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PREFACE

History knows of no other epoch, no other people, whose 
younger generation has been such a mighty creative force 
as our glorious Stalin generation, the youth of the Land of 
Soviets.

It was the Great October Socialist Revolution that laid 
the foundation for the development of a generation capable 
of overcoming all obstacles to the attainment of its objectives 
with such unparalleled heroism and Stalinist resolution. It is 
Stalin�s leadership that has made for the steady growth of all 
that is best and most valuable for the new epoch, in the ris-
ing generation of our country. Only in the Soviet land could 
the loftiest youthful dreams of a life of creative endeavour, of 
prosperity and happiness for the people materialize not only 
for the chosen few but for all young people.

In the Soviet Union, in the great Stalinist epoch, man-
kind�s age-old dream of justice and truth, the brightest, pur-
est and loftiest aspiration of the young soul, coincides with 
the very tenor and essence of the life of the country. And our 
youth, the true sons and daughters of their native land, have 
always cherished and fought gallantly and sel�essly to pre-
serve the life they and their fathers built up, to be equal to the 
exalted ideas that enrich this life, and, having grasped them, 
to march forward, ever forward toward the radiant future.

�e strongest in�uence in moulding this Stalin genera-
tion has been exercised by the Bolshevik Party founded by 
Lenin and Stalin. �e great teachings of this Party light up 
the path of the people far into the future. Its history, a �ery 
chronicle of revolutionary struggle, boundless devotion and 
loyalty to the people�s cause, shows that there are no di�-
culties that cannot be overcome, no fortresses that cannot be 
taken. �e experience of this Party, the spirit of its struggle, 
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has enriched the Stalin generation and continues to do so. 
With the illustrious lives of the veteran Bolsheviks before 
them � the young Lenin, the young Stalin, Kirov and Or-
jonikidze, Sverdlov and Dzerzhinsky, Frunze, Kuibyshev and 
many other glorious sons of the Bolshevik Party � this rising 
generation has been able to develop in itself the traits of these 
champions of the greatest ideals of mankind.

�e Great Patriotic War the Soviet people are waging 
against Hitlerite Germany has put all the forces of the Soviet 
people, and primarily the youth, to a severe test. And the 
younger generation has passed this test with honour.

�e heroism of the Stalin generation is revealed not only 
on the battlefronts and behind the enemy lines. Victory over 
the enemies of our country, over the forces of darkness and 
evil, is being forged also in the rear by the legions of heroic 
�ghters on the labour front.

Our present conception of heroism is in�nitely broader 
and deeper than any that preceded it. �e heroism of Soviet 
men and women is devoid of self-interest, ambition and van-
ity � it is the heroism of a whole people, a heroism directed 
toward the good of the country. And because these traits are 
typical of our people they have become part and parcel of 
the spiritual make-up of our youth. High principled, strong-
willed, resolute and purposeful are the young Soviet men and 
women reared by the Bolshevik Party, the Young Communist 
League, the Soviet people.

Such are the immortal heroes of the Patriotic War who 
are defending their native land arms in hand. Such are the 
young men and women whose indefatigable e�orts and in-
spired labour are helping to win the war.

It is to these young heroes of today that the present vol-
ume is dedicated. �ey are one and all the bearers of militant 
socialist humanism; all of them cherish a sacred love for their 

3

Soviet country, and are glad to be �ghting for the freedom 
and happiness of the people.

E. Yaroslavsky
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B. Lavrenev

INDOMITABLE HEART

Her childhood years she spent in the Ukraine, that lov-
able, bounteous land where the dawns are a sea of gold, and 
the cherry orchards are a mass of white blossom in May and 
the nightingales trill with such abandon in the depths of lux-
uriant gardens.

It was a migratory life. Her father worked in the country-
side and kept moving from one place to another as his a�airs 
demanded. Her mother was a school-teacher. When her fath-
er was transferred to a new district, the family would pack up 
their belongings and move together with him.

In Belaya Tserkov they stayed longer than usual. It was 
a quiet little town with streets lulled to sleep under a sultry 
sun. �ere had been a time when it had teemed with life and 
activity and served as a setting for many a stern event. �at 
was in the golden years of the Ukrainian Cossacks, the glori-
ous years of �erce, irreconcilable struggle for the freedom of 
the Ukraine.

In the drowsy streets of Belaya Tserkov lingers the mem-
ory of that romantic age � of mounted Cossack regiments 
clattering by in a cloud of dust, of gaily coloured Ukrain-
ian coats �ashing in the sun, of tunics with golden tassels 
�uttering in the breeze, of bright sabres darting �re, and of 
the Getman of all the Ukraine, Bogdan Khmelnitsky, that 
knight sans peur et sans reproche whose name has become a 
synonym of valour and glory, riding forth on a prancing Cau-
casian steed to review his regiments.

�ose days of glory are no more... But on quiet moonlit 
nights, in the rustle of the leaves in the ancient poplars, lin-
gers a faint echo of the ancient battle songs of Taras...

In this dreamy little town with its low cottages and ver-
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dant gardens the romance of history transforms everything 
with its magic wand. �e sun and the honeyed fragrance of 
�owers and leaves warm the heart like a sweet wine.

At midday the golden sun�owers gaze proudly at the sun. 
Happy-go-lucky sparrows perch on the wattle fences, chir-
ruping merrily.

A thin, brown-faced girl crawls stealthily through the 
bushes towards the fence. �e sparrows stop chirruping and 
cock their heads warily at her. But they are not very scared. If 
she were a boy, it would be another matter. Anything can be 
expected from a boy.

Suddenly the girl stretches out her left hand with a cata-
pult held fast between the tightly clenched, tanned �ngers. 
Her right hand draws back the rubber band as far as it can go. 
Closing one warm, brown eye, she takes aim. A stone whis-
tles through the air. �e sparrows noisily take to �ight. But 
sometimes one of the grey-feathered tribe is caught napping 
and tumbles down onto the grass. �en the girl�s eyes light up 
with the joy of success.

�e catapult is a boy�s weapon. Girls are supposed to play 
with dolls. But this girl prefers catapults to dolls. And she 
is proud of the fact that she can handle it better than many 
boys. She has a keen and unerring eye.

Sometimes a small pebble from her catapult would go �y-
ing not at the sparrows but at the back of some tousle-head-
ed, barefooted Petro or Ivan. Boys were her enemies. �ey 
were rough and mischievous and derided her for a �young 
petticoat.� �ey mocked and teased her whenever they could. 
After peppering the enemy she would dash madly into the 
heart of the garden where a clump of brambles grew in an 
impenetrable maze and wait with beating heart to see if she 
was being pursued.

She was small and fragile, but unyielding. She never gave 
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in to anyone. Clenching her �sts, she would throw herself 
into the fray. Her enemies would pounce on her and pummel 
her and pull her hair until she was forced to beat a retreat. But 
even then she would never say die. She never burst out crying; 
only an occasional tear would well up in her angry eyes and, 
brushing it away angrily and wiping the blood from her nose, 
she would again be ready for battle. She would lie in ambush 
for her opponents and deal with them one at a time. Jumping 
out like a whirlwind she would bring her �sts into play, silent-
ly and swiftly. She would pursue her stunned opponent for a 
long time and then return home triumphant.

Such was Ludmilla Pavlichenko�s childhood � stormy, 
daring, a constant quest for new adventures.

�en came the years at school. When she entered school 
she was as untamed and independent as ever. Her class-
mates involuntarily bowed before her strong, �ery charac-
ter. Straightforward, fearless and impulsive, she exerted an 
irresistible charm over the other children. Knowledge came 
easily to her. Persistence and diligence were words that did 
not exist in her lexicon. She mastered a subject not as a result 
of persistent study but thanks to her keen mind and quick 
perception, and she rapidly left her classmates behind. She re-
garded an apt answer in class as no less a triumph than victory 
in a scrap with a boy.

In school she acquired a passion for reading. She read 
everything she could lay her hands on. Books of adventure 
and travel attracted her most � books about striking, force-
ful people with big hearts and unyielding natures, about men 
of honour and action, who fought to attain their goal in the 
face of all opposition. She read during lesson-time holding the 
book on her knees under the desk, so that the teacher should 
not see it.

From the teachers� point of view she was a di�cult pupil. 
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Her wilfulness, lack of discipline and order, refractory na-
ture and unwillingness to submit to authority irritated them. 
Many times the question arose: �What is to be done with 
Pavlichenko?�

If Ludmilla herself were at fault in this, the teachers 
themselves were also to blame, for they were unable to �nd 
the proper approach to this girl who was so di�erent from the 
others, and could not subordinate her impetuous nature to 
school discipline.

Although Ludmilla�s behaviour was extremely trying at 
times, she was nevertheless a good student and so, when she 
passed to the last grade, the school authorities declared that 
Ludmilla Pavlichenko had by far outstripped her class in gen-
eral development and knowledge and that further study at the 
school would be of no pro�t to her. As a result they decided 
to give her a certi�cate to the e�ect that she had �nished the 
whole course.

And so she came face to face with the problem of her fu-
ture course in life. She did not know exactly where and how 
to apply her talents, and it was here that the Young Com-
munist League came to her assistance: it gave her what she 
lacked so far � a sense of comradeship and self-discipline, 
and directed her ebullient energy into the proper channels.

�e economic life of the country was just beginning to re-
cover at that time from the ravages of the Civil War. Ludmilla 
decided to enter a factory. It seemed to her important and 
interesting to make with her own hands things the country 
needed, to stand at a machine, learn its complicated mechan-
ism and take part in the varied, workaday life of an industrial 
enterprise. �is was in Kiev. As at school, she proved to be a 
very capable worker and rapidly mastered her job.

In her spare time she went in for all forms of sport. Once 
she and her friends went to a ri�e club run by the Air and 
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Chemical Defence League. She threw herself heart and soul 
into this new hobby, just as she plunged wholeheartedly into 
anything that attracted her passionate nature. Perhaps she 
was spurred on by memories of her early childhood, the gar-
den, the sparrows perching on the fence, the catapult, the joys 
of hunting...

Her �rst attempts with a small-bore ri�e showed that she 
had a sure eye and steady aim. �is success �red her with am-
bition. If she was going to shoot, then she must shoot better 
than everybody else, she must shoot better than her friends, 
and in particular outdo the boys who sco�ed at the idea that 
�petticoats� could shoot.

And she did become the best. But this was not enough for 
her. She wanted something more. When she learned that the 
club was organizing a class for snipers she joined it, all a�re 
with a new enthusiasm.

She must become a sniper, nothing else. It seemed to her 
that this was what she had always dreamed of. And at this 
sport she developed diligence and patience, qualities she had 
hitherto lacked.

To tell the truth, she herself could not say why she was so 
bent on becoming a sniper. Before this she had never shown 
any interest in military pursuits. Why devote so much e�ort 
to becoming a sharpshooter? Where and when would she 
have an opportunity of applying her skill?

Nevertheless she tried her utmost, happy in the know-
ledge that she could exceed in this �eld, too, which men 
were accustomed to regard as their own. When she received 
her sniper�s certi�cate she rolled it up and put it away in her 
drawer, together with other papers she expected never to need 
again.

She still continued to read a great deal. She began to real-
ize that her beloved heroes � travellers, explorers and pros-
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pectors, people, in general, with a creative turn of mind � 
owed their success above all to their vast store of experience 
and knowledge.

But all she herself had was a smattering of science ac-
quired during her erratic studies at school. She wanted to 
know everything, in particular the history of mankind.

She decided to leave the factory and continue her studies.
Ludmilla entered the history faculty of Kiev University. 

Everything here seemed new and strange. After the very �rst 
lecture she realized that here she would not be able to study 
in the way she had at school. She realized that persevering 
and systematic work were the only means by which she could 
achieve the level of culture and knowledge she admired so 
much in the heroes of her books.

Ludmilla Pavlichenko could now frequently be found 
bent over a book in the reading room of the university or in 
the shady botanical garden, diligently copying out quotations 
and jotting down the notes she needed.

She was particularly attracted by the stormy, glorious 
history of her native Ukraine. She chose the life of Bogdan 
Khmelnitsky as the theme for her degree thesis � her �rst 
independent research in the �eld of history.

Nor was there anything surprising in her choice, for in 
this �ery warrior, statesman and diplomat, in his activity, so 
full of energy, in his stormy career, in his defeats and victor-
ies, was re�ected the great and unconquerable spirit of the 
Ukrainian people.

And Ludmilla herself had this same unconquerable soul, 
a soul which did not admit compromise.

At night, poring over her books, manuscripts and charts, 
she would marvel at the stories of the great Getman, of his 
bravery and resolution, and of his stout heart which knew 
neither weakness nor fear.
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She would go over to the window and look out at the 
starry Ukrainian sky. Legends of the past, of the glorious his-
tory of the Ukraine and the exploits of the Cossacks �ghting 
for the freedom of their country, took shape before her eyes. 
And before her rose the Getman himself, standing before his 
regiments, an iron pike in his hand and a heart of iron in his 
breast.

And with exultancy and envy she would think: �If only I 
had such a heart!�

�e work engrossed her more and more. But Ludmilla 
did not have a chance to �nish her �rst piece of research. 
One quiet June night, as she stood at the window relaxing 
for a moment from her studies, her mind �lled with pictures 
from the history of her country�s past, the drone of aeroplane 
engines of Hitler�s armoured vultures �lled the sky, bringing 
death and destruction to her native land. From out of the 
silence of that last night of peace a thunderbolt hurled down 
on her beloved, smiling Kiev and the night was lit up by the 
blood-red glare of �res.

�e next morning she saw bomb-shattered houses with 
chairs and beds hanging precariously over gaping walls. She 
saw gutted homes, deep craters �lled with water from smashed 
mains, pools of blood on the sidewalk sprinkled with sand, 
and a tiny child�s hand pinned to a blood-spattered wall by a 
shell splinter.

On that day her carefree, impetuous girlhood ended.
For a long time she wandered about the seething, anx-

ious city, taking in the familiar sights with thoughtful eyes. 
As in former years, the chestnuts were in full bloom in the 
park overlooking the Dnieper and the lindens rustled in the 
river breeze. But today Red Armymen marched through the 
streets, and they did not sing the familiar songs. �ey swung 
along silently, their steel helmets casting a shadow on their 
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dust-covered faces. �ey were moving to the west. Tanks 
rumbled down the streets. �at day the city�s countenance 
was furrowed by the grim lines of war.

�e city itself, and her whole country appeared before 
her with new and irresistible force as real conceptions, as the 
most essential and dearest things in her life. Life itself seemed 
pointless without her native land, without that wonderful 
sunny city beside the broad river.

She lingered late in the empty streets, now plunged into 
complete darkness. �e blackout was in force and not a single 
ray of light shed its warm golden stream across the asphalt. 
�e whole universe seemed to have melted away in a black 
void. �e enemy was seeking to throw this bright land back to 
the murky gloom of the Dark Ages. It was frightful.

In Ludmilla�s soul a decision was slowly maturing.
At home her mother, as always, was bustling around. 

Here nothing had changed as yet. But casting a guarded look 
over the comfort of her home, Ludmilla realized that she her-
self had changed that day, and that her place was no longer 
here. She drank a glass of cold tea, engrossed with her own 
thoughts, and then said to her mother:

�Mama, I�m going to join the army.�
Her mother looked at her with frightened eyes. But on 

her daughter�s face, re�ned and lit up at that instant with an 
inner radiance, she read something that silenced the natural 
remonstrations of a loving mother. Without a word she went 
up to Ludmilla and embraced her.

But deciding to join the army proved to be much simpler 
than actually joining it. �ey listened to her � some disinter-
estedly, others in astonishment. �ey gave her sniper�s diploma 
merely a cursory glance, shook their heads and shrugged their 
shoulders. Certainly her desire was praiseworthy enough, but 
unfortunately they had �no instructions� on taking women 
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into the army.
Ludmilla burned with anger and indignation. Her 

long-suppressed �ery temper came to the fore again. �e of-
�cials she talked to about her desire to defend her native land 
appeared to her to be not human beings but things of wood 
and stone. She was astonished by their failure to comprehend 
that snipers, whether they were men or women, were equally 
needed on the battle�eld.

Finally her indignation exceeded all bounds. She turned 
so furiously on the man who was giving her the usual refusal 
that he was shaken out of his o�cial pose. He listened atten-
tively to her, looked over her papers again, thought for a while 
and then suggested that she should come back the following 
day.

A week later Ludmilla Mikhailovna Pavlichenko, a rank-
and-�le soldier in the 25th Chapayev Division, was already 
on the �ring line south of Odessa, on the Romanian sector 
of the front.

Here it was much simpler than in Kiev. Here no one 
asked why she had joined the army. No one was surprised to 
see a girl standing side by side with the men, a heavy service 
ri�e in her hand. Here they were �ghting, and there was no 
time to wonder about such things. Here every ri�e in skilful 
hands was useful. Ludmilla was accorded a rough but warm 
reception by the men who were repulsing the attacks of the 
enemy in bloody battles along the steppes. �ey accepted her 
as a fellow soldier, as a fellow comrade in the di�cult life-
and-death struggle they were waging.

And so for the �rst time in her life she lay in a shallow 
trench, hastily dug in the clayey soil, side by side with Red 
Armymen, peering intently at the stunted spurge beyond the 
ravine where the enemy lay.

All around rumbled the metallic, nerve-racking heavy 
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thunder of battle. �e sky was �lled with the drone of nazi 
planes. Black pillars of earth �ew up and rained down in a 
shower of clayey lumps. Shell-splinters whined through the 
air; bullets whistled piercingly overhead and ended with a 
dull thud as they hit the ground.

�is roaring inferno was terrifying, but Ludmilla did not 
feel afraid; at the beginning she was simply stunned.

She looked around her, listened to the deafening music 
of explosions, and gradually a cold and merciless anger �lled 
her being. What was taking place here, before her eyes, on her 
native land? Unbidden and unwelcome, foreigners were rid-
ing roughshod over the historic soil of the Ukrainian people, 
blasting, binning, maiming and crippling everything in their 
path.

�ey were killing her brothers, friends and comrades, 
young Soviet people, full of vitality, who instead of peacefully 
labouring in the �elds or in the factories, were being forced 
by them to roll in the scorching dust, choke in the smoke of 
explosions, groan with pain.

�ere not far from her a Red Armyman writhed with 
pain, straightened out and lay silent. A shell splinter had hit 
him in the head. He dropped his ri�e, and from his pale fore-
head a thin stream of red blood trickled down on to his shoul-
der. Only the day before yesterday Ludmilla had become ac-
quainted with him, had got to know his name and where he 
came from. He had laughed and joked, had told her about his 
family and his little son. And now in the last throes of death 
his sti�ening hands seemed to be caressing his native soil, 
over which he would walk no more.

And all this was the work of those hostile men who 
crouched in the undergrowth on the other side of the ravine.

�ey had brought death to the Soviet land, but they had 
forgotten the simple law that death engenders death. He who 
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lives by the sword shall perish by the sword!
She had no time to think of more just then. �e spurge 

beyond the ravine moved and a man�s head showed slowly 
above it. He raised himself up on his hands and, craning his 
neck, peered in front of him. It seemed to Ludmilla that he 
was looking straight at her and a shudder of disgust went 
through her.

She pressed the butt of the ri�e �rmly against her shoul-
der, parted her legs a little, as the instructor had taught her, 
and glanced along the sights.

In the lens she could clearly make out the green cloth of 
the man�s uniform, the narrow shoulder-straps with yellow 
piping, and the red, sweaty face with its low forehead and 
watery eyes. She aimed between the eyebrows, took a short 
breath so as to feel freer at the moment of �ring and gently 
pressed the trigger.

She was amazed at the simplicity of what happened next. 
It was just like the shooting range on the ground �oor of 
the cinema on the Kreshchatik where they had �red with air 
guns at triangular tin targets which dropped down behind 
the board when hit. �e enemy dropped down behind the 
spurge bushes in just the same way. And that was all.

So simply did she open her sniper�s score in her �rst battle.
�at night, after the battle, Ludmilla lay on the ground 

by the �re around which her comrades were sitting and talk-
ing, engrossed in her own thoughts.

One of her favourite books was War and Peace. And now, 
under the night sky in the steppe, with the smell of worm-
wood in her nostrils, she remembered the description of 
Nikolai Rostov�s �rst attack and his mixed feelings.

It seemed to Ludmilla that she herself was experiencing 
something of Rostov�s confusion when he unexpectedly met 
the enemy face to face. She remembered how vividly Tolstoy 
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had described the maelstrom of emotions, the awkward blow, 
the pitiful, frightened eyes of the Frenchman, his trembling 
lips and the childish dimple on his chin. Every time she had 
re-read those pages she had been sorry both for Rostov and 
for that unfortunate French soldier.

But why hadn�t she felt anything like that in her �rst bat-
tle? Why had she witnessed the death of the �rst enemy killed 
by a bullet of hers with such a feeling of coldness, even indif-
ference? Could it be that Tolstoy, her favourite writer, had not 
been writing the truth?

No, that was impossible! Suddenly the truth dawned on 
her.

Tolstoy had written about a war between people. �e 
French had had human souls and hearts. �ey had been ca-
pable of noble deeds, of a humanitarian attitude toward their 
enemies. In that war man was pitted against man, and Tolstoy 
had written about people from both camps with an essentially 
human wisdom. For this reason Ludmilla, while �lled with 
admiration for the Russian heroes of the War of 1812, could 
understand and even pity their enemies.

But the creatures pitted against her here were not human 
beings. �ey were goose-stepping, stupid, brutal, death-deal-
ing automatons; they were dummies, with a hound�s �air in-
stead of souls, with a piece of o�al for hearts; they were robots 
reared in the nursery of the Berlin hangman.

It was useless to try to fathom their feelings, for they had 
none. She could not pity them, just as she could not pity a 
crushed adder. �eir death could arouse no more concern in 
her than the tin targets she had �red at in the shooting range.

