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For My Friends 
in the New World 



Introduction 
>>-<< 

THE PUBLICATION OF THESE TWO STORIES 
by Alexandra Fechin introduces the work of a hith- 
erto unpublished Russian writer of great promise. 
Writing for the first time in an unfamiliar language, 
Mrs. Fechin has used certain forms and constructions 
which may jar upon some readers' literary sensibil- 
ities. The publishers have elected to pass the manu- 
script with a minimum of editing, in the belief that 
these peculiarities of style are more than offset by 
the whole effect. 

A work is encountered occasionally which nul- 
lifies the arbitrary standards by which literature is 
judged, and this is such a one. To those who prefer 
their truth unadorned, these two stories will come 
as a breath of fresh air and a revelation of the liter- 
ary essence, for here are beauty and charm as inevi- 
table as the unfolded flower. 

Faithful to her knowledge and experience, and to 
herselfabove all, the writer of these tales has set down 



her essential part in violent and dangerous times. 
Disclosed is an entirely new aspect of revolutionary 
Russia, no less vivid and moving than the more pre- 
tentious histories of its wars and hatreds. The stories 
are so complete in themselves that they are beyond 
the reach of literarv artifice and device. Their nat- 
uralness is their own justification. 

Raymond Otis, 
Santo Fe, N.M. 
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Spreading wide light wings- 
Pushing airy walls asunder- 
Leaving far lands in  the distance. 

Sweet disturbance in  my heart- 
Starry roads in  skies before me- 
Diaphanous silver mansions. 

Dreams ofglory-lighting storms- 
Songs of night-resounding winds- 
Eyes of  mystery unveiled. 

M a y  sorrows left behind- 
Old commandments lost in mist- 
Long abandoned ships on water- 
Tall white sails beyond the cape- 
And above the ocean wave 
Many Voices . . . . . . 



Author's Foreword 
>>-<< 

THESE GLIMPSES OF THE MOVEMENT THAT 
swept soviolently across the placidfaceofmy Mother- 
land, Russia, I caught when still there some fifteen 
or  twenty years ago. Now I want to re-create them 
for my friends in the New World. 

The great waters of two oceans are flowing on 
either side of this new land, separating me from my 
old home. And it seems to me that all I remember 
of Russia occurred in some dream life, almost on an- 
other planet. 

Through the years, currents of life, swiftly run- 
ning, have washed away much that I had then stored 
in my memory and now only a handful of crystal- 
lized remembrances is left me from those days. 

But the memories have a halo and now and then 
my mind is carried back to then?. Musing over them 
I see pictures that are true and real, yet they pass 
before my eyes, as do the visions of a crystal gazer. 

Thus, although I wish to be exact, minor errors 
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may appear and for them I beg my readers' forbear- 
ance, for I am a dreamer and not concerned with 
problems of the social order. My aim is to draw a 
true picture of what I saw and heard during those 
eventful days. 

Many people have discussed the Russian revolu- 
tion from all angles and will probably do so for years 
to come, even as the French revolution continues 
to be of absorbing interest. 

To me, Russia is a newly ploughed field and what 
the harvest will be depends on the quality of the 
seed and the favor of the weather. Maybe under the 
guardianship of the spirit of the idealists who under- 
took the ploughing, it  will flourish. Perhaps the par- 
asitical element inherent in the soil may yet damage 
the new sprouts or  even destroy the entire crop. 
Who knows? 

In any event I was there at the time of the plough- 
ing and can describe the pungent scent of the newly 
broken soil and unfold the picture of my world, as I 
saw it in upheaval. 

Revolutions do not happen so very often through 
the ages and they do not effect every citizen of the 
afflicted country in the same manner. As I saw it, 
most of the Russians had different problems to solve 
and each, according to his environment, in his own 
particular way. 
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So, I believethat my experienceandtheexperience 
of those near me was essentially different from any- 
one else's. And answering the request of my friends 
in the New World, to tell them something of the 
Old World I camefrom, I am recalling the thoughts, 
the feelings and the sights of those strange days, for 
they are the first to arise in my memory. 

Thus my first book, March of the Past, is con- 
cerned with the time of Russia's revolution. I hope 
my reader will accept i t as the first offeringofa thank- 
ful stranger in the young country that has received 
and sheltered me, as it has so many others, splintered 
from the shattered old world. 

It has been suggested that one or  two stories added 
to this book would give a more complete character- 
ization of the people and the time of which I write. 
After much consideration I have come to the con- 
clusion that to develop all the ideasand consequences 
of my experience in passing through the Russian re- 
volution would take several years of work. I have 
thought it  best therefore to present in this my first 
book the material already finished and at hand. and 
to follow it with memories yet unrecorded. 

It is my hope that my readers will find in Travel- 
ling Jugglers, the first story, a quality of movement, 
almost military, which was one aspect of the revolu- 
tion, contrastedtothepastoralsimplicity ofKrasavka, 



the second story, in which another aspect, virtually 
untouched by revolutionary violence, is protrayed. 

Perhaps, for the time being, these two stories will 
suffice. The door to the past is never closed, and in 
time I shall take up the task once again. 

Alexandra Fechin 
Santa Fe, New Mexico, 
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Travelling Jugglers 

IN THE SPRING OF I ~ Z ~ - - J U S T  A FEW WEEKS 
before we left Russia-I met in Moscow my cousin 
Paul, who with his family had left Kazan, the city 
where we all lived in 19 i9, following the retreat- 
ing White Army. 

The intervening years were very troublesome and 
neither of us had heard a word about the other. Each 
even doubted if the other were alive. 

Then in 192 3 Paul had to come to the capital city 
on official business and I and my family were pas- 
sing through on our way abroad. We ran into each 
other accidentally in the street. My joy on seeing 
once again-and perhaps for the last time-the boy 
with whom I had spent many happy days in my child- 
hood was very great. We had so many early memories 
in common, andnow each had acquiredso many new 
ones during those turbulent revolutionary years that 
for several eveninm we talked and talked without 

0 

ever coming to the end of our varied experiences. 
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Althoughafew streaks of silver ranglisteningfrom 
the temples over the dark thicket of his hair, Paul 
wasstillavery youngman, not over twentyeight. His 
eyes shone eagerly, and the expression of his face con- 
stantly changing, he spoke with great enthusiasm. 

In his youth my cousin was nicknamed "the Trou- 
badour" and I saw that he still retained some of his 

characteristics. Now humorous and sar- 
donic, now pensive and even a little feminine, he 
was inclined toward mysticism and reverie. 

Our meeting and subsequent conversations left 
deep traces on my mind. In retrospect it seems to 
me that Paul's experiencesare well worthrecording; 
and summing up our talks I have this story, which I 
will try to give you in my cousin's own words: 

When I look back upon the days of July, 191 9 ,  
I still can feel the tenseness and sinister gloom which 
permeated the atmosphere. 

Kazan still belonged to the Whites. But some fifty 
miles west there was a great battle going on bewteen 
the White Army and the Red Army. It had already 
lasted five weeks and by now had reached its highest 
pitch. 

Rumors were heard that the Reds might enter the 
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town before we would have time to cross our hearts 
or  to say our prayers. However, no official orders 
were @"en until late afternoon of the day we took 
our flight from home. I had just come from the office 
when the telephone rang and an excited voice said: 
"Leave at once! The Bolsheviks are on the way to the 
city! No officials of the White Army will be left in 
town by midnight. Citizens will find themselves at - 
the mercy of hoodlums and outlaws. Hurry!" 

For a time I stood still, not knowing what to do- 
thenwentoutto thecity Hall. Itwastrue. The Whites 
were retreating, directing their troops eastward to 
Siberia. Just how soon the Bolsheviks would enter 
no one could tell. 

On my return home I found my wife frantic with 
fear. 

"Paul." she exclaimed. "we can't stay here-we 
must leave immediately. I have heard that when those 
Red devils enter the cities every aristocratic girl is 
raped, every noble lad shot!" 

"Well," I told her, "you know very well that I'm 
not mixed up in politics. I'm an engineer and be it 
Whites or  Reds, they all need the services of men in 
my profession." 

"You don't mean you are ready to work for those 
beasts?" 

"Why beasts? Don't you see they are all our own 



Russian people and there's no place to run away from 
them?" 

"You're a fool and there's no use in arguing with 
you," said Vera with great disgust, "but do listen to 
me. Take a good look at yourself! It is obvious from 
your appearance that you're agentleman. Well, they 
say that that is quite enough to be shot or  bayonetted 
through your head by one of those bloodthirsty Red 
soldiers. And then what about Vladik?" 

As you know, our son Vladik was a baby then, only 
a year and a half old. 

"Vladik isn't an aristocratic girl fearing to be rap- 
ed," I tried to reason with her, "nor is he a noble lad 
going to be shot. Vladik is only a baby-and who 
will fight with a baby ?" 

"Oh, for God's sake stop your silly jokes," said 
Vera. "You had better go and ask your brother what 
he and his family are going to do." 

So I went to see my brother. 

The streets were practically empty. Now and then 
a figure of a woman appeared, but soon disappeared 
like a frightened little squirrel dashing back into her 
nest. 

My brother thought that it really was dangerous 



to stay in Kazan and risk meeting all the debauchery 
of the armv of conauerors. It would be much safer 
to leave, even if it  were only for afew days, and that 
was what he was planning to do. When I asked him 
where he would go he had to admit that there was 
no other direction to take except to follow the re- 
tiring White Army, because that was the only open 
highway left. 

"But don't you think it will be difficult to return, 
once you leave?" I asked. 

"I don't think so," he replied, "it seems that half 
the town is leaving. Some of the people certainly 
will have to come back." 

I went home to report to Vera what my brother 
had said. She hardly listened to me. Her mind was 
made up already, and running from room to room 
she tried to collect a few things necessary, as she 
thought, for the trip. 

"But darling," I told her, "if we go we must de- 
pend upon our own feet. The White Army hasn't 
enough carriages to take one half of the citizens with 
them." 

"Don't you worry about my feet," she threw at 
me, "watch out for your own," and kept whirling 
and whirling around the place. 

She s p e d  a large table cloth on the floor and into 
it dropped now babies' clothes, now my shirts, now 



her own dresses. She also called the nurse and told 
her to get milk, biscuits and some other things for 
the baby and prepare herself for the journey. 

About eight o'clocl~ that evening we were ready 
to leave, the nurse with my little son asleep in her 
arms, Vera dressed like a peasant woman, kerchief 
on herhead and a big bundle over her shoulder, my- 
self in the oldest suit that could be obtained, shabby 
shoes, a cap on my head and another bundle over 
my shoulder. Vera said that by no means should we 
look like gentle folk, just for safety, I suppose, in 
case we met one of those Red devils on the road. 

Standing in the middle of the living room we took 
a last look around and at each other. None of us re- 
alized of course, that we were leaving never to re- 
turn, never to see our home again. 

Vera, after running here and there, was now in 
high spirits, her step buoyant, her eyes shining and 
full of humor. A gay girl and a good sport was my 
wife in those days. She led us as though we were 
going to a jolly picnic. 

"Look, Paul," she laughingly called at the last mo- 
ment, pointing into a large mirror, "look! Travel- 
ling jugglers! Aren't we?" and she spun around, her 
wide calico skirts gaily flying. 

"Come," said I, "don't be silly. God only knows 
where we'll find ourselves at the end of it all." 



A Type of Russian Woman 



"In a fairy land, my darling, in a land where water 
runs clearer than crystal, where banks are pure gold 
and emeralds, the fields full of flowers and life full 
of happiness." And she made a great gesture toward 
the baby. The poor girl did not know then what ter- 
rible torture was awaitinc us, just within the span of 
a few days. 1 was the la; one to pass through the 
main door and to lock it behind me. 

The night was soft and warm. A few city blocks, 
a few turns, and there we were at the highway lead- 
ing east. 

The scene that met our eyes was really appalling. 
I had been at war fronts before, I had seen cities evac- 
uated, but I never saw anything to equal this. Search- 
lights on both sides of the road cast a long strip of 
white mysterious light, and in that light moved a 
continuouslineofmilitary carriages, horsemendress- 
ed in full uniform and thousands of people on foot. 
Every face of which one could catch a glimpse was 
obviously refined, but every figure was wrapped in 
rags and looked grotesque. 

Old men, young men, women. Oh, what a gath- 
ering of beautiful women and lovely children, but 
all of them attired in the most fantastic costumes. 
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The whole thing would have looked like a dgantic 
costume parade;f only the clattering of the guns and 
the rattling of the military carts had not reminded 
us of the reason which was forcing all those people 
to march on the highway through that dark autumn 
night. 

W e  marched all night long, reaching by morning 
a village on the bank of the Kama river. A number of 
steamboats were prepared to take some of us farther; 
but by now everybody was tired, hungry and cross. 
Few cared any more what might happen to them- 
all they wanted was food and rest. How could that 
little village possibly manage to take care of all our 
appetites? What did we eat? I do not remember, 
but we must all have been fed, and very soon the 
sandv beach was covered as far as one could see with 
human beings exhausted with fati,ve, like a mass of - - 
seals on a solitary island. 

At noon many came to life again and sprang to 
their feet. Discussions were heard on every side as 
to what to do next. Finallv some left on the steam- 
boats going up the Kama river to Perm, others start- 
ed to walk toward the railroad which passed within 
some miles of the point of our halt, while many 
others stayed where they were, waiting for news 
from their home city. 

By evening it became known that the Bolsheviks 



occupied Kazan, and that the soldiers were enter- 
ing the houses of all those who had left the city and 
were using whatever they found there for their own 
enjoyment. Great feasts were held in every aban- 
doned home and scarcely anything was left behind 
after the conquerors had helped themselves to our 
possessions. 

It also was announced that the Bolsheviks had no 
intention of staying in Kazan for long. Everything 
indicated that they wanted to pursue the retreating 
White Army without wastingmuch time in feasting. 

So there we were! The only thing left to do then 
was to walk toward the railroad and see if there were 
a train going eastward. 

More marching on the highway, more suffering 
with our bruised feet, at last the railroad station- 
and a long, long train collecting the straggling mem- 
bers of the White Army and those citizens who re- 
fused to be left behind. 

Every car was filled beyond its capacity. With 
great difficulty we squeezed ourselves into one of 
them. Soon the locomotive blew its whistle and we 
started on the way to the far East. 

The trip was very exhausting. No food, no water, 
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the air stifling. Most of the time we were standing 
on our wean  feet while the train went on and on. 
without stopping anywhere until the fuel and water 
for the engine gave out. Only then did it stop in a 
small town to refuel. Passengers were allowed to 
get off and hunt for food. 

By this time my little son was very tired, sick from 
the lack of air, food and exercise. All the length of 
the trip the poor child had been held cramped in 
someone's arms. We told the nurse to take him out 
into the open air and let him walk a little while we 
would try to buy some things. Thinking that we were 
parting just for a few minutes, we even did not kiss 
him goodbye, but rushed into the town. 

To buy things at the stores was not such an easy 
matter. Everybody wanted to buy something. The 
little town looked as though it were holding its an- 
nual fair. Crowds everywhere. We had not gotten 
half of what we wanted when the gong at the station 
sounded alarmingly. The human tide began to flow 
swiftly backwards, carrying us in the midst of it. 

"Hurry! Hurry!" the conductors yelled. "Don't 
waste time ! The Bolsheviks are following right at our 
very heels ! Get in ! We must start at once ! " 

I saw Vera's eyes searching the crowds. 
"They'll be in the train," l motioned to her, "it's 

hard to find anyone in a mass of people like this. 



Don't worry. They'll show up." 
"But Paul," she protested, "what if they're delay- 

ed? Shouldn't we wait until thelast minute? Perhaps 
we'll see them and then get on the train together." 

At that moment we were pushed to the very steps 
of a car and the conductor grumbled, "What are you 
two doing there? Telling each other your fortunes? 
Get on! Don't you see you're holding people up?" 

Vera obeyed and climbed the steps, her face very 
pale, torn by anguish. 

"I'll find them," I said, trying to comfort her, "as 
soon as the comn~otion has died down I'll look for 
them." 

She did not say a word, her eyes still nervously 
searching. More crowded than before, the train be- 
gan to move. One could hardly stir in any direction, 
one could see nothing but the back of one's neigh- 
bor, one could not hear one's own voice. I tried to 
squeeze myself through it all to look into the other 
cars. Useless ! Vladik's nurse would have to beagiant- 
ess, standing head and shoulders above everyone for 
me to have seen her. 

Vera grew more and more anxious. Not feeling 
so very certain myself, I became irritable. 

"Vladik and his nurse are in one of these many 
cars." I said rudely to my wife. "Will you stop brood- 
ing over the idea of their being left behind? Women 

D 27  << 



always seize on something to dramatize and they tor- 
ment themselves and others by brooding over it." 

She gave me a glance full of reproach and turned 
her face away. 

"If you don't feel like going any farther why don't 
you jump out of the window?" I flippantly added, 
trying to conceal my own pain by hurting her. 

"I certainly feel like doing so," she returned, and - 
glancing at me once more became silent for the rest 
of the journey,lookingaboveand bey~ndeverythin~. 

Several times I tried to catch her eye, only to be- 
come more and more aware of the misery in her 
soul, and of my own fear. 

Oh, those eyes of a mother longing for her child. 
They are like the eyes of a wounded antelope. With- 
out shedding tears; they cry and plead for-the relief 
of their insufferable pain. 

With lead in our hearts and heads incapable of 
thinkinp we had to stay in what now seemed to us a 

0 

huge monster which, squealing and rattling, raced 
farther and farther East. 

Was it the next morning? Or  was it the morning 
of the day later? Who knows? To me it seemed that 
I had been on that train always. One morning it ar- 

>> 2 8 c< 



rived at Ekaterinburg. Veraand myself were the first 
to leave it. Standing back to back, one turned to the 
right and the other to the left, we watched every 
person that passed by. Alas! Vladik and his nurse 
were not to be seen. We asked everyone who would 
listento ourquestions, wewent throughevery empty 
car-no sign anywhere. Frantic, we rushed to the 
telegraph office to send a wire to the place where 
we had left them. To our despair the clerk told us 
that there was now no connection with that station, 
as thattownbadalready beenseizedby theBolsheviks. 

At first I couldn't even grasp the situation. Vera, 
all of a sudden, grew very weak and slowly sank 
down. For a moment she sat on the cement floor, 
then her head fell between her knees and there at 
my feet was my pretty wife like a little bundle wrap- 
ped in calico. 

I tried to lift her but she didn't respond. Her body 
was completely lifeless. All my efforts to bring her 
back to consciousness were in vain. I had to call the 
ambulance and take her to a hospital. 

"Acute brain fever," they said. 
I was directed to the office, questioned endlessly 

it seemed, and finally advised to leave Vera in their 
charge while I myself should find lodgings and try 
to get work. 

"It will be at least a month before she recovers," 
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said the doctor. "In the meantime you have to live. 
We will take good care of your wife." After reflect- 
ing a moment he added, "You don't know anyone in 
this city, do you? Well, let me see." He reachedfor 
the teIephone and called several numbers, one after 
another. 

"Sit down. A friend of mine will.help you out. 
He'll be here in a little while." 

I sat like a mannequin, hardly understanding what 
was going on about me. Soon the man came. First 
he had a long conversation with the doctor, then - 
asked me to follow him. I remember driving in a cab, 
I remember going in and out of places. At last he 
established me in some boarding-house and left until 
the morrow. The next day he was detem~ined to find 
me a job and he did-a good job too, as it after- - 
wards proved to be. 

But at that time, with Vladik lost and Vera in the 
hospital, I was entirely indifferent to the rest of the 
world. Like an all-consuming fire burned the ques- 
tion in mv mind. "Shall I ever find mv son and will 
my wife recover?" All the rest was wrapped in a dim 
and dark mist. Automatically I moved.-1 ate, slept 
and pretended to work. But, oh God! Is there any 
feeling ahurnanbeing canever experience worse than 
the one of complete helplessness, complete inabil- 
ity to do anything for those whom one loves, or for 



one's self?My very souIwasparalyzedbydesperation. 
After six weeks of such an existence a first ray of 

sun pierced the darkness that enveloped me. Word 
was sent from the hospital that verd had at last re- 
gained consciousness. 

I went to see her. Without saying anything she 
looked into my eyes for a long, long time. In that 
gaze there was a mute question, a silent understand- 
ingof the heart-breakinganswer, acall for help, then 
it all was covered over with a mighty wave of com- 
passion. I saw a promise of the alleviation of my suf- 
ferings. 

She finally lifted her thin hand, whispered a few 
words and lightly touched my head. That touch and 
those wordsof hkr's fell upon me like a long needed 
shower upon soil scorched to cinders, Life began to 
stir and throb in me again. But before I had time to 
say anything I was called away and told not to tire her. 

"If everything goes right she will be well enough 
to go home in a fortnight." 

"Home!" I thought, as I left the hospital. "But 
where? We have no home." 

From that day my only aim was to prepare some- 
t h i n  that would be a home for Vera. 

