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      EYEWITNESS

      When the Russian Army liberated the Ukraine from the Germans in 1943, Godfrey Blunden was brought to the city of Kharkov as
            a correspondent; it was there that he witnessed the scene with which The Time of the Assassins ends. Later investigations, his long experience reporting Russian affairs, and his observations at the Battle of Stalingrad,
            established the facts on which this novel of terrifying immediacy and authenticity is based.
      

      “His commitment is to fact and to essential truth, which he serves no less by his imagination than by his experience and research.
            There is no page of his work that does not compel our admiring interest.

”—From the Introduction by Lionel Trilling.

   



      Epigraph

      Petite veille d’ivresse, sainte! quand ce ne serait que pour le masque dont tu nous as gratifié. Nous t’affirmons, méthode!
         Nous n’oublions pas que tu as glorifié hier chacun de nos âges. Nous avons foi au poison. Nous savons donner notre vie tout
         entière tous les jours.
      

      Voici le temps des ASSASSINS.
      

      Rimbaud

   



      
      

AUTHOR’S NOTE: In the English rendering of Ukrainian place names the Ukrainian style has been followed, e.g. Kharkiv (Kharkov), etc.
      

   



      Fiction and History
by Lionel Trilling

      I have no knowledge of what literary model Godfrey Blunden had in mind for his remarkable novel, The Time of the Assassins. But if I had to guess by whom he had regulated his tone and attitude, I should think it was not a novelist at all. My own
         reference as I read Mr. Blunden’s book was to certain historians, to Thucydides and to Tactitus, and, in a lesser degree,
         to Josephus. Like them, Mr. Blunden tells a story to which the only possible response might seem to be despair. Like them
         he maintains the power and fortitude of his mind, and of ours, before the terrors of actuality.
      

      This is, I believe, a very considerable achievement, possibly a great one. It is first to be thought of as a literary achievement.
         Nothing could be more difficult than to present human extremity without, on the one hand, falsifying or mitigating the facts,
         or, on the other hand, assailing and subduing our minds with the details of horror. It is also a moral achievement, of the
         intelligence put at the service of the emotions.
      

      The historical occurrence with which Mr. Blunden deals is the German occupation of the Ukraine up to the time when the Russians
         first retake the stricken city of Kharkov. Perhaps nothing that the old historians describe was quite so dreadful as this, although it is not unique among the events
         of the last war. The Athenian genocide at Melos is one of the great crimes of the ancient world, yet this awful act was understood
         by its perpetrators to be exactly what it was, or so Thucydides leads us to believe. But the modern slaughter of the Jews,
         in the Ukraine as elsewhere, was undertaken, like everything else that the Germans undertook, not as a contravention of morality
         for the sake of expediency, but as a cogent example of a cultural faith, the hideous fruit of a carefully nurtured theory
         of ghastly morality. And the rationale of the Russian courses of action is a negation of human decency no less complete than
         the German.
      

      And then those who suffered in the ancient world were likely to have had but a single enemy, dreadful as he may have been.
         But the victims of the situation that Mr. Blunden sets before us had two enemies, equally implacable, equally evil. If the
         Russian cruelty is more formal, less personal and fanciful—one almost says less fancy—than that of the Germans, it is no less
         ready and no less terrible; as one of the characters of the novel says, the MKVD, equally with the SS, provides its members
         “with the opportunity, within the rule of society, to experience the pleasures of absolute freedom,” of which the most intensely
         enjoyable is the killing of the defenseless. Between these two opposing powers, it is not only men who are destroyed but even
         the idea of man.
      

      Yet if what Mr. Blunden tells us is more terrible than what we read of in the old historians, still Thucydides’ account of
         the Melian massacre, or of the plague at Athens, or of the death of the Athenian army in the Sicilian quarry, or, again, Tacitus’
         record of the tyranny, torture, and treachery of the Roman civil wars, or Josephus’ narrative of the war against the Jews,
         are the ancient analogue of what the modern world has experienced in more extravagant form. And in the attitude of the historians,
         in their determination to maintain the power and integrity of the mind before the decay of the very fabric of society and
         the human soul, we have the tradition in which Mr. Blunden has put himself.
      

      Yet there are novelists to whose work, in one aspect or another, one does compare The Time of the Assassins. Flaubert, out of his great disgust with humanity, imaged in Salammbo scenes and atmospheres which make his Carthaginian novel in some ways comparable with Mr. Blunden’s book. But Flaubert was
         corrupted by his subject. Its horrors “interested” him. They suggested to him the extremes of aesthetic response. The militant
         objectivity of his prose and pose is, as it were, the license for a kind of luxury of emotion. By this luxury Mr. Blunden
         is never tempted. He is not concerned to make us shudder even in a good cause. His moral resistance to evil does not fail
         for an instant. It is at all times supported by his intellectual, by his moral and political, commitment. His prose, with
         its stern restraint and precision and its grim pitying irony, is the sign and instrument of a mind that will not abrogate
         its function of asserting the order and worth of things even though the skies are falling.
      

      And then it is inevitable that The Time of the Assassins should be compared with two other novels of contemporary history, Malraux’s Man’s Fate and John Hersey’s The Wall. Mr. Blunden brings to his story gifts which are comparable with, even superior to, those of Malraux. It may be said, however,
         that as a novelist he is less fortunate than Malraux in the subject that history has given him. The historical circumstance
         of Man’s Fate permits Malraux’s characters to have the sense of the future, the awareness of history itself, the belief in the possibility
         of victory, the expectation that, even in defeat, their lives and deaths will have counted, even if only symbolically. And in The Wall, although the characters are without the hope of personal survival, still the past exists for them; the ideal future exists;
         the social group exists and is believed by its members to have an ideal permanence which makes the quality of its action important,
         however futile this action may be in a practical way, and the recording of its behavior an act of piety.
      

      Mr. Blunden is not permitted to avail himself of the inestimable novelistic advantages which are implied by these circumstances
         of relative moral freedom. For example, the Ukranian Communists he represents are not free agents, thinking men and women,
         like those of Malraux—people who bring their minds, their hearts, and their pasts to the service of a cause, and who enter into a living relation with that cause, which implies that they may quarrel with it, or
         leave it. Almost three decades have passed since people could be in this kind of relation to Communism. Now, in The Time of the Assassins, the old Bolshevik, Lydia Artemova, may at moments feel dim stirrings of the free humanism of her student days, but she scarcely
         understands them. She has wholly identified herself with the Soviet regime and has made herself its entire tool. To her fellow
         party members in Kharkov, before the Germans took the city, she had been an awesome being because she had survived so many
         purges—for one naturally asked, “How many lives did you deliver that you are here?” And the young Communist partizan, Fomin, the type of ideal Soviet citizen, he has been bred up as the creature of the Party, capable of great courage and
         efficiency and wholly without the power to think or feel what has not been prescribed.
      