By the light of the bon�re that evening, with her writing 
pad on her knee, Ludmilla wrote home to her mother:

�I�ve had a chance to see a thing or two. �eir atrocities 
make my blood boil, and in war anger is a good thing. It is 
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sister to hatred and to holy vengeance.�
When she �nished, she wrapped herself in her greatcoat 

and, stretching out just where she was, fell into the sound 
sleep of a soldier. She had entered into the life at the front.

He who has never slept on battle-scarred earth, wrapped 
in a greatcoat, has never tasted life. His memories in later 
years will be the more barren, for there are no more stirring 
or unforgettable moments in a man�s life than those �eet-
ing seconds before sleep under the dark bowl of the starlit 
sky, with thoughts of the righteous cause he is �ghting for � 
thoughts of his native country, which has placed its destiny in 
his hands and expects him to do his duty as a son.

Ships were leaving Odessa. By order of the Supreme Com-
mand the Red Army evacuated the city.

�e regiments of the Chapayev Division, which had won 
fame in the Civil War years and had added new laurels to its 
banner at Odessa, embarked on troopships and set out to sea, 
bound for Sevastopol. �ere the Division was to become the 
core of the Maritime Army.

Ludmilla left with them. She had experienced all the 
vicissitudes of army life and known the pain of a �rst wound. 
Her sniper�s score of killed nazis had now run into two �g-
ures. She stood on the deck of the transport and gazed at the 
�amecoloured shore of Odessa receding and growing fainter 
in the distance. Tongues of �ame and smoke pierced the vel-
vet-grey mist that hung like a pall over the city.

So she bade farewell to the city she had defended so 
staunchly, the city where Pushkin had lived and Eugene Oneg-
in had been written.

It was with poignant feelings that Ludmilla left Odessa 
behind her, for she had learned to love the city during the 
days when she had helped to defend it. Under its walls she had 
received her baptism of �re.
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A trail of foam writhed in the bluish-green water in the 
wake of the transports. �e Odessa shore became a barely 
visible blue line and �nally disappeared from view.

�e Division disembarked at Sevastopol.
Here Ludmilla for the �rst time really felt history in the 

making. In this city of glorious military traditions, her fa-
vourite subject made itself felt at every step. History was writ-
ten here with the blood of heroes, with the immortal spirit of 
indomitable Russian men who had simply and courageously 
defended the sun-bleached crags to their last breath. Every 
stone here seemed to breathe valour, every stone seemed to 
urge her to follow in the footsteps of her immortal forefathers.

Soon the regiment left for Perekop, where the German 
hordes, supported by hundreds of tanks, were striving to 
break through to the Crimean stronghold.

Stern days of battle again set in.
Now Ludmilla was almost always to be found at the for-

ward fringe or ahead of it, where sniper�s nests had been hol-
lowed out of the rocky soil. She would crawl forward, graz-
ing her knees and elbows on the boulders, occupy one of the 
nests, camou�age the position with branches and leaves, and 
then lie in wait for the enemy for hours and sometimes days at 
a stretch, in all weather, drenched by downpours of rain and 
scorched by the hot Crimean sun.

She picked o� the nazis coolly and unhurriedly. With 
each passing day her score mounted. She brought down doz-
ens of fascist observers, scouts and o�cers with a bullet in the 
eye or between the eyes, exterminating them pitilessly and 
systematically.

Her old friend Alexei Kitsenko worked hand in glove with 
her. Together they formed a force that was worth a whole 
company.

�e Germans hurled wave after wave of cannon fodder 
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into the o�ensive. Step by step they pressed the Maritime 
Army back to Sevastopol and gripped the city in a close ring. 
�e defenders of Sevastopol were left with only one route to 
the Soviet mainland: the sea.

By this time all Sevastopol was talking about Sniper Pav-
lichenko�s performance in action. Many could not believe 
that she was a girl. Sceptics visited the front line of the Mari-
time Army to convince themselves with their own eyes. Once 
a petty o�cer from a torpedo cutter, a huge, strapping fellow, 
came to see her. When Ludmilla was pointed out to him he 
gazed at her long and intently from a distance � he was too 
shy to come close � and then, tossing hack the lock of hair 
from his forehead, said to his companions:

�Aye, she�s a real corker, and no mistake! Just a slip of a 
girl to look at, but �ghts like a tiger!�

�e Army command had already awarded her with her 
�rst decoration, a medal, in recognition of her services. People 
began to pronounce her name with admiration and respect.

More than everything else Ludmilla valued the praise 
of Matusevich, her regimental commander. He was an old 
soldier, a veteran of the Civil War, a commanding o�cer of 
unsurpassed courage who was ever to be found at the for-
ward lines together with his men and who was devoted to 
them heart and soul. Both by his appearance and character 
Matusevich reminded Ludmilla of her favourite hero, Bogdan 
Khmelnitsky.

For his part, the regimental commander acquired a 
strong, fatherly a�ection for his best sniper. A man with wide 
experience and quick judgement, accustomed to understand 
people at a glance and correctly size up their individual traits 
and capabilities, Matusevich was very impressed by Ludmilla. 
He understood her complex, impulsive and, at times, still un-
controllable nature.
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At the front Ludmilla had remained true to her nature: 
she was as brusque and outspoken as ever. When she saw dis-
order, stupidity or muddle-headcdness she could not remain 
silent, nor would she. In such cases she did not mince words.

Matusevich realized that this bluntness and vehemence 
did not denote lack of discipline, as some of the victims of 
Ludmilla�s �sniper�s tongue� tried to make out. He realized 
that the turbulent spirit of this YCL member who put all her 
heart in the struggle for her country�s great cause could not 
reconcile itself to seeing others working sluggishly, indi�er-
ently, clumsily for this cause. When complaints about her 
alleged impertinence were submitted to Matusevich, he pa-
tiently and calmly investigated the circumstances and almost 
always found that Ludmilla�s attitude, which had so aroused 
the ire of the complainants, revealed the correct reasoning 
of a good soldier with a clear grasp of army matters who was 
bent on setting things to rights.

A frequent visitor to the regiment�s lines was Major-Gen-
eral Ivan Ye�movich Petrov, in command of the land forces 
defending Sevastopol. Stick in hand, erect, with a sensitive, 
ironical smile on his thin lips, he resembled both in looks 
and in character the man who was the heart and soul of the 
�rst defence of Sevastopol � Admiral Nakhimov. He too 
was simple and sparing of words and able to penetrate to the 
very heart of his men; and just as the sailors in 1855 had af-
fectionately called the Admiral �Pavel Stepanych,� the men 
of the Maritime Army called the General � their friend and 
father � �Ivan Ye�mych.�

He praised Ludmilla�s work. His praise was restrained, 
but this restraint carried more genuine warmth than the �ow-
ery speeches of others.

After every conversation with the General, Ludmilla 
would return to her post with renewed enthusiasm.
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�e Germans already knew this elusive sniper who never 
missed her mark. �ey even learned her name. With typical 
Prussian obtuseness they tried to entice Ludmilla to come 
over to �their side.� From their trenches they would shout at 
her in broken Russian:

�Ludmil, chuck Bolshevik, come to us! We�ll feed you 
sweets. We haf lots of shocolate! You�ll be o�zier mit ein Iron 
Cross!�

Ludmilla would patiently wait for one of them to poke his 
head inadvertently above the breastworks � and then press 
the trigger.

�Here�s a bonbon for you, Fritz!�
When they saw that the �Bolshevik Valkyrie� (that was 

what a captured German lieutenant had called her) could 
not be lured by such idiotic promises, the Germans became 
enraged. �ey showered her with abuse from their trenches 
and threatened to �hang up the bitch by the feet.� Ludmilla 
listened and her lips would curve in a disdainful, hard smile.

Twice she was wounded by stray splinters. �e wounds, 
were not serious, however, and she barely waited for them to 
heal before she took up her sniper�s ri�e again and carried 
on. Many people wondered how this frail-looking girl could 
stand the strain of the incessant �ghting. But in her nervous, 
slim body beat the indefatigable heart of a young Soviet patri-
ot reared by the Young Communist League. All her spiritual 
strength and all her energy she directed towards the great, 
sacred cause of exterminating the enemy.

She was promoted to the rank of sergeant, and soon after 
to sergeant-major. She became instructor of a sniper�s squad, 
training new cadres. Some of the men she selected herself 
from amongst her closest comrades; she studied them care-
fully, taking stock of their character, staying power, ability to 
adapt themselves to their surroundings and take swift, reli-
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able decisions. Headstrong as a child, she had disobeyed her 
teachers in her school days, but at the �ring line she became a 
persistent and capable teacher herself.

Sometimes men were sent to her from other units, men 
whom she most likely would not have chosen for training of 
her own accord � excitable, conceited, easily nettled.

One day two shipmates from a company of marines re-
ported to the sniper�s squad. Kiselev and Mikhailov � those 
were their names � were a pair of young, unruly, swaggering 
�swashbucklers.�

When they saw their new sergeant-major for the �rst 
time they exchanged glances, spat on the ground as though 
at a given signal, unbuttoned the collars of their blouses and 
placed their hands on their hips with a devil-may-care air, as 
much as to say that they were as good as the best and that 
they weren�t the sort to take orders from a �skirt.�

When Ludmilla began to talk to them, they answered her 
questions listlessly, mumbling the words through closed lips.

�What d�yer think,� one of them asked ironically when 
Ludmilla ordered them to report to the company o�ce and 
hand in their documents, �are we a going to be attached as 
pages to yer royal �ighness?�

Ludmilla surveyed the questioner through narrowed lids 
and answered in the same vein, even with a note of gaiety in 
her voice:

�Exactly! You�re going to hold my train on the forward 
fringe.�

�e �swashbucklers� each undid another button and 
shu�ed their feet challengingly.

Suddenly they heard the sharp, peremptory tones of a 
command:

�Do up those buttons! Hands at your sides! Stand at 
attention when you speak to a commander! Clear?... Well?�
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�e �swashbucklers� stood rooted to the ground. At �rst 
they did not realize that the words were addressed to them. 
Stunned, they did not change their languid stance but their 
swaggering smile lost its brazenness and became confused.

�Beg pardon, do you mean us?�
By way of an answer they saw the sergeant-major place her 

slender girlish �ngers on her holster.
�I warn you that you are in a combat unit at the front. 

You no doubt know the consequences of disobeying a com-
mander�s orders at the front. Do you understand?�

�e marines looked at the pale face and deep-set, dark 
eyes of the sergeant-major and understood. In a �ash they 
buttoned up their blouses and snapped to attention.

�Follow me!� Ludmilla ordered, and they walked meekly 
behind her, all the swagger knocked out of them.

She led them to an advanced sniper�s post, and then, indi-
cating a bare crag, said:

�Here is your assignment! Make your way to that spot, 
take cover and observe the movements of the enemy along the 
gully. Bear in mind that you will be practically in full view 
of the Germans. So lie stock still. Be back at 17:00. And keep 
your eyes peeled!�

�e two friends took a deep breath and wriggled o� to-
wards the crag. Careful though they were to conceal their 
movements, they were spotted. Bullets and mortar bombs 
began to rain on the summit. Earth and rubble rained down 
on them, but they kept on steadily, knowing that the ser-
geant-major was watching them from her vantage point. �ey 
could not dream of botching up the job in front of her and 
su�er the humiliation of reporting failure. As they lay there 
hugging the ground under incessant �re they suddenly heard 
a soft, solicitous voice enquiring from somewhere nearby:

�How�s things, lads? Hot?�
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Wiping the dust from their eyes, they saw Ludmilla 
crawling towards them.

�Swell,� one of them answered buoyantly. �But what 
brought you here, Comrade Sergeant-Major?� �en he added 
in an apologetic tone: �Pardon me for saying so, but this isn�t 
a woman�s job, just the same.�

When the party crawled back both �swashbucklers,� as 
though by tacit agreement, did their best to shelter the ser-
gent-major from stray bullets with their own bodies.

From that day on Kiselev and Mikhailov became Lud-
milla�s devoted friends. Once, while withdrawing to another 
position, she was surrounded by the Germans and cut o� 
from her own lines. Her cartridges were giving out and she 
was already thinking of saving the last one for herself when 
Kiselev and Mikhailov, noticing the danger, broke through 
the German ring at the risk of their lives to their commander�s 
aid and, keeping up a running �re, fought their way back to 
their own unit.

�e dashing �swashbucklers� not only developed into 
fearless �ghters and excellent marksmen. �ey became mod-
els of discipline.

�e �ghting at the near approaches to Sevastopol became 
increasingly violent and stubborn. �e German and Roma-
nian hordes attacked the city with dogged persistence.

Ludmilla was transferred from one sector of the front held 
by the Maritime Army to another, wherever a steady hand 
and an unerring eye were needed to pick o� an enemy observ-
er or wipe out a scout.

Her experienced eye was proof against all the enemy�s 
wiles. In vain the German observers tried to draw her out 
with empty helmets on sticks and dummies rigged up in of-
�cer�s uniforms with arms and legs which moved like a pup-
pet�s. All this was done to evoke a premature shot from her 
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which would give her position away and allow the Germans 
to settle scores with the �Cheka witch� who struck terror into 
their hearts.

But she was not taken in by any of these tricks. She pa-
tiently waited with bated breath and �nger on the trigger until 
her quarry had become certain that he was safe and crawled 
out of his hole.

But an instant later he would receive Ludmilla�s inevitable 
bullet in his head.

Reloading her ri�e she would make a mental note of the 
score: �Two hundred and seventy-three � and still going 
strong!�

�e enraged nazis set special traps to catch her.
One morning she crawled out to a sniper�s nest where she 

had spent the whole preceding day, having left only after sun-
down for a brief rest in the dugout. When she reached the spot 
she looked around intently. Nothing apparently had changed 
during the night. In front of her was the same framework on 
the hillside on which hung withered, sun-scorched clusters 
of grapes. �e road gleamed white under the slope. Rickety 
telephone poles with smashed insulators and cable ends dan-
gling from them lurched crazily over. Everything seemed so 
tranquil, and yet this familiar landscape had some inde�nable 
new quality which gave her a twinge of anxiety. Employing 
the utmost caution she crawled from bush to bush.

Suddenly a tommy-gun burst tore into the rubble on the 
hillside near her temple. Ludmilla dropped �at and hid be-
hind a slight mound. Her sixth sense of danger acquired at 
the front had not deceived her. Moving cautiously so as not to 
give herself away by even the slightest motion, she raised her 
�eld-glasses, a trophy acquired from a German observer she 
had sent to his eternal rest. Mentally tracing the direction of 
the burst from the marks on the rock, she spotted �ve tommy 
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gunners behind some prickly bushes. Four were crouching 
in a ditch, while the �fth had taken up his position in an old 
shell hole.

�ey were lying in wait for her, their eyes glued on the 
trellis, waiting for her lo make the slightest appearance. She 
quivered with rage. She began to edge back slowly, inch by 
inch, to the cornel grove behind her and then, �itting like a 
shadow from tree to tree, she again moved forward, but this 
time to one side of her former position. �e Germans, in the 
meantime, never took their eyes o� the spot which she had 
just vacated.

�e one closest was lying in the ditch with his side to 
her. Fat and clumsy, he resembled a greyish-green toad. Lud-
milla took careful aim at his temple and pressed the trigger. 
He gave a slight jerk and his head fell heavily on to a stone. 
�e other three jumped up and ran back. But after taking 
about ten steps they dropped �at and opened �re. Streams of 
tommy-gun bullets began to plough up the ground around 
Ludmilla.

From where she was she could only see the man who was 
shooting from the shell hole. A second later he parted forever 
with the tommy gun, which slipped from his �ngers.

Ludmilla again started to crawl from one spot to another, 
the better to deal with the other three who were continuing 
to shower her with lead. �e leaves of the prickly bushes hin-
dered her from doing the job to her liking. Nevertheless, her 
next shot brought eternal peace and rest to still another Ger-
man. �e remaining two scurried o� helter-skelter, stumbling 
over the stones in a panic-stricken attempt to save their lives. 
A second later Ludmilla picked o� the fourth one. She was 
ready to burst into tears when the last one managed to dive 
into a thicket which hid him completely from view.

After waiting for about a quarter of an hour and making 
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sure that not a single enemy was in the vicinity, Ludmilla 
made the round of her morning�s �bag,� holding her ri�e at 
the ready in case of emergencies. Collecting the tommy guns 
of the four Germans she had killed, she stu�ed her pockets 
and pouch with cartridges and extracted such papers and let-
ters as she found on the bodies.

She returned to the dugout tired, covered with dust and 
her clothes in tatters from crawling over the rocks � but 
happy: the �haul� had been excellent. �e nazi �live bait� 
had fallen into the trap they themselves had set for Ludmilla. 
�ey who had come to mete out death had received death.

About her life at the front Ludmilla wrote to her mother:
�I exchange �greetings� with the Jerries with the help of 

my optic sights and solitary shots. I must say that it�s the sur-
est and best way of dealing with them. If you don�t kill them 
with your �rst shot, you�re liable to get into no end of trouble.�

She remained true to this maxim, taking constant toll of 
the Germans whom she killed outright, like mad dogs who 
threatened to infect the world with their poisonous saliva.

Ludmilla�s last sortie was with Alexei Kitsenko. �ey dis-
covered a German command post and in half an hour, �ring 
methodically and mercilessly, they wiped out the dozen o�-
cers and men who made up the entire sta� of the post. Not a 
single bullet went astray.

Sergeant-Major Ludmilla Pavlichenko brought her score 
up to 309. She did not manage to make it a round 310. A shell 
splinter again put her hors de combat. By order of the Com-
mand Ludmilla was evacuated from Sevastopol to the rear.

* * *

�I owe everything to my country,� Ludmilla Pavlichenko 
says, �so whoever threatens my country threatens me. We can-
not rest until the last enemy on our soil has been destroyed.�
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And when she says this a hard, unsmiling look gleams 
in her eyes. You feel that in her breast beats the indomitable 
heart of a loyal daughter of the people, a passionate heart 
ready to sacri�ce her last drop of blood for the honour and 
freedom of her native land.
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Ivan Aramilov

OVER THE ENEMY�S LAIR

I

It was early morning when the alarm suddenly sounded 
on June 22, 1941. �e men of the X. bomber command lined 
up in the quadrangle. �e commander announced that the 
German army had launched an unheralded attack all along 
the Soviet frontier. �e fascists had bombed Kiev, Sevastopol, 
Kaunas and other cities.

�e men�s faces set in stern lines.
�e commander went on to speak of the seriousness of 

the war that had begun. �e fate of the peoples of the Soviet 
Union was in the balance and it was up to the men and com-
manders of the Air Force to do their duty. �e commander 
told them that they would make their �rst operational �ight 
that very night. �e hour for the take-o� would be announced 
later on.

�e pilots dispersed to their machines to make ready for 
the �ight. One thought was uppermost in their minds: to take 
o� as quickly as possible and come to grips with the enemy.

* * *

A very young sub-lieutenant with dark hair and brown 
eyes approached the commander.

�Comrade Lieutenant-Colonel,� he began with a catch in 
his voice, �permit me to go up �rst.�

�e commander raised his eyebrows.
�So you want to go up �rst? I see! And who�ll want to be 

the last, Sub-Lieutenant Molodchy? Can you name anybody? 
You can�t? I thought as much. You may go back to your quar-
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ters!�
Sub-Lieutenant Molodchy was an assistant squadron 

commander. Sub-Lieutenants Garanin, Sadovsky, Solovyev, 
Nechayev and Polezhayev, who were all about a year younger 
than he and still novices, shadowed him wherever he went 
and kept asking him excitedly whether they were going to 
take o� soon. �ey, too, were anxious to get into action.

No one took o� that night. �e next day everybody 
went up, everybody, that is, with the exception of Garanin, 
Solovyev, Sadovsky, Nechayev, Polezhayev and Molodchy. 
�ey were considered too young. �e �old hands� � the 
�hundred thousand�ers� and �million�ers� were �rst on the 
list. �e �edglings � the Young Communist League mem-
bers � were ordered to bide their time.

Tears welled up in the lads� eyes. Damn it all! �ey had 
been born too late to smell powder during the Civil War. �e 
�old hands� used to chip them good-naturedly:

�You�re just a bunch of suckers. You came on the scene 
when all the dirty work was over!�

�All right!� they would retort. �It�ll be our turn to play 
�rst �ddle when the next war comes along.�

And now that �next war� was on. So what? �ey were 
getting a back seat again.

Alexander Molodchy and the other young pilots were sent 
to an aviation plant. �ere they were given a new type of 
plane and formed into a special group. No one knew what the 
purpose of the group was. When they asked their command-
er: �When are we going o� on a job?� he looked at them with 
astonishment and exclaimed: �On a job? Do you know your 
machines? Who�s going to let you hop o� in a new make of 
plane just like that! You�ve got to sweat over her �rst!�

Day after day they were kept at it, making test �ights, but 
not a smell of action. �e planes were perfect! Now, if they 
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could only take o� with a load of bombs! What lucky devils 
the �old hands� were! �ere they were pounding away at the 
Germans, while they, young and daring fellows, were being 
treated just like school-kids!

�Are they going to keep us training until the war�s over?� 
Molodchy demanded indignantly. �It�s a damn shame, mates.�

Yes, they felt hurt. �ey heatedly discussed the newspaper 
accounts of the feats of Soviet �iers. When Captain Nikolai 
Gastello�s plane was crippled in a dog�ght over enemy terri-
tory, what did he do? Bale out? Let himself be taken prisoner? 
Not if he could help it! �e captain directed his burning plane 
at an enemy column. He died like a hero.

�I want to live to see the day when we smash the enemy!� 
Molodchy would say. �I want to live to a ripe old age. But if it 
is my fate to die in action for my country, I want to meet my 
end as gamely as Captain Gastello did.�

�ey were assigned to a special bomber group, of which 
Colonel N. was in command.

Again they were set to work studying, training. Molodchy 
instructed civil air service pilots who had been called up from 
the reserve. He was bored to death and envied those who went 
up in �ghting machines with their racks loaded with bombs.

