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Pact One
—_—

7
You Can Cell a Man at Onee

“Ohis story began in the days when the First Five-Year
Plan was drawing to its close.

Where the sunbeams had not yet penetrated the suc-
cessive layers of mud, chaff, dung and other refuse,
traces of winter still remained in the form of crusted
ice. But the worn cobble-stones of the station square
were warming up, the soil between them was already
dry, and a new-born dust billowed in waves behind
passing wheels. There was a small neglected patch of
garden in the middle of the square. In summer-time its
bushes put out leaves to produce a semblance of nature.
Now it was simply a dirty place where the bare branches
trembled as if autumn, not spring, had descended upon
the earth.

A road ran from this square to a small town. The
town owed its place on the map to the merest chance. Few
people would have known of its existence at all but for
the fact that the railway junction where they had to
change trains bore its name.

On the square were a few stalls put up in the early
Years of the New Economic Policy. There was a post
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office in an isolated building with a bright yellow sign
on the doors. Outside the post office languished two
nags harnessed to a dilapidated brake. Passers-by were
rare on the square, mainly railway workers carrying
lanterns, coils of rope or plywood suit-cases. A short
row of prospective travellers, peasants, sat on the
ground against the station wall, warming themselves in
the sunshine."

Away from them a boy of about twelve called Vanya
Galchenko sat sadly on his own beside a shoeblack’s
stand. The sunlight made him screw up his eyes. The
stand was of flimsy construction, roughly knocked
together from scraps of wood, obviously Vanya’s own
handiwork. His stock-in-trade was modest.

Vanya’s pallid face was clean and his suit still whole,
but both face and suit already bore traces of a wear-
and-tear which would later repel kind-hearted folk on
the street though attract them irresistiblv on the stage
and in literature. Vanya still belonged to the category
of people who had quite recently been known simply as
“good little boys.”

From the other side of the garden a youth of those
parts emerged. With swift bouncing strides he made
straight for Vanya. He cut quite a figure with his
hands in his jacket pockets and a lighted cigarette dan-
gling from the corner of his mouth. Hoisting up one
of the legs of his new trousers, he planted a foot on
the stand and asked through clenched teeth: “Got any
tan?”

Vanya started with fright, looked up, made a grab
for his brushes and then drooped.

“Tan?” he answered, unhappy and embarrassed.
“No, I've no tan.”
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The youth removed his foot from the stand as if he
had been insulted, put his hands back into his pockets
and chewed on his cigarette contemptuously.

“No tan? Then what are you sitting here for?”

“I've some black ...” Vanya replied, with a hopeless
gesture. .

The youth kicked the stand angrily.

“It’s a sheer fraud!” he said, harshly. “‘I've some
black’! Have you a permit to clean shoes?”

Vanya leaned over the stand and began to gather
up his property hurriedly, keeping an eye on the youth
the while. But before he could say anything to explain
his position he caught sight of a new face over’ the
youth’s shoulder. This belonged to a youngster about
sixteen years old, a tall thin fellow with merry-looking
eyes and a wide mouth that had a knowing mischievous
twist to it. His suit was somewhat old, but it was
unquestionably a suit though there was no shirt under
the jacket, which was why it was buitoned all the way
up with the collar raised. He wore a light check cap.

“Make way for me, Signor. Black suils me.”

The youth took no notice of the newcomer’s arrival.

“Shoeblack, indeed!” he continued with sickening
persistence. “Have you got a permit?”

Vanya lowered his brushes. He could no longer
avoid the youth’s angry look, Somewhere before, Vanya
had heard how important papers were in people’s lives,
but he had never prepared himself in earnest for such
an unpleasant question.

- “Well?” the youth asked, roughly.

At this unhappy juncture another foot appeared on

the stand. It wore a very ancient boot, pale-mud-
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coloured, a boot that had not known polish for a long
time. The youth was shoved aside somewhat impolitely
but the words that followed were politeness itself.

“But, really, Signor, you realize that no papers can
be a substitute for tan polish.”

Neither the shove nor the pglite form of address
made any impression on the youth. He flung his ciga-
rette down on the pavement and edged towards Vanya,
baring his teeth. ‘

“Let him produce his permit!”

The owner of the pale-mud-coloured boots turned on
him in rage.

#You get on my nerves, Milord!” he shouted for all
the square to hear. “Perhaps you don’t know who I am.
I'm Igor Chernogorsky!”

Probably the youth had not known that. He backed
away quickly, regarding the other from a distance with
some apprehension. Chernogorsky bestowed a delightful
smile upon him.

“Good-bye. . ..
answer?”

The question had an edge to it. The youth made
haste to whisper “good-bye” before making off at full
speed. He paused for a moment near the patch of
garden and muttered something, but by then Igor
Chernogorsky’s attention was concentrated on having
his boots polished. His foot was back on the stand.

“Black?” Vanya asked, one eye puckering up cheer-
fully.

“Yes, please. No objections. As a matter of fact
I prefer black.”

Vanya began to dab one of his brushes into the
polish. The heroic encounter between Igor and the

I said good-bye! Why don’'t you
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youth had been to his liking, but all the same he asked:
“Half a mo’! It'll cost you ten kopeks. Have you got
that much?”

Igor Chernogorsky’s knowing smile broadened.

“Do you ask everyone such a foolish question,
Comrade?”

“But have you got ten kopeks?”

“No, I haven't,” Igor Chernogorsky replied calmly.

Vanya stopped work in alarm.

“But... er... how much have you got?”

“I’'ve no money at all. None, see?”

“I can’t clean your boots for nothing.”

Igor’s grin stretched to his ears. His eyes conveyed
a look of curiosity.

“Yes, you can. Why not?”
“Clean them for nothing?”
“Of course. Free of charge. Just try. Il turn out fine.”
Vanya uttered a cheerful little giggle, then bit his

lower lip. A spark of genuine inspiration appeared in
his eyes.

“Free-of-charge cleaning?” _

“Yes. Just try. It'd be interesting to see what it
might lead to.”

“All right, I'll try....”

“I could tell at once that you were the right sort.”

“Ill try right away. It'1l turn out fine.”

Vanya cast a swift ironical glance at his client. Then

he set to work with energy.

“Are you a street-waif?” Igor asked.
“Not yet.”

“You will be. Do you go to school?”
“Used to. ... Then they went away.”
“Who did? Your parents?”

15



“No, they weren’t my parents... but... well, thez
got married. 1 did have parents before, but then ...
| Vanya was reluctant to tell his story. He' hafi not
yet learned how lo {urn the misfortunes of'hls life to
advantage. He began to pay special attention to the
worn-down heels of Igor’s boot.

“Made this stand yourself?”” Igor asked.

“Why? Anything wrong with it?”

“It's a fine stand. Wherc do you live?”

“Nowhere. 1 want to go to the town. But ['ve no
money . .. only forty kopeks.” . .

Vanya Galchenko told all this quite calmly.

The job was done. Vanya looked up. .

“Has it turmed out all righ{?” he asked with a
smile of pride. .

Igor ruffled Vanya's untidy fair hair.

“You're a cheerful lype. Thanks. You can tell a man
at once. Let’s go to the town together.” . )

“Without any money? I've only got forty kopeks.

“You're a funny chap. I didn’t say let's go and buy
something. I said let’s go.” )

“But what shall we do about money?

“Look here, it’s ot money, it’s atrain you want when

vou intend to travel.”
Vanya reflected. “Yes,” he nodded. i
“That means we need a train, not money.

“But the tickel?” ,
“A tickel’s a mere formality. You stay here. T'll be

back soon.” .
Igor Chernogorsky pulled a piece of paper out of the

inside pocket of his jacket, examined it closely, then

held it up to the sun. . ‘
“FEverything’s all right,” he said cheerfully.
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He pointed to the post office.

“I think that nice little place has some money it
could spare. Wait till I come back.”

He butioned up his jacket, straightened his cap and
strolled towards the post office. Vanya gazed after him
attentively, just a little puzzled.

2
‘Chtee Meat PDatties

Among the shrubs in the station garden stood
a rickety bench. Around it lay scraps of paper, fag-ends
and the husks of sunflower-seeds. Here the youth of the
shoeblack’s stand incident and Wanda Stadnitskaya have
come from somewhere. They may have come from the
town, or off the train, but most likely they came out
from behind the skimpy bushes in the garden.

Wanda’s bare feet were thrust into galoshes and she
wore an old check skirt and black jacket, faded and
showing yellow patches where the dye had come off.
She was a pretly girl but it was obvious that she had
already known life's trials. Her fair hair had not been
combed or washed for a long time. Indeed, it could no
longer be described as fair.

Wanda slumped heavily on the bench.

“Go to hell,” she said in a sleepy, sullen voice. “I’ve
had enough of you.”

The youth’s knee twitched. He straightened his
collar and cleared his throat.

“That’s your affair. If you've had enough, 1 can go.”

He took a purse from his pocket, searched in it for a
long time, passed his tongue over his lips, placed three
coins on the bench beside Wanda, and left her.

2 — 231 ) 17



Wanda laid her arm on the back of the benc.h and
leaned her head on it. Was it in reverie or despair that
she gazed at the remote white clouds? Then she n:estled
her cheek against her sleeve and stared long and f1.xedly
at the tracery of the bare shrubs. She sat like this For
a long time until Grisha Ryzhikov sat down I?es_l-de
her. He was an ugly morose-looking fellow with a
half-healed sore on his check. He was not wearing a
cap but his red hair was combed. His cloth trousers
were new, his shirt old and falling apart. He stret.cl_led
his slippered feet before him as if he were admiring
them.

“Got any grub?” he asked. -

“Leave me alone,” Wanda replied slowly, without
moving.

Ryzhikov said nothing but did not appear to b'e
offended. They sat in silence for several minutes until
Ryzhikov felt his feet growing numb. He turned round
sharply on the bench. Three coins fell to the gm}md_.
One of twenty kopeks, two five-kopek piec'es. Ryzhikov
calmly picked them up and laid them on his palm.

“Yours?”

He tossed the coins several times.

“Three meat patties,” he said pensively.

Tossing the coins in the air he wandered off towards
the station.

3

A Kind-Foearted Grandmothet

Igor Chernogorsky went into the post office anfi
looked around. The room was quite smail and .partl-
tioned by a wooden screen with two windows in it. At
one of the windows a long queue had formed, but at
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the other there were only three people waiting. Above
this window hung a sign, which said: Registered Mail.
Receipt and Dispatch of Postal Orders.

Igor took his place behind a bent, stout, old woman
and scrutinized the “young lady” behind the window.
He discovered, however, that she was by no means a
“young lady” but a pale, thin woman, certainly no less
than forty years old. As he fingered the paper in his
pocket Igor reflected that she, unfortunately, didn’t look
at all friendly. He was so absorbed in his thoughts
about her and his piece of paper that he failed to notice
that the old woman ahead of him in the queue had
finished her business with lightning speed and
vanished.

“What do you want?”

The unattractive woman behind the window looked
at Igor severely.

“There should be a postal order here... Poste
Restante ... for Igor Chernyavin.”

She ran her dry finger-tips along a veritable regi-
ment of money orders standing up in a box., She extracted
one of them and held it up to her eyes.

“Is this for you?”

“Yes.”

“Is your name Chernyavin?”

Igor felt a pleasant cool flutter of anticipation.

“To be precise, it is.”

The woman gave him an angry glance. “What a

~ peculiar way of answering. ‘To be precise’! Are you or

are you not Chernyavin?”
“Of course I am. How could there be any doubt
about that?”

“Show me your papers.”

19



Igor turned away and thrust his hand into his
pocket. He slole a glance towards the door. It was
wide open and beyond it was the clear sky and the
splendour of freedom. Igor handed his papers to the
woman. She read them through from beginning to end,
looked on the back and then at Igor again.

“It says here you've been sent on official business
to the district communications office. Why do you get
your money here, then?”

“] was ... so to speak ... passing through this
place.”

“So to speak! How old are you?”

“Eighteen.”

“Do you expect me to believe that?”

“How can [ help looking so young?” replied Igor
diffidently.

“I shall have to speak to the posimaster....”

The woman went towards a small door in the
corner. People in the queue behind Igor began to
whisper. The open door grew still more tempting.

Igor took a look round. Most of the people in the
queue were womern. There was one oldish man, a worker,
who looked pretly sleepy. lgor put his eibow on the
counter and adopted a bored absent-minded pose.

“Chernyavin? What is your address?”

Without moving his elbow from the counter, Igor
turned his head reluctantly. The postmaster with his
unshaven face looked unfriendly too.

“What?”

“Where do you live? What town?”

“I'm living in Staroselsk.”

“Then why do you have money sent to this address?”
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“That’s nothing to do with you,” Igor drawled.

“What do you mean, it’s nothing to do with me?”

“I mean that it has absolutely nothing to do with
you.”

“In that case I shall not pay out the money.”

The postmaster spoke decisively, but the piece of
paper in his hand was shaking and his eyes studied
Igor unceriainty. One of those mind-readers!

“In that case, may I have the complaints book,
please?” Igor Chernyavin asked with a supercilious
smile. »

The postmaster rubbed his unshaven cheek.

“Complaints book? What are you going {o write
there?”

“I am going to write that instead of giving me my
money you ask me stupid questions....”

“Look here, young man!” cried the postmaster.

But Igor, too, began to shout.

“Oh yes! Stupid questions! Why do I have the money
sent here? That's not your business. How do you know
it wasn’t sent for my funeral? Or my wedding? Do
I have to explain to you why? Either give me the money
or the complaints book!”

Some people in the queue burst out laughing. Igor
turned. He saw the queue was on his side. One woman
said bitterly: “They're always like this. What are they
bullying the poor lad for? Perhaps his parents sent him
the money.”

The postmaster pondered for a moment over the slip
of paper.

“Get a move on there. What’s the hold-up?” someone
in the queue shouted.

21



“Very well,”" said the postmaster, though there was
a threatening note in his voice. “I'll issue the money,
but I shall make enquiries about you at Staroselsk.”

“I wish you would, Signor.”

“Give him the money,” the postmaster ordered.

And so Igor Chernyavin found himself in the porch,
the money in one hand, the Staroselsk papers in the
other. He smiled.

“Perhaps his parents sent him the money....”

Igor’s soul rejoiced. Above the square gay little
clouds were drifting, the palch of garden before the
station seemed to be taking deep breaths and making
ready to clad itseli in verdure. The peasants leaning
against the station wall were enjoying their wait for
the train. Farther on, Vanya Galchenko was sitting by
his shoeblack’s stand looking in Igor’s direction. Igor
folded ome white bank-note and put it in his jacket
pocket. He pushed the rest of the money carefully into
a deeper pocket close to his body. Then he went to
Vanya.

“Greetings to you, toiler!”

He drew the white bank-note from his pocket,
waved it a little in the air, and said with impressive
solemnity:

“This is for you, my boy, for helping me in the hour
of need.”

Vanya sprang in fright off the big grey stone where
he had been sitting. There was a glint of surprise in
his eyes. He took the bank-note gingerly.

Igor watched him with a smile. At first Vanya
looked gravely at the money. Then his gravity gave way
to a look of incredulity. Finally, he turned on Igor an
expression of roguish understanding.
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“And where do we stand now?” he asked.

“Oh, now you can buy yourself all the polish you
want—tan, red, green, orange....”

Vanya gave a squeal of joy.

“Green?” he echoed. “What would that be for?”

“Well, suppose a crocodile, say, came up to you.”

“A crocodile?” the delighted Vanya said. “It’d say:
‘excuse me, have you any green polish?’”

“Of course it would. Then you'd reply: ‘of course,
I have....”

“But what happened? One minute there wasn’t any
money, and the next there’s such a lot?”

Vanya looked at Igor quite scriously, but in his
thoughtful eyes there danced a keen and merry light.

. “Youre a funny chap,” Igor replied rather nasally.
“That's how it always happens. One moment you’re
broke, the next you're flush. Look at yourself, you
started with nothing and now you've got ten rubles.”

“Have you been paid your wages?”’

