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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-

13



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,
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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
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&
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.
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“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
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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 “ne