FROM DOUBLE EAGLE
TO RED FLAG



FROM DOUBLE EAGLE
TO RED FLAG

By
GENERAL P. N. KRASSNOFF

Translated from the Second Russian
Edition by Erik Law-Gisiko

With an Introduction by
WILLIAM GERHARDI

17/

Complete in One Volume

DUFFIELD AND COMPANY
NEW YORK—1930



Copyright, 1926, by
DurrieLp anp CoMPANY

Printed in the United States

First Printing of the One Volume Edition
1930



Parr ONE

Parr Two

Parr THREE .

Parr Four
Parr Five

Parr Six

CONTENTS

Page 3
Page 255
Page 377
Page 469
Page 655
Page 745



TRANSLATOR’s PREFACE TO ForREIGN EbpITION

BeroRe presenting the translation of General Krassnoff’s book
“From Double Eagle to Red Flag” to the English-speaking
public, the translators would like to introduce the author and
his work.

The well-known Russian writer Kouprin expresses his opinion
of this book in the Paris newspaper “La Cause Commune” in
the following terms:

“General Krassnoff has much to narrate. He has witnessed
and himself taken part in many events during these terrible
years, events so horrible and great, gruesome and heroic, that
they would have sufficed for at least ten ordinary lives. And
one must admit, judging by the first volume, that the author
describes vividly and with real talent all the facts he is ac-
quainted with and the events he has personally witnessed and
experienced.”

The author has had indeed exceptional opportunities for ob-
servation. A Don Cossack by birth, he began his military
career as a Lieutenant in the Atamansky Guard Cossack regi-
ment at St. Petersburg, and soon became known as a dashing
cavalry officer and sportsman, and as a writer on military sub-
jects. During the Japanese war he was at the front as a mili-
tary correspondent. On his return he served in various parts
of European Russia and in Siberia. The Great War found
him in command of a Cossack cavalry regiment in Poland, at
the head of which he won by a brilliant charge his St. George’s
cross. He successively commanded a cavalry brigade, a division
and the famous 3rd Cavalry Corps.

When the Bolshevik revolution broke out, General Krassnoff
left the North and reached the Don region after many adven-
tures and narrow escapes. In the spring of 1918 the Don Cos-
sacks rose against the Bolshevik rule, and the Don Parliament
in its first session elected General Krassnoff Ataman of the Don.
He filled this post during nine months. The situation he had
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TRANSLATOR'’S PREFACE

to face was an extremely difficult one. The Region had sui-
fered greatly from the anarchical rule of the Bolsheviks, but in
spite of this he organized a regular Don army and freed the
whole of the Don Region. In the spring of 1919 he resigned
under the pressure of influences foreign to the Cossacks and
left South Russia. He lived for some time at Batoum, where
he continued to work on the first volume of his book, which he
had begun while living in seclusion in a distant Cossack village
before his election as Ataman,

During his full and interesting life General Krassnoff has
had the opportunity of coming into closest touch with the vari-
ous classes of Russian society, and of meeting the most prom-
inent and interesting personalities of the time. We believe
that he has succeeded in giving an exact picture of the events
which preceded and caused the Revolution, as well as of the
chaos of ideas in Russia during the tragic reign of the Em-
peror Nicholas II, which was the chief cause of the terrible
catastrophe.

“General Krassnoff tells us in his book many straight-forward
and painful truths,” writes Kouprin. “It is necessary to note,
that because of this, his book has already provoked indignation
in certain circles.”

We would like to emphasize once more, that the chief interest
of the book consists in its being a vivid picture of the mentality
of various classes of society of the period, which led to the fall
of one of the greatest Empires of the world.

It is most valuable as an historical chronicle of its time.

The book was originally published in Russia in four volumes,
the first of which embraced the period from 1894 till the begin-
ning of the Great War, the second described the war itself and
the first months of the revolution up to the seizing of power
by the Bolsheviks, the third, entitled “The Martyrs” dealt with
the Civil war, and the fourth described life under the rule of
the Bolsheviks.

We trust that the translation of this book into English will
help many to gain a clearer insight into the events of the past
few years in Russia.
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INTRODUCTION

There is a notion abroad that a preface must needs be unre-
servedly laudatory. An unhealthy delusion! A preface should,
for the most part, be critical and explanative. Here is a book—
a provocative document that canmot be launched into a com-
placent Anglo-Saxon world without some sort of an explana-
tion. Then let me attempt one, “From Double Eagle to Red
Flag” was born of the debris of Imperial Russia, conceived in
the shadow of Leo Tolstoy’s historical narrative, by a Russian
General with exceptional opportunities, an expert on his sub-
ject (and that is what makes it so interesting), possessed of
keen observation and uncommon literary skill. It is, in the
nature of things, monumental; not unlike the London Albert
Memorial. And withal the book has a stark, a naked, a terrible
fascination. I confess I could not put it down.

What is its hold? Some will say it is art: the grandiose,
leisurely novel dealing with Russian reality true to type: “War
and Peace” brought up to date. Others will say it’s photogra-
phy. Others again, that it is Victor Hugo at his best. Never
mind what they say—start at the beginning, read twenty pages,
and you will not stop till you have come to the end. This, say
what you will, is an achievement of which the author, the medi-
tative Don Cossack General, Peter Krassnoff, may be justly
proud. 1 venture to prophesy a large public for this epic his-
torical novel covering a quarter of a cemtury—our quarter.
And who will deny historical magnitude to our days?

Oh, the great Russian soul! Oh, the colossal Russian mind!
It is overwhelming. It is like some gigantic machine of mar-
vellous design and construction—with a hitch that prevents it
from working; likc a born orator, with an impediment in his
speech. Russia will not change. There will arise some new
Peter the Great, who will concetve a new plan, let us say, for
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INTRODUCTION

electrifying the whole of Russia, with a stroke of the pen. On
the margin of the ministerial report he will write the words:
“Electrify Russia at once.” And the contractors will duly bribe
the authorities and supply rotten wmaterial, get rich, and’ the
scheme will be crippled at birth. In this lies the humor and
genius of the race. It needed a Chehov to see it, a Chehov who
seemed a little weary of people knocking at the window of
his bedroom at about half past two in the morning, anxious
for a “soul-to-soul” talk. A Chehov who walked a little out-
side and beside life. Here you get it all—the unashamed, frank,
childish account of it, with a perfect absence of guile, by a nice,
well-meaning military gentleman who indeed has never stepped
outside it. An officer who is trying to tell you how different
it would have been had the other officers of the Guards been a
little different to the soldiers. I don’t know. I have a sneaking
feeling that it becomes so gross and low-brow a thing as an
army to have low-brow ruffians to direct it. If the officers
turned philosophers, poets, or scholars, they might find them-

selves questioning their objective and losing interest in their
- work. You may entirely disregard, as I do, the political imphi-
cations of this book and still feel its relative truth, as I feel it.
The General has been moderate and honest—to the full capacity
of his own interpretation of these terms. And who can be
more? There runs through s work a doleful note, a sense of
frustration and melancholy at the emptiness of “la gloire”—
together with a slight irritation at the constant delay of its com-
ing. Youread and feel sorry.

A new Tolstoy? A new Dostoevski? No, no,; spare us that.
It is rather the very personal, very vivid and graphic account
by an eye-witness of the things which really did happen at the
Imperial Court (even the mames of most of the persons are
real: nothing has been hidden), of the intimate life of the
officers of the Guards, of the soldiers and people, of the coming
Revolution; but chiefly of the glittering life in high quarters.
The central figure is the leisured aristocrat, Sablin, the dashing
young guardsman par Excellence, whose life is involved, from
the time of his seduction by a demi-mondaine to the day of
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INTRODUCTION

his death at the hand of his own son. The Emperor and Em-
press of Russia walk the pages again and again, looking, for
all the world, thoroughly alive. The Russian Army stands be-
fore you in all its gregarious variety; the military mancuvres
are painted to the life. Court functions, balls, grand dukes and
foreign ambassadors, funerals, banquets, coronations, dissipa-
tions, all the resplendid regimental displays. What pomp!
What descriptions! Well done, General! Moreover, there is
Rasputin. There are intrigues, love of the sacred and profane
variety. . . . It is as good as Zola; It is as good as Dumas—
pére and fils and all the lot of them put together.

—William Gerhardi.
London, February, 1926.
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FROM DOUBLE EAGLE
TO RED FLAG

PART ONE
I

PaveL IvanovitcH GRITZENKO, the C. O. of the 2nd squadron,
liad arranged an evening in his bachelor apartments to which
were invited the officers of his regiment, some of his friends
from other units and two demimondaines, rising stars of the
Petrograd horizon, Katerina Filipovna Fisher and Vladislava
Ignatievna Pankratova—XKitty and Vladia. They were sisters,
but had adopted different names for convenience. Both were
young—XKitty twenty-two and Vladia only nineteen, both hand-
some, tall, elegantly dressed. They had begun as artists’
models and then had somehow entered the Petersburg demi-
monde where they had great success among the youthful
guardsmen. They had finished at high school, could write a
note correctly and spoke fluent French. They quickly learned
to understand wine and horses and adorned by their presence
many a merry meeting of bachelors.

The spring had just begun at Petersburg and the white nights
were full of the fragrance of the opening buds.

Dawn was already breaking in the east lighting the whitish
sky. The streets were deserted and quiet. From the Neva
came the peculiar smell of water and coal and from time to
time were heard the sirens of steamers.

Before the door of the officers’ wing stood a closed carriage
for Kitty and Vladia, and several night cabs had assembled
before the lighted windows.

The rooms of Gritzenko were full of tobacco smoke. The
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FROM DOUBLE EAGLE

host had opened the windows and through them could be heard
loud conversation, laughter and constantly interrupted singing
and music, The supper was already finished and two orderlies
were busy clearing the wine-stained table covered with old
family plate. Some of the guests were still sitting at the table,
some were settled near the windows, others were walking back-
wards and forwards.

Gritzenko, a young cavalry captain, was carelessly stretched
on a sofa, twanging a guitar. He was a handsome dark man
with black slightly curling hair, big gypsy eyes and a long droop-
ing moustache. He was dressed in trousers, small patent leath-
er shoes and unbuttoned tunic under which a red silk shirt was
seen.

Kitty in a blue silk evening gown and Vladia in a similar
pink one were reclining near him. Vladia had drunk too much
that evening and felt ill, but Kitty who had just reached high
spirits, sang in a low voice and her large blue eyes were greed-
ily scanning the guests.

They were all officers and all more or less known to her.
Conspicuous among them was Stepan Alexeievitch Vorobieff,
a short middle aged colonel, permanent member of all bachelor
meetings and a passionate card player. He had a brown un-
healthy looking face, as if the smoke of countless cigars and
cigarettes had coloured his skin. His hair was brown and
thick and he had a long moustache. He was dressed in a long
tunic buttoned up to the top, long blue trousers and old boots
much worn.

He walked up and down the room and kept throwing longing
glances through the opened doors into the study of the host
where card tables with unsealed packets of cards on them were
prepared.

Captain Ivan Sergeievitch Matzneff had thrown back the
curtains and was dreamily looking on the deserted boulevard
and the pale sky. He was about thirty years of age, bald, clean
shaven and with the reputation of a cynic and philosopher.

Lieutenant Manotskoff of the Cossack Guards was engaged
in a heated dispute about the merits of his horse. He was
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TO RED FLAG

sitting in a corner surrounded by young officers with glasses
of champagne before them, and nervously smoked cigarette
after cigarette,

In all there were about fourteen guests.

The moment had come when it was necessary either to go
home or find something new to do, Vorobieff thought that it
was time to proceed to the card tables—the chief reason for his
presence. Drive the ladies home, entrusting them to some
youngster, and then settle down to makao or chemin de fer.

But the youngsters wanted to talk and sing a little more. A
considerable amount of wine had already been drunk but all
were more or less sober, ILess sober than any one was the
host himself. He usually got merry quickly, but once having
reached that state, could drink unlimited quantities and remain
on the same level of loose turbulent happiness, noisy. songs,
violent gestures and universal amiability.

He threw aside the guitar, jumped up and shouted, his
merry voice echoing through the flat.

“Zahar! Wine!”’

Zahar, Gritzenko’s orderly, a young, tall, handsome recruit,
typically Russian, wearing a white shirt, dashed towards him
with a bottle of red wine and a big glass.

A resounding smack made everyone start and turn round.
Gritzenko had hit the soldier on the face.

“Animal! How long have you served me and yet you don’t
know the names of things!” shouted Gritzenko. “What did I
ask for?”

“Wine, Your Honour,” perplexedly answered the soldier, his
face growing pale.

“And you, animal, brought me pigwash! Wine means cham-
pagne, you idiot!”

“Pavel Ivanovitch,” a young voice full of sincere indignation
rang from the other end of the room, “you should not hit a sol-
dier. It is abominable, and conduct unworthy of a man of birth
and an officer!”

A tall youth came forward. His ruddy face with a hardly
noticeable moustache was ablaze with indignation. His large
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FROM DOUBLE EAGLE

dark eyes flashed angrily. His elegant figure was clad in a tunic
buttoned to the very top and in tight fitting breeches. Coming
up he stood before Gritzenko separating him from the com-
pletely disconcerted orderly.

“Lieutenant Sablin! You forget yourself! You are mad!”
exclaimed Gritzenko stammering with anger. “How dare you
criticize my conduct!” His face had become purple.

“What is it, gentlemen ?”” asked Colonel Vorobieff, swiftly and
noiselessly approaching Sablin,

“Lieutenant Sablin!” he said “You are wrong! You have no
right to make such remarks to your squadron commander. Cap-
tain Gritzenko, you acted hotheadedly when you hit your or-
derly. Yes, yes, but there is no reason for a quarrel. It is your
own fault, Captain ... And, gentlemen! ... Peace ..
Well . . . peace in the name of the honour of our regiment.
Shake hands . . . Well . . .”

“I cannot,” said Sablin, quietly but firmly, “if he had offended
me, it would have been different, but he has offended a soldier.
It is himself he has offended.”

But Gritzenko was resourceful.

“Zahar, come here,” he said. “I hit you, I hit you lovingly,
do you understand? I will kiss you,—lovingly kiss you.”

And taking Zahar’s cheeks in both hands he bent his head and
kissed him on the lips. Then slightly pushing him away he
shook his finger at him and reproachfully said :

“Ah, Zahar, Zahar. You are very trying! Remember: only
champagne is called wine, everything else is pigwash. Have I
not taught you this? Have I? What is tea?”

“Pigwash, Your Honour,” quickly answered the soldier.

“Well, you know . . .,” Gritzenko kissed the soldier again
and said—"“Go now.”

But as soon as he turned round he shouted out.

“The singers, Zahar, and quick!” . . .

“Pavel Ivanovitch,” said Vorobieff, “it is four o’clock now.
The men are still sleeping and will soon have to rise for the
morning work. Leave the singers alone!”

Gritzenko only smiled merrily.

[6]



TO RED FLAG

“I want! 1 wish—I want to show this jackanapes that the
men love me and that it’s nothing,” he made a gesture with the
hand, “they do not mind as long as they are loved and not ill-
treated. That is so, dear Stepochka, and do not interfere with
me. Two songs. You understand? Two songs. And he will
sing to us,” he laughed,—“Leo Tolstoi!”

Sablin shrugged his shoulders and strolled away. He could
not be angry with Gritzenko.