      As for the two men of Mr. Blunden’s novel who do have some vestige of the power to choose, they have virtually no real choices
         to make. Dr. Karandash, formerly a Ukranian nationalist, formerly an anarchist, formerly a Communist, now an agent of the
         SS in charge of certain politico-cultural manipulations, is the most fully developed character in the novel in the sense of
         being the most fully articulate, the one person who believes that he might possibly have charge of his own fate. His situation
         is somewhat similar to that of one of the ancient historians I have mentioned, Josephus. For Josephus, although in spirit
         a Jewish nationalist, was an official of Rome, attached to the army of Titus, and it was from this sad vantage-point that
         he observed the ordeal of his people. Dr. Karandash had been absorbed into the German apparatus through no original will of
         his own but with his grudging consent. A man of essential innocence, he accepts, while trying vainly to meliorate, the German
         methods, because, in the “long view,” which his early Communist training made it the easier for him to take, any means of
         destroying the corrupt Soviet power are acceptable. Yet he cannot inure himself to the horror with which he has made common
         cause. With a naivety which is at odds with his knowingness, he commits himself to the Communist underground in Kharkov, only
         to be betrayed by it to his German masters. A fate of a similar kind befalls another ex-Communist, the German Muller, who, having suffered at the hands of the Russians, had accepted
         enlistment in the SS in order to gratify his hatred of Russians. Muller too is destroyed by the vestiges of the old humane
         values. Unable to endure his guilt as a member of the SS, he permits himself to be betrayed to the Communists.
      

      In the grim ambiguities of their situation, Muller and Karandash are trying to reach, not faith—that, in the circumstances,
         would be too much to ask—but simply some ground for believing that they are, in the old sense of the word as they had once
         understood it, human. Only two of Mr. Blunden’s characters are secure in their humanity and have no occasion to question it.
         Professor Shevchenko—he bears the name of a great Ukranian poet—had once been an eminent philologian, a lover of cultures
         and languages, in especial his native Ukranian. Under Soviet rule he had for a time been in favor with the authorities until
         a turn of the line had thrown him, not into the outer darkness from which there is no return, but into a limbo from which,
         should a counter-turn ever seem desirable, he might be drawn to be useful again. For many years before the German occupation
         he had scarcely lived at all, yet he knew himself to be the repository of the past, of the unique life of his people, and
         so his humanity had survived.
      

      Shevchenko is, as it were, preserved in humanity by means of an idea, even though it is not, as Mr. Blunden presents it, an
         idea that has extensive power. The most luminous character in the book has no ideas at all, and perhaps she is the more enduringly
         human because of this. The young schoolteacher Maryusa had never been, as a Soviet citizen, political. Although entirely loyal,
         she had never joined the Party. When the Germans come she knows nothing else to do except keep open her little schoolhouse
         to receive and care for the children whose Communist parents had been summarily shot by the SS. But Maryusa is not long permitted
         to indulge her simple humanity and to run the school simply as the agency of natural mercy. The orders come that she must
         maintain “party vigilance” even though this is certain to mean the destruction of the school and its little inmates. When, in common humanity and common sense, she refuses, her doom is sealed.
      

      The narrowness of the circumstances in which Mr. Blunden’s characters must exist, the limitation of their power of choice,
         is, as I have suggested, a disadvantage to the novelistic imagination. It is a measure of Mr. Blunden’s quality, of his literary
         power, his intelligence, and his moral commitment, that he overcomes this disadvantage. He overcomes it by realizing the power
         of the historical imagination. Like Thucydides, he derives his information in part from personal observation—he was for many
         years a correspondent in Russia and in that capacity was with the Red Army at Stalingrad and when it made its first reinvestment
         of Kharkov—and in part from careful inquiry. His commitment is to fact and to essential truth, which he serves no less by
         his imagination than by his experience and research. There is no page of his work that does not compel our admiring interest.
      

   



      PART 1

   



      
      

      
      In the late fall of 1941 the German Army, sweeping through the Soviet Ukraine, entered the city of Kharkiv. The people of
         Kharkiv came out into the streets to meet the Germans. Many people hailed the Germans as liberators. But on the morning of
         the third day the city was silent.
      

      
      About eight o’clock that morning the door of the Krasnaya Hotel swung open and a man in a Homburg hat and a black overcoat
         stepped into the street.
      

      
      The only other people to be seen were two young officers in long-skirted cavalry greatcoats who were standing before a neighbouring
         building. The officers were discussing the suitability of the building as a headquarters for General von Paulus. There had
         been a frost during the night and their voices rang loudly in the cold quiet air.
      

      
      As the man in the Homburg hat walked by the officers he stopped.

      
      “If I may be permitted,” he said and he indicated a sign by the doorway of the building, “you are now looking at what was,
         until a few days ago, the home of the All-Ukraine Central Committee.”
      

      
      The officers stared at him.

      
      “A handsome building,” the man in the Homburg hat went on. “Allow me to point out to you the eighteenth century windows. In
         my time it was said to be the finest in Kharkiv.” He wagged his head. “Ah, but in my time it was known as the Club of the
         Nobility.”
      

      
      The man in the Homburg hat resumed his walk, wondering why he had gone out of his way to practise this deceit. He had never
         been inside the Club of the Nobility; indeed he remembered that in his youth he had despised the whole street, which he had
         known as the Nikolaevskaya, because it had been composed of such buildings: institutions, banks, houses of the great trade organisations.
         Looking at them now he was sure their character had not changed; though without a doubt renamed commissariats, they were as
         he remembered them: aloof, remote, impenetrable.
      

      
      Turning off the old Nikolaevskaya the man in the Homburg hat made his way to a group of buildings he had known as the University
         of Kharkiv. Put up some time in the eighteenth century as a palace for the Russian governors of the Ukraine the University
         was not unpleasant to look at. Next door there was the Uspensky Cathedral with its high belfry tower. From the tower, he remembered,
         there had been a fine view over the city. The doors of the Cathedral were closed and there was the body of a man lying on
         the Cathedral steps, so that he was dissuaded from entering and attempting to climb the belfry tower.
      

      
      The man in the Homburg hat remained looking at the old buildings. This little hill on which the buildings stood, the University
         Mount it had been called, was in fact the campus of his Alma Mater. Incongruous thought! Yet, here he had taken a degree of
         sorts. More important, here, in these precincts, thirty years ago, he had made the acquaintance with, and then passionately
         embraced, the libertarian ideas of his time. How sincere, inspired, brave and gifted his friends had seemed then!
      

      
      This he said to himself, but he was not deeply moved. The street was narrower and the buildings smaller than he had thought.
         All were in need of repair. They were shabby in other ways too. Although he had approved of the old religious institutions
         being turned into museums, he was now a little ashamed for them, a little embarrassed for their pretensions as museums. They
         were not very old by European standards, nor were they very good examples of their style and age. The architecture was imitative
         of whatever had been fashionable in Europe at the time of their planning. But they were not exact imitations, always somewhere
         an exaggeration, or a too-strict formalism; always in cupola or cornice, a Byzantine or Baltic dramaturgy had crept in through
         the chisels and trowels of the workmen, so that the effect, intended to be worldly, cosmopolite, was in truth somewhat muddled.
      

      
      
      The man in the Homburg hat entered a wide plaza. Around the plaza were a number of splendid modern buildings, among them one
         of fourteen stories. Standing in the plaza he became aware of the silence of the city. It was an oppressive, tense silence.
         Since passing the young officers he had not seen a living person.
      

      
      He walked across the plaza, his footsteps echoing hollowly against the tall buildings. He thought he detected, in the distance,
         some slight sound, and now he walked towards the source. He turned into a long thoroughfare which he remembered as the Sumskaya.
      