“No, my grandmother heard that things weren't
going too well with me, so she sent me a hundred
rubles.”

“A hundred rubles?”

Igor burst into loud laughler. Vanya laughed, too.
Then a very practical question rose in Vanya’s mind.

“How could your grandmother have a hundred
rubles? Why, she can’t be working. It must have been
your grandfather.”

“All right, it was my grandfather, then. I'll tell you
what! Let’s talk about our relatives some other time.
Now we'll buy some grub and work out how we are
going to reach London City.”

23



This put an end to all Vanya’s questions. He was no
longer surprised. With tense lips he folded the ten-ruble
note in a business-like way and hid it in his pocket.
There he stood with his legs planted apart, clad in short
trousers and a good pair of boots. He twiddled his
thumbs and looked down at his working-kit. Then he
quickly squatted, shoved his brushes and tins into his
stand, slammed the lid and laid his hand on the strap.

4

"Che Surpricing Adventures
of Rychikoo

The patiies were juicy and savoury. One munch was
enough to turn them into a tender imponderable lump
which slid down the gullet almost without making itself
felt. Just sufficient to whet a real appetite.

On Ryzhikov’s glum face this had the effect of ani-
mating the gleam in his eyes and sharpening his
alertness to his surroundings.

There was a queue at the booking-office. The window
was shut but about twenty people were waiting there.

Ryzhikov recognized it as the dangerous kind of
queue to be found in the provinces during those years,
made up of poor folk who lived modestly and humbly.
The most distinguished-looking person in it was a man
of average height who was wearing a short winter coat
with collar and pockets edged with grey lambskin.
Behind him stood a thin vexed-looking woman, one of
those who stick to their places in a queue as if there is
some very special happiness to be got out of just being
there. After her there were more women, all simple folk
who kept their slender means tucked into their skirts or
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their bodices. A dark neatly-dressed girl had her money
inside a tightly clenched fist. '

Neither station nor queue were suitable for a suc-
cessful operation. People were on the alert here and
what little money they possessed they held on to with
both hands. They looked bored, for there were enough
tickets to go round and nobody worried about that. So
they kept their minds on their money.

Ryzhikov thought of a railway station at a big city.
Of course, there were disadvantages there, such as mili-
tiamen, sentries and other obstacles. In some miracu-
lous way they knew how to probe Grisha Ryzhikov’s
most secret intentions. Disregarding his business-like
manner and his look of a bona-fide traveller, they did
not even demand to see his papers. They merely said:

- “Come along, young man.”

Ryzhikov reflected how different, tco, were the trav-
ellers at a big city station. There was so much excite-
ment, so much emotion, so much real life! There a man
would wander for a whole day from one booking-office
to another, waiting at enquiry offices, questioning
porters and fellow-travellers. He would sit the night
through in the station. The simpler type of travellers
would dispose themselves on the ground and sleep so
soundly that you could rob them not only of their money
but of their very souls without them noticing it. More
learned people, of course, did not go to sleep but wan-

dered about, wrapped in their dreams.... People paid
- large sums for their tickets there, for they were about

to go off on long journeys, and their pockets bulged

- with wallets, black ones, brown ones. . ..

Who can be happier than the man who has just left

- the booking-office with a ticket in his hand? He has
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stood in the queue, quarrelled with intruders, trembled for
féar of getting no ticket, listened avidly 1o all sorts of
extraordinary tales and rumours. And now, so happy
that he can scarcely believe in his good fortune, he
strolls through the crowd in the waiting-room and ex-
amines his ticket with dancing eyes, forgeiful of every-
thing, his wife, his chief, his suii-case and the wallet he
protected so carefully in the queue. ...

Ryzhikov suddenly grew alert. Behind the last
woman in the queue there appeared a hairy man in an
old jacket. His boots were of good quality, he wore
a green muffler round his neck, and in his hip-pocket
there was a nice well-defined rectangular outline of
promising size.

Taking his time, Ryzhikov joined the queue behind
the man with the jacket. Keeping his eyes on an
advertisement he turned sideways to the jacket. A
moment later he had two fingers feeling the rough edge
of the wallet. He drew the wallet upwards. It moved
noiselessly. Another second and ... a rough paw grabbed
Ryzhikov’s hand and right before his eyes appeared
a face distorted with fear.

“Oh, you scoundrel! Well, I never....”

Ryzhikov gave a fug. In vain. His voice rose in
a well-studied tone of ominous indignation.

“What d’vou think you’re doing?” he asked threaten-
ingly. “You’d better look out!”

“And what was your hand up to?”

“Let go, I tell you!”

“No, you don't, my lad!”

Ryzhikov gave an unexpectedly sharp jerk and freed
his hand. He rushed through the door on to the platiorm.
Off he ran along the platform and down on to the
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track, his feet skimming the ground. He dived under
one goods train, then under another. He crouched down
and looked around. Several people were pacing up and
down the platform. Their heads and shoulders were out
of sight, but he at once recognized that pair of good boots
and close to them the bottom edge of a grey greatcoat
and a pair of highly-polished top boots. He heard that
excited voice again.

“A real bandit!”

The edge of the grey greatcoat ruffled, the highly-
polished boots moved towards him as their owner sprang
from the platform. In his light slippers Ryzhikov
flashed along the goods trains to the points. He felt
depressed but at least his hunger had vanished.

5
Breakfast in the Garden

Igor held two French rolls, a chunk of sausage and
a pot of jam in his hands. While they were still in the
station he said to Vanya: “Here everything's infested
with railway microbes. We'd better have breakfast in
the garden. There’s such a nice little bench there.”

But when they reached the garden they found the
nice little bench occupied by Wanda Stadnitskaya. Her
face rested against her arm which was extended along
the back of the bench.

“Oh! That compartment’s engaged,” exclaimed Igor.

He tiptoed around the day-dreaming girl, a little
suspicious at first on seeing the galoshes on her bare
feet, but when he met her grey eyes, he addressed her
seriously and unsmilingly.
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“Do you mind if we eat our breakfast in your
presence, Mam’selle?”

His polite bow, butfoned-up coat and highly-polished
boots made an agreeable impression on Wanda. Though
she felt miserable, she managed to assume one of the con-
ventional grimaces of coquetry and even a faint smile.

“Not in the least!”

“Merci,” Igor said brightly, though still with some
constraint.

Wanda looked at the boys with surprise and slid to
the end of the bench. She had lost interest in the
clouds and was mow taken up with the more prosaic
scene of the station square. Igor quickly laid the food
out on the bench and sat at the other end. Vanya rattled
his stand, put it down and sat on it, using the bench
as a table. He leaned forward with shoulders hunched
as he waited for his breakiast.

Igor cut a slice of sausage.

“How are we going to eat the jam, Vanya? Looks
like we’ll have to use our fingers.”

“We’ll make ourselves spoons of some sort,” Vanya
replied, glancing round the patch of garden. “We’ll
carve them out of wood with our knives."”

“Do you happen to have a spoon on you, Milady?”
Igor asked Wanda.

His voice had that ultra-polite inflection used by
very superior travellers to address each other in wagon-
lit compartments. Wanda’s eyes lit up with pleasure.
However, the most inexperienced eye could clearly see
that she was travelling light. Moreover, the sausage had
a tantalizing smell. She gulped and looked offended.

“What do you mean?” she minced. “Spoons?”
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“Silver ones,” Igor explained affably.

Wanda did ‘not reply to this remark. Extending her
arm along the back of the bench again, she returned
to her study of the clouds. But her eyes were no longer
sad and reflective,

Vanya held half a roll and bit big pieces out of it
with resolute movements of his whole face, while help-
ing himself with more deference to slices of sausage
with two dirty fingers. At the same time he kept his
eyes on Wanda. He did not notice her bare unwashed
feet, or her ugly matted hair. He only saw the tender
pink of her cheek, the corner of an eye and her dark
curling eyelashes.

He broke oif a hunk of bread, laid two slices of
sausage on it and offered it to Wanda, She did not
notice. Vanya threw a questioning glance at Igor who
was eating with gusto, hands, teeth and knife all hard
at work. But Igor found a moment tfo nod approvingly
at Vanya and pat him on the shoulder with his free
hand. A little uncertainly, Vanya lightly touched his
neighbour’s knee. She turned her head towards him,
intending to smile coquettishly, but instead of that
smile came one that was simple and grateful. Then,
taking her time, she began to mibble at the roll. All
this went on in complete silence. As he began to cut
some more sausage [gor spoke to Wanda. His manner
was curt. He did not look at her.

“Where are you travelling to, Signorina?”

Wanda turned towards the station and stopped
chewing.

“I don’t know,” she replied, diffidently.

“Come with us,” Vanya suggested gaily, swivelling
round to Wanda on his stand. “What’s your name?”
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“Wanda.”

“Oh! What a name! Wanda!”

“It’s Polish.”

“Come with us! He’s got a grandfather and grand-
mother in the cily.”” Vanya’s eyes conveyed a glint of
irony as he watched Igor. He saw that Igor took the
joke well.

But for some reason Wanda did not respond to
Vanya's buoyant gaiety. She laid her uniinished sand-
wich on the bench and clutched at the edge of the bench.

“I don’t know ... where to go,” she said almost
forlornly.

[gor gave her a long steady look and then busied
himself with the jam jar. Vanya’s high spirits had
vanished. In perplexity he studied Wanda and looked
at Igor as if expecting to find an answer in his face.
Igor hummed a snatch of a song, put the jar down on
the bench and said severely: “Wanda, you'll come with
us. Then we shall see.”

All became clear to Vanya. But Wanda looked af
Igor with alarm.

“T don’t know...."”

“You don't know, but I do. The train will be in soon.
We'll sit in a compartment and discuss everything.”

Vanya stared at Igor. What was this about a
compariment? Wanda sat in humble silence.

At that moment Ryzhikov peeped out of the bushes.
First he took a good look at the group, then he came
forward, stopped and stared ai the food. Wanda threw
him a look of hatred.

“Been in trounble, Ryzhikov?” asked Igor with a
laugh.

Ryzhikov did not reply.
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“Have a bite,” suggested Igor. “I've always said
that of all the professions thieving pays worst. Did they
beat you up today? I saw him grab you.”

“I got away,” Ryzhikov said in a hoarse voice and
began to eat.

“Good for you! It's damned stupid. Just think,
everybody has a pair of hands and everybody uses them
to try and catch you,” Igor said with a shudder of
distaste. “It's stupid. You ought to try my way.”

“With granny’s help, eh?” asked Vanya.

“Granny’s the post office. A note arrives: ‘Dear
[gor,’ it says; ‘Dear Igor, do please call, and for God’s
sake draw ome hundred rubles.’ And if you don't call,
along comes another note: ‘What’s all this nonsense?
it says. ‘Why haven’'t you drawn your hundred rubles?
Please come and draw it.”

Ryzhikov turned away hurt.

“Notes,” he said. “It's all right when you know how
to read and write. .. .”

“Well, if you're illiterate, go and work. Pickpocket-
ing! What could be more stupid?” Igor stuck a piece of
bread into the jam. “Work! That's not so bad, either.
Lots of people speak well of it.”

6
Sa the Compartment

A long goods train was crossing the steppe. A trac-
tor stood under a tarpaulin on one of its flat-trucks.
Wanda, curled up into a ball, lay asleep onm a piece
of the tarpaulin which flapped Iocose. At her feet sat
Igor Chernyavin. Arms clutching his knees, he gazed
around him vaguely. Ryzhikov, slippered feet plant-
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ed apart, stood before him. Vanya was dangling his
legs over the edge of the flat-truck and admiring the
steppe, the broad country road rumming alongside the
line, the hills on the horizon, the first green ol early
spring.

They had left the evening before. It took them a long
time to settle to sleep, for it was cold. LEventually
they got under the tarpaulin, fidgeted, drew themselves in
and, at last, fell asleep. Another good reason for being
under the tarpaulin was that it meant that at the train
stops they were out of sight of inquisitive people who
might disturb the travellers.

“We've got the best compartment,” said Igor
Chernyavin just before dropping off. “It isn’t at all
crowded, there’s plenty of fresh air and nobody asking
to see your tickets!”

They woke up early the next morning and crawled
from under the tarpaulin in high spirits. Only when
they passed big stations did they make use of its hospi-
table shelter again, not for sleeping accommodation any
more but solely to avoid giving any trouble to the
train’s staff. Besides, Wanda felt like sleeping in the
sunshine.

Ryzhikov had been silent for some time.

“Why are you dragging Wanda off to the town?”
he asked, finally.

“What's that got to do with you?” Igor screwed up
his eyes when he looked at Ryzhikov. Perhaps because
behind Ryzhikov, over the top of the next truck, a clean
spick-and-span sun was rising.

“Never mind what,” muttered Ryzhikov.

“We’ll find something or other for her to do in the
town. Work or..”
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“You don't intend to work yourseli, but you think
she ought to, is that it?” Ryzhikov exploded. He was
itching for a quarrel.

“Yes, I think she ought to,” Igor said calmly. Turn-
ing his back on Ryzhikov, he looked at Wanda in a
profective manrner.

“Everybody works,” Vanya chipped in from the end
of the flat-truck.

“You dry up, chum, if you don’t want to get a sock
in the jaw.”

“You can do that only with my written permission,
M’sieur,” Igor said nasally.

Ryzhikov slowly turned his head to look at Igor. His
eyes were sullen and angry.

“With your permission, did you say?”

“Yes, and only when it’s in writing, see?...
in your application. ...”

“What application?” 4

“Saying you want to hit him in the mug.”

Ryzhikov warmed up and made for Vanya. ,

“We'll see about that! We’ll see what it’ll be like
without your permission.”

Vanya threw lIgor a scared glance, jumped to his
feet and ran towards him. Ryzhikov shot out an arm
to clutch him but somehow Igor happened to appear
between them. Ryzhikov did not even have time to cast
the look of withering contempt he had prepared for
Igor, let alone {o raise his fists to defend himseli.

A quick movement of Igor’s fist looked as if it was on
its way to Ryzhikov's face, but floored him by landing
unexpectedly in his stomach. Ryzhikov tumbled right
over the sleeping Wanda.

Hand
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“Hey, you! What's the matter? What are you doing
here?” Wanda shrieked in fright as shce woke up.

“Don’t worry,” Igor said with a calm smile.
“Ryzhikov wants to sleep. Make room for him in the
sleeping compartment.” .

Wanda turned with a look of distaste towards
Ryzhikov but smiled at once. The sight of his contorted
face was clearly to her liking.

“You hit him? What for?”

Ryzhikov raised himself on one elbow, his thick lips
protruding. Locks of red hair fell untidily over his
forehead almost hiding his impudent green eyes.

“What are you jeering for? He won’t stand up for
you!”

Wanda moved her head derisively.

“And maybe he will.”

“You...” Ryzhikov was on his fect, his fists
clenched. _

Igor smiled and laid a hand on Vanya's shoulder.

“You had better get it into your head, M’sieur, that
in this compartment you wiil not lay a finger on
anyone,” he remarked, tersely and somewhat relue-
tantly.

Ryzhikov put his hands into his pockets.

“I see you don’t know just what she is?” he grunted.

“And what is she?” Igor asked, looking at Ryzhikov
in surprise.

“perhaps you think she’s just a kid? Shall T tell him
what you are, Wanda?"

“Go to hell, you toad. Go on, tell him. You're all
swinel!”

“She’s a prostitute,” Ryzhikov shouted exultantly.

“Got that?”
34

Wanda Went. slowly towards the edge of the truck
turned up her jacket collar and drew her tousled head
down}. Igo'r moved towards Ryzhikov, but the laughing
Ryzhikov jumped nimbly across to the other side of thz
truck and hid behind the tractor.

It all happened so quickly that Vanya could hardly
follow the sequence of events.

Igor went up to Wanda. Looking down at the floor
he asked: “Is it true?” ,

Wanda turned on him quickly and all the old hatred
had returned to her voice.