II

WHILE everyone waited for the singers, Stepochka cast an-
noyed glances at the ladies. They had not decided to leave at
the right moment, and now the card playing was disarranged.
No one wanted to play in their presence.

“Sing something, Katerina Filipovna,” he said, “what is the
use of sitting like this.”

“Good, I will accompany on the guitar,” said Gritzenko sit-
ting down by the ladies, “Well ?”

Kitty shook herself. Young, well formed, with a blush on
her cheeks, she appeared very beautiful.

“Shall I sing “The letter?’ ”” she said.

“Good,” exclaimed Gritzenko and swaying from side to side
with the guitar began to play.

Kitty sang the first verse and an improvised chorus picked up
its last lines.

“Excellent, bravo, bravo,” shouted Stepochka.

Gritzenko, flashing his gypsy eyes, sang falsetto but very
musically and correctly the second verse.

Everyone laughed and Kitty and Vladia more than anyone.

“Now let Sablin sing the Cadet song,” shouted Rotbek and
pulled Sablin by the sleeve towards the piano in the corper of
the room,

Sablin touched several chords and the officers gathered round
the piano.

The merry song rang through the room and Kitty’s
clear voice was distinctly heard above the deep tones of the
men where the words were most risqué and suggestive,
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III

THE singers arrived. There were twenty-five of them and a
stout decorated sergeant-major. The soldiers were dressed in
clean white shirts with elk-skin belts, new breeches and highly
polished top boots with spurs. The sergeant was in a tunic em-
broidered with gold and silver chevrons, medals were on his
breast and neck and a silver chain of diminutive rifles for good
marksmanship hung from one of the buttons of his tunic. They
brought with them the aroma of lime-trees, morning, spring
and a strong smell of boot polish.

Stepochka greeted them. The choir-leader, the squadron
clerk, a short young soldier with a clever malicious face, stepped
forward, put his hands behind his back and put one foot
forward. He had a very good tenor voice, had received a
musical education and knew what he was worth. He glanced
malignantly round the dining room, at the wine and the women
and began to sing in a clear ringing voice which seemed to grip
at one’s heart. Having finished the first verse he waved his
hand, turned to the choir and the clear melody speaking of the
gallant deeds of old days and the glory of the regiment in many
a battle, softly rang through the room.

“Now,” said Gritzenko when they had finished, growing
softer from the proud consciousness that they were his singers,
his squadron, “you must hear a duet that our fierce Sasha Sablin
will sing with Lubovin. It is as good as an opera.”

“Sing Sablin.”

“Sasha, sing,” voices were heard.

Sablin came forward. * A good musician, accustomed as a
Cadet to sing in a choir, Sablin was now greatly attracted by
the choir leader, Lubovin, and hoped to arrange for him to en-
ter the Conservatoire and go on the stage. Lubovin taught him
new songs.

“Let us have yours, Lubovin.”

“Yes, sir.”

Two voices blended together and told the sad tale of the
wretched life of a peasant.
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Kitty sitting next to Stepochka, languidly stretching herself
and half closing her blue eyes, fixed them on Sablin entranced
by his youth, beauty and strength.

“Stepochka, dear,” she whispered to Vorobieff, “it can’t be
true that Sablin—never, not a single time?”

“Yes, it is,” said Stepochka examining the rings on her soft
burning fingers.

“No? How nice! He does not know at all. Has not seen?”

“I assure you.”

“What rapture, Stepochka dear, arrange this. . . . Arrange
that I . . . should be the first.”

“Well, I will try.”

“You darling!”

“Tss . . .” hissed someone.

Sablin and Lubovin were finishing their song.

Stepochka had enough of singing. It was already six o ‘clock.
The rays of the sun were penetrating the drawn curtains and
church bells were heard tolling.

“It is time to finish, Pavel Ivanovitch, and to send them to
do the grooming,” he said.

“One more yet. . . . My favourite!” said Gritzenko,

The sergeant gave an order and the choir picked up the wide
ringing notes of a sentimental song describing the death of a
Cavalry commander at the head of his charging men. Grit-
zenko loved it all the more when he was under the influence of
wine. When his men finished the song he stood up and kissed
them all one after another. Tears were shining in his eyes. At
that moment he sincerely loved them all. He took out twenty-
five rubles and gave them to the sergeant.

“Thank you, brothers,” he said in a voice which rang with
feeling.

“We are happy to try,” automatically shouted the singers.

“Well, go home. I cancel the morning drill, sergeant,” said
Gritzenko.

The choir began to leave the room and the ladies also stood
up.
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“Lieutenant Sablin,” said Stepochka imperatively, “accom-
pany the ladies home.”

“But . . . colonel . ..” muttered Sablin taken aback.—"“I

“No ‘buts’ my friend. You alone do not play cards and are
quite sober. March!”

Sablin clumsily walked up to the ladies and said :—*I am at
your disposal.”

v

THEY did not speak in the carriage. The air was close and
smelt of perfume and wine. Vladia was very pale—the rock-
ing of the carriage made her feel sick. Kitty felt intoxicated
by the wine but even more by the vicinity of the young officer
for whom she felt a sudden passion.

His noble action, his singing, youth and beauty, all this had
turned her head and she passionately wished to experience his
first awakened love. She could not speak, for fear of scaring
him. He was evidently very shy where women were concerned
and already she was thinking out a plan to make him hers.

They had not far to go and the carriage stopped in the Offit-
serskaya before a large house. A sleepy porter opened the
wicket and they passed into the yard. Kitty rang the bell at
the door of her lodging and a respectable even severe looking
middle aged house maid in lacetrimmed cap and apron opened
it.

Sablin wanted to take his leave.

“Where do you want to go, dear man,” said Kitty, “no, come
in for a moment, I have two words to write to Gritzenko. Do
come.”

Having taken off his coat Sablin entered the drawing room
with his cap in his hands. Pale violet curtains were still drawn
but behind them the sun shone brightly and spread a pleasant
light through the room. A big mirror in a gilded frame was
standing between the windows. On a small shelf under it stood
a basket of hyacinths filling the room with a spicy scent. An-
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other big basket with the same flowers stood in a gilded flower
stand near the window.

Against one of the walls stood a grand piano covered with
Japanese embroideries. Over the piano hung a portrait of Kitty
unskillfully drawn, evidently a first effort by an unexperienced
painter.

On the piano stood photographs of Cadets and very young
officers.

On the opposite wall hung another mirror and shelves with
various trifies. On a round table stood a shaded lamp and al-
bums. A sofa and several arm chairs were scattered about the
room.,

The whole conveyed an impression of cheap luxury but
showed a certain amount of taste in the hostess.

The curtains, embroideries and armchairs were all of the
same tones—pale violet and gold. The colour scheme was fol-
lowed in the rug and the lamp shade.

On the mantelshelf stood big photographs of the Emperor
and the Empress in large frames.

Three doors opened into the drawing room. One into the
small antechamber, another into the room of Vladia and the
last one into the room of Kitty. That last was half closed by
a Japanese curtain made out of rushes and beads.

Vladia quickly entered her room and angrily slammed the
door behind her. Kitty also went to her room but did not shut
the door. Sablin stood in the middle of the drawing room and
felt very uncomfortable. He wanted to go but felt ashamed to
do so like a thief, without saying good bye.

Kitty did not even think of writing a letter. One could hear
her walking about the room evidently undressing. She ap-
proached the door and through the rushes and beads Sablin saw
in the semidarkness of the bedroom a graceful shape clad in
seductive linen. The fragrance of the hyacinths made him feel
giddy.

Fifteen minutes passed. In Kitty’s room was heard the
splashing of water.

(11]
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At last noiselessly treading on the carpet she entered the
drawing room.

Her golden hair was done in a fancy Greek style and was
tightly wound round by blue ribbons. Her headdress reminded
Sablin of some pictures of ancient Greek women he had seen.

Her face notwithstanding the sleepless night looked fresh and
youthful and her eyes shone from under heavily painted lashes.

A Japanese lilac silk night gown was thrown over her shoul-
ders and draped her graceful figure.

Catlike, with small steps she came up to the looking glass and
stood proudly looking at her reflection over her shoulder in the
coquettish pose of a model.

“Well, I have not been long,” she said, but her eyes seemed
to convey different things:—“look at me, I belong entirely to
you. Take me! Itis allowed,” they seemed to say.

Sablin did not answer. He was breathing heavily. Blood
first rushed to his face then left it quite pale. A kind of mist
swam before his eyes. But more than anything else he felt
confused and disconcerted. He did not know what to do with
his hands and kept twitching his cap in them,

Suddenly the night gown, which was held only by a button,
slipped from the shoulders of Kitty and fell round her feet.
She appeared before him naked and beautiful. Slightly smiling
she looked at him.

Sablin sighed but did not move. He realised Kitty’s beauty,
but at that moment he forgot who she was and stood admiring
her perfect shape and colour as he would have admired the
statue of an ancient goddess,

Kitty waited. A long minute passed. Suddenly she felt a
sense of burning shame and hid her face with her hands. She
looked through her fingers once more at Sablin and snatching
up her night gown covered herself with it as best she could,
rushed back to her room, slammed the door and twice turned
the key in the lock.

Not passion but shame and discomfiture she read in the gaze
of the beautiful youth, and in that moment she felt that she
loved him, loved him too much to surrender so easily. If Sablin
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had now tried to enter her bed-room, had implored at her door,
she would not have let him in. She was painfully ashamed and
quietly sobbed in her bed, covering her head with the blanket.

Sablin stood still for a moment as if thinking something over.
Everything was quiet. He entered the deserted ante-room,
put on his overcoat, opened the door and quickly ran down the
staircase,

A%

TaE blood throbbed in his temples, He felt strong, alert. All
his sleepiness had vanished. He walked swiftly with long
strides. The perfume of the hyacinths and the figure of the
woman seemed to pursue him. Now in imagination he pictured
a very different ending to the scene in which he had just taken
part.

He wished to return but felt that he could not. He pictured
to himself the dark antechamber, the maid with the solemn face,
and felt that he would feel only shame in that quiet drawing
room full of shaded morning light, lilac tones and the scent of
the hyacinths.

He breathed deeply the fresh morning air and hurried on to
the barracks, When he came out on to the canal he stopped
short, so beautiful did Petersburg appear. The sky was blue
and the morning sun gilded the river which rippled in the fresh
breeze. The dirty water looked quite blue. The turret and the
porch of the German school with its background of innumer-
able houses stood out severely.

The hoofs of a smart grey race-horse out on its morning
exercise rapped out a distinct tune on the wooden pavement,
which smelled of fresh tar. Policemen in long dark overcoats
walked up and down the street. ‘

The larch trees of St. Isaacs square seemed to be the emblem
of the sadness of the north. The great golden dome of the
Cathedral supported by slender columns and surrounded by
huge angels with torches shone out brilliantly in the sunlight.
From the left side scaffoldings were clumsily built up, but
Sablin liked even them. They reminded him of the days of
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FROM DOUBLE EAGLE

his youth and without them St. Isaacs Cathedral would not seem
half so dear to him.

The Alexandrovsky garden was covered by thin green needles
of young fresh grass pushing their way out of the earth. From
the Neva the wind seemed to bring a mighty breath of fresh-
ness, width and space. The pale sky shone through the trees of
the garden and lighted the columns of the Senate, the broad
building of the riding school, the Admiralty with its white
facades intermixed with columns and arches.

All this was full of a peculiar fascination that morning and
in a somewhat strange manner that fascination mixed itself in
the mind of Sablin with the beauty of the golden haired Kitty.
But by an effort of his will Sablin chased away the thought.

“Where shall I go,” he asked himself. It was eight o’clock
and time to go to the squadron. But the drill had been can-
celled that morning. To go home, drink tea and spend the long
morning till lunch time in his bachelor’s den was too dreary.
Sablin was passing before the door of Gritzenko. He stopped,
thought for a moment and entered.

The doors were open and orderlies from the Mess were
carrying out baskets with empty bottles, crockery and table-
cloths.

In the dining room a samovar was boiling, throwing out clouds
of smoke towards the ceiling. Zahar, who had not slept all
night, was setting the table.

From the study, where, notwithstanding the broad daylight,
candles were still burning and the curtains were lowered, hoarse
exclamations were heard.

Gambling was proceeding at two tables. In the corner, where
Gritzenko, Vorobieff and four other officers were sitting, a
serious game was played and the stakes were high. A heap of
gold and multi-coloured bank notes lay on the table. Manot-
skoff in an unbuttoned tunic with a grey face and shining eyes
was standing by and greedily looking on. From time to time
he took a card. ‘

Gritzenko with the sleeves of his red shirt rolled up over
the elbows was nervously shuffling the cards.

[14]



TO RED FLAG

Stepochka in a closely buttoned tunic played apparently care-
lessly, whistling songs and arias at the same time, but his eyes
had a sharp and attentive look.

At the other table the game was less serious and only notes
with chalk were made. Matzneff was at the head of this party
which was composed of Rotbek, comrade of Sablin, Fetisoff, his
senior by a year, and three officers of another squadron who
kept making efforts to leave and go to the morning drill, but
could not do so. Matzneff raised his head, looked meaningly at
Sablin and exclaimed, turning the general attention to him:

“Ah! 1 congratulate you! But why so soon, Sasha?”’

Sablin was confused, feeling the scrutiny of several pairs of
suggestively curious eyes. Even Stepochka let his attention
wander from the cards for.a moment and said:

“You have seen them home safely ?”

“Yes,” said Sablin.

“And then?” asked Matzneff.

“Nothing.”

“Fairy tales!”

“Fairy tales whispered the flowers to her,” Stepochka sang.
“Your bet,” he said to Manotskoff.

“Ten.”

“Twenty-five.”

Sablin was forgotten. He went into the next room, which
was Gritzenko’s library, took a book from one of the shelves,
stretched himself on the sofa and began to read.

He read but did not understand what he was reading. He
felt again the enervating perfume of the hyacinths, saw the
white body; and a feeling of mixed shame and lassitude crept
over him. The excitement of the sleepless night began to tell;
the book fell from his hands and he dozed.

He was awakened by a hand laid upon his shoulder,

“You sleep, Sasha,” said a voice and somebody sat down near
him.

Sablin opened his eyes—it was Matzneff.

“What do you want?” he said, angry at being waked up.
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“Nothing or very little,” answered Matzneff, “had no luck
Sasha ?”

“Leave me alone, Ivan Sergeievitch.”

“Why? You had better follow the advice of a man experi-
enced in these matters.”

Matzneff took Sablin’s hand in his.

“You don’t know how to love yet,” he said,—"“look here
Sasha . . . What a pity that you have not read Anacreon. .
do not know Ovid. Only in the world of ancient beauty can
you forget the triviality of modern life. 'What a pity that you
are not educated. . . . Do not be angry and do not protest, my
friend. Your education is the education of a light-headed girl.
Not more. A little history, a little geography, a lot of patriot-
ism, unlimited loyalty to the Emperor. . . .”

“Do not speak like this, Ivan Sergeievitch,” said Sablin, free-
ing his hand from Matznefi’s grasp.

“I know, Sasha. But remember that I can speak like this
because I am myself loyal to the Monarchy and to the Monarch.
Russia cannot be other than she is. But, Sasha, even I may
be allowed to be melancholy and to feel other thoughts and long-
ings. Have you read the history of the French Revolution,
Sasha? Do you understand the great spirit of Napoleon? I
have spent whole nights over memories of that great epoch and
two worlds are comprehensible to me and seem equally worthy
of imitation,—the world where the great principles of the rights
of man were forged and the world of ancient beauty. Sasha,
do you realise that with your great physical beauty you look
like a statue of an ancient god and yet you are ignorant and
understand no more of life and beauty than a young calf gallop-
ing in a field with its tail in the air?”

