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The Russian text first published

in volume form by
SOVIETSKY PISSATEL, MOSCOW, 1954



TRANSLATOR’S NOTE

In Russian a person may be addressed (or referred
to) by his surname (e.g., Juravliov), his first name
(Ivan), the diminutive of his first name (Vanya),
or his name and patronymic (Ivan Vassilievich).
For the convenience of the English reader, the main
characters in the novel and those whose names
appear in several forms are listed below:—

Koroteyev, Dmitry, Dmitry Sergeyevich,

engineer

Juravliov, Ivan, Vanya, Ivan Vassilievich, factory

director

Lena, Elena Borissovna, his wife

Shura, their daughter

Kalashnikova, Antonina Pavlovna, Lena’s mother

Pukhov, Andrey, Andrey Ivanovich, school-

teacher

Nadejda, Nadya, Nadejda Yegorovna, his wife

Sonya, their daughter, a student

Volodya, Vladimir Andreyevich, their son,

painter

Savchenko, Grisha, engineer

Orlova, Tanechka, actress

Sherer, Vera, Vera Grigorievna, doctor

Saburov, painter
Glasha, Glafira Antonovna, his wife

-
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Sokolovsky, Evgeny Vladimirovich, head
designer
Maya Balabanova, his former wife

Masha, Mary Vandervelde, their daughter
Yegorov, Pavel Konstantinovich, chief designer

It should also be noted that surnames ending

in ‘ov’ take ‘2’ in the feminine, e.g., Chijov, Chijova.

Notes to the text will be found at the end of
the book.
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Librarian felt nervous, her spectacles had

I slipped down her nose and her pepper and

salt curls danced about. She announced:

T call on Comrade Brainin to speak next. Com-
rade Koroteyev will speak after him.’

Dmitry Koroteyev slightly raised his thin dark
eyebrows in an expression of surprise; yet he knew
that he would have to speak at the readers’ meeting;;
the Librarian had asked him well in advance and
he had accepted.

Everybody at the factory treated Koroteyev with
respect. The Director, Ivan Juravliov, had recently
admitted to the Secretary of the Party Town Com-
mittee that without him the release of the new
precision-cutting tools would have had to be put
off to the following quarter. Nor was Dmitry valued
only as a brilliant engineer—people were impressed
by his many-sided learning, his intelligence and his
modesty. Even Chief Designer Sokolovsky, who
was known for his sharp tongue, never said a word
against him. As for the Librarian who had had a
discussion with him about literature, she told every-
one: ‘His feeling for Chekhov is unique.’ It was
evident that the readers’ meeting, for which she had
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worked over a month like a schoolgirl for a stiff
iz:;nﬁnation, could not possibly be held without

Engineer Brainin spread a heap of papers on
the table. He spoke too fast, as though frightened
of not having enough time, with painful hesita-
tions while he put on his spectacles and searched
among his notes.

‘In spite of the defects, rightly pointed out by
those who have preceded me, the novel has, so to
speak, a great educational significance. Why did
the agronomist Zubtzov fail in his afforestation
scheme: The author has, so to speak, posed the
problem correctly—Zubtzov under-estimated the
significance of criticism and self-criticism. It is true,
of course, that he could have had the help of the
Secretary of the Party Organization, Shebalin, but
the author has clearly shown the results of neglect-
ing the principle of collective leadership. If the
author takes account of criticism and alters certain
incidents, the novel will be worthy, so to speak,
of inclusion in the golden treasury of our litera-
ture.’

The club was crowded, there were even people
standing in the gangways and against the doors. The
book chosen for discussion, a locally published novel
by a young author, had made a stir. But the
audience was worn out by Brainin’s long quota-
tions, his ‘so-to-speaks’ and his dreary bureaucratic
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voice. Everybody brightened up when the Librarian
announced :

I call on Comrade Koroteyev. Comrade Stolyar-
ova will speak after him.’ ‘

Dmitry spoke well and was listened to atten-~
tively, but the Librarian frowned: it was not like
this that she had heard him speak of Chekhov.
Why did he attack Zubtzov: You could see he did
not like the novel, yet he was praising it. The
characters of Shebalin, the conceited Secretary, and
of Fedorova, the honest young Communist, were
realistic and Zubtzov himself was quite alive.

