
  
    
      
    
  


		
			The Dark Forest

			By Hugh Walpole.

			[image: ]
		
	
		
			
				Imprint

				[image: The Standard Ebooks logo.]
			
			This ebook is the prod­uct of many hours of hard work by vol­un­teers for Stan­dard Ebooks, and builds on the hard work of oth­er lit­er­a­ture lovers made pos­si­ble by the pub­lic do­main.

			This par­tic­u­lar ebook is based on a tran­scrip­tion from Project Guten­berg and on dig­i­tal scans from the In­ter­net Ar­chive.

			The source text and art­work in this ebook are be­lieved to be in the Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main; that is, they are be­lieved to be free of copy­right re­stric­tions in the Unit­ed States. They may still be copy­right­ed in oth­er coun­tries, so users lo­cat­ed out­side of the Unit­ed States must check their lo­cal laws be­fore us­ing this ebook. The cre­ators of, and con­trib­u­tors to, this ebook ded­i­cate their con­tri­bu­tions to the world­wide pub­lic do­main via the terms in the CC0 1.0 Uni­ver­sal Pub­lic Do­main Ded­i­ca­tion. For full li­cense in­for­ma­tion, see the Un­copy­right at the end of this ebook.

			Stan­dard Ebooks is a vol­un­teer-driv­en project that pro­duces ebook edi­tions of pub­lic do­main lit­er­a­ture us­ing mod­ern ty­pog­ra­phy, tech­nol­o­gy, and ed­i­to­ri­al stan­dards, and dis­trib­utes them free of cost. You can down­load this and oth­er ebooks care­ful­ly pro­duced for true book lovers at stan­dard­e­books.org.

		
	
		
			
				“But the fools, be­cause they cared more deeply, were chosen …”

				Span­ish Nights, Henry Galle­on
			

		
	
		
			To

			Kon­stantine So­moff

			this book is ded­ic­ated

			by his friend the au­thor

		
	
		
			The Dark Forest

		
	
		
			
				Part
				I
			

		
	
		
			
				I

				Spring in the Train

			
			His was the first fig­ure to catch my eye that even­ing in Pet­ro­grad; he stood un­der the dusky lamp in the vast gloomy Warsaw sta­tion, with ex­actly the ex­pres­sion that I was af­ter­wards to know so well, im­pressed not only upon his face but also upon the awk­ward­ness of his arms that hung stiffly at his side, upon the baggy loose­ness of his trousers at the knees, the un­fastened straps of his long black mil­it­ary boots. His face, with its mild blue eyes, strag­gly fair mous­tache, ex­pressed anxi­ety and pride, timid­ity and hap­pi­ness, ap­pre­hen­sion and con­fid­ence. He was in that first mo­ment of my sight of him as help­less, as un­prac­tic­al, and as anxious to please as any lost dog in the world—and he was also as proud as Lu­ci­fer. I knew him at once for an Eng­lish­man; his Rus­si­an uni­form only ac­cen­ted the cathed­ral-town, small pub­lic-school at­mo­sphere of his ap­pear­ance. He was ex­actly what I had ex­pec­ted. He was not, how­ever, alone, and that sur­prised me. By his side stood a girl, ob­vi­ously Rus­si­an, wear­ing her Sis­ter’s uni­form with ex­cite­ment and eager an­ti­cip­a­tion, her eyes turn­ing rest­lessly from one part of the plat­form to an­oth­er, listen­ing with an im­pa­tient smile to the re­marks of her com­pan­ion.

			From where I stood I could hear his clumsy, hes­it­at­ing Rus­si­an and her swift, pre­oc­cu­pied replies. I came up to them.

			“Mr. Trenchard?” I asked.

			He blushed, stammered, held out his hand, missed mine, blushed the more, laughed nervously.

			“I’m glad … I knew … I hope. …”

			I could feel that the girl’s eyes were upon me with all the ex­cited in­terest of one who is ex­pect­ing that every mo­ment of her new won­der­ful ex­per­i­ence will be of a stu­pendous, even im­mor­tal qual­ity.

			“I am Sis­ter Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, and you are, of course, Mr. Dur­ward,” she said. “They are all wait­ing for you—ex­pect­ing you—you’re late, you know!” She laughed and moved for­ward as though she would ac­com­pany me to the group by the train. We went to the train to­geth­er.

			“I should tell you,” she said quickly and sud­denly with nervous­ness, “that we are en­gaged, Mr. Trenchard and I—only last night. We have been work­ing at the same hos­pit­al. … I don’t know any­one,” she con­tin­ued in the same in­tim­ate, con­fid­ing whis­per. “I would be frightened ter­ribly if I were not so ex­cited. Ah! there’s Anna Mi­hail­ovna. … I know her, of course. It was through, her aunt—the one who’s on Prin­cess So­boleff’s train—that I had the chance of go­ing with you. Oh! I’m so happy that I had the chance—if I hadn’t had it. …”

			We were soon en­gulfed now. I drew a deep breath and sur­rendered my­self. The tall, en­er­get­ic fig­ure of Anna Mi­hail­ovna, the lady to whose prac­tic­al busi­ness gifts and un­lim­ited ca­pa­city for com­pel­ling her friends to sur­render their last bow and but­ton in her ser­vice we owed the ex­ist­ence of our Red Cross unit, was to be seen like a splen­did flag wav­ing its fol­low­ers on to glory and de­vo­tion. We were de­voted, all of us. Even I, whose second de­par­ture to the war this was, had after the feeblest res­ist­ance sur­rendered my­self to the drama of the oc­ca­sion. I should have been no gen­tle­man had I done oth­er­wise.

			After the wa­ters had closed above my head for, per­haps, five minutes of strangled, half-protest­ing, half-will­ing sur­render I was sud­denly com­pelled, by what agency I know not, to struggle to the sur­face, to look around me, and then quite in­stantly to for­get my im­mer­sion. The fig­ure of Trenchard, stand­ing ex­actly as I had left him, his hands un­eas­ily at his sides, a half-anxious, half-con­fid­ent smile on his lips, his eyes star­ing straight in front of him, ab­so­lutely com­pelled my at­ten­tion. I had for­got­ten him, we had all for­got­ten him, his own lady had for­got­ten him. I with­drew from the strug­gling, noisy group and stepped back to his side. It was then that, as I now most clearly re­mem­ber, I was con­scious of some­thing else, was aware that there was a strange faint blue light in the dark clumsy sta­tion, a faint throb­bing glow, that, like the re­flec­tion of blue wa­ter on a sun­lit ceil­ing, hovered and hung above the ugly shab­bi­ness of the en­gines and trucks, the rails with scattered pieces of pa­per here and there, the iron arms that sup­por­ted the vast glass roof, the hideous fun­nel that hung with its gap­ing mouth above the wa­ter-tank. The faint blue light was the spring even­ing—the spring even­ing that, en­cour­aged by God knows what brave il­lu­sion, had pen­et­rated even these des­per­ate fast­nesses. A little breeze ac­com­pan­ied it and the dirty pieces of pa­per blew to and fro; then sud­denly a shaft of light quivered upon the black­ness, quivered and spread like a golden fan, then flooded the huge cave with trem­bling ripples of light. There was even, I dare swear, at this safe dis­tance, a smell of flowers in the air.

			“It’s a most lovely …” Trenchard said, smil­ing at me, “spring here … I find. …”

			I was com­pelled by some un­ex­pec­ted sense of fath­erly duty to be prac­tic­al.

			“You’ve got your things?” I said. “You’ve found your seat?”

			“Well, I didn’t know …” he stammered.

			“Where are they?” I asked him.

			He was not quite sure where they were. He stood, wav­ing his hands, whilst the golden sun­light rippled over his face. I was sud­denly ir­rit­ated.

			“But please,” I said, “there isn’t much time. Four of us men have a com­part­ment to­geth­er. Just show me where your things are and then I’ll in­tro­duce you.” He seemed re­luct­ant to move, as though the spot that he had chosen was the only safe one in the whole sta­tion; but I forced him for­ward, found his bags, had them placed in their car­riage, then turned to in­tro­duce him to his com­pan­ions.

			Anna Mi­hail­ovna had said to me: “This de­tach­ment will be older than the last. Doc­tor Nikitin—he’ll take that oth­er doc­tor’s place, the one who had typhus—and An­drey Vassilievitch—you’ve known him for years. He talks a great deal but he’s sym­path­et­ic and such a good busi­ness man. He’ll be use­ful. Then there’s an Eng­lish­man; I don’t know much about him, ex­cept that he’s been work­ing for three months at the Eng­lish Hos­pit­al. He’s not a cor­res­pond­ent, nev­er writ­ten a line in his life. I only saw him for a mo­ment, but he seemed sym­path­et­ic. …”

			Anna Mi­hail­ovna, as is well known to all of us, finds every­one sym­path­et­ic simply be­cause she has so much to do and so many people to see that she has no time to go deeply in­to things. If you have no time for judging char­ac­ter you must have some good com­mon rule to go by. I had known little An­drey Vassilievitch for some years and had found him tire­some. Fi­nally, I did not care about the pos­sib­il­ity of an Eng­lish­man. Per­haps I had wished (through pride) to re­main the only Eng­lish­man in our Otri­ad. I had made friends with them all, I was at home with them. An­oth­er Eng­lish­man might trans­plant me in their af­fec­tions. Rus­si­ans trans­fer, with the greatest ease, their emo­tions from one place to an­oth­er; or he might be a fail­ure and so dam­age my coun­try’s repu­ta­tion. Some such vain and stu­pid pre­ju­dice I had. I know that I looked upon our new ad­di­tions with dis­fa­vour.

			There, at any rate, Dr. Nikitin and little An­drey Vassilievitch were, and a strange con­trast they made. Nikitin’s size would have com­pelled at­ten­tion any­where, even in Rus­sia, which is, of course, a coun­try of big men. It was not only that he was tall and broad; the car­riage of his head, the deep black­ness of his beard, his eye­brows, his eyes, the sure in­de­pend­ence with which he held him­self, as though he were in­dif­fer­ent to the whole world (and that I know that he was), must any­where have made him re­marked and re­membered. He looked now im­mensely fine in his uni­form, which ad­mir­ably suited him. He stood, without his great­coat, his hand on his sword, his eyes half-closed as though he were al­most asleep, and a faint half-smile on his face as though he were amused at his thoughts. I re­mem­ber that my first im­pres­sion of him was that he was so com­pletely be­neath the dom­in­a­tion of some idea or re­mem­brance that, at that mo­ment, no hu­man be­ing could touch him. When I took Trenchard up to him I was so con­scious of his re­mote­ness that I was em­bar­rassed and apo­lo­get­ic.

			And if I was aware of Nikitin’s re­mote­ness I was equally con­scious of An­drey Vassilievitch’s prox­im­ity. He was a little man of a round plump fig­ure; he wore a little im­per­i­al and sharp, in­quis­it­ive mous­taches; his hair was light brown and he was im­mensely proud of it. In Pet­ro­grad he was al­ways very smartly dressed. He bought his clothes in Lon­don and his plump hands had a move­ment fa­mil­i­ar to all his friends, a flick­er of his hands to his coat, his waist­coat, his trousers, to brush off some ima­gin­ary speck of dust. It was ob­vi­ous now that he had giv­en very much thought to his uni­form. It fit­ted him per­fectly, his epaul­ettes glittered, his boots shone, his sword was mag­ni­fi­cent, but he looked, in spite of all his ef­forts, ex­actly what he was, a rich suc­cess­ful mer­chant; nev­er was there any­one less mil­it­ary. He had dressed up, one might sup­pose, for some fancy-dress ball.

			I could see at once that he was ill at ease, anxious as ever to please every­one, to like every­one, to be liked in re­turn, but un­able, be­cause of some thought that troubled him, to give his whole at­ten­tion to this busi­ness of pleas­ing.

			He greeted me with a warmth that was really genu­ine al­though he be­stowed it upon his merest ac­quaint­ances. His great dream in life was a uni­ver­sal pop­ular­ity—that every­one should love him. At any rate at that time I thought that to be his dream—I know now that there was some­thing else.

			“But Ivan Pet­ro­vitch! … This is de­light­ful! Here we all are! What pleas­ure! Thank God, we’re all here, no delays, noth­ing un­for­tu­nate. An Eng­lish­man? … In­deed, I am very glad! Your friend speaks Rus­si­an? Not very much, but enough? … You know Vladi­mir Stepan­ovitch? Dr. Nikitin … my friend Meester Dur­ward. Also Meester? … ah, I beg your par­don, Tron­sart. Two Eng­lish­men in our Otri­ad … the al­li­ance, yes, de­light­ful!”

			Nikitin slowly opened his eyes, shook hands with me and with Trenchard, said that he was glad to see us and was si­lent again. Trenchard stammered and blushed, said some­thing in very bad Rus­si­an, then glanced anxiously, with an eager light in his mild blue eyes, in the dir­ec­tion of the ex­cited crowd that chattered and stirred about the train. There was some­thing, in that look of his, that both touched and ir­rit­ated me. What does he come for? I thought to my­self. With his bad Rus­si­an and his Eng­lish pre­ju­dices. Of course he’ll be lonely and then he’ll be in every­one’s way.

			I could re­mem­ber, read­ily enough, some of the loneli­ness of those first months of my own, when both war and the Rus­si­ans had differed so from my ex­pect­a­tions. This fel­low looked just the fig­ure for high ro­mantic pic­tures. He had, doubt­less, seen Rus­sia in the col­ours of the pleas­ant su­per­fi­cial books of travel that have of late, in Eng­land, been so pop­u­lar, books that see in the Rus­si­an a blessed sort of idi­ot un­able to read or write but vi­tally con­scious of God, and in Rus­sia a land of snow, icons, mush­rooms and pil­grims. Yes, he would be dis­ap­poin­ted, un­happy, and tire­some. Upon my­self would fall the chief bur­den of his trouble—I should have enough upon my shoulders without him.

			The golden fan had van­ished from the sta­tion walls. A dim pale glow, with sparkles as of gold dust shin­ing here and there upon that grimy world, faltered and trembled be­fore the rattle and roar that threatened it. Nev­er­the­less, Spring was with us at our de­par­ture. As the bells rang, as the ladies of our Com­mit­tee screamed and laughed, as Anna Mi­hail­ovna showered dir­ec­tions and ad­vice upon us, as we crowded back­wards in­to our com­part­ment be­fore the first jolt of the de­part­ing train, Spring was with us … but of course we were all of us too busy to be aware of it.

			Nikitin, I re­mem­ber, re­duced us very quickly, for all prac­tic­al pur­poses, to a com­pany of three. He lowered one of the up­per beds, climbed in­to it, stretched him­self out and lay in si­lence star­ing at the car­riage-roof. His body was a shad­ow in the half-light, touched once and again by the ges­ture of the swinging lamp, that swept him out of dark­ness and back in­to it again. The re­main­ing three of us did not dur­ing either that even­ing or the next day make much pro­gress. At times there would of course be tea, and then the two Sis­ters who were in a com­part­ment close at hand joined us.

			Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, Trenchard’s lady, was quieter than she had been be­fore. Her face, which now seemed young­er than ever, wore a look of im­port­ant ser­i­ous­ness as though she were con­scious of the in­de­cency of her earli­er ex­cite­ment. She spoke very little, but no one could be in her pres­ence without feel­ing the force of her vi­tal­ity like some ham­mer, si­lent but of im­mense power, beat­ing re­lent­lessly upon the at­mo­sphere. Its ef­fect was the stronger in that one real­ised how ut­terly at present she was un­able to deal with it. Her very help­less­ness was half of her power—half of her danger too. She was most cer­tainly not beau­ti­ful; her nose was too short, her mouth too large, her fore­head, from which her black hair was brushed straight back, too high. Her com­plex­ion was pale and when she was con­fused, ex­cited, or pleased, the col­our came in­to her face in a faint flush that ebbed and flowed but nev­er reached its full glow. Her hands were thin and pale. It was her eyes that made her so young; they were so large and round and cred­u­lous, scorn­ful some­times with the scorn of the very young for all the things in the world that they have not ex­per­i­enced—but young es­pe­cially in all their ur­gent ca­pa­city for life, in their con­fid­ence of car­ry­ing through all the de­mands that the High Gods might make upon them. I knew as I looked at her that at present her eager­ness for ex­per­i­ence was stronger, by far, than her eager­ness for any single hu­man be­ing. I wondered wheth­er Trenchard knew that. He was, bey­ond dis­cus­sion, most des­per­ately in love; the love of a shy man who has for so many years wondered and dreamed and finds, when the real­ity comes to him, that it is more, far more, than he had ex­pec­ted. When she came in to us he sat very quietly by her side and talked, if he talked at all, to the oth­er Sis­ter, a stout com­fort­able wo­man with no il­lu­sions, no ex­pect­a­tions, im­mense ca­pa­city and an in­tensely ser­i­ous at­ti­tude to food and drink.

			Trenchard let his eyes rest upon his lady’s face whenev­er she was un­aware, but I could see that he was des­per­ately anxious not to of­fend her. His at­ti­tude to all wo­men, even to Anna Pet­ro­vna, the moth­erly Sis­ter, was that of a man who has al­ways blundered in their com­pany, who has been mocked, per­haps, for his mis­takes. I could see, how­ever, that his pride in his new pos­ses­sion, his pride and his hap­pi­ness, car­ried with it an ab­so­lute as­sur­ance of his se­cur­ity. He had no doubts at all. He seemed, in this, even young­er than she.

			Through all that long Spring day we wandered on—wan­der­ing it seemed as the train picked its way through the fields un­der a sky of blue thin and fine like glass; through a world so quiet and still that birds and chil­dren sang and called as though to re­as­sure them­selves that they were not alone. Noth­ing of the war in all this. At the sta­tions there were of­ficers eat­ing zt­chee soup and veal and drink­ing glasses of weak tea, there were end­less moun­tains of hot meat pies; the icons in the res­taur­ants looked down with be­nig­nancy and in­dif­fer­ence upon the food and the sol­diers and bey­ond the sta­tion the light green trees blow­ing in the little wind; the chor­uses of the sol­diers came from their trains as though it were the very voice of Spring it­self. It soun­ded in the dis­tance like—

			
				
					Bar­in­isha Bar­in­isha—Pop.
					

					Bar­in­isha—Pop.
					

					So—la, la—la …
					

					Bar … inisha la.
				

			

			The bell rang, of­ficers with meat pies in their hands came run­ning across the plat­form. We swung on again through the green golden day.

			An­drey Vassilievitch of course chattered to us all. It was his way, and after a very brief ex­per­i­ence of it one trained one­self to re­gard it as an in­ev­it­able back­ground, like the jerking and smoke of the train, the dust, the shrill Rus­si­an voices in the next com­part­ment, the blow­ing of pa­per to and fro in the cor­ridor. I very quickly dis­covered that he was in­tensely con­scious of Nikitin, who scarcely through­out the day moved from his up­per bunk. An­drey Vassilievitch handed him his tea, brought his meat pies and sand­wiches from the sta­tion, and offered him news­pa­pers. He did not, how­ever, speak to him and I was aware that through­out that long day he was nev­er once un­con­scious of him. His chat­ter, which was al­ways the most ir­re­press­ible thing in the world, had, per­haps, today some dir­ec­tion be­hind it. For the first time in my long ac­quaint­ance with An­drey Vassilievitch he in­ter­ested me. The little man was dis­tressed by the heat and dirt; his fin­gers were al­ways flick­er­ing about his clothes. He was in­tensely po­lite to every­one, es­pe­cially to Trenchard, pay­ing him many com­pli­ments about Eng­land and the Eng­lish. The Eng­lish were the only “sports­men” in the world. He had been once in Lon­don for a week; it had rained very much, but one af­ter­noon it had been fine, and then what clothes he had seen! But the City! He had been down in­to the City and was lost in ad­mir­a­tion; he had also been lost in prac­tic­al earn­est and had ap­pealed to one of the splen­did po­lice­men as to the way to Hol­born Via­duct, a name that he was quite un­able to pro­nounce. This in­cid­ent he told us sev­er­al times. Mean­while … he hoped he might ask without of­fence … what was our Navy do­ing? Why wer­en’t our sub­mar­ines as act­ive as the Ger­man sub­mar­ines? And in France … how many sol­diers had we now? He did hope that he was not of­fend­ing. … He spoke rap­idly and in­dis­tinctly and much of his con­ver­sa­tion Trenchard did not un­der­stand; he made some rather stu­pid replies and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna laughed.

			She spoke Eng­lish very well, with an ac­cent that was charm­ing. She had had, she said, an Eng­lish nurse, and then an Eng­lish gov­erness.

			Of course they asked me many ques­tions about the fu­ture. Would we be close to the Front? How many versts? Would there be plenty of work, and would we really see things? We wanted to be use­ful, no use go­ing if we were not to be use­ful. How many Sis­ters were there then already? Were they “sym­path­et­ic”? Was Mo­lo­zov, the head of the Otri­ad, an agree­able man? Was he kind, or would he be angry about simply noth­ing? Who would band­age and who would feed the vil­la­gers and who would bathe the sol­diers? Were the of­ficers of the Ninth Army pleas­ant to us? Where? Who? When? The day slipped away, the col­ours were drawn from the sky, the fields, the hills, the stars came out in their myri­ads, thickly clustered in ropes, and lakes and coils of light; the air was scen­ted with flowers. The second night passed.

			The great­er part of the next day was spent in H——, a snug town with a little park like a clean handker­chief, streets with col­oured shops, neat and fresh-painted like toys from a toy­shop, little blue trains, statues of be­wigged eight­eenth-cen­tury kings and dukes, and a res­taur­ant, painted Wat­teau-fash­ion with bright green groves, ladies in hoops and powder, and long-legged sheep. Here we wandered, five of us. Nikitin told us that he would meet us at the sta­tion that even­ing. He had his own busi­ness in the place. The little town was de­livered over to the Rus­si­an army but seemed happy enough in its de­liv­er­ance. I have nev­er real­ised in any place more com­pletely the spir­it of bright cheer­ful­ness, and the sol­diers who thronged the little streets were as far from alarm and thun­der as the painted sheep in the res­taur­ant. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was as ex­cited as though she had nev­er been in a town be­fore. She bought a num­ber of things in the little ex­pens­ive shops—eau de co­logne, sweets, an elec­tric lamp, a wrist­watch, and some pre­served fruit. Trenchard made her presents; she thanked him with a grat­it­ude that made him so happy that he stumbled over his sword more than ever, blush­ing and push­ing his cap back from his head. There are some who might have laughed at him, car­ry­ing her par­cels, his face flushed, his legs knock­ing against one an­oth­er, but it was here, at H——, that, for the first time, I pos­it­ively began to like him. By the even­ing when we were as­sembled in the sta­tion again as I looked at him stand­ing, wait­ing for dir­ec­tions, smil­ing, hot, un­tidy and awk­ward, I knew that I liked him very much in­deed. …

			Our new train over­flowed: with the greatest dif­fi­culty we se­cured a small wooden com­part­ment with seats sharp and nar­row and a smell of cab­bage, bad to­bacco, and dirty clothes. The floor was littered with sun­flower seeds and the pa­per wrap­pings of cheap sweets. The air came in hot stale gusts down the cor­ridor, met the yet closer air of our car­riage, battled with it and re­tired de­feated. We flung open the win­dows and a cloud of dust rose gaily to meet us. The whole of the Rus­si­an army seemed to be sur­ging upon the plat­form; or­der­lies were search­ing for their mas­ters, of­ficers shout­ing for their or­der­lies, sol­diers stag­ger­ing along un­der bundles of clothes and rugs and pil­lows; here a group stand­ing pa­tiently, each man with his blue-painted kettle and on his face that ex­pres­sion of happy, half-amused, half-in­quis­it­ive, wholly ami­able tol­er­ance which re­veals the Rus­si­an sol­dier’s fa­vour­ite at­ti­tude to the world. Two priests with wide dirty black hats, long hair, and soiled grey gowns slowly found their way through the crowd. A bunch of Aus­tri­an pris­on­ers in their blue-grey uni­form made a strange splash of col­our in a corner of the plat­form, where, very con­ten­tedly, they were drink­ing their tea; someone in the in­vis­ible dis­tance was play­ing the balalaika and every now and then some church bell in the town rang clearly and sharply above the tu­mult. The thin films of dust, yel­low in the even­ing sun, hovered like golden smoke un­der the sta­tion roof. At last with a re­luct­ant jerk and shiver the train was slowly per­suaded to tot­ter in­to the even­ing air; the even­ing scents were again around us, the balalaika, now upon the train, hummed be­hind us, as we pushed out upon her last night’s jour­ney.

			The two Sis­ters had the seats by the win­dows; Nikitin curled up his great length in an­oth­er corner and An­drey Vassilievitch settled him­self with much grunt­ing and many ex­clam­a­tions be­side him. I and Trenchard sat stiffly on the oth­er side.

			I had, long ago, ac­cus­tomed my­self to sleep in any po­s­i­tion on any oc­ca­sion, how­ever sud­den it might be, and I fan­cied that I should now, in a mo­ment, be asleep, al­though I had nev­er, in my long trav­el­ling ex­per­i­ence, known great­er dis­com­fort. I looked at the dim lamp, at the square patch bey­ond the win­dows, at Nikitin’s long body, which seemed nev­er­the­less so per­fectly com­fort­able, and at An­drey Vassilievitch’s short fat one, which was so ob­vi­ously miser­ably un­com­fort­able; I smelt the cab­bage, the dust, the sun­flower seeds; first one bone then an­oth­er ached, in the centre of my back there was an in­tol­er­able ir­rit­a­tion; above all, there was in my brain some strange in­sist­ent com­pul­sion, as though someone were for­cing me to re­mem­ber some­thing that I had for­got­ten, or as though again someone were fore­warn­ing me of some per­il or com­plic­a­tion. I had, very dis­tinctly, that im­pres­sion, so fa­mil­i­ar to all of us, of passing through some ex­per­i­ence already known: I had seen already the dim lamp, the square patch of even­ing sky, Nikitin, An­drey Vassilievitch. … I knew that in a mo­ment Trenchard. … He did. … He touched my arm.

			“Can you sleep?” he whispered.

			“No,” I answered.

			“It’s ter­ribly hot, close—smell. … Are you go­ing to sleep?”

			“No,” I whispered back again.

			“Let us move in­to the cor­ridor. It will be cool­er there.”

			There seemed to me quite a new sound of de­term­in­a­tion and re­solve in his voice. His nervous­ness had left him with the day­light. He led the way out of the car­riage, turned down the little seats in the cor­ridor, provided ci­gar­ettes.

			“It isn’t much bet­ter here, but we’ll have the win­dow open. It’ll get bet­ter. This is really war, isn’t it, be­ing so un­com­fort­able as this? I feel as though things were really be­gin­ning.”

			“Well, we shall be there to­mor­row night,” I answered him. “I hope you’re not go­ing to be dis­ap­poin­ted.”

			“Dis­ap­poin­ted in what?” His voice was quite sharp as he spoke to me, “You don’t know what I want.”

			“I sup­pose you’re like the rest of us. You want to see what war really is. You want to do some good if you can. You want to be ser­i­ously oc­cu­pied in it to pre­vent your think­ing too much about it. Then, be­cause you’re Eng­lish, you want to see what the Rus­si­ans are really like. You’re curi­ous and sym­path­et­ic, in­quis­it­ive and, per­haps, a little sen­ti­ment­al about it. … Am I right?”

			“No, not quite—there are oth­er things. I’d like to tell you. Do you mind,” he said sud­denly look­ing up straight in­to my face with a con­fid­ing smile that was es­pe­cially his own, “if I talk, if I tell you why I’ve come? I’ve no right, I don’t know you—but I’m so happy to­night that I must talk—I’m so happy that I feel as though I shall nev­er get through the night alive.”

			Of our con­ver­sa­tion after this, or rather of his talk, ex­cited, eager, in­tim­ate and shy, old and wise and very, very young, I re­mem­ber now, I think, every word with es­pe­cial vivid­ness. After events were to fix it all in my brain with pe­cu­li­ar ac­cur­acy, but his nar­ra­tion had that night of it­self its own in­di­vidu­al qual­ity. His was no or­din­ary per­son­al­ity, or, at any rate, the es­pe­cial cir­cum­stances of the time drove it in­to no or­din­ary shape, and I be­lieve that nev­er be­fore in all his days had he spoken freely and eagerly to any­one. It was simply to­night his ex­ulta­tion and hap­pi­ness that im­pelled him, per­haps also some sense of high ad­ven­ture that his ro­mantic char­ac­ter would, most in­ev­it­ably, ex­tract from our ex­ped­i­tion and its pur­poses.

			At any rate, I listened, say­ing a word now and then, whilst the hour grew dark, lit only by the stars, then trembled in­to a pale dawn over­laden with grey dense clouds, which again broke, rolled away, be­fore an­oth­er shin­ing, glit­ter­ing morn­ing. I re­mem­ber that it was broad day­light when we, at last, left the cor­ridor.

			“I’m thirty-three,” he said. “I don’t feel it, of course; I seem to be now only just be­gin­ning life. I’m a very un­prac­tic­al per­son and in that way, per­haps, I’m young­er than my age.”

			I re­mem­ber that I said some­thing to him about his, most cer­tainly, ap­pear­ing young­er.

			“Most cer­tainly I do. I’m just the same as when I went up to Cam­bridge and I was then as when I first went to Rugby. Noth­ing seems to have had any ef­fect upon me—ex­cept, per­haps, these last two days. Do you know Gle­beshire?” he asked me ab­ruptly.

			I said that I had spent one sum­mer there with a read­ing party.

			“Ah,” he answered, smil­ing, “I can tell, by the way you say that, that you don’t really know it at all. To us Gle­beshire people it’s im­possible to speak of it so eas­ily. There are Trenchards all over Gle­beshire, you know, lots of them. In Pol­chester, our cathed­ral town, where I was born, there are at least four Trenchard fam­il­ies. Then in Truxe, at Garth, at Ras­selas, at Clin­ton—but why should I both­er you with all this? It’s only to tell you that the Trenchards are simply Gle­beshire forever and ever. To a Trenchard, any­where in the world, Gle­beshire is hearth and home.”

			“I be­lieve I’ve met,” I said, “your Trenchards of Garth. George Trenchard. … She was a Faun­der. They have a house in West­min­ster. There’s a charm­ing Miss Trenchard with whom I danced.”

			“Yes, those are the George Trenchards,” he answered with eager­ness and de­light, as though I had formed a new link with him. “Fancy your know­ing them! How small the world is! My fath­er was a cous­in, a first cous­in, of George Trenchard’s. The girl—you must mean Mil­lie—is de­light­ful. Kath­er­ine, the eld­er sis­ter, is mar­ried now. She too is charm­ing, but in a dif­fer­ent, graver way.”

			He spoke of them all with a ser­i­ous linger­ing pleas­ure, as though he were sum­mon­ing them all in­to the dusty, stuffy cor­ridor, car­ry­ing them with him in­to these strange coun­tries and per­il­ous ad­ven­tures.

			“They al­ways laughed at me—Mil­lie es­pe­cially; I’ve stayed some­times with them at Garth. But I didn’t mean really to talk about them—I only wanted to show you how deeply Gle­beshire mat­ters to the Trenchards, and whatever hap­pens, wherever a Trenchard goes, he al­ways really takes Gle­beshire with him. I was born in Pol­chester, as I said. My fath­er had a little prop­erty there, but we al­ways lived in a little round bow-win­dowed house in the Cathed­ral Close. I was simply brought up on the Cathed­ral. From my bed­room win­dows I looked on the whole of it. In our draw­ing-room you could hear the boom­ing of the or­gan. I was al­ways watch­ing the can­ons cross­ing the cathed­ral green, count­ing the strokes of the cathed­ral bell, listen­ing to the caw­ing of the cathed­ral rooks, smelling the cathed­ral smell of cold stone, wet um­brel­las and dusty has­socks, look­ing up at the high tower and won­der­ing wheth­er any­where in the world there was any­thing so grand and fine. My mor­al world, too, was built on the cathed­ral—on the cathed­ral ‘don’ts’ and ‘musts,’ on the cathed­ral hours and the cathed­ral pray­ers, and the cathed­ral am­bi­tions and dis­ap­point­ments. My fath­er’s great pas­sion was golf. He was not a re­li­gious man. But my moth­er be­lieved in the cathed­ral with a pas­sion that was al­most a dis­ease. She died look­ing at it. Her spir­it is some­where round it now, I do be­lieve.”

			He paused, then went on:

			“It was the cathed­ral that made me so un­prac­tic­al, I sup­pose. I who am an only child—I be­lieved im­pli­citly in what I was told and it al­ways was my moth­er who told me everything.”

			He was, I thought, the very simplest per­son to whom I had ever listened. The ir­rit­a­tion that I had already felt on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions in his com­pany again re­turned. “My fath­er’s great pas­sion was golf” would surely in the mouth of an­oth­er have had some tinge of irony.

			In Trenchard’s mild blue eyes irony was an in­cred­ible ele­ment. I could fancy what he would have to say to the very gentlest of cyn­ics; some of the sym­pathy I had felt for him dur­ing the af­ter­noon had left me.

			He’s very little short of an idi­ot, I thought. He’s go­ing to be dread­fully in the way.

			“I was the only child, you see,” he con­tin­ued. “Of course I was a great deal to my moth­er and she to me. We were al­ways to­geth­er. I don’t think that even when I was very young I be­lieved all that she told me. She seemed to me al­ways to take everything for gran­ted. Heav­en to me was so mys­ter­i­ous and she had such def­in­ite know­ledge. I al­ways liked things to be in­def­in­ite … I do still.” He laughed, paused for a mo­ment, but was plainly now off on his fine white horse, char­ging the air, to be stopped by no mor­tal chal­lenge. I had for a mo­ment the thought that I would slip from my seat and leave him; I didn’t be­lieve that he would have no­ticed my ab­sence; but the thought of that small stuffy car­riage held me.

			But he was con­scious of me; like the An­cient Mar­iner he fixed upon my arm his hand and stared in­to my eyes:

			“There were oth­er things that puzzled me. There was, for in­stance, the chief doc­tor in our town. He was a large, fat, jolly red-faced man, clean-shaven, with white hair. He was con­sidered the best doc­tor in the place—all the old maids went to him. He was im­mensely jolly, you could hear his laugh from one end of the street to the oth­er. He was mar­ried, had a de­light­ful little house, where his wife gave charm­ing din­ners. He was stu­pid and self-sat­is­fied. Even at his own work he was stu­pid, read­ing noth­ing, care­less and for­get­ful, think­ing about golf and food only all his days. He was a snob too and would give up any­one for the people at the Castle. Even when I was a small boy I some­how knew all this about him. My fath­er thought the world of him and loved to play golf with him. … He was com­pletely happy and suc­cess­ful and pop­u­lar. Then there was an­oth­er man, an old can­on who taught me Lat­in be­fore I went to Rugby, an old, un­tidy, dirty man, whose ser­mons were dull and his man­ners bad. He was a fail­ure in life—and he was a fail­ure to him­self; dis­sat­is­fied with what he used to call his ‘bundle of rot­ten twigs,’ his life and habits and thoughts. But he thought that some­where there was some­thing he would find that would save him—some­where, some­time … not God merely—‘like a key that will open all the doors in the house.’ To me he was fas­cin­at­ing. He knew so much, he was so humble, so kind, so amus­ing. Nobody liked him, of course. They tried to turn him out of the place, gave him a little liv­ing at last, and he mar­ried his cook. Was she his key? She may have been … I nev­er saw him again. But I used to won­der. Why was the doc­tor so happy and the little can­on so un­happy, the doc­tor so suc­cess­ful, the can­on so un­suc­cess­ful? I de­cided that the great thing was to be sat­is­fied with one­self. I de­term­ined that I would be sat­is­fied with my­self. Well, of course I nev­er was—nev­er have been. Some­thing wouldn’t let me alone. The key to the door, per­haps … everything was shut up in­side me, and at last I began to won­der wheth­er there was any­thing there at all. When at nine­teen I went to Cam­bridge I was very un­happy. Whilst I was there my moth­er died. I came back to the little bow-win­dowed house and lived with my fath­er. I was quite alone in the world.”

			In spite of my­self I had a little move­ment of im­pa­tience.

			“How self-centred the man is! As though his case were at all pe­cu­li­ar! Wants shak­ing up and knock­ing about.”

			He seemed to know my thought.

			“You must think me self-centred! I was. For thir­teen whole years I thought of noth­ing but my­self, my miser­able self, all shut up in that little town. I talked to no one. I did not even read—I used to sit in the dark of the cathed­ral nave and listen to the or­gan. I’d walk in the orch­ards and the woods. I would won­der, won­der, won­der about people and I grew more and more frightened of talk­ing, of meet­ing people, of little loc­al din­ner-parties. It was as though I were on one side of the river and they were all on the oth­er. I would think some­times how splen­did it would be if I could cross—but I couldn’t cross. Every year it be­came more im­possible!”

			“You wanted someone to take you out of your­self,” I said, and then shuddered at my own banal­ity. But he took me very ser­i­ously.

			“I did. Of course,” he answered. “But who would both­er? They all thought me im­possible. The girls all laughed at me—my own cous­ins. Some­times people tried to help me. They nev­er went far enough. They gave me up too soon.”

			He evid­ently thinks he was worth a lot of trouble, I thought ir­rit­ably. But sud­denly he laughed.

			“That same doc­tor one day spoke of me, not know­ing that I was near him; or per­haps he knew and thought it would be good for me. ‘Oh, Trenchard,’ he said. ‘He ought to be in a nun­nery … and he’d be quite safe, too. He’d nev­er cause a scan­dal!’ They thought of me as some­thing not quite hu­man. My fath­er was very old now. Just be­fore he died, he said: ‘I’d like to have had a son!’ He nev­er no­ticed me at his bed­side when he died. I was a great dis­ap­point­ment to him.”

			“Well,” I said at last to break a long pause that fol­lowed his last words, “what did you think about all that time you were alone?”

			“I used to think al­ways about two things,” he said very sol­emnly. “One was love. I used to think how splen­did it would be if only there would be someone to whom I could ded­ic­ate my de­vo­tion. I didn’t care if I got much in re­turn or no, but they must be will­ing to have it ready for me to de­vote my­self al­to­geth­er. I used to watch the ladies in our town and se­lect them, one after an­oth­er. Of course they nev­er knew and they would only have laughed had they known. But I felt quite des­per­ate some­times. I had so much in me to give to someone and the years were all slip­ping by and it be­came, every day, more dif­fi­cult. There was a girl … some­thing seemed to be­gin between us. She was the daugh­ter of one of the can­ons, dark-haired, and she used to wear a lilac-col­oured dress. She was very kind; once when we were walk­ing through the town I began to talk to her. I be­lieve she un­der­stood, be­cause she was very, very young—only about eight­een—and hadn’t be­gun to laugh at me yet. She had a dimple in one cheek, very charm­ing—but some man from Lon­don came to stay at the Castle and she was en­gaged to him. Then there were Kath­er­ine and Mil­lie Trenchard, of whom we were talk­ing. Kath­er­ine nev­er laughed at me; she was ser­i­ous and helped her moth­er about all the house­hold things and the vil­lage where they lived. Af­ter­wards she ran away with a young man and was mar­ried in Lon­don—very strange be­cause she was so ser­i­ous. There was a great deal of talk about it at the time. Mil­lie too was charm­ing. She laughed at me, of course, but she laughed at every­one. At any rate she was only cousinly to me; she would not have cared for my de­vo­tion.”

			As he spoke I had a pic­ture in my mind of poor Trenchard search­ing the coun­tryside for someone to whom he might be de­voted, tongue-tied, clumsy, stum­bling and stut­ter­ing, a vil­lage Don Quix­ote with a stam­mer and without a Dul­cinea.

			“They must have been dif­fi­cult years,” I said, and again cursed my­self for my banal­ity.

			“They were,” he answered very gravely. “Very dif­fi­cult.”

			“And your oth­er thoughts?” I asked him.

			“They were about death,” he replied. “I had, from my very earli­est years, a great ter­ror of death. You might think that my life was not so pleas­ant that I should mind, very greatly, leav­ing it. But I was al­ways think­ing—hop­ing that I should live to be very old, even though I lost all my limbs and fac­ulties. I be­lieved that there was life of some sort after death, but just as I would hes­it­ate out­side a house a quarter of an hour from ter­ror of meet­ing new faces so I felt about an­oth­er life—I couldn’t bear all the in­tro­duc­tions and the clumsy mis­takes that I should be sure to make. But it was more per­son­al than that. I had a hor­rible old uncle who died when I was a boy. He was a very ugly old man, bent and whitened and gnarled, a face and hands twis­ted with rheum­at­ism. I used to call him Quilp to my­self. He al­ways wore, I re­mem­ber, an old-fash­ioned dress. Vel­vet knee-breeches, a white stock, black shoes with buckles. I re­mem­ber that his hands were damp and hair grew in bushes out of his ears. Well, I saw him once or twice and he filled me with ter­ror like a fig­ure out of the tapestry up at the Castle. Then he died.

			“Our house was small and badly shaped, full of dark corners, and after his death he seemed to me to haunt the place. He figured Death to me and un­til I was quite old, un­til I went to Rugby, I fan­cied that he was sit­ting in a dark corner, on a chair, wait­ing, with his hands on his lap, un­til the time came for him to take me. Some­times I would fancy that I heard him mov­ing from one room to an­oth­er, bring­ing his chair with him. Then I began to have a dream, a dream that fre­quently re­curred all the time that I was grow­ing up. It was a dream about a huge dark house in a huge dark forest. It was early morn­ing, the light just glim­mer­ing between the thick damp trees. A large party of people gathered to­geth­er in a high empty room pre­pared for an ex­ped­i­tion. I was one of them and I was filled with sharp ag­on­ising ter­ror. Some­times in my dream I drank to give my­self cour­age and the glass clattered against my lips. Some­times I talked with one of the com­pany; the room was very dark and I could see no faces. Then we would start troop­ing out in­to the bit­terly cold morn­ing air. There would be many horses and dogs. We would lead off in­to the forest and soon (it al­ways happened) I would find my­self alone—alone with the drip­ping trees high around me and the light that seemed to grow no light­er and the in­tense cold. Then sud­denly it would be that I was the hunted, not the hunter. It was Death whom we were hunt­ing—Death, for me my uncle—and I would fancy him wait­ing in the dark­ness, watch­ing me, smil­ing, hear­ing his hunters draw off the scent, know­ing that they would not find him, but that he had found me. Then my knees would fail me, I would sink down in a sweat of ter­ror, and—wake! … Brrr! … I can see it now!”

			He shook him­self, turn­ing round to me as though he were sud­denly ashamed of him­self, with a laugh half-shy, half-ret­ro­spect­ive.

			“We all have our dreams,” he con­tin­ued. “But this came too of­ten—again and again. The ques­tion of death be­came my con­stant pre­oc­cu­pa­tion as I grew to think I would nev­er see it, nor hear men speak of it, nor—”

			“And you have come,” I could not but in­ter­rupt him, “here, to the very fort­ress—Why, man!—”

			“I know,” he answered, smil­ing at me. “It must seem to you ri­dicu­lous. But I am a dif­fer­ent per­son now—very dif­fer­ent. Now I am ready, eager for any­thing. Death can be noth­ing to me now, or if that is too bold, at least I may say that I am pre­pared to meet him—any­where—at any time. I want to meet him—I want to show—”

			“We have all,” I said, “in our hearts, per­haps, come like that—come to prove that our secret pic­ture of ourselves, that pic­ture so dif­fer­ent from our friends’ opin­ion of us, is really the true one. We can fancy them say­ing af­ter­wards: ‘Well, I nev­er knew that so-and-so had so much in him!’ We al­ways knew.”

			“No, you see,” Trenchard said eagerly, “there can be only one per­son now about whose opin­ion I care. If she thinks well of me—”

			“You are very much in love,” I said, and loosed, as I had ex­pec­ted, the tor­rents of his hap­pi­ness upon me.

			“I was in Pol­chester when the war broke out. The town re­ceived it rather as though a first-class com­pany had come from Lon­don to act in the As­sembly Rooms for a fort­night. It was dra­mat­ic and pic­tur­esque and pleas­antly pat­ri­ot­ic. They see it oth­er­wise now, I fancy. I seemed at once to think of Rus­sia. For one thing I wanted des­per­ately to help, and I thought that in Eng­land they would only laugh at me as they had al­ways done. I am short­sighted. I knew that I should nev­er be a sol­dier. I fan­cied that in Rus­sia they would not say: ‘Oh, John Trenchard of Pol­chester. … He’s no good!’ be­fore they’d seen wheth­er I could do any­thing. Then of course I had read about the coun­try—Tol­stoy and Turgenev, and a little Dosto­evsky and even Gorky and Chek­hov. I went quite sud­denly, mak­ing up my mind one even­ing. I seemed to be­gin to be a new man out of Eng­land. The jour­ney de­lighted me. … I was in Mo­scow be­fore I knew. I was there three months try­ing to learn Rus­si­an. Then I came to Pet­ro­grad and through the Eng­lish Em­bassy found a place in one of the hos­pit­als, where I worked as a san­it­ar for three months. I did not leave Eng­land un­til Novem­ber, so that I have been in Rus­sia now just six months. It was in this hos­pit­al that I met Miss Krassovsky—Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. From the first mo­ment I loved her, of course. And she liked me. She was the first wo­man, since my moth­er, who had really liked me. She quickly saw my de­vo­tion and she laughed a little, but she was al­ways kind. I could talk to her and she liked to listen. She had—she has, great ideals, great hopes and am­bi­tions. We worked to­geth­er there and then, af­ter­wards, in those beau­ti­ful spring even­ings in Pet­ro­grad when the canals shone all night and the houses were purple, we walked. … The night be­fore last night I begged her to marry me … and she ac­cep­ted. She said that we would go to­geth­er to the war, that I should be her knight and she my lady and that we would care for the wounds of the whole world. Ah! what a night that was—shall I ever for­get it? After she had left me, I walked all night and sang. … I was mad. … I am mad now. That she should love me! She, so beau­ti­ful, so pure, so won­der­ful. I at whom wo­men have al­ways laughed. Ah! God for­give me, my heart will break—”

			As he spoke the heavy grey clouds of the first dawn were part­ing and a faint very li­quid blue, al­most white and very cold, hovered above dim shape­less trees and fields. I flung open the cor­ridor win­dow and a sound of run­ning wa­ter and the first notes of some sleepy bird met me.

			“And her fam­ily?” I said. “Who are they, and will they not mind her mar­ry­ing an Eng­lish­man?”

			“She has only a moth­er,” he answered. “I fancy that Mar­ie has al­ways had her own way.”

			Yes, I thought to my­self. I also fancy that that is so. A sense of al­most fath­erly pro­tec­tion had de­veloped in my­self to­wards him. How could he, who knew noth­ing at all of wo­men, hope to man­age that self-willed, eager, in­de­pend­ent girl? Why, why, why had she en­gaged her­self to him? I fan­cied that very pos­sibly there were qual­it­ies in him—his very child­ish­ness and help­less­ness—which, if they only ir­rit­ated an Eng­lish­man, would at­tract a Rus­si­an. Lame dogs find a warm home in Rus­sia. But did she know any­thing about him? Would she not, in a week, be ir­rit­ated by his in­ca­pa­city? And he—he—bless his in­no­cence!—was so con­fid­ent as though he had been mar­ried to her for years!

			“Look here!” I said, moved by a sud­den im­pulse. “Will you mind if, some­times, I tell you things? I’ve been to the war be­fore. It’s a strange life, un­like any­thing you’ve ever known—and Rus­si­ans too are strange—es­pe­cially at first. You won’t take it badly, if—”

			He touched my arm with his hand while his whole face was lighted with his smile. “Why, my dear fel­low, I shall be proud. No one has ever thought me worth the both­er. I want to be—to be—at my best here. Prac­tic­al, you know—like oth­ers. I don’t want her to think me—”

			“No, ex­actly,” I said hur­riedly, “I un­der­stand.” Gold was creep­ing in­to the sky. A lark rose, tri­umphant. A pool amongst the reeds blazed like a brazen shield. The Spring day had flung back her doors. I saw that sud­denly fa­tigue had leapt upon my friend. He tottered on his little seat, then his face, grey in the light, fell for­ward. I caught him in my arms, half car­ried, half led him in­to our little car­riage, ar­ranged him in the empty corner, and left him, fast, ut­terly fast, asleep.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The School­house

			
			The great­er part of the next day was spent by us in the little town of S——, a com­fort­able place very slightly dis­turbed by the fact that it had been already the scene of four battles; there was just this ef­fect, as it seemed to me, that the af­fairs of the day were car­ried on with a kind of som­no­lent in­dif­fer­ence. … “You may or­der your veal,” the waiter seemed to say, “but wheth­er you will get it or no is en­tirely in the hands of God. It is, there­fore, of no avail that I should hurry or that you should show tem­per should the veal not ap­pear. At any mo­ment your de­sire for veal and my abil­ity to bring it you may have ceased forever.”

			For the rest the town bil­lowed with trees of the young­est green; also birds of the tenderest age, if one may judge by their hap­pi­ness at the spring weath­er. There were many old men in white smocks and white trousers and wo­men in brightly-col­oured ker­chiefs. But, ex­cept for the young birds, it was a si­lent place.

			I had much busi­ness to carry through and saw the rest of our com­pany only at lunch­eon time; it was after lunch­eon that I had a little con­ver­sa­tion with Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. She chose me quite de­lib­er­ately from the oth­ers, moved our chairs to the quieter end of the little bal­cony where we were, planted her el­bows on the table and stared in­to my face with her large round cred­u­lous eyes. (I find on look­ing back, that I have already used ex­actly those ad­ject­ives. That may stand: I mean that, em­phat­ic­ally, and bey­ond every oth­er im­pres­sion she made, her gaze de­clared that she was ready to be­lieve any­thing that she were told, and the more in the telling the bet­ter.)

			She spoke, as al­ways, with that sense of re­strained, sharply dis­cip­lined ex­cite­ment, as though her eager vi­tal­ity were some splen­did if fe­ro­cious an­im­al strug­gling at its chain.

			“You talked to John—Mr. Trenchard—last night,” she said.

			“Yes,” I said, smil­ing in­to her eyes.

			“I know—all night—he told me. He’s splen­did, isn’t he? Splen­did!”

			“I like him very much,” I answered.

			“Ah! you must! you must! You must all like him! You don’t know—his thoughts, his ideals—they are won­der­ful. He’s like some knight of the Middle Ages. … Ah, but you’ll think that silly, Mr. Dur­ward. You’re a prac­tic­al Eng­lish­man. I hate prac­tic­al Eng­lish­men.”

			“Thank you,” I said, laugh­ing.

			“No, but I do. You sneer at everything beau­ti­ful. Here in Rus­sia we’re more simple. And John’s very like a Rus­si­an in many ways. Don’t you think he is?”

			“I haven’t known him long enough—” I began.

			“Ah, you don’t like him! I see you don’t. … No, it’s no use your say­ing any­thing. He isn’t Eng­lish enough for you, that’s what it is. You think him un­prac­tic­al, un­worldly. Well, so he is. Do you think I’d ever be en­gaged to an or­din­ary Eng­lish­man? I’d die of en­nui in a week. Oh! yes, I would. But you like John, really, don’t you?”

			“I tell you that I do,” I answered, “but really, after only two days—”

			“Ah! that’s so Eng­lish! So cau­tious! How I hate your cau­tion! Why can’t you say at once that you haven’t made up your mind about him—be­cause that’s the truth, isn’t it? I wish he would not sit there, look­ing at me, and not talk­ing to the oth­ers. He ought to talk to them, but he’s afraid that they’ll laugh at his Rus­si­an. It’s not very good, his Rus­si­an, is it? I can’t help laugh­ing my­self some­times!”

			Her Eng­lish was ex­tremely good. Some­times she used a word in its wrong sense; she had one or two charm­ing little phrases of her own: “What a pur­pose to?” in­stead of: “Why?” and some­times a double neg­at­ive. She rolled her r’s more than is our habit.

			I said, look­ing straight in­to her eyes:

			“It’s a tre­mend­ous thing to him, his hav­ing you. I can see that al­though I’ve known him so short a time. He’s a very lucky man and—and—if his luck were to go, I think that he’d simply die. There! That isn’t a very Eng­lish thing to have said, is it?”

			“Why did you say it?” she cried sharply. “You don’t trust me. You think—”

			“I think noth­ing,” I answered. “Only he’s not like or­din­ary men. He’s so much young­er than his age.”

			She gave me then the strangest look. The light seemed sud­denly to die out of her face; her eyes sought mine as though for help. There were tears in them.

			“Oh! I do want to be good to him!” she whispered. Then got up ab­ruptly and joined the oth­ers.

			Late in the af­ter­noon an auto­mobile ar­rived and car­ried off most of our party. I was com­pelled to re­main for sev­er­al hours, and in­ten­ded to drive, look­ing for­ward in­deed to the long quiet si­lence of the spring even­ing. Moved by some sud­den im­pulse I sug­ges­ted to Trenchard that he should wait and drive with me: “The car will be very crowded,” I said, “and I think too that you’d like to see some of the coun­try prop­erly. It’s a lovely even­ing—only thirty versts. … Will you wait and come with me?”

			He agreed at once; he had been, all day, very quiet, watch­ing, with that rather clumsy ex­pres­sion of his, the ex­pres­sion of a dog who had been taught by his mas­ter some tricks which he had half-for­got­ten and would presently be ex­pec­ted to re­mem­ber.

			When I made my sug­ges­tion he flung one look at Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. She was busied over some piece of lug­gage, and half-turned her head, smil­ing at him:

			“Ah, do go, John—yes? We will be so cr-rowded. … It will be very nice for you driv­ing.”

			I fan­cied that I heard him sigh. He tried to help the ladies with their lug­gage, handed them the wrong par­cels, dropped del­ic­ate pack­ages, apo­lo­gised, blushed, was very hot, col­lec­ted dust from I know not where. … Once I heard a sharp, angry voice: “John! Oh! …” I could not be­lieve that it was Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. Of course she was hot and tired and had slept, last night, but little. The car, watched by an in­quis­it­ive but strangely apathet­ic crowd of peas­ants, snorted its way down the little streets, the green trees blow­ing and the starlings chat­ter­ing. In a mo­ment the starlings and our two selves seemed to have the whole dead little town to ourselves.

			I saw quite clearly that he was un­happy; he could nev­er dis­guise his feel­ings; as he waited for the trap to ap­pear he had the same lost and aban­doned ap­pear­ance that he had on my first vis­ion of him at the Pet­ro­grad sta­tion. The sol­dier who was to drive us smiled as he saw me.

			“Only thirty versts, your hon­our … or, thank God, even less. It will take us no time.” He was a large clumsy creature, like an eager over­grown puppy; he was one of the four or five Nikolais in our Otri­ad, and he is to be no­ticed in this his­tory be­cause he at­tached him­self from the very be­gin­ning to Trenchard with that faith­ful and ut­terly un­ques­tion­ing de­vo­tion of which the Rus­si­an sol­dier is so fre­quently cap­able. He must, I think, have seen some­thing help­less and un­happy in Trenchard’s ap­pear­ance on this even­ing. San­c­ho to our Don Quix­ote he was from that first mo­ment.

			“Yes, he’s an Eng­lish gen­tle­man,” I said when he had listened for a mo­ment to Trenchard’s Rus­si­an.

			“Like your­self,” said Nikolai.

			“Yes, Nikolai. You must look after him. He’ll be strange here at first.”

			“Slush­aiu.”1

			That was all he said. He got up on to his seat, his broad back was bent over his horses.

			“Well, and how have things been, Nikolai, busy?”

			“Nikak nyet—not at all. Very quiet.”

			“No wounded?”

			“Noth­ing at all, Bar­in, for two weeks now.”

			“Have you liked that?”

			“Tak totchno. Cer­tainly yes.”

			“No, but have you?”

			“Tak totchno, Bar­in.”

			Then he turned and gave, for one swift in­stant, a glance at Trenchard, who was, very clum­sily, climb­ing in­to the car­riage. Nikolai looked at him gravely. His round, red face was quite ex­pres­sion­less as he turned back and began to ab­jure his horses in that half-af­fec­tion­ate, half-ab­us­ive and wholly hu­man whis­per­ing ex­clam­a­tion that Rus­si­ans use to their an­im­als. We star­ted.

			I have men­tioned in these pages that I had already spent three months with our Otri­ad at the Front. I can­not now define ex­actly what it was that made this drive on this first even­ing some­thing ut­terly dis­tinct and apart from all that I had ex­per­i­enced dur­ing that earli­er peri­od. It is true that, be­fore, I had been for al­most two months in one place and had seen noth­ing at all of ac­tu­al war­fare, ex­cept the feed­ing and bandaging of the wounded. But I had ima­gined then, nev­er­the­less, that I was truly “in the thick of things,” as in­deed, in com­par­is­on with my Mo­scow or Pet­ro­grad life, I was. We had not now driv­en through the quiet even­ing air for ten minutes be­fore I knew, with as­sured cer­tainty, that a new phase of life was, on this day, open­ing be­fore me; the dark hedges, the thin fine dust on the roads, the deep purple col­our of the air, beat at my heart, as though they them­selves were help­ing with quiet in­sist­ency to draw me in­to the drama. And yet noth­ing could have been more peace­ful than was that lovely even­ing. The dark plum-col­our in the even­ing sky soaked like wine in­to the hills, the fields, the thatched cot­tages, the streams and the little woods.

			The faint saf­fron that lingered be­low the crests and peaks of rosy cloud showed between the stems of the sil­ver birches like the friendly smile of a happy day. The only hu­man be­ings to be seen were the peas­ants driv­ing home their cows; far on the ho­ri­zon the Carpath­i­an moun­tains were purple in the dusk, the snow on their highest ridges faintly sil­ver. There was not a sound in the world ex­cept the ring of our horses’ hoofs upon the road. And yet this sin­is­ter ex­cite­ment hammered, from some­where, at me as I had nev­er felt it be­fore. It was as though the lovely even­ing were a painted scene lowered to hide some at­ro­city.

			“This is scarcely what you ex­pec­ted a conquered coun­try to look like, is it?” I said to Trenchard.

			He looked about him, then said, hes­it­at­ing: “No … that is … I don’t know what I ex­pec­ted.”

			A curved moon, dull gold like bur­ied treas­ure, rose slowly above the hill; one white star flickered and the scents of the little gar­dens that lined the road grew thick­er in the air as the day faded.

			I was con­scious of some re­straint with Trenchard: He’s prob­ably wish­ing, I thought, that he’d not been so ex­pans­ive last night. He doesn’t trust me.

			Once he said ab­ruptly:

			“They’ll give me … won’t they … work to do? It would be ter­rible if there wasn’t work. I’m not so … so stu­pid at bandaging. I learnt a lot in the hos­pit­al and al­though I’m clumsy with my hands gen­er­ally I’m not so clumsy about that—”

			“Why of course,” I answered. “When there’s work they’ll be only too de­lighted. But there won’t al­ways be work. You must be pre­pared for that. Some­times our Di­vi­sion is in re­serve and then we’re in re­serve too. Some­times for so much as a fort­night. When I was out here be­fore I was in one place for more than two months. You must just take everything as it comes.”

			“I want to work,” he said. “I must.”

			Once again only he spoke:

			“That little fat man who trav­elled with us. …”

			“An­drey Vassilievitch,” I said.

			“Yes. … He in­terests me. You knew him be­fore?”

			“Yes. I’ve known him slightly for some years.”

			“What has he come for? He’s frightened out of his life.”

			“Frightened?”

			“Yes, he him­self told me. He says that he’s very nervous but that he must do everything that every­one else does—for a cer­tain reas­on. He got very ex­cited when he talked to me and asked me wheth­er I thought it would all be very ter­rible.”

			“He is a nervous fussy little man. Rus­si­ans are not cow­ards, but An­drey Vassilievitch lost his wife last year. He was very de­voted to her—very. He is miser­able without her, they say. Per­haps he has come to the war to for­get her.”

			I was sur­prised at Trenchard’s in­terest; I had thought him so wrapt in his own es­pe­cial af­fair that noth­ing out­side it could oc­cupy him. But he con­tin­ued:

			“He knew the tall doc­tor—Nikitin—be­fore, didn’t he?”

			“Yes. … Nikitin knew his wife.”

			“Oh, I see. … Nikitin seems to des­pise him—I think he des­pises all of us.”

			“Oh no. That’s only his man­ner. Many Rus­si­ans look as though they were des­pising their neigh­bours when, as a mat­ter of fact, they’re really des­pising them­selves. They’re very fond of des­pising them­selves: their con­tempt al­lows them to do what they want to.”

			“I don’t think Nikitin des­pises him­self. He looks too happy—at least, happy is not the word. Per­haps tri­umphant is what I mean.”

			“Ah, if you be­gin spec­u­lat­ing about Rus­si­an ex­pres­sion you’re lost. They ex­press so much in their faces that you think you know all their deep­est feel­ings. But they’re not their deep feel­ings that you see. Only their quick tran­si­ent emo­tions that change every mo­ment.” I fan­cied, just at that time, that I had stud­ied the Rus­si­an char­ac­ter very in­tently and it was per­haps agree­able to me to air my know­ledge be­fore an Eng­lish­man who had come to Rus­sia for the first time so re­cently.

			But Trenchard did not seem to be greatly im­pressed by my clev­erness. He spoke no more. We drove then in si­lence whilst the moon, rising high, caught col­our in­to its dim out­line, like a scim­it­ar un­sheathed; the trees and hedges grew, with every mo­ment, dark­er. We left the val­ley through which we had been driv­ing, slowly climb­ing the hill, and here, on the top of the rising ground, we had our first glimpse of the out­posts of the war. A cot­tage had been pos­ted on the highest point of the hill; now all that re­mained of it was a sheet of iron, crumpled like pa­per, propped in the centre by a black and sol­it­ary post, trail­ing thence on the ground amongst tumbled bricks and re­fuse. This sheet of iron was sil­ver in the moon­light and stood out with its sol­it­ary black sup­port against the night sky, which was now break­ing in­to a mil­lion stars. Be­hind it stretched a flat plain that reached to the ho­ri­zon.

			“There,” I said to Trenchard, “there’s your first glimpse of ac­tu­al war­fare. What do you say to every house in your vil­lage at home like that? It’s ghastly enough if you see it as I have done, still smoking, with the look­ing-glasses and flower­pots and pic­tures ly­ing about.”

			But Trenchard said noth­ing.

			We star­ted across the plain and at once, as with “Childe Ro­land”:

			
				
					For mark! no soon­er was I fairly found
					

					Pledged to the plain, after a pace or two,
					

					Than, paus­ing to throw back­ward a last view
					

					O’er the safe road, ’twas gone! grey plain all round:
					

					Noth­ing but plain to the ho­ri­zon’s bound.
					

					I might go on; nought else re­mained to do.
				

			

			Our “safe road” was a rough and stony track; far in front of us on the rising hill that bounded the ho­ri­zon a red light watched us like an angry eye. There were corn fields that stirred and whispered, but no hedges, no trees, and not a house to be seen.

			Nikolai turned and said: “A very strong battle here, Your Hon­our, only three weeks back.”

			By the side of the road stood a little cluster of wooden crosses and be­hind them were two large holes filled now with wa­ter upon which the moon was shin­ing. In these holes the frogs were mak­ing a tre­mend­ous noise.

			“That was shell,” I said to Trenchard, point­ing. The frogs drowned my voice; there was some­thing of a mel­an­choly tri­umph in their cry and their voices seemed to be caught up and echoed by thou­sands upon thou­sands of oth­er frogs in­hab­it­ing the plain.

			We came then upon a trench; the ridge of it stretched like a black cord straight across the corn­field and here for a mo­ment the road seemed lost.

			I got out. “Here, Trenchard. You must come and look at this. Your first Aus­tri­an trench. You may find treas­ure.”

			We walked along in single file for some time and then sud­denly I lost him: the trench, just where we were, di­vided in­to two. I waited think­ing that in a mo­ment he would ap­pear. There was noth­ing very thrill­ing about my trench; it was an old one and all that re­mained now of any life was the blackened ground where there had been cook­ing, the brown soiled cart­ridge-cases, and many empty tin cans. And then as I waited, lean­ing for­ward with my el­bows on the earth­work, the frogs the only sound in the world, I was con­scious that someone was watch­ing me. In front of me I could see the red light flick­er­ing and turn­ing a little as it seemed—be­hind me noth­ing but the star­light. I turned, looked back, and for my very life could not hold my­self from call­ing out:

			“Who’s there?”

			I waited, then called more loudly: “Trenchard! Trenchard!” I laughed at my­self, leant again on the trench and puffed at my ci­gar­ette. Then once more I was ab­so­lutely as­sured that someone watched me.

			I called again: “Who’s there?”

			Then quite sud­denly and to my own ab­surd re­lief Trenchard ap­peared, stum­bling for­ward over some rough­ness in the ground al­most in­to my arms:

			“I say, it’s beastly here,” he cried. “Let’s go on—the frogs. …”

			He had caught my hand.

			“Well,” I said, “what did you find?”

			“Noth­ing—only … I don’t know. … It’s as though someone were watch­ing me. It’s get­ting late, isn’t it? The frogs. …” he said again—“I hate them. They seem to be tri­umph­ing.”

			We climbed in­to the trap and drove on in si­lence.

			I was half asleep when at last we left the plain and dropped down in­to the val­ley bey­ond. I was sur­prised to dis­cov­er on look­ing at my watch that it was only el­ev­en o’clock; we had been, it seemed to me, hours cross­ing that plain. “It’s a silly thing,” I said to Trenchard, “but it would take quite a lot to get me to drive back over that again.” He nod­ded his head. We drove over a bridge, up a little hill and were in the rough moon­lit square of O——, our des­tin­a­tion. Al­most im­me­di­ately we were climb­ing the dark rick­ety stairs of our dwell­ing. There were lights, shouts of wel­come, Mo­lo­zov our chief, sis­ters, doc­tors, stu­dents, the room al­most filled with a table covered with food—cold meat, boiled eggs, saus­age, jam, sweets, and of course a huge sam­o­var. I can only say that nev­er once, dur­ing my earli­er ex­per­i­ence with the Otri­ad, had I been so re­joiced to see lights and friendly faces. I looked round for Trenchard. He had already dis­covered Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and was stand­ing with her at the win­dow.