He submitted a request to be transferred to the active air 
service. �e colonel read the request with a smile and tossed it 
into the waste-paper basket.

�Patience, my lad, patience!� he said. ��e war won�t be 
over in a day. Your turn�ll come yet. I want to go up too, but 
instead I have to obey orders and fuss around with you fellows 
here. D�you think I like it? I just have to grin and bear it.�

Molodchy left the colonel�s o�ce in a towering rage. 
Everything boiled within him.

He wanted to write to Stalin. Surely Stalin did not know 
that they � the young generation � were being left out in 
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the cold? And yet, honestly, they would �ght no worse than 
the �old hands�! All they wanted was to be given a chance, 
an opportunity to prove their mettle. He drafted one letter, 
then a second, then a third. But they all sounded �at. He had 
to express his feelings in a way that would be convincing, to 
the point.

�Dear Joseph Vissarionovich!� he began for the sixth 
time. �Please realize our unfortunate lot. Give orders to have 
us transferred from the preparatory class!�

But just then a di�culty arose which had completely 
slipped his memory when he sat down to write. He was in 
the army, consequently he had no right to lodge a complaint 
directly to the Supreme Commander-in-Chief. �at would be 
a breach of discipline. Should he send it through the regular 
channels? �e colonel would only have him up at headquar-
ters and give him a good dressing down:

�You�re a �ne League member! You�re behaving like a 
baby!� he would say. �How dare you take up the time of the 
Supreme Commander-in-Chief with your requests! You�re 
only twenty. When I was your age I was afraid to approach 
the squadron commander with a request. �e army employs 
its cadres according to a de�nite schedule. And it will manage 
very nicely without your reminders. About turn, dismiss!�

Molodchy laid down his pen and crumpled up the draft 
of his letter. Apparently he would have to let things take their 
own course.

All the young �iers were now besieging the colonel with 
requests to be sent to the front. He no longer smiled when he 
spoke to them, but grew angry instead.

�You�re too cocksure of yourselves,� he said, screwing up 
his shrewd eyes. �I�ve no doubt at all that many of you are 
brave fellows. But you�ve got to remember: not every brave �i-
er makes a good army pilot. A designer once said that di�er-
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ent kinds of planes are as temperamental as horses, and when 
in the air they act just as di�erently. An experienced pilot 
needs up to thirty hours to break in a new type of plane. As 
for you, thirty days wouldn�t be enough. Do you know what 
branch of the air force you�re serving in? In the LRBC � 
Long Range Bomber Command. Understand? We will have 
to conduct operations deep in the enemy rear. �e conditions 
will be exceptionally di�cult. We�ll have to cover distances 
which only recently were considered records, and destroy 
heavily defended targets. Only �rst-class pilots with a thor-
ough knowledge of aeronautics will be capable of carrying out 
such assignments. You may go.�

�But we already know everything there is to know, Com-
rade Colonel!�

�Everything?� he repeated ironically. �I have my doubts, 
lads. I myself don�t know everything. Very well, let�s see what 
you do know.�

And he proceeded to put them through their paces.
�Sub-Lieutenant Molodchy, tell me what you know about 

navigation, meteorological and aerological instruments.�
Molodchy answered without a hitch and the colonel nod-

ded approvingly.
�And now tell me what you know about radio-navigation 

� �ying and getting your bearings from radio-beacons.�
Molodchy answered this question too.
�What do you know about the gyroscope and gyropilot?�
Molodchy began to feel hot. He knew the subject well 

enough but the colonel kept staring at him so �xedly that he 
became �urried and began to muddle things. �e colonel, as 
unperturbed as ever, continued to �feel out� the young �ier.

�Assuming you turned over the controls to the gyropilot, 
how would you change course and altitude without touching 
the joystick?�
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�Comrade Colonel, but there�s no gyropilot on the planes 
we�re training with!

��at�s so today, but for all you know you may get a plane 
with a gyropilot tomorrow. Your knowledge should always be 
ahead of what is required at the given moment.�

Molodchy made no reply. �e colonel took a heavy blue 
book from the table and opened it at the book-mark.

�Now listen to what people who know what they are talk-
ing about have to say. �ey say that from now on the merits 
of a pilot will be gauged not by the old standard of �courage� 
but by the new standard of �knowledge� � knowledge of the 
plane itself, the element in which the plane moves, and every-
thing pertaining to aviation, namely: aeronavigation, radio 
operation and maintenance, aerodynamics, and so forth. And 
whereas this knowledge is desirable for piloting a plane under 
peacetime conditions, it is a decisive factor in wartime. Do 
you know this book? It�s by Jordano�, an American special-
ist.�

�Comrade Colonel!� Molodchy exclaimed pleadingly. 
�But we�re at war now! �ere�s no time to sit up nights swat-
ting over books! We�ve got to �ght! My �ngers are simply 
itching to get at them.�

�It�s just because we are at war now that we must put 
only capable, trained men at the controls, and not half-baked 
pilots who think they can get away with it by mere cheek,� 
the colonel said impressively. �Suppose I were to let you get 
into a dog-�ght with only the vaguest idea of what to do? 
Why, you�d ruin the planes and come to grief yourselves. 
More often than not you�ll be �ying blind. It�s getting on 
for autumn. �ere�ll be fogs galore. And trying to �y in a 
fog without preliminary training is tantamount to diving into 
the deep end and then remembering you don�t know how to 
swim. What do I want of you, lads? I want to train you to be 
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�rst-class �iers, who can strike at the enemy without incur-
ring a single loss yourselves. �at is what we must set out to 
achieve. �at�s all. You may go.�

Molodchy left the room. His desire to get into the thick 
of it at once had not cooled o�. But he fully realized how 
right the colonel was. �ere was no place in the Air Force for 
apprentices. Only masters of the art could down the enemy. 
He had to become a master.

He recalled his school days. He had been born and bred in 
Voroshilovgrad. Like all the other local boys he had been fond 
of games, raced pigeons and made sorties into other people�s 
orchards. He had done everything most other children had, 
and yet he had stood out from among the other youngsters 
of his age. From his early childhood he had displayed an in-
satiable interest in aviation. He had begun by making model 
aeroplanes and gliders. How many failures and disappoint-
ments he had experienced!

But soon he had stopped �playing� at aviation. It had 
taken a �rm hold on him. He had dreamed of becoming a 
�ghter pilot. How he had envied Jimmy Collins and Valery 
Chkalov! He had read much and diligently. He had waded 
through di�icult technical books and laboured with knitted 
brows over mathematical formulae. Physics and mechanics, 
aerodynamics and meteorology � everything had interested 
him. And it had seemed the most natural thing in the world 
that he, a Young Pioneer in the sixth form of a secondary 
school, at about fourteen years of age should automatically 
rise to the head of an aeroplane modelling class attended by 
people old enough to be his father. �ey had come to him for 
advice and consultation. And this had all happened not so 
very long ago. How much water had �owed under the bridge 
since then! An eternity seemed to have elapsed!

And now, here he was again studying hard, he and his 
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other comrades from the League, and getting down to it 
with a will. After classes they would check up on each other�s 
knowledge.

One evening Sub-Lieutenant Garanin dropped in to 
Molodchy�s room and asked for a packet of cigarettes.

�Describe the Heinkel-113,� Molodchy said laughingly, 
�and I�ll give you a packet of pre-war Deli�s.�

�It�s a single-engined �ghter with a low wing in relation 
to the fuselage, Garanin began without hesitating, �and it�s 
�tted with two machine guns and a cannon.�

He gave the main features of the Heinkel and stretched 
out his hand towards the small cupboard where the cigarettes 
were.

�Hi, hold on! Not so fast, my lad!� Molodchy stopped 
him. �You�re not getting away with it as easy as all that. 
�e Heinkel resembles our MIG-3. Supposing you were to 
meet a MIG at night, you�d �re at it, taking it for a German, 
wouldn�t you?�

�What�s that?� Garanin protested. �You can easily rec-
ognize which is which by the shape of the Heinkel�s rudder, 
particularly when you look at it sidewise.�

�But suppose the Heinkel were above you?�
�You can tell it from below by the contours of the wing 

and the tail. Beginning from the centre the wing narrows no-
ticeably. It has a narrow elliptical stabilizer situated at some 
distance from the wing. On our �ghter the line of the wing 
curves more gradually and is shaped in such a way that it 
seems to shorten the fuselage. And the stabilizer is broad and 
shaped like a trapezium.�

��at�ll do!� Molodchy said with a smile. �You�ve earned 
your packet of Deli�s all right.�

Whenever any of the �old hands� returned from a raid and 
described their encounters with the German �ghters, Molod-
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chy would ply them with questions as to how the Germans 
had behaved in the air, how powerful the �re of their �ghters 
was, and what their tactics were. He would write everything 
down in his notebook. He had �rmly resolved to master his 
profession, to become an ace, and there was no literature on 
the subject in question.

A navigator was assigned to him � First Lieutenant Ser-
gei Ivanovich Kulikov, a thick-set, stocky fellow with steely 
blue-eyes and an obstinate set to his chin. Kulikov had also 
received his political schooling in the Young Communist 
League. He was slightly older than Molodchy and had al-
ready been awarded the Order of the Red Star for merit at 
Khalkin-Gol. He had seen service in the war against the 
White Finns. He knew his plane to perfection and was skilful 
at �ying blind. �e two young men had much in common 
and soon became fast friends.

�Will we be kicking our heels here for long?� Kulikov 
asked. �If they don�t send you out on a mission soon I�ll hitch 
on to some other pilot.�

�No need for that, Sergei,� Molodchy assured him with a 
smile. ��e very fact that you�ve been appointed as my navi-
gating o�cer means that we�ll be going into action before 
long. Tomorrow they�re going to attach a couple of radio 
operators and gunners to the plane � Sergeants Vasiliev 
and Pan�lov. Both of them are League members. And that�ll 
make the crew complete.�

�ey began to practise night �ying. What had seemed 
easy enough during the day was di�cult in the dark. Every 
manoeuvre had to be learned anew as it were. Molodchy 
climbed, wheeled, dived, spiralled, made �gures of eight, 
double-banked and performed every other trick he knew. He 
imitated a forced landing, glided along with the engines shut 
o� at high and low altitudes, practised spot landing, landing 
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with the engines running, landing with a lateral wind, taking 
o� with a lateral wind and making a landing while coming 
out of a corkscrew.

Kulikov insisted especially on repeating the manoeuvres 
connected with forced landings.

�I�m not making you do it just for the fun of it,� he said. 
�It�s absolutely necessary. Imagine for a moment that the 
plane�s been badly damaged but still answers the rudder. You 
may have to land on some impossible spot. You corkscrew 
down, say. From a high altitude you can do it pretty steep-
ly. But as you approach the ground you�ll have to gradual-
ly increase the radius of the turns, while keeping your point 
of landing within the limits of the normal angle of gliding. 
�at�ll give you plenty of time for making the necessary num-
ber of observations and selecting a suitable spot.�

�One would think we�ll have to make forced landings 
every day, Sergei!� Mo-lodchy said sarcastically.

��ere may be only one forced landing in a lifetime,� 
Kulikov returned. �But neither I nor you, my friend, can tell 
when or where it will occur. In a thicket? In a tiny forest glade 
where even a truck would have a hard job to turn around? 
On a moss-covered swamp? On a snow �eld? You may have 
to land in any of a hundred di�erent ways. On one wheel, or 
�at on your belly without letting out the landing gear. And, 
what�s more, you�ll have to land in such a way as to save the 
plane and our own skins as well.�

�Right, Comrade Navigator!� Molodchy agreed. �I�ll 
keep at it. Even though I have a good bit of experience and 
can go through many manoeuvres with my eyes shut and feel 
as if I�m just part of the machine, I�ll go on practising.�

�And have you put your gunners through their paces?� 
Kulikov asked. �What kind of fellows are they? For all you 
know they may be just robots who know how to press the 
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button, and that�s all? We need �rst-class gunners. Make�em 
practise sighting. Let them train at the shooting range. 
Make�em score a bull�s eye with every shot.�

Day after day they practised manoeuvring above a given 
objective. Sergei was implacable. He made them repeat one 
and the same operation dozens of times.

�If you let the plane �hop� or slip when you reach your 
objective, I won�t be able to hit the target,� he would say to 
Molodchy. �And when you�re approaching your objective, and 
the enemy�s taking potshots at you for all he�s worth, you can 
twist and turn as much as you please; but when you�re over 
the target � then be so kind as to remember: a horizontal 
�ight and a constant altitude and constant speed. After I�ve 
dropped my load you�re free again to do what you want: drop, 
climb, pick up speed or slow down.�

�ey would pick out a spot in a �eld and approach it as if 
they were on a real bombing raid.

* * *

�Well, Sub-Lieutenant Molodchy,� the Colonel said one 
day �I intend to let you have a smack at the Germans. If you�re 
up to the mark I�ll let the other young�uns try their hands too. 
�eir fate depends on you. Get ready for the �ight.�

Molodchy dashed o� in search of his navigator as if on 
wings, and told him of his conversation with the colonel. 
Kulikov smiled and said quietly: �Well, Alex, my boy, we�ll 
show them what we�re made of.�

II

�e squadron was assigned to bomb the German garri-
son in the town of P. �ey were to attack singly. �ey �ew 
through heavy cloud against a head wind. �e navigator set 
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circled about in the vicinity of the target, but there was no 
trace of the town beneath them. It seemed as if it had been 
swallowed up by the earth.

What happened next was hard to make out. �ey slipped 
past the town without releasing their load. It opened up to 
view so unexpectedly that they were past it in a �ash. �ey 
should have bombed it on the go. Alexander had a glimpse 
of streets crowded with soldiers, tanks, trucks, carts, horses, 
high German vans covered with tarpaulins and columns of 
soldiers in �eld-grey greatcoats, lined up in a square. Maybe it 
was a parade; maybe a meeting. At all events it was a wonder-
ful opportunity for a blow from the air. And the anti-aircraft 
guns too were silent.

�Alex, there they are!� Kulikov shouted. �Ekh, we�ve let 
them go!�

�I saw them!� Molodchy replied. �Don�t worry, they can�t 
get away!�

At the outskirts of the town Molodchy veered round and 
headed straight for the central square. A solitary AA gun 
opened �re, and following it all the batteries and machine 
guns in the town began to bark as if they had gone mad. 
Shells burst all around. �e plane rocked and pitched in the 
blasts.

�e columns of infantry drawn up in the streets and 
square stood motionless. No one even attempted to take cov-
er. �e Germans apparently imagined it was only a scouting 
plane because it had shot past the town the �rst time without 
bombing or machine-gunning them.

�A bit more to starboard, skipper!� came the mu�ed voice 
of the navigator over the intercom.

Alexander turned as requested and Kulikov dropped his 
load of bombs on the square. Explosions followed one after 
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the other. �ey burst in the very thick of the enemy columns. 
Panic spread through the streets. �e soldiers and o�cers 
who survived could be seen running into courtyards and side-
lanes.

�e enemy anti-aircraft guns intensi�ed their �re. �e 
town was ringed round by batteries and the entire AA de-
fence was concentrated on one solitary plane. �e clouds dis-
persed. �e Germans now were able to conduct precision �re. 
In front of the plane, to right and left rose walls of �re. Would 
the fascists really bring them down? Would this, their �rst 
bombing raid, also be their last?

Molodchy circled the town twice. He dived, then shot 
upwards, but try as he might he could not slip through the 
barrage. He realized he would have to resort to cunning. He 
side-slipped and hurtled down as if he had been hit. �e ruse 
worked. �e AA guns ceased �re: the Germans were under 
the impression that they had shot the plane down. Near earth, 
just above the roofs of the suburban houses, Molodchy �at-
tened out and shot up into the clouds. �e Germans realized 
what had happened and once again brought their guns into 
play. But they were too late. �eir shells exploded wide of the 
mark. Molodchy continued to climb until he was clear of the 
danger zone. He now breathed easier. He felt as if he wanted 
to sing, shout and stamp his feet with joy. He had in�icted 
telling losses on the enemy, sent hundreds of fascists to their 
graves, while he and his crew had come through unscathed. 
�is is what that simple, pleasantly ringing word � victory 
� meant. Over the intercom came an excited, boyishly res-
onant voice.

�Congratulations, Alex!� � it was the navigating o�cer�s 
voice. �Not so bad for a beginning!�

�e little lamp on the pneumatic mail box �ashed. Alex-
ander took out a note. It was from Vasiliev and Pan�lov, con-
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gratulating both him and the navigator. �e note was punc-
tuated with exclamation marks. �e gunners were jubilant.

�Why didn�t you rake the streets with your machine guns, 
you devils?� Molodchy replied. �What were you waiting for, 
orders? I�m surprised at you!�

�Sorry for letting the chance slip by, Comrade Lieuten-
ant,� they replied. �We were watching out for German �ght-
ers and forgot to keep an eye on what was going on below. 
We�ll bear it in mind. Honestly, we will!�

�ey made a perfect landing at their �drome. �e plane 
had no sooner stopped than they climbed out. Kulikov warm-
ly shook Molodchy�s hand. Vasiliev and Pan�lov hugged and 
kissed him. �eir faces were beaming, their eyes sparkled.

�Hearty congratulations, old man! Our baptism of �re 
has certainly been a success,� Pan�lov said. �Now that we�ve 
smelt powder, been tried and tested, so to say, we�re ready to 
take on anybody. I must say that before we set out I was a bit 
afraid, but now � never again. �e Germans sure got it hot. 
But when we go for �em tomorrow we�ll give it to �em hotter 
still!�

�Now, none of that,� Molodchy said severely. �Don�t you 
go giving yourselves airs, my friends. What we did today was 
merely a lucky beginning.�

�ey examined the plane. She was simply riddled with 
holes. �e �n and fuselage were shot through and there were 
numerous bullet and shrapnel �wounds,� besides huge holes 
in the wings made by direct hits. �e ground mechanic came 
up and shook his head.

�You chaps had a pretty hot time of it, eh?� he asked.
�You have to take it as it comes,� Kulikov replied. ��at�s 

war, brother. We also let them have it. If we reckoned up the 
score I guess it would be in our favour.�

�Well, so long as it�s in your favour then everything�s �ne,� 
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the mechanic agreed. �You were mighty lucky though. �e 
Jerries seem to have aimed at your most invulnerable spots. 
We�ll have her patched up and shipshape in two or three days� 
time, and then you�ll be able to take o� again.�

�ey went o� to report to Headquarters.
�I like going up with you Alex,� Kulikov commented. 

�You�ve got a steady hand and strong nerves. �e plane obeys 
you. I�ve faith in you. I wouldn�t even be afraid to �y to Berlin 
with you. It wouldn�t be a bad idea taking a hop to Berlin or 
Hamburg, eh?�

�If they let us, we�ll go to Berlin.�
�You�ve got the makings of a real ace, Alex,� Kulikov went 

on, unable to calm down.
Molodchy smiled. He understood why Kulikov was so 

lavish with his praise today. �eir �rst successful �ight had 
gone to his head. Why, only the day before the command had 
been afraid to trust them with a plane and a load of bombs! 
�ey were all a bit �ushed with success and were naturally 
prone to exaggerate things. Tomorrow it would pass o� and 
then they�d be able to talk it over calmly. For the time being, 
one thing was certain � they had earned the right to be sent 
out again.

�ings turned out as Molodchy felt they would. After a 
good night�s sleep Kulikov was his usual self. All morning he 
kept nagging his friend � in his opinion Molodchy had not 
gone at his target properly.

�You went at it while losing altitude,� Kulikov grumbled 
as he paced the room. �And if we did happen to strafe them 
successfully it was in spite of you and your clumsiness. Re-
member once and for all, just as you remember that twice 
two are four: when you are above your target � a horizontal 
�ight and a constant speed! Otherwise you�re liable to bungle 
the operation.�
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Alexander fully realized all this. Why hadn�t he followed 
this rule the day before? When he winged over to attack he 
had forgotten the navigator�s instructions, had forgotten 
everything his more experienced comrades and commanders 
had taught him. He had eyes only for the German columns, 
which he was bent on exterminating. He directed his plane 
right at the enemy, he wanted to be closer to them, everything 
else ceased to exist for him in those few seconds. He did not 
realize he was losing altitude and listing. His navigating of-
�cer was right. He would have to keep himself in hand next 
time.

III

It was an important operation. �ey were heading north-
west. �ey had been especially painstaking in their prepara-
tions for the �ight. �e plane was in A-l condition. And yet 
suddenly, when they were about half way, something went 
wrong with the starboard engine. First wisps of smoke ap-
peared, then tongues of �ame. Molodchy tried to extinguish 
the �re by looping, but it was no easy thing to engage in aero-
batics with a load of bombs on board. All his attempts failed.

�Spontaneous combustion,� Kulikov diagnosed. �It�s a 
rotten business.�

�e �re spread from the engine to the framework. �e 
wing covering began to burn, then the smoke penetrated 
the cabin. Molodchy ordered Kulikov to jettison the bombs. 
�ey were still �ying above their own territory. �e bombs 
were sent pitching into a peat bog. �e plane began to lose 
altitude. Flames were licking it on all sides. Molodchy ordered 
the crew to bale out at once. Vasiliev and Pan�lov complied 
with the order.

�Are you going to jump too, Alex?� Kulikov asked.
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�No, I�ll land somewhere and try to save the ship,� Molod-
chy answered.

�But the tanks�ll explode and you�ll be burned to death. �
�We�ll see!�
��en I�m staying with you,� Kulikov replied. �If we burn, 

we�ll burn together. I�ll not leave you alone in the plane.�
�Navigating o�cer Kulikov, I order you to bale out im-

mediately!� Molodchy shouted. �If you don�t, I�ll have you 
court-martialed!�

�I�ll go right away,� Kulikov replied. �But how about you, 
Alex...�

�Now then, out you go and don�t argue!� Molodchy cut 
him short.

Kulikov fussed about for a suspiciously long time. �e 
bolt, it seemed, had jammed and it was impossible to open 
the trap. Kulikov stamped on the bottom with all his might. 
At last it opened and Kulikov leaped from a height of 180 
metres.