      
      Down the entire length of the Sumskaya there were the bodies of men and women hanging suspended by the neck from first- and
         second-story balconies.
      

      
      There were so many bodies, and the reality was so improbable, that it appeared at first sight as though a great deal of merchandise
         had been hung out for sale, and this momentary confusion was prolonged by the mind’s failing to identify the shapes, here
         and there, of those who had been hanged by the feet, head down, and whose garments had fallen over their heads and whose arms
         were stiffly semaphored. But then, in a flash they were seen for what they were.
      

      
      And now, from the far end of the street, there was the muffled sound of a machine-pistol, coarse jests in German, and another
         body was flung over a balcony, dropping to the rope’s end, there swinging pendulum-wise. An SS officer and two SS men came
         out of the building and entered the building next door.
      

      
      The man in the Homburg hat waited. Then, with a nervous hand, he adjusted his dark glasses. He had noticed a furtive movement
         in the still, quiet street, a quick running from doorway to doorway under the heels of the dead. He saw that it was a boy
         making his way out of the street.
      

      
      A few paces from the man in the Homburg hat the boy halted in his tracks.

      
      The boy was about seventeen. He had big bony hands and a gaunt face with big cheekbones. Above the cheekbones, as though supported
         by the cheekbones, was a pair of direct-staring agate-coloured eyes.
      

      
      “Come here, boy,” said the man in the Homburg hat.

   



      
      


      
      It is probable that Sumsk Street, or the Sumskaya, has never been called anything else by the mass of people in Kharkiv, but
         at the time of these events, and for some time before, it had been officially known as Karl Liebknecht Street, after the late
         German Communist leader of that name.
      

      
      In a small apartment at the rear of a large building in Karl Liebknecht Street resided a family of Communists named Andrenko.
         They were young people of peasant origin, industrious, credulous, impregnable. Five years earlier their position had been
         one of slight importance, but a large number of vacancies occurring in the Party ranks about 1937 had made for them a rapid
         advancement. They had become functionaries of the Commissariat of Trade. Before them had opened the prospect of many years
         of enviable service and entrenched privilege. Jealous of their attainment, and being anxious to maintain and further their
         position, they had cultivated in all relationships, even between themselves, the forms of loyalty, obedience and enthusiasm.
      

      
      The Andrenkos had one child, a son. Almost as soon as he could talk Fomin Nikolaevich had been entered in the Pioneers. He
         had worn the red kerchief, repeated faithfully the slogans, repeated after his teacher’s “Be ready to fight in the workers’
         cause,” the resounding, “Always ready!” In the Pioneers Fomin had learned to confess his own mistakes and, on occasion, those
         of his parents, though avoiding, and this was appreciated, the more obvious fantasies. Thus had candour been made serviceable,
         invention inhibited, and the ability to dissemble disciplined; the infant self-indictment, faintly foreshadowing the great
         Party cleansings (but so entertaining to the other Pioneers, among whom, so soon as the cue was given, there would be vociferous
         condemnation and the fun of shunning), had another function: the emotion of loyalty had been transferred from human and temporary
         objects to the abstract and permanent. Fomin had been a good Pioneer and had risen to be a Link leader, thus avoiding the
         fate of most boys his age, namely being drafted into one of the many labour schools or collective farm organisations. Earlier
         in the year Fomin had entered the Communist Youth League. Receiving at once high marks in Leninism he had readily understood
         the nature of the anti-Party leadership saboteurs and was learning to recognise and be armed against the foreign bourgeoisie.
      

      
      The news that the Germans had entered the city had been brought home to his parents by Fomin.

      
      After a brief and desperate stand at the bend of the Dnieper, Budonny’s forces had retired to the Donetz. Kharkiv, lying between
         the two great rivers, was of small military consequence. Soldiers had passed through, and bombers had been seen over the city.
         But there had been no organised evacuation of Kharkiv, no proclamation, no Party directive, no warning of any kind, just the
         intelligence, passed from mouth to mouth that the Nemtsy were here. There had been no order to close the commissariats, but they were mostly closed, because the people who worked
         in them, like Fomin’s parents, had remained at home, or had gone out into the streets. Nevertheless the Andrenkos had been
         confident that they would be told what to do. When Fomin had told his parents that thousands of people had come out to welcome
         the Germans and that the first thing these people had done was to direct the Germans to the Narodny Kommissariat Vnutrennikh Djel the Andrenkos had looked grave. But they still had not ventured out and they had bidden Fomin stay with them.
      

      
      Early this morning, the third day after the arrival of the Germans, the door of the Andrenkos’ apartment had been kicked open
         and an officer in a black uniform and a black helmet had stamped into the room. In his hand he had held a paper. Reading from
         the paper he had called the names of Fomin’s parents.
      

      
      “Nikolai Andrenko! Anna Andrenko!”

      
      Having received no instructions to the contrary the Andrenkos had answered to their names. Whereupon an SS soldier had stepped
         from behind the officer and with a skilfully-short burst from his machine-pistol had shot them both dead. Erasing their names
         from his list the SS officer had debated whether the bodies should be added to the material of the demonstration, had decided against it, and gone
         away.
      

      
      He had paid no attention to Fomin.

      
      For a long time (measured by the retreating, spaced bursts of the machine-pistol) Fomin had stayed in the room. His parents
         had died without sound and so swiftly there had been little blood. Fomin had looked down on the fallen man and woman, on the
         still-soft hair of his mother, on the rough cheek of his father, and he had known that this was the end of life and that all
         he himself had was just such a life, held tight, dry-palmed, dry-mouthed, tremblingly within his breast, but at some time
         to be as easily expended. He did not touch the shapes which had contained the lives that had been his parents, nor did he
         attempt in any way to sustain the illusion that those lives were extant, but, when the machine-pistol no longer sounded close
         to him, he had taken his own life out of that room, holding it cunningly, feeling it nestling dry and hard in his breast,
         moving with soft catlike fluidity into the outside.
      

   



      
      

      Staring at the stranger in the Homburg hat Fomin felt his world revive.

      
      There were a few people in Kharkiv, as in other Soviet cities, who wore ordinary felt hats after the modern fashion. Time
         was when the wearing of felt hats had been encouraged. But none had ever appeared in Kharkiv wearing headgear such as this.
         It was a sooty black hat with an upcurling brim. It was a hat which boldly exposed the face. It was a complacent hat. It was
         not the hat of a responsible worker. It was a foreign hat!
      

      
      “Tell me, boy, where is the Narody Kommissariat Vnutrennikh Djel?”
      

      
      Not only did the foreigner wear this challenging hat, but he was otherwise provocatively garbed. He wore dark sunglasses.
         His overcoat of fine black cloth had a broad sable collar. His dark striped trousers were neatly creased. His shoes were black and glossy.
      

      
      The fear that had almost dried up Fomin’s heart now gave place to a profound needlelike suspicion. Suspicion was a familiar
         sensation. Fomin embraced the familiar, needing it.
      

      
      “Please! Show me the way to the NKVD.”

      
      Without thinking of it as a conscious assumption of his duty Fomin knew he must follow the man in the Homburg hat, just as
         he would normally have done a week ago had the wearer then appeared in Kharkiv.
      

      
      Fomin raised his arm, pointing. The man in the Homburg hat walked off in the direction indicated. Fomin followed him.

      
      Presently they were in the street known as the Chernyshevskaya.