			I learned at break­fast the next morn­ing that we were at once to move to a house out­side the vil­lage. The fant­ast­ic il­lu­sions that my drive of the even­ing be­fore had bred in me now in the clear light of morn­ing en­tirely deser­ted me. Moreover fantasy had slender op­por­tun­ity of en­cour­age­ment in the pres­ence of Mo­lo­zov.

			Mo­lo­zov, I would wish to say once and for all, was the heart and soul of our en­ter­prise. Without him the whole or­gan­isa­tion so ad­mir­ably sup­por­ted by the en­er­get­ic ladies and gen­tle­men in Pet­ro­grad, would have tumbled in­stantly in­to a thou­sand pieces. In Mo­lo­zov they had dis­covered ex­actly the man for their pur­pose; a large landown­er, a mem­ber of one of the best Rus­si­an fam­il­ies, he had, since the be­gin­ning of the war, giv­en him­self up to the ad­ven­ture with the whole of his en­ergy, with the whole of that great ca­pa­city for or­gan­isa­tion that the man­age­ment of his es­tates had already taught him. He was in ap­pear­ance, short, squarely built, in­clined, al­though he was only thirty-two or three, to be stout; he wore a dark black mous­tache and his hair was already grey. He was a Rus­si­an of the purest blood and yet pos­sessed all the qual­it­ies that the ab­so­lute Rus­si­an is sup­posed to lack. He was punc­tu­al to the mo­ment, sharply ac­cur­ate in all his af­fairs, a shrewd psy­cho­lo­gist but nev­er a great talk­er and, above all, a con­sum­mate dip­lo­mat­ist. As I watched him deal­ing with the widely op­posed tem­pera­ments and dis­pos­i­tions of all our com­pany, sooth­ing one, scold­ing an­oth­er, listen­ing at­tent­ively, cut­ting com­plaints short, com­fort­ing, com­mand­ing, so­li­cit­ing, I mar­velled at the good for­tune of that Pet­ro­grad com­mit­tee. In spite of his kind heart—and he was one of the kind­est-hearted men I have ever met—he could be quite ruth­less in dis­missal or re­buke when oc­ca­sion ar­rived. He had a great gift of the Rus­si­an irony and he could be also, like all Rus­si­ans, a child at an in­stant’s call, if some­thing pleased him or if he simply felt that the times were good and the sun was shin­ing. I only once, in a mo­ment that I shall have, later on, to de­scribe, saw him de­pressed and out of heart. He was al­ways a most cour­teous gen­tle­man.

			I drove now with him in a trap at the head of the oboz, as our long train, with our tents, pro­vi­sions, boxes and beds, was called. We were a fine com­pany now and my heart was proud as I looked back up the shin­ing road and saw the long wind­ing pro­ces­sion of carts and “san­it­ars” and re­membered how tiny an af­fair we had been in the be­gin­ning.

			“Well,” said Mo­lo­zov, “and what of your Eng­lish­man?”

			“Oh, I like him,” I said rather hur­riedly. “He’ll do.”

			“I’m glad you think so—very glad. I was not sure last night. … He doesn’t speak Rus­si­an very well, does he? He was tired last night. I’m very glad that he should come, of course, but it’s un­pleas­ant … this en­gage­ment … the Sis­ter told me. It’s a little dif­fi­cult for all of us.”

			“They were en­gaged the even­ing be­fore they left.”

			“I know … noth­ing to do about it, but it would have been bet­ter oth­er­wise. And An­drey Vassilievitch! Whatever put it in­to Anna Mi­hail­ovna’s head to send him! He’s a tire­some little man—I’ve known him earli­er in Pet­ro­grad! He’s on my nerves already with his chat­ter. No, it’s too bad. What can he do with us?”

			“He has a very good busi­ness head,” I said. “And he’s not really a bad little man. And he’s very anxious to do everything.”

			“Ah, I know those people who are ‘anxious to do everything.’ … Don’t I know? Don’t you re­mem­ber Sis­ter Anna Maria? anxious to do everything, any­thing—and then, when it came to it, not even the simplest band­age. … Nikitin’s a good man,” he ad­ded, “one of the best doc­tors in Pet­ro­grad. We’ve no doc­tors of our own now, you know—ex­cept of course Alexei Pet­ro­vitch. The oth­ers are all from the Di­vi­sion—”

			“Ah, Semy­onov!” I said. “How is he?”

			At that mo­ment he rode up to us. Seen on horse­back Alexei Pet­ro­vitch Semy­onov ap­peared a large man; he was, in real­ity, of middle height but his back was broad, his whole fig­ure thickly-set and mus­cu­lar. He wore a thick square-cut beard of so fair a shade that it was al­most white! His whole col­our was pale and yet, in some way, ex­press­ive of im­mense health and vi­tal­ity. His lips showed through his beard and mous­tache red and very thick. His every move­ment showed great self-pos­ses­sion and con­fid­ence. He had, in­deed, far more per­son­al­ity than any oth­er mem­ber of our Otri­ad.

			Al­though he was an ex­tremely cap­able doc­tor his main busi­ness in life seemed to be self-in­dul­gence. He ap­par­ently did not know the mean­ing of the word “re­straint.” The ser­i­ous ques­tions in life to him were food, drink, wo­men.

			He be­lieved in no wo­man’s vir­tue and no man’s sin­cer­ity. He hailed any­one as a friend but if he con­sidered someone a fool he said so im­me­di­ately. He con­cealed his opin­ions from no one.

			When he was at work his in­dul­gence seemed for the mo­ment to leave him. He was a sur­geon of the first or­der and loved his pro­fes­sion. He was a man now of fifty, but had nev­er mar­ried, pre­fer­ring a long suc­ces­sion of mis­tresses—wo­men who had loved him, at whom he had al­ways laughed, to whom he had been kind in a care­less fash­ion. … He al­ways de­clared that no wo­man had ever touched his heart.

			He had come to the war vol­un­tar­ily, for­sak­ing a very luc­rat­ive prac­tice. This was al­ways a puzzle to me. He had no ro­mantic no­tions about the war, no al­tru­ist­ic com­pul­sions, no high con­cep­tions of his duty … no one had worked more mag­ni­fi­cently in the war than he. He could not be said to be pop­u­lar amongst us; we were all of us per­haps a little afraid of him. He cared, so ob­vi­ously, for none of us. But we ad­mired his vi­tal­ity, his cour­age, his in­de­pend­ence. I my­self was as­sured that he al­lowed us to see him only with the most cas­u­al su­per­fi­ci­al­ity.

			As he rode up to me I wondered how he and Nikitin would fare. These were two per­son­al­it­ies worthy of at­ten­tion. Also, what would he think of Trenchard? His opin­ion of any­one had great weight amongst us.

			I had not seen him last night and he leant over his horse now and shook hands with me with a warm friend­li­ness that sur­prised me. He laughed, joked, was evid­ently in ex­cel­lent spir­its. He rode on a little, then came back to us.

			“I like your new Sis­ter,” he said. “She’s charm­ing.”

			“She’s en­gaged,” I answered, “to the new Eng­lish­man.”

			“Ah! the new Eng­lish­man!” He laughed. “Apo­lo­gies, Ivan An­dreievitch (my­self), to your coun­try … but really … what’s he go­ing to do with us?”

			“He’ll work,” I said, sur­prised at the heat that I felt in Trenchard’s de­fence. “He’s a splen­did fel­low.”

			“I have no doubt”—again Semy­onov laughed. “We all know your en­thu­si­asms, Ivan An­dreievitch, … but an Eng­lish­man! Ye Bogu! …”

			“En­gaged to that girl!” I heard him re­peat to him­self as again he rode for­ward. Trenchard, little An­drey Vassilievitch, Semy­onov, Nikitin … yes, there was prom­ise of much de­vel­op­ment here.

			We had dropped down in­to the val­ley and, at a sud­den turn, saw the school­house in front of us. It is be­fore me now as I write with its long low white­washed two-stor­ied front, its dormer-win­dows, its roof faintly pink with a dark red bell-tower perched on the top. Be­hind it is a long green field stretch­ing to where hills, faintly blue in the morn­ing light, rose, with very gradu­al slopes against the sky. To the right I could see there was a garden hid­den now by trees, on the left a fine old barn, its thatched roof deep brown, the props sup­port­ing it black with age. In front of the pillared porch there was a little square of white cobble­stones and in the middle of these an old grey sun­di­al. The whole place was bathed in the ab­so­lute peace of the spring morn­ing.

			As we drove up a little old lady with two tiny chil­dren cling­ing to her skirts came to the porch. I could see, as we came up to her, that she was trem­bling with ter­ror; she put up her hand to her white hair, clutched again des­per­ately the two chil­dren, found at last her voice and hoped that we would be “in­dul­gent.”

			Mo­lo­zov as­sured her that she would suf­fer in no kind of way, that we must use her school for a week or so and that any loss or dam­age that she in­curred would of course be made up to her. She was then, of a sud­den, im­mensely flu­ent, ex­plain­ing that her hus­band—“a most ex­cel­lent hus­band to me in every way one might say”—had been dead fif­teen years now, that her two sons were both fight­ing for the Aus­tri­ans, that she looked after the school as­sisted by her daugh­ter. These were her grand­chil­dren. … Such a ter­rible year she, in all her long life, had nev­er re­membered. She. …

			The ar­rival of the rest of the Oboz si­lenced her. She re­mained, with wide-open star­ing eyes, her hand at her breast, watch­ing, say­ing ab­sent­mindedly to the chil­dren: “Now Katya. … Now Anna. … See what you’re about!”

			The school was spot­lessly clean. In the school­room the rough benches were marked with names and crosses. On the white­washed walls were col­oured maps of Galicia and tables of the Aus­tri­an kings and queens; on the black­board still an un­fin­ished arith­met­ic­al sum and on the mas­ter’s desk a pile of ex­er­cise books.

			In a mo­ment everything was changed; the san­it­ars had turned the school­room in­to a dorm­it­ory, an­oth­er room was to be our din­ing-room, an­oth­er a bed­room for the Sis­ters. In the high raftered kit­chen our mid­day meal was already cook­ing; the little cobbled court was piled high with lug­gage. In the field bey­ond the house the san­it­ars had pitched their tents.

			I walked out in­to the little garden—a charm­ing place with yew hedges, a lichen-covered well and old thick apple-trees, and here I found an old man in a broad-brimmed straw hat tend­ing the bees. The hives were open and he was work­ing with a knife whilst the bees hung in a trem­bling hov­er­ing cloud about him. I spoke to him but he paid no at­ten­tion to me at all. I watched him then spoke again; he straightened him­self then looked at me for a mo­ment with eyes full of scorn. Words of fury, of ab­use per­haps, seemed to tremble on his lips, then shak­ing his head he turned his back upon me and con­tin­ued his work. Be­hind us I could hear the sol­diers break­ing the garden-fence to make stakes for their tents.

			Here we were for a fort­night and it was strange to me, in the days of stress and ex­cite­ment that fol­lowed, to look back to that fort­night and re­mem­ber that we had, so many of us, been rest­less and dis­con­ten­ted at the quiet of it. Oddly enough, of all the many back­grounds that were, dur­ing the next months, to fol­low in pro­ces­sion be­hind me, there only re­main to me with en­dur­ing vi­tal­ity: this school­house at O——, the banks of the River Nestor which I had in­deed good reas­on to re­mem­ber, and fi­nally the forest of S——. How strange a con­trast, that school­house with its little garden and white cobbles and that forest which will, to the end of my life, ever haunt my dreams.

			And yet, by its very con­trast, how fit­ting a back­ground to our Pro­logue this school­house made! I won­der wheth­er Nikitin sees it still in his vis­ions? Trenchard and Semy­onov … does it mean any­thing to them, where they now are? First of them all, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. … I see her still, bend­ing over the well look­ing down, then sud­denly fling­ing her head back, laugh­ing as we stood be­hind her, the sun­light through the apple-trees flash­ing in her eyes. … That fort­night must be to many of us of how iron­ic, of how tra­gic a tran­quil­lity!

			So we settled down and did our best to be­come hap­pily ac­cus­tomed to one an­oth­er. Our own im­me­di­ate com­pany numbered twenty or so—Mo­lo­zov, two doc­tors, my­self, Trenchard and An­drey Vassilievitch, the two new Sis­ters and the three former ones, five or six young Rus­si­ans, gen­tle­men of ease and leis­ure who had had some “bandaging” prac­tice at the Pet­ro­grad hos­pit­als, and three very young med­ic­al stu­dents, dir­ectly at­tached to our two doc­tors. In ad­di­tion to these there were the doc­tors, Sis­ters and stu­dents be­long­ing to the army it­self—the Sixty-Fifth Di­vi­sion of the Ninth Army. These some­times lived with us and some­times by them­selves; they had at their head Col­on­el Ob­lon­sky, a mil­it­ary doc­tor of much ex­per­i­ence and wide know­ledge. There were also the reg­u­lar san­it­ars, some thirty or forty, men who were of­ten by pro­fes­sion school­mas­ters or small mer­chants, of a bet­ter class for the most part than the or­din­ary sol­dier.

			It is not, of course, my in­ten­tion to de­scribe with any de­tail the in­di­vidu­als of this com­pany. I have chosen already those of us who are es­pe­cially con­cerned with my present his­tory, but these oth­ers made a con­tinu­ally fluc­tu­at­ing and vari­able back­ground, at first con­fus­ing and, to a stranger, al­most ter­ri­fy­ing. When the army doc­tors and Sis­ters dined with us we numbered from thirty to forty per­sons: some­times also the of­ficers of the Staff of the Sixty-Fifth came to our table. There were oth­er oc­ca­sions when every­one was en­gaged on one busi­ness or an­oth­er and only three or four of us were left at the cent­ral sta­tion or Punkt, as it was called.

			And, of all these per­sons, who now stands out? I can re­mem­ber a Sis­ter, short, plain, with red hair, who felt that she was treated with in­suf­fi­cient dig­nity, whose voice rising in com­plaint is with me now; I can see her small red-rimmed eyes watch­ing for some in­sult and then the curl of her lip as she snatched her op­por­tun­ity. … Or there was the jolly, fat Sis­ter who had trav­elled with us, an ad­mir­able work­er, but a wo­man, ap­par­ently, with no per­son­al life at all, no ex­cite­ments, dreads, an­gers, de­jec­tions. Upon her the war made no im­pres­sion at all. She spoke some­times to us of her hus­band and her chil­dren. She was not greedy, nor pat­ri­ot­ic, neither vain nor humble, neither ego­ist­ic nor un­selfish. She was simply re­li­able.

			Or there was the tall gaunt Sis­ter, in­tensely re­li­gious and ser­i­ous. She was re­garded by all of us as an ex­cel­lent wo­man, but of course we did not like her.

			One would say to an­oth­er: “Sis­ter K——, what an ex­cel­lent work­er!”

			“Yes. How she works!”

			“Splen­did! Splen­did!”

			When ow­ing to the ill­ness of her old moth­er she was com­pelled to re­turn to Pet­ro­grad what re­lief we all felt! How gay was our sup­per the night of her de­par­ture! There was some­thing very child­ish at the heart of all of us.

			Of the young gen­tle­men from Pet­ro­grad I re­mem­ber only three. The fam­ily name of one was Ivan­off, but he was al­ways known to the Otri­ad as Goga, a pet di­min­ut­ive of George. He was per­haps the young­est per­son whom I have ever known. He must have been eight­een years of age; he looked about el­ev­en, with a round red face and wide-open eyes that ex­pressed etern­al as­ton­ish­ment. Like Mr. Toots’, his mind was con­tinu­ally oc­cu­pied with his tail­or and he told me on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions that he hoped I should vis­it him in Pet­ro­grad be­cause there in the house of his moth­er he had many splen­did suits, shirts, ties, that it would give him pleas­ure to show me. In spite of this little weak­ness, he showed a most en­er­get­ic char­ac­ter, will­ing to do any­thing for any­body, eager to please the whole world. I can hear his voice now:

			“Yeh Bogu! Ivan An­dreievitch! … Ima­gine my po­s­i­tion! There was Gen­er­al Polinoff and the whole Staff. … What to do? Only three versts from the po­s­i­tion too and already six o’clock. …”

			Or there was an­oth­er ser­i­ous gen­tle­man, whose mind was con­tinu­ally oc­cu­pied with Rus­sia: “It may be dif­fi­cult for you, Ivan An­dreievitch, to see with our eyes, but for those of us who have Rus­sia in our hearts … what rest or peace can there be? I can as­sure you. …”

			He wore pince-nez and with his long pear-shaped head, shaven to the skin, his white cheeks, pro­trud­ing chin and long heavy white hands he re­sembled noth­ing so much as a large fish hanging on a nail at a fish­mon­ger’s. He worked al­ways in a kind of cold des­per­ate des­pair, his pince-nez slip­ping off his shiny nose, his mouth set grimly. “What is the use?” he seemed to say, “of help­ing these poor wounded sol­diers when Rus­sia is in such a des­per­ate con­di­tion? Tell me that!”

			Or there was a wild rough fel­low from some town in Little Rus­sia, a boy of the most prim­it­ive char­ac­ter, no man­ners at all and a heart of shin­ing gold. Of life he had the very wild­est no­tions. He loved wo­men and would sing South­ern Rus­si­an songs about them. He had a strain of fantasy that con­tinu­ally sur­prised one. He liked fairy tales. He would say to me: “There’s a tale, Ivan An­dreievitch, about a prin­cess who lived on a lake of glass. There was a forest, you know, round the lake and all the trees were of gold. The pond was guarded by three dwarfs. I my­self, Ivan An­dreievitch, have seen a dwarf in Kiev no high­er than your leg, and in our town they say there was once a whole fam­ily of dwarfs who lived in a house in the chief street in our town and sold pota­toes. … I don’t know. … People tell one such things. But for the rest of that tale, do you re­mem­ber how it goes?”

			He could ride any horse, carry any man, was nev­er tired nor out of heart. He had the vaguest ideas about the war. “I knew a Ger­man once in our town,” he told me. “I al­ways hated him. … He was go­ing to Pet­ro­grad to make his for­tune. I hope he’s dead.” This fel­low was called Pet­rov.

			My chief in­terest dur­ing this fort­night was to watch the for­tunes of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and Trenchard with their new com­pan­ions. It was in­stantly ap­par­ent that Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was a suc­cess. On the second day after our ar­rival at the school­house there were con­tinu­al ex­clam­a­tions: “But how charm­ing the new Sis­ter! How sym­path­et­ic! … Have you talked to the new Sis­ter?”

			Even Sis­ter K——, so ser­i­ous and re­li­gious, ap­proved. It was evid­ent at once that Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was, on her side, de­lighted with every­one. I could see that at present she was as­sured that what she wanted from life would be gran­ted to her. She gave her­self, with com­plete con­fid­ence, to any­one and every­one, and, with that tri­umph­ing vi­tal­ity that one felt in her from the first mo­ment of meet­ing her, she car­ried all be­fore her. In the hos­pit­al at Pet­ro­grad they had been, I gathered, “all ser­i­ous and old,” had treated her I fancy with some stern­ness. Here, at any rate, “ser­i­ous and old” she would not find us. We wel­comed, with joy, her youth, her en­thu­si­asm, her hap­pi­ness.

			Semy­onov, who nev­er dis­guised nor re­strained his feel­ings, was, from the first in­stant, strangely at­trac­ted to her. She, I could see, liked him very much, felt in him his strength and ca­pa­city and scorn of oth­ers. Mo­lo­zov also yiel­ded her his in­stant ad­mir­a­tion. He al­ways avoided any close per­son­al re­la­tion­ship with any of us but I could see that he was de­lighted with her vi­tal­ity and en­ergy. She pleased the older Sis­ters by her frank and quite hon­est de­sire to be told things and the young­er Sis­ters by her equally hon­est ad­mir­a­tion of their gifts and qual­it­ies. She was hon­est and sin­cere, I do be­lieve, in every word and thought and ac­tion. She had, in many ways, the na­ive pur­ity, the un­con­sidered faith and con­fid­ence of a child still in the nurs­ery. She amazed me some­times by her ig­nor­ance; she de­lighted me fre­quently by her re­fresh­ing truth and straight­for­ward­ness. She felt a little, I think, that I did not yield her quite the ex­tra­vag­ant ad­mir­a­tion of the oth­ers. I was Trenchard’s friend. …

			Yes, I was now Trenchard’s friend. What had oc­curred since that night in the train, when I had felt, dur­ing the great­er part of the time, noth­ing but ir­rit­a­tion? Frankly, I do not know. It may be, partly, that he was giv­en to me by the rest of the Otri­ad. He was spoken of now as “my” Eng­lish­man. And then, poor Trenchard! … How, dur­ing this fort­night, he was un­happy! It had be­gun with him as I had fore­seen. In the first place he had been dis­mayed and si­lenced by the gar­ru­lity of his new com­pan­ions. It had seemed to him that he had un­der­stood noth­ing of their con­ver­sa­tion, that he was in the way, that fi­nally he was more lonely than he had ever been in his life be­fore. Then, how­ever strongly he might to him­self deny it, he had ar­rived in Rus­sia with what Nikitin called “his ro­mantic no­tions.” He had read his Dosto­evski and Turgenev; he had looked at those books of Rus­si­an im­pres­sions that deal in noth­ing but snow, icons, and the sub­lime sim­pli­city of the Rus­si­an peas­ant. He was a man whose cir­cum­stances had led him to be­lieve pro­foundly in his own in­ca­pa­city, un­pop­ular­ity, ig­nor­ance. For a mo­ment his love had giv­en him a new con­fid­ence but now how was that same love desert­ing him? He had fore­seen a glor­i­ous cam­paign, his lady and him­self side by side, death and ter­ror fly­ing be­fore him. He found him­self lead­ing a coun­try life of per­fect quiet and com­fort, even as he might have led it in Eng­land, with a crowd of people, strangely un­fa­mil­i­ar to him, driv­ing him, as he had been driv­en in the old days, in­to a host of awk­ward­nesses, con­fu­sions and fool­ish­nesses. I could not for­give Mar­ie Ivan­ovna for her dis­ap­point­ment in him, and yet I could un­der­stand how dif­fer­ent he must have ap­peared to her dur­ing those last days in Pet­ro­grad, when alone with her and on fire with love, he had shown his true and bravest self to her. She was im­pa­tient, she had hoped that the oth­ers would see him as she had seen him. She watched them as they ex­pressed their sur­prise that he was not the prac­tic­al, fear­less and un­ima­gin­at­ive Eng­lish­man who was their typ­ic­al fig­ure. Whilst he found them far from the Kara­mazovs, the Raskolnikovs, of his ima­gin­a­tion, they in their turn could not cre­ate the “sports­man” and “man of af­fairs” whom they had ex­pec­ted.

			To all of this Semy­onov ad­ded, bey­ond ques­tion, his per­son­al weight. He had from the first de­clared Trenchard “a ri­dicu­lous fig­ure.” Whilst the oth­ers were un­fail­ingly kind, hos­pit­able and even in­dul­gent to Trenchard, Semy­onov was openly satir­ic­al, mak­ing no at­tempt to hide his sar­cast­ic irony. I do not know how much Trenchard’s en­gage­ment to Mar­ie Ivan­ovna had to do with this, but I know that “my Eng­lish­man” could not to his mis­for­tune have had a more prac­tic­al, more ef­fi­cient fig­ure against whom to be con­tras­ted than Semy­onov.

			Dur­ing these weeks I think that I hated Semy­onov. There was, how­ever, one si­lent ob­serv­er of all this busi­ness upon whose per­son­al in­ter­fer­ence I had not reckoned. This was Nikitin, who, at the end of our first week at the school­house, broke his si­lence in a con­ver­sa­tion with me.

			Nikitin, al­though he spoke as little as pos­sible to any­one, had already had his ef­fect upon the Otri­ad. They felt be­hind his si­lence a per­son­al­ity that might in­deed be equal to Semy­onov’s own. By little An­drey Vassilievitch they were al­ways be­ing as­sured: “Nikitin! A most re­mark­able man! You may be­lieve me. I have known him for many years. A great friend of my poor wife’s and mine. …”

			They did not ap­pear to be great friends. Nikitin quite ob­vi­ously avoided the little man whenev­er it was pos­sible. But then he avoided us all.

			Upon a lovely af­ter­noon Nikitin and I were alone in the wild little garden, he ly­ing full length on the grass, I read­ing a very an­cient Eng­lish news­pa­per, with my back against a tree.

			He looked up at me with a swift pen­et­rat­ing glance, as though he were see­ing me for the first time and would wish at once to weigh my char­ac­ter and abil­it­ies.

			“Your Eng­lish­man,” he said. “He’s not happy, I’m afraid.”

			“No,” I said, feel­ing the sur­prise of his ques­tion—it had be­come al­most a tra­di­tion with me that he nev­er spoke un­less he were first spoken to. “He feels strange and a little lonely, per­haps … it’s nat­ur­al enough!”

			“Yes,” re­peated Nikitin, “it’s nat­ur­al enough. What did he come for?”

			“Oh, he’ll be all right,” I said hast­ily, “in a day or two.”

			Nikitin lay on his back look­ing at the green, lay­er upon lay­er, light and dark, with golden frag­ments of broken light leap­ing in the breeze from branch to branch. “Why did he come? What did he ex­pect to see? I know what he ex­pec­ted to see—ro­mantic Rus­sia, ro­mantic war. He ex­pec­ted to find us, our hearts ex­plod­ing with love, God’s smile on our simple faces, God’s simple faith in our souls. … He has been told by his cleverest writers that Rus­sia is the last strong­hold of God. And war? He thought that he would be plunged in­to a scene of smoke and flame, shrapnel, hor­ror upon hor­ror, danger upon danger. He finds in­stead a coun­try house, meals long and large, no sounds of can­non, not even an aero­plane. Are we kind to him? Not at all. … We are not un­kind but we simply have oth­er things to think about, and be­cause we are prim­it­ive people we do what we want to do, feel what we want to feel, and show quite frankly our feel­ings. He is not what we ex­pec­ted, so that we prefer to fill our minds with things that do not give us trouble. Later, like all Eng­lish­men, he will dis­miss us as sav­ages, or, if he is of the in­tel­lec­tu­al kind, he will talk about our con­fus­ing sub­tleties and con­tra­dic­tions. But we are neither sav­ages nor con­fus­ing. We have simply a skin less than you. … We are a very young people, a real and genu­ine Demo­cracy, and we care for quite simple things, wo­men, food, sleep, money, quite simply and without re­straint. We show our eager­ness, our dis­gust, our dis­ap­point­ment, our amuse­ment simply as the mood moves us. In Mo­scow they eat all day and are not ashamed. Why should they be? In Kiev they think al­ways about wo­men and do not pre­tend oth­er­wise … and so on. We have, of course, no sense of time, nor meth­od, nor sys­tem. If we were to think of these things we would be com­pelled to use re­straint and that would both­er us. We may lose the most im­port­ant treas­ure in the world by not keep­ing an ap­point­ment … on the oth­er hand we have kept our free­dom. We care for ideas for which you care noth­ing in Eng­land but we have a sure sus­pi­cion of all con­clu­sions. We are pess­im­ists, one and all. Life can­not be good. We iron­ic­ally sur­vey those who think that it can. … We give way al­ways to life but when things are at their worst then we are re­lieved and even happy. Here at any rate we are on safe ground. We have much sen­ti­ment, but it may, at any mo­ment, give way to some oth­er emo­tion. We are there­fore nev­er to be re­lied upon, as friends, as en­emies, as any­thing you please. Ex­cept this—that in the heart of every Rus­si­an there is a pas­sion­ate love of good­ness. We are tol­er­ant to all evil, to all weak­ness be­cause we ourselves are weak. We con­fess our weak­ness to any­one be­cause that per­mits us to in­dulge in it—but when we see in an­oth­er good­ness, strength, vir­tue, we wor­ship it. You may bind us to you with bands of iron by your vir­tues—nev­er, as all for­eign­ers think, by your vices. In this, too, we are sen­ti­ment­al­ists. We may not be­lieve in God but we have an in­tense curi­os­ity about Him—a curi­os­ity that with many of us nev­er leaves us alone, com­pels us to fill our lives, to fill our lives. … We love Rus­sia. … But that is an­oth­er thing. … Nev­er for­get too that be­hind every Rus­si­an’s sim­pli­city there is al­ways his Ideal—his secret Ideal, per­haps, that he keeps like an icon sac­red in his heart. Yes, of every Rus­si­an, even of the worst of us, that is true. And it com­plic­ates our lives, de­liv­ers us to our en­emies, de­feats all our worldly aims, renders us help­less at the mo­ment when we should be most strong. But it is good, be­fore God, that it should be so. …”

			He sud­denly sprang up and stood be­fore me. “To­mor­row I shall think oth­er­wise—and yet this is part of the truth that I have told you. … And your Eng­lish­man? I like him … I like him. That girl will treat him badly, of course. How can she do oth­er­wise? He sees her like Turgenev’s Liza. Well, she is not that. No girl in Rus­sia today is like Turgenev’s Liza. And it’s a good thing.” He smiled—that strange, happy, con­fid­ent mys­ter­i­ous smile that I had seen first on the Pet­ro­grad plat­form. Then he turned and walked slowly to­wards the house.

			What Nikitin had said about Trenchard’s ex­pect­a­tion of “ro­mantic war” was per­haps true, in dif­fer­ent de­grees, of all of us. Even I, in spite of my earli­er ex­per­i­ence, felt some ir­rit­a­tion at this delay, and to those of us who had ar­rived flam­ing with en­ergy, bravery, res­ol­u­tion to make their name be­fore Europe, this feast­ing in a coun­try garden seemed a de­lib­er­ate in­sult. Was this “ro­mantic war?” These long meals un­der the trees, deep sleeps in the af­ter­noon when the pi­geons cooed round the little red bell-tower and the pump creaked in the cobbled court­yard and the bees hummed in the garden? Bees, cold wa­ter shin­ing deep in the well, and the sam­o­var chuck­ling be­hind the flower­beds, and fif­teen versts away the Aus­tri­ans chal­len­ging the Rus­si­an na­tion! … “You know,” An­drey Vassilievitch said to me, “it’s very dis­heart­en­ing.”

			Mar­ie Ivan­ovna at the end of the first week spoke her mind. I found her one even­ing be­fore sup­per lean­ing over the fence, gaz­ing across the long flat field, pale gold in the dusk with the hills like grey clouds bey­ond it.

			“They tell me,” she said, turn­ing to me, “that we may be an­oth­er fort­night like this.”

			“Yes,” I said, “it’s quite pos­sible, or even longer. We can’t provide wounded and battles for you if there aren’t any.”

			“But there are!” she cried. “Isn’t the whole of Europe fight­ing and isn’t it simply dis­gust­ing of us to be sit­ting down here, eat­ing and sleep­ing, just as though we were in a dacha in the coun­try? At least in the hos­pit­al in Pet­ro­grad I was work­ing … here. …”

			“We’ve got to stick to our Di­vi­sion,” I answered. “They can’t have it in re­serve very long. When it goes, we’ll go. The whole secret of lead­ing this life out here is tak­ing ex­actly what comes as com­pletely as you can take it. If it’s a time for sleep­ing and eat­ing, sleep and eat—there’ll be days enough when you’ll get noth­ing of either.”

			She laughed then, swinging round to me, with the dusk round her white nurse’s cap and her eyes dark with her de­sires and hopes and dis­ap­point­ments.

			“Oh, I’ve no right to be dis­con­ten­ted. … Every­one is so good to me. I love them all—even you, Mr. Dur­ward. But I want to be­gin, to be­gin, to be­gin! I want to see what it’s like, to find what there is there that fright­ens them, or makes them happy. We had a young of­ficer in our hos­pit­al who died. He was too ill … he could tell us noth­ing, but he was so ex­cited by some­thing … some­thing he was in the middle of. … Who was it? What was it? I must be there, hunt it out, find that I’m strong enough not to be afraid of any­thing.” She sud­denly dropped her voice, chan­ging with sharp ab­rupt­ness. “And John? He’s not happy here, is he?”

			“You should know,” I answered, “bet­ter than any of us.”

			“Why should I know?” she replied, flam­ing out at me. “You al­ways blame me about him, but you are un­fair. I want him to be happy—I would make him so if I could. But he’s so strange, so dif­fer­ent from his time at the hos­pit­al. He will scarcely speak to me or to any­one. Why can’t he be agree­able to every­one? I want them to like him but how can they when he won’t talk to them and runs away if they come near him? He’s dis­ap­poin­ted per­haps at its be­ing so quiet here. It isn’t what he ex­pec­ted to find it, but then isn’t that the same for all of us? And we don’t sulk all day. He’s dis­ap­poin­ted with me per­haps but he won’t tell me what he wants. If I ask him he only says ‘Oh, it’s all r-right—it’s all r-right’—I hate that ‘all r-right’ of your lan­guage—so stu­pid! What a pur­pose not to say if he wants some­thing?”

			I said noth­ing. My si­lence urged her to a warm­er de­fence.

			“And then he makes such mis­takes—al­ways everything wrong that he’s asked to do. Doc­tor Semy­onov laughs at him—but of course! He’s like a little boy, a man as old as he is. And Eng­lish­men are al­ways so prac­tic­al, cap­able. Oh! speak to him, Mr. Dur­ward; you can, please. If I say any­thing he’s at once so miser­able. … I don’t un­der­stand, I don’t un­der­stand!” she cried, rais­ing her hands with a little des­pair­ing ges­ture. “How can he have been like that in Pet­ro­grad, and now like this!”

			“Give him time, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna,” I answered her. “This is all new to him, con­fus­ing, alarm­ing. He’s led a very quiet life. He’s very sens­it­ive. He cares for you so deeply that the slight­est thing wounds him. He would hide that if he could—it’s his tragedy that he can’t.”

			She would have answered had not sup­per ar­rived and with it our whole com­pany. Shall I ever know a more beau­ti­ful night? As we sat there the moon came up, red-gold and full; the stars were clustered so thickly between the trees that their light lay heavy like smoke upon the air. The little garden seemed to be nev­er still as our candle­light blew in the breeze; so it hovered and trembled about us, the trees bend­ing be­neath their pre­cious load of stars, shud­der­ing in their hap­pi­ness at so good an even­ing.

			We sat there as though we had known that it was to be our last night of peace. … Many times the glasses of tea were filled, many times the little blue tin boxes of sweets were pushed up and down the table, many times the china teapot on the top of the sam­o­var was fed with fresh tea, many times spoons were dipped in­to the straw­berry jam and then plunged in­to the glasses of tea, such be­ing the Rus­si­an pleas­ure.

			There oc­curred then an un­for­tu­nate in­cid­ent. Someone had said some­thing about Eng­land: there had been a joke then about “sports­men,” some al­lu­sion was made to some old story con­nec­ted with my­self, and I had laugh­ingly taken up the chal­lenge. Sud­denly Semy­onov leaned across the table and spoke to Trenchard. Trenchard, who had been si­lent through­out the meal, mis­un­der­stood the Rus­si­an, thought that Semy­onov was try­ing to in­sult him, and sat there col­our­ing, flam­ing at last, si­lent. We all of us felt the awk­ward­ness of it. There was a gen­er­al pause—Semy­onov him­self drew back with a little laugh.

			Sud­denly Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, across the table, in Eng­lish said softly but with a strange eager hos­til­ity:

			“How ab­surd! … To let them all see … to let them know. …” Per­haps I, who was sit­ting next to her, alone heard her words.

			The col­our left Trenchard’s face; he looked at her once, then got up and left the table. I could see then that she was dis­tressed, but she talked, laughed more eagerly, more en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally than be­fore. Some­times I saw her look to­wards the school­house.

			When there came an op­por­tun­ity I rose and went to find him. He was stand­ing near his bed, his back to the door, his hands clenched.

			“I say, come out again—just as though noth­ing had happened. No one no­ticed any­thing, only I. …”

			He turned to me, his face work­ing and with a pas­sion­ate ges­ture, in a voice that choked over the words, he cried: “She should not have said it. She should not … every­one there. … She knew how it would wound me. … Semy­onov. …”

			He pos­it­ively was si­lent over that name. The mild ex­pres­sion of his eyes, the clumsy kind­ness of his mouth gave a ludicrous ex­pres­sion to his rage.

			“Wait! Wait!” I cried. “Be pa­tient!”

			As I spoke I could hear him in the rail­way car­riage:

			“I am mad with hap­pi­ness. … God for­give me, my heart will break.”

			Break­ing from me, des­pair in his voice, he whispered to the empty room, the des­ol­ate row of white beds watch­ing him: “I al­ways knew that I was hope­less … hope­less … hope­less.”

			“Look here,” I said. “You mustn’t take things so hard. You go up and down. … Your emo­tions. …”

			But he only shook his head:

			“She shouldn’t have said it—like that—be­fore every­one,” he re­peated.

			I left him. Af­ter­wards as I stood in the pas­sage, white and ghostly in the moon­light, some­thing sud­denly told me that this night the pro­logue of our drama was con­cluded.

			I waited on the steps of the house, heard the laugh­ing voices in the dis­tance, while over the rest of the world there was ab­so­lute si­lence; then ab­ruptly, quite sharply, across the long low fields there came the rumble of can­non. Three times it soun­ded. Then hear­ing no more I re­turned in­to the house.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The In­vis­ible Battle

			
			On the even­ing of the fol­low­ing day Trenchard, An­drey Vassilievitch and I were sent with san­it­ars and wag­ons to the little ham­let of M——, five versts only from the Po­s­i­tion. It was night when we ar­rived there; no sound of can­non, only on the high hills (the first lines of the Carpath­i­ans) that faced us the scattered watch­fires of our own Sixty-Fifth Di­vi­sion, and in the little vil­lage street a line of cav­alry mov­ing si­lently, without a spoken word, on to the high road bey­ond. After much dif­fi­culty (the vil­lage was filled with the of­ficers of the Sixty-Fifth) we found a kit­chen in which we might sleep. Upon the rough earth floor our mat­tresses were spread, my feet un­der the huge black oven, my head be­neath a gilt pic­ture of the Vir­gin and Child that in the candle­light bowed and smiled, in com­pany with eight oth­er pic­tures of Vir­gins and Chil­dren, to give us con­fid­ence and en­cour­age­ment.

			It was a ter­rible night. On a high pillared bed set in­to the farther wall, an old Galician wo­man, her head bound up in a red handker­chief, knelt all night and prayed aloud. Her daugh­ter crouched against the wall, sleep­ing, per­haps, but nev­er­the­less rock­ing cease­lessly a wooden cradle that hung from a black bar in the ceil­ing. In this cradle lay her son, aged one or two, and once and again he cried for half an hour or so, protest­ing, I sup­pose, against our in­va­sion. There was a smell in the kit­chen of sour bread, mice, and bad wa­ter. The heat was ter­rible but the old lady told us that the grand­child was ill and would cer­tainly die were the win­dow opened. The candle we blew out but there re­mained a little burn­ing lamp un­der the pic­ture of the Vir­gin im­me­di­ately over the old lady’s bed. I slept, but for how long I do not know. I was only aware that sud­denly I was awake, star­ing through the tiny dia­mond-paned win­dow, at the faint white light now break­ing in the sky. I could see from my mat­tress only a thin strip of this light above the heavy mass of dark forest on the moun­tain­side.

			I must have been still only half-awake be­cause I could not clearly di­vide, be­fore my eyes, the true from the false. I could see quite plainly in the dim white shad­ow the face of Trenchard; he was not asleep, but was lean­ing on his el­bow star­ing in front of him. I could see the old wo­man with her red handker­chief kneel­ing in front of her lamp and her pray­er came like the turn­ing of a wheel, harsh and in­cess­ant. The cradle creaked, in the air was the heavy smell, and sud­denly, bey­ond the win­dow, a cock crowed. These things were real. But also I seemed to be in some place much vaster than the stuffy kit­chen of the night be­fore. Un­der the light that was with every minute grow­ing stronger, I could fancy that many fig­ures were mov­ing in the shad­ows; it seemed to me as though I were in some place where great pre­par­a­tions were be­ing made. I fan­cied then that I could dis­cern Mar­ie Ivan­ovna’s fig­ure, then Nikitin, then Semy­onov, then Mo­lo­zov. … There was a great si­lence but I felt that every­one was busily oc­cu­pied in mak­ing ready for some af­fair. This was with half my con­scious­ness—with the oth­er half I was per­fectly aware of the ac­tu­al room, of Trenchard, the creak­ing cradle and the rest.

			Then the forest that had been on the hills seemed to draw closer to the house. I felt that it had in­vaded the garden and that its very branches were rub­bing against the win­dows. With all of this I was aware that I was ima­gin­ing some oc­cur­rence that I had already seen, that was not, in any way, new to me, I was as­sured of the next event. When we, all of us, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, Semy­onov, Nikitin and the rest, were ready we should move out in­to the forest, would stand, a vast com­pany, with our dogs and horses. …

			Why, it was Trenchard’s dream that I was see­ing! I was merely re­peat­ing to my­self his own ima­gin­a­tions—and with that I had sud­denly, as though someone had hyp­not­ised me, fallen back in­to a heavy dream­less sleep. It was already mid­day when I was wakened by little An­drey Vassilievitch, who, sit­ting on my bed and evid­ently in a state of the very greatest ex­cite­ment, in­formed me that Dr. Semy­onov and the Sis­ters Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and Anna Pet­ro­vna had ar­rived from ———, and that we might be off at any mo­ment. I was aware, as he spoke, of a great stir bey­ond the win­dow and saw, passing up through the val­ley, a flood of sol­diers, in­fantry, cav­alry, kit­chens with clumsy black fun­nels bob­bing on their un­steady wheels, can­non, hun­dreds of carts; the sol­diers came up through our own garden tread­ing down the cab­bages, stop­ping at the well near our door and filling their tin kettles, tramp­ing up the road, spread­ing, like smoke, in the far dis­tance, up the high road that led in­to the fur­thest forest.

			“They say—to­night—for cer­tain,” said An­drey Vassilievitch, his fat hand trem­bling on my bed. He began to talk, his voice shak­ing with ex­cite­ment. “Do you know, Ivan An­dreievitch, I am con­tinu­ally sur­prised at my­self: ‘Here you are, An­drey Vassilievitch, here, at the war. What do you make of it? I say to my­self. Just con­sider. … No, but ser­i­ously, Ivan An­dreievitch, of course I must seem to all of you some­thing of a com­ic fig­ure. When my wife was alive—how I wish that you could have known her! Such a re­mark­able wo­man; every­one who met her was struck by her fine char­ac­ter—when my wife was alive I had my po­s­i­tion to sup­port. That I should have been a com­ic fig­ure would have dis­tressed her. But now, who cares? Nobody, you may very truly say. … Well, well. But the point is that this even­ing we shall really be in the thick of it. And—may I tell you some­thing, Ivan An­dreievitch? Only for your­self, be­cause you are an Eng­lish­man and can be trus­ted: to speak quite truth­fully I’m frightened. I say to my­self that one is at the war and that one must be frightened at noth­ing, and still I re­main frightened. … Frightened of what? … I really can­not tell you. Death, per­haps? But no, I should not be sorry to die—there are reas­ons. …

			“And yet al­though I should not be sorry to die, I re­main frightened—all night I was awake—I do my ut­most to con­trol it, but there is some­thing stronger than I—some­thing. I feel as though if I once dis­covered what that some­thing was I should not be frightened any longer. Some­thing def­in­ite that you could meet and say to your­self: ‘There, An­drey Vassilievitch, you’re not frightened of that, are you? What is there to be frightened of? … Why then, you know, I don’t be­lieve I should be frightened any more!’ ”

			I re­mem­ber that he then ex­plained to me that he wished Nikitin had been sent in­stead of Semy­onov. Nikitin was much more sym­path­et­ic.

			“You seem very fond of Nikitin,” I said.

			“We are friends … we have been friends for many years. My wife was very fond of him. I am a lonely man, Ivan An­dreievitch, since the death of my wife, and to be with any­one who knew her is a great hap­pi­ness … yes, a great hap­pi­ness.”

			“And Semy­onov?” I asked.

			“I have noth­ing to say against Alexei Pet­ro­vitch,” he answered stiffly.

			When later I joined the oth­ers at the cot­tage high­er up the road taken by the doc­tors of the Di­vi­sion, I dis­covered Trenchard in an ec­stasy of hap­pi­ness. He did not speak to me but his shin­ing eyes, the eager­ness with which stand­ing back from the group he watched us all, told me everything. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna had been kind to him, and when I found her in the centre of them, her whole body alert with ex­cite­ment, I for­got my an­ger at her earli­er un­kind­ness or, if I re­membered it, laid it to the charge of my own ima­gin­a­tion or Trenchard’s sens­it­ive­ness.

			In­deed we were all ex­cited. How could we fail to be! There was some big busi­ness to­ward, and in it we were to have our share. We were, per­haps this very day, to pen­et­rate in­to the real­ity of the thing that for nine months now we had been watch­ing. All of us, with our little private his­tor­ies like bundles on our backs, are ven­tur­ing out to try our for­tune. … What are we go­ing to find?

			I re­mem­ber in­deed that early on that af­ter­noon I felt the drama of the whole af­fair so heav­ily that I saw in every sol­dier who passed me a mes­sen­ger of fate. They called me to a meal. Eat! Now! How ab­surd it seemed! Semy­onov watched me cyn­ic­ally:

			“Eat and then sleep,” he said, “or you’ll be no use to any­one.”

			Af­ter­wards I went back to the kit­chen and slept. That sleep was the end of my me­lo­drama. I was awakened by a rough hand on my shoulder to find it dark bey­ond the win­dows and Semy­onov watch­ing me im­pa­tiently:

			“Come, get up! It’s time for us to start,” and then moved out. I was con­scious that I was cold and ir­rit­able. I looked back with sur­prised con­tempt to my earli­er dra­mat­ic emo­tions. I was hungry; I put on my over­coat, shivered, came out in­to the even­ing, saw the line of wag­ons sil­hou­et­ted against the sky, listened to the per­fect quiet on every side of me, yawned and was vexed to find Trenchard at my side.

			Why this is ac­tu­ally dull! I thought to my­self. It is as though I were go­ing to some din­ner that I know be­fore­hand will be ex­ceed­ingly tire­some—only then I should get some food.

			I was dis­ap­poin­ted at the lack of drama in the af­fair. I looked at my watch—it was ten o’clock. Semy­onov was ar­ran­ging everything with a mas­terly dis­reg­ard of per­son­al feel­ings. He swore fine Rus­si­an oaths, ab­used the san­it­ars, al­ways in his cold rather satir­ic­al voice, his heavy fig­ure mov­ing up and down the road with a prac­tic­al vivid alert­ness that stirred my envy and also my an­noy­ance. I felt ut­terly use­less. He ordered me on to my wag­on in a man­ner that, in my present half-sleepy, half-surly mood seemed to me ab­om­in­ably ab­rupt. Trenchard climbed up, very clum­sily, after me.

			I leaned back on the straw, let my arms fall and lay there, flat on my back, star­ing straight in­to the sky. … With that my mood sud­denly changed. I was at peace with the whole world. To­night was again thick with a heavy bur­den of stars that seemed to weigh like the sil­ver lid of some mighty box heav­ily down, down upon us, un­til trees and hills and the dim Carpath­i­ans were bent flat be­neath the pres­sure. I ly­ing upon my back, see­ing only that sheet of stars, in my nos­trils the smell of the straw, rocked by the slow dreamy mo­tion of the wag­on, was filled with an ex­quis­ite ease and leth­argy. I was go­ing in­to battle, was I? I was to have to­night the su­preme ex­per­i­ence of my life? It might be that to­night I should die—only last week two mem­bers of the Red Cross—a nurse and a doc­tor—had been killed. It might be that these stars, this straw, this quiet night were round me for the last time. It did not mat­ter to me—noth­ing could touch me. My soul was some­where far away, upon some busi­ness of its own, and how happy was my body without the soul, how con­ten­ted, how un­dis­turbed! I could fancy that I should go, thus rock­ing, in­to battle and there die be­fore my soul had time to re­turn to me. What would my soul do then? Find some oth­er body, or go wan­der­ing, search­ing for me? A star, a flash of light like a cry of hap­pi­ness or of glad sur­prise, fell through heav­en and the oth­er stars trembled at the sight.

			My wag­on stopped with a jerk. Some voice asked: what the dev­il were we do­ing filling the road with our carts at the ex­act mo­ment that such-and-such a Di­vi­sion wished to move.

			I heard Semy­onov’s voice, very cold, of­fi­cial and po­lite. Then again: “Well, in God’s name, hurry then! … tak­ing up the road! … hurry, I tell you!”

			On we jogged again. Trenchard’s voice came to me: he had been, it might be, talk­ing for some time.

			“And so I’m not sur­prised, Dur­ward, that you thought me a ter­rible fool to show my feel­ings as I’ve done this last fort­night. But you don’t know what it is to me—to have some­thing at last in your hands that you’ve dreamed of all your life and nev­er dared to hope for: to have it and feel that at any mo­ment it may slip away and leave you in a worse state than you were be­fore. I’d been wish­ing, these last weeks, that I’d nev­er met her, that I’d simply come to the war by my­self. But now—today—when she spoke to me as she did, asked me to for­give her for what happened last night, my God, Dur­ward! I to for­give her! … But I’ll show her this very night what I can do—this very night! They’ll give me a chance, won’t they? It would be ter­rible if they didn’t. Semy­onov won’t give me a chance if he can help it. What have I done to Semy­onov that he should hate me? What have. …”

			But I didn’t an­swer Trenchard. That part of me that had any con­cern with him and his af­fairs was far away. But his voice had stirred some more act­ive life in me. I thought to my­self now: Will there be some con­crete def­in­ite mo­ment in this af­fair when I shall say to my­self: “Ah, there it is! There’s the heart of this whole busi­ness! There’s the en­emy! Slay him and you have settled the mat­ter!” or, per­haps, “Ah, now I’ve seen the secret. Now I’ve hunted the an­im­al to his lair. This is war, this thing here. Now all my days I re­main quiet. There is noth­ing more to fear”—or would it be per­haps that I should face some­thing and be filled, then, with un­gov­ern­able ter­ror so that I should run for my life, run, hide me in the hills, cov­er up my days so that no one shall ever find me again? …

			I raised my­self on my el­bow and looked at the coun­try. We jol­ted over a little brook, brushed through a thick­et of trees, came on to a path run­ning at the forest’s foot, and saw on our left a little wooden house, a high wood fire burn­ing in front of it. I looked at my watch. It was one o’clock. Already a very faint glow throbbed in the sky. Out of the forest, at long in­ter­vals, came a dull boom­ing sound like the shut­ting of a heavy iron door.

			The wag­ons drew up. We had ar­rived at our des­tin­a­tion.

			“We shall be here,” I heard Semy­onov say, “some five hours or so. You’d bet­ter sleep if you can.”

			A group of sol­diers round the wood fire were mo­tion­less, their faces glow­ing, their bod­ies dark. Our wag­ons, drawn up to­geth­er, re­sembled in the twi­light strange beasts; the two Sis­ters lay down on one wag­on, Semy­onov, An­drey Vassilievitch, Trenchard and I on an­oth­er. My ir­rit­ated mood had re­turned. I had been the last to climb on to the straw and the oth­ers had so settled them­selves that I had no room to lie flat. Semy­onov’s big body oc­cu­pied half the wag­on, An­drey Vassilievitch’s boots touched my head and at in­ter­vals his whole body gave nervous jerks. It was also quite bit­terly cold, which was curi­ous enough after the warmth of the earli­er nights. And al­ways, at what seemed to be reg­u­lar in­ter­vals, there came, from the forest, the banging of the iron door.

			I felt a pas­sion­ate ir­rit­a­tion against An­drey Vassilievitch. Why could he not keep quiet? What, after all, was he do­ing here? I could hear that he was dream­ing. He muttered some wo­man’s name:

			“Sasha … Sasha … Sasha. …”

			“Can’t you keep still?” I whispered to him, but in the cold I my­self was trem­bling. The dawn came at last with re­luct­ance, flush­ing the air with col­our, then with­draw­ing in­to cold grey clouds, then steal­ing out once more be­hind the forest in scattered strips of pale green gold, then sud­denly send­ing up in­to the heav­en a flock of pink clouds like a flight of birds, that spread in ex­tend­ing lines to the ho­ri­zon, cov­er­ing at last a sky now faintly blue, with rosy bars. The flame of the sol­diers’ fire grew faint, white mists rose in the fields, the can­non in the forest ceased and the birds began.

			I sat up on the cart, looked at my sleep­ing com­pan­ions, and thought how un­pleas­ant they looked. Semy­onov like a dead man, An­drey Vassilievitch like a happy pig, Trenchard like a child who slept after a scold­ing. I felt in­tense loneli­ness. I wanted someone to com­fort me, to re­as­sure me against life which seemed to me sud­denly now per­il­ous and re­morse­less; moreover someone seemed to be re­view­ing my life for me and dis­play­ing it to me, lay­ing bare all its use­less­ness and in­sig­ni­fic­ance.

			“But I’m in no way a fine fel­low,” I could fancy my­self cry­ing. “I’m sleepy and cold and hungry. If you’ll re­move An­drey Vassilievitch’s boots for me I’ll lie flat on this wag­on and you can let loose every shrapnel in the world over my head and I’ll nev­er stir. I thought I was in­ter­ested in your war, and I’m not. … I thought no dis­com­fort mattered to me, but I find that I dis­like so much be­ing cold and hungry that it out­weighs all hero­ism, all sense of danger … let me alone!”

			Then some­thing oc­curred. Look­ing down over the side of the cart I saw, to my great sur­prise, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna.

			“You!” I whispered.

			“Hush!” she answered. “Come down.”

			I let my­self down and at once she put her hand in­to mine.

			“Walk with me just a little way,” she whispered, “to those trees and back.” I had no­ticed at once that her voice trembled; now I per­ceived that her whole body was shak­ing; her hand gave little startled quivers un­der mine.

			“You’re cold,” I said.

			“No, I’m not cold,” she answered still in a whis­per, al­though we were now some way from the wag­ons. “I’m frightened, Mr. Dur­ward, that’s what’s the mat­ter—des­per­ately frightened.”

			“Non­sense,” I answered her. “You! Frightened! Nev­er!”

			“But I am. I’ve been ter­ribly fr-frightened all night; and that Sis­ter Anna Pet­ro­vna, he (she some­times con­fused her pro­nouns) sleeps like a log. How can he? I’ve nev­er slept, not for a mo­ment, and I’ve been so cold and every time the can­non soun­ded I wanted to run away. … Oh, Mr. Dur­ward, I’m so ashamed!”

			Then, sud­denly, des­per­ately clutch­ing my hand:

			“Mr. Dur­ward, you’ll nev­er tell any­one, any­one nev­er. … Prom­ise!”

			“Nev­er a soul,” I answered. “It’s only be­cause you’re cold and hungry and sleepy that you think you’re frightened. You’re not frightened really. But wouldn’t you like me to wake Trenchard and get him to come to you. … He’d be so happy? …”

			She star­ted fiercely from me. “Nev­er! Nev­er! Why, what can you think! You must nev­er tell, most of all you must nev­er tell him. … He must nev­er know—noth­ing—”

			The can­non began again. She caught my arm and stood with her body trem­bling, pressed against mine. I could feel her draw a deep breath. As I looked at her, her face white in the dawn, her large eyes star­ing like a child’s, her body so young and slender, she seemed an­oth­er creature, ut­terly, ab­so­lutely apart from the wo­man of this last fort­night.

			“Look here!” I said to her sternly. “You mustn’t go on like this. You’ve got work to do today. You’ve simply got to hold your­self in, to tell your­self that noth­ing can touch you. Why to­night you’ll laugh at me if I re­mind you of this. You’ll. …”

			But there was bet­ter ton­ic than my words, Semy­onov’s voice came to us—“Hullo, you there! It’s five o’clock—we’re mov­ing.”

			She drew her­self sharply away from me. She raised her head, smiled at me, then said:

			“Thank you, Mr. Dur­ward. It’s all well now. There’s Dr. Semy­onov—let us go back.”

			She greeted him with a voice that had in it not the slight­est tremor.

			There comes now a dif­fi­cult mat­ter. Dur­ing the later months when I was to re­flect on the whole af­fair I saw quite clearly that that hour between our leav­ing the wooden house and ar­riv­ing in the trenches bridged quite clearly for me the di­vi­sion in this busi­ness between ima­gin­a­tion and real­ity: that is, I was nev­er after this to speak of war as I would have spoken of it an hour be­fore. I was nev­er again to re­gard the paraphernalia of it with the curi­os­ity of a stranger—I had be­come part of it. This hour then may be re­garded as in some ways the most im­port­ant of all my ex­per­i­ences. It is cer­tainly the oc­ca­sion to which if I were us­ing my in­ven­tion I should make the most. Here then is my dif­fi­culty.

			I have noth­ing to say about it. There’s noth­ing at all to be made of it. …

			I may say at once that there was no atom of drama in it. At one mo­ment I was stand­ing with Mar­ie Ivan­ovna un­der the sun­rise, at an­oth­er I was stand­ing be­hind a trench in the heart of the forest with a bat­tery to my left and a bat­tery to my right, a cuckoo some­where not very far away, and a dead man with his feet stick­ing out from un­der the cloth that covered him peace­fully be­neath a tree at my side. There had, of course, been that drive in the wag­ons, bump­ing over the un­even road whilst the sun rose gal­lantly in the heav­ens and the clanging of the iron door grew, with every roll of our wheels, louder and louder. But it was rather as though I had been lif­ted in a sheet from one life—a life of spec­u­la­tion, of view­ing war from a su­per­i­or and safe dis­tance, of view­ing in­deed all cata­strophe and real­ity from that same dis­tance—in­to the oth­er. I had been caught up, had hung for a mo­ment in midair, had been “planted” in this new ex­per­i­ence. For us all there must have been at this mo­ment some­thing of this passing from an old life in­to a new one, and yet I dare swear that not for any one of us was there any drama, any thrill, any ex­cite­ment. We stood, a rather lonely little group, in the forest clear­ing whilst the sol­diers in the trench flung us a care­less glance, then turned back to their busi­ness of the day with an in­dif­fer­ence that showed how or­din­ary and drab a thing cus­tom had made it.

			Yes, we made a des­ol­ate little group. Semy­onov had gone to a house on the farther side of the road up which we had come, a house that flew the Red Cross flag. We had only the right to care for the wounded of cer­tain Di­vi­sions and our pres­ence had to be re­por­ted. We were left then, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, Anna Pet­ro­vna, An­drey Vassilievitch, Trenchard and I, all rather close to­geth­er, un­com­fort­able, des­ol­ate and shy, as boys feel on their first day at school. The bat­tery on our left was very near to us and we could see the sharp flash of its flame be­hind the trees. The noise that it made was ter­rif­ic, a sharp, angry, clumsy noise, as though some huge gi­ant clad in mail ar­mour was fling­ing his body, in a vi­ol­ent rage, against an iron door that echoed through an empty house—my same iron door that I had heard all night. The rage of the gi­ant spread bey­ond his im­me­di­ate little circle of trees and one wondered at the men in the trenches be­cause they were in­dif­fer­ent to his tem­per.

			The noise of the more dis­tant bat­ter­ies was still, as it had been be­fore, like the clanging of many iron doors very mild and gentle against the clam­our of our own en­raged fury. The Aus­tri­an reply seemed like the sleepy echo of this con­fu­sion, so sleepy and pleas­ant that one felt al­most friendly to the en­emy.

			Our own bat­tery was in­con­sist­ent in his ra­ging. Had he only chosen to fling him­self at his door every three minutes, say, or even every minute, we could have pre­pared ourselves, but he was moved by noth­ing, ap­par­ently, but his own ir­ra­tion­al im­pulse. There would be a pause of two minutes, then three furi­ous ex­plo­sions, then a pause of five minutes, then an­oth­er ex­plo­sion. … I mastered quickly my im­pulse to leap in­to the air at every re­port, by a kind of pro­longed ex­ten­sion in my mind of one re­port in­to an­oth­er. Little An­drey Vassilievitch was not so suc­cess­ful. At each ex­plo­sion his body jerked as though it had been worked by wires; then he glanced round to see wheth­er any­one had no­ticed his agit­a­tion, then drew him­self up, brushed off ima­gin­ary dust from his uni­form, coughed and frowned. Trenchard stood close to Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and looked at her anxiously once or twice as though he would like to speak to her, but she, hold­ing her­self very stiffly, watched with stern­ness the whole world as though she per­son­ally had ar­ranged the spec­tacle and was re­spons­ible for its suc­cess.

			Soon Semy­onov came back and said that he must go on to some fur­ther trenches to dis­cov­er the best po­s­i­tion for us. To my in­tense sur­prise An­drey Vassilievitch asked wheth­er he might ac­com­pany him. I fancy that he felt that he would ven­ture any­thing to es­cape our ad­ja­cency to the bat­tery.

			So they de­par­ted, leav­ing us more for­lorn than be­fore. We sat down on the stretch­ers: Anna Pet­ro­vna, fat, heavy, phleg­mat­ic, si­lent; Mar­ie Ivan­ovna si­lent too but with a look now of ex­pect­a­tion in her eyes as though she knew that some­thing was com­ing for her very shortly; Trenchard near her, try­ing to be cheer­ful, but con­scious of the dead sol­dier un­der the tree from whom he seemed un­able to re­move his eyes. There was, in the open space near us, a kipi­at­il­nik, that is, a large boil­er on wheels in which tea is made. To this the sol­diers were crowding with their tin cans; the cuckoo, far away now, con­tin­ued his cry. …

			At long in­ter­vals, out of the forest, a wounded sol­dier would ap­pear. He seemed to be al­ways the same fig­ure, some­times wounded in the head, some­times in the leg, some­times in the stom­ach, some­times in the hand—but al­ways the same, with a look in his eyes of mild protest be­cause this had happened to him, also a look of dumb con­fid­ence that someone some­where would make things right for him. He came either to us or to the Red Cross build­ing across the road, ac­cord­ing to his com­pany. One sol­dier with a torn thumb cried bit­terly, look­ing at his thumb and shak­ing his head at it, but he alone showed any emo­tion. The oth­ers suffered the sting of the iod­ine without a word, walk­ing off when they were band­aged, or car­ried by our san­it­ars on the stretch­ers, still with that look of won­der and trust in their eyes.

			And how glad we were when there was any work to do! The sun rose high in the sky, the morn­ing ad­vanced, Semy­onov and An­drey Vassilievitch did not re­turn. For the great­er part of the time we did not speak, nor move. I was con­scious of an in­creas­ing rage against the bat­tery. I felt that if it was to cease I might ob­serve, be in­ter­ested, feel ex­cite­ment—as it was, it kept everything from me. It kept everything from me be­cause it in­sist­ently de­man­ded my at­ten­tion, like a vul­gar gar­rulous neigh­bour who per­sists in his tire­some story. Its per­petu­al ham­mer­ing had soon its phys­ic­al ef­fect. A sick head­ache crept upon me, seized me, held me. I might look at the sol­diers, sleep­ing now like dead men in the trench, I might look at the Red Cross flag lazily flap­ping in the breeze across the road, I might look at the corpse with the soiled marble feet un­der the tree, I might look at Trenchard and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna si­lent and un­happy on the stretch­ers, on Anna Pet­ro­vna com­fort­ably slum­ber­ing with an open mouth, I might listen to the dis­tant bat­ter­ies, to the sud­den quick im­pa­tient chat­ter of the ma­chine guns, to the rat­tling give-and-take of the mus­ketry some­where far away where the river was, I might watch the cool green hol­lows of the forest glades, the dark sleepy shad­ows, the bright patches of burn­ing sky between the branches, I might say to my­self that all these things to­geth­er made the im­pres­sion of my first battle … and then would know, in my heart, that there was no im­pres­sion at all, no thrill, no drama, no per­son­al­ity—only a sick throb in my head and a cold hand upon my chest and a de­sire to fling my­self in­to any hor­ror, any danger, if I could but es­cape this in­di­gest­ible mono­tony. …

			Once Trenchard, tread­ing very softly as though every­one around him were asleep, came across and talked to me.

			“You know,” he said in a whis­per, “this isn’t at all what I ex­pec­ted.”

			“You needn’t whis­per,” I answered ir­rit­ably, “that bat­tery’s mak­ing such a noise that I can’t hear any­thing you say.”

			“Yes, isn’t it!” he said with a little sigh. “It’s very un­pleas­ant in­deed. Do you think Semy­onov’s for­got­ten us? We’ve been here a good many hours and we aren’t do­ing very much.”

			“No,” I answered. “We’re do­ing noth­ing ex­cept get sick head­aches.”

			There was a pause, then he said:

			“Where is everything?”

			“Everything?—What?”

			“Well, the battle, for in­stance!”

			“Oh, that’s down the hill, I sup­pose. We’re try­ing to cross the river and they’re try­ing to pre­vent us.”

			“Yes,” he answered. “But that isn’t ex­actly what I mean. … It’s hard to ex­plain, but even if we were to see our sol­diers try­ing to cross the river and the Aus­tri­ans try­ing to pre­vent them that wouldn’t be—well, wouldn’t be ex­actly the real thing, would it? It would only be a kind of sideshow, rather un­im­port­ant like that dead man there!”

			But my head­ache pre­ven­ted my in­terest in his spec­u­la­tions. I said noth­ing.

			He ad­ded as though to him­self:

			“Per­haps each in­di­vidu­al sol­dier sees the real thing for him­self but can’t ex­press what he sees. …”

			As I still made no an­swer, with an­oth­er little sigh he got up and walked back, on tip­toe, to the side of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna.

			Then sud­denly, in the early hours of the af­ter­noon, to our in­tense re­lief, Semy­onov and An­drey Vassilievitch ap­peared. Semy­onov was, as ever, short, prac­tic­al, and un­emo­tion­al.