Sablin smiled indulgently, recalling that Matzneff had the
reputation of the worst rider and officer in the regiment. No
one was reprimanded so often for arriving late and being ab-
sent from drill and for lack of interest in his work.

Matzneff understood his smile.

“Ah, Sasha. Can it be that you also are only a lump of
‘cannonfodder’ without nerves and brains? Can it be that you
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will never be able to raise yourself in spirit and leave the world
of reality for the world of dreams and reverie! Well carry
on! Love anything that falls into your hands, hurry so as not
to lose moments of so called happiness, moments when the heart
leaps sensuously and when the world seems beautiful. When a
Finnish maid appears to be a goddess of beauty and a ballet
dancer an unattainable ideal. Catch these moments! You
will never understand the deep meaning of life. Only do not
seek purity in love, but only beauty.”

“When your indignation burst out at the behaviour of Grit-
zenko everyone saw the nobleness of your soul. Good chap,
Sasha! He deserved it. It is time to forget these relics of the
days of serfdom. It is time to become men. But remember,
Sasha, that you cannot become a man in the military service.”

“But why,” said Sablin. On the contrary. ... It is just
there in the military service, which means chivalry—which
means the greatest possible renouncement of ones self; the
realisation in life of the greatest of Christ’s orders}!”’

“Sasha, you are a child! And what is more, uneducated
child! You believe in this—'A Dieu mon ame, ma vie au roi,
mon coeur aux dames, 'honneur pour moi’ You must be
happy! You believe in this because you are a child. Well, be
one! Only remember: take all that you can from life, Take
and do not waver. Have you read Schopenhauer’s ‘The World
as Will and Idea’? No, it was silly of me to suppose you had.
You have read nothing. There must be nothing higher for you
than the philosophy of de Maupassant, and even Zola must seem
heavy. . . . Well, Sasha, carry on! You had no luck? You are
disappointed? Never mind, we will find you another!”

“Leave me alone,” said Sablin growing pale with anger,—
“you cannot help saying something unclean.”

“Beautifully said.”

“Ivan Sergeievitch, I’ve had enough of this,” said Sablin; and
shrugging his shoulders he walked out of the library.

One desire was dominating in him—to sleep, and to destroy
by sleep all the impressions of the last twenty-four hours.
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VI

THERE was no drill in the 2nd squadron. All the windows of
the vast barrack with long rows of beds neatly covered by grey
blankets were wide open.

Soldiers were idly standing by the windows and looking out
on the wide courtyard. One part of it was separated by a high
fence so as to form a narrow alley across which obstacles were
arranged : a wall of earth, a ditch, a small fence, and a log wound
round with straw.

Soldiers were teaching young horses to jump over them, let-
ting them one by one into the alley and urging them on with
long whips from behind.

At the other side of the yard recruits were taught swords-
manship. Reeds were planted in wooden holders and the sol-
diers had to gallop past cutting them down.,

Near the guard house, before a hut painted in stripes, a sen-
try walked up and down. A brilliantly polished trumpet lay
on a stand near him. Sunshine filled the yard and gave a happy
and cheery look to the soldiers as they rode and drilled and to
the officers standing in a separate group in the middle.

The men of the second squadron lolled on the window sills
making remarks on the scene before them.

The singers, who had just finished their tea, stood in separate
groups, some by the windows, others sitting and lazily lying on
the beds.

“Look, look at the corporal in the fourth! He catches the
hips of the men with his whip each time they make a mistake,”
remarked Artemieff, a young fair-haired fellow, pointing at the
squad at swordsmanship drill.

“And good too,” said a dark smart soldier in his last year of
service,—"they will try to do better.”

“Great God,” said Artemieff, “I always try, even say a prayer
sometimes, but either my hand slips or the horse jerks aside
and there you are! And you mustn’t even dare to complain.
He will say he missed the horse. Missed! He does his best
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to catch you on the foot or on the neck where it will hurt you
most.”

“I had a scar for two weeks from his whip,” said another.

“Well, that’s nothing,” condescendingly said Nedodai. “It’s
a lesson. You know the proverb: ‘a beaten man is worth two
who have not felt the lash.” In olden days they used to beat
more. It isn’t good to fuss about with us. But if you get hit
and mocked at the same time, and by an officer too, that does
hurt!”

“And did that happen to you?” asked Artemieff.

“Well, yes. . . . It was his own fault and he hit me. I was
quite young then,—just beginning to master the regulations and
was on duty in the stables. Matzneff entered, a cigarette be-
tween his teeth. A new consignment of hay and straw had been
delivered and was lying about. The horses were munching their
oats. I remembered the regulation, came up to him, saluted
and reported: Your Honour, it is forbidden to smoke in the
stables.” X

“You idiot,” exclaimed an elderly soldier. “What imperti-
nence!”

“You wait for what happened after. ‘Bend down, scoun-
drel, shouted Matzneff, quite white and shaking. ‘Bend
down? I did as he ordered and he hit me again and again on
the face, °‘A soldier,’ he said, ‘must not dare to make a re-
mark to an officer, and you, you d . . . d beast, forget my
proper title.” And why? He was only a Lieutenant then.”

“Why? He was doing as he wished and that is enough,”
said Makarenko,—*“your business was to keep silent.”

“He hit you on the face, you say,” remarked Corporal
Antonoff,—“never mind, your face is fat enough.”

“What a rotter Matzneff is. No wonder no one likes him.
A weakling, good for nothing. At the sword drill he either
lets his sword fall or hits his horse on the ear while he jumps.
I never saw him jump an obstacle properly!”

“That is only a trifle,” grimly said Balinsky, “but he takes
boys from the soldiers’ sons squad to the baths with him. That
is bad !”
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An awkward silence followed.

“Yes,” meditatively said Nedodai at last, “everything is possi-
ble for the gentle people.”

“And why?” asked Artemieff.

“Why? because they are gentle people,” answered Nedodai
in a tone which allowed no contradiction.

“You saw what happened today at Gritzenko’s. Wine,
drunkenness, he himself as drunk as a lord. Let anyone of
us try to bring in just a little vodka—he won’t get off lightly!
And the girls there! Before them, the Mess orderly told me,
he smacked his own orderly on the face. Is that good ?” quietly
asked a grim unhealthy looking soldier, Volkonsky.

“Well,” remarked Nedodai, “Gritzenko is a good cheery gen-
tleman. He hit Avdeenko—that isn’t such a great misfortune
after all, They live together. Think of the amount of sugar
and cigarettes Avdeenko steals from him. And Gritzenko never
says a word. That is so—gentleman and servant. Special
relations. But Gritzenko is a kind man at heart. With him
it would be cheery even in battle.”

“And Sasha defended the orderly,” said corporal Artemieff.
“He is the best of them all, A good gentleman, Sings with
the soldiers, never says a word that will offend. I did not salute
him once, simply did not notice. He stopped me and seemed
at a loss what to say. ‘You must be more attentive,” he re-
marked. Well I thought he would tell the squadron C. O. and
I should be in for it. As a precaution I reported to the ser-
geant. He stuck me out before the guard house with rifle and
in full equipment. Sablin saw me, asked for what I was being
punished, let me go and even said: ‘He deserves praise, an-
other would have been silent about it and he reported himself.’

“It’s because he is young now. Afterwards he will be the
same as the rest,” said Nedodai.

“Who knows !’ meditatively said Bondareff,—“it is true that
the service makes people gruffer.

“It’s not the hitting which upsets one,” remarked Lenitzin
who had a deep voice and sang in the choir,—‘but that one does
not see any truth anywhere.”
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“Where will you find it ! said Nedodai.

“Take for example last evening. All saw how much Grit-
zenko gave to the choir.”

“Twenty-five rubles,” said Artemieff, sighing.

“We were twenty-five men there. That makes a ruble per
head. And we received ?”

“Eighty copecks,” said Balinsky.

“But where have the five rubles gone to?” asked Nedodai.

“Where? The sergeant has kept them. I should understand
if the choir leader got more, he teaches the rest, his is the first
job, but the sergeant—what has he to do with it?”

Lubovin was standing apart, his back against the wall, listen-
ing. From time to time his face twitched nervously. At last
he could not restrain himself.

“And why don’t you try to get at the truth?’ he asked
harshly.

“How can you?” asked Nedodai, looking sidewise in an un-
friendly way at Lubovin.

“You have been hit by Matzneff when you were in the right.
Why didn’t you complain ?”

“And to whom?”

“To whom,” exclaimed Lubovin imitating him, “to the squad-
ron C. O. of course!” His voice broke down.

“To Gritzenko! He won’t joke with you! He would give
you a double dose and stick you into a dark cell for a change.”

“Well, complain higher, protest, seek for the truth.”

“Where will you find it? Everywhere around are gentle peo-
ple, they all help each other.”

“Gentle-people! . . . And what does ‘gentle-people’ mean?
Did you ever think why they are gentle people ?”

“Rich, learned . . . and because of that they’re gentle peo-
ple.”

“And what are you? Flat footed peasants? Serfs? There
must be no gentle-people and masters nowadays. They are
just like ourselves and some—take Matzneff for instance,—
even worse than we. Why should they receive honours and re-
spect? RBecause they have a lot of land? But the land is yours
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in reality, They do not work on it themselves. They drink,
lead a merry life and you bear the burden on your shoulders.
The land belongs to God only, the same as the air, the water
. . . And not to them.”

“You must stop this,” said Bondireff severely.

“Stop what? Why?” heatedly exclaimed Lubovin.

“What you are saying. I think you understand it yourself.”

Lubovin looked round for support. But the singers who had
been standing round were dispersing. Each found an excuse
for doing so. One was seized by a terrible desire to have a
smoke, the spur of another became loose, a third suddenly re-
membered that his bed was not tidied. They all went away,
Bondireff alone remaining. He looked severely at Lubovin.

“You had better quit this, Lubovin,” he said in a tone which
had suddenly become very kind.

“But excuse me, Pavel Abramovitch, you are a peasant your-
self. You must agree with me that there is no truth in these
days.”

“I am a peasant, and what is more, a landless one. I served
as a hired workman, but nevertheless I wouldn’t say anything
like this and I advise you to let these arguments alone.”

“And the truth?”

“You will not find the truth anywhere Lubovin. It has been
settled so by God.”

“By God?”’

“Yes by God. Truth exists only in the Kingdom of God, but
on the earth there is no truth.”

“You believe in what you say?”

“I believe.”

Bondireff turned round and walked away through the bar-
racks. Lubovin stood for a moment in indecision then shrugged
his shoulders and muttered bitterly :

“Ough! Stupid men! Slaves!”

He felt it hard to breathe in the cool barrack. The cracking
of whips and the shouted orders outside irritated him. He
cleaned his tunic, put on his new overcoat, cap and sword and
went to ask for leave from the sergeant.
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ViI

THE sergeant had just finished drinking tea with soft fresh
bread. He had given his wife the five rubles he had received
the previous evening, then bathed his face in cold running water
from the tap, smoothed his short red hair which was already
thin in places, twirled his moustache, and having put on a clean
shirt with a tight elk-skin belt, prepared himself to go and round
up his men for the cleaning of the stables.

On the doorstep he ran into Lubovin.

“What are you doing on a working day in your Sunday uni-
form?” he asked.

“I wanted to ask leave to go and visit my father. Till eleven
only.”

“Nonsense!” said the sergeant, but by the tone of his voice
Lubovin understood that he had succeeded.

“I swear, Ivan Karpovitch, my father urgently needs me.”

“Good. Have you finished your work in the office ?”’

“Yes.”

“Well, go and report to the orderly corporal.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Lubovin spun on his heels and went, but the sergeant stopped
him by an angry “wait a minute.” Lubovin turned to him and
was surprised at the stern expression of his face.

“You can have your leave,” he said in a whisper, “but re-
member Lubovin, that I see you through and through!” And
the sergeant brought up his huge red hairy fists into Lubovin’s
very face—"Just you try to disturb the minds of my men or
carry on any propaganda—you won’t get out of here alive. You
have protection, I know. General Martoff asked for you, but
I won’t mind that, I remember only the duty of my service
and of my oath. Yes ... Things have happened here . . .
Thefts, drunkenness . .. Once a man was murdered in the
loft. I can pardon, overlook and cover up anything. But never,
do you hear Lubovin, never has there been any socialism in
these walls.”

“And remember : if any silly idea appears in the head of any-
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one—1I will hold you responsible. You will answer with your
head and no protection will save you: I will strangle you my-
self . . .” gurgled the sergeant.

“Now, go. I am not in earnest. I cannot even imagine that
anyone could be found in our regiment who held unorthodox
views about the Faith, the Emperor and the Motherland! Go!”

Lubovin turned abruptly and went.

“Did the sergeant suspect anything, or did he simply want to
frighten me as a precaution because I am the son of a workman
and have nearly finished high school?”” he thought as he walked
along the streets. “And if he knows, what does he know,
exactly? My friendship with Korjikoff, my membership in the
newly formed Labour Party, the fact that I have certain com-
promising books at home, or what I sometimes say to the sol-
diers?

“It is not possible that he should know the first. I never
brought those books to the barracks, and as to what I said some-
times . . . Who could denounce me? Who? But they are
after all only—soldiers, For a kind word, for a lighter burden
of fatigue, so as not to groom an extra horse or clean out an
extra stable, they would be ready to whisper to the sergeant
and repeat my words, utterly, changing them. Korjikoff says
that the chief difficulty is the Army, that the workmen are pre-
pared and ready, but are only afraid of the soldiers.

“But how can you succeed in converting them while there
exist fat mercenary hides like Ivan Karpovitch’s, capable of
anything and possessing huge scarlet fists!”

Lubovin went the whole length of the Nevsky Prospect,.
crossed the Znamenskaya square and a wooden bridge over the
evil smelling Ligovka and took a tramway running to the Nev-
sky Barrier. He was the son of a factory foreman turner in
one of the machine works and happened to be in the regiment
quite accidentally, owing to special protection.

His father, a man respected by everyone, had begun as a
plate layer, had then studied the metal-lathe trade and, owing to
sober and moderate habits and careful work, had managed to
save sufficient money to buy a small house in which he lived
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with his daughter and son. He early became a widower. Both
his children had been sent to public schools and he dreamed of
starting them along the intellectual road and of getting them into
society.

But the son took an early interest in the labour question,
slackened in his studies and was expelled from the school. Old
Lubovin wanted to settle him in the factory but Victor proved
himself incompetent and only spoiled materials. Three years
passed in unsuccessful attempts to teach him some business,
and the time came for him to be called up for military service.
The father did not wish to be separated from his son, fearing
that military life would spoil him and that he would definitely
break off from work.

His daughter was just finishing her studies. Her best school
friend was the daughter of General Martoff and through her
Lubovin was enrolled in a Guards Regiment as squadron clerk.
Both the son Victor and the daughter Marousia were gifted.
Victor had a considerable amount of natural musical feeling
and a beautiful soft tenor voice. Marousia was also musically
inclined and dreamt of the conservatory and of the stage.