. “What about it? Yes, it’s true! What's it got to do
with you? Maybe you’d like me to be nice to you?r”

- Igor blushed, pursed his lips and turned his eyes
away from the eager glance of Vanya Galchenko.

‘Not at all! Only ... how old are you?”

Wanda ‘ralsed her head coquettishly and looked for
a moment into Igor’s eyes over her shoulder.

“Fifteen. What about it?”

Igor thought for a while.

“Well. That’s all, Signora ” i

._ , , you can go,” h
with a sad smile, i ° e

She. turned, walked slowly and soundiessly to the
fjarpaulén;I her head drawn inside her coat-collar
ropped down 1o the floor and lay th i ing
e ec do y there quietly, facing

Igor whistled a tune as he

_ gazed at the steppe. Far
ahead, from behind the sloping hills roof-tops appeared,

»White in the sunlight.

Down below he caught a fleeting glimpse of a group
of pare—foot girls. Their legs, not yet sunburnt, flashed
Wwhite. One of them called something to Igor,’ making
the others laugh. He followed them with a look of
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indifference and turned away. Vanya watched Wanda,
keeping on the alert for Ryzhikov behind the tractor.
He went up to Igor, stood on tip-toe and whispered: “Is
she crying?”

“It doesn’t matter!” Igor answered sternly, without
loocking at Vanya.

The truck gave a sharp lurch as it crossed the
points.

“Here we are,” said Igor.

The train ran over many seis of points. Lines of
goods vans flashed past. Then it swung to the right and
ran quickly through the passenger station. Above the
coaches standing there the upper storeys of the station
building and the curved roofs of the platforms floated
by. The train ran out on to a narrow embankment
which curved around a surprisingly broad meadow at
the very edge of the town. Beyond the meadow there
were whitewashed cottages with thatched straw roofs.
But once again the train lurched over points. Then it
began to run more carefully as it was drawn into the
broad network of the goods yards. The cottages were
out of sight mow. Red, grey and pink town buildings,
ranged on a hill, looked down on to the train.

Wanda stirred on the tarpaulin, sat up and looked
towards the town. The train was now moving very
slowly through a long narrow passage formed by other
goods trains. Igor looked thoughtiul as he gazed at the
oil-stained surface of the road-bed running past.

Behind him there was a muffled thud, He turned
round quickly. A railway guard stood on their truck
steadying himself after a risky jump and looking at
them attentively.
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- jump.

Wanda slipped away from the truck, silent as a
shadow.
“Are you lIgor Chernyavin?”’
C“Yes.”
“Ah! We've had a telegram about you. Did you
draw omne hundred rubles on a forged postal order?”
Igor looked at the guard in admiration.
“Quick work! Did 1 draw the money? Fancy asking
me that! Of course I refused it....”
The guard grinned and nodded.
“Come along.” ‘
Igor scratched his nose.
“Oh hell! It’s a pity, Vanya, we have to part. You're
a good fellow! And Wanda ... the fact is, Comrade
Guard, I have no time for you, really.” .
“Where are you going?” asked Vanya in a harassed
tone.
“Going? I've been arrested... in the name of the
faw.”
“What for?”
“Because of grandmother.”
“Come along, come along now,’
laying a hand on Igor’s shoulder.
Igor gripped the edge of the truck in readiness to

H

repeated the guard,

“Go to the colony, Vanya,” he said, turning to him.
“It’'s said to be a decent place. It’s called the First of
May”

He jumped down, followed by the guard. Vanya sat

- with his hands gripping his knees, looking afler them.

He was stunned by this misfortune,
Ryzhikov appeared from behind the tractor. He was

- $miling maliciously.

YA - o
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“If you please! A note arrives: Dear lgor, please
call and draw one hundred rubles! Clean work! But
where’s Wanda gone?”

“l don’t know,” replied Vanya in alarm.

7
A Street of Fois Owan

“Where are you off to?” Ryzhikov asked when they
reached the tram-slop near the goods station.

The street here was cobbled and covered with c¢oal-
dust. Innumerable sparrows fluttered up from under the
wheels and horses' hooves. There was a queue at the
tram-stop. Many people wore boois that just cried out
_for polish.

Vanya had no time to reply. A man wearing a tumc
came up to him.

“Will you clean my boots?” he asked beckonmg to
the side of the street.

“Do you want ’em blacked?”

“Blacked? Of course! What else do you thmk? I have
to see the chief and my boots. ...

Vanya looked around. There was nothing lo sit on.
A little farther along the street he saw an old wooden
porch.

“Shall we go to those steps?”

The man who had to see his chief nodded silently.
Vanya ran on ahead to get his things ready. When his
client arrived he already had the paste on one of the
brushes. ...

“No, rub the dust off first.”

Vanya set o work. Ryzhikov sat on one of the steps
higher up and studied the street in silence.
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“How much?”

“Ten kopeks.”

“Have you change for fifteen?”

Vanya dug into his pocket. He had only four ten-
kopek coins.

“That won't work out. Well, never mind, keep the
change,” said his client.

He had no sooner left than a girl came up and
asked Vanya to clean her shoes. Then came a Red
Army marn. _

“How much do you want for doing these high
boots?” he asked.

Vanya iell alarmed in the presence of the Red Army
man. He had never polished army boots before and did
not know what to charge.

“Ten ... ten kopeks,” he choked out.

“You fool,” whispered Ryzhikov, but the soldier was
delighted and put his foot on the stand.

“That’s cheap, my lad, cheap. They charge twenty
kopeks for high bhoots everywhere else round here.”

Vanya forgot his usual “Shall I biack 'em?” He
worked hard, with his eyes, eyebrows, even his tongue
on the move. He had not yet learned the knack of
polishing quickly with both brushes at once, and one
of his brushes slipped out of his hand and went {lying
away. Ryzhikov gave a loud laugh but did not volunteer
to pick the brush up. Vanya groaned, rose to his feet
and ran for it himselif.

“Smart lad,” the Red Army man said and handed
him ten kopeks. “Cheap and they shine well.”

He walked off, looking at his boots. Vanya’s arms
and back were aching. He leaned on his elbows and
studied the street,

39



The houses were all alike, brick-built, grimy and {wo-
storeyed. Between them ran short fences with gates in
them. At almost every gate there stood a bench where
people sat nibbling sunflower-seeds. Vanya remembered
that the next day was Sunday. People were walking
in twos and threes along the brick-laid pavement, talk-
ing quietly.

The door behind the boys opened.

“What are you doing here? Street-waifs, eh?” The
- voice had an unpleasant squeak.

Vanya jumped up and turned round. Ryzhikov rose
lazily. In the doorway stood a tall, thin man with a
grey moustache.

“Waifs, I thonght so0.”

“No, we're not.”

“Ah! So you're a shoeblack. Have you got a pair of
rubber heels?”

Vanya's stand contained two brushes and two tins
of black shoe-polish.

“No, 1 haven’t,” he replied with a negative gesture.

“H’'mph! And you call yourself a shoeblack! I know
your kind of shoeblack! Well, perhaps you are one, after
all! But who’s this other fellow?”

Ryzhikov turned away. He was anmnoyed.

“What do you think you're doing here? Waiting for
it to get dark?”

Ryzhikov was still more annoyed.

“Nothing to do with the dark,” he muttered. “Just
met a friend.”

“H'mph, a friend!”

The old man turned the key in the door and came
down the steps. He pointed a gnarled finger.
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~ “You get away from here. I can see what kind of
friend you are.”

“All right, I'm leaving. Can’'t a fellow stop in this
sireet? Did you make this rule?”’ Ryzhikov was aware
of his legal rights and was working himself up into a
state of grievance.

“If you don’t like the rules here you can go to a
place where they have better ones,” the old man said
with a grin. “I'm just going to the shop. Ii I find you
here when I come back....”

He went along the street. Ryzhikov followed him
with a hurt look and sat down on the steps again.

“Picking on us like that! ‘Waiting for it to get
dark,’"” he protested in a tearful whine.

A young man approached.

“Here’s progress,” he said cheerfully. “A shoeblack
in our street! And such a nice one! Good afterncon!”

“Shall T black ’em?” Vanya asked.

“Yes, do. Are you going to be here regularly?”

As he dabbed at the tin of polish Vanya shrugged his
shoulders. He looked serious.

“Yes, 1 am!” he replied, after slight hesitation.

This client did not ask the price but without more
ado handed Vanya fifteen kopeks.

“I've no change,” said Vanya.

“That’s all right. I'll always pay you fifteen. Only
you must be a bit quicker.”

Vanya put the money in his pocket and looked along
the sireet once more. Evening was approaching and
somehow this made the street seem cleaner. Vanya was
much interested in the tram-car. He had heard a lot
about this invention, but had never seen one before and
now felt like jumping into one and going off
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somewhere. He was in good spirits. There was a little
spark of pride alight in him. All the passers-by would
see him sitting on the steps cleaning shoes so
proficiently.

“Listen, Vanya,” Ryzhikov said to him. “What if you
give me f{ifty kopeks? TI'll let you have it back
tomorrow.”

“Where are you going to get it?”

“Never mind, I'll get it. I've got to find some grub.”

Vanya suddenly felt a pang of hunger. They hadn’t
had anything to eat since morning, when they had
eaten the remains of last night’s supper on the {rain.

“Fifty kopeks? 1 don’t know whether I've got so
much. Yes, I've got ninely. Hey, I'd clean f{orgotten
about the other money!”

“What other money?”

“lgor gave me some of his—er—grandmoth-
er's”

Vanya unfolded the bank-note and gazed at it sadly
before putting it away again.

“All right, give me fifty kopeks. Look what a lot of
money you've got.”’

“l can’t touch that,” said Vanya and handed him
forty-five kopeks, just one half of all the change he
had.

“I'll come back for the night,” said Ryzhikov as he
took the money.

Vanya remembered with a pang that the night had
to be spent somewhere. Somehow this had not entered
his mind before.

“Where are we going to spend the night?” Vanya
asked, feeling quite disconcerted.
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“We'll find somewhere. They don’t allow you to
sleep in the railway station here.”

Ryzhikov went down the sireet at a business-like
pace. Vanya rcsumed his seat on the steps, feeling sad.
The sun hid behind the houses. People passed him
without taking any notice of him. Across the sireet
a group of children were playing noisily cn the pave-
ment.

“There’s a little shoeblack sitling over there,” a
spoiled litile girl said loudly.

Another girl took a long loock at Vanya. Then
someone pulled at her and she ran laughing to the
gate.

“Varya, your soup’s getting cold,”” a grown-up
woman’s voice called. “I've called you {wice.”

“Once, once, once...” the spoiled girl sang.

Vanya rested his head on his clenched fist and
gazed across the streef. He saw the man with the
moustache coming back.

“Still sitting here? Where's the other fellow?”

“He's gone.”

“It’s high time you were off home, too. Nobody else
will have their boots cleaned now. But you bring me
those rubber heels tomorrow.”

“Is the shop far off?” Vanya asked.

“What do you want at the shop? Cigarettes, I sup-
pose?”

“No, not cigarettes. But where is the shop?”

“Just round the corner.”

Vanya gathered up his brushes and tins, picked up

-the stand and went off in search oi the shop

43




&
Wight

They spent the night in a rick not far away. They
had only to continue along the street past two turnings,
over the level crossing and then a little farther to
where the country began. It could hardly be called real
country because there were lights still farther on. All
the same, beyond the last house there was an open
space and grass that rustled underfoot and an isolated
rick. Apparently it was on high ground because there
was a good view of the lit-up town from there. At the
level crossing a street Jamp shone with dazzling
brightness.

Vanya did not feel keen about spending the night
there, and when the last cotlage lay behind them, felt
sorry he had not looked for shelter in town. But
Ryzhikov pushed on ahead confidently, whistling, his
hands in his pockels.

“Here we are,” he said. “We’ll pile up the straw and
keep warm. It’s near the town, too.”

Vanya put his stand down. He did not feel like
sleeping, and began to gaze at the town. It was a
pleasant sight. The nearest lights were scaifered along
the broad square. There were so many oi them! Some-
times they seemed to be placed haphazardiy but else-
where he could make oui an orderly pattern. It locked
to him as if they were all part of some game. Farther
on, a row of big buildings started and in all these
houses the windows glowed with different colours—
yellow, green, bright red.
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“Why is it?” Vanya asked. “Different lights ... in
windows.”

“What's that?”” Ryzhikov asked as he bent over the
straw.

“What makes the windows have such difierent col-
ours?”’

“It’s because every one has a different lamp—I
mean shade—lamp-shade. The women like them—red
shades—green ones.”

“Do you mean rich people?”

“Rich and poor. You can make them out of paper.
Sometimes you'll find a lamp-shade and nothing else
in a room. Nothing to take. Just a way of making a fool
of you....”

“Do you mean steal?”

“We don’t use the word steal, we say take.”

“Tomorrow I'm going to that First of May
place....”

“Ah, there’s something to take there. If you're
smart.” '

“Why should I take anything?”

“You are a fool! A real fool! What do you mean,
‘why should I'?”

“Well, going to live in a place and then... taking”

“Why not?”

“And get into prison?”

“They have to catch you first!”

“Well, they caught Igor.”

“That’s because Igor’s a fool. Fancy going fo a

o post office! All the same nothing will happen to him.

He’s under-age.”
'Ryzhikov raked some more straw from the rick,

stamped on it and stretched himself out on it.
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Vanya said: “There was a guard at our place who
died and that lad of his... he was called Misha...
he’s at the First of May Colony. He wrote a letter.”

“First of May,” Ryzhikov snorted. “You'd better lie
down.”

Vanya lapsed into silence and began to settle down
for the night.

The stars in the sky shone brightly. The stalks of
straw over Vanya's head looked like huge black girders.

* * *

Vanya woke early but the day had already dawned.
The sun was rising behind the rick and Vanya, who was
lying in the shade, felt chilled. He sprang up with
wisps of straw hanging to his clothes. He looked at the
town. It seemed differcnt now. Some of the street lamps
were still alight, burning wastefully, among them the
bright one-at the level crossing.

The fown looked more interesting and complicated
now, though not so pretty. However, that didn’t matter.
There were lots of houses and roof-tops and beyond
them a high building with while pillars. It was a real
town—he must go and see it. He would earn some
money and go. He might even go there on  the tram.
There was sure to be a cinema in the town. Vanya
decided to return to “his street” for the morning. He
recalled the young man who had been so glad the day
before because a shoeblack had come to work in that
street. There were certain to be plenty of people
wanting their boots polished. What a good thing he had
a spare tin of paste. Vanya felt like having a good look
at that tin. He bent down. The stand was not there.
He rummaged among the straw with his foot. He
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looked around everywhere. Only then did he notice
that Ryzhikov, too, had vanished. Vanya went right
round the rick and came back. Then he looked dully at
the town, made ancther search, leaned against the rick
and plunged inio thought. Suddenly he remembered
something and put his hand in his pocket. He searched
carefully, then turned it inside out. The ten rubles were
gone. :
Vanya took a few steps towards.the road, then
stopped. There was no sense in going to the town now.

| 9
“Che Goats?

A whole month had passed since those events.

Early one morning a young militiaman, looking
very smart and conscientious, woke Igor up in the
reception-room. |

“It's time to leave, Comrade,” he said. “You'll get
plenty of sleep in the colony, but I have to be back by
nine o’clock.”

Igor pulled his jacket quickly over his shoulders. He
had acquired a shirt by now. It was short and made
bf cotton, but Igor wore its yellowish collar turned
smartly over his jacket.

The janitors were sweeping the street with dry
brooms, but the dust seemed to rise reluctantly at this
hour. The town was bathed in the limpid invigorating
atmosphere of a fine morning. Igor found it pleasant to
be entering his “new life” on such a morning.

He was not greatly interested in its newness. It was
Polina Nikolayevna at the Commission for Juvenile
Delinquency who kept mentioning the new life in every
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other sentence. Igor was fond of life in general without
stopping to think whether it was new or old. He never
gave a thought to the morrow or to the day that had
passed. He was always absorbed in today, studying it
like an unread page to be turned over without haste,
and scrutinizing its new tales with eyes full of
curiosity. This particular day was all the more pleasant
because he had had to turn over some very monotormnous
pages during the preceding month and was even
beginning to grow used to the tedium.