Here it was � his forced landing.
Molodchy looked around for a suitable landing place, but 

there was nothing to be seen � everywhere forest, shrubbery 
and hills. Behind him was the peat bog. �ere was no time 
to be lost. �e tail unit was in �ames; the plane was listing 
heavily. Somehow or other he managed to reach a grassy plot. 
His �ying togs caught �re. He landed next to some hayricks. 
�e starboard wing hit one of the hayricks, bringing the plane 
to an abrupt stop. Alexander bumped his head against the 
side of the cockpit. He crawled along the burning plane and 
dropped to the ground. �ere was no hope of putting out the 
�re, so he made o� to a safe distance. A moment later the 
tanks began to explode, just as Kulikov had predicted. A col-
umn of black smoke rose high above the plane, which burned 
like a torch. Molodchy grit his teeth. He felt like crying.
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Kulikov, Pan�lov and Vasiliev came running up. �ey 
were a sight to behold! All three were covered with mud from 
head to foot. �e poor fellows had plumped into a bog and 
were drenched to the skin. �ey were shivering from the cold. 
Molodchy suggested that they take their things o� and dry 
them over the blazing remains of the plane.

��ere�s nothing much the matter with us,� Pan�lov said 
through chattering teeth. �But what about you? You haven�t 
broken a leg or something, have you? �ank heaven for that! 
We made for the spot as fast as we could. We didn�t expect to 
see you alive.�

�ey brought out some gauze and bandaged his wounds. 
�ey were discussing in what direction to strike out when two 
youngsters came running up. It appeared that they had land-
ed in Rostov district, Yaroslavl Region, and that there was a 
village not far o�. �e children invited them to their home. 
Molodchy looked sorrowfully at his smouldering plane.

�Come on, chaps,� he said, �let�s go...�

IV

�en came the raid on Konigsberg. �is ancient German 
city, founded by the Teutonic Order during its march east-
ward, now served as an arsenal for Hitler�s army, a basic centre 
of the German munitions, machine-building and ship-build-
ing industries. A city of obscurantism and reaction, it was a 
recognized hotbed of anti-Soviet intrigue even before the war. 
Such was the city that was to receive the �rst blow.

�e meteorologists predicted bad weather. Nevertheless 
the bombers decided to take o�. Bad weather had its good 
points as well: the Germans would not be expecting a raid, 
the Soviet �iers were hardly likely to meet patrolling planes 
on the route and the AA gun�re would not be so e�ective.
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Molodchy �ew alone, as he had been doing for some time. 
Behind him, at long intervals, followed squadrons of bomb-
ers. After Molodchy�s crew had set �re to and illuminated the 
target, the other planes would come up.

A cloud bank barred their way. Molodchy tried to skirt 
it by turning south, but in vain. �en he headed northward 
� it was still worse. �e ground and stars were hidden from 
sight.

�We�ll have to go plumb through it,� Kulikov said.
�ey were �ying blind. Snow began to fall. �e temper-

ature dropped to a dangerous level � from zero to seven de-
grees below. A thin coating of icc began to form on the wings.

Molodchv wirelessed unit headquarters:
�Continuing �ight through cloud banks.�
�ey encountered a snowstorm. �e snow penetrated 

into the cabin, melted on their faces, blinded their eyes. Time 
dragged slowly.

�How far are we from the target?� Molodchy asked his 
friend. �It seems to me we�ve already passed it.�

�We�ve still three hundred kilometres odd to go,� Kulikov 
assured him.

�I�m about done up, Sergei. And as wet as a drenched cat.�
�Stick it out, old man. We�ll be there soon.�
�e other members of the crew tried to buck up their 

skipper with a few shop jokes.
�We�re over Konigsberg!� Kulikov suddenly reported. 

�Careful now!�
�eir feeling of fatigue vanished instantly. �eir goal was 

beneath them, hidden from sight by the clouds. �ey �ew 
over with the express purpose of drawing the enemy�s �ak and 
so convincing themselves they were not mistaken. And, sure 
enough, the ground batteries began to speak. So far so good.

�e plane swooped down. �ey strung up a chain of �ares 
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and dropped their load of demolition bombs. Flashes from 
bursting AA shells tinted the clouds. Time to head for home. 
�e engines hummed cheerfully. Again they had to cut their 
way through the clouds. Molodchy began to climb but the 
wall of mist seemed to reach up endlessly. He turned north 
and ran into a storm. �e plane tossed and pitched, making it 
di�cult to keep her under control. Molodchy was dead beat. 
He sni�ed at some spirit of ammonia, took out his thermos 
and drank a cup of hot tea with lemon. Feeling somewhat 
refreshed, he climbed to eight thousand metres.

�ey were now �ying with their oxygen masks on. It was 
impossible to lose height because of the danger of the plane 
becoming encrusted with ice. �e gunners reported:

�Only enough oxygen for another �fteen minutes.�
Molodchy gave orders to cut down the expenditure of 

oxygen and shut o� their reserve supply. Flying became more 
and more di�cult.

�ey fought their way through the clouds for about eight 
hours, �ying blind just as on the outward trip. At last they 
crossed the line of the front. Dawn began to break. �e 
clouds dispersed and the bright yellow sun appeared out of 
the orange-coloured haze. �e ground beneath them looked 
like the sea seen through a faint morning mist.

�ey landed at a reserve �ying �eld, rested and refuelled. 
Half an hour later they were back at their own base.

Congratulations awaited them at headquarters. �e sta� 
o�cers reported that the League crew had carried out the 
operation in record time.

�Rough going?�
�Rather,� Alexander admitted. �But we�ll do it again to-

morrow if necessary. We�re as �t as �ddles and just as anxious 
to give the Jerries what for!�

49

* * *

Preparations were under way for a raid on Berlin. Molod-
chy and his crew had been training for it for a long time.

How many months had they dreamed of it! Kulikov went 
round with a perpetual smile on his face. �ey pored over 
maps and thrashed out their route.

A telephone call came through for Molodchy.
�Would you like to have a talk with some captured Ger-

man airmen? �ey�re from Berlin. You might glean some in-
formation from them that would help you get your bearings.�

�Yes, of course!� he replied, and immediately �xed the 
appointment.

�ere were two of them � a pilot and a navigator. Nei-
ther was more than twenty-�ve years old. �ey had been shot 
down not far from the front. �e navigator was a stocky, fair-
haired man with shifty eyes. He readily answered all questions 
put to him. He had nothing hut abuse for Hitler. He himself 
claimed to come from working-class stock, sympathized with 
the Russians and was very glad to have been taken prisoner. 
He had been shot down on his �rst �ight on the Eastern Front 
and was overjoyed that things had turned out so well for him. 
He had not dropped a single bomb on the Russians. When he 
heard that Molodchy was interested in Berlin�s anti-aircraft 
defence he readily agreed to tell all he knew, frankly and hon-
estly. But Alexander was soon convinced that the fellow was 
spinning him a yarn.

�e pilot was a real die-hard, an experienced �ier from 
Hermann Goring�s select band of air thugs. He looked sullen-
ly at the Gold Star and other decorations pinned to Molod-
chy�s tunic.

�So you�re a Hero of the Soviet Union, are you?�
�Yes.�
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�Planning to �y to Berlin?�
�I am.�
�I don�t advise you to,� he said, shrugging his shoulders. 

�I�m speaking to you now not as a German, as your enemy, 
but as one airman to another.�

�Why?�
�You�ll come a cropper.�
�I doubt it.�
�Well, you certainly will,� he repeated dully, without re-

moving his furtive eyes from Molodchy. �Berlin is inaccess-
ible from the air. It�s belted round with anti-aircraft guns. 
With luck you may manage to break in but you�ll never get 
out. Do you realize how many Britishers were brought down 
over Berlin? Yes, the Tommies won�t dare to attack the Ger-
man capital anymore.�

�We�ll have a shot anyway!�
�e German made a wry face and then smiled supercili-

ously.
�It�ll be your last �ight.�
Molodchy might have answered easily enough. But was 

there any point in disillusioning this prig? �e German had 
had his day. He would never get another chance. As for him-
self, he, Molodchy, would go on �ying and playing havoc 
with the German rear. No matter how the fascist dens were 
protected, he would get at them and give them something to 
remember Soviet aircraft by.

...�e plane headed for Berlin with a full load on board. 
Storm clouds enveloped them all the way to the front. �en 
they found a rift in the clouds and made for it. To right and 
left were thunderstorms. Above them was a starry sky. �us 
they �ew on for about two hours.

�e clouds dispersed and they had �ne weather for the 
forty minutes they �ew above the Baltic. �e sea sparkled 
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in the moonlight. �en they reached the coast. Shortly after 
they passed Stettin. Soviet pilots were evidently pounding it. 
Fires raged, anti-aircraft guns spat out viciously, searchlights 
scoured the skies.

A �erce head wind rocked the plane and made �ying dif-
�cult, besides increasing the fuel consumption.

�Careful now! We�re approaching,� Kulikov warned.
Ahead of them lay Berlin, enveloped in darkness. Molod-

chy seemed to smell its putrid, venomous breath, to see its 
furtive eyes, full of hate and fear. Berlin could not sleep 
peacefully. �e throes of war held it in their grip.

Searchlights darted out towards the plane. Alexan-
der pressed the left pedal and swerved to one side. �en he 
wheeled round in readiness for action. What worried him was 
not the possibility of being shot down. �at thought never so 
much as entered his mind. He was afraid of botching the job, 
of making a hash of it at the last minute. He would never for-
give himself if the bombs landed in the middle of a square or 
on a piece of waste land. He simply had to mark this �rst raid 
of his on Berlin with a smashing blow. �e city deserved all it 
got. Tomorrow, the whole world would know about the raid. 
Millions of people who were being made to su�er untold tor-
ments by the nazi butchers would breathe joyfully. Mothers 
who had lost their children would bless the airmen as aven-
gers and �ghters for a righteous cause.

What if club-footed Goebbels did foam at the mouth 
denying the report of an air raid on Germany? What if he did 
try to hoodwink the world? Let him try to wriggle out of it! 
�e inhabitants of Berlin would be treated to the music they 
liked best, to the symphony of bombs � bursting in the heart 
of their own city.

�e bombs dropped away from the plane and sped straight 
for their targets. At six thousand metres searchlights caught 



52

the plane. �ere were hundreds of them. �e planes following 
behind were somewhat late; not one of them was yet in sight 
and Molodchy was all alone above the city, with the whole of 
Berlin�s AA defence system concentrated against him, belch-
ing out a hurricane of �re.

For several minutes they cruised along in the rays of the 
searchlights. �ey had to get away from their blinding glare. 
�e navigator, too, was lending a hand for all he was worth. 
�e gunners kept reporting shell bursts to right and left. But 
after a while they stopped reporting. Molodchy manoeuvred 
as best he could.

�Hello there!� he shouted through the intercom. �Have 
you chaps gone to sleep?�

Alexander Pan�lov�s voice reached him:
�Comrade Skipper! �ere are hundreds of shell bursts on 

every side and below and above us. �ere�s no sense in watch-
ing the air. Carry on as best as you can.�

�Send a radiogram: �Moscow, Stalin. Over Berlin. Assign-
ment ful�lled. Molodchy.��

Moscow answered. �Radiogram received. All clear. Wish 
you safe return.� �ey �ew on under enemy �re for many 
kilometres in the full glare of the searchlights. But �nally 
they broke through and got clean away.

�ey were not able to check their bearings by visible 
landmarks. �e gunners struck up a song. Kulikov joined in. 
Molodchy�s legs felt weighted with lead. He was dead tired. 
He could hardly keep his eyes open and had recourse to his 
smelling salts. At last they crossed the line of the front.

�ey grounded at A. to refuel. �ey had just climbed out 
of their seats when Molodchy noticed �ghters taking o�. He 
immediately guessed what was up, ordered his crew back to 
their posts and nosed the plane up steeply. German bombers 
were over the aerodrome and our anti-aircraft defence was 
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opening up.
�e Germans were driven o�. Molodchy came down again. 

Where he had landed the �rst time was a tremendous crater, 
about thirty metres across. A 1000-kg. bomb had hit the spot.

�You were born under a lucky star,� the ground mechanic 
said, coming up to them. ��at bomb was already whistling 
groundwards when you took o�. You beat it by a few seconds, 
and that saved you. Smart work, lads!�

At last they were back at their own base. �ey looked 
through their mail together. �ere were letters for them from 
total strangers, letters from all parts of the country, from 
women and old folks, Young Pioneers and men and o�cers at 
the front, congratulating them on their splendid feat.

�Our hearts are �lled with joy when we read in the news-
papers of how a large group of Soviet planes have bombed an-
other German lair,� Maria K. wrote. �Congratulations, dear 
comrades. I have two sons. Both of them are doing their bit at 
the front and I�m proud of them. I�m proud of you, too, our 
splendid airmen. Avenge the torments and su�erings of our 
country. Do not spare your bombs. Let the enemy tremble at 
the sound of your engines. My best regards to you, who are as 
dear to me as my own boys.�

Molodchy�s eyes were moist.
�What a large family we are, Sergei,� he said. ��e whole 

country has become our kith and kin.�
��at�s true,� his friend replied. ��e whole country is 

like one big family, and it expects us to hit out at the Ger-
mans, to hit out harder.�

�We�re doing what we can,� Molodchy said quietly, ��ght-
ing to the best of our ability. We�ll be meeting the New Year, 
1943, before long. �e results for this year aren�t at all bad.�

�We have 180 operational �ights to our credit,� Kulikov 
said, looking at his notebook. �We�ve done 190,000 km. over 
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enemy territory and dropped more than 200 tons of bombs 
on various targets. We took a hand in defending Moscow, 
saw action on the Kharkov and Voronezh directions and in 
the vicinity of Leningrad and Stalingrad, and took part in 
air raids on Germany, Hungary and Romania. I must say 
that the �itinerary� of our League crew is quite impressive. I 
hope we�ll be able to increase our score before the war is over.� 
�We�ll try,� Molodchy smiled.

V

�e days went by, mounting into weeks and months, 
grim, di�cult months of war. And in the course of the war 
our people matured and became steeled. In the course of the 
war, too, Alexander Molodchy, an unknown sub-lieutenant 
at the outbreak of hostilities, became a Guards Major, a Hero 
of the Soviet Union, whose name is known and honoured 
throughout the land.

An assistant squadron commander, Alexander Molod-
chy devotes all his spare time to teaching and training young 
�iers. In simple, convincing, passionate words, he tells them 
how to act on a long distance �ight, or in storm clouds, how 
to cope with icy conditions, �ak, searchlights and enemy 
�ghters, or how to man�uvre above the target and how to 
bomb most e�ectively. In this way the �ghting experiences 
of this famed YCL crew have become accessible to all Soviet 
long range bomber units.

On January 1, 1943, Alexander Molodchy was awarded a 
second Gold Medal for his distinguished services in the war 
and for heroism and valour displayed in action. A bronze bust 
of Alexander Molodchy will be erected at his birthplace. �e 
title of Hero of the Soviet Union has also been conferred on 
Guards Major Sergei Kulikov.
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Peter Skosyrev

THE LIFE STORY OF ZOYA 
KOSMODEMYANSKAYA

I

�e life story of Zoya Kosmodemyanskaya is very simple. 
An ordinary Russian girl, in the tenth grade at school, she was 
caught up in the maelstrom of the war and met her death at 
the hands of the German monsters. �e story of her life and 
death has already been published in su�cient detail in the 
columns of the daily press. It comprises a stirring page in the 
chronicle of the struggle waged by the Soviet people against 
fascism. It is di�cult to add anything to the reminiscences 
of her mother, Lyubov Timofeyevna, or to the eyewitness ac-
counts of her execution given by peasants of the village of 
Petrishchevo, where the life of �Tanya � the girl guerilla� 
was cut short by the noose of a hangman.

It was a short life and a heroic death � but one that will 
go down forever in the annals of the most glorious deeds of 
the people of our land.

Zoya was born in Central Russia, in the Province of Tam-
bov. Her parents later moved to Siberia, where they lived on 
the banks of the Yenisei River. She loved to pick mushrooms 
and to listen to the guerilla songs of the days of the Civil War. 
At home she would draw horses and pore over books such as 
you and I also read when we were her age. Moscow became 
her home from the time she was eight.

Before the war Moscow numbered upwards of half a mil-
lion schoolchildren. We would meet them at every step � 
our own children, our nephews and nieces or grandchildren 
as the case might be. We knew their joys and their sorrow�s, 
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their problems and games, their hopes and disappointments. 
Laying aside our mundane a�airs, we played with them, 
talked with them, argued with them, and from time to time 
were told: �Oh, papa...� or �Oh, uncle, you don�t understand 
a thing...�

And true enough, we did not always understand.
Several years passed by, and the schoolchildren of yester-

day became the college students of today. In the spring they 
would leave for a term of practical work and return home, 
bronzed and hardy, in the autumn, some from distant Tash-
kent or Khabarovsk, others from the banks of the Igarka or 
from the Pamirs. With the air of experts they would discuss 
the shortcomings of the spring sowing campaign, argue pas-
sionately about some new make of engine or go into raptures 
over the speci�c features of the oil bearing strata in the Ishim-
bayev district. And then one �ne day you suddenly noticed 
a government decoration gleaming proudly on the breast of 
one of your younger relatives. Try to debate a point now with 
these recent schoolchildren of ours who have grown up to be 
full-�edged citizens of Moscow and know their own minds! 
We did, though, and took pride in them in the days of peace 
not so long ago.

And it was against our happy children, against ourselves, 
happy old folk that we were, against our Moscow, our own 
Russia, that Hitler suddenly unleashed the dogs of war.

Zoya was not quite eighteen at the time. When Molotov�s 
speech was broadcast over the radio, Lyubov Timofeyevna 
was out. When she came home, Zoya met her with the words:

�Mama, we�re at war! Hitler�s attacked us. Do you under-
stand? Now everything will be di�erent.�

�at summer and during the early part of the autumn, 
she did what most of the other senior pupils of the Moscow 
schools did: �rst she extinguished incendiary bombs, then she 
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left for some state farm to help with the harvesting, and en-
vied everyone who left for the front. But when the stern Octo-
ber days of the Battle of Moscow set in, she too took up arms. 
It fell to her lot to become a guerilla. Zoya carried out several 
di�cult missions behind the German lines. She was on the 
point of returning home from her last operation when she 
was betrayed by some scoundrel. She was captured, �ogged, 
tortured. She was subjected to the most monstrous cruelties 
that the depraved brain of the fascist Colonel Ruederer could 
devise. We are in duty bound to remember those names � 
those of Ruederer and his ilk. And until the court meets that 
will sit in judgement over these thugs and cut-throats, we have 
no right to forget a single one of those who have trampled, or 
are still trampling � de�led, or are still de�ling � devastat-
ed, or are still devastating � our native land. But when they 
have received their just deserts, we will cast their names into 
the cesspool of oblivion.

Zoya was hanged, but before she died she gave utterance 
to words that we are also in duty bound to remember. I am 
con�dent that many years hence, when every single day we 
are living through now has become legendary to those for 
whose salvation Russia is now �ghting on so many fronts, 
Zoya Kosmodemyanskaya�s last words will be read and re-
read time and again, and will be learnt by heart.

�e hangman had already placed the noose around her 
neck. It was the second or third day of December. A bunch 
of fascists crowded round the gallows. �e villagers of Pet-
rishchevo, herded to the spot by the police and the village 
elder, huddled together somewhere in the background. It was 
a cold winter morning. Some nazi blackguard with a camera 
suspended from a patent leather strap fussed about round the 
gallows in search of good shots of the �Partisanen.� Her tem-
ple had been gashed open and on her breast hung a placard 
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with the inscription: �Incendiary.�
While the photographer busied himself round her, Zoya 

roused herself from the stupor that seemed to have numbed 
her brain. She looked at the collective farmers � just such 
doomed captives as she herself was � and cried out in a ring-
ing voice that did not betray the slightest note of despair or 
fear:

�Comrades! Why are you looking so downcast? Be brave, 
�ght! Give it to the Germans, burn them out, hound them to 
death!�

�e hangman seized her by the shoulders. Zoya shook 
him o�.

�I am not afraid of dying, comrades! It is a great thing to 
die for one�s people...�

People who knew Zoya intimately con�rm that she was 
the soul of honour. And when she died we can truly believe 
that she was indeed happy to die in the knowledge that she 
was giving her life for the cause of the people � for the col-
lective farmers who were witnessing her execution, for the 
men and women in Moscow, for all those who were �ghting 
at the front, and for those who would live on when she was no 
more � for you and me.

Although she was only eighteen, death held out no ter-
rors for her. Up to the very last minute she maintained her 
complete faith in life, with all our Soviet people�s ardour and 
passion and understanding of the joy it brings. She lived, and 
she wanted to impart at least a grain of her faith in life to the 
peasant men and women who were looking with such distress 
at the gallows and the German o�cers.

�e photographer, having taken a close-up from the front 
so that the rope was visible on the left side, darted o� with 
professional zeal to another spot and began to focus his cam-
era on the pro�le of the doomed girl. �is gave Zoya an addi-
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tional minute. Turning to her hangmen, she said sternly and 
contemptuously, in the only tone �t for addressing murderers:

�You are hanging me now, but I am not alone. �ere are 
two hundred millions of us, and you can�t hang all of us. Re-
venge will be taken for me. Men! While it is not yet too late, 
surrender! Victory will be ours in any case!�

And a minute later, when the rope was already tightening 
about her neck, choking the life out of her, she still managed 
to cry out:

�Farewell, comrades! Fight on, don�t be afraid! Stalin is 
with us! Stalin will come!�

All was over. Her body hung limply in mid air.
And that is the whole story of her life. It had begun eight-

een years before. It came to an end in December 1941. �ere 
remain photographs of her, her simple, girlish belongings in 
the apartment of the Kosmodemyanskys on the Alexandrov-
sky Proyezd in Moscow, her school diaries and exercise books, 
and the reminiscences of her friends and relatives...