      
      Fomin knew that the Germans had taken possession of the NKVD, but his imagination had not prepared him for what he now saw.
         Outside the building there was a sentry box painted in black-white-and-red stripes. A sentry was stamping up and down. At
         a second-floor window an officer in a black uniform was smoking a cigarette in a long ivory holder.
      

      
      Fomin felt his world, momentarily rebuilt, falling away. More than anything he had seen that morning the sight of this foreign
         officer in nonchalant possession of the NKVD struck at the very roots of the Party and State authority.
      

      
      The man in the Homburg hat entered the NKVD.

   



      
      

      Freely translated, Narodny Kommissariat Vnutrennikh Djel (more often referred to by its initials) means People’s Commissariat of Internal Affairs. Grander buildings there were in
         Kharkiv, but none so well suited to administrative supervision. Here were facilities for monitoring all channels of communication
         and movement, both civil and military. Here the population was registered and every branch of the bureaucracy—that is the total fabric of life in city and country—charted.
      

      
      Those Kharkivanians who had led the Germans to the NKVD a few days before, believing the Germans to be the liberators of the
         Ukraine, had erred in thinking that the Germans would immediately destroy the hated records. In this firm triple-façaded building
         within easy reach of the main centres of government SS Einsatzgruppe C, as it had been led to expect from its experience in the cities behind it, had found quarters fashioned to its exact requirements.
         The Soviet cadres, having received no order from Moscow (not knowing that another German Army was at that moment at the western
         suburbs of Moscow, continuing to believe implicitly in the wisdom and paramountcy of Moscow, themselves not daring, nor even
         thinking, to act without the authority of Moscow), had quietly withdrawn. Thus the Einsatz Kommandos had at their disposal a modern system of prisons, isolators and interrogation rooms; more important to their immediate purpose
         were the massive archives.
      

      
      Entering the archives section of the NKVD the man in the Homburg hat paused to look around. A single electric bulb burned
         weakly. By its light he saw tier after tier of filing cabinets, smooth unscalable cliffs of wood and brass, reaching into
         the gloomy recesses of the room. In dark canyons between the filing cabinets uniformed clerks, working by candle or flashlight,
         were turning out innumerable drawers.
      

      
      Presently the man in the Homburg hat recognised a young officer he knew slightly. Catching the officer’s eye he removed his
         Homburg hat, made the short continental bow. The officer greeted him.
      

      
      “Herr Doktor Karandash.”

      
      “My dear Oberleutnant Soedermann, this is the real thing. The records of a whole country.”

      
      “For each and every individual,” said Oberleutnant Soedermann, “a dossier.”

      
      Oberleutnant Soedermann inclined his plump, good-natured face towards Dr. Karandash.

      
      “As far as the Wehrmacht is concerned the work is practically at an end. Should I tell you that from information gathered in this room we have been
         able to identify every unit of the Russian Army, their order of battle in fact?”
      

      
      Together they walked across the room. At a nest of tables at the centre of the room officers and translators were working
         over a mass of documents by the light of battery lamps. A young officer in a black uniform turned towards them.
      

      
      “Untersturmführer Doktor Gruber, Vorkommando Kharkiv,” said Oberleutnant Soedermann.
      

      
      Dr. Karandash bowed. The officer was hatless, evidently very busy and impatient of the interruption. Through thick-lensed
         spectacles he stared owlishly at Dr. Karandash.
      

      
      “I remember you,” he said. “You were in Kiev.”

      
      “Yes,” said Dr. Karandash.

      
      “You are too early.”

      
      “In Kiev I was too late,” said Dr. Karandash.

      
      The officer slowly relaxed his severe expression, slowly began to smile. Oberleutnant Soedermann laughed outright.

      
      “Here you are,” said Untersturmführer Gruber.

      
      With a sudden careless movement he gathered several large dossiers from among those heaped on the desks and put them in Dr.
         Karandash’s arms.
      

      
      “Thank you,” said Dr. Karandash.

      
      “Many, many dossiers,” said Untersturmführer Gruber, with a wave of his hand.

      
      It was a very good joke and all the translators and all the junior officers laughed.

      
      Dr. Karandash did not laugh. With the dossiers in his grasp he felt again the urgency which had gripped him while standing
         in the Sumskaya.
      

      
      In a far corner by a window he found an empty desk, put down the dossiers, took off his Homburg hat. From his overcoat pocket
         he took a leather-encased flask with a silver top and set it beside his hat. He took a cigarette from a large silver case,
         tapped it on the case, lit it. Drawing deeply on the cigarette he stood looking through the window at the city.
      

      
      Faintly, through the window, he heard the sound of a machine-pistol.

      
      He turned away from the window, troubled by a recurrent image. He had been surprised, standing in the Sumskaya, by the size of the human tongue, so often, in those swaying cadavers, thrust into a rude protuberance; how deceptive in life
         that collop of prehensile and empurpled flesh!
      

      
      Dr. Karandash reached for his leather flask. Into the silver top which acted as a small cup he poured a full measure of cognac.
         He held it for a moment, savouring its fragrance, then tossed it down.
      

      
      The largest of the dossiers bore the name Shevchenko.

      
      “Shevchenko,” said Dr. Karandash, repeating to himself the lines of the poet:

      
      

         “Bury me, be done with me,
         

         Rise and break your chains. …”
         

      



      
      He emptied the contents of the dossier on the desk. The papers, some old, some new, some bound together with tape, fell out
         in unprecedented confusion. Among them was a photograph.
      

      
      Dr. Karandash picked up the photograph and was suddenly looking across thirty years of unbridgeable time.

      
      It was a portrait of a man with a high domed forehead and a bush of fine black hair falling almost to his collar. He wore
         a pince-nez secured to the lapel of his coat by a black ribbon. The lenses of the pince-nez were no bigger than the finger
         holes of a pair of scissors. From the high broad forehead the face tapered to a small sharp chin.
      

      
      Spaced through the mass of documents were a number of papers written in the same fine hand. These were the subject’s own depositions
         made at intervals over a long period. Dr. Karandash knew this to be an obligation of Russian Party members. He took up the
         earliest of the autobiographical papers, a yellowed folio at least twenty years old.
      

      
      The fine, educated calligraphy, written in a precise and almost forgotten Ukrainian, the musty smell of the old paper, sent
         a tide of reminiscence to flood in Dr. Karandash.
      

   



      
      


      
      Like Dr. Karandash the subject of the dossier had been born in the period of great reforms. Alas, the emancipation of the
         serfs, the abridgement of the Pale and the pogrom, land revision and the Code of Laws, provoking autocratic reaction on one
         hand, tsaricide on the other, had led to disillusionment, drift, humiliating defeat in the war, an abortive revolution. That
         was their youth; for their maturity, more sharply to mind, was the struggle of the liberals (in their hundred variations)
         for constitutional government. It was the period of the forcible dissolution of parliaments, summary arrest, secret police,
         strikes, Marxism, mutiny and a World War. The Revolution of April 1917 had seemed to bring Ukrainian independence closer;
         but it was not until Bolshevik seizure of power in November that the Ukrainians, after two hundred years of Russian domination,
         reforming their old parliament, the Rada, had proclaimed the First People’s Republic of the Ukraine. But the Bolsheviks, in their desperate need for ending the war
         with Germany, had signed the treaty of Brest-Litovsk, and the Germans had flooded into the Ukraine, setting up their militarist
         government, their false Hetman. With the collapse of the Central Powers, had come the rise of Simon Petluria and the formation
         of the second People’s Republic of the Ukraine; only to be dissolved by the White General Denikin. Civil War and the time
         of peasant leaders: Maryusa, that strange, cruel woman who had raised her own army, held men to ransom; the wonderful Makhno
         who had screwed machine-guns on to britchkas and thus provided himself with a galloping artillery of a formidable kind; Hryhoryev, conqueror of Odessa. The Reds, the
         Whites and the Greens, in that village of Shevchenko’s birth fourteen regimes in three years! But the Bolsheviks had triumphed.
      