			“Been a long time, I’m afraid. We found it dif­fi­cult to see ex­actly where would be the best place. And, after all, we’ve got to sep­ar­ate. … One Sis­ter’s wanted at the Red Cross over there. They’ve asked for our help. The oth­er will come with me on to the Po­s­i­tion un­til this even­ing. You three gen­tle­men, if you’ll be so good, will wait here un­til a wag­on comes. Then it will take you down to the trenches at the bot­tom of the hill. Then, if you don’t mind, I would like you to wait un­til dusk when we shall go out to fetch the wounded. … Is that clear?”

			We answered yes.

			“Now which Sis­ter will come with me? Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, I think it would in­terest you. No danger, ex­cept a stray shrapnel or two. Will you come?”

			There leapt upon us then, with an agit­a­tion that seemed to si­lence the very bat­tery it­self, Trenchard’s voice:

			“No. … No … Mar­ie. No, it’s dan­ger­ous. Semy­onov says so. Your first day. …”

			He spoke in Eng­lish, his voice trem­bling. I turned to see his face white, his eyes wide open and at the same time blind; he pas­sion­ately ad­dressed him­self to Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and to her alone.

			But she turned im­pa­tiently.

			“Why, of course, Doc­tor. I’m ready at once.”

			Trenchard put his hand on her arm.

			“You are not to go—Mar­ie, do you hear? I have a right … I tell you, you are not to go!”

			“Don’t be so stu­pid, John,” she shook off his arm. “Please, Doc­tor, I’m ready.”

			Semy­onov turned to Trenchard with a smile: “Mr. (they all called him Mr. now), it will be quite well … I will look after her.”

			“You … you (Trenchard could not con­trol his voice), you can’t pre­vent shrapnel—bul­lets. You don’t care, you. …”

			Semy­onov’s voice was sharp: “I think it bet­ter that Sis­ter Mar­ie Ivan­ovna should come with me. You un­der­stand, the rest of you. … We shall meet at dusk.”

			Trenchard only said “Mar­ie …” then turned away from us. Anna Pet­ro­vna, who had said noth­ing dur­ing this scene and had, in­deed, seemed to be ob­li­vi­ous of it, plunged with her heavy clumsy walk across the road to the Red Cross house. The Doc­tor and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna dis­ap­peared be­hind the trench. I was, as was al­ways my case with Trenchard, both sym­path­et­ic and ir­rit­ated. It was dif­fi­cult for him, of course, but what did he ex­pect the girl to do? Could he have sup­posed for a single mo­ment that she would re­main? Could it be pos­sible that he knew her so little as that? And why make a scene now be­fore Semy­onov when he ob­vi­ously could do noth­ing? I knew, moreover, with a cer­tainty that was al­most iron­ic in its clar­ity, that Mar­ie Ivan­ovna did not love, did not, per­haps, even care for him. By what mo­ment in Pet­ro­grad, a mo­ment flam­ing with their high pur­poses and the purple shad­ows of a Rus­si­an “white night,” had she been en­tranced in­to some glor­i­ous vis­ion of him? On the very day that fol­lowed, she had known, I was con­vinced, her mis­take. At the sta­tion she had known it, and in­stead of the fine Sir Ga­la­had “without re­proach” of the pre­vi­ous night she saw some fig­ure that, had she been Eng­lish born, would have ap­peared to her as Alice’s White Knight per­chance, or at best the warm­hearted Uncle Toby, or that most Chris­ti­an of Eng­lish her­oes—Par­son Adams. I could ima­gine that life had been so im­puls­ive, so straight­for­ward, so simple a thing to her that this sud­den im­plic­a­tion in an af­fair com­plic­ated and even dis­hon­est caused her bit­ter dis­quiet. Look­ing back now I could trace again and again the sud­den flashes, through her hap­pi­ness, of this dis­tress.

			He per­haps should have per­ceived it, but I could un­der­stand that he could not be­lieve that his treas­ure had at last after all these years been giv­en to him for so brief a mo­ment. He could not, he would not, be­lieve it. Well, I knew that his eyes must very soon be opened to the truth. …

			As I turned to see him sit­ting on the stretch­er with his back to me, his head hanging a little as though it were too heavy for his neck, his back bent, his long arms fallen loose at his sides, I thought that Alice’s White Knight he, in sol­emn truth, presen­ted.

			He had a tal­ent for do­ing things to his uni­form. His cap, in­stead of be­ing raised in front, was flat, his jack­et bulged out above his belt, and the straps on his boot had broken from their hold­ings. He filled the pock­ets of his trousers, in mo­ments of ab­sent­minded ab­sorp­tion, with art­icles that he fan­cied that he would need—some­times food, black bread and saus­age, some­times a large pock­etknife, a fold­ing drink­ing glass, a ball of string, a note­book. These things pro­truded, or gave his clothes a strange bulky look, fat in some places, thin in oth­ers. As I saw him his shoulder-blades seemed to pierce his coat: I could fancy with what agit­a­tion his hands were clenched.

			We sat down, the three of us to­geth­er, and again the bat­tery leapt upon us. Now the sun was hot above the trees and the ef­fect of the noise be­hind us was that we ourselves, every two or three minutes, were caught up, flung to the ground, re­covered, breath­less, ex­hausted, only to be hurled again!

			How miser­able we were, how lost, how des­ol­ate, Trenchard hear­ing in every sound the death of his lady, An­drey Vassilievitch dream­ing, I fancy, that he had been caught in some cage out of which he would nev­er again es­cape. I, sick, al­most blind with head­ache, and yet ex­as­per­ated, ir­rit­ated by the empti­ness of it all. If only we might run down that hill! There surely we should find. …

			At the very mo­ment when the bat­tery had fin­ished as it seemed to me its work of smash­ing my head in­to pulp the wag­on ar­rived.

			Now, I thought to my­self as I climbed on to the straw, I shall be­gin to be ex­cited! We, all three of us, kneel­ing on the cart, peered for­ward in­to the dim blue af­ter­noon. We were very si­lent—only once Trenchard said to me, “Per­haps we shall find her down here: where we’re go­ing. What do you think, Dur­ward?”

			“I’m afraid not!” I answered. “But still she’ll be all right. Semy­onov will look after her!”

			“Oh! Semy­onov!” he answered.

			How joy­ful we were to leave our bat­tery be­hind us. As the trees closed around it we could fancy its baffled rage. Oth­er bat­ter­ies now seemed to draw near­er to us and the whole forest was filled with child­ish quar­rel­ling gi­ants; but as we began to bump down the hill out of the forest stranger sounds at­tacked us. On either side of us were corn­fields and out of the heart of those from un­der our very feet as it seemed there were ex­plo­sions of a strange sting­ing metal­lic kind—not angry and hu­man as the bat­tery had been, but rather like some huge bottle crack­ing in the sun. These huge bottles—one could fancy them green and shin­ing some­where in the corn—cracked one after an­oth­er; pos­it­ively the sound in­tens­i­fied the heat of the sun upon one’s head. There were too now, for the first time in our ex­per­i­ence, shrapnel. They were not over us, but ran some­where on our right across the val­ley. Their sound was “fire­works” and noth­ing more—so that alarm at their gentle hol­i­day tem­per was im­possible. Brock’s Fire­works on a Thursday even­ing at the Crys­tal Palace, one­self a small boy sit­ting with both hands between one’s knees, one’s mouth open, a damp box of chocol­ates on one’s lap, the mur­mured “Ah …” of the happy crowd as the little gentle “Pop!” showed green and red against the blue night sky. Ah! there was the little “Pop!” and after it a tiny curl­ing cloud of smoke in the air, the whole af­fair so gentle, so kind even. There! sigh­ing over­head they go! Five, six little curls of smoke, and then be­neath our very horses’ feet again a huge green bottle crack­ing in the sun!

			And with all this noise not a liv­ing soul to be seen! We had be­fore us as we slowly bumped down the hill a fair view. The river was hid­den from us, but there was a little ham­let guarded hap­pily by a green wood; there was a line of fair hills, fields of corn, and the long dusty white road. Not a soul to be seen, only our bump­ing cart and, now and then, against the burn­ing sky those little curl­ing circles of smoke. The world slumbered. …

			Sud­denly from the ditch at the side of the road a sol­dier ap­peared, spoke to our driver and dis­ap­peared again.

			“What did he say?” I asked.

			“He says, your Hon­our, that we must hasten. We may be hit.”

			“Hit here—on this road?”

			“Tak totchno.”

			“Well, hurry then.”

			I caught a little frightened sigh be­hind me from An­drey Vassilievitch, whom the events of the day had frozen in­to hor­ror-stricken si­lence. We hur­ried, bump­ing along; at the bot­tom of the hill there was a farm­house. From be­hind it an of­ficer ap­peared.

			“What are you do­ing there? You’re un­der fire. … Red Cross? Ah yes, we had a mes­sage about you. Dr. Semy­onov? … Yes. Please come this way. Hurry, please!”

			We were led across the farm­yard and al­most tumbled in­to a trench at the farther end of it.

			It wasn’t un­til I felt someone touch my shoulder that I real­ised my po­s­i­tion. We were sit­ting, the three of us, in a slant­ing fash­ion with our backs to the earth­works of the trench. To our right, un­der an im­pro­vised round roof, a little dried-up man like a bee, with his tu­nic open at the neck and a beard of some days on his chin, was call­ing down a tele­phone.

			Next to me on the left a smart young of­ficer, of a per­fect neat­ness and even dandi­ness, was eat­ing his sup­per, which his ser­vant, crouch­ing in front of him, ladled with a spoon out of a tin can. Bey­ond him again the sol­diers in a long line un­der the farm wall were sew­ing their clothes, eat­ing, talk­ing in whis­pers, and one of them read­ing a news­pa­per aloud to him­self.

			A barn op­pos­ite us in ru­ins showed between its bare posts the green fields bey­ond. Now and then a sol­dier would move across the yard to the door of the farm, and he seemed to slide with some­thing between walk­ing and run­ning, his shoulders bent, his head down. The sun, low now, showed just above the end of the farm roof and the lines of light were or­ange between the shad­ows of the barn. All the bat­ter­ies seemed now very far away; the only sound in the world was the oc­ca­sion­al sigh of the shrapnel. The farm­yard was bathed in the peace of the sum­mer even­ing.

			The Col­on­el, when he had fin­ished his con­ver­sa­tion with some hu­mor­ous sally that gave him great pleas­ure, greeted us.

			“Very glad to see you, gen­tle­men. … Two Eng­lish­men! Well, that’s the Al­li­ance in very truth … yes. … How’s Lon­don, gen­tle­men? Yes, gol­ubchik, that small tin—the grey one. No, durak, the small one. Dr. Semy­onov sent a mes­sage. Pray make yourselves com­fort­able, but don’t raise your heads. They may turn their minds in this dir­ec­tion at any mo­ment again. We’ve had them once already this af­ter­noon. Eh, Pio­tr Ivan­ovitch (this to the smart young of­ficer), that would have made your Eka­ter­ina Pet­ro­vna jump in her sleep—ha, ha, ha—oh, yes, but I can see her jump­ing. … Hullo, tele­phone—Give it here! That you, Ivan Le­on­tievitch? No … very well for the mo­ment. … Two Eng­lish­men here sit­ting in my trench—truth it­self! Well, what about the Second Rota? Are they com­ing down? … Yeh Bogu, I don’t know! What do you say? …”

			The young of­ficer, in a very gentle and me­lodi­ous voice, offered Trenchard, who was sit­ting next to him, some sup­per.

			“One of these cut­lets?”

			Trenchard, blush­ing and stam­mer­ing, re­fused.

			“A ci­gar­ette, then?”

			Trenchard again re­fused and Pio­tr Ivan­ovitch, hav­ing done his duty, re­lapsed in­to his muffled el­eg­ance. We sat very quietly there; Trenchard star­ing with dis­tressed eyes in front of him. An­drey Vassilievitch, very un­com­fort­able, his fat body slid­ing for­ward on the slant, pulling it­self up, then slid­ing again—al­ways he main­tained his air of im­port­ance, giv­ing his cough, twist­ing the ends of his mous­tache, star­ing, fiercely, at someone sud­denly that he might dis­con­cert him, pat­ting, with his plump little hands, his clothes.

			The shad­ows lengthened and a great green oak that hung over the barn seemed, as the even­ing ad­vanced, to grow lar­ger and lar­ger and to ab­sorb in­to its heart all the flam­ing col­ours of the day, to press them in­to its dark shad­ow and to hide them, safe and con­ten­ted, un­til an­oth­er morn­ing.

			I sat there and gradu­ally, caught, as it seemed to me, in­to a world of whis­pers and half-lights, I slipped for­ward a little down in­to the dark walls of the trench and half-slumbered, half clung still to the buzz­ing voice of the Col­on­el, the lan­guid replies of the young of­ficer. I felt then that someone was whis­per­ing to me that my real ad­ven­ture was about to be­gin. I could see quite plainly, like a road up which I had gone, the events of the day be­hind me. I saw the ride un­der the stars, the cold red dawn. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna stand­ing be­neath my cart, the sud­den bat­tery and the des­ol­ate hours of wait­ing, the wounded men stum­bling out of the forest, the ride down the hill and the green bottles burst­ing in the sun, the sud­den si­lences and the sud­den sounds, my own wear­i­ness and dis­com­fort and loneli­ness and now Some­thing—was it the dark green oak that bent down and hid the world for me?—whispered, “You’re draw­ing near—you’re close—you’re al­most there. … In a mo­ment you will see … you will see … you will see. …”

			Some­where the sol­diers were singing, and then all sounds ceased. We were stand­ing, many of us, in the dark, the great oak and many oth­er gi­ant trees were about us and the ut­ter si­lence was like a sud­den plunge in­to deep wa­ter on a hot day. We were wait­ing, ready for the Creature, breath­less with sus­pense.

			“Now!” someone cried, and in­stantly there was such a roar that I seemed to be lif­ted by it far in­to the sky, held, rocked, then dropped gently. I woke to find my­self stand­ing up in the trench, my hands to my ears. I was aware first that the sky had changed from blue in­to a muddy grey, then that dust and an ugly smell were in my eyes, my mouth, my nose. I re­membered that I re­peated stu­pidly, again and again: “What? what? what?” Then the grey sky slowly fell away as though it were pushed by some hand and I saw the faint even­ing blue, with (so strange and un­real they seemed) sil­ver-poin­ted stars. I caught my breath and real­ised that now the whole right corner of the barn was gone. The field stretched, a dark shad­ow, to the edge of the yard. In the ground where the stakes of the barn had been there was a deep pit; scattered hel­ter-skel­ter were bricks, pieces of wood, and over it all a cloud of thin fine dust that hovered and swung a little like grey silk. The line of sol­diers was crouched back in­to the trench as though it had been driv­en by some force. From, as it ap­peared, a great dis­tance, I heard the Col­on­el’s voice: “Slava Bogu, an­oth­er step to the right and we’d not have had time to say ‘good­bye.’ … Get in there, you … with your head out like that, do you want an­oth­er?” I was con­scious then of An­drey Vassilievitch sit­ting huddled on the ground of the trench, his head tucked in­to his chest.

			“You’re not hurt, are you?” I said, bend­ing down to him,

			He got up and to my sur­prise seemed quite com­posed. He was rub­bing his eyes as though he had waked from sleep.

			“Not at all,” he answered in his shrill little voice. “No. … What a noise! Did you hear it, Ivan An­dreievitch?”

			Did I hear it? A ri­dicu­lous ques­tion!

			“But I as­sure you I was not alarmed,” he said eagerly, turn­ing round to the young of­ficer, who was rather red in the face but oth­er­wise un­ruffled. “The first time that one has been so close to me. What a noise!”

			Trenchard searched in his pock­ets for some­thing.

			“What is it?” I asked.

			“My handker­chief!” he answered. “So dusty after that. It’s in my eyes!”

			He tumbled on to the ground a large clasp pock­etknife, a hunk of black bread, a ci­gar­ette-case and some old let­ters. “I had one,” he muttered anxiously. “Some­where, I know. …”

			I heard the Col­on­el’s voice again. “No one touched! There’s some more of their pre­cious am­muni­tion wasted. … What about your Eka­ter­ina, Pio­tr Ivan­ovitch—Ho, ho, ho! … Here, gol­ubchik, the tele­phone! … Hullo! Hullo!”

			For my­self I had the ir­rit­a­tion that one might feel had a boy thrown a stone over the wall, broken a win­dow and run away. Moreover, I felt that again I had missed—it. Al­ways round the corner, al­ways just out of sight, al­ways mock­ing one’s clumsy pur­suit. And still, even now, I felt no ex­cite­ment, no curi­os­ity. My feet had not yet touched the en­chanted ground. …

			The trench had at once slipped back in­to its earli­er com­pos­ure. The dusk was now creep­ing down the hill; with every stir of the breeze more stars were blown in­to the sky; the oak was all black now like a friendly shad­ow pro­tect­ing me.

			“There’ll be no more for a while,” said the Col­on­el. He was right. There was still­ness; no bat­tery, how­ever dis­tant, no pit­ter-pat­ter of rifle fire, no chat­ter­ing re­port of the ma­chine guns.

			Men began to cross the yard, slowly, without cau­tion. The dusk caught us so that I could not see the Col­on­el’s face; a stream that cut the field, hid­den in the day, was now sud­denly re­vealed by a grin­ning care­less moon.

			Then a sol­dier crossed the yard to us, told us that Dr. Semy­onov wished us to start and had sent us a guide; the wag­ons were ready.

			At that in­stant, whence I know not, for the first time that day, ex­cite­ment leapt upon me.

			Events had hitherto passed be­fore me like the shad­owed film of a cine­ma­to­graph; it had been as though someone had giv­en me glimpses of a life, an ad­ven­ture, a coun­try with which I should later have some con­cern but whose bound­ar­ies I was not yet to cross. Now, sud­denly, wheth­er it was be­cause of the dark and the si­lence I can­not say, I had be­come, my­self, an act­or in the af­fair. It was not simply that we were giv­en some­thing def­in­ite to do—we had had wounded dur­ing the morn­ing—it was rather that, as in the chil­dren’s game we were “hot,” we had drawn in a mo­ment close to someone or some­thing of whose pres­ence we were quite dis­tinctly aware. As we walked across the yard in­to the long low field, speak­ing in whis­pers, watch­ing a shaft of light, per­haps some dis­tant pro­ject­or that trembled in pale white shad­ows on the ho­ri­zon, we seemed to me to be, in ac­tu­al truth, the hunters of Trenchard’s dream.

			Nev­er, surely, be­fore, had I known the world so si­lent. Un­der the hedges that lined the field there were sol­diers like ghosts; our own wag­ons, with the san­it­ars walk­ing be­side them, moved across the ground without even the creak of a wheel. Semy­onov was to meet us in an hour’s time at a cer­tain cross­road. I was giv­en the com­mand of the party. I was now, in lit­er­al truth, breath­lessly ex­cited. My heart was beat­ing in my breast like some creature who makes run­ning leaps at es­cape. My tongue was dry and my brain hot. But I was happy … happy with a strange ex­al­ta­tion that was un­like any emo­tion that I had known be­fore. It was in part the hap­pi­ness that I had known some­times in Rugby foot­ball or in ten­nis when the play­ers were evenly matched and the game hard, but it was more than that. It had in it some­thing of the hap­pi­ness that I have known, after many days at sea, on the first view of land—but it was more than that. Some­thing of the hap­pi­ness of pos­sess­ing, at last, some ob­ject which one has many days de­sired and nev­er hoped to at­tain—but more, too, than that. Some­thing of the hap­pi­ness of danger or pain that one has dreaded and finds, in ac­tu­al truth, give way be­fore one’s res­ol­u­tion—but more, again, than that. This hap­pi­ness, this ex­ulta­tion that I felt now but dimly, and was to know more fully af­ter­wards (but nev­er, alas, as my com­pan­ions were to know it) is the sub­ject of this book. The scent of it, the full rev­el­a­tion of it, has not, un­til now, been my re­ward; I can only, as a spec­tat­or, watch that rev­el­a­tion as it came af­ter­wards to oth­ers more for­tu­nate than I. But what I write is the truth as far as I, from the out­side, have seen it. If it is not true, this book has no value whatever.

			We were warned by the sol­dier who guarded us not to walk in a group and we stole now, be­neath a garden-wall, white un­der the moon, in a long line. I could hear Trenchard be­hind me stum­bling over the stones and ruts, walk­ing as he al­ways did with little jerks, as though his legs were bey­ond his con­trol. We came then on to the high road, which was so white and clear in the moon­light that it seemed as though the whole Aus­tri­an army must in­stantly whis­per to them­selves: “Ah, there they are!” and fire. The ditch to our right, as far as I could see, was lined with sol­diers, hid­den by the hedge be­hind them, their rifles just point­ing on to the white sur­face of the land. Our guide asked them their di­vi­sion and was answered in a whis­per. The sol­diers were ghosts: there was no one, save ourselves, alive in the whole world. …

			Then a little in­cid­ent oc­curred. I was walk­ing in the rear of our wag­ons that I might see that all were there. I felt a touch on my arm and found An­drey Vassilievitch stand­ing in the middle of the road. His face, star­ing at me as though I were a stranger, ex­pressed des­per­ate de­term­in­a­tion.

			“Come on,” I said. “We’ve no time to waste.”

			“I’m not com­ing,” he whispered back. His voice was breath­less as though he had been run­ning.

			“Non­sense,” I answered roughly, and I put my hand on his arm. His body trembled in jerks and starts.

			“It’s mad­ness … this road … the moon. … Of course they’ll fire. … We’ll all be killed. But it isn’t … it isn’t … I can’t move. …”

			“You must move. … Come, An­drey Vassilievitch, you’ve been brave enough all day. There’s no danger, I tell you. See how quiet everything is. You must. …”

			“I can’t. … It’s noth­ing … noth­ing to do with me. … It’s aw­ful all day—and now this!”

			I thought of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna early in the morn­ing. I looked down the road and saw that the wag­ons were slowly mov­ing in­to the dis­tant shad­ows.

			“You must come,” I re­peated. “We can’t leave you here. Don’t think of your­self. And noth­ing can touch you—noth­ing, I tell you.”

			“I’ll go back, I must. I can’t go on.”

			“Go back? How can you? Where to? You can’t go back to the trench. We shan’t know where to find you.” A furi­ous an­ger seized me; I caught his arm. “I’ll leave you, if you like. There are oth­er things more im­port­ant.”

			I move away from him. He looked down the long road, looked back.

			“Oh, I can’t … I can’t,” he re­peated.

			“What did you come for?” I whispered furi­ously. “What did you think war was? … Well, good­bye, do as you please!”

			As I drew away I saw a look of des­per­ate de­term­in­a­tion in his eyes. He looked at me like a dog who ex­pects to be beaten. Then what must have been one of the su­preme mo­ments of his life came to him. I saw him struggle to com­mand, with the ef­fort of his whole soul, his ter­ror. For a mo­ment he wavered. He made a hope­less ges­ture with his hand, took two little steps as though he would run in­to the hedge amongst the sol­diers and hide there, then sud­denly walked past me, quickly, to­wards the wag­ons, with his own ab­surd little strut, with his head up, giv­ing his cough, look­ing, after that, neither to the right, nor to the left.

			In si­lence we caught up the wag­ons. Soon, at some cross­roads, they came to a pause. The guide was wait­ing for me. “It would be bet­ter, your Hon­our,” he whispered, “for the wag­ons to stay here. We shall go now simply with the stretch­ers. …”

			We left the wag­ons and, some fif­teen of us, turned off down a lane to the left. Some­times there were sol­diers in the hedges, some­times they met us, slip­ping from shad­ow to shad­ow. Al­ways we asked wheth­er they knew of any wounded. We found a wounded sol­dier groan­ing un­der the hedge. One leg was soaked in blood and he gave little shrill des­per­ate cries as we lif­ted him on to the stretch­er. An­oth­er sol­dier, ly­ing on the road in the moon­light, mur­mured in­cess­antly: “Bojé moi! Bojé moi! Bojé moi!” But they were all ghosts. We alone, in that fa­mil­i­ar and yet so un­real world, were alive. When a stretch­er was filled, four san­it­ars turned back with it to the wag­ons, and we were soon a very small party. We ar­rived at a church—a large fant­ast­ic white church with a green tur­ret that I had seen from the op­pos­ite hill in the morn­ing. Then it had seemed small and very re­mote. I had been told that much fir­ing had been cent­ring round it, and it seemed now for me very strange that we should be stand­ing un­der its very shad­ow, its out­line so quiet and grave un­der the moon, with its church­yard, a little orch­ard be­hind it, and a garden, scent­ing the night air, close at hand. Here in the grave­yard there was a group of wounded sol­diers, in their eyes that look of faith­ful ex­pect­a­tion of cer­tain re­lief. Our stretch­ers were soon full.

			We were about to turn back when sud­denly the road be­hind us was filled with shad­ows. As we came out of the church­yard an of­ficer stepped for­ward to meet us. We sa­luted and shook hands. He seemed a boy, but stood in front of his men with an air as though he com­manded the whole of this world of ghosts.

			“What are you do­ing here?” he asked.

			We ex­plained.

			“Well, if you’ll ex­cuse me, you’d bet­ter make haste. An at­tack very shortly … yes. I should ad­vise you to be out of this. Pet­ro­grad­sky Otri­ad? Yes … very glad to have the pleas­ure. …”

			We left him, his men a grey cloud be­hind him, and when we had taken a few steps he seemed, with his young air of im­port­ance, his happy ser­i­ous cour­tesy, to have been called out of the ground, then, with all his shad­ows be­hind him, to have been caught up in­to the air. These were not fig­ures that had any­thing to do with the little curl­ing wreaths of smoke, the bottles crack­ing in the sun, our furi­ous gi­ants of the morn­ing.

			“Ah, bojé moi, bojé moi!” sighed the wounded. … It was im­possible, in such a world of dim shad­ow, that there should ever be any oth­er sound again.

			My ex­cite­ment had nev­er left me; I had had no doubt, dur­ing this last half-hour, that I was on the En­chanted Ground of the En­emy, so stray and fig­ur­at­ive had been my im­pres­sions all day. Now they were all gathered in­to this half-hour and the whole af­fair re­ceived its cli­max. Ah, I thought to my­self, if I might only stay here now I should draw closer and closer—I should make my dis­cov­ery, hunt him down. But just when I am on the verge I must leave it all. Ah, if I could but stay!

			Nev­er­the­less we hastened. The world, in spite of the ghosts, was real enough for us to be con­scious of that at­tack loom­ing be­hind us. We found our wag­ons, trans­ferred our wounded, then hur­ried down the road. We found the cross­roads and there, wait­ing for us, Semy­onov and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. Stand­ing in the moon­light, com­mand­ing, as it seemed to me, all of us, even Semy­onov, she was a very dif­fer­ent fig­ure from the frightened girl of the early morn­ing. Now her life was in her eyes, her body in­flamed with the fire of the things that had come to her. So young in ex­per­i­ence was she, so ig­nor­ant of all earli­er ad­ven­ture, that she could well be seized, ut­terly and com­pletely, by her new vis­ion … pos­sessed by some vis­ion she was.

			And that vis­ion was not Trenchard. See­ing her, he hur­ried to­wards her, with a glad cry:

			“Ah, you are safe!”

			But she did not no­tice him.

			“Quick, this way! … Yes, the stretch­ers here. … No, I have everything. … At once. There is little time!”

			The wounded were laid on the stretch­ers in the square of the cross­roads. Semy­onov and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna band­aged them un­der the moon­light and with the aid of elec­tric-torches. On every side of me there were little dia­logues: “No … not there. More this way. Yes, that band­age will do. It’s fresh. Hold up his leg. No, durak, un­der the knee there. … Where’s the lint? … Turn him a little—there—like that. Horosho, gol­ubchik. Seitchass! No, turn it back over the thigh. Now, once more … that’s it. What’s that—bul­let or shrapnel? … Take it back again, over the shoulder. … Yes, twice!”

			Once I caught sight of Trenchard, hur­ry­ing to be use­ful with the little bottle of iod­ine, stum­bling over one of the stretch­ers, caus­ing the wounded man to cry out.

			Then Semy­onov’s voice an­grily:

			“Tchort! Who’s that? … Ah, Meester! of course!”

			Then Mar­ie Ivan­ovna’s voice: “I’ve fin­ished this, Alexei Pet­ro­vitch. … That’s all, isn’t it?”

			These voices were all whis­pers, float­ing from one side of the road to the oth­er. The wounded men were lif­ted back on to the wag­ons. We moved off again; Semy­onov, Trenchard, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and I were now sit­ting to­geth­er.

			We left the flat fields where we had been so busy. Very slowly we began to climb the hill down which I had come this af­ter­noon. Be­hind me was a great fan of coun­try, black now un­der a hid­den moon, dead as though our re­treat from it, de­priving it of the last proofs of life, had flung it back in­to nonex­ist­ence. Be­fore us was the black forest. Not a sound save the roll of our wheels and, some­times, a cry from one of the wounded sol­diers, not a stir of wind. …

			I looked back. Without an in­stant’s warn­ing that dead world, as a match is set to a wait­ing bon­fire, broke in­to flame. A thou­sand rock­ets rose, soar­ing, in streams of light in­to the dark sky; the fields that had been va­pour ran now with light. A huge pro­ject­or, the eye, as it seemed to me, of that en­emy for whom I had all day been search­ing, slowly wheeled across the world, cut­ting a great path across the plain, pick­ing houses and trees and fields out of space, then drop­ping them back again. The rock­ets were gold and green, some­times as it seemed ringed with fire, some­times cold like dead moons, some­times spark­ling and quiv­er­ing like great stars. And with this light the whole world crackled in­to sound as though the sky, a vast china plate, had been smashed by some angry god and been flung, in a mil­lion pieces, to earth. The rifle-fire rose from ho­ri­zon to ho­ri­zon like a liv­ing thing. Now the shrapnel rose, break­ing on the dark sky in flashes of fire. Sud­denly some house was burn­ing! The flames rose in a column, break­ing in­to tongues that ad­vanced and re­treated, climbed and fell again. In the farthest dis­tance oth­er houses had caught and their glow trembled in faint yel­low light fad­ing in­to shad­ow when the pro­ject­or found them. With a roar at our back our own can­non began; the world bel­lowed and shook and trembled at our feet.

			We reached the top of the hill. I caught one fi­nal vis­ion, the pic­ture seem­ing to sway with all its lights, its shad­ows, its gi­ant eye that gov­erned it, its col­ours and its mist, like a tapestry blown by wind. I saw in our wag­on, their faces lighted by the fire, Semy­onov and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. Semy­onov knelt on the wooden bar­ri­er of the cart, his fig­ure out­lined square and strong. She was kneel­ing be­hind him, her hands on his shoulders. Her face was ex­ult­ant, vic­tori­ous. She seemed to me the in­spirer of that scene, to have cre­ated it, to hold it now with the au­thor­ity of her gaze.

			Be­hind her Trenchard was in shad­ow.

			We were on the hill­top, the can­non, as it seemed, on every side of us. We hung for a mo­ment so, the sky flam­ing up to our feet. Then we had fallen down between the woods, every step muffling the sounds. Everything was dark as though a cur­tain had been dropped.

			Semy­onov turned round to me.

			“Well,” he said, “there’s your battle. … You’ve been in the thick of it today!”

			I saw his eyes turned to Mar­ie Ivan­ovna as though already he pos­sessed her.

			I was sud­denly tired, dis­ap­poin­ted, ex­hausted.

			“We’ve not been in the thick of it,” I answered. “We have missed it—all day we have missed it!”

			I tried to settle down in my wag­on. “I beg your par­don,” I said ir­rit­ably to Trenchard, “but your boot is in my neck!”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Nikitin

			
			But this is not my story. If I have hitherto taken the chief place it is be­cause, in some de­gree, the im­pres­sions of Trenchard, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, An­drey Vassilievitch must, dur­ing those first days, have run with my own. We had all been brought to the same point—that last vis­ion from the hill of the battle of S—— and from that day we were no longer ap­pren­tices.

			I now then re­tire. What happened to my­self dur­ing the suc­ceed­ing months is of no mat­ter. But two warn­ings may be offered. The first is that it must not be sup­posed that the ex­per­i­ences of my­self, of Trenchard, of Nikitin in this busi­ness found their par­al­lel in any oth­er single hu­man be­ing alive. It would be quite pos­sible to se­lect every in­di­vidu­al mem­ber of our Otri­ad and to prove from their case that the ef­fect of war upon the hu­man soul—wheth­er Rus­si­an or Eng­lish—was thus and thus. A study, for ex­ample, might be made of Anna Pet­ro­vna to show that the ef­fect of war is simply noth­ing at all, that any­one who pre­tends to ex­tract cases and con­trasts from the con­tact of war with the soul is simply ped­dling in me­lo­drama. Anna Pet­ro­vna her­self would cer­tainly have been of that opin­ion. Or one might se­lect Sis­ter K—— and prove from her case that the ef­fect of war was to dis­play the earthly fail­ings and wicked­ness of man­kind, that it was a pun­ish­ment hurled by an ir­ate God upon an un­re­pent­ant people and that any­one who saw beauty or cour­age in such a busi­ness was a sham sen­ti­ment­al­ist. Sis­ter K—— would take a gloomy joy in such a de­nun­ci­ation. Or if one se­lec­ted the boy Goga it would be simply to state that war was an im­mensely jolly busi­ness, in which one stood the chance of win­ning the Geor­gi­an medal and thus tri­umph­ing over one’s schoolfel­lows, in which people were cer­tainly killed but “it couldn’t hap­pen to one­self”; meals were plen­ti­ful, there were horses to ride, one was spoken to pleas­antly by cap­tains and even gen­er­als. Moreover one wore a uni­form.

			Or if Mo­lo­zov, our chief, were ques­tioned he would most cer­tainly say that war, as he saw it, was mainly a busi­ness of dip­lomacy, a busi­ness of keep­ing the people around one in good tem­per, the sol­diers in good or­der, the gen­er­als and their staffs in good ap­pet­ite, the oth­er Red Cross or­gan­isa­tions in good self-con­ceit, and him­self in good health. All these things he did most ad­mir­ably and he had, moreover, a heart that felt as deeply for Rus­sia as any heart in the world; but see the mat­ter psy­cho­lo­gic­ally or even dra­mat­ic­ally he would not. He had his own “nerves” and on oc­ca­sion he dis­played them, but war was for him, en­tirely, a thing of train­ing op­posed to train­ing, strategy op­posed to strategy, meth­od and sys­tem op­posed to meth­od and sys­tem. For our doc­tors again, war was half an af­fair of blood and bones, half an af­fair of long­ing for home and chil­dren. The army doc­tors con­tem­plated our vol­un­tary ef­forts with a cer­tain irony. What could we un­der­stand of war when we might, if we pleased, re­turn home at any mo­ment? Why, it was simply a pic­nic to us. … No, they saw in it no drama whatever.

			Nev­er­the­less how are we to be as­sured that these oth­ers, Anna Pet­ro­vna, Sis­ter K——, Goga, the Doc­tors had not their own secret view? The sub­ject here is simply the at­ti­tude of cer­tain private per­sons with whom I was al­lowed some in­tim­acy … for the rest one has no right to speak.

			There comes then the second dif­fi­culty, namely: that of Nikitin, An­drey Vassilievitch, Semy­onov and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna one can only present a for­eign point of view. Of Nikitin and An­drey Vassilievitch, at least, I was the friend, but how­ever deeply a Rus­si­an ad­mits an Eng­lish­man in­to friend­ship he can, to the very last, puzzle, con­fuse, ut­terly sur­prise him. The Rus­si­an char­ac­ter seems, su­per­fi­cially, with its lack of re­straint, its ideal­ism, its im­prac­tic­al­ity, its mys­ti­cism, its ma­ter­i­al sim­pli­cit­ies, to be so read­ily grasped that the sur­prise that fi­nally re­mains is the more dumb­found­ing. Per­haps after all it is the very close­ness of our re­semb­lance the one to the oth­er that con­fuses us. It is, per­haps, that in the Rus­si­ans’ soul the East can nev­er be re­con­ciled to the West. It is per­haps that the Rus­si­an nev­er re­veals his secret ideal even to him­self; far dis­tant is it then from his friend. It may be that to­wards oth­er men the Rus­si­an is in­dif­fer­ent and to­wards wo­men his re­la­tion is so com­pletely sexu­al that his true char­ac­ter is hid­den from her. Whatever it be that sur­prise re­mains. For to those whom Rus­sia and her people draw back again and again, how­ever sternly they may res­ist, this sure truth stands: that here there is a mys­tery, a mys­tery that may nev­er be dis­covered. In the very soul of Rus­sia the mys­tery is stir­ring; here the rest­less­ness, the eager­ness, the dis­ap­point­ment, the vis­ion of the pur­suit is work­ing; and some who are out­side her gates she has drawn in­to that same search.

			I am not sure wheth­er I may speak of Nikitin as my friend. I be­lieve that no one in our Otri­ad save Trenchard could make, with truth, this claim. But for his own reas­ons or, per­haps, for no reas­on at all, he chose me on two oc­ca­sions as his con­fid­ant, and of these two oc­ca­sions I can re­call every de­tail.

			We re­turned that night from S—— to find that the whole Otri­ad had settled in the vil­lage of M——, where I my­self had been the night be­fore. We were all liv­ing in an empty deser­ted farm­house, with a yard, a big orch­ard, wide barns and a wild over­run garden. We were, I think, a little dis­ap­poin­ted at the very lan­guid in­terest that the his­tory of our ad­ven­tures roused, but the truth was that the wounded had be­gun to ar­rive in great num­bers and there was no time for trav­el­lers’ stor­ies.

			A dream, I know, yes­ter­day’s ex­per­i­ences seemed to me as I settled down to the busi­ness that had filled so much of my earli­er peri­od at the war. Here, with the wounded, I was at home—the bare little room, the table with the bottles and band­ages and scis­sors, the basins and dishes, the air ever thick­er and thick­er with that smell of dried blood, un­washed bod­ies, and iod­ine that is like no oth­er smell in the world. The room would be crowded, the san­it­ars sup­port­ing legs and arms and heads, nurses dash­ing to the table for band­ages or iod­ine or scis­sors, three or four stretch­ers oc­cupy­ing the floor of the room with the sol­diers who were too severely wounded to sit or stand, these sol­diers of­ten ut­terly quiet, dy­ing per­haps, or watch­ing with eyes that real­ised only dreams and shad­ows, the little win­dow square, the strip of sky, the chan­ging col­ours of the day; then the sit­ting sol­diers, on or­din­ary of a mar­vel­lous and most simple pa­tience, watch­ing the bandaging of their arms and hands and legs, whis­per­ing some­times “Bojé moi! Bojé moi!” drag­ging them­selves up from their des­per­ate struggle for en­dur­ance to an­swer the san­it­ars who asked their name, their re­gi­ments, the nature of their wounds. Some­times they would talk, telling how the thing had happened to them:

			“And there, your Hon­our, be­fore I could move, she had come—such a noise—eh, eh, a ter­rible thing—I called out ‘Zem­li­ac. Here it is!’ I said, and he. …”

			But as a rule they were very quiet, start­ing per­haps at the sting of the iod­ine, ask­ing for a band­age to be tight­er or not so tight, some­times sud­denly slip­ping in a faint to the ground, and then apo­lo­gising af­ter­wards. And in their eyes al­ways that look as though, very shortly, they would hear some story so mar­vel­lous that it would com­pensate for all their present pain and dis­tress. There would be the doc­tors, gen­er­ally two at a time—Semy­onov, un­moved, rough ap­par­ently in his hand­ling of the men but al­ways ac­com­plish­ing his work with mar­vel­lous ef­fi­ciency, ab­us­ing the nurses and san­it­ars without hes­it­a­tion if they did not do as he wished, but nev­er rais­ing his soft iron­ic voice, his square body of a solid­ity and com­pos­ure that noth­ing could ruffle, his fair beard, his blue eyes, his spot­less lin­en all shar­ing in his self-as­sured su­peri­or­ity to us all; one of the Di­vi­sion doc­tors, Alexei Ivan­ovitch, a man from Little Rus­sia, be­loved of us all, wheth­er in the Otri­ad or the army, a char­ac­ter pos­sess­ing it seemed none of the Rus­si­an moods and sens­ib­il­it­ies, of the kind­est heart but no sen­ti­ment­al­ity, ut­terly free from self-praise, self-in­terest, self-as­ser­tion, hu­mor­ous, lov­ing pas­sion­ately his coun­try and, with all his Rus­si­an ro­mance and even mys­ti­cism, packed with prac­tic­al com­mon sense; an­oth­er Di­vi­sion doc­tor, a young man, carving for him­self a prac­tice out of Mo­scow mer­chants, crammed with all the latest in­ven­tions and dis­cov­er­ies, caring for noth­ing save his own ca­reer and frankly say­ing so, but a lively op­tim­ist whose be­lief in his own powers was quite re­fresh­ing in its sin­cer­ity.

			In such a place and un­der such con­di­tions Semy­onov had at the earli­er peri­od been mas­ter of us all. The ef­fect of his per­son­al­ity was such that we had, every one of us, be­lieved him in­vin­cible. The very frank­ness of his es­tim­ate of the world and ourselves as the most worth­less and in­com­pet­ent bundle of rub­bish, caused us to yield com­pletely to him. We be­lieved that he rated him­self but little high­er than the rest of us. He was su­per­i­or but only be­cause he saw so clearly with eyes purged of sen­ti­ment and credu­lity. We, poor creatures, had still our mo­ments of faith and con­fid­ence. I had nev­er liked him and dur­ing these last days had pos­it­ively hated him. I did not doubt that he was mak­ing the frankest love to Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and I thought he was in­flu­en­cing her. … Trenchard was my friend, and what an in­fant in­deed he seemed against Semy­onov’s scorn­ful chal­lenge!

			But now, be­hold, Semy­onov had his rival! If Semy­onov cared noth­ing for any of us, Nikitin, it was plain enough, cared noth­ing for Semy­onov. From the very first the two men had been op­pon­ents. It seemed as though Nikitin’s great stature and fine air, as of a king trav­el­ling in dis­guise from some for­eign coun­try, made him the only man in the world to put out Semy­onov’s sin­is­ter blaze. Nikitin was an ideal­ist, a mys­tic, a dream­er—everything that Semy­onov was not. It is true that if we mattered noth­ing at all to Semy­onov, we also mattered noth­ing at all to Nikitin, but for Nikitin there were dreams, vis­ions, memor­ies and hopes. We were con­ten­ted to be ban­ished from his at­ten­tion when we were aware that hap­pi­er ob­jects de­tained him. We might envy him, we could not dis­like him.

			Semy­onov nev­er sneered at Nikitin. From the first he left him ab­so­lutely alone. The two men simply avoided one an­oth­er in so far as was pos­sible in a com­pany so closely con­fined as ours. From the first they treated one an­oth­er with a high and al­most ex­tra­vag­ant po­lite­ness. As Nikitin spoke but sel­dom, there was little op­por­tun­ity for the mani­fest­a­tion of what Semy­onov must have con­sidered “his child­ishly ro­mantic mind,” and Nikitin, on his side, made on no single oc­ca­sion a reply to the chal­lenge of Semy­onov’s caustic cyn­icism.

			But if Nikitin was an ideal­ist he was also, as was quite evid­ent, a doc­tor of ab­so­lutely first-rate abil­ity and ef­fi­ciency. I was present at the first op­er­a­tion that he con­duc­ted with us—an easy am­pu­ta­tion. Semy­onov was as­sist­ing and I know that he watched eagerly for some slip or hes­it­a­tion. It was an op­er­a­tion that any med­ic­al stu­dent might have con­duc­ted with suc­cess, but the first in­cision of the knife showed Nikitin a sur­geon of geni­us. Semy­onov re­cog­nised it. … I fan­cied that from that mo­ment I could de­tect in his at­ti­tude to Nikitin a puzzled won­der that such an artist could be at the same time such a fool.

			I began to feel in Nikitin a very lively in­terest. I had from the first been con­scious of his pres­ence, his dis­tinc­tion, his at­ti­tude of pa­tient ex­pect­a­tion and con­tinu­ously happy re­min­is­cence; but I felt now for the first time a closer, more per­son­al in­terest. From the first, as I have said on an earli­er page, his re­la­tion­ship to An­drey Vassilievitch had puzzled me. If Nikitin were not of the com­mon race of men, most as­suredly was An­drey Vassilievitch of the most or­din­ary in the world. He was a little man of a type in no way dis­tinct­ively Rus­si­an—a type very com­mon in Eng­land, in Amer­ica, in France, in Ger­many. He was, one would have said, of the world worldly, a man who, with a sharp busi­ness brain, had ac­quired for him­self houses, lands, food, ser­vants, ac­quaint­ances. Upon these achieve­ments he would pride him­self, hav­ing worked with his own hand to his own ad­vant­age, hav­ing beaten oth­er men who had star­ted the race from the same mark as him­self. He would be a man of a kindly dis­pos­i­tion, hos­pit­able, gen­er­ous at times when needs were put plainly be­fore him, but yet of little ima­gin­a­tion, con­ven­tion­al in all his stand­ards, read­ily in­flu­enced out­side his busi­ness by any chance ac­quaint­ance, but nev­er­the­less hav­ing his eye on worldly ad­vant­age and pro­gress; he would be tim­id of soul, play­ing al­ways for safety, tak­ing the easi­est way with all emo­tion, tread­ing al­ways the known road, ac­cept­ing day by day the creed that was giv­en to him; he would be, out­side his brain, of a poor in­tel­li­gence, ac­cept­ing the things of art on the stand­ard of pop­u­lar ap­plause, talk­ing with a stu­pid gar­ru­lity about mat­ters of which he had no firsthand know­ledge—proud of his po­s­i­tion as a man of the world, wise in the char­ac­ter and moods of men of which, in real­ity, he knew noth­ing. Had he been an Eng­lish­man or a Ger­man, this would have been all and yet, be­cause he was a Rus­si­an, this was not even the be­gin­ning of the mat­ter.

			I had, as I have already said, in earli­er days known him only slightly. I had once stayed for three days in his coun­try-house and it was here that I had met his wife. Rus­si­an houses are open to all the world and, with such a man as An­drey Vassilievitch, through the doors crowds of men and wo­men are al­ways com­ing and go­ing, treat­ing their host like the plat­form of a rail­way sta­tion, eat­ing his meals, sleep­ing on his beds, mak­ing ren­dez­vous with their friends, and yet al­most, on their de­par­ture, for­get­ting his very name.

			My vis­it had been of a date now some five years old. I can only re­mem­ber that his wife did not make any very def­in­ite im­pres­sion upon me, a little quiet wo­man, of a short fig­ure, with kind, rather sleepy eyes, a soft voice, and the air of one who knows her house­wifely busi­ness to per­fec­tion and has joy in her know­ledge. “Not in­ter­est­ing,” I would have judged her, but I had dur­ing my stay no per­son­al talk with her. It was only after my vis­it that I was told that this quiet wo­man was the pas­sion of An­drey Vassilievitch’s life. He had been over thirty when he had mar­ried her; she had been mar­ried be­fore, had been treated, I was in­formed, with great bru­tal­ity by her hus­band who had left her. She had then di­vorced him. Praise of her, I dis­covered, was uni­ver­sal. She was ap­par­ently a wo­man who cre­ated love in oth­ers, but this by no marked vir­tues or clev­erness; no one said of her that she was “bril­liant,” “charm­ing,” “fas­cin­at­ing.” People spoke of her as though here at least there was someone of whom they were sure, someone too who made them the char­ac­ters they wished to be, someone fi­nally who had not sur­rendered her­self, who gave them her love but not her whole soul, keep­ing al­ways mys­tery enough to main­tain her in­de­pend­ence. No scan­dal was con­nec­ted with her name. I heard of Nikitin and oth­ers as her friends, and that was all. Then, quite sud­denly, two months be­fore the be­gin­ning of the war, she died. They said that An­drey Vassilievitch was like a lost dog, wished also at first to talk to all who had known her, weary­ing her friends with his re­min­is­cences, his la­ments, his com­plaints—then sud­denly si­lent, speak­ing to no one about her, at first bury­ing him­self in his busi­ness, then work­ing on some com­mit­tee in con­nec­tion with one of the hos­pit­als, then, as it ap­peared on the im­pulse of a mo­ment, de­part­ing to the war.

			I had ex­pec­ted to find him a changed man and was, per­haps, dis­ap­poin­ted that he should ap­pear the same chat­ter­ing feath­er-headed little char­ac­ter whom I had known of old. Nev­er­the­less I knew well enough that there was more here than I could see, and that the root of the mat­ter was to be found in his con­nec­tion with Nikitin. In our Otri­ad, friend­ships were con­tinu­ally spring­ing up and dy­ing down. Someone would con­fide to one that so-and-so was “won­der­fully sym­path­et­ic.” From the oth­er side one would hear the same. For some days these friends would be un­di­vided, would search out from the Otri­ad the oth­ers who were of their mind, would lose no op­por­tun­ity of de­clar­ing their “sym­pathy,” would sit to­geth­er at table, work to­geth­er over the bandaging, unite to­geth­er in the pub­lic dis­cus­sions that were fre­quent and to a stranger’s eye hor­ribly heated. Then very soon there would come a rift. How could that Rus­si­an pas­sion­ate long­ing for jus­ti­fied ideal­ism be real­ised? Once more there were faults, spots on the sun, selfish­ness, bad tem­per, nar­row­ness, what you please. And at every fresh dis­ap­point­ment would my com­pan­ions be as sur­prised as though the same thing had not happened to them only a fort­night ago.

			“But only last week you liked him so much!”

			“How could I know that he would hold such opin­ions? Nev­er in my life have I been more sur­prised.”

			So upon these little bil­lows sailed the stout barque of Rus­si­an ideal­ism, rising, fall­ing, nev­er over­whelmed, al­ways bravely con­fid­ent, nev­er seek­ing for calm wa­ters, re­fus­ing them in­deed for their very pla­cid­ity.

			But in the midst of these shift­ing for­tunes there were cer­tain al­li­ances and re­la­tion­ships that nev­er changed. Amongst these was the al­li­ance of Nikitin and An­drey Vassilievitch. Friend­ship it could not be called. Nikitin, al­though ap­par­ently he was kindly to the little man, yiel­ded him no in­tim­acy. It seemed to us a very one-sided busi­ness, de­pend­ing partly upon An­drey Vassilievitch’s con­tinu­al as­ser­tions that Nikitin was “his old­est friend and the closest friend of his wife,” that “Nikitin was one of the most re­mark­able men in the world,” that “only his in­tim­ate friends could know how re­mark­able he was”; partly too upon the dog­like ca­pa­city of An­drey Vassilievitch to fetch and carry for his friend, to put him­self in­deed to the greatest in­con­veni­ence. It was pathet­ic to see the flam­ing pleas­ure in the man’s eyes when Nikitin per­mit­ted him to wait upon him, and how iron­ic­ally, upon such an oc­ca­sion, would Semy­onov watch them both!

			In spite of Nikitin’s passiv­ity he did, I fan­cied, more than merely suf­fer this un­equal al­li­ance. It seemed to me that there was be­hind his si­lence some act­ive wish that the af­fair should con­tin­ue. I should speak too strongly if I were to say that he took pleas­ure in the man’s com­pany, but he did, I be­lieve, al­most in spite of him­self, secretly en­cour­age it. And there was, in spite of the com­edy that per­sist­ently hovered about his fig­ure and habits, some fine spir­it in An­drey Vassilievitch’s cham­pi­on­ship of his hero. How he hated Semy­onov! How he lost no single op­por­tun­ity of try­ing to bring Nikitin for­ward in pub­lic, of prov­ing to the world who was the great­er of the two men! Some­thing very single-hearted shone through the col­our of his loy­alty; noth­ing, I was con­vinced, could swerve him from his fi­del­ity. That, at least, was un­til death.

			There arose then in these days of the wounded at M—— a strange re­la­tion­ship between my­self and Nikitin. Friend­ship, I have said, I may not call it. Nikitin af­ter­wards told me it was my in­terest in the study of hu­man char­ac­ter that led to his frank­ness—as though he had said, “Here is a man who likes to play a cer­tain game. I also en­joy it. We will play it to­geth­er, but when the game is fin­ished we sep­ar­ate.” Al­though dis­cus­sions as to the char­ac­ters of one or an­oth­er of us were con­tinu­ous and, to an Eng­lish­man at any rate, most strangely pub­lic, I do not think that the Rus­si­ans in our Otri­ad were really in­ter­ested in hu­man psy­cho­logy. One cri­ti­cised or praised in or­der to jus­ti­fy some per­son­al dis­ap­point­ment or pleas­ure. There was noth­ing that gave our com­pany great­er pleas­ure than to de­clare in full voice that “So-and-so was a dear, most sym­path­et­ic, a fine man.” Pub­lic praise was con­tinu­ous and the most hon­est and spon­tan­eous af­fair; if cri­ti­cism some­times fol­lowed with sur­pris­ing quick­ness that was spon­tan­eous too; all the emo­tions in our Otri­ad were spon­tan­eous to the very ex­treme of spon­taneity. But we were not real stu­dents of one an­oth­er; we were con­tent to call things by their names, to call si­lence si­lence, ob­stin­acy ob­stin­acy, good tem­per good tem­per, and leave it at that.

			No one, I think, really con­sidered Nikitin at all deeply. They ad­mired him for his “quiet” but would have liked him bet­ter had he shared some of their frank­ness—and that was all.

			It happened that for sev­er­al days I worked in the bandaging room dir­ectly un­der Nikitin. The work had a pe­cu­li­ar and really un­ana­lys­able fas­cin­a­tion for me. It was per­haps the dir­ect­ness of con­tact that pleased me. I sup­pose one felt that here at any rate one was do­ing im­me­di­ate prac­tic­al good, re­liev­ing dis­tress and agony that must, by someone, be im­me­di­ately re­lieved; and, at any rate, in the first days at M—— when the press of wounded was ter­rif­ic (we treated, in one day and night, nine hun­dred wounded sol­diers) there could be no doubt of the real de­mand for in­cess­ant tire­less work. But there was in my pleas­ure more than this. It was as though, through the bod­ies of the wounded sol­diers, I was help­ing to drive home the at­tack upon our en­emy. By our en­emy I do not mean any­thing as con­cretely com­mon­place as the Ger­man na­tion. One scarcely con­sidered Ger­many as a def­in­ite per­son­al­ity. One was re­solved to cripple its power be­cause one be­lieved that power to be a men­ace to the help­less, the in­no­cent, the lov­ers of truth and beauty; but that re­solve, al­though it nev­er altered, seemed (the near­er one ap­proached the cit­adel) in some way to be farther and farther re­moved from the real ques­tion. Ger­many was of no im­port­ance, and the ru­in that Ger­many was wreak­ing was of no im­port­ance com­pared with the his­tor­ies of the in­di­vidu­al souls that were now in the mak­ing. Here were we: Nikitin, Trenchard, Sis­ter K——, Mo­lo­zov, my­self and the oth­ers—en­gaged upon our great ad­ven­ture. Across the sur­face of the world, at this same in­stant, out upon the same hunt, seek­ing the same an­swer to their mys­tery, were mil­lions of our fel­lows. Some­where in the heart of the deep forest the en­emy was hid­ing. We would de­feat him? He would catch us un­awares? He had some plot, some hid­den sur­prise? What should we find when we met him? … We hated Ger­many, God knows, with a quiet, un­rest­ing, in­ter­min­able hatred, but it was not Ger­many that we were fight­ing.

			And these wounded knew some­thing that we did not. In the first mo­ments of their agony when we met them their souls had not re­covered from the shock of their en­counter. It was, with many of them, more than the mere phys­ic­al pain. They were still held by some dis­cov­ery at whose very doors they had been. The dis­cov­ery it­self had not been made by them, but they had been so near to it that many of them would nev­er be the same man again. “No, your Hon­our,” one sol­dier said to me. “It isn’t my arm. … That is noth­ing, Slava Bogu … but life isn’t so real now. It is half gone.” He would ex­plain no more.

			Since the battle of S——, I had been rest­less. I wanted to be back there again and this work was to me like talk­ing to trav­el­lers who had come from some coun­try that one knew and de­sired.

			In the early morn­ing, when the light was so cold and in­hu­man, when the candles stuck in bottles on the win­dowsills shivered and quavered in the little breeze, when the big basin on the floor seemed to swell ever lar­ger and lar­ger, with its bur­den of bloody rags and soiled band­ages and filthy frag­ments of dirty clothes, when the air was weighted down with the smell of blood and hu­man flesh, when the sighs and groans and cries kept up a per­petu­al un­der­cur­rent that one did not no­tice and yet faltered be­fore, when again and again bod­ies, torn al­most in half, faces mangled for life, hands battered in­to pulp, legs hanging al­most by a thread, rose be­fore one, passed and rose again in end­less pro­ces­sion, then, in those early hours, some fant­ast­ic world was about one. The pop­lar trees bey­ond the win­dow, the little beech­wood on the hill, the pond across the road, a round grey sheet of ruffled wa­ter, these things in the half-light seemed to wait for our de­feat. One in­stant on our part and it seemed that all the pain and tor­ture would rise in a flood and over­whelm one … in those early morn­ing hours the en­emy crept very close in­deed. We could al­most hear his hot breath be­hind the bars of our fastened doors.

			There was a pe­cu­li­ar little head­ache that I have felt nowhere else, be­fore or since, that at­tacked one on those early morn­ings. It was not a head­ache that af­flic­ted one with def­in­ite phys­ic­al pain. It was like a cold hand press­ing upon the brow, a hand that touched the eyes, the nose, the mouth, then re­mained, a chill weight upon the head; the blood seemed to stop in its course, one’s heart beat feebly, and things were dim be­fore one’s eyes. One was stu­pid and chose one’s words slowly, look­ing at people closely to see wheth­er one really knew them, even un­sure about one­self, one’s his­tory, one’s fu­ture; neither hungry, tired, nor thirsty, neither sad nor joy­ful, neither ex­cited nor dull, only with the cold hand upon one’s brow, catch­ing (with troubled breath) the beat­ing of one’s heart.

			In nor­mal times the night-duty was of course taken in ro­ta­tion, but dur­ing the pres­sure of these four days we had to snatch our rest when we might.

			About mid­night on the fifth day the pro­ces­sion of wounded sud­denly slackened, and by two o’clock in the morn­ing had ceased en­tirely. The two nurses went to bed leav­ing Nikitin, my­self, and some sleepy san­it­ars alone. The little room was empty of all wounded, they hav­ing been re­moved to the tent on the farther side of the road. The candles had sunk deep in­to the bottles and were splut­ter­ing in a sea of grease. The room smelt ab­om­in­ably, the blood on the floor had trickled in thin red lines in­to the cracks between the boards, and the basins with the soiled band­ages over­flowed. There was ab­so­lute si­lence. One san­it­ar, asleep, had leaned, still stand­ing, over a chair, and his shad­ow with his heavy hanging head high above the candle against the wall.

			Nikitin, seem­ing gi­gant­ic in the fail­ing candle­light, stood back against the win­dow. He did not keep, as did Semy­onov, per­fect neat­ness. A night of work left him with his hair on end, his black beard rough and dis­ordered; his shirtsleeves were turned up, his arms stained with blood, and in his white ap­ron he looked like some kingly butcher. I was tired, the cold head­ache was upon me. I wished that I could go, but I knew that both he and I must stay un­til eight o’clock. While there was work to do noth­ing mattered, but now in the si­lence the whole world seemed as empty and foul as a drained and stink­ing tub.

			Nikitin looked at me.

			“You’re tired,” he said.

			“No, I’m not tired,” I answered. “I shouldn’t sleep if I went to bed. But I’ve got a head­ache that is not a head­ache, I smell a smell that isn’t a smell, I’m go­ing to be sick—and yet I’m not go­ing to be sick.”

			“Come out­side,” he said, “and get rid of this air.” We went out and sat down on a wooden bench that bordered the yard. Be­fore us was the high road that ran from the town of S—— in­to the very heart of the Carpath­i­ans. As the cold grey faded we could catch the thin out­line of those moun­tains, faint, like pen­cil-lines upon the sky now washed with pink, covered in their near­er reaches by thick forests, in­sub­stan­tial, al­though they were close at hand, like wa­ter or long clouds. We could see the road, white and clear at our feet, melt­ing in­to shad­ow bey­ond us, and catch­ing in the little misty pools the col­oured re­flec­tion of the morn­ing sky.

			The air was very fresh; a cock be­hind me wel­comed the sun; the cold band with­drew from my fore­head.

			Nikitin was si­lent and I, si­lent also, sat there, al­most asleep, happy and tran­quil. It seemed to me very nat­ur­al to him that he should neither move nor speak, but after a time he began to talk. I had in that early morn­ing a strange im­pres­sion, as though deep in my dreams I was listen­ing to some his­tory. I know that I did not sleep and yet even now as I re­cov­er his quiet voice and, I be­lieve, many of his very words, in re­min­is­cence those hours are still dream­ing hours. I know that every word that he told me then was true in ac­tu­al fact. And yet it seems to me that we were all slum­ber­ing, the world at our feet, the sun in the sky, the wounded in their tent, and that through the mist of all that slum­ber Nikitin’s voice, soft, meas­ured, it­self like an echo of some oth­er voice miles away, pen­et­rated—but to my heart rather than to my brain. Af­ter­wards this was all strangely par­al­lel in my mind with that earli­er con­ver­sa­tion that I had had with Trenchard in the train. … And now as I sit here, in so dif­fer­ent a place, amongst men so dif­fer­ent, those oth­er two come back to me, happy ghosts. Yes, happy I know that one at least of them is!

			Like wa­ter be­hind glass, like mu­sic be­hind a screen, Nikitin’s voice comes back to me—dim but so close, mys­ter­i­ous but so in­tim­ate. Ah, the ques­tions that I would ask him now if only I might have those morn­ing hours over again!

			“You’re a sol­emn man al­to­geth­er, Dur­ward. Per­haps all Eng­lish­men seem so to us, and it may be only your tran­quil­lity, so un­like our moods and nerves by which we kill ourselves dead be­fore we’re halfway through life. … I had an Eng­lish tu­tor for a year when I was a boy. He didn’t teach me much: ‘all right’ and ‘Tank you’ is the only Eng­lish I’ve kept, but I think of him now as the very quietest man in all the uni­verse. He nev­er seemed to breathe, so still he was. And how I ad­mired him for that! My fath­er was a very ex­cit­able man, his moods and tem­pers killed him when he was just over forty. … We have a pro­verb, ‘In the still marshes there are dev­ils,’ and we ad­mire and fear quiet men be­cause they have some­thing that we have not. And I like the way that you watch us, Dur­ward. Your friend Trenchard does not watch us at all and one could be his friend. For you one has quite an­oth­er feel­ing. It is as though I had some­thing to give you that you really want. Why should I not give it you? My giv­ing it will do me no harm, it may even yield me pleas­ure. You will not throw it away. You are an Eng­lish­man and will not for a mo­ment’s tem­per or pas­sion re­veal secrets. And there are no secrets. What I tell you you may tell the world—but I warn you that it will neither in­terest them nor will they be­lieve it. … There is, you see, no cli­max to my story. I have no story, in­deed; like an old feld­sh­er in my vil­lage who hates our vil­lage Pope. ‘Why, Georg Georgevitch,’ I say, ‘do you hate him? He is a worthy man.’ ‘Your Hon­our,’ he says, ‘there is noth­ing there; a fat man, but God has the rest of him—I hate him for his empti­ness.’ I’m in a hu­mour to talk. I have, in a way, ful­filled the pur­pose that my Eng­lish tu­tor cre­ated in me. I’ve grown a sort of quiet skin, you know, but un­der that skin the heart pounds away, the veins swell to burst­ing. I’m a fool be­hind it all—just a fool as every Rus­si­an is a fool with more in hand than he knows how to deal with. You don’t un­der­stand Rus­sia, do you? No, and I don’t and no one does. But we can all talk about her—and love her too, if you like, al­though our sen­ti­ment’s a bad thing in us, some say. But for us not to talk—for one of us to be si­lent—do you know how hard that is? … And through it all how I des­pise my­self for wish­ing to tell them! What busi­ness is it of theirs? Then this war. Can you con­ceive what it is do­ing to Rus­si­ans? If you have loved Rus­sia and dreamed for her and had your dreams flung again and again to the ground and trampled on—and now, once more, the bubbles are in the sky, glit­ter­ing, gleam­ing … do we not have to speak, do you think? Must it not be hard, when be­fore we have not been able to be si­lent about wo­men and vodka, to be si­lent now about the dearest wish of our heart? We have come out here, all of us, to see what we will find. I have come be­cause I want to get near­er to some­thing—I had brought some­thing in my heart about which I had learnt to be si­lent. ‘That is enough!’ I thought, ‘there can be noth­ing else about which I can wish to talk; but now, sud­denly, like that cru­ci­fix on the hil­lock by the road that the sun has just touched, there is some­thing more. And now here we are noth­ing … two souls come to­geth­er out of space for an hour … and it doesn’t mat­ter what I say to you, ex­cept that it’s true and the truth will be some­thing for you. Here’s what I’ve come to the war with … my little bit of pos­ses­sion, if you like, that I’ve brought with me, as we’ve all brought some­thing. Will you un­der­stand me? Per­haps not, and it really doesn’t mat­ter. I know what I have, what I want, but not what I am. So how should you know if I do not? And I love life, I be­lieve in God. I wish to meet Death. One can be ser­i­ous without be­ing ab­surd at an early hour like this, when noth­ing is real ex­cept such things. … An­drey Vassilievitch and my­self have puzzled you, have we not? I have seen you watch­ing us very ser­i­ously, as though we were fig­ures in a nov­el, and that has amazed me, be­cause you must not be sol­emn about us. You’ll un­der­stand noth­ing about Rus­si­an life un­less you laugh at it dur­ing at least half the week.