In-the meantime the Bolsheviks cameand occupied 



Ekaterinburg just as they once had occupied Kazan. 
This time I didn'tfollow the retreating White Army. 
I stayed. And the men who were regarded a few 
months before as enemies were now welcome to me, 
for with them came back the hope of finding our son. 
At least from now on we all were under the same 
Red banner. 

It took only a day or two for the new rulers to 
take control of the city. Like all the others in our 
office, and, I suppose, in every other office, I was 
questioned, cross-examined and finally advised that 
I would be ~ermit ted to keep my position, with the 
understanding that I was only on trial. If I proved an 
honest, earnest and loyal worker I was very wel- 
come in the midst of these proletarians because in 
their ranks they did not have as yet many specialists 
in my profession. 

Although the work became very difficult because 
of constant surveillance, there was no other choice 
but to submit myself to the circumstances. My lei- 
sure hours were very few but even then I felt that 
every step of mine was followed and spied upon. 

In a situation like this there could not even be a 
suggestion made that I leave to look for my son. All 
Icould do was to try by correspondence to establish 
a contact with the place where we had lost him. 

I wrote countless letters. Most of them brought 
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no answer. The meat turbulence ofthe time involved 
0 

everyoneso that no one could be blamedfor not being - 
interested in another man's struggles. One could 
hardly keep one's own self alive. 

Time swept by without bringing any news of 
Vladik. 

I was more fortunate in finding a place for Vera 
and me to live in. It was a very small, very simple 
house on the outskirts of the city, partly occupied by 
anoldlady andhergrandson, afactory worker. AIlwe 
could have was one room and the use of the kitchen. 
But the people seemed decent and the house clean. - - 
We certainly could not except more in those days. 

When I told Vera how different the home I pre- 
pared for her was from the one she had left in Kazan, 
she only smiled and said, "So much the better. W e  
have to start life anew. Let's start it  at the bottom." 

When she at last came home and we began that 
new life of ours I saw with my own eyes what a won- 
derful, all-surpassing power the human spirit is. She 
found enoughstrength within herselfnot only to live, 
but to do all the rough work she had never done be- 
fore, to do it well, without complaint and gaily chat- 
ted to me in the evenings when, tired and cross, I 
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came home. She never showed the slightest sign of 
the L qrief which I knew she was holding in her heart 
all that time. 

Only occasionally, when she was unaware of my 
presence, did I see her looking as though she had 
steppedout ofthe picture "Sacrificeat Dawn," which 
I had seen once as a child in my grandmother's col- . - 
lection of images of saints. But those occasions were 
rare. Most of the time, all through those days of hard 
work and bereavement, my Vera was to me a bird of 
paradise, happy and gay under all circumstances. 

The Bolsheviks insisted on doinx away with all the - 
so-called impractical dreams. They wanted their 
people to remember that human beings are born not 
to muse about castles in the air but to work and to 
sweat upon the earth. We worked and we sweated. 
Every morsel of bread we ate, every simple necessity 
we procured ,was attained with tremendous, almost 
unbelievable difiuclty. 

Yes, those were the days of anguished struggle, 
pain and deprivation. But even then if a man had for 
a comaanion a real woman as I had. he knew that 
no matter how distant the blue sky seemed, it  could 
be seen just above his own head'if only he would 
raise his eyes from the ground. Women are more 
pliant than men. They adapt themselves more easily 
to circumstances. A true woman hitches her wagon 



to a star and lets her spirit soar in space. In this way 
she realizes thedesiresof her heart morequickly than 
wenienwho tread heavily but, as we think, surely, the 
roads made by our own hands. 

Intuition, a little real intuition, would lead people 
out of their miseries if only they knew how to fol- 
low it. There are some women who know how to 
do it and I had such a one at my side. 

Two years passed, howe\ er, before I reached the 
point of being trusted as a loyal worker. After two 
years of steady work 1 was at last given two weeks' 
leave on bacation. When I told that to Vera she 
looked inquiringly and asked, 

"Will you go there?' 
"Yes," I said, "I will." 
In the morning I found a small travelling bag pack- 

ed with a change of clothes and a basket of food. 
Never before do I remember Vera saying goodbye 
with such a happy radiance in her eyes. The agony 
of parting that usually took place whenever I had to 
leave home did not touch either of our hearts this 
time. A swift kiss, a glance of benediction, and I 
was on the way to the place where two years ago 
our little son Vladik had been lost. 



The train ran through the same scenery, so well 
known to me since childhood. Green meadows, dark 
forests, rivers sparkling in the sun and little white 
clouds gaily chasing each other across the all embrac- 
ing blue sky. 

The scenery was the same but the people were 
different. The train struck one's eye by its unkept 
appearance. The paint was peeling off, windows were 
broken and dirty, floors were covered with mud and 
the shells of sunflower seeds. 

I found myself a place in one of the old compart- 
ments used now as an ordinary day coach. Two Red 
Army soldiers and an old gentleman, obviously a 
former aristocrat, occupied the compartment when 
I entered it. I took the only vacant place and got my- 
self comfortably seated, expecting a quiet trip which 
wouldpermitme to makemy plansforfurther action. 
But the two soldiers were in a very playful mood. 
The old gentleman who sat opposite them attracted 
their attention as a red rag attracts a bull. Soon they 
begantoamusethemselvesbyspittingsunflowerseeds 
into his lap. For some time the old man contained 
himself beautifully. Not taking any notice of the 
malicious game he kept looking out of the window 
without turning his head even for an instant away 
from it. But the play grew more and more imper- 
tinent until he finally got up. 
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"Sorry," he said, taking his hat off and bowing in 
the old pre-revolutionary manner. "Very sorry to 
have annoyed you so much. It seems it is best for me 
to look for a place in some other compartment." 

Bowing once more he departed, walking out with 
great dignity. A roar of laughter accompanied his 
departure and for a while the soldiers entertained 
themselves by aping his gestures and exclaiming, 
"Sorry, sorry." 

The scene made me almost sick. At the first op- 
portunity I left my seat and went into the next car. 
Chance placed me among women this time. Work- 
ing class women, dressed in calico, kerchiefs on 
their heads, shawls over their shoulders. The con- 
versation, interrupted by my entrance, soon re- 
gained its flow. 

"I tell you," said aneatly dressed little woman with 
face and eyes of exceptional beauty, "I tell you we 
haven'tgotany benefit from this 'newregime.' What 
good is there in our equality with men? My husband 
and I both go to the factory in the morning. There 
I probably accomplish more work than he does be- 
cause I don't waste my time in smoking, spitting 
and cursing. I take charge of my stand and never 
leave it until the rest hour comes. But then in the 
evening at home he sits and reads the newspaper- 
he's tired ifyou please-while I have to scrub, clean 
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and feed the children. As though I'm made of a dif- 
ferent material and cannot get tired." Her beautiful 
eyes glared with fury. 

"Why don't you let the school take care of your 
children?" remarked her neighbor, a young, &sky 
girl. 

"School? You should see the way the school takes 
care of inv children as well as of manv others! There 

i 

they get soup that washes out their bowels and makes 
them hungrier than ever, and there they catch lice 
from those kids whose mothers rely completely up- 
on the school to take care of them. Those lice would 
eat them all to death if we didn't wash our little 
brats at home once in a while." The glare of her - 
eyes became even more fiery. 

"Dear me!" said the girl, "one shouldn't get mar- 
ried nowadays. What for? There are other things to 
do. Help the revolution. Our only duty is to help 
the revolution in every ~ossible way. So I'm going 
to join the Red Army soon, enlistingin the Women's 
Battalion of Death. I bet it's thrilling-bobbed hair, 
pants, gun in arms. Wouldn't I be a good soldier?" 

"Heavens above!" cried an old dried up woman, 
crossing herself as she sat in her comer. "The whole 
world is going crazy. What do you want the gun for? 
Isn't there enough bloodshed without your help? 
A blossoming fruit tree should be left to  blossom 
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and to bear fruit in time. He who chops it down for 
wood and throws it into the fire commits a great 
crime, for many trashy sticks can be used to keep 
the fire going, while only a few trees bear fruit to 
feed the needy." 

"Stop your preaching, youoldowl,"grumbled the 
girl. "If they leave me to blossom they may pick you 
up and dress you as a scarecrow to use in the front 
line. Wouldn't that be fun?" 

"Yes, wouldn't it  be fun if we would all join the 
Red Arnw. Men~robablv wouldcome to their senses 
then and see that the red color is not the only one 
we live by. Pure white is very necessary to keep the 
world spinning. " 

The girl knitted her eyebrows. 
"You better hold your tongue, grandma," she said 

very seriously, "or believe me you'll find yourself 
in jail one of these days for counter-revolutionary 
propaganda. " 

"And what's the difference?" bluntly spoke out 
the old one. "In all probability the jail is a better 
place to live in than the madhouse. The whole of 
Russia is a huge madhouse now. Perhaps the jail is the 
only safe place for sane people and I'd be flattered 
to get in there." 

"I bet you would, only no one would want to be 
bothered fussing with an old babbler like you." 



The argument broke off as the conductor entered 
to check the tickets. Later on it picked up again and 
lasted forever, with all kinds of variations of low 
tones, high tones, old voices, young voices. At first 
I was interested, then I became bored. In any case 
there was very little opportunity for me to concent- 
rate on my own thoughts. 

Thus, when I finally arrived at my destination I 
found myself standing in the middle of the station 
at a loss as to what to do next. Of whom should I 
make inquiries? The superintendent of the station, 
if by chance he could be the same man who had the 
job two years ago, seemed to be the most likely 
person to go to. For a moment I looked around and 
soon saw the man in the special uniform of a rail- 
road superintendent, giving orders to a group of 
workers. He usedvery rough, rather heated language 
and frantically waved his hands. A t  my approach the 
menwere dismissed and he rudely demanded, "Now, 
what doyou want?" 

"Two years ago," I started, but he flew into a rage 
and did not let me say another word. "What!" he 
screamed, "what was there two years ago? Have you 
just been dropped from the moon? Don't you know 

B 40 << 



that we are living in a country of great changes? No 
law is made and liked in Russia now for more than 
a day, no money holds its value longer than an hour, 
jobs last but a week, places are fit to live in but a 
fortnight. Here we are, moving around, wondering 
what to do with ourselves and with this great free- 
dom of ours that we're all bragging about! To hell 
with it all!" 

He paused for a moment, then continued in a little 
quieter tone. 

"I have no idea what was going on here two years 
ago. I've been only a week on this job and I'm al- 
ready looking forward to leaving before long. Go 
to the town. Perhaps you'll find an old witch who 
will know and tell you all about what happened here 
not only two, but twenty-two years ago. Wish you 
good luck." With that he spat on the floor and turn- 
ed his back on me. 

It was not such a good start. I shrugged my shoul- 
ders and went into the town. 

Every day for a week I walked through that city, 
from sunrise to sunset, like an indefatigable peddler 
visiting school teachers, hospital nurses, doctors, 
priests, former bartenders and innkeepers. No re- 
sults. The whole of Russia seemed to be a deck of 
cards constantly shuffled. All old connections were 
broken, nobody remembered how things stood yes- 
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terday, only a few understood what was going on 
todav and who could tell what would h a ~ ~ e n  to- , L 
morrow? Every hour brought something new, every 
person changed his or her position frequently. I also 
visited the neighboring villages within walking dis- 
tance. People out in the country were more kindly. 
There I received plenty of sympathy but no help in 
my adversity. 

A t  length, weary and desperate 1 wandered back 
to the railroad station to find that the train for 
Ekaterinburg had just left a few minutes before, and 
there would be no other until the next morning. 
Absentmindedly I walked out of the building and 
paced for a while along the rails. The station, as is 
usual in small places in Russia, was on the edge of 
the tow-n. My eyes rested on the other side of the 
track, where fields and woods were bathed in the 
gold of the last rays of the setting sun. A cuckoo 
called monotonously in the distance and crickets 
chirped in the grass. 

Something very peaceful softly entered my heart. 
Was it the gold of the setting sun that, penetrating 
my body, reached and caressed my soul? O r  was i t  
the cuckoo that by its repeated cries, reminded me 
ofthatregularityby whichnatureworks, regardlessof 
human dealings ? O r  maybe it was the merry chirping 
of the crickets that awakened my dulled mind. All 



of a sudden I felt strong, certain and indomitable. 
"If destiny makes me spend another night in this 

place," I said to myself," there must be a reason for 
it. "Taking another lookaround I saw two log houses 
on the other side of the tracks. 

"Why should I go back to spend this last night in 
that hateful town? Why not try one of those houses?" 

As though led by an invisible hand I crossed the 
track, passed through a field of burdocks, stopped 
at a small log hut and ltnoclied at the window. The 
face of a young woman appeared behind the pane, 
then a hand lifted it up and a low and very melodious 
voice asked, "What do you wish, my brother?" 

"Shelter for the night, my good woman." 
"Well, I am alone at home with a small child," 

shesaidand t l~englancin~at my face hurriedly added, 
"God forbids us to refuse hospitality to pilgrims and 
strangers. Come in-you are welcome." 

I climbed a few steps to the door, she opened i t  
from the inside and I crossed the threshold. Newly 
cut pine twigs were spread on the floor by the door 
instead of a carpet and my feet sank into the green, 
fragrant needles. 

It was a typical peasant log house, just one room, 
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but kept with immaculate neatness. The boards of 
the ceiling, the logs of the walls, and the wide planks 
of the floor were equally scoured to an ivory-like 
gloss and the large brick Russian stove on one side 
gleamed in its spotless whitewash. There was a bed- 
stead with a muslin curtain along the wall where I 
stood at the door, a few benches and a table, all of 
naturalwood, glorious initspurity. Andinthe comer 
above the table hung "God's case," with it's doors 
open, the picture of the saints within and a single 
amber-colored lampada burning in the center. The 
little light illumined the dark faces on the ikons and 
the @lded robes of the saints with a beautiful glow, 
warm and vivid, like a beam of light from the heav- 
ens. The whole room seemed to vibrate, responding 
to the flow of that holy radiance. 

Feeling self-conscious, as though in church, Istood 
by the threshold not daring to step forward. 

"Welcome," bowed the woman. "I beg you to feel 
at home and to-rest in peace." Then noticing my shy- 
ness she added, "Don't you trouble yourselfabout my 
poverty. I haven't much but I'm always glad to share 
with wayfarers whatever God provides for me." 

"My boots are dirty," I said, "I fear to spot your 
floor." 

"Take them off-you will feel more at ease," she 
suggested simply and pointed at her own feet, one 
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showing from under her long skirt. It was clad in a 
clean white wool stocking. 

I sat down on the threshold and pulled my boots 
off. At once a feeling of comfort came upon me, a 
feeling of being at home, safe from storms, secure as 
I felt once when a child, running in fear from the 
outside world back into the arms of my mother. 

"Come," said the woman, "sit down at the table. 
I'll make the samovar boil and we'll have tea. There 
isn't much food in the house, but the little there is, 
is yours. " 

I sat and watched her as she moved about. 
What majestic beauty! In this little house of her 

own this woman was more than a queen. She was a 
true priestess, with great devotion performing her 
rites. Tall and slender, her flaxen hair laid in braids 
around her head like a crown, she moved withvirgin 
grace, full of reverence for everything that surround- 
ed her. Every motion was so easily flowing and at the 
same time so unmistakably direct, that one watching 
her could expect that at any moment some miracle 
might happen. 

She spread a cloth of homes~un linen on the table 
and brought, one by one, a round loaf of rye bread 
on a board, a glass bowl of honey, a pitcher'of milk, 
a dish of apples and last of all the boiling samovar. 
Then she turned to me. 



"I beg you to taste of my bread and salt, stranger. 
But first let us pray God to bless the food, the drink 
and the hour of leisure. By morning you'll find your- 
self rested and strengthened to k t i n u e  on'your 
difficult way ." 

Fora while shestood silent, gazinginto the "God's 
case." It seemed that some most subtle emanation 
flowed from her to the saints and from the holy light 
back to her. The air, where the radiance from her 
eyes met that of the lampada pulsed with myriads of 
tiny golden sparks. Those sparks ascended higher and 
hiqher until she dropped her gaze and seated her- - - 
self opposite me. 

"Eat, and tell me what need brought you to this 
part of the country." 

I ate and by and by told her my sorrowful story. 
She never interrupted me to the very end. When I 
finished and liftedmy eyes to lookat her I wasanlazed 
by the effect which'the tale of my misfortune pro- 
duced on her. Her face was white as though made 
of marble and from that stony whiteness a pair of 
immensedarkeyes, filled with tears, staredoutatme. 

"Holy Mother of God," she at length whispered 
rising, "help me to do the right thing." Then to me, 
"Come." 

Following her I went toward the bed. She lifted 
thecurtainwithonehandandpointingwiththeother, 



stepped aside and motioned to me. 1 looked. 
A small head with rosy cheeks and curly fair hair 

rested on the pillow and the outlines of a little figure, 
covered with aquilt, suggested a child of four or  five. 

"Your son," she said and let the curtain fall. 
"Don't waken him. It isn't good to disturb the 

sleep of the young. The morning will come soon 
enough and you'll see him in all his loveliness." 

Obedient to her I walked back to the table. 
"We shouldn't talk any more," she said, looking 

straight into my eyes. "Each of us has enough to think 
about. The morningbeingwiser than the eveningwill 
teach us what to do. And now 1'11 make a bed for 
you and bid you good night." 

"But how did he get here?" I exclaimed. 
"Well," she said, "you are eager to know my part 

in the story. Very well, I'll tell it  to you." 
We seated ourselves again and she, holding her 

head in her hands, elbows resting on the table, began 
her tale. 

"I can see it all before my eyes as though the whole 
thinghappenedonly ~ e s t e r d a ~ ,  and1 knowthat forthe 
rest of my lifel'llfeel about it  the same way; it always 
will seem to me that it happened only yesterday. 
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"I was digging the last crop of roots in the garden. 
The sun in the sky was high up still and the autumn 
day mildand pleasing. The trains at the station across 
the field came and went as I had seen them come and 
go for the last ten years. We have lived here, my 
husbandandI, since we were married. This house and 
the plot oflandaroundit are ours. To make ends meet 
he works repairing the tracks and often is away from 
home. In the years of our married life God has not 
sent us any children, so most of my days I spend here, 
all by myself. And that day, as on many other days, 
I was alone. Early in the afternoon a large passenger 
train drew in. The travellers left it on the other side, 
rushing to the town. 

"From here I seldom see the people. I hear the 
whistle, Iseethesmoke, thelocomotive, along string 
of cars with windows shining in the sun and wheels 
grinding as they slow to a stop. Then from the other 
side of the train I hear many voices. Sometime later 
the great brass bell at the station clangs, the shrill 
whistle blows, again smoke, again noisy whirling of 
many wheels and then once more all is quiet and our 
life flows on in its own way. But that day something 
unusual happened. As the trainstopped I sawa woman 
with a child in her arms leaving her car on this side 
and walking in this direction. The child seemed to 
be very restless. Every time the woman tried to stop 
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and let him down he would urge her to go farther 
until they reached my place. 

" 'Look, Vladik, there is an auntie working in the 
garden. Shan't we stay here and watch her?' the 
woman suggested. 

"I love children very dearly. So when I saw a pair 
of starry eyes looking at me I couldn't help stopping 
my work. 

"The child's eyes, full of surprise, dwelt on my 
face for a time, then he tried to free himself from 
the arms of the woman. She set him down. 

"He was a wee bit of a fellow dressed all in white. 
The sun played in his light downy hair and he stood 
before me in the yellow and brown grasses of the 
autumn like a living image of the Holy Child. My 
heart left my body and went out to him. 

" 'He's very fractious,' the woman was saying.'I 
am his nurse. His parents told me to take him into 
the openair for exercise. We're allgoing somewhere 
in that train. Where? I really don't know. Won't 
you help me to make him walk?' 

"I took a few steps backward to the path and squat- 
ting down stretched out my arms. He made a couple 
of uncertain steps, then ran to me. The nurse, a few 
yards away, repeated my gesture. He ran back to her, 
then to me again, so back and forth several times. 
Greatly amused, the baby laughed and we two, re- 
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ceiving him by turns into our arms, beamed with 
delight, for is there a joy on earth for us women 
greater than that of having a laughing child hiding 
its little face on our breast? 

"All three of us lost track of time in the joy of 
being alive, when suddenly the bell at the station 
rang. The smile on the nurse's face faded away and 
a stern look took its place. She called Vladik who 
at that moment was with me. 

" 'Come now child, we must go back to the train - 
or  your mamma will worry.' Vladik clung to my 
skirts and began to scream. 

" 'No! No! No! I won't go back to that bad train! 
I like it here!' 

"Kicking with his feet and pushing with his hands 
he wouldn't let the nurse get hold of him. We both 
tried to reason with him but while we were strug- 
gling the train started. On hearing the noise of the 
engine the little rascal put his nose from under the 
foldsof my skirt, cunningly smiledand wavedhislittle 
hand to the departing train. 