He had been brought before the Commission for
Juvenile Delinquency on earlier occasions and had
found nothing new there this time. He had long been
acquainted with Polina Nikolayevna, a small wom-
an with a sharp nose who looked very intelligent
and good-natured, and who was sad and polite when
she questioned him about his parents and his studies
and what, in general, had brought him to this way of
life. When she questioned him she no longer locked at
the large sheet of paper headed “Questionnaire,” as she
had the year before, though the questions she put were
exactly the same. Igor, too, replied politely. He under-
stood that Polina Nikolayevna was atlending
conscientiously to the needs of people like himself, that
the salary she drew for doing so was rather modest
and that she rarely had the pleasure of ialking to a
decent person. Igor Chernyavin liked giving people
pleasure, so he spoke to Polina Nikolayevna in a
gentlemanly tone, which, incidentally, required no great
effort on his part. "

“Your father is a professor, isn't he?” she asked him,
tapping her desk with the blunt end of a pencil.

“Yes."”
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“In Leningrad?”

“Yes.”

“Why don’t you want to go back to him?”

“He’s not exactly to my liking. He’s rude and hard-
hearted and he’s unfaithful to my mother. I can’t live
in the same house with him.”

“Did you often quarrel?”

“No. I don’t like to talk to him at all.”

“Don’t you feel sorry for your mother, Igor?”

“Yes, 1 do. Very sorry. But mother doesn’t wanf to
leave him.”

.“You are such a well-bred boy, Igor. When are you
gou‘n‘g to give up all these... escapades?”

I've got no choice, Polina Nikolayevna! They
forced me to go back to father twice. All the same I
won't live with him.”

“And what if we decide not to send you back to

your father this time?”
“I hope it would be all right,”

“Would you stop playing your tricks?”
“I hope 1 would.”

“What makes you say that?”

“It's because you've talked to me.”

“Are my talks helping you, then?” Polina Niko-
layevna asked, with a grateful look.

“I think they are. Very much.”

“What am I going to do with you, Igor? I can't go
on talking just to you. There are others, you know!”

She pointed with her pencil towards the door beyond
which other boys were awaiting their turn in the

« corridor.  Everything about Polina Nikolayevna—her

pale sharp-featured little face, her narrow lace collar,

~ff. even the pencil she wielded so nimbiy—expressed how
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sorry she felt that she could not take Igor by the hand
and lead him along the difiicult path of life. Igor
understood and sympathized with her—he knew she
had others who had gone astray to aitend to. Apparently
his face betrayed his feelings rather plainly, for Polina
Nikolayevna lowered her eyes as if she felt distressed
and tapped somewhat mervously on the desk with her
pencil.

They were approached by a man wearing a white
gown. He had unruly hair that grew extraordinarily
low down, almost from his eyebrows. The eyeballs,
which were covered with tiny red veins, bulged
prominently. This man in the clean white gown gave
the impression of dragging a load far too heavy for

his strength. _
“Go into the consulting-room, Chernyavin,” said

Polina Nikolayevna wearily. “This comrade has to find
out what sort of work you are suited for.”

Igor had been through this test before, only then the
white gown had been on another man. He rose
obediently from his seat and took {he shortest path he
could in the wake of the man in white. Whether this
was a part of his new or his old path in life he did not
know. It was not a long walk. Igor was placed on a
chair in a small room with white furniture. The man in
white spoke to another man in white.

wwe'll have the Parthean Labyrinth test!”

Igor felt unpleasant cold shivers running up and down
his spine. He sat still at the white table and began to
muse that after all the time had come to start a quieter
life. But he livened up when a big piece of cardboard
covered with squares and tracks was laid before him.
The pop-eyed man laid his hands on the table.

50

iR

“Yop are in the middte of this labyrinth,” he said
cgir(;yt'ly(’),ugn fa.tvoli;e that quavered slightly. “Yo’u have to
of it. Here is i 4
e poing 1o gu Om‘”a pencil. Now show me how you
- Igor took another look at these people but gave i
without protesting. He grasped the pencil and gl 12
over the labyrinth with a smile. He ran the eﬂﬂe_l
towards the exit but soon came up against a deal()ienmd
tahnd stogped.IThe sound of heavy blows came thl‘OLelgh
e window. Igor looked out and saw a gi i
th_e balcony and beating a rug that h‘;f;]os‘::rnd;n%iﬁg
W.Lthr a thin rod, He set his mind to work agai
thinking “I must do this somehow, damn it.” AtgthIZt,
;}noment the pop-eyed man snatched the board from his
and apd replaced it with another. This too wa
a labyrinth. In one corner there was a picture o?
a goat, ealing some sort of forbidden fruit. In the othe
corner there was a girl with a stick in her hand Shr
looked rather like 2 girl on the balcony. Igor s;nil g
and looked in that direction. Then it occ.urred to h'e
tha.l before the girl reached the goat much time WI?
going to elapse, during which the goat would be abl o
gorge to its heart’s content. ... e
“It’s silly!” he said in I i
Whats aly ,itl?o,?kmg up at the man in white.
“Just look!
i ot th;{re!‘ﬂfhat are these yards for? Why, the goat’s

“If you are going to look a
round t ’
never get anywhere!” e room. you'l

Igor turned his attention to the board. The goat had

a very benign i i i
it aw);y. gn expression. Igor did not feel like scaring

“I'll tell you what! Let it go on grazing there!”
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“What do you mean?” exclaimed the pop-eyed man.
“] don’t think it'd do much harm. Just a matter of a
few shrubs.”

“But suppose they’re raspberry canes.”

%] don't think they are. You've no need to worry $0.”

“What are you talking that way for?” the man in
white asked as he snatched away the board.

“Shall we have the flute test now?” the other one
asked.

“No, we won't,”” the older man replied curtly. He
went to the wash-basin. Then he dried each of his
fingers in turn very slowly and went to the door.

“Come along,” he called, when he was already in

the corridor.
At Polina Nikolayevna’s desk he slumped down on

to a chair.
“Well?”” she enquired.
“Weak. Very weak indeed. Results nil Scatter-

brained, mo initiative, lacking in imagination.”

“What are you talking aboui? He has much too much
initiative, and you say ‘No initiative’! Read this.”

She handed him a thickish folder. The man in the
gown held its contents close to his eyes and moved his
head rapidly from left to right as he scanned the lines.

“This doesn’t mean anything, Polina Nikolayevna. We
do not know whether it’s initiative or just imitative-
pess.” He gave the folder an angry shake. “Such things
do not prove anything,” he added.

“And 1 think that you are wrong. Do please make
another test. You'll find you've made a mistake.”

The pop-eyed man rose to his feet looking hurt and
walked towards the door of his consulting-room.

“Very well, then.”
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“What are you sitting here for?” Polina Nikolayevna
asked Igor.

Igor’s eyes followed the white gown until the door
had closed behind it.

“Where’s the sense in it, Polina Nikolayevna?” he
asked in a confiding tone.

“It has to be done,” she said, looking at him

“I don’t see why.” .

“It’s a way of testing your capabilities.”

“But what for?”

“Go along, Igor, donm’t argue.”

Igor went once more into the consulting-room and
stood in silence against the wall. While the white-
gowned figures turned over all kinds of files and test-
-cards and looked into drawers, a deep sense of outrage
lnvz}ded his soul. Somebody was firmly emphasizing his
feeling of loneliness, stirring his memories of the
sequernce of barren days that had just passed, of that
llk_able Vanya abandoned in the railway yard, of the
brlght days of childhood lost for ever, of his mljther of
ancient grudges ... his quarrelsome, nervy faithl’ess
father and other cold ruthless people. ,

A long box with compartments in it stood on the
table.

“Sit down,” the old man said.

'...A]] these events came back to Igor Chernyavi
while he walked beside the militiaman zﬁong the gr(::g
Pavements, in the bright morning light. Yes, the past
mOr.ith had been a miserable time. A dull, silly time.
IF.’;:)Ima Nikolayevna kept persuading him to start a new
lfe and the people in the gowns kept placing all sorts
Qf boards in front of him. It had been specially boring
after Igor had reconciled himself to his lot and leamea
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how to get out of all the labyrinths and thread the
cord through the stops in the flute. Al first he was
amused at himself as he went through all these tests.
The goats amused him. So did the men in the gowns.
But later he did the tests with grim technical proficiency.
Just because it was so boring he made an effort and
even won the praise of the men in the gowns and
helped them to test other youngsters. But he did not
learn to calculate and assess the results. His teache?rs
let no one into their secrets and concealed their signif- -
icance behind cryptic phrases likes “tests” and “cor-
relation.” ? Yet it was more interesting to be in the con-
sulting-room than in the reception-room. Igo-r. did nqt
like the moisy shabby crowd of street-wails with their
cheap jokes and low habits. He addressed nlewc-omers
in the consulting-room with pontifical haughtmess‘.

“Well, you won’t get out of here, Signor, until the
pike catches that poor little fish!” he’d say, or: -

“Look here! Where's the ball gone? Bring it up to
the volley-ball net. You mustn’t throw it over, though.
Take it in your hands. So you want to get over the
fence? You'd better forget your street-corner habits.”

He would look over the newcomer’s shoulder and cast
freezing glances at his unsuccessful flounderings
among the tests. .

“We'll never win if we play that way,” the objects
of these experiments would moan sulkily.

“You're not supposed to, M'sieur. We're the ones
that win on these occasions.” o

The only thing that upset him was that his winnings
were so ridiculously small compared with those received
by the bosses of the consulting-room—just a piece c.)f
bread-and-butter free of charge at breakiast-time. His

54

operations in the post office had been much more profit-
able than this though they did not require such
elaborate equipment.

Now, as Igor walked beside the militiaman, he felt
deeply embarrassed when he recalled how shamefully
flippant his behaviour had been in the consulting-room
where his absurd mishap with his “grandmother’s
money”’ had brought him.

However, these pages of his life belonged to the past.
The new day was making rapid strides to meet him.
They first passed through familiar streets in the centre
of the city, then they came {fo new places—a narrow
dirty embankment, a market-place full of carts, then
Khoroshilovka where there was a sense of space and of
wide skies. The houses were small there with flower
gardens in bloom between them. The trams raced by
quickly, fussily, gaily.

Then Khoroshilovka, too, was left behind and the
road ran on between belts of pale green and the tram
lines were on sleepers like a train. The belts of green,
the highway, the tram, all led up to an oak grove. And
Igor and the militiaman went towards this grove, too.
There was a cutting in the woods with a road along it.
Across this road hung some wire-netting with gilt
letters on it. They read: The First of May Colony.

10
(First Smpregsions

Igor and the militiaman walked briskly through the
cutting. The militiaman was pleased at the prospect of
finishing his job. Igor was glad, too, for he was on the
verge of his “new life.”
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They could see roof-tops through the cutting which
soon broadened out into a field, a real sweet-scented
field of rye with flowers at its edges. Beyond the
field woods stretched in every direction, forming a
background to the colony. Two narrow flags hung from
tall flagstaffs on one of the buildings. There was some-
thing peculiar about these flags, so long and narrow,
reminding Igor of flags he had seen long ago in illustra-
tions of castles in fairy-tales.

“Do they live in there?” he asked the militiaman.

“Of course they do,” the militiaman replied, sur-
prised at the question. “Where else do you think they
would live?”

“Some flags, aren’t they? Just look at them!”

“Yes, those flags are something, they certainly are.
Everything here is... well... queer! But they’re good
sorts here. They've got themselves well organized!”

Igor shrugged his shoulders and pul his hands in
his pockets. But he could not tear his eyes away from
the two narrow flags fluttering in the breeze. They were
hoisted on flagstafis fixed on two towers that dominated
the building.

“It’s got towers like a castle!”

“You can’'t compare a plain building like that to a
castle,” said the militiaman.

Igor did not argue the point. Yet the towers did
remind him of a castle and this gave him a feeling of
pleasure not unmixed with doubt, for it had never
occurred to him that he would be living in a castle.

When, however, they drew nearer Igor saw for
himself that it was really not a castle but just a long
grey two-storey building, well-built, with walls that had
something twinkling in them and bay windows that
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10se above the roof-level to form the towers where the
flags floated.

Igor and the militiaman walked along the front of
the building which was separated from the road by
a wide border of flowers. It was a long time since Igor
ltad seen so many flowers. Paths of bright gold sand
wound among the flower-beds. Along one of these,
close to Igor, two girls were walking, really prelty
well-turned-out girls, drat it! One of them with a snub
nose and merry lively eyes took a long look at Igor and.
spoke to her companion, who was dark-eyed and olive-
complexioned.

“A new boy! Just look at him with his jacket!”

Igor turned away colouring slightly. Really, was.
there anything queer in wearing a jacket?

People were walking about on the pavement by the
front door—older boys and liitle chaps and girls. Scme
of the youths were getting dark about the upper lip....
Their clothes were a bit mixed but he could see they
were meant for work, for some bore oil-stains. The little
chaps were in shorts, bare-footed. The girls looked
smarter. They always did.

“A posh crowd,” Igor said in an undertone. He smiled
at the mililiaman, but the militiaman didn’t notice.

At the wide-open doors stood a boy about thirteen
years old with a high forehead and a serious expression
who was noticeable among this quiet yet animated
crowd because of his unusual official appcarance. He
wore boots, cloth riding-breeches with gaiters, a dark-
blue shirt tucked in and a black belt with a buckle
round his waist. There was a decorative gold badge
on one of his sleeves. His broad white collar was
dazzlingly clean though slightly creased. He used both
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‘hands to clasp the top of the barrel of a real rifle with
fixed bayonet. ' o

Igor, however, was diverted from his examination of

this figure by other impressions. Two boys came
‘hurtling through the doors and rushed along the pgth.

“\aska! Wait, Vaska! I have the keys,” the one behind
shouted. '

Igor caught some other words too, and though {t
was not clear what they rejerred to he had no doubt it
‘was something very dramatic. §

“Alexei sent for him and told him to find them.

“Oht” o

“He said, ‘if you don't find them we’ll bring it up
at a general meeling.””

“Oh! Oh! Oh!”

One other thing surprised Igor. On the way down
he hiad experienced an unpleasant ieeling of suspended
expectancy. He thought everybody would make a rush
for him, bombarding him with questions, staring at
him and badgering him, especially as he 'was under
convoy of a militiaman. And now he felt quite offended,
for although there were many people about they -all
looked as if Igor with his guard simply did not exist.
Yet at the same time there was no doubt that every-
body had mnoticed his presence among the #ﬂowgrs cjllld
made a mental note of the figure he cut. An 1ro.mcal
note, Igor felt, as he summed them up as a “spiteful
lot.” _ |

At that very moment he received more direct evi-
dence that he was being noticed. Along a ngarjby
path a dark-eyed boy in shorts was walkipg, whls'tlmg
and looking around as he went, and obvnouslyf with a
definite idea of where he had to go. While still some
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distance from Igor he threw him a brief glance, then
looked away, but when he reached him the boy asked:

“Where’s your tie, Mister?”

It took Igor a little time to realize that the question
was addressed to him. He looked round. Then it oc-
curred to him that he was dressed in such a way that
the question could only be meant for him; the local
inhabitants wore clothes that certainly did not call for
the addition of ties. But by the time he had grasped all
that and looked for the dark-eyed boy, he found he
could not distinguish him among the others.

Just then another boy emerged from the building.
He looked about twelve and like the others went bare-
foot and wore shorts.

He was a nice-looking rosy-cheeked lad with just
a touch of self-importance. His gait was. noticeably
confident and buoyant and he cast his large dark eyes
around him as if he owned the place. Halting at the
edge of the single step of the porch he raised a long
silvery bugle, rapidly passed his tongue over lips and,
putting the bugle to his mouth, blew a call. It was
a short, staccato call® which ended with a jolly little
fancy twiddle. The lad sounded it only once, lowered
his bugle, looked at the boys near-by with smiling eyes
and suddenly dashed off the step and ran away. At the
corner of the building he stopped and played the call
again. Iger was dying to know what the bugle call
meant and asked the next person he saw.