			“Al­most five years ago I met An­drey Vassilievitch at a friend’s house in Pet­ro­grad. He was an ac­quaint­ance of mine of some years’ dur­a­tion, but I had avoided him be­cause he seemed to me the last kind of man whom I would ever care to know. I had been at this time five years in Pet­ro­grad and had now a good prac­tice there as a sur­geon. I was a suc­cess­ful man and I knew it, but I was also a dis­ap­poin­ted man be­cause my ideal­ism, that was be­ing forever wounded by my own ac­tions, would not die. How I wished for it to die! I thought of the day when I should be without it as the day of lib­er­a­tion, of free­dom. That had be­come my idea, I must tell you, the dom­in­at­ing idea of my life: that I should kill my ideal­ism, laugh at the be­lief in God, lose faith in every­one and everything, and then simply en­joy my­self—my work which I loved and my pleas­ure which I should love when my ideal­ism had died. … Some­times dur­ing those years I thought that it was dy­ing. Wo­men helped to kill it, I be­lieved, and I knew many wo­men, des­per­ately per­sist­ently laugh­ing at them, leav­ing them or be­ing left by them; and then, in spite of my­self, bit­terly, deeply dis­ap­poin­ted. Some­thing al­ways say­ing to me: ‘I am God and you can­not hide from me.’ ‘I am God and I will not be hid­den.’

			“And on this night, about five years ago, at the house of a friend, I met An­drey Vassilievitch. We left the house to­geth­er, and be­cause it was a fine night, walked down the Nevski. There at the corner of the Mor­skaia, be­cause he was a nervous man who wished to be well with every­one in the world and be­cause he had noth­ing es­pe­cial to say, he asked me to din­ner, and I, be­cause it was a fine night and there had been good wine, said that I would go.

			“The next day I cursed my folly. I do not know to this day why I did not break the en­gage­ment, it would have been suf­fi­ciently easy, but break it I did not and a week later, re­luct­antly, I went. Do you know how houses and streets of which you have ob­served noth­ing, af­ter­wards, called out by some im­port­ant event, leap in­to de­tail? That night I swear that I saw noth­ing of that little street be­hind the Mari­in­sky Theatre. It was a fine ‘white night’ at the end of May and the theatre was in a bustle of ar­rivals be­cause it was nearly eight o’clock. Not at all the hour of Rus­si­an din­ner, as you know, but An­drey Vassilievitch al­ways liked to be as Eng­lish as pos­sible. I tell you that I saw noth­ing of the street and yet now I know that at the door of the little trak­teer there were two men and a wo­man laugh­ing, that an is­votchik was drawn up in front of a high white block of flats, asleep, his head fallen on his breast, that the won­der­ful light, faintly blue and misty like gauze hung down from the sky, down over the houses, but fall­ing not quite on to the pave­ment which was hard and ugly and grey. The little street was very si­lent and quiet and had, like so many Pet­ro­grad streets, a dec­or­ous in­tim­acy with the eight­eenth cen­tury ghosts throng­ing its air. …

			“Af­ter­wards, how I was to know that street, every stone and corner of it! It seems won­der­ful to me now that I trod its pave­ment that night so care­lessly. My des­tin­a­tion was a square little house at the corner on the right. An­drey Vassilievitch boas­ted a whole house to him­self, a rare pride in our city, as you know. When I was in­side the doors I knew at once that it was not An­drey Vassilievitch’s house at all. Some stronger spir­it than his was there. Know­ing him, I had ex­pec­ted to find there many mod­ern things, some im­it­a­tion of Eng­lish man­ners, some bad but ex­pens­ive pic­tures, a gramo­phone, a pi­an­olo, a lib­rary of Rus­si­an clas­sics in our hideous mod­ern bind­ings, a bil­liard-room—you know the char­ac­ter. How quiet this little house was. In the little square hall an old faded car­pet, a grand­fath­er’s clock and two eight­eenth cen­tury prints of Pet­ro­grad. All the rooms were square, so Rus­si­an with their pla­cid fam­ily por­traits, their old tables and chairs, not beau­ti­ful save for their fi­del­ity, and old thumbed edi­tions of Pushkin and Go­gol and Ler­montov in the book­shelves. Clocks, old slow clocks, all telling dif­fer­ent time, all over the house. The house was very neat, but in odd corners there were all those odd fam­ily things that Rus­si­ans col­lect, china of the worst peri­od, brass trays, large can­dle­sticks, mu­sic­al boxes, any­thing you please. Only in the din­ing-room there was some at­tempt at mod­ern­ity. Bad mod­ern fur­niture, on the walls bad cop­ies of such things as So­moff’s Blue Lady, Vru­bel’s Pan and one of Ben­oit’s Peter the Great wa­ter­col­ours. Bey­ond this room the house was of eighty years ago, muffled in its old fur­niture, speak­ing with the voice of its old clocks, scen­ted with the scent of its musk and lav­ender, watched by the con­ten­ted gaze of the old fam­ily por­traits.

			“Al­ex­an­dra Pavlovna, An­drey Vassilievitch’s wife, was wait­ing for us. Has it happened to you yet that your life that has been such and such a life is in the mo­ment of a heart­beat all an­oth­er life? You have passed an ex­am­in­a­tion, you are sud­denly ill, you break your back by a fall, or more simply than all of these, you enter a town, see a pic­ture, hear a bar of mu­sic. … The thing’s done: all val­ues changed: what you saw be­fore you see no longer, what you needed be­fore you need no longer, what you ex­pec­ted be­fore you ex­pect no longer. … Al­ex­an­dra Pavlovna was not a beau­ti­ful wo­man. Not tall, with hair quite grey, eyes not dark nor light—sad though. When she smiled there was great charm but so it is true of many wo­men. Her com­plex­ion was al­ways pale and her voice, al­though it was sweet to those who loved her, was per­haps too quiet to be greatly re­marked by strangers. I have known men who thought her an or­din­ary wo­man. … She had much hu­mour but did not show it to every­one. She was as still as that cloud there above the hill, full of col­our; like, that is, to those who loved her; seen from an­oth­er view, as per­haps that cloud may be, there was noth­ing won­der­ful. … Noth­ing won­der­ful, but so many loved her! There was nev­er, I think, a wo­man so greatly be­loved. And you may judge by me. I had led a life in which after my work wo­men had al­ways played the chief part, and as the months passed and I had grown proud I had vowed that wo­men must be ex­cep­tion­al to please me. I had felt the eye of the world upon me. ‘You’ll see no or­din­ary wo­men in Vic­tor Le­on­tievitch’s com­pany’ I heard them say, and I was proud that they should say it. From the first in­stant of see­ing Al­ex­an­dra Pavlovna I loved her and I loved her in a new, an ut­terly new way. For the first time in my life I did not think of my­self as a trav­el­ler who, passing for many years through coun­tries that did not greatly in­terest him, feels his aches and pains, his money troubles, his dis­com­forts and little per­son­al ir­rit­a­tions. Then sud­denly he crosses the bor­der and the new land so pos­sesses him that he is only a ves­sel for its beauty, to ab­sorb it, to hold it, to carry the bur­den of it in safety. … I crossed the bor­der. For four years after that I pur­sued that en­chanted jour­ney. Why did I love her? Who can say? An­drey Vassilievitch ad­ored her with an ut­ter de­vo­tion and had done so since the first mo­ment of meet­ing her. I have known many oth­ers, wo­men and men, who felt that de­vo­tion. On that first even­ing we were very quiet—only an­oth­er wo­man, a cous­in of hers. After din­ner I had half an hour’s talk with her. I can see her—ah! how I can see you, my dear!—sit­ting back a little in her chair, rest­ing, her hands fol­ded very quietly in her lap, her eyes watch­ing me gravely. I felt like a boy who has come in­to the world for the first time. I could not talk to her—I stammered over the simplest things. But I was con­scious of a deep lux­uri­ous de­light. I did not, as I had done be­fore, lay plans, say that this-and-this would be so if I did this-and-this, I did not con­sciously try to in­flu­ence or dir­ect her. I felt no def­in­ite sen­su­al at­trac­tion, did not say, as I had al­ways done with oth­er wo­men, ‘It is the hair, the eyes, the mouth.’ If I thought at all it was only ‘This is bet­ter than any­thing that I have known be­fore; I had nev­er dreamt of any­thing like this.’

			“After I had left her that night I did not walk the streets, nor drink, nor find com­pan­ions. I went home and slept the sound­est sleep of my life. In the morn­ing I knew tran­quil­lity for the first time in all my days. I did not, as I had done after many earli­er first meet­ings, hasten to see my friend. I did not know even that she liked me and yet I felt no doubt nor con­fu­sion. It was, per­haps, that I was ready to ac­cept this new in­flu­ence un­der any con­di­tions, was ready for once to leave the rules to an­oth­er. I felt no curi­os­ity, knew no de­term­in­a­tion to dis­cov­er the con­di­tions of her life that I might bend them to my own pur­poses. I was quite pass­ive, un­troubled, and of a mar­vel­lous, al­most selfish hap­pi­ness.

			“Our friend­ship con­tin­ued very eas­ily. It soon came to our meet­ing every day. In the sum­mer they moved to their house in Fin­land and I went to stay with them. But it was not un­til her re­turn to Pet­ro­grad in Septem­ber that I told her that I loved her. Upon one of the first au­tumn days, upon an even­ing, when the little green tree out­side their door was gold and there was a slip of an apricot moon, when the first fires were lighted (An­drey Vassilievitch had Eng­lish fire­places), sit­ting alone to­geth­er in her little faded old-fash­ioned room, I told her that I loved her. She listened very quietly as I talked, her eyes on my face, grave, sad per­haps, and yet hu­mor­ous, se­cure in her own settled life but shar­ing also in the life of oth­ers. She watched me rather as a moth­er watches her child. … I told her that it mattered noth­ing the con­di­tions that she put upon me; that so long as I saw her and knew that she be­lieved me to be her friend I asked for noth­ing. She answered, still very quietly but put­ting her hand on mine, that she had loved me from the first mo­ment of our meet­ing. That she wondered that yet once again love should have come in­to her life when she had thought that that was all fin­ished for her. She told me that love had been in her life noth­ing but pain and dis­tress, and then she asked me, very simply, wheth­er I would try to keep this thing so that it should be happy and should en­dure. I said that I would obey her in any­thing that she should com­mand. … There fol­lowed then the strangest life for me. Lov­ers in the fullest sense we were and yet it was dif­fer­ent from any love that I had ever known. When I ask my­self why, in what, it differed I can­not an­swer. Two old grey middle-aged people who happened to suit one an­oth­er. … Not ro­mantic. … But I think in the end of it all the reas­on was that she nev­er re­vealed her­self to me en­tirely. I was al­ways curi­ous about her, al­ways felt that oth­er people knew more of her than I did, al­ways thought that one day I should know all. It is ‘know­ing all’ that kills love, and I nev­er knew all. We were al­ways to­geth­er. She was a wo­man of very re­mark­able in­tel­li­gence, lov­ing mu­sic, lit­er­at­ure, paint­ing, with a most ex­cel­lently crit­ic­al love. Her friend­ship with me gave her, I do be­lieve, a new youth and hap­pi­ness. We be­came in­sep­ar­able, and all my earli­er life had passed away from me like worn-out clothes. I was happy—but of course I was not sat­is­fied. I was jeal­ous of that which An­drey Vassilievitch had—and I lacked. My whole re­la­tion­ship to An­drey Vassilievitch was a curi­ous one. My friend­ship for his wife must I am sure have been tor­ture to him. He knew that she had giv­en me a great deal that she had nev­er giv­en to him. And yet, be­cause he loved her so pro­foundly, he was only anxious that she should be happy. He saw that my friend­ship gave her new in­terests, new life even. He en­cour­aged me, then, in every way, to stay with them, to be with them. He left us alone con­tinu­ally. Dur­ing the whole of that four years he nev­er once spoke in an­ger to me nor chal­lenged my fi­del­ity. My re­la­tion­ship to him was dif­fi­cult. We were, quite simply as men, the worst-suited in the world. He had not a trick nor a habit that did not get on my nerves; he was in­tel­li­gent only in those things that I des­pised a man for know­ing. This would have been well enough had he not per­sisted in talk­ing about mat­ters of art and lit­er­at­ure, of which, of course, he knew noth­ing. He did it, I be­lieve, to please his wife and my­self. I des­pised him for many things and yet, in my heart, I knew that he had much that I had not. He was, and is, a finer man than I. … And, last and first of all, he pos­sessed part of his wife that I did not. After all, she did, in her own beau­ti­ful way, love him. She was a moth­er to him; she laughed ten­derly at his fool­ish­ness, cared for him, watched over him, de­fen­ded him. Me she would nev­er need to de­fend. Our re­la­tion­ship was built rather on my de­fence of her. Some­times I would wish that I were such a durak as An­drey Vassilievitch, that I might have her pro­tec­tion. … There were many, many times when I hated him—no times at all when he did not ir­rit­ate me. I wished. … I wished. … I do not know what I wished. Only I al­ways waited for the time when I should have all of her, when I should hold her against all the world. Then, after four years of this new life, she quite sud­denly died. Again in that little house, on a ‘white night,’ just as when I had at first met her, the purple cur­tains hanging in the little street, the is­vost­chik sleep­ing, the clocks in the house chat­ter­ing in their haste to keep up with time. … Only two months be­fore the out­break of the war she caught cold, for a week suffered from pneu­mo­nia and died. At the last An­drey Vassilievitch and I were alone with her. He had her hand in his but her last cry was ‘Vic­tor,’ and as she died I felt as though, at last, after that long wait­ing, she had leapt in­to my arms forever. …

			“After her death for many weeks, she was with me more com­pletely than she had been dur­ing her life­time. I knew that she was dead, but I thought that I also had died. I went in­to Fin­land alone, saw no one, talked to no one, saw only her. Then quite sud­denly I came to life again. She with­drew from me. … Work seemed the only pos­sible thing; but I was, dur­ing all this time, happy not miser­able. She was not with me, but she was not very far away. Then An­drey Vassilievitch came back to me. He told me that he knew that she had loved me—that he had tried to speak of her to oth­ers who had known her, but they had, none of them, had real know­ledge of her. Might he speak to me some­times about her?

			“I found that though he ir­rit­ated me more than ever I liked to talk about her to him. As I spoke of her he scarcely was present at all and yet he had known her and loved her, and would listen forever and ever if I wished.

			“When the war had las­ted some months the fancy came to me that I could get near­er to her by go­ing in­to it. I might even die, which would be best of all. I did not wish to kill my­self be­cause I felt that to be a cow­ard’s death, and in such a way I thought that I would only sep­ar­ate my­self from her. But in the war, per­haps, I might meet death in such a way as to show him that I des­pised him both for my­self and her. By sui­cide I would be pay­ing him rev­er­ence. … Some such thought also had An­drey Vassilievitch. I heard that he thought of at­tach­ing him­self to some Red Cross Otri­ad. I told him my plans. He said no more, but sud­denly, as you know, I found him on the plat­form of the Warsaw sta­tion. Af­ter­wards he apo­lo­gised to me, said that he must be near me, that he would try not to an­noy me, that if some­times he spoke of her to me he hoped that I would not mind. … And I? What do I feel? I do not know. He has some share in her that I have not. I have some share in her that he has not, and I think that it has come to both of us that the one of us who dies first will at­tain her. It seems to me now that she is con­tinu­ally with me, but I be­lieve that this is noth­ing to the know­ledge I shall have of her one day. Am I right? Is An­drey Vassilievitch right? Can it be that such a man—such men, I should say, as either I or he—will ever be giv­en such hap­pi­ness? I do not know. I only know that God ex­ists—that Love is more power­ful than man—that Death can fall be­fore us if we be­lieve that it will—that the soul of man is Power and Love. … I be­lieve in God. …”

		
	
		
			
				V

				First Move to the En­emy

			
			It was dur­ing two nights in the forest of S——, about which I must af­ter­wards write, that I had those long con­ver­sa­tions with Trenchard, upon whose evid­ence now I must very largely de­pend. Be­fore me as I write is his Di­ary, left to me by him. In this whole busi­ness of the war there is noth­ing more dif­fi­cult than the var­ied and con­fused suc­ces­sion with which moods, im­pres­sions, fan­cies, suc­ceed one upon an­oth­er, but Trenchard told me so simply and yet so graph­ic­ally of the events of these weeks that fol­lowed the battle of S—— that I be­lieve I am de­part­ing in no way from the truth in my present ac­count, the truth, at any rate as he him­self be­lieved it to be. …

			The only im­pres­sion that he brought away with him from the battle of S—— was that pic­ture, lighted by the ho­ri­zon fires, of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna kneel­ing with her hand on Semy­onov’s shoulder. That, every de­tail and col­our of it, bit in­to his brain.

			In un­der­stand­ing him it is of the first im­port­ance to re­mem­ber that this was the one and only love busi­ness of his life. The ef­fect of those days in Pet­ro­grad when Mar­ie Ivan­ovna had shown him that she liked him, the thun­der­ing stu­pefy­ing ef­fect of that night when she had ac­cep­ted his love, must have caught his soul and changed it as glass is caught by the work­er and blown in­to shape and col­our. There he was, fash­ioned and pur­i­fied, ready for her use. What would she make of him? That she should make noth­ing of him at all was as in­cred­ible to him as that there should not be, some­where in the world, Pol­chester town in Gle­beshire county.

			There had been with him, I think, from the first a fear that “it was all too good to be true”—Timeo Dana­os et dona fer­entes. It is not easy for any man, after thirty years’ shy shrink­ing from the world, to shake him­self free of su­per­sti­tions, and such ter­rors the quiet and re­tired Pol­chester had bred in Trenchard’s heart as though it had been the very epi­tome of life at its low­est and vilest. It simply came to this, that he re­fused to be­lieve that Mar­ie Ivan­ovna had been giv­en to him only to be taken away again. About wo­men he knew simply noth­ing and Rus­si­an wo­men are not the least com­plic­ated of their sex. About Mar­ie Ivan­ovna he of course knew noth­ing at all.

			His first weeks in our Otri­ad had been like the pain­ful re­turn to drab real­ity after a splen­did dream. “After all I am the hope­less creature I thought I was. What was there, in those days in Pet­ro­grad, that could blind me?” His shy­ness re­turned, his awk­ward­ness, his mis­takes in tact and re­source were upon him again like a suit of badly made clothes. He knew this but he be­lieved that it could make no dif­fer­ence to his lady. So sure was he of him­self in re­gard to her—she might be trans­formed in­to any­thing hideous or vile and still now he would love her—that he could not be­lieve that she would change. The love that had come to them was surely etern­al—it must be, it must be, it must be. …

			He failed al­to­geth­er to un­der­stand her youth, her in­ex­per­i­ence, above all her col­oured ro­mantic fancy. Her ro­mantic fancy had made him in her eyes for a brief hour some­thing that he was not. After a month at the war I be­lieve that she had grown in­to a wo­man. She had loved him for an in­stant as a young girl loves a hero of a nov­el. And al­though she was now a wo­man she must still keep her ro­mantic fancy. He was no longer part of that—only a clumsy man at whom people laughed. She must, I think, have suffered at her own awaken­ing, for she was hon­est, im­petu­ous, pure, if ever wo­man was those things.

			He did not see her as she was—he still clung to his con­fid­ence; but he began as the days ad­vanced to be ter­ribly afraid. His fears centred them­selves round Semy­onov. Semy­onov must have seemed to him an aw­ful fig­ure, power­ful, con­temp­tu­ous, all-con­quer­ing. Any blun­ders that he com­mit­ted were doubled by Semy­onov’s pres­ence. He could do noth­ing right if Semy­onov were there. He was only too ready to be­lieve that Semy­onov knew the world and he did not, and if Semy­onov thought him a fool—it was quite ob­vi­ous what Semy­onov thought him—then a fool he must be. He clung des­per­ately to the hope that there would be a battle—a ro­mantic dra­mat­ic battle—and that in it he would most glor­i­ously dis­tin­guish him­self. He be­lieved that, for her sake, he would face all the ter­rors of hell. The battle came and there were no ter­rors of hell—only sick head­ache, noise, men des­per­ately wounded, and, once again, his own clum­si­ness. Then, in that fi­nal pic­ture of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and Semy­onov he saw his own most miser­able ex­clu­sion.

			In the days that fol­lowed there was much work and he was for­got­ten. He as­sisted in the bandaging-room; in later days he was to prove most ef­fi­cient and cap­able, but at first he was shy and nervous and Semy­onov, who seemed al­ways to be present, did not spare him.

			Then, quite sud­denly, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna changed. She was kinder to him than she had ever been, yes, kinder than dur­ing those early days in Pet­ro­grad. We all no­ticed the change in her. When she was with him in the bandaging-room she whispered ad­vice to him, helped him when she had a free mo­ment, laughed with him, put him, of course, in­to a heav­en of de­light. How happy at once he was! His clum­si­ness in­stantly fell away from him, he only smiled when Semy­onov sneered, his Rus­si­an im­proved in a re­mark­able man­ner. She was tender to him as though she were much older than he. He has told me that, in spite of his joy, that ten­der­ness alarmed him. Also when he kissed her she drew back a little—and she did not reply when he spoke of their mar­riage.

			But for four days he was happy! He used to sing to him­self as he walked about the house in a high cracked voice—one song “I Did but See Her Passing By”—an­oth­er “Early One Morn­ing”—I can hear him now, his voice break­ing al­ways on the high notes.

			
				
					“Early one morn­ing
					

					Just as the sun was rising
					

					I heard a maid singing
					

					In the val­ley be­low:
					

					‘Ah! don’t de­ceive me! Pray nev­er leave me,
					

					How could you treat a poor maid­en so!’ ”
				

			

			His pock­ets were more full than ever of knives and string and but­tons. His smile when he was happy lightened his face, chan­ging the lines of it, mak­ing it if not hand­some pleas­ant and friendly. He would talk to him­self in Eng­lish, ruff­ling his hands through his hair: “And then, at three o’clock I must go with An­drey Vassilievitch …” or “I won­der wheth­er she’ll mind if I ask—” He had a large bri­ar pipe at which he puffed furi­ously, but could not smoke without an end­less pro­ces­sion of matches that af­ter­wards littered the floor around him. “The to­bacco’s damp,” he ex­plained to us a hun­dred times. “It’s bet­ter damp. …”

			Then, quite sud­denly, the blow fell.

			One even­ing, as they were stand­ing alone to­geth­er in the yard watch­ing the yel­low sky die in­to dusk, without any pre­par­a­tion, she spoke to him.

			“John,” she said, “I can’t marry you.”

			He heard her as though she had spoken to an­oth­er man. It was as though he said: “Ah, that will be bad news for so-and-so.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand,” he said, and in­stantly af­ter­wards his heart began to beat like a ra­ging beast and his knees trembled.

			“I can’t marry you,” she told him, “be­cause I don’t love you. Ah, I’ve known it a long time—ever since we left Pet­ro­grad. I’ve of­ten, of­ten wanted to tell you … I’ve been afraid.”

			“You can’t marry me?” he re­peated, “But you must. …” Then hur­riedly: “No, I shouldn’t say that. You must for­give me … you have con­fused me.”

			“I’m very un­happy … I’ve been un­happy a long time. It was a mis­take in Pet­ro­grad. I don’t love you—but it isn’t only that. … You wouldn’t be happy with me. You think now … but it’s a mis­take.”

			He has told me that as the idea worked through to his brain his only thought was that he must keep her at all costs, un­der any con­di­tions, keep her.

			“You can’t—you mustn’t,” he whispered, star­ing as though he would hold her by her eyes. “Don’t you see that you mustn’t? What am I to do after all this? What are we both to do? It’s break­ing everything. I shan’t be­lieve in any­thing if you. … Ah! but no, you don’t really mean any­thing. …”

			He saw that she was trem­bling and he bent for­ward, put his arm very gently round her as though he would pro­tect her.

			But she very strongly drew away from him, looked him in the face, then dropped her eyes, let her whole body droop as though she were most bit­terly ashamed.

			“I don’t know,” she said, “what I’ve been … what I’ve done. Dur­ing these last weeks I’ve been ter­rible to my­self—and yet it’s bet­ter too. I didn’t live a real life be­fore, and now I see things as they are. I don’t love you, John, and so we mustn’t marry.”

			He looked at her and then sud­denly wild, furi­ous, shout­ing at her:

			“You mustn’t. … You dare not. … Then go if you wish. I don’t want you, do you hear? … I don’t want. … I don’t want you!”

			She turned and walked swiftly in­to the house. He watched her go, then with quick stum­bling steps hur­ried in­to the field be­low the farm.

			There he stood, think­ing of noth­ing, know­ing noth­ing, see­ing noth­ing. The dusk came up, there had been rain dur­ing the day, the mist was in grey sheets, the wet dank smell of the earth and of the ve­get­ables amongst which he stood grew stronger as the light faded. He thought of noth­ing, noth­ing at all. He felt in his pock­et for his pipe, some­thing dropped—and he knelt down there on the soak­ing ground, search­ing. He searched furi­ously, ra­ging to him­self again and again: “Oh! I must find it! I must find it! I must find it!” His hands tore the wet ve­get­ables, were thick with the soil. Oth­er things fell from his pock­ets. Then the rain began to des­cend again, thin and cold. In some build­ing he could hear a horse mov­ing, stamp­ing. He pulled up the ve­get­ables by their roots in his search. As though a sword had struck him his brain was clear. He knew of his loss. He flung him­self on the ground, rub­bing the wet soil on to his face, whis­per­ing des­per­ately: “Oh God!—Oh God!—Oh God!”

			On the day fol­low­ing we did not know of what had happened. Trenchard was not with us, as he was sent about mid­day with some san­it­ars to bury the dead in a wood five miles from M——. That must have been, in many ways, the most ter­rible day of his life and dur­ing it, for the first time, he was to know that un­real­ity that comes to every­one, soon­er or later, at the war. It is an un­real­ity that is the more ter­rible be­cause it se­lects from real­ity de­tails that can­not be denied, se­lects them without trans­form­a­tion, say­ing to his vic­tim: “These things are as you have al­ways seen them, there­fore this world is as you have al­ways seen it. It is real, I tell you.” Let that false real­ity be ad­mit­ted and there is no more peace.

			On this day there were the two san­it­ars, whose faces now he knew, walk­ing solidly be­side his cart, there were the little orch­ards with the sol­diers’ tents shel­ter­ing be­neath them, the vil­lages with the old men, the wo­men, the chil­dren, watch­ing, like ghosts, their pas­sage, the fields in which the sum­mer corn was ripen­ing, the first trem­bling heat and beauty of a quiet day in early June. No sound in the world but peace, the woods open­ing around them as they ad­vanced. He lay back on his bump­ing cart, watch­ing the world as though he was see­ing pic­tures of some place where he had once been but long left. Yes, long ago he had left it. His world was now a nar­row burn­ing cham­ber, in which dwelt with him a taunt­ing jeer­ing tor­tur­ing spir­it of re­min­is­cence. He saw with the ut­most clear­ness every de­tail of his re­la­tion­ship with Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. He had no doubt at all that that re­la­tion­ship was fi­nally, hope­lessly closed. His was not a char­ac­ter that was the stronger for mis­for­tune. He sub­mit­ted, crushed to the ground. His mind now dwelt upon that jour­ney from Pet­ro­grad, a jour­ney of in­cred­ible, iron­ic ec­stasy lighted with the fires of the won­der­ful spring that had ac­com­pan­ied it. He re­called every de­tail of his con­ver­sa­tion with me. His con­fid­ence that life would now be fine for him—how could life ever be fine for a man who let the prizes, the treas­ures, slip from his fin­gers, without an at­tempt to clutch them? It was so now that he saw the whole of the af­fair—blame of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna there was none, only of his own weak­ness, his im­be­cile, idi­ot­ic weak­ness. In that last con­ver­sa­tion with her why could he not have said that he re­fused to let her go, held to her, dom­in­ated her, as a strong man would have done? No, without a word, ex­cept a cry of im­pot­ent child­ish rage, he had sub­mit­ted. … So, all his life it had been—so, all his life it would be.

			He could only won­der now at his easy ready be­lief that hap­pi­ness would last for him. Had hap­pi­ness ever las­ted? As a man began so he ended. Life laughed at him and would al­ways laugh. Nev­er­the­less, he had that jour­ney—five days of per­fect un­al­loyed de­light. Nobody could rob him of that. She had said to him that even at the be­gin­ning of the jour­ney she had known that she did not love him—she had known but he had not, and even though he had cheated him­self with the glit­ter­ing bubble of an il­lu­sion the splend­our had been there. …

			Mean­while be­hind his des­pair there was some­thing else stir­ring. He has told me that upon that af­ter­noon he was only very dimly, very very faintly aware of it, aware of it only fiercely to deny it. He knew, how­ever stoutly he might re­fuse to ac­know­ledge it, that the events of the last weeks had bred in him some curi­os­ity, some ex­cite­ment that he could not ana­lyse. He would like to have thought that his life began and ended only in Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, but the Battle of S—— had, as it were in spite of him­self, left some­thing more.

			He found that he re­called the de­tails of that battle as though his tak­ing part in it had bound him to some­thing. Even it was sug­ges­ted to him that there was some­thing now that he must do out­side his love for Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, some­thing that had per­haps no con­nec­tion with her at all. In the very heart of his misery he was con­scious that a little pulse was beat­ing that was strange to him, for­eign to him; it was as though he were warned that he had em­barked upon some voy­age that must be car­ried through to the very end. He was, in truth, less com­pletely over­whelmed by his cata­strophe than he knew.

			As they now ad­vanced and entered upon the first out­works of the Carpath­i­ans the day clouded. They stumbled down in­to a little nar­row brown val­ley and drove there by the side of an ugly na­ked stream, wan­der­ing slug­gishly through mud and weeds. Over them the woods, grey and sul­len, had com­pletely closed. The sun, a round glazed disk sharply defined but without col­our, was like a dirty plate in the sky. Up again in­to the woods, then over rough cart tracks, they came fi­nally to a stand­still amongst thick brush­wood and drip­ping un­der­growth.

			They could hear, very far away, the noise of can­non. The san­it­ars were in­clined to grumble. “Nice sort of busi­ness, look­ing for dead men here, your Hon­our. … We must leave the carts here and go on foot. What’s it wet for? It hasn’t been rain­ing.”

			Why was it wet, in­deed? A heavy brood­ing in­er­tia, Trenchard has told me, seemed to seize them all. “They were not pleas­ant trees, you know,” I re­mem­ber his af­ter­wards telling me, “all dirty and tangled, and we all looked dirty too. There was an un­pleas­ant smell in the air. But that af­ter­noon I simply didn’t care about any­thing, noth­ing mattered.” I don’t think that the san­it­ars at that time re­spec­ted Trenchard very greatly. He wasn’t, in any case, a man of au­thor­ity and his broken stam­mer­ing Rus­si­an wouldn’t help him. Then there is noth­ing stranger than the fash­ion in which the Rus­si­an lan­guage will (if you are a tim­id for­eign­er), of a sud­den wil­fully desert you. Be bold with it and it may, some­what haught­ily, per­haps, con­sent to your use of it … be frightened of it and it will des­pise you forever. Upon that af­ter­noon it deser­ted Trenchard; even his own lan­guage seemed to have left him. His brain was cold and damp like the woods around him.

			They passed through the thick­ets and came, to their great sur­prise, upon a trench oc­cu­pied by sol­diers. This sur­prised them be­cause they had heard that the Aus­tri­ans were many versts dis­tant. The sol­diers also seemed to won­der. They ex­plained their mis­sion to a young of­ficer who seemed at first as though he would ask them some­thing, then checked him­self, gave them per­mis­sion to pass through and watched them with grave gaze. After they had crossed the barbed wire the woods sud­denly closed about them as though a door had been softly shut be­hind them. The ground now squelched be­neath their feet, the sky between the trees was like damp blot­ting-pa­per, and the smell that had been only faintly in the air be­fore was now heavy around them, blown in thick gusts as the wind moved through the trees. Shrapnel now could be dis­tinctly heard at no great dis­tance, with its hiss, its snap of sound, and some­times rifle-shots like the crack of a ball on a crick­et bat broke through the thick­ets. They sep­ar­ated, spread­ing like beat­ers in a long line: “Soon,” Trenchard told me, “I was quite alone. I could hear some­times the break­ing of a twig or a stum­bling foot­fall but I might have been alone at the end of the world. It was ob­vi­ous that the re­gi­ment­al san­it­ars had been there be­fore us be­cause there were many new roughly made graves. There were let­ters too and post­cards ly­ing about all heavy with wet and dirt. I picked up some of these—let­ters from lov­ers and sis­ters and broth­ers. One let­ter I re­mem­ber in a large baby-hand from a boy to his fath­er telling him about his les­sons and his drill, ‘be­cause he would soon be a sol­dier.’ One let­ter, too, from a girl to her lov­er say­ing that she had had a dream and knew now that her ‘dear Franz, whom she loved with all her soul, would re­turn to her! … I am quite con­fid­ent now that we shall be happy here again very soon. …’ In such a place, those words.”

			As he walked alone there he felt, as I had felt be­fore the battle of S——, that he had already been there. He knew those trees, that smell, that heavy over­hanging sky. Then he re­membered, as I had re­membered, his dream. But where­as that dream had been to me only a re­flec­ted story, with him it had las­ted through­out his life. He knew every step of that first ad­vance in­to the forest, the look back to the long dim white house with shad­owy fig­ures still about it, the av­en­ue with many trees, the horses and dogs down the first grey path, then the sud­den loneli­ness, the quiet broken only by the drip­ping of the trees.

			Al­ways that had caught him by the throat with ter­ror, and now today he was caught once again. He was watched: he fan­cied that he could see the eyes be­hind the thick­et and hear the rust­ling move­ment of some­body. Today he could hear noth­ing. If at last his dream was to be fash­ioned in­to real­ity let it be so. Did the creature wish to des­troy him, let it be so. He had no strength, no hope, no de­sire. …

			“It was there,” he told me, “when I scarcely knew what was real and what was not, that I saw that for which I was search­ing. I no­ticed first the dark grey-blue of the trousers, then the white skull. There was a hor­rible stench in the air. I called and the san­it­ars answered me. Then I looked at it. I had nev­er seen a dead man be­fore. This man had been dead for about a fort­night, I sup­pose. Its grey-blue trousers and thick boots were in ex­cel­lent con­di­tion and a tin spoon and some pa­pers were show­ing out of the top of one boot. Its face was a grin­ning skull and little black an­im­als like ants were climb­ing in and out of the mouth and the eye-sock­ets. Its jack­et was in good con­di­tion, its arms were flung out bey­ond its head. I felt sick and the whole place was so damp and smelt so badly that it must have been hor­ribly un­healthy. The san­it­ars began to dig a grave. Those who were not work­ing smoked ci­gar­ettes, and they all stood in a group watch­ing the body with a sol­emn and ser­i­ous in­terest. One of them made a little wooden cross out of some twigs. There was a let­ter just be­side the body which they brought me. It began: ‘Darling Hein­rich—Your last let­ter was so cheer­ful that I have quite re­covered from my de­pres­sion. It may not be so long now be­fore …’ and so on, like the oth­er let­ters that I had read. It grinned at us there with a dev­il­ish sar­casm, but its trousers and boots were pi­ti­ful and hu­man. The men fin­ished the grave and then, with their feet, turned it over. As it rolled a flood of bright yel­low in­sects swarmed out of its jack­et, and a grey li­quid trickled out of the skull. The last I saw of it was the gleam of the tin spoon above its boot. …”

			“We searched after that,” he told me, “for sev­er­al hours and found three more bod­ies. They were Aus­tri­ans, in the con­di­tion of the first. I walked in a dream of hor­ror. It was, I sup­pose, a bad day for me to have come with my oth­er un­hap­pi­ness weigh­ing upon me, but I was, in some stu­pid way, al­to­geth­er un­pre­pared for what I had seen. I had, as I have told you, thought of death very of­ten in my life but I had nev­er thought of it like this. I did not now think of death very clearly but only of the use­less­ness of try­ing to bear up against any­thing when that was all one came to in the end. I felt my very bones crumble and my flesh de­cay on my body, as I stood there. I felt as though I had really been caught at last after a silly aim­less flight and that even if I had the strength or clev­erness to es­cape I had not the de­sire to try. I had been mocked with a week’s hap­pi­ness only to have it taken from me for my en­emy’s iron­ic en­joy­ment. I had a quite def­in­ite con­scious­ness of my en­emy. I had as a boy thought, you re­mem­ber, of my uncle—and now, as I moved through the wood, I could hear the old man’s chuckle just as he had chuckled in the old days, snap­ping his fin­gers to­geth­er and twitch­ing his nose. …”

			They searched the wood un­til late in the af­ter­noon, tramp­ling through the wet, peer­ing through thick­ets, listen­ing for one an­oth­er’s voices, find­ing some­times a trophy in the shape of an empty shrapnel case, an Aus­tri­an cap or dag­ger. Then, quite sud­denly, a san­it­ar no­ticed that the burst­ing of the shrapnel was much closer than it had been dur­ing the early af­ter­noon. It was now, in­deed, very near and they could some­times see the flash of fire between the trees.

			“There’s some­thing strange about this, your Hon­our,” said one of the san­it­ars nervously, and they all looked at Trenchard as though it were his fault that they were there. Then close be­hind them, with a snap of rage, a shrapnel broke amongst the trees. After that they turned for home, without a word to one an­oth­er, not run­ning but hasten­ing with flushed faces as though someone were be­hind them.

			They came to the trench and to their sur­prise found it ab­so­lutely deser­ted. Then, plunging on, they ar­rived at the two wag­ons, climbed on to one of them, leav­ing Trenchard alone with the driver on the oth­er. “I tell you,” he re­marked to me af­ter­wards, “I sank in­to that wag­on as though in­to my grave. I don’t know that ever be­fore or since in my life have I felt such ex­haus­tion. It was re­ac­tion, I sup­pose—a miser­able, wretched ex­haus­tion that left me well enough aware that I was the most un­happy of men and simply forced me, without a protest, to ac­cept that con­di­tion. Moreover, I had al­ways be­fore me the vis­ion of the dead body. Wherever I turned there it was, grin­ning at me, the black flies crawl­ing in and out of its jaws, and be­hind it some­thing that said to me: ‘There! now I have shown you what I can do. … To that you’re com­ing.’ …”

			He must have slept be­cause he was sud­denly con­scious of sit­ting up in his car, sur­roun­ded by an in­tense still­ness. He looked about him but could see noth­ing clearly, as though he were still sleep­ing. Then he was aware of a san­it­ar stand­ing be­low the cart, look­ing up at him with great agit­a­tion and say­ing again and again: “Bor­jé moi! Bor­jé moi! Bor­jé moi!”

			“What is it?” he asked, rub­bing his eyes. The san­it­ar then seemed to slip away leav­ing him alone with a vague sense of dis­aster. The sun had set, but there was a moon, full and high, and now by its light he could see that his wag­on was stand­ing out­side the gate of the house at M——. There was the yard, the bandaging-room, the long faded wall of the house, the barn, but where? … where? … He sat up, then jumped down on to the road. The big white tent on the fur­ther side of the yard, the tent that had, that very morn­ing, been full of wounded, was gone. The lines of wag­ons, horses and tents that had filled the field across the road were gone. No voices came from the house—some­where a door banged per­sist­ently—oth­er sound there was none.

			The san­it­ars then sur­roun­ded him, speak­ing all to­geth­er, wav­ing their arms, their faces white un­der the moon, their eyes large and frightened like the eyes of little chil­dren. He tried to push their ba­bel off from him. He could not un­der­stand. … Was this a con­tinu­ation of the night­mare of the af­ter­noon? There was a roar just be­hind their ears as it seemed. They saw a light flash upon the sky and fade, flash again and fade. With their faces to­wards the ho­ri­zon they watched.

			“What is it?” Trenchard said at last. There ad­vanced to­wards him then from out of the empty house an old man in a wide straw hat with a broom.

			“What is it?” Trenchard said again.

			“It’s the Aus­tri­ans,” said the old man in Pol­ish, of which Trenchard un­der­stood very little. “First it’s the Rus­si­ans. … Then it’s the Aus­tri­ans. … Then it’s the Rus­si­ans. … Then it’s the Aus­tri­ans. And al­ways between each of them I have to clean things up”—and some more which Trenchard did not un­der­stand. The old man then stood at his gate watch­ing them with a gaze ser­i­ous, sad, re­flect­ive. Mean­while the san­it­ars had dis­covered one of our own sol­diers: this man, who had been sit­ting un­der a hedge and listen­ing to the Aus­tri­an can­non with very un­com­fort­able feel­ings, told them of the af­fair. At three o’clock that af­ter­noon our Otri­ad had been in­formed that it must re­treat “with­in half an hour.” Not only our own Sixty-Fifth Di­vi­sion, but the whole of the Ninth Army was re­treat­ing “with­in half an hour.” Moreover the Aus­tri­ans were ad­van­cing “a verst a minute.” By four o’clock the whole of our Otri­ad had dis­ap­peared, leav­ing only this sol­dier to in­form us that we must move on at once to T—— or S——, twenty or thirty versts dis­tant.

			“Re­treat­ing!” cried Trenchard. “But we were win­ning! We’d just won a battle!”

			“Tak totchno!” said the sol­dier gravely, “Twenty versts! the horses won’t do it, your Hon­our!”

			“They’ve got to do it!” said Trenchard sharply, and the echo of the Aus­tri­an can­non, again as it seemed quite close at hand, em­phas­ised his words. Ex­cept for this the si­lence of the world around them was eer­ie; only far away they seemed to hear the per­sist­ent rumble of carts on the road.

			“They’re gone! They’re all gone! We’re left last of all!” and “The Aus­tri­ans ad­van­cing a verst a minute!”

			He took a last look at the house which had seemed yes­ter­day so ab­so­lutely to be­long to them and now was already mak­ing pre­par­a­tions for its new guests. As he gazed he thought of his agony in that field be­low the house. Only last night and now what years ago it seemed! What years, what years ago!

			He climbed wear­ily again upon his wag­on. There had entered in­to his un­hap­pi­ness now a new ele­ment. This was a sen­sa­tion of cold des­pair­ing an­ger that ground should be yiel­ded so help­lessly. About every field, every hedge and lane and tree, as slowly they jogged along he felt this. Only today this corn, these stones, these flowers were Rus­si­an, and to­mor­row Aus­tri­an! This, as it seemed, simply out of the air, dic­tated by some whis­per­ing dev­il crouch­ing be­hind a hedge, afraid to ap­pear! This, too, when only a few hours ago there had been that battle of S—— won by them after a struggle of many days; that po­s­i­tion, soaked with Rus­si­an blood, to be sur­rendered now as a leaf blows in the wind.

			When they ar­rived at T—— and found our Otri­ad he was, I be­lieve, so deeply ex­hausted that he was not con­scious of his ac­tions. His ac­count to me of what then oc­curred is fant­ast­ic and con­fused. He dis­covered ap­par­ently the house where we were; it was then one o’clock in the morn­ing. Every­one was asleep. There seemed to be no place for him to be, he could find neither candles nor matches, and he wandered out in­to the road again. Then, it seems, he was stand­ing be­side a deep lake. “I can re­mem­ber noth­ing clearly ex­cept that the lake was black and end­less. I stood look­ing at it. I could see the bod­ies out of the forest, only now they were slip­ping along the wa­ter, their skulls white and gleam­ing. I had also a con­fused im­pres­sion that Rus­sia was beaten and the war over. And that for me too life was ut­terly at an end. … I re­mem­ber that I de­lib­er­ately thought of Mar­ie be­cause it hurt so ab­om­in­ably. I re­peated to my­self the in­cid­ents of the night be­fore, all of them, talk­ing aloud to my­self. I de­cided then that I would drown my­self in the lake. It seemed the only thing to do. I took my coat off. Then sat down in the mud and took off my boots. Why I did this I don’t know. I looked at the wa­ter, thought that it would be cold, but that it would soon be over be­cause I couldn’t swim. I heard the frogs, looked back at the flick­er­ing fires amongst our wag­ons, then walked down the bank. …”

			Nikitin must for some time have been watch­ing him, be­cause at that mo­ment he stepped for­ward, took Trenchard’s arm, and drew him back. Nikitin has him­self told me that he was walk­ing up and down the road that night be­cause he could not sleep. When he spoke to Trenchard the man seemed dazed and be­wildered, said some­thing about “life be­ing all over for him and—death be­ing hor­rible!”

			Nikitin put his arm round him, took him back to his room, where he made him a bed on the floor, gave him a sleep­ing-draught and watched him un­til he slept.

			That was the true be­gin­ning of the friend­ship between Nikitin and Trenchard.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Re­treat

			
			The re­treat struck us as breath­lessly as though we had been whirled by a wind­storm in­to midair on the af­ter­noon of a sum­mer day. At five minutes to three we had been sit­ting round the table in the garden of the house at M—— drink­ing tea. We were, I re­mem­ber, very gay. We had heard only the day be­fore of the Rus­si­an sur­render of Przemysl and that had for a mo­ment de­pressed us; but as al­ways we could see very little bey­ond our own im­me­di­ate Di­vi­sion. Here, on our own Front, we had at last cleared the path be­fore us. On that very af­ter­noon we were gaily an­ti­cip­at­ing our ad­vance. Even Sis­ter K—— who, for re­li­gious reas­ons, took al­ways a gloomy view of the fu­ture, was cheer­ful. She sipped her cherry jam and smiled upon us. Anna Pet­ro­vna, im­per­turb­ably sew­ing, calmly sighed her sat­is­fac­tion.

			“Per­haps to­mor­row we shall move. I feel like it. It will be splen­did to go through the Carpath­i­ans—beau­ti­ful scenery, I be­lieve.” Mo­lo­zov was ab­sent in the town of B—— col­lect­ing some wag­ons that had ar­rived from Pet­ro­grad. “He’ll be back to­night, I be­lieve,” said Sis­ter K——. “Dear me, what a pleas­ant af­ter­noon!”

			It was then that I saw the face of the boy Goga. I had turned, smil­ing, pleased with the sun­shine, cherry jam, and a good Rus­si­an ci­gar­ette straight from Pet­ro­grad. The boy Goga stared across the yard at me, his round red cheeks pale, mouth open, and his eyes con­fused and un­be­liev­ing.

			He seemed then to jump across the in­ter­ven­ing space. Then he screamed at us:

			“We’re re­treat­ing. … We’re re­treat­ing!” he shrieked in the high trem­bling voice pe­cu­li­ar to agit­ated Rus­si­ans. “We have only half an hour and the Aus­tri­ans are al­most here now!”

			We were flung after that in­to a hurry of move­ment that left us no time for reas­on­ing or ar­gu­ment. Semy­onov ap­peared and in Mo­lo­zov’s ab­sence took the lead. He was, of course, en­tirely un­moved, and as I now re­mem­ber, combed his fair beard with a little tor­toise­shell pock­et comb as he talked to us. “Yes, we must move in half an hour. Very sad … the whole army is re­treat­ing. Why, God knows. …”

			There arose clouds of dust in the yard where we had had our happy lunch­eon. The tents had dis­ap­peared. The wounded were once more ly­ing on the jolt­ing carts, look­ing up through their pain and dis­tress to a heav­en that was hot and grey and in­dif­fer­ent. An old man whom we had not seen dur­ing the whole of our stay sud­denly ap­peared from nowhere with a long broom and watched us com­pla­cently. We had our own private prop­erty to pack. As I pressed my last things in­to my bag I turned from my des­ol­ate little tent, looked over the fields, the garden, the house, the barns. … But it was ours—ours, I thought pas­sion­ately. We had but just now won a des­per­ately-fought battle; across the long purple misty fields the bod­ies of those fallen Rus­si­ans seemed to rise and re­proach us. We had won that land for you—and now—like this, you can aban­don us!

			At that mo­ment I cursed my lame­ness that would pre­vent me from ever be­ing a sol­dier. How poor, on that af­ter­noon, it seemed to be un­able to de­fend with one’s own hand those fields, those rivers, those hills! “Ah but Rus­sia, I will serve you faith­fully for this!” was the pray­er at all our hearts that af­ter­noon. …

			Semy­onov had wisely dir­ec­ted our little pro­ces­sion away from the main road to O—— which was filled now with the carts and wag­ons of our Sixty-Fifth Di­vi­sion. We were to spend the night at the small vil­lage of T——, twenty versts dis­tant; then, to­mor­row morn­ing, to ar­rive at O——.

			The carts were wait­ing in a long line down the road, the sol­diers, hot and dusty, car­ried bags and sacks and bundles. A wounded man cried sud­denly: “Oh, Oh, Oh,” an ugly mon­grel ter­ri­er who had at­tached him­self to our Otri­ad tried to leap up at him, bark­ing, in the air. There was a scent of hay and dust and flowers, and, very faintly, be­hind it all, came the soft gentle rumble of the Aus­tri­an can­non.

			Nikitin, splen­did on his horse, shouted to Semy­onov:

			“What of Mr.? Hadn’t someone bet­ter go to meet him?”

			“I’ve ar­ranged that!” Semy­onov answered shortly.

			It was of course my fate to travel in the an­cient black car­riage that was one of the glor­ies of our Otri­ad, with Sis­ter Sofia Ant­onovna, the Sis­ter with the small red-rimmed eyes of whom I have spoken on an earli­er page. She was a wo­man who found in every ar­range­ment in life, wheth­er made by God, the Ger­mans, or the Gen­er­al of our Di­vi­sion, much cause for com­plaint and dis­may. She had nev­er been pretty but had al­ways felt that she ought to be; she was stu­pid but com­for­ted her­self by the cer­tain as­sur­ance that every­one else was stu­pid too. She had come to the war be­cause a large fam­ily of broth­ers and sis­ters re­fused to have her at home. I dis­liked her very much, and she hated my­self and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna more than any­one else in the world. I don’t know why she grouped us to­geth­er—she al­ways did.

			Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was sit­ting with us now in the car­riage, white-faced and si­lent. Sofia Ant­onovna was very pat­ron­ising. … “When you’ve worked a little more at the Front, dear, you’ll know that these things must hap­pen. Bad work some­where, of course. What can you ex­pect from a coun­try like Rus­sia? Everything mis­man­aged … noth­ing but thieves and rob­bers. Of course we’re beaten and al­ways will be.”

			“How can you, Sofia Ant­onovna?” Sis­ter Mar­ie in­ter­rup­ted in a low trem­bling voice. “It is nobody’s fault. It is only for a mo­ment. We will re­turn—soon—at once. I know it. Ah, we must, we must! … and your cour­age all goes. Of course it would.”

			Sis­ter Sofia Ant­onovna smiled and her eyes watched us both. “I’m afraid your Mr. will be left be­hind,” she said.

			“Dr. Semy­onov,” Mar­ie Ivan­ovna began—then stopped. We were all of us si­lent dur­ing the rest of the jour­ney.

			And how is one to give any true pic­ture of the con­fu­sion in­to which we flung ourselves at O——? O—— had been the town at which, a little more than a month ago, we had ar­rived so eagerly, so op­tim­ist­ic­ally. It had been to us then the quietest re­treat in the world—ir­rit­at­ing, pro­vok­ing by reas­on of its peace. The little school­house, the green well, the orch­ard, the bees, the long light even­ings with no sound but the birds and run­ning wa­ter—those things had been a month ago.

			We were hurled now in­to a world of dust and des­pair. The square mar­ket place, the houses that huddled round it were swal­lowed up by sol­diers, horses, carts and whirl­ing clouds. A wind blew and through the wind a hot sun blazed. Every­where horses were neigh­ing, cows and sheep were driv­en in thick herds through columns of sol­diers, mo­tor cars frantic­ally pushed their way from place to place, and al­ways, every­where, cov­er­ing every inch of ground fly­ing, as it seemed, from the air, on to roofs, in and out of win­dows, from house to house, from corner to corner, was the hu­mor­ous, pathet­ic, ex­pect­ant, mat­ter-of-fact, dream­ing, stol­id Rus­si­an sol­dier. He was to come to me, later on, in a very dif­fer­ent fash­ion, but on this dread­ful day in O—— he was simply part of the in­tol­er­able, de­press­ing back­ground.

			If this day were dread­ful to me what must it have been to Trenchard! We were none of us aware at this time of what had happened to him two days be­fore, nor did we know of his ad­ven­ture of yes­ter­day. O—— seemed to him, he has told me, like hell.

			We spent the day gathered to­geth­er in a large white house that had formerly been the town-hall of O——. It had, I re­mem­ber, high empty rooms all gilt and look­ing-glasses; the win­dows were broken and the dust came, in circles and twist­ing spir­als, blow­ing over the gilt chairs and wooden floors.

			We made tea and sat miser­ably to­geth­er. Semy­onov was in some oth­er part of the town. We were to wait here un­til Mo­lo­zov ar­rived from B——.

			There can be few things so bad as the sense of in­sec­ur­ity that we had that af­ter­noon. The very ground seemed to have been cut away from un­der our feet. We had gathered enough from the of­ficers of our Di­vi­sion to know that some­thing very dis­astrous “some­where” had oc­curred. It was the very vague­ness of the thing that ter­ri­fied us. What could have happened? Only some­thing very mon­strous could have com­pelled so gen­er­al a re­tire­ment. We might all of us be pris­on­ers be­fore the even­ing. That seemed to us, and in­deed was af­ter­wards proved in real­ity, to have been no slender pos­sib­il­ity. There was no spot on earth that be­longed to us. So firm and sol­id we had been at M——. Even we had hung pic­tures on the walls and planted flowers out­side the din­ing-room. Now all that re­mained for us was this hor­rible place with its end­less look­ing-glasses, its bare gleam­ing floors and the in­tol­er­able noise through its open win­dows of carts, sol­diers, horses, the smell of dung and to­bacco, and the hot air, like gas, that flung the dust in­to our faces.

			Bey­ond the vague ter­rors of our un­cer­tainty was the fig­ure, seen quite clearly by all of us without any sen­ti­ment, of Rus­sia. Cer­tainly Trenchard and I could feel with less poignancy the ap­peal of her pres­ence, and yet I swear that to us also on that day it was she of whom we were think­ing. We had been, un­til then, her al­lies; we were now her ser­vants.

			By Rus­sia every one of us, sit­ting in that huge room, meant some­thing dif­fer­ent. To Goga she was home, a white house on the Volga, ten­nis, long even­ings, early morn­ings, hol­i­days in a tangled wil­der­ness of hap­pi­ness. To Sis­ter K—— she was “Holy Rus­sia,” Rus­sia of the Krem­lin, of the Lav­ra, of a mil­lion icons in a mil­lion little streets, little rooms, little churches. To Sis­ter Sofia she was Pet­ro­grad with cafés, nov­els by such writers as Ver­bit­zkaia and our own Jack Lon­don, the cine­ma­to­graph, and the Is­lands on a fine even­ing in May. To the stu­dent like a white fish she was a plat­form for frantic speeches, in­cip­i­ent re­volu­tions, little un­tidy hys­ter­ic­al meet­ings in a dirty room in a back street, news­pa­pers, the in­ca­pa­cit­ies of the Duma, the rob­ber­ies and vil­lain­ies of the Gov­ern­ment. To Anna Pet­ro­vna she was com­fort­able, un­spec­u­lat­ive, friendly “home.” To Nikitin she was the face of one wo­man upon whose eyes his own were al­ways fixed. To Mar­ie Ivan­ovna she was a flam­ing glor­i­ous won­der, mys­tic­al, trans­plendent, re­vealed in every blade of grass, every flash of sun across the sky, every line of the road, the top of every hill.

			And to Trenchard and my­self? For Trenchard she had, per­haps, taken to her­self some part of his be­loved coun­try. He has told me—and I will wit­ness in my­self to the truth of this—that he nev­er in his life felt more burn­ingly his love for Eng­land than at this first mo­ment of his con­scious­ness of Rus­sia. The lanes and sea of his re­membered vis­ion were not far from that dirty, dis­ordered town in Galicia—and for both of them he was ren­der­ing his ser­vice.

			At any rate there we sat, huddled to­geth­er, re­flec­ted in the count­less look­ing-glasses as a help­less miser­able lot, fall­ing in­to long si­lences, hop­ing for the com­ing of Mo­lo­zov with later news, listen­ing to the con­fu­sion in the street be­low. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna with her hands be­hind her back and her head up walked, nervously, up and down the long room. Her eyes stared bey­ond us and the place, striv­ing per­haps to find some reas­on why life should so con­tinu­ally in­sist on be­ing a dif­fer­ent thing from her ima­gin­ings of it.

			Lighted by the hot sun, blown upon by the dust, her fig­ure, tall, thin, sway­ing a little in its many re­flec­tions, had the de­term­ined valour of some Joan of Arc. But Joan of Arc, I thought to my­self, had at least someone def­in­ite against whom to wave her white ban­ner; we were fight­ing dust and the sun.

			Trenchard and Nikitin had left us to go in­to the town to search for news. We were si­lent. Sud­denly Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, turn­ing upon us all as though she hated us, cried fiercely:

			“I think you should know that Mr. Trenchard and I are no longer en­gaged.”

			It was neither the time nor the place for such a de­clar­a­tion. I can­not sug­gest why Mar­ie Ivan­ovna spoke un­less it were that she felt life that was be­tray­ing her so basely that she, her­self, at least, must be hon­est. We none of us knew what to say. What could we say? This ap­palling day had sunk for us all in­di­vidu­al­it­ies. We were scarcely aware of one an­oth­er’s names and here was Mar­ie Ivan­ovna thrust­ing all these per­son­al­it­ies upon us. Sis­ter Sofia’s red-rimmed eyes glittered with pleas­ure but she only said: “Oh, dear, I’m very sorry.” Sis­ter K—— who was al­ways without tact made a most un­com­fort­able re­mark: “Poor Mr.! …”

			That, I be­lieve, was what we were all feel­ing. I had an im­pulse to run out in­to the street, find Trenchard, and make him com­fort­able. I felt furi­ously in­dig­nant with the girl. We all looked at her, I sup­pose, with in­dig­na­tion, be­cause she re­garded us with a fierce, in­sult­ing smile, then turned her back upon us and went to a win­dow.

			At that mo­ment Mo­lo­zov with Trenchard, Nikitin and Semy­onov, entered. I have said earli­er in this book that only upon one oc­ca­sion have I seen Mo­lo­zov ut­terly over­come, a de­feated man. This was the oc­ca­sion to which I refer. He stood there in the door­way, un­der a vul­gar bevy of gilt and crim­son cu­pids, his face dull paste in col­our, his hands hanging like lead; he looked at us without see­ing us. Semy­onov said some­thing to him: “Why, of course,” I heard him reply, “we’ve got to get out as quickly as we can. … That’s all.”

			He came over to­wards us and we were all, ex­cept Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, des­per­ately frightened. She cried to him: “Well, what’s the truth? How bad is it?”

			He didn’t turn to her but answered to us all.

			“It’s ab­om­in­able—every­where.”

			I know that then the great feel­ing of us all was that we must es­cape from the hor­rible place in some way. This beastly town of O—— (once cursed by us for its gentle pla­cid­ity) was re­spons­ible for the whole dis­aster; it was as though we said to ourselves, “If we had not been here this would not have happened.”

			We all stood up as though we felt that we must leave at once, and while we stood thus there was a re­port that shook the floor so that we rocked on our feet, brought a shower of dust and white­wash from the walls, cracked the one re­main­ing pane of glass and drove two mice scat­ter­ing with ter­ror wildly across the floor. The noise had been ter­rif­ic. Our very hearts stood still. The Aus­tri­ans were here then. … This was the end. …

			“It’s the bridge,” Semy­onov said quietly, and of course iron­ic­ally. “We’ve blown it up. There’ll be the oth­er in a mo­ment.”

			There was—a second shock brought down more dust and a large scale of gilt wood from one of the cor­nices. We waited then for our or­ders, look­ing down from the win­dows on to what seemed a per­fect ba­bel of dis­order and con­fu­sion.

			“We must be at X—— to­night,” Mo­lo­zov told us. “The Staff is on its way already. We should be mov­ing in half an hour.”

			We made our pre­par­a­tions.

			Trenchard, mean­while, had had dur­ing this af­ter­noon one driv­ing com­pel­ling im­pulse bey­ond all oth­ers, that he must, at all costs, es­cape all per­son­al con­tact with Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. It seemed to him the most aw­ful thing that could pos­sibly hap­pen to him now would be a com­puls­ory con­ver­sa­tion with her. He did not, of course, know that she had spoken to us, and he thought that it would be the easi­est thing in all the con­fu­sion that this re­treat in­volved that he should be flung up against her. He sought his chief refuge in Nikitin. I am aware that in the things I have said of Nikitin, in speak­ing both of his re­la­tion to An­drey Vassilievitch’s wife and to Trenchard him­self, I have shown him as some­thing of a sen­ti­ment­al fig­ure. And yet sen­ti­ment­al was the very last thing that he really was. He had not the “open-hearted­ness” that is com­monly as­ser­ted to be the chief glory and the chief de­fect of the Rus­si­an soul. He had talked to me be­cause I was a for­eign­er and of no im­port­ance to him—someone who would be en­tirely out­side his life. He took Trenchard now for his friend I be­lieve be­cause he really was at­trac­ted by the ad­mix­ture of chiv­alry and help­less­ness, of sim­pli­city and credu­lity, of timid­ity and cour­age that the man’s char­ac­ter dis­played. I am sure that had it been I who had been in Trenchard’s po­s­i­tion he would not have stretched out one fin­ger to help me.

			Trenchard him­self had only vague memor­ies of the events of the pre­ced­ing even­ing. He was aware quite simply that the whole thing had been a hor­rible dream and that “noth­ing so bad could ever pos­sibly hap­pen to him again.” He had “touched the worst,” and he un­doubtedly found some re­lief today in the gen­er­al dis­tress and con­fu­sion. It covered his per­son­al dis­aster and forced him to for­get him­self in oth­er per­sons’ mis­for­tunes. He was, as it happened, of more use than any­one just then in get­ting every­one speedily out of O——. He ran mes­sages, found par­cels and bags for the Sis­ters, col­lec­ted san­it­ars, even dis­covered the mon­grel ter­ri­er, tied a string to him and gave him to one of our sol­diers to look after. In what a con­fu­sion, as the even­ing fell, was the garden of our large white house! Huge wag­ons covered its lawn; horses, neigh­ing, stamp­ing, jump­ing, were dragged and pulled and threatened; of­ficers, from stout col­on­els to very young lieu­ten­ants, came curs­ing and shout­ing, first this way and that. A huge bag of bis­cuits broke away from a pro­vi­sion van and fell scat­ter­ing on to the ground; the sol­diers, told that they might help them­selves, laugh­ing and shout­ing like ba­bies, fell upon the store. But for the most part there was gloom, gloom, gloom un­der the even­ing sky. Some­times the re­flec­tions of dis­tant rock­ets would shud­der and fade across the pale blue; in­cess­antly, from every corner of the world, came the scream­ing rattle of carts, a sound like many pen­cils drawn across a gi­gant­ic slate—and al­ways the dust rose and fell in webs and cur­tains of filmy gold, un­der the even­ing sun.

			At last Trenchard found him­self with Mo­lo­zov and Ivan Mi­hail­ovitch, the stu­dent like a fish, in the old black car­riage. Mo­lo­zov had “flung the world to the dev­il,” Trenchard af­ter­wards said, “and I sat there, you know, look­ing at his white face and won­der­ing what I ought to talk about.” Trenchard sud­denly found him­self nar­rowly and ag­gress­ively Eng­lish—and it is cer­tain that every Eng­lish­man in Rus­sia on Tues­day thanks God that he is a prac­tic­al man and has some com­mon sense, and on Wed­nes­day won­ders wheth­er any­one in Eng­land knows the true value of any­thing at all and is ashamed of a coun­try so miser­ably without a pas­sion for “ideas.”

			To­night Trenchard was an Eng­lish­man. He had been really use­ful at O—— and he had felt a new spir­it of kind­ness around him. He did not know that Mar­ie Ivan­ovna had made her de­clar­a­tion to us and that we were there­fore all anxious to show him that we thought that he had been badly treated. Moreover he sus­pec­ted, with a true Eng­lish dis­trust of emo­tions, that the Rus­si­ans be­fore him were in­clined to lux­uri­ate in their gloom. Mo­lo­zov’s des­pair and Ivan Mi­hail­ovitch’s pas­sion­ate eyes and jerking white hands ir­rit­ated him.

			He smiled a prac­tic­al Eng­lish smile and looked about him at the sway­ing pro­ces­sion of carts and sol­diers with a prac­tic­al eye.

			“Come,” he said to Mo­lo­zov, “don’t des­pair. There’s noth­ing really to be dis­tressed about. There must be these re­treats, you know. There must be. The great thing in this war is to see the whole thing in pro­por­tion—the whole thing. France and Eng­land and the Dard­anelles and Italy—everything. In an­oth­er month or two—”

			But Mo­lo­zov, frown­ing, shook his head.

			“This coun­try … no meth­od … no sys­tem. Noth­ing. It is ter­rible. … That’s a pretty girl!” he ad­ded moodily, look­ing at a group of peas­ants in a door­way. “A very pretty girl!” he ad­ded, sit­ting up a little and star­ing. Then he re­lapsed, “No sys­tem—noth­ing,” he mur­mured.

			“But there will be,” con­tin­ued Trenchard in his Eng­lish voice. (He told me af­ter­wards that he was con­scious at the time of a hor­rible prig­gish su­peri­or­ity.) “Here in Rus­sia you go up and down so. You’ve no re­straint. Now if you had dis­cip­line—”

			But he was in­ter­rup­ted by the mel­an­choly fig­ure of an of­ficer who hung on to our slowly mov­ing car­riage, walk­ing be­side it with his hand on the door. He did not seem to have any­thing very much to say but looked at us with large mel­an­choly eyes. He was small and needed dust­ing.

			“What is it?” asked Mo­lo­zov, sa­lut­ing.

			“I’ve had con­tu­sion,” said the little of­ficer in a dreamy voice. “Con­tu­sion … I don’t feel very well. I don’t quite know where I ought to go.”

			“Our doc­tors are just be­hind,” said Mo­lo­zov. “You can come on with them.”