Frankly, what I didn’t like at all were the
author’s revelations about his hero’s private life. To
begin with, the incident he describes is improbable;
there is nothing typical about it. Are we really to
believe that the agronomist, an over-confident but
honest man, falls in love with the wife of his col-
league, an empty-headed flirt who has nothing in
common with him spiritually: It seems to me that
here the author searched for nothing but a cheap
effect. Surely our Soviet people are more honest
and more responsible than he has made them out
to be. This love affair might have been lifted straight
OuIEI of the pa%es of isomc bourgeois novel.’

e received pro onged applause. There were
those who liked his wit: he }]i}a% spoken caustically

of young authors commissioned to wri
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out their notebooks, briefly questioned all of a
dozen inhabitants and then declared that they had
‘collected enough material for a novel’; others were
flattered at the thought of being more high-minded
than the hero of the story; still others applauded
Koroteyev because he was ‘a clever fellow’.

‘He trounced him properly, there’s no doubt
about it,” said Juravliov loudly to the Librarian (he
was sitting in the praesidium); she said nothing.

Juravliov’s wife, Lena, a schoolteacher, was per-
haps the only one who had not clapped. ‘Lena has
to be out of step,” sighed her husband.

Dmitry had sat down and was thinking con-
fusedly: ‘I must be getting ’flu. Nuisance . . . with
Brainin’s project on my hands . . . I shouldn’t have
spoken. Only fed them the old platitudes.” His
head was aching. The room was stuffy.

He had not been listening to Katya Stolyarova
and was startled by the applause which interrupted
her. He knew Katya from the factory. She was a
cheerful girl with a white skin and flaxen hair, no
eyebrows, and a permanent expression of delighted
astonishment at life. He forced himself to listen:

‘I don’t follow Comrade Koroteyev. I wouldn’t
say the novel was a classic. It isn’t Anna Karenina.
But it holds your interest and I don’t see what
bourgeois novels have to do with it. The way I look
at it, 2 human being has a heart, and so he suffers.
What's wrong with that: T'll say straight out, I
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myself have had such moments in my life . . - The
book grips you, it’s no good just brushing it aside.

Dmitry thought: “Who would have imagined
that giggling little Katya has had time for tragedy
“A human being has a heart”.” All at once he ceased
to listen, ceased to see the room, the Librarian, the
books, the spiky, grey-brown potted palm under
the window; he gazed at Lena and all the torment
of the past few months revived in him. Lena had
not once looked at him; he longed to meet her
glance and was afraid of it. That was how it was
between them nowadays. And yet last summer they
had talked, joked, argued unconstrainedly. He had
often visited the Juravliovs; in his heart he did not
like Ivan, he thought him too complacent; he went
because he found it nteresting to talk to Lena. She
was intelligent; Dmitry had not met her like in
Moscow. Of course, here, in this provincial town,
there was less bustle, people had more time to read,
to think; yet even here, Lena was an exception; you
could feel that she had depth. It was even difficult to
understand how she could live with Juravliov; yet
they seemed to be on friendly terms, and they had
a daughter who was five years old.

In those days Dmitry "had known a peaceful
pleasure in Lena’s looks. Savchenko, a young en-
gineer, once said to him: ‘She is a real beauty.’
Dmitry shook his head: ‘N o, but her face is memor-
able.” She had gold-flecked hair which turned red
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in sunlight, and green eyes; their expression was
elusive, at times teasing, at others sad, but most
often incomprehensible. Sometimes he felt, another
moment and she would vanish, be caught up and
lost in the dusty slanting ray of indoor sun.

‘How good it was in those days,” thought Dmitry.
He came out into the street. “Whew ! What a snow-
storm!” Yet earlier, when he was going to the club,
it had been calm and fine.

He walked half-consciously, without a thought
of the readers’ meeting or of his speech, his head
filled with Lena, the havoc in his life, the feverish
dreams of the past few weeks, the helplessness he
had never known before. His friends thought of
him as a lucky fellow for whom everything worked
out right, and indeed in the past two years he had
gained universal recognition. But there were other
years behind him. He was thirty-five and he had
not been often spoiled by life. He had had to strug-
gle. He had a strong will; you could tell it from his
long, dry face with its domed forehead, his grey
eyes, which could be either cold or gently con-
descending, and the stubborn lines about the
mouth.

Dmitry was in the tenth grade at school when
he had to face his first great trial: in the autumn of
1036, his stepfather was arrested. The following
morning, outside his house he saw his best friend
Misha Gribov and called out to him; he would have
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liked to share his grief, to ask advice; but Misha
grimly pursed his lips without 2 word and crossed
to the other side. A few days later, Dmitry was
expelled from the Comsomol. His mother wept:
"What has it to do with you?” He comforted her:
"You mustn’t think of it like that. This is just an
individual case.” He went into a factory. Neither
embittered nor shut in, he made new friends, he
was contented with his work, and at night he
studied, saying to his mother: ‘You'll see, one of
these days I'll go to the University.’