But old Lubovin looked down upon an artistic career and
wished his daughter to attend the university and become a
learned woman,

The father grew harder and harder, kept closer than ever at
his work, spent all day at the factory and took extra work to
do at home, but still was not happy. He had expected some-
thing different from his children, for whom he had done all
that lay in his power.

After passing the glass works, Lubovin got out of the tram
and walked for two hundred paces along a wooden side-walk up
to his father’s house.

It was a small one-storied, wooden building painted in brown
with three large windows opening on the street, and a small
stoop. There was a brass plate on the door. Lubovin rang the
bell and heard quick light footsteps approaching from the other
side. He recognised them immediately and his heart began to
beat happily. He had a deep, tender and respectful love for his

[25]



FROM DOUBLE EAGLE

sister. She was the only ideal he had and in his mind no one
could be her superior intellectually or physically.

“Victor! How nice and unexpected!” exclaimed Marousia
kissing her brother fondly.

Marousia was in her eighteenth year—three years
younger than her brother. Hers was a real beauty, Her dark
auburn hair was done in two long plaits which hung down on
her back like two shining snakes. Her rosy face was a pretty
oval with a slender nose and small well shaped lips. It was lit
by a pair of beautiful eyes of a delicate blue. These clear eyes
shaded by long eyelashes gazed from under slender arched
brows without a single sinful thought dimming their clearness.
A beautiful soul was seen through them. Every moment they
changed their expression, even the colour of their blue. Each
word, each movement of the soul, each thought which flashed
like lightning in the brain behind her white, clear forehead, with
two or three unruly locks of hair straying over it—was immedi-
ately reflected in her eyes. One moment they sparkled with
the happiness and enthusiasm of success, the blue border round
the shining pupil changing to different shades of sapphire—then
they would suddenly stop, become sadder and paler as if they
faded before one’s eyes and the black pupil seemed to be sur-
rounded by pale turquoise.

She was beautifully formed. Small hands and feet and
slender waist. Her young breasts rose and fell nervously and
impetuously, in response to her words and her feelings. Victor
had an unhealthy appearance, surly and callous. But in her
veins ran youth, health, muscular strength and a sense of the
blood boiling.

“Andrei Alexeievitch read my composition before the whole
class,” said Marousia blushing with joy. I even felt uncom-
fortable! . . . But in his reading it seemed really good. Some-
times I wondered whether it was really myself who had written
it. He read it so well. But what is the matter with you? You
seem to be distressed by something, Well, come to my raom.
Is it because you cannot yet accustom yourself to routine?”
They passed to Marousia’s room through the dining room and
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their father’s study, where there stood a turning lathe and drills,
and where many other instruments hung on the walls in special
leather cases.

Her room was simply furnished. A plain writing table cov-
ered with a lot of exercise and reading books and a large crystal
inkpot stood before the window, the lower part of which was
shut off by a blue curtain. A book shelf hung on one wall,
along which stood an iron bed with a white lace coverlet. By the
other wall was a small chest of drawers on which stood some
pussy-willows sprouting in a glass, an old album with flowers
painted on its wooden lid, a small china hare and a big heap of
music. Three straw chairs and a dark curtain to hide the clothes
hanging in a corner completed the furnishings.

Over the bed, in a black frame hung an enlargement of a
photograph of an elderly woman in simple clothes with a hand-
kerchief on her head—the mother of Marousia.

Over the chest of drawers was pinned the photograph of a
group of school friends and large lithograph portraits of
Dostoievsky, Count Tolstoi and Shevtchenko.

“Sit down,” said Marousia. “Fedor Fedorovitch will soon

be here and we shall have some tea. There is plenty of time
before dinner. ... So you cannot accustom yourself to the
work ?”’
. “How can you get accustomed to it?” exclaimed Lubovin
with despair. “Is this service, work? Is this a life, this mock-
ing of one’s personality. Today—we are waked up at four
o’clock. What has happened? A fire? An alarm? No!
Simply His Honour wishes to hear the singers! You have to
get up, tidy yourself in a hurry and go to sing. And there
everything is upside down. Wine, drunken half dressed officers,
women from' the street . . . Shame! This is called service to
the Sovereign and Motherland.”

“What can you do, Victor,” Marousia said quietly,—‘“have
patience. It is so all round, Life is one thing in thought and
another in action.”

“Yesterday Gritzenko hit his orderly because he gave him red
wine instead of champagne. And Sasha, you remember I told
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you about him,—the one who teaches me to sing,—suddenly
interfered. The orderlies told me, they nearly had a quarrel.
And with them a duel would follow immediately, a fight, mur-
der! Beastly custom, Marousial”

Canaries sang loudly from a cage hanging in the next room,
the roar of the streets rushed in through an open window, the
bells of the tramways, clashing of iron and rumble of heavy carts
intermingling. Through that noise was heard the faint tinkling
of a bell,

“This must be Fedor Fedorovitch,” said Marousia—“I saw
him at the gates of the factory talking with some workmen.”

“Spends his time distributing pamphlets to them,” irritably
answered Victor, “and they use them for cigarettes.”

“Tell him all about it,” said Marousia and ran to open the
door.

VIII

Fepor FeporoviTcH KORJIKOFF was an eternal student. He
had. not visited the university for so long that he had himself
forgotten whether he was a student or not. He was writing a
dissertation, but could not finish it. Other things attracted him.
He was attracted by the propaganda among the workmen and
activity in the social revolutionary party where he was known as
a prominent and active worker. His age was about thirty. He
made an unpleasant impression at first because of his appear-
ance. He was short, stooping, all covered by red hair with a
freckled face. He constantly twitched his small red beard be-
tween his fingers, putting its end into his mouth from time to
time. A dark red costume in which he was attired was very
untidy.

But he had a quick wit, sharp judgement, and could speak
very well. His voice, just a trifle hoarse, as if tired, knew how
to penetrate into one’s soul and to instil any idea he wished.
Patient and persevering he carried on his revolutionary work
for the future without haste, for he held the opinion that if the
revolution happened in a century’s time—even that would be
good.
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“Aha, warrior,” he said greeting Lubovin, “to what do we
owe the pleasure of seeing you on a work-day? Some Imperial
Clemency?”’

“Yes, an act of clemency! The gentry revelled all night and
we, the servants, are free for the day. And no drill. A holi-
day for a hundred men because one has drunk a glass more than
he ought to!”

Lubovin told him all about what he had seen and heard the
previous night at Gritzenko’s flat.

“So, excellent,” Korjikoff kept repeating as he listened.

“What is there excellent in it, Fedor Fedorovitch,” exclaimed
Lubovin angrily.

“They are helping us themselves, Victor Mihailovitch. The
soldiers felt indignant, I should think. Add a drop more in one
place, a stroke in another, underline the right point somewhere
else and we won’t be very far from a mutiny.”

“Oh, Fedor Fedorovitch. You don’t know our brother, the
soldier. He is so dark, so submissive, so—devil knows what—
hit him in the face and he willstretch out his other cheek. Quite
a sort of walking scripture! . . .”

“Well, that’s not quite the way it happens, really,” said Fedor
Fedorovitch,—“your Sasha for example was indignant.”

“Ah, what does Sasha matter,” Lubovin waved his hand.

“He is just the man we want. After all it is all your own
fault, Victor Mihailovitch. You are too fiery—you boil, make
a noise, bluff . . . that is not good in our work. You must do
as the Germans say—langsam, ruhig—then things will go all
right. Did you speak with the soldiers afterwards? Did you
take advantage of the psychological moment?”

“I did, and I spoke. Eh, Fedor Fedorovitch, you can per-
suade this table sooner than you can them. You hear only the
unchanging cry—gentlemen! gentlemen! For that they are
gentlemen! There is no truth in this world. The truth is only
in God’s kingdom. When I began to explain they all dispersed.
They are afraid.”

“Victor Mihailovitch,” said Korjikoff, “you will only frighten
the men away and will not bear your turbulent head on your
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shoulders for long. The time has not yet come to shout in the
squares and to preach aloud. The truth, Victor Mihailovitch,
is concealing itself in cellars at the present moment and does
not say what its name is. Why should we? They will betray
—you are right in saying that they will betray. They are afraid
of each other and will betray so that the others may not betray
them. Men have become scoundrels, oh what scoundrels! But
you cannot judge them severely. You have told me yourself
what fists the sergeant possesses. And their souls are withered
like old rags,~~how can they resist? They fall in the end. You
must deal with them, Victor Mihailovitch, one by one, and with
kindness too. There is an excellent word :—comrade. Yes. . .
approach the soldier with this word. And when there is no
one else near, He does not know this word. He will wonder
at it. It is like a sweet fragrance. It simply enters the soul.
Prepare one in the spirit of rebellion—and you have already
done some good work. Let one man become displeased with
everything, criticise everything, let him find that everything is
wrong all around, then start on another. We would need an
officer. It is very difficult without one. You must convert an
officer.”

“That’s impossible, Fedor Fedorovitch. How can you ap-
proach them when they are not even men, I say. They are full
of their own ideas.”

“Don’t be too sure. Cases are known among them. Take:
Postel, Rileieff. ILeo Nikolaievitch Tolstoi himself was an offi-
cer once and see how he works now for the corruption of the
Army.”

“That may happen in some other regiments, but in ours it is
impossible, OQur officers have more consideration for a horse
than for a man. In the 3rd squadron a soldier killed himself
while jumping over a barrier last week, and you know what
the squadron C. O. said? ‘That the d . . . d scoundrel killed
himself—well, he deserved it. But he spoilt the best horse in
the squadron and I won’t forgive him in the next life for that!
See for yourself what they are like!”

“But not all, surely?” said Fedor Fedorovitch.
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“All,” viciously snapped Lubovin,

“And Sasha?” quietly asked Marousia.

“And Sasha will become like the rest.”

“Don’t let him. Wake human feelings in him,” said Marousia
and took her brother’s hand. Her touch seemed to soften Vic-
tor.

“I really don’t know what to do,” he said.

Fedor Fedorovitch began to speak about strikes as a measure
of strife successfully employed abroad.

“Our comrades are insufficiently organised for that yet. But
I think we shall succeed in the end. There are some sharp
minds who understand that already. Only your father hinders
us greatly”’—Fedor Fedorovitch was saying, “and he is a fore-
man. A foreman in a factory is like an officer in a regiment.”

“Why don’t you convert him then,” laughed Victor,

“Well, he is an old man. It is difficult to change his opinions.
We want someone like your Sasha. The more you tell me about
him, the more I begin to think that he represents material with
which we could do something.”

Fedor Fedorovitch rose and began to take leave. Marousia
and Victor rose also.

“Again to your workmen?” said Marousia.

“Yes, I have a fellow here. Comrade Pavel. Clever brains.
His appearance is unsightly but wrath simply boils in him,” said
Fedor Fedorovitch and looked at Marousia.

She stood with her back against a grey iron stove. Her arms
were lowered and her fingers were spread out grasping the
stove. Her head was tipped backwards, the nostrils were nerv-
ously throbbing, the mouth slightly opened and through it white
teeth were shining like pearls. Her eyes were sparkling under
lowered black eyelashes. Like Charlotte Corday before the mur-
der of Marat, thought Fedor Fedorovitch. How unlike her
brother she is. She would be capable of anything, of being
burnt alive for an idea, for a word, for the work.

“And what,” he said quietly and insinuatively, “if we should
try Maria Mihailovna.”
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Lubovin started and looked at Fedor Fedorovitch with sur-
prise.

“Do you understand what you are saying,” he said.

“Very well, Victor Mihailovitch. If a sacrifice is necessary
we will have to make it. No one could resist Maria Mihailovna.
And your Sasha will become an obedient slave of all her
wishes.,”

An ominous silence followed. Marousia bent her head farther
back to the stove and stood breathing nervously without look-
ing at her brother or Fedor Fedorovitch. Lubovin turned to
him with indignation. As if he did not know how limitless was
the love of this uncouth Korjikoff for his sister.

“You are mad,” he said angrily.

*So, s0,” calmly said Fedor Fedorovitch, “Maria Mihailovna,
would you make this sacrifice if it should be necessary ?”

Marousia only sighed heavily. Slowly she lowered her head
and fixed her blue eyes on Korjikoff. He seemed to shrink,
grasped his small beard in his fist and walked towards the door
shrugging his shoulders.

“If the party considers it necessary,”—he said in a hoarse
voice, “‘then, Maria Mihailovna, we will ask you.”

And he disappeared behind the door

X

DensE dark clouds were rolling over the earth shutting off the
whole of the horizon. Distant lightning played among them
with mysterious lights. Something terrible was taking place in
Nature and the earth bent low before the threatening and in-
furiated heavens. Not a single leaf fluttered on the tall birch
trees. Wide marshy meadows seemed to swell with water. Be-
hind them, mute and threatening, rose a forest, The distant
gulf behind it resembled a streak of silver under the black
clouds. A mysterious and dark night was approaching, promis-
ing storm and bad weather.

It was unbearably close in a small cottage on the outskirts
of Krasnoie Selo in which Sablin and Rotbek occupied a room
for the time of the manceuvres. Instead of air dense darkness
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full of marshy vapours entered through both opened windows.
Rotbek had gone to bed at ten o’clock and was now loudly snor-
ing. Sablin was sitting at the open window in the dark room.
He felt lonely and uncomfortable in that small room. He went
out and walked along the birch lane towards the fields.

It was so dark that it was with difficulty that he found a small
bench under a birch tree and sat down.

The Camp had been living an exceptional life the last three
days. Day and night, on the manceuvre grounds, at Duderhof,
through the villages surrounding Krasnoie Selo, near the sta-
tion and among the lines of the Camps, big men clad in blue
tunics were riding about on grey horses. They were accom-
panied by picked N. C. O.'s of the Guard’s Regiments. The
officials of the villages were constantly in the chains—emblems
of their office—and kept patrolling the houses. In Krasnoie
Selo itself appeared men dressed in plain clothes but broad
shouldered, powerful, and with a fine bearing. They rode about
on bicycles, walked along the lanes and sat on benches. All were
waiting—listening—watching for something, Plain Krasnoie
Selo, with its dusty manceuvre field covered in some places by
trampled grass suddenly became mysterious and uncomfortable.

All this was happening because the Emperor had arrived with
his young beautiful wife and was staying at the palace in the
centre of Krasnoie Selo.

Sablin deeply believed from his childhood that the Emperor
was a Sovereign anointed by God and, comparing the state of
Nature, the approaching storm and flashing lightnings with
the earthly events, he felt afraid,

He sat on the bench leaning against the trunk of the birch
tree. A man, dressed in a short overcoat and peasant’s cap, sud-
denly seemed to detach himself from the surrounding darkness
and approached the place where the white tunic of Sablin was
dimly visible. He seemed to peer at him then stopped before
the nearest telegraph pole with his back against it.

“Who is there ?” shouted Sablin. :

“A passer-by,” dully answered the stranger. Saying this he
drew backwards and completely effaced himself behind the pole.
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The telegraph wires hummed, the stranger was silent and
Sablin began to feel as if no one was present. Only a pale stain,
where the face of the passer-by was, became slightly visible
when the lightning flashed. What does he want? Who is he?
thought Sablin.

Suddenly in an excited broken voice the stranger spoke.

“Well, comrade, he said, are you also oppressed by the
weather?” The word “comrade” he pronounced somewhat un-
certainly.

Sablin did not answer. The familiarity of this unknown man
roused his indignation. Probably, he thought, he is some agent
of the secret police, grown weary of his nightly watch, who
wishes to distract himself by conversation. Sablin understood
the necessity of the “Ohrana” * but had a feeling of aversion and
mistrust for its agents.