			“Your doc­tors …” the little of­ficer re­peated dream­ily. “Very well. …” But he con­tin­ued with us. “I’ve had con­tu­sion,” he said. “At M——. Yes. … And now I don’t quite know where I am. I’m very de­pressed and un­happy. What do you ad­vise?”

			“There are our doc­tors,” Mo­lo­zov re­peated rather ir­rit­ably. “You’ll find them … be­hind there.”

			“Yes, I sup­pose so,” the mel­an­choly little fig­ure re­peated and dis­ap­peared.

			In some way this fig­ure af­fected Trenchard very dis­mally and drove all his Eng­lish com­mon sense away. We were mov­ing now slowly through clouds of dust, and peas­ants who watched us from their door­ways with a cold in­dif­fer­ence that was worse than ex­ulta­tion.

			When we ar­rived, at two or three in the morn­ing, at X——, our des­tin­a­tion, the spir­its of all of us were heav­ily weighted. Tired, cross, dirty, driv­en and pur­sued, and al­ways with us that har­ass­ing fear that we had now no ground upon which we might rest our feet, that noth­ing in the world be­longed to us, that we were fu­git­ives and vag­a­bonds by the will of God.

			As our car­riage stopped be­fore the door of the large white build­ing in X—— that seemed just like the large white build­ing in O——, the little of­ficer was again at our side.

			“I’ve got con­tu­sion …” he said. “I’m very un­happy, and I don’t know where to go.”

			Trenchard felt now as though in an­oth­er mo­ment he would tumble back again in­to his night­mare of yes­ter­day. The house at X—— in­deed was fant­ast­ic enough. I feel that I am in danger of giv­ing too many de­scrip­tions of our vari­ous halt­ing-places. For the most part they largely re­sembled one an­oth­er, large deser­ted coun­try houses with broken win­dows, bare walls and floors, a tangled garden and a tattered col­lec­tion of books in the Pol­ish lan­guage. But this build­ing at X—— was like no oth­er of our asylums.

			It was a huge place, a strange com­bin­a­tion of the loc­al town-hall and the loc­al theatre. It was the theatre that at that early hour in the morn­ing seemed to our weary eyes so fant­ast­ic. As we peered in­to it it was a huge place, already filled with wounded and lighted only by candles, stuck here and there in bottles. I could see, dimly, the stage at the back of the room, and still hanging, tattered and rest­less in the draught, a for­got­ten back­cloth of some old play. I could see that it was a pic­ture of a gay scene in an im­possibly highly col­oured town—high marble stairs down which flower-girls with swollen legs came trip­ping in­to a mar­ket­place filled with sol­diers and their lov­ers—Car­men per­haps. It seemed ab­surd enough there in the un­cer­tain candle­light with the wounded groan­ing and cry­ing in front of it. There was already in the air that fa­mil­i­ar smell of blood and iod­ine, the fa­mil­i­ar cries of: “Oh, ses­tritza—Oh, ses­tritza!” the fa­mil­i­ar pa­tient faces of the sol­diers, sit­ting up, wait­ing for their turn, the fa­mil­i­ar sharp voice of the san­it­ar: “What Di­vi­sion? What re­gi­ment? bul­let or shrapnel?”

			I re­mem­ber that some wounded man, in high fever, was singing, and that no one could stop him.

			“He’s dead,” I heard Semy­onov’s curt voice be­hind me, and turn­ing saw them cov­er the body on the stretch­er with a sheet.

			“Oh! Oh! … Oh! Oh!” shrieked a man from the middle of whose back Nikitin, prob­ing with his fin­ger, was ex­tract­ing a bul­let. The candles flared, the ladies from Car­men wavered on the marble steps, the high cracked voice of the sol­dier con­tin­ued its song. I stood there with Trenchard and An­drey Vassilievitch. Then we turned away.

			“We’re not wanted to­night,” I said. “We’d bet­ter get out of the way and sleep some­where. There’ll be plenty to do to­mor­row!” Little An­drey Vassilievitch, whom dur­ing the re­treat I had en­tirely for­got­ten, looked very pathet­ic. He was dusty and dirty and hated his dis­com­fort. He did not know where to go and was in every­body’s way. Nikitin was im­mensely busy and had no time to waste on his friend. Poor An­drey was tired and ter­ribly de­pressed.

			“What I say is,” he con­fided to us in a voice that trembled a little, “that we are not to des­pair. We have to re­treat today, but who knows what will hap­pen to­mor­row? Every­one is aware that Rus­sia is a glor­i­ous coun­try and has end­less re­sources. Well then. … What I say is …”; an of­ficer bundled in­to him, apo­lo­gised but quite ob­vi­ously cursed him for be­ing in the way.

			“Come along,” said Trenchard, put­ting his arm on An­drey Vassilievitch’s sleeve. “We’ll find some­where to sleep. Of course we’re not in des­pair. Why should we be? You’ll feel bet­ter to­mor­row.”

			They de­par­ted, and as they went I wondered at this new side in Trenchard’s char­ac­ter. He seemed strong, prac­tic­al, and al­most cheer­ful. I, know­ing his dis­aster, was puzzled. My lame leg was hurt­ing me to­night. I found a corner to lie down in, rolled my­self in my great­coat and passed through a strange suc­ces­sion of fant­ast­ic dreams in which Trenchard, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, Nikitin, and Semy­onov all figured. Be­hind them I seemed to hear some voice cry­ing: “I’ve got you all! … I’ve got you all! … You’re caught! … You’re caught! … You’re caught!”

			On the fol­low­ing day there happened to Trenchard the thing that he had dreaded. Writ­ing of it now I can­not dis­en­tangle it from the cir­cum­stances and sur­round­ings of his ac­count of it to me. He was look­ing back then, when he spoke to me, to some­thing that seemed al­most fant­ast­ic in its iron­ic­al real­ity. Every word of that con­ver­sa­tion he af­ter­wards re­called to him­self again and again. As to Mar­ie Ivan­ovna I think that he nev­er even began to un­der­stand her; that he should be­lieve in her was a dif­fer­ent mat­ter from his un­der­stand­ing her. That he should wor­ship her was a trib­ute both to his in­ex­per­i­ence and to his sen­ti­ment. But his re­la­tion to her and to this whole ad­ven­ture of his was con­fused and com­plic­ated by the fact that he was not, I be­lieve, in him­self a sen­ti­ment­al man. What one sup­posed to be sen­ti­ment was a quite hon­est and na­ked lack of know­ledge of the world. As ex­per­i­ence came to him sen­ti­ment fell away from him. But ex­per­i­ence was nev­er to come to him in re­gard to Mar­ie Ivan­ovna; he was to know as little of her at the end as he had known at the be­gin­ning, and this whole con­ver­sa­tion with her (of course, I have only his re­port of it) is clouded with his ro­mantic con­cep­tion of her. To that I might add also my own ro­mantic con­cep­tion; if Trenchard nev­er saw her clearly be­cause he loved her, I nev­er saw her clearly be­cause—be­cause—why, I do not know. … She was, from first to last, a fig­ure of ro­mance, ir­rit­at­ing, ag­gress­ive, en­chant­ing, baff­ling, al­ways blind­ing, to all of us.

			Dur­ing the morn­ing after our ar­rival in M—— Trenchard worked in the theatre, bandaging and help­ing with the trans­port of the wounded up the high and dif­fi­cult stair­case. Then at mid­day, tired with the heat, the close­ness of the place, he es­caped in­to the little park that bordered the farther side of the road. It was a burn­ing day in June—the sun came beat­ing through the trees, and as soon as he had turned the corner of the path and had lost the line of ruined and blackened houses to his right he found him­self in the wild­est and most glit­ter­ing of little orch­ards. The grass grew here to a great height—the apple-trees were of a fine age, and the sun in squares and circles and stars of light flashed like fire through the thick green. He stepped for­ward, blinded by the quiv­er­ing gold, and walked in­to the arms of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. He, quite lit­er­ally, ran against her and put his arms about her for a mo­ment to steady her, not see­ing who she was.

			Then he gave a little cry.

			She was also frightened. “It was the only time,” he told me, “that I had ever seen her show fear.”

			They were si­lent, neither of them know­ing the way to speak.

			Then she said: “John, don’t r-run away. It is very good. I wanted to speak to you. Here, sit down here.”

			She her­self sat down and pat­ted the grass, in­vit­ing him. He at once sat down be­side her, but he could say noth­ing—noth­ing at all.

			She waited for a time and then, see­ing him, I sup­pose, at a loss and help­less, re­gained her own cour­age. “Are you still angry with me?”

			“No,” he answered, not look­ing at her.

			“You have a right to be; I be­haved very badly.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand,” he replied, “why you thought in Pet­ro­grad that you loved me and then—so soon—found that you did not—so soon.”

			He looked at her and then lowered his eyes.

			“What do you know or I know?” she sud­denly asked him im­petu­ously. “Are we not both al­ways think­ing that things will be so fine—seichass—and then they are not. How could we be happy to­geth­er when we are both so ig­nor­ant? Ah, you know, John, you know that happy to­geth­er we could nev­er be.”

			He looked at her clearly and without hes­it­a­tion.

			“I was very stu­pid,” he said. “I thought that be­cause I had come in­to a big thing I would be big my­self. It is not so; I am the same per­son as I was in Eng­land. I have not changed at all and I shall nev­er change … only in this one thing that wheth­er you go from me or wheth­er you stay I shall nev­er love any­body but you. All men say that, I know,” he ad­ded, “but there are not many men who have had so little in their lives as I, and so per­haps it means more with me than it does with oth­ers.”

			She made no reply to him. She had not, I be­lieve, heard him. She said, as though she were speak­ing to her­self: “If we had not come, John, if we had stayed in Pet­ro­grad, any­thing might have been. But here there is some­thing more than people. I don’t know wheth­er I love or hate any­one. I can­not marry you or any man un­til this is all over.”

			“And then,” he in­ter­rup­ted pas­sion­ately, touch­ing her sleeve with his hand. “After the war? Per­haps—again, you will—”

			She took his hand in hers, look­ing at him as though she were sud­denly see­ing him for the first time:

			“No—you, John, nev­er. In Pet­ro­grad I didn’t know what this could be—no idea—none. And now that I’m here I can think of noth­ing else than what I’m go­ing to find. There is some­thing here that I’d be afraid of if I let my­self be and that’s what I love. What will hap­pen when I meet it? Shall I feel fear or no? And so, too, if there were a man whom I feared. …”

			“Semy­onov!” Trenchard cried.

			She looked at him and did not an­swer. He caught her hand ur­gently. “No, Mar­ie, no—any­one but Semy­onov. It doesn’t mat­ter about me. But you must be happy—you must be. Noth­ing else—and he won’t make you. He isn’t—”

			“Happy!” she answered scorn­fully. “I don’t want to be happy. That isn’t it. But to be sure that one’s not afraid—” (She re­peated to her­self sev­er­al times hr­ab­rost—the Rus­si­an for “bravery.”) “That is more than you, John, or than I or than—”

			She broke off, looked at him sud­denly as he told me “very ten­derly and kindly as though she liked me.”

			“John, I’m your friend. I’ve been bad to you, but I’m your friend. I don’t un­der­stand why I’ve been so bad to you be­cause, I would be fur-ri­ous—yes, fur-ri­ous—if any­one else were bad to you. And be mine, John, whatever I do, be mine. I’m not really a bad char­ac­ter—only I think it’s too ex­cit­ing now, here—everything—for me to stop and think.”

			“You know,” he answered with a rather tired ges­ture (he had worked in that hot theatre all the morn­ing) “that I am al­ways the same—but you must not marry Semy­onov,” he ad­ded fiercely.

			She did not an­swer him, looked up at the sun­light and said after a time:

			“I hate Sis­ter K——. She is not really re­li­gious. She doesn’t wash either. Let us go back. I was away, I said, only for a little.”

			They walked back, he told me, in per­fect si­lence. He was more un­happy than ever. He was more un­happy be­cause he saw quite clearly that he did not un­der­stand her at all; he felt farther away from her than ever and loved her more de­votedly than ever: a des­per­ate state of things. If he had taken that sen­tence of hers—“I think it’s too ex­cit­ing—now—here—for me to stop and think,” he would, I fancy, have found the clue to her, but he would not be­lieve that she was so simple as that. In the two days that fol­lowed, days of the greatest dis­com­fort, dis­ap­point­ment and dis­order, his mind nev­er left her for a mo­ment. His di­ary for these four days is very short and un­ro­mantic.

			
				“June 23rd. In X——. Morn­ing worked in the theatre. Band­aged thirty. Op­er­a­tion 1—arm am­pu­tated. Learn that there has been a battle round the school­house at O—— where we first were. Won­der­ful weath­er. Spent some time in the park. Talked to M. there. Even­ing moved—thirty versts to P——. Much dust, very slow, ow­ing to the Guards re­treat­ing at same time. Was with Dur­ward and An­drey Vassilievitch in a pod­voda—Like the lat­ter, but he’s out of place here. Ar­rived 1:30.

				“June 24th. Off early morn­ing. This time black car­riage with Sis­ters K—— and Anna Pet­ro­vna. More dust—thou­sands of sol­diers passing us, singing as though there were no re­treat. News from L—— very bad. Say there’s no am­muni­tion. Ar­rived Nijnieff even­ing 7:30. Very hungry and thirsty. We could find no house for some hours; a charm­ing little town in a val­ley. Nestor seems huge—very beau­ti­ful with wooded hills. But whole place so swal­lowed in dust im­possible to see any­thing. Heaps of wounded again. I and Mo­lo­zov in nice room alone. Have not seen M. all day.

				“June 25th. This morn­ing Nikitin, Sis­ter K——, Goga, and I at­temp­ted to get back to P—— to see wheth­er there were wounded. Star­ted off on the carts but when we got to the hill above the vil­lage met the whole of our Di­vi­sion com­ing out. The vil­lage aban­doned, so back we had to go again through all the dust. Even­ing noth­ing do­ing. Every­one de­pressed.

				“June 26th. Very early—half-past five in the morn­ing—we were roused and had to take part in an ex­odus like the Is­rael­ites. Most un­pleas­ant, mov­ing an inch an hour, Cos­sacks rid­ing one down if one pre­ferred to go on foot to be­ing bumped in the hay­cart. Every­one in the depths of de­pres­sion. Crossed the Nestor, a per­fectly mag­ni­fi­cent river. Five versts fur­ther, then stopped at a farm­house, pitched tents. In­stantly hun­dreds of wounded. Battle fierce just oth­er side of Nijnieff. Worked like a nig­ger—from two to eight nev­er stopped bandaging. About ten went off to the po­s­i­tion with Mo­lo­zov. Strange to be back in the little town un­der such dif­fer­ent cir­cum­stances. Dark as pitch—rain­ing. Much noise, mo­tors, sol­diers like ghosts though—shrapnel all the time. Tired, de­pressed and nervous. Hor­rid wait­ing do­ing noth­ing; two houses un­der the shrapnel. Ex­pec­ted also at every mo­ment bridge be­hind us to be blown up. At last wag­ons filled with wounded, star­ted back and got home even­tu­ally, tak­ing two hours over it. Very glad when it was over. …”

			

			We had ar­rived, in­deed, al­though we did not then know it and were ex­pect­ing, every mo­ment, to move back again, at the con­clu­sion of our first ex­odus. Our only oth­er trans­ition, after a day or two longer at our farm­house, was for­ward four versts to a tiny vil­lage on a high hill over­look­ing the Nestor, to the left of Nijnieff. This vil­lage was called Mit­tövo. Mit­tövo was to be our world for many weeks to come. We in­hab­ited once again the large white deser­ted coun­try-house with the tangled garden, the dusty bare floors, the broken win­dows. At the end of the tangled garden there was a white stone cross, and here was a most won­der­ful view, the high hill run­ning pre­cip­it­ously down to the flat sil­ver ex­panse of the Nestor that ran like a gleam­ing girdle un­der the breasts of the slopes bey­ond. These fur­ther slopes were clothed with wood. I re­mem­ber, on the first day that I watched, the forest bey­ond was black and dense like a cloud rest­ing on the hill; the Nestor and our own coun­try was soaked with sun.

			“That’s a fine forest,” I said to my com­pan­ion.

			“Yes, the forest of S——, stretches miles back in­to Galicia.” It was Nikitin that day who spoke to me. We turned care­lessly away. Mean­while how dif­fi­cult and un­pleas­ant those first weeks at Mit­tövo were! We had none of us real­ised, I sup­pose, how sternly those days of re­treat had tested our nerves. We had been not only re­treat­ing, but (at the same time) work­ing fiercely, and now, when for some while the work slackened and, un­der the hot blaz­ing sun, we found noth­ing for our hands to do, a grind­ing ir­rit­able re­ac­tion settled down upon us.

			I had known in my earli­er ex­per­i­ence at the war the troubles that in­ev­it­ably rise from in­ac­tion; the little per­son­al in­con­veni­ences, the tyr­an­nies of habits and man­ners and ap­pear­ances, when you’ve got noth­ing to do but sit and watch your im­me­di­ate neigh­bour. But on that earli­er oc­ca­sion our army had been suc­cess­ful; it seemed that the war would soon find its con­clu­sion in the col­lapse of Ger­many, and good news from Europe smiled upon us every morn­ing at break­fast. Now we were tired and over­wrought. Good news there was none—in­deed every day brought dis­astrous tid­ings. We, ourselves, must look back upon a hun­dred versts of fair smil­ing coun­try that we had conquered with the sac­ri­fice of many thou­sands of lives and sur­rendered without the giv­ing of a blow. And al­ways the force that com­pelled us to this was sin­is­ter and iron­ic­al by its in­vis­ib­il­ity.

			It was the Rus­si­an tem­pera­ment to de­clare ex­actly what it felt, to give free rein to its moods and dis­likes and dis­com­forts. The weath­er was be­gin­ning to be fiercely hot, there were many ru­mours of chol­era and typhus—we, all of us, lost col­our and ap­pet­ite, slept badly and suffered from sud­den head­aches.

			Three days after our ar­rival at Mit­tövo we had all dis­covered private hos­til­it­ies and re­sent­ments. I was as bad as any­one. I could not en­dure the re­volu­tion­ary stu­dent, Ivan Mi­hail­ovitch. I thought him most un­cleanly in his habits, and I was com­pelled to sleep in the same room with him. Cer­tainly it was true that wash­ing was not one of the most im­port­ant things in the world to him. In the morn­ing he would lurch out of bed, put on a soiled shirt and trousers, dab his face with a de­crep­it sponge, take a tiny piece of soap from an old tin box, look at it, rub it on his fin­gers and put it hur­riedly away again as though he were ashamed of it. Some­times, get­ting out of bed, he would cry: “Have you heard the latest scan­dal? About the am­muni­tion in the Tenth Army! They say—” and then he would for­get his wash­ing al­to­geth­er. He did not shave his head, as most of us had done, but al­lowed his hair to grow very long, and this, of course, was of­ten a sub­ject of ir­rit­a­tion to him. He had also a habit of sit­ting on his bed in his nightclothes, yawn­ing and scratch­ing his body all over, very slowly, with his long (and I’m afraid dirty) fin­ger­nails, for the space, per­haps, of a quarter of an hour. This I found dif­fi­cult to en­dure. His long white face was al­ways a dirty shade of grey and his jack­et was stained with re­min­is­cences of his meals. His habits at table were ter­rible; he was al­ways so deeply in­ter­ested in what he was say­ing that he had not time to close his mouth whilst he was eat­ing, to ask people to pass him food (he stretched his long dirty hand across the table) or to pass food to oth­ers. He shouted a great deal and was in a furi­ous pas­sion every five minutes. I also just at this time found the boy Goga tire­some; the boy had not been taught by his par­ents the duty that chil­dren owe to their eld­ers and I am in­clined to be­lieve that this duty is al­most uni­ver­sally un­taught in Rus­sia. To Goga a Gen­er­al was as noth­ing, he would con­tra­dict our old white-haired Gen­er­al T——, when he came to dine with us, would pat­ron­ise the Col­on­el and as­sure the Gen­er­al’s aide-de-camp that he knew bet­ter. He would ad­vance his fath­er as a per­petu­al and faith­ful wit­ness to the truth of his state­ments. “You may say what you like,” he would cry to my­self or a Sis­ter, “but my fath­er knows bet­ter than you do. He has the front seat in the Mo­scow Op­era all through the sea­son and has been to Eng­land three times.” Goga also had been once to Eng­land for a week (spent en­tirely on the Brighton Pier) and he told me many things. He would for­get, for a mo­ment, that I was an Eng­lish­man and would as­sure me that he knew bet­ter than I did. He was a be­ing with the best heart in the world, but his par­ents loved him so much that they had neg­lected his edu­ca­tion.

			These things may seem tri­fling enough, but they had, nev­er­the­less, their im­port­ance. Among the Sis­ters, Sis­ter K—— was the un­pop­u­lar one. I my­self must hon­estly con­fess that she was a wo­man ill-suited to com­pany less worthy than her­self. She had an up­right vir­tu­ous char­ac­ter but she was nar­row (a rare fault in a Rus­si­an), su­per­sti­tious, dog­mat­ic­ally re­li­gious, and en­tirely without tact. She quite hon­estly thought us a poor lot and would say to me: “I hope, Mr. Dur­ward, you don’t judge Rus­sia by the spe­ci­mens you find here,” and was, of course, al­ways over­heard. She was a strict mor­al­ist, but was also gen­er­ous with all the warmth of Rus­si­an gen­er­os­ity in money mat­ters. She was a mar­vel­lous hard work­er, quite fear­less, ac­cur­ate, and punc­tu­al in all things. She fought in­cess­ant battles with Anna Pet­ro­vna who hated her as warmly as it was in her quiet, un­ruffled heart to hate any­one. The only thing stranger than the fierce­ness of their quar­rels was the sud­den­ness of their con­clu­sion. I re­mem­ber that at din­ner one day they fought a battle over the ques­tion of a clean tow­el with a heat and vigour that was Ho­mer­ic. A quarter of an hour later I found them quietly talk­ing to­geth­er. Anna Pet­ro­vna was show­ing Sis­ter K—— a large and hideous pho­to­graph of her chil­dren.

			“How sym­path­et­ic! How beau­ti­ful!” said Sis­ter K——.

			“But I thought you hated her?” I said af­ter­wards in con­fu­sion to Anna Pet­ro­vna.

			“She was very sym­path­et­ic about my chil­dren,” said Anna Pet­ro­vna pla­cidly.

			Then, of course, Sis­ter Sofia Ant­onovna, the sis­ter with the red eyes, made trouble when she could. She was, as I dis­covered af­ter­wards, a bit­terly dis­ap­poin­ted wo­man, hav­ing been deser­ted by her fiancé only a week be­fore her mar­riage. That had happened three years ago and she still loved him, so that she had her ex­cuse for her view of the world. My friends seemed to me, dur­ing those first weeks at Mit­tövo, simply a com­pany of good-hearted, ill-dis­cip­lined chil­dren. I had gone dir­ectly back to my days in the nurs­ery. Re­straint of any kind there was none, dis­cip­line as to time or emo­tions was un­dreamed of, and with it all a vi­tal­ity, a warmth of heart, a sin­cer­ity and hon­esty that made that Otri­ad, per­haps, the most lov­able com­pany I have ever known. Rus­si­ans are fond of sneer­ing at them­selves; for him who de­clares that he likes Rus­sia and Rus­si­ans they have either po­lite dis­be­lief or gentle con­tempt. In Eng­land we have qual­it­ies of en­dur­ance, of re­li­ab­il­ity, of solid­ity, to which, of­ten enough, I long to re­turn—but that warmth of heart that I have known here for two long years, a warmth that means love for the neg­lected, for the de­feated, for the help­less, a warmth that lights a fire on every hearth in every house in Rus­sia—that is a great­er thing than the pos­sessors of it know.

			Through all the little quar­rels and dis­putes of our com­pany there ran the thread of the af­fair of Trenchard, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and Semy­onov. Trenchard was lighted now with the pleas­ure of their af­fec­tion, and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, who had been at first so pop­u­lar amongst them, was held to be hard and ca­pri­cious. She, at least, did not make it easy for them to like her. She had seemed in those first days in O—— as though she wished to win all their hearts, but now it was as though she had not time to con­sider any of us, as though she had some­thing of far great­er im­port­ance to claim her at­ten­tion. She was now very con­tinu­ally with Semy­onov and yet it seemed to me that it was rather re­spect for his opin­ion and ad­mir­a­tion of his in­de­pend­ence than lik­ing that com­pelled her. He was, bey­ond any ques­tion, in love with her, if the name of love can be giv­en to the fierce, in­tol­er­ant pas­sion that gov­erned him.

			He made no at­tempt to dis­guise his feel­ings, was as rude to the rest of us as he pleased, and, of course, flung his scorn plen­ti­fully over Trenchard. But now I seemed to de­tect in him some shades of rest­less­ness and anxi­ety that I had nev­er seen in him be­fore. He was not sure of her; he did not, I be­lieve, un­der­stand her any more than did the rest of us. With justice, in­deed, I was afraid for her. His pas­sion, I thought, was as surely and as na­kedly a phys­ic­al one as any oth­er that I had seen pre­cede it, and would as cer­tainly pass as all purely phys­ic­al pas­sions do. She was as ig­nor­ant of the world as on the day when she ar­rived amongst us; but my feel­ing about her was that she would re­ceive his love al­most as though in a dream, her thoughts fixed on some­thing far from him and in no way de­pend­ing on him. At any rate she was with him now con­tinu­ally. We judged her proud and hard­hearted, all of us ex­cept Trenchard who loved her, Semy­onov who wanted her, and Nikitin, who, as I now be­lieve, even then un­der­stood her.

			Trenchard mean­while was con­fused and un­settled: in­ac­tion did not suit him any bet­ter than it did the rest of us. He had too much time to think about Mar­ie Ivan­ovna.

			He was un­doubtedly pleased at his new pop­ular­ity. He ex­pan­ded un­der it and be­came some­thing of the lo­qua­cious and un­cal­cu­lat­ing per­son that he had shown him­self dur­ing his con­fes­sion to me in the train. To the Rus­si­ans his lo­qua­city was in no way strange or un­pleas­ant. They were in the habit of un­bur­den­ing them­selves, their hopes, their dis­ap­point­ments, their joys, their tra­gedies, to the first strangers whom they met. It seemed quite nat­ur­al to them that Trenchard, puff­ing his re­bel­li­ous pipe, should talk to them about Gle­beshire, Pol­chester, Rafiel, Mil­lie and Kath­er­ine Trenchard.

			“I’d like you to meet Kath­er­ine, Anna Pet­ro­vna,” he would say. “You would find her de­light­ful. She’s mar­ried now to a young man she ran away with, which sur­prised every­one—her run­ning away, I mean, be­cause she was al­ways con­sidered such a ser­i­ous char­ac­ter.”

			“I for­get wheth­er you’ve seen my chil­dren, Mr.” Anna Pet­ro­vna would reply. “I must show you their pho­to­graph.”

			And she would pro­duce the large and hideous pic­ture.

			He was the same as in those first days, and yet how im­mensely not the same. He bore him­self now with a chiv­al­rous tact to­wards Mar­ie Ivan­ovna that was bey­ond all praise. He al­ways cher­ished in his heart his memory of their little con­ver­sa­tion in the orch­ard. “How I wish,” he told me, “that I had made that con­ver­sa­tion longer. It was so very short and I might so eas­ily have lengthened it. There were so many things af­ter­wards that I might have said—and she nev­er gave me an­oth­er chance.”

			She nev­er did—she kept him from her. Kind to him, per­haps, but nev­er al­low­ing him an­oth­er mo­ment’s in­tim­acy. He had al­most the air, it seemed to me, of pa­tiently wait­ing for the mo­ment when she should need him, the air too of a man who was sure, in his heart, that that mo­ment would come.

			And the oth­er thing that stiffened him was his hatred for Semy­onov. Hatred may seem too fierce a word for the emo­tion of any­one as mild and gentle as Trenchard—and yet hatred at this time it was. He seemed no longer afraid of Semy­onov and there was some­thing about him now which sur­prised the oth­er man. Through all those first days at Mit­tövo, when we seemed for a mo­ment al­most to have slipped out of the war and to be lead­ing the smal­ler more quar­rel­some life of earli­er days, Trenchard was oc­cu­pied with only one ques­tion—“What was he feel­ing about Semy­onov?”—“I felt as though I could stand any­thing if only she didn’t love him. Since that aw­ful night of the Re­treat I had resigned my­self to los­ing her; any­one should marry her who would make her happy—but he—nev­er! But it was the in­de­cision that I could not bear. I didn’t know—I couldn’t tell, what she felt.”

			The in­de­cision was not to last much longer. One even­ing, when we had been at Mit­tövo about a week, he was at the Cross watch­ing the sun, like a crim­son flower, sink be­hind the dim grey forest. The Nestor, in the even­ing mist, was a golden shad­ow un­der the hill. This beauty made him mel­an­choly. He was wish­ing pas­sion­ately, as he stood there, for work, hard, dan­ger­ous, grip­ping work. He did not know that that was to be the last idle minute of his life. Hear­ing a step on the path he turned round to find Semy­onov at his side.

			“Lovely view, isn’t it?” said Semy­onov, watch­ing him.

			“Lovely,” answered Trenchard.

			Semy­onov sat down on the little stone seat be­neath the Cross and looked up at his rival. Trenchard looked down at him, hat­ing his square, stol­id com­pos­ure, his thick thighs, his fair beard, his iron­ic­al eyes. You’re a beastly man! he thought.

			“How long are you go­ing to be with us, do you think?” asked Semy­onov.

			“Don’t know—de­pends on so many things.”

			“Why don’t you go back to Eng­land? They want sol­diers.”

			“Wouldn’t pass my eye­sight.”

			“When are they go­ing to be­gin do­ing some­thing on the oth­er Front, do you think?”

			“When they’re ready, I sup­pose.”

			“They’re very slow. Where’s all your army we heard so much about?”

			“There’s a big army go­ing to be ready soon.”

			“Yes, but we were told things would be­gin in May. It’s only the Ger­mans who’ve be­gun.”

			“I don’t know; I’ve seen no Eng­lish pa­pers for some weeks.”

			There was a pause. Semy­onov smiled, stood up, looked in­to Trenchard’s eyes.

			“I must go to Eng­land,” he said slowly, “after the war. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and I will go, I hope, to­geth­er. She told me today that that is one of the things that she hopes we will do to­geth­er—later on.”

			Trenchard re­turned Semy­onov’s gaze. After a mo­ment he said:

			“Yes—you would en­joy it.” He waited, then ad­ded: “I must be walk­ing back now. I’m late!” And he turned away to the house.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				One Night

			
			Mar­ie Ivan­ovna her­self spoke to me of Semy­onov. She found me alone wait­ing for my morn­ing tea. We were be­fore the oth­ers, and could hear, in the next room, Mo­lo­zov splash­ing wa­ter about the floor and cry­ing to Mi­chail, his ser­vant, to pour “Yest­sho! Yest­sho!” “Yest­sho! Yest­sho!”—“Still more! Still more,” over his head.

			She stood in the door­way look­ing as though she hated my pres­ence.

			“The oth­ers have not ar­rived,” I said. “It’s late today.”

			“I can see,” she answered. “Every­one is idle now.”

			Then her voice changed. She came across to me. We talked of un­im­port­ant things for a while. Then she said: “I’m very happy, Mr. Dur­ward. … Be kind about it. Alexei Pet­ro­vitch and I. …” She hes­it­ated.

			I looked at her and saw that she was again the young and help­less girl whom I had not seen since that early morn­ing be­fore our first battle. I said, very lamely, “If you are happy, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, I am glad.”

			“You think it ter­rible of me,” she said swiftly. “And why do you all talk of be­ing happy? What does that mat­ter? But I can trust him. He’s strong and afraid of noth­ing.”

			I could say noth­ing.

			“Of course you think me very bad—that I have treated—John—shame­fully—yes? … I will not de­fend my­self to you. What is there to de­fend? John and I could nev­er have lived to­geth­er, nev­er. You your­self must see that.”

			“It does not mat­ter what I think,” I answered. “I am Trenchard’s friend, and he has no know­ledge of life nor hu­man nature. He has made a bad start. You must for­give me if I think more of him than of you, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna.”

			“Yes,” she said fiercely. “It is John—John—John, you all think of. But John would not have loved me if he knew me as I truly am. And now, at last, I can be my­self. It does not mat­ter to Alexei Pet­ro­vitch what I am.”

			“But you have known him so short a time—and you have been so quick. If you had waited. …”

			“Waited!” she caught me up. “Waited! How can one wait when one isn’t al­lowed to wait? It must be fin­ished here, at once, and I’m not go­ing to fin­ish alone. I’m frightened, Mr. Dur­ward, but also I must see it right through. He makes me brave. He’s afraid of noth­ing. I couldn’t leave this, and yet I was frightened to go on alone. With him be­side me I’m not afraid.”

			Anna Pet­ro­vna in­ter­rup­ted us.

			“It’s Goga’s stom­ach again,” she said pla­cidly. “He’s had great pain all night. It was those sweets yes­ter­day. Just give me that glass, my dear. Weak tea’s the only thing he can have.”

			Well, I had said noth­ing to Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. What was there I could have said?

			And the next thing about Trenchard was that he had got his wish, and was ly­ing on his back once more, in one of our nice, simple, un­com­fort­able hay­carts, look­ing up at the even­ing sky. This was the even­ing after his con­ver­sa­tion with Semy­onov. Quite sud­denly the battle had caught us in­to its arms again. It was ra­ging now in the woods to the right of us, woods on the fur­ther side of the Nestor, situ­ated on a trib­u­tary. I will quote now dir­ectly from his di­ary:

			
				As our line of carts crossed the great river I could hear the muffled “brum-brum” of the can­nons and “tap-tap-tap” of the ma­chine-guns now so con­ven­tion­ally fa­mil­i­ar. Nikitin was ly­ing in si­lence at my side. Be­hind us came twenty wag­ons with the san­it­ars; the even­ing was very still, plum-col­our in the woods, misty over the river; the creak­ing of our carts was the only sound, save the “brum-brum” and the “tap-tap-tap”. …

				I lay on my back and thought of Semy­onov and my­self. I had in my mind two pic­tures. One was of Semy­onov sit­ting on the stone un­der the cross, look­ing up at me with com­fort­able and iron­ic­al in­solence, Semy­onov so strong and res­ol­ute and suc­cess­ful. Semy­onov who got what he wanted, did what he wanted, said what he wanted.

				The oth­er pic­ture was of my­self, as I had been the oth­er night when I had gone with the wag­ons to Nijnieff to fetch the wounded. I saw my­self stand­ing in a muddy little lane just out­side the town, un­der pour­ing rain. The wag­ons waited there, the horses stamp­ing now and then, and the wounded men on the only wag­on that was filled, moaned and cried. Shrapnel whizzed over­head—some­times cry­ing, like an echo, in the far dis­tance, some­times scream­ing with the rage of a hurt an­im­al close at hand. Groups of sol­diers ran swiftly past me, quite si­lent, their heads bent. Some­where on the high road I could hear mo­tor­cars splut­ter­ing and hum­ming. At ir­reg­u­lar in­ter­vals Red Cross men would ar­rive with wounded, would ask in a whis­per that was in­hu­man and isol­at­ing wheth­er there were room on my carts. Then the body would be lif­ted up; there would be muttered dir­ec­tions, the wounded man would cry, then the oth­er wounded would also cry—after that, there would be the dis­mal si­lence again, si­lence broken only by the shrapnel and the heavy plop­ping smoth­ers of the rain. But it was my­self upon whom my eyes were fixed, my­self, a miser­able fig­ure, the rain drip­ping from me, slip­ping down my neck, squelch­ing un­der my boots. And as I stood there I was afraid. That was what I now saw. I had been ter­ribly afraid for the first time since I had come to the war. I had worked all day in the bandaging room, and per­haps my phys­ic­al wear­i­ness was re­spons­ible; but whatever it might be there I was, a cow­ard. At the threat of every shrapnel I bent my head and shrugged my shoulders, at every cry of the wounded men—one man was de­li­ri­ous and sang a little song—a shud­der trembled all down my body. I thought of the bridge between my­self and the Otri­ad—how eas­ily it might be blown up! and then, if the Di­vi­sion were beaten back what mas­sacre there would be! I wanted to go home, to sleep, to be safe and warm—above all, to be safe! I saw be­fore me some of the wounded whom I had band­aged today—men without faces or with hanging jaws that must be held up with the hand whilst the band­age was tied. One man blind, one man mad (he thought he was drown­ing in hot wa­ter), one man hold­ing his stom­ach to­geth­er with his hands. I saw all these fig­ures crowding round me in the lane—I also saw the dead men in the forest, the skull, the flies, the strong blue-grey trousers. … I shook so that my teeth chattered—a very pi­ti­ful fig­ure.

				Well, that was the oth­er night. It was true that to­night I did not feel frightened—at least not as yet. But then it was a beau­ti­ful even­ing, very peace­ful, still and warm—and there was Nikitin. In any case there were those two fig­ures whom I must con­sider—Semy­onov and my­self. That brief con­ver­sa­tion last night had brought us quite sharply face to face. I found to my own sur­prise that Semy­onov’s de­clar­a­tion of his en­gage­ment had not been a great shock to me, had not in­deed altered very greatly the earli­er situ­ation. But it had shown me quite clearly that my own love for Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was in no way di­min­ished, that I must pro­tect her from a man who was, I felt, quite simply a “beastly” man.

				Well, then if Semy­onov and I were to fight it out, I would need to be at my best. Did that little pic­ture of the oth­er even­ing show me at my best? This busi­ness presen­ted a big­ger fight than the simple one with Semy­onov. I knew, quite clearly, as I lay on my back in the cart, that the fight against Semy­onov and the fight against … was mingled to­geth­er, de­pended for their is­sue one upon the oth­er—that the dead men in the forest had no merely ac­ci­dent­al con­nec­tion with Mar­ie Ivan­ovna’s safety and Semy­onov’s scorn­ful pir­acies.

				Well, then … Semy­onov and I, I and my old dead uncle, my­self shak­ing in the road the oth­er night un­der the rain! What was to be the is­sue of all of it?

				I, on this lovely even­ing, saw quite clearly the pro­gress of events that had brought me to this point. One: that drive with Dur­ward on the first day when we had stopped at the trench and heard the frogs. Two: the even­ing at O——, when Mar­ie Ivan­ovna had been angry and we had first heard the can­non. Three: the day at S—— and Mar­ie kneel­ing on the cart with her hand on Semy­onov’s shoulder. Four: her re­fus­al of me, the bod­ies in the forest, the Re­treat, that night Nikitin (get­ting well in­to the thick of it now). Five: the talk with Mar­ie in the park. Six: the wet night at Nijnieff. Sev­en: last night’s little talk with Semy­onov. … Yes, I could see now that I had been ad­van­cing al­ways for­ward in­to the forest, grow­ing ever near­er and near­er, per­ceiv­ing now the tac­tics of the en­emy, beaten here, frightened there, but still pen­et­rat­ing—not, as yet, re­treat­ing … and al­ways, my private little his­tory march­ing with me, con­fused with the private little his­tor­ies of all of the oth­ers, all of them pen­et­rat­ing more deeply and more deeply. …

				And if I lost my nerve I was beaten! If I had lost my nerve no pro­tect­ing of Mar­ie, no de­fi­ance of Semy­onov—and, far bey­ond these, ab­ject sub­mis­sion to my en­emy in the forest. If I had lost my nerve! … Had I? Was it only wear­i­ness the oth­er night? But twice now I had been prop­erly beaten, and why, after all, should I ima­gine that I would be able to put up a fight—I who had nev­er in all my life fought any­thing suc­cess­fully? I lay on my back, looked at the sky. I sat up, looked at the coun­try, I set my teeth, looked at Nikitin.

				Nikitin grunted. “I’ve had a good nap,” he said. “You should have had one. There’ll be plenty of work for us to­night by the sound of it.” We turned a corner of the road through the wood and one of our own bat­ter­ies jumped upon us.

				“I’m glad it’s not rain­ing,” I said.

				“We’ve still some way to go,” said Nikitin, sit­ting up. “What a lovely even­ing!” Then he ad­ded, quite without ap­par­ent con­nec­tion, “Well, you’re more at home amongst us all now, aren’t you?”

				“Yes,” said I.

				“I’m glad of that. And what do you think of An­drey Vassilievitch?”

				I answered: “Oh! I like him! … but I don’t think he’s happy at the war,” I ad­ded.

				“I want you to like him,” Nikitin said. “He’s a splen­did man … I have known him many years. He is merry and simple and it is easy to laugh at him, but it is al­ways easy to laugh at the best people. You must like him, Mr. … He likes you very much.”

				I felt as though Nikitin were here form­ing an al­li­ance between the three of us. Well, I liked Nikitin, I liked An­drey Vassilievitch. I listened to the bat­tery, now some way be­hind us, then said:

				“Of course, I am his friend if he wishes.”

				Nikitin re­peated sol­emnly: “An­drey Vassilievitch is a splen­did fel­low.”

				Then we ar­rived. Here, be­side the broad path of the forest there was a clear­ing and above the clear­ing a thick pat­tern of shin­ing stars curved like the top of a shell. Here, in the open, the doc­tors had made a tem­por­ary hos­pit­al, fasten­ing candles on the trees, ar­ran­ging two tables on trestles, all very white and clean un­der a bril­liant full moon. There were here two Sis­ters whom I did not know, sev­er­al doc­tors, one of them a fat little army doc­tor who had of­ten been a vis­it­or to our Otri­ad. The lat­ter greeted Nikitin warmly, nod­ded to me. He was a gay, merry little man with twink­ling eyes. “Noo tak. Fine, our hos­pit­al, don’t you think? Plenty to do this night, my friend. Here, gol­ubchik, this way. … Fin­ger, is it? Oh! that’s noth­ing. Here, cour­age a mo­ment. Where are the scis­sors? … scis­sors, someone. One mo­ment. … One … mo­ment. Ah! there you are!” The fin­ger that had been hanging by a shred fell in­to the basin. The sol­dier muttered some­thing, slipped on to his knees, his face grey un­der the moon, then huddled in­to noth­ing, like a bundle of old clothes, fain­ted help­lessly away.

				“Here, wa­ter! … No, take him over there! That’s right. Well, Mr.—how are you? Lovely night. … Plenty of work there’ll be, too. Oh! you’re go­ing down to the Ven­ger­ovsky Polk? Yes, they’re down to the right there some­where—across the fields. … Warm over there.”

				The noise just then of the bat­ter­ies was ter­rif­ic. We were com­pelled to shout at one an­oth­er. A bat­tery be­hind us bel­lowed like a young bull and the shrapnel fall­ing at some dis­tance amongst the trees had a strange splash­ing sound as of a stone fall­ing in­to wa­ter.2 The candles twinkled in the breeze and the place had the air of a Christ­mas-tree cel­eb­ra­tion, the wounded sol­diers wait­ing their turn as chil­dren wait for their presents. The star­light gave the ef­fect of a blue-fros­ted crisp­ness to the pine-strewn ground. We ar­ranged our wag­ons safely, then, fol­lowed by the san­it­ars, walked off, Nikitin al­most fant­ast­ic­ally tall un­der the star­light as he strode along. The forest-path stopped and we came to open coun­try. Fields with wav­ing corn stretched be­fore us to be lost in the farther dis­tance in the dark shad­ows of the forest.

				A little bunch of sol­diers crouched here, watch­ing, Nikitin spoke to them.

				“Here, gol­ubchik … tell me! what polk?”

				“Moskovsky, your Hon­our.”

				“And the Ven­ger­ovsky … they’re to the right, are they?”

				“Yes, your Hon­our. By the high road, when it comes in­to the forest.”

				“What? There where the road turns?”

				“Tak totchno.”

				“How are things down there just now? Wounded, do you think?”

				“Ne mogoo zn­at. I’m un­able to say, your Hon­our … but there’s been an at­tack there an hour ago.”

				“Are those ours?”—listen­ing to a bat­tery across the fields.

				“Ours, your Hon­our.”

				“Well, we’ll go on and see.”

				I had listened to this con­ver­sa­tion with the sen­sa­tion of a man who has stopped him­self on the very edge of a pre­cip­ice. I thought in those few mo­ments with a mar­vel­lous and pen­et­rat­ing clar­ity. I had, after all, been al­ways un­til now at the battle of S——, or when I had gone with the wag­ons to Nijnieff, on the out­skirts of the thing. I knew that to­night, in an­oth­er ten minutes, I would be in the middle—the “very middle.” As I waited there I re­called the pages of the di­ary of some of­ficer, a di­ary that had been shown me quite cas­u­ally by its own­er. It had been a mir­acle of lac­on­ic brev­ity: “6:30 a.m., down to the bat­tery. All quiet. 8:00, three of their shells. One of ours killed, two wounded. Five yards’ dis­tance. 8:30, break­fas­ted; K. ar­rived from the ‘Doll’s House’—all quiet there,” and so on. This, I knew, was the prop­er way to look at the af­fair: “6:00 a.m., down to the bat­tery. 7:00 a.m., break­fas­ted. 8:00 a.m., dead. …” For the life of me now I could not look at it like that. I saw a thou­sand things that were, per­haps, not really there, but were there at any rate for me. If I was beaten to­night I was beaten once and for all. … I saw the shin­ing road un­der the star­light and shad­ows of wounded men, groan­ing and stum­bling, whis­per­ing their way along.

				“Let’s go,” said Nikitin.

				I drew a breath and stepped out in­to the moon­light. A shell burst with a del­ic­ate splash of fire amongst the stars. The road looked very long and very, very lonely.

				How­ever, soon I found my­self walk­ing along it quite cas­u­ally and talk­ing about un­im­port­ant peace­ful things. Come, I thought to my­self. This really isn’t so bad.

				“It’s a great pity,” Nikitin said, “that I can’t read Eng­lish. Have to take your nov­el­ists as they choose to give them us. Who is there now in Eng­land?”

				“Well,” said I as one talks in a dream, “there’s Hardy, and Henry James, and Con­rad. I’ve seen trans­la­tions of Con­rad in Pet­ro­grad. And then there’s Wells—”

				“Yes, Wells I know. But he writes stor­ies for boys. … There’s Jack Lon­don, but his are Amer­ic­an. I like to read an Eng­lish nov­el some­times. Your Eng­lish life is so cosy. You have tea be­fore the fire and everything is com­fort­able. We don’t know what com­fort is in Rus­sia.”

				A ma­chine gun rat-tat-tat-tated close to us, and three rock­ets, like a flight of startled birds, rose sud­denly to­geth­er on the far ho­ri­zon.

				“No, we have no com­fort in Rus­sia,” re­peated Nikitin. “Now I fancy that an Eng­lish coun­try-house. …”

				We had reached the fur­ther wood; the moon­light fell away from us and the shad­ows shif­ted and trembled un­der the re­flec­tion of rock­ets and a pro­ject­or that swung lazily and un­stead­ily, like some­thing nod­ding in its sleep.

				On the left of the road there was a house stand­ing back in its own garden. I could see dimly that this was a row of coun­try vil­las.

				“Stand by this gate five minutes,” Nikitin whispered to me. “I must find the Col­on­el. The san­it­ars will come and fetch you when I’ve settled the spot for our bandaging.”

				Nikitin dis­ap­peared and I was quite alone. I felt ter­ribly des­ol­ate. I stood back against the gate of the villa watch­ing sol­diers hurry by, see­ing high mys­ter­i­ous hedges, the roofs of houses, a line of lighted sky, the tops of trees, all these things rising and fall­ing as the glare in the heav­ens rose and fell. There was some­times a ter­rible noise and some­times an equally ter­rible still­ness. Some­where in the dark­ness a man was groan­ing, “Oh! ah!—Oh! ah!” without ces­sa­tion. Some­where the gate of one of the vil­las swung to and fro, creak­ing. Some­times sol­diers would stare at my mo­tion­less fig­ure and then pass on. All this time, as in one’s dreams some­times one holds off a night­mare, I was keep­ing my fear at bay. I had now ex­actly the sen­sa­tion that I had known so of­ten in my dream, that I was stand­ing some­where in the dark, that the En­emy was watch­ing me and wait­ing to spring. But to­night I was only nearly afraid. One step on my part, one ex­tra noise, one more flare of light, and I would aban­don my­self to pan­ic, but, al­though the per­spir­a­tion was wet on my fore­head, my heart thump­ing, and my hands dry and hot, I was not yet quite afraid.

				I had a strange sen­sa­tion of suf­foc­a­tion, as though I were at the bot­tom of a well, a well black and damp, with the stars of the sky miles away. There came to me, with a kind of iron­ic sen­ti­ment­al­ity, the pic­ture of the draw­ing-room at home in Pol­chester, the corner where the pi­ano stood with a palm in an ugly brass pot just be­hind it, the table near the door with a brass In­di­an tray and a fat pho­to­graph-book with, gilt clasps, the pic­ture of “Christ be­ing Scourged” above the fire­place, and the green silk screen that stood un­der the pic­ture in the sum­mer.

				A sol­dier stopped and spoke to me: “Your Hon­our, it’s on the right—the next gate.” I fol­lowed him without at­ten­tion, hav­ing no doubt but that this was one of our own san­it­ars, and ac­com­pan­ied a group of sol­diers that sur­roun­ded a bob­bing kit­chen on wheels. I was puzzled by the kit­chen be­cause I knew that one had not been brought by our Otri­ad, but I thought that the doc­tors of the Di­vi­sion had per­haps begged our men to aid the army san­it­ars.

				We hur­ried through a gate to the right, where in what ap­peared to be a yard of some kind, the kit­chen was es­tab­lished and then, from out of the very earth as it seemed, sol­diers ap­peared, clus­ter­ing around it with their tin cans. The sol­dier who was in charge of the party said to me in a con­fid­en­tial whis­per: “There’s plenty of kasha, your Hon­our, and the soup will last us, too.”

				“Very good,” said I in a be­wildered voice. At the strange ac­cent the sol­dier looked at me, and then I looked at the sol­dier. The sol­dier was a stranger to me (a pleas­ant round man with a huge smil­ing mouth and two chins) and I was a stranger to the sol­dier.

				“Well,” said the sol­dier, look­ing, “I thought. …”

				“I thought—” said I, most un­com­fort­able.

				The sol­diers van­ished back in­to the dark­nesses round the kit­chen. Voices, whis­per­ing, could be heard.

				Now, that’s the end, thought I. I’m shot as a Ger­man spy.

				I looked at the sol­diers, clustered like bees round the kit­chen, then I slipped through the gate in­to the dark road. I stood there listen­ing. The battle seemed to have drawn away, be­cause I could hear rifles, ma­chine-guns, can­non muffled round a corner of the hill. Here there was now si­lence, broken only by sol­diers who hur­ried up the road or went in and out at the villa gates. I felt aban­doned. How was I to dis­cov­er Nikitin again? Be­fore what gate had I stood? I did not know; I seemed to know noth­ing.

				I moved down the road, very miser­able and very cold. I had stu­pidly left my coat in one of the wag­ons. I walked on, my boots knock­ing against one an­oth­er, think­ing to my­self: “If I’m not giv­en some­thing to do very soon I shall be just as I was the oth­er night at Nijnieff—and then I shall sud­denly take to my heels down this road as hard as I can go!”

				It was then that I tumbled straight in­to the arms of Nikitin, who was stand­ing at the edge of the forest, watch­ing for me. I was so happy that I felt now afraid of noth­ing. I held Nikitin’s arm, bab­bling some­thing about kit­chens and Ger­mans.

				“Well, I don’t un­der­stand what you say,” I re­mem­ber Nikitin replied; “but you must come and work. There’s plenty of it.”

				We moved to a cot­tage on the very bound­ary of the forest, where a little com­mon ran down to the moon­light. Passing through a nar­row pas­sage, I entered in­to a little room with a large white stove. On the top of the stove, un­der the roof, crouched a boy or a young man with long black hair and a white face. This youth wore what re­sembled a white shirt over baggy white trousers. His feet were bare and very dirty. Noth­ing moved ex­cept his eyes. He sat there, in ex­actly that po­s­i­tion, all night.

				The room was small but was the best that could be ob­tained. With­in the space of ten minutes it be­came a per­fect shambles. The wounded were brought in without pause and un­der the candle­light Nikitin, two san­it­ars, and I worked un­til the sweat ran down our backs and arms in streams. It dripped from my nose, in­to my mouth, in­to my eyes. The wounds were hor­rible. No man seemed to come in­to the room with an un­mangled body. The smell rose high­er and high­er, the bloody rags lay about the kit­chen floor, torn arms, smashed legs, heads with gap­ing wounds, the pi­ti­ful cry­ing and pray­ing, the shrill voices of the de­li­ri­ous, Nikitin, his arms steeped in blood to the el­bows, prob­ing, cut­ting, dig­ging, I my­self bandaging un­til I did not know what my hands were do­ing. … Then sud­denly the battle com­ing right back to us again, over­head now as it seemed; the can­non shak­ing three silly star­ing china dogs on the kit­chen dress­er, the rifle fire clat­ter­ing like tum­bling crock­ery about the walls of the cot­tage—and through it all the white youth, crouched like a ghost on the stove, watch­ing without pause. …

				“Ah, no, your Hon­our. … Ah, no! … I can’t! I can’t! Oh, oh, oh, oh!” and then sobs, the man break­ing down like a child, hid­ing his face in his arms, his wounded leg twitch­ing con­vuls­ively. I paused, wiped the sweat from my eyes, stood up. Nikitin looked at me.

				“Take some fresh air!” he said. “Go out with the stretch­er for half an hour. I can man­age here.”

				I wiped my fore­head.

				“Sure you can man­age?” I asked.

				“Quite,” said Nikitin. “Here, hold his back! … No, durak, his back. Bojé moi, can’t you get your arm un­der? There—like that. Horosho, gol­ubchik, horosho … only a minute! There! There!”

				I washed my hands and went out. The air caressed my fore­head like cold wa­ter; from the little garden at the back there came scents of flowers; the moon­light was blue on the com­mon. Eight san­it­ars were wait­ing to start. The Feld­sh­er in charge of them did not, I thought, seem greatly pleased when he saw me, but then I am of­ten stu­pidly sens­it­ive; no one said any­thing and we star­ted. We car­ried two stretch­ers and a sol­dier from the trenches was with us to guide us.

				I could see that the men were not happy. I heard one of them mut­ter to an­oth­er that they should not have been sent now; that they should have waited un­til the at­tack was over … “and the full moon. … Did any­one ever see such a moon?”

				We came to cross­roads and ad­vanced very care­fully.

				As we crossed the road I was con­scious of great ex­cite­ment. The noise around us was ter­rif­ic and dif­fer­ent from any noise that I heard be­fore. I did not think at the time, but was in­formed af­ter­wards that it was be­cause we were al­most dir­ectly un­der a high-wooded cliff (the ac­tu­al po­s­i­tion about whose pos­ses­sion the battle was be­ing fought), that the noise was so tre­mend­ous. The echo flung everything back so that each re­port soun­ded three or four times. This cer­tainly had the strangest ef­fect—a back­ground as it were of rolling thun­der, some­times dis­tant, some­times very close and, in front of this, clap­ping, bel­low­ing, stamp­ing, and then sud­denly an ab­so­lutely smash­ing ef­fect as though someone cried: “Well, this will settle it!” In quieter in­ter­vals one heard the bird­like flight of bul­lets above one’s head and the ir­rit­ated bad tem­per of the ma­chine-guns. At every smash­ing noise the san­it­ars, who were, I be­lieve, school­mas­ters and little clerks, and there­fore of a more sens­it­ive head than the peas­ant sol­dier, ducked their heads, and one fat red-faced man tried to lie down flat on two oc­ca­sions and was cursed heart­ily by the Feld­sh­er. I my­self felt no fear but only a pound­ing ex­hil­ar­at­ing ex­cite­ment, be­cause I was at last “really in it.” We found one wounded man very soon, ly­ing un­der the hedge with the top of his head gone. Four san­it­ars (their re­lief showed very plainly in their faces) re­turned with him. We ad­vanced again, skirt­ing now a little orch­ard and keep­ing al­ways in the shad­ow un­der the hedge. Our guide, the sol­dier, as­sured us that the wounded man was “very near—quite close.” Then we came to a large barn on the edge of what seemed a sil­ver lake but was in real­ity a long field un­der the full light of the moon. As we paused I saw, on the fur­ther side of the field, two shells burst, very quickly, one after the oth­er.

				We all stopped un­der the shel­ter of the barn.

				“Well,” said the Feld­sh­er to the sol­dier, “where’s your man?”

				“Only a short way,” said the sol­dier. “Quite close.”

				“Across that field?” asked the Feld­sh­er, point­ing to the moon­light.

				“Yes, cer­tainly,” said the sol­dier.

				The Feld­sh­er scratched his head. “We can’t go fur­ther without or­ders,” he said. “That’s very dan­ger­ous in front there. I’m re­spons­ible for these men. We must re­turn and ask, your Hon­our,” he said, turn­ing to me.

				“We shall be nearly an hour re­turn­ing,” I said. “Is your friend badly wounded?” I asked the sol­dier.

				“Very,” said he.

				“You see …” I said to the Feld­sh­er. “We can’t pos­sibly leave him like that. It’s only a little way.”

				The Feld­sh­er shook his head. “I can’t be re­spons­ible. I had my or­ders to go so far and no fur­ther. I must see that my men are safe.”

				The san­it­ars who were sit­ting in a row on their haunches un­der the shad­ow of the barn all nod­ded their heads.

				“I didn’t know Rus­si­ans were cow­ards,” I said fiercely.

				The Feld­sh­er shook his head quite un­moved: “Your Hon­our must un­der­stand that I had my or­ders.” Then he ad­ded slowly: “but of course if your Hon­our wishes to go your­self … I would come with you. The oth­ers … they must do as they please. They are in their right to re­turn. But I should ad­vise that we re­turn.”

				“I’m go­ing on,” I said.

				I must say here that I felt no oth­er sen­sa­tion than a blind and quite ob­stin­ate selfish­ness. I had no thought of Nikitin or of the san­it­ars. I did not (and this I must em­phas­ise) think, for a mo­ment, of the wounded man. If the situ­ation had been that by re­turn­ing I should save many lives and by ad­van­cing should save only my own I should still have ad­vanced. If the only hope for the wounded man was my in­stant speech with Nikitin I would not have gone back to speak with him. I was at this mo­ment neither brave nor fear­ful. I re­peat that I had no sen­sa­tion ex­cept an ab­so­lutely selfish ob­stin­ate chal­lenge that I, my­self, was ad­dress­ing to Some­thing in space. I was say­ing: “At last, my chance has come. Now you shall see wheth­er I fly from you or no. Now you shall do your worst and fail. I’m the hunter now, not the hunted.”

				I was con­scious of noth­ing but this quite child­ish pre­oc­cu­pa­tion with my­self. I was, nev­er­the­less, pleased with my­self. “There, you see,” someone near me seemed to say, “he’s not quite so un­prac­tic­al after all. He’s full of com­mon sense.” I looked at the row of san­it­ars squat­ting on the ground, and felt like a school­mas­ter with his chil­dren.

				“You’d bet­ter go home then,” I said scorn­fully. The Feld­sh­er, who was a short stocky man, with a red face and mel­an­choly eyes (some­thing like a prize­fight­er turned poet), dis­missed them. They went off in a line un­der the hedge.

				The man ob­vi­ously thought me a tire­some prig. He had no ro­mantic il­lu­sions about the busi­ness; he had not been a Feld­sh­er dur­ing twenty years for noth­ing and knew that a wound was a wound; when a man was dead he was dead.

				How­ever. … “Truly it’s not far?” he asked the sol­dier.

				“Tak totchno,” the man answered, his face quite without ex­pres­sion.

				We crossed the moon­lit field and for a brief mo­ment si­lence fell, as though an audi­ence were hold­ing its breath watch­ing us. On the oth­er side were cot­tages, the out­skirts of a tiny vil­lage. Here be­side these cot­tages we fell in­to a fant­ast­ic world. That small vil­lage must in oth­er times have been a pretty place, nest­ling with its gar­dens by the river un­der the hill. It seemed now to rock and rattle un­der the noise of the can­non. All the open spaces were like white marble in the moon­light and in these open spaces there was ut­ter si­lence and empti­ness. The place seemed deser­ted—and yet, in every shad­ow, in long lines un­der the cot­tage wells, in little clumps and clusters round trees or ru­ins there were eyes star­ing, the gleam of mus­kets shone, little specks of light, dan­cing from wall to wall. Every­where there were bod­ies, legs, boots, arms, heads, sud­den caps, sud­den fin­gers, sud­den hot and stream­ing breaths. And over everything this in­fernal noise and yet no hu­man sound. A night­mare of the true night­mare of dreams. The open sil­ver spaces, the little gar­dens thick with flowers, the high moon and the starry sky, not a liv­ing soul to be seen—and nev­er­the­less watch­ers every­where. “Step for­ward on to that little plot of grass in front of the cot­tage win­dows and you’re a dead man”—the moon­light said. There were men in the body of the earth, not in trenches, but in holes—my foot stepped on a head of hair and some low voice cursed me. I was, I sup­pose, by this time, a little de­li­ri­ous with my ad­ven­ture. I know that I could now dis­tin­guish no sep­ar­ate sounds—shells and bul­lets had van­ished and in their stead were whis­pers and screams and shouts of tri­umph and bursts of laughter. Songs in chor­us, some­where miners ham­mer­ing be­low the earth, some­where storm at sea with the crash of waves on rocks and the shriek of wind through rig­ging, some­where someone who dropped heavy loads of fur­niture so care­lessly that I cursed him—and al­ways these little patches of moon­light, so tempt­ing just be­cause one was for­bid­den. …

				We were not pop­u­lar here. Husky, breath­less voices whispered to us “to be away from here, quick. We would draw the fire. What did we want here now?”

				“Have you any wounded?” we whispered in re­turn.

				“No, no,” the an­swer came. “Keep away from the moon­light.” The voices came to us con­nec­ted some­times with a nose, an eye, or a leg, of­ten enough out of the heav­en it­self.

				“There’s a man wounded be­hind the next lines,” some voice mur­mured.

				We stumbled on and sud­denly came to a river with very steep banks and a num­ber of nar­row and slender bridges. If this had in real­ity been a night­mare this river could not have ob­truded it­self more of­ten than it did. We dis­covered to our dis­may that our sol­dier-guide had dis­ap­peared (ex­actly as in a night­mare he would have done). We crossed the river (bathed of course in moon­light), the plank bridge shak­ing and quiv­er­ing be­neath us.

				We had then a dif­fi­cult task. Here a row of cot­tages be­neath the very edge of the bank and in the cot­tage shad­ow the sol­diers were ranged in a long line. Their boots stretched to the verge of the bank, which was slip­pery and un­cer­tain. We had to walk on this with our stretch­ers, step­ping between the boots, stum­bling of­ten and slip­ping down to­wards the wa­ter.

				“Any wounded?” we whispered again and again.

				“No,” the whis­per came back. “Hasten. … Take care of the moon­light.”

				And then, to my in­fin­ite re­lief and com­fort, be­hind the cot­tages we found our wounded man. There was a dark yard here, ap­par­ently quite deser­ted. The Feld­sh­er made an ex­clam­a­tion and stepped for­ward. Three bod­ies lay to­geth­er, over one an­oth­er; two men were dead and cold, the third stirred, very faintly, as we came up, opened his eyes, smiled and said:

				“Eh, bojé moi … at last!”

				As we moved him on to the stretch­er, with a little sigh he fain­ted again. He had a bad stom­ach-wound. Be­fore pick­ing up the stretch­er, the Feld­sh­er wiped his fore­head and crossed him­self.

				“It’s a heavy thing for two,” he said. “He’s a big man,” look­ing at the sol­dier. There was now some­where, ap­par­ently not very far away, hot rifle fire. The crackle sparkled in the air, as though one were liv­ing in a world in which all the elec­tri­city was loose. The oth­er fir­ing seemed to have drawn away, and the Boom—Boom—boom in front of us was echo from the hill. …

				We picked up the stretch­er and star­ted. It was for­tu­nate for us that we had that dif­fi­cult bit be­side the river at the be­gin­ning of our jour­ney. I don’t know how we man­aged it, step­ping over the end­less row of legs, with every side step the stretch­er lurch­ing over to the left and threat­en­ing to pitch us in­to the river. So slip­pery too was the ground that our boots re­fused to grip. The man on the stretch­er was dream­ing, mak­ing a little sound like an un­ceas­ing lul­laby on two notes—“Na … na! Na … na! Na … na!”

				We were com­pelled to cross the river twice, and the planks bent un­der our weight un­til I was as­sured that they would snap. My arms were be­gin­ning to ache and the sweat to trickle down my spine. My right boot had rubbed my heel. We left the river be­hind us and then, sud­denly, my right hand began to slip off the iron handle of the stretch­er.

				“We’ll have to put it down a mo­ment,” I said. We laid it on the ground and at the same in­stant a bul­let sang so close to my ear that I felt it as though an in­sect had bit­ten me. Then a shell, ex­plod­ing, as it seemed to us, amongst the very cot­tages where we had just been, startled us.

				“We saved our man,” said the Feld­sh­er, look­ing at the sol­dier, “but we’d bet­ter move on. It’s un­com­fort­able here.”

				We picked the thing up and star­ted again, and at once my hand began to slip away from its hold (night­mare sen­sa­tion ex­actly). I bent my head down, man­aged to lick my hand without rais­ing it, and stiffened the muscles of my arm. We were watched, once more, by a mil­lion eyes—again I stepped on a head of hair bur­ied some­where in the ground. Then some voice cried shrilly: “Ah! Ah!” … some man hit.

				Every bone in my body began to ache. I was, of course, rot­tenly trained, without a sound muscle in my body, and my legs threatened cramp, my heel grated against my boot and sent a stab to my stom­ach with every move­ment, my shoulders seemed to pull away from the stretch­er as though they would sep­ar­ately rebel against my or­ders … and my hand began again to slip. The Feld­sh­er also began to feel the strain. Once he asked me to stop. He apo­lo­gised; I could see the sweat pour­ing down his face: “A very big man’ ” he said.