"The nurse almost lost her mind. She stood there, 
her arms hanging at her sides like sticks, her mouth 
open, her eyes round with terror, watching the train 
as it disauaeared around the curve of the tracks. She 
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made an attempt to run after it, then threw herself 
against a tree and started to moan and wail. 



" 'Good Lord! Here I an1 left on the road. No 
money, no food, not a change of clothes and the 
child on my hands! Gracious Mary, have pity onme! ' 

"In the meantime I rose, lifting the baby in my 
arms, and he, putting his plump hand around my 
neck, whispered into my ear that he wished to eat 
and trustfully laid his head on my shoulder. 

"Now what could I do but take him to my house 
and give him some food ? 

"For the first time in my life I crossed the thres- 
hold of this room holding a child to my breast, right 
over my heart. I stopped at the door to pray God for 
a blessing and truly felt that the saints in the holy 
case had given it to us. After that I placed Vladik at 
the table, where you are now, and brought some 
milk and buckwheat cruel. The nurse, who followed - 
us into the house was too upset to take any food. She 
sat d o w n l i n ~ ~ l ~  on the stool by the bed, weepingbit- 
terlv. I took aplace bv Vladik and told him to eat. He 
took a few n~outhfuls, then leaned against me and fell 
asleep. I picked him up and put him on the bed. 

" 'Merciful God!' exclaimed the nurse jumping 
to her feet. 'Why do I waste time here weeping. I 
should be at the station for the next train going East. 
Surely my master and mistress will get off their train 
and will be waiting for us somewhere on the road. 
I'd better be going!' 
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"She moved towards Vladik. Her hands were al- 
ready stretched out to pick him up, when I held her 
back. 

" 'Don't! You're too upset and will disturb his 
sleep. Let me carry him for you. ' 

" 'All right,' she said, 'let's be going then.' 
"I took Vladik, who was happily smiling in his 

dream and we walked out to the station. Leaving me 
and the baby in the waiting-room, the nurse dashed 
in and out. The poor woman acted so much like a 
dizzy lunatic that the people seemed to be afraid to 
talk to her. 

"After much excitement she at last came, telling 
me that she found there would be no more trains 
passing through here because of the war and the front 
lines, approaching nearer and nearer. Only the loco- 
motives with a car or two for the couriers would 
run. But there was a locomotive right then leaving 
for the East and the engineer agreed to take her with 
him if she would be willing to sit in the tender as 
there was no   lace for a passenger in the cab. 

" 'Good heavens, woman,' I told her, 'you can- 
not travel with a baby in the tender!' 

" 'That's it,' she replied, 'the man said that too 
and he wouldn't even consider taking me with the 
baby because who knows, he says, how the trip will 
turn out? But I cango alone. Won't you keep Vladik 
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for a day or two until I find his mother and bring her 
back with me?' 

" 'Of course I will,' I said, 'but do you think i t  is 
safe for you to go?' 

" 'I won't be long. I may be back tomorrow,' she 
returned and disappeared through the door. 

"Since then I never had sight of her and, from 
what I gather from your story, she never found you 
either. What became of the poor woman, only God 
knows. 

"But ever since that day I've never been alone. 
Vladik is a wonderful child, lovable and understand- 
ing. It was a great joy for me to watch him grow, to 
hear him lisp and to see his eyes looking at me ques- 
tioningly or smilingly. We've lived these two years in 
great peace and harmony. The Holy Ghost seemed 
to abide withus. Ever since Vladik entered this house 
I've heard something like the flutter of wings in the 
air and the light in the 'God's Case' never ceases to 
glow. But, God be my witness, had I only known 
where to find you I would have taken your son to 
you. All this time I was thinking that you were lost- 
maybe driven by the war into another country, may- 
be killed, maybe dead from sickness like many more 
of our good people. 

"I never regarded Vladik as belonging to me, but 
I never told anyone that he was not my own son be- 
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cause I always feared that the Bolsheviks might take 
him away from me. I even avoided going out any 
more thannecessary. This house and this garden were 
our world. There (she pointed to the big stove and 
out into the garden) our workshops, here our living 
quarters and there (pointing to the holy case) our 
church. What else does one need? The outer world 
is much too troublesome nowadays to mingle in it." 

"Was your heart set all this time on keeping 
Vladik?" I asked. 

She reflected a little and then said: "No. Deep in 
my heart I always knew that he was only a blessed 
guest in my house. The streams of our lives met and 
for a while flowed together. Now they must separate - 
and each will go its own way again. TO me i t  will all 
be like the dream of a short summer night. But I 
know that to the end of my days, at the bottom of my 
soul, I will carry an image, equally sacred with those 
in my 'God's Case.' And the tenderness of my love 
for the child will warm my heart and the memory 
of the light in his eyes will brighten my mind." 

After a moment of silence she rose. 
"Allow me now to make a bed for you and to 

leave you. I need rest. Vladik wakes early. A few 
hours more and you'll see him. Good night." 



She walkedaway. But I, lulledby her voiceandlost 
in visions, sat for some time alone. In my dream- 
like state I felt as though I were lifted up and looked 
on the earth from above. And I saw a beautiful pan- 
orama illuminated by a great heavenly glow. In it 
the dark, dense forests and the light open spaces, the 
mountains and the valleys, the large cities and the - 
smallvillages wereall bound together by roads, trod- 
den by people, beasts, machines and bound too by 
waters 011 which boats sailed, slowly moving. Then 
straining my sight, I saw a multitude of lesser motifs, 
each having design of its own but all falling into an 
harmonious whole, which looked like a piece of 
oorgeous tapestry. 
b 

"Why?" I asked myself, "Why don't we look on 
the face of this wonderful fabric? Whv do we have 
to entangle ourselves in the knots and ends of thread 
on the wrong side? Is it  because the ups and downs 
are inevitable in our existence? Is i t  beacuse each 
life is nothing but a thread thrown in the shuttle of 
some Great Weaver, through the warp of destiny, 
weaving day after day, year after year, these poignant 
and beautiful patterns?" 

The vision faded and slowly I came to myself. 
It was very quiet. The room was flooded with the 

glimmering semi-darkness of the northern summer 
night. In the "God's Case" glowed the tiny but per- 



petual flame of the lompodo and in its light the serene 
faces of the saints seemed almost alive. Caught in the 
magic of their gaze my eyes could see nothing else 
and my hand unconsciously moved from my fore- 
head to my waist and from shoulder to shoulder trac- 
ing the sign of the cross over my breast. 

In my childhood I had known how to pray. But, 
as a true Russian would say, many waters had flowed 
by since then, many things were washed away and 
growing up I had forgotten what I had known. This 
time, though, my lips moved of their own accord 
andIsaid,"Thewaysof Providence are unkown to us. 
Be it with me and mine as Thou willest, great God, 
because Thou art the One who knowest all. Only 
help us in our time of misery, as well as in our time 
of joy, to bear our lot with dignity without losing 
the clarity of our vision either in the tears of our 
g ie f  or in the brightness of our happiness." 

Then I looked down and saw a bed made for me, 
along the front wall under the open windows. I took 
off my coat and sank down upon it. A large bag filled 
with newly cut hay served as a mattress and soon I 
became drownedin the fragrance ofthegrasses, dried 
in the sun and brought from the fields and meadows 
into the house. 

Was I sleeping or  was I waking through that night? 
Were those dreams that floated through my drowsy 
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mind, or were they golden clouds that slowly passed 
above me, across the luminous sky, filled with the 
glow of the remote northern light? 

And the Night spoke to me. 
"There are two sides to thy road, lonely traveller. 

The delusive complexity of the one only emphasises 
the simplicity of the other. Contemplate the won- 
drous vista spread out before thee and let not thy 
ear be deafened by the noise of themultitudes. Listen 
to the call of the cuckoo in the woods and the chirp- 
ing of the cricket in the grass. Far goes thy road, 
always before thee. Oh pilgrim! Walk steadily! Sing 
joyously! Fear not, when crossing the fragile bridge 
over fast running water or the precipice! Sing joy- 
ously! " 

"Oh, mamma! Is it a holy day today?" A childish 
voice startled my revery. 

"No dear. Why ?" 
"I see you've laid out a new shirt for me." 
"Yes, I want you to look nice because we have a 

guest in the house." 
"Is he a fine old man like the one who came last 

week?" 
"No dear, he's young but very, very good." 
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Opening my eyes slightly I could see a cunning 
little face peering from behind the bed curtains at 
me. Then came a whisper. 

"Oh! He's asleep! @ick mamma, help me to put 
on my clothes. I want to see him." 

I felt, rather than heard, the woman crossing the 
room noiselessly. Evidently she had already been up 
and about for some time. Lifting my eyelids a little 
more I saw her back bent over the bed. In a moment 
my son appeared beside her. 

He was still a very little boy, scarcely more than a 
baby. But somehow1 didn't yet want to give evidence 
of being awake, wishing, I suppose, to catch unseen 
a further glimpse of their intimate life. So, feigning 
sleep, I quickly closed my eyes. 

"HOW can he sleep, mamma, when the sun is get- 
ting up?'' said the boy. 

"He must have been very tired, Vladik." 
"Did he come late last nipht?" 

0 

"No, he came at twilight, soon after you went to 
bed." 

"Have you askedhim who he isand where he comes 
from?" 

"Yes, we had a long talk while he had his evening 
meal. " 

"Then it must be true. At first I thought I had - 
been dreaming, but now I know that I overheard you. 
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Is it true, what you said?" 
"What did you hear me say, Vladik?" 
"You said: There isyour son! Am I his son?" 
"Yes, Vladik, you are." 
My heart stopped beating and my eyelids closed 

tighter. After a moment of silence the boy said: 
"Well, isn't Daddy coming back?" 

"Oh yes, he is." 
"Then am I to have two fathers? Is this man going 

to live with us?" 
"No Vladik, I suppose he will wantyou to go with 

him." 
"Where to? To another mamma?" 
"Yes, to your real mother, who for more than 

two long has been waiting and longing for you." 
"Willyou go with me?" 
"No, dear, I cannot." 

Feeling that it was too hard for the woman to 
keep the conversation going I pulled myself together 
and sat on the bed, my eyes wide open. She was bend- 
ingover the boy combing his hair. The rosy light ofthe 
rising sun changed the room from the mysterious 
semi-darkness of the last night into joyful freshness 
of the morning. Everything seemed to be smiling. 
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The small mirror on the wall, the glass pitcher filled 
with water on the table and the nickel-faced samo- 
var caught the slanting sun rays and sent forth in all 
directions many bright, moving reflections. The 
quivering lustrous spots gaily played on the ceiling 
and on the walls, stood in little pools, like tremb- 
ling mercury, on the table and on the floor, and on 
my own bed. The air tinkled; and in the midst of 
this rosy light palpitating with silver the woman and 
the child appeared like the living heart of it. 

"May I see my little son now?" I said, and my own 
voice sounded strange to me; it also vibrated in tune 
with the $ory of the morning. 

They both turned to me. The woman in straight- 
eningherselfplaced her hands on the boy's shoulders. 
Theeyesofmy sonflashedupatmeandrestedwonder- 
ingly on my face. I could see in his features traces of 
Vera's. The same form of eyes, nose and mouth, the 
same chin broken in two by a little dimple. But his 
expression, the way he held his head and the whole 
posture of his body reflected the manners of the 
woman with whom he had lived for more than two 
years of his short life. There was aserene poise, some 
faint but !glowing devotional smile radiating from the 
whole of his being which made him look like a little 
messenger from above. I opened my arms; he walked 
into them and hid his face on my bosom. 
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"Won't yougo withme to your mother?" I asked. 
He made an affirmative motion with his head but 

said nothing. It took some time for us to become 
fully acquainted. Later afterasimple breakfast Iasked 
my hostess for leave to depart. 

"How can I ever repay you for the work and the 
trouble you went to for my son?" I asked in bidding 
her good-bye. 

"To wash his little shirt, to cook a bowl of por- 
ridge for him, wasn't so very much work," she re- 
plied. "If only by taking upon ourselves that little 
trouble we could gain such happiness on this earth, 
life would be much too easy for us. I had my joy as 
payment for the little care I took of him. So be God's 
and my blessing with both of you." 

She herself opened the door to let us out and 
stood in the frame of it until we reached the station. 
Vladik, walking handin hand withme, turned several 
times to take one more look at her. 

"If Daddy were home," he pensively remarked, 
"I don't believe he'd let me go. Aren't you afraid 
that she'll cry, after we are gone?" His little mind 
sensed already the pain that the human heart goes 
through in living. 
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A t  the station, after looking at the train schedule, - 
we went to the telegraph office and sent a wire to 
Vera saying: Vladik and I arrive at such and such a 
time. Meet us at the station. 

The reunion of the three of us was a piercing flash 
of happiness which is beyond words to tell. 

Late into the quietness of that night I talked to 
my wife describing my strange experience. 

"Will we ever be able to establish a relationship 
with our son as close as he had with that woman?" 
said Vera. "Don't you think that the memory of her 
will always guide him through the rest of his life?" 

"It probably will," I replied, "but what of i t?  
Aren't we happy? Isn't the land we live in just as 
bewildering as a fairy land? And we ourselves, aren't - 
we the poor travelling jugglers?" 

"I guess we are," Vera smiled back at me, and for 
the first time in more than two years we went to 
sleep fully happy. 



Krasavka 
>>-<< 



In the depth of the heart 
There is man,v a song 
Yet unsung. 

In the swqttflight of thought 
There is many a word 
Still untold. 



Prologue 
>>-<< 

"TRUE FRIENDS ARE PROVED IN TIME OF AD- 
versity," the old proverb says, and I believe it is right, 
becauselovers, familiesand friends always cling more 
closely to each other when passing through a storm, 
and days of common grief and anxiety bind people 
together more firmly than days of prosperity. 

My memory holds many a picture out of the past 
when, saddenedandalmostcrushed by circumstance, 
I was helped over my difficulties not only by the 
sympathy of my family and my friends but also by 
the kindness I saw sometimes in the eyes of animals. 
And that mute understanding of dumb creatures al- 
ways touched me so deeply that I was able to gather 
my strength and go on. 

The three most difficult years ofmy life weremade 
a little easier by the presence in our midst of such a 
dumb creature, and I want to dedicate this story to 
her: my sweet, never-to-be-forgotten friend Kra- 
savka. 
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You may think I am going to tell you a story about 
one of the house pets: a cat or a dog. But you are 
greatly mistaken. Much help one could get from a 
hungry dog or a hungry cat in the days of the revolu- 
tion when most people wondered where they would 
get the next bite of food for their own wretched 
selves. 

Then the horse, so oftenglorified, may come next 
to your mind. But again you are mistaken for it was 
not a horse. It was an animal whose virtues are rarely 
mentioned in literature and whose image in a fine 
painting makes people in the United States turn their 
heads away and say: "This is a well painted landscape, 
but who wants a picture of a cow on the wall of the 
drawing room?" 

There you have it. It was a cow! And just because 
so little attention has been paid to the goodness of 
the cow1 amgoing to tell my story so that the beauty, 
the a lac id kindness, the good nature as well as the 
great usefulness of my dear friend Krasavka stand re- 
vealed to take in your imagination a place at least 
equal to that held by the horse, the dog or the cat. 



One 
>>-<< 

THE WINTER OF THE YEAR r 920 WAS ONE OF 
the hardest in the history of the Russian Revolution. 
All at once everything seemed to reach its lowest ebb 
and people lived in an atmosphere of rapid deterio- 
ration without means to prevent it. 

Houses, unrepaired for along time, began to crum- 
ble: one could see here a fallen-in roof, there broken 
windows patched with card board or  stuffed with 
rags and still farther would be a dilapidated house 
leaning to one side on its caved-infoundations. 

The big fieldsaround the city wherecoal and wood 
had been stored were now as clean as race tracks, 
without even a chip to remind one of their former 
use. Storehouses of clothing and food were just as 
empty and bore no evidence of what they had been. 

~uklandsu~pliesofve~etablesstillwereobtainable 

in the countryside but communications betweencity 
andcountry wereso disruptedthatonegoinginsearch 
of provisions to a village some thirty or forty miles 
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distant ran the risk of unexpected delays or perhaps 
fo never returning. Either the tracks were buried 
under the snow, or the locomotives broken or there 
was no fuel for the engines. 

The ardent citizens of the new, free Russia were 
now to be seen going about poorly clothed, half- 
frozen, hungry and very much depressed. 

The first two years ofthe Revolutionthey hadspent 
in a rather intoxicated state of mind. Feeling at the 
moment the importance of breaking down the old 
order and building up the new, they willingly and 
gladly gave up for a while the then so-called "petty 
bourgeois" worries about bread and butter. What 
difference did it make what one ate or where one 
slept to those who were called upon to help estab- 
lish the New Regime for the nation that in the future 
should stand as an example of "free brotherly union" 
to the rest of the World? 

So, for the first year or two the enthusiastic mem- 
bers of thel'Free Brotherly Union," eager to hear the 
speeches of their leaders and to present their own 
innumerable ideas for making the Revolution a suc- 
cess, rushed frommeeting to meeting, devoting their 
time and their e n e r g  to the great problems of the 
state, leaving the petty questions of everyday life in 
the lap of the gods. 

But, as they flippantly denieddivinepower,itseem- 
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ed that God, whosooften before had helped the faith- 
ful folk of the old Russia, now turned His face away 
from their imprudence and let everything go astray. 

The skies which had been so near in their loving 
intimacy to the Russian people before, rose now to 
an imn~easurable distance and gave way to the sun, 
which scorched the ground aln~ost to ashes in sum- 
mer, and to the winds, that seemed to freeze the 
whole world to death in winter. 

For two successive years the weather was unfavor- 
able and the crops poor. Domestic animals were 
attacked by malignant diseases. And by 1 9 2 0  the 
econon~ic situationofthe wholecountry had reached 
a very pitiful state. Old reserves, public as well as 
private, were consumed and to obtain any object of 
even the first necessity became a problem very dif- 
ficult tosolve. Added tothis, anunusually cold winter 
overtook the already exhau~tedpeo~le  and unmerci- 
fully tortured themby frost, darkness, and, aboveall, 
by hunger. 

I, with my little daughter Eya then lived in a place 
called, The Pine Grove of Vasilievo, some twenty 
milesout of the city of KazanalongtheKazanMoslcow 
railroad. 
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Before the Revolution the pine grove belonged to 
an association of prominent people in the town, who 
made it their summer home. 

The whole reserve, except the areas designated 
for parks and play-grounds, was divided into plots of 
several acres each, which one could rent on a ninety- 
nine year lease, provided that one subscribed to the 
list of rules which the association required of all 
members. 

The place, situated in a dense wood only a mile 
from the shore of the Volga river, was very charm- 
ing. Tall pine trees, straight as candles, surrounded 
the open fields and concealed houses, flower- gardens 
andlawns, one from theother. Membersof the group 
could live there ingreat privacy yet assemble, if they 
wished, at the library, the amateur theater, tennis- 
court, croquet ground and the' yacht club of the 
association. 

In the fall nearly everyone returned to the city, 
leaving caretakers and perhaps a few individuals, who 
under the excuse of writing books, painting winter 
landscapes or  making studies and discoveries of some 
sort, preferred to break away from their families and 
stay over the winterin thesolitude ofThe Pine Grove. 

Just a year before the outbreak of the Revolution, 
feeling an incessant longing for a refuge from the 
trials of city life, I rented a   lot in The Pine Grove 
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and we built a house fully equippednot only for sum- 
mer but also for winter use. Late in the fall my little 
daughter, myself and a few servants moved to the 
seclusion of the forest. 

My friends and my husband, who decided to re- 
main in the city, laughed at my new notion and pro- 
phesied that before long I would be back in Kazan, 
leaving my beautiful country house to the owls and 
the squirrels. 

But things turned out differently. Early the fol- 
lowing spring the first Revolution broke outand after 
that changes of all kinds came so rapidly that neither 
could I nor did I wish to leave my peaceful refuge. 
Indeed I never again lived away from The Pine Grove 
until we left for America. And the more the revolu- 
tionary spirit took possession of the people, the less 
desirable grew the conditions of life in the city and 
the more I realized the blessing of my hermitage in 
the forest. 

Our summer association did not exist for long 
under the pressure of the new order. Most of the 
group either had to leave Russia, or were under such 
strict surveillance that the idea of having a summer 
resort had to be givenup as a "super-bourgeois habit." 

On the other hand those of us who made our per- 
manent home inThe Pine Grove were disturbedvery 
little by the frequent changes of government. City 
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authorities were much too preoccupied with affairs 
right in the town and could not give their immediate 
attention to places as remote as ours. 

A t  the same time peasants, who lived in the "Big 
Village of Vasilievo" on the bank of the Volga river, 
at their meeting considered adding us to their com- - 
munity, but then decided that it  was better not to 
involve themselves with "city folks stuck in the wil- 
derness," as they called us, and to leave us alone until 
orders from the Central Government came. So, for 
the first few years of the Revolution we were left 
to ourselves. 