      
      Suddenly Dr. Karandash threw down the paper. With his hands clasped behind his back he began striding backwards and forwards
         in front of his desk.
      

      
      
      “It is 1924,” he said, almost audibly, “and he is talking about the beauties of the cultural life. He is a philologist at
         Kharkiv University and all he can think about is how wonderful it is to teach and to write in the Ukrainian language!”
      

      
      The anger Dr. Karandash was feeling was stimulated by his own memories of the period following the Civil War: the moujik soviets, the liquidation of the kulaks, the rounding-up and summary execution of the Social Revolutionaries, the Mensheviks, the Anarchists and the militant peasants;
         he remembered the incalculably devastating famine, the crop seizures, the revolt of the peasants and the mass deportations,
         the beginning of that steady stream of land-loving, gay, fruitful, unbroken Ukrainians entrained eastwards.
      

      
      But now, pausing in his stride, resting his chin in the cup of his closed fist, he began to think that in those years there
         had, indeed, been a warm swift flowering of the long-dormant Ukrainian literature, already dying as it opened to the light,
         but undoubtedly, for one working in the cultural conservatory, a matter of wonder and excitement. It was not the last time,
         thought Dr. Karandash, that intellectuals were to be so misled.
      

      
      “The test,” said Dr. Karandash, “is not 1924, but the period of the collectivisations. He was a Ukrainian nationalist, yes?
         Then how did he survive that period?”
      

      
      Now, fully absorbed in his subject, Dr. Karandash sat down at the desk, began shuffling the papers. He was not long in finding
         an answer to his question. In 1930 Professor Shevchenko had been among the accused in the famous “Trial of the 45.”
      

      
      In Kharkiv Opera House, under the Kleig lights, they had had a splendid trial, those forty-five professors, doctors, writers,
         artists, poets, schoolmasters, editors. Efremiv of the Academy and the obscure Shevchenko, all answering to the charge of
         having belonged to a society for the liberation of the Ukraine, all, a trifle unsteadily to be sure, making a full and ready
         confession. And they had all been found guilty in the most dramatic and exciting manner, condemned to exile and imprisonment
         without the right of communication which, in GPU jargon, had meant death by shooting. And shot they undoubtedly had been,
         all except Professor Shevchenko.
      

      
      
      But how had Professor Shevchenko become involved in the great trial?

      
      Gathered together in his dossier was most of the evidence against him. Here were a score of affidavits signed by his pupils,
         each affidavit identical in language, the work of some zealous GPU operative. Dr. Karandash turned them aside for a statement
         written in an educated hand, a long confession of association by a colleague of the Professor.
      

      
      A colleague? As he read Dr. Karandash realized that the writer was a woman. It was evident that she had been the Professor’s
         mistress. Perhaps mistress was a misleading word. They had lived together, certainly without benefit of clergy, perhaps without
         benefit of document, a companionate marriage after the manner of the times. The language of the statement was subdued, the
         expungement of a deeply-felt guilt. Now she was saying, with great sincerity, that she had committed a grave error against
         the Party; Professor Shevchenko, in the intimacy of their relationship, had revealed “bourgeois nationalist tendencies.”
      

      
      Dr. Karandash laid his large hands over the dossier, feeling that he held a life there. What keen and far-reaching intelligence
         had devised this system of personally-written biographies, affidavits, reports and confessions? It had been accidental, of
         course. In those early days there had been few clerks, few even on the Party committees who were literate; in those horny
         hands a pistol had been more easily grasped than a pen. So the intellectuals had set the pattern. Willingly and with enthusiasm
         they had written their own private histories. And what they had written had been so much more real, so much more self-committing,
         than any collection of second-hand evidence, any number of dutifully-filled-in forms. Whatever one wrote the next year, one’s
         first account was always there in its fresh and original meaning. And the cross-references! Here, when you came to think of
         it—and Dr. Karandash let his gaze wander over the wide room—was recorded the emotional life of the country.
      

      
      Dr. Karandash looked at the signature on the denunciation. The name was Zeta Yarmoslansky.

      
      He half-rose out of his chair, fell back into it.

      
      He had known Zeta Yarmoslansky. Now, overtaken by remembrance, he saw again her eager mouth, the expression of intelligent provocation. He had known her as a student. For a
         time they had been intimates.
      

      
      On a sudden impulse Dr. Karandash left his desk and began to search among the filing cabinets for that one which would contain
         the dossier of Zeta Yarmoslansky. He was helped by a gray-uniformed clerk with a little hand-generated flashlight which made
         a whirring sound.
      

      
      The clerk, a stout man, watched Dr. Karandash remove the file.

      
      “What,” said Dr. Karandash, “you begrudge me this one!”
      

      
      The clerk smiled obsequiously.

      
      Back at his desk Dr. Karandash regretted his impulse. The weight of the dossier disheartened him. He had no desire to examine
         the Party history of Zeta Yarmoslansky. Not now. Not here.
      

      
      He poured himself another cognac, swallowed it quickly.

      
      After the trial Professor Shevchenko had found some small employment at the Korolenko State Library. This did not surprise
         Dr. Karandash. Such survivals were often a part of the larger Bolshevik tactic. Who knew but that the Bolsheviks themselves,
         for political reasons, might not, at some future date, need to stage a national revival? Against such an eventuality Professor
         Shevchenko had been preserved.
      

      
      The professors who had been sent from Moscow to take the place of those engulfed in the “Trial of the 45” had produced various
         works, including a dictionary of the language, which the Party had launched with conclusive solemnity. Parallel with these
         official productions Professor Shevchenko, working in some crevice of the Korolenko State Library, had been preparing his
         own dictionary. He had been given no official encouragement, but, to judge from his reports, there had been a great deal of
         official interest in his work.
      

      
      Dr. Karandash visualised the quietly-contained passion gripping that serene head, the pince-nez shaking a little as he penned
         his attacks on the official dictionary, listing its inaccuracies, evasions, fearlessly promoting his pure Ukrainian. Thus,
         all the time they had been pushing the official work, the Soviet cadres had been provided with a clear view of its value.
      

      
      In the vast purge of 1937 the professors from Moscow had disappeared. In the hours of their interrogation they had no doubt
         been surprised by the Soviet cadres’ expert knowledge of their philological sabotage. But there was no triumph in Professor
         Shevchenko’s writings during this period. The reports were brief, episodic, wandering into research, reminiscence, finally
         into incomprehensibility. The great purge had concluded with the liquidation of the old Soviet cadres, the GPU, and their
         replacement by a new generation, the NKVD. Under pressure the Professor had written reports about other people, but they were
         people who had had no existence.
      