				Wheth­er it were the echo, wheth­er my ears had by this time been ut­terly deafened and con­fused I do not know, but now the shock and rumble of the can­non seemed to come dir­ectly from un­der my feet. I felt per­haps as though I were on one of those rail­ways that I have seen in Lon­don at a fair when the ground shakes and quivers be­neath you. It really would not have sur­prised me had the earth sud­denly yawned and swal­lowed me. Every plague now be­set me. My hand re­fused to hold the stretch­er, my body was wet with per­spir­a­tion, my face was for some reas­on covered with mud. … There was a snap and my braces burst. My belt was loose and my trousers, as though they had waited for their op­por­tun­ity, slipped down over my knees. I felt the cold night wind on my flesh. Neither de­cency nor com­fort mattered to me now—I would have walked gladly na­ked through the world. The Feld­sh­er was mak­ing a grind­ing noise between his teeth. I was no longer con­scious of shell or bul­lets. I heard no noise. I was aware of neither light nor dark­ness. I could not have told my name had any­one asked me it. I did not re­cog­nise trees nor houses, nor was I at all aware that with a muddy face and my trousers down to my knees I was a strange fig­ure. I was aware of one thing only—that I must keep my right hand on the stretch­er. My left be­haved de­cently enough, but my right was a rebel. I felt a per­son­al fury against it, as though I said to it: “Ah! but I’ll pun­ish you when I get back!” I with all my men­tal con­scious­ness “willed” it to re­main on the handle. It slipped. I drove it back. It slipped fur­ther, it was al­most gone. … With a su­preme ef­fort I drove it back again, “I will fall off,” said my hand. “You shall not,” said I. “I have!” cried my hand tri­umphantly. “Back!” I swore, driv­ing it.

				We were now, I be­lieve, both stum­bling along, the wounded man pitch­ing from side to side. Of the rest of our jour­ney I have the most con­fused memory. The fir­ing had no longer any ef­fect upon me. I was think­ing of my re­bel­li­ous hand, my aching heel, and the ir­rit­a­tion of my trousers clustered about my legs. An­oth­er step and I shall fall! I thought. … I shall sleep. I heard, from a great dis­tance as it seemed, the sol­dier’s “Na … Na! Na … na!” I replied to him as a nurse to her child. “Na … na! Na … na!” … Then I heard Nikitin’s voice. …

				Half an hour after my ad­ven­ture I was watch­ing the dawn flood the sky from the little garden at the back of the cot­tage. It seemed that those stretch­ers are really heavy things for any two men to carry. … We had been three hours on our jour­ney!

				Well—I sat in the garden watch­ing the sun rise. To my right were four dead men neatly laid out in a row un­der a tree. Their faces had not been covered but their eyes were closed, their cheeks, hands, and feet like wax. In front of them the young man who had sat on the stove in the kit­chen all night and watched us at work was mow­ing the tall grass with a scythe. He was go­ing to dig graves. He wore a white shirt and white trousers and had long black hair.

				“Why didn’t they take you for a sol­dier?” I asked him.

				“Con­sumptive,” he said.

				I had washed my face, hitched up my trousers. I sat on the trunk of a tree, watched the dew on the grass and the faint blue like the col­our of a bird’s egg flood the sky, stain­ing it pale yel­low. All fir­ing had ut­terly ceased. There was not a sound ex­cept the birds in the trees who were be­gin­ning to sing. A sol­dier, a fine grave fig­ure with a black beard, was wash­ing in a little pool at the end of the garden. He was na­ked save for his white draw­ers. There was, I re­peat, not a sound. Our cot­tage looked so peace­ful—smoke com­ing from the chim­ney. No sign of the shambles, no sign ex­cept the four dead men, all so grave and quiet. The blue in the sky grew deep­er. Then the sun rose, a jolly gold ball with red clouds swinging in stream­ers away from it.

				The birds sang above my head so loudly that the boy who was mow­ing looked up at them. The sol­dier fin­ished his wash­ing, put on his shirt. He was a Muhammadan, I per­ceived, be­cause he prayed, very sol­emnly, his face to the sun, bow­ing to the ground. The grass fell be­fore the flash­ing scythe, the sun flamed be­hind the trees, and I was happy as I had nev­er known hap­pi­ness in my life be­fore.

				I had done only what all the sol­diers are do­ing every day of their lives. I had been only where they al­ways were. … But I felt that I need nev­er be afraid again. Every­one knows how an early sum­mer morn­ing can give one con­fid­ence; in my hap­pi­ness, God for­give me, I thought that my struggles were at an end, that I had met my en­emy and de­feated him … that I was worthy and able to de­fend Mar­ie.

				These things may seem fool­ish now when one knows what fol­lowed them, but the hap­pi­ness of that morn­ing at least was real. Per­haps all over Europe there were men, at that mo­ment, happy as I was, be­cause they had proved some­thing to them­selves. Then Nikitin called to me, laugh­ing.

				“Tea, Mr. and bulki3 and saus­age?”

				“All right, I’m com­ing,” I answered. “Listen, gol­ubchik,” I called to the sol­dier. “Bring me some wa­ter in your kettle. I’ll wash my hands.”

				He came, smil­ing, to­wards me.

				I have giv­en the in­cid­ents of this night in great de­tail for my own sat­is­fac­tion, be­cause I wish to for­get noth­ing. To oth­ers the little ad­ven­ture must seem trivi­al, but to my­self it rep­res­en­ted the cli­max of a chain of events.
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				I

				The Lov­ers

			
			Semy­onov and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna did not of­fer us a pic­ture of ideal­ised love—they did not of­fer us a pic­ture of any­thing, and al­though they were, both of them, most cer­tainly changed, they could not be said in any way to do what the Otri­ad ex­pec­ted of them. The Otri­ad quite frankly ex­pec­ted them to be ashamed of them­selves. To ex­pect that of Semy­onov at any time showed a lam­ent­able lack of in­terest in hu­man char­ac­ter, but, as I have already said, our Otri­ad was al­ways ex­cited by res­ults rather than causes. Semy­onov had nev­er shown him­self ashamed of any­thing, and he most cer­tainly did not in­tend to be­gin now. He had nev­er dis­guised his love for Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and now she was his “spoils”—won by his own strong pir­at­ic­al hand from the good but rather feeble barque Trenchard—he mani­fes­ted his scorn of us more openly than ever.

			He seemed to have grown rather stronger and stouter dur­ing these last months, and his square stolid­ity was a thing at which to mar­vel. Had he been taller, had his beard been poin­ted rather than square, he would have been grace­ful and even pic­tur­esque—but his fig­ure, as he strode along, showed foursquare, as though it had been hewn out of wood; one of those pale, al­most white, honey-col­oured woods would give the ef­fect of his fair beard and eye­brows. His thick red lips were more start­ling than ever, curved as they usu­ally were in cyn­ic­al con­tempt of some fool­ish vic­tim. How he did des­pise us!

			When one of our child­ish quar­rels arose at meal­times he would say noth­ing, but would con­tin­ue stolidly his ser­i­ous busi­ness of eat­ing. He was very fond of his food, which he ate in the greed­i­est man­ner. When the quar­rel was sub­sid­ing, as it usu­ally did, in­to the first glasses of tea, he would look up, watch us with his con­temp­tu­ous blue eyes, laugh and say: “Well, and now? … Who is it next?”—and every­one would be clum­sily em­bar­rassed.

			We were of­ten, as are all Rus­si­an com­pan­ies, ri­dicu­lously amused about noth­ing. At the most ser­i­ous crises we would, like Gayev in The Cherry Orch­ard, sud­denly break in­to stu­pid bursts of laughter, quite aim­less but with a great deal of sin­cer­ity. Whirls of laughter would in­vade our table. “Oh, do look at Goga!” someone would say, and there we all were, per­haps for a quarter of an hour! Semy­onov, strangely enough, shared this child­ish habit, and there was noth­ing odder than to see the man lose con­trol of him­self, double him­self up, laugh un­til the tears ran down his face—simply at noth­ing at all!

			The truth is that now I was very far from hat­ing him. There were mo­ments, cer­tainly, when he was rude to the Sis­ters, when he was ab­om­in­ably greedy, when he was ruth­lessly selfish, when he poured scorn upon me; at such times I thought him, as Trenchard has ex­pressed it, a “beastly” man. He cer­tainly had no great opin­ion of my­self. “You think your­self very clev­er, Ivan An­dreievitch. Yes, you think you’re watch­ing all of us and study­ing all our char­ac­ters. And I sup­pose there’ll be a book one day, an­oth­er of those books by Eng­lish­men about poor Rus­si­ans—and you’ll flat­ter your­self that now at last one true pic­ture has been giv­en … but let me tell you that you’ll nev­er know any­thing really about us so long as you’re a sen­ti­ment­al­ist!”

			Yes, there were mo­ments when I hated him, but those mo­ments nev­er con­tin­ued for long. For one thing one could not hate so mag­ni­fi­cent, so hon­est, so un­com­prom­ising, so ef­fi­cient a work­er! He was worthy of some very high po­s­i­tion in the army, and he could cer­tainly have at­tained any height had he chosen. He had a geni­us for com­pel­ling oth­er men to obey him, he was nev­er per­turbed by un­ex­pec­ted mis­chance, he paid no at­ten­tion at all to what oth­er people thought of him, and he seemed in­cap­able of fa­tigue. I of­ten wondered what he was do­ing here, why he had chosen so small an Otri­ad as ours in which to work, why he stayed with us when he, so openly, des­pised us all. Un­til the ar­rival of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna there was no an­swer to these ques­tions—after that the an­swer was ob­vi­ous enough. Again, one could not hate a man of his ster­ling in­de­pend­ence of char­ac­ter. We were, all of us I think, emo­tion­al­ists, of one kind or an­oth­er, and went up and down in our feel­ings, al­li­ances, sev­er­ances, trusts and dis­trusts, as a ther­mo­met­er goes up and down. We were good enough people in our way, but we were most cer­tainly not “a strong lot.” Even Nikitin, the best of the rest of us, was a dreamy ideal­ist, far enough from life as it was and quite un­pre­pared to come down from his dreams and see things as they were.

			But Semy­onov nev­er re­laxed for an in­stant from his po­s­i­tion. He asked no man’s help nor ad­vice, minded no man’s scorn, sought no man’s love. Dur­ing my ex­per­i­ence of him I saw him moved only once by an over­mas­ter­ing emo­tion, and that was, of course, his love for Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. That, I be­lieve, did mas­ter him, but deep down, deep down, he kept his re­bel­lions, his anxi­et­ies, his sur­mises; only as the light of a burn­ing house is seen by men, pale and faint upon the sky many miles from the con­flag­ra­tion, did we catch signs of his trouble. If I had not had those talks with Trenchard and read his di­ary I should have known noth­ing. Even now I can of­fer no solu­tion. …

			Mean­while he showed fiercely and openly enough his love for Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. He be­haved to her with the vul­garest os­ten­ta­tion, as a rich mer­chant be­haves when he has snatched some price­less pic­ture from a de­feated rival. As he laughed at us he seemed to say: “Now, I have really a thing of value here. You are, all of you, too stu­pid to real­ise this, but you must take my word for it. Show your­self off, my dear, and let them all see!”

			Mar­ie Ivan­ovna most cer­tainly did not “show her­self off.” The be­gin­ning of his trouble was that he could not do with her as he pleased. She had fallen in­to his hands so eas­ily that he thought, I sup­pose, that “she had been dy­ing of love for him” from the first mo­ment of see­ing him. But this was I be­lieve very far from the truth. My im­pres­sion of her ac­cept­ance of him was that she had done it “with her eyes fixed upon some­thing else.” That she had not real­ised all the con­sequences of ac­cept­ing him any more than she had real­ised the con­sequences of her ac­cept­ing Trenchard was ob­vi­ous from the first. She simply was ig­nor­ant of life, and at the same time wanted to cram in­to her hands the full sense of it (as one crushes rose-leaves) as quickly as pos­sible. She ad­mired Semy­onov—it may be that she loved him; but she cer­tainly had not sur­rendered her­self to him, and in her lively ig­nor­ant way she was as strong as he.

			Dur­ing the first weeks of her en­gage­ment she was, as she had been at her first ar­rival amongst us, as happy and light­hearted as a child. She knew that we dis­ap­proved of her treat­ment of Trenchard, but she thought that we must see, as she did, that “she had be­haved in the only pos­sible way.” Once again she was straight and hon­est to the world—and she could be­have now like a real friend of her John. That strange ir­ra­tion­al tem­per that she had shown dur­ing the Re­treat had now en­tirely dis­ap­peared. She ap­proved of us all and wished us to ap­prove of her—which we, as we were Rus­si­ans and could not pos­sibly dis­like pleas­ant agree­able people whatever there might be against them, speedily did. She was charm­ing to us. I can see her now, lean­ing her chin on her hands; look­ing at us, the col­our, shell-pink, com­ing and go­ing del­ic­ately in her cheek, like flame be­hind china. Her del­ic­acy, her height, her slender fig­ure, her wide child­ish eyes, her charm­ingly ugly large mouth and short nose, her black hair, the ap­peal of her ig­nor­ance and strength and credu­lity—ah! she won our hearts simply whenev­er she pleased! Of course we dis­liked her when she was rude to us, our self-re­spect de­man­ded it, but let her “come round” and round we came too.

			Her treat­ment of Semy­onov was strange. She was quite fear­less, laugh­ing at his tem­per, his sar­casm, re­buk­ing his selfish­ness and bad man­ners, avoid­ing his coarse and un­hes­it­at­ing love­mak­ing, and above all, trust­ing him in the oddest way as though, in spite of his faults, she placed all her re­li­ance on him and knew that he would not fail her. Noth­ing an­noyed him more than her be­ha­viour to Trenchard. It would, of course, be ab­surd to say that he was jeal­ous of Trenchard; he des­pised the man too deeply and was, him­self, too sure of his lady to know jeal­ousy; but he was ir­rit­ated by the at­ten­tion paid to him, ir­rit­ated even by the at­ten­tion he him­self paid to him.

			“Wherever I go there’s that man,” he said once to me. “Why doesn’t he go back to his own coun­try?”

			“I sup­pose,” I would an­swer hotly, “he has oth­er things to do than to con­sider your in­di­vidu­al wishes, Alexei Pet­ro­vitch.”

			Then he would laugh: “Well, well, Ivan An­dreievitch, you sen­ti­ment­al­ists all hang to­geth­er.”

			“Why can’t you leave him alone?” I re­mem­ber that I con­tin­ued.

			“Be­cause he doesn’t leave me alone,” he answered shortly.

			It was, of course, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna who brought them to­geth­er. She could not see, or rather she would not see, that friend­ship between two such men was an im­possib­il­ity. For her­self she liked Trenchard bet­ter than she had ever done. She had now no re­spons­ib­il­ity to­wards him; we were all fond of him, pleased ourselves by say­ing that “he was more Rus­si­an than Eng­lish.” The Sis­ters men­ded his clothes, cared for his stom­ach, and listened with pleased grav­ity to his in­no­cent chat­ter. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was now really proud of him. There were great stor­ies of the cour­age and en­ter­prise he had shown dur­ing the night when he had been with Nikitin. Nikitin, in his lofty ro­mantic fash­ion, spoke of him as though he had been the hero of the Rus­si­an army. Trenchard was, of course, quite un­spoiled by this praise and pop­ular­ity. He re­mained for me at least very much the same in­no­cent, clumsy, pathet­ic, and fre­quently ir­rit­at­ing fig­ure that he had been at the be­gin­ning. I will hon­estly con­fess that I was of­ten heart­ily tired of his Gle­beshire stor­ies, tired too of a cer­tain child­ish ob­stin­acy with which he clung to his gen­er­ally crude and half-baked opin­ions.

			But then I do not care to be con­tra­dicted by people of whom, in­tel­lec­tu­ally, I have a low es­tim­a­tion; it is one of my most un­for­tu­nate weak­nesses. I had no opin­ion of Trenchard’s in­tel­lect at all, and in that I was quite wrong. Semy­onov at this time flung Nikitin, An­drey Vassilievitch, Trenchard and my­self in­to one bas­ket. We were all “crazy ro­mantics” and there came an oc­ca­sion, which I have reas­on most clearly to re­mem­ber, when he told us what he thought of us. We were to­geth­er, Semy­onov, Nikitin, Trenchard and I, after break­fast, smoking ci­gar­ettes, en­joy­ing half an hour’s idle­ness be­fore set­ting about our vari­ous busi­ness. It was a blaz­ing hot morn­ing and the air quivered, like a sil­ver cur­tain be­fore our eyes, sep­ar­at­ing us from the dim blue forest of S—— bey­ond the river, the Nestor it­self, the deep green slopes of our own hill. We had been si­lent, then Trenchard said a fool­ish thing: “War brings all the best out of people, I think,” he said. God knows what private line of thought he had been pur­su­ing, some sen­ti­ment­al re­flec­tions, I sup­pose, that were in him per­fectly hon­est and sin­cere. But he did not look his best that morn­ing, sit­ting back in his chair with his mouth open, his fore­head damp with the heat, his tu­nic up about his neck and a rather dirty blue pock­et-handker­chief in his hand.

			I saw Semy­onov’s lip curl.

			“Yes. That’s very in­ter­est­ing, Mr.,” he said. “I’m glad at any rate that we’ve had the hon­our of see­ing the best of you. That’s very pleas­ant to know.”

			“What I mean—” said Trenchard, blush­ing and stam­mer­ing. “What … that is—”

			“I agree with Mr.,” sud­denly said Nikitin, who had been dream­ily watch­ing the blue forest. “War does bring out the best in the hu­man char­ac­ter—al­ways.”

			Semy­onov turned smil­ingly to him. “Yes, Vladi­mir Stepan­ovitch, we know your il­lu­sions. For­give me for in­sist­ing that they are il­lu­sions. I would not dis­turb your ro­mantic hap­pi­ness for the world.”

			“You can’t dis­turb me, Alexei Pet­ro­vitch,” Nikitin answered sleepily. “What a hot morn­ing!”

			“No,” said Semy­onov. “I would be very wrong to dis­turb you. Be­lieve me, I’ve nev­er tried. It’s very agree­able to me to see you and Mr. so happy to­geth­er and it must be pleas­ant for both of you to feel that you’ve got a nice God all of your own who sleeps a good deal but still, on the whole, gives you what you want. We may won­der a little what Mr. has done to be so fa­voured—nev­er very much I fancy—but still I like the friend­li­ness and com­fort of it and I’m really lucky to have the good for­tune of your ac­quaint­ance. So nice for Rus­sia too to have plenty of people about who don’t do any work nor take any trouble about any­thing be­cause they’ve got a nice fat God who’ll do it all for them if they’ll only be pa­tient. Thats why we’re beat­ing the Ger­mans so hand­somely—the poor Ger­mans, who only, ig­nor­ant hea­thens as they are, be­lieve in them­selves.”

			He looked at us all with a friendly pat­ron­ising con­tempt.

			“That’s your point of view, Alexei Pet­ro­vitch,” Nikitin answered rather hotly. “Think as you please of course. But there’s more in life than you can see—there is in­deed.”

			“Of course there is,” said Semy­onov lazily, “much more. I’m an ig­nor­ant, rough man. I like things as they are and make the best of them, so, of course, I’m not clev­er. Mr.’s clev­er, aren’t you, Mr.? All the same he doesn’t know how to put his boots on prop­erly. If he put his boots on bet­ter and knew less about God he might be of more use at the Front, per­haps. That’s only my idea, and I daresay I’m wrong. … All the same, for the sake of the com­fort and the pock­ets of all of us I do hope you’ll really rouse your God and ask Him to do some­thing sens­ible—some­thing with meth­od in it and a few more bul­lets in it and a little more ef­fi­ciency in it. You might ask Him to do what He can. …”

			He looked at us, laugh­ing; then he said to Trenchard, “But don’t you fear, Mr. You’ll go to heav­en all right. Even though it’s the wise men who suc­ceed in this world, I don’t doubt it’s the fools who have their way in the next.”

			He left us.

			Semy­onov was with every new day more baffled by Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. In the first place she quietly re­fused to obey him. We were now much oc­cu­pied with the feed­ing of the peas­ants in a vil­lage stricken with chol­era on the oth­er side of the river. A gloomy enough busi­ness it was and I shall have, very shortly, to speak of it in de­tail. For the mo­ment it is enough to say that two of us went off every morn­ing with a kit­chen on wheels, dis­trib­uted the food, and re­turned in the af­ter­noon. Semy­onov in­tensely dis­liked Mar­ie Ivan­ovna’s share in this work, but he could not, of course, ob­ject to her tak­ing, with the oth­er Sis­ters, the risks and un­pleas­ant­ness of it. He made, whenev­er it was pos­sible, ob­jec­tions, found her work at the hos­pit­al where he him­self was, oc­cu­pied her in every pos­sible way. But he did this against her will. She seemed to find a very es­pe­cial pleas­ure and ex­cite­ment in the chol­era work; she wished of­ten to take the place of some oth­er Sis­ter. In­deed everything on the oth­er side of the river seemed to have a great fas­cin­a­tion for her. She her­self told me: “The mo­ment I cross the bridge I feel as though I were on en­chanted ground.” On the oc­ca­sions when I ac­com­pan­ied her to the chol­era vil­lage she was ra­di­ant, so happy that she seemed to have noth­ing fur­ther in the world to de­sire. She her­self was puzzled. “What is it?” she said to me. “Is it the forest? It must be, I think, the forest. I would re­main on this side forever if I had my way.”

			When I saw Semy­onov’s anxi­ety about her I could not but re­mem­ber that little scene at the battle of S—— when he had taken her off with him, leav­ing Trenchard in so pi­ti­ful a con­di­tion. Cer­tainly Time brings in his re­venges! And Mar­ie Ivan­ovna would listen to noth­ing that he said.

			“I want you at the hos­pit­al this morn­ing,” he would say.

			“Do you really want me?” she would ask, look­ing up, laugh­ing, in his face.

			“Of course I do.”

			“Well, you should have told me last night. This morn­ing I go with Anna Pet­ro­vna to the chol­era. All is ar­ranged.”

			“I’m afraid you must change your plans.”

			“I’m afraid not.”

			“Goga may go. …”

			“No, I wish to go.”

			And she went. He had cer­tainly nev­er be­fore in his life been thus de­fied. He simply did not know what to do about it. If he had thought that bul­ly­ing would fright­en her he would, I be­lieve, have bul­lied her, but he knew quite well that it wouldn’t. And then, as I now began to per­ceive (I had at first thought oth­er­wise), he was for the first time in his life ex­per­i­en­cing some­thing deep­er and more con­fus­ing than his cus­tom­ary an­im­al pas­sions. He may at first have wanted Mar­ie Ivan­ovna as he wanted his din­ner or his sup­per … now he wanted her dif­fer­ently. New emo­tions, sur­pris­ing con­fus­ing emo­tions stirred in him. At least that is how I in­ter­pret the un­eas­i­ness, the hes­it­a­tion, which I now seemed to per­ceive in him. He was no longer sure of him­self.

			I wit­nessed just at this time a little scene that sur­prised me. I had been in the bandaging room alone one even­ing, cut­ting up band­ages. I was go­ing through the pas­sage in­to the oth­er part of the house when a sound stopped me. I could not avoid see­ing bey­ond the open door a little scene that happened so swiftly that I could neither re­tire nor ad­vance.

			Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and Semy­onov were com­ing to­geth­er to­wards the bandaging room. She was in front of him when he put his hand on her arm.

			“Do you love me?” he said in a low voice.

			She turned round to him, laugh­ing.

			“Yes,” she said, look­ing at him.

			“Then kiss me.”

			“No, not now.”

			“Why not now?”

			“I don’t want to.”

			“Why don’t you want to?”

			She shook her head, still laugh­ing in­to his eyes.

			“But if I com­mand you?”

			“Ah! com­mand! … Then I cer­tainly will not.”

			His hand tightened on her arm and she did not draw away.

			“Kiss me.”

			“No.”

			“I say yes.”

			“I say no.”

			He sud­denly caught her, held her to him as though he would kill her and kissed her furi­ously, on her eyes, her mouth, her hair. With his vi­ol­ence he pushed back her he­ad­dress. I could see his back bent like a bow, and his thick short legs wide apart, every muscle taut. She lay quite mo­tion­less, as though asleep in his arms, giv­ing him no re­sponse—then quite sud­denly she flung her hands round his neck and kissed him as pas­sion­ately as he had kissed her. At last they par­ted, both of them laugh­ing.

			He looked at her, and then with a gen­tle­ness and cour­tesy that I had nev­er seen in him be­fore nor dreamed that he pos­sessed, very softly kissed her hand.

			“I love you and—and you love me,” he said.

			“Yes … I love you,” she answered gravely. “At least, part of me does.”

			“It shall be all of you soon,” he answered.

			“If there’s time enough,” she replied.

			“Time! … I’ll fol­low you wherever you go—”

			“I really be­lieve you will,” she answered, laugh­ing again. They waited then, look­ing at one an­oth­er. A bell rang. “Ah! I’m hungry. … Sup­per time. …” To my re­lief they passed away from the bandaging room to­wards the oth­er part of the house.

			Mean­while his ir­rit­a­tion at Mar­ie Ivan­ovna’s kind­ness to Trenchard in­creased with every hour. His at­ti­tude to the man had changed since Trenchard’s night at the Po­s­i­tion; he was vexed, I think, to hear that the fel­low had proved him­self a man—and a prac­tic­al man with com­mon sense. Semy­onov was hon­est about this. He did not doubt Nikitin’s word, he even con­grat­u­lated Trenchard, but he cer­tainly dis­liked him more than ever. He thought, I sup­pose, as he had thought about Nikitin: “How can a man with his wits about him be at the same time such a fool?” And then he saw that Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was de­lighted with Trenchard’s little piece of good luck. She laughed at Semy­onov about it. “We all know you’re a very brave man,” she cried. “But you’re not so brave as Mr.” And Semy­onov, be­cause he knew that Trenchard was a fool and that he him­self was not, was vexed, as a bull is vexed by a red flag. These things made him think a great deal about Trenchard. I have seen him watch­ing him with angry and puzzled gaze as though he would sat­is­fy him­self why this gnat of a man wor­ried him!

			Then, fi­nally, was An­drey Vassilievitch. … The little man had not giv­en me much of his com­pany dur­ing these last weeks. I fancy that since that night at the battle of S—— when he had re­vealed his ter­ror he had been shy of me al­though, God knows, he had no need to be. He nev­er for­got if any­one had seen him in an un­for­tu­nate po­s­i­tion, and, al­though he bore me no grudge, he was nervous and em­bar­rassed with me. It happened, how­ever, that dur­ing this same week of which I have been speak­ing I had a con­ver­sa­tion with him. I was stand­ing alone by the Cross watch­ing a long trail of wag­ons cross the bridge far be­neath me, watch­ing too a high bank of black cloud that was passing away from the sky above the forest, blown by a wind that rolled the sur­face of the river in­to sil­ver. He too had come to look at the view and was sur­prised and dis­turbed at find­ing me there. Of course he was ex­ag­ger­ated in ex­pres­sions of pleas­ure: “Why, Ivan An­dreievitch, this is de­light­ful!” he cried. “If I only had known we might have walked here to­geth­er!”

			We sat down on the stone seat.

			“You don’t think it will rain?” he asked anxiously. “No, those clouds are go­ing away, I see. Well … this is de­light­ful …” and then sat there gloomily look­ing in front of him.

			I could see that he was de­pressed.

			“Well, An­drey Vassilievitch,” I said to him. “You’re de­pressed about some­thing?”

			“Yes,” he said very gloomily in­deed. “I have many un­happy hours, Ivan An­dreievitch.”

			I did not get up and leave him as I very eas­ily might have done. I had had, since the night when Nikitin had spoken to me so frankly, a de­sire to know the little man’s side of that af­fair. In some curi­ous fash­ion that si­lent plain wife of his had been very fre­quently in my thoughts; there had not been enough in Nikitin’s ac­count to ex­plain to me his pas­sion for her, and yet her ghost, as though evoked by the memor­ies both of Nikitin and her hus­band, had seemed to me, some­times, to be present with us. …

			I waited.

			“Tell me frankly,” An­drey Vassilievitch said at last, “am I of any use here?”

			“Of use?” I re­peated, taken by sur­prise.

			“Yes. Am I do­ing only what any­one else can do as well? Would it be bet­ter per­haps if an­oth­er were here?”

			“No, cer­tainly not,” I answered warmly. “Your busi­ness train­ing is of the greatest value to us. Mo­lo­zov has said to me ‘that he does not know what we should do without you.’ ”

			(This was not strictly true.)

			“Ah!” the little man was greatly pleased. “I am glad, very glad—to hear what you say. Semy­onov made me feel—”

			“You should not be in­flu­enced,” I hur­riedly in­ter­rup­ted him, “by what Semy­onov thinks. It is of no im­port­ance.”

			“He has a bad char­ac­ter,” An­drey Vassilievitch said sud­denly with great ex­cite­ment, “a bad char­ac­ter. And why can­not he leave me alone? Why should he laugh al­ways? I do my best. I am quiet and not in his way. I can do things that he can­not. I am not big as he but at least I do not rob men of their wo­men.”

			He was shak­ing with an­ger, his head trem­bling and his hands quiv­er­ing—it was dif­fi­cult not to smile.

			“You must not listen nor no­tice nor think of it,” I said firmly. “We are grate­ful for your work—all of us. Semy­onov laughs at us all.”

			“That poor Mar­ie Ivan­ovna,” he burst out. “She does not know. She is ig­nor­ant of life. At first I was angry with her but now I see that she is help­less. There will be ter­rible things af­ter­wards, Ivan An­dreievitch!” he cried.

			“I think she un­der­stands him bet­ter than we do.”

			“I have nev­er,” he said vehe­mently, “hated a man in my life as I hate him.” But in spite of his pas­sion­ate de­clar­a­tion he was ob­vi­ously re­as­sured by my de­fence of him. He was quiet sud­denly, looked at the view mildly and, in a mo­ment, thought me the best friend he had in the world—in the Rus­si­an man­ner.

			“You see, Ivan An­dreievitch,” he said, look­ing at me with the eyes of an un­nat­ur­ally wise baby, “that I can­not help wish­ing that my wife were here to ad­vise Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. She would have loved my wife very much, as every­one did, and would have con­fided in her. That would have helped a girl who, like Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, is ig­nor­ant of the world and the loves of men.”

			“You miss your wife very much?” I asked.

			“There is not a mo­ment of the day but I do not think of her,” he answered very sol­emnly, star­ing in front of him. “That must seem strange to you who did not know her, and even I some­times think it is not good. But what to do? She was a wo­man so re­mark­able that no one who knew her can for­get.”

			“I have of­ten been told that every­one who knew her loved her,” I said.

			“Ah! you have heard that. … They talk of her, of course. She will al­ways be re­membered.” His eyes shone with pleas­ure. “Yes, every­one loved her. I my­self loved her with a pas­sion that noth­ing can ever change. And why? … I can­not tell you—un­less it were that she was the only per­son I have known who did not wish me an­oth­er kind of man. I could be my­self with her and know that she still cared for me. … I will not pre­tend to you, Ivan An­dreievitch, that I think my­self a fine man,” he con­tin­ued. “I have nev­er thought my­self so. When I was very young I en­vied tall men and hand­some men and men who knew what was the best thing to do without think­ing of it. I have al­ways known that people would only come to me for what I have got to give and I have pre­ten­ded that I do not care. And once I had an Eng­lish mer­chant as my guest. He was very agree­able and pleas­ant to me—and then by chance I over­heard him say: ‘Ah, An­drey Vassilievitch! A vul­gar little snob!’ That is per­haps what I am—I do not know—we are all what God pleases. But I had mis­tresses, I had friends, ac­quaint­ances. They des­pised me. They left me al­ways for someone finer. They say that we Rus­si­ans care too much what oth­ers think of us—but when in your own house people—your friends—say such things of you. …”

			He broke off, then, smil­ing, con­tin­ued:

			“My wife came. There was some­thing in me, just as I was, that she cared for. She did not pas­sion­ately love me, but she loved me with her heart be­cause she saw that I needed love. She al­ways saw people just as they were. … And I un­der­stood. I un­der­stood from the be­gin­ning ex­actly what I was to her. …”

			He paused again, put his hand on my knee, then spoke, look­ing very ser­i­ous with his com­ic little nose and mouth like the nose and mouth of a poodle. “I had a friend, Ivan An­dreievitch. A fine man. … He loved my wife and my wife loved him. He was not vul­gar. He had a fine taste, he was hand­some and clev­er. What was I to do? I knew that my wife loved him, and she must be happy. I knew that I owed her everything be­cause of all that she had done for me. I helped them in their love. … For five years I wished them well. Do you think it was easy for me? I suffered, Ivan An­dreievitch, the tor­tures of hell. I was jeal­ous, God for­give me! How jeal­ous! Some­times alone in my room I would cry all night—not a fine thing to do. But then how should I act? She gave him what she could nev­er give to me. She loved him with pas­sion—for me she cared as good wo­men care for the poor. I was fool­ish per­haps. I tried to be as they were, with their taste and easy judg­ments … I failed, of course. What could I do all at once? One is as God has pleased from the be­gin­ning. Ah! how I was un­happy those five years! I wished that he would die and then cursed my­self for wish­ing it. And yet I knew that I had some­thing that he had not. I needed her more than he, and she knew that. Her charm for him would fade per­haps as the years passed. He was a pas­sion­ate man who had loved many wo­men. For me, as she well knew, it would nev­er pass.

			“She died. For a time I was like a dead man. And she was not enough with me. I talked to her friends, but they had not known her—not as she was. Only one had known her and he was the friend whom she had loved.

			“Of course he found me as he had al­ways done—tire­some, ir­rit­at­ing, of vul­gar taste. But he, too, wanted to speak of her. And so we were drawn to­geth­er. … Now … is he my friend? I say al­ways that he is. I say to my­self: ‘An­drey Vassilievitch, he is your best friend’—but I am jeal­ous. Yes, Ivan An­dreievitch, I am jeal­ous of him. I think that per­haps he will die be­fore me and that then—some­where—to­geth­er—they will laugh at me. And he has such memor­ies of her! At the last she cried his name! He is so much a grander man than I! Fine in every way! Did I say that she would laugh? No, no … that nev­er. But she will say: ‘Poor An­drey Vassilievitch!’ She will pity me! … I think that I would be hap­pi­er if I did not see my friend. But I can­not leave him. … We talk of her of­ten. And yet he des­pises me and won­ders that she can have loved me. …”

			I had a fear lest An­drey Vassilievitch should cry. He seemed so des­ol­ate there, giv­ing strange little self-im­port­ant coughs and sniffs, beat­ing the ground with his smart little mil­it­ary boot.

			Across the river the black wall of cloud had re­turned and now hung above the forest of S——, that lay sul­lenly, in its shad­ow, for­bid­ding and thick, it­self like a cloud. The world was cold, the Nestor like a snake. … I shivered, seized by some sud­den sense of com­ing dis­aster and trouble. The even­ings there were of­ten strangely chill.

			“Look,” cried An­drey Vassilievitch, start­ing to his feet “There’s Mar­ie Ivan­ovna!”

			I turned and saw her stand­ing there, smil­ing at us, si­lently and without move­ment, like an ap­par­i­tion.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Mar­ie Ivan­ovna

			
			It was on Ju­ly 23 that I first entered the Forest of S——. I did not, I re­mem­ber, pay the event any es­pe­cial at­ten­tion. I went with Anna Pet­ro­vna to the chol­era vil­lage that is on the out­skirts of the forest, and I re­col­lect that we hastened back be­cause that even­ing we were to cel­eb­rate the con­clu­sion of the first six months’ work of our Otri­ad. Of my en­trance in­to the forest I re­mem­ber ab­so­lutely noth­ing; it seemed, I sup­pose, an or­din­ary enough forest to me. Of the fest­iv­it­ies in the even­ing I have a very clear re­col­lec­tion. I re­mem­ber that it was the love­li­est sum­mer weath­er, not too hot, with a little breeze com­ing up from the river, and the green glit­ter­ing on every side of us with the quiver of flash­ing wa­ter. In the little garden out­side our house a table had been im­pro­vised and on this were a large gilt icon, a vase of flowers in a hideous purple jar, and two tall candles whose flames looked un­real and thin in the sun­light. There was the priest, a fine stout man with a long black beard and hair fall­ing be­low his shoulders, clothed in silk of gold and purple, wav­ing a censer, mono­ton­ing the pray­ers in a high Rus­si­an ten­or, with one eye on the choir of san­it­ars, one eye on the candles blown by the wind, the breeze mean­while play­ing ir­rev­er­ent jests on his splen­did skirts of gold. Then there was the con­greg­a­tion in three groups. The first group—two gen­er­als, two col­on­els, four or five oth­er of­ficers, the Sis­ters (Sis­ter K—— bow­ing and cross­ing her­self in­cess­antly, Anna Pet­ro­vna with her at­ten­tion ob­vi­ously on the din­ner cook­ing be­hind a tree in the garden, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna look­ing lovely and happy and good), ourselves—Mo­lo­zov of­fi­cial, Semy­onov sar­cast­ic, Nikitin in a dream, An­drey Vassilievitch busy with his smart uni­form, Trenchard (for­got­ten his sword, his blue handker­chief pro­trud­ing from his pock­et) ab­sorbed by the ce­re­mony, my­self think­ing of Trenchard, Goga—and the rest. The second group—the singing san­it­ars, some ten of them, stout and healthy, singing as Rus­si­ans do with com­plete self-for­get­ful­ness and a rap­tur­ous hap­pi­ness in front of them, a funny little man with spec­tacles and a sharp-poin­ted beard, once a school­mas­ter, now a san­it­ar, con­duct­ing their mu­sic with a long bony fin­ger—all of them chant­ing the re­sponses with per­fect pre­ci­sion and har­mony. Third group, the oth­er san­it­ars, the strangest col­lec­tion of faces, wild, sav­age and east­ern: Tar­tars, Lithuani­ans, Mon­go­li­an, mild and north­ern, cold and west­ern, merry and hu­man from Little Rus­sia, gi­gant­ic and fierce from the Cau­cas­us, small and frozen from Archangel, one or two civ­il­ised and su­per­i­or and un­in­ter­est­ing from Pet­ro­grad and Mo­scow.

			Over the wall a long row of in­ter­ested Galician peas­ants and sol­diers passing in carts or on horse­back. See­ing the icon, the priest, the blow­ing candles, hear­ing the singing they would take off their hats, cross them­selves, for a mo­ment their eyes would go dreamy, mild, for­get­ful, then on their hats would go again, back they would turn their horses, curs­ing them up the hill, chaff­ing the Galician wo­men, down deep in the every­day life again.

			The ser­vice ended. The priest turns to us, the gold Cross is raised, we ad­vance one by one: the gen­er­als, the col­on­els, the lieu­ten­ants, the Sis­ters, Semy­onov, Nikitin, Goga, then the choir, then the san­it­ars, even to hunch­backed Ale­sha, who is al­ways giv­en the dirti­est work to do and is only half a hu­man be­ing; one by one we kiss the Cross, the candles are blown out, the icon fol­ded up and put away in a card­board box, we are in­tro­duced to the gen­er­als, there is gen­er­al con­ver­sa­tion, and the stars and the moon come out “blown straight up, it seems, out of the bos­om of the Nestor. …”

			It was a very happy and in­no­cent even­ing. For ex­tract­ing the ut­most hap­pi­ness pos­sible out of the simplest ma­ter­i­als the Rus­si­ans have surely no rivals. How our gen­er­als and our col­on­els en­joyed that even­ing! A won­der­ful din­ner was cooked between two stones in the garden—little pig, young chick­ens, borscht, that most lux­uri­ous of soups, and ices—yes, and ices. Then there were speeches, many, many glasses of tea, straw­berry and cherry jam, bis­cuits and ci­gar­ettes. We were all very, very happy. …

			It was ar­ranged on the morn­ing after the feast that I should go again to the chol­era vil­lage with Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and Semy­onov. Un­der a morn­ing of a blaz­ing re­lent­less heat, bars of light rul­ing the sky, we star­ted, the three of us, at about ten o’clock, in the little low dog­cart, fol­lowed by the kit­chen and the boil­er. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna sat next to Semy­onov, I fa­cing them. Semy­onov was hap­pi­er than I had ever seen him be­fore. Hap­pi­ness was not a qual­ity with which I would ever have charged him; he had seemed to des­pise it as some­thing too simple and sen­ti­ment­al for any but sen­ti­ment­al fools—but now this morn­ing (I had no­ticed some­thing of the same thing in him the even­ing be­fore) he was quite simply happy, look­ing young­er by many years, the iron­ic­al curve of his lip gone, his eyes smil­ing, his at­ti­tude to the world gentle and al­most be­ne­vol­ent. Of course she, Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, had wrought this change in him. There was no doubt this morn­ing that she loved him. She had in her face and bear­ing all the pride and also all the hu­mil­ity that a love, won, se­cured, en­sured, brings with it. She did not look at him of­ten nor take his hand. She spoke to me dur­ing the drive and only once and again smiled up at him; but her soul, shin­ing through the thin cov­er­ing of her body, laughed to me, cry­ing: “I am happy be­cause I have my de­sire. Of yes­ter­day I re­mem­ber noth­ing, of to­mor­row I can know noth­ing, but today is mine!”

			He was very quiet. When he looked at her his eyes took com­plete pos­ses­sion of her. I did not, that morn­ing, count at all to either of them, but I too felt a kind of pride as though I were shar­ing in some tri­umph­al pro­ces­sion. She chattered on, and then at last was si­lent. I re­mem­ber that the great heat of the morn­ing wrought in us all a kind of leth­argy. We were lazily con­fid­ent that day that noth­ing evil could over­take us. We idly watched the sky, the river, the ap­proach­ing forest, with a lux­uri­ous re­li­ance on the power of man, and I caught much of my as­sur­ance from Semy­onov him­self. He did really seem to me, that morn­ing, a “tre­mend­ous” fig­ure, as he sat there, so still, so tri­umphant. He had nev­er be­fore, per­haps, been quite cer­tain of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, had been alarmed at her in­de­pend­ence, or at his own pas­sion­ate love for her. But this morn­ing he knew. She loved him. She was his—no one could take her from him. She was the wo­man he wanted as he had nev­er wanted a wo­man be­fore, and she was his—she was his!

			I do not re­mem­ber our en­ter­ing the forest. I know that first you climb a rough, rather nar­row road up from the river, that the trees close about you very gradu­ally, that there is a little church with a green tur­ret and a fine view of the Nestor, and that there a broad sol­emn av­en­ue of sil­ver birch leads you for­ward, gently and without any sin­is­ter omens. Then again the forest clears and there are fields of corn and, built amongst the thin scat­ter­ing of trees, the vil­lage of N——. It was here, on passing the first houses of the vil­lage, that I felt the heat to be al­most un­bear­able; it seemed strange to me, I re­mem­ber, that they (who­ever “they” were), hav­ing so many trees here, a forest that stretched many miles be­hind them, should have chosen to pitch their vil­lage upon the only ex­posed and tor­rid bit of ground that they could find. Be­hind us was the forest, in front of us also the forest, but here, how the sun blazed down on the roofs and little blown patches of garden, how it glared in through the broken win­dows, and pen­et­rated in­to the darkest corners of the des­ol­ate rooms!

			Poor N——! In the second month of the war it had been shelled and many of the houses des­troyed. The build­ings that re­mained seemed to have giv­en up the struggle and aban­doned them­selves to in­ev­it­able de­grad­a­tion. Moreover, down the prin­cip­al street, at every oth­er door there hung the sin­is­ter black flag, a piece of dirty black cloth fastened to a stick, and upon the filthy wall was scrawled in Rus­si­an “chol­era.” Dead, in­deed, un­der the ap­palling heat of the morn­ing the whole place lay. No one was to be seen un­til we neared the ru­ins of what had once been a little town-hall or meet­ing-place, a pro­ces­sion turned the corner—a pro­ces­sion of a peas­ant with a tall lighted candle, an­oth­er peas­ant with a tattered ban­ner, a priest in soiled silk, a coffin of white wood on a hay­cart, and four or five white-faced and apathet­ic wo­men. A dole­ful singing came from the miser­able party. They did not look at us as we passed. …

			A rumble of can­non, once and again, soun­ded like the lazy snore of some sleep­ing beast.

			Near the town-hall we found a com­pany of fant­ast­ic creatures await­ing us. They were pressed to­geth­er in a dense crowd as though they were afraid of someone at­tack­ing them. There were many old men, like the clowns in Shakespeare, dirty bey­ond be­lief in tattered gar­ments, wide-brimmed hats, broad skirts and baggy trousers; old men with long tangled hair, bare bony breasts and slob­ber­ing chins. Many of the wo­men seemed strong and young; their faces were on the whole cheer­ful—a brazen in­dif­fer­ence to any­thing and everything was their at­ti­tude. There were many chil­dren. Two gen­darmes guarded them with rough friendly dis­cip­line. I thought that I had seen noth­ing more ter­rible at the war than the eager pi­ti­ful do­cil­ity with which they moved to and fro in obed­i­ence to the gen­darmes’ or­ders. A dread­ful, broken, creep­ing sub­mis­sion. …

			But it was their fantasy, their col­oured in­cred­ible un­real­ity that over­whelmed me. The build­ing, black and twis­ted against the hard blue sky, raised its head be­hind us like a ma­li­cious mon­ster. Be­fore us this crowd, all tattered faded pieces of scar­let and yel­low and blue, men with huge noses, sunken eyes, sharp chins, long skinny hands, wo­men with hard, bright, dead faces, little chil­dren with eyes that were afraid and in­dif­fer­ent, hungry and mad, all this crowd sway­ing be­fore us, with the can­non mut­ter­ing bey­ond the walls, and the thin miser­able thread of the fu­ner­al hymn trick­ling like wa­ter un­der our feet. … I looked from these to Semy­onov and Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, they in their white over­alls work­ing at the meat kit­chen and the huge bread­bas­kets, ra­di­ant in their love, their suc­cess, their struggle, con­fid­ent, both of them, this morn­ing that they had the fire of life in their hands to do with it as they pleased.

			I have not wished dur­ing the pro­gress of this book, which is the his­tory of the ex­per­i­ences of oth­ers rather than of my­self, to lay any stress on my per­son­al his­tory, and here I would only say that any­one who is burdened with a phys­ic­al dis­ease or en­cum­brance that will re­main to the end of life must know that there are cer­tain mo­ments when this hindrance leaps up at him like the grin­ning face of a dev­il—des­pair­ing hideous mo­ments they are! I have said that dur­ing our drive I had felt a con­fid­ent happy par­ti­cip­a­tion in the joy of those oth­ers who were with me … now as we stood there feed­ing that com­pany of scare­crows, a sud­den hor­ror of my own lame­ness, a sud­den con­scious­ness that I be­longed rather to that band of miser­able dis­eased hungry fu­git­ives than to the two tri­umphant fig­ures on the oth­er side of me, over­whelmed and de­feated me. I bent my head; I felt a shame, a de­grad­a­tion as though I should have crept in­to some shad­ow and hid­den. … I would not men­tion this were it not that af­ter­wards, in ret­ro­spect, the mo­ment seemed to me an omen. After all, life is not al­ways to the vic­tori­ous! …

			Our scare­crows wanted, hor­ribly, their food. It was dread­ful to see the anxi­ety with which they watched the por­tion­ing of the thick heavy hunks of black bread. They had to show Mar­ie Ivan­ovna their dirty little scraps of pa­per which de­scribed the por­tions to which they were en­titled. How their bony fin­gers clutched the pa­per af­ter­wards as they pressed it back in­to their skinny bos­oms! Some­times they could not wait to re­turn home, but would squat down on the ground and lap their soup like dogs. The day grew hot­ter and hot­ter, the world smelt of dis­ease and dirt, waste and des­ol­a­tion. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna’s face was soft with ten­der­ness as she watched them. Semy­onov had al­ways his eye upon her, see­ing that she did not touch them, some­times call­ing out sharply: “Now! Mar­ie! … take care! Take care!” but this morn­ing he also seemed kind and gentle to them, lead­ing a small girl back to her hag­gard bony old guard­i­an, car­ry­ing her heavy can of soup for her, or jok­ing with some of the old men. … “Now, uncle … you ought to be at the war! What have they done, leav­ing you? So young and so vig­or­ous! They’ll take you yet!” and the old man, a tooth­less trem­bling creature, clutch­ing his hunk of bread with shak­ing hands, would grin like the head of Death him­self! How close to death they all seemed! How alive were my friends, strong in the sun, com­pas­sion­ate but also per­haps a little des­pising this poor gath­er­ing of wastrels.

			The work went on; then at last the fi­nal scraps of meat and bread had been shared, the kit­chen closed its oven, we took off our over­alls, shook ourselves, and bade farewell to the scare­crows. The kit­chen was then sent home and we moved for­ward with the tea boil­er and two san­it­ars fur­ther in­to the forest. Our des­tin­a­tion was a large empty house be­hind the trenches. From here we were to take tea in the boil­er to cer­tain re­gi­ments, tea with wine in it as pre­vent­at­ive against chol­era. It was the early af­ter­noon now, and we moved very slowly. The heat was in­tense and al­though the trees were thick on every side of us there seemed to be no shade nor cool­ness, as though the leaves had been made of pa­per.

			“This is a strange forest,” I said. “Al­though there are trees there’s no shade. It burns like a fur­nace.”

			No one replied. We passed as though in a dream, meet­ing no one, hear­ing no sound, the light dan­cing and flick­er­ing on our path. I nod­ded on my seat. I was half asleep when we ar­rived at our des­tin­a­tion. This was the ac­cus­tomed white deser­ted house stand­ing in a des­ol­ate tangled garden. There was no one there on our ar­rival. All the doors were open, the sun blaz­ing along the dusty pas­sages. It was in­hab­ited, just then, I be­lieve, by some ar­til­lery of­ficers, but I saw none of them. Semy­onov went off to find the Col­on­el of the re­gi­ment to whom we were to give tea; Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and I re­mained in one of the empty rooms, the only sound the buzz­ing flies. Every de­tail of that room will re­main in my heart and brain un­til I die. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, look­ing very white and cool, with the hap­pi­ness shin­ing in her large clear eyes, sat on an old worn sofa near the win­dow. In the glass of the win­dow there were bul­let holes, and bey­ond the win­dow a piece of blaz­ing golden garden. The room was very dirty, dust lay thick upon everything. Someone had eaten a meal there, and there was a plate, a knife, also egg­shells, an empty sardine-tin, and a hunk of black bread. There was a book which I picked up, at­trac­ted by the Eng­lish let­ter­ing on the faded red cov­er. It was a “Re­port on the Con­di­tion of New Mex­ico in 1904”—a heavy fat volume with the usu­al pho­to­graphs of wa­ter­falls, corn­fields and enorm­ous sheep. On the walls there was only one pic­ture, a torn sup­ple­ment from some Ger­man magazine show­ing fath­er re­turn­ing to his fam­ily after a long ab­sence—wel­comed, of course, by child (fat and ugly), wife (fat­ter and ugli­er), and dog (a mon­grel). There was the usu­al pile of fic­tion in Pol­ish, trans­la­tions I sus­pect of Con­an Doyle and Jerome; there was a des­ol­ate palm in a corner and a chipped blue wash­ing stand. A hideous place: the sun did not pen­et­rate and it should have been cool, but for some reas­on the air was heavy and hot as though we were en­closed in a bis­cuit-tin.

			I leaned against the table and looked at Mar­ie Ivan­ovna.

			“Isn’t it strange?” I said, “we’re only a verst or two from the Aus­tri­ans and not a sound to be heard. But the gen­darme told me that we must be care­ful here. A good many bul­lets fly­ing about, I be­lieve.”

			“Ah!” she said laugh­ing. “I don’t feel as though any­thing could touch me today. I nev­er loved life be­fore as I love it now. Is it right to be so happy at such a time as this and in such a place? … And how strange it is that through all the tragedy one can only truly see one’s own little af­fairs, and only feel one’s own little troubles and joys. That’s bad … one should be pun­ished for that!”

			I loved her at that mo­ment; I felt bit­terly, I re­mem­ber, that I, be­cause I was plain and a cripple, si­lent and un­in­ter­est­ing, would nev­er win the love of such wo­men. I re­membered little An­drey Vassilievitch’s words about his wife: “For me she cared as good wo­men care for the poor.” In that way for me too wo­men would care—when they cared at all. And al­ways, all my life, it would be like that. How un­fair that everything should be giv­en to the Semy­onovs and the Nikitins of this world, everything denied to such men as Trenchard, An­drey Vassilievitch and I! …

			But my little grumble passed as I looked at her.

			How hon­est and straight and true with her im­pulses, her en­thu­si­asms, her re­bel­lions and ig­nor­ances she was! Yes, I loved her and had al­ways loved her. That was why I had cared for Trenchard, why now I was at­trac­ted by Semy­onov, be­cause, shad­ow of a man as I was, not man enough to be jeal­ous, I could see with her eyes, stand be­side her and share her emo­tion. … But God! how that day I des­pised my­self!

			“You’re tired!” she said, look­ing at me. “Is your leg hurt­ing you?”

			“Not much,” I answered.

			“Sit down here be­side me.” She made way for me on the sofa. “Ivan An­dreievitch, you will al­ways be my friend?”

			“Al­ways,” I answered.

			“I be­lieve you will. I’m a little afraid of you, but I think that I would rather have you as a friend than any­one—ex­cept John. How for­tu­nate I am! Two Eng­lish­men for my friends! You do not change as R-rus­si­ans do! You will be angry with me when you think that I am wrong, but then I can be­lieve you. I know that you will tell me the truth.”

			“Per­haps,” I said slowly, “Alexei Pet­ro­vitch will not wish that I should be your friend!”

			“Alexei?” she said, laugh­ing. “Oh, thank you very much, I shall choose my own friends. That will al­ways be my af­fair.”

			I had an un­easy sus­pi­cion that per­haps she knew as little about Semy­onov as she had once known about Trenchard. It might be that all her life she might nev­er learn wis­dom. I do not know that I wished her to learn it.

			“No,” she con­tin­ued. “But you for­give me now? For­give me for all my mis­takes, for think­ing that I loved John when I did not and treat­ing him so badly. Ah! but how un­happy I was! I wished to be hon­our­able and hon­est—I wished it pas­sion­ately—and I seemed only to make mis­takes. And then be­cause I was ashamed of my­self I was angry with every­one—at least it seemed that it was with every­one, but it was really with my­self.”

			“I did you in­justice,” I said. “And I did Alexei Pet­ro­vitch an in­justice also. I know now that he truly and deeply loves you. … I be­lieve that you will be very happy … yes, it is bet­ter, much bet­ter, than that you should have mar­ried Trenchard.”

			Her face flushed with hap­pi­ness, that strange flush of col­our be­hind her pale cheeks, com­ing and go­ing with the beats of her heart.

			She con­tin­ued hap­pily, con­fid­ently: “When I was grow­ing up I was al­ways rest­less. My moth­er al­lowed me to do as I pleased and I had no one in au­thor­ity over me. I was rest­less be­cause I knew noth­ing and no one could tell me any­thing that seemed to me true. I would have, like oth­er girls, sud­den en­thu­si­asms for someone who seemed strong and won­der­ful—and then they were nev­er won­der­ful—only like every­one else. I would be angry, im­pa­tient, miser­able. Rus­si­an girls be­gin life so early. … After a time, moth­er began to treat me as though I was grown up. We went to Pet­ro­grad and I thought about clothes and theatres. But I nev­er for­got—I al­ways waited for the man or the work or the friend that was to make life real. Then sud­denly the war came and I thought that I had found what I wanted. But there too there were dis­ap­point­ments. John was not John, the war was not the war … and it’s only today now that I feel as though I were r-right in­side. I’ve been so stu­pid—I’ve made so many mis­takes.” She dropped her voice: “I’ve al­ways been afraid, Ivan An­dreievitch, that is the truth. You re­mem­ber that morn­ing be­fore S——?”

			“Yes,” I said. “I re­mem­ber it.”

			“Well, it has been of­ten, of­ten like that. I’ve been afraid of my­self and—of some­thing else—of dy­ing. I found that I didn’t want to die, that the thought of death was too hor­rible to me. That day of the Re­treat how afraid I was! John could not pro­tect me, no one could. And I was ashamed of my­self! How ashamed, how miser­able. And I was afraid be­cause I thought of my­self more than of any­one else—al­ways. I had fine ideals but—in prac­tice—it was only that—that I al­ways was selfish. Now, for the first time ever, I care for someone more than my­self and sud­denly I am afraid of death no longer. It is true, Ivan An­dreievitch, I do not be­lieve that death can sep­ar­ate Alexei from me; I have more reas­on now to wish to live than I have ever had, but now I am not afraid. Wherever I am, Alexei will come—wherever he is, I will go. …”

			She broke off—then laughed. “You think it silly in Eng­land to talk about such things. No Eng­lish girl would, would she? In Rus­sia we are silly if we like. But oh! how happy it is, after all these weeks, not to be afraid—not to wake up early and lie there and think—think and shud­der. They used to say I was brave about the wounded, brave at S——, brave at op­er­a­tions … if they only knew! You only, Ivan An­dreievitch, have seen me afraid, you only! …” She looked at me, her eyes search­ing my face: “Isn’t it strange that you who do not love me know me, per­haps, bet­ter than John—and yes, bet­ter than Alexei. That’s why I tell you—I can talk to you. I nev­er could talk to wo­men—I nev­er cared for wo­men. You and John for my friends—yes, I am in­deed happy!”

			She got up from the old sofa, walked a little about the room, looked at the re­mains of the meal, at the book, then turned round to me:

			“Don’t ever tell any­one, Ivan An­dreievitch, that I have been afraid. … I’m nev­er to be afraid again. And I’m not go­ing to die. I know now that life is won­der­ful—at last all that when I was young I ex­pec­ted it to be. … Do you know, Ivan An­dreievitch, I feel today as though I would live forever! …”

			Semy­onov came in. He was in splen­did spir­its; I had nev­er seen him so gay, so care­lessly happy.

			“Well,” he cried to me, “we’re to go now—at once … and the next time at eight. We’ll leave you this time. We’ll be back by half-past six. We’ll do the Third and Fourth Roti now. The Eighth and Ninth af­ter­wards. Can you wait for tea un­til we re­turn? Good. … Half-past six, then!”

			They de­par­ted. As she went out of the door she turned and gave me a little happy smile as though to bind me to an in­tim­ate en­dur­ing con­fid­ence. I smiled back at her and she was gone.

			After they had left me I felt very lonely. The house was still and des­ol­ate, and I took a book that I had brought with me—the Le Deuil des Primeveres of François Jammes. I had learnt the habit dur­ing my first vis­it to the war of al­ways tak­ing a book in my pock­et when en­gaged upon any busi­ness; there were so many long weary hours of wait­ing when the nerves were stretched, and a book—quiet and real and some­thing apart from all wars and all ru­mours of wars—was a most ser­i­ous ne­ces­sity. What Tris­tram Shandy was to me once un­der fire near Nijnieff, and Red-Gaunt­let on an aw­ful morn­ing when our whole Otri­ad med­it­ated on the pos­sib­il­ity of im­pris­on­ment be­fore the even­ing—with noth­ing to be done but sit and wait! I went in­to the garden with M. Jammes.

			As I walked along the little paths through a tangle of wood and green that might very well have presen­ted the garden of the Sleep­ing Beauty, I heard now and then a sound that re­sembled the swift flight of a bird or the sud­den ting of a tele­graph-wire. The Aus­tri­ans were amus­ing them­selves; some­times a bul­let would clip a tree in its passing or one would see a leaf, quite sud­denly de­tached, hov­er for a mo­ment idly in the air and then circle slowly to the ground. Ex­cept for this sound the garden was fast held in the warm peace of a sum­mer af­ter­noon. I found a most happy little neg­lected orch­ard with old gnarled apple-trees and thick wav­ing grass. Here I lay on my back, watch­ing the gold through the leaves, soaked in the apathy and som­no­lence of the day, sink­ing idly in­to sleep, rising, sink­ing again, as though rocked in a ham­mock. I was in Eng­land once more—at in­ter­vals there came a sharp click that ex­actly re­sembled the sound that one hears in an Eng­lish vil­lage on a sum­mer af­ter­noon when they are play­ing crick­et in the field near by—one­self at one’s ease in the garden, half sleep­ing, half build­ing castles in the air, the crack of the ball on the bat, the coo­ing of some pi­geons on the roof. … Once again that sharp pleas­ant sound, again the flight of the bird above one’s head, again the rustle of some leaves be­hind one’s head … soon there will be tea, straw­ber­ries and cream, a de­mand that one shall play ten­nis, that saunter through the cool dark house, up old stairs, along nar­row pas­sages to one’s room where one will slowly, hap­pily change in­to flan­nels—hear­ing still through the open win­dow the crack of the bat upon the ball from the dis­tant field. …

			But as I lay there I was un­happy, re­bel­li­ous. The con­fid­ence and splend­our of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna and Semy­onov had driv­en me in­to ex­ile. I hated my­self that af­ter­noon. That pur­suit—the ex­cite­ment of the pen­et­ra­tion in­to the dark forest—the thrill of the chase—those things were for the strong men, the brave wo­men—not for the halt and maimed … not love nor glory, neither hate nor fierce re­bel­lion were for such men as I. … I cursed my fate, my life, be­cause I loved, not for the first time, a wo­man who was glad that I did not love her and was so sure that I did not and could not, that she could pro­claim her sat­is­fac­tion openly to me!

			I had an hour of bit­ter­ness—then, as I had so of­ten done be­fore, I laughed, drove the little dev­il in­to his cage, locked it, dropped the thick cur­tain in front of it.

			I claimed the com­pany of M. François Jammes.

			He has a de­light­ful poem about don­keys and as I read it I re­gained my tran­quil­lity. It be­gins:

			
				
					Lor­squ’il faudra al­ler vers Vous, ô mon Dieu, faites
					

					Que ce soit par un jour ou la cam­pagne en fête
					

					Poudroi­era. Je désire, ain­si que je fis ici-bas,
					

					Choisir un chemin pour al­ler, comme il me plaira,
					

					Au Para­dis, où sont en plein jour les étoiles.
					

					Je pren­drai mon bâton et sur la grande route
					

					J’irai et je dirai aux ânes, mes amis:
					

					Je suis François Jammes et je vais au Para­dis,
					

					Car il n’y a pas d’en­fer au pays du Bon Dieu.
					

					Je leur dirai: Venez, doux amis du ciel bleu,
					

					Pauvres bêtes chéries qui d’un brusque mouvement d’or­eilles,
					

					Chassez les mouches plates, les coups et les abeilles. …
				

			

			That brought tran­quil­lity back to me. I found an­oth­er poem—his “Am­s­ter­dam.”

			
				
					Les mais­ons poin­tues ont l’air de pench­er. On dirait
					

					Qu’elles tombent. Les mâts des vais­seaux qui s’em­brouil­lent
					

					Dans le ciel sont penchés comme des branches sèches
					

					Au mi­lieu de ver­dure, de raye, de rouille,
					

					De har­engs saurs, de peaux de moutons et de bouille.
				

				
					Robin­son Crusoë passa par Am­s­ter­dam
					

					(Je crois du moins qu’il y passa) en re­ven­ant
					

					De l’île om­breuse et verte aux noix de coco fraîches.
					

					Quelle émo­tion il dut avoir quand il vit luire
					

					Les por­tes énormes, aux lourds marteaux, de cette ville! …
				

				
					Re­gardait-il curieuse­ment les en­tresols
					

					Ou les com­mis écriv­ent les livres de comptes?
					

					Eut-il en­vie de pleur­er en reson­geant
					

					A son cher per­ro­quet, à son lourd para­sol,
					

					Qui l’ab­ri­tait dans l’île at­tristée et clé­mente? …
				

			

			I was asleep; my eyes closed; the book fell from my hand. Someone near me seemed to re­peat in the air the words:

			
				
					Robin­son Crusoë passa par Am­s­ter­dam
					

					(Je crois, du moins, qu’il y passa) en re­ven­ant
					

					De l’île om­breuse. …
					

					“De l’île om­breuse” … “Robin­son Crusoë passa” …
				

			

			I was rocked in the hot golden air. I slept heav­ily, deeply, without dreams. …

			I was awakened by a cold fierce ap­pre­hen­sion of ter­ror. I sat up, stared slowly around me with the sure, cer­tain con­vic­tion that some dread­ful thing had oc­curred. The orch­ard was as it had been—the sun, lower now, shone through the green branches. All was still and even, as I listened I heard the sharp crack of the ball upon the bat break­ing the even­ing air. My heart had simply ceased to beat. I re­mem­ber that with a hand that trembled I picked up the book that was ly­ing open on the grass and read, without un­der­stand­ing them, the words. I re­mem­ber that I said, out aloud: “Some­thing’s happened,” then turn­ing saw Semy­onov’s face.

			I real­ised noth­ing save his face with its pale square beard and red lips, framed there by the shin­ing green and blue. He stood there, without mov­ing, star­ing at me, and the memory of his eyes even now as I write of it hurts me phys­ic­ally so that my own eyes close.

			That was per­haps the worst mo­ment of my life, that con­front­a­tion of Semy­onov. He stood there as though carved in stone (his fig­ure had al­ways the stiff clear out­line of stone or wood). I real­ised noth­ing of his body—I simply saw his eyes, that were star­ing straight in front of him, that were blaz­ing with pain, and yet were blind. He looked past me and, if one had not seen the live agony of his eyes, one would have thought that he was ab­sorbed in watch­ing some­thing that was so dis­tant that he must con­cen­trate all his at­ten­tion upon it.

			I got upon my feet and as my eyes met his I knew without any ques­tion at all that Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was dead.