Of course like everyone else we lost everything 
entrusted to the city banks, and like everybody else 
we were deserted bv our servants. But the few acres 
of land and our houses were still left us and we soon 
learned to manage our households. 

The plot of land I had was ona hill side. The house, 
with a flower garden in front and a thicket of rasp- 
berry and currant bushes in the rear, stood on the 
top of the hill. The pineclad slope extended from 
it to the swift-running brook, which edged the lower 
boundary of my grounds. 

We turned most of the flower garden into a vege- 
table patch, placed several beehives in the raspberry 
beds and cleared the grounds along the brook for a 
cabbage and potato field. The work was by no means 



easy. Our efforts, with the little experience we had 
in farming, to raise good crops against unfavorable 
weather were sometimes so pathetic that now I do 
not like to recall them. But I do like to remember 
the feeling of triumph which used to take hold of 
me in those days whenever I did succeed by my own 
striving in wresting anything from the earth. 

Little by little we learned to produce most of the 
food we needed by our own hands. And such things 
as we could not raise or  make we could sometimes 
obtain from the so called speculants, peasants who 
carried on the sale or  exchange of goods, regardless 
of the fact that such traffic was at that time unlawful. 
I made the acquaintance of one such speculant in the 
"Village of Vasilievo" and with his help pulled my- 
self and mine scantily but safely through the chaos 
that reigned in Russia in those years. 

Time flowed on. Month after month passed in the 
endless struggle of keeping ourselves alive. A great 
many things we learned to do with our own hands, 
but still every day brought something new, which 
we didnot yet know how to do. And the New Year of 
1920 greeted us with a whole pack of problems pro- 
misingto bringothers, as soonas these were solved. 
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We wasted no time celebrating the holiday but 
set ourselves to unriddling the new puzzles. The 
greatest need confronting me at that time was the 
problem of where and how to get fresh milk. Liv- 
ing close to the village it had not been difficult in 
previous years. But by now so many cows had been 
slaughtered and others had died from disease, that 
dairy producehad becomescarceevenin thecountry. 
First we had to give up cream. Neither my daughter 
nor I grieved very much about it, but my husband, - 
who still lived in the city and visited us only oc- 
casionally, usually on week-ends, expected always to 
find at my "Country Seat" a perfect paradise with no 
lack of anything. Proud of my place and of myself 
I tried my best not to disillusion him, but the day 
came when I served him cabbage soup and he asked: 

"And how about the sour cream?" 
"There's no cream today," I replied meekly., 
"Why? Couldn't you get any ?" he asked with sur- 

prise. 
"No, I could not," I answered, feeling my voice 

rise. 
"Too bad!" he sighed, sadly looking into the void. 
"Too bad!" I retorted almost shoutinp. 

0 

By the next meal the scene seemed to have slipped 
enti;ely out of his memory and at the sight of the 
cabbage soup without sour cream he began the whole 



story over again. His next visit was a repetition of 
this. The same sad query: "Is there no cream?" 

The burden of his plaint became so tiresome that 
on those days when I expected him, I would spend 
the entire morning going from house to house in the 
village trying to buy a little cream, offering almost 
any price for it if only I would be spared his sighs 
and his questions. 

On one such excursion I knocked at a window of 
a peasant hut where I knew the woman. But a heavy 
face witharedbushy beardappearedbehind the pane. 
Opening it a little the man thrust out his beard and 
mockingly asked: 'Well, my beauty! What need 
brought you out this cold morning?" 

I explained my errand. 
"Ho, ho!" he laughed with a wild twinkle in his 

eye, "isn't that funny! In the old days you used to 
drink cream and we had to be satisfied with skimmed 
milk. All of a sudden times change, and now my 
lady WE drink the cream and you can have a little 
skimmed milk. Would you like a pitcher full?" 

Unable to say a word I turned around and started 
for home. His wife, who was a simple religious soul, 
caught up with me before I had gone more than a 
little distance. 

"Lady, my sweet-heart," she wailed, placing her 
hand on my shoulder, "don't take it as a personal 
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offense. Nowadays from dawn to dawn we hear no- 
thing but carousing men. They mock the lords of 
the earth, they mock God in the Heavens. The devil 
seems to be the only suitable company for them and 
between them they turn our lives into a hell. Oh, 
Holy @een of Heaven!" she sighed, "save and pro- - 
tect'us from evil." 

- 

"It's all right, Marina," I told her, "we'll manage 
one way or  another. " 

"Of course you'll manage," she brightened up. 
"Don't I know how clever you learned folk are? You 
don't need cows; you'll mix this and that and cream 
will come out of nothing." 

"No." said I. amused by her remark."we don't 
know how to make cream by mixing this and that 
or  out of nothing, but I simply will not be bothered 
any more with it. We can live without it, can't we?" 

"Sure enough one can live without cream," she 
agreed and we parted in a friendly spirit. 

At home many things were waiting for my atten- 
tion and soon I had forgotten my unpleasant experi- 
ence of that morning. But by evening, after working 
hard all day and constantly listening for the train 
that should bring my husband from the city I grew 
very tired. He finally arrived and seating himself at 
the'table for his supper after the usual not 

knowing about my adventure he jokingly asked: 



"Well, and have you got any sour cream for my soup 
this time?" 

His joke struck right at my weakspot. Thespiteful 
red-beardedface arose before my eyes and it seemed 
to me that my husband had something in common 
with it. 

"Nowadays we hear nothing but carousing men 
who mock at everything." Marina's words passed 
through my mind. And abruptly jumping to my feet 
I let my chair fall and ran to my bedroom. There 
burying my head in the pillows.1 broke into sobs. 
My little daughter came several times, petted me on 
the shoulder and tried to console me. 

"Oh,don'tcry ! "shesaid "don'tcry,dear! Iscolded 
him; and he really isn't angry, he says," she whisper- 
ed, "'damned be that cream-after all I don't want 
it,'-see? He isn't angry!" 

The child was sweet but I couldn't pull myself 
together and kept weeping. At last he, the cause of 
it all, entered the room, paced up and down for a 
while then stopping by my bed said: "I'm sorry! I 
really never realized how hard it must be for you to 
keep things going. After the hectic life in the city, 
everything here seems so orderly, so easy that I for- 
get about the hardship of the times. Eya tells me that 
it's very difficult for you to keep things going." 

My tears dried as the fire of rage caught at my 



throat. "Yes!" I shouted, sitting up, "a child of five 
has to explain to a man about the difficulties of life 
nowadays! Are you blind? Or are you just dumb? I 
bet like Marina you think that I can make cream out 
of nothing!" 

"Now mamma!" Eya ran up trying to pacify me, 
"please, don't talk about cream anymore! Warm 
water tastes just as good to me! " 

"Warm water?" I frantically cried, "you want me 
to raise my only child on warm water! Is that what 
you want me to do?" 

"But what can be done about it?" he said and made 
a hopeless gesture with his hands. 

"What can be done?" I aped his gesture, "cream 
and milk don't come out ofnothing? They come out 
of a cow. The thing to do then is to get a cow!" 

The last words were so unexpected that even I 
myself sat for a long time surprised at the very idea. 
My husband stood blinking his eyes and repeating: 
"A cow! A cow! But what are you going to do with 
a cow?" 

"Milk it! Isn't that what people usually do with 
acow!" 

"But there is a certain amount of care that the 
animal requires-one can't just keep on milking it." 

"Well do you think I could never learn how to 
take care of a cow? Do you think I'm stupid and 
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not capable of learning what every peasant woman 
knows?" 

"I don't think you stupid; you may learn how, 
but you may not be strong enough to do it." 

"Leave that worry to me and doyour part. When 
you go back to town try to raise enough money to 
buy a cow." 

"Good heavens!" he began to shout now, "where 
can I raise that much money? A cow nowadays costs 
more than the largest of the palaces. You may just as 
well order me to raise enough money to buy the 
whole city of Kazan for you." 

"I don't want your city of Kazan, you can keep it 
for yourself," I retorted, growing more and more 
certain of the reasonableness of my idea, "I'm not 
ordering you to do anything. If you don't want to 
helpme just leave mealone. After all it  was because of 
you wailingfor cream that this whole troublestarted." 

"Dear me!" he grumbled nervously turning now 
here, now there, "first she wanted a house in the 
country, now she wants a cow! What next? And 
where do you think you'll find that cow-as far as I 
know there aren't any for sale." 

"Leave that to me!" I said decisively and as my 
good humor was restored I pulled Eya towards me. 
She, all radiant at the thought of a new adventure, 
climbed upon my knees and kissing me all over 
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chirped: "Oh my mamma! Oh my darling! I'll help 
you! When summer comes I'll pull the best, the 
greenest grass in the fields to feed our little cow and 
I'll bring lots of cool fresh water from the stream 
for her to drink when she's at home. But still more 
I'd love to sit all day long in a meadow, the way 
shepherds do, watching her pasturing, and how I'd 
love to lead her home in the evenings so that we 
can all have plenty of fresh milk." 

"Yes, we'll all have plenty of fresh milk if only 
that little cow of yours won't set you both on the 
end of her horns," scornfully added my husband. 
But his eyes gazing at us told a different story and I 
knew that he somehow would find enough money 
to buy a cow. 

All thatnightIcouldnotsleepvery well. Thoughts, 
like big drones, flew buzzing round and round my 
head and I was unable to chase them away. The pros- 
pect ofpurchasing a cow excited me as though I were 
expecting the arrival of a new member of the family. 
In my mind I ~ r e ~ a r e d  everything for her comfort. 
And by the morningIfelt1 knewmuchmore thanany- 
one has ever known about how to receive and treat a 
cow. I grew very impatient to carry out my plans. 
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"If he goes to town for money," I said to myself 
thinking of my husband, "he may not come back for 
weeks or  even months. Things are complicated now- 
adays and he doesn't like to hurry anyway! But I?  
How can I wait with folded hands?" 

As I certainly could not do that, I decided that 
the very minute he should leave I would go to the .. 
village to see my friends among the peasants and con- 
sult them in thematter. MavbeIcould borrowmonev 
right here and the whole thing could be arranged 
in a day or  two. That was the way I liked business 
to be done. 

My husband left for the city and Eya and myself, 
after bundling ourselves in furs, for it  was very cold 
outside, went to "The Big Village of Vasilievo." 

There was a peasant named Anton, who for years 
had been an elder of the church and when contribu- 
tions were needed he used to come to us for help. 
Although we seldom went to church, I never could 
refuse his pleas and that made a bond of friendship 
between us. First of all we went to see him. 

Antonand his wife cordially greeted us at the door. 
It was Sunday and their house glowed with cleanli- 
ness. Fresh straw floor-mats glittered, reflecting the 
sun. White curtains seemed to breathe slightly mov- 
ingover thegeraniums blossomingin pots onwindow 
sills. The whole atmosphere was so warm, and the 
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freshly baked bread smelt so good that on entering i t  
from ;he windy outside one f& softened and joyous. 

"We came to the right place," I said to myself 
and stepped over the threshold. Upon being invited 
in we crossed the room to a bench. 

"Won't you kindly partake of our humble meal?" 
offered the wife. 

The boilingsamovar cheerfully zuinmed, the fresh 
rye buns gave off such an appetizing fragrance that 
it  was impossible to refuse. Laying aside our furs 
we seated ourselves at the table. 

Anton moving and talking slowly with ceremo- 
nious dignity assumed by elders of the church, asked 
about our health, about the general state of our af- 

- 

fairs and about our prospects. 
"I came to ask for your advice Anton," I told him 

and laid before him my plans. 
"Your task is going to be a difficult one, my lady," 

he said shaking his head. "But of course all things 
are possible. If one desires a thing hard enough, it  
is always bound to come. I can'thelp YOU withmoney, 
for I have none, but I can make inquiries about the 
cow. Somewhere there may be a good one for sale. 
Then, if you wish I'll take you to see it and if the 
deal goes through I'll help you bring your purchase 
home. Now, you secure the money and I'll try to 
find the cow. How does that suit you?" 



"It suits me perfectly," I replied, "how much 
money do you think we'll need?" 

"Well," he reflected a moment, "not less than ten 
million rubles. You see Aunt Martha sold her cow a 
month ago for five. All prices have doubled since 
then, so you must have at least ten on hand. Isn't 
i t  ridiculous! Ten million rubles for a cow! Believe 
i t  or not but that will be the price!" 

"Believe it or not, I think I'll get the money," I 
laughedandfeeling that halfofmy problem wasnearly 
solved I hurried away in search of the money. 

As I walked along the broad snowy streets, hold- 
ing Eya by the hand, several passersby greeted us, 
saying: 

"And where does the little fairy lead her step 
today ?" 

My daughter was very popular in the village and 
always was called by all kinds of nick-names. 

"Where are we going mamma?" she asked. 
Yes, where werewe going ?I had tosee my acquain- 

tance the Speculant, for he was the person through 
whose hands money poured like water in those days. 
But was it properto take Eya there?His house had the 
reputation of a drinking and gambling den. 
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"Would you like to stop and see Aunt Martha, 
while I go to attend to some business?" I asked the 
child. 

"Yes," she nodded, "I like Aunt Martha." 
Widow Martha lost her three sons in the war and 

now lived all by herself in a little hut on the edge of 
the village. We knocked at her door. 

"Pray come in!" her voice called from the inside, 
so we entered. The room, almost severe in its sim- 
plicity, looked like the cell of a nun. Two slender - 
home-made waxencandles werelit before the images 
ofthe saints, incelebration of Sunday and old Martha, 
very erect, with spectacles on her nose, was sitting 
at the window reading a prayer-book. She glanced 
over her spectacles, hurriedly put aside her book and - . - 
removing her glasses, rose. Her wrinkled counten- 
ance broke into a radiant smile as she moved toward 
us. Being very fond of my daughter she exclaimed, 
"For God's sake !Whom do I see? The little Princess 
from the Pine Grove come to see me! Welcome! 
Welcome!" And she bent over Eya, trying to un- 
button her wraps. 

"Martha," I said, "I have to go and see Philip 'The 
Speculant,' do you thinkit is right to take Eya there?" 

"Good Lord, no!" She clapped her hands. "An in- 
nocent child should never visit 'Philka The Rat' and 
if I were you, I wouldn't cross his threshold either." 



"Now, Martha!" I protested, "many times he's 
been good to me and right now I have great need of 
him." 

"All right! all right, go then and God be with you! 
But leave the little one here. She can play with the 
lambs. See, what I have?" She pointed toward the 
corner. On a straw mat two young white lambs were 
curled up in a fluffy ball and sweetly dozed muzzle 
to muzzle. 

"Oh mamma! May I stay here!" Eya pleaded. 
"They were born only a few days ago. It's cold 

outside! I had to bring them into the house." Martha 
was saying tenderly gazing at the lambs. 

"Well, I'm going then," and I started towards the 
door. 

"Yes, do go! I'll have tea ready andwe'll chat when 
you come back." 

Philka, nicknamed 'The Rat,' lived at the other 
end of the village. As I approached his house, I saw 
at his gate a horse harnessed to a sledge and my heart 
sank down. 

"He has visitors even in the day time," I thought 
"and now I won't have a chance to speak to him." 

Nevertheless, I hastenedandreached his yard com- 
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pletely out of breath. Frosty air clung to my nostrils 
and my heavy coat, wrapping itself about my legs, 
hampered my steps. 

Philka, a huge man of the type of pirate or bandit 
one sees in children's books, was in the yard. 

"What has happened?" he asked in a harsh drunk- 
ard's voice looking at me inquiringly. 

"Nothing! Oh nothing!" I stammered, "only I 
thought you had visitors, for there's a horse a t  the 
the gate ! " 

"And what if I had visitors? Are you afraid of 
them? Besides, that's my own horse. Go in, I pre- . 

sume you have some business for me?" 
"Yes! Yes! I have something to ask of you!" 
"Oh! Go into the house and rest a while," he 

said, annoyed with my stammering. "Wife and chil- 
dren are there and I'll be with you in a moment." 

I went in. A spacious room dikded by a partition 
presented an entirely different effect from that of 
the house of Anton or Martha. Evidences of newly 
acquired prosperity stared at one from every side. 
The corner given over to the pictures of Saints was 
richly decorated with paper flowers of all shapes and 
colors. Right next it hung a portrait of Karl Marx, 
evidently cut out of a magazine and pasted on the 
wall; then there was a large mirror with a crooked 
glass in a fancy gilded frame and many other things 
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over-loaded the walls, usually so beautifulin thebare- 
ness of pine logs, that the whole room appeared like 
the booth of a clown at the fair. 

For an instant I closed my eyes. A girl about ten 
took my hand and led me to a chair. 

"Would you like a glass of water?" she asked and 
the sound of her voice brought me back to myself. 

"How do you do!" I hastened to say. 
"Good day! " she smiled at me. 
The child was pretty, but like her surroundings 

she was over decorated. The top of her curly head 
was embellished by a huge red bow, a pair of earrings 
flopped down from her little ears, jingling and spark- 
ling at her every motion and a double row of cheap 
beads, the kind one hangs on the Christmas tree, 
completed the frame out of which her face seemed 
to laugh and to cry at the same time. 

"The head of a little gypsy," I thought. 
Her nondescript clothes were neitherof thepeas- 

antry nor of the city folk, but a queer mixture of 
both. 

"Mother will be in presently," she announced, in 
the manner of a badly trained waitress. 

"I'll wait," I said and began again to examine the 
room. The most prominent part of the floor was 
occupied by a large overstuffed armchair, obviously 
a remnant of, bourgeois furnishings which Philka 
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probably got in exchange for provisions or liquor. 
It stood in the middle of the room like a throne. 
More chairs, tables, and an old gramophone with a 
nickel-plated horn. This and that, every piece telling 
a sad story of someone's struggle for life, and of 
Philka's skill in both delivering pohibited mer- 
chandise and getting away with anything he could 
lay his hands on by way of payment. 

At length from behind the partition came the 
hostess with a small boy clinging to her skirt. In con- 
trast to all that I saw there, she bore an air of melan- 
choly weariness. Greeting me with a silent bow she 
passed to the cupboard, opened it and gave some- 
thing to the boy, who swiftly turned and ran back. 

"He's small and shy," the woman gloomily apol- 
ogized. 

"Then he isn't like his sister?" I asked, trying to 
start the conversation. 

"No, no he isn't. That one is bold. She likes herfa- 
ther's business and enjoys helping him. But the boy is 
timid, he mostly stayswithme behind the partition." 

A sound of heavy steps was heard. Approaching 
from the outside and noisily banging the door, in 
came Philka. He threw his hat and sheep-skin coat 
on a chest, ran his big fingers through the thicket of 
his hair and caressing his belly ordered: "Brew! quick 
get me some brew!" 



Thegirl hastened to carry out his order but thewo- 
man, glancing at him disapprovingly, slowly march- 
ed to a window and throughout my visit stood there 
pretending to watch the street. ~ h k  listened though, 
to our conversation and now and then made a sharp 
remark. 

"A-a it's cold!" Philka rubbed his hands, "wind 
like a razor slashes the skin to pieces." 

"It won't hurtyour hide," the woman grumbled. 
"Amphissa! you keep quiet. The lady came on 

business and we're going to have a good talk, you 
may listen, but don't you interrupt us," and he sank 
into the "throne. " 

The girl brought a large earthen jug, placed it 
on a table and after getting two glasses on a tray was 
ready to fill them with the contents from the jug 
when Philka stopped her. 

"No, move thk table here, I want to treat my 
guest with my own hand." 

The girl obeyed. 
"Take your coat off and come here!" He turned 

to me. "Drinking before an important conversation - 
is like greasing a cart before going on a long trip,- 
it keeps the wheels rolling. " 

"I don't drink," I protested. 
"Nonsense!" he yelled, "anyone who wants to 

deal with Philka has to drink first, such is my habit. 



It won't poison you! Come here, I tell you!" 
I took off my coat and seated myselfoppbsite him. 
"Well! Well!" he kept saying, pouring the brew 

and smacking his lips. "It's a great life ! Drink this and 
it'll seem to you still greater! Then we'll talk bus- 
iness." 

The dark, sparkling liquid foamed in the glasses. 
I took a taste. It was good. But after the first swallow 
my head grew light, a gay ringing filled my ears and 
all the doubts that troubled my mind before, now 
melted away. I was quite ready to speak business to 
Philka the Rat, the wheels of my cart were well 
greased. 

"Now, what did you run short of?" Philka asked, 
wiping his whiskers with the sleeve of his shirt and 
pouring himself another glass. "Flour? Meat? Sugar? 
Anything your Excellency wishes! Philka is at your 
service! " 

"No Philip," I shook my head, "I have enough 
flour, neithe; do I need meat, but 1'm short of money 
this time. " 

"Bah!" he made a face of great surprise, "I thought 
you were manufacturing the damned creditcas right 
at home, in that blessed Pine Grove of yours. How 
is i t  that you happened to be short of it?" 