Had it not been for the war, we might have met her, if not 
today then tomorrow, in a tramcar or perhaps walking down 
Gorky Street, or near the Sretenskiye Gates � a tall, shapely 
girl with dark hair, carrying a bundle of books under her arm. 
And, looking at her, we should never have realized � it would 
probably never even have entered our heads � how profound 
a love for her country and her people, how passionate a love of 
life beat in her heart and �lled her thoughts. How many boys 
and girls who are just like Zoya do we rub shoulders with in 
Moscow or are liable to meet anywhere in our great country? 
We know them, talk with them; at times we argue with them, 
criticize them, or even ignore them just as they do us.

Yet this mighty force, this profound love pulsates in every 
one of them, just as in every one of us. And if it has not yet 
revealed itself, the time will come when it will. And then, if 
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it is required of us, if we are called upon to do so, we will be 
ready to accomplish any deed, do everything our country ex-
pects of us and, like Zoya, be happy to devote ourselves heart 
and soul to the cause of victory. And we will triumph. And as 
for the �photographers,� the hangmen, the sadists from Ber-
lin � those would-be aspirers to world domination � they 
will perish and rot, hated and despised, they will moulder 
and crumble to dust under the towering barrow of universal 
hatred, under the crushing weight of the blood and tears and 
anguish of all their innocent victims, under the ever-molten 
lava of Zoya�s simple words.

II

Zoya�s character was moulded in exactly the same way 
as that of any other Soviet adolescent. But the most import-
ant in�uence was books, without which life would have been 
empty for Zoya.

For Zoya, the world of books was a casement opening 
out on to a vast wide world, access to which was temporarily 
closed to her. Why temporarily? Because, as she knew, she 
would not always be sixteen or seventeen. While you wait 
for the performance to begin at the theatre, everything is 
temporary: the public in the foyer, the people jostling round 
the bar in the bu�et, the attendants in their lace caps selling 
programs at twenty kopecks apiece, the half-empty rows of 
seats, the vast plush wall of the curtain... You are at the the-
atre � and yet you are not at the theatre. It is not really the 
theatre so long as the curtain is down. �en the lights go out, 
the heavy fabric creeps apart, and the parti-coloured light of 
the stage pours out into the darkness of the auditorium. You 
sit and listen. Othello converses solemnly with Iago, his heart 
full to over�owing with the poignancy of love and friendship; 
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Iago listens and nods, just as if he were a friend. But he is a 
scoundrel, a traitor, a coward. Astonished, Onegin stretches 
out his arms towards the Tanya that used to be, but Tanya is 
proud and worldly-wise, and will never break her troth.

To open a book is like throwing open a window on the 
wide world of reality. �ere was the life of Anna Karenina, of 
Pavel Korchagin, of Chapayev and of Till Eulenspiegel. And 
there would also be the life of Zoya Kosmodemyanskaya. 
She had not lived for so many years merely in order to grow 
tall. She had even su�ered because she had grown so fast. At 
seventeen she was the tallest girl in her class. But what had 
she accomplished? Alexander the Great had lived thousands 
of years ago, in the age of slavery, but at the age of seventeen 
he was already leading troops into battle and was on the road 
to conquer the world. Lermontov had been little more than a 
boy when he wrote ��rough the Midnight Sky,� but profes-
sors had been writing books about him for a hundred years.

Zoya read books as they ought to be read, forgetful of 
herself and completely oblivious to her surroundings, drawing 
from them knowledge which they seldom taught at school. In 
school they talked about Boyle�s Law, who Mariotte was, and 
what a �vector� is: in school they seldom talked about the 
primary things of life. But Tolstoy did, and so did Nikolai 
Ostrovsky, and Cervantes, and Mayakovsky, and Gorky.

As she read, Zoya would compare herself with her fa-
vourite heroes. Could she compare with Pavel Korchagin, the 
heroic Young Communist League member? When in�amma-
tion of the brain threatened to wreck her whole future and 
she underwent a painful operation involving injections in the 
spinal cord, she did not in any way betray the excruciating 
pain. �e doctors looked with astonishment at this emaciated 
girl, who lay there with lips tightly pressed and did not utter 
a single groan. Zoya did not consider it necessary to explain 
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to them that it would have been a breach of faith on her part 
to set Korchagin up as an example of what a Soviet citizen 
should be like and then, as soon as something happened to 
her, to whimper and groan. (It was another matter when her 
mother came to see her. Zoya looked at her with stricken 
eyes and murmured through clenched teeth: �Oh, Mama! If 
you only knew how painful it was...� �e doctor, however, 
remarked to Lyubov Timofeyevna: �Your daughter must have 
a will of iron.�)

When she read Mayakovsky�s poem dedicated to Nette, 
the brave diplomatic courier who was killed while stoutly de-
fending the mail in his charge, she, too, wanted some ship, or 
perhaps aeroplane, or street, or road, to be named after her.

When Andrei Volkonsky fell mortally wounded on the 
battle�eld and his love for Natasha remained unrequited, 
she believed that her love would be just as noble and � who 
knew? � perhaps unrequited too.

In the world of books Suvorov led the Russian troops 
across the Alps, and the whole of Europe marvelled at his 
genius and at the heroism of the Russian soldiers. In the world 
of books lived that astonishing knight, Don Quixote, Eulen-
spiegel led the Spaniards a merry dance, and the mighty Ilya 
Muromets, on his massive steed, performed deeds of prow-
ess after three and thirty years of idleness. But she was only 
seventeen...

In the vast and glorious world of books men went to exile 
and prison and the sca�old for their convictions, without 
emitting a single groan or complaint. Chernyshevsky was pil-
loried in the public square to the beating of drums and the 
executioner broke a sword over his head. Zoya knew whole 
pages from What Is To Be Done? and wrote in her diary: �Die 
rather than give yourself up to a man without love.�

In the world of books the �nest people fought for the 
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honour and freedom of their people; when they fell into the 
hands of the enemy, they died without betraying their cause; 
they overcame insurmountable obstacles, made great discov-
eries and knew how to �ght for their principles. Unrecognized 
by their contemporaries, ridiculed and alone, they knew how 
to �ing down the gauntlet to the backward world, and more 
often than not they perished, like Othello, like Pushkin, like 
Lermontov or like Taras Shevchenko.

�ese all were people of a bygone age, but now the Soviet 
power was in force. Zoya earnestly believed that now people 
must be better than in former times. If there had been glori-
ous heroes and martyrs in the past, people who had su�ered 
for the truth, today every Soviet man and woman must be no 
worse than Pierre Bezukhov, or old Kloes, or Tanya in Eugene 
Onegin. But no, that would not be correct. Eugene Onegin was 
a wonderful poem, but Zoya simply could not understand 
Tanya: she herself would never have married Prince Gremin. 
Tanya had acted very foolishly. Although, who knows? �at 
was a hundred years ago, long before Soviet times.

�How fortunate I am,� thought Zoya, �to be living in 
Soviet times! Of course, it�s a pity that the Revolution has 
already been accomplished and I cannot take a part in the 
struggle like Klara Zetkin, or Rosa Luxemburg or Krupskaya. 
Yet how fortunate I am that no one can make me marry a 
man I do not love, and no one can stop me from being a pilot 
if I want to, or an engineer, or whatever I like. What if I had 
been born a serf a hundred years ago? I should have been at 
everyone�s beck and call, liable to be sold even, while my mas-
ter and mistress might have had me �ogged.

�No, I would have killed them �rst.�
And so Zoya would spend her evenings when she came 

home from school, engrossed in a book, learning from the 
past, learning to live. Born seven years after the Revolution, 
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she was not prepared to be satis�ed with the minimum that 
life could o�er, and for this very reason she sometimes gave 
the impression of being somewhat aloof and even austere.

�How many people live without a thought of tomorrow, 
as if their one purpose on earth is to have a good time!� Zoya 
once said to a friend.

Incidentally, she was neither unsociable, nor was she 
proud. If she rarely danced, it was because she felt that her 
unusual height made her ungainly. She loved opera and the 
ballet just as much as books. Whenever she impersonated a 
friend, everybody laughed, and loudest of all the person she 
mimicked. She never received any notes from boys, such as 
girls usually do in the eighth and ninth grades, and none of 
her friends could ever remember her exchanging intimate 
con�dences.

�Oh, how I would love to have a talk with Stalin!� she 
exclaimed one day. And, coming home from school, she took 
down the Problems of Leninism and �talked� with Stalin. And 
in the same way she talked with Chekhov and with Furma-
nov, with Goethe or with the author of some chance book 
without beginning or end and sometimes translated into the 
Russian from some unknown foreign language. Often, in just 
such a nameless waif of literature, she would discover ideas 
and thoughts that clothed everything around her in a new 
light, as if somewhere nearby music were playing, and then 
the world about her would become broader and larger, and 
the most ordinary table would be transformed into a mag-
ni�cent festive board, and the words of one of her favourite 
songs would come to her mind. And Zoya, tossing aside the 
book, would give vent to her feelings by conducting an un-
seen orchestra and break into song, drowning out the radio. 
Her mother, smiling happily, would listen to her while her 
brother, Shurik, poring over his blueprints, would growl in a 
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matter-of-fact voice and without raising his head:
��ere goes that madcap again, never letting a man 

work...�
So Zoya lived until the day she left for the front. She ma-

tured, as it were, in one day, when the Young Communist 
League assigned her for work in a guerilla detachment. �en 
the curtain rose, her real life began. Her mother wanted to see 
her o� at the station. She replied: �Don�t, dear.�

It was a cold and lowering autumn day when she left for 
the front. Lyubov Timofeyevna could not hide her feelings. 
Zoya looked at her intently.

��ere�s no need to be distressed, darling. You shouldn�t 
see me o� with tears. You ought to be proud to have a daugh-
ter who�s going to the front. I�ll either return a heroine or die 
like a heroine...�

She gave her mother a last hug and, snatching up her bun-
dle, jumped into a passing tramcar and rode o� to where her 
real life was to begin, to the front, opening the chapter of a 
book that is yet to be written.

III

She passed through the German lines at Naro-Fominsk. 
She was seized in the village of Petrishchevo, not far from 
Dorokhovo railway station, after she had set �re to a number 
of cottages in which many Germans were quartered. �e ac-
tivities of the people�s avengers were beginning to alarm the 
fascists no less than the reverses they were beginning to su�er 
in the Battle of Moscow. Buildings, military stores and stables 
were burned down, trains hurtled from the tracks, bridges 
were demolished.

Zoya would have returned safe and sound from her last 
sortie had she not been betrayed by a despicable cur who had 
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wormed his way into the detachment. Anxious to get into 
the good graces of the Germans and save his own skin, he 
had sneaked o� to the enemy�s sta� headquarters and warned 
them: �A girl guerilla is setting �re to your stables.�

�e Germans took immediate action, the o�cer �rst pin-
ning the traitor�s arms to his side as if he were afraid that the 
man would shoot him. �e soldiers dashed o� to the stables. 
�e traitor and the o�cer stood where they were, trembling 
in every limb. Neither of them said a word until they heard 
the sound of shouting and the tramping of boots outside. �e 
door swung open, creaking on its hinges, and a group of sol-
diers entered the room, pushing Zoya in front of them.

One of the soldiers carried the incriminating evidence 
that they had taken from her � a revolver, matches and an 
empty petrol tin.

�Eine Partisanin!� the soldiers shouted. �Eine Partisanin!�
Zoya looked at them from under knitted eyebrows.
�ey whipped her unmercifully. Zoya stood there biting 

her lips, a strange look on her face, her lips parted in what 
might have been a smile. Her eyes roved from one of her tor-
mentors to another, but each time they rested for the fraction 
of a second on the sallow face of the traitor. Her whole frame 
quivered as each new blow of the lash cut into her body, and 
she tried to cover her bare breast with her chemise. �e �rst 
blood had long ago appeared on the broken skin of the weals, 
but all they could get out of her was a terse, stubborn �I don�t 
know.� Not a single moan, not even a sti�ed cry escaped her 
lips. An hour later one of the scoundrels could stand it no 
longer.

Villagers who happened to be outside the cottage at the 
time Zoya was being �ogged say that a young whipper-snap-
per of an o�cer ran out into the porch and, burying his face 
in his hands, dropped down on a bench, where he sat motion-
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less until it was all over, as if he no longer had the strength 
to look on at the inhuman outrages being in�icted on the 
helpless young Russian girl inside the cottage.

Do not believe it! Do not imagine that this hardened 
young reprobate was sorry for Zoya, that he felt any pangs 
of remorse at that moment, that human feelings such as you 
and I have, or any Russian has for that matter, �lled the heart 
of this fascist butcher. A fascist is ignorant of the feelings of 
people who have a conscience, a compassionate heart, a sense 
of justice or chivalry.

�e o�cer had been watching the victim with lust-�lled 
eyes when suddenly Zoya�s glare had fallen upon him. What 
was it in her eyes? Hatred? But how many looks of hatred had 
followed the o�cer in Minsk, Smolensk, Vyazma, in every 
Russian village, every hamlet through which he had passed, 
in countless cottages such as this, where, too, lingered the 
odour of sheepskins and pickled cucumbers!

Su�ering? But usually the su�erings of their victims only 
incited the fascists to stoop to actions of which those who 
had lived through the German occupation afterwards spoke 
in tones of amazement and contempt. Wrath? But in their 
conception, wrath and hatred were twin sisters. Would wrath 
unnerve a nazi o�cer, who had seen the Champs ElysØes, 
Athens, Warsaw, Crete and the smoking ruins of Belgrade?

No, in the eyes of this Russian girl there was something 
so incomprehensible to him, so hostile and yet so simple that 
fear overwhelmed all other instincts in the o�cer. He cow-
ered before her glance and dashed out of the cottage.

Out on the porch there was an odour of sheepskins and 
musty boards. Dropping down on the bench, the fascist bur-
ied his face in his hands and sat there with hunched shoulders 
for some ten minutes, while from the other side of the door 
came the shouts of the Colonel followed by the terse, obstin-
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ate Russian �No,� then the crack of a whip, then again: �I 
don�t know; I won�t say!� and then again the crack of the whip 
and the dull thud of lash on �esh. �I won�t say!� � crack. 
�No!� � crack. Crack. �...to wipe you out!� � crack, crack...

What ailed him? Was he out of his mind? Dreaming? In 
a trance?

Yes, perhaps it was something in the nature of a trance.
In his mind�s eye he saw a boundless Russian �eld like 

those around Smolensk. Russian silver birches with delicate 
green leaves lined the road, topped by Russian storm clouds 
scudding across the sky. Some German soldiers were cook-
ing supper beside a barn that had miraculously survived the 
recent battle. Suddenly a dark object �ashed through the air, 
thrown by an unknown hand. A hand grenade hit the �eld 
kitchen. �e rich soup went �ying into the air together with 
the kitchen. A birch tree snapped in two and fell against the 
wall of the barn. Two soldiers and the cook fell lifeless to the 
ground. �e rest snatched up their tommy guns. A woman 
emerged from behind a nearby clump of birch trees. She held 
a bundle in her hands. She did not so much as glance in the 
direction of those at whom she had thrown the hand grenade; 
she appeared from behind the trees as though nothing out 
of the ordinary had happened, adjusted the kerchief on her 
head and moved o� briskly, carefully avoiding the ruts in the 
road. One of the two surviving soldiers took aim and �red. 
�e bullets raised pu�s of dust, and blood stained the road. 
�e soldier dropped to one knee and �red again. �e ker-
chief on the woman�s head �uttered as if it had been caught 
by the breeze; she dropped the bundle, but her steps did not 
falter. On and on she walked. �en the soldier beckoned to 
his comrade, who had been gazing �xedly all the time at the 
spot where the �eld kitchen had stood only a few seconds 
before, and the two of them began to �re at the woman. She 
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continued to walk on. Bullets riddled her by the score. Blood 
showed on her blouse and on her bare arms which hung limp-
ly at her sides, but still she walked on. She did not so much as 
shrink back, or stop or make any attempt to wipe the blood 
that was dripping from her arms on to the dusty road. She 
walked steadily on, her eyes picking out the potholes in the 
road, while over her head the �u�y clouds of the Russian 
eventide passed rapidly on their way, making the translucent 
air in the gaps between seem blue in contrast to their white. 
�You�re dead, drop down!� the o�cer mentally shouted and, 
judging the distance which was not yet too great, threw a 
hand grenade after her. �e grenade dropped to a nicety. A 
column of dust, mud and earth shot up directly behind the 
woman. But when the dust subsided, the fascists saw her still 
walking on with the quick, steady stride of a peasant. �ey 
caught a �eeting glance of the heels of her bloodstained feet 
beneath the billowing hem of her skirt, of the kerchief �ut-
tering on her bullet-riddled back... It was as though she were 
immortal...

�e o�cer dropped the �eld-glasses through which he 
had been watching the woman and glanced at the soldiers. 
�ey lowered their tommy guns and returned his gaze. And 
then, throwing up their hands, with terror frozen in their 
eyes, they dashed o� across the potato patch towards the 
wood where their unit was stationed. �e o�cer, too, took to 
his heels. He ran on for all he was worth, stumbling over the 
broken earth; and from time to time he looked back to where, 
now far in the distance, the dead woman guerilla was moving 
along the road, no longer touching the ground with her feet. 
And although the distance between her and the Germans in-
creased with every step, she had not become any smaller. In 
fact, she seemed actually to be growing larger, taller. It was 
just as if she were towering over the o�cer and the scattering 
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soldiers and the woods in which the sta� headquarters of the 
�invincible� German army was ensconced in sturdy dugouts.

�e o�cer had almost reached the woods when the 
woman guerilla suddenly looked round and he saw her eyes, 
and they were like those of the girl who was being tortured by 
the Colonel just then.

�ey were the ordinary eyes of an ordinary Russian 
woman, somewhat surprised and surveying the German of-
�cer without any particular animosity, but rather with curi-
osity, just as one looks at the animals in the zoo. And at this 
point the fascist, half beast and half robot, whose hands were 
stained with the blood of every European people, was sud-
denly struck with an irresistible and inexplicable fear. If he 
had had in his head even a scrap of grey matter, he would 
have thought: ��ere goes Russia, on and on, without fal-
tering, and there is no force that can bring her to the dust. We 
thought that after the blows we dealt her at Kiev, at Smolensk, 
at Vyazma, we had pierced her through and through; it 
seemed to us that with the hand grenades we hurled at her 
near Volokolamsk and Istra, we had rent her to pieces; we 
were con�dent when we reached Pavshino and saw the chim-
ney stack of a factory on the outskirts of Moscow in the dis-
tance through our powerful �eld-glasses that the victorious 
consummation of this protracted war was already in sight.�

�Lie down; die; you�re smashed, routed!� the fascists shout-
ed. �You may not realize it yourself but you�re already dead. 
You have nothing to defend yourself with! But still she did not 
fall or drop on her bended knees. She had been pierced with 
shot and shell but still she walked on amid the pine trees and 
birches, under the lowering sky � indestructible Russia.

�e o�cer returned to the cottage after Ruederer had 
�nished torturing Zoya. �e girl stood breathing heavily, 
supported under the arms by two soldiers. And when the of-
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�cer entered, she looked at him again. On her forehead was 
a crimson gash, and large beads of perspiration ran down her 
temples from under the tangled strands of short hair.

After being ordered by the Colonel to get the gallows 
ready, the o�cer went to his quarters in order to mix himself 
a strong drink and try to get some sleep before the execution 
took place.

IV

Among those who saw Zoya�s dead body was a young 
country girl by the name of Galya. She had been born in 
Gribtsovp, which is the next village to Petrishchevo, and had 
lived there all the thirteen years of her life. She had been to 
Moscow perhaps no more than two or three times in all. She 
had very rarely been to the cinema and had hardly read any-
thing that was really worthwhile.

She had never heard of either Chernyshevsky or Tanya 
from Eugene Onegin. In general, she knew very few of that 
galaxy of illustrious names that have done so much to add 
to the honour and glory of Russian culture. Even the fact 
that she was Russian was something that Galya had only very 
dimly realized and it was doubtful whether she had ever at-
tached any particular signi�cance to it. �ere was the sun in 
the sky and the earth under her feet. In autumn it rained, 
and in winter it snowed. �ese were things that she took for 
granted, just as the fact that she was Russian and that there 
were other people in the world who were French, German and 
so forth.

At �rst, when her village was occupied by the Germans, 
she could not understand what was happening. Only the 
night before Red Armymen had passed through. �e sound 
of distant shooting had reached them only faintly. Her old 
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grandmother had made the sign of the cross as she mumbled 
a prayer in front of the icon and after that had made the shut-
ters fast over the windows. From the porch a huge crimson 
glow could be seen in the distance. �ere was a �re probably 
in the vicinity of Vereya. �en she had dozed o�. Gru� voices 
speaking in a strange tongue and a dry rat-tat-tat had sound-
ed outside the window, but she had heard nothing. She had 
fallen sound asleep. It was only early the next morning that a 
neighbour had run in and discussed something volubly in a 
loud whisper with her mother, repeating time after time:

��ey�re down at the Co-op, gabbing away in their own 
lingo. What�s going to happen? �ey�re down at the Co-op...�

A big batch of soldiers dressed in outlandish uniforms had 
gathered outside the Co-operative Store. �ey were Germans.

Before long a group of Germans had turned up at the 
cottage. �ey had walked straight in, slamming the door after 
them, and then carefully examined the windows and the ceil-
ing. �ey had talked loudly, as people do in an empty house. 
�ey had not greeted anybody, taking no notice even of her 
mother, but had just jabbered among themselves. �en with-
out touching anything they had gone out into the yard. One 
of them, much taller and more smartly dressed than the rest, 
had for some reason or other strolled over to the fence where 
the withered hollyhock was growing and �ngered a yellowing 
petal. After that they had come back into the house, eyed the 
ceiling once again, and then went out into the road, leaving 
the door wide open as if there were no one living in the cot-
tage. And yet it had been bitterly cold out of doors.