      
      Dr. Karandash took up the last paper. He read: “Adopting the attitude of the utmost Party vigilance I have now to report the
         defection of my brother Ivan. This occurred in the trenches during a heavy bombardment by the enemy. Suddenly there was an
         explosion. I looked down and saw that my head was in my hands, bloody, but cleanly decapitated. And then my mouth smiled at
         me and my head spoke to me and the language was Ukrainian. But when the dust settled I saw that it was not my own head that
         had been torn off and fallen in my arms, but the head of my brother Ivan.”
      

      
      Dr. Karandash thought he understood the parable. Mad the Professor might seem to the unimaginative men of the NKVD, but Dr.
         Karandash knew that he had found what he had been looking for: here together, Professor Shevchenko and the Library, living
         in consort, each fertilising the other, was perhaps the last pregnable seed of Ukrainian independence, the secret, indefinable,
         fecund seed of language.
      

   



      
      

      Echoing across the great archives room came the words: Achtung! Achtung! Immersed in his dossier Dr. Karandash failed to hear the order. A shadow fell across his desk. He looked up. Standing before him was the figure of an SS General.
      

      
      Dr. Karandash rose, stepped to the side of his desk, holding himself erect in the official manner.

      
      The SS General was looking at the dossiers on the desk.

      
      “You are a specialist of traitors?” he asked.

      
      “Of patriots,” said Dr. Karandash.

      
      The SS General gave him a quick, appreciative look.

      
      Dr. Karandash saw that he wore the oak leaves and star of a full SS Obergruppenführer, and on the left sleeve of his jacket
         the insignia of the SD. The tailored uniform, upswept black-visored cap and large round spectacles gave him the appearance
         of a stock theatrical figure.
      

      
      “They are Communists you have here?” the Obergruppenführer asked.

      
      “We look for people who have learned the lesson of Stalinism.”

      
      “You mean the Opposition?”

      
      “Elements of opposition.”

      
      “You are perhaps a former Communist?” the Obergruppenführer asked with excessive politeness.

      
      Dr. Karandash inclined his head and smiled, as at demonstrable absurdity. “I have never been a member of the Communist Party,”
         he said.
      

      
      “What did you say the name was?”

      
      “Karandash.”

      
      The Obergruppenführer repeated the name: “Karandash, Karandash. An improbable name. You should have thought of something better
         than that,” he said.
      

      
      “My papers …” began Dr. Karandash.

      
      The Obergruppenführer waved a hand in the direction of the filing cabinets.

      
      “Have you looked to see if your dossier is here?”

      
      Dr. Karandash was chilled. It was an idea which had not occurred to him.

      
      “Anyway, not under the name of Karandash, eh?”

      
      Dr. Karandash had always relied upon his appearance to carry him through his association with officials of one kind or another.
         His round head with its cropped white hair, the small eyes and short nose, the wide mouth full of irregular teeth, all this
         had hitherto served as an unchallengeable camouflage. Now, for the first time, he felt his disguise had been penetrated. Standing there in his black coat and waistcoat and his dark striped trousers, he began to
         sweat.
      

      
      The Obergruppenführer shuffled the dossiers about.

      
      “What are they?”

      
      “Dissidents,” said Dr. Karandash.

      
      “I mean, are they Jews?”

      
      The Obergruppenführer began reading the names, pronouncing the Cryllic script without effort.

      
      “Yarmoslansky, what kind of a name is that?” he asked.

      
      “Nothing,” said Dr. Karandash.

      
      The Obergruppenführer stood back from the desk.

      
      “I think,” said the Obergruppenführer, “that we must go into this question of Communist usefulness. Come with me tomorrow
         at noon and I will show you what I mean.”
      

      
      The Obergruppenführer turned lazily. His mouth assumed an expression of stern and contemptuous boredom. The SS clerks sprang
         stiffly to attention as he sauntered, jauntily erect, out of the archives room.
      

      
      If Dr. Karandash had been younger, and easily frightened, he would have been trembling. He was able to control the outward
         expression of being hopelessly trapped. But he could not repress the agitation in his heart.
      

      
      Putting the flask to his lips he drained it dry.

      
      He put on his Homburg hat. Then he stood for a moment, overcome by a sense of shame.

      
      Turning back to his desk he gathered together the papers of Professor Shevchenko’s dossier, put them back in the large envelope.
         The act of doing this gave him new determination. He took the dossier of Professor Shevchenko and that of Zeta Yarmoslansky
         and put them securely under his arm.
      

      
      As he walked out of the archives room he heard hasty footsteps behind him. He quickened his pace, but Oberleutnant Soedermann
         caught him by the sleeve.
      

      
      “You spoke with Obergruppenführer Rauch?” said Oberleutnant Soedermann.

      
      “He spoke to me.”

      
      “It is very good for you,” said the Oberleutnant. “It is a big success. He is a big man. A friend of Heydrich.”

      
      “We have an appointment for tomorrow at noon,” said Dr. Karandash.

      
      
      Watching Dr. Karandash depart, Oberleutnant Soedermann did not notice the bulky dossiers under his arm.

   



      
      

      In the street Dr. Karandash took a deep breath. There were several children gaping at the German sentry. A hundred paces distant,
         loitering in a doorway, he saw Fomin.
      

      
      Dr. Karandash did not waste time hailing Fomin. He walked quickly over to him.

      
      “Boy,” he said, “take me to the Korolenko State Library.”

      
      As though he had been waiting for exactly this request Fomin turned, without speaking, and led the way out of the street.

      
      They had walked a couple of blocks when Fomin halted and pointed.

      
      “The Street-of-the-First-of-May,” he said.

      
      Dr. Karandash took him firmly by the arm.

      
      “Take me to the Library,” he said.

      
      The Street-of-the-First-of-May was in bad shape. Clearly through this street had passed the traffic of an army. The walls
         of the adjacent buildings had been splashed with mud to the eaves. In the gutters there were holes where great wheels had
         spun.
      

      
      At the corner of a small side street the soldiers who had been pushing and hauling their vehicles, the limbers and the cannon
         and the troop carriers, had endeavoured to pack the soft gripless mud with ballast sufficient to hold the wheels, and for
         this purpose had found, somewhere near by, numberless books. The mud holes were now frozen, but congealed in the frozen mud
         there were books.
      

      
      Looking down the Street-of-the-First-of-May, which he now recognised as the old Moscow Road, Dr. Karandash saw that the soldiers
         had repeated their improvisation its entire length. In some places the pages of books had spun out from beneath the wheels
         like confetti and now lay over the surface of the road, held tight by frost.
      

      
      
      Following Fomin, Dr. Karandash stepped across the frozen mud and entered a side street. Down this street the books had been
         brought in armfuls. Where books had fallen they had been left. Soon Dr. Karandash was standing before the Library from which
         the books had been taken. On the steps of the Library there was a cascade of books, most of them expanded accordionwise by
         damp, before being frozen.
      

      
      Now that he was here before the Library he remembered it. The street in which he was standing had been called Petrovsky Street.
         How many hundred times had he entered the old Public Library in Petrovsky Street?
      

      
      Stepping over the fallen books Dr. Karandash entered the foyer. In the little hall in the middle of the building he paused.