"Well, you see," I made a face too, trying to keep 
in tune with him, "I need a large sum in a hurry and 



have no time to spare manufacturing it myself." 
"That's bad! That's very bad !"he wagged his head, 

"let's see, how much do you need?" 
"Ten million rubles!" I threw in one breath. 
"Phew!" he gave a long whistle, "is that all? And 

may I ask your Excellency what you're going to do 
with i t?  You know, money isn't much in favour, 
these days? If you're minded to put it  under your 
pillow for safe keeping, you'll be sorry, for in a 
couple of months a new pattern of bills may be put 
in circulation and yours will be worth nothing." 

"No," I pleaded, "if you get me the money I'll 
not put it  under my pillow, 1'11 spend it right away 
in one big gulp. " 

"How?" His eyes shone with curiosity. 
''I'm going to buy something very interesting." 
"There aren't very many interesting things on sale 

nowadays, my lady," he shook his head again, "but 
enough fooling, tell me what have you in mind to 
buy ?" 

"A cow! A live, healthy, well behaved cow!" I 
stated. 

For a time he looked at me as though not knowing 
if he should take me seriously. Then flinging himself 
back on his "throne," he began to laugh. 

"Listen to her! Just listen to her! Amphissa!" he 
called to his wife, "have you heard that? She wants 

>> 9 I << 



to buy a healthy, well behaved cow! Ha! Ha! Ha!" 
"what is theie so funny about it?" Amphissa came 

out of her melancholy, "maybe she likes milk more 
than you like your brew, besides the lady has a child," 
and she gave me an understanding, sympathetic 
glance. 

"Yes, Philip," I continued encouraged by her 
expression, "I have a child, and we like milk better 
than you do your brew, and there's no risk for you in 
lending me the money because you know I'll return - 
it, with interest too, and if I fail, you can take my 
cow and slaughter it. Meat is growing every day 
more and more expensive, so you'll suffer no loss, 
and altogether it's a splendid proposition." 

"Good investment, all right," Am~hissa nodded, - 
"if his head weren't swimming in brew all the time 
he'd probably catch on to your reasoning, but as it 
is now, reasoning doesn't reach his thick brain." 

"Oh, hell!" Philka jumped to his feet, "it's bad 
enough to have one femaleio pick at you all the time 
but when two of them get on the job there's no es- 
caping,-they most certainly will pickone to death! " 

"Look at him!" Amphissa grew more and more 
excited, "just look! Ain't he dying? His little hands 
are worn to the bone from hard work and his belly 
sticks out, swelledfrom too much worrying, Iguess, 
about his family! " 



For an instant Philka looked at her with scorn, 
then turned away, sat back in his chair and grinned. 

"The old woman doesn't approve of my business! 
She's acid because her friends, hypocritical old fe- 
males like herself, don't come here anymore to 
make a 'mortuary' out of my house." 

"Indeeda 'merry-go-round' ~uits~oubetter.  There 
we have it all arounzus," she spread her hands, "and 
it costs you plenty to keep it going." 

"Last night," Philka winked his eye to me, "I lost 
a little money in gambling, now she's trying to eat 
me alive." 

"A little!" Amphissa flamed, "indeed a little! it's 
called a little ifyou lose it, but i t  seems a lot if some- 
body else asks for it. He gambled away almost as 
much as you're asking now for your cow," she said 
to me and again gave an encouraging glance. 

"You see Philip," I at last had a chance to put my 
word in, "what is ten million rubles to you? Today 
you may have it, tomorrow it may be gone? You 
had better give it to me. Really it's a good invest- 
ment and there isn't the slightest risk of your losing 
the money. " 

"Well," he scratched his head, "a live animal is 
alive, but many of them die, you know, and then 
what?" 

"Don't you trust me to take good care of it?" 



"That's just it!" he said, "you may try so hard, 
that it'll die in your good care." 

"Oh, Lord!" Amphissa waved her hand, "will you 
stop braying. We'll pray God that the cow survives." 

"Pray God! Pray God!" Philka imitated her, this 
time ina good natured way, "all you women know is 
to Drav God and mav I be damned if that dear God 
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of yours does not help you, only he uses our men's 
hands to do it." 

He laughed, reflected a time, then poured another 
glass of brew and drinking it said at intervals: "Very 
well! I'll get you the money. You may return it  - .  
when convenient. I won't charge you any interest 
either. 011 one condition," he placed the empty glass 
down, "if you let me watch you, the first time you 
milk the cow! That'll be a sight worthy of Philka's 
admiration! Just think! Her excellency! The grand 
lady! With her own white hands milking a cow, ha! 
ha! ha! Have youever beennearacow? Have youever 
smelta cow?Well, watchoutit may knock youdown 
acouple oftimes before you evenstart milking." 

"Never mind him," Amphissa sighed, "he's just 
silly on drink! Everything will be all right. God 
helps the needy, only don't forget my little boy when 
you have the cow. He likes milk too, but his father 
wants to raise him on brew!" 

''I'll try not to," I answered and feeling that my 



visit was over, rose to my feet and started to put my 
coat on, "When can I expect the money Philip?" 

"Tomorrow morningbefore nine o'clock-you'll 
have it," he said escorting me to the door, "wait, I'll 
take you home in my sledge, the horse is still har- 
nessed and stands at the gate." 

"But I'm not going home," I said. 
"That makes no difference, I'll take you wherever 

you're going. O r  are you ashamed to be seen driv- 
ing with Philka the Rat?" 

"No," I said, "why should I ?" 
"That's right! why should you?" and he put on 

his coat, his hat and his enormous gloves. 
"Good day," I said to Amphissa. 
"Good luck!" she returned and the ex~ression of 

her face grew sad and melancholy again. 

I was not riding, I was floating along the streets, 
as Philka drove me in his sledge to Aunt Martha's. 
The successful ending of my visit and the swallow 
of beer I had had at his house, made me feel as light 
as a feather, as though drifting through the air from 
one charming place to another. 

Martha apparently saw us coming and met me at 
the gate. 

"Will be at your place tomorrow before nine!" 



Philka yelled at the top of his voice, as he turned his 
horse and galloped gayly away. 

"Jesus Christ! What a scoundrel!" Martha pulled 
me by the sleeve. "You should be careful in dealing 
with $uch a rascal. He's a bad one and might get yo; 
into trouble." 

"Not this time! Not this time ! Dear Aunt Martha! " 
"Hush!" she said, "lets' be quiet, I want you to 

see what's going on in the house." 
Walking on tip toe, carefully opening the door 

just a little we went one after the other through the 
slightly open door into the house. 

The sun, on its low short course of the Russian 
winter, reached Martha's window andsent its warm 
rays into the middle of the room, leaving both sides 
in blue shadow. 

The two baby lambs, very much alert now, faced 
each other from opposite walls, the shaft of light 
glowing on the center of the floor between them. 
They were prancing theway racehorses do before the 
race begins. Then, as though by an invisible signal, 
both started to trot towards eachother, holding their 
bodies sideways andrythmically beating the planks of 
the floor with their little still soft hoofs. On reaching 
the sunlight they made a short pause, getting ready 
to strike with their buddinp horns. and rushed at 
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one another, muzzle to muzzle, forehead to fore- 



head. The touch on the magical spot sent them both 
highinto the air; then, once on the floor, still hold- 
ing brow to brow, they began to dance, round and 
round. 

The rays of the sun played in their white woolly 
pelts and seemed to break into a mass of tiny rain- 
bows, interlacing and shining at their motion, like 
a fine netting of all colours. 

After a number of bouts the lambs stopped their 
dancing, merrily looked at one another and leaping 
backwards, retreated to the walls. Amoment ofrest, 
then the play started over again. 

My daughter sat on a low stool propping her head 
with both her hands-elbows on her knees, com- 
pletely absorbed in the game. She did not even notice 
our entrance. 

We, too, stood silent and enchanted until a sud- 
den cloud obscured the face of the sun and the limpid 
joy was gone. 

"Oh, Moussia!" Eya finally saw me. Jumping to 
her feet she threw herself into my arms. And my 
hand trembled when I passed i t  over her hair-life 
seemed strange to me at that moment. 

"Now, let's have our tea!" said Martha and went 
to the stove. Soon all three of us were quietly con- 
versing with cups of tea in our hands. The lambs lay 
back on their straw, dozing. 
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1 told Martha about my plans and how well they 
seemed to be progressing. She did not say much, but 
after tea was over went out, saying that she had to 
go to the storeroom and soon returned with a blue 
bowl in her hand. 

"This," she said, "was filled~ithcaramelsand~iven 
me by a lady years ago on Easter Sunday. There was 
enough candy in it to feed the whole village. The 
children had a great feast that year. But I never could 
bring myself to use this bowl, it seemed too beautiful 
to be spoiled in everyday service!" She lovingly ca- 
ressed the glossy surface of the vessel with her old 
wrinkled hand. "But now, I want to give it to you. 
You must accept my present, for I've filled it  plumb 
full with my good wishes, and good luck will come 
to you every time you milk your cow." She ceremo- 
niously bowed and held her gift to me. I took it. It 
was a perfect milking pail, made without seams so 
that no dirt or grease could settle in it. A very large, 
deep, sky-blue bowl resting on four legs, a spout on 
one side and a brass handle spanning it. 

"What a beautiful milking pail!" I exclaimed. 
"Now, don'tthankme,"Marthawarned, "the futile 

words only chase away the delight ofgiving. My heart 
is light and joyous, don't burden it." 

I began to collect our wraps. Martha kneeling 
dressed my daughter. 
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"There!" she said, putting little fur-mittens on 
Eya's hands, "the Princess is all ready to depart, I'll 
walk with you as far as the forest." 

The red disk of the sun was at the horizon now. 
The snow tinted in rose, lavender and blue crackled 
under our feet; in the icy air our breath rose like 
tiny, light clouds one after another ascending into 
the sky and the high collars of our fur coats became 
instantly covered with frost. I t  was cold. Very cold. 

The Pine Grove already had plunged itself into the 
dreams of twilight. My house stood dark and silent 
waiting for us to put life into its many windows. 
Stiff from cold we sat for a time by the dutch stove 
in the hall trying to get our hands supple again. 

"Moussia, is my nose still there?" Eya asked. 
"It's there all right," I stated examining her flam- 

ing face. 
The stiffness gone we began to move about. My 

daughter had many ideas to communicate to me that 
evening. Trotting at my side from room to room, as 
I attended to this and that, she kept chattering: 

"We had a good time today! Didn't we?" 
"Yes," I said, "it was a well spent Sunday." 
"I like Martha," Eya continued, "she gave me a 
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thimble and told me I should learn to sew." 
She ran back into the hall and from the pocket of 

her coat brought, wrapped in a kerchief, a little 
thimble. 

"See? The kerchief too she gave me and said I 
U 

should remember at times her son Grisha; this was 
his. But I never saw Grisha-how can I remember 
him?" 

"Just think of the boy whom Martha misses very 
much." 

For a time she became quiet, thinking. 
"Well, didn't she give you a nice present, too?" 
"Yes," I said, "the gift is much too nice, I feel 

embarassed. And now we have a milking pail, before 
we have the cow." 

"You know," she said, "I've been thinking, maybe - 
the cow is really too big for us to take care of, maybe 
two little lambs would be much better!" 

"How did you figure that out?" I laughed, "lambs 
wouldn't give us milk. Do you want me to walk to - 
the village forever begging people to sell me cream 
or milk?" 

"Oh, no! but milk isn't that important! W e  could 
drink something else instead." 

"Butwhat? . . . Water? . . . Dont' besilly! Even 
baby lambs have to have milk-you couldi9t raise 
them just on water." 



A Bit of Fluff-Reading 



At this point the argument became too strong for 
her to continue. She took a book and sat a long time 
looking at the pictures. 

I prepared our evening meal, set it on the table 
and finally when we were eating, she returned to the 
subject. 

"If after buying a cow you still have some money 
left will you buy me the lambs?" 

"Dear me, you're at it again! Baby lambs don't 
stay little for very long, they grow into big sheep. 
Youdon't want sheep here, do you? That would turn 
our house into a menagerie ! " 

She looked down pretending to be very interest- 
ed in her food. But after a while she lifted her eyes to 
me again and in a rather triumphant way declared: 
"But listen, when they grow big we can exchange 
them in the village for the newly-born! Can't we?" 

"Perhaps we could, but we'd have to do it  quite 
often. It takes only afew months for lambs to grow." 

"I wouldn't mind, I'd love to have different lambs 
every few months to play with." 

I saw there was no way of escaping her eager per- 
sistence. 

"And how long would you like to keep that up?" 
"Oh very long! For ever!" 
"I hope as you grow you'll change your mind," I 

said. "A business of growing baby lambs and turning 
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them back into the village in exchange for newly 
born ones doesn't sound so very interesting to me." 

"But it could bevery, very interesting,"shesighed, 
"I'd love nothing better!" 

Later when I kissed her good night she whispered 
into my ear: "You promised? Didn't you?" 

"What?" 
"Oh, you know!" and sliding into bed she hid her- 

self under the blanket. 
I still had a few daily tasks to finish and as I did 

them thoughts of all kinds passed through my mind 
too. How strange is life! Thunder and lightning- 
brief moments of sunshine through the torn clouds 
and then the rainbow arches over the misty plains. 
Hence, the long chain of monotonous days becomes 
vivified by the echos of thunders and sweetened by 
pastoral melody. In the midst of it all birds pursue 
flies, cats stalk birds, dogs chase cats, man hunting 
them all. . . . And what force makes human beings 
heighten their speed at one time and immerse them- 
selves in blunt drowsiness at another? 

Right then I was longing for rest and as soon as 
my head touched the pillow Ifell intoa deep, dream- 
less sleep. 



Next morning long before nine; in fact it could 
not have been later &an seven, for I had a light in 
the kitchen, Philkaarrived withanother man, whom 
I suppose he brought as a witness. He threw a pack 
ofnoteson the tableandinadeliberatemannerasked : 
"Do you wish to count them?" 

"Hadn't we better?" I replied, and by the candle 
light we counted the bills! There were ten million 
rubles. 

"Well, now you have the damned creditcas! I wish 
yougoodluck!"Hestartedforthedoor, thenstopped. 
"I can't help you get the cow; dealing in live stock 
isn't my line, I hate to bother with it. You have 
friends in the village, someone will help you. As 
for the money, everything I said yesterday goes as 
well today. We have a perfect understanding about 
it,  don't we?" he winked his eye and laughed. 

''Damned be that heart of mine, it  gets soft so 
easily," Philka complained to his companion as they 
walked to the door and lingered with their hats and - 
gloves. "It gives me apang to see a wee bit of a woman 
like this, working and struggling with all sorts of 
things. What does she know about hard work and 
what can she do with those lily-white hands of hers! 
I bet her life nowadays is not a bed of roses but I 
like the way she takes it. Well," he turned once more 
to me, "Good luck! Remember our bargain and let 



me know when the cow arrives. Now we're in a 
hurry on our way down the river!" And they dis- 
appeared in the glimmer of the dawn. 

For a time I sat with my fortune in my hands and 
wondered if Anton had accomplished his part of the 
undertaking as well as I had mine. 

Early in the afternoon he and his wife came to 
callonme. Inreturnfor theirhospitality Ioffered tea. 
By and by, after many traditional formalities, which 
the elder of the church could not escape performing, 
he finally asked:"Are youstillinterestedincows? " 

"I certainly am!" I exclaimed, "have you got a 
piece of good news for me?" 

"Yes," he said, moving his chair closer to mine and 
whispering as though afraid someone would hear us. 
"I know for sure that there are two cows for sale 
across the river. As soon as you have money I can 
take you there. " 

"The money is here already," I stated. 
"No-+!" he said in amazement. "That's too good 

to be true!" His eyes and the bald top of his head 
beganto shine. "Well, then! We shouldn'tlose time! 
One has to act promptly these days or else the goods 
might slip away before we get there. " 

"How soon could you start?" I asked. 
"Youmean you'rewillingtogo rightthisvery day ?" 
"Why not! What else should we be waiting for?" 



"True enough, there's nothing to wait for. How 
soon may I leave?" he addressed his wife. 

"Any time," she answered, "there isn't anything 
for you to do at home. I can get along all right." 

"Well, I have to feed the horse, look the sledge 
over, get myself in shape; that'll take a couple of 
hours. Now i t  must be after two. After four then, 
if that suits you?" 

"1'11 be ready," I said. 
Giving me many instructions about how to dress 

and what to take for the trip, they departed. 
I threw a shawl over my shoulders and ran down 

the hill to the gardener's cabin. The gardener and 
his wife, both elderly people, had nowhere to go at 
the outbreak of the Revolution and stayed on the 
place even after we left Russia. 

In a few words I explained the situation and asked 
Darya, the gardener's wife, to spend the night with 
Eya. She agreed. 

Once home again, I began to make the necessary 
preparations. 

lmaginings of an explorer dreaming of new lands, 
could not surpass the fancy that filled my heart in 
those few hours. New vistas, not of land but of life, 
were before me and I was getting ready to make the 
final move and plunge myself into hitherto unknown 
trials. 
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Time went fast. I t  seemed only the twinkling of 
an eye before the night fell and it grew dark. Bundled 
like a mummy in all sorts of wraps by the busy hands 
of Darya, wearing two fur coats of my own and the 
gardener's sheepskin cloak over all, I stood at four 
o'clock in the middle of the hall waiting for Anton. - 

Eya walked around, looking up, trying to find my 
face above the mound of furs and shawls. 

"You look so big," she said, "but your face is so 
very little! Can you see me from up there?" 

"Yes," I answered, "I can, but run along, there's 
Anton and we must be going." 

"Moussia!" she said suddenly clinging to the sleeve 
ofmy coatandtryingtogetholdofmy hand, "Dearest! 
You won't leave me here alone? You'll come back? 
Won't you?" 

"Of course I will, you silly child, and Imight bring 
a lamb for you. Think of that and of nothing else!" 

"But I don't want a lamb," she brightened up im- 
mediately, "I want two of them." 

"Well, I might bring two, if you're really a good 
girl. Bye-bye!" 

"Bye-bye!" she chirped and ran away to the win- 
dow to see Anton and his sledge. 

Slowly, like a Pope in full attire, I marched to 



the porch and with great difficulty, because my feet, 
clad in several pairs of wool socks and felt boots, 
would not bend, I made a few steps down to the 
snow-covered ground. 

Anton was spreading a fur robe over the hay in his 
vehicle, which was what they call a "wood-sledge": 
no back, no seat, just a bent frame of lime-bast on 
runners. Filled with hay and covered by a rug or a 
fur robe it offers a very comfortable means of trans- 
portation. One can sit or recline on it, one's back 
to the horses and driver, facing an ever receding 
landscape with nothing disturbing one's vision of 
God's wide world. I loved it. 

"Can you climb in?" Anton asked, "I'll tuck the 
robe around you." 

"Goodheavens, Anton!"Icried, "I'msoswaddled, 
I can hardly move as it is." 

"Never mind, you won't have to move! Just lie 
quietly wrapped in these furs and I'll take you where 
you want to go." 

There was no sense in arguing. I climbed into the 
sledge, and wrapped in furs to the top of my head 
caught the last glimpse of the lighted window, where 
Eya was waving her hand to me. 

Westarted. At the first move theairblewviolently 
across my face. I hid it under my furs and for a long 
time did not dare to reappear in the open. 

>> 107 < 



At length when I peeped out the wind seemed to 
have ceased and the air, although still sharp, did not 
bite my skin so fearfully. I began to look around. 
There was nothing but endless plains of snow below 
and the great vault of ether filled with stars above. 
~ v i d e n t q  we had been crossing the wide ice-bound 
River Volga. 

I flung myself on to the flat of my back and let my 
eyes see nothing but the sky. Oh! What a sky! A 
huge crystal ball on dark blue velvet, the stars and I 
inside of it. And as I glided amidst them in one direc- 
tion they slowly passed me in the other. Onmeeting, 
the large ones glared full into my face, wearing a 
cool and grave expression; others, smaller, twinkled 
and gaily laughed, and there were still smalller ones 
that seemed to do somersaults, and now and then 
one would fall into the void. I glided and still gazed- 
soon from far away rhythmic sounds reached my 
hearing, growing more and more distinct until my 
ear could catch the full blend of a gorgeous music. 
What was i t ?  The hushed murmur of the waters 
beneath the ice and snow? The chime of stars in the 
seventh Heaven clanging as they passed through 
ether? Or  maybe they were songs that frost had 
played, ringing in my heart and sendihg vibrations 
across the cords of my half-frozen being. 

"Don't you hear me?" Anton shook my shoulder. 



"For God's sake, don't allow  ourself to fall asleep, 
you may never awaken! A night like this is known ;o 
send spells over people." 

"Hmm? What did you say?" I came out of my 
dream. 

'We are nearing the other side of the river. The 
village is right on the top of the steep bank. Would 
you like me to help youget seated?" 

