
those travelling on land and sea, entrusting Irina to his
loving, paternal care. They all sood behind Mother, Irina
in front, and therest of them inagroup. All prayed. Then,
standing beneath the icon, Mother gave Irina her blessing
and kissed her thrice. After that all, oneby one, approached
Irina, kissed her, and offered their best wishes for a happy
voyage.

Leaving thehousg, I rinawent first, then Mother followed,
and therest of the Family. They planned to gowith Irina
to the railway station, see her on thetrain, say good-bye;
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then, on their way home, to find a comfortable place from
which to have a last look at the marching soldiers. But the
crowds 6n the street were so immense that they could not
reach the railway station, and the police announced that
only those who were departing would be allowed to move
forward. Thus the lagt good-byesto Irina were said at the
corner of the street. When she drove away, the Family was
glad to find room enough to stand there waiting for the regi-
ment to march by.

The air was cold and exhilarating. This standing in the
midst of crowds was unusual for the citizens of a town with
so many racial, social, and political differences. Voices,
colours, movements—all blended in a kind of holiday mood
and for a while life seemed smple, and gentle, and easy.

It was nearly eight o'clock when the regiment was heard
approaching the place where the Family stood. First came
the sounds of music and whistling, then, with flying colours,
the soldiers passed by. Loud cheers greeted them; but as
the first rows passed by, the mood of the crowds changed
quickly. There was something sad in that moving away of
rows and rows of soldiers that the town was so unwilling
to let go. Culture, civilization, democracy, were leaving the
town at a moment when it needed them the most. With the
Japanese posing as magters, with the foreignersin a hurry
to go, the Chinese felt a poignant ssnse of their menacing
fate.

There was Harry, also marching away with the rest.
Dima was the first of the Family to see him.

" Hurrah, Harry! Hurrah!" he cried enthusastically.

Lida also laughed and cried: thiswas Jimmy's army.

Harry looked at them—the Family standing on the pave-
ment: Peter holding Dima in hisarmsin order to give him
a fuller view of the soldiers; Lida clinging to Mother. A
bit asde stood the silent English lady; the Chernovs, also,
were there—the Professor shouting something and his wife
watching him anxiously. Harry looked at all of them; and
felt aprick of pity in hisheart. There was something unreal
and pathetic in that group of people quite alien to him; he
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hardly knew them, and yet they were looking at him with
loving and admiring eyes as if they were proud of him.

Harry smiled at them all. But he had to move onward.
He amiled again and passd by, disappearing for ever from
the life of the Family.
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LETTERS! Mother, letters!" cried Lida, rushing into the
room with a pack of letters.

It was always like that: mail was detained by the
Japanese censor for perusal. In order to have abetter insight
into the life of the citizens, they first accumulated all.letters
sent to the same address, then read and delivered them all
at once. Thus mail recelved at Tientsin on different days
and from different places was usually brought in the same
pack.

There was one letter from Jimmy. A thick letter. Lida
opened it and instantly ceased to exist in the external world.
She flew over the Pacific and landed at the university at
Berkeley, with Jimmy. Passing through the tenson of a
difficult tet m English composition. Seeing a game. Cele-
brating the victory. Driving a car in a parade with other
sudents. And all the time loving, loving, loving him.

Mother looked over the rest of the mail. One was from
Mme. Militza. This must wait until the Professor was at
home. A pos card for hersdf, ared and gold Chinese card,
which meant congratulations for the New Year.

Usually Tientsin celebrates no less than four New *Years
annually. The series opened with the Jewish New Year,
early in the autumn. This was a noisy affair, but without
a special interest or importance in the course of life. Jews
were not very numerousin thetown. It was true that they
had a way of going about the dreas in groups, of shouting
loud gredtings to their friends, of speaking too much and
too loudly; of being too sendtive about any mention of
their nationality. Yet their life and their holidays were
usually racial affairs.

Then came every on€'s flew Year on thefirst of January
—several days of preparations and one day of ceebration*
264
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The next was on the fourteenth of January, theNew Y ear
of the Russian emigrants, who lived according to the calen-
dar of the pre-War and pre-Revolution era. Thiswasa poor
thing, With more remembrances of the past than hopes for
the future.

And at last came the Chinese New Year, which had no
fixed date, but occurred somewhere between the end of
January and the beginning of March. Its coming was de-
termined by a complicated syssem of therdigious and astro-
nomical data, with a dde glance at the approaching spring.
It was a great show of rank and economic standing. In good
times, and in the rich families, the celebration took about
two months.

But at present the ssason of the New Years was closed.
Mother turned the card in her hands with a vague feding
of wonder, and suddenly she saw an inscription. At first
sight she had taken it for an ornamental design, but looking
at it closdly she deciphered Mr. Sung's name. The card
came from the Yunnan Province, which was out of the
sphere of the Japanese influence. Mother understood. In
this unobtrusive way Mr. Sung was sending a message that
he was safe. Mother smiled with relief.

The other letter bore an odd address. Tientsin. Long
Street. Number 11. To the Englishwoman. It had been
written, visibly, by a beginner in the English language.
Possibly by a child.

How very strange, M other thought. | suppose they mean
Mrs. Parrish. Maybe some tradesmen are writing to her
like that—and she sent theletter with KhantoMrs. Parrish's
room.

Mrs. Parrish was likewise astonished by the unusual ad-
dress. She opened the letter and read:

Bestial Cat: Why are you hiding away from me? If you
want to odedl Vassiata Bulat say it plainly. We can come to
terms. Come and see me.

MASHA GOOSAROVA, the Unhappy
Russian Woman.
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Mrs Parrish was thunderstruck. She had never heard the
story of Lady Dorothea's life in detail, and had never heard
the name of the Lieutenant Bulat mentioned. Thus she was
unable to guess that the letter was sent to another woman.
She was sure it was addressed to her. " Masha Goosarova,"
she whispered, and no image arose in her memory. What?
What? And she read and reread the letter. Could it be
possible that she had met Masha Goosarova and had for-
gotten it? And who may Vassiata Bulat be? Another
woman? A girl? A boy? Steal Vassiata? Why?

Mrs. Parrish tore the letter in pieces and then burnt the
pieces in an ash tray.

Inthe twilight, Mme. Militza's letter wasread. |t looked
long, solemn, and thistime it was written more clearly than
usual. It contained quite unexpected news, as always.

She and Lady Dorothea had travelled to Shanghai in
first-class comfort. Lady Dorothea was full of animation,
because she thought she had found a distin6t trace of
Lieutenant Bulat. The cards were most promising as to the
nearness of the meeting. They came to Shanghai in the
evening and proceeded to the hotel. They had spent that
evening in high spirits and in great bodily comfort, the two
of them in a luxurious suite of three rooms. Having eaten
an hour-long supper, they drank excellent coffee all the rest
of the night, for Lady Dorothea could not deep. The cards
wer e so definitethat Mme. Militza, said that Lady Dorothea
might condder Lieutenant Bulat as found and the engage-
ment as concluded. At six o'clock in the morning they had
their final cups of coffee, and one hour later they left the
hotel to search for Lieutenant Bulat at the address received
from the General with themaps. And there, at the entrance
to the avenue, on a magnificent porch, stood .Lieutenant
Bulat with a broom diligently swesping the steps.

When Lady Dorothea saw him, she recognized turn at
once, with her heart morethan with her eyes; for Lieutenant
Bulat had changed during the last twenty-five years. She
ran towards him and encircled him with her outstretched
arms. His first movement was that of startled fear, then
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herecognized L ady Dorothea, tried a grin, failed, and burst
into loud childish sobbing. He, evidently, had not acquired
manly ways of shedding tears; for the last time he had wept
was very long ago, sitting on his mother's knee. Perhaps
he suddenly saw himself again sitting on those comfortable
knees, or perhaps Lady Dorothea had startled in him, too
suddenly, the visitor of that magnificent life of long ago.
Who can tell? . . . Lieutenant Bulat sobbed and sobbed,
supported by Lady Dorothea and still tightly clasping his
broom.

Nothing can agonish the resdents of Shanghai, so the
passersby showed no curiosity at the tableau on the gseps
of thehotel. Mme. Militza was the sole spectator of the last
act of this human drama.

L ady Dorothea came to her snses first. She snatched the
broom from the Lieutenant's hands and threw it asde. She
exclaimed, addressng humanity as a whole, that they need
not count on the Lieutenant's service any more, and then
she dragged him back to 'her rooms. He was given coffee
with a little brandy and then asked to express hisimmediate
wishes. Hewanted some good roast beef, morebrandy, and
some tobacco. When his needs were supplied, Lady
Dorothea braced hersdf, and the great argument began.

Lieutenant Bulat did not want to marry. Humbly he
declined the honour. Certainly, he was no more young and
no longer a gambler. There was no I van near by to supply
fresh arguments, for Ivan had long since been lying in the
deserts of Mongolia under one of those croses made of
gones. Asto Mme. Militza, she was not the oneto interfere
where Fate hersdf had been spinning the yarn. She kept
slent, for she knew more than she dared tell.

Left to himsdf, Lieutenant Bulat was not a match for
Lady Dorothea, and two hours of argument were enough
to make him capitulate. He made only one condition: there
was somewhere a Masha Goosarova, " an unhappy Russian
woman," and he asked an annuity for her-six hundred
local dollars. Lady Dorothea accepted the terms. Lieu-
tenant Bulat was given a leave in order to arrange his per*
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ona affairs and it was sdtled that he would come back
early in the afternoon in a decent suit

Lady Dorothea was in a date of great exdtement. She
even had a gass of brandy, which was quite unusual for
her. Yet it did not hep. She had a cup of fresh coffee-
no hdp ether. Then a sudden trembling took possesson of
her body; she could not kegp on her fest any more and went
to bed. Yet her head worked feverishly and she was all the
time writing something in her pocket-book. Suddenly she
threw the book and the pencil away and asked Mme. Militza
to call adoctor. Thiswasthe first timein her life that Lady
Dorothea had wished to avail hersdf of the help of medicne.
Yet de did not, even then. When the dodtor came Lady
Dorothea was deed'.

Mme. Militza was sill gaying at the hotd. The English
offidals were very anxious to know every detail about Lady
Dorothed's life and death. It ssamed that she had a greet
many oousns in England all snding tdegrams Mme.
Militza was promisad by the offidals one month's salary
in advance, and, of course, they would pay the bill at the
hotd. And <he loved them all, meaning the Family, and
remained ther affectionate fortunetdler, Mme. Militza.