      
      The quiet that lay over Kharkiv was accentuated by the acoustics of the high closed room. He could have heard a clock tick,
         a rat scuffle, but there was no sound. As his eyes became accustomed to the faint light filtering down from the tiny high
         windows he remembered the little hall. Chamber music concerts had been held in this hall. It had been popularly said that
         it was here, and not in St. Petersburg or Vienna, that Count Razoumovsky had permitted the first performance of the Quartet
         in C. And there, over there by the table, had sat the young woman to whom they had all been so indebted, the lady librarian,
         daughter of a noble and liberal family, who had organised and conducted the clandestine library of revolutionary works. It
         was from her, he remembered, that he had obtained Plekhanov and Bukunin and, later, Kautsky and Luxemburg. Ah, those fervid
         clandestine readings under the very noses of the Okhrana! A thin rod of sunlight lanced down from a small high window. In its aura Dr. Karandash saw a confusion of books and broken
         chairs on the floor of the hall. A company of soldiers had recently camped there. Empty cognac and vermouth bottles lay about.
         The odour of tobacco and boot leather and sweaty underclothes hung in the air.
      

      
      Dr. Karandash felt that he had no more time to waste. He began making a search of the Library building. He looked briefly
         into the main reading room without much expectancy. He then went to the stacks rooms, wading through heaps of books to peer into every corner. The rooms were cold, damp, empty.
      

      
      In the hall Dr. Karandash shouted:

      
      “Shevchenko!”

      
      Echo answered with a long drawn out o-o-o-o.

      
      Going out into the street Dr. Karandash saw something he had not noticed before: hanging by the neck from an upper window,
         hugging the wall, was the body of a man. Dr. Karandash turned to Fomin.
      

      
      “Is that him?”

      
      “No.”

      
      The body of the man appeared to move slightly and Dr. Karandash was sure that he saw the man’s tongue fall out.

      
      He could bear no more. The afternoon was waning and there was already a night chill in the air. He remembered his warm room
         in the Krasnaya Hotel.
      

      
      Standing in front of the Korolenko State Library, Fomin watched the man in the Homburg hat walk swiftly away.

   



      
      

      An unconsidered consequence of German methodism (in the effort to achieve a permanent solution to the Communist problem) was
         now the number of parentless children in Kharkiv. It having been the custom of the Party generally to enroll man and wife,
         not the one without the other, so the Einsatzgruppen generally had been taking both parents. There were at once thousands of orphans in Kharkiv. Some children went immediately
         to friends and relatives. But for many there were no longer friends or relatives and for these, and for the very young, the
         streets spelled an unnameable terror. So they stayed in their empty homes until the intolerable tedium of confinement, hunger,
         and the irreducible need to repair the routine of their lives sent them, finally, to school. Most schools were closed. But
         at one schoolhouse, the old wooden schoolhouse in the Sadovo-Kulikovskaya, some children found the schoolteacher Maryusa Selova.
      

      
      Maryusa Selova was not one of those Ukrainians who had met the Germans with bread and salt, as the saying is. On the day that
         the Wehrmacht arrived in Kharkiv she had remained at her schoolhouse. There had been few pupils that day, but she had kept the schoolhouse
         open.
      

      
      Now, three days later, the attendance was nearer normal. The classrooms had filled up and Maryusa was planning to give the
         children a course of self-study. But then she saw that the children sat very quietly at their desks and that their behaviour
         was not like that of normal boys and girls. And suddenly she was aware that the school had silently filled with scores of
         young children who ordinarily had no place there. As she left the quiet classrooms she saw children crouching in the hallway
         and corridors. Everywhere she was met by grave childish eyes. Some of the children had brought infant brothers and sisters.
         In the hush that lay over the schoolhouse she heard a baby cry.
      

      
      The sound stirred Maryusa Selova. A serious Ukrainian woman of peasant origin, the cry produced in her, as never before, and
         never to be allayed, an overwhelming sense of responsibility. She knew suddenly her role in these days of loathing.
      

      
      She at once threw wide open the doors of the schoolhouse. The school was situated in the district of the Party organisations
         and was attended mostly by the children of Party members. Maryusa welcomed all.
      

      
      Mostly they were children who came seeking shelter, but there was one other. He stood inside the entrance. When Maryusa saw
         him she mistook him for a soldier and was afraid. He was so gaunt, hard, expressionless. On his cheekbone there was a blue
         gash. He brought into the schoolhouse a breath of the city. Maryusa sensed what it must be like out there in the streets.
         He looked at her with agate eyes. She felt a weakening under that gaze.
      

      
      “You may come,” Maryusa said.

      
      Fomin did not reply. He was studying the schoolhouse.

      
      “This is a Normal school,” Maryusa said, “for young children, but you may come in.”

      
      “This was my school,” Fomin said. “I was here a Link leader of Pioneers.”

      
      
      “Yes. Many who were Pioneers are here.”

      
      “Yes?” Fomin said. “Then there is an organisation?”

      
      “There is no organisation.”

      
      “But it is a place to wait,” Fomin said, entering.

      
      Inside the schoolhouse that evening there was warmth. Outside the night wind brought a faint animation to the balconies; for
         then the elongated, wooden-limbed, foot-slack figures with their pale brush-drawn faces would stir and commune like monstrous
         puppets in a puppet theatre which the puppet master has closed for the night.
      

   



      
      

      In the morning the hoarfrost sparkled in the sun, but Dr. Karandash, stepping out of his hotel later than usual, somewhat
         hungover, was filled with revulsion for the fresh, sharp air which stung his nose and made his eyes water.
      

      
      The dark sunglasses offered a grateful relief from the cloudless blue sky. As his vision adjusted itself he saw Fomin.

      
      The youth came immediately over to him.

      
      “Come,” Fomin said.

      
      Dr. Karandash sensed an involvement.

      
      “Come with me,” Fomin said.

      
      As they walked through the streets Dr. Karandash tried to rationalise his action. He is a serious boy, he thought. He is leading
         me to something of importance. He is obviously a Party product, otherwise he could not command. I must act cautiously.
      

      
      They were very soon at the schoolhouse in the Sadovo-Kulikovskaya. Fomin led Dr. Karandash into the building.

      
      It was dark inside the school and Dr. Karandash had to remove his sunglasses in order to see about him. He was taken aback
         by the number of small children and would have retreated but that Fomin took him by the elbow and led him firmly into a small
         inside room.
      

      
      “Wait,” said Fomin.

      
      
      Dr. Karandash looked about the room. The window had been blacked-out with sheets of newspaper. There was a truckle bed in
         one corner, a small bureau in another. The floor was bare.
      

      
      The door opened and a slight, stooped figure entered, not quite propelled or pushed, but diffidently a half-pace ahead of
         Fomin. Fomin closed the door.
      

      
      “This is him,” Fomin said.

      
      “Who?”

      
      “The one you were looking for. The Shevchenko.”

      
      “I am Professor Shevchenko, certainly,” the figure said.

      
      Dr. Karandash bent to look closely at the source of the voice. He was moved to see how much resemblance there was to the photograph
         in the dossier. The bush of hair was thin and dank and streaked with grey like candle grease. The broad forehead was hollowed
         at the temples. The jaw tapered to a feline chin, but under the chin there was a deep recess, so that the chin seemed as sharp
         as a chisel. A ribbonless pince-nez was balanced on the straight nose, but the lenses were so thick and so clouded with greasy
         thumbmarks that they looked like moon-stones.
      