"Yes, please! I'm all stiff and can't move." 
He stopped his horse, jumped out of the sledge, 

walked towards me, loosened my fur robe and pulled 
me by the arms. 

"Come! Come! You must turn yourself the other 
way, it'll be interesting to watch the village coming 
from afar. " 

"My limbs are just as hard as stone. I can't move at 
all," I cried, "how do you expect me to turn around?" 

"Move at any cost!" and he began again to tug at 
my arms and to swing them to and fro. After a while 
I became able to stir a little and with his help changed 
my position. 

"Why it wasn't so very cold!" I wondered, 'this 
must be the numbness of being too long in an un- 
comfortable position?" 

"Oh, no, my lady!" smiled Anton, "those are the 
doings of Grandpa Frost! " 

"How could it be!" I exclaimed, "with all these 



furs! You don't have half of my clothing and yet it 
doesn't stiffen you!" 

"Old Grandpa Frost and I are well acquainted!" 
laughed Anton, "I know allhis little tricks and there's 
no fun for him in playing with me. But you're a dif- 
ferent matter. I bet you never met him face to face 
in the open, at night like this?" 

"No," I admitted, "I never did. " 
"Well, be careful then, don't let him come too 

near you, or in one frosty breath he may send you 
into heaven. Soon we'll be in the village, though," 
he added comfortingly and taking his seat, close to 
me this time, he urged his horse and we pushed on. 

A faint scent of smoke gave the first evidence that 
we were nearing human dwellings. Then came the 
barking of dogs and finally, as the horse pulled us 
toward the top of the steep bank, signs of buildings 
appeared over the crest. At first, as though emerg- 
ingfromunder the waves ofsnow, alarge cross loom- 
ed, catching with its sharp edges the glints of stars. 
Then slowly arose the dome, its metallic roof spark- 
ling over the black shadow-like church. Dark rows 
of houses spread this way and that, with reddish 
yellow patches of light shining in their windows. 
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How poor, how feeble these little earthly lights ap- 
peared under the brilliance of those in heaven! The 
village looked like the toy setting for a child, play- 
inga chapter out of his book of Fairy Tales, so small, 
so fragile in the immensity of the Universe. 

An instant later the horse gained the heights and 
we were driving on a level with the village. It seem- 
ed to move toward us, and soon the houses following 
one after another received us into their maze of 
streets. 

"Here we are!" joyfully called Anton, pulling up 
his horse at a large closed gate. 

A figure wrapped in a cloak came out of the house, 
exchanged a few words with Anton, went back, and 
then the gate swung wide open, giving a long and 
plaintive squeak. We drove into the yard. The evi- 
dence of human and animal presence grew thicker 
in the air. A door from the house stood partly open 
and a beam of light shot with vapours pierced the 
darkness. Afterthe crystal air we had passed through, 
this felt heavy and miasmic. The first impression of 
the people was not good. 

"Come in! Do please come in!" a woman urged, 
appearing in the shaft of light. Anton helped me out 
of the sledge and led me to the house. But the instant 
we stepped over the threshold I became dizzy. Some- 
one brought a bench and I sank down on i t  right by 
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the door. My only thought, during the short time 
we spent there, was of how to get away from that 
untidy place. One seldom saw in that vicinity such 
indescribable filth. Apparently the house was too 
small for so large a family. 

Anton looked around and understanding my dis- 
taste hurriedly explained our business. He induced 
the woman to light a lantern and take him out to see 
the cow. I followed to the stable. On opening the 
door we saw a bony animal on long legs, with dirty 
long-haired pelt, standing knee-deep in wet straw, 
noisily munching. I stood by the door, fearing to 
spoil my felt boots. The woman called: 

"Loushka! Loushka! Come here!" 
The cow stepped forward. It was dreadful to watch 

such a large, thin, scabby creature moving its skele- 
ton. On passing me she cast, from the comer of her 
wild, blood-shot eye, a bad unfriendly glance. I turn- 
ed around and hastened to the sledge. 

Antonlingered a while talking to the woman, then 
joined me. In the dark I could not see the expression 
on his face, but as he spoke some sardonic notes play- 
ed in his voice. 

"What's the matter?" he asked as we drove out of 
the yard, didn't you like the cow? A splendid breed, 
I can assure you ! " 

"Indeed!" I said, "it must be a specimen of a very 
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fine breed, but did you notice the wicked look she 
cast at me?" 

"Uponmy word, lady! "heexclaimed, "onedoesn't 
choose a cow by its smile! You're not planning to 
install her in your drawing room to keep you com- 
pany, are you? What does it matter how a cow's 
eyes look, as long as she gives plenty of milk?" 

"This one won't give much milk, either," I re- 
torted. "It'll take a whole stock of hay to put a bit 
of flesh on her poor bones, and as to milk, that may 
come next year, about this time." 

"At that you may be right," he agreedand the tone 
ofhis voice changed. "It's apity the way some people 
keep their livestock. It could be a fine animal, you 
know! But masters like those don't know how to 
keep'either themselves tidy, or how to take care of 
anything that comes into their possession. No matter 
how fine a thing might be, the minute they lay their 
hands on it, it becomes a mess, such is the touch of 
theirfingers. Andnotalwaysbecauseoftheirpoverty. 
I've seen people much poorer keep the little they 
had in perfect order. Well-Do you wish me to take 
you back home? Haven't you had enough of it?" 

"Oh, no!" I cried, "how about the other place? 
Didn't you say there were two cows for sale? Let's 
go farther, we may find something better! " 

"And we may find something worse," he retorted, 
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"chances are even on both ends. But come what may! 
I promised to take you to both places and I'll keep 
my word. Only mind you, the road from now on 
won't be as smooth as it was over the Volga River. 
This is the hilly side and the snow drifts are very bad. 
It'll swing us up and down." 

"How far do we have to go?" 
"Oh, just about five miles." 
'Well, that won't kill me. Let's be going!" 
And once more we ~assed bevond human dwell- 

ings into the open snowy fields. 

Up and down, to and fro, this way and that. The 
sledge squeaked, Anton urged his hoke and I had no 
chance to gaze into the sky this time. In fear of being 
thrown out I held on. as best I could. 

Imagine being ina canoe in the open sea, admist the 
waves of a storm. My feelings were of that nature. 
"Hold on! Hold on! " was the only prayer in my heart, 
the only thought in my dulled mind. "May be by 
some lucky chance you may yet reach the promised 
land!" 

When at last we arrived at the house of the owner 
of the second cow on sale, I was so exhausted and 
so glad to set my feet on steady ground that I noticed 



neither the smell nor the look of the place. I went 
right in and asked if someone could help me take 
off my wraps. The hostess, a plump middle aged 
woman, with rosy round cheeks and merry dimples 
playing about her mouth, looked into my face and 
clapped her hands. 

"Mercy! Thou man art beast! I bet thou drivest 
too fast, look what thou hast done to her!" 

"Well!" said Anton with a @lty smile twisting 
his lips. "I had to, for she almost froze to death while 
we were crossing the river." 

"Froze to death, indeed!" The woman busied her- 
self peeling the furs off me and piling them one after 
the other on the bed. "Good Heavens! Who packed 
the little humming-bird in all these robes ? She didn't 
freeze, she nearly smothered to death !"And she kept 
undressing me and treating me as though I were a 
child. I let her do whatever she wantedand didn't say 
a word. What difference did it make to me whether I 
was frozenorsmothered,ineithercase I felthalf dead. 

"Jesus!" the woman continued. "Just look at that! 
A humming bird wrapped in layers of fur, squirrel, 
martin, sheep and on top of all, bear! Can you beat 
that! Someonewantedtobesureshewouldn'tfreeze, 
but then they didn't think she might be choked. Sit 
down lady, 1'11 pull those boots off you and see how 
your feet are. " 
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I sat down. She took the felt boots and all the wool 
socks off and holding my feet in both her hands ex- 
claimed: "Perfectlv warm! Poor little doves free to 
fly wherever they wish to, bound up in all that wool ! 
Oh dear! Oh dear! Go to bed now and rest a while. 
I'll get the supper ready. Food should be the best 
thing for you to set the blood back to rights!" 

Obediently I went to bed. It was good to feel free 
of all the heavy furs and to stretch myself on some- 
thing that did not rock to and fro. I believe I fell 
asleep, but not for long. An odor of hot food awak- 
ened me. 

"How do you feel?" asked Anton on seeing me - 
wakening. 

"Hungry ! " I cried. 
"That'sgood! You scaredme! By God! DidIreally 

drive so very fast?" 
"I don't remember, let's not speak about i t  now." 
"Katherina gave me a good scoldingn Anton con- 

tinued, "she seems to know all about how to dress 
ladies and how to drive when they are in one's sledge. 
You see, she was once in service with a young lady 
in the ci+. Well, she knows all about i t  and I don't. 
I thought I did the right thing!" 

"Never mind," I said, "nothing particularly bad 
has happened to me. I'm alive and well." 

"Yes," he said in a relieved tone, "the old saying 



is 'Bad deeds seem good when they come to a good 
endinp. ' " 

D 

"And good ones go to waste when they reach a bad 
ending! "~atherina, the woman who undressed me, 
smiled from behind the stove and came to me. 

"He gave you a treat not to be forgetten through 
your life time. To the end of your days you'll remem- 
ber Anton and his driving! Let's have supper now, I - - - 
happen to have some soup; that may do you good." 

She helped me to rise. 1 still felt a little shaky, but 
the savory odor of the food intensly attracted and my 
feet, cladinKatherina'sslippers, found the way across 
the room to the table. 

There was another treat never to be forgotten. It 
seems tome that Ihadnottastedabettersoupinallmy 
life. And Katherina seatedat the head of the table was 
so serene, so joyous, her little dimples never ceasing 
to play about her mouthandonher firm, rosy cheeks. 

"Such a small lady," she said looking at me com- 
passionately, "Anton, how did you ever hazard taking 
her on such a trip?" 

"Well, she wanted to buy a cow!" 
"Couldn't you have done it for her, on your own 

risk?" 
"She wouldn't trust my choice. She chooses her 

cow by its smile. What do I know about smiles ?" We 
all laughed. 



"Then you may like my Krasavka,"said Katherina, 
"she isn't of any special breed, but I brought her up 
myself, almost upon my own lap. Her mother died at 
her birth, so the little one grew very attached to me. 
Up to now, I believe, she takes me for her mother. 
And I'dneverpart with her ifit weren'tformy daugh- 
ter, who's married and lives in Moscow. She wants 
me to come and help her with the children. I can't 
take Krasavka there and1 need money for the trip, so I 
have to sell her. Isn't that a stroke of a bad fortune?" 

"Your bad fortune may turn into good fortune for 
me," I cried, "it sounds as if she were just what I 
want. Let's go, you.n~ust show me your Krasavka." 

"What's the hurry, "she smiledon seeingrne spring 
to mefeet. "For Christ's sake wait! You'renotgoing 
into the stable wearing my best slippers! Finish your 
supper, we have of time!" 

I grew impatient. Anton glanced at me and said: 
"We'd better take her to see the cow. Katherina, 
you shouldn'thavementioned itbefore theright time 
came. Now the lady's appetite is spoiled, she isn't 
interested any more in your food, she wants to see 
your cow." 

"Good gracious ! " Katherina grumbled, "are all la- 
dies like this? I remember the one I worked for was 
the same way! Anything she wanted must be gotten 
and laid before her, in less time than it takes to wink 



the eye! Oh my! But be it as you wish! Let me help 
you into your boots!" And as I moved toward my 
many coats she added: "Don't put all of them on, 
one will be enough, it isn't so very far to go." 

Krasavka's stable looked to me much cleaner than 
the house of the people we visited a few hours be- 
fore. Katherina's best slippers, if I were still wear- 
ing them, would not have suffered from walking on 
thesmooth, wellswept floor. Antonhung the lighted 
lantern he had brought with him on a nail over the 
doorandinitslight1 could distinguishaheap ofstraw, 
in the far corner of the stable, glistening like a satin 
quilt spread overafeather bed on which lay, her back 
to us, my future friend Krasavka. The ends of her 
horns and the edge of her backbone shone. 

The odor of hay and straw mixed with the breath 
of the healthy animal was not bad at all and there 
was nothing to prevent me from stepping forward 
and walking up to her. Icatherina followed on my 
heels. At our approach the cow made a jerky motion 
with her head, shook off her sleep and sprang to her 
feet. As she turned to us, I saw apair of huge, black, 
sleepy eyes sending two streams of light at us. 

At the first sight I was fascinated. She really was 
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a beauty! Small, but perfect in proportion, in a red- 
brownglossy pelt, touched withsoot blackalong her 
nose, over her eyes, on the tip ofher ears, at the end of 
her tail and around her feet. It changed into snow 
whiteonher chest, asthoughshowinghercleanwaist- 
coat. Immediately I sensed that this one would cast 
a wickedglance at no one. She loved the whole world 
and expected love in return from everyone whom 
she approached. 

The mace with which she moved and licked Kath- 
'3 

erina's shoulder was touching beyond description. - .  - 
After greeting her mistress in this way, she came to 
meandgaveasmackinglickonthebackofmynecktoo. 

"Whatadarling ! "Iexclaimed. "She wouldn't mind 
coming with me?" 

"No, I guess she wouldn't mind." Katherina nod- 
ded. "YO; two will get along pretty well, I can see 
that. And I'll have the satisfaction of knowing that 
she's well cared for. " 

Iputmy handonKrasavkals warmback. Shemoved 
her ears and wagged her tail. Right then I learned 
that cows express their emotion in this strange way: 
they move their ears, and wag their tail and mutely 
gaze into your eyes. 

"What does she like to eat?" I asked. 
"Well, being the only living creature inmy charge, 

she's a little spoiled, I have to admit that. She doesn't 



eatmuchhay but lovessweets: bran, potatoes, bread, 
and any 'left-overs' from the table," replied Kath- 
erina looking somewhat reflectively at me. 

"Don't worry!" I enthusiastically cried out, "she 
shall have her sweets, even if I have to share my own 
 ort ti on with her." 

"Much bread and potatoes a small woman like you 
needs," Katherina critically surveyed me, "I should 
say you'd gladly give your portion to Krasavka in 
order to get an extra spoonful of her cream. I wager 
you like sweets too?" 

"I do, my darling Katherina! I do!" - 
At that moment the joy streaming through my 

heart was so great that I felt ready to throw myself 
on Katherina's neck. 

"Enough of this!" she said, ''let's be going. If you 
plan to take Krasavka home with you, she should be 
resting before the trip. " 

I kissed the cow on her glossy, hairy cheek and 
ran into the house. 

"Suchafunny buyer you are," Katherina grumbled 
as she followed me. "Why don't you ask how old she 
is? How much milk she gives, and other business- 
like questions?" 

"That doesn't matter!" 1 replied, "I like her and 
1'11 take her home with me." 

"Now listen to that," interfered Anton, "at first 



she saidshe wanted to buy acow because she couldn't 
get milk and cream any other way. Now, once she's 
found a cow that gives her soft glances, she doesn't 
care for milk and cream. That doesn't matter any 
more! She just wants the cow to look into her eyes 
always in the same soft, sweet way!" 

"Yes ! " I laughed, "that's the only thing I care for. 
Won't she give some milk anyhow?" 

"And wouldn't it be better to inquire at least about 
the price of goods before you set your heart on tak- 
ing it home with you?" 

"And what did I bring you here for?" being in good 
humor, I joked. "Can't you do that much for me? I 
gave you my money before we started and you hid it 
under your shirt. Now go ahead and arrange it so that 
tomorrow I have Krasavka in my own yard. How? 
Atwhatprice?It'sup to you todecide. AndI'llrest." 

"She hasn't recovered from your fast driving yet," 
said Katherina. "Leave her alone. Can't we discuss 
the business and make it up between ourselves?" 

Leaving Anton and Katherina to finish our deal I 
went again to bed. My body, tired from the trip and 
now comforted by warmth and food felt soft and 
languid. My soul enraptured by the benevolence of 
Katherina and her pet seemed to melt in sweet tran- 
quility and my spirit, brooding over the hours that 
had just ~assed  and over those that soon would come 
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foresaw no evil. All was peace. I had a perfect rest. 

Katherine and Anton had a long conversation dis- 
cussing, I suppose, thevalue ofall earthly goods. They 
talked in a half tone so as not to disturb me. Then 
saying they would be back soon, they left the house 
forashorttimeandreturnedwithanotherman, Kath- 
erina's brother, as I learned later. The discussion 
began all over again. Finally they shook hands with 
one another and Katherina came up to me. 

"1 hate to disturb you," she said seating herself on 
the edge of the bed, "but the men think that it  would - 
be wiser to take Krasavka to your home by night. 
Highway patrols are watching the roads during the 
day and you may get yourselves into trouble. My 
brother will take Krasavka in his sledge and you and 
Anton should follow right after. In this way there - 
will be two men to protect you and two horses to 
drive in different directions if necessary." 

"Are they already preparing to start?" I asked. 
"Yes," she said, "they want to-be sure to reach 

Vasilievobeforethes~n~etsup. Drivingslowly you'll 
just about make it, if you leave now." 

"Then I'd better put on my furs," I sighed. 
"Yes, but I can dress you so that you won't suffer 

as you did coming here." 



And she helped me into about half the wraps I had 
brought with me. Then we went into the yard. By 
the light of two lanterns men were loading Krasavka 
into the sledge of Katherina's brother. They covered 
her with rugs and tied them about her. Katherina 
tried not to look at her dear pet and busied herself 
with me. She made a nest-like hole in the hay of 
Anton's sledge, lined it with the fur robe and told 
me to get in. The way she covered me with all the 
rest of the furs was really remarkable. I felt free to 
move and yet was all packed in soft coats like some 
frail object for long transportation. 

"God be with YOU!" at last she blessed me andmade 
the sign of the cross over the other sledge. 

"Come! Let's push on!" called Anton. 
The runners gave a starting squeak, then smoothly 

glided over the snowy road, polished to a glitter 
by the many sledges that passed there through the 
winter. I was again seated with my back to the horses 
and for some time could see the dark figure, with a 
lantern in her hand, standing at the open gate. Kath- 
erina! Sweet, joyous Katherina now was bereft. Her 
yard was empty. What need to close the gate? 

We wereontheroadall therestofthenight. Slowly 
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and silently our party moved over the lustrous waves 
of snow, under the cover of the crystal vault, aglow 
with stars. The air diamond-sharp cut every attempt 
of speech quite short. I t  was too cold to open one's 
mouth. Without precaution one could freeze one's 
lungs just by a careless breath. 

About six o'clock in the morning, still dark, we 
arrived at Vasilievo. Anton insisted on our stopping 
at his house for a final settlement of accounts and to 
release the other man who had to hurry home because 
of his job. They first got me out of my nest, then re- 
leased Krasavka from her bondage. For a few steps 
she was uncertain on her pretty legs but, called by 
Anton she slowly walked to the stable to be fed. 

"Come to the' house, you're in safety now," An- 
ton's wife greeted me. "My husband wants to settle 
the business with you before driving you home." 

"Does it have to be done right now?" I grumbled, 
but walked into the house. 

There was a roaring fire in the open Russianstove. 
Large logs aflame crackledand sent out amass of flying 
sparks, falling like blazing insects upon the bricks in 
front of the hearth. 

"What could I make for your breakfast?" the wo- 
man asked. 

"Nothing,"I thanked "her, I'd like to eat at home 
with my daughter." 



"Then I'll make a cup of hot tea to warm you up," 
and she busied herself by the fire. 

Anton entered, tugkd at his beard, which was 
covered by frost and ice, then, after wipinghiswhole 
face with a towel he took off his coat and asked me 
why I did not do the same. 

"Our deal has passed its danger zone," he grinned 
self-satisfied, "wemay consider it closedand1 want to 
put before you all my accounts." 

"I suppose you didn't have enough money ?" 
"It isn't that, he said, "I even have some money 

left. Katherina is a good woman, she wouldn't rob 
you, but neither did I think you'd want to deprive 
her of what was due her, so we settled on eight and 
a half million rubles for Krasavka's head delivered 
to my house alive and ingood health. Don't you think 
that was smart?" 

"Very smart!" I said. 
"Now you have a million and a half coming back 

to you," he continued swaying from foot to foot in . - 
a rather uncertain way. 

"Never mind!" I said, "keep itfor yoursmartness." 
"Oh,no! "hefrowned,"thatwon'tdo,youneedit." 
"What for?" 
"How about hay? What are you planning to feed 

your cow with? Scraps from the table? Sharing your 
own portion with her? Eh?" 



"Why not?" I laughed, "maybe she'll get fat on 
that!" 

"Don't take it so lightly, lady," Anton preached 
to me, "a cow isn't a cat, remember that. She needs 
a lot of feed and it seems to me vou don't worm verv 
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much over food either for yourself or for your cow." 
"Why should1 ?"Ilaughedagainat him. "The world 

is full of nice people and they'll provide for me. 
Where are the villains that would leave me and my 
cow to starve to death?" 