�at day Galya had begun her life under the Germans.
Now, in September 1942, when she told me about those 

weeks, it seemed to her that even then she had sensed, had 
understood everything that she had afterwards come to 
understand. �at, of course, was wrong. After so many 
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months of war, we were all of us under the impression that 
we understood everything from the very �rst day. But it was 
not so. During the �rst months of the war our hearts and our 
thoughts and conceptions of what was going on in the world 
were still in�uenced by our pre-war attitude. Our children, of 
course, understood still less.

It was only later that a day or, perhaps, a month came that 
marked a turning point in our lives and we tore everything 
peaceful from our hearts. We became sterner, grasped things 
better and became more sure of ourselves. �is does not mean 
that we had grown older � no, we simply parted with the 
illusions of peace time and readjusted ourselves heart and soul 
� and not just merely our notions � to the stern demands 
of the war. With some this change took place at the front, 
amidst the bursting of shot and shell; with others, somewhere 
deep in the rear where they were evacuated and where there 
was even no blackout or ARP duty; with still others, at home, 
in their usual environment, while scanning the newspapers 
or poring over the map of our country, which we now study 
every day with as much attention as if we were preparing for 
an examination. During the past year the day came to each 
and every one of us when we realized that we were called 
upon to prove ourselves worthy of the title of Soviet patriot, 
that thus far we had held it only on trust, on our word of 
honour, so to speak, whereas now we had to prove our worth 
by our deeds.

And those people who have not yet realized their duty, 
who are not living up to it, are either cowards, or blackguards 
or just shallow apologies of men who have nothing in com-
mon with either their country or their people.

Such a day, too, came to thirteen-year-old Galya.
November was drawing to a close. It had been bitterly 

cold for several weeks, with hardly any snow. �e ground was 
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frozen hard and rang underfoot like a bell. Leaden clouds 
hung low over the �r trees and bushes. Gusts of wind swept 
the ground almost bare of the dry, crisp snow. �e front was 
receding ever farther towards Moscow and the rumble of 
guns grew more and more remote. Aircraft no longer �ew 
over the village. At night the sole surviving cock would crow 
and if you chanced to wake up in bed and hear it, you might 
have thought that it was peacetime again and that there was 
no war on. And sometimes, it really did seem so to Galya; 
but when she remembered that every time she had to go to 
the well for water, a German sentry armed with a tommy gun 
would be standing there, her heart seemed to shrink inside 
her and she shut her eyes fast so as to fall asleep again quickly 
and wished that she could dream on and on and never wake 
up again.

�at day she had to go to the woods to collect pine cones. 
She took a basket and ran o� to the pine grove. �ere was no 
lack of cones, but they had frozen hard to the ground and 
the basket was only half full when Galya decided that it was 
time to go home. But before doing so she decided to rest for 
a while. She put the basket down under a �r tree, huddled up 
against the trunk and tucked her hands in her sleeves to get 
them warm. A crow �ew past; a broken twig dropped down 
from a tree. �e clouds opened up above a gnarled pine, and 
the clear sky peeped through. Galya could not tear her eyes 
away from the patch of blue. A smile played on her lips. For 
an instant it seemed to her once again that there was no war, 
that when she got home she would �nd her father somewhere 
about the house or busying himself in the yard chopping 
wood or �xing up the fodder grinder.

She was still smiling when a voice suddenly called to her:
�I say, lassie!�
Germans? Galya started to her feet. Snatching up her bas-
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ket, she shrank back as though someone was about to beat 
her. True, people were permitted to come into this wood. It 
was prohibited to enter the other one, beyond the stream; if 
anyone was found roaming about there they were simply shot. 
�at was how their neighbour, Aunt Nyusha, was killed. And 
they had not even allowed anyone to bury her.

�Don�t be afraid, lassie,� the owner of the voice went on. 
�I�m a friend, a Russian.�

�e low-hanging branches of a tall �r tree parted, and a 
face showed.

�I�m a friend. �ere aren�t any Germans here. I�ve been 
lying here for two days already. I know.�

Galya approached the spot,
A girl was crouching in a hollow under the tree. She was 

dressed like a peasant. A sub-machine gun lay on the ground 
at her feet.

�I�m terribly thirsty,� the girl went on. �All I�ve had to 
drink was a handful of snow I scooped up under the tree, but 
I �nished that long ago. Are there many Germans in your 
village? You come from Gribtsovo, don�t you?�

Galya answered she did and then asked:
�You�re a guerilla, aren�t you?�
�Uh-huh,� the girl replied.
�What�s your name? �ere are only a few Germans in our 

village. But there�s a lot over at Petrishchevo. �ey�ve got sta-
bles and machine guns there. �ere are only a few sentries in 
our village. �ey don�t trouble us much. Aunty Nyusha was 
the only one who got killed. It was her own fault, though. She 
shouldn�t have gone where it�s not allowed.�

�Get me some water, will you? Only don�t tell anybody 
I�m here.�

Galya had a bottle of milk with her.
�e girl began to drink thirstily. She took o� her hat and 

77

Galya saw that she was quite young and that her hair had 
been cropped short like a boy�s.

�What�s your name?� Galya asked.
�What do you want to know for?�
�Where do you come from?�
�From Moscow. My mother and brother live there. I�m 

going to visit them shortly. �
�e girl smiled and put on her hat again.
�Now then, be o� with you. Only don�t tell anybody that 

you�ve seen me, not a word, mind. I was so thirsty. �anks 
for the milk.�

�But what about you?� asked Galya hesitatingly. �Are you 
going to stay here?�

�Now then, o� you run. I�ll go as soon as it gets dark. By 
the way, whose stables do they put up the horses in at Petrish-
chevo? It�s the last house, isn�t it?�

�At the Mironov�s. �ey used to use the Voronov�s sta-
bles, but they were burnt down. �e guerillas set �re to them. 
�e German o�cers were furious. �ey threatened to shoot 
everyone.�

A slight sound reached them from behind the trunk of 
a neighbouring tree. �e girl quickly ducked out of sight. A 
crow rose into the air, �apping its wings heavily.

�Aren�t you afraid to be here alone?� Galya asked.
�What�s there to be afraid of?� came the reply from under 

the �r. �We�ve got to smash the fascists. Every one of us must 
help to smash the fascists. Well, what are you waiting for? It�s 
time you were o�. Somebody might see you.�

Galya turned to go, but after a few steps she came back 
and, peering through the branches of the �r tree, asked:

�What are you thinking of doing? Setting them on �re, 
perhaps? �ey have sentries everywhere nowadays...�

It was dark under the tree. Not a sound came in, reply, 



78

just as if no one was there.
Galya roamed about the wood for an hour. �ere was 

something she wanted to ask the girl from Moscow but she 
did not quite know how to formulate it. And then she was 
suddenly comforted by the thought that here, in these woods, 
was somebody the Germans not know about, somebody hid-
ing under a tree, who was not afraid of anything, and who 
was going home shortly to see her mother.

Galya spent a restless night. She fell asleep only just before 
dawn, after she had made up her mind to get some milk and 
pancakes in the morning and take them to the wood, to the 
place where the girl from Moscow was hiding.

But when she woke up, the one topic in the village was 
that the Germans had hanged a girl guerilla in Petrishchevo. 
�ey had caught her during the night, �ogged her and then 
hanged her. And they had hung a placard on to her chest say-
ing that she was an incendiary.

�People went about with a frightened look on their faces 
that day,� Galva told me. �Mother kept looking out of the 
window all the time just as if she was expecting to see some-
thing. But you couldn�t see a thing because the window panes 
were covered with hoar-frost. And still she stood there and 
didn�t even cry, just stood there. �en she came over to me 
and hugged me, and all of a sudden she burst into tears. I 
daren�t ask her anything. I was afraid to ask her about the girl 
who�d been hanged and what kind of hair she had, whether 
it was bobbed or whether it was plaited down her back. �If it�s 
bobbed,� I thought, �then it�s the girl I met in the wood. But 
if it�s plaited...��

Galya did not ask her mother about the girl�s hair. But 
when it grew dark, she threw a shawl over her head and ran 
all the way to Petrishchevo. Snow had fallen during the day, 
and it crunched underfoot. �e moon seemed frozen in the 
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sky. �e German sentries stood at their posts with their noses 
buried in the collars of their greatcoats. �is prevented them 
from keeping a sharp lookout; otherwise they might have shot 
Galya. She reached her destination safely: Galya had gone to 
school in Petrishchevo for four years and knew every inch of 
the way, every bush and every tree. She �itted from tree to 
tree, until at last she reached Petrishchevo.

She saw the hanged girl from a distance. At the end of a 
short rope suspended from a cross bar hung a long shape. It 
was a bright moonlit night. Galya immediately recognized 
the girl. Standing in the shadow of a barn, she looked long 
and earnestly at the body of the guerilla girl. �e girl�s head 
was thrown back, and her short hair, which hung down on 
one side, glistened like silver in the light of the moon.
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Peter Skosyrev

MALIK GABDULIN

I

�e dreams and aspirations of our people are instilled into 
us from our childhood. �e stories and songs of our nurse as 
she rocks us on her knees � those are the songs of our coun-
try crooning over us, lulling us to sleep. �e games we play, at 
leap-frog or being Cossacks bold � they, too, are part of our 
training for future battles in defence of our homes and our 
mothers. �e tender look of a girl, a woman�s caress, the love 
we hold for our family, our children � all that, too, is but a 
part of the unbounded love we hold for our native land, of the 
love that has ever dwelt in our hearts but has been brought 
out in all its magnitude only by the war.

�is is the source of the comradeship born in the trench-
es, a comradeship that transcends death. �is is the source of 
that heroism and gallantry that have amazed the world.

By birth Malik Gabdulin is a Kazakh, and the language 
of the folk-songs which lulled him to sleep in his infancy was 
the Kazakh language. His home is the boundless steppe � far 
to the east of Moscow. But it was not in his native plains, dot-
ted with the tents of nomads and across which camels padded 
from village to village, that Malik Gabdulin won the highest 
military award in the USSR � the Gold Star of a Hero of 
the Soviet Union � but on the roads which run towards the 
gates of Moscow from the west.

It was there that he won fame, on the roads where the 
German hordes rolled in 1941, seeking to rob the Russian 
people of their capital and, consequently, to deprive the Ka-
zakh people of their happiness, their steppes and their right 
to sing in their native language, seeking to wreck for all time 
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the hopes and dreams of the Soviet peoples.

II

But what did Malik Gabdulin dream about in his child-
hood?

Childhood lasts not one year alone, but it sometimes hap-
pens that one day of childhood is worth many years of later 
life. In his childhood the future Hero of the Soviet Union 
dreamed about many things. During the winter nights 
he longed for summer, when the village would return to 
the jailyau. Kazakhstan is a land of stockraising, and to the 
Kazakh the jailyau (the summer pastures) is what ploughing, 
sowing and harvesting are to the Russian � the source of 
prosperity for the year to come. In the winter the Kazakhs 
live cramped and crowded in their dark tents, plastered with 
clay to keep out the cold. A white carpet of snow stretches as 
far as the eye can see, and the wind howls across the steppes. 
Keep your �re going day and night, but still the wind will 
steal away the heat. When anyone enters from outside, the 
frost sneaks in at his heels. In the Kazakh�s tent the head of 
the family rightfully holds sway, but in winter his place is 
usurped by Jack Frost...

On particularly cold nights Malik�s grandmother would 
take the infant into her own bed. With a tender hand she 
would stroke his hair. Malik slept, yet did not sleep; his eyes 
were shut fast � locked in slumber � but his ears remained 
awake. His grandmother�s voice was soft but, listening to it, 
he heard neither the howl of the snowstorm, nor the barking 
of the dogs, nor even the horse stamping on the other side of 
the felt wall of the tent. His head would rest on his grand-
mother�s breast, and before his eyes would rise scenes from 
the vast store of fairy tales of which she knew so many � as 
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many as there were grains in the sack of wheat his father had 
brought back from the market.

...Suddenly, out of a dark hole as black as night, a dragon 
crawls. Its gaping jaws bristle with jagged fangs, and �re belch-
es from its throat. It has one eye in the centre of its forehead, 
but it has a hundred arms, and each is set with talons like a 
tiger�s claws. �Bow to me!� the dragon roars to the people. But 
only cowards bend their heads, and the dragon seizes them 
and crawls on. It sees the sun in the sky. �Hey, you up there, 
in the sky! What are you looking at? Bow down before me, 
or I�ll eat you up!� �e dragon has a hundred arms, and the 
sun only one. And who knows, never perhaps would the sun 
have shone again in the sky, had it not been for one man � 
neither a prince nor a peer, but a simple shepherd � in whose 
breast beat a passionate heart as hot as �re and as strong as 
steel. He selects the �eetest horse from the drove, his crook 
is transformed into a golden sword, and he gallops o� to give 
battle to the dragon.

Malik slept on, but his grandmother went on with the 
tale.

�e boy awoke long after daybreak. �e �ap of the tent 
was open, and a glittering ray, like a golden sword, fell across 
the carpet and the iron bound chest. It was bitterly cold out-
side but the touch of the sunbeam felt warm on his cheek, and 
it seemed that winter was already ended and summer would 
soon come.

�Well, you one-eyed dragon? Who got the best of it? �e 
sun�s up in the sky, but where are you?!�

When he listened in his infancy to his grandmother�s 
tales and songs Malik little-thought that the day would come 
when he, like the brave shepherd of the fairy tale would go 
out to give battle to a dragon. But now his country was at 
war with Hitler, and many a night, when his comrades were 
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wrapped in slumber, and he � Political O�cer Gabdulin � 
was wide awake planning the next day�s battle, he frequently 
recalled the tales his old grandmother had told him. Yes, he 
remembered them all and one by one they woke to life again 
in his mind and warmed his heart just as they had done in the 
days of his childhood.

...Gabdulin still remembers the happy days of 
the jailyau. After reading Turgenev, even those of us who have 
never camped out know the pleasures of nights spent beside 
the camp�re. At night the baked potatoes taste sweeter, and 
the sky is lovelier, and the world around is veiled in secrecy 
and more beautiful. A horse�s neigh at night is both more 
sonorous and more spirited. Night birds �ll the air with their 
song, something hoots in the forest. Sit still and listen! Tiny 
lights twinkle over the river. Suddenly, raindrops patter down 
and the �re hisses out. You can live to be a hundred and still 
not forget the fun of it, or the creepiness of it, or the stories 
told round the camp�re, or the silences. Or the singing of the 
birds, or the sweet, intoxicating scents that suddenly �ll the 
air so that your whole breast opens wide to them, and you 
cannot tell whether you are really breathing or whether it is 
Mother Earth herself breathing in you, with all her mead-
ows, forests, villages, with all her rivers and vast open spaces, 
which seem to be waiting for you to get up and go you know 
not where in pursuit of a �eeting dream...

For Russian children, it is the camp�res; for Kazakhs, it 
is the jailyau.

Every summer the Kazakhs drove their huge �ocks of 
sheep down to the succulent grass by the lake-side. �ou-
sands of horses whinnied along the waters edge, and as many 
camels lay behind the tents, their heads turned towards the 
sun. A multitude of people rode to the jailyau, and with the 
grown-ups went a horde of children.
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Malik was merry, bold and mischievous. A child of the 
Kazakh steppes how could he not but love the jailyau? Dur-
ing the winter hardly a soul visited the tent, but here, in the 
summer pastures, you were deafened by the neighing around 
the lake, the bleating, the shouting, the talking and the sing-
ing. �e tents were pitched in a vast circle, and the master�s 
horse was tethered to each tent, while the rest of the hors-
es roamed the steppe or sunned themselves beside the lake. 
�e entire steppe became one huge family. When Malik said 
�we� during the winter, he thought to himself: �We � that 
is father and grandmother and I.� But here every strange face 
outside each unfamiliar tent, every man astride a horse, every 
boy running along the lake-side with a length of rope across 
his shoulder � everyone, everything that the ear could hear 
and the eye could see, even the wild ducks rising into the sky 
from the surface of the lake, and the sky itself, blue and round 
like a cup � it was all, all like one big family. �e world 
of the jailyau, caressed by the wind and sun, was like one vast 
open tent. At the jailyau, �we� meant everything that the eye 
could see and the ear could hear.

Would that it might never end, this holiday of mirth, 
games and light!

Along with the other boys at the jailyau, Malik raced and 
fought amid the sandy hillocks, knowing both the sweetness 
of victory and the bitterness of defeat. At the jailyau he learnt 
that apparent victory can end at times in ignominious defeat.

One day a wedding was celebrated to which the boys were 
not invited. Malik and three other lads, Koshek, Davlet and 
Almai, decided to take their revenge. At night they stole into 
the tent where the young couple were asleep, drank their �ll 
of the kumiss, poured out the rest on the ground, and made 
o� with all the butter and pancakes they could lay their hands 
on. Glorying in their victory, they went home, intoxicated 
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and sated. �e next morning there was a terrible to-do. �e 
young wife wrung her hands in distress, cried and tore her 
hair, while her husband, slapping his jackboot with his riding 
whip, swore to get even with the thieves. But how can you 
get on the track of a thief if it has rained all night and all the 
footprints are washed away? �e boys� triumph was complete, 
but there was little joy in it. �ree days passed, and then the 
mother of one of the culprits invited the whole gang to her 
tent. She placed a heap of freshly-baked pancakes and a basin 
of cream before each of them, pressed them to eat as much 
as they could, asking whether they had had enough and why 
they ate so little. Why, a brave man always feels hungry after 
some glorious feat of arms, and to have robbed a good young 
woman, was, of course, an outstanding exploit...

Koshek suddenly burst into tears and said that he had not 
done it. �en Malik spoke up and said that it had not been 
him; but he did not cry. �en the good woman poured them 
out some more cream and said that she was glad that they had 
not done it. At �rst she had her suspicions about them, she 
said, but since they denied it she took them at their word, for 
a real Kazakh never sullies his tongue by telling falsehoods.

In the end they confessed, and ever after that, whenever 
he was on the point of telling a lie, Malik always heard a gen-
tle voice saying in his heart: �A real Kazakh never sullies his 
tongue by telling falsehoods.�

Malik�s grandmother was dead, but her lessons, like the 
words of the good woman, took deep root in the boy�s heart. 
He was to remember those words for the rest of his life.

Many a time, musing during a lull in the �ghting, Malik 
Gabdulin has a feeling that he and his comrades are not �ght-
ing alone against Hitler, but that �ghting alongside him are 
his old grandmother, and his father and the good woman who 
had feasted him with cream and instilled in him a love of 
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the truth, and all the other splendid people he had met at 
the jailyau and later on at the village school and in the college 
at Alma-Ata, men and women who by their example and their 
words, by their straightforward and sincere human approach, 
had set the boys born and bred in the steppes of Kazakhstan 
on the path of valour and courage.

III

Gabdulin dreamt about many things when he was a boy, 
but least of all about martial glory. Nothing was further from 
his mind. Fond of reading, he mapped out his future course 
while he still attended school. He determined to become a 
scientist and writer. To read and write books � that, he felt, 
would come as easily to him as wood-cutting to the lumber-
jack or the sword to the hand of the soldier. Today, when 
Major Gabdulin makes the round of his units and the Red 
Armymen see the military decorations pinned to his breast 
and remember his reputation as an unusually cool-headed and 
courageous commander who has been wounded �ve times, 
they can hardly believe that some two years ago there was 
hardly a quieter man in all Alma-Ata than Malik Gabdul-
in, student of literature and folklore, and associate of the Al-
ma-Ata Institute. If, before the war, Malik ever gave thought 
to martial glory, it was not of any which was in store for him 
but of the glorious heroes sung of in the ancient ballads of his 
people. �e tales he had heard from his grandmother had not 
fallen on barren soil. Giving full rein to his passion for liter-
ature, Malik, while still a student, began to collect and study 
the folklore of his native Kazakhstan.

Meditating over the words of folk songs, listening to 
the tales in which the old men passed on their wisdom and 
understanding of life to the young, he was strengthened more 
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and more in his love for the Kazakh people.
�If songs to the valour of Koblandy-batyr and Kozy-

Korpesheh can live through the centuries without ever hav-
ing been inscribed on paper, then the people who have learnt 
and remembered them must have preserved something of 
their valour and greatness. Only the circumstances in which 
they were placed can have hindered them from revealing this 
valour and greatness,� Malik thought. �Soviet power came to 
Kazakhstan to free the spirit of the people, hitherto fettered 
by darkness and want. We must support the Soviets and do 
everything in our power to help the people learn about the 
greatness of their forefathers.�

Among the many notable men of Kazakhstan, Malik was 
attracted particularly by the daring traveller and scientist � 
Chokan Valikhanov. �e latter had lived long before the Revo-
lution, in the years when the Tsarist o�cials had looked down 
on the Kazakhs as inferior beings. Nevertheless, Valikhanov 
had managed to obtain a good education and had become the 
most learned man in his native steppes. Possibly, the fact that 
he was regarded as a descendant of Genghis-Khan had helped 
him in this, since the local authorities were impressed by his 
ties of kinship with the �erce conqueror of the ancient world. 
Valikhanov had died at the early age of twenty-nine, but he 
had left behind him many volumes of valuable research into 
Kazakh history, literature, customs and folklore. He was an 
ardent advocate of western education for the Kazakhs, but 
being a contemporary of Nicholas I, he naturally conceived 
the union of the Russian and Kazakh people in a way that 
di�ered entirely from the fraternal ties instituted in our times 
by Lenin and Stalin.

Valikhanov attracted Malik as a striking proof of the un-
quenchable thirst for knowledge that dwells in every nation.

Malik was assisted in his literary researches by a Kazakh 
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novelist, critic and poet, Sabit Mukanov. A pupil of Gorky in 
his manner of viewing and depicting reality, Sabit Mukanov 
began, from the �rst years of the Revolution, to advocate the 
study of the Russian classics.