      
      The old man wore a high starched collar and a thin white linen tie tinily knotted. His coat was of the kind that used to be
         called a Norfolk jacket. The narrow lapels met together above the breastbone. The jacket was belted and the skirts of the
         jacket hung wide and low, showing the flaps of very large pockets. There was a fob pocket. The trousers of the suit were knickerbockers,
         but instead of stockings and shoes the Professor wore a pair of patched peasant valinki, or felt boots.
      

      
      Professor Shevchenko saw that Dr. Karandash was observing his dress. His smile was one of childish pleasure.

      
      “You should congratulate me, yes?”

      
      “I do,” said Dr. Karandash. “Really, I have not seen anything like it. Truly 1900.”

      
      “Very practical,” said Professor Shevchenko. “For bicycling.”

      
      “Yes, yes. I remember. The sportive style.”

      
      “It can be done if one is careful,” said Professor Shevchenko.

      
      
      “Well, it will soon be over. Then you will have a coat like this one.”

      
      “It is a very beautiful coat,” said Professor Shevchenko, looking with admiration at the black worsted with the sable collar.
         “But it not for such as I.”
      

      
      “Why not? You are a professor of philology, are you not? An esteemed calling.”

      
      “It would be superior. Such coats are for responsible workers.”

      
      “I looked for you at the Library,” Dr. Karandash said.

      
      “Ah!” The expression on Professor Shevchenko’s face might have been mistaken for merriment.

      
      “You understand that the Germans have conquered the Ukraine?”

      
      “So?”

      
      Dr. Karandash looked solemnly at Professor Shevchenko.

      
      “Can it be,” he said, “that you did not notice this?”

      
      They were looking at each other. And then Dr. Karandash saw himself in Professor Shevchenko’s eyes. He began laughing, his
         round frost-pinked face splitting open like a half-ripe pomegranate to show red gums and white teeth.
      

      
      “You take me for a provocateur?” he said. “A GPU man, eh?”

      
      “Not you.” The words, spoken swiftly and softly in German, shocked Dr. Karandash into instant sobriety.

      
      The Professor was staring at him through the misty orbs of his pince-nez.

      
      Dr. Karandash looked at Fomin. The boy had not taken his eyes off them since entering the room.

      
      “Of course,” said Dr. Karandash. “Let us go outside. Let us walk.”

      
      The sun, moving towards its zenith, now gave welcome warmth. Dr. Karandash lit a cigarette. In the act of doing so he observed
         Professor Shevchenko’s frame assume a birdlike tension.
      

      
      “Pardon me,” said Dr. Karandash, “you will have a cigarette?”

      
      With delicacy Professor Shevchenko extracted a cigarette from the large silver case. For a moment he held the cigarette in
         his fingers and then suddenly it disappeared. Dr. Karandash stared as one who sees, but cannot fathom, a conjuring trick. There was a bench near by. They sat down.
      

      
      Dr. Karandash did not quite know how to begin the conversation he had planned the day before.

      
      “You know the Library is ruined?” he said.

      
      “So.”

      
      “Hitler exaggerates,” Dr. Karandash said. “That is why in the end the Germans always fail. Hitler will fail too.” Dr. Karandash
         looked at Professor Shevchenko meaningly. “That will be to our advantage,” he said.
      

      
      “Naturally.”

      
      “Yes,” said Dr. Karandash. “You agree?”

      
      Professor Shevchenko smiled. His small mouth widened into a smile of appalling innocence and candour.

      
      “Here,” he said, “Ukrainian is an approved language.”

      
      “The approved language, but not the spoken language. I understand that Russian is spoken everywhere now. There are many Russians
         in Kharkiv, yes?”
      

      
      “In the villages everyone speaks the Ukrainian.”

      
      “In the villages, yes, and in Siberia.”

      
      “A big place, Siberia.”

      
      “Big enough to hold the Left Opposition, the Workers’ Opposition, the Bundists, Trotskyists, Bukharinites and the rest.”

      
      “Ah, yes, so big.”

      
      “Professor Shevchenko, let us not waste words. Have you heard anything of Kussivizsky?”

      
      “I do not remember.”

      
      “In Kiev,” said Dr. Karandash, heavily, “there were many who did not have the opportunity of remembering. That is why I hurried
         here. I thought to get here before they could begin liquidating the Party members. I am afraid that I am too late. You understand
         me?”
      

      
      Dr. Karandash waited, then he said:

      
      “What of Stalin?”

      
      “It is a name often heard, the great Stalin.”

      
      Dr. Karandash stood up. He clasped his hands behind his back and took a step to one side of the bench, turned and paced back.

      
      “Do not imagine,” said Dr. Karandash, “that I do not know what you are thinking. Or that I do not understand the moral problem.”

      
      He looked searchingly at Professor Shevchenko.

      
      
      “You are asking why I am in alliance with the forces of reaction.”

      
      He raised a white forefinger.

      
      “Because,” he whispered hoarsely, “there is no other alternative. There is only Stalin and the forces opposed to Stalin. There
         is nothing else. It has taken the world a long time, but the world has learned that at last. Until Stalin is destroyed there
         is nothing else, nothing!”
      

      
      Dr. Karandash’s voice took on the authority of a lecturer.

      
      “Of what practical use is it to discuss questions of principle or method? Parliaments? Legal opposition? Socialism? Bureaucracy?
         Democracy? It is academic. Stalin has answered us with his twenty years of history! The Workers’ State has disappeared under
         his personal dictatorship. Before there can be any progress he must be destroyed. If we do not destroy him, he will destroy us. I mean all of us. Look at what has happened in Germany!
         And Spain! Think for a moment what would happen if he should win this war. We Ukrainians know what would happen. Russian chauvinism,
         inflated as it never was under the Czars, running wild, with Europe, the whole world, before it! In the face of this menace
         you take allies where you find them.”
      

      
      Dr. Karandash stood back from the bench.

      
      “There,” he said. “You have my position in a few words.”

      
      “When you make a speech the language is much better,” said Professor Shevchenko.

      
      “It will be necessary to make speeches.”

      
      “Yes, they are permitting speeches?”

      
      “We must act now while the situation is still flexible and they are happy about their victories.”

      
      “The situation is flexible?”

      
      “There is a faction in Berlin which is in favour of a cordon sanitaire. They talk vaguely about the Ostland, about colonising. But they have no firm plans. Indeed they have not the slightest understanding
         of the political situation here.”
      

      
      “The Ostland? A German expression.”

      
      “That hurts you, eh?” Dr. Karandash became confidential. “You know, we could have Ukrainian accepted as an official language—after
         German, of course.”
      

      
      
      Professor Shevchenko smiled.

      
      “At every crisis in the history of our country,” Dr. Karandash continued, “an attempt has been made to suppress the Ukrainian
         language. Why? Because our language is the expression of our independence. Our country is fragmented, but language binds us
         together. We cling to language to preserve our national identity.”
      

      
      Dr. Karandash paused.

      
      “We shall have Ukrainian taught in the schools. We will make it the vehicle of our communication with the masses of workers
         and peasants. Then, as we grow, we shall strengthen the language with literary works, with drama and poetry, papers of scholarship
         and political economy. In a few years we shall have an intelligentsia. The intelligentsia will grow out of the masses and
         it will defend and inspire the masses.”
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