Anton threw a reproachful glance at me, nodded 
his head and said: "Well, what's the use of preach- 
ing? To be straight, I didn't plan to charge you for 
my help, it should be a deed of mercy, for God's 
sake. Who knows, it may be that my soul will need 
some help after I'm dead?" 

"Why look so far ahead?" I said. "Let's finish our 
accounts now." 

"Well, I can bring you a couple of loads of hay, 
how would that be?" 

"Just right! Now youand1 know that we owe each 
other nothing, neither here nor beyond the grave." 

"All right!" he said, but smiled sadly. I thought he 
was disappointed losing a chance to collect a debt 
after death. Good old Russian folk always tried to 
provide themselves with something to hold onto, 
for their last journey. 



"Now," Anton said after a time of silence, "Kra- 
savka should recover herselffrom the hard trip. From 
here to your place I can lead her on foot. Give her an 
hour or  so for rest and in the meantime let's break 
bread once more between us and have another meal 
together. " 

"But Anton!" I exclaimed, "I'm worrying about 
my daughter and all the things at home. Something 
might have happened there, during my absence. !" 

"Nothing bad could happen to your daughter, and 
if it  had, my wife would have heard of it. Just think, 
whenwill therebeanother opportunity for us tomeet 
and join our interests in one aim? You'll go your 
way, andI'llgomine. Roads don't cross sovery often. 
Not yoursand mine. Agathawill make some pancakes 
for us and let that be our parting feast!" And before - 
I had time to answer he said something to his wife 
and both went out. 

As I was sitting there alone, with my thoughts al- 
ready brooding over Eya and my home, all of a sud- - 
den 1 remembered the I had given her to 
bringtwo littlelambs. How could I be so light-headed 
as to forget i t ?  What should I do about it  now? When 
Anton came back he immediately noticed my worry. 

"What's weighing upon your mind? If you really 
can't stay another minute away from home I'll take 
you there. There's no need to suffer." 
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"It isn't that," I said, "I made a promise before we 
left and I'd forgotten all about it." And I told him 
the story of the lambs. 

"This riddle is easy to solve," he laughed, "there 
are younglings in almost every hut this time of the 
year. I believe I saw some at my neighbors the other 
day. Stay here, I'll go and see what can be done." 

Soon he returned holding a lamb under each arm. 
"There." Heplacedthemonthefloor, "Whatnow? 

Can you eat the pan-cakes or is there something else 
to do before we get to i t?" 

"You're a wizard!" I exclaimed. "Lets eat the 
cakes. The skies are clear, there isn't a cloud to dim 
the glory of our feasting!" 

"Your talk is very pleasing, lady!" Anton tried to  
be a gallant. And we had another joyous meal. 

That cold, brillant morning when we at last started 
for the Pine Grove will be imprinted forever in my 
memory. 

The sun was just rising and for a time glowed over 
the horizon. The earth, covered with snow reflected 
that glow flaming with countless sparks and the road 
that lay before us caught in its tracks the play of all 
their glints. 
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It truly seemed to me that we were moving on the 
sharp edge of a rainbow. First Anton, grave and sol- 
emn, leading Krasavkaonfoot, then myselffollowing 
him in the sledge, reins in my hands, two little lambs 
warmingmy feetbeneath the robe. Slowly wecrossed 
the field between the village and the Grove and en- 
tered the forest. The branches of the tall pine trees 
gently swayed far over our heads and sent their rust- 
ling, like a morning prayer, into the azure of the 
sky. Down below, the snow lay thick and white with 
long blue shadows running across i t  and all about us 
was the clear aromatic air. 

Oh, what a great delight it  is to feel the welcome 
of home! I saw the trees, the fence, the gate-my 
garden, and finally the entrance to my house and all 
the east windows shining in the glow of the rising 
sun and my heart began to sing. 

How I met Eya, what we said and how I showed 
hermy purchases1 can hardly remember; I only know 
that that day brought an entirely new element into 
our lives and the routine of our every day existence 
became enriched by the presence of the three dumb 
creatures in our midst. 

While it continued cold, most of the time the 
lambs stayed in the house as play-mates to my daugh- 
ter. The cow was installed in her own quarters and 
soon, on learning each other's ways and habits, she 
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and I became the best of friends. Onlv the first few 
days were quite hectic: I discovered that to take care 
of the cow, of the milk and everything that had to 
do with it wasn't such an easy task. It took much 
skill to do it right. But Darya, Aunt Martha, Marina 
and other women friends from the village came to 
my aid. Even Amphissa the speculant's wife sailed in 
t o  see how I was getting along and each of them 
brought a little present, some object for dairy use. 
They made a regular "Shower of Welcome." 

Philip The Speculant, although I sent word to him 
announcing the cow's arrival, never showed up. 
Later, when I went to pay him the first part of my 
debt and asked why he had cheated himself out of 
the fun he could have at my expense, he only laughed 
and said: "I was too late! Mv wife and the 'other 
aunts' rushed to your place ahead of me and after 
that I didn't wish to go. Who wants to join a flock 
of old females and listen to their cackling? Muchfun 
I'd have among them! Perhaps it would beyou who'd 
enjoy seeing them picking feathers out of my tail! 
No, my sweet lady, no! Dear God has saved me my 
tail! I still have all my feathers and someday yet I'll 
have my fun ! " 

My husband spent a couple of weeks in town. He 
never knew about mv ~urchase until late one after- 
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noon, quite unexpectedly he came to visit us. I open- 



ed the door, and on entering the hall he heard the 
tapping of the lambs' hooves, on the bare inlaid floor 
of the drawing room. For a moment he stood listen- 
ing and looked at me inquiringly. 

"Who's in there?" he finally exclaimed with dis- 
gust, "Goats? So! That's the kind of a cow you are 
going to have? Congratulations! What a joke! And 
I was trying to raise the money! " 

But before I had time to take offenseat his reproach 
Eya ran in with both her pets and laughing and chat- 
tering poured out all our news. 

Her father had plenty of cream for his soup that 
evening and, well satisfied, gave me three million 
rubles he had saved for the cow. 



Interlude 

THUS WAS ESTABLISHED OUR BOND WITH 
Krasavka. Every day it grew stronger and in a month 
or two our dependence on the cow became so great 
that there was no question of living without her. Kra- 
savka in those days was a link that held us bound sol- 
idly to life. Not the life of politics, but that which 
comes from sun to earth and flows in many streams 
through all live things. 

Lookin~backIamauite certain that hadit not been 
0 

for the cow we probably would not have survived. 
For times were bad. The blazin~revolutionary spirit 
ceaselessly swayed over Russia. It whirled here and 
there. And boring into people's minds it  set aflame 
many asoul. Fights sprangup inall part soft hecountry 
and like great fires sweeping on their courses, de- 
stroyed all things before them. Fields, trampled and 
neglected ceased to produce their crops. The very 
air, disturbed by conflict, caused queer changes, 

- - 
turning summer into winter, autumn into spring. 



Poor harvests. Starvation. Disease began to creep 
upon the banks of the Volga and some districts were 
cleared of everything: plants, animals, and men. 

Kazan and its vicinity fared no better than the rest 
of Russia. Strange happenings occurred there. Peo- 
ple, among them some dear to me, suffered agonies 
and many met death with open arms, as a relief from 
all their cares. 

All this I heard and some of it  I saw. There were 
times when I myself was ready to give up. But then! 
There was Eya clinging to my skirt, her head a little 
above my knee-and her two pets happily prancing 
about ourfeet. And in the yard stood Krasavka,calm, 
self-assured, her huge black eyes gazing at me. 

"Hold on!" she almost said. "Hold on to me, we 
will pull through. " 

AndIwouldgatherallmy strengthand lookaround. 
As ever the tall pine-trees stood straight, unbending. 
The sun still shone over their heads and poured an 
abundance of warmrays into my garden, and as before 
the air flowed, bathing all things, including me, in 
its keen, vivifying substance. 

"Why," I used to think, "can't I stand as straight 
as a tree? Why should I allow myself to bend and 
break, while I'm still rooted in the earth?" 

In thinking so I used to fall into a dreamlike state 
and felt as though I were on an island, floating in a 
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stormy sea. Near and far ships were buffeting through 
the fury of the gale and many of them were sinking. 
What could I do? My island was drifting with the 
current. The tempest howled. The waters trembled. 
But my feet stood on solid ground and my little king- 
dom still needed me. I had to keep on struggling! 
And the gods were good to me. My floating island 
safelypassedthroughall thestorms, beyond therealm 
of the raging sea. 

However, passing through the storm took us three 
longandstrenuous years. Untilthe timeweleft Russia 
our well being depended a great deal on the little 
fields in the Pine Grove and on Krasavka. And those 
last years at home form in my memory and entirely 
separate part in my life, very unlike what it  had been 
before, very unlike what it  was later. 

Never before-nor since-have I experienced such 
tension in fightingfor my own life and the life of those 
near me. Caught between the fearful waves of loos- 
ened human passions and the unconcern of nature, 
wehadto turnourselves tonatureandpray for mercy. 
Dealing with the elements I found great encourage- 
ment, great support in the dumb creatures we had 
adopted into our household. 

Now, when it all has passed into the years, musing 
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about it I often wonder: "To what Good Grace am I 
indebted for the fortunate idea of acquiring at the 
right time the place in The Pine Grove and later on 
the cow? Whose kind hand led me, on that cold, 
winter Sunday to Anton? To Philip The Rat? And 
who parded us at night while passing across the froz- 
enriver, over the snowy fields to Katherinaand back? 

Truly the ways of destiny are little known to us! 
Often a casual word or thought sets us in motion and 
causes us to take action, which may prove later on 
to be of great importance in our lives. So it happened 
then; before we clearly knewwhyand what for, there 
were the fields in the Pine Grove and later Krasavka. 

And be it The Good Spirits, or Almighty God, 
who impelled us on that road, I bend my head before 
them and humbly offer my gratitude. 

We all know the struggle our forefathers had in -- 
wresting from nature the simple privilege of exist- 
tence. But carried by theglamorous progress ofcivili- 
zation we have long since forgotten the primary 
sources of our sustenance. It seems almost legendary 

0 

in our century to live in close relationship with the 
earth, the elements of nature and the animals. 

Nevertheless, in this century, by the sharp shifts 
of that very civilization, many Russians were over- 
whelmedinmeeting the primitive difficulties oftheir 
predecessors, tasting thesorrowsof the pioneer man. 



For suddenly the understanding ofall values chang- 
ed. Money, so highly esteemed before, lost then in 
Russia all significance. There was nothing to buy. 
Objects of luxury became in our eyes ridiculous and 
useless toys. Who could be interested in adorning 
themselves or  their homes, while suffering from 
cold, darkness and hunger? 

Water! Bread! A little milk, a little honey! Wood 
for thestove, something to light the room with! That 
was all one could wish for and lucky were those who 
had plenty of these things. Any surplus could be ex- 
changed for something else one needed. 

My cow gave us so much milk that not only was 
there enough for our own use, but also for trade. 
And so we managed to live on. 

Manyaday, throughthosethreeyears, wasgloomy, 
oppressed by grief. But time has cleared the atmos- 
phere that then seemed to us so suffocating and my 
memory holds many bright pictures of Eya, her little 
lambs, Krasavka, and myself, living in seclusion, 
under the shelter of the Pine Grove. 

Perhaps in some deep space of the heart I still have 
bitter sediment left over from those days, but why 
stir i t?  It is not of grief that I want to speak, but of 
the joy of living, under all circumstances and thus 
bring to its height the image of Krasavka. 
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Two 

EARLY SPRING MORNING. I AM AWAKE, YET 
somehow not quite ready to move and leave my bed. 
From the distancecomes the soundofthe churchbells 
softly chiming their old, well known tune, sugest- 
ing to the village folk that they meet the day with 
prayer. Many sunrays are trying to penetrate into 
my room through the cracks in the shutters, shield- 
ing my open windows. I hear and see, but my mind 
is half asleep-it cannot yet register. 

Finally shaking off the last mist of a dream I rise, 
walk to the window, lift the fastener and the shutter 
swings wide, over the garden. Spring unfolds before 
my eyes and fresh morning air flows in. It drifts by 
me and I sense the fragrance of the pines, the lilies 
of the valley, forget-me-nots and damp forest brush. 
One deep breath of this aroma and I am filled with 
courage, ready to step out into the torrent ofmy daily 
tasks. Althoughwithfaintregret, turningmyselfaway 
from the sweet scene, I hasten to the dressing room, 
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then to the kitchen and from there into the yard. 
Krasavka is my first concern. 

Across the grass-grown yard there runs a narrow 
path from the back porch to the barn. I follow it and 
hear my cow pacing behind the latticed door. Ex- 
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petting me for some time, she has now grown im- 
patient. The moment I touch the latch she p s h e s  
the door open and rushes by me with an air of great 
disgust. From the tips of her ears to the end of her 
tail her appearance expresses indignation. 

I step aside and wait until her temper cools down. 
She looks around, sniKs the air, then turns her head 
tomeandour eyesmeet. Slowly shelowers her tense- 
ly erect ears, loosens her muscles and in another in- 
stant her pliant body stands close to me, willing to - 
give me the very essence of its life. - 

I pick up the tub of water that I brought with me, 
and give herapartial bath, then dry her with a towel. 
As I do so the fleshy vessel under my hands grows 
full and warm and by the time I am settled with the 
famous milking pail that Aunt Martha had given me 
for good luck, the milk begins to drip, falling like 
white pearls on the bottom of my pail. 

Hastening to finish the preparations I butter the 
palms of my hands and been  the ritual. At my first - 
touch two streams of milk run down, sparkling with 
the sun and ringing in the empty pail as in a bell, 



two high, gay tunes. As I go on the froth rises and 
the ringing lessens; growing lower, it gradually be- 
comes a mere buzz, while the pearly foam tosses in 
the blue bucket, like a fragment of cloud hovering in 
the spring sky. 

All this time Krasavkastands radiant and very, very 
still. She is afraid to move even her head and onlv 
now and then throws a warm glance at me from the 
corner of her dark eye. She is-happy to give me the 
overflowing wealth of her streaming life and I accept 
it thankfully. Both of us are happy and for a time 
dwell in harmonv. until the sound of the sheoherd's , , 
horn reaches us from the meadow below our hill. 

Krasavka's ears quickly rise, her tail begins to wag 
and her whole body stiffens from the strain of atten- 
tion. 

I hurry. A few more strokes and the ritual is done. 
Carefully putting aside the pail, brimming with my 
good fortune, I turn myself to open another door, 
to let the little lambs, now big sheep, pass by. Bleat- 
ing, they run after the cow, who is already in the 
lane heading for the gate. I rush to let them all out 
and for a moment stand watching their direction. It 
usually is right. Thus my first daily task is well accom- 
plished. 

I return to the milk and with this treasure in my 
hands cautiously walk along the narrow path back to 



the kitchen. Moving slowly I feel the touch of the 
sun, caressing my head; and upon my feet, clad only 
in soft slippers, I feel the drops of dew, shaken from 
the grasses. Father Sun and Mother Earth are greet- 
ing me, wishing a Good Morning. 

In the kitchen Eya is waiting. She sits on a bench 
rubbing her sleepy eyes with her small fists. A mass 
of tangled curls crowns her childish head and, care- 
lessly slipping off on one side, her night dress shows 
a lovely naked shoulder. 

Through a strainer I pour a cupful of the still warm 
milk for her and as she sips it, I see the rosy hue of 
life rise to her cheeks, then lighten all her features. 
It brings high lustre into her eyes, touches with a 
shiny dot the end of her snub-nose and scatters in 
many laughing dimples over her face. 

"Onemore,"shesays, handingmetheemptiedcup. 
Finishing, she jumps to her feet and drawing me 

down, throws her arms around my neck. Twitter- 
ing like a bird my child gives me many a happy kiss 
and runs back to her room to dress. 

I wipe offthemilky spots shehasleft on my cheeks, 
listen to the jolly patter ofher small feet andgo about 
my work with a heart full of delight. It seems so good 
to be alive. 



And now it is mid-summer noon. 
Eya and I have just finished our lunch and linger 

for a time on the veranda. We sit on the stairs lead- 
ing to the garden and talk. 

"Isn't it warm?" my child says, stretching her arm 
from the shade into the sunlight. "Ugh! Like a big 
stove! Red hot! How can all these butterflies and 
beesstandit? Why don't they try togo into theshade 
and stay there until the sun goes down?" 

"Perhaps they like it. Heat brings out many things 
they're fond of." 

"Hum! You mean thegum? Or  do you call it resin, 
the stuff that melts and drips from the trees? Is that 
what you mean heat brings?" 

"Resin and other things. " - 
"Yousee,"Eyasays, wipingherbrow, "here'sresin, 

coming out of me too. Only it isn't muchgood. Too 
thin and it tastes bad. See?" she licks her finger, "No, 
no good! Tell me, why a tree's sweat is sweet and 
people's isn't?" 

"Oh! I don't know. I never looked at it that way." 
"You never look at things the way I do and you 

always say you're tired when I question you. Are you 
tired now?" 

"Yes, I am." 
She moves closer to me, softly puts her plump hand 

on my arm and bending her head tries to catchmy eye. 



"Yes, you are. Well, shall I be quiet then, so you 
can rest?" 

"Krasavka will come soon andagainI'll have plenty 
to do," I state apologetically. 

"All right," she says, "I won't bother you." And 
stretching herself, her stomachon the floor, her head 
lifted towards the garden, she watches the butter- 
flies and bees, and I, leaning against the post, doze. 

It really is warm. The blended scent of pitch and 
honey weights the air. There is not enough breeze 
to move even a leaf and the trees, the grasses and the 
shrubs, stand still, as though in an enchanted dream. 

The flowers fullv o ~ e n e d  vield themselves to the 
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suninmute gratification, while the clever bees probe 
their open hearts, stealing their sweetness. 

Blue, red and yellow butterflies hover here and 
there and the melodious cooing of the pigeons, in 
the eaves above our heads, soothes my mind, like a 
lullaby, to rest. Then, the hot richness of i t  all car- 
ries me into a deeper swoom. 

"Mou-ou-ou! "Krasavka'splaintivecallcomesfrom 
the gate. 

"Come! G i c k !  Krasavka wants you!" Eya springs . - - 

to her feet and pulls me by the sleeve. 
Dazedly I follow my daughter down the stairs, 

across the garden and into the lane toward the gate. 
My cow seems almost exhausted. In northern 



Russia the summer days are very long. She cannot 
carry the burden of hdr milk throughout the long, 
hot hours and has to be relieved of it  at noon. So in 
the middle of the day my friend forsakes her pasture 
and hastens home in a business-like way, not paying 
attention to anyone or anything. When we open the 
gate she rushes by us, heading for the shade in the 
back yard, and waits for me there puffing and mak- 
ing little plaintive moans. 

After the usual preparations once again I milk. 
Only my mind, stupefied by the heat is not as alert , , 
as it was in the coolness of the morning. At noon my 
senses seem to be confused. Drowsy thoughts, slug- 
gish, weigh upon my head and I have to force myself 
to hold it up; the effort makes red spots dance before 
my eyes. 1can hardly distinguish the white streams 
of milk from the erect sun's rays, piercing the roof. 
And this continuous buzz? Is it  the humming of bees 
beyond the house in the raspberry bushes? O r  is it 
the gurgling of the spring breaking its way through 
the dry brush down the hill? O r  maybe it is simply 
a ringing in my ears? How should I know? l am too 
tired to think. 

Krasavkastandswithhalfclosedeyes, lazily munch- 
ing her cud until I finish; then carefully swinging her 
body over the full bucket she turns to me, licks my 
shoulder and my hands, trying to express her grati- 



tude. Apparently she feels much better now and her 
posture shows it. 

Moved by her touch I rise from the low milking 
bench and put my arm about her neck. What bounti- 
ful health there is in her large body! What a great 
power streams out of her black eyes and how remark- 
ably this power is blended with kindness and warm 
understanding. Oh, my dearcow'seyes! Icouldlook 
into thedepthof their darkpoolsforever. Howthrill- - 
ing it is to receive their answering gaze full of en- 
couragement! 

As I stand there, my hand about her neck, I feel 
that part of her strength is flowing into me. Like a 
a fluid, highly charged with electricity it drifts all 
around me and rouses my senses and my thoughts. 

"Why! Of course it's hot, but what of i t?  It's only 
a bit of discomfort. We can get used to it. I'd better 
hurry back to my work. The day might not be long 
enough to accomplish all there is for me to do." 

"Are you still tired?" Eya asks, appearing at my 
side, "Let me help you," and she makes a move to- 
ward the milk. 

"You'll spill it! " I hurry to lift the pail putting my 
arm through the handle, which cuts deep into my 
flesh. 

"Heavy!" Eya pities me. 
"Think of Krasavka," I reply, "she has to carry this 



burden throughout the long day." And so convers- 
ing we go into the house. 