			When I had ris­en we stood for a mo­ment fa­cing one an­oth­er, then without a word he turned to­wards the house. I fol­lowed him, leav­ing my book upon the grass. He walk­ing slowly in front of me with his usu­al as­sured step, ex­cept that once he walked in­to a bush that was to his right; he af­ter­wards came away from it, as a man walk­ing in his sleep might do, without lower­ing his eyes to look at it. We entered by a side-door. I, my­self, had no thoughts at all at this time. I felt only the cold, heavy op­pres­sion at my heart, and I had, I re­mem­ber, no curi­os­ity as to what had oc­curred. We passed through pas­sages that were strangely dark, in a si­lence that was weighted and mys­ter­i­ous. We entered the room where we had been earli­er in the af­ter­noon; it seemed now to be full of people, I saw now quite clearly, al­though just be­fore the whole world had seemed to be dark. I saw our two sol­diers stand­ing back by the door; a doc­tor, whose face I did not know, a very cor­pu­lent man, was on his knees on the floor—some san­it­ars were in a group by the win­dow. In the middle of the room lay Mar­ie Ivan­ovna on a stretch­er. Even as I entered the stout doc­tor rose, shak­ing his head. I had only that one glimpse of her face on my entry, be­cause, at the shake of the doc­tor’s head, a san­it­ar stepped for­ward and covered her with a cloth. But I shall see her face as it was un­til I die. Her eyes were closed, she seemed very peace­ful. … But I can­not write of it, even now. …

			My busi­ness here is simply with facts, and I must be for­giv­en if now I am brief in my ac­count.

			The room was just as it had been earli­er in the af­ter­noon; I saw the sardine-tin, the dirty plate that had a little cloud of flies upon it; the room seemed un­der the even­ing sun full of gold dust. I crossed over to our sol­diers and asked them how it had been. One of them told me that they had gone with the boil­er to the trenches. Everything had been very quiet. They had taken their stand be­hind a small ruined house. Semy­onov had just re­turned from telling the of­ficers of the Rota that the tea was ready when, quite sud­denly, the Aus­tri­ans had be­gun to fire. Bul­lets had passed thickly over­head. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna had seemed quite fear­less, and laugh­ing, had stepped, for a mo­ment, from be­hind the shel­ter to see wheth­er the sol­diers were com­ing for their tea. She was struck in­stantly; she gave a sharp little cry and fell. They rushed to her side, but death had been in­stant­an­eous. She had been struck in the heart. … There was noth­ing to be done. … The sol­diers seemed to feel it very deeply, and one of them, a little round fel­low with a merry face whom I knew well, turned away from me and began to cry, with his hand to his eyes.

			Semy­onov was stand­ing in the room with ex­actly that same dead burn­ing ex­pres­sion in his eyes. His mouth was set severely, his legs apart, his hands at his sides.

			“A ter­rible mis­for­tune,” I heard the stout doc­tor say.

			Semy­onov looked at him gravely.

			“Thank you very much for your kind­ness,” he said cour­teously. Then, by a com­mon in­stinct, without any spoken word between us, we all went from the room, leav­ing Semy­onov alone there.

			I re­mem­ber very little of our re­turn to Mit­tövo. We bor­rowed a cart upon which we laid the body. I sat in the trap with Semy­onov. I was, I re­mem­ber, afraid lest he should sud­denly go off his head. It seemed quite a pos­sible thing then, he was so quiet, so mo­tion­less, scarcely breath­ing. I con­cen­trated all my thought upon this. I had my hand upon his arm and I re­mem­ber that it re­lieved me in some way to feel it so thick and strong be­neath his sleeve. He did not look at me once.

			I do not know what my thoughts were, a con­fused in­co­her­ent med­ley of non­sense. I did not think of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna at all. I re­peated again and again to my­self, in the silly, in­sane way that one does un­der the shock of some trouble, the words of the poem that I had read that af­ter­noon:

			
				
					Robin­son Crusoë passa par Am­s­ter­dam
					

					(Je crois du moins qu’il y passa) en re­ven­ant
					

					De l’île om­breuse et verte—om­breuse et verte—om­breuse et verte. …
				

			

			It was dark, or at any rate, it seemed to me dark. The weath­er was still and close; every sound echoed ab­om­in­ably through the si­lence. When we ar­rived at Mit­tövo I sud­denly thought of Trenchard. I had ut­terly for­got­ten him un­til that mo­ment. I got out of the trap and when Semy­onov climbed out he put his hand on my arm. I don’t know why but that touched me so deeply and sharply that I felt, sud­denly, as though in an­oth­er in­stant I should lose my self-con­trol. It was so un­like him, so ut­terly un­like him, to do that. I trembled a little, then stead­ied my­self, and we walked to­geth­er in­to the house. They must all in­stantly have known what had oc­curred be­cause I heard run­ning steps and sharp anxious voices.

			I felt des­per­ately, as a man runs when he is afraid, that I must be alone. I slipped away in­to the pas­sage that leads from the hall. This pas­sage was quite dark and I was feel­ing my dir­ec­tion with my hands when someone, car­ry­ing a candle, turned the corner. It was Trenchard. He raised the candle high to look at me.

			“Hallo, Dur­ward,” he cried. “You’re back. What sort of a time? …”

			I told him at once what had oc­curred. The candle dropped from his hand, fall­ing with a sharp clat­ter. There was a hor­rible pause, both of us stand­ing there close to one an­oth­er in the sud­den black­ness. I could hear his fast nervous breath­ing. I was my­self un­strung I sup­pose, be­cause I re­mem­ber that I was dread­fully afraid lest Trenchard should do some­thing to me, there, as we stood.

			I felt his hand grop­ing on my clothes. But he was only feel­ing his way. I heard his steps, creep­ing, stum­bling down the pas­sage. Once I thought that he had fallen.

			Then there was si­lence, and at last I was alone.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Forest

			
			And now I am con­fron­ted with a very ser­i­ous dif­fi­culty. There is noth­ing stranger in this whole busi­ness of the life and char­ac­ter of war than the fash­ion in which an at­mo­sphere that has been of the in­tensest char­ac­ter can, by the mere ad­vance or re­treat of a pace or two, dis­ap­pear, close in upon it­self, present the blind­est front to the soul that has, a mo­ment be­fore, pen­et­rated it. It is as though one had vis­ited a house for the first time. The in­teri­or is of the most ab­sorb­ing and unique in­terest. There are re­vealed in it beau­ties, ter­rors, of so sharp a real­ity that one be­lieves that one’s life is changed forever by the sight of them. One passes the door, closes it be­hind one, steps in­to the out­er world, looks back, and there is only be­fore one’s view a thick cold wall—the win­dows are dead, there is no sound, only bland, dull, ex­pres­sion­less space. Moreover this dull wall, al­most in­stantly, per­suades one of the in­cred­ib­il­ity of what one has seen. There were no beau­ties, there were no ter­rors. … Or­din­ary life closes round one, trivi­al things re­as­sume their old im­port­ance, one dis­be­lieves in fant­ast­ic dreams.

			I be­lieve that every­one who has had ex­per­i­ence of war will ad­mit the truth of this. I had my­self already known some­thing of the kind and had wondered at the fash­ion in which the cross­ing of a mere verst or two can bring the old life about one. I had known it dur­ing the battle of S——, in the days that fol­lowed the battle, in mo­ments of the Re­treat, when for half an hour we would sud­denly be laugh­ing and care­less as though we were in Pet­ro­grad.

			And so when I look back to the weeks of whose his­tory I wish now to give a truth­ful ac­count, I am afraid of my­self. I wish to give noth­ing more than the facts, and yet that some­thing that is more than the facts is of the first, and in­deed the only, im­port­ance. Moreover the last im­pres­sion that I wish to con­vey is that war is a hys­ter­ic­al busi­ness. I be­lieve that that suc­ces­sion of days in the forest of S——, the ex­per­i­ence of Nikitin, Semy­onov, An­drey Vassilievitch, Trenchard and my­self—might have oc­curred to any­one, must have oc­curred to many oth­er per­sons, but from the cool safe found­a­tion on which now I stand it can­not but seem ex­cep­tion­al, even ex­ag­ger­ated. Ex­ag­ger­ated, in very truth, I know that it is not. And yet this life—so ordered, so dis­cip­lined, so ra­tion­al, and that life—where do they join? … I pen­et­rated but a little way; my friends pen­et­rated in­to the very heart … and, be­cause I was left out­side, I re­main the only pos­sible re­cord­er: but a re­cord­er who can of­fer only signs, mo­ments, glimpses through a clos­ing door. …

			I am wait­ing now for the re­turn of my op­por­tun­ity.

			On the night of the death of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna I slept a heavy, dream­less sleep. I was wakened between six and sev­en the next morn­ing by Nikitin, who told me that he, Trenchard, An­drey Vassilievitch and I were to re­turn at once to the forest. I real­ised at once that in­des­crib­able quiver in the air of mo­ment­ous events. The house was quite still, the sum­mer morn­ing very fresh and clear, but the air was weighted with some crisis. It was not only the death of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna that was present with us, it was rather some­thing that told us that now no in­di­vidu­al life or death coun­ted … in­di­vidu­al­it­ies, per­son­al­it­ies, were swal­lowed up in the sweep­ing ur­gency of a great cli­max. Nikitin simply told me that a furi­ous battle was ra­ging some ten versts on the oth­er side of the river, that we were to go at once to form a tem­por­ary hos­pit­al be­hind the lines in the Forest; that the nurses and the rest of the Otri­ad would re­main in Mit­tövo to wait for the main tide of the wounded, but that we were to go for­ward to help the army doc­tors. He spoke very quietly. We said noth­ing of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna.

			I dressed quickly and on go­ing out found the wag­ons wait­ing, some fif­teen or twenty san­it­ars and Trenchard and An­drey Vassilievitch. The four of us climbed in­to one of the wag­ons and set off. I did not see Semy­onov. Trenchard was pale, there were heavy black lines un­der his eyes—but he seemed calm, and he stared in front of him as though he were ab­sorbed by some con­cen­trated self-con­trol. For the first time in my ex­per­i­ence of him he seemed to me a strong in­de­pend­ent char­ac­ter.

			We did not speak at all. I could see that An­drey Vassilievitch was nervous: his eyes were anxious and now and then he moistened his lips with his tongue. When we had crossed the river and began to climb the hill I knew that I hated the Forest. It was look­ing beau­ti­ful un­der the early morn­ing sun, its green so del­ic­ate and clear, its soft shad­ows so cool, its birds singing so care­lessly, the sil­ver birches, lines of light against the dark spaces; but this was all to me now as though it had been ar­ranged by some iron­ic hand. It knew well enough who had died there yes­ter­day and it was pre­par­ing now, be­hind its black re­cesses, a rich har­vest for its ma­li­cious spir­it. We passed through the chol­era vil­lage and reached the white house of yes­ter­day at about ten o’clock. As we clattered up to the door I for a mo­ment closed my eyes. I felt as though I could not face the hor­rible place, then sum­mon­ing my con­trol I boldly chal­lenged it, sur­vey­ing its long broken win­dows, its high door­way, its sunny, in­sult­ing garden. We were met by the stout doc­tor, whom I had seen be­fore. As he is of some im­port­ance in the events that fol­lowed I will men­tion his name—Kon­stantine Feodorovitch Kryl­low. He was large and stout, a true Rus­si­an type, with a merry laugh­ing face. He had the true Rus­si­an spir­it of un­con­quer­able ir­ra­tion­al mer­ri­ment. He laughed at everything with the gaiety of a man who finds life too pre­pos­ter­ous for words. He had all the Rus­si­an un­ti­dy­ness, kind­ness of heart, gay, iron­ic­al pess­im­ism. “To­mor­row” was a word un­known to him: noth­ing was sac­red to him, and yet at times it seemed as though life were so holy, so mys­ter­i­ous, that the only way to keep it from care­less eyes was by laugh­ing at it. He had no prin­ciples, no plans, no pre­ju­dices, no rev­er­ences. If he wished to sleep for a week he would do so, if he wished to eat for a week he would do so. If he died to­mor­row he did not care … it was all so ab­surd that it was not worth while to give it any at­ten­tion. He would grow very fat, he would die—he would love wo­men, play cards, drink, quar­rel, give his life for a sen­ti­ment­al mo­ment, pour every farth­ing of his pos­ses­sions in­to the lap of a friend, in­cur debts which he would not pay, quar­rel wildly with a man about a rouble, re­mem­ber things that you would ex­pect him to for­get, for­get everything that he should re­mem­ber—a pa­gan, a saint, a black­guard, a hero—any­thing you please so long as you do not take it ser­i­ously.

			This morn­ing he was dirty and looked as though he had slept for many nights without tak­ing off his clothes—un­shaven, his shirt open show­ing his hairy chest, his eyes blink­ing in the light.

			“That’s good,” he said, see­ing us. “I’ve got to be off, leav­ing the place to you. … Fear­ful time they’re hav­ing over there,” point­ing across the garden. “Yes, five versts away. Plenty of work in a minute. Brought food with you? Very little here.” Then I heard him be­gin, as he walked in­to the house with Nikitin, “Ter­rible thing, Doc­tor, about your Sis­ter yes­ter­day. … Ter­rible. … I—”

			I re­mem­ber that my great de­sire was that I should not be left alone with Trenchard. I clung to An­drey Vassilievitch, and a poor re­source he was, watch­ing with nervous eyes the build­ing and the glim­mer­ing forest, dust­ing his clothes and be­gin­ning sen­tences which he did not fin­ish, Trenchard was quite si­lent. We entered the hor­rible room of yes­ter­day. The dirty plate and the sardine-tin were still there with the flies about them: the highly col­oured Ger­man sup­ple­ment watched us from its rak­ish po­s­i­tion on the wall, the treat­ise on New Mex­ico was ly­ing on the table. I picked up the book and it opened nat­ur­ally at a place where the last read­er had turned down the corner of the page. The same page hap­pens to be quoted ex­actly in Trenchard’s di­ary on an oc­ca­sion about which af­ter­wards I shall have to speak. There is an ac­count of the year’s work of some New Mex­ic­an school and it runs:

			
				“Be­sides the reg­u­lar class work there have been oth­er fea­tures of spe­cial mer­it, pro­grammes of which we ap­pend:

				“Lec­tures: Rev. H. W. Ruffn­er, Titles and De­grees; Mr. Fred A. Bush, What the Com­munity owes the News­pa­per and what the News­pa­per owes the Com­munity; Dr. E. H. Woods, Tuber­cu­los­is; Rev. I. R. Glass, Fools; Mr. Eu­gene War­ren, Blood of the Na­tion; Dr. L. M. Strong, Or­tho­ped­ics; Hon. S. M. Ashen­fel­ter, Free­dom of Ef­fort; Hon. W. T. Cessna, Don’t Pay too dearly for the Whistle; Dr. O. S. West­lake, The Phys­i­cian and the Laity; Prof. Wel­ling­ton Put­man, Rip Van Winkle; Rev. E. S. Han­shaw, The Mind’s Pic­ture Gal­lery; Hon. R. M. Turn­er, Op­por­tun­it­ies.

				“Oth­ello. For the first time the nor­mal stu­dents presen­ted for the class-day ex­er­cise a Shakespeari­an play, Oth­ello. Cast of char­ac­ters: Oth­ello, E. F. Dun­lavey; Iago, Douglas Gif­fard; Duke of Venice, Charles Harp­er; Bra­ban­tio, Eu­gene Cos­grove; Cassio, Arnold Rosen­feld; Ro­derigo, Er­win Moore; Montano, Wilson Porther­field; Lodovico, Henry Geitz; Gra­tiano, Wil­li­am Flem­ing; Des­de­mona, Car­rie White­hill; Emil­ia, Gussie Rodgers; Bi­anca, Florence Ot­ter; sen­at­ors, of­ficers, mes­sen­gers and at­tend­ants.

				“Gradu­at­ing Pro­gramme. Mu­sic: the Anglo-Sax­on in His­tory, Douglas Gif­fard; the Anglo-Sax­on in Sci­ence, Florence Ot­ter; the Anglo-Sax­on in Lit­er­at­ure, Gussie Rodgers; Mu­sic; an­nu­al ad­dress, Hon. R. M. Turn­er; Mu­sic; present­a­tion of dip­lo­mas.

				“Doubt­less among the most in­ter­est­ing and most prof­it­able events of the in­sti­tu­tion was the an­nu­al so­ci­ety con­test between the two so­ci­et­ies, the Liter­ati and the Ly­ceum. The Sil­ver City Com­mer­cial Club offered a costly cup to the win­ning so­ci­ety and it was won by the Ly­ceum. The con­test was in ora­tion, eloc­u­tion, de­bate, par­lia­ment­ary us­age and ath­let­ics.

				“The in­side ad­orn­ment of the hall has not been neg­lected. A num­ber of por­traits and a large num­ber of car­bon prints of cel­eb­rated paint­ings have been ad­ded, the class pic­ture be­ing the most im­port­ant and cost­ing in the neigh­bour­hood of $100; this is the hunt­ing scene of Ruys­dael. Some of the oth­ers are The Parthen­on, The Im­macu­late Con­cep­tion by Mur­illo, and The Al­leg­or­ie du Prin­temps by Bot­ti­celli. Many valu­able spe­ci­mens have been ad­ded to the mu­seum: among these are min­er­als, an­im­als and ve­get­able products, and man­u­fac­tured art­icles from abroad il­lus­trat­ive of the habits and cus­toms of for­eign­ers.”

			

			I give this page in full be­cause it was af­ter­wards to have im­port­ance, though at the time I glanced at it only care­lessly. But I re­mem­ber that I spec­u­lated on the lec­ture by the Rev. I. R. Glass about “Fools,” that I ad­mired a con­test so widely ex­ten­ded as to em­brace ora­tion, par­lia­ment­ary us­age and ath­let­ics, that I liked very much the “class Ruys­dael,” “cost­ing in the neigh­bour­hood of $100,” and the “man­u­fac­tured art­icles from abroad, il­lus­trat­ive of the habits and cus­toms of for­eign­ers.”

			Nikitin came up to me. “Will you please set off at once with Mr. to Vu­latch?” he said. “Find there Col­on­el Max­imoff and get dir­ect or­ders from him. Re­turn as soon as pos­sible. They say we’re not likely to have wounded un­til late this af­ter­noon—a good thing as a lot wants do­ing to this place. Hasten, Ivan An­dreievitch. No time to lose.”

			Vu­latch was a little town situ­ated ten versts to our right in the Forest. I had heard of its strange po­s­i­tion be­fore, quite a town and yet ly­ing in the very heart of the Forest, as though it had been the set­tle­ment of some early col­on­ists. It had run­ning through it a good high road, but oth­er­wise was far re­moved from the out­er world. It had dur­ing the war been twice bom­barded and was now, I be­lieved, ruined and deser­ted. For the mo­ment it was the headquar­ters of the Sixty-Fifth Staff. I was frankly frightened of go­ing alone with Trenchard—frightened both of my­self and of him. I told him and without a word he went with me. When we star­ted off in the wag­on I looked at him. He was sit­ting on the straw, very quietly, his hands fol­ded, look­ing in front of him. He seemed older: the sen­ti­ment­al na­iv­ete that had been al­ways in his face seemed now en­tirely to have left him. He had al­ways looked be­fore as though he wanted someone to help him out of a po­s­i­tion that was too dif­fi­cult for him; now he was alone in a world where no one could reach him. Dur­ing the whole drive to Vu­latch we ex­changed no word. The sound of the can­non was dis­tant but in­cess­ant, and strangely, as it seemed to me, we were alone. Once and again sol­diers passed us, some­times wag­ons with kit­chens or pro­vi­sions met us on the road, some­times groups of men were wait­ing by the road­side, once we saw them set­ting up tele­graph wires, once a des­ol­ate band of Aus­tri­an pris­on­ers crossed our path, twice wag­ons with wounded rumbled along—but for the most part we were alone. We were out of the main track of the battle. It was as though the Forest had ar­ranged this that it might the more im­press us. Our road, al­though it was the high road, was rough and un­even and we ad­vanced slowly: with every step that the horses took I was the more con­scious of a sin­is­ter and ma­lign in­flu­ence. I know how eas­ily one’s nerves can lend at­mo­sphere to some­thing that is in it­self in­no­cent and harm­less enough, but it must be re­membered that (at this time), in spite of what had happened yes­ter­day, neither Trenchard’s nerves nor mine were strained. My sen­sa­tion must, I think, have closely re­sembled the feel­ings of a diver who, for the first time, des­cends be­low the wa­ter. I had nev­er felt any­thing like this be­fore and there was quite def­in­itely about my eyes, my nose, my mouth, a feel­ing of suf­foc­a­tion. I can only say that it was ex­actly as though I were breath­ing in an at­mo­sphere that was strange to me. This may have been partly the ef­fect of the sun that was beat­ing down very strongly upon us, but it was also, curi­ously enough, the res­ult of some dim­ness that ob­scured the dir­ect path of one’s vis­ion. On every side of our rough forest road there were black cav­ernous spaces set here and there like caves between sheets of burn­ing sun­light. In­to these caves one’s gaze simply could not pen­et­rate, and the light and dark­ness shif­ted about one with ex­actly the ef­fect of stir­ring, sway­ing wa­ter. Al­though the way was quite clear and the road broad I felt as though at any mo­ment our ad­vance would be stopped by an im­pen­et­rable bar­ri­er, a bar­ri­er of bristled thick­ets, of an iron wall, of a sud­den, fathom­less pre­cip­ice. Of course to both Trenchard and my­self there were, dur­ing this drive, thoughts of his dream. We both re­cog­nized, al­though at this time we did not speak of it, that this was the very place that had now grown so vivid to us. “Ah, this is how it looks in sun­light!” I would think to my­self, hav­ing seen it al­ways in the early morn­ing and cold. Be­hind me the long white house, the hunters, the dogs. … No, they were not here in the burn­ing suf­foc­at­ing sun­light, but they would come—they would come!

			The mono­tony of the place em­phas­ised its vast­ness. It was not, I sup­pose, a great Forest, but today it seemed as though we were wind­ing fur­ther and fur­ther, through labyrinth after labyrinth of cloud­ing ob­scur­ity, wind­ing to­wards some des­tin­a­tion from which we could nev­er again es­cape. Pum—pum—pum, whispered the can­non; Whirr—whirr—whirr, the shad­owy trem­bling back­ground echoed. Then with a sud­den lift­ing of the cur­tain Vu­latch was re­vealed to us. Ruined towns and vil­lages were, by this time, no new sight to me, but this place was dif­fer­ent from any­thing that I had ever seen be­fore. From the bend of the little hill we looked down upon it and the sight of it made me shud­der. It was the dead­est place, the dead­est place in the world—all white un­der the sun it lay there like the bleached bones of some an­im­al picked clean long ago by the birds.

			Not a sound came from it, not a move­ment could be dis­cerned in it. I could see, stand­ing out straight from the heart of it, what must have been once a fine church. It had had four green tur­rets perched like little green bubbles on white towers; three of these were still there, and between them stood the white husk of the place; from where we watched we could see little fires of blue light spark­ling like jew­els between the holes. Over it all was a strange metal­lic glit­ter as though we were see­ing through glass, glass shaded very faintly green. Un­der this green shad­ow, which seemed very gently to stain the air, the town was in­deed like a lost city be­neath the sea. Catch­ing our breaths we plunged down in­to the fant­ast­ic depths. …

			As we des­cen­ded the hill we were sur­prised by the si­lence—not a soul to be seen. We had ex­pec­ted to find the place filled with the sol­diers of the Sixty-Fifth Di­vi­sion. Our driver on this day was the man Nikolai whom I have men­tioned be­fore as at­tach­ing him­self from the very be­gin­ning to Trenchard’s ser­vice. He had been Trenchard’s un­of­fi­cial ser­vant now for a long time, say­ing very little, al­ways suc­ceed­ing, in some quiet fash­ion of his own, in ac­com­pa­ny­ing Trenchard on his ex­ped­i­tions. Nikolai was one of the quietest hu­man be­ings I have ever known. His charm­ing ugly face was in re­pose a little gloomy, not thought­ful so much as ex­pect­ant, dreamy per­haps but also very prac­tic­al and unideal­ist­ic. His smile changed all that; in a mo­ment his face was merry, even good-hu­mouredly ma­li­cious, sus­pi­cious, and a little iron­ic­al. He had the thick stol­id body of the Rus­si­an peas­ant who is trained to any en­dur­ance, any mis­for­tune that God might choose to send it. His at­tach­ment to Trenchard had been so un­ob­trus­ive that Mo­lo­zov had of­fi­cially per­mit­ted it without real­ising that he had per­mit­ted any­thing. It was so un­ob­trus­ive that I my­self had not, dur­ing these last weeks, no­ticed it. Today I saw Nikolai glance many times at Trenchard. His eyes were anxious and in­quir­ing; he looked at him rather as a dog may look at his mas­ter, al­though there was here no dumb sub­mis­sion, nor any sen­ti­ment­al weak­ness. … I should rather say that Nikolai looked at Trenchard as one free man may look at an­oth­er. “What is the mat­ter with you?” his eyes seemed to say. “But I know … a ter­rible thing has happened to you. At any rate I am here to be of any use that I can.”

			“Nikolai,” I said, “why is there no one here?”

			“Ne mogoo zn­at, your Hon­our.”

			“Well, the first sol­dier you see you must ask.”

			“Tak totchno.”

			“Who said you were to drive us?”

			“Vladi­mir Stepan­ovitch, your Hon­our.”

			“Are you go­ing to re­main with us?”

			“Tak totchno.”

			His eyes res­ted for a mo­ment on Trenchard, then he turned to his horses.

			We were en­ter­ing the town now and it did, in­deed, present to us a scene of des­per­ate des­ol­a­tion. The place had been ori­gin­ally built in rising tiers on the side of the val­ley, and the prin­cip­al street had lead­ing out of it, up the hill, steps rising to bal­conied houses that com­manded a view of the op­pos­ite hill. Al­most every house in this street was in ru­ins; some­times the ru­ins were com­plete—only an isol­ated chim­ney of broken stone wall re­main­ing, some­times the shell was stand­ing, the win­dows boarded up with wood, some­times al­most the whole build­ing was there, a gap­ing space in the roof the only sign of des­ol­a­tion. And there re­mained the iron­ic­al signs of its earli­er life. Many of the build­ings had their titles still upon them. In one place I saw the blackened and al­most il­legible plate of a law­yer, in an­oth­er a large still fresh-look­ing ad­vert­ise­ment of a dent­ist, here there was the large let­ter­ing “To­bac­con­ist,” there upon a trem­bling wall the tattered re­mains of an an­nounce­ment of a sale of fur­niture. Once, most iron­ic­al of all, a gap­ing and smoke-stained build­ing showed the half-torn rem­nant of a cine­ma­to­graph pic­ture, a fat gen­tle­man in a bowl­er hat en­ter­ing with a lady on either arm a gaily painted res­taur­ant. Over this, in big let­ters, the word “farce.”

			Al­though we saw no sol­diers we were not en­tirely alone. In and out of the sunny cav­erns, ap­pear­ing out­lined against the dark­ness, van­ish­ing in a sud­den blaze of light, were shad­ows of the cit­izens of Vu­latch. They seemed to me, without ex­cep­tion, to be Jews. From most of the Galician towns and vil­lages the Jews had been ex­pelled—here they only, ap­par­ently, had been left. Of wo­men I saw scarcely any—old men, with long dirty black or grizzled beards, yel­low skins, peaked black caps, and filthy black gowns clutched about their thin bod­ies. They watched us, si­lently, omin­ously, ma­li­ciously. They crept from door to door, stole up the stone steps and van­ished, ap­peared, as it seemed, right be­neath our horses’ feet and dis­ap­peared. If we caught them with our eyes they bowed with a loath­some, trem­bling sub­ser­vi­ence. There were many little Jew­ish chil­dren, with glit­ter­ing eyes, na­ked feet, bare scrubby heads and white faces. Nikolai at length caught an old man and asked him where the sol­diers were. The old man replied in very tol­er­able Rus­si­an that all the sol­diers had gone last night—not one of them re­mained—but he be­lieved that some more were shortly to ar­rive. They were al­ways com­ing and go­ing, he said.

			We stayed where we were, un­der the blaz­ing sun, and held coun­cil. In every door­way, in every shad­ow, there were eyes watch­ing us. The whole town was over­weighted, over­whelmed by the brood­ing Forest. From where we stood I could see it rising on every side of us like a trem­bling, threat­en­ing green wave; in the furi­ous heat of the sun the white ru­ins seemed to jump and leap.

			“Well,” I said to Trenchard, “what’s to be done?”

			He pulled him­self back from his thoughts.

			He had been sit­ting in the cart, quite mo­tion­less, his face white and hid­den, as though he slept. He raised his tired, heavy eyes to my face.

			“Do?” he said.

			“Yes,” I answered im­pa­tiently. “Didn’t you hear what Nikolai said? There are no sol­diers here. We can’t find Max­imoff be­cause he isn’t here. We must go back, I sup­pose.”

			“Very well,” he answered in­dif­fer­ently.

			“I’m not go­ing back,” I said, “un­til I’ve had some­thing to drink—tea or cof­fee. I won­der wheth­er there’s any­thing here—any place we could go to.”

			Nikolai in­quired. Old Shylock poin­ted with his bony fin­ger down the street.

			“Very fine res­taur­ant there,” he said.

			“Will you come and see?” I asked Trenchard.

			“Very well,” said Trenchard.

			I told Nikolai to stay there and wait for us. I walked down the street, fol­lowed by Trenchard. I found on my left, at the top of a little flight of steps, a house that was for the most part un­touched by the gen­er­al hav­oc around and about it. The lower win­dows were cracked and the door open and gap­ing, but there stood, quite bravely with new paint, the word “Res­tor­a­tion” on the lin­tel and there were even cur­tains about the up­per win­dows. Passing through the door we found a room de­cently clean, and be­hind the little bar a stout red-faced Galician in white shirt and grey trousers, a cit­izen of the nor­mal world. We were just then his only cus­tom­ers. We asked him for tea and sat down at a little table in the corner of the room. He did not talk to us but stood in his place hum­ming cheer­fully to him­self and clean­ing glasses. He was a rogue, I thought, look­ing at his little eyes, but at any rate a merry rogue; he cer­tainly had kept off from him the gen­er­al death and des­ol­a­tion that had over­whelmed his neigh­bours. I sat op­pos­ite to Trenchard and wondered what to say to him. His ex­pres­sion had nev­er var­ied. As I looked at him I could not but think of the strength of his eyes, of his mouth, the quiet con­cen­tra­tion of his hands … a dif­fer­ent fig­ure from the smil­ing un­cer­tain man on the Pet­ro­grad sta­tion—how many years ago?

			Our tea was brought to us. Then quite sud­denly Trenchard said to me:

			“Did she say any­thing be­fore she died?”

			“No,” I answered quietly. “She died in­stantly, they told me.”

			“How ex­actly was she killed?”

			His eyes watched my face without fal­ter, clearly, gravely, stead­fastly.

			“She was killed by a bul­let. Stepped out from be­hind her shel­ter and it happened at once. She can have suffered noth­ing.”

			“And Semy­onov let her?”

			“He could not have pre­ven­ted it. It might have happened to any­one.”

			“I would have pre­ven­ted it,” he said, nod­ding his head gravely.

			He was si­lent for a little; then with a sud­den jerk he said:

			“Where has she gone?”

			“Gone?” I re­peated stu­pidly after him.

			“Yes—that’s not death—to go like that. She must be some­where still—some­where in this beastly forest. What—af­ter­wards—when you saw her—what? … her face? …”

			“She looked very peace­ful—quite happy.”

			“No rest­less­ness in her face? No anxi­ety?”

			“None.”

			“But all that life—that en­ergy. It can’t have stopped. Quite sud­denly. It can’t. She can’t have wanted not to know all those things that she was so eager about be­fore.” He was sud­denly vol­uble, ex­cited, lean­ing for­ward, star­ing at me. “You know how she was. You must have seen it num­bers of times—how she nev­er looked at any of us really, how we were none of us—no, not even Semy­onov—any­thing to her really; al­ways star­ing past us, want­ing to know the an­swer to ques­tions that we couldn’t solve for her. She wouldn’t give it all up simply for noth­ing, simply for a bul­let …” he broke off.

			“Look here, Trenchard,” I said, “try not to think of her just now more than you can help, just now. We’re in for a stiff time, I be­lieve. This will be our last easy af­ter­noon, I fancy, and even now we ought to be back help­ing Nikitin. You’ve got to work all you know. One’s nerves get wrong eas­ily enough in a place like this—and after what has happened I feel this damned Forest already. But we mustn’t let our nerves go. We’ve simply got to work and think about noth­ing at all—think about noth­ing at all.”

			I don’t be­lieve that he heard me.

			“Semy­onov?” he said slowly. “What did he do?”

			“He was very quiet,” I answered. “He didn’t say any­thing. He looked aw­ful.”

			“Yes. She snapped her fin­gers at him any­way. He couldn’t keep her for all his bul­ly­ing.”

			“It pretty well killed him,” I said rather fiercely. “Look here, Trenchard. Don’t think of your­self—or of her. Every­one’s in it now. There isn’t any per­son­al­ity about it. We’ve simply got to do our best and not think about it. It’s think­ing that beats one if one lets it.”

			“Semy­onov … Semy­onov,” he re­peated to him­self, smil­ing. “No, he had not power over her.” Then look­ing at me very calmly, he re­marked: “This Death, you know, Dur­ward. … It simply doesn’t ex­ist. It can’t stop her. It can’t stop any­one if they’re de­term­ined. I’ll find her be­fore Semy­onov does, too.”

			Then, as though he had waked from sleep, he said to me, his voice trem­bling a little: “Am I talk­ing queerly, Dur­ward? If I am, don’t think any­thing of it. It’s this heat—and this place. Let’s get back.” He only spoke once more. He said: “Do you re­mem­ber that first drive—ages ago, when we saw the trenches and heard the frogs and I thought there was someone there?”

			“Yes,” I said. “I re­mem­ber.”

			“Well, it’s rather like that now, isn’t it?”

			A pretty girl, twenty-two or twenty-three years of age, ob­vi­ously the daugh­ter of the red-faced pro­pri­et­or, came up to us and asked us if we would like any more tea. She would be stout later on, her red cheeks were plump and her black hair ar­ranged coquet­tishly in little shin­ing curls. She smiled on us.

			“No more tea?” she said.

			“No more,” I answered.

			“You will not be stay­ing here?”

			“Not to­night.”

			“We have a nice room here.”

			“No, thank you.”

			“Per­haps one of you—”

			“No. We are re­turn­ing to­night.”

			“Per­haps, for an hour or two.” Then smil­ing at me and laugh­ing a little, “I have known many of­ficers … very many.”

			“No, thank you,” I said sternly.

			“I have a sis­ter,” she said. She turned, cry­ing: “Mar­ie, Mar­ie!”

			A little girl, who could not have been more than four­teen years of age, ap­peared from the back­ground. She also was red-cheeked and plump; her hair also was ar­ranged in black, shin­ing curls. She stood look­ing at us, half smil­ing, half de­fi­ant, suck­ing her fin­ger.

			“She also has known of­ficers,” said the girl. “She would be very glad, if you cared—”

			I heard their fath­er be­hind the bar hum­ming to him­self.

			“Come out of this!” I said to Trenchard. “Come away!”

			He fol­lowed me quietly, bow­ing very po­litely to the star­ing sis­ters. …

			“Go on,” I said to Nikolai. “Drive on. No time to waste. We’ve got work to do.”

			On our re­turn we found that the press of work was not as yet severe. Half the build­ing be­longed to us, the re­main­ing half be­ing used by the of­ficers of the bat­tery. Nikitin had ar­ranged a large room, that must I think have been a din­ing-room in hap­pi­er days, with beds; to the right was the op­er­at­ing-room, over­head were our bed­rooms and the room where ori­gin­ally I had sat with Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was a gen­er­al meet­ing place. The of­ficers of the bat­tery, two middle-aged and two very young in­deed, were ex­tremely cour­teous and begged us to make use of them in any way pos­sible. They were liv­ing in the ragged­est fash­ion, a week’s growth of beard on their chins, their beds un­made, the floor littered with ends of ci­gar­ettes, pieces of pa­per, journ­als.

			“Been here weeks,” they apo­lo­get­ic­ally ex­plained to us. “Come in and have a meal with us whenev­er you like.” They re­sembled an­im­als in a cave. When they were not on duty they played chemin-de-fer and slept. Mean­while for three days and nights our work was slight. The battle drew fur­ther away in­to the Forest. Wag­ons with wounded came to us only at long in­ter­vals.

			The res­ult of these three days was a strange new in­tim­acy between the four of us. I have nev­er in all my life seen any­thing more charm­ing than the be­ha­viour of Nikitin and An­drey Vassilievitch to Trenchard. There is some­thing about Rus­si­an kind­ness that is both sim­pler and more tact­ful than any oth­er kind­ness in the world. Tact is too of­ten an­oth­er name for in­sin­cer­ity, but Rus­si­an kind­hearted­ness is the most hon­est im­pulse in the Rus­si­an soul, the qual­ity that comes first, be­fore an­ger, be­fore in­justice, be­fore pre­ju­dice, be­fore slander, be­fore dis­loy­alty, and over­rides them all. They were, of course, con­scious that Trenchard’s case was worse than their own. Mar­ie Ivan­ovna’s death had shocked them, but she had been out­side their lives and already she was fad­ing from them. Trenchard was an­oth­er mat­ter. Nikitin seemed to me for the first time in my know­ledge of him to come down from his ideal­ist­ic dream­ing. He cared for Trenchard like a child, but nev­er ob­trus­ively. Trenchard seemed to ap­pre­ci­ate it, but there was some­thing about him that I did not like. His nerves were tensely strained, he did his work with his eyes fixed upon some im­possible dis­tance, he of­ten did not hear us when we spoke to him.

			And so the three of us formed a kind of hedge about him to pro­tect him, a hedge of which he was per­fectly un­con­scious. He was very si­lent and I would have giv­en a great deal to hear again one of those Gle­beshire stor­ies that I had once found so tire­some. That some plan or pur­pose was in his head one could not doubt.

			We had, all of us, much in com­mon in our char­ac­ters. We liked the sen­ti­ment­al easy col­oured view of life. We sud­denly felt a strange free­dom here in this place. For my­self, on the third day, I found that Mar­ie Ivan­ovna was most strangely present with me, and on the af­ter­noon of that day, our wounded quiet on their beds, our wag­ons sent in­to the tent with no pro­spect of their re­turn for sev­er­al hours, we sat to­geth­er, Nikitin, An­drey Vassilievitch and I, look­ing out through a break in the garden to­wards the Forest, and talked about her. The weath­er was now very heavy—cer­tainly a thun­der­storm was com­ing. I was also weighted down by an in­tense de­sire for sleep, at the same time know­ing that if I were to fling my­self on my bed sleep would not come to me. This is an ex­per­i­ence that is not un­usu­al at the Front, and of­ficers have told me that in the middle of a battle when there comes a sud­den lull, their long­ing for sleep has been so over­power­ing that no im­min­ent danger could lift it from their eyes.

			We sat there then and talked in low voices of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. I was aware of the buzz­ing of the flies, of the dull yel­low light bey­ond the win­dows, of the Forest crouch­ing a little as it seemed to me like a creature who ex­pects a blow. We were all half asleep per­haps, the room dark be­hind us, and we talked of her as we might talk of a pic­ture, a book, an ex­per­i­ence ended and dis­missed—some­thing out­side our present af­fairs. And yet I knew that for me at any rate she was not out­side them. I felt as though at any mo­ment she might enter the room. We dis­cussed her aloof­ness, her sud­den hap­pi­ness and her sud­den dis­tress, her in­timacies and with­draw­als, Nikitin and An­drey Vassilievitch slowly elab­or­at­ing her in­to a high ro­mantic fig­ure. Be­hind her, be­hind all our thoughts of her, there was the pres­ence of Semy­onov. Noth­ing was stranger dur­ing our time here than the way that Semy­onov had al­ways kept us com­pany.

			Our con­scious­ness of re­lief from him had be­gun it. We had been more un­der his in­flu­ence than any of us had cared to con­fess and, in his pres­ence, had checked our nat­ur­al im­pulses. I also was strongly aware of him through Trenchard. Trenchard seemed now to have a hor­ror of him that could be ex­plained only by the fact that he held him re­spons­ible for Mar­ie Ivan­ovna’s death. It’s a good thing, I thought to my­self, that Semy­onov’s not here.

			These hours of wait­ing, when there was noth­ing to do, was bad for all our nerves. Upon this af­ter­noon I re­mem­ber that after a time si­lence fell between us. We were all star­ing in front of us, see­ing pic­tures of oth­er places and oth­er people. I was aware, as I al­ways was, of the Forest, see­ing it shine with its sin­is­ter green haze, see­ing the white bleached town, the huddled vil­la­gers wait­ing for their food, but see­ing yet more vividly the deep si­lences, the dark hol­lows, the si­lent av­en­ues of sil­ver birch. Against this were the fig­ures of the people who were dear to me. It is strange how war se­lects and brings for­ward as one’s etern­al com­pany the one or two souls who have been of im­port­ance in one’s life. One knows then, in those long, long threat­en­ing pauses, when the battle seems to gath­er it­self to­geth­er be­fore it thun­ders its next smash­ing blow, those who are one’s true com­pan­ions. Cer­tain Eng­lish fig­ures were now with me out­lined against the Forest—and joined to­geth­er with them Mar­ie Ivan­ovna as I had last seen her, turn­ing round to me by the door and smil­ing upon me. I did truth­fully feel, as Trenchard had said to me, that she was not dead; I sat, star­ing be­fore me, con­jur­ing her to ap­pear. The oth­ers also sat there, star­ing in front of them. Were they also sum­mon­ing some fig­ure? I knew, as though An­drey Vassilievitch had told me, that he was think­ing of his wife. And Nikitin? …

			He sat there, ly­ing back on the old sofa that Mar­ie had used, his black beard, his long limbs, his dark eyes giv­ing him the col­our of some East­ern ma­gi­cian. He did in­deed, with his in­tense, ab­sorbed gaze, seem to be cast­ing a spell. As I looked An­drey Vassilievitch caught his glance—they ex­changed the strangest flash—some­thing that was in­tim­ate and yet for­eign, some­thing ap­peal­ing and yet hos­tile. It was as though An­drey Vassilievitch had said: “I know you are think­ing of her. Leave her to me,” and Nikitin had replied: “My poor friend. What can you do? … I do as I please.”

			I know at least that I saw An­drey Vassilievitch frown, make as though he would get up and leave the room, then think bet­ter of it, and sink back in­to his chair.

			I re­mem­ber that just at that mo­ment Trenchard entered. He joined us and sat on the sofa near Nikitin without speak­ing, star­ing in front of him like the rest of us. His face was tired and old, his cheeks hol­low.

			I waited and the si­lence began to get on my nerves. Then there came an in­ter­rup­tion. The door opened quite si­lently: we all turned our eyes to­wards it without mov­ing our heads. In the door­way stood Semy­onov.

			We were startled as though by a ghost. I re­mem­ber that An­drey Vassilievitch jumped to his feet, cry­ing. Trenchard nev­er moved. Semy­onov with his usu­al stol­id self-pos­ses­sion came to­wards us, greeted us, then turn­ing to me said:

			“I’ve come to take your place, Ivan An­dreievitch.”

			“My place?” I stammered.

			“Yes. You’re wanted there. You’re to re­turn at once in the britch­ka. … In half an hour, if you don’t mind.”

			“And you’ll stay?”

			“And I’ll stay.”

			No one else said any­thing. I re­mem­ber that I had some half-in­ten­tion of protest­ing, of beg­ging to be al­lowed to re­main. But I was no match for Semy­onov. I could fancy the fu­til­ity of my say­ing: “But really, Alexei Pet­ro­vitch, we don’t want you here. It’s much bet­ter to leave me. You’ll up­set them all. It’s a nervous place, this.” I said noth­ing, ex­cept: “All right. I’ll go.” He watched me. He watched us all. I fancy that he smiled.

			Out­side I had a des­per­ate ab­surd thought that I would re­turn and ask him to be kind to Trenchard. As I turned away someone seemed to whis­per in my ear:

			“He’s come, you know, to find Mar­ie Ivan­ovna.”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Four?

			
			Be­fore I give the ex­tracts from Trenchard’s di­ary that fol­low I would like to say that I do not be­lieve that Trenchard had any thought whatever, as he wrote, of pub­lic­a­tion. He says quite clearly that he wrote simply for his own sat­is­fac­tion and later in­terest. At the same time I am con­vinced that he would not now ob­ject to their pub­lic­a­tion. If he had been here he would, I know, have sup­por­ted my in­ten­tion. The di­ary lies be­fore me, here on my table, writ­ten in two yel­low, stiff-covered ma­nu­script books without lines. They are writ­ten very un­evenly and un­ti­dily, with very few eras­ures, but at times in­co­her­ently and with gaps. In one place he has cut from the news­pa­per Rupert Brooke’s son­net, be­gin­ning:

			
				
					“Blow out, you Bugles, over the rich Dead!”
				

			

			and pas­ted it on to the blank page.

			At times he sticks on to the oth­er pages news­pa­per de­scrip­tions that have pleased him. His own de­scrip­tions of the Forest seem to me in­flu­enced by my talks with him, and I re­mem­ber that it was Nikitin who spoke of the light like a glass ball and of the green-like wa­ter. For the most part he ex­hib­its, from the be­gin­ning of the di­ary to the end, ex­treme prac­tic­al com­mon sense and he makes, I fancy, a very strong ef­fort to re­cord quite simply and even na­ively the truth as he sees it. At oth­er times he is quite frankly in­co­her­ent. …

			I will give, on an­oth­er page, my im­pres­sion of him when I saw him on my re­turn to the Forest. I am, of course, in no way re­spons­ible for in­con­sist­en­cies or ir­rel­ev­ances. He had kept a di­ary since his first com­ing to the war and I have already giv­en some ex­tracts from it. The earli­er di­ary, in one place only, namely his ac­count of his ad­ven­ture dur­ing his night with Nikitin, is of the full de­script­ive or­der. That one oc­ca­sion I have already quoted in its en­tirety. With that ex­cep­tion the early di­ary is brief and con­cerned only with the dry­est re­cit­al of events. After the death of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, how­ever, its char­ac­ter en­tirely changes for reas­ons which he him­self shows. I would have ex­pec­ted per­haps a cer­tain solem­nity or even pom­pos­ity in the style of it; he had nev­er a strong sense of hu­mour. But I find it writ­ten in the very simplest fash­ion; words here and there are mis­spelt and his hand­writ­ing is large and round like a school­boy’s.

			
				Thursday, Ju­ly 29th. I in­tend to write this di­ary with great full­ness for two reas­ons—in the first place be­cause I can see that it is of the greatest im­port­ance, if one is to get through this busi­ness prop­erly, to leave no hours empty. The try­ing thing in this af­fair is hav­ing noth­ing to do—noth­ing one can pos­sibly do. They all, of­ficers, sol­diers, from Nikolai Nikolaievitch to my Nikolai here, will tell you that. No empty hours for me if I can help it. … Secondly, I really do wish to re­cord ex­actly my ex­per­i­ences here. I am per­fectly aware that when I’m out of it all, when it’s even a day’s march be­hind me, I shall re­gard it as frankly in­cred­ible—not the thing it­self but the way I felt about it. When I come out of it in­to the world again I shall be over­whelmed with oth­er people’s im­pres­sions of it, people far cleverer than I. There will be bril­liant de­scrip­tions of battles, of what it feels like to be un­der fire, of marches, vic­tor­ies, re­treats, wounds, death—everything. I shall for­get what my own little tiny piece of it was like—and I don’t want to for­get. I want in­tensely to re­mem­ber the truth al­ways, be­cause the truth is bound up with Mar­ie, and Mar­ie with the truth. Why need I be shy now about her? Why should I hes­it­ate, un­der the fear of my own later timid­ity, of say­ing ex­actly now what I feel? God knows what I do feel! I am con­fused, half-numb, half-dead, I be­lieve, with mo­ments of fiery bit­ing real­isa­tion. I’m neither sad, nor happy—only breath­lessly ex­pect­ant. The only ad­ven­ture I have ever had in my life is not—no, it is not—yet ended. And I know that Mar­ie could not have left me like that, without a word, un­less she were re­turn­ing or were go­ing to send for me.

				Mean­while today a beastly thing has happened, a thing that will make life much harder for me here. All the morn­ing there was work. Band­aged twenty—had fifty in al­to­geth­er—sent thirty-four on, kept the rest. Two died dur­ing the morn­ing. This isn’t really a good place to be, it’s so hemmed in with trees. We ought to be some­where more open. The Forest is un­healthy, too. There’s been fight­ing in and out of it al­most since the war began—it can’t be healthy. In this hot weath­er the place smells. … Then there are the Flies. I write them with a cap­it­al let­ter be­cause I’ve got to keep my head about the Flies. Does any­one at home or away from this in­fernal strip of fight­ing real­ise what flies are? Of course one’s read of the trop­ic­al sorts, all red and sting­ing, or white and bloated—what you like, evil and hor­rid, but these here are just the or­din­ary house­hold kind. Quite or­din­ary, but sheets, walls of them. I came in­to the little lar­der place near our sit­ting-room this morn­ing. I thought they’d painted the walls black dur­ing the night. Then, at my tak­ing the cov­er off some sug­ar, it was ex­actly as though the walls hovered and then fell in­ward break­ing in­to black dust as they fell. They’ll cluster over a drop of wine on the table just like an evil black flower with grey petals. With one’s body they can play tricks bey­ond be­lief. They laugh at one, hov­er­ing at a dis­tance, wait­ing. They watch one with their wicked little eyes … yes, I shall have to be care­ful about flies.

				I’ve had a head­ache all day, but then in the af­ter­noon there was a thun­der­storm hov­er­ing some­where near and there was no work to do. I feel tired, too, and yet I can’t sleep. Later in the af­ter­noon we were all sit­ting to­geth­er, very quiet, not talk­ing. I was think­ing about Semy­onov then. I wondered wheth­er he felt her death. How had he taken it? Dur­ward would tell me so little. I was so glad, all the same, that he wasn’t here. And yet, in the strangest way, I would like to have spoken to him, to have asked him, if I had dared, a little about her. He was the only man to whom she really gave her­self. I don’t grudge him that—but there’s so much that I want to know—and yet I’d die rather than ask him. Die! That’s an old phrase now—death would tell me much more than Semy­onov ever could. Just when we were sit­ting there he came in. It was the most hor­rible shock. I don’t want to put it me­lo­dra­mat­ic­ally but that was ex­actly what it was. I had been think­ing of him, think­ing even of speak­ing to him, but I had known at the time that he wasn’t here, that he couldn’t be here—then there he was in the door­way—square and sol­id and grave and scorn­ful. Now the hor­rible thing is that the mo­ment I real­ised him I felt afraid. I didn’t feel an­ger or hatred or fine de­sires for re­venge—any­thing like that—simply a miser­able con­tempt­ible fear. It seems that as soon as I climb out of one fear I tumble in­to an­oth­er. They are not phys­ic­al now, but worse!

				Later. The last bit seems rather silly. But I’ll leave it. … As to Semy­onov. Of course he was very quiet and scorn­ful with all of us. He told Dur­ward that he’d come to take his place and Dur­ward went without a word, Semy­onov went off then with Nikitin, look­ing about, and mak­ing sug­ges­tions! He changed some things but not very much. We had been pretty in­tim­ate, all of us, be­fore he came. I had really felt this last day that Vladi­mir Stepan­ovitch and An­drey Vassilievitch were un­der­stood by me. Rus­si­ans come and go so. At one mo­ment they are close to you, in­tim­ate, open­hearted, then sud­denly they shut up, are miles away, look at you with dis­trust and sus­pi­cion. So with these two. On Semy­onov’s ar­rival they changed ab­so­lutely. He shut them up of course. We were all as gloomy at sup­per as though we were deadly en­emies. But the worst thing was at night. Dur­ward and I had slept in one little room, Vladi­mir Stepan­ovitch and An­drey Vassilievitch in an­oth­er. Of course Semy­onov took Dur­ward’s bed. There was nowhere else for him to go. I don’t know what he thought about it. Of course he said noth­ing. He talked a little about or­din­ary things and I answered stu­pidly as I al­ways do with him. I hated the sol­emn way he un­dressed. He was a long time clean­ing his teeth, mak­ing noises in his mouth as though he were laugh­ing at me. Then he sat on his bed, na­ked ex­cept for his shirt, comb­ing his mous­tache and beard very care­fully with a pock­et-comb. He was so thick and sol­id and scorn­ful, not look­ing at me ex­actly, just star­ing in front of him. There was no sound ex­cept his comb scrap­ing through his beard. The room was so small and he seemed ab­so­lutely to fill it, so that I felt really flattened against the wall. It was as though he were show­ing me de­lib­er­ately how much finer a man he was than I, how much stronger his body, that he could do any­thing with me if he liked. He asked me, very po­litely, wheth­er I’d mind blow­ing out the candle and I did it at once. He watched me as I walked across the floor and I felt ashamed of my thin­ness and my ugli­ness and I know that he knew that I was ashamed. After the light was blown out I heard him settle in­to his bed with a great heavy plop. I couldn’t sleep for a long time, and at every move­ment that he made I felt as though he were laugh­ing at me. And yet with all this I had also the strangest im­pulse to get up, there in the dark, to walk across the room, to put my hand on his shoulder and to ask him about her. What would he do? He’d re­fuse to speak, I sup­pose. I should only get in­sul­ted—and yet. … He must be think­ing of her—all the time just as I am. He must want to talk of her and I know her bet­ter than any­one else did. And per­haps if I once broke down his pride … and yet every time that his body moved and the bed creaked I felt that I hated him, that I nev­er wanted to speak to him again, that. … Oh! but I’m ashamed of my­self. He is right to des­pise me. …

				Sat­urday, Ju­ly 31st. It is just mid­night. I am on duty to­night. Everything is quiet and there are not likely I think to be any more wounded un­til the morn­ing. I am sit­ting in the room where they brought Mar­ie. It’s strange to think of that, and when you’re sit­ting with a candle in a dark room you can ima­gine any­thing. It’s odd in this af­fair how little things af­fect one. There’s a book here, a “Re­port on New Mex­ico.” I looked at it idly the oth­er day and now I’m forever pick­ing it up. It al­ways opens at the same page and I find my­self think­ing, spec­u­lat­ing about it in a ri­dicu­lous man­ner. I shall throw the thing away to­mor­row, but I know the page by heart any­way. It’s an ac­count of the work of some school or oth­er. Here are a few of the lec­tures that were giv­en:

				
					Mr. Fred A. Bush. What the Com­munity owes the News­pa­per and what the News­pa­per owes the Com­munity.—Rev. I. R. Glass. Fools.—Hon. W. T. Cessna. Don’t Pay too dearly for the Whistle.—Prof. Wel­ling­ton Put­man. Rip van Winkle.—Rev. R. S. Han­shaw. The Mind’s Pic­ture Gal­lery.

				

				Then they ac­ted Oth­ello—The “Nor­mal Stu­dents,” who­ever they may be. Oth­ello, E. F. Dun­lavey. Iago—Douglas Gif­fard. Des­de­mona—Car­rie White­hill. Emil­ia—Gussie Rodgers. … Af­ter­wards I see that Miss Gussie Rodgers gave a lec­ture on the Anglo-Sax­on in Lit­er­at­ure. She must have been a clev­er young wo­man. Then I see that they dec­or­ated one of their rooms with “a large num­ber of car­bon prints of cel­eb­rated paint­ings,” “the class pic­ture be­ing the most im­port­ant and cost­ing in the neigh­bour­hood of $100—this is the hunt­ing scene of Ruys­dael. …” Also they ad­ded to their Mu­seum “man­u­fac­tured art­icles from abroad il­lus­trat­ive of the habits and cus­toms of for­eign­ers.”

				Now isn’t that all in­cred­ible after the day that I’ve had? Where do the things join? What’s all that got to do with the hor­rors I’ve been through today, with the Forest, the chol­era, Mar­ie, Semy­onov. … With all that’s hap­pen­ing in Europe? With this mad earth­quake of a cata­strophe? And yet one thinks of such silly things. I can see them do­ing Oth­ello with their cheap er­mine, bad jew­ellery and im­possible wigs. I ex­pect Oth­ello’s black came off as he got hot­ter and hot­ter; and the Rev. I. R. Glass on “Fools”. … There’d be all the cheap mor­al­ity—“It’s bet­ter, my young friends, to be good than to be bad. It pays bet­ter in the end”—and there’d be little stor­ies, sen­ti­ment­al some of them and hu­mor­ous some of them. There’d be a gen­er­al tit­ter of laughter at the hu­mor­ous ones. … And the car­bon prints, the “Ruys­dael” al­ways poin­ted out to vis­it­ors … and after the war it will all be go­ing on again. At Pol­chester, too, they’ll be hav­ing cheap lec­tures in the Town-Hall and Shakespeare Read­ings and High-School Prize-giv­ings. … Where’s the Con­nec­tion between That and This? Where’s the per­man­ent thing in us that goes on whatever life may do to us? Is life still beau­ti­ful and noble in spite of whatever man may do with it, or is Semy­onov right and there is no mean­ing in my love for Mar­ie, noth­ing real and true ex­cept the things we see with our eyes, hear with our ears? Is Semy­onov right, or are Nikitin, An­drey Vassilievitch and I? … And now let me stick to facts. I left this morn­ing about six with twenty wag­ons to fetch wounded. Such a won­der­ful sum­mer morn­ing—the Forest quite in­cred­ibly beau­ti­ful, birds singing in thou­sands, and that strange little stream that runs near our house and can look so ab­om­in­able when it pleases, was trem­bling and lovely as though it didn’t know what evil was. We got to the first Red Cross place about eight. Here was Krylov. What a good fel­low! Al­ways cheer­ful, al­ways kind­hearted, noth­ing can dis­may him. A Rus­si­an type that’s com­mon enough in spite of all the “pro­found pess­im­ism of the Rus­si­an heart” that we’re al­ways hear­ing of. There he was any­way, work­ing like a butcher be­fore a feast-day. Dirty look­ing barn they were work­ing in and it smelt like hell. Can­non pretty close too. They say the Aus­tri­ans are fear­fully strong just here and of course our am­muni­tion is climb­ing down to less than noth­ing—looks as though we were go­ing to have a hot time soon. I turned in and helped Krylov all the morn­ing and some­how his fat, ugly face, his little ex­clam­a­tions, his ex­plos­ive com­ic­al rages, his sud­den rough kind­nesses did one a world of good. We filled the wag­ons and sent them back, then about mid­day, un­der a blaz­ing hot sun, we went on with the oth­ers. Is there any place in the globe hot and suf­foc­at­ing quite as this Forest is? Even in the open spaces one can’t breathe and there’s nev­er any prop­er shade un­der the trees. At first we were at a loss. No one seemed quite to know where the Ven­grovsky Polk were. I had to go on alone and re­con­noitre. I was right out in the open then and more alone than one could be­lieve. Can­non were blaz­ing away and one bat­tery seemed just be­hind me—and yet I couldn’t see it. I could see noth­ing—only great ridges of hills with the Forest like gi­gant­ic tor­rents of green wa­ter un­der the mist, and just at my feet corn­fields thick with corn­flowers. Then I saw rather a won­der­ful thing. I came to the edge of my hill and looked down in­to a cup of a val­ley, quite a little val­ley with the green waves tower­ing on every side of it. Through the mist there shimmered be­low me a blue lake. I was puzzled—there was no wa­ter here that I knew, but by this time the Forest has so be­witched my senses that I’m ready to be­lieve any­thing of it. There it was, any­way, a blue lake, shift­ing a little un­der gold haze. I climbed down the hill a yard or two and then you can be­lieve that I jumped! My blue lake was Aus­tri­an pris­on­ers, noth­ing more nor less! Has any­one quite seen them like that be­fore, I won­der, and isn’t this Forest really the old witch’s forest, able to do what it pleases with any­thing? There they were, hun­dreds of them, cov­er­ing the whole floor of the little val­ley. I walked down in­to the middle of them, found an of­ficer, asked him about wounded, and got dir­ec­ted some two versts in front of me. Then I climbed up the hill back to my wag­ons and we star­ted off. We went down the hill round by the road and came to the pris­on­ers, crossed a stream and plunged in­to a shin­ing dazzling night­mare. Where the can­non were I don’t know—all a con­sid­er­able dis­tance away, I sup­pose, be­cause the only sign of shell were the little break­ing puffs of smoke in the blue sky with just a pin-flash of light as they broke; but really amongst that wel­ter of wooded hill the sounds were un­canny. They’d be un­der one’s feet, over one’s head, in one’s ear, up against one’s stom­ach, straight in the small of one’s back. Since my night with Nikitin phys­ic­al fear really seems to have left me—the whole out­ward paraphernalia of the war has be­come an en­tirely com­mon­place thing, but it was the Forest that I felt—ex­actly as though it were play­ing with me. Wasn’t there an old me­di­ev­al tor­ture when they shot ar­rows at their vic­tim, al­ways just miss­ing him, first on one side, then on an­oth­er, un­til at last, tired of the game, they fixed him through the head? Well, that’s what the old beast was try­ing to do to me, any­thing to doubt what’s real and what is not, any­thing to make me ques­tion my senses. … We tumbled quite sud­denly on to some men, a small Red Cross shel­ter and two or three hun­dred sol­diers sit­ting un­der the trees by the road rest­ing—most of them sleep­ing. The doc­tor in the Red Cross place—a small fussy man—was ill-tempered and over­worked. There were at least thirty dead men ly­ing in a row out­side the shel­ter, and the army san­it­ars were bring­ing in more wounded every minute. “Why wer­en’t there more wag­ons? What was the use of com­ing with so few? Where was the oth­er doc­tor, someone or oth­er who ought to have re­lieved him?” There he was, like a little mon­key on wires, dan­cing up and down in the blaz­ing road, his arms covered with blood, pin­cers in one hand and band­ages in the oth­er and the in­side of his shel­ter with such a green, filthy smell com­ing out of it that you’d think the roof would burst! I filled sev­en of my wag­ons, sent them back and went for­ward with the re­main­ing three. We were climb­ing now, up through the Forest road, the shell, very close, mak­ing a ter­rif­ic noise, and in between the scream of the shell the birds singing like any­thing!

				The road turned the corner and then we were in the middle of it! Now here’s the worst thing I’ve seen with my eyes since I came to the war—worst thing I shall ever see per­haps. One looks back, you know, to one of those old av­er­age af­ter­noons at Pol­chester, my fath­er com­ing back from golf, I my­self go­ing in­to the old red-walled garden for tea, with some nov­el un­der my arm, the cathed­ral bell ringing for Even­song just over the wall across the Green, then slowly drop­ping to its close, then the faint mur­mur of the or­gan. Some bird twit­ter­ing in a tree over­head, buttered toast in a neat pile placed care­fully over hot wa­ter to keep it warm; honey, heavy homemade cake, per­haps the loc­al weekly pa­per with the “Do you know that …” column de­mand­ing one’s crit­ic­al at­ten­tion. One’s an­noyed be­cause to­mor­row some tire­some fel­low’s com­ing to lunch­eon, be­cause one wishes to buy some china that one can’t af­ford, be­cause the wife of the Pre­cent­or said to the Dean’s sis­ter that young Trenchard would be an old man in a year or two. … One sips one’s tea, the or­gan leads the chants, the sun sinks be­low the wall. … That! This! … there’s the Forest road hot like red-hot iron un­der the sun; it winds away in­to the Forest, but so far as the eye can see it is covered with things that have been left by fly­ing men—such art­icles! Swords, dag­gers, rifles, cart­ridge-cases, of course, but also books, let­ters, a hair­brush, un­der­clothes, news­pa­pers, these tilings in thick, tangled pro­fu­sion, rifles in heaps, cart­ridge-cases by the hun­dred! Un­der the sun up and down the road there are dead and dy­ing, Rus­si­ans and Aus­tri­ans to­geth­er. The Forest is both above and be­low the road and from out of it there comes a con­tinu­al scream­ing. There is every note in this ba­bel of voices, mad notes, plaint­ive notes, angry notes, whim­per­ing notes. One wounded man is very slowly try­ing to drag him­self across the road, and his foot which is nearly severed from his leg waggles be­hind him. One path that leads from the road to the Forest is piled with bod­ies and is a stream of blood. Some of the dead are ly­ing very quietly in the ditch, their heads pil­lowed on their arms—every now and then some­thing that you had thought dead stirs. … And the scream­ing from the Forest is in­cess­ant so that you simply don’t hear the shell (now very close in­deed). …

				There is, you know, that world some­where with the Rev. Someone lec­tur­ing on Fools and “the class ‘Ruys­dael’ cost­ing in the neigh­bour­hood of $100.” At least, it’s very im­port­ant if I’m to con­tin­ue to keep my head steady that I should know that it is there!

				It seemed that we were the first Red Cross people to ar­rive. Oh! what re­wards would I have offered for an­oth­er ten wag­ons! How lam­ent­ably in­suf­fi­cient our three carts ap­peared stand­ing there in the road with this scream­ing Forest on every side of one! As I waited there, over­whelmed by the blind in­dif­fer­ence of the place, listen­ing still to the in­cred­ible birds, see­ing in the busi­ness­like at­ten­tions of my san­it­ars only a fur­ther in­cred­ible in­dif­fer­ence, a great stream of sol­diers came up the road, passing in­to the first line of trenches, only a little deep­er in the Forest. They were very hot, the per­spir­a­tion drip­ping down their faces, but they went through to the po­s­i­tion without a glance at the dead and wounded. No con­cern of theirs—that. Life had changed; they had changed with it. … Mean­while they did as they were told. …

				We worked there, filling our wag­ons. The se­lec­tion was a hor­rible dif­fi­culty. All the wounded were Aus­tri­ans and how they begged not to be left! It would be many hours, per­haps, be­fore the next Red Cross Di­vi­sion would ap­pear. An aw­ful busi­ness! One man dy­ing in the wood tore at his stom­ach with an un­ceas­ing ges­ture and the air came through his mouth like gas scream­ing through an “es­cape” hole. One Aus­tri­an, quite an old man, died in my arms in the middle of the road. He was not con­scious, but he fumbled for his pray­er­book, which he gave me, mut­ter­ing some­thing. His name “Schneidh­er Gy­orgy Pel­mono­ster” was writ­ten on the first page.