“That was Begunok playing the signal for work,”
he was told.

Half a minute later the only people to be seen dash-
ing through the doors were a few stragglers hurrying
after the rest. The lad with the riile stayed behind.
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“Where do we have to go?” the militiaman asked

1”

him. “You see I've brought... er..

The other gave the question some serious thought
but could find no suitable answer.

“Just a moment,” he said.

Begunok was returning slowly towards the doors
with his bugle.

“Call the commander on duty, Volodya.”

Volodya understood at once why the commander on
duty was needed. Turning his head, he squinted at Igor
and went through the doorway.

“Very good ... TI'll call him,” he sang out.

He passed inio the house leaving the lad with the
rifle as the sole target for Igor Chernyavin's ques-
tions.

“What if 1 were to go past you without permis-
sion?” Igor asked with a smile. “Would you sheot me?”

The sentry glanced at the bult of his rifle.

“I wouldn’t shoot,” he replied in a deep voice, “but
you'd get a good biff on the nob.”

His words left him a little red in the face and he
turned away looking displecased. Igor laughed and went
on staring at the sentry.

“Oh, you're a one!”

The sentry frowned back at Igor and then suddenly
smiled. But at that moment he caught a sound com-
ing from the cool haif-lit vestibule on his right, and,
drawing himself up, shouldered his rifle in a flash. A
boy of about sixteen came out on the step. He was
dressed like the sentry except for a red arm band on
his left sleeve. Igor guessed he was the commander on

duty.
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“They've brought someone, Volenko,” the sentry
reported, indicating Igor. -

Volenko had the lean pale face of an intellectual.
His mouth had particularly firm lines with sensitive
lips which looked as if they had been specially moulded
for pronouncing words of censure.

“Have you a voucher?” Volenko asked the militia-
matl, with a glance in Igor’s direction.

“Here it is,” the militiaman replied, opening his
book. “Sign here.”

Volenko signed and handed back the book.

“Is that all?” ‘

“I think so....”

Igor held out his hand to the militiaman with
a smile.

“We'll not see each other again, I hope?”

“Who can tell?” the militiaman replied with a hint
of a smile. He saluted Volenko and set off on his
return journey. Volenko who had been watching the
farewell ceremony, turned to Igor.

“Let’s go,” he said.

77

Conversations
with Well-Bred People

Igor Chernyavin’s first impulse on entering the
vestibule was to turn back. He thought there must have
been a misunderstanding and that he was in the wrong
place. He cast a look of bewilderment at Volenko and
then looked ahead again. Before him stretched a broad
staircase, carpeted with crimson velvet. This led to
4 spacious landing beyond which stood an oak door.
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On this door hung a glass plate, bearing the word,
Theatre, in gilt letters.

Beside the door to the theatre hung a huge square
mirror reflecting a view of the mext flight of stairs and
the upper landing which also had a mirror. But the
main feature of the picture was a gorgeous ribbon of
bright red flowers arranged in peculiar long boxes
which stood against the banisters all the way up.

“Wipe your feet,” said Volenko, pointing to a big
piece of dark-coloured rag on the tiled floor.

Igor glanced at his boots. There was not a speck
of dirt on them.

“They’re clean.”

The sentry approached, rifle in hand.

“No, they're not. They’re quite dirty. Do what you're
told. Clean them.”

“What the devil?” Igor muttered.

But he scraped the soles of his boots on the rag and
then discovered' that the reason it looked dark was
hecause it was moist.

“Now go over there,” said the sentry, pointing to
a three-sided brush on the floor. He watched Igor with
stern attention as he carried out his orders. Volenko
waited patiently three steps up at the top of the flight
leading to the upper level of the vestibule.

“Is everybody here as serious as you two, Signori?”
Igor asked with interest.

A little twitch appeared at the corners of Volenko's
stern mouth. He twiddled a piece of string with a key
on it round one of his fingers.

While he went on polishing his boots between the
brushes, Igor took a look at the sentry. He noticed how
a short tuft of hair escaped from under his embroidered
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skull-cap on to his prominent brow and twisted there-
in a curl.

“How old are you?” he asked.

The sentry’s lips moved but he managed {o restrain
the smile. There was an added touch of severity in the-
look he fixed on Igor’s feet.

“That’s not your business.
boots!”

Igor shrugged his shoulders.

“Come along, come along,” said Volenko.

He turned down a passage to the left. There was no-

Go on cleaning your-

 passage in the other direction, just another door with

a neat gilt-lettered sign saying, Dining-Hall. This door -
opened and a girl about fourteen in a white overall.
peeped out.

“You haven’t had your breakfast yet, Volenko, have
you?” she asked.

“No, 1 haven’t. Just leave it for me, Lena. And some-
for this new boy, t0o0.”

“Of course,” the girl replied as she disappeared.
behind the door.

The passage had large windows on one side and
several doors on the other with big frames containing-
wall-newspapers or such like between them. At the end

: there was another door with the sign, Quiet Room.

But it was not this door but ‘the last on the left,.

“. marked Commanders’ Council, that Volenko opened..

He beckoned Igor in with a gesture.
Igor walked in. The sunshine pouring in through

- two enormous windows dazzled him, but as he blinked.

he quickly took in the peculiar feature of this room, its
narrow upholstered benches running round all four-
walls and shaped into curves at the corners. In the right--
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hand corner of this unbroken line of benches Volodya
Begunok was sitting, supporting his bugle on his bare
knees as he polished it with a rag. Begunok shot
a glance at Igor but looked towards a corner of the
room as he spoke.

“When are they going to buy some polish? They've
talked and talked till I'm fed up! It's real mismanage-
ment, don’t you think, Vitya?”

The boy he called Vitya sat at a small writing-desk
in the other corner. He rose.

“There isn’t enough money just now.”

“It'd only cost thirty kopeks...” Volodya retorted.
He put fresh effort into polishing his bugle and did not
look Igor's way again. Igor's presence was IOW
obviously of minor importance, especially in comparison
with the problem of the polish.

But now it was Vilya's turn to take an interest in
Igor, for he came out from behind his desk and made
straight for him. He, too, wore shorts with a canvas
shirt and a narrow black beli round his waist. However,
he was no child, but a lad of at least sixteen and,
to Igor’s experienced eyes, a serious man-of-the-world.
In his quick penetrating glance there was restrained
irony.

“Is this from the commission?” he asked as he took
a bulky envelope from Volenko's hands and tossed it on
the desk.

“Yes.”

Igor bowed to him politely. Vitya returned the bow
with equal politeness, but in his gesture there was a
subtle trace of mimicry. Begunok hooted with laughter,
rolling over on the bench and kicking up his bare feet.
Igor looked at them all.
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“lgor Chernyavin?” Vilya said as he sat down al
the desk and read the wriling on the envelope he had
picked up.

“What a lot they’ve written about you.” .

He did not look in the envelope, but came up to Igor
again.

“They’ve written a lot,” lIgor said, wanting to dis-
pose of all possible questions, “but the malter was
a mere trifle. Just a littlc mistake in the receipt of
a postal order.”

“Now look here, chum,” said Vitya, looking him
straight in the eycs, with a faint smile. “Nobody’s the
least interested in that mistake of yours.* Nobody's inter-
ested, don’t you see? The peint now is are you going
to bolt or are you going to stay here?”

Begunok looked up with a slow smile. Igor averted
his eyes. He had no wish {o run away but he was not
going to surrender -as easily as that.

“We'll see about that later on”

“That’s true enough,” said Vitya cheerfully. “Well,
let’s go in to Alexei Stepanovich.”

Only then did Igor notice that the line of benches
was broken in one place by a small door bearing the
words, Director of Colony.

Vitya flung open this door. Next moment Igor was
surprised lo find himself in the director’s office. Vitya
and Volenko followed him in and behind them came
Begunok. He had thrown down his bugle and sneaked
in so nimbly that Igor saw him already there near the
desk, gazing al the director, his chin cupped in the
palms of his hands.

The director sat at his desk turning the pages of a
book. There was nothing distinguished about his appear-
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ance. He had a clipped moustache, wore rimless pince-
nez, and his hair was cropped short. The eyes he turned
on Igor were quite ordinary eyes, grey in colour and
rather cold in expression.

“Here we are with a new boy, Alexei Stepanovich,”
Vitya remarked pointing to Igor.

Igor bowed politely. Volodya Begunok could not
restrain a smile, which remained fixed on his face.
Everybody noticed it, including Alexei Stepanovich. But
though he knew the reason for it he pretended he had
not noticed it.

“What is your name?”

“Igor Chernyavin.”

“Have you been to school?”

“Yes. I got as far as the 7th form.”

“Only the seventh? Not more than that?”

Alexei Stepanovich leaned back in his chair looking
dissatisfied. He eyed Igor coldly and critically. Igor,
however, who had always felt certain that his education
was more than enough for the normal exigencies of
life, assumed the director was joking. He spread his
hands in a gesture of lively surprise.

“Why?” he objected. “I thought seven forms were
a lot.”

“A lot? And what about the eighth, ninth and tenth
forms?”

“Well, they're not for everybody.”

Alexei Stepanovich paid no atiention to Igor’s reply.
He started to turn over the pages of his book.

“H’'m ... what's Dnieprostroi?” he asked in a slow
drawl, after a short silence.

“What?”

“Dnieprostroi ... do you know what that is?”
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“Dnieprostroi? It's... it’s... a station.”
“What kind of station?”
“A station ... with a bridge ... and ... there's a

station there.”

Begunok pressed the palms of his hands against his
mouth to stifle a shriek of delight.

“I'm sorry... I was wrong about the bridge.”

Igor could see how difficult Begunok found it to
restrain his mirth. Volenko was not smiling only his
lower lip was trembling almost imperceptibly.

Alexei Stepanovich shook his head as he gazed at
his book.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself! Really, you
ought. You, an educated fellow who has spent seven
years at school, and talks such nonsense! You ought to
have more self-respect, Comrade Chernyavin.”

“I've forgotten, Comrade Director. .

“Forgotten what?”

“I've forgotten what Dnieprostroi is.”

“Dnieprostroi is something that you cannot forget!
Cannot, do you understand? And there’s another
thing ... you said that the upper forms were not for
- everybody. That wasn't dazzlingly witty of you, either,
you know.”

“I said it in the sense...”’

‘ “There wasn’t much sense of any kind in what you
“ said. That amount of sense is not at all to my liking.
Little sense, you understand?”

Alexei Stepanovich looked Igor straight in the eyes
¢ and then Igor realized that there was nothing cold or
%dull about this man with such an alert and peremptory
expression.

“Yes, T understand, Comrade Director,” Igor replied.
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“Aha, that’s better! Now youwre saying something
much more sensible. One more question. Are you a good
comrade?"”

There was a irace of irony in Alexei Stepanovich’s
eyes now as if there was an obvious calch in the
question.

“A good comrade?” Igor repeated cautiously.

“Yes, Good or just so-so?”

This question was of a nature that Igor found no
difficulty in answering.

“Yes, [ am,” he said readily and in a confidenl tone.
“I'd say I'm not a bad comrade.”

Suddenly Alexei Stepanovich smiled. It was a
straight friendly smile with something eager, almost
boyish, in it, for onty on children’s faces do smiles
break so easily and frankly.

“Good chap! You know, you're far from being a fool,
I'm glad to see. Well—all right. You'll learn to know
us better. Where can we fit him in, Vitya?”

“There’s a place in the eighth detachment.”

“Good. Then you'll be in the eighth detachment.
Nesterenko’s the commander—a sound man. YotiTe
something of a jester, aren’t you?”

“Just a bit of one,” Igor replied colouring a little.

“That's not such a bad thing. Many of them in
the eighth detachment are a bit foo serious. Have a
rest and then start there. You’re not going fo bolt, are
you?>”

Somehow Igor did not want to reply: “We'll sce
about that later on,” but he remembered what he had
said earlier and glanced at Vitya. Vitya replied for him
with frank and straightforward assurance.
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“No, Alexet Stepanovich,” he said with a faint smile,
“he’s not thinking of bolting.”

“That’s good. Well, Volenko, get going!”

Volenko sprang to attention.

“Very good, Comrade Direcior.”
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Complete Distyosd

Everybody except Volodya Begunok left the office.

“Alexei Stepanovich!” Begunok exclaimed. He had
removed his elbows from the desk.

“Well?”

“We need thirty kopeks urgently for polish.”

“All right. T'll mention it to the supply man-
ager.”

Begunok stood strictly at attention but his head was

_ thrust forward and there was a look oi passionate

resentment in his earnest eyes.

“He won’t buy any! Word of honour, he won’t. He'll
say ...’
“All right. Here’s thirty kopeks for the polish and
twenty for your tram-fare.”

“May I go now?”

“Yes, bul be back by four o’clock.”

“Very good, Alexei Stepanovich!” said Begunok, in
a loud cheerful voice as he saluted hastily. He rushed

- from the room. A moment Jlaler his head reappeared

round the edge of the door.
“Thanks!” he cried.

Begunok shot past the sentry in the passage like a
bird on the wing, but came back just as fast.
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“Where's the commander on duty? Where's Volen-
ko?” he asked.

The sentry leaned on his rifle.

“Volenko?'" he replied, his brow wrinkling. “He went
that way with that funny chap.”

The sentry showed him the way they had gone.
Volodya ran along the tiled passage, turned a corner
and came out into a large yard overlooked by several
service-buildings. He caught sight of Volenko and
Chernyavin in the middle of the yard on their way to
the stores. Quite out of breath, Begunok caught them
up, stumbled and faced the commander.

“Comrade Commander on duty!” he panted. “Com-
rade Zakharov has given me leave to go to town till
four.”

“In those clothes?” Volenko asked with a look of
surprise.

“No, not like this. I'm just letting you know. I'll
put on parade uniform. I'll change right away.”

“You go and change,” said Volenko and went on his
way without stopping. “Then come back and let me see
how you look.”

This time Begunok spoiled his position of attention
to the extent of gesticulating.

“Look here, Volenko! I'm not some sort of new boy.
Other commanders always take my word for it. I'll
dress carefully.”

“That remains to be seen.”

Begunok wilted. His shoulders fell.

“Very good, Comrade Commander on duty,” he
forced out in a gloomy voice and left.

A quarter of an hour later, when Volenko was taking
Igor to the bath-room, Volodya reappeared before him.
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“May [ go, Comrade Commander on duty?”

Volenko was already part of the way up the stairs,
but turned round and subjected Begunok to a thorough
inspection, straightening his belt, examining his boots,
arranging his white collar, against which Begunok’s
rosy-cheeked face looked extraordinarily handsome. His
large dark eyes followed the commander's roving
glances. Gradually his initial alarm and confusion gave
way to a look of triumph.

When he came to the skull-cap Volenko did not
touch it, but exclaimed in indignation:

“I don’t understand this fashion of yours. Why do
you always wear your skull-cap on one side?”

Begunok’s hand went up quickly to straighten his
cap. A little of the proud look faded in his eyes.

“Haven't you a mirror?” Volenko continued. “You
ought to look in it before you go out. Have you your

' tram-fare?”

“Yes, ['ve got some money.”
“Show il to me.”
“But I {ell you I have some. There you go again,

E. Volenko. You don't trust me.”

“Come on, out with it!”
Begunok opened his small hand at the level of

B his waist. Two heads with golden skuil-caps bent
. over it.

“Here’s the thirty kopeks for the polish and here's

twenty for the tram-fare.”

“Well, you’d better look out if you don’t pay for your

tram ticket. I'll find out anyhow. None of your hopping
“about the tram without a ticket. I know your tricks—
: always saving up!”
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“Look here, Volenko! You know ['ve never gone
in for saving up! You're always the same. You don’t
trust me.”

“I know your sort.... You may go....”