The day goes on. There is so much to do: butter 
to chum, cheese to make and then the garden to at- 
tend to, where everything grows and ripens in the 
summer sun so rapidly. 

In northern Russia the summer days are long, but 
there are not so very many of them. One cannot af- 
ford to let the hours slip by unnoticed. In working 
we must catch the tempo of the bee that rushes out 
of her hive, into the flower's heart; then, heavily 
laden hurries to fill one tiny partition of the many- 
celled comb. O r  of the fruit that grows and ripens, 
without losing a moment, while the summer sun is 
hot. 

Make haste, make haste! The summer days are 
long, but there are not so many of them. At sum- 
mer's close one must not find one's work half done. 
In the hope that life will last through the cold winter 
we must make haste while summer days last, gath- 
ering and storing our wealth before the winter frost 
arrives! Make haste! Make haste! 

The next clear picture, emerging out of the past 
and moving across my present musing, is the slow 
approach of an autumn evening. 
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The Russian plains and the Russian skies are full 
of melancholy, although far in the west there are a 
few clear patches in the sky through which the setting 
sun sends its last fiery rays and the crimson glow 
blazes over the clouds, and over the woods, and spills 
onto the plains; the earth attired in varied colours 
of dry herbs, receives the sun's caress without ex- 
uberance. Beneath the crimson and the gold there 
is deep sorrow in it all. 

Alone1 walk along the road connecting the village 
and the grove. 

This afternoon I spent in the village figuring out 
with Anton how much hay we need for our live stock, 
how much wood there shouldbe stowedaway to keep 
my house warm through the winter and how I can 
provide a full store of it. 

Now, returning home, I try to shake away the anx- 
ious thoughts. 

My feet, stepping from the road into the field seek 
for the feel of loosened warm earth, to give me hope 
that summer's growth is not yet over. Alas! A cold 
crust envelops the soil and the warm radiance that 
came from it only a few weeks ago, now seems to be 
turned inward and sinks deeper and deeper into the 
heart of the earth. 

In vain my eyes search the skies for the promise 
of more hot, sunny days. Beneath the crimson blaze 
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there is layer after layer of tawny clouds heaping up 
as far as my eyes can see. Rain or  snow is the only 
promise that these skies can give me. 

A cold wind is blowing, snatching away the last 
left-over leaves and for a time it plays at tossing them 
up and down, then throws them into a heap and, 
hissing, rolls it  onto the road. As I walk a flock of 
wild geese crosses the sky, filling my ears with their 
shrill cries. 

No, my anxious thoughts willnot leaveme. Every- 
thing I feel, see and hear is a poignant reminder of 
summer's departure. I knowthatafterafewlastsweet 
sighs offarewell the warmth will pass away and finally 
the harsh hand of the frost will draw over the still 
smiling, but melancholy earth, a white blanket of - 
snow. I t  will lie there for many months, gleaming in 
its aloof virginity. The earth will rest. And we poor 
human beings? How are we going to keep on living? 

Nevertheless I walk on and reach the Pine Grove. 
All ofasudden my body, that was so tense in the open, 
withstanding the furibus blasts of wind, is relaxed. 
Amidst the trees there is only a breeze that smooths 
the shaggy branches of the old pine trees. Beneath 
them it is almost still. With a heart much lighter - 
now, I pass through the gate into my plot. 

"Oh, look!" Eya moves from a garden bench to 
meet me, "how do you like my dress?" 



She has a most fantastic costume: a cape of golden 
leaves, pinned together by their stems is hanging off 
her shoulders. a bonnet of the same kind. adorned 
with clusters of red berries of mountain ash, sits on 
the top of her blond head and a pair of dried, hollow 
pmpkins, the narrow ends turned up, embellish her 
feet. 

"I'm a brownie now," she sings, "and did you see 
the wild geese passing so low that I could hear them 
screamingagood-bye to me?They were flapping their 
wings so that the pretty leaves I'd prepared for a 
skirt flew all over the place!" 

"They couldn't have flown that low," I laugh "and 
haven't they invited you to follow them?" 

"Oh yes, they did, but I said no. I like the snow 
and I'll stay here for winter! Tell me why they flew 
so low?" 

"It must be too cold higher up. Don't you see they 
are late?'' 

"Yes! And were they not in a hurry too? Work- 
ing with their wings so that feathers were falling like 
flakesofsnow. Is winter coming soon, do youknow?" 

"No, I don't know, but I guess it wont be long 
now." And another anxious thought is passing 
through my mind: "My daughter likes the snow. I 
must look into the trunk and see if there are warm 
things for her to wear. Probably she has outgrown 



all her clothes. Then what? Where will I get her new - 
winter garments?" 

"Moussia," she clings to me, "it's getting dark and 
cold. Let's go into the house and make a fire. 
Wouldn't it  be nice to sit bv it and build castles out 
of the cards or  turrets of painted blocks, the way we 
did last winter? Will you play with me? Oh, promise 
me you will! Please!" 

"I might. Only first I have some other things to do. " 
"Why don't you ever let me help you? I've grown 

big and strong. See!" She proudly marches in front 
of me. "I can carry wood now." 

"All right, you carry wood," I say, annoyed with 
her fussing under my feet, "and I'll tend the cow." 
And for the last time during the day I go to spend a 
while with Krasavka. 

By now she and I have grown to be the very best 
offriends. We have learned to understand each other 
at a glance. Hence, this evening, when I enter her 
stable, she senses my anxiety and tries the best she 
can to show her sympathy. t he milkruns at my touch 
faster than usual and is warmer and richer in its con- 
sistency. And every drop, falling into my pail seems 
to whisper consoling words to me: "Soon the Earth 
will go to rest and it's true that a thick blanket of 
snow will cover its face. But even then I will not 
fail you. The full bucket of milk will be yours thrice 



a day. With it, perhaps, you will manage to get most 
of the things your child needs. " And deep in my heart 
I know it will be so, for milk, butter and cheese are 
very precious in days of revolution. 

By the time I finishmy work Eya has carriedenough 
wood into the hall to last us for a week. We build a 
fire in the drawing room and after our supper we play 
before it with the wooden blocks, cards and other 
things until my daughter's little head droops from 
fatigue. I lead her to her room, help her to undress 
and as soon as she is asleep I hurry to my own room 
and there sink into my bed. 

Fragments of thoughts are still troubling my mind. 
Boldly I chase them all away. 

Tomorrow is another day! Next year will come 
another spring! Why worry over the leaves that have 
already been tornofftheir branchesandnowlieunder 
our feet like golden stars scattered from heaven. 

Starsbeneathourfeet! Starsaboveourheads! What 
is there more beautiful to hold our fate? 

So, be silent my mind! Keep still my heart! Al- 
low me a time for rest. 

Through those three difficult years, in which Kra- 
savka stood by me so faithfully, there were, to  be 

)> I 5 1  " 



sure, many other hours and days that are clearly im- 
printed in my memory. 

But I must not sing the praises of my cow forever. 
There were also other interests and incidents that 
bore no relation to her. Of them I will speak later. 
Now I only wish to stress the infinite affection that 
some dumb creatures bestow onus, and how remark- 
ably their devotion develops in time of deprivation 
into a real support of us. 

Domestic pets inthe ordinary course of life, spoil- 
edby comfort, oftengrow indifferent to their masters 
and care little for what goes on about them. But a 
dog, a horse or a cow, truly taking part in the life 
and achievements of its master, learns to cooperate 
in everything and is eager to share in all its master's 
trials. There is really no limit to the fervency they 
are capable of displaying. 

To be frank and just, one has to admit that nowa- 
days we seldom meet human beings capable of the 
devotion and gratitude that we occasionally find in 
animals. 

Mankind is inclined to take the service of his fel- 
lows for granted, while an animal never forgets the 
slightest act of kindness. This I know from my own - 
experience, for my cow always repaid an hundred 
fofd. And the tenderness and the elemental goodness 
with which she did so, seemed to me superior to the 



crafty and clever way in which oftentimes humans 
accept and return favors. 

Even now, when I think of Krasavka my heart soft- 
ens ; but then whenever I saw this big, strong creature 
obediently responding to my faintest mood, I used 
to think that a cow is the most desirable and faithful 
friend one can have on earth, without one excep- 
tion. 

She knew my voice from a distance and by its into- 
nation could determinemy state of mindand whether 
I were in good humor or  not. Sometimes I called her 
from her pasture far away and, as the cowherd told 
me later, the moment she heard my call, she ceased 
grazing and started for home. 

Once, when I had a group of friends visiting me, 
after anargumentregardingthesensitivity ofanimals, 
at night we all went into the yard and someone chased 
the sleepy cow out of her shed. W e  scattered in 
different directions withoutasound. Afteramoment 
of hesitation Krasavka came straight to me. 

Whenever I was ill, or  for any reason could not 
milk her myself, the milk was less abundant and 
much thinner. And if I did not appear for several 
days, she lost her appetite and made herself ill. 

In other words her mistress was to her the center 
of her life. And believe me, it is a wonderful thing, 
especially during a revolution, to feel oneself a queen 
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at least to one's cow! So Krasavka granted me many 
moments of consolation and during the whole three 
years, betrayed me but once. 

It happened in a rather amusing way and I think 
it will be well to close my story by describing that 
entire day. 

It was the middle of the month of May. 
The glory of the early summer reigned over the 

land. The sun shone brightly from the uncloudedsky 
and its brilliance was reflected in the young leaves, 
throbbing on their branches, in the flowers widely 
open, sending forth their perfume, andinevery sharp 
blade of grass, in every clear drop of water. 

I finished my early morning's work, but then had 
to change the usual routine of my day, for I had re- 
ceived a letter from my husband, saying that he 
planned to bring four guest that day. 

"Three of them are foreigners," he had written, 
"andIhope you'llreceive themintheproperfashion." 

"Hum!" I thought, "proper fashion! Is he joking? 
Where are the means to receive nowadays even the 
nearest friend in the proper fashion? Three for- 
eigners! Mercy! What am I going to do about it?" 

However, I had risen very early that morning and 
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cleaned the house with special care.Then. after Kra- 
savka and the s h e e ~  went off to Dasture. I went to 

L 

look over my wardrobe. 
Since the beginning of the revolution I had worn 

very simple clothes; a skirt, a blouse, soft slippers 
and a head-dress somewhat like a red-cross nurse. 
That day, though, to honor the foreign guests, I de- 
cided to change my costume and was anxiously look- 
ing for something interesting. 

Alas! There were only remnants of the old ele- 
gance. After much hesitation, I picked up a white 
silkdress, alteredit alittle, then pressed it. It seemed 
to regain its freshness. When at length I put it on 
and arranged my hair in braids about my head, my 
own reflection in the mirror seemed quite good to 
me. It was a real delight to see oneself once again a 
lady of pre-revolutionary days. Smiling happily with 
self-satisfaction I almost danced about my room. 

"Moussia! My sweet, my darling Moussia!" Eya 
chanted, as she appeared at the door and looked at 
me a while with dancing eyes. 

"You!" I tried to impress her by my sternness, 
"Come here! I'll fix your hair! We're going to have 
guests by noon!" 

"I know! Isee! We'll have com-pa-ny-y ! "She kept 
on chanting. 

"Now, stop your nonsense and remember that I 



want you to be a nice girl," I cautioned her. "Don't - 
annoy anyone, keep your hair and your clothes in 
order and behave like a lady." 

"Yes!" she said, "I'll watch my mamma and do 
everything the way she does." 

"Heavens above!" I thought, taken aback, "how 
often children say shrewd things without realizing 
their own sarcasm. 

"Don't you ever do that," I finally managed to'say, 
"I don't want you to grow into a monkey. Be your- 
self and watch your own step." 

"Yes, dear!" She caught my hand, placed a kiss in 
its palm and ran away. 

I stood disarmed. What can one do with such a 
bit of fluff? She knows so many tricks to soften one's 
heart. 

Feeling happier than ever I walked into the garden 
and from there into the yard. Just as I turned to take 
a look up the long road, which led into my plot, I 
saw a small boy coming toward me. He came down 
the path between the hidges of mock-orange and yel- 
low roses, both in full blossom now. holding his hat " 
under his arm, advancing with great solemnity. Full 
of curiosity I waited for him to approach. He bowed, 
greetingmeandsaid, very seriously: "My fathersends 
me here to tell you that he caughtyourcowinhis field. 
Now she's under his arrest until you pay the fine." 



"Oh, really ?" I laughed. "It must be a mistake, for 
my cow never does shameful things like that." 

"Maybe she hasn't done it before, but today she 
did. A whole bunch of them ran away from the mea- 
dows and yours was found in my father's field!" 

"What nonsense!" I cried incredulously, "What 
makes you think it's my cow?" 

"Well!" he grinned surveying me, "because she 
looks like you. Shiny !" 

I was amused. 
"You mean my nose is shiny ?" 
"No," he glanced once more at me, "the whole 

of you." 
"That's remarkable!" I exclaimed. "a cow look- 

ing exactly like me is under your father's arrest! 
Let's go and see!" 

~ e p u t  his hat on with agesture of final agreement. 
I told Eya to wait for me at home and off we went 

through the blossoming hedge, along the clearing in 
the wood, into the open field. As we were crossing 
it, I looked at the young growth and said: "This green 
is so good that I feel that I myself would like to run 
through it." 

"And you'd be arrested, too." The boy grinned 
again. 

"What for? I wouldn't eat the springing wheat!" 
"You might not eat but you'd trample a great deal. 



That's what cows do. It isn't what they eat, but what 
they spoil under their feet." 

Talking so we reached the village; then the boy's 
father'shouse. Inthe yard, sureenough, wasmy sweet 
Krasavka. A couple of men, several women and a 
crowd of children surrounded her. On seeing me 
she expressed so much joy that I had no heart to say 
even one word of reproach. 

"How much do you want for fine?" I asked the 
people. 

"We don't want money," a man spoke, snuffling 
through his nose. "What good is there nowadays in 
money? But this seems to be a goodly cow! We want 
milk." 

"How much!" 
"One whole milking." 
"Allright, "Isaid, "getmesomethingtomilkinto." 
"But wouldn't i t  be right to wait until the evening, 

so we have a full milking!" a woman complained. 
"You'll have more than you expect, as it is!" I 

shouted, "do get me a pail." 
They rushed about and brought me a bowl, not 

larger than a coffee can. 
"Too small! " I said. 
They rushed again and brought a little pail, the 

size of a lard container. 
"Still this isn't large enough!" 



A woman emptied water out of a large enamel 
bucket and sneering handed it to me. 

"Would that belarge enoughfor your excellency ?" 
"I doubt it! "I retorted but settledmyself to work. 
The sneers and jeers I overheard around me when 

I started soon died away. Instead, whispers of admi- 
ration began to grow louder and louder, as the milk 
rose in the bucket. 

I was certain that my cow would not betray my 
pride in her. But I did not know, was it because of 
the joy seeing me again, or, more likely, because 
of the young oats she had tasted that morning, that 
the froth ran over the edge when I finished milking? 

"Holy Mary! Sweet Childof God! A womancross- 
ed herself, and all the children smacked their lips 
watching me with shining eyes. 

"There! May we go now?" 
"Why yes! It's a wonderful cow and kind is her . . 

mistress!" The woman who sneered the most came 
to me. "Tell me, have you milked her already this 
morning?" 

"That only my cow and I know," I joked. "Sorry 
but I'm in a hurry! Will you please open the gate 
and let us out! " 

"Just a moment! I'll give you a strong rope to lead 
her home," the snuffling man whined through his 
nose. 



"No thanks. We're on friendly terms and don't 
need that." 

Isaluted, and as the boy, who came for me, opened 
A 

the gate, Krasavlca and I marched out. 
Many curious faces appeared behind the window 

panes, as we walked along the grassy street, side by 
side as though on promenade. Everyone wanted to 
see the fancily dressed lady and her "shiny" cow. 
when we werkin the field ~iasavka turned&dglanc- 
ed at me inquiringly. 

"Oh, keep right ongoing!"I wavedmy handat her. 
She kewt on. but her exwression showed little re- 
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morse for her recent behavior; and to tell the truth 
I didnot feel unhappy either. The day was so exqui- 
site! And the adventure had only amused me. On 
reachinp home I felt a little tired and sank down on 
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the porch step to rest. My cow stood by, looking 
into my eyes, this time guiltily. 

"Oh Krasavka," I exclaimed, "too bad you can't 
speak! " 

"Oh yes! If only you could speak! Your mistress 
would never part with you, neither day, nor night!" 
The voice of my husband came from behind me. 

Only thendidIremembertheexpectedguestswho 
evidently had arrived during my absence. Abruptly 
jumping to my feet and turning round I nearly fell in- 
to the arms of Kostya Lvoff, poet friend of ours. 



"Well, " helaughed. "Good day. Can youleave y our 
Krasavka and grant us a few moments of your atten- 
tion?" 

"How are you?" I mumbled and embarrassed step- 
ped away. 

"Very well, thank you." He bowed. "We brought 
three Americans with us to have a visit with you. 
Only itseemsas though ~ouprefer  thecow'scompany 
to ours ! " 

"Sorry, "Isaid, "I'vebeenready to receive yousince 
early morning, but then Krasavka had to be rescued 
from being arrested and look what's happened to my 
dress!" We looked at my clothes. "Mercy! I'm not 
fit to appear before the eyes of foreign guests.'' 

"Never mind," Kostya grinned, "let them see our 
Russian women, as we Russian men like them best. 
Slightly wind blown, powdered with the fruit-trees' 
pollen, perfumed with the scent of the forest's 
brush!" 

"I'm afraid, "Isaid,"it'sonly yourextremely poetic 
nose that senses all this beauty. American eyes may 
be more sensitive than Russian noses." 

However, we entered the big living room. My 
daughter, affectedly seated in a large arm chair was 
the first to catch my eye. She made a surprised face 
and shook her head disapprovingly. Ignoring her I 
turned my back and Kostya introduced me to the 



three foreigners, representatives of the American 
Relief Administration, working in Kazan. 

None of  then^ could speak Russian, one spoke 
French. None of us could speak English, Ialone spoke 
French. We exchanged polite French greetings and 
formally seated ourselves. 

"You know," Kostya said, trying to relieve the 
awkwardness of the moment, "they just arrived last 
Sunday. Haven't you seen them passing here on the 
railroad from Moscow to Kazan?" 

"No," I said. "Sorry, but I have no time to sit by 
the railroad tracks watching the trains go by." 

"Too bad," drawled Kostya, "you made a big mis- 
take. This time you should have watched theMoscow 
Express. " 

"And how would I know who was in i t?" 
"That's the whole point," he laughed. "It was so 

obvious that one would have to be an imbecile not 
to notice them. You would certainlv have seen that 
the especially powerful engine was pulling the very 
special open flat cars. On them the famous Americans 
were sitting, enthroned in their own automoblies, 
reading their very own New York Times!" 

Wegiggled. The Americans, understanding "New 
York Times," became enlivened. 

"Qe ce que monsieur Lvoff dit?" The one who spoke 
French asked. 



"Oh, i l  se fait drole," I answered still laughing. 
"Mais d propos de quai?" he insisted. 
" A  proposdes Americain~~rofondement engag2sen ktudi- 

ant le New Yorh Times, tandis que leur train passait ici 
d travers de man paradis." 

He understood our joke, blushed slightly and 
mumbled something inFrench which 1 could not ex- 
actly get, but it  sounded like: 

"Be it paradise or  be it hell we Americans have 
to read our newspaper before anything else." 

He laughed, said a few words to his companions, 
they laughed too. After that we all felt as though by 
now we were well acquainted and the conversation, 
partly in French, English and Russian, partly simply 
in pantomine, grew more and more animated. 

But to me the room, gradually filling with tobacco 
smoke, ashes and cigarette stubs grew increasingly 
oppressive and made me long for the freshness of the 
fields and woods. And although I was apparently with 
my guests, my spirit, held captive by the fragrant 
breathofspring, was still spinning through the lucent 
air, companioned by the larks. 

Years have passed since I left Russia, the Pine 
Grove, and my friends there. And since I parted 
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forever with the mute companion of those difficult 
revolutionary days, my faithful cow. 

I know Krasavkacouldnot livethislong-she must 
have died. But even now, when I pass a meadow 
with cows grazing, some strange emotion rises in me 
and stopping involuntarily, I watch them. 

They usually feel the intensity of my gaze and, lift- 
ing their heads from the grass, throw me glances that 
strike me as being much too warm for cows to give 
to a stranger. 

And then an odd thought comes to my mind: "per- 
haps by my look they sense the friendship which 
exsited long ago between one of their kind and me." 

Thusreflecting, Istand intheopenamidthegrasses, 
watching the cows under the glow of the sun. And 
the old feelings once again pass over me. 

Once more I feel as though I am a queen-the very 
core of creation. And yet, I know, I am but a tiny 
string onone ofthe many instruments under Nature's 
wise hand, eternally playing its wonderful melody. 
The continuity of living. 

THE E N D  
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