Tears gligenad in Lida's eyes

" Oh, crud! Crud! Lifewascrud to lady Dorothea!"
dhe cried.

" Yes Lady Dorothea was a great woman," the Pro-
fesor said. " Mankind mug be proud that she exised, that
daughter of Cervantes She was a kind of Doctor Faustus
also; for it was not Lieutenant Bulat whom she pursued.
No man is worthy of such devation. She had been pursuing
not a man, but her youth, the time when she could love,
believe in illusons and fed passon. She ran after that fleet-
ing vison over the three continents, aoross the rivers and
deppes and desxts . .. There was no chaan too desp,
no mountain too high. ... | am proud of her!"

" And people found her ridiculoud” sad Peter.

" Let them! Let them!" the Profesor cried, "Mockery
is the eedes and the mog vulgar way of dealing with a
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problem. Let them who wish laugh at Lady Dorothea, but
| fed grateful for having known her. Her type of a woman
israre nowadays A musaum piece. She should be cherished
like a jewel. Such people kep the balance againg
pusillanimity and cowardice and doubt. She never turned
back in site of all the saxifices her search for her ideal
entailled. She never ocounted the cod. IS there not ome
thing refreshing in the gory of her life?" This quegion he
addresd to Anna Petrovna. But Anna Petrovna looked
at him sadly and said nothing.

" Lady Dorothea is a tragic Muse of human passons”
said the Professor finally. " She paid in full for the futility
of human illusons | bow to her memory, my friends!"
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' MOTHER," said Lida, " have you ever naoticed that there
is a kind of uniformity in the way life goes on—sasif in
Cirdes? Then the drdes repeat . ... Every drde takes
about sven days, for ingance, one wesk we have letters
and they come in in packs And every wek we have a
different kind of news too. Ancther wesk it may be pass
ports’ And everybody is shouting: ' My pasport! Your
passport!" Then may comea wek of vigtors, and we have
them coming in crowds."

Andif we have departures, we havedepartures, Mother
thought, looking at Peter and Dima.

And if we have sorrows, we have plenty, thought Anna
Petrovna; for the Doctor had confirmed all her apprehen-
gons concarning her  husband.

" And if we recave pressts many come at oncel" cried
Dima aloud. He was dad in a new wit, brushed and
combed, with his watch on his wrig and a handker chief
bearing his initials in his pocket.

They had their morning tea. Now the Chernovs also had
all ther meals downgairs. Who would pay for them, when
and how, nobody knew. There was some tea in the tea
cagdy and the Family drank it and shared it with every-
body.

Thiswas Monday morning, and Lida, full of joyous ex-
pectation, had been trying to guess what kind of week this
one would be. She always hoped for a wesk of letters, but
this week, evidently, turned out to be one of vigtors

First came the Diaz family.

Count Diaz was a gentleman of medium height, dark,
calm, slent, and dignified. He would walk with the same
unhurried pace towards any event in life, whether it might
bea guillatine or a fancy-dressball. This excess of outward
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tranquillity appealed powerfully to a romantic imagination*
Maria Fedorovna brought her husband in order to introduce
him to the Family.

Although Count Diaz could speek Russan, Professor
Chernov addressd him, to the general asonishment, in
Soanish. Even Anna Perovna was dartled. Of course
there had been a oring spent in Spain, but long, long ago—
their honeymoon trip. A man with amemory like that. ..
was not that a hopeful Sgn? She mug tell Dr. Isaak about
it.

To be sure, those two gentlemen were not speaking about
current events, for to minds with broad horizons the present
never holds exdusve importance The dramas by Lope
de Vega ssamed to them a topic as vital as the hodilities in
China or Spain. Both of them were exduded from active
participation in the current palitical life. Their native
countries gave them but a poor choice—White tyranny or
Red tyranny. Whether it was White or Red was not
essential; but they could not acoept the tyranny. So there
they were: gtarting with the pag, jumping over the present,
and concelving the future in wonder and glory.

Now the Professr was orating in Russian:

" Thefact isthat nowadaysall honet men, earlier or later,
are exiled from ther native countries And this exactly,
makes me hopeful. . . . We will become a power soon., The
ideas of judice and a lawful life bdongs to us All the
honeg youth in the world will look to us and will follow
our leadings. Only obsquious eyods will alow the
tyranny of government. But the sygem will topple. Even
now, sr, where are the lofty geniuses of humanity? Where
are idealids ready to give their lives for idess? Galileo?
Pageur? Mediocrity, sr, mediocrity is its sdf-poisoning
quality. It fills the universties, cdleges sthods of art—
mostly sdf-seeking pygmies, with one eye always on future
rewards for ther efforts But however high a salary, a
commonplace brain cannot grike out the law of gravitation
or lit an atom. They are bound, from time to time, to
pardon one of us and give him, perhaps a place in the
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government, or a laboratory, or a sudio — and a good
slary, too. Butno ... werdus? Why? Weare univer-
gties, and laboratories and sudios, oursdves Sdenceand
art need no buildings of gone with sSgnboards over them,
and derks counting expensss and profits We — people
having no country, no pasports no money—we are the
creative forces of mankind . . . for the freedom of thought
isours . . . and, dr,"—here the Professor thrug his face
doseto that of the Count and said in a passonate whisper—
" Did you ever fed the grandeur, the splendour, the noble-
ness the purity, of a free human thought? This divine gift
to a human beng? Thislink with the Absolute-Creator?
Is not that worth dying for? Dying in joy, and saging
hymns to it, while dying? What is a pasyport, and even a
native country, money, respectability, fame, and comfort,
to compare with this? "

At the sametimethe Countesswas saying to M other :

" We have to live on the English Concesson, for my
children mug go to the English Grammar School. And |
am ddighted to live nearer you and to se you more often.
Really, it ssams as if bonds of kinship tie us together. We
have so much in common.”

The next vistor was Amah of the " bad thinking."

Moather was aone with Lida. Sitting on the floor, they
were quilting &, red bedspread, as a presant to the departing
Dima.

Amah tapped at thedoor timidly.

" Coming to say good-bye . . . going away."

" Oh, Amahl Very glad to s you,"” Mother greged
her. " Comein and havea cup of tea."

" Daintily Amah took her cup, and with refined manners,
common to the Chinese of all dasses she began to sp her
tea

" And where are you going, Amah?"

Ingtantly Amah's eyes lit up from within, asif two small
dectric lamps were switched on in her head. She put her
cup on the table, smoathed the front of her blue cotton



THE FAMILY 273

Chinexe dress took out of her pocket a big white folded
handkerchief, dried her lipswith it, and then said:

" Going to heaven ... to paradiss” de added, in order
to make it completdy dear where she was going.

" What? . . . How? " Mother was at a loss as to how
to put her quedion.

" Not right away. First | go to Shans Province. Our
convent is sending hdp—medicnes food, dothing. . . .
They will als take degtitute small children into their hos
pitals. ... | wasborn in Shandg Province | go, | hdp
in conversation. | hep everywhere . . . Suppoe children
would be afraid of nuns—all in black, nuns can scare every-
body. Herel hep. ... | say, nunsare all right ... no
Killing . . . hdping those who are nat yet killed, . . . Mug
not be afraid to go to the hogpitals . .. not a very bad place
.. I tdlall, I help."

And Amah cag her eyes down, modestly.

" But the paradiss? Where does it come in—the
paradiss? "

" Looking forward to martyrdom," she said subtly . . .
" many chancssit happens.. . . Japanexe donat likeinter-
fering. . . . They try tokill, wetry to hdp to live. . . .
S=? Japanee maybe very, very angry . . . and | hdping
everywhere, so much . . . many chances for martyrdom . . .
and then nun or no nun, paradiseistheonly place | goin."

And again for a flesting moment Amah's eyes shane and
faded, asif aflash of lightning had passad over her face

" Amah," aked Lida, " are you not afrad? Cannot
you refue to go? Why do you take this way of life? "

" All the ways lead to death," said Amah smply. " And
| want to go . . . there are not many chanoss of being a
martyr nowadays . . . And think: everybody has to die.
Cannot exxape And degth is kind of hard on anyone. Yet
one dies at home and recaves nothing. Martyrdom, per-
haps will bemuch worse but it iswell rewarded . . . Sraight
you go to paradise  Isnot that a great temptation? With-
out it I will livee maybe, dghty years live and live, toil

and toil and never be surewhere | go after. . . . And in
8
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eighty years | will have more pain, maybe, than in martyr-
dom. ... No, no. Martyrdom is the easet way to
. paradise, and the quickest.

" Amah," said Mother sternly, " | do not like the way
you think about it. It does not sound Christian at all."

Amah sat for a while slent, with downcast eyes. Then
she lifted her head, and said in a voice shocking in its sin-
cerity, smplicity, and sadness

" | am kind of tired. Herel am left out. . . therel am
not accepted. Everything | likeisasin . . . | am much too
lonely for a woman."

Mother rose and quickly came to her. She put her hand
on Amah's shoulder and said:

" Amabh, people do too much fussng about religions here
below. But over all thereisareal God. He lovesall who
love Him. You need not be so anxious about your salva-
tion. He never refuses His paradise to those who want it.
Tap at that door and it opens.”

At the same time Dima was entertaining another visitor
in the back yard. This was a boy about his own age. His
father had brought washed linen for Mrs Parrish, and the
boy helped him. Hedid not enter the house, but was waiting
for his father in the yard. He stood mationless, with his
gyes cast down. His poor Chinese clothes were dirty, and
his small brown hands bore calluses and blisters, witnesses
of hard work.

Dimawastaught to becivil to all who clme, notwithstand-
ing their social rank. He approached the boy, and with an
effort, trying to And the right Chinese words, he started the
conversation. Not in vain had Dima been the Professor's
pupil. He liked to put toy conversation on the scientific
bass.

" Doyou know," heasked, " that the earth isround and
that it turns?"

The boy lifted his eyes to the level of Dima's, made a
sniffing sound with his no$e, and smiled a shy yet dy smile.
Then he looked attentively at the spot of ground on which
he was standing and asked:
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"Which eath? " This one? "

" Yes," dfirmed Dima, " the earth. Itisround and it
turns.”

Again the boy looked down at the ground under his and
Dimas feet. Then he smiled a broad smile and said
triumphantly:

" Nonsense A joke."