“Very good, Comrade Commander on duty

This time there wasn'it a trace of gricvance in
Volodya's voice.

|H

713
“Larploitation”

The town was big and the best street in the town
was Lenin Street. That was the street where there was
a white building with a pillared front, standing on 2
little hill. That was the theatre. There were many lovely
shop windows in this sirect but Vanyva Galchenko’s
spirits were low as he strayed past them among the
crowd. His socks had gone, his hair grown dirly and
matied, his boots were down-ati-heel.

The past month had been a difficult one for Vanya.
Back there at the rick where he had been robbed and
had his feelings hurt he had cried a litlle and thought
a lot. But he could not think of a way out. He was
still thinking as he passed the level crossing and went
along “his sireet.” It made his heart ache to sce the
porch where he had been cleaning shoes only the
previous day.

That was the beginning of his hard times.

Try as he could, he did not find out where the First
of May Colony was. He asked passers-by in the street,
but few of them had ever heard of it while others
brushed him aside and went on without answcring.
Vanya loo feared to ask the militiamen. He feared the
streei-waifs, too, and tried to hide as soon as he saw
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a band of them approaching. All in all, Vanya found it
hard to get used to the crowded, complicated life of the
big town. Life in the couniry-town he came from had
been all much simpler and easier.

“Can you fell me where the First of May Colony
is?” he asked a young woman who was pushing a
pram. “Nobody seems to know.”

“The First of May Colony?” she echoed siopping.
“T've heard of it. But it’s a long way from here. It’s
- outside the town.” ,

“Whereabouts ouiside the {own?”

“That 1 don’t know. You'd bhetter enquire at the
Narobraz.” *

The harsh unfamiliar  word sounded alarming.
Vanya sighed. Town life was apparemily much more of
a muddle than it looked.

“What's that?” he asked.

“It’s an office, you know, a building. They’ll tell vou
there.” '

“A building, did you sayv?”

“Yes, on the main street. Do you remember the
name? Narobraz.”

“Narobraz,” Vanya repeated.

“You should ask on the main sireel. Anyone there
e will diveet you to it
e “ls the name writicn up?”

“Yes, there's sure 1o be a nolice-board.”

Vanya felt relieved. But as things turned out he
had to spend the whole day on his search. He went up
and down the main street scveral times. The last lime

&

(3

* Abbreviation for Department of Public Education.—Tr.
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he walked slowly, stopping at every door, but though
he read every notice-board from beginning to end, he
never found the word, Narobraz. At last it occurred 1o
him o ask somebody. An elderly man wearing a hat
pointed his cane at a huge building with a broad
asphalted space in front of it.

“There’s the Narobraz,” he said. “It’'s in the Re-
gional Executive Committee building over there....”

Vanya had noticed this building long before and had
read all the notice-boards at the entrance without find-
ing Narobraz mentioned on any of them. But he put his
faith in the elderly man and walked back to the
building.

He took another look at all the notice-boards in the
main entrance to the big building, reading them with-
out particular attention because he was quite sure the
word he wanted was not there. Then he remembered
that on the other side of the building there was a small
porch leading off the asphalted space, and that this had
a notice-board over it. He went there and, as he
expected, found the board. Om it he read: Regional
Department of Public Education.

No, that couldn’t be it. But from where he stood
Vanya saw something really important, though it had
no connection with Narobraz. No fewer than four
shoeblacks, all boys, sat on the square, while people
waited for stands to be freed. Vanya was especially
attracted by a fifth stand with two brushes on it. He
saw how people stood reading posters and casting
eager glances at the vacant stand. But there was
nothing to be done: the shoeblack had apparently gone
off for a long time. Vanya walked over to the stand
and began to watch the boys at work. The one nearest
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him, a freckled lad about fifteen with high cheek-bones
worked fast and furious, the brushes flying to and fr(;
in his hands foo quickly for the eyes fo see. As he
leaned forward to polish the heels he stole a glance at
Vanya. When his clieni removed his boot from the
stand and put his hand to his pocket for his purse the
boy drummed with his brushes on the top of the case
and began staring at Vanya. His eyes were bold, full of
cunning and self-asserting, They made Vanya feel
uncomlfortable and he edged away.

“What are you gaping at?” the lad shouted at him.

“D’you mean me?”

“Do I mean you?” the other echoed. “What are you

hanging about here for? Maybe you know how to
clean?”

“Yes, I do.”

“You're a liar.”

“But I tell you I do.”

“Well, come on and show us!... Please, citizen,
take that place. Please do.”

“But what if he doesn't know how to clean boots?”
the citizen asked.

“I'll answer for him. If he makes a mess of them,
I'll put them right myself, What's your name?” the lad
asked, turning to Vanya.

“Vanya.”

“Well, sit down.”

The lad sprang with energy to the empty stand,
opened the drawer and pulled out one tin of polish after
another, raising their lids and pressing them down

: again. There was plenty of polish of all shades and
even some quite colourless, along with two velvet rags

and jars of liquid whiting. He drew out a small brush
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and a lin of black polish, slapped the stand with his
hand and said:

“Get going! You sec how many people there are
waiting.”

Vanya sat on the stool, spread his legs apart and set
to work with a witl. On the stand appeared a new boot
of good make; the trouser-leg above it was of expensive
cloth. Vanya hegan by flicking the dust off the boot,
but the energetic lad shouted at him in a biting tone:

“And you said you knew how to clean boots! Turn
up the end of the trouser-leg!”

Vanva looked round al a loss bui quickly realized
whal was the matter. Taking his time, he neatly turned
up the edge of the trouser-leg. That done, he proceeded
with his work. His boss with the high cheek-bones
found iime to keep an eye on how Vanya was shaping
while altending to his own client, and when he was
free turned to him again.

“Why did you put so much pollsh on? They don't
notice, they just say: ‘clean them. As a matter of fact,
you don’'t need 1o use any polish at all. You just have
to rub them over here and there and you're through. And
what did you do?”

Vanya had one customer after another to attend to.
He felt happy and worked with a will but his arms and
back began to ache very soen and it was a relief when
there was a Dbreak.

“Hand over the cash?’ said the boy with the high
cheek-bones, without so much as a glance at Vanya.
“] could do with some good sleep! Have you got any
papers?”

Vanya had ihirty kopeks. He did nol particularly
want to keep them. but somehow it had never occurred
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fo him that he would be expected to hand the money
over. So the demand look him by surprise.

“Do you want me to give you the money?"” he askzd.

“Who else are you thinking of giving il to?” the lad
replied, taking the money and tossing it infto his
drawer. Then he picked up threz kopeks.

“Here you are. I'll pay you one kopek out of every
ten you gel. Does that suit you?”

“What do you mean, one?”

“A kopek every time, see?”

“You mean, 1 get one kopek?”

“That’s right, one kopek for your work. You want
to be paid, don’t you? But what about your papers?”

“What papers?”

“So you haven’'t any? Well, a kopek’s too much for
you. What if they come along and ask you whether
you've gol a permit 1o clean shoes, eh?”

“I'1] tell them I haven’t.”

“You'll tell them! Just imagine tha{! Then they’ll
take the stand and pinch you and take you off you
know where. ... Keep an eye on him, Yurka. I'm going
to get some grub.” Yurka was their neighbour in the
row. He nodded.

“All right,” he replied grudgingly.

“And keep a counl of what he {akes.

“I've no time for that. You keep it yourseli”

“All right, don’t bother. I'll find the money anyhow
if you try to hide it. I'll find it, see?”

He stood up in front of Vanya and now, on his feet,
he looked taller and bulkier. His trousers were made of
good cloth, his boots new. His nagging and bullying
threats made Vanya feel awkward.

“I shan't hide anything,” he said turning away

1
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The lad with the high cheek-hones went down the
street. Yurka turned on Vanya.

“Taking the job at a kopek!” he said harshly.
“That’s the kind of scum that's hanging about now.”

Vanya did not reply. Yurka looked him over a few
moments more, thought for a while, then spat con-
temptuously over his stand.

“He caught a fool! For a kopek!” he said to the
shoeblack on his left.

A client came up. Yurka rattled his brushes.

“This way, please, citizen. Let me polish your kid
boots!”

The citizen, however, did not appear to like Yurka’s
familiarities, perhaps because his boots were far from
being kid ones. It was on Vanya’s stand that he raised
his foot.

“He’s a waif, he can’t clean boots. You'll be sorry
you went to him.”

Yurka's presence made Vanya feel nervous and
ill-at-ease. There was a frown on his brow as he
finished the job in a mechanical, spiritless manner and
dropped the ten kopeks into his drawer. Yurka watched
him contemptuously.

“Spirka’s a swine, he exploited me a whole summer,”
the last shoeblack on the left called out. He was a tall,
clumsy, dull-leoking fellow. “A whole summer, All the
same, he was paying me three kopeks.”

“The rate ought to be five,” said Yurka.

Customers were arriving in shoals and the conversa-
tion was cut short. Vanya was not even given the time
to stretch his back as foot after foot appeared before him
on his stand and the coins piled up in the drawer. But
he no longer felt the joy his work had given him before;
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he had lost all interest in the faces of his clients, and
attended to them in silence. At last he grew so tired
that the brushes scarcely moved in his hands. He
dropped them more often. Spirka returned with a ciga-
retie between his teeth.

“Here comes a first-rate shoeblack!” he shouted,
when he saw the line of people waiting. “This way,
please.”

For the mext half-hour all five worked to deal with
the quewe. Vanya’s forehead was moist with perspiration
and he felt a pain in his chest. When the last elient
tossed a coin to him he did not even pick it up but left
it lying on the pavement.

“Hand me the till!” said Spirka.

Vanya handed him the silver coins without bothering
to count them. '

“Fine! One ruble sixty kopeks! That’s good! Have
you got any more?” '

“No.” '

“Come on now, turn out your pockets,”

Vanya did as he was told.

“That makes sixteen kopeks for you. Here you are.
Well, you see, you've been given your pay.”

Yurka, who was sitting with his hands on his knees,
turned his eyes on Spirka. They were blazing with
indignation. The faces of the other boys showed that
they, too, shared his feelings but it was only the last
one in the row, the clumsy dull-looking fellow, who.
voiced that feeling.

“Youre a pimp, Spirka.”

Spirka turned towards him with a threatening
gesture.
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“Whal's that? What did you say?”

The lad did not repeat his accusation but Yurka
associated himseli with it by adding with a smile:

“Didn'l you hear whal he said? [t’s irue. Do you
know what they call what you're doing?”

“What?”

“They call it cxploitation! Yes, cxploitation! How
dare you pay him only one kopek! Only the hourgeois
do hings like that, the cxploiters!”

Spirka whirled about on the pavement in his fury,
casting picreing looks at Vanya, but it was on the last
fellow in the row that he venled all his indignation.

“How much ought I to pay him, then? He can’t
clean. Just look at the amount of polish he uses. Didn’i
you see? Pay him yoursc.l Garmider, if you feel so
sorry for him. Go on, pay him the whole ten kopeks, if
you wail to!”

Garmider’s Tace retained its apathetic expression. He
turned away without saying a word. It was Yurka who
kept the ball roliing.

“Garmider’s nol an exploiler, he hasn't gol an exira
stand.”

“Ah, so that’s it. He hasn’t got an exira stand and
neither have you! That gives you the right to talk! But
it's I who have o buy the polish. And what about the
cost of the brushes® And the velvet? Did you pay four
rubles for the stand? It's all very well for you to talk!”

Yurka spal.

“Yes, it’s easy for me, I have my own stand. Why
don’t you work just for yourself too. But you have a
second stand, that’s what’s called exploitation.”

“Exploitation! Exploitation! You go on like a parrot!
You might be a Young Pioneer! Well, nobody’s keeping
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him here, let him go where he likes. He's got no papers

either. He's only to get pinched
stand and all!” pinched and there goes my

Once again Yurka
stretched himself, yawned,
“Just as you like. But we're not goi
) u like. going to put u
w1tl; 1.t.kpay him five kopeks out of every fen hepgets?’
pirka’s yell could be heard all al :
Pive koselis? along the street,
“Yes, five,”
:“Fwe k.opeks when he hasn’t even got any papers.”
ngl, if you're risking your stand, say three. You
useg t.okpay Garmider three. Give him the same.”
pirka gave in suddenly, stopped shoutin 1
and patied Yurka on the shoulder. B faughed
“All right, I'll pay him three. Wh i
so worked up for?” | e you gelting
“Right, you pay him three.”
“I said I would, didn’t I? 1 was only joki
' , ¢ ; y joking when
I said one. :Thought I’d see how he worked first. What's
more, he mxght have bolted. What should I want with
131/0[1?' exp]otl)tation? Let him work for himself. I was only
aving a bit of fun and you go and mak
~political meeting out of it.” ¢ e regular
Spirka kept up his laughin i
] ghing for quite a long time
.:i}s he.went on looking at them all with his sharp eyes.
1Earmldetrh paid no attention to him, his dull gaze fixed
- at something far off. Yurka wore a knowi ile 2
-was back at his stand, e smile and
-y Why are you putting on that act?” he asked.
;'wf . e know your game. You've had that stand lying idle
g 'for a whole month. Along comes a fellow, anybody

;,,;”'..:'._el‘se would've been glad to get him, if he’d any sense

spat. He rose to his feet,
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but all you do is to be mean o him and offer him a
kopek.”

“You're crazy! Me mean? Why, | was only joking.
Come on, Vanya, we'll work it out absolutely fairly. You
made thirty kopeks the first time, then one ruble and
fifty kopeks.”

“Sixty,” Yurka interjecled.

“All right, sixty. That makes nineteen times at ten
kopeks a lime. Here’s another thirty-eight kopeks—an
extra two kopeks a time. You're gelting a whole fistful
of money, see?”

Vanya had sat listening on his stool while all this
had been going on. The sudden importance of the
problem raised by the shoeblacks impressed him. It was
not long since Vanya had been at school, in the fourth
form; and there he had learned about the October
Revolution, the defeat of the bourgeoisie, the Civil War.
Vanya believed all those events had happened long ago,
yet suddenly he discovered himself o be a victim of
exploitation, ‘and Spirka appeared before him as
something other than a shoeblack, somebody whose
very company was loathsome. However, when Spirka
pushed the thirty-eight kopeks into his hand, Vanya
was glad to discover that there was another side to the
picture, for now he found himself with fifty-seven kopeks
“and still plenty of time before him till evening....
Today he would eat nothing else but a wonderful, juicy,
tasty sausage with a soft roll for his supper. It was
with great satisfaction that he bent over the next shoe
that appeared on his stand. And Spirka made one more
condition.

“You'll have to carry the stand home yourself. I
not carry it.” Vanya gave in without any resistance.
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14 .
A Word Difficult to Understand

V.anya worked for Spirka for three weeks, sometimes
carning a ruple a day, sometimes more. He made enough
to pay' for his food, but it was hard work and he grew
\'ery tired b‘y evening. Then there was the additional
t.i.lsk of pu_ttmg the stand away and going to Spirka’s
p acelfor it in the morning. Spirka, fortunately, lived
near the goods yard, not far from the rick where Vanya
was spending his nights.

N Mea.nwhile, Vanya grew more friendly with Yurka
than w1.th any of -the other lads. Yurka was a fellow who
kgew h.us way about and had picked up much knowledge
about life. Although he was an orphan, he did not sleep
OI'I- the sircets but rented the corner of a room off some
i\:}om@;n;[ I—I;E1 thoroughly approved of Vanya's inteniion
gel to the First of May Colony, but - i i
disillusioning him. Y put fost no fime in
“It’'s a2 good place, but the '
, v won't tak .
Wy oo e you there.
‘Do you think il’s so easy? There are heaps of boys

in this city all i
m y wanting to go there. I was there myself

“You were?”

: h. zes".., I w;ns. [,as.t year. I was at the dead end, and
aan’t a sland, either. So I went there. I've no use
tor them now. | like living this way better because—
| well, thgy’re so strict with their ‘very good, very good,’
1 all the time. Some fellows I know are 1h;re All th,
¢ same I've no use for them.” .. i

83



And Yurka added point to his feelings by spitting in
is masterly manner. _
s ‘1‘111’11 ma);age to get along without th'em,” he"sald.