				We star­ted for home at length. Our drive back was ter­rible. I find that I can­not linger any longer over this af­fair. Our carts drove over rough stones and ruts and we were four hours on the jour­ney. Our wounded screamed all the way—one man died. … My candle is nearly out. I must find an­oth­er. In one of its frantic leaps just now I fan­cied that I saw Mar­ie stand­ing near the door. She looked just as she al­ways did, very kind though smil­ing. … Of course it was only the candle. I must be care­ful not to en­cour­age these fan­cies. But God! how lonely I am to­night! I real­ise, I sup­pose, that there isn’t one single liv­ing soul in the world who cares wheth­er I die to­night or not—not one. Dur­ward will re­mem­ber me, per­haps. No one else. And Mar­ie would have cared. Yes, even mar­ried to Semy­onov she would have cared—and re­membered. And I could al­ways have cared for her, been her friend, as she asked me. I’m pretty low to­night. If I could sleep. … Boof! … There goes the candle!

				Wed­nes­day, Au­gust 4th. … I am grow­ing ac­cus­tomed, I sup­pose, to Semy­onov’s com­pany. After all, his con­tempt for me is an old thing, dat­ing from the very first mo­ment that he ever saw me. It has be­come now a com­mon­place to both of us. He is very si­lent now com­pared with the old days. There has been much work yes­ter­day and today, but still last night I could not sleep. I think that he also did not sleep and we both lay there in the dark, think­ing, I sup­pose, of the same thing. I thought even of my­self, my sense of hu­mour has nev­er been very strong, but I can at any rate see that I am no very fine fig­ure in life, and that wheth­er such a man as I live or die can be of no great im­port­ance to any­one or any­thing, but I do most truly de­sire not to make more of the mat­ter than is just. A man may have felt him­self the most in­sig­ni­fic­ant and use­less of hu­man creatures all his days, but face him with death and he be­comes, by very force of the con­trast, some­thing of a fig­ure.

				Here am I, de­prived of the only thing in life that gave me joy or pride. I should, after that depriva­tion, have slipped back, I sup­pose, to my old life of hope­less un­in­terest and in­sig­ni­fic­ance, but now here the death of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna has been no check at all. I half be­lieve now that one can do with life or death what one will. If I had known that from the be­gin­ning what things I might have found! As it is, I must simply make the best of it. Semy­onov’s con­tempt would once have frightened the very life out of me, but after that night of his ar­rival here it has been noth­ing com­pared with the ex­cite­ment of our re­la­tion­ship—the things that are keep­ing us to­geth­er in spite of ourselves and the strange changes, I do be­lieve, that this situ­ation here is mak­ing in him. The loss of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna would two months ago per­haps have fin­ished me. What is it now be­side the won­der as to wheth­er I have lost her after all, the con­scious­ness of pur­suit, the long­ing to know? …

				Dur­ward and I have spoken some­times of my dream of the Forest. It must seem to him now, as to my­self, strangely ful­filled; but I be­lieve that if I catch the beast it will only be to dis­cov­er that there is a fur­ther quest bey­ond, and then an­oth­er maybe bey­ond that. …

				At the same time there’s the prac­tic­al ques­tion of one’s nerve. If this strain of work con­tin­ues, if the hot weath­er lasts, and if I don’t sleep, I shall have to take care. Three times dur­ing the last three days I have fan­cied that I have seen Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, once in broad day­light in the Forest, once sit­ting on the sofa in our room, once at night near my bed. Of course this is the merest il­lu­sion, but I have hours now when I am not quite sure of things. An­drey Vassilievitch told me some­thing of the same today—that he thought that he saw his wife and that Nikitin told him the same yes­ter­day. The flies also are con­fus­ing and there’s a hot dry smell that’s dis­agree­able and pre­vents one from eat­ing. I know that I must keep a clear head on these things. If only one could get away for an hour or two, right out­side—but one is shut up in this Forest as though it were a green oven. … I ought to be sleep­ing now in­stead of writ­ing all this. … I must say that I had a curi­ous il­lu­sion ten minutes ago while I was writ­ing this, that one of the wounded, in a bed near the door which is open, began to slip, bed and all, across the floor to­wards me. He did in­deed come closer and closer to me, the bed mov­ing in jerks as though it were pushed. This was, of course, simply be­cause my eyes were tired. When I try to sleep they are hot and smart­ing. …

				I in­ter­rupt Trenchard’s di­ary to give a very brief ac­count of the im­pres­sion that was made on me by my vis­it to the three of them with some wag­ons four days after the date of the above entry. It must be re­membered that I had not, of course, at this time read any of Trenchard’s di­ary, nor had I seen any­thing of him since the mo­ment of Semy­onov’s ar­rival. My chief im­pres­sion dur­ing the in­ter­val had been my memory of Trenchard as I had last seen him, miser­able, white-faced, un­nerved. I had thought about him a good deal. Those days at the Otri­ad had been for the rest of us rather pleas­antly tran­quil. There was no ques­tion that we were re­lieved by the ab­sence of Semy­onov and Trenchard. Semy­onov was no easy com­pan­ion at any time and we had the very nat­ur­al de­sire to throw off from us the weight of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna’s un­ex­pec­ted death. I will not speak of my­self in this mat­ter, but for the oth­ers. She had not been very long in their com­pany, she had been strange and un­settled in her be­ha­viour, she had been en­gaged to a man, jilted him, and en­gaged her­self to an­oth­er—all with­in a very short peri­od of time. I, my­self, was oc­cu­pied in­cess­antly by my thoughts of her, but that was my own af­fair. The past week then with us had been tran­quil and easy. On my ar­rival at the “Point” in the Forest I was met at once by a new at­mo­sphere. For one thing the war here was on the very top of us. Only a few yards away, to­wards the end of the garden, they were dig­ging trenches. Some­where bey­ond the win­dows, in the Forest, a bat­tery had es­tab­lished it­self near a clear­ing at the edge of a hill, the guns dis­guised with leaves and branches. Sol­diers were mov­ing in­cess­antly to and fro. The house seemed full of wounded, wag­ons com­ing and go­ing. They were dig­ging graves in the garden, and sheeted bod­ies were ly­ing in the orch­ard.

				My friends greeted me, seemed glad to see me for a mo­ment, and then pur­sued their busi­ness. I was en­tirely out­side their life. Only ten days be­fore I had felt a closer in­tim­acy with Trenchard, An­drey Vassilievitch and Nikitin than I had ever had with any of them. Now I simply did not ex­ist for them. It was not the work that ex­cluded me. The even­ing that passed then was an easy even­ing—very little to do. We spent most of the night in play­ing chemin-de-fer. No, it was not the work. It was quite simply that some­thing was hap­pen­ing to all of them in which I had no con­cern. They were all changed and about them all—yes, even, I be­lieve, about Semy­onov—there was an air of sup­pressed ex­cite­ment, rather the ex­cite­ment that school­boys have, when they have pre­pared some secret for­bid­den de­fi­ance or ad­ven­ture. Trenchard, whom I had left in the depths of a leth­ar­gic de­pres­sion, was most curi­ously pre­oc­cu­pied. He looked at me first as though he did not per­fectly re­mem­ber me. He, as­suredly, was not well. His eyes were lined heav­ily, his white cheeks had a flush of red that burnt there fe­ver­ishly, and he seemed ex­traordin­ar­ily thin. He was rest­less, his eyes were nev­er still, and I saw him some­times fix them, in a strange way, upon some ob­ject as though he would as­sure him­self that it was there. He was ob­vi­ously un­der the in­flu­ence of some deep ex­cite­ment. He told me that he was sleep­ing badly, that his head ached, and that his eyes hurt him, but he did not seem dis­tressed by these things. He was too strongly ab­sorbed by some­thing to be de­pressed. He treated me and everything around him with im­pa­tience, as though he could not wait for some­thing that he was ex­pect­ing.

				I have seen in this busi­ness of the war strange things that nerves can do with the hu­man mind and body. I have seen many men who re­main with their nerves as strong as steel from the first to the last, but this is, I should say, the ex­cep­tion and only to be found with men of a very un­ima­gin­at­ive char­ac­ter. As re­gards Trenchard one must take in­to ac­count his re­cent loss, the sud­den stress of in­cess­ant ex­haust­ing work, the flam­ing weath­er and the con­stant com­pan­ion­ship of the one hu­man be­ing of all oth­ers most cal­cu­lated to dis­turb his tran­quil­lity. But in vary­ing de­grees I think that every­one in this place was at this time work­ing un­der a strain of some­thing ab­nor­mal and un­cal­cu­lated. The very know­ledge that the at­tack was now be­ing pressed severely and that we had so little am­muni­tion with which to reply, was enough to strain the nerves of every­one. Trenchard told me, in the course of the con­ver­sa­tion, that I had with him dur­ing my second day’s stay, that his vis­it to the lines some days earli­er (this is the vis­it of which he speaks in his di­ary) had greatly up­set him. He had been dis­turbed ap­par­ently by the fact that there were not suf­fi­cient wag­ons. The whole sense of the Forest, he told me, was a strain to him, the feel­ing that he could not es­cape from it, the thought of its col­our and heat and at the same time its ugli­ness and hor­ror, the chol­era scare­crow in it, and the deser­ted town and all the hor­rors of the re­cent at­tacks. The dead Aus­tri­ans and Rus­si­ans. … But I re­peat, most em­phat­ic­ally, that he was not de­pressed by this. It was rather that he wished to keep his en­er­gies fresh and clear for some pur­pose of his own, and was there­fore dis­turbed by any­thing that threatened his health. He was not quite well, he told me—head­aches, not sleep­ing—but that “he had it well in con­trol.”

				And here now is a strange thing. One of the chief pur­poses of my vis­it had been to per­suade one of the four men to re­turn with me to the Otri­ad. Mo­lo­zov had as­ser­ted very em­phat­ic­ally that none of them should be com­pelled against their will to re­turn to Mit­tövo, but he thought that it would be well if, con­sid­er­ing the strain of the work and the Po­s­i­tion, they were to take it in turns to have a day or two’s rest and so re­lieve one an­oth­er. I had had no doubt that this would be very ac­cept­able to them, but on my pro­pos­ing it, was sur­prised to re­ceive from each of them in­di­vidu­ally an ab­rupt re­fus­al even to con­sider the mat­ter. At the same time they as­sured me, sev­er­ally, that the one or the oth­er of them needed, very badly, a rest. After I had spoken, Nikitin, tak­ing me aside, told me that he thought that An­drey Vassilievitch would be bet­ter at Mit­tövo. “He is a little in the way here,” he said. “Cer­tainly he does his best, but this is not his place.” Nikitin wore the same pre­oc­cu­pied air as the oth­ers.—“Whatever you do,” he said, “don’t let An­drey know that I spoke to you.” An­drey Vassilievitch, on his side with much nervous­ness and self-im­port­ance, told me that he thought that Nikitin was suf­fer­ing from over­work and needed a com­plete rest. “You know, Ivan An­dreievitch, he is really not at all well; I sleep in the same room. He talks in his sleep, fan­cies that he sees things … very odd—al­though this hot weath­er … I my­self for the mat­ter of that …” and then he nervously broke off.

				But with all this they did not seem to quar­rel with one an­oth­er. It is true that I dis­covered a kind of im­pa­tience, es­pe­cially between An­drey Vassilievitch and Nikitin, the kind of rest­less­ness that you see some­times between two horses which are har­nessed to­geth­er. Semy­onov (he paid no at­ten­tion to me at all dur­ing my vis­it) treated Trenchard quite de­cently, and I ob­served on sev­er­al oc­ca­sions his look of puzzled curi­os­ity at the man—a look to which I have al­luded be­fore. He spoke to him al­ways in the tone of con­temp­tu­ous banter that he had from the be­gin­ning used to him: “Well, Mr., I sup­pose that you couldn’t bring a big enough band­age how­ever much you were asked to. But why choose the smal­lest pos­sible. …”

				Or, “That’s where Mr. writes his po­etry—be­ing a nice ro­mantic Eng­lish­man. Isn’t it, Mr.?”

				But I was greatly struck by Trenchard’s man­ner of tak­ing these re­marks. He be­haved now as though he had secret reas­ons for know­ing that he was in every way as good a man as Semy­onov—a bet­ter one, maybe. He laughed, or some­times simply looked at his com­pan­ion, or he would reply in his bad halt­ing Rus­si­an with some jest at Semy­onov’s ex­pense.

				Fi­nally, to end this busi­ness, if ever a man were af­fected to the heart by the loss of a friend or a lov­er, Semy­onov was that man. He was a man too strong in him­self and too con­temp­tu­ous of weak­ness to show to all the world his hurt. I my­self might have seen noth­ing had I not al­ways be­fore me the memory of that vis­ion of his face between the trees. But from that I had pro­ceeded—

				It was, I sup­pose, the first time in his life that the ful­fil­ment of his de­sire had been denied him. Had Mar­ie Ivan­ovna lived, and had he at­tained with her his com­plete sat­is­fac­tion, he would have tired of her per­haps as he had tired of many oth­ers, and have re­mained only the stronger cyn­ic. But she had eluded him, eluded him at the very mo­ment of her fresh­ness and hap­pi­ness and tri­umph. What de­feat to his proud spir­it was work­ing now in him? What long­ing? What fierce de­term­in­a­tion to se­cure even now his ends? The change that I fan­cied in him was per­haps no more than his bra­cing of his strength and cour­age to face new con­di­tions. Death had robbed him of his pos­ses­sion—so much the worse then for Death!

				Upon this day of icy cold, as I write these words, I am afraid that my ac­count may be taken as an ex­tra­vag­ant and un­jus­ti­fied con­ceit. But that I do most hon­estly be­lieve it not to be. I my­self felt, dur­ing my two days’ stay in that place, the strangest con­tact with new ex­per­i­ences, new de­vel­op­ments, new re­la­tion­ships. Nor­mal life had been left ut­terly be­hind and there was noth­ing to re­mind one of it save per­haps that “Re­port on New Mex­ico” still there on the dusty table. But there was the heat; there were the wheel­ing, circ­ling clouds of flies, now in lines, now in squares, now broken like smoke, now dim like va­pour; there was that old fa­mil­i­ar smell of dust and flesh, chem­ic­als and blood; there were the men dy­ing and broken, fight­ing like gi­ants, de­feat­ing fears and ter­rors that hung like grey shad­ows about the doors and win­dows of the house. … Every in­cid­ent and ex­per­i­ence that we had had at the war, every in­cid­ent and ex­per­i­ence that I have re­lated in these pages seemed to be gathered in­to this house. … As I look back upon it now it seems, without any ex­tra­vag­ance at all, the very heart of the fort­ress of the en­emy. I do not mean in the least that life was sol­emn or pre­ten­tious or heavy. It was care­less, cas­u­al, as li­able to the ri­dicu­lous in­ter­ven­tion of un­im­port­ant things as ever it had been; but it was life pressed so close to the fine pres­ence of Fate that you could hear the very beat­ing of his heart. And in this Fort­ress it seemed to me that I, who was watch­ing, out­side the lives of these oth­ers, an ob­serv­er only whom, per­haps, this same Fate des­pised, asked of God a sign. I saw sud­denly here the con­nec­tion, for which I had been wait­ing, between the four men: There they were, Nikitin and An­drey, Semy­onov and Trenchard—Two Wise Men and Two Fools—surely the rivalry was ludicrous in its in­equal­ity … and yet God does not judge as men do. Nikitin and Semy­onov or An­drey and Trenchard? Who would be taken and who left? I re­called Semy­onov’s jest­ing words: “Even though it’s the wise men suc­ceed in this world I don’t doubt it’s the fools have their way in the next.”

				I waited for my Sign. …

				Last of all I can hear it ob­jec­ted that every­one was surely too busy to at­tend to re­la­tion­ships or shades of re­la­tion­ships. But it was this very thing that con­trib­uted to the situ­ation, namely, that, in the very stress of the work, there were hours, many hours, when there was simply noth­ing to be done. Then if one could not sleep times were bad in­deed. Moreover, even in the throng of work it­self one would be con­scious of that slip­ping off from one of all the trap­pings of real­ity. One by one they would slip away and then, be­wildered, one would doubt the evid­ence of one’s eyes, one’s brain, one’s ears, the fa­tigue ham­mer­ing, ham­mer­ing at one’s con­scious­ness. … I have known what that kind of strain can be.

				I left on the second morn­ing after my ar­rival and re­turned to Mit­tövo alone.

				Trenchard’s Di­ary. Tues­day, Au­gust 10. Dur­ward has been here for two days. He’s a good fel­low but I seem rather to have lost touch with him dur­ing these last days. Then he’s rather blood­less—a little more hu­mour would cheer him up won­der­fully. We’ve all been in mad spir­its today as though we were drunk. The bat­tery of­ficers have got a gramo­phone that we turned on. We danced a bit al­though it’s hot as hell. … Then in the even­ing my spir­its sud­denly went; An­drey Vassilievitch gets on one’s nerves. His voice is tire­some and I’m tired of his wife. He tells me that he thinks he sees her at night. “Do I think it likely?” Silly little ass—just the way to rot his nerves. Funny thing to­night. We were play­ing chemin-de-fer. Sud­denly Semy­onov said:

				“Sup­pos­ing Mo­lo­zov says that only one of us is to stay on here.” There was si­lence after that. We all four looked at one an­oth­er. All I knew was noth­ing was go­ing to move me away from this place if I could help it. Then Semy­onov said:

				“Of course I would have to stay.”

				We went for him then. You should have heard Nikitin! I didn’t be­lieve that he had it in him. Semy­onov was quiet, of course, smil­ing that beastly smile of his.

				Then at last he said:

				“Sup­pose we play for it?”

				We agreed. The one who turned up the Ace of Hearts was to stay. You could have heard a pin drop after that. I have nev­er be­fore felt what I felt then. If I had to re­turn and leave Semy­onov here! They say that the at­tack may de­vel­op in this dir­ec­tion at any mo­ment. If Semy­onov were to be here and I not. … And yet what was it that I wanted? What I want is to be close to Mar­ie again, to be there where Semy­onov can­not reach us. I be­lieve that she might al­ways have cared for me if he had not been there. Whatever death may be, I must know. … If there is noth­ing more, no mat­ter. If there is some­thing more—then there is some­thing for her as well as for me and I shall find her, and I must find her alone. There’s noth­ing left in life now to me save that. As I sat there look­ing at the cards I knew all this, knew quite clearly that I must es­cape Semy­onov. There’s no mad­ness in this. Whilst he is there I’m noth­ing—but without him, if I were with her again—I was al­ways beaten eas­ily by any­body but in this at least I can be strong. I don’t hate him but I know that he will al­ways be first as long as we’re to­geth­er. And we seem to be tied now like dogs by their tails, tied by our thoughts of Mar­ie. …

				Well, any­way I turned up the Ace. My heart seemed to jump right up­side down when I saw it. The oth­ers said noth­ing. Only Semy­onov at last:

				“Well, Mr., if it comes to it we’ll have to see that it’s ne­ces­sary for two of us to be here. It will nev­er do for you and me to be par­ted—”

				Mean­while, the fir­ing’s very close to­night. They say the Aus­tri­ans have taken Vu­latch. Shock­ing, our lack of am­muni­tion. … God! The heat!

			

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Door Closes Be­hind Them

			
			
				Trenchard’s Di­ary. Sat­urday, Au­gust 14th. …
			

			
				Cap­tain T—— died this af­ter­noon at four-thirty. A con­sid­er­able shock to me. He was so young, so strong. They all said that he had a re­mark­able fu­ture. He had dined with us sev­er­al times at Mit­tövo and his vi­tal­ity had al­ways at­trac­ted me; vi­tal­ity re­strained and drilled to­wards some def­in­ite pur­pose. He might have been a great man. … His wound in the stom­ach did not hurt him, I think. He was won­der­fully calm at the last. How strange it is that at home death is so hor­rible with its long ce­re­mon­ies, its crowd of re­la­tions, its gradu­al de­cay—and here, in nine out of every ten deaths that I have seen there has been peace or even hap­pi­ness. This is the merest truth and will be con­firmed by any­one who has worked here. Again and again I have seen that strange flash of sur­prised, al­most startled in­terest, again and again I have been con­scious—be­hind not in the eyes—of the ex­pres­sion of one who is startled by fresh con­di­tions, a fine view, a sud­den piece of news. This is no ar­gu­ment for re­li­gion, for any creed or dogma, I only say that here it is so, that Death seems to be hap­pi­ness and the be­gin­ning of some­thing new and un­ex­pec­ted. … I be­lieve that even so hardy a cyn­ic as Semy­onov would sup­port me in this. I and Semy­onov were alone with young Cap­tain T—— when he died. Semy­onov had liked the man and had done everything pos­sible to save him. But he was ab­sorbed by his death—ab­sorbed as though he would tear the secret of it from the body that looked sud­denly so empty, and so mean­ing­less.

				“Well, I’m glad he was happy,” he said to me. Then he stood, look­ing at me curi­ously. I re­turned the look. We neither of us said any­thing. These are all com­mon­places, I sup­pose, that I am dis­cov­er­ing. The only im­port­ance is that some ten mil­lion hu­man be­ings are, in this war, mak­ing these dis­cov­er­ies for them­selves, just as I am. Who can tell what that may mean? I have seen here no vis­ions, nor have I met any­one who has seen them, but there are un­doubted facts—not easy things to dis­count.

				Sunday, Au­gust 15. Things are pretty bad here. The Aus­tri­ans have taken Vu­latch. Both on the right and on the left they have ad­vanced. They may ar­rive here at any mo­ment. The mag­ni­fi­cence of the Rus­si­an sol­dier is surely bey­ond all praise. I won­der wheth­er people in France and Eng­land real­ise that for the last three months here he has been fight­ing with one bul­let as against ten. He stands in his trench prac­tic­ally un­armed against an en­emy whose re­sources seem, end­less—but noth­ing can turn him back. Whatever ad­vances the Ger­mans may make I see Rus­sia re­turn­ing again and again. I do from the bot­tom of my soul, and, what is of more im­port­ance, from the sober wit­ness of my eyes, here be­lieve that noth­ing can stop the im­petus born of her new spir­it. This war is the be­gin­ning of a world his­tory for her.

				Krylov this af­ter­noon said that he thought that we should leave this place, get out our wag­ons and re­tire. But how can we? At this mo­ment, how can we? We are just now at the most crit­ic­al meet­ing of the ways—the ex­tra twelve versts back to Mit­tövo may make the whole dif­fer­ence to many of the cases, and the doc­tors of the Di­vi­sion, Krylov him­self ad­mits, have got their arms full. We simply can’t leave them. … There has been some con­fu­sion here. There doesn’t seem any re­spons­ible per­son to give us or­ders. Col­on­el Max­imoff has for­got­ten us, I be­lieve. In any case I think that we must stay on here for an­oth­er day and night. Per­haps we shall get away to­mor­row. …

				I had a queer ex­per­i­ence this af­ter­noon. I don’t want to make too much of it but here it is. I went up to my room this af­ter­noon at five to get some sleep, as I’m on duty to­night. I lay down and shut my eyes and then, of course, as I al­ways do, im­me­di­ately saw Mar­ie Ivan­ovna. I know quite clearly that this present re­la­tion­ship to her can­not con­tin­ue for long or I shall be off my head. I can see my­self quite clearly as though I were out­side my­self, and I know that I’m mad­der now than I was a week ago. For in­stance in this busi­ness of Mar­ie Ivan­ovna, I knew then that my see­ing her was an il­lu­sion—now I am not quite sure. I knew a week ago that I saw her be­cause she is so much in my thoughts, be­cause of the in­tol­er­able heat, be­cause of the Flies and the Forest, be­cause of Semy­onov. I am not sure now wheth­er it is not her wish that I should see her. She comes as she came on those last days be­fore she left me—with all the kind­ness in her eyes that no oth­er hu­man be­ing has ever giv­en me be­fore, nor will ever give me again. Today I looked and was not sure wheth­er she were gone or no. I was not sure of sev­er­al things in the room and as I lay there I said to my­self, “Is that really a look­ing-glass or no?” “If I tried could I touch it or would it fade from un­der my hand?” The room was in­tol­er­ably close and there was a fly who per­se­cuted me. As I lay there he came and settled on my hand. He waited, watch­ing me with his wicked sneer­ing eyes, then he crept for­ward, and waited again, rub­bing his legs one against the oth­er. Then very slyly, laugh­ing to him­self, he began to tickle me. I slashed with my hand at him, he flew in­to the air, sneer­ing, then with a little ping settled on the back of my neck. I vowed that I would not mind him; I lay still. He began then to crawl very slowly for­ward to­wards my chin, and it was as though he were drag­ging spidery strands of nerves through my body, fit­ting them all on to stiff, tight wires. He reached my chin, and then again, sneer­ing up in­to my eyes, he began to tickle. I thought once more that I had him, but once again he was in the air. Then, after wait­ing un­til I had al­most sunk back in­to sleep, he did the worst thing that a fly can do, began, very slowly, to crawl down the in­side of my pince-nez (I had been try­ing to read). He got between the glass and my eye­lash and moved very faintly with his dam­nable legs. Then my pa­tience went—I did what dur­ing these last days I have vowed not to do, lost my con­trol, jumped from my bed, and cursed with rage. …

				Then with my head al­most burst­ing with heat and my legs trem­bling I had an aw­ful mo­ment, I thought that I was really mad. I thought that I would get the look­ing-glass and smash it and that then I would jump from the win­dow. In an­oth­er mo­ment I thought that some­thing would break in my head, the some­thing with which I kept con­trol over my­self—I seemed to hear my­self pray­ing aloud: “Oh God! let me keep my reas­on! Oh God! let me keep my reas­on!” and I could see the Forest like a great green hot wave rising bey­ond the win­dow to a tower­ing height ready to leap down upon me.

				Then Semy­onov came in. He stood in the door­way and looked at me. He must have thought me strange and I know that I waited, star­ing at him, feel­ing fool­ish as I al­ways do with him. But he spoke to me kindly, with the sort of kind­ness that there is some­times in his voice, pat­ron­ising and re­luct­ant of course.

				“You can’t sleep, Mr.?” he said.

				“No,” I answered, and said some­thing about flies.

				“What have you been do­ing to the look­ing-glass?” he asked, laugh­ing, for there the thing was on the floor, broken in­to pieces. I am sure that I nev­er touched it.

				“That’s un­lucky,” he said. “Nev­er mind, Mr.,” he said smil­ing at me, “twenty-two mis­for­tunes, aren’t you? Al­ways drop­ping some­thing,” he ad­ded quite kindly. “More, per­haps, than the rest of us. … Wash your face in cold wa­ter. It’s this in­fernal heat that wor­ries us all.”

				I re­mem­ber then that he poured the wa­ter in­to the blue tin basin for me and then, tak­ing the tin mug him­self, poured it in cup­fuls over my hands and arms. I af­ter­wards did the same for him. At that mo­ment I very nearly spoke to him of Mar­ie. I wished des­per­ately to try; but I looked at his face, and his eyes, laugh­ing at me as they al­ways did, stopped me.

				When I had fin­ished he thanked me, wiped his hands, then turn­ing round at the door he said: “Why don’t you go back to Mit­tövo, Mr. ———. You’re tired out.”

				“You know why,” I answered, without look­ing at him He seemed then as though he would speak, but he stopped him­self and went away. I lay down again and tried to sleep, but when I closed my eyes the green bey­ond the win­dow burnt through my eye­lids—and then the fly (I am sure it was the same fly) re­turned. …

				Monday, Au­gust 16. … Lord! but I am tired of this end­less bandaging, clean­ing of filthy wounds, par­ing away of ragged ends of flesh, smelling, breath­ing, drink­ing blood and dust and dirt. The poor fel­lows! Their bravery is bey­ond any word of mine. They have come these last few days with their eyes dazed and their ears deafened. In­deed the roar­ing of the can­non has been since yes­ter­day af­ter­noon in­cess­ant. They say that the Aus­tri­ans are strain­ing every nerve to break through to the river and cross. We are do­ing what we can to pre­vent them, but what can we do? There simply is not am­muni­tion! The of­ficers here are al­most cry­ing with des­pair, and the men know it and go on, with their cheer­ful­ness, their obed­i­ence, their mild kind­li­ness—go in­to that green hell to be butchered, and come out of it again, if they are lucky, with their bod­ies mangled and twis­ted, and hor­ror in their eyes. It’s nobody’s fault, I sup­pose, this busi­ness. How easy to write in the daily pa­pers that the Ger­mans pre­pared for war and that we did not, and that after a month or two all will be well. … After a month or two! tell that to us here stuck in this Forest and hear us how we laugh! …

				Mean­while, for the good of my health, I’m fig­ur­ing very clearly to my­self all the phys­ic­al fea­tures of this place. It’s a long white house, two-stor­ied. The front door has broken glass over it and there’s a lit­ter of tumbled bricks on the top step. After you’ve gone through the front door you come in­to the hall where the wounded are as thick as flies. You go through the hall and turn to the left. There’s a pantry place on your right all full of flies and when you open the door they un­settle with a great buzz and shift in­to all sorts of shapes and pat­terns. Next to them is our sit­ting-room, the hor­rid place al­ways dirty and stifling. Then there’s the op­er­at­ing-room, then an­oth­er room for beds, then the kit­chen. Out­side to the right there’s the garden, dry now with the heat, and the orch­ard smells of the men they’ve bur­ied in it. To the left, after a little clear­ing, there’s the forest al­ways green and glit­ter­ing. The men are in the trenches now, the new ones that were made last week, so I sup­pose that we shall be in the thick of it very shortly. That bat­tery at the edge of the hill has been banging away all the morn­ing. What else is there? There’s an old pump just out­side the sit­ting-room win­dow. There’s a lit­ter of dirty pa­per and re­fuse there, too, that the flies gath­er round. There’s an old barn away to the right where some horses are and two cows. I have to keep my mind on these things be­cause I know they’re real. You can touch them with your hands and they’ll still be there even if you go away—they won’t walk with you as you move. So I must fasten on to these things about which there can’t be any doubt. In the same way I like to re­mem­ber that book in the sit­ting-room—Mr. Glass who lec­tured on “Fools,” the Ruys­dael, and the Nor­mal Pu­pils who ac­ted Oth­ello. They’re real enough and are prob­ably some­where now quietly study­ing, or teach­ing, or sleep­ing—I envy them. …

				A thing that happened this morn­ing dis­turbed us all. Four sol­diers came out of the Forest quite mad. They seemed ra­tion­al enough at first and said that they’d been sent out of the first line trenches with con­tu­sion—one of them had a bleed­ing fin­ger, but the oth­ers were un­touched. Then one of them, a middle-aged man with a black beard, began quite gravely to tell us that the Forest was mov­ing. They had seen it with their own eyes. They had watched all the trees march slowly for­ward like columns of sol­diers and soon the whole Forest would move and would crush every­one in it. It was all very well fight­ing Aus­tri­ans, but whole forests was more than any­one could ex­pect of them. Then sud­denly one of them cried out, point­ing with his fin­ger: “See, Your Hon­our—there it comes! … Ah! let us run! let us run!” One of them began to cry. It was very dis­agree­able. I saw An­drey Vassilievitch who was present glance anxiously through the win­dow at the Forest and then gravely check him­self and look at me nervously to see wheth­er I had no­ticed. The men af­ter­wards fell in­to a strange kind of apathy. We sent them off to Mit­tövo in the af­ter­noon.

				I want now to re­mem­ber as ex­actly as pos­sible a strange con­ver­sa­tion I had this even­ing with Semy­onov. I came up when it was get­ting dusk to the bed­room. One of the Aus­tri­an bat­ter­ies was spit­ting away over the hill but we were not reply­ing. Everything this af­ter­noon has looked as though they were pre­par­ing for a heavy at­tack. Our little win­dow was open and the sky bey­ond was a sort of very pale green, and against this you could see a flush of col­our rising and fall­ing like the open­ing and shut­ting of a door. Everything quite si­lent ex­cept the Aus­tri­an can­non and a sol­dier, de­li­ri­ous, down­stairs, singing.

				The Forest was deep black, but you could see the sol­diers’ fires gleam­ing here and there like beasts’ eyes. Our room was al­most dark and I was very startled to find Semy­onov sit­ting on his bed and star­ing in front of him. He looked like a wooden fig­ure sit­ting there, and he didn’t move as I came in. I’m glad that al­though I’m still awk­ward and clumsy with him (as I am, and al­ways will be, I sup­pose, with every­one) I’m not afraid of him any more. The room was so dark that he looked like a shad­ow. I had in­ten­ded to fetch some­thing and go away, but in­stead of that I sat down on my bed, feel­ing sud­denly very tired and leth­ar­gic.

				“Well, Mr.,” he said in the iron­ic­al voice he al­ways uses to me.

				(I would wish now to re­peat if I can every word of our con­ver­sa­tion.)

				“Krylov has been again,” I said. “He told Nikitin that we ought to go to­night. Nikitin asked him wheth­er the Di­vi­sion had plenty of wag­ons and Krylov ad­mit­ted that there wer­en’t nearly enough. He agreed that it would make a lot of dif­fer­ence if we could keep this place go­ing un­til to­mor­row night—all the same he ad­vised us to leave.”

				“We’ll stay un­til someone or­ders us to go,” said Semy­onov. “It will make a dif­fer­ence to a hun­dred men or more prob­ably. If they do start fir­ing on to this place we can get the men off in the wag­ons in time.”

				“And what if the wag­ons have left for Mit­tövo?”

				“We’ll have to wait un­til they come back,” he answered.

				We sat there listen­ing to the can­non. Then Semy­onov said very quietly and not at all iron­ic­ally, “I wish to ask you—I have wished be­fore—tell me. You blame me for her death?”

				I thought for a mo­ment, then I replied:

				“I did so at first. Now I do not think that it had any­thing to do with you or with me or with any­one—ex­cept her­self.”

				“Ex­cept her­self?” he said. “What do you mean?”

				“She wished it, I think.”

				His irony re­turned. “You be­lieve in the power of oth­ers, Mr., too much. You should be­lieve more in your own.”

				“I be­lieve in her power. She was stronger than you,” I answered.

				“I’m sure that you like to think so,” he said laugh­ing.

				“She is still stronger than you. …”

				“So you are a mys­tic, Mr.,” he said. “Of course, with your ro­mantic mind that is only nat­ur­al. You be­lieve, I sup­pose, that she is with us here in the room?”

				“It can­not be of in­terest to you,” I answered quietly, “what I be­lieve.”

				“Yes, it is of in­terest,” he replied in a voice that was friendly and hu­mor­ously in­dul­gent, as though he spoke to a child. “I find it strange—I have found it strange for many weeks now—that I should think so fre­quently of you. You are not a man who would nat­ur­ally be in­ter­est­ing to me. You are an Eng­lish­man and I am not in­ter­ested in Eng­lish­men. You are sen­ti­ment­al, you have no idea of life as it is, you like dull things, dull safe things, you be­lieve al­ways in what you are told. You have no sense of hu­mour. … You should be of no in­terest to me, and yet dur­ing these last weeks I have not been able to get rid of you.”

				“That is not my fault,” I said. “I have not been so anxious for your com­pany.”

				“No,” he said, speak­ing rather thought­fully, as though he were ser­i­ously think­ing some­thing out, “you re­gard me, of course, as a very bad char­ac­ter. I have no de­sire to de­fend my­self to you. But the point is that I have found my­self of­ten think­ing of you, that I have even taken trouble some­times to be with you.”

				He waited as though he ex­pec­ted me to say some­thing, but I was si­lent.

				“It was per­haps that I saw that Mar­ie Ivan­ovna cared for you. She gave you up to the end some­thing that she nev­er gave to me. That I sup­pose was tire­some to me.”

				“You thought you knew her,” I said, hop­ing to hurt him. “You did not know her at all.”

				“That may be,” he answered. “I cer­tainly did not un­der­stand her, but that was at­tract­ive to me. And so, Mr., you thought that you un­der­stood her?”

				But I did not an­swer him. My head ached frantic­ally, I was wretchedly in want of sleep. I jumped to my feet, stand­ing in front of him:

				“Leave me alone! Leave me alone!” I cried. “Let us part. I am noth­ing to you—you des­pise me and laugh at me—you have from the first done so. It was be­cause you laughed at me that she began to laugh. If you had not been there she might have con­tin­ued to love me—she was very in­ex­per­i­enced. And now that she is gone I am of no more im­port­ance to you—let me be! For God’s sake, let me be!”

				“You are free,” he said. “You can re­turn to Mit­tövo in an hour’s time when the wag­ons go.”

				I did not speak.

				“No, you will not go,” he went on, “be­cause you think that she is here. She died here—and you be­lieve that she is not dead. I also will not go—for my own reas­ons.”

				Then he jumped off his bed, stood up­right against me, his clothes touch­ing mine. He put his hand on my shoulder.

				“No, Mr., we will re­main to­geth­er. I find you really rather charm­ing. And you are changed, you know. You are not the silly fool you were when you first came to us!”

				I moved away from him. I could not bear the touch of his hand on my shoulder. I had, I re­peat, no fear of him. He might laugh at me or no as he pleased, but I did not want his kind­ness.

				“My be­liefs seem to you the be­liefs of a child,” I said, try­ing to speak more calmly. “Well, then, leave me to them. They at least do you no harm. I love her now as I loved her when I first saw her. I can­not be­lieve that I shall nev­er be with her again. But that is my own af­fair and mat­ters to no one but my­self!”

				He answered me: “You have a simple fash­ion of look­ing at things which I envy you. I as­sure you that I am not laugh­ing at you. You be­lieve, if I un­der­stand you, that after your death you will meet her again. You are afraid that if I die be­fore you she will be­long to me, but that if you die first you will be with her again as you were ‘at the be­gin­ning’? … Is not that so?”

				I did not an­swer him.

				“I swear to you,” he con­tin­ued, “that I am not mock­ing you. What my own thoughts may be does not in­terest you, but I have not, in my life, found many things or per­sons that are worth one’s de­vo­tion, and she was worthy of be­ing loved as you love her. Such days as these in such a place as this must bring strange thoughts to any man. When we re­turn to Mit­tövo to­mor­row night I as­sure you that you will see everything dif­fer­ently.”

				He felt, I sup­pose, that he had been speak­ing too ser­i­ously be­cause the iron­ic hu­mour with which he al­ways treated me re­turned.

				“Here, Mr., at any rate we are. I’m sorry for you—tire­some to be tied to someone as un­con­geni­al as my­self—but be a little sorry for me, too. You’re not, you know, the ideal com­pan­ion I would have chosen.”

				“Why did you come?” I asked him. “Dur­ward was here—we were do­ing very well—”

				“Without me”—he caught me up. “Yes, I sup­pose so. But your fas­cin­a­tion is so strong that—” He broke off laugh­ing, then con­tin­ued al­most sharply: “Here we are any­way. To­night and to­mor­row we are go­ing to be lively enough if I know any­thing about it. I’ll do you the justice, Mr., of say­ing you’ve worked ad­mir­ably here. I wouldn’t have be­lieved it of you. Let us both of us drop our ro­mantic fan­cies. We’ve no time to spare.” Then, turn­ing at the door, he ended: “And you needn’t hate me so badly, you know. She cared for you in a way that she nev­er gave me. Per­haps, after all, in the end, you will win—”

				He gave me one last word:

				“All the same I don’t give her up to you,” he said.

				When I came down­stairs again it was to find con­fu­sion and noise. In the first place little An­drey Vassilievitch was quar­rel­ling loudly with Nikitin. He was speak­ing Rus­si­an very fast and I did not dis­cov­er his com­plaint. There was some­thing com­ic in the sight of his small body tower­ing to a per­fect tem­pest of rage, his plump hands ges­tic­u­lat­ing and al­ways his eyes, anxious and self-im­port­ant, do­ing their best to look after his dig­nity. Nikitin ex­plained to me that he had been ur­ging An­drey Vassilievitch to re­turn to Mit­tövo with the wag­ons. “There’s no need,” he said, “for us all to stay. It’s only tak­ing un­ne­ces­sary risks—and some­body should take charge of the wag­ons.”

				“There’s Feodor Con­stantinovitch,” said An­drey, nam­ing a feld­sh­er and stam­mer­ing in his rage. “He’s re-re­spons­ible enough.” Then, see­ing that he was cre­at­ing some­thing of a scene, he re­lapsed in­to a would-be dig­ni­fied sulk­i­ness, fi­nally said he would not go, and strut­ted away.

				There were many oth­er dis­turb­ances, men com­ing and go­ing, one of the bat­tery of­ficers ap­pear­ing for a mo­ment dirty and dishevelled, and al­ways the wounded drowsy or in de­li­ri­um, watch­ing with dull eyes the even­ing shad­ows, talk­ing ex­citedly in their sleep. Semy­onov called me to help in the op­er­at­ing room. With­in the next two hours he had car­ried out two am­pu­ta­tions with ad­mir­able cool com­pos­ure. Dur­ing the second one, when the man’s arm tumbled off in­to the basin and lay there amongst the filthy rags with the dirty white fin­gers curved, their nails dead and grey, I sud­denly felt vi­ol­ently sick.

				A san­it­ar took my place and I went out in­to the cool of the forest, where a sil­ver pat­tern of stars swung now above the branches and a full moon, red and cold, was rising bey­ond the hill. After a time I felt bet­ter and, find­ing that I was not needed for a time, I wrote this di­ary.

				Tues­day, Au­gust 17th. It is just six o’clock—a most lovely even­ing. Strangely enough everything is ut­terly quiet—not a sound any­where. You might fancy your­self in the depths of Eng­land some­where. How­ever, con­sid­er­ing what has happened today and what they ex­pect will hap­pen now at any mo­ment, the strain on our nerves is pretty severe, and as usu­al at such times I will fill in my di­ary. This is prob­ably the last time that I write it here as we move as soon as the wag­ons re­turn, which should be in about two hours from now.

				All our things are packed and I shall slip this book in­to my bag as soon as I have writ­ten this entry; but I have prob­ably two or three hours clear for writ­ing, as everything is ready for de­par­ture. Mean­while I am won­der­fully tran­quil and at peace, able, too, to think clearly and ra­tion­ally for the first time since Mar­ie’s death. I want to give an ac­count of the events since my last entry minutely and as truth­fully as my memory al­lows me.

				At about half-past el­ev­en last night Semy­onov and I went up to our bed­room to sleep, Nikitin be­ing on duty. There was not much noise, the can­non sound­ing a con­sid­er­able dis­tance away, but the flash­lights and rock­ets against the night-sky were won­der­ful, and when we had blown out the candle our dark little room leapt up and down or turned round and round, the win­dow flash­ing in­to vis­ion and out again. Semy­onov was al­most im­me­di­ately asleep, but I lay on my back and, of course, as usu­al, thought of Mar­ie. My head­ache of the even­ing still raged furi­ously and I was in des­per­ately low spir­its. I had been able to eat noth­ing dur­ing the pre­ced­ing day. I lay there half asleep, half awake, for, I sup­pose, a long time, hear­ing the win­dow rat tle some­times when the can­non was noisy and feel­ing un­der the jerky re­flec­tions on the wall as though I were in an old sham­bling cab driv­ing along a dark road, I thought a good deal about that talk with Semy­onov that I had. What a strange man! But then I do not un­der­stand him at all. I don’t think I un­der­stand any Rus­si­an, such a mix­ture of hard­ness and soft­ness as they are, kind and then in­dif­fer­ent, cruel and then sen­ti­ment­al. But I un­der­stand people very little, and in all my years at Pol­chester there was nev­er one single per­son whom I knew. Semy­onov is per­fectly right, I sup­pose, from his point of view to think me a fool. I lay there think­ing of Semy­onov. He was sleep­ing on his back, look­ing very big un­der the clothes, his beard square and stiff, lit up by the flash­ing light and then sink­ing in­to dark­ness again. I thought of him and of my­self and of the strange con­trast that we were, and how queer it was that the same wo­man should have cared for both of us. And I know that, al­though I did not hate him at all, I would give al­most any­thing for him not to have been there, nev­er to have been there. Whilst he was there I knew that I had no chance. Mar­ie had not laughed at me dur­ing those days at Pet­ro­grad; she had be­lieved in me then and I had been worth be­liev­ing in. If people had be­lieved in me more I might be a very dif­fer­ent man now.

				I was al­most asleep, scarcely con­scious of the room, when sud­denly I heard a voice cry, “Mar­ie! Mar­ie! Mar­ie!” three times. It was a voice that I had nev­er heard be­fore, strong but also tender, full of pain, with a note in it too of a strug­gling self-con­trol that would break in a mo­ment and over­whelm its pos­sessor. As I look back at it I re­mem­ber that I felt the pas­sion and strength in it so vi­ol­ently that I seemed to shrink in­to my­self, as though I were wit­ness­ing some­thing that no man should see, and as though also I were con­scious of my own weak­ness and in­sig­ni­fic­ance.

				It was Semy­onov. The flash­light flashed in­to the room, shin­ing for an in­stant upon him. He was sit­ting up in bed, his shirt open and his chest bare. His eyes were fixed upon the win­dow, but he was fast asleep. He seemed to me a new man. I had grown so ac­cus­tomed to his sar­casm, his irony, that I had al­most per­suaded my­self that he had nev­er truly loved Mar­ie, but had felt some sen­su­al at­trac­tion for her that would, by real­isa­tion, have been at once sat­is­fied. This was an­oth­er man. Here was a struggle, an agony that was not for such men as I.

				He cried again, “Mar­ie! Mar­ie!” then got up out of bed, walked on his na­ked feet in his shirt to the win­dow, stood there and waited. The moon­light had, by this, struck our room and flooded it. He turned sud­denly and faced me. I could not be­lieve that he did not see me, but I could not en­dure the un­hap­pi­ness in his eyes and I turned, look­ing down. I did not look at him again but I heard his feet pat­ter back to the bed; then he stood there, his whole body strung to meet some over­mas­ter­ing crisis. He whispered her name as though she had come to him since his first call. “Ah, Mar­ie, my darling,” he whispered.

				I could not bear that. I crept from my bed, slipped away, closed the door softly be­hind me and stole down­stairs.

				I can­not write at length of what fol­lowed. It was the crisis of everything that has happened to me since I left Pet­ro­grad. Every ex­per­i­ence that I had had was sud­denly flung in­to this mo­ment. I was in our sit­ting-room now, pitch dark be­cause shut­ters had been placed out­side the win­dows to guard against bul­lets. I stood there in my shirt and draw­ers: shud­der­ing, shiv­er­ing with hatred of my­self, shiv­er­ing with fear of Semy­onov, shiv­er­ing above all, with a des­per­ate, ag­on­ising, tor­tur­ing hun­ger for Mar­ie. Semy­onov’s voice had ap­palled me. I hadn’t real­ised be­fore how strongly I had re­lied on his not truly caring for her. Everything in the man had seemed to per­suade me of this, and I had even flattered my­self on my miser­able su­peri­or­ity to him, that I was the true faith­ful lov­er and he the vul­gar sen­su­al­ist. How small now I seemed be­side him!—and how I feared him! Then I was at sud­den fierce grip with the beast! … At grips at last!

				I had once be­fore, on an­oth­er night, been temp­ted to kill my­self, but that had been noth­ing to this. Now sick and ill, faint for food, I swayed there on the floor, hear­ing al­ways in my ear—“Give way! Give way! … You’ll be in front of him, you’ll have left him be­hind you, he can do noth­ing … a mo­ment more and you can be with her—and he can­not reach you!”

				I do not know how long I fought there. I was not fight­ing with an evil dev­il, a fear­ful beast as in my dreams I had al­ways ima­gined it—I was fight­ing my­self: every weak­ness in the past to which I had ever sur­rendered, every little scrap of per­son­al his­tory, every slack­ness and cow­ardice and leth­argy was there on the floor against me.

				I don’t know what it was that pre­ven­ted me steal­ing back to my room, fetch­ing my re­volver and so end­ing it. I could see Mar­ie close to me, to be reached by the stretch­ing of a fin­ger. I could see my­self liv­ing on, al­ways con­scious of Semy­onov, his thick beastly con­fid­ent body al­ways there between my­self and her.

				I sank in­to the last depths of self-des­pair and de­grad­a­tion. No fine thing saved me, no help from noble prin­ciples, noth­ing fine. The whole was as sor­did as pos­sible. I knew, even as I struggled, that I was a silly fig­ure there, with my bony ugli­ness, in my shirt and draw­ers, my hair on end and my teeth chat­ter­ing. But I re­spon­ded, I sup­pose, to some little pulse of manly ob­stin­acy that beat some­where in me. I would not be beaten by the Creature. Even in the middle of it I real­ised that this was the hard­est tussle of my life and worth fight­ing. I know too that some thought of Nikitin came to me as though, in some way, my fail­ure would dam­age him. I re­membered that night of the Re­treat when he had helped me and, as though he were ap­peal­ing vis­ibly to me there in the room, I re­spon­ded; I seemed to feel that he was fight­ing some battle of his own and that my vic­tory would for­ti­fy him. I stood with him be­side me. So I fought it, fought it with the sweat drip­ping down my nose and my tongue dry. “No!” some­thing sud­denly cried in me. “If she’s his, she’s his—I will not take her this way!”—then in a sniv­el­ling, miser­able fash­ion I began to cry, simply from ex­haus­tion and nerves and head­ache. I slipped down in­to a chair. I sat there feel­ing ut­terly beaten and yet in some dim way, as one hears a trum­pet sound­ing be­hind a range of hills, I was tri­umphant. There with my head on the table and my nose, I be­lieve, in a plate left from someone’s last night’s sup­per, I slept a heavy, dream­less sleep.

				I woke and heard a clock in the room strike three. I got up, stretched my arms, yawned and knew that my head was clear and my brain at peace. I can’t de­scribe my feel­ings bet­ter than by say­ing that it was as though I had put my brain and my heart and all my fears and ter­rors un­der a good stiff pump of cold wa­ter. I felt a dif­fer­ent man from four hours be­fore, al­though still des­per­ately tired and phys­ic­ally weak.

				I went softly up­stairs. The light of a most lovely sum­mer morn­ing flooded the room. Semy­onov was ly­ing, sleep­ing like a child, his head pil­lowed on his arm. Very cau­tiously I dressed, then went down­stairs again. I did not un­der­stand now—the peace and hap­pi­ness in my heart. All the time I was say­ing to my­self: “Why am I so happy? Why am I so happy?” …

				The world was mar­vel­lously fresh, with little white glit­ter­ing clouds above the trees, the grass wet and shin­ing, and the sky a high dome of blue light, like the in­side of a glass bell that has the sun be­hind it. Here and there on the out­skirts of the Forest fires were still dimly burn­ing, pale and dim yel­low shad­ows be­neath the sun. Men wrapped in their coats were sleep­ing in little groups un­der the trees. Horses cropped at the grass; sol­diers were mov­ing with buck­ets of wa­ter. Two men, at the very edge of the Forest, stripped to the waist, were wash­ing in a pool that was like a blue handker­chief in the great forest of green. I found a little glade, very bright and fresh, un­der a group of sil­ver birch, and there I lay down on my back, my hands be­hind my head, look­ing up in­to the little dan­cing atoms of blue between the trees and the golden stars of sun­light that flashed and sparkled there.

				Hap­pi­ness and peace wrapped me round. I can­not pre­tend to dis­en­tangle and pro­duce in prop­er se­quence all the thoughts and memor­ies that floated in­to my vis­ion and away again, but I know that where­as be­fore thoughts had at­tacked me as though they were foul an­im­als bit­ing at my brain, now I seemed my­self gently to in­vite my memor­ies.

				Many scenes from my Pol­chester days that I had long for­got­ten came back to me. I was in­deed startled by the clear­ness with which I saw that earli­er fig­ure—the very awk­ward, care­less, ugly boy, listen­ing lazily to oth­er people’s plans, tak­ing shel­ter from life un­der a vague love of beauty and an idle ima­gin­a­tion; the man, awk­ward and ugly, sens­it­ive be­cause of his own self-con­scious­ness, wast­ing his hours through his own self-con­tempt which para­lysed all ef­fort, still trust­ing to his idle love of beauty to pull him through to some su­per­i­or stand­ard, com­plain­ing of life, but nev­er try­ing to get the bet­ter of it; then the man who came to Rus­sia at the be­gin­ning of the war, still self-centred, al­ways giv­en up to tim­id self-ana­lys­is, but re­spond­ing now a little to the new scenes, the new tem­pera­ment, the new chances. Then this man, feel­ing that at last he was rid of all the tire­some en­cum­brances of the earli­er years, lets him­self go, falls in love, wor­ships, dreams for a few days a won­der­ful dream—then for the first time in his life, be­gins to fight.

				I saw all the steps so clearly and I saw every little thought, every little ac­tion, every little op­por­tun­ity missed or taken, ac­cu­mu­lat­ing un­til the mo­ment of cli­max four hours be­fore. I seemed to have brought Pol­chester on my back to the war, and I could see quite clearly how each of us—Mar­ie, Semy­onov, Nikitin, Dur­ward, every one of us—had brought their private his­tor­ies and scenes with them. War is made up, I be­lieve, not of shells and bul­lets, not of Ger­man de­feats and vic­tor­ies, Rus­si­an tri­umphs or sur­renders, Eng­lish and French battles by sea and land, not of smoke and wounds and blood, but of a mil­lion mil­lion past thoughts, past scenes, streets of little coun­try towns, lonely hills, dark sheltered val­leys, the wide space of the sea, the crowded traffic of New York, Lon­don, Ber­lin, yes, and of smal­ler things than that, of little quar­rels, of dances at Christ­mas time, of walks at night, of dress­ing for din­ner, of wak­ing in the morn­ing, of meet­ing old friends, of sick­nesses, theatres, church ser­vices, pros­ti­tutes, slums, crick­et-matches, chil­dren, rides on a tram, baths on a hot morn­ing, sud­den un­pleas­ant truth from a friend, mo­ment­ary con­scious­ness of God. …

				Death too. … How clear now it was to me! Dur­ing these weeks I had wondered, pur­sued the thought of Death. Was it this? Was it that? Was it pain? Was it ter­ror? I had feared it, as for in­stance when I had seen the dead bod­ies in the Forest, or stood un­der the rain at Nijnieff. I had laughed at it as when I had gone with the san­it­ars. I had cursed it as when Mar­ie Ivan­ovna had died. I had sought it as I had done last night—and al­ways, as I drew closer and closer to it, fan­cied it some fine al­leg­or­ic­al fig­ure, some­thing ter­rible, ap­palling, dev­ast­at­ing. … How, when I was, as I be­lieved, at last face to face with it, I saw that one was simply face to face with one­self.

				Four hours I have been writ­ing, and no sign of the wag­ons. … I am writ­ing everything down as I re­mem­ber it, be­cause these things are so clear to me now and yet I know that af­ter­wards they will be changed, twis­ted.

				I was drowsy. I saw Pol­chester High Street, Garth in Ro­se­lands, Clin­ton, Truxe, best of all Rafiel. I went down the high white hill, deep in­to the val­ley, then along the road be­side the stream where the houses be­gin, the hideous Wes­ley­an Chapel on my right, “Ebenez­er Villa” on my left, then the cot­tages with the gar­dens, then the little street, the post-of­fice, the butcher’s, the turn of the road and, sud­denly, the bay with the fish­ing boats rid­ing at an­chor and bey­ond the sea. … Eng­land and Rus­sia! to their strong and con­fid­ent uni­on I thought that I would give every drop of my blood, every beat of my heart, and as I lay there I seemed to see on one side the deep green lanes at Rafiel and on the oth­er the shin­ing canals, the little wooden houses, the cob­bler and the tufted trees of Pet­ro­grad, the sea coast bey­ond Truxe and the wide snow-covered plains bey­ond Mo­scow, the cathed­ral at Pol­chester and the Krem­lin, breed­ing their chil­dren, to the hun­dredth gen­er­a­tion, for the same hopes, the same be­liefs, the same de­sires.

				I slept in the sun and had happy dreams.

				I have re­read these last pages and I find some very fine stuff about—“giv­ing every drop of blood,” etc., etc. Of course I am not that kind of man. Men, like Dur­ward and my­self—he re­sembles me in many ways, al­though he is stronger than I am, and doesn’t care what people think of him—are too ana­lyt­ic­al and self-crit­ic­al to give much of their blood to any­body or to make their blood of very much value if they did.

				I only meant that I would do my best.

				Later in the morn­ing the fir­ing began again pretty close. An­drey Vassilievitch came to me and wanted to talk to me. I was rather short with him be­cause I was busy. He wanted to tell me that he hoped I hadn’t mis­un­der­stood his quar­rel with Nikitin last night. It had been noth­ing at all. His nerves had been rather out of or­der. He was very much bet­ter today, felt quite an­oth­er man. He looked an­oth­er man and I said so. He said that I did. … Strange, but I felt as I looked at him that he was sick­en­ing for some bad ill­ness. One feels that some­times about people without be­ing able to name a cause.

				I have an af­fec­tion for the little man—but he’s an aw­ful fool. Well, so am I. But fools nev­er re­spect fools. … Strange to see Semy­onov. I had ex­pec­ted him for some reas­on to be dif­fer­ent today. Just the same, of course, very sar­cast­ic to me. I had a hole in one of my pock­ets and was al­ways for­get­ting and put­ting money and things in­to it. This seemed to an­noy him. But today noth­ing mat­ters. Even the flies do not worry me. All the morn­ing Mar­ie has seemed so close to me. I have a strange ex­cite­ment, the feel­ing that one has when one is in a train that ap­proaches the place where someone whom one loves is wait­ing. … I feel ex­actly as though I were go­ing on a jour­ney. …

				Since three o’clock we’ve had a lively time. The at­tack began about five minutes to three, by a shell splash­ing in­to the Forest near our bat­tery. No one killed, for­tu­nately. They’ve simply stormed away since then. I don’t seem to be able to real­ise it and have been sit­ting in my room writ­ing as though they were a hun­dred miles away. One so used to the noise. Everything is ready. We’ve got all the wounded pre­pared. If only the wag­ons would come. … Hallo! a shell in the garden—cracked one of these win­dows. I must go down to see wheth­er any­one’s touched. … I put this in my bag. To­mor­row … and I am so happy that …

				

				The end of Trenchard’s di­ary.

			

			These are the last words in Trenchard’s journ­al. It fills about half the second ex­er­cise book. The last pages are writ­ten in a hand very much clear­er and stead­i­er than the earli­er ones.

			I would like now to make my ac­count as brief as pos­sible.

			Upon the af­ter­noon of Au­gust 16 we were all at Mit­tövo, ex­tremely anxious about our friends. Mo­lo­zov was in a great state of alarm. The san­it­ars with the wag­ons that ar­rived at about four o’clock in the af­ter­noon told us that a vi­ol­ent at­tack in the in­ter­me­di­ate neigh­bour­hood of our white house was ex­pec­ted at any mo­ment. The wag­ons were to re­turn as quickly as pos­sible, and bring every­one away. They left about five o’clock in charge of Mo­lo­zov and Goga, who were burst­ing with ex­cite­ment. I knew that they could not be with us again un­til at any rate nine o’clock, but I was so nervous that at about sev­en I walked out to the cross and watched.

			It was a very dark night, but the sky was simply on fire with search­lights and rock­ets, very fine be­hind the Forest and re­flec­ted in the river. The can­non­ade was in­cess­ant but one could not tell how close it was. At last, at about half-past eight, I could en­dure my ig­nor­ance no longer and I went down the hill to­wards the bridge. I had not been there more than ten minutes and had just seen a shell burst with a mag­ni­fi­cent spurt of fire high in the wood op­pos­ite, when our wag­ons sud­denly clattered up out of the dark­ness. I saw at once that some­thing was wrong. The horses were be­ing driv­en furi­ously al­though there was now no need, as I thought, for haste. I could just see Semy­onov in the half light and he shouted some­thing to me. I caught one of the wag­ons as it passed and nearly crushed Goga.

			We were mak­ing so much noise that I had to shout to him.

			“Well?” I cried.

			Then I saw that he was cry­ing, his arms fol­ded about his face, sob­bing like a little boy.

			“What is it?” I shouted.

			“Mr. …” he said, “An­drey Vassilievitch. …” I looked round. One of the san­it­ars nod­ded.

			Then there fol­lowed a night­mare of which I can re­mem­ber very little. It seems that at about four in the af­ter­noon the Aus­tri­ans made a furi­ous at­tack. At about sev­en our men re­treated and broke. They were gradu­ally beaten back to­wards the river. Then, out of Mit­tövo, the Moskovsky Polk made a mag­ni­fi­cent coun­ter­at­tack, ral­lied the oth­er Di­vi­sion and fi­nally drove the Aus­tri­ans right back to their ori­gin­al trenches. From nine o’clock un­til twelve we were in the thick of it. After mid­night all was quiet again. I will not give you de­tails of our ex­per­i­ences as they are not all to my present pur­pose.

			At about half-past one in the morn­ing I found Nikitin stand­ing in the garden, look­ing in front of him across the river, over which a very faint light was be­gin­ning to break. …

			I touched him on the arm and he star­ted, as though he had been very far away.

			“How did Trenchard die?”

			He answered at once, very read­ily: “About three o’clock the shells were close. The wag­ons ar­rived a little be­fore sev­en so we had fully four anxious hours. We had had everything ready all the af­ter­noon and, of course, just then we couldn’t go out to fetch the wounded and I think that the army san­it­ars were work­ing in an­oth­er dir­ec­tion, so that we had noth­ing to do—which was pretty try­ing. I didn’t see Mr. un­til just be­fore sev­en. He had been busy up­stairs about some­thing and then at the sound of the wag­ons he came out. I had no­ticed that all day he had seemed very much quieter and more cheer­ful. He had been in a wretched con­di­tion on the earli­er days, nervous and over­strained, and I was very glad to see him so much bet­ter. We were all work­ing then, mov­ing the wounded from the house to the wag­ons. We couldn’t hear one an­oth­er speak, the noise was so ter­rif­ic. An­drey and Mr. were dir­ect­ing the san­it­ars near the house. Semy­onov and I were near the wag­ons. I had looked up and shouted some­thing to An­drey when sud­denly I heard a shell that seemed as though it would break right over me. I braced my­self, as one does, to meet it. For a mo­ment I heard noth­ing but the noise; my nos­trils were choked with the smell and my eyes blinded with dust. But I knew that I had not been hit, and I stood there, rather stu­pidly, won­der­ing. Then cleared. I saw that all the right corner of the house was gone, and that Semy­onov had run for­ward and was kneel­ing on the ground. With all the shout­ing and fir­ing it was very dif­fi­cult to real­ise any­thing. I ran to Semy­onov. An­drey … but I won’t … I can’t … he must have been right un­der the thing and was blown to pieces. Mr., strangely enough, ly­ing there with his arms spread out, seemed to have been scarcely touched. But I saw at once when I came to him that he had only a few mo­ments to live. He had a ter­rible stom­ach wound but was suf­fer­ing no pain, I think. Semy­onov was kneel­ing, with his arm be­hind his head, look­ing straight in­to his eyes.

			“ ‘Mr., Mr.,’ he said sev­er­al times, as though he wanted to rouse him to con­scious­ness. Then, quite sud­denly, Mr. seemed to real­ise. He looked at Semy­onov and smiled, one of those rather tim­id, shy smiles that were so cus­tom­ary with him. His eyes though were not tim­id. They were filled with the strangest look of tri­umph and ex­pect­a­tion.

			“The two men looked at one an­oth­er and I, see­ing that noth­ing was to be done, waited. Semy­onov then, speak­ing as though he and Mr. were alone in all this world of noise and con­fu­sion, said:

			“ ‘You’ve won, Mr. … You’ve won!’ He re­peated this sev­er­al times as though it was of the ut­most im­port­ance that Mr. should real­ise his words.

			“Mr., smil­ing, looked at Semy­onov, gave a little sigh, and died.

			“I can hear now the tones of Semy­onov’s voice. There was some­thing so strange in its mix­ture of irony, bit­ter­ness and kind­ness—just that rather con­tempt­ible, pat­ron­ising kind­ness that is so es­pe­cially his.

			“We had no time to wait after that. We got the wag­ons out by a mir­acle without los­ing a man. Semy­onov was mar­vel­lous in his self-con­trol and cool­ness. …”

			We were both si­lent for a long time. Nikitin only once again. “An­drey! … My God, how I will miss him!” he said—and I, who knew how of­ten he had cursed the little man and been im­pa­tient with his im­por­tun­it­ies, un­der­stood. “I have lost more—far more—than An­drey,” he said. “I talked to you once, Ivan An­dreievitch. You will un­der­stand that I have no one now who can bring her to me. I think that she will nev­er come to me alone. I nev­er needed her as he did. No more dreams. …”

			We were in­ter­rup­ted by Semy­onov, who, car­ry­ing a lan­tern, passed us. He saw us and turned back.

			“We must be ready by sev­en,” he said sharply. “A gen­er­al re­tire­ment. Ivan An­dreievitch, do you know wheth­er Mr. had friends or re­la­tions to whom we can write?”

			“I heard of nobody,” I answered.

			“Nobody?”

			“Nobody.”

			Just be­fore he turned my eyes met his. He ap­peared to me as a man who, with all his self-con­trol, was com­pel­ling him­self to meet the on­set of an im­meas­ur­able dev­ast­at­ing loss.

			He gave us a care­less nod and van­ished in­to the dark­ness.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. I hear.

			2. It must be re­membered that this ac­count is Trenchard’s—taken from his di­ary. In my own ex­per­i­ence I have nev­er known the burst­ing of shell to sound in the least like a stone in wa­ter. But he in­sists on the ac­cur­acy of this. Through­out this and the suc­ceed­ing chapters there are many state­ments for which I have only his au­thor­ity. —P. D.

			3. White bread.
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