While Dima was gathering in his memory the Chinese
words proper to explain the phenomenon the Chinese boy
tried to be civil dso. He was evidently, not a poor con-
versationalist, for the expresson of his face and the sound
of his voice changed completely. He was imitating some
one old and wise:

" There is one old man and a white hare living on the
moon."

" Superstition,” Dima would have liked to say, but he
did not know the word in Chinese, so hedso said: " Non-
sne A joke.”

They stood for awhile in silence, facing each other. Then
Dima tried another subject, much simpler, yet no les
vital:

" What will you have for supper to-day? "

" | have eaten to-day," answered the boy.

Dimadid not understand clearly, so he asked again:

" How many times do you edt in a day? "

" We eat once aday," said the boy, and seeing surprise
and pity on Dima'sface he hagtened to add, with dignity:

" We eat once a day, but we do it every day,” and he
smiled triumphantly, now sure that he had not " logt his
face " before the white boy.

But the last visitors came late in the night.

A low and cautious bell at the entrance door awoke
Mother.  Startled she began to listen. Somebody was
lightly knocking at the window in the hall. Dog snarled.
Then she heard Peter's hasty and cautious steps, heard him
calming Dog and opening the entrance door. Mother rose
and began to dress herself. Peter tapped at her door, then
opened it and beckoned ber into the hall.
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" Aunty/' he said tenderly, in a whigper. He hestated
for amoment, then added: " Now | go."

" You are gong? Where? Why?"

" | am going away. The man has come for me."

" What? What? "  She began to tremble, and he
teeth chattered as if with cold.

He took her hands and kissed them.

" It was dedded before | mug go."

Mothe made a tremendous efort to overcome her
emotion.

" | mug prepareyou aparcel. . . soamefood ... linen."

"No, Aunty. | cannot take anything. | will put on my
coat, and that is all."

They good in slence trying not to look at each other.

" | will go to my room for money. Then | should like
to say good-bye to the children.”

- When he kissad Dima the degping boy made no move-
ment But Lida opened her eyes smiled sweetly, and said:

" Pee ... Mamma, . . what is happening? " But she
Was S0 overcome with sieep that she dosed her gyesat once
and was far away.

Mother gave Peter her blesing and kisssd him.  Then
holding his shoulders with her hands, she sepped back and
looked graight into his face  She wished to impress his
features upon he memory forever. She knew that she
would not sse him again in this life.

" Aunty," said Peter inalow voice, " remember always
that | am going with joy and hope . . . that | am looking
forward to a new life, ... Do not be afraid for me. | am
ready to megt my fate."

Mother looked at him with yearning eyes

" Aunty," said Peter haltingly, " anything may happen.
If I should mest Uncle, what shall | say to him from you
and Lida? "

" Oh, nothing... our kind regards.”

Therewasmore knocking at thedoor. Mother and Peter
went out, The beggar with one eye was sanding on the
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deps.  Another figure—tall and broad—was seen at the
gate.

The night was still and sad.  The moon kept her moody
vigil over human sorrow. A light mist arose as if breathed
out by the earth. 1t softened the stony outlines of buildings
and walls and deleted the colours of things. Rising higher,
the mist absorbed the moonlight and became aliquid pearly
radiance. All the world was made up of light from above
and shadow below.

It isnot real, Mother thought. Itisadream. . .| must
make an effort to awake,

She looked around. Two bare trees in the Garden accen-
tuated the melancholy of the scene  She looked at the
house.  Number 11 with no light inits windows wes like a
face with closed eyes. It gave no response to Mother's
apped. Light, shadow, slence—dl was mysterious,
cautious, even hostile. '

It must be adream. Theworld was never likethis before
. . . Mother thought.

A clock began to strike somewhere. The soundsfell heavy
and sterile .. . they called forth no echo and held no promise.
There were many of them, disconnected lonely drops of time.

Midnight! thought Mother all trembling.

" Got the money? " asked the beggar in a whistling
whisper.

Peter gave him the money. He lit a match, looked at the
money, and hid it somewhere in his shirt.

"Now we go! " said the beggar in louder tones.
" Good-bye, Madame | "

They went away. Out of the Garden. The gate clanged.
Their seps sounded heavy and discordant on the bare sones
in the narrow passage.  Into the street... out of sight. . .
out of life. '

Mother took several hasty geps She stood a the gate
clutching the cold iron in a convulsive grip. The sterility
of human endeavour to pilot onesown life. . . .

The door squesked, and Dog descended the steps slowly
and heavily. ... His head hung low. He gpproached



278 THE FAMILY

Mother. Shedid not naticehim. Hegrowled lightly. She
did not hear him. Then he began to lick her now lifdesdy
hanging hands, as if to say:

" Letusgoin. You will find your sorrow with you there,
all the same.”
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As I F PERCEIVING misery beforehand, Dog spent the days
before Dima's departure in a state of constant anxiety and
foreboding. Quite unexpectedly he would start a low howl,
or a short barking, or some strange squeaking sounds in a
high falsetto. He sniffed suspicioudy every trunk where
Dima's things were packed, then walked away and sat on
the geps in dire immobility.

Dima paid little attention to Dog now. Deep in theantici-
pation of the long trip across the continents and oceans he
could hardly think of anything dse.  Fresh information
about his travel was supplied by the Professor daily. Dima
would have one day less than the Family at Tientsin. And
Dima almost understood why. He would s sharks, follow-
ing theliner. If heshould throw an empty can at them, or
a bottle, they would swallow it, and nothing would happen
to them. If a monk should embark on the liner, going up
the gangway the first, the sailors would curse and prepare
for a storm.

Mother tried hard to keep life gay and smooth all the last
days before Dima's departure. She wished to spare him
any nervous tenson.  Even the last evening the family
gent in the usual way with not too much movement and
noise.

His lagt night in the house Dima dept on Granny's sofa.
Mother was lying quietly on a mattress spread on the floor,
pretending she was deeping.

Up in her room, Mrs. Parrish wassitting in an armchair,
pretending that she was knitting.

How does it happen, she thought, that some people fail
totieanybody fo-themsel vesor totiethemselvesto anybody,
while othersare centres of human joys, and pain, and affec-
tion .. as Cranny was before, as Mother isnow? Why are

279
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some people like that? What makes them so? Suffering?
But have | not suffered? Have |l not? Yet my pain was
evidently vain, it led me nowhere, taught me nothing. It
never resulted in anything, but remained a pain which 'ate
into all of my being . . . there was no other side to my
suffering.

Stitch after stitch Mrs. Parrish dropped in the thing which
she planned as a sweater for Dima.

Now | shall have Dima . . . | will warm my loneliness
with his eagerness and his enjoyment of life. | will try to
look at thingsthrough hiswondering eyes. But will helove
me? Shall | only glide through his life like a shadow, seen
once and then forgotten?

Again she dropped a stitch, and went on knitting without
noticingit.

Why are some women mothers and grannies to every-
body, so much sothat even their proper namesareforgotten?
Why do other women fail to be mothers even to the children
they have borne? What makes a heart sterile? Why cannot
| be even an aunty to Dima, only " dear, dear Mrs.
Parrish?" And| had to beg this child from Mather . . .
and she in all her poverty and desolation, could give me
what | most needed. In this Family | have found every-

thing—health, sympathy, loving care, attention . . . and
now | am carrying away hope and joy for the rest of my
life. . . . Mother gives sympathy and compassion to all, as

she offers her poor tea to every' one who enters the house.
Why does no oneever tap at my door and ask mefor acup
6f tea? Or tell me his sorrow? Or shed tears on my
bosom? What separates mefrom therest of theworld? Am
| notkind? AmI an egoist? Am1?. . Andwouldl like
to change? No, | would not. | do not understand their
exuberance of feeling their openness toward all people com-
ing to them. Their hearts as open as the doors of their
house. They open both together, ready to like everybody,
to sympathise with every pain, to share every confidence.
And shedropped moreand moregtitchesin her knitting.
Shewonder ed whether it was perhaps because they were
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Russan and dhe English, both doing things in their own
way. Here, at Tientsin, e had been working for charity.
Rummage sdes, charity balls, Christmas presents for desti-
tute children.  Inthisway she had given thousands of dollars
for thepoor. . . . Wehaveour methodical English way of
helping, shethought. Sowherein liesthedifference? My
hearthadnopartinit. ... Butisthat necessary solong
as| give money?

Suddenly she felt a stab in her heart:

And |, myself, was | in need of money when | was
brought here? Could money save me?

She put her knitting away and looked vacantly before her.

It was not for my money that Granny nursed me asif |
wereher own child. Yes, yes, besidetheordinaryrelations
between people—that of being brothers, sisters, husbands,
wives, children—thereisanother kind—thetiesof charity,
o] sympathy, of pity...andthosetiesbind peopleinto
another kind of group, aFamilyin spirit.

The morning which Mother and Lida could not face even
in thought, that morning came, as all mornings do, in due
time and quite unobtrusively: first, a faint stirring in the
kitchen, splashing of water and smell of smoke, then the
low voice of the newspaper man, and the louder one of the
boy from the bakery; the jarring noisss of the garbage car;
Khan's cautious geps in the hall, the morning tea brought
in—and there you were facing a new day, with no possibili-
ties of hiding yourself from it.

Yet that eventful day began smoothly. The morning tea
was luxurious, with buttered toast, fried eggs and even
dices of bacon. This unusual treat produced an exhilarat-
ing effect upon the participants. Snce all the inhabitants
were going to se Dima and Mrs. Parrish off, Dima had to
say good-bye only to Khan and to the house.  And to Dog
aso. Dog could not go to see Dima off.

Dog had to be locked in the cellar, as had happened.to
him before, and usualy only Dima could do it quickly and
without any protest on Dog's part. To-day Mother asked
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the Professor to hdp Dima with Dog and to try to divert
Dima's thoughts from the events of parting.

" Solongl " said Dimato Dog. " Behave. Seeyouin
the future. Don't grow old too soon.”

" Dima," said the Professr, in order to give Dima no
timefor emations, " do nat forget the new map | have made
for you. It ison thetablein my room."