�Read, read Russian literature,� he told the young stu-
dents of literature. �Accumulate knowledge. Without Russian 
literature, it is impossible to build up a culture for the Kaz-
akhs. But, remember, you cannot just mechanically transplant 
in Kazakh soil everything that the Russians have done. You 
must take our past and our folklore into account. In Stalin�s 
time every nation must bring its honey to the hive of Soviet 
culture. And your job, Malik, is to help our young writers to 
gather their honey from the �owers of their own native �elds.�

�ese words fully coincided with what Malik had vaguely 
surmised when he was still a child, and his grandmother had 
sung to him and told him the tale about the dragon.

Malik�s term of study was coming to an end. His diploma 
thesis on Valikhanov had been almost completed. �e time 
had come for him to make his contribution to the common 
treasury of Soviet culture when, in June 1941, it was decided 
at a meeting of Party members at the Institute that six young 
communists, Malik Gabdulin among them, should be sent 
to the front to help defend the great Soviet confraternity of 
peoples against Hitler with arms in hand.

IV

And so Malik joined the Red Army. Hitler�s hordes were 
pressing on towards. Smolensk. �e fascist dragon was all 
ready to shout to the sun: �Come down from the sky and 
bow down before me� when the new recruits from Alma-Ata 
and Frunze were being formed into units that several months 
later were to win worldwide fame as the iron regiments of 

89

General Pan�lov.
�e regimental commander, Colonel Kaprov, examined 

Gabdulin�s papers: �You�ll be Company Political O�cer,� he 
decided.

Malik knew by heart seventeen versions of the legend 
about Kozy-Korpesheh and could repeat from memory every 
line written by the incomparable poet Mokhambet, but he 
could not imagine for the life of him what a company polit-
ical o�cer had to do.

�What kind of a political o�cer do you think I�ll make?� 
he said. �I don�t know anything, and I�ve never been in the 
army before. I�d rather you let me be an ordinary private.�

�e Colonel smiled and then added sternly:
��e army is the army, and orders are orders. Hand this 

note to Battalion Commander Lyssenko and take over the 
company.�

Malik took the note and went to the battalion command-
er. �e latter assigned him to a company. Gabdulin then set 
o� for the unit that he was now to lead. Platoon commander, 
Sub-Lieutenant Bobrov, was lining up the company in the 
barrack square. Seeing a soldier walking across the yard, he 
shouted:

�What are you strolling about for? Who gave you permis-
sion to leave the barracks?�

�I was sent for by the commander...� Gabdulin began to 
explain.

�Two fatigue duties out of turn for breach of discipline.�
�e research student of yesterday was too timid to say 

that he had been appointed Company Political O�cer and 
that the platoon commander would now be subordinate to 
him.

�Very good, Comrade Sub-Lieutenant,� he said, standing 
sti�y at attention. �Two fatigue duties out of turn, it is.�
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�Fall in! At the double!�
�Fall in at the double, it is,� Malik repeated and thought: 

�Good man. It�ll he fun �ghting together with chaps like 
him...�

Just then the company commander appeared. He had al-
ready learnt of Malik�s new appointment. Seeing his political 
o�cer falling in at the double and learning from Sub-Lieu-
tenant Bobrov about the two fatigue duties, he said to the 
latter:

�It�s rather out of order giving fatigue duty to the company 
political o�cer... Don�t you think so, Comrade Lieutenant?�

A look of embarrassment appeared on Bobrov�s face.
�So that�s how it is in the army!� Malik thought as he 

stepped out of the ranks. �Only I must be careful not to bun-
gle things. Being a company political o�cer is a bit di�erent 
from telling stories about ancient heroes.�

But as it happened, even the ancient heroes came in use-
ful. One of the soldiers returned drunk to the barracks one 
evening from town. He, like Malik, had been a teacher of 
literature in Alma-Ata. He had gone there to take leave of 
his family. He could hardly drag his legs along under him or 
utter a coherent word.

Under ordinary circumstances the teacher would have 
been laced with arrest. But as it happened no one saw the 
drunken man but Malik. In view of the extenuating circum-
stances Gabdulin took him to his quarters and talked to him 
at some length about literature and of how the heroes of old 
had served as examples of valour and uprightness to others.

�You probably taught your pupils at school to be like 
Mokhambet, but here you are almost grovelling on your 
hands and knees. �e ancient heroes were men of virtue; but 
only a cur could permit himself to be seen in the condition 
you are in just now. Supposing you�d been seen by some of 
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your former pupils or the other soldiers...�
�e teacher sobered at once and went red with shame.
�I�m sorry,� he kept on repeating, �it was a mistake on my 

part...�
�But can a soldier a�ord to make a mistake? Very well. 

I�ll let it pass but � the war won�t. To make a mistake at the 
front means to botch up everything and jeopardize the lives 
of your comrades.�

�I�ll never do it again. I give you the word of a Kazakh...�
�e Political O�cer went on to discuss the question of 

military honour at length. �is was his �rst opportunity to 
talk with one of the men on the subject and, when he had 
�nished the former teacher sat bolt upright in his chair, as if 
he had never touched a drop of vodka in his life. And later 
on, at the front near Volokolamsk, he showed that a Kazakh 
could keep his word by proving himself to be a disciplined 
and brave soldier.

Turning in that night, Malik thought to himself: �And I 
was afraid that I didn�t know a thing that would be of use in 
the army. It seems that everything a Soviet person needs to 
know is useful to the soldier too. My splendid old heroes will 
stand me in good stead in my job of political o�cer.�

Malik found that not only his knowledge of Kazakh folk-
lore was useful, but also his thorough understanding of the 
speci�c features of Russian culture. Ukrainians and Russians 
were training in the same unit as the Kazakhs and Uzbeks. 
General Pan�lov�s famous regiments had been recruited from 
the population of Kirghizia and Kazakhstan, and settlers 
from Russia had been living side by side with the natives of 
Asia for more than a century in the foothills of the Tien Shan 
Mountains. Look at the list of the twenty-eight Guardsmen 
who gave their lives for their country. You will see the names 
of Russians, Kazakhs, Uzbeks and Ukrainians side by side. 
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On that frosty day, when in the vicinity of Dubosekovo the 
fate of Russia was being decided, it was decided by men who, 
though speaking in di�erent tongues had been reared by the 
October Revolution and had found a common language of 
the heart � that of Soviet patriots; and it was in this lan-
guage that the words were uttered that are now inscribed in 
letters of gold in the book of the most notable utterances ever 
made on the �eld of battle:

�Russia is vast, but there is nowhere to retreat!�
�ose words were uttered by Political O�cer Klochkov. 

But the same words beat in the heart of Malik Gabdulin, 
who, when danger threatened Moscow had, together with his 
company, been transferred from the north-western direction 
to the vicinity of Volokolamsk.

V

�en came the �rst serious �ghting in which the men 
from Alma-Ata participated. What can be more terrible than 
a soldier�s �rst battle? He stands face to face with death: each 
bullet seems to be heading straight for him, and every splinter 
seems aimed at his heart. Helplessness, defencelessness, self-
pity, despair, terror and the cold sweat and nausea of fear � 
every man who has been in action has experienced it all, and 
has overcome it. Gabdulin, too, experienced it.

In his �rst battle, he, like most of the other men, was �rst 
afraid of death and then afraid of his own fear. �So that�s the 
sort of coward I am,� he thought. �And at home, in Kazakh-
stan, I always thought I�d plenty of grit.� And in order to 
cheer himself up and dispel the thoughts of death, he would 
recite the lines he had so often heard sung by bards and story-
tellers of his country:

�If ever on a stallion thou didst prance 
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Or cleave the air from horseback with thy lance. 
Handling thy bridle with a master�s skill, 
Lashed by the wind, yet riding onward still; 
If e�er the sweat did on thy saddle gather,
�y saddle-cloth �aked with thy horse�s lather, 
While through the forest thou didst course amain, 
Scarce time to eat e�er thou wert o� again, 
�y rest so peril-fraught and brief that thou 
All but forgot�st the lady of thy vows � 
And then, or e�er saddle-girth was tight, 
Across the boundless plains from morn till night 
�ou rod�st again, thy face with vigil wan, 
Wasted by war and darkened by the sun;
If e�er, enchanted by the starry skies, 
�ou from thy bed at midnight didst arise. 
While the bright worlds above that rule men�s lives 
Turned to thee for their rest with tired eyes; � 
�en hast thou been a Kazakh true to clan, 
�en hast thou been � what is far more: a man.�

But � such is the power of poetry � when the enemy 
had already surrounded his company and all hope of victory 
was lost, when the �rst deadly fear had passed but desperation 
and hopelessness still held heart and mind in their grip, when 
the enemy�s tanks were rumbling to right and left and in the 
rear and half his splendid comrades lay lifeless on the frozen 
ground, when there was no more chance of pulling through 
than of moving a mountain from its bed with his bare hands, 
the breadth and spirit of his people�s martial songs, passionate 
and age-old, handed down from father to son and pulsating 
now in his own brain, dissipated fear with a masterful hand 
and steeled every nerve and �bre of his body. Malik sized up 
the situation; his mind was made up and without the slight-
est hesitation he ordered his men to stand �rm and not yield 
an inch until orders to the contrary had been received from 
headquarters.

�Private Kovalenko,� he said, �go to the command post 
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and report to the Company Commander on the situation. 
Tell him we are being hard pressed.�

Kovalenko crawled o� in the direction of the village 
where the command post was stationed. He returned forty 
minutes later.

�Comrade Political O�cer, allow me to report. �e com-
mand post has been smashed up, the Company Commander 
has been killed and so have all the orderlies. I...�

Malik was fully prepared to grant that both he and his 
men might be wiped out but he could not bring himself to 
believe that everyone at the command post had been killed.

�You probably got cold feet and didn�t go all the way,� he 
said. �We�ll go together.�

And they set o� together, two Red Armymen, a Kazakh 
and a Russian, living targets to the bullets and shells of the 
enemy that whizzed past them.

But what Kovalenko had reported proved to be true: the 
command post had been literally wiped out. �e situation 
had clearly become desperate, but all the same Malik could 
not retreat without orders. Had he done so he would never 
have been forgiven by a single one of the famous warriors of 
his country�s past. He could never have forgiven himself.

�e Germans launched another attack. And again the 
company of Alma-Ata men � Russians, Kazakhs, Kirghiz-
ians and Uzbeks � stood their ground. �e afternoon gave 
way to evening, the evening gave way to night; and then an-
other day came, and another evening, and night, and mor-
ning, and afternoon... Attack followed attack, each with its 
accompanying din of battle, with its bombs, and lead, and 
steel, and �re, and deadly exhaustion, and the scaring pain 
of wounds. Death thinned their ranks. Hardly a quarter of 
those who had held the line three days ago were left alive. 
But no order to retreat had been received, and the handful 
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of Red Armymen stood �rm. It seemed as if the spirit of Ilya 
Muromets had come to life again in the �ve Russians there, 
that of Alpamysh in the three Uzbeks, that of Koblandy-
batyr in the two Kazakhs and that of Manas in the three 
Kirghizians � all who remained of the gallant band.

Such were the men who, standing �rm like the legendary 
heroes of old or as if they were immortal, shattered Hitler�s 
plans to break through to Moscow.

�e company prepared to withdraw only after it had been 
ordered to by the sole surviving adjutant of the Battalion 
Sta�. But there was nowhere to withdraw, for enemy steel 
and iron had closed the roads to the rear. Yet Gabdulin suc-
ceeded in withdrawing, and not only did he withdraw himself 
but instead of the twelve survivors of the battle, he brought 
back one hundred and �fty Red Armymen. He rallied around 
him all the soldiers who were wandering about the woods in 
the enemy rear searching for their own units, mustered them 
into a single �ghting force and brought them through to the 
village of Spass-Ryukhovsky, where General Pan�lov himself 
had his headquarters.

�e General listened to the report of the former college 
student and embraced him. ��anks, Gabdulin,� he said. 
�You�re a real commander, a real Soviet soldier. I was under 
the impression that you had all perished. See that your men 
are fed immediately.�

�at was the sort of man General Pan�lov was, a man 
about whom songs were already being sung in the army, ac-
claiming him as the father and protector of his troops.

�How tired he looks,� thought Malik. �He probably hasn�t 
slept for days on end. And his tunic looks rather the worse for 
wear. A simple man, like everyone else. And when songs are 
written about the present war, he�ll be likened to the defender 
of the sun. In songs, everything is always di�erent. Although 
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come to think of it, everything now is like in the song.
�While the bright worlds above that rule men�s lives
Turned to thee for their rest with tired eyes: � 
�en hast thou been a Kazakh true to clan, 
�en hast thou been � what is far more: a man.�

Only from now on, after the �ghting around Moscow, 
they�ll probably alter the words a little:

��en hast thou been a warrior brave and fair. 
�en with Pan�lov might�st thou stand compare.�

So ended the day that transformed Gabdulin from a col-
lege fellow into a �ghter and commander.

VI

�is battle near Moscow marked the beginning of Malik 
Gabdulin�s heroic exploits at the front. �e list is long. Having 
conquered the fear that had gripped him in his �rst battle, 
Malik ceased to pay any attention to whether he was afraid 
or not. He realized that even when his body shrank back 
with fear, it was up to him to master it. In action you had to 
do everything that duty and honour and the assignment en-
trusted to you called for, and then fear would vanish. Perhaps 
it would be still lurking somewhere, in some hidden nook of 
your soul, but it could no longer exert any in�uence on your 
actions and reactions as the soldier.

On November 16 the Germans launched their second 
general o�ensive against Moscow. �irteen tommy-gunners, 
with Malik Gabdulin in command, were ordered to take up 
a position in a small copse and ambush German tanks ad-
vancing from the direction of the village of Morozovo. �eir 
task was to hold up the fascists as long as possible on the road 
from Morozovo to Shiryaevo, beyond which lay Moscow. Or-
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ders permitted them to withdraw when all hopes of further 
resistance were lost.

At eight o�clock in the morning the roar of engines could 
be heard from the direction of Morozovo, and soon after the 
�rst tank crawled into sight along the road. Behind it loomed 
four other tanks, their guns trained towards Moscow. For a 
minute they halted. �eir guns rose slowly upward as though 
sni�ng the air. �en the racket of the engines developed 
into a steady even roar and the column moved on towards 
Shiryaevo. �e tommy-gunners prepared for action and laid 
out their reserve discs in front of them. At the same time 
about a battalion of German infantry moving in the wake of 
the tanks appeared from behind a group of cottages.

��irty to one,� said Gabdulin. �Well, let �em come, we�re 
ready for �em!� �Germans in sight, Comrade Political O�-
cer!� one of the Red Armymen whispered excitedly, looking 
at Malik with eyes in which he could read only one question: 
�When are you going to give the order?�

�So I see,� Gabdulin said. �Let them come nearer.�
�e Germans advanced along the road. Now they were 

only three hundred yards away, and drawing nearer every mo-
ment. Fear and impatience urged Gabdulin to open �re, but 
reason, which he was always accustomed to trust, cautioned 
him: �Wait! Let them get nearer; we�re only a few, and we 
must shoot to kill.�

�Comrade Political O�cer, they�re coming on!�
�So I see.�
At last it was possible to distinguish the face of each in-

dividual German. In front of the battalion marched a lanky 
fellow in glasses, while the man at the end of the column 
limped on one foot.

�Oh, the swine!� thought Malik, and the next moment he 
gave the order: �Fire!�
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�irteen tommy guns poured a stream of molten lead 
at the enemy, and with it �ew the burning hatred that had 
�lled the hearts of the Red Armymen during those anxious 
minutes of waiting. �e lame soldier dropped on the spot, 
as though he had suddenly renounced all intentions of go-
ing any farther. �e lanky German jumped as though he had 
been shot and waved his arms. But he was uninjured. �e col-
umn broke up, the Germans scattered in di�erent directions. 
Shouts and groans �lled the air. Dozens of �gures lay huddled 
on the road, some on their backs, others on their sides, while 
still others squatted on their haunches as though rooted to the 
ground. �e survivors turned face and took to their heels. Just 
then the lanky German popped up his head for a moment 
and �red from a rocket pistol in the direction of the copse. 
Almost immediately mortars opened �re at the men lying in 
ambush. �e tanks stopped short, brought their guns round 
and opened �re at the copse. �e enemy battalion deployed 
and began to crawl forward towards the copse.

�Fire!� Malik repeated.
�e Red Armymen used their ammunition to the best 

advantage; but two discs are only two discs, and there were at 
least twenty German tommy guns to each Soviet tommy-gun-
ner. �e mortar shells were now landing unpleasantly close; 
three of the men, who only an hour ago had watched the road 
so intently for the enemy to appear, were already wounded. 
�e situation was taking on a serious turn.

�Snappier, lads!� Malik ordered. �Pick o� your men.�
But what sort of resistance could they put up when no 

more than �ve rounds remained for each disc? Meanwhile the 
enemy�s �re had reached maximum intensity. Judging by the 
way the Germans were hammering away, they must have im-
agined that at least a company, perhaps even two, was holding 
the copse.
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��ey�re not stinting their shells to dislodge thirteen 
men,� Gabdulin thought. ��ey�ll be launching an attack 
shortly. And that�ll be the end.�

And it would have been the end, of course, had they re-
mained in the copse. But they had no intention of dying just 
then. It would have been foolish to do so when it was up to 
them to live on and �ght to advantage. Gabdulin glanced 
at the men, who returned his look questioningly; they were 
waiting for further orders. And then all involuntarily looked 
towards the east, in the direction of Moscow, where the thun-
der of the guns of the withdrawing Soviet troops could be 
heard receding in the distance. It was too late to fall back in 
that direction, for beyond the copse was a �eld, and this �eld 
was covered by the guns of the German tanks.

�It�s time to be going, lads!� Gabdulin said. �We can�t fall 
back, so we�ll have to go forward.�

And they crawled forward along the bed of a stream in 
the direction of Morozovo, into the very thick of the German 
lines.

It was ten o�clock in the morning. �e fascists seemed to 
have lost sight of Shiryaevo and continued to pound away 
methodically at the copse in preparation for their attack. But 
the men who had been lying in ambush in the copse were al-
ready making their way through the vegetable gardens on the 
outskirts of Morozovo, half walking, half crawling, hiding 
behind every hummock and snow-covered knoll.

Suddenly a mortar battery opened �re at them from an 
adjacent village.

�We�ll have to use our last rounds against the battery,� 
Gabdulin decided. And so sharp were the men�s eyes and so 
keen their desire to take vengeance on the enemy that not a 
single bullet went wide. �e battery was silenced.

A group of fascist tommy-gunners appeared from be-
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tention of reaching their own lines.
�I guess we�ve carried out orders,� Gabdulin thought to 

himself. �We held up the enemy�s tanks and a whole battalion 
of infantry for two hours. We wiped out as many as a hun-
dred Jerries, with no losses to ourselves, and we�ve got enough 
ammunition to last us for another three scraps. We tricked 
the Germans into bombarding an empty copse for two hours 
and wasting tons of ammunition and shells. As far as I can see 
I�ve done everything necessary. �e Colonel � and he�s one 
of the best � ought to be pleased.�

�e march through the enemy�s rear lasted three days. 
When Gabdulin had �rst come to the front, the log huts of 
Russia proper, the low sky, the groves powdered with snow 
� the entire Russian landscape in November had seemed 
alien to him, just as if he were �ghting there as a guest. But 
now, after he had seen the nazi bandits in �eld-grey uniforms 
running in and out of the Russian cottages, jerking open the 
farmyard gates, from behind which came the low, plaintive 
lowing of cows, after he had seen them conducting themselves 
just as though they were the bosses of the land, his heart had 
contracted with pain no less than if some bare-faced bandit 
had broken into his father�s or a neighbour�s tent in his own 
native Kazakhstan.

He looked at the ruddy, weather-beaten nape of Ladnev�s 
neck and thought: �Ai-ai, he�s a Russian. What must the poor 
chaps� feelings be like at the sight of all this? It�s enough to 
break a man�s heart.�

�ey rejoined the Colonel on the third day. �e regiment 
had withdrawn in perfect order and occupied a new line of 
defence. For three days now the Germans had been pounding 
the line with iron and steel, but to no avail.

�Comrade Colonel,� Gabdulin reported as he drew him-
self up to attention. �Your orders have been carried out.�
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�Malik!� the Colonel exclaimed and embraced the Ka-
zakh warmly.

�You�re alive?�
�So it seems.�
�And the others?�
��e whole group. �ree men were wounded, but they 

made a quick recovery while we were �ghting our way back.�
�I�m delighted to see you, man!� the Colonel exclaimed, 

pushing a sheet of notepaper towards Malik. ��is is the re-
port they sent in about you. Read it!�

Gabdulin read the report. It was in Jetpis Bayev, the Bat-
talion Party Organizer�s, hand.

�To Colonel Kaprov.
Report.

On the 16th inst. at 10.00 hours thirteen tommy-gun-
ners under the command of Political O�cer Malik Gab-
dulin put up a staunch �ght against advancing German 
units.�anks to their courage and heroism they detracted 
the attention of a large enemy force, and wiped out as 
many as one hundred fascist o�cers and men. �ey were 
�nally cut o� by enemy infantry and tanks. Subjected as 
they were to a murderous barrage coupled with �erce at-
tacks, they ful�lled their duty to their country and died 
�ghting to a man. At the price of their lives they enabled 
N. Battalion to withdraw according to plan and entrench 
in new positions.�

�It reads quite smoothly,� said Gabdulin. He was won-
dering how it was that Jetpis Bayev, a plain Kazakh, who not 
so long ago could hardly speak any Russian, was now able to 
write so well. What possibilities were latent in his country-
men! �It seems to be all right � only we didn�t intend to die: 
there was no point in it.�
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�e battle near Morozovo brought Gabdulin his �rst mil-
itary decoration, the �rst of many that he was later to win 
during his long period of service at the front as a political 
o�cer of a company of tommy-gunners.