“Queer weather, this! The witches have their sabbath on
such nights, I should think, And what will it only be tomorrow!
Tomorrow, comrade, is the parade. It’s not good. Is it?”’

“Yes,” said Sablin, “it is bad for the parade.”

“Yes, very bad even!” exclaimed the stranger as if glad to
hear what Sablin had said. Sablin thought he had heard some-
where that hoarse tenor voice.

“Only think, comrade. The Emperor will appear tomorrow
to the people. Yes. . . . The Sovereign anointed by God. . . .
The earthly God. . . . Among the peasants—and one can say
that all our soldiers are peasants—what belief there is on this
subject. The Emperor—appears in all his glory, the sun shines,
the angels blow their trumpets from the heavens, gold, purple
and the magnificence of the parade all around, and suddenly
there will be a downpour of rain tomorrow which will drench
our Lord and instead of a God in a halo of golden rays, every-
one will see simply an ordinary wet man shivering under streams
of water and just as much a mortal as we all are.”

“Ah, comrade, what will happen then! Won’t the people

* Russian secret police.
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say—what is the use of an Emperor if he is just like the rest of
us? And what has the anointment by God to do with it?”

“But who are you?” exclaimed Sablin impatiently.

“I? Why do you want to know? I do not know you, you
do not know me. The night is unutterably terrible, not a thing
can be seen,—why shouldn’t we talk freely? You will lighten
your soul and I will throw off my burden. We will both feel
easier after. Yes ...l am a passer-by . .. not from this
locality. I saw you come . .. well . . . and decided to have
a chat with you.”

“But how do you dare to speak so about the Emperor!”

“How do you mean? Excuse me, I don’t quite understand

you.”
“So disrespectfully . . . and boldly.”
“Ah, so. . . . You see, I do not suffer from this hypnosis.

I do not believe that the Tsar is anointed by God and I do not
believe in God. How can you believe in Him when you under-
stand what an atom is or a bacillus, and how man was derived
from a monkey? I should think it would be strange then to be-
lieve in God, the Creation of the world, and other fables. Per-
haps this is not interesting to you?”

“It is not, With such men as you I neither wish to dispute
or talk at all. Be off.”

“But why should I go? No one will tell you the truth, your
Honour. Listen to me, perhaps you may hear something use-
ful. You must bear in mind, comrade, that all this is only
hypnotism and deception of simple folk so as to hold them in
slavery. Take the liberation movement, You have certainly
heard how the Emperor Alexander II was murdered. How
was it done? From behind a corner in a half deserted street.
. . . The carriage was smashed, but a sledge was at hand. They
put the Emperor in the sledge and drove him off to the palace,
but blood remained on the snow. Sentries were posted. The
blood is sacred, they said. Flowers were brought, ikons, gold,
silver,—well, as a result nothing came of it all. The Tsar-
Martyr! I was a boy then and visited the place. I also experi-
enced a feeling somewhat akin to awe. Yes . . . and the peo-
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ple, although grown up are not better than children. Ah, that
is not the way to do it. One must show that all this is a fraud.

“Suppose for example that tomorrow at the parade when all
the troops are presenting arms and not daring even to breathe,
a soldier should start from the ranks. . . . A bold man. There
have been many such fearless souls, who resolutely went to a
certain death. Suppose he raises his rifle and fires at the Em-
peror. Let him be torn to pieces after that. The deed will be
done. And then—amen—instead of the Sovereign anointed
by God there will be a corpse in the dirt and dust, and before all
the people, you understand, before all the people. You will not
persuade others afterwards that it is impossible. It will be
the end.”

“Who are you and why are you speaking like this,”—asked
Sablin, controlling his excitement. “Is it because you are
afraid and tremble as we all do for the sacred person of the
Emperor, or because you are one of these terrible men. You
must then understand what risks you are running !’

“Ah, comrade. . . . Do as you like—arrest me. I am pour-
ing out my soul to you because this night oppresses me, it draws
me to frankness. . . . Do as you like. . . . Only I think that
your earthly kingdom is built upon sand. A wind will blow,
will sweep away the sands and everything will fall to pieces.
Take tomorrow as an example again. . . . Yes. . . . All your
perfectly aligned quadrangles of troops, your battalion and
regimental columns will become disarranged, will move from
their places, will murder their officers, will disperse over the
whole field, and instead of a magnificent parade you will have
a terrible armed crowd which no one will dare to approach. It
is only a pretence that it cannot be done. Yes,—one alone
cannot do it, but how about all? All acting together,—the
strength lies in that,—when all shall wish it, nothing will
frighten them. No one will believe that the Tsar is selected by
God, that he is anointed by God. Is much necessary for that?
If it will only rain tomorrow or some bold man appear. You
will not be able to stop him. Do you know what is in the minds
of your soldiers? They listen to what you say, they listen, but

[36]



TO RED FLAG

both in number and individually in physical strength they are
much stronger than you are. Itis so, comrade. . . .”

Sablin rose.

“Who are you?” he gasped. “How dare you. . .. I will,

A dark form detached itself from the telegraph pole and
bending over darted down the road.

“Stop !” shouted Sablin.

But at that moment a strong whirlwind rushed along the
earth, the great birch tree shuddered with all its leaves, light-
ning split the sky and immediately a tremendous peal of thunder
burst overhead. It seemed to Sablin that he recognised the
stranger in the glare of the lightning.

“Lubovin!” he shouted.

But chaos reigned around. The heavens were ringing with
peals of thunder and a torrent of cold rain suddenly poured
from the sky. Sablin was drenched through to the last thread
of his shirt, the wind seemed to catch at his feet and check his
movements, the water rushed down the slope of the road, its
hubbles foaming and shining in the gleam of the lightnings.
Flash followed flash, Sometimes two at a time, three, in quick
succession they split the black sky and then for a second ap-
peared the whole street of Krasnoie Selo, the birch trees on
both sides of the road, the ditches boiling with water, the bar-
rack behind them and a sentry in an overcoat which seemed
black with water under a multi-coloured mushroom. Terrible
peals of thunder followed immediately, the sky seemed to rush
down on the earth and darkness concealed everything, Only
the water flashed with the large bubbles rising on its surface,
and great streams of rain rushing in a furious whirlwind
whipped the face, the breast, and the feet. It was impossible
to pursue,

Sablin ran up to his cottage, stopped, thought for a moment,
shook himself and went to his room, leaving big pools of water
behind him. He lit a randle and without waking his orderly
pulled off his drenched clothing and wrapped himself up in his
blanket. Rotbek was quietly sleeping at the other end of the
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room. Sablin looked at his watch. It was three o’clock. The
storm was passing away in the direction of Gatchino, the light-
ning flashed less frequently, the thunder pealed farther and
farther away, the wind abated and only an even methodical rain
pattered on the roof, the leaves of the birch trees and the paths
of the garden.

“How will the parade be tomorrow?” thought Sablin and
the same second felt as if he were separated from the earth and
rushed onwards in an unknown direction. Sleep embraced his
youthful body refreshed by the rain. Scarcely having the time
to blow out the candle he sank into sweet nothingness. The
patter of the rain soothed his slumbers.

X

WHEN SaBLIN woke it was already morning and rather late.
Rotbek, already dressed in top boots with spurs, breeches and a
tunic with shining belt and sword strap over his shoulder was
drinking tea at the table near the window. His orderly was
buttering slices of bread for him. Sablin’s wet clothing had
been cleared away as well as the pools of water on the floor and
his orderly had prepared everything fresh for him to put on.

Sablin jumped out of bed and ran to the window. What
kind of weather was it?

The rain had stopped but gray clouds moved low over the
earth and in some places fog covered the fields and meadows.
Soldiers were leading their horses out of the courtyard across
the road and mounting them. A smart N. C. O., Stepanenko,
neatly dressed, as if polished all over was inspecting them and
giving final instructions.

“Have you all taken bunches of straw, boys? Don’t forget
them or you will have nothing to wipe the feet of the horses
down with, Vatroushtchenko, run round to the section corp-
oral with the pail. Put it in the wagon. We may have to wash
the hoofs.”

“The parade! The parade is not cancelled " happily thought
Sablin.

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” said Rotbek munch-
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ing his bread and butter, ‘“Where on earth were you yesterday?
You simply drenched the floor through with your tracks.”

“Dear Pik, the parade . .. parade . . . today. Sherstobi-
toff! Quick! I've got to wash,—dress . . .1’

Sablin was ready in two minutes. He felt as if he could em-
brace the whole world from that sensation of youth, health, of
the beauty of his regiment which was already lining up in the
street. How good it was to realise that he was also an insignifi-
cant item in that dashing famous regiment.

How nice it would be to come up to his “Mirabeau,” a well
fed and well cared for charger whose coat shone like silk, and
see him squint his beautiful black eye after a piece of sugar. It
would be still nicer to ride up composedly to his squadron lined
up in frozen immobility in the street, hear Rotbek order “at-
tention,” greet the men and hear them answer cheerily— “Good
health to your Honour.” And then to ride slowly and proudly
down the ranks looking straight into the faces of the soldiers.
The fairy tale of the previous night came to his mind. He re-
membered all that he had heard about a bold soldier, about a
mutiny and bad weather. He felt uneasy now looking at the
men. Could it be possible that Lubovin . . .?

Here he is—in the rear ranks of the second section. His
pale face is sombre, the eyes shine with hatred. But his head
is turned towards Sablin and he slowly follows him with his
eyes.

No, he will be all right. A trifle pale, but he is always like
this—an unhealthy man. If only the weather does not play a
bad trick!

Here is the sergeant, Ivan Karpovitch. His whole breast is
aglow with medals and a silver chain of rifles hangs down from
one of the buttons. What a handsome man he is, The best
horseman in the regiment. Although he is long past thirty and
old enough to be Sablin’s father, how respectfully he looks at
him and glances with his eyes at something on one side. Ah, it
is Lieutenant Fetisoff who is riding up to the ranks.

With the same holiday enthusiasm Sablin moved towards
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the flank of the squadron and shouted the command: “Atten-
tion! Egyes right Gentlemen Officers!”

The manceuvre field was teeming with unusual life. Long
files of infantry wagons and peasants’ carts filled with sand
moved towards the Tsar’s Mound so as to mend the havoc
wrought by the storm.

Ladies and young girls in rose-coloured, blue, lilac or white
dresseés, in hats with ostrich feathers, flowers and ribbons, rode
and drove in private carriages, or izvostchiks, or came on foot.

All belonging to the intimate military circle, regimental and
battery ladies or their friends, the mothers, sisters and wives
of officers were allowed to appear with special passes in the
imperial enclosure.

Police in light blue with silver tunics mounted on grey horses
were verifying the passes. The music of bands at the heads of
dark columns of infantry rang over the field. The men walked
heavily and slowly through the wet clay which stuck to their
brightly polished boots and covered them higher and higher.

The units occupied their respective places which were marked
by men posted since five o’clock in the morning with brightly
coloured ensigns attached to their bayonets and ropes stretched
from peg to peg. The soldiers were then allowed to break the
grim order of their ranks and to begin to clear the clay off their
boots, smartening their appearance as if they had only just come
out of their tents,

The whole field was busily working. The infantry cleaned
their boots; the cavalry, dismounting, washed the hoofs of the
horses, brushed their tails hair by hair; and all cast anxious
glances at the sky and the hills of Duderhof.

It was a sure sign of coming good weather if the dark cap
of woods on Duderhof rose out of the mists. But Duderhof
was screened by the fog and even below, along the Tartar res-
taurant, patches of mist could be seen. Nothing promised sun-
light, but it ought to come, it ought to pour its rays on the
crowned Tsar anointed by God.

Grey haired Generals with bright ribbons and decorations,
commanding divisions, brigades and regiments, believed that it
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must be so while they looked on frowning as their men tidied
themselves, Young officers, old sergeants, soldiers of different
ages believed, and even Lubovin believed. At least Sablin no-
ticed that he looked anxiously at the grey cheerless sky and the
smoking fogs of Duderhof.

In fairy-tale beauty and grandeur the Tsar must appear be-
fore his troops, covered by the rays of the sun, beautiful, mag-
nificent and distant. Not of this world. Old folk said that it
was always so—whatever the weather was previously, the sun
always accompanied the Emperor. Some saw in it a token of
the Grace of God, a sign to confirm to the people the fact that
the Tsar was appointed not by men but by God. Others, scep-
tics and unbelievers considered it to be the result of excellent
work on the part of the Petersburg Observatory which was
always perfectly informed about the coming weather, The
youngsters attributed it simply to coincidence.

Sablin firmly believed that the sun must appear, but he began
to lose his confidence when he looked at the grey sky from which
rain might begin to pour at any moment. Fear crept into his
heart. What if it should not appear? All that the unknown
passer-by had said on the previous evening, all that terror might
become possible.,

He approached Rotbek and spoke to him. . . .

“Pik, what about-the sun?”

“The sun will shine,” said Rotbek.

“But why, why?” Sablin asked with distress.

“Because the Emperor will be there, it has always been so,”
replied Rotbek with conviction. ‘

“He believes,” thought Sablin, “and I cannot. Oh, God!
Help my belief !” '

Lubovin was malignantly locking at the sky from the ranks
of the 2nd section, It was he who had last night said so much
to Sablin. He now saw the alarm of the young officer and saw
that his words had had their effect and that if the sun should
not appear—Sablin would waver and many others would waver
with him. He anticipated how he would boast and rejoice over
his audacity before Korjikoff. He was not afraid of Sablin.
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He had heard how he had shouted out his name the previous
night. It showed that he had recognised him but was not cer-
tain, If he was uncertain about it, he would not question him.
He could deny everything and Sablin would only be glad that
he would not be obliged to begin an affair where there was no
third witness. All the advantages were on Lubovin’s side. He
could say what he pleased, tell any lie, and Sablin,—what could
he say? That he heard him out without interrupting? No,
Sablin would not question him. It would not be to his interest.
And there will be no sun! There you are with your Sovereign
anointed by God! Lubovin glanced 'round at his comrades
with contempt.

“What are you knocking about here for, doing nothing, Lubo-
vin, when everyone is washing his horse’s hoofs?” he heard the
powerful voice of the sergeant.—“Look out, or I will give you
something that will make you remember your duties!”

“I am afraid it will rain,” discreetly said Lubovin.

“Rain!” drawled the sergeant.—“Idiot! We shall have sun-
shine! The Emperor will be here!”

XI

THE whole field was covered by the dark squares of infantry
flecked by the red spots of the epaulets and the dully shining
silver and gold of the officers’ uniforms. Behind the infantry
was the artillery. The guns were lined up mouth to mouth,
wheel to wheel. The Grand Duke * rode round the troops on a
bay horse. The Grand Duchess Maria Pavlovna drove up to
the Mound in a troika with a smart driver dressed in a blue silk
shirt, undervest of black velvet and a cap with peacock feathers.
Three nice boys in sailor suits and a little girl with beautiful
chestnut hair were with her.

Accompanied by her children she went up to the top of the
Mound along a broad stairway with pots of flowers bordering
it, passed through the brilliant group of the Staff and foreign

* The Grand Duke Vliadimir Alexandrovitch, brother of the Emperor
Alexander III, at that time commanded the Guard Corps.
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military attaches in their dress uniforms and looked round the
field.