And finally the moment came when they all were gand-
ing on the enmbankment of the Hei-ho River. The Professor
explained the map to Dima. He would leave Tientsn in a
small geamer, which would bring him to Shanghai. There
he had to change for a liner going to Marsdlles then aoss
France, and finally the Channd, and land in England. The
Professor moved his finger over the map, and Dima's small
nose dosdy followed every movement.  Meanwhile the bag-
gage was taken in, and everything was ready for - the
departure. A dgna was given for the passga's to 0
aboard. Only at thislag moment did Dima suddenly under-
gand the dgnificance of all that was happening to him. He
turned pale, and looked around with widdly opened eyes

" Now go, go, Dima dear,” said Mother and Lida, and
they lightly pushed him toward the gangway.

" Good-bye, dear boy, and wire often," said the Pro-
fessor.

" No!' Not No! " suddenly cried Dima in a loud
heartbreaking voice. " | am naot going! | won't."

Herethey all surrounded, speaking together in quick and
ungeady voices

" Why! What a nice deamer! There is your cabin
with your name written above the door. Mrs. Parrish is
waiting. . . look, look! The captain, the sailors all wait-
ingfor you. ... No, Dimalikestravelling. Mr Sowneis
coming for you."

"No! No! No!" cried Dima with all his might, his
thin little face disorted with tearsand despair. Convulsvely
he dutched therails of the gangway, twisted hislegsaround
thepod, and, livid with effort, hetried to kegp hisplaceand
not give in to the pressure toward the deamer. There was
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a shade of cruelty in this urging the boy to go, and his shrill
childish sobs made it dmost unbearable.

Then Mother pushed all of them away and embraced
Dima. Sheput her face, hot with tears, dose to his, chesk
to cheek, and began to whisper:

" Oh, Dima, | never expected this. . . . Peter went
quietly. Won't you dso be aman? Y ou will earn money
and take us dso to England. ... | was so much looking

forward to that "—and she kissed him all thetime. " Have
we no more men in our Family? "

Dima's hands left therails, hislegs untwisted from around
the post. . ..

" Itistimeto go. All the deamer is waiting for you,"
said Mother.

Dima looked at the gangplank of the steamer, at Mrs.
Parrish standing there and beckoning for him to come up
. .. then he turned back, in one glance taking in all of them,
his dear, dear people . , . then he vehemently embraced
Mother and whispered:

" Don't be afraid ... | will never forget that | am
Russan " ... and bravely and resolutely he went up the
gangway.

The gangway was taken away, the throbbing Seamer
began to move . . . slowly. Mother looked at the Steamer,
and her lips moved dso . . . Dimameade afinal chivarous
gesture; hetook hishandkerchief and waved it to the Family.
Mrs. Parrish put her hand on his shoulder in sign of pos
essveness  The Hel-ho River was bearing them away.

Exhausted with emotions, Mother sat down on a pile of
sacks filled with cotton, which were lying on the embank-
ment, and silently looked down the river at the steamer,
which grew smaller and smaller.

Lidatenderly took Mother's arm and said:

" Look, Mamma, what our Professor is doing there. And
Aqgna Petrovna also." .

The Chernovs were standing motionlessy at a distance,
absorbed in something they saw. Lidaled Mother to them,
and they aso looked down.
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A vesd was taking on coal. A file of coolies were lug-

ging coal in heavy baskets. Each had two baskets on a pole
balanced on his shoulder. They moved in an unbroken
ling, bent under the load too weighty for one man. Theiirst
impresson was that of efficiency, of well-measured seps,
of almost mechanised movements. . . . There was even a
kind of beauty in that rhythmical motion, if one were to
take in the picture as a whole. But if one looked at those
coolies separately, seeing them not as parts of a machine,
but as human beings, the picture suddenly acquired a terrible
significance. Thiswas davery in itsmos cruel form. Could
free human beings wear those rags and lift such sweating,
exhausted, and strained faces towards the boat? Was there
ever a pieceof bread so sweet asto be worthy of thisinhuman
effort?
" Friends," said the Professor in a low and moved voice,
it seems that their baskets of coal weigh heavier than our
baskets of sorrow . . . and we hear no complaint from those
guavers."
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T HE BOARDING-HOUSE was almost empty. Its vitality and
joy had ebbed. Thereremained, toremind one of the former
sounds and the former pace, only the lonely sound of Dog
thumping about.

Having more time for hersdf, Mother went to church
almogt daily. There she found a cure for her physical and
mental weariness. In those hours of peace and prayer she
felt all her worldly ties loosened. She was nobody's wife,
nobody's mother ... she felt no presure of cares and
anxiety... she wasafreesoul at peace with hersdf, free and
happy. She wished nothing more for hersdf. As to the
Family, she left it in God's hands.  She was ready to live
and ready to die ... at any time, on any call. The long
years of suffering and privations told on her now. She felt
independent of her own body, of its sensations, fears or
pains, intensity of wishes. She could go without eating
or without deeping and work and move all the time.
Serenity became her habitual mood, and she grew invulner-
able to the pricks and pettiness of everyday life. Her body
and soul felt perfectly healthy. Life became a flow of some-
thing warm, soft, and tender, asif to live meant swimming
dowly adrift, down a calm river on a beautiful sunny day.
She made human contacts with exceeding ease.  She learned
to understand human nature and read freely other people's
hearts. A kind of tenderness became her chief feding
toward all living beings. She liked to talk to people, but
in her intercourse words never had the foremost importance.
Underlying the words, whatever they were about, was her
feding of sympathy and understanding. And she usually
received the same response.  She would speak to beggars,
to groups of Chinese mendicants, refugees and paupers, not
in order to convev a message tothem in words, but to share
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ther burden of sorrow, bringing to them he drop of
sympathy.

" Will you kindly take this, Old Lady," she said, giving
her last ten centsto agaunt and haggard old Chinesewoman
inrags " | amsorry, | havenomoreto give" She poke
in Russan.

" Thank you, Great Lady, your gift is magnificent," the
old lady answered and bowed. She gpoke in Chinee

" Itishard, dear Old L ady, to bewithout support in ones
old age” Mother said in Russan.

" Privations weigh heavier in onés old age to be sure
. .. but thishappensto me," said the old woman with resg-
nation, in Chinex

" Yet we have a wonderful soring day . .. the sun shines
warmer. . . . Bet wishesto you," said Mother in Russan.

" Sametoyou, Great Kind Lady," said theold woman in
Chinese

It was of no importance that they had spoken in different
languages snce they had undersood each other. This was
one heart gpeaking to ancther heart in the universal language
of human pity and compasson.

" Mother," said Lida once " do you know that you are
becoming more and more like Granny? In every way—
your eyes your voice . . /'

" And it ssamsto me, Lida, that you acquire more and
more resemblance to me, in my youth," answered Mother.

" Oh, Mammal " cried Lida in rapture. " Oh, say that
again! Every one says that you were a beauty | "

If Mother had one sore gpat in her heart, that was her
thought about Peter. Yet even this pain was alleviated.

Once, in the night, shefdt as if someone had touched her
shoulder. Ingtantly she awoke and opened her eyes . . .
Peter was ganding before her.

" Peer t " She was quickly on her feet. She embraocsd
him with her arms. " You are home again . . . it cannat
beadream . .. no, no. | feedyou. . .youirereal. ..
Here are your grong hands . .. in flesh and bone."
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"-No, Aunty, it isa dream," said Peter, tenderly and
low.

" But why? It cannot be! | see you so distinctly."
" That is because | am thinking of you now," he
whispered.

And Mother awoke. All was dark and calm in the room.
She was lying on Granny's sofa.  Lida's quiet breathing
brushed the slence at regular intervals.

Mother arose. She put on her dressing gown and went
to the door. The cool and tranquil night met her on the
threshold. She moved out into the blue, opalescent fresh-
ness of a srene spring night. . . The two trees brooded in
silence, all fragrant with their newly born leaves. . . . Sars
trembled above, iridescent, alive. . . . The splendour of
the essnce of life lay opened as a great, a final peace above
human sorrow.

Mother sowly approached the gate. . . . She put her
hands on the same place where they had been clutched on
that night. Here Peter stood, she thought, then he went
thither, and she heard his seps on the bare sones of the
pavement. He disappeared behind that house.

She looked into the sky above. ... All the splendour
of the flaming universe answered her glance. Where is the
polar star? she thought. At home, in Russia, we were
taught to orient ourselves by it. She found the polar star
with her eyes. It islower here than in my native town, she
thought. So there under those starsis Peter now . . < and
there under those—she moved her gaze southwar d—maybe

Dima . . . on his liner waring France.
A heavy thumping approached. It was Dog. Sad . . .
mournful. ... He did not look into the sky ... his eyes

kept to the ground. He stood beside Mother, deep in his
animal sorrow. Night accepted him, also.

At this very moment Peter was standing on the top of
ahill. ... Hehad crosed the border under the darkness
of night. ... Hewasin Russa. The approaching dawn
sent forth the first hesitating flickerings of light.  They
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shoved to Peter the village there . . . down the hill. In a
date of exaltation he looked at the river, the fored, the
housss ... All weredesping in peace in quiet. Theearly
morning wind bathed all with frehness It roughened
Peter's hair. It played with his torn shirt and caresssd
his bare bread.

Peter Sghed degply and happily:

" Oh, Russa | Oh my first, my only, my eternal love! "
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PROFESSOR CHERNOV was visibly declining. He had
changed both mentally and physically. An acute anxiety
became his habitual mood. The more frequent changeswere
either a profound nervous depression full of fears and s
picions, or fits of wrath which always arose without aufl& dent
cause. Sometimes, in the climax of his anger, he would sud-
denly pause, as if listening to the inner thin stream of
reason. Then he would look around with wondering eyes
and calm down. Anna Petrovna's timorous attention and
cares vexed him, while Mother's presence was always
beneficent.

He grew thinner, looked haggard, and logt his appetite.
Insomnia also often tormented him.

One cloudy afternoon he strode along the Asahi Road,
the chief dreet of the Japanese Concession. In a kind of
mental distraction he paid no attention either to the time or
to his way. Suddenly he was startled by a strange noise
in the air above. He looked up. A huge cloud of black
ravens was settling down on to a house. In the chorus of
their angry voices were drowned all the sounds of the street.
The beating of wings produced a wind all around.

Those ravens were one of the mysteries of that country.
Early at dawn they flew over the town to some unknown
degtination, silently, in thousands, in clouds. In the after-
noon they would return home. They lived somewhere in
the hills, in the ruinsof atemple. Nobody could tell exactly
where. Sometimes, on their evening journey, they would
make a halt and haveashort rest in thetown. With sudden
cries they would soar high and choose a big house.