“Do you mean they don’t take people in there?_

“They haven't the right, you're supposed to go to the
commission.”

“What commission?”

“It's a place called the Komones.” *

“Where’s that?” o

«Just round the corner. But they won't let you in.

“Wwon't let me in where? In the colony?” o

“No. In the Komornes. 1 went there but they didn't
let me in.”

Vanya, however, snatched a free moment to run off
to the Komones. It was, in fact, just round the cormer.
His visit was over in mo time. He only managed to
sneak into the passage; and a moment later he was
back on the steps with the bald-headed porter watching
him through the hali-closed door. Their ex_chang'es began
while he was still inside and reached a climax in a very
short time. Vanya swung round quickly to face the
door, hunched his shoulders and shouted in a tearful
voice:

“You've no right to do this.”

The porter did not express any opiniqn on the matter
of his rights; he limited himself to issuing orders.

“Get out of here!” i

“But I want to go to the First of May Colony[’

“You do? Well, they don’t take the likes of you here.

“Whom do they take?”

“I aw-breakers, see?”

N - . 4 . & _
* Komones—Commission for Minor Delinquents.—T7.
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“What sort of breakers did you say?”

“Better than your sort. Otherwise we’d have all kinds
of rabble getting into the colony. The idea of it, letting
anybody who wanted to get in there!”

“But I've nowhere to live!”

“Nowhere to live, did you say? Why, that’s nothing!
That’'s a matter for the Spon.” *

“What’s the Spon?”

“That’s the name of the place. Spon. Now be off!”

The porter slammed the door.

“Spon!” Vanya echoed.

He went back to his work in.a very upset state of
mind. Yurka spotted him from afar.

“What did I tell you?” he shouted.

Vanya sat down on his stool, picked up his brushes.
A client already had his foot on the stand. Yurka was
giving the finishing touches to the elegant boot of an
officer, but did not let the subject drop.

“So you thought they’d make a rush for you and
say: Please make yourseli comfortable, Comrade

- Galchenko?”

Vanya said nothing till he had finished his job.

“He said I ought to go to some place called the
Spon,” he resumed.

“Who told you that?”

“That bald-headed fellow there. The Spon, he said.”

“Just a minute. Spon? I've got it. It’s in the
Narobraz. I know the Spon. But there....” Yurka

shook his head and Vanya saw that he had nothing
but the utmost contempt for the Spon.

* Social and Legal Protection of Minors—ihe first letters
of the Russian wotds spell Spon—Tr.
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“What's wrong with it?"

“Oh, there—No, you’d belter keep away from thal
place. It’s all a lot of bosh.”

Spirka's attilude to talk of this kind was one of icy
disdain. He let his clients come and go, smoked,
whistled, winked here and there. So far as he was
concerned the Spon did not exist.

“That’s the Spon over there,” Yurka indicated with
a nod towards a near-by door. “But they won't take
you in there. They'll only tell you to go io the reception
point. All bosh!”

" Vanya made his way to the Spon the next day. He

passed through the door Yurka had shown him, climbed"

a narrow, dark staircase and came into a corridor that
was just as dark. There he found many doors which
opened and shut as people passed in and oul; behind
their plywood panels he could hear voices booming
above the clatler of typewriters. Shabbily-dressed call-
ers with dirty boots sat along benches in the corridor
with bored expressions on their faces. Vanya walked the
full length of the passage, reading all the signs.

“It's about the Spon, you see...” he said on his
return to one of the people waiting.

“Well, what about it?”

“What is the Spon?”

“The Spon’s the Spon. Go in there.”

He pointed to a door. On it Vanya saw a notice
which read: Social and Legal Protection of Minors.

Vanya read it again. He turned round in bewilder-
ment.

“Is that the Spomn?”

“You still don't believe me, young fellow! Read the
first letters of each word.”
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Vanya read the notice once more. To his delight he
saw it was all quite clear. He opened the door and went
in. Four women and a man sat in the small office, all
writing. After a cautious look at each of them Vanya
addressed a small woman with large dark eyes.

“Good morning.”

The woman glanced up at him bul did not lay down
her pen.

“What is it you want, boy?”

“Fm looking for the Spon.”

“Well, this is the Spon, so what is it you want?”

“I want you to send me to the First of May
Colony.”

There was more interest in the woman's manner
now. She iaid down her pen and turned smiling eyes on
him.

“Is that your own idea?”

“Yes.”

“Impossible. Somebody put you up to it.”

“No, nobody did. I've heard it's a good place.”

The dark-eyed woman looked at the other women.
They responded with tight-lipped smiles. |

“I should say it is. Are you a street-waif?"

“No, I'm not.”

“Why do you come fo us, then? We only deal with
waifs.”

“I don’t want to be a waif.”

“H'm, I can see you've got quite a lo{ of sense in

your head.” :

“Why shouldn’t I have?” asked Vanya, with his head

on one side.

“Yes, I can see that, too.” The women exchanged

glances again.
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“Well, that's enough. Run along,” said one of them.

“But ...

“We don’t send people to the First of May Colony.
That’s a job for Komones.”

“Is it?”

“Yes. They send law-breakers to the colony.”

“I’ve been to Komones. They throw you out there!
They’'ve got a man there—a bald-head.”

“Yes, they’ve got someone to kick you out. We
haven’t though, otherwise you wouldn’t still be here.
Do what you're told, stop bothering us.”

The young man at the desk in the corner rose to his
feet.

“It's your own fault, Maria Vikentyevna,” he grum-
bled. “What’s there to talk about®> You begin arguing
with them yourself and then you can’t get rid of them.
It’s quite impossible to get any work done here.”

He left his desk, went up to Vanya, gripped him
lightly but effectively by the shoulders and turned him
round towards the door.

“Out you go!”

Out in the corridor Vanya re-read the sign on the
door. :
Social and Legal Protection of Minors.

Then he read the first letter of each word. Yes, it
certainly spelt Spon. But it did not make as much sense
to him now as it had a quarter of an hour earlier....

Three weeks later there was another calamity. A young
man with a brief-case walked up to the shoeblacks and
asked to see their permits. It was all Spirka’s fault for
not putting Vanya in the middle of the row. Had that
been the case, as people of experience told him later, he
could have slipped away. But Vanya's place was at the
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end of the row, so he was the first the young man
asked for his permit. Vanya sat in fearful silence, as the
man with the brief-case stood over him.

“Put your things together,” the man said.

In his helplessness Vanya looked appealingly
towards Spirka, but Spirka was behaving in a very
strange way; he was gazing blissfully around the street,
his eyes brimming with pleasure.

“What are you looking about you for? Pick up your
stand,” the man said.

“it’s not mine.”

“Isn’t it? Whose is it, then?”

“Spirka’s.”

“Ah, Spirka’s. Are you Spirka?”

Spirka’s shrug was that of a man whose honour had
been offended.

“Yes, I'm Spirka. But this has got nothing to do
with me.”

“Whose stand is this, boys?”

They said nothing at first, but Garmider spoke up
at last: “We oughtn’t to let Vanya down. It’s Spirka’s
stand all right. The stuff’s his, too.”

“You go to helll Why are you all turning against
me? I sold you the stand, didn’t I? Why don’t you
say so?”’

“But you never did sell it {o me!”

“Nothing doing, Spirka,” Yurka said smoothly.

Everything was now clear to the man with the
brief-case, and Spirka, too, saw that all his little system
was doomed. The man added only two words: “Come
along!”

Spirka let out a breath-taking oath, raised his arm
and struck Vanya on the ear. Garmider dashed in to
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the rescue but Spirka managed to land a violenl kick
on his stand. Coins and tins of polish were scattered on
the pavemeni while Spirka calmly walked off aloflg the
streel with his hands in his pockets. The man with the
brief-case looked round for help but it was slow in coming.

“Bunk!” Yurka whispered to (he harassed Vanya.
And Vanya bunked.

Ten minules later he siopped in a deserted street
lined with willows. He thought he was being chased.
He looked hard ai the end of the sireel but saw nobody
there; near-by there was only a white dog crossing the
street. It looked at Vanya somewhat suspiciously but
when he walked on, the dog put its fail between its
legs and bolted.

Vanya had only (wenly-lwo kopeks; he had leit th_e
day’s taking in the drawer of his sland. Days of loneli-
ness and hunger sel in again. The twenty-two koPeks
helped him to keep going for two days, but then things
grew really bad, especially as the weath'er Furned
against him. There would be bright sunshine in the
morning but at two o’clock dark tumbling clouds would
gather and by ecvening storms would sweep over t‘he
city. There were several very heavy downpours W]F]’l
thunderclaps and then a cheerless drizzle would set_ in
until daybreak. This went on a whole week. The f1r§t
night Vanya was drenched in his bed of straw. He did
not expect it to rain the next night and was dre‘nched
once more. He was afraid to spend a third night in the
rick and kept on walking through the streets, dodging
the rain under porches and up against the doors of
houses. Thus he found his way to the station.

It was quiet there. The waiting-room had just been
swept, and the damp clean tiles, with patches of saw-
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dust here and there, glistened under the bright electric
light. There were a few passengers dozing on the long
benches. Two Red Army men were having a snack,
taking tasty-looking food out of a linen bag that lay
between them. They broke a pink-crusted roll in
two, and the pieces looked dazzlingly white and fluify.
They laid hali-a-dozen eggs on the bench and one
soldier used his knee to prevent them rolling on the
floor, while the other cleaned and sliced a salfed her-
ring on a sheet of newspaper. Then they picked up
the fish carefully with two fingers and ate it. Vanya
took a few paces towards them. The soldiers looked
at him,

“Hungry, eh?” one of them said with a grin.

“I've no money.”

“Thal’s bad. A waif, aren’t you?”

“No, I’'m not.”

“Never mind. Come and sit down with us here.”

Vanya sat down on the bench opposite. They placed
a fine helping beside him—half a roll, two slices of
herring and an egg. The soldiers offered him the food
without a word. They disposed of the contents of their
haversack like friendly partners but were jusi as spar-
ing of talk between themselves as with Vanya. A rail-
way guard approached them.

“Is this—er—traveller with you?” he asked, pointing
to Vanya.

“For the time being, as you see, he's with us.” re-
plied the older and darker of the two soldiers.

The guard looked down at Vanya’s supper in a way
that showed he was not convinced.

“Somehow he doesn't quite fit in.”

“Don’t you worry, he’ll fit in all right.”

91



- The guard left them. The soldiers did not blink an
eyelash. They just went on eating, and did not say one
word to Vanya till they had quite finished their supper.
©Only when the linen bag had been tied up and the
newspaper with its crumbs and litter thrown into the
waste-basket did the younger one speak.

“Well,” he said. “Let’s call it a day.”

75
Che Silver Coin

Vanya fell asleep there on the station bench. Because
of the presence of the two Red Army men on the
opposite bench, the guard did not disturb him until
morning. But when he did at last wake Vanya up, the
soldiers had gone. The guard looked at him in silence;
Vanya, just as silent, realized that it was time to be off.

He made for the main street for he wanted to find
out what was happening on the pavement near Narobraz,
and, besides, had made up his mind to pay another visit
to Spon and have a talk there about the First of May
Colony.

Although there was something purposeful about the
way he walked, Vanya felt low. The man who sat at
the farthest desk in the Spon office cast a rather
gloomy shadow on life.

A boy wearing a gold-coloured skull-cap came out
of one of the shops. It was Volodya Begunok. Vanya
was so fascinated by the skull-cap, the sleeve badge
and Begunok's lively dark eyes that he bumped into a
wooden railing round a young tree.

Begunok had a tin of polish for cleaning the bugle
in his hand. He examined the label on the tin with
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close attention as he stood in the shop entrance. Then
he put the tin into his pocket. As he withdrew his hand
he dropped the coin for his return jourmey. It rolled
straight to Vanya Galchenko’s feet. Vanya bent down
quickly and picked it up. Begunok looked at hxm in
expectation. Vanya handed him the coin. :

“It's my tram-fare,” Volodya said with shght embar-
rassment as he took the coin. “It's a six kilomefre
walk.” .

Vanya smiled politely, reflecting that his own trou-
bles were of a much more serious nature.

“Six kilometres?”

“Yes, back to the First of May Colony, said
Volodya with a vague gesture.

Vanya almost fell on Volodya in his surprise.

“First of May, did you sayD”

“That’s right.”

“You're really from the First of May Colony?”
Vanya could not restrain his joy. He laughed. Volodya
smiled back at him, for he was proud of his high
status.

“I'm a colonist. Look, this is our wuniform,” he

said, raising an elbow. On a rhomboid-shaped velvet

patch on his sfeeve there was embroidered a golden
figure “1” with the word “MAY” across it in silver
thread.

“I so much want to get there...” Vanya faltered.

“Are you a sireet-waif?”

“No, I'm not. I've tried so hard ... but nothing
happens. Nobody wants to send me there....”

Vanya was in deadly earnest. They were standing
in the middle of the pavement with the passers-by

‘bumping into them. Begunok was the first to notice
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how inconvenient this was, and wiith a frown took
Vanya’s arm and drew him aside.

“I'll tell you what...” he said. “Our Commanders’
Council is very strict. Theyre real devils, those com-
manders! They’ll say there's no room for you. They'll
“ask why we should have you. No, you'd do best to go
to the commission called Komones.”

“I've been there. ['ve been to the Spon. I've been
everywhere.”

“Didn’t she want to help you®”

“Who?” _

“That woman there. Wouldn't she take you?”

“No, she wouldn’t, and the man they have there
jusi pushed me out too. If's said {o be for real law—
er—law-breakers. Are you a law-breaker?”

Volodya kicked the wall with the (oe of his boot,
dropped his eyes and smiled.

~ “That’s something the people there have worked out
for themselves. Law-breakers! All that's just trash,
see? It doesn’t make any difference at all what kind of
law-breaker you are. Qur people say it isn’t fair.”

Begunok pondered for a while, casting an unseeing
look up and down ihe street. Perhaps the problem was
beyond his powers to solve. The frown remained on his
brow. At last he set his mouth firmly and tossed his
head angrily.

“You know what?” he said. “To hell with them! You
come along next Saturday. We'll ask them to do it. I'li
speak to my commander. He’s a fine chap, our Alyosha
Zyriansky! Do you think you'll manage to find the
colony? You have to go through Khoroshilovka.”

“Oh, T'll find it.”

“Take this ten kopeks. It’ll do for a roll.”
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Vanya took the coin.

“But what about the tram? Are you going to walk?”

“Walk! T like thal! Why should I walk?® I'll take the
tram, but, you know, for nothing.”

“Without a ticket?”

“Of course! It isn't allowed, but what can I do

about it? I’ll change trams so the conductor won't
notice me.”

Vanya smiled.

Begunok saluted formally.

They parted. Vanya was calculating how man,
days remained before Saturday while Volodya Begunok
visualized Volenko, the commander on duty. And it

became quite clear to him that he would have to
return to the colony on foot.

16
‘Che Shatks of Flew York

It did not take Igor Chernyavin long to complete his
routine visit to the doctor, the bath-room and the bar-
ber’s shop.

“This is for your parade uniform,” Volenko explained,
as lgor's measurements were being taken in the tailor’s
shop.

Together with Volenko he went to the store-room
where the old storekeeper supplied him with “school
uniform,” a working overall, boots, shorls, a skull-cap
and a belt. Some of the new things he put on, the rest
he had to carry in a bundle.

“Wait here till five o’clock,” said Volenko after
leading him to the Quiet Room. “I can’t let you into the
dormitory because the eighth detachment isn’t in.
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They're all at work. And they'll not have time to bother
about you in the dinner-break.”

Up till then Igor had found the proceedings easy
going. Nothing had happened to irritate him, while the
commander’s rather dry reserved manner had even
impressed him. Perhaps for that reason he was unpleas-
antly surprised by Volenko’s instructions.

“Have I got to stay here? Can’t I go out?”