A few years later, in stifling August weather, he
was marching, gloomy but not disheartened. across
the steppe; his division was in retreat. He happened
to be the one on whom the General chose to vent
his rage, cursing him for a coward and threatening
him with court martial: Dmitry calmly told his
friends: ‘Good thing he’s cursing, means we’ll be
all right” A little later he was wounded in the
shoulder; he spent six months in hospital, then went
back to the front and stayed for the duration. He
fell in love with Natasha, 2 signals officer. Not until
Breslau did he discover that she also loved him.
She told him: ‘You look so cold, I was even
frightened of you; but your heart I knew at once.’
He dreamt of happiness after the war; but Natasha
died senselessly—a mine exploded in a Leipzig
Strect on the tenth of May, when nobody was any
longer thinking about death. Steadfastly he lived
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down his sorrow, letting no one guess what he was
going through. Only much later, when his mother
asked him: “Why don’t you get married: You're
over thirty; when I'm gone there won’t be anybody
to look after you,” he confessed: ‘I lost my happiness
in the war, Mother. Now marriage doesn’t even
enter my head.’

He had one remedy against desperation—work.
He took a course in machine construction. His thesis
was well received and there was a plan to keep him
at the Institute, but somebody pulled strings and
the post was given to another man; Dmitry was
sent off to a factory in the Volga district. This was
where he suddenly became the clever fellow who
was destined to succeed in everything. Juravliov,
normally distrustful of young people, recognized
his gifts at once. He was elected to the Town Soviet
where he often spoke. The workers trusted him and
talked to him freely, they looked upon him as an
honest man, unspoilt by his position.

And what had happened to him now: Why had
he lost his self-possession: Why was he striding
bleakly through the snowstorm, his head filled with
thoughts of Lena:—Not thoughts even, rather a
feeling that he could never oust her from his life.
How stupidly it had all worked out, how child-
ishly. And how out of keeping with his past.

The wind blew, the snow was blinding, deafen-
ing. There was nobody about, yet Dmitry stopped
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suddenly, slightly raised his eyebrows and burst out
laughing. ‘Isn’t it comical!” he thought. ‘T get up
on the platform and calmly prove that these things
simply don’t exist. The novelist thought up
Zubtzov, made him fall in love with his friend’s
wife, shamed him publicly and, to tie up the ends,
sent him to the Arctic. Naturally Koroteyev can’t
put c.l:f with that! “It’s a cheap effect, it isn’t
typical.” Well, well, just bear that in mind, Dmitry
Sergeyevich, people like yourself and that Zubtzov
Just don’t exist. You’re inventions, puppets, there
simply aren’t any such people.

"What must Lena be thinking now: That 'm a
bureaucrat? A cheap liar? She must guess, whoever
else doesn’t. Women understand these things. I
hardly dared say anything to Natasha almost till the
end, and yet she told me afterwards: “I knew right
from the beginning. At Soja—remember:—there
Was an air raid but you insisted on shaving—that
was when I guessed.” I'm all right at sorting out
machines, but when it comes to feelings . . . Surely
Lena must be laughing at me.

‘But what’s the good of thinking of it? Lena is
Juravliov’s wife, our paths are different. This non-
sense can be dealt with. But why ever did I say':

Such a thing can’t happen”: I don’t know.
Certainly not to mislead. After all, my feelings are
my own affair, my private business. A book is
different, that’s a publgc matter. Why write about
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such things: They can’t help anyone. Zubtzov
messing up his job, that’s something the reader can
get hold of, he can draw conclusions from it that
are useful to himself. But what Zubtzov feels about
a colleague’s wife—that’s simply an absurd survival.
Love 1s a cement—everybody says it is, but this is a
corrosive. I was right in what I said. That’s not the
trouble. The point is that I must take myself in hand.’

Near the bright round street-lamp the snow was
like a flock of startled or excited birds, fluttering
up and falling and fluttering up again. Underneath
stood a pair of lovers lost in an embrace. Was it
perhaps Katya, thought Dmitry. The girl gave an
exclamation and they walked on. Dmitry smiled.
‘Katya or another . . . That was how Natasha and I
wandered in that park outside Berlin. There was a
grey lake in it, and water lilies, and once the Major
swooped down on us . . . Fine, so long as you are
young. I must get this nonsense out of my head,
once and for all’

The streets were empty, everybody had gone
home—whether they had sat in judgment on
Zubtzov, or been to see The Lady Vanishes, or heard
the lecture on cattle breeding or spent the evening
visiting their friends. The new houses, dreary in
daytime, now looked like a theatrical décor, th_elr
golden windows struggling with the snow. Inside
them there were people—sleeping, quarrelling, suf-
fering, rejoicing—there was every kind of thing in
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