The Professor, seeing the ravens for the first time, stood
spellbound by the unusual sight. Some of the birds, flying
lower, almost touched him with their outstretched wings.

289 T
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Whenthey flew away, the Professor was stil | standing before
the big building of the Jgpanese Municipal Council.

" Your pass? "-asked a heavy voicein English.

A Japanese patrol was on hisrounds over the concesson.
Foreigners had to have a pass in order to visit there. The
Professor heard nothing. He was far away, deep in thoughts
of hisown.

" Your pas | " repested the Jgpanese officer, and his
yellow hand pulled the Professor's deave.

Slowly the latter turned and looked with sad eyes at the
officer and thetwo soldierswith guns, standing behind him,
and asked gently, " Brothers what do you want of me? "

" Who are you? Y our nationality? "

" | am aUtopian," said the Professor after a dlight pause.

" The name of your country? " inssted the officer.

" Utopiaismy country,” said the Professor in the same
low and sad voice.

The Jgpanese officer had evidently never heard of Utopia.
For one moment he wasin suspense, then he asked,” Where
isit? What kind of a country? "

"It isasmal isle,” said the Professor. " We are the
gmdlest nationin the world ... we Utopians.”

" What is it famous for? " asked the Jgpanese officer.
" What is maunfactured there?  What kind of goods?
Whayort of trade? "

" Friend," said the Professor, " we have no factories, no
trade, no armies, nothing. We are poor."

" But what are you doing there usualy? "

" We are all poets and philosophers there," said the Pro-
fessor, and his voice broke.

A dlight movement went across the officer's tense face.
It began near the eyes, and died out somewhere behind his
cheek bones. Again he looked at the Professor, but said
nothing more. Asking neither pass nor passport, he trod
heavily away.

The Professor looked around. There were no more birds.
Geathered into clouds, they were far away on their mysteri-
ous pilgrimage. Shivering the Professor walked home.
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Once in his room the Professor good quietly ligening to
his thoughts He forgot to take off hiscoat or hat. Anna
Petrovna gently approached him, and with light, careful
movements removed his hat and unbuttoned his overcoat.
The Professr came to himsdf, looked at her with migy
gyes and said, " Ravens What hasa raven to ssy? "

Shethought that he waslooking for a quotation. Her mind
began to work and she said aloud: —

" Isthere—isthere balmin Gilead?—tell me, tell me, |
implore! "
Quoth theRaven," Nevermore."

Hesgmiled. " A ravenisbut a poor philosopher. Fed on
ocorpsss he knows little about life: a pure materialist. No
Anny, no! Looking at those thousands of ravens | felt with
anew joy theglory of being an idealist, kegping away from
carcasss livingin Utopia, in freedom, in light, in beauty.”

Anna Petrovna looked at him with anxious eyes

" You aretired, Anthony," she whipered.

" Gentle Anny," he said, " leave me aone now. Go
downdairs Go, deared. | have an important thingtowrite.
| mug be alone.”

Anna Petrovna being gone, he took a shedt of paper and
wrote, " My Tegtament."

" After along life | am approaching my dismissal," he
wrote. " | do not bring much to that day. Lifeissmple at
its core. After all the different and complicated human re-
lationships | have experienced, having known so many
people, =N 0 many places read O many books, after
having sudied, explored, and experimented with all | have
met in life, after having been a son, a brother, a hushand, a
father, a gudent, ateacher, ascholar, ajudge, aprisoner, a
writer, atraveller, aleader, after all that | find mysdf back
in theprimordial phase mysdf and my wife.

" Toyou, Anny, the other half of my universe, | address
this my testament. | look around andfind nobody dse All
hasfaded away like a shadow; only you, my gentlefriend,
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you remain. | met you in your paternal home where you
had been living in luxury. Among the flowers of your
garden you dreamed of coming happiness | took you by
the hand and promised you that happiness From your
world of musc, flowers, and reverie, the world of luxury
and joy, | led you through poverty, misery, despair, ex-
haudtion, and desolation, straight away to this poor room
of Number 11. With meyou have known all: tears sad-
ness humiliation, fears anxiety, privations, famine—all,
Anny, exoept happiness Yet you never turned upon me a
reproachful glance you never said a cold or unkind word.
From the day you gave the your trembling, small hand until
to-day when | st you away from thispoor room, you were
only love and devotion. Y ou werethe pure sring of water
which refreshed me all my life. The basmness the crudlty,
the falsehood, the dander, the injugtice, the persscution, all
the arimes of mankind, | could stand them all, because of
you, Anny. Wherever | went, whatever | saw, you were
waiting for meat home and met mewith your gentle smile.
Y ou kept the balance for me: you, dear, alone, againg the
vices and depravity of mankind. Because of you | never
los my love and faith in human beings Women likeyou,
Anny, kegp the world of love alive, and the greatness of the
human heart redlised. It all is balanced on your frail
shoulders dearegt, and you bear it without complaint. All the
warmth and tenderness | met in life was given to me by you.
Now | begin to percave the end of my path, Anny. | am
leaving you all aloneand | have nothing to bequesth you.

" And what could | bequeath? |, a man, who failed to ac-
quire asngle follower, a leligener or disciple My words
wee derilesadsin all the souls where they were sown, yet
| have something d=to say. To-day | have bean searching
for the hidden meaning of my exigence Why had | been
created at all? Had it no purpose at all, thiscomplexity of
atoms, cdls, tisues ideas experience, faith, hopes that
is1? Could it be only the cardesslavishness of nature? Why
have | bean ground in every possble mill of physcal and
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mental trials, shown life and humanity in so many varied
attitudes . .. why?

" Anny, | know why | have lived! Human natureisthe
only congant phenomenon in this ever-changing life, con-
dant exactly in its best traits, in that drop of the Absdlute
which every human soul contains  Our vices are change-
able, trangtory, they lure mankind here and there, they
change they pass But the breath of the Absolute remains
the same for everybody everywhere; our love of life, of free-
dom, of judtice, of kindness, of beauty, of each other, thesame
for all the nations, races, and tribes. It isreal, that unity
soburninginmy bread. Itiseternal, and therefore, invain
are all the terrors of life—wars, persecutions prisons they
will never kill thisprimal thirst in a human breast. Nothing
can kill it. Nothing could kill it in me. | believein all | have
believed. | was put to test and went glorioudy through it.
| proved gronger than all the evils of life.

" Toyou, Anny, | addressthis my tetament, only | have
nothing to bequeath you. | gave you nothing during my
life, | have nothing to leave you after my death. Yet, even
though | should live a century more, you would not die but
follow me everywhere and kegp me warm and radiant with
your love and devation. You would gand between me and
the terrors of life and take the blows upon yoursdf and then
othe my reflected wounds  1f | could be immortal, you
would be immortal too. That isthe miracle of love. You
will nesd no judification when you face the Creator; you
need no explanation; no words, you are beyond human
underganding, as all the grestes laws of universe and life
are. You arelove. But why is humanity trampling over
you as cardedy as it tramples over this predous planet,
upon itstender fidds and meadows? Could we live without
you, Anny? Could humanity remain human without you?
Is not your sseming fesbleness your grestes srength, only
diguisd as the majegtic cogmic life is digguissd someimes
in a modes blade of grass in a minute bud, in a drop of
water, in athin ray of light? You are one of them, Anny,
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smple, visbly inggnificant, yet SO marvelous, so necessary,
and so grong, for in thelast words of this my tetament | have
to say that in our mutual life you were the strength, and |
wastheweakness.

" Takethislike a sonnet from me; thisismy song to you.
| end as | had to begin, with a love song to you. But we
men are born far-9ghted, and only defest, weakness old age,
and death bring us hometo that quiet glow from which we
have garted.”

He folded the paper and digractedly put it between the
pages of a book, which had to be returned to the library
next day. Then he gpened the window and looked up at
the dars His glance was seady, as if glued to the sky.
From time to time his lips moved and he whigpered some-
thing. But the air was cold and with a nervous movement
he withdrew and banged the window shut.

The Profesor's dedine was swift after that. Having
received no ansvers from the governments and leaders of
different organizations on whose support he counted
much, he dedded to put his last and final plan into action.
He purposad to esk to people directly. He went around
the town and addresssd passrsby with ardent appeal,
calling them to universal peace and brotherly love.

Some of his hearerswould linger for a moment and think
that, really, it Wasa great pity that aman oncesointdligent,
S0 clever. ., And they would go their own thorny way. The
Europeanswho were not Russan and did not know who the
Professor was would sometimes take him for a sreet beggar
and with an impatient movement they would turn asde or
accderate ther pace. Some, migaking him for a drunken
man, would gop for a moment and orateto him about the
dhame and basnes of his behaviour. But his dignified
manne's, his magnificent voice, and his broad gesures fre-
quently made him pass for what he really was, a learned
man not quite sane. Those who thought so would car efully
allow him to pass and hurry off in the oppaste direction.

For the Chinexe he became an object of derison. Their
usual sdf-control and great sf-resdraint made him ssam
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ludicrous in contrast. In a lull of the early afternoon the
Professor would orate to the resting rickshaw men or coolies
around the Public Market, When a guffaw was the only
answver he would say:

" Laugh at me, brothers, laugh! You might also throw
sones at me, for such has always been the practice. . . .
All this happened many times before, long long ago. . . .
Yet | will remain hereand try toreach your hearts."

One day after a noisy scene with Anna Petrovna, up in
their room, he came to Mother looking haggard, his hair all
dishevelled.

" | am cold," he said, standing on the threshold. " All
is darkness around me."

Mother rose, approached him slowly, arid took his hands.
They were frigid. She led him towards Granny's sofa and
helped him to liedown on it. She covered him with her coat,
put a small white pillow under his head, and while doing
so she spokein awarm low voice:

"l se ... gringisnot good for uswho are no longer
young. | mysdf, also fed chilly half the day. Let megive
you some hot tea . . . and we will have some jam with
it. You ate nothing at dinner. How can you expect to fed
well? A boiled egg is thething you need now."

She called Lida and said to her:

" Keep company with our dear Professor. | will go to
thekitchen for a while. Y ou might sing for him, something
quiet that hewould like."

She put a shade on the lamp and went away.