VII

How does a man behave and what does he think about 
before a battle? It depends on the man. One man tries to 
think about nothing at all. He has tested his ri�e and is con-
�dent that it will not let him down. He has tested himself 
and is convinced that he can rely on himself too. He looks 
over the battle-scarred earth. Low clouds scud across the bare 
stretch of No Man�s Land. �e ground is covered with shrubs, 
and on the horizon is a grove � that is where the enemy 
is. He is cool and collected, and awaits orders. �at is one 
man. Another, on the other hand, seems to be distracted. His 
thoughts are like the clouds in the sky or the ripples formed 
when a stone is dropped into a pool of water. In his mind�s eye 
he sees his home, his parents or his wife, or if he is single, per-
haps his sweetheart, and she waves farewell to him from the 
railway platform with a girlish hand that, if it is not as yet his, 
is already dear and precious to him. Tales told by his friends, 
memories of the past, passages from some newspaper article, 
sentences from old letters, poems � everything that crowds 
a man�s brain in moments of inaction, �it through his mind, 
although he, too, is ready and waiting for the word from his 
commander. A third feels a cold ripple of fear run down his 
spine, for it is terrifying to go into action. A fourth and �fth 
are keyed up for action, their nerves tense. �e sixth, seventh, 
eighth... twentieth are �lled with such burning hatred for the 
Germans who have wrecked their homes and outraged their 
families that there is no room in their hearts for any other 
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thought or feeling...
Malik Gabdulin is one of those who think about many 

things on the eve of a battle. He is at the front now, as I write 
these lines, and today, as in all the foregoing months of the 
war, he is �ghting shoulder to shoulder with his old comrades 
of the Pan�lov regiments. Perhaps at this very moment, when 
you are reading these lines, he is waiting to go over the top or 
making ready to beat o� an enemy attack.

�e Gold Star of a Hero of the Soviet Union was award-
ed to Malik Gabdulin after he had recovered from his �fth 
wound. And every new battle in which he participates reveals 
ever new traits in him � traits which, although inherent in 
him, had had no opportunity of manifesting themselves in 
the peaceful days at college. But circumstances changed, and 
these qualities have been brought to the surface. Yet, in spite 
of all he has been through Gabdulin has remained the same 
enthusiastic student of literature as before, and even now, at 
the front, he very often catches himself thinking that the one 
thing he would like more than anything else would be to get 
back to his desk as quickly as possible, re-open the manuscript 
of his thesis on Valikhanov and begin to prepare it for press.

��at is what we are �ghting for,� he muses, �so that 
everyone can return once again to the job he likes best, work 
which he considers useful and necessary for himself and for 
the country at large. Kazakh and Kirghiz, Russian and Tatar, 
are all �ghting to achieve this. And on the eve of a battle this 
is the one thought that lurks somewhere in the back of all our 
minds. We think about it each in our own way, in our own 
language; but if you gathered together all the thoughts and 
feelings of all the Red Armymen �ghting on all the fronts and 
examined this vast golden network of ideas and emotions, 
you would have in your hands the living spirit of our country 
at war against Hitler. Who can doubt that the light emanat-
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haven�t you?�
�Who hasn�t!�
�Water...� Turdiyev went on, visibly brightening. �I also 

helped to build that canal. I worked as a navvy on that job. 
Yes, I did the work of two and three men...� And he swung 
his arms as if throwing up a spadeful of earth. �Yes, 160,000 
people helped to build that canal. It stretches for almost three 
hundred kilometres on Ferghana soil alone. Not so bad, eh?�

He took o� his cap. His black hair was damp with perspir-
ation � he was �ushed with excitement, carried away by his 
own narrative. He recalled the endless caravans of trucks and 
bullock-carts and waggons that had carted o� the loose earth. 
A heavy pall of dust had hung over the road, rising so high 
that it almost hid the sun. But the golden rays had pierced 
the dark grey �lm and kissed the crimson banners that had 
�uttered over the tents of the collective farmers who built the 
canal. �e men had worked to the sound of guitars, bagpipes 
and tambourins, keeping time to the music. Carts creaking 
under loads of fragrant musk melons and watermelons had 
�led down the roads to the construction site, and women had 
brought baskets of luscious grapes. �e smoke of bon�res had 
drifted high over the bed of the canal.

�We shouted: �Yashasun � Bolshevik!�� Turdiyev con-
tinued, engrossed in his story.�I come from the Bolshevik 
Collective Farm. But the men of the Stalinabad Collective 
Farm worked as well as we did and they answered our greet-
ing with the cry: �Yashasunl� � Long live!... Yes, I certainly 
did work!�

Turdiyev broke o� suddenly and concluded as if in 
self-justi�cation:

��ey �nished the canal without me. I fell sick and was 
taken to hospital in an ambulance.�

�Yes, nobody can deny that you fellows did a splendid 
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job down there,� Private Frolkov said admiringly. �But you 
haven�t told us a thing about Iran.�

�What is there to tell about Iran? We swung along in the 
good old Red Army way, and the people lined the road like 
two walls. �e women held their children shoulder high and 
said to them: �Look, my jan, look, the kzyl askar have come 
to visit us.� In their lingo � kzyl askar� means the Red Soldiers.�

Just then the �ame of the lamp dipped, almost plunging 
the room into darkness. Turdiyev climbed on to a bench and 
shook the lamp vigorously.

��ere�s hardly any kerosene in it,� he commented. ��e 
war�s drinking up an enormous amount of fuel. �e Ger-
mans wanted to grab our Baku by stealing in through the 
back door, from Iran. But we...� You could feel his hatred for 
the enemy in the un�nished sentence he forced out between 
gritted teeth and the threatening gesture of his �st.

In spite of his spare frame he had a punch like the kick 
of a mule.

Clapping his hand on Turdiyev�s shoulder, Frolkov said 
warmly:

�You did a good job on the canal, all right. And at the 
front too, I�ll be bound.� �I haven�t been on this one yet...� 
Kuchkar replied quietly.

�What one were you on then?�
��e Finnish.�
�And how did you make out there?�
Turdiyev made no reply.
�e men began to turn in for the night.

* * *

Kuchkar stood at his post on the outskirts of a small 
Ukrainian village. �e endless steppe stretching out before 
him reminded him of Uzbekistan. �e sky here was just as 
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blue as in his native land. Only here, wherever you looked 
there was snow, snow, snow. �at was something you did not 
get in Uzbekistan. Whenever it snowed there, the snow melt-
ed quickly and turned into mud. Here it glittered so that it 
made your eyes smart. And the white-washed cottages at the 
edge of the village also glittered cheerfully in the sun.

Kuchkar recalled his native village of Aim, not far from 
Andizhan. In his mind�s eye he saw again the lane where he 
had lived, the bridge spanning the irrigation canal, the high 
fences with their gates, and the little garden belonging to 
farmer Turdi Akhmedov. �e banks of the canal were lined 
with apricot trees and quince.

Kuchkar�s childhood had not been an enviable one. He 
did not remember his parents. His mother had died when he 
was only seven days old, and an elder sister, who had given 
birth to a son at the same time, had nursed him at her own 
breast.

Soon after, his father had died. His sister had taken the 
place of a mother while her husband, Turdi Akhmedov, who 
hired himself out as a farm labourer, had taken the place of a 
father to him.

�at was way back in 1918. Akhmedov could barely make 
both ends meet, and yet he had brought up his adopted son 
just as if he were his own �rst born � he regarded both the 
boys as his own children.

Once � Kuchkar was only eight at the time � he was 
playing with some other children of his own age when the son 
of a rich man had poked fun at him. He had given the boy 
a sound thrashing. �e boy�s father had come to Akhmedov 
and warned him:

�Take heed, Akhmedov, and remember the old saying: �If 
you raise an orphaned lamb, you�ll be up to your neck in fat, 
but if you raise an orphaned boy � he�ll give it to you in the 
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neck!��
To which Akhmedov had answered quietly:
�A bey has a blind heart, but I am not a bey. And both my 

son and his half-brother will begin life as honest men.�
Kuchkar lived up to Akhmedov�s prediction.
It was not long before he was earning his own keep as a 

shepherd�s boy.
A �ock of sheep and the boundless steppe. Sultry days 

and cool nights. How pleasant it was to sit on a still night 
around a blazing bon�re and listen to the wonderful tales of 
the shepherds, about good and bad Tsars, about the mighty 
Tamerlane who, though a cripple, had traversed many lands 
and conquered them, about men who had sought for truth 
and happiness on Mother Earth.

One of the shepherds had known Frunze-batyr* person-
ally and loved to recall his deeds.

In those days the basmachi** had roamed up and down 
Uzbekistan, robbing and killing all who crossed their path. 
Strangers had appeared in the villages and spread provo-
cational rumours: ��e Bolsheviks are in�dels: kill them!� 
�ese rumour-mongers supported the beys, who owned the 
water, the canals, the steppe and the herds. �e basmachi dev-
astated the land. �e soil grew barren and became overgrown 
with weeds. Night after night the glow of �res lit up the 
countryside.

�Our life was as bitter as the smoke from a gutted vil-
lage,� the shepherd related. �It was then that Frunze-aka*** 
came to our parts. On his head was a peaked hat as be�ts a 
real batyr but on his back was the greatcoat of a rank-and-�le 

* Batyr � hero. � Tr.
** Basmachi � counter-revolutionary bandits in Central Asia at the 

time of the Civil War. � Tr.
*** Aka � leader, commander. � Tr.





114

�Frunze-aka was not afraid of Akhunzhan�s revolver, but 
you are afraid to dig a shovelful of earth!�

In the autumn of the year when the great canal, which 
by popular consent was named after Stalin, was �nished, Ku-
chkar Turdiyev was called to the colours. A little over a year 
later he saw active service in the Finnish campaign. It was not 
easy for this lad from sunny Andizhan to �ght in the cold, 
bleak forests on the banks of the Sestra or in Finland itself. 
But he stoically withstood the ordeals of the war and, when 
he returned from the front, he was already an old campaigner. 
He had looked death in the face and had learned to scorn it, 
for he had fought for the truth, and the truth was invincible.

* * *

A biting, penetrating wind had been blowing all day, 
freshening by nightfall into a regular blizzard. �e tanks, 
which had been painted white, set o� on a night raid. �e 
wind erased all tracks made by the treads.

�ey were to dislodge the Germans from a large village 
which the enemy had converted into a formidable stronghold. 
�e tanks were to crush the enemy �re nests while the in-
fantry, operating under cover of the tanks, was to launch a 
frontal attack on the village at dawn.

A group of observers, Kuchkar Turdiyev among them, had 
been sent out during the night to keep a watch on the �anks. 
Kuchkar dug himself into the snow. �e bad weather was not 
without its advantages: the wind heaped up high snowdrifts 
all round him, a�ording him shelter from the storm.

Tanks went into action somewhere not far away. Kuchkar 
listened intently. He could tell that they were Soviet machines 
by the sound of the �ring. �e horizon was one line of �re � 
the thatched roofs of the cottages in the village were ablaze. 
�e glare of the �ames was so bright that he did not notice 
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that day was already breaking.
He felt hungry. He had a piece of bread in his pocket. All 

he had to do was to take it out and eat it. But he decided not 
to. He was afraid that the slightest movement might reveal 
his hideout to the enemy. �e Germans were probably also 
keeping a sharp lookout.

Turdiyev�s black eyes peered intently into the gloom. A 
tank came speeding towards him. Although it was quite a 
distance away, he could distinctly make out the red star. �It�s 
one of ours!� he thought. �One of ours!...� �e cannon and 
machine guns were �ring incessantly. But why had the tank 
turned back after breaking through the German defences?

�It�s probably going back to refuel,� Kuchkar decided.
German anti-tank guns opened up somewhere quite close 

by. �e shells fell nearer and nearer the receding tank, but by 
skilful manoeuvring it escaped being hit.

��at�s the style! Keep at it!� Turdiyev murmured to him-
self approvingly... �Don�t give in!... Now!... Quick!...�

But the shell bursts were creeping closer and closer to the 
tank. A �nal shot and the tank with a grinding rattle spun 
awkwardly round and stopped short.

�Ekh, what a shame!� Turdiyev blurted out. ��ey 
plugged you after all, my jan!�

A group of fascists came tumbling out of their trenches 
and made for the disabled tank in a series of short spurts. �e 
tank crew gave no sign of life.

�Surely they haven�t all been killed?� Turdiyev muttered 
anxiously. �Maybe they�ve run out of ammunition? I�d better 
go and lend them a hand.�

He was about to crawl out from behind the snowdrift that 
the wind had piled up, but on second thought decided not to. 
He could not leave his post; besides it would be foolhardy to 
do so, for the fascists would plug him with the �rst shot.
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of the day. An enemy shell had disabled the tank and put 
both the guns out of commission. �e crew was powerless 
to defend itself. �rough the observation slit the tankmen 
could clearly see the dauntless Soviet �ghter who was en-
gaging the fascist gang single-handed. �e tankmen told how 
Kuchkar had courageously kept the fascists at bay and had 
saved both the tank and the crew from inevitable destruction. 
�e Red Armymen who had just ousted the fascists from the 
village, listened enthralled to the story of the young Uzbek 
tommy-gunner�s feat and Frolkov, who had chummed up 
with Kuchkar � they had been in action together already 
more than once � went up to him and slapped him on the 
shoulder:

�Good work, pal! Now let�s keep an account � which of 
us can pop o� the biggest number of Jerries.�

�I�m game.�
�You must have put in some pretty good work in the Fin-

nish campaign too, only you keep mum about it...�
Kuchkar winked slyly at his friend and drawing his soup 

closer, fell to.

* * *

For three days the unit had been unable to locate the ene-
my�s �ring nests. Scouts would have to be sent out again that 
night. �e men were certain that Rostoshvili, who was an 
experienced scout, would be selected for the job. Wonderful 
tales were told of his resourcefulness and daring. But to every-
ones� surprise the commander summoned Turdiyev.

�You showed that you�ve got stamina as well as pluck, 
when you defended that tank, urtak,*� the commander said.

�Anybody would have done the same, Comrade Com-

* Urtak � comrade � Tr.
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mander.�
�How�s your hearing?�
�During the Finnish War I located snowed-under ene-

my dugouts and underground communication trenches by 
the sound of footsteps and the tapping of ri�es on the frozen 
ground, Comrade Commander.�

�e commander explained the assignment to Turdiyev 
and, wishing him luck ordered him to set out at once.

It was pitch dark. �e trees crackled slightly in the bitter 
frost. �e crisp snow crunched underfoot. Kuchkar stopped 
at every sound and listened intently, unfastening the ear-�aps 
of his cap in order to hear better. His ears were immediately 
nipped by the cold and he rubbed them with his warm mit-
tens but did not cover them up. He was all eyes and ears, and 
walked cautiously, trying to keep as close as possible to the 
road so as to leave no traces in the snow.

Suddenly he thought he saw someone coming towards 
him. He dropped �at on the snow and wriggled forward on 
his belly. But there was no one there. What he had mistaken 
for a man was a tree growing at the roadside. For precaution�s 
sake he continued to crawl along on all fours.

His eyes in the meantime had become accustomed to the 
dark, and now nothing escaped his keen sight. Suddenly he 
noticed a footprint in the snow. He lay down to examine it 
until his nose almost touched the track. He made out the 
enormous outline of the sole and the line of dents made by the 
hobnails in the heel and toe.

�A Jerry�s, all right!� Kuchkar thought to himself. �And 
Jerry doesn�t like to wander far from home at night. He�s too 
fond of his skin.�

But which way had he gone? Kuchkar crawled towards 
the right, but the snow there was untouched. Obviously he 
had not gone in that direction. He crawled for about �fty 
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metres in the opposite direction. Ah-ha! A path. �e snow 
showed signs of having been recently trodden down. Nearby 
was another foot-path, and, further on, some deep tracks set 
wide apart � apparently someone had passed by there not so 
long ago.

Not far o� a door creaked, then slammed shut. Kuchkar 
heard mu�ed voices speaking in German. He listened with 
bated breath, �attened out against the snow. �e Germans 
passed by almost within arm�s length of the scout without 
noticing him.

�Just as I thought! A dugout. Maybe even a pillbox!�
Ahead of him rose a small mound. Kuchkar crept closer. 

�e excavated earth had been covered with snow so that it 
should not stand out against the white background. ��ey 
certainly know how to camou�age themselves,� he thought. 
�But never mind...�

Making himself as snug as possible behind the mound, 
he began to study the disposition of the �ring nest. Again 
some Germans passed by not far from him; once more a door 
slammed, and then a cloud of steam curled up from some 
underground shelter. Someone apparently had opened the 
door there too.

And so, lying there and making his observations, he at 
last determined the position of �ve �ring nests.

�Good enough!� he muttered to himself. �Good enough, 
Kuchkar,� and crawled back the way he had come.

Nothing escaped his observant eyes, not a tree, not a hill, 
not a ditch �lled to the top with virgin snow. When he en-
tered his commander�s dugout he was covered from head to 
foot with hoar-frost. He rubbed his ears vigorously, in order 
to warm them somewhat, and then reported to his command-
er without even stopping to unsling his automatic ri�e.

His commander stood poring over the map, and as he 
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listened to Turdiyev he made some marks on it. �en turning 
to the scout, he asked:

�What is the Uzbek word for �friend�?�
�Oshna,� Turdiyev replied, surprised.
�Oshna?� the commander repeated questioningly. �It has a 

pleasant sound. Well, oshna, take your things o� and sit down 
to table.� He poured him out a glass of vodka. �Bottoms up!�

Turdiyev looked at his commander and gave him a warm 
smile, but continued to stand.

�Do you call that being an �oshna�?� the commander said 
reprovingly. �We�re going to pay those Jerries of yours a visit 
shortly.� He made the scout sit down. �Here, try some of this. 
A hot meal won�t do you any harm. When you�re through 
you�d better take a nap.�

It was indeed a short nap that Kuchkar had that night. 
He was awakened at dawn by the booming of guns. After the 
preliminary bombardment the tanks rumbled into the attack. 
�e infantry pressed forward in the wake of the tanks, follow-
ing the path which had been blazed by the dauntless scout.

Kuchkar advanced alongside his friend Frolkov and 
pointed out the place where he had �rst dropped on all fours 
and the spot to the left where he had discovered the prints 
of the German�s boots with the hobnails on the heel and toe 
indented in the snow.

�And over there, where our shells are bursting, I spotted...�
He did not get a chance to �nish. �e commander�s voice 

rang out:
�For Stalin, for Country � Forward! Hurrah-ah-ah!�
�e men rushed into the attack. Kuchkar spurted ahead 

of the others. He had reconnoitred the locality alone at night, 
and now it was up to him to lead the way. His legs seemed 
scarcely to touch the ground. He did not notice how far he 
had left his comrades behind. Not far o� was an enemy pill-
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box. He jumped into the communication trench. Just then a 
machine gun began to chatter quite nearby. Kuchkar leaned 
against the wall and stood stock still. Apparently one of the 
�ring nests which had been considered silenced, had come to 
life again.

�e fascists were too busy repelling the attack to notice 
the lone Red Armyman. But Kuchkar had no intention of 
leaving them in possession of the pillbox. He decided to make 
an attempt to wipe out the machine-gunners and so enable 
his comrades to continue the attack.

Coolly taking aim, he �red two shots in quick succession, 
and two Germans crumpled up. �e machine gun stopped 
speaking.

Only then did the fascists catch sight of the Red Army-
man standing there in their pillbox. One of them quickly took 
aim and �red point-blank at Kuchkar, but the bullet merely 
smashed his ri�e without doing him any harm. Keeping his 
presence of mind, Kuchkar threw his weapon aside, rushed 
at the German and grabbing his ri�e, shot him on the spot. 
�en snatching out three grenades, he pitched them one after 
the other into the far end of the pillbox and dashed out into 
the open. He drew a deep breath of the refreshing air and cast 
a quick glance round. Only now did he realize the danger he 
was in � he was one against many and on the enemy�s own 
ground. But there was no time for speculation � he had to 
act. He was unarmed � he had neither grenades nor ri�e. 
�Maybe I ought to look in at the pillbox and get some. No... 
better get back to my own unit!� he decided.

And he started crawling o� in the direction of his own 
lines. �e �ghting had moved o� at a tangent. �e pillbox was 
silent, and this silence worried Kuchkar. ��e Jerries must be 
up to something,� he thought. About half way to his unit he 
armed himself with a ri�e he found in the �eld and crawled 

123

back towards the enemy pillbox. Bullets whistled overhead 
and he hugged the ground. �Just what I thought. Some of the 
Jerries are still alive, or maybe reserves have come up.� He lay 
there in the snow watching, waiting. His sharp eyes discerned 
two fascist snipers. He took careful aim and �red. �at was 
one sharpshooter less. A few seconds later and the other, too, 
fell lifeless to the ground.

Kuchkar entered the German pillbox a second time. In 
the communication trench he saw a man in a Red Army 
greatcoat lying against the wall. �e collar of his coat was 
turned up and his face was hidden.

�Wounded?� Kuchkar asked.
�e man did not move.
�Dead,� Kuchkar decided and bent over the man. A hand 

reached out from under the folds of the greatcoat and he 
caught the glint of the cold steel barrel of a submachine gun.

Turdiyev leapt to one side. Snatching out his entrench-
ing tool, he lashed out and sent the weapon �ying from the 
fascist�s hand. �e latter, a big, burly red-headed German, 
jumped up and bore down on him, trying to overcome him 
by sheer weight and brute force. But Kuchkar very neatly 
tripped him up. �e struggle did not last long. A shot rang 
out, and the fascist crumpled up. He proved to be an o�cer.

Kuchkar took o� his cap and wiped his wet brow with 
the back of his hand. Suddenly he heard a shu�ing sound 
inside the pillbox. He decided to scare the Germans into sur-
rendering.

�Halt!� he shouted � it was the only German word he 
knew. �Come on, comrades, pitch into them with your gren-
ades, and machine-gun them!�

Frolkov, who happened to be not far o�, came running 
to his help. �e ruse worked. �e Germans, a non-com and 
two men, thinking that a whole crowd of Red Armymen was 
















































































































































