The sky was still grey and the fog continued to smoke over
Duderhof, concealing its woods and houses. Behind the Mound
in a long multicoloured line on the green grass stood the regi-
ments of the Cavalry. A broad, white stripe of the division
of cuirassiers, three bright spots—red, blue and crimson of the
Cossacks,—and more to the left the dark 2nd division ending
in the white and red of the hussars regiment. Farther on near
the Laboratory Wood, sullen as if swollen by rain, could be
seen the riders and guns of the horse batteries.

The field seemed to shudder, making final preparations and
verifying for the last time the alignment of the toes with a rope.
The infantry men, posted to mark the respective places of the
regiments, ran to join their units and those of the cavalry
mounted their horses. Mounted policemen drove away from
the troops hawkers of lemonade and sandwiches. An aged man
carrying a long tray, his head covered by a gay cloth, could be
seen running away with bent body from a mounted policeman
who chased him at a trot. Two dogs were playing about on the
sandy space where the troops were to defile and a policeman
was running after them, vainly attempting to drive them away.

Near the Mound spectators were standing and sitting on
chairs and benches which orderlies had been bringing ever
since early morning. They were mostly ladies and children,
officers of different Staffs, and only rarely could an elegantly
dressed civilian be seen. :

All the faces were turned in the direction of Krasnoie Selo.
The Grand Duke Vladimir Alexandrovitch was also looking in
the same direction. He was sitting on his horse with an un-
sheathed sword in his hand and talked in a loud voice which
could be heard all over the field with his Chief of Staff, a tall,
stately, grey-haired General.

“Did you notice, Nicolai Ivanovitch,” the Grand Duke was
saying, “the dog in the Finland regiment ?”

“Your Imperial Highness,” the Chief of Staff respectfully
interrupted him, glancing at Krasnoie Selo.
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A troika flew out and swiftly approached the brilliant group
standing between the people and Krasnoie Selo. There was the
retinue, the horse of the Emperor and the carriage of the Em-
press. '

The Grand Duke frowned and looked at Duderhof. Its
shaggy summit, covered by pines, hazel and fir trees appeared
from the grey clouds. The wind was tearing to pieces the fog
over it and the upper houses began to be visible. Below, the
pavilions and galleries of the Tartar restaurant could be clearly
seen. But still there was no sun.

The troika dashed up and stopped. The Grand Duke looked
at his watch, It was two minutes to eleven.

“Punctual!” he said to the Chief of Staff, “as his father,
grandfather and especially his great-grandfather always were.”

By a hardly noticeable gesture he crossed himself.

“Parade! Attention!” he ordered. “Battalions, shoulder
arms!” The whole wet field seemed to transform itself into a
hedgehog,—the infantry bristled with bayonets,

“By regiments! Present arms!”

The Grand Duke brought his heavy horse to a gallop and
moved swiftly forward to meet the Emperor.

The general silence was broken by the sharp sounds of the
band of H. M. Own Cossack Body Guard playing the Guard’s
March., The Emperor greeted the Cossacks and the hurrah
rose on the right flank. The Emperor then approached the
regiment of the Military Schools. The regiment shouldered
arms in two distinct movements : the Cadets presented arms, and
a thousand young faces turned towards the Emperor.

At the head of the Staff, on a small grey Arab horse with
dark head and intelligent black eyes, lightly and gracefully rode
the Tsar. His red hussar’s cap was slightly set on one side.
His grey eyes looked affably from under the black peak, his
crimson doloman was embroidered with golden strappings,
rosettes shone on his brightly polished boots and his spurs
tinkled faintly.

“Good morning!” was heard in a clear voice and a shout full
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of enthusiasm came from the very heart as an answer from a
thousand young breasts.

And immediately the flowing majestic melody of the Russian
National Anthem floated from the flank and melted together
with the exulting, youthful hurrah.

At the same moment a bright ray of sun sparkled on the crim-
son cap and embraced in its light the Crowned horseman, the
Staff and the carriage drawn by four white horses in which
sat both Empresses.

Nature seemed to have waited for this powerful cheer, for
this mighty hymn full of fervent prayer before beginning its
work.

An unseen wind tore to pieces the mist, and the sun shone
overhead in all its splendour as if purified by the previous rain.
White fleecy clouds floated on the blue sky.

The miracle was accomplished.

The Sovereign annointed by God appeared in all his glory and
beauty, beautiful as in a fairy tale on his grey Arab horse which
stepped proudly and lightly under him.

A demi-god was before the people and earthly thoughts left
them, Their hearts soared high and felt near the heavens.

Sablin rising in his stirrups looked in the direction where
louder and louder rang the hurrah, where regiment after regi-
ment presented arms and bristled with bayonets, where it seemed
that the earth itself enthusiastically sang to the heavens the
Russian Hymn. He glanced round at Lubovin.

Pale, with wide-open inflamed eyes Lubovin looked from the
field to the sun and back, and doubt and perplexity replaced
hatred in the expression of his face.

XII

THE hurrah became louder and mightier as fresh troops joined
in it. The Emperor was reviewing the artillery. Everyone in
the ranks of the cavalry straightened up.

A tall horseman mounted on a white horse with black spots
commanded :

“Cavalry! Draw sabres! Carry lances!”
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Sablin had difficulty in breathing. Tears rose to his eyes.

From behind the band mounted on grey horses he could see
the space between the regiments. The neighbouring regiments
had already joined the cheering. The band by a quick simul-
taneous movement raised the instruments to their lips. The
command “Gentlemen Officers” was heard and the joyful regi-
mental march rang out. From behind the left flank of the regi-
ment appeared the smart grey horse. Here he is!

It seemed to Sablin that the Emperor looked straight into his
eyes alone. Sablin looked into the eyes of the Emperor and was
saying in his thoughts:— “You see me? I am Lieutenant
Sablin! Give the order—and I will die, will perish, will sink
happily into the sea of death because to die for you—is happi-
ness.”

It seemed to Sablin that the Emperor heard and understood
him.

How nobly kind is his face—how spiritually beautiful are his
features!

The beautiful young Empress drove behind him in an open
white and gold carriage drawn by four white horses with riders
in tightly fitting elk-skin breeches and red gold-embroidered
tunics. Then rode a brilliant Staff where each horseman per-
sonified beauty, where the grey beards and noble bearing of
aged Grand Dukes and Generals were in harmony with youths
beautiful as young gods—Sablin saw nothing of this. He saw
only the one horseman in the crimson doloman and red cap, saw
him and his horse lit by the rays of the sun, with the benevol-
ence of the heavens resting on him. ;

The band lowered their instruments and stopped playing.
The Emperor said only the words : “Good morning, bandsmen”
but it seemed to Sablin that he had said something marvelously
beautiful and magically entrancing. The trumpeters answered
and the Emperor disappeared between them and the first squad-
ron. Thence one could hear his greeting of their regiment, that
touching and historically unchanging greeting. And the whole
regiment shook with the answer and mightily and happily
shouted hurrah.
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Sablin shouted in his young ringing voice that came from a
full heart. The Emperor had ridden on long ago, but Sablin,
continued to cheer, melting his voice with hundreds of other
young voices. One moment he thought—“and Lubovin?” and
turned round. But Lubovin was also cheering. Next to him
Adamaitis shouted with a wide open mouth and large tears of
happiness trickled down his cheeks. Both cheered without un-
derstanding what was happening in their souls.

Yesterday was a dream. “In our regiment nothing of that
sort can take place,” thought Sablin and happiness overflowed
in his heart, “It is happiness to serve in our regiment.”

After that, infantry marched past for a long time. One could
see the sparkling of the bayonets, hear the sounds of music and
the rumbling of Turkish drums. The cavalry suddenly turned
by sections to the right and in section columns wheeled at a trot
round the borders of the field. The smell of fresh grass was in
the air, the horses trotted lightly on the sodden ground as
if intoxicated by the shouts, the music, the sight of the man ap-
pointed by God. The spurs clanked, the mouth-pieces clinked,
and the whole, together with the distant cheerful sounds of the
Ceremonial March conveyed magic stirring feelings to the soul.

XIII

GRITZENKO talked to the Adjutant, What had been the impres-
sion produced by their regiment passing before the Emperor?
“Excellent. Best of all the alignment. The gentlemen did
not keep quite perfect and that slightly spoiled the general im-
pression, but I watched the whole division pass and our regi-
ment was the best. The Baron told me that the Emperor was
greatly pleased and said : “my own are excellent as usual.”

“Did he say that?”

“Yes. He ordered the dismissal of General Bakaeff from his
command in the 2nd infantry division. He couldn’t manage his
horse, flew into the Suite and almost knocked the Grand Duke
out of his saddle.”

“Oh!”

[47]



FROM DOUBLE EAGLE

“Horrible. I wonder where on earth he could have got such
a horse.”

“And what was the general impression of the parade?”

“Wonderful. The French attaché told me that he had never
seen anything like it. The Army Infantry surprised him most.
Small men, but their average length of step was about three
feet.”

“Good fellows,” Gritzenko said kindly.

“Personally I don’t like the way they wave their right arms,
they throw them back too far.”

The Adjutant trotted away towards the head of the column.

The field was becoming deserted. Carriages were driving
away and long snake-like columns of regiments were vanishing
in the distance. The red snake of the Hussars wound through
the golden corn fields near the Laboratory Wood, the blue one
of the Lancers stretched further on and the black Horse
Grenadiers were disappearing on their black horses behind the
hills at the Shoungorovo farm.

X1V

AFTER dinner, hastily served at the Mess, Sablin fell asleep.
He woke at five o’clock and lay on his back in sweet lassitude.
Three days of rest were ahead and then Saturday and Sunday—
five days in all which had to be filled somehow. In the next
room Rotbek was asking his orderly in a loud whisper whether
the cab had arrived.

“Where are you going, Pik?” Sablin shouted.

“To my mother at Pavlovsk,” Rotbek answered and appeared
in a snow-white tunic and long blue trousers.

“I will go with you and stay at the music garden of the sta-
tion.”

“Excellent.”

Five minutes later they drove away in the ancient carriage
of a Krasnoie Selo izvostchik. The end of the quiet summer
day was approaching. They drove through the long village
Nicolaievka where the Cossacks were leading their horses to the
watering trough and barred the whole street, then through the
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neat villages Solosi and Novaia and passed into the open fields
which bordered the road.

From time to time they met carts with hay. The wheels
creaked quietly, the fragrance of fresh hay filled the air
mingling with a smell of pitch. They passed Sobolevo and
drove down a road bordered by tall larch trees. The Tzarskoie
Selo park loomed up like a dark wall on the left.

Sablin and Rotbek remained silent for a long while, thinking.
Then:

“Our regiment is the best,” Rotbek said with conviction as if
answering his own thoughts.

“Certainly,” said Sablin.

“What a pity that the officers did not keep their alignment,”
said Rotbek,—“I didn’t either. I don’t know what went wrong
with my ‘Mumm,’ he pulled forward so that I couldn’t do any-
thing with my left hand alone to stop him and I had to hold my
sword in the right.”

“How did my ‘Mirabeau’ do?”

“Ah, splendidly! And you ride better than I do, Sasha. I
hope to learn yet. ... But tell me. ... I haven’t spoilt
things too much? And what do you think, did He notice?”

“He thanked us!” said Sablin knowing about whom Rotbek
spoke, because both of them were thinking the same thoughts.
- “Ah, He always praises. He cannot do otherwise. What
would happen if He did not praise us?”’

“It would have been terrible. I would feel like committing
suicide or leaving the service!”

“Did you see what eyes He has? He looked straight at me.”

“And at me, Pik, . . . Pik, isn’t He a most remarkable man

?”

“He is more than a man. . . .”

They remained silent for some time.

“Sasha, ‘asked Rotbek,” did you notice the dress the Empress
wore?” ‘

“No, I saw only Him. I believe she had something white
on.”
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“Or pink,” said Rotbek. “My sisters will want an account
of these details and what shall I tell them? I saw only Him.”

“So did 1.”

And again they remained silent enjoying the happiness of
their twenty years, of the quiet cool evening, the nice gardens
and villas, and filled with the sacred feeling of love for their
country.

“Stop, Pik, I will get out and walk to the station.”

“Why, he shall drive you up. Or, better still, come to our
house. Mother and my sisters will be very glad to see you.”

Sablin thought of Rotbek’s clumsy, shy and plain sisters, the
eldest of whom was sixteen. They had white eyelashes, white
eyebrows, always wore pink dresses just alike, did not know
what to do with their sunburnt hands, answered everything by
the same exclamation—"“ah!” and hurried to introduce a visitor
to an enervating game called “quick.”

“No, dear Pik, I will call on you tomorrow, if you’ll let me,
but I think that today both of us would like to be alone and
think it all over again.”

“I understand,” said Rotbek.

Sablin left the carriage and passed through the station to the
great music hall. The orchestra was playing in the garden and
the huge hall, with its long rows of benches before a white
shell-shaped platform was almost deserted. A school boy and
girl were whispering something in the shadows of the distant
benches. A footman rushed up to Sablin with a programme.
He took it absentmindedly and passed through the hall to the
restaurant. It also was deserted. Sablin felt thirsty, sat down
at a little round table and ordered tea and “éclairs,” which were
Pavlovsk’s speciality.

He felt happy. His young, healthy body was enjoying the
rest. The sounds of music, of the voices of the crowd and of
footsteps on the sand floated up from the park. He listened
abstractly to the music and without catching the tune felt that
it dispelled thought and created a happy feeling of aloofness.
Thoughts touched, vanished, and only the feeling of the joy of
life remained.
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A corner of the park could be seen through the window and
elegantly dressed people, officers, civilians and schoolboys walk-
ing with young ladies and girls. Sablin watched them and ad-
mired them. Two officers of the Guard Sharp-Shooters regi-
ment, dressed in their picturesque Russian costume, passed with
two young ladies, ballet dancers, and Sablin felt pleased at the
thought that he also was an officer of the Guards. A cuirassier
passed with a stout red-faced lady and exchanged salutes with
Sablin. That was pleasant, too. He was alone at his table but
he did not feel lonesome, rather as if he were at home in his
own family, They were all his brothers and comrades.

Ladies and young girls passed near him and the soft fra-
grance of perfume reached Sablin and irritated him. He or-
dered another glass of tea and cakes and began to think,

He felt that something was lacking today, when his excited
blood throbbed powerfully in his veins, and when with all the
fibres of his soul he passionately loved the Tsar and Russia, and
was in love with himself. He desired another kind of love. He
longed for a woman’s caresses,

He looked round. This one with a painted face and eye-
brows was probably accessible. He reddened when he thought
of Matznefl’s advice: catch the moments of love!

Should he approach her? But how? He would burn with
shame. What should he say, and how? What if she were not
what he thought her to be? What a scandal then! How could
he risk offending a wotnan so!

The women who passed him admired the handsome young
officer. Some called him with their eyes. Blood boiled in him,
but he did not dare approach them, grew more and more con-
fused, and a slow fire of desire burned in him,

It seemed to him that his wishes and thoughts were evident
to all around, He felt ashamed and reddened. He took off
his cap and laid it on a chair, then put it on again. At moments
he was full of decision and was ready to rise and approach the
first woman he met. Then he would feel confused again and
realized that he would never dare speak and that nothing would
come of it all. He nervously sipped his cold tea, ate the cakes
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without tasting them, looked into the distance and tried to listen
to the music.

A soft voice suddenly called his name.