" Lida," said the Professor in a sad and tired voice,
" when | se your mother, as when | saw your granny
before her, | alwaysthink that it is, perhaps, a mistakethat
mankind has done away with the matriar chy. | f women like
these were given the power tor ule,.. Look at your mother,
Lida. Has she ever said that she is busy and could not
ligento any one€ssorrow? Has she ever asked for anything
for hersdf? And have we ever given her anything? What
do we know about her health, het pains? Has she ever com-
plained to you? Tome? We have never tried to share her
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burden. We jud live in the houss, take for granted her
attention, her care, her compassion. We leave everything
toher."

When Mother came back with a tray for the Professor,
Lida was wesping.

" Oh, Mother, | love you s0 much,” e sad in
explanation.

The Professor came to the end of his life on a dear and
warm morningin May.

He dept fitfully the night before. He awakened early and
began to dress himsdf. Anna Petrovna roeds . . . dhe
would not let him go anywhere alone. She always followed
him. Her condant fear wasthat the Professor would get into
trouble in the Japanese Concesson and be arreged. She
cherished no hope that he would be cautious in his gescth
if arresed. On the contrary, she was sure that he would
argue againgd war, againg Japan, ek about universal
peace and abuse the government. They would take him for
a propagandig of communiam, and that would bring about
dire conssquences

So Anna Petrovna falowed her husband everywhere, like
a shadow hiding around the corners, dipping into the shaps
ganding behind the pogers Ready at any moment to rush
forward and protect him, hewas, at the sametime afraid of
being ssm by him. If the Professor happened to s her
following him, he would ingantly fly into one of his fits of
rage. He would shout at her, abuse her; and such sones
on the dregswere misery for the timid Anna Petrovna

On this morning the Professor was in unusual hage He
rushed over his morning ritual of dressng and washing and
combing, all the time whispering, arguing with an invisble
audience. Finally, ready for the departure, he said to Anna
Petrovna sverdy:

" DO not follow me to-day, | order this. Obey. Do not
hinder my work. It ismy last hope."

But she followed him doggedly. On the Taku Road, long
and narrow, the traffic is very turbulent, even in the early
morning. The Professor tried to stop people and discuss
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the problems of war and peace with them. He went from
one potential listener to another, leaving commotion after
him. And Anna Petrovna quickly and furtively ran from
one hiding place to another, keeping her husband in view
all the time.

The Professor was approaching the ex-German Con-
cesson, where the police were Japanese, and soldiers were
standing on duty near posts. There was no barbed wire at
that time, the border being marked with a broad white line
on the pavement. One had to make only one step, and
became liable to the Japanese rules and regulations. On
the other dde of the line, in the midst of the sreet, a
Japanese policeman was standing on duty. In his direction
the Professor was resolute making his progress.

With a sinking heart Anna Petrovna became aware of
the situation. On this sde of the white line he was safe,
but in another moment he would step over it. Quickly her
plan was made: she rushed forward ... she would reach
the place where the Japanese was standing sooner ... she
would appear behind his back . . . and the Professor, seding
her, would, as usual, turn and run away from her . . . back
to the English Concesson, away from the zone of danger.

She ran as fagt as she could. When she reached her des
tination she saw the Professor standing before the Japanese
policeman and talking to the latter in French:

" Frere" he said, " gu'est-ce que vous faites la? Pour-
quoi jevousvoisarmedetantde . . ."

And suddenly he saw Anna Petrovna standing behind
the policeman,

"You!" hecriedinwrath. And turningaround heblindly
rushed away. At that moment a huge truck rounded the
corner and ran into the narrow street. The Professor
threw himself forward as if to meet it.

He was killed instantly.

Breathless, ashen with horror, Anna Petrovnaflew towards
the body. Shethrew hersdf on the ground, besde him, and
lowering her face near to his whispered:

" Anthony! Anthony! Rise,,. ."
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And shetried to lift him and carry him off. But she could
not. She was surrounded by the excited and horrified
crowd. Whistles and alarm signals sounded somewhere in
the outsde world. Within were only the two of them.

" Anthony," sheimplored, " don't frighten me so much.
| cannot bear this."

But he was dead. He had become glorioudy united with
the Absolute. That life once o full of energy now poured
out, drop by drop, before the eyes of Anna Petrovna.

There was no money for the funeral. With Mother's help
Anna Petrovna wrapped one of the microscopes—Anatole—
in a napkin, and they went to the Jesuit College. Mother
carried the parcel in one hand and with the other led Anna
Petrovna.

Whether the College needed Anatole or not, they never
knew; but they were instantly received by an aged monk
who treated them with the utmogt politeness, and expressd
his profound compasson for Anna Petrovna, Anatole was
sold. The money was paid at once.

The day of the funeral was radiant and aimost hot. A
crowd followed the Professor's coffin.  Even Mme. Klimova
paced solemnly in the group of chief mourners.

The cemetery was Stuated on the Russian Concesson.
There were some in the crowd who had no passports and
would not risk crossng the borders of the English Con-
cesson.  Therefore the Professor's coffin was lowered into
the ground in view of the white dividing line.

Nothing of interest or importance was said over the Pro-
fessor's grave.  For who could say anything, since the chief
speaker was lying there in the coffin.
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LIDA'S BLONDE HEAD was bent low over a book. It was
Pushkin. She opened it at random in order to have a peep
into her future.

And ev'ry day and year | ponder
On what the future has in store . . .

Well, thisis just the question | am asking, thought Lida
and closad the book. Something had happened to Pushkin.
He evaded giving direct answers. He met her question with
another question or offered something too vague to allay
her inquietitude. Thefact wasthat there had been no letters
coming from Americathis last month. Wasit because of the
censor, only a déelay in delivery, or had something happened
to Jimmy? Lida even contemplated sending a radiogram,
however exorbitant the price might be. Her only possble
resource would be the pawning of the jade necklace and
Jimmy'swatch. Something had happened to the watch, too.
As if weary of keeping pace with the eventful life of this
house, it always lagged behind now, alwayslate. .. . Yes,
it seemed that that watch was betraying her, too.

Lidatried once more. She opened the book and Pushkin
readily began to sing:

In the blue sky starsare flashing;

In the blue sea waves are splashing;
In the dark sky clouds are shifting;
In the sea acask is drifting.

This was not what lida expected. Shetried a bit more:

In the cask the Queen in weeping;
In her arms the child is sleeping.
299
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She dosad the book in despair. Ptishkin had no pity to-
day. Wasthisan answer to her quegion? Yes, in some
way it was, only Lida did not guessit.

For far away, in the Padific, a liner held a gpesdy course
towards the shares of China. It was bringing Jimmy's |etter,
too. In appearance it was quite an ordinary letter. Only
regigered, only a bit thicker than an average letter would
be. But of a power should be given to the fedings and in-
tentions of that letter, the liner would nat drift but fly. It
would fly like a bird in spring, with wild joy, with grest
gex. Like an arrow it would shoat the letter towards
Lida's breag. It would explode there, darting sreams of
joy, of love, of hope around it. Because Jimmy had earned
his firg five dollars and was snding them to Lida as a
presmt. And he hoped to earn more, too, and put them by
for ther future. Thustherr meging and marriage were not
groundless dreams but real plans of grown-up people put
on the salid bads of money.

Of this coming letter, evidently, Pushkin gave a modest
hint, but Lida failed to undergand it. With the eagarness of
youth she looked for something sure and palpable. She
openad the book for thethird time.

Pushkin, one of the bes love poets in the world and,
during his short life, always a gallant lover himsdf, had
pity on Lida at lagt, and this time ansvered shortly and to
the point:

/ hear thy voicedivine,

My friend « . . my gentlefriend. . ./love...I'm
thine.

With a 9gh of relief Lida dosad the book. Now she had
acquired the eguanimity she neded in order to think over
her own problems  For many things of importance had
happened to her.

It all began with the piano that the Countess had rented
for her children. It sood modedly in the corner of the
Diazes dining room. Lida had had two years of musc
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lessons with Mother, long ago, when they could afford to
rent apiano; so she asked permissionto play alittle. Once
at the piano, she could not tear herself away. She remem-
bered all ... her fingersflew, as if there had been no
interval of practice. She sang and fluently accompanied
hersdlf. She was happy. She felt as if waves of creative
artistic power were rising in her.  And she could not tear
hersdf away from the piano.

The Countess invited her to come daily in the morning
when her children were a school, and use the piano for
two hours. She grew more and more attentive to Lida's
playing and began to help her and to arrange her exercises
into asystem. She enjoyed especidly Lida's voice.

Orne day, when Lidawas at the Diazes, an old lady came
on avisit. It seemed that this meeting was prearranged, for
Lida was a ondte requested to sing one of Schubert's songs
to the Countesss accompaniment. Hardly had Lida finished
when the old lady approached and embraced her. Lidasaw
tears glistening in her eyes.

" Child," sad thelatter, " you have made me happy."

Lidawas asked to sing another song, then thethird.

" | s now," said the old lady. " Five years of hard
work, and you will be an opera singer. | will help you.
Child, let us work with love and devotion for the glory of
Russan music,”

The old lady had been abrilliant operasinger herself. Se
had married and |eft the stage, but all of the time she had
kept dose to the life and development of Russan music.
Now old and widowed, she led a ssimple and very modest
exigence. From time to time she could be persuaded to
give singing lessons, but a talent was the only thing which
could move her to accept apupil. She proposed giving Lida
her guidance and trai ning free on condition that Lidawould
sacrifice all her time and strength to the art of singing.

And anew life opened to Lida. All her past memories,
pains, sorrows, poverty, cares—all were swallowed suddenly
in oblivion. Her thoughts were projected exclusively toward
the future. And this future was all miracles and wonders
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... She was not taking many with her to that future
only Mother and Jimmy. She had no more gace in her
heart, all the rex beng given to he gudy and creative
attemptsin art. She ent two hours at the Diazes piano
each morning, and three hours with her teacher each after-
noon. She had lessons not only in Snging, but also in the
aubjects connected with the dramatic arts.  She had to read
much, to think more, to interpret, to personify.

Her teache became he idol. Through her Lida began
to comprenend what condtitutes the life of a true artist: the
pure devation, the flaming love the sdf-sacrifidng, hot
enthugaan—thexe were an artig's life and her reward aso.
Successand glory were but poor things, just indirect results,
not worthy of pursuit. The underganding of beauty and
thecreation of it weretheonly aimsof real artigs

Theold lady was quiteancther person duringtheir lessons
She became young, parkling—a fanatical priet in her
temple. Her gray hair waslike snow on the top of a volcano,
still active, ill full of fire, sill mdting gonesinto a flaming
and bailing liquid.