“Of course you can. Only you won't be admitted to
the second floor or the other buildings as you haven't
yet been enrolled in your detachment. You're a new boy
and nobody knows who you are.”’

“But I'm wearing colony uniform.”

“That doesn’t make any difference. You stay here
till dinner-time. Then, after dinner, we’ll go to the
school for your examination.”

Volenko left. Igor placed his overall on a bench and
decided to get acquainted with the Quiet Room.

It was a spacious handsomely-decorated hall with
more of those long continuous benches like the ones in
the Commanders’ Council room along its walls. At the
narrow end of the hall there was a place where the line
of the benches was broken by a small raised platform
covered by a carpet. Here a bust of Stalin stood on a
marble pedestal, while the wall behind was decorated
with portraits and pictures of scenes from Stalin’s life.
There were portraits and pictures in other parts of the
hall too. Igor spent a long time looking at them. He
was pleased to find everything about this hall so well
and solidly made. The pictures were under glass and
framed in oak. The floor was laid with parquet which
looked as if it had been polished that morning. ‘There
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were little octagonal oak tables arranged near the
benches, with upholstered chairs placed around them.

Igor’s attention was drawn to a long row of small
portraits on one of the side walls—grown-ups,
voung people, little chaps. He easily recognized Volenko
among them, but the rest of the faces were uniamiliar.
On his tour of inspection Igor reached a large mirror.
fHe had not yet had a chance of seeing himself in the
clothes, described by Volenko as “school uniform,” which
he had put on in the bath-room. Now he was conironted
by a ruddy-checked young man wearing long cloth
trousers, a narrow black belt drawn in tightly, a well-
tucked-in shirt of dark blue close-textured material
with a wide collar open at the neck. All this was to
Igor’s satisfaction, though he feit it was a pity that his

~undervest had no collar, which meant he could show

nothing white, and he regretted that his hair had been
cropped with clippers. Igor’s head was of a somewhat
irregular form; when his hair was cut short if made
him look a bit of a noodle. He had noticed, however,
that many of the colonists, including Volenko, wore
their hair long, and he assumed it was permitted.

Igor was fond of his own face. What pleased him
especially about it was the way it kept slipping into a
knowing smile and the bright glitter of his small and
slightly narrowed eyes. But now it seemed {o him that
something had altered in his face, without, however,
reducing its attractiveness. Could it be growing more
seriouts, or was there a new surprised look on it? Igor
could not very easily decipher the change though he
felt sure he could detect something new in his face.

He sat down on a bench and plunged info thought.
Well, it was obvious he was going to live in this First
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of May Colony! How long would he stay? One year?
Two? Three? He didn’t yet feel like bolting. He'd had
two years of the “iree life.” Money had come his way
easily, he’d made a few worth-while friends, but for
some reason he’d got little fun out of it. He had long
since become bored with the cinema, the sweets, the sau-
sages. More than anything else he had grown sick of
having nowhere to live. Wherever he slept, in stations,
out in the stubble in the fields, in doss-houses or
thieves’ dens, it was ail equally repulsive. The best suit
he could buy as the result of some successful operation
soon turned into filthy rags.

Things hadn't turned out properly. Most of the
“free” people like him had vaunted such rags. That
didn’t look well; it bore no relation to that life of ele-
gance, sparkling with wit and success, which looked
so splendid in American films. There was a time when
Igor had been attracted by those fantasies of reckless
valour, the glitler of talent and audacity, duels with
detectives who were no less gentlemanly, no less ele-
gant and audacious than their foes. In real life, the
devil only knew why, things had been quite different.
No matter how brilliant an operation Igor might carry
out, it never brought the detectives on his trail. One
ordinary fully-armed sentry or a militiaman in uniform
was enough to catch a whole shoal of “sharks of New
York” in the railway stations and doss-houses. And
after that came the conversations with Polina Niko-
layevna and the pursuit of those hideous and really
quite innocent goats. No amusing adventures in life of
that sort! No motor-car chases, missing wills, secret
documents, stunis, blondes with revolvers pointed at
masked men. Nothing—except Americanized day-
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dreams. Igor felt no inclination now {o go back to that
world.

And what kind of life did the colony offer him? He
had been provided with an overall which meant he was
going to be made to work. Igor had nothing against
honest labour, but he had never done a day’s work him-
self and had no wish to star{. But in the colony, of
course, they were proud of working. All the same, they
really ought to differentiate between those who enjoyed
working and those who didn't. Igor belonged to those
who didn’t, though he was prepared to have a shot at it.
The devil only knew, perhaps they would make him
into some sort of turner. On the other hand, they would
send him to school. Of course that director Zakharov
knew his job. Igor had mo objections to education,
especially higher education, but he had not liked being
at school before, he had not cared for the well-meaning
but uninteresting teachers:with their nagging ways. And
he had not liked the noisy, disorderly crowd of hali-
baked school kids.

Igor went on thinking for a long time, but reached
no decision. Everything lay ahead of him like an open
question. The case of his mother was the most open of
ali questions. He had not considered it for some time,
for he did not feel like struggling towards the maze of
life’s contradictions to soive it. The question of his
mother, damn it all, was one that could be shelved
until the distant future, though the thought crossed his
mind thaf she would have been happy if he were to
visit her in the parade uniform of a colonist and greet
her with one of those firm and restrained salutes they
made so well at the colony. But his eyes fell on the
overall lying with silent eloquence on the bench. The
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overall brought with it a whiff of a very complicated
uninteresting future,

Well, there had been some marvellous and exciting
days packed with danger and risk! But what did this
day hold in store for him? Here he was sitting in this
beautiful cage guarded by some snotty Petka Kravchuk
with a rifle in his hand. A fine “shark of New York”
he was! Today it would only take a schoolboy’s penknife
to gut a shark like that.

[t was with a gloomy face that Igor met Volenko
when the commander on duty arrived to take him in to
dinner,

17
A Pleasant Conversation

After dinner, Igor Chernyavin went to the school
where he was received by an old teacher. Or did they
have some special title for him too in the colony?

The teacher’s study was a large pleasant room with
rugs on the floor and heavy partly-lowered curtains at
its tall windows. The old teacher chose a shady corner
for the talk. A big sofa, two arm-chairs and a small
table stood in it.

Igor liked the look of the teacher. He wore his
jacket buttoned right up, his shirt collar was spotless
and he was close-shaven. There was a curl to his grey
moustache, the result of habitual, skilful attention that
even had a touch of swagger about it. Igor was remind-
ed of a professor in some American film. Above all
Igor liked his polite way of speaking.

“Igor Chernyavin?” the teacher began.
expecting you. Sit down, please.”

“l was
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He laid his hand on the back of a chair and when
Igor sat down, took a seat on the sofa next to it.

“My name is Nikolai Ivanovich,” he said, leaning
forward slightly. “We must clear up one or two points
about you. Alexei Stepanovich teils me you’ve had seven
years schooling, but 1 suppose that was some time ago.
Certain events in your life, shall we say, interrupted
your studies.”

His eyes rested on [gor with an unspoken question.
[gor sat bolt upright, laid his hands on his knees and
paid close attention.

“That is so. I.haven't studied for two years.”

“Tell me, please, Comrade Chernyavin, did you
study well?”

“Not always.”

“I suppose it depended on various incidental causes
and that you were not handicapped by any lack of
ability?"

“Oh, I had the ability....”

“May I suggest that you write something? It’s
highly important that we should know how well you
can write. Please! Here’s some paper and a pen and
ink. What can I suggest? Well, let’s try this, if you don’t
mind? Something short, very short ... you're irom
Leningrad, aren’t you? ... Well, write down what you
like most about Leningrad—the streets, the bridges, or
the parks, perhaps? Do you think you could manage that?”

“Pll try.”

“Do. And, meanwhile, 1 shall get on with my own
work.”

Nikolai Ivanovich smiled, gave a little nod and sat
down at his big desk in the middle of the room. The
subject appealed to Igor. There was really something
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in Leningrad to remember. He often thought about his
native city with sadness. His mother lived there....
And apart from that, Leningrad was a posh place,
more to his taste than any other city.

Half an hour later Igor handed Nikolai Ivanovich a
page of writing. The teacher put on a pair of big horn-
rimmed glasses and pursing his lips, started reading
Igor’s composition. He smiled when he finished and
then read it through again.

“Very good. Nicely done and interesting. Just one
mistake and that not at all important. The word column
is wrongly spelt. It should end with an n.”

“Really?”

“Yes, but it’s quite possible that you might have for-
gotten that. And how about your mathematics?”

Igor coloured and did not answer. In the same
polite manner Nikolai Ivanovich asked Igor to divide a
fraction by a fraction. Igor stared at the sum for a
whole minute but did not pick up his pencil. Nikolai
Ivanovich glanced at him over his shoulder from his
seat at the desk. ‘

“What’s the matter? Have you forgotten how to
do it?”

“Yes. Fancy that! I've clean forgotten.”

[gor rose from his chair. He too could provide an
object lesson in politeness. '

“I won't put you to any more trouble, Nikolai Iva-
nmovich. I know how to write but I've forgotten every-
thing else, algebra, biology, politics of every sort. I'm
afraid it’s too late for me to study.”

Nikolai Ivanovich searched his pockets for his
glasses, found them on the table and looked at Igor
throtigh them with surprise,
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“What a strange remark, Comrade Chernyavin! How
can you say such a thing? What's there so difficult
about it? It’s perfectly natural that you should have
forgotten. So we’ll freshen up your memory. Now sit
down again. Why did you jump up?”

He seated Igor in the arm-chair again and moved
his own chair so as to sit opposite him. He patted his
knees, looked out of the corner of his eye at the
brightly-lit windows and began: “Now this is the
programme [ propose for you. The school year is nearly
over. There would be no sense in enrolling you now. So
we'll do this—we’ll put you straight into the eighth
form next term. Bat, mind you, you’ll have to study
during the summer. I strongly recommend you to do
that. You have pleniy of ability, you ought to study.
Agreed?”

“Well, I could agree, of course. You see, I'm real-
ly grateful to you. I should like you to realize that.
Only ... well, [ may not stay here till the autumn. I
may not like the colony.”

“Do you mean to say you might leave the colony?”

“Yes.”

Nikolai Ivanovich peered at him over the top of his
speciacles.

“Where would you go?”

“I’d decide that later.”

“We've never known a case of anyone leaving like
that. Only a very foolish and neglected person would
leave a place like this. I am positive you won’t leave,
Comrade Chernyavin.”

Igor found this old man altogether charming with
his trimly curled moustache and rosy cheeks. As the
teacher spoke his eyes glowed and when he paused in
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search of the right phrase, his glance slid to the side.
He did not simply chatter but chose his words thought-
fully and deliberately, yet at the same time in an effort-
less way that Igor found most attractive. He talked
mainly about the importance of education, about the
path that lay before young people in the Soviet Union
and how much merit was attached to taking that path,
how human personality grew in the course of study.
He was entirely absorbed in the case of Igor Chernya-
vin. He respected him and thoroughly enjoyed expressing
this feeling of respect; and for that very reason Igor
was reluctant for this conversation {o end stiffty and
wished himself to be just as sincere and earnest.

“l haven't acquired the habit of working, Nikolai
Ivanovich,” Igor said. “I've never worked in my
life.”

“That may well be true,” replied the teacher with a
calm smile. “You haven't lived very tong yet. You have
acquired few habits.”

“But what if I don’t get the habit at all?”

Nikolai Ivanovich linked his fingers over his stom-
ach and laughed benevolently.

“Why shouldn’t you? It’s such a pleasant habit.”

“Pleasant?”

“Naturally. Very pleasant. Now I've worked for
forty years, and do you know, I still like it.”

“Oh, but you're a teacher.”

“Well, if you want to be a teacher that's a splendid
idea. But many people think that teaching’s a most dis-
agreeable kind of work. That’s all nonsense, of course.
Work of any kind is a very pleasant activity. That
~you'll find out for yourself.”

“I'll try,” said Igor as he rose to his feet again.

104

“Yes, do try. You will be helped here. We have
some good boys here.”

“Thank you, Nikolai Ivanovich.”

“Well then, when can you start your studies?”

“Will the 1st of June do?”

“Good. Let us start on the 1st of June, I'tl put your
name down.”

Igor bowed to Nikolai Ivanovich and his bow was
returned cordially and considerately. There was no
Volodya Begunok present to grin at the conventionally
polite manners of the well-bred peopie.

Igor walked into the courtyard and looked around
helplessly. He felt an urgent desire to run up against
something which would arouse his anger or indig-
nation, something which would make him want fo
protest, or at least something he could make fun of.
Things could really not go on like this! From the morn-
ing onward he had been left to himself, with some
inscrutable, assertive yet courteous force pitled against
him. At five o’clock he was to be enrolled in the
detachment. Would the delachment handle him in the
same calm way?

78

A Conversation
ot Co lverybody’s Liking

At five o'clock Volenko entered the Quiet Room with
a tall burly youth who had one of those exceptionally
good-natured faces which belong only to very mild-
natured, easy-going people.

“Comrade Chernyavin!” said Volenko. “This is your
commander Nesterenko.”
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For the first time Volenko allowed a touch of hu-
mour to enter his tone of voice. There was faint irony
in his glance and in lhe way he pointed to Chernyavin.

“I'm turning him over to you in full working order:
cropped, clean and complete in every detail. There's
his overall. His parade uniform has been ordered. Ii
you please!”

Volenko, it was quite obvious, had had enocugh of
Chernyavin and was relieved to hand him over to the
detachment commander. The latter grasped this fact
and bowed to Volenko with the same touch of irony.

“Thank you, Comrade Commander on duty. You may
rest assured that next time I shall prepare one for you.”

Volenko saluted and leit the room.

Igor sensed the warm friendly spirit of this cere-
mony with its combination of formality and light-hearted
humour. It left no doubt that Volenko and Nesterenko
were good friends who were rubbing in the point of a
joke with their comic, slightly ceremonious bows. When
they were playing this game Nesterenko was not at all
the soft-hearted fellow he had seemed to be earlier. He
had an attractive light barytone voice and you could tell
that he knew how to use it. In his approach there was
a trace of slow Ukrainian humour. Igor noticed he had
the same military bearing as Volenko.

Nesterenko's play-acting came {o an end as soon as
Volenko left.

“You've been detailed to the eighth detachment. The
detachment is now assembled. Let’s go!” he said, on
his way to the door.

Igor stopped him.

“Comrade Commander!”

“What do you want?”
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[gor picked up his overall. His face wore the same
expression of helplessness which it had shown when he
was in the courtyard. He looked towards the windows,
unable to keep that mischievous twist from his lips.

“Are you studying, Comrade Commander?”

“Do you mean at school?”

“Yes.”

“Well, in the first place, the answer’s yes. I'm in
the tenth form. Secondly, don't call me Comrade Com-
mander. There's no need for that here. You can call me
Vasya.”

“Can I really? I heard Volenko being called Comrade
Commander on duty!”

“That’s different. The commander on duty is a very
important person here. He's in charge of the day’s pro-
gramme. When he’s wearing an arm band you can't talk
to him without saluting first.”

“Why's that?”

“It’s like this.... Didn’t you notice how much trou-
ble he took with you today? He has an awful lot to do.
II everyone were to start arguing with him he would
never have time to get anything done. Besides .., what
sort of things are there to argue about with the com-
mander on duty?”

“It's all right to argue with you, though?”

Nesterenko shrugged.

“Yes, only it’s not ihe custom here.”

“And you don’t have to be saluted?”

“Sometimes. You'll learn about that later. Come on,
we're keeping the detachment waiting.”

They passed the sentry, another lad now, and went
up the stairs between the boxes of flowers. On the top
floor the passage was just as well lit as below but
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instead of tiles there was a parquet floor, as shiny as
in the Quiet Room. They stopped outside a door which
bore the sign, Eighth Delachment.

Nesterenko paused with his hand on the door-knob.

“We have two dormitories with eight beds in each,”
he explained. “The other one is next door.”

The dormitory lurned out to be a big room. It had
eight well-made attractive-l