“Alexander Nicolaievitch, it’s such a long time since I have
seen you! . . .”

Xv

HEe raised his eyes. Kitty stood before him, leaning on the
mother o’pear] handle of a pink sunshade, Her large pink hat
was placed on one side and the brim was caught up by a bird
with pink wings. She wore a dress of a light, half-transparent
pink material which was cut out too low for a summer costume
and through which the lines of her rather plump form could
be clearly seen. Her silk skirts rustled at every movement.
The neat waves of her golden hair showed under the brim of
her hat. It shone, and so did her teeth and her face just touched
with sunburn. She was not painted, was fresh and young and
her profession could be guessed only by her too free manners
and general attitude. The colour of pleasure and excitement
rose to Sablin’s face and Kitty saw this. He would not leave
her this time as he had done before, he would be hers. Kitty
blushed.

Sablin jumped up. She sat down immediately and he re-
sumed his seat.

“How nice she is,” he thought, and some inner voice seemed
to whisper in his ear—‘‘and accessible! Catch the moment!”

“Would you like some tea?” he asked.

She looked into his eyes and burst into such a happy, infec-
tious laugh that he laughed also.

“Why are you laughing ?”’ he said.

“And why are you, dear Alexander Nicolaievitch?”

“Why?” Sablin said suddenly becoming serious. “I am
happy, Ekaterina Filippovna.”

“Oh,” she said, “Why so formal. Call me Kitty. Aren’t we
friends?”

Her hand in a silk transparent glove which covered her arm
up to the elbow, touched his.
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“Tell me why you are so happy,” she asked quietly and seri-
ously.

“Ah. . .. Kitty. . . . Ekaterina Filipovna., . . . We have
had the parade today.”

“I know,” she said.—You have seen the Emperor and he has
praised your regiment.”

She had lived among the officers, had often been at the bar-
racks. Cynical and light headed, at the same time she was out-
wardly religious, loved the Monarch and Russia, revered the
colours and had the same understanding of the honour of the
uniform and of the regiment as the officers.

Sablin looked at Kitty with shining eyes.

“Do you understand,” he said, “this feeling one has on see-
ing him. Do you love him?”

“I adore him,” she said.

He looked into the very depth of her eyes, and felt a warmth
rush towards his heart and make it beat happily. “How beauti-
ful she is,” he thought. He remembered an early morning in
the spring and the beauty of her form lit by the quiet rays of
the sun shining through the curtains. He trembled with pas-
sion,

“Would you like some tea?” he offered again.

“You have drunk a lot already. How many glasses have you
had?”

“I don’t remember. Four or five.”

“And do you still want more?”

“No, I asked whether you would like some.”

“I do not,”—she drawled,—“thank you,”

She smiled.

“Look here, dear boy,” she said pressing his hand lightly with
the tips of her fingers,—“Are you {free today, yes? You
haven’t promised anyone? You don’t have to be on duty to-
morrow ?”

“No, I am free all these three days and Saturday and Sun-
day as well.”

“How delightful! . . . Well, listen. . . .”
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She felt confused, but so was he. He did not come to her
assistance,

“I have,” she said quietly,—*a ‘datcha’ here. On the Fri-
deritzinskaya street. You will notice it immediately on the left
side. Several great willows grow along the garden fence. I
am alone. Quite alone. Come to see me . . . and to supper.”

He felt troubled, realising that it was he who should have in-
vited her to supper. She understood him.

“Don’t be angry, I want it to be so.”

Sablin thought for a moment and stammered :

“I love you, Ekaterina Filipovna.”

Her face coloured with pleasure and a look of softness came
over it.

“Dear Alexander Nicolaievitch! If only you knew what
happiness you give me by these words. You know what I am
and yet you say this. You have said it from your heart, haven’t
you?”

“Yes,” Sablin said with confusion,

“And you . .. to me! Oh! how delightful! Well, listen,
But will you understand? Won’t you think something bad?
All that I shall tell. you will be the truth. I have never loved
anyone, I loved life, its brilliancy and noise, drunken revelry,

songs, dresses . . . I was cold, without passion. Yes! I was
different from Vladia, who is in love every day. I loved money,
power, luxury. ... And ... listen: never, anyone ... I

have been given a nickname,—probably you have heard it—
Katia the philosopher. But I fell in love with you as soon as
I set my eyes on you when you defended Gritzenko’s Zahar.
You are a man, Alexander Nicolaievitch, not only a handsome
officer. At first I didn’t look at it seriously and asked Stepochka
to send you with me, but then, when you scorned my beauty,”
Kitty dropped her voice to a whisper, “I realized how I loved
you! How I waited for you! I almost went mad. I hoped

you would come. But you didn't . . . cruel boy! I watched
you, I found out whether you had fallen in love with someone.
But you . . . don’t even know women.”

Sablin reddened deeply.
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“What rapture!” Kitty whispered. “But listen, listen— Do

not despise and push me away. . . . We also have hearts, we
lost women. . . . We love once and we perish in the flames of
this love. . . . Some of us live in brilliant surroundings of

luxury and diamonds, but they never love those who bring them
these gifts. Each has a secret lover who not only gives her
nothing, but takes from her and beats her sometimes. And
she loves him still. . . . I know that it will be my misfortune
that I have fallen in love with you, I know that you will leave
me soon and that nothing can keep you back. Let it be so. One
day at least—but it will be mine!”

“Why do you say such things, Ekaterina Filipovna,—I don’t
know myself . . . but I admire you and perhaps I already love
you.”

“Oh, don’t . . . don’t say this. But . . . it is wrong for us
to talk here. There are too many people around. It is im-
possible for you in your uniform. It would not matter were
we just to say a few words, but we cannot stay long together
when so many people are around. . . . You will come then,
yes . . .¢2”

“Ekaterina Filipovna! Let us go together!”

“No, no! That is quite out of the question!”

She stretched out her hand.

“In half an hour,” she said, “on the Frideritzinskaya, Keep
your word.”

He pressed her hand warmly. She went out of the restaurant
and Sablin could see her through the glass walls as she de-
scended the steps into the garden and went away with bent head
through the park,

It was just in time. Rotbek and his three sisters, all in pink,
all ruddy, pimpled and with curiosity in their light eyes emerged
from the crowd and went toward the restaurant. They were
the last people whom Sablin wanted to see at that moment. He
thought only of Kitty and longed only for her. He rose, paid
for his tea and went towards the station platform. He sat
down there under the big clock and nervously watched the slow
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movement of the hands over the thirty minutes which sepa-
rated him from the meeting with Kitty.

They seemed to last eternally. He waited for twenty minutes
and then decided to go on foot so as to grow calmer and pull
his nerves together.

From the park Kitty rushed to a shop and purchased zakous-
kas, fruit, sweets and wine so as to receive her guest properly.

XVI

It was already dark when Sablin entered the Frideritzinskaya
street. He found the datcha without difficulty. The air was
full of the fragrance of blossoming tobacco and stocks, sweet
peas twined round the glass-paned balcony. The curtains were
drawn, but through them came rosy light, the sounds of a piano
and Kitty’s voice full of pain and passion.

Sablin halted and listened. The whole scene seemed as if
taken from an opera or a fairy tale. The great spreading wil-
lows of the deserted street were drowned in the darkness. No
passers by were to be seen. The light shone brightly through
the foliage and a soft voice sang of love and of passion.

Kitty felt Sablin’s footsteps and opened the door before he
had time to ring the bell,

“We are alone,” she said, “quite alone, I have sent away my
maid and there is no one in the house. Take off your overcoat
and your sword.”

The balcony was dimly lit by a red lamp. The open piano in
a corner, the simple furniture and the wolf’s skin on the floor,—
all was commonplace but seemed beautiful to Sablin.

A samovar was humming in the dining room. Ham, cold
chicken, sturgeon, various cakes and bottles of wine and cognac
adorned the table,

Kitty wore the same pink dress but she had covered its deep
cut by a shawl! as if she were ashamed of it before Sablin. She
felt pleasure in her role of hostess, in watching his beautiful
eyes become dimmed by the wine. Passion was overwhelming
her.
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“How about some roast beef? It is in the ice-cellar, Will
you carry the candle for me?”

He could not refuse. It seemed so amusing to pass through
the yard with her and to watch her through a little door in the.
flickering light of the candle as she groped on the snow which
covered the floor of the ice-cellar.

“Dear, here are some raspberries. Would you like some?”

They walked back together through the dark yard over which
the stars shone high up in the sky and the willows whispered
mysteriously ; they passed up the creaking steps to the kitchen
and into the dining room where it was so cosy in the light of
the hanging lamp,

They picked over the berries, Kitty’s fingers became pink, he
kissed them and she laughed a nervous excited laugh. The
whole day had been full of magic happiness and love and it
must end in the same way.

The supper was finished. The clock struck half past eleven,
everything had been talked over. Had he to get up and leave?

Kitty rose. She was overwhelmed by a burning sense of
confusion. Sablin approached her, but words of farewell van-
ished from his lips. She stretched both her arms towards him
and he seized them in his hands. They were soft, warm and
slightly moist,

“Well!?” she said and drew nearer to him.

An unknown force pushed him towards her and they united
in a long kiss.

He staggered as if drunk when they separated and he saw
as if through a mist the happy blue eyes and the golden locks of
hair on the forehead.

Silently Kitty left the dining room. He followed her and
passed through the little dark drawing room to the bed room
which was lit by a violet lantern hanging on gold chains from
the ceiling. .

Kitty leaned on Sablin’s breast and remained motionless with
half closed eyes. He clasped her tenderly in his arms.

She raised her head, her lips forming into a childish smile.

“Dear,” she said, “call me your little mouse.”
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Tears appeared in her eyes but he covered them with kisses.
“Ah!” she said. “I am so happy, so happy!”

XVII

THESE days were full of an ecstacy of love and passion.

They would get up at four o’clock in the morning when the
sun had not yet risen behind the dark woods, would dress
hurriedly and walk down the quiet sleepy streets wet with dew.
They would halt on the bridge with the statues of stags, would
look at the water which rippled under the rays of the rising sun
and enjoy the cool morning breeze as it caressed their burning
cheeks. They would go farther on into the park where the
grass had been mown and where stood long stacks of fragrant
hay. Larks sang in the blue morning sky, quails called each
other, grasshoppers trilled and they were the only human be-
ings in the midst of Nature at that early hour when all slept.

They would sleep on the hay until the sun rose over the
stack and looked into their happy faces. Then they would
wake and look round with fright. Had anyone seen them?

Kitty would arrange her hair, pin her hat on and he had to
perform the function of a mirror for her. She had hair pins
between her lips with which she was lazily fixing her thick hair.

“Look,” she said, her lips still tightly pressed together,—“is
my hat on straight ?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Oh, you nasty boy, you don’t even look!”

It was true, he did not. He was admiring her round white
arms where the muscles moved under a silky skin after each
movement of the fingers.

“Sasha, do look, I shall look a fright. Ah! I am so hungry!”

“So am I, my little mouse, let us go to the farm restaurant.”

They went arm-in-arm, thoughtful and simple like children.
Nature smiled on them. Long crimson fir apples laughed at
them from the high firs, the park attracted them by its coolness.

“You can’t come in with me to the farm, there are too many
people there,” Kitty said,—“I will enter alone and you shall
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come some time after and sit down at my table as if by chance.

We won’t even talk, as if we weren’t acquainted.”
"~ The farm was full of people, Princess Repnin sat with her
children and an English governess in a little curtained pavilion.
There were many children, students and young girls in the
gallery. Maids in white aprons served milk, coffee and tea with
black rye bread and biscuits; the place smelled of cows. A
peacock shrieked piercingly.

Kitty entered trying to wear a most innocent and independent
air, Her face was burning, Her hair was in disorder and her
dress was crumpled. People looked at her sideways. Every-
one knew her—Katia the philosopher.

She sat down trying to pay no attention to unfriendly glances
and ordered coffee and a glass of cream.

A moment later Sablin entered. There were many free tables
but he approached Kitty and ceremoniously asked for permis-
sion to sit down at her table. They tried to be silent but Kitty
could not restrain herself and said, her lips hardly moving:

“I love you madly.”

He lowered his eyes, reddened and answered in a whisper:

“My dear little mouse!”

And both laughed.

Then, each having finished their coffee and cream and each
having paid for it separately, they left. He went first and she
followed soon after. Everyone saw their comedy and criticized
them. They alone noticed nothing.

He waited for her under a fir tree with crimson fir apples.
They went on arm-in-arm together,

At the house she let him alone until lunch, Then it was
served with many courses and wines that he liked. She found
them out by clever questioning. After lunch he reclined on the
sofa and she sang, She sang like all the Petersburg young girls
of the time. Neither well nor badly. She had much musical
feeling, a badly pitched voice and liked unfinished fragments
of songs speaking of passion, love and unsatisfied feeling. She
began to sing in French or in Russian, stopped before finishing,
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idly fingered the keys, played a melodious waltz and began some-
thing else.

Sablin dozed. Sometimes he opened his eyes and gazed at
her happily. Her cheeks were glowing, the eyes seemed large
between the darkened eyelids and shone softly. He closed his
eyes again and listened in sweet lassitude.

The same tune was repeated for a second time. Deep pain
was felt in it and Sablin opened his eyes.

“I want to love and to suffer again!” Kitty sang passionately
the last line and burst out weeping. She knew why she wept.
Her heart was being torn by the torture of knowing that she
would love for so short a time, and suffer . . . the whole of
her life,

Sablin rushed to soothe her, but she continued to weep on his
breast and for a long time he could not calm her. To all his
questions she answered:

“Don’t ask, my dear. It’s from happiness!”

XVIII

THEY hired horses at a riding school and rode towards Gatchino.
The weather was hot. They stopped an ice hawker near the
Orlovsky wood, dismounted, purchased ices, sat down on the
sloping bank of the road and ate the ices with little wooden
splinters from little pasteboard plates. The horses grazed near
by and their heads almost touched Kitty's pretty face. The
dark wood, rustled behind them and the oaks whispered mysteri-
ously. Their hearts were calm and quiet. When they returned
home she lay wearily on a sofa and he read newspapers in an
arm chair,

Every day brought new pleasures. He drove to the regi-
ment on Saturday, passed four hours at scouting drill, learned
that there would be none on Monday but that on Tuesday the
regiment would start for the manceuvres. He returned towards
dinner-time to Kitty refreshed by his visit to the regiment and
desirous of new caresses, passion and kisses.

But little by little he grew weary of the passion. On Mon-
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day he left without much regret and drove to Krasnoie Selo
promising to return for dinner.

He arrived at his cottage towards one o’clock and learned
that the Adjutant had sent for him three times in the morning
and that a note from the office was waiting for him on his table,
Unpleasant forebodings rose in his heart.

The note was official. “Your Honour should report to
Colonel Prince Repnin immediately upon your return to the
camp. Uniform to be worn—tunic, sword . . .” Such a tone
promised nothing good. Sablin got ready and went to Repnin
who lived in his own “datcha” built on the slope of the hill not
far from the Officers’ Mess. The datcha was large and built
of wooden beams in an affected Russian style with carved fig-
ures of cocks over the front steps and balcony. An orderly,
dressed in a blue livery with large flat buttons embossed with
the insignia of the Prince, opened the door.

“His Excellency asks you to wait a little,” he said, “they are
lunching.”

That also was a bad sign. How could the amiable and hos-
pitable Repnin lunch, while an officer of his regiment, his com-
rade, waited for him.