Was nat this Life ? Was not this happiness ?

Singing was for Lida all mixed up with love. She sang
well because she loved deeply. In her imagination she never
sw an audience dhe sang for Jimmy.  She was his Manon,
his Juliet, hisLisa, hisTatiana. His name was never twice
thesame, dther, yet he alwaysanswvered her call. Shesang
all the great romances of the world, congantly finding her-
of and Jimmy at ther core

Once, ligening to her performance, Mother said:

" Doyou redlis, lida, that a day may come when Jimmy
may ask you to choose between him and opera?”

For a moment lida was painfully slent. A pink wave
ebbed and flowed in her face and neck. Then sheened:

" | would choose Jimmy! | would always choose love
Yes, | would chooe love from all that life hasto offer me."

She was slent for a moment more. Then she added:

" Every woman is bom with the dream of one great
passon in her life. | will kegp to that dream.”
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DURING the thirty-seven years of their marriage Anna
Petrovna had lived only for her husband.  She had no
expectations and built no plans for hersdf. In her imagina-
tion she could never s hersdf alone without the Professor.
Dimly she perceived hersdf as dead when he was not among
the living.

Now he was dead.  She hersdf had written with her
trembling hand on his white cross

Let fresh young life be ever playing
Around the portal of my tomb,

Let Nature ever be displaying

Her careless charm, her fadeless bloom.

Those verseswere by hisbedoved Pushkin. Hewould never
repeat them. He wasgone, and yet she found hersdf among
theliving. Why? From whence camethat mysterious force
of moving and breathing and thinking? She ate almost
nothing, she had no spiritual impetus, like joy or hope, but
she awoke every morning with wonder to fed hersdf alive.

Now she shared the Family room and dept on Granny's
sofa.  Mother dept on a mattress on the floor. Lida was,
given a separate room, for there was space enough in the
boarding-house at that time. They all faced the hard problem
of further exissence. Anna Petrovna gave up trying to solve
it. She sat quietly in the Garden, between the two trees, busy
seaing the thingsin her past. Joysand sorrows. They were
so mixed. Now, knowing the squeds of events, she could
not discern which were joy and which sorrow. The one was
so easily transformed into the other. All were life, going on
and on, blindly flowingforth, hurting people, bruising them,
raising them on a sudden wave of joy and then swesping them

303
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into dark depthsof sorrow. All was painful at the very end
Joys were pale, dim and short-lived; pains were real
and acute.

/ was not taught how to live, she thought, and | do not
know howtodie.

The idea of uidde wavered before her, but she pushed
it away as disguding. Poison, a gun, a knife . .. there
was something offengve even in thoughts of this kind. To
wound this her poor flesh, to tortureit . . . no, that was
impossible

While she was brooding and groping for the exit door of
life, Mother took Anna Petrovna's problems upon hersdf.
Since she had acquired her new mood of inner peace and
srenity everything sucossded with Mother. Her thinking
was clear, her acting prompt. She discusssd Anna Petrovna's
fate with Dr. Isaak and they found the isue Snce afree
place in the asylum had ben ready for the late Professor,
who had not availed himsdf of it, that offer wastranderred
to Anna Petrovna, and shewasgiven afreeplacein acharity
inditution for old invalids. Now Mother prepared Anna
Petrovna'smind for thisnew change and ther low murmur-
ings and redgned dghs were heard latein to the night.

Another problem was the boarding-house "Mather had to
give it up. But whereto go? Yet Mother refusad to worry.
Shewaseven glad; for shecould leave the house quiteeadly,
thanksto Mrs. Parrish. With reticence so characterigtic of
Mrs. Parrish in the ssoond phase of her lifein the Family,* he
did a good ded in secrecy.  Only after her departure was
Mother informed that Mrs. Parrish had paid therent for the
house for three months in advance. Now these three months
had come to an end, but Mather felt happy that she would
not leave debts behind her. Her other debts she hoped to
cover after having sold the pieces of furniture and crockery
dhe poss=ssd. Then she had to dismiss Khan.  This news
affected Khan very desply. He became amog ill at the idea
of parting with the Family and the place. But soon he also
had definite plansfor theimmediate future, and he had built
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them with more nimbleness than could be expected from one
of hisaways practical and grasping nature.

" Wantcheegotowar," hesaid to Mother once

" Oh, Khan | | never expected this from you," said
Mother with wonder.

" Meads never expected. Sen avery wise man. He
knows everything. He says me mug go."

" Will you have military training?"

" No. I not fight. Meonly run away."

" How run away? From whom?"

" From the Japanee Me come near. They s me
Wantcheekill very much. Merunaway. They run after.
Chinee run quicker. Japanee carry to mud+—guns
food, dothes—cannat run quick. Me hide mysdf. No.
Cannot catch. China comes out victorious. Japan perish.”

" Well, Khan, | donot undergand all this. Isthat how
China carries on the war ?"

" An old Chinexe wise man said very long ago "—and
Khan began to redte in a curioudy high and sSnging voice:
" ' There are thirty-six dignified ways of meding onés
enemy. Thebesistorun away/ " Herehe changed to his
usual tone. " China caimat fight—too expensve We run
away. Japanex moving and moving. Very tired. Spend
much money. Cannot catch all Chinese and kill. If we take
away Japanese guns we may fight a little, also."

" But they take your property.”

" Not very much. Railwayswetakewith us Factories

plantsalso. Soldierstake . . . When the pegplerun away
they takether property . . . Japanese come—no town, no
factories, norailway . . . They build new ones Then we

comeand try to takethose away, too."

" But, Khan, they kill Chiness very many of them, while
you arerunning away."

A doud went over Khan'sround face Thenhe said:

" Aked thesame tothewiseman. Hesaid: Nofear. If
Japan kegps killing at this same rate it would take one hun-
dred and twenty years to kill us all. We shall lag that
long. We are many. We bear fifteen million babies a year,"

v
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" Well," sad Mother," redlly . . ."

" But Japan, cannat . . . Killing is too expensve. One
mug buy a gun, and a bullet/ and keep it dry and keep it
cdean . . . Many expensss . . . Japan cannat keep Kill-

ing that long. Our victory. China won."

" Very glad to hear it. | wish victory to China,"* Mother
said.

"1 am changed man," continued Khan confidentially.
" Much changed. | thought before, war was not my bus-
nes | gather money and open a grocery gore | live. |
enjoy. Not intereded in wars Never fought people
Japanexe came and burnt my house . .. my people killed.
. Now | s= China goes fird. Ssoond my grocery sore
| attend tofirst busness"

" And thewis2 man saysthe same?"

"same. | never begin war. | never hurt Japanese They
hurt me. Now | hurt them. S=? | answer.”

Thus did Khan find his place in life.

Meanwhile an event of congderableimportancewastaking
place on the geps of Number 11. Dog was going through an
ordeal.

Bulldogs usually do nat die from disappointment or heart
failure, and yet suffering makes degper linesin ther faces
Their eyeslook degper, too. He wasa changed dog now.

And he was facing the greatest temptation of hislife: be
longed to lick Carlosshand. Carloswasthe Diazes small
boy. He had cometo Number 11 with hismother, who was
even now ingde the house waiting to sse Mather, but he had
become so0 fastinated by Dog that he could not gep over the
sill. There he was ganding, and with the eye of a connos
sur he srutinised that perfect goedmen of the canine
kingdom.

Dog supported that critical examination without giving
any outward dgn of hisfedings Only small nervousripples
came and went in hisshining skin. Hetried, unsucoessfully,
to look away.

Certainly this was mother boy. There was nothing of
Dima about him ... of unforgettable Dima . .. Yet is
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there not something commonly childish in all children . o .
something boyish in all boys? Thereisvery little difference
between them, after all.

And Dog's heart missed a beat when Carlos put a hand
on his head. Isit not a balm to be touched by a friendly
boy'shand? But Dogtried tofight thisyearning for aliving
ideal in flesh, whom one can sniff and lick . . . Wasthis
a betrayal or wasit not?

" Why do they call you only Dog? asked Carlos. " Won't
you be mine? You will be a Spanish subject. | will call
you . . . well, Don Juan Terorio, and wewill make apass
port for you."

This was too much. Dog fet that only one movement
separated him from a new devotion, a new davery « . .
The hitterness of loss was an open wound in his heart « . .
No .. .no ... never more

And he started dowly to walk away.

But the boy would not let him go. He cdutched Dog's
neck with his hands . . . warm boyish hands . . . could
any dog resgt it?

And still with an aching heart Dog clumsily turned toward
Carlos and licked his hand.

Inside the house, Mother had just come downdairsto greet
Countess Diaz. The Countess had immediately proposed
the solution to the last of Mother's problems.

" We never use that small room in the attic," she was
sayingto Mother. " Wewould liketohaveyou and Lidain
our house. | am surethat we shall belike one family."

" Perhaps you could let it to someone" suggested Mother.

" Oh, no. We would not like to have some unknown
people in the house.  And the room is so small that, really,
it would be ridiculous to take money for it. Then we must
think about Lida's future. She will have the piano almost
all of theday."

" Thank you," said Mother smply. " That will help
us very much."

"1 am so glad you accept,” said the Countess. " |
think Lidashould devote every minute to her lesons Do
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you know how old Lida's teacher is? Once she told methat
having been the pupil of Mme. Viardot she met Turgenev
twicein her house!”

" Really I" exdaimed Mother, her eyessparkling.” How
very interesing!  What did she say about him?"

They bdonged to the same generation and were brought
up in the same culture.  So there was no nead to explain to
each other that Turgenev was one of the bes Russan writers
of the lagt century and that Mme. Viardot had been his only
love.

Thus the conversation was turned from the petty details
of ther everyday life. And this excurson toward arts, litera-
ture, musc, toward beauty and high ideas was therr res
and relaxation. They kept ther minds young and their
interest in life vivid.



26

THEY LEFT NUMBER || early in the morning on the thirtieth
of June. They werethreeliving beings—Mather, Lida, and
Dog—uwith three items of movable property—Granny's sofa
and two trunksfilled with dothing and linen. That; wasall
that was left of the housshdd once so large, and itslife so full
and complicated. They had sold all the res of their things
and paid their debts.  Jimmy's five dollars served for the
milk, eyg, and bread accounts  The jade necklace, when
pawned, aso hdped. But Jimmy's watch ill ticked
triumphantly on Lida's wris.  Thus they were leaving
Number n dear of any debts and obligations. They
depped into a new era of life, and two rickshaws brought all
thar thingsthither.

The room in the attic was jugt aroom in the attic—amall,
uncomfortable, and bare. But those unattached to material
things do not depend on ther, surroundings for happiness or
unhappiness Theroom in the attic was slendid.  Firgt, it
was a roam, a shdter from heat, rain, dus, wind, snow;
a place to demp in, to wash m, to eat, towork, todreamin;
aneg tocuddlein in thedaysof joy or sorrow; an address
to recave the messages of life—waell, onésroom is every-
thing, beit in an attic or dsawhere  An attic room has one
more advantage: it is nearer to the gars  In the measure
of digance it is, certainly, amog nothing; but in the view
that attic windows can offer, it is much. Nothing of the
earth interfereswith the view, and one hasthesarry sky for
onedf. This hdps in lofty thinking.

Three hours were quite enough for them to become estab-
lished in that new abode and to accommodate their beong-
ingsto the gpace I n the place of the Family'sjewelery they
had Granny's three books in the place of luxury, Lida's
teaset They had their library in thetwo books of Pushkin

30
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and Lennontov. They had even livesock in the person of
Dog. Werethey nat rich?

And they were happy, too. On thefirg evening the attic
room acquired a homedike and even poetical agect. The
window was opened, and Lida was gtting on its sill. She
looked at the gorgeous glory of the night sky. Mother, on
her knees prayed beforetheicon in the corner. The swaying
light of the lampada made theicon look alive. Themoving
light and shadow produced continuous changes on the Holy
Virrin'sface It ssamed asif her lipsweremoving, her eyes
amiling, her lashestrembling. Jesusin her handswas alive,
too. They both not only ligened to Mother's prayer, but
answvered it with no delay.

" Mother," said Lida when she saw that the latter had
finished her prayers, " are we not wonderfully happy?”

"l think we are," ansvered Mother serendy.

" There are days when | fed amog ashamed of being
0 happy . . . now . . . when S0 many uffer soterribly.
And all whom we love | Those wonderful leters . . .
Dimas. . .lras. . ."

" Have you dedphered Mme. Militza's leiter?

" No, | could not. Only the dear Professor was able to
do it eadly. You know how she writes dther baby or
Babylon—far  her it is the same”

Moather Sghed.

"I know what you were thinking about just now . .
you were thiaking about Peter . . . Yet | am sure heisall
right. They cannat have much againg him in Russa,"

They weredlent.

" Mother,” sad Lida eagerly, " may | Sng? It is not
late . . . Nobody isadesp yet. . . It isso hot. Only one
ong, pleese | promiss—oply one

"What timeisit?"

" No more than nine o'dodck by my watch,"

" Well, Lida, onesong . . . and not very loudly."

Lida looked up into the dark, darlit sky and began
Menddssohn's" On Wingsof Song ":
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On wingsof song I'll bear thee
Enchanted realms to see .

At the sounds of her voice the Countess, in her room, put
away her book and said:

' Sheis singing."

The Count stopped typewriting.

Somewhere on thefirst floor a sad and pale face appeared
in the window, attracted by Lida's song. *

The passersby walked more dowly by the house, or even
turned back and passed it once more. Soon a small group
gathered on the pavement below Lida's window.

The first to sop was an ltalian soldier. Having heard
Lida's voice he only whistled in astonishment and stood
there on the pavement until the end of the song, listeningwith
the air of a connoisseur, the son of a great singingrace. Near
him an old Chinese gentleman stood, clad in a plum-coloured
silk robe. His head was bent; the fine, delicate face was
adorned with a very long and very thin silvery beard, the
hairs of which were so few that they could be easily counted
on the dark background of his robe. His eyes were half
closed and his face wore no expresson of appreciation of
Lida'ssong. A true son of his people, he was not hasty in
his reactions to the events of life. Very near the wall of the
house, touching it with her pale hand, sood a blind Chinese
woman, evidently of the middle class. Every evening she
took a walk, accompanied by her amah. Theblind woman,
clad in black, wearing a pink artificial flower fastened with
a long silver pin to her well-oiled coiffure, usually listened
greedily to any manifestations of outward life. At present,
her face and posture expressed undivided attention—an
absorption of mind which is rarely achieved except by the
peoples of Eastern Asia. Her amah's crude face was blank
and stupid. She failed to understand why her mistress had
halted in the midst of their walk. A little asde sood a
Russian girl with her escort.  Under the spell of the twilight
of the evening and the lyric moment, he stealthily kissed the
girl's neck near theear; but she, looking upward with bright
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glistening eyes, evidently did not fed the kiss at all. A
Chinese boy in ragsstood at a distance, asis becomingto the
son of apariah. Helistened too, and hishungry lips moved,
as if he were tasting a sweet. The light-footed rickshaws
flew by the house, and their human cargo would turn
suddenly attentive and softened facestowar d the high window
from whence Lida'svoice came.

Thelast soundsof the song died away, and a starlit slence
filled the room ft the attic. Lida sat motionless, and the
palelight made her face uncertain and sad.

Mother's voice came suddenly, but she spoke slowly:

" The greatest gift awoman can offer isnot her love. It is
her tenderness and devotion. These keep familiestogether.”



Epilogue

NUMBER I I had not been empty for a long while. The new
Jodger s wer e waiting for the hour when they could movein.
Hardly had the last of the Family's things been taken away
when the new lodgers began to bring in theirs.

These were a Chinese family, or several Chinese families:
for there came so many people of every possible age, so many
children in every state of babyhood and heplessness, such a
lot of boys of every description and girls of all degrees of
attractiveness, that human imagination could not placethem
into the fraiftework of one single family. It was a generous
portion of thosefifteen million babiesborn yearly in China.

In an intensive wave they poured into the house and filled
it from the basement to the attic. Curtains and faces screened
the windows at once, smoke instantly arose from the kitchen
chimney, and lean, miserable dogs listlesdy nestled in the
cornersof the back yard.

The new lodgers brought innumerable parcels, baskets,
camphor-tree chests, and cedar boxes with them; many
mattresses, rolled and tied with ropes, for only in this com-
pressed shape could they be pushed in through the doors.
Then came cots, tables, and chairs, all of themost haphazard
combinations of styles.

Asasequd to the high pressure coming from the entrance
door, the inhabitants poured out through the back door and
lower windows. Number 11 groaned, swayed under the
pressure, and shuddered at the pricksof thenailsdriven into
itswalls. It waspainful. Yetthehousetried to accommo-
datethem all. It seemed to extend itsbreadth tothe utmogt,
and ther eby became lower until the cellings hung just above
their heads.

3*3
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The two treesin the Garden welcomed the newcomers with
its greenness so restful to sorrowful eyes, and their shadow,
cool asoblivion. Amid all the turmoil and humdrum round
of human life in Number 11, only those two kept time with
the pulsation of real life, cosmic Ufe, holy and independent.
Green in spring, bare in winter, they towered their heads
above the hazards of civilisation, obedient to the older and
wiser law of their Maker. Toward those two trees, asto a
fountain, the nobler minds, the philosophers of Number 11,
wereinvariably drawn for beauty, peece, and wisdom.

Now there came into the Garden a small and amazingly
bent patriarch. He came from nowhere. It seemed asif he had
always been living there, born on the same day as the trees.
He was the third tree—as old, as wise, as peaceful, only
not root-bound. Hislight blue cotton robe might have been
apiece of the June sky above. He stepped softly between the
two trees, as between two brothers, carrying in his gnarled
hands a round cage with atiny yellow bird init. Thebird
was sllent, enjoying the fresh air of the open. They enjoyed
it equally, the old gentleman and the small yellow bird. The
gentleman was one with the bird, too, ready to fly away at
the very moment when the door of the cage should be flung
open suddenly.

Severa grannies or, maybe, grannies grannies filled the
rest of the Garden. Those Old Ones needed sun even in the
hot afternoons of late June.

And voices filled the air. Everything was in them: songs
laughter, tears; pain, joy, courage, hope; malice, suspicion,
upense.

All thiswas a condensed life, the bare nekedness of its core
. . . lifelooked at through a powerful magnifying glass. In
short, there was another family in Number 11. The differ-
ence lay mostly in quantity, the essance of quality being the
same. Exiled families, all over the world, arevery like one
another.

Under the starlight, desp in the night, Number 11 stood
dark and quiet. The house was not deegping. Its grey sones


file:///yere

THE FAMILY 315

were saturated with the emanation of human fedings and
thoughts Invisible, immaterial waves pierced through the
walls and formed a sort of halo all around the house
Although invisble, it wasdigtinctly felt: however dark and
quiet the house might be, one knew ingantly that it was
inhabited.

Y et there was one 9gn more of itsbeing dwet in. There
was the light of a snge candle iii one of the windows. A
londly candle . . . alondy vigil. Why? What was happen-
ingthere? Somebody in pain, trying to exapethe entangle-
mentsof life? ... Or achildborntoit ... tobegn all
Dvea again?

Let uslook into that window ! . .. Let us

On thefloor, on a matting, awoman isdtting. In alow
desdlate voice heismurmuring versesof prayersand sway-
ingto and fro, toand fro, toand fro. . . Sheispraying

. Sheis hypnatisng hersdf and her sorrow by repeat-
ing those words and movements.  Always the same, always
the ssme Her candleis a funeral candle Her vigil isa
ritual prayer for one deceased.

Who isthat woman? A mother. She has recently logt one
of her sns . . . killed somewhere, by somebody, for some
thing. . .. Those wise men know better than she why he had
to be killed; but just now, for this fresh blesding wound in
he heart it isall the same, all the same, all the same Now,
gt the light of her funeral candle, sheisnot a patriot, e is
amply a mother, one of us our sger |

Good-bye, dear Sder | ... We go away . .. we will
not digurb your vigil. Pray in peace Your prayer is
wrongly addresssd ... to some non-exiging god .
but high above all the dlffermoesm ritesand rellglonsthere
must be a place where all sncre prayersrise, rise, and are
heard and answered by God, the only One, smple, pure, and
jug . . He is ligening to you now, Sder.

And we can offer to you only our sympathy and under-
ganding, we, here outsde the window; for weall, in site of
our social differences, and national pride, and dass digtinc-
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tions, we are all one family, quarrdling now and fighting
and killing each other, and yet fundamentally one family of
human beings youse . . .
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