The Prince would have invited him to lunch, would have
offered him coffee, cigars, if something unusual had not hap-
pened—and of course unpleasant, Sablin began to think, He
guessed the reason of the summons, The matter would have a
relation to Kitty, and he frowned.

He passed to the drawing room, a large room, the walls cov-
ered with panels of polished wood, and hung with English litho-
graphs of famous race horses. A massive table of heavy oak
littered with newspapers and illustrated magazines stood in the
middle of the room. Sablin walked about it and looked at the
lithographs.

Prince Repnin, a veteran officer and A. D. C. of the Emperor,
whogse father and grandfather had served in the same regiment,
was the President of the Officer’s Court of Honour and a strict
guardian of the regimental traditions and of the dignity of its
uniform. No one knew as well as he did the history and the
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traditions of the regiment. Stiff, always clad in a tight-fitting
tunic cut by the best tailor, never getting drunk in any circum-
stances, he inspired terror in the young officers by his cold
countenance alone. He did everything well but was never en-
thusiastic about anything, He rode well and had an excellent
horse, but he was not a sportsman. He was an excellent marks-
man, was the member of an aristocratic hunting society, was
often invited to the Imperial hunts, but he was not a hunter.
He played coldly at whist and bezique but had never been seen
at a game of chance.

He was married and had two daughters, young girls who were
as stiff as he, and spoke English better than they did Russian.
His wife, a grey haired Lady-in-Waiting of the Empress, was
the full complement of her husband. She was quite mad on
society customs, calls and conversations, guarded the traditions
of the regiment even more strictly than did her husband and
always took care that the officers behaved properly in society.
It was rumoured that several years previously she had had an
intrigue abroad with some Italian Prince, but that intrigue
passed so secretly, was so stiffly correct, that even those who
spoke about it were never certain in their hearts about the
truth of their words. She watched the behaviour of the ladies
of the regiment, pronounced undebatable verdicts as to which
intrigue was decent and which stained the name of the husband
and brought disgrace on the regiment. She saw to it that the
officers did not walk arm-in-arm with artists, of whatever good
family they might be. The officers feared her sharp tongue and
imperious habits, She let everyone understand that she was
descended in a straight line from the Ruriks, that her ancestors
had held a high position at the court of the Tsar Alexei Mihailo-
vitch and that she kept letters of the Tsar addressed to her
great-grandiather.

She had only one weakness. She loved to see young officers
married and to find suitable matches for them which in all re-
spects would be favourable for the regiment.

Sablin thought of all this as he waited in the drawing room.
Half an hour passed, but no one came,
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Sablin grew more and more irritated against Repnin and
frowned more and more deeply.

“I shall tell him all that I think of him,” he decided at the
moment when the door was opened and the orderly in livery
said :

“Please, Your Honour, His Excellency asks you to come to
his study.”

Sablin hated the orderly too. It seemed to him that the livery
made the soldier impertinent and that he looked contemptuously
at him—a Lieutenant!

XIX

Prince REPNIN stood behind his massive writing table clad
in his tightly buttoned tunic. He did not ask Sablin to sit down
and did not shake hands with him. His cold steel gaze pierced
the young man and made him stop and involuntarily stand to
attention.

“Lieutenant Sablin,” Prince Repnin began in a cold official
tone,—“I have invited you here because . . . I personally knew
and deeply respected your father. I believe .. . I want to be-
lieve that our regiment is sacred to you. I am therefore sur-
prised at the light-headed way in which you have treated the
honour of your uniform. You have stained it, Lieutenant
Sablin. . . . I do not convoke the Officer’s Court of Honour
only because I am certain that my words will suffice to make
you put an end to your pernicious intrigue.”

“Prince,” Sablin began, “Your Excellency. . . .”

Repnin commanded silence by a cold glance of his shining
grey eyes,

“I haven’t finished speaking, Lieutenant Sablin,” he said
coldly,—*“I have not called you for the purpose of listening to
your explanations or excuses. You can have none. Only sz
definite promise to give up your pernicious passion for this girl
of the streets. . . .”

“Your Excellency ... I won’t allow. .. .” Sablin began,
pale and breathing heavily; but the cold piercing gaze of Repnir
again brought him to silence.
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“I do not interfere with your physical needs, Lieutenant
Sablin, but no one displays them publicly as you have allowed
yourself to do. How could you venture to walk arm-in-arm
with a girl of the streets at the Pavlovsk concert?! You have
ridden with her, you have visited with her the farm and other
places where our families meet! Lieutenant Sablin,—strictly
speaking,—you ought to leave our regiment because you don’t
know how to wear its uniform with honour. Yes! Leave the
regiment, This is no laughing matter, Lieutenant Sablin! But
I take into consideration your youth and will leave the matter
without any consequences. I have conferred with other senior
officers and we have decided to close our eyes to these events
under the condition that you will immediately, today, put an
end to this intrigue.”

“Your Excellency,” Sablin said gasping.—“T .

“Lieutenant Sablin, I repeat that I haven’t called you for ex-
planations. You have heard what I have said and I hope that
you have understood me. You can go!”

One—two, Sablin turned, distinctly clanking his spurs, and
walked out of Prince Repnin’s study, his eyes dimmed by tears
of indignation.

He did not realise how he reached his cottage.

The slippery boards of the side-walk rising up the slope were
under his feet, the autumn sun was shining dully and clouds
shut it out of sight from time to time. Sablin noticed nothing
of this, He was shaking all over with anger and excitement.

He had been insulted and so had she. She, who was his
first love. She, who had given herself to him with such limit-
less passion!

What was he to do? Revenge himself! Challenge Colonel
Repnin to a duel! He would make him understand that the
woman he loved was no girl of the streets and that he, Lieu-
tenant Sablin, would not allow him to speak of his sacred love
so cynically and impertinently as he had done. He would marry
Kitty! That was all. And let . .. let Princess Repnin re-
ceive her and shake her hand afterwards. Yes, he would
marry her. And why not? At heart she was purer than many
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other young girls. At any rate she would be faithful to him.
Everyone in the regiment knew that Manotskoff visited Mrs,
Matzneff and spent the night at her flat when Matzneff was on
guard, everyone knew that Petristcheva lived with Lieutenant
Speransky . . . and all were silent. . . . And what was Kitty?
. . . He would marry her . . . Just to make them angry. . . .

He tried to think of Kitty as his wife. Every day would bring
her caresses, her sweet conversation and the scent of perfume,
hyacinths, and powder. Sablin shook his head. He had had
enough of them during these five days and wanted a rest from
them. And if he married her he would have them every day.
. . . Every day he would hear the badly played piano and the
unfinished songs of love and passion.

The regimental holiday would come. The Empress, the
Grand Duchess-and Kitty with her simple kind smile and round
white arms would sit in a large box at the riding school dec-
orated by flowers and by the colours of the regiment. Sablin
bent his head. He realised that it was impossible. Repnin was
right. She was not a lady of the regiment. The regiment de-
manded other women and other relations with them.

His satisfied passion did not wake and cold reason began to
dominate in him, He had to choose: she or the regiment. Our
regiment—so beautiful, mighty and great. Qur regiment,
closely bound to Russia and to the Tsar.

Sablin understood more and more clearly that his relations
with Kitty should have been different and that he could have
loved her then. But was that so?

Dusk was creeping into the little room. Faint light pene-
trated through the small window, clouds crept over the sky and
rain was coming. Sablin paced about the room, muttered
curses, angrily clenched his fists and his face reddened. Then
he grew silent and thoughtful.

He remembered the luxurious lunches, dinners and suppers
that Kitty had arranged for him. Wine, cognac, liqueurs. She
had purchased everything herself. But on what money?
Where did she get the money to arrange all this for him?
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He stopped before the window, buried his hands in his
pockets and even whistled.

“Lieutenant Sablin,” he told himself,—what a fool you are
and whata . . . scoundrel. . . .”

He called his orderly and sent him to tell the izvostchik to get
ready to return to Pavlovsk with a letter and sat down to write.

“Dear Kitty,” he began, “circumstances have taken such a
turn that it is impossible for me to come today. Tomorrow the
manceuvres begin and we shall thus be separated for a fort-
night. Farewell, dear little mouse, wish me a good journey and
don’t think badly of me. I kiss your sweet lips a thousand times.
We shall see each other after the manceuvres. Wait for me and
don’t grieve. Good-bye. Your Sasha.”

Sablin put five hundred rubles into the envelope, but when
he had sealed it he realized that money would offend her. She
had loved and given herself to him in such a way that it was
not necessary or possible to pay for it.

Sablin unsealed the letter, tock out the money and began to
think, “What about the dinners, the suppers, the wine.” He
added: “P.S. Little mouse, I am your debtor. ILet me know
how much the entertainment has cost you and I will settle it.
I don’t want you to spend money on me. A.S.”

He sealed it and sent it off.

XX

Krtry burst into tears when she received the letter. She knew
that he would leave her. But so soon! She had not expected
it. In five days, in five happy days the whole of her life had
been burnt and nothing remained. She did not even have his
photograph. She had not thought of asking for it then and she
realized that now he would not give it. This short “P.S.” about
the money, this business-like tone made her understand every-
thing. She realized that Sasha and his little mouse existed no
longer and that only the Lieutenant of our regiment Sablin and
Katia the philosopher remained. A portrait of Sasha could have
adorned the table of his little mouse, but Katia the philosopher
could not have a portrait of Lieutenant Sablin.
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Kitty wept, rolling on her bed and burying her face in the
pillows.

She would have committed suicide had she had poison at
hand. But she decided otherwise when the thought came to
her. She had tg see him once more, she had to say good-bye
properly and then let happen what may! She would not mind
whatever it was, She would live in the past, should she con-
tinue to live. It had all been—the walks through the park, the
morning coffee at the farm and the rides on horseback to the
Orlovsky wood near Gatchino. It had all been. . . . She would
come to that bench when she would feel sick at heart and would
dream there of him. She would die with his name on her lips
if life became too unbearable.

“Eh! It doesn’t matter!” she exclaimed in dispair. “Miser-
able . . . that I am! I deserve it!”

Kitty jumped up, rushed to the mirror and began to wipe
away the traces of tears and to arrange her hair. She tried on
several hats and chose one that was most becoming and elegant,
forgetting about the rain which had begun to patter, thin and
persistent, promising to continue for the rest of the day.

She drove to a shop and purchased his favourite sweets and
zakouskas to present him for the manceuvres, Not only would
she take nothing from him, but she would shower presents on
him at their parting. This was her pride and this comforted
her. She drove up to his house at Krasnoie Selo about nine
o’clock in the evening. Her face was covered by a fine mist of
rain, but she had only one thought—to find him alone. Quite
alone,

Rotbek was not home. Sablin was packing his things for the
manceuvres assisted by his orderly. The sergeant had sent a
message that the wagon with the officers’ luggage would start
at five o’clock in the morning.

Sablin was surprised and pleased when she entered but he
was also greatly confused. He sent his orderly to prepare the
samovar and fidgeted about on one spot not knowing where to
ask her to sit down.

[67]



FROM DOUBLE EAGLE

-“Kitty, dear! How is it that you have come? It is nice of
you. You are wet through, my poor little mouse!”

He tried to warm her cold hands in his. She was chilled by
the drive through the cold wind and the rain.

“You will catch a cold, you mad girl! We'll have some hot
tea immediately.”

She was looking attentively at him, as if she wanted to drink
his features and to carry them away with her forever. Her
lips quivered, her teeth chattered from cold but even more
from inner feverish excitement.

“You start for the manccuvres tomorrow,” she said.

“Yes, for about a fortnight. And then . .. I will come to
you. If you allow?”

“You are packing,” she said bending down so as to conceal
the tears that dimmed her eyes.

“What have you put here? Have you got two pairs of
greased boots ”’

“One,” he answered.

“And you have packed it. You must be quite mad. What
will you wear ?”

“My patent leather ones,” Sablin said.

“In such weather! You will only spoil them and will catch
cold. . . . No, no, that is no good. . . . Why have you so
many starched shirts? You have put them in with the boots,—
they will get crumpled. Now,—sir,—take off your patent
leather boots and put on these, I will pack everything differ-
ently.”

Kitty had pulled herself together and had regained control
of herself. She wanted to be useful and to replace a mother
to him. He had none, the poor orphan. Who would think of
him?

“Sasha, see, here I put woolen socks, you must wear them
when the weather is such as it is now. Here is the undercloth-
ing, here are the boots wrapped in paper and here on the top
I put a clean night-shirt, your book, and with them a small
present from myself: your favourite klukva marmelade and
some ‘polendvitza.” You may not want to go to the Mess some
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damp day and will drink tea at your tent. You will think of
me then,”

The packing case was transformed. Sablin and the orderly
could not manage to get everything in and had been thinking of
an additional basket. Kitty had packed everything and still
there was room left. The orderly brought the samovar and
carried the packing case away to the squadron. They remained
alone. Rain poured stubbornly outside and fell with a metallic
sound on the pools of water; a lamp was burning brightly in
the room and the fragrance of perfume was strong. They
sat and drank tea in silence. They had nothing to speak about.
All the words of love had been said during those five days of
insane passion and they could find no new ones. Suffering had
left traces on her face and it had lost its attractiveness. Rotbek
or the orderly might return at any moment and they had to
hurry.

“My dear, my darling, will you remember me!?” she asked.

“Kitty, we are not parting forever, why are you so queer to-
day?”

She began to cry.

He tried to comfort her.

“Don’t, . . . don’t, dear,” she said as he kissed her.

Time was passing. He began to hurry her. It did not oc-
cur to him that it was a dark rainy night, that she might be
afraid to drive alone along the deserted road. In after years
he always reddened painfully at the thought of these moments.
He would never have let his wife, sister or the wife of a friend
leave alone in such weather. She felt that she was in the way
and began to get ready to leave. She hastily put on her hat and
did not think of arranging her hair,—what did it matter now.
She felt hurt and ashamed. She realised that beauty had gone
out of their love. She was no longer the faithful loving com-
panion of Sasha, but a girl who had come to visit a Guards
officer. Afterwards Kitty wondered why she had not killed
herself then and there.

“Farewell,” she said.

He stood with his back turned. He had again produced his
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five hundred rubles and was clumsily folding them with the
purpose of placing them behind the bodice of her gown. “I be-
lieve that is the way it is done,” he thought feeling greatly con-
fused.

She saw the money and understood.

“Sasha,” she exclaimed growing pale,—“you won’t do this,
you won’t insult me! My love for you was too sacred!”

She fell on her knees before him, clasped his feet in her arms
and kissed them.

“Farewell,” she said faintly, rose and went out of the door.
He ran to help her into the cab. The driver was asleep inside
and for some time could not understand what was wanted of
him. Meanwhile she waited shivering in her light silk mantilla.
She did not even have an umbrella, A transparent glove cov-
ered one of her hands, the other she had forgotten in the cot-
tage and did not want to return for it. That was a bad sign.
Let it remain there and remind him of her. Both felt ill at ease
and wished that the last moments of the parting would come
more quickly. At last she got into the carriage and it moved out
of the yard. Kitty huddled up in a corner and wept shivering in
spasmatic convulsions.

“Poor girl!” thought the izvostchik, “she must have suffered
much.”

He was an old Krasnoie Selo izvostchik, He had lived all his
life there and knew what had happened. In the past he had
seen many similar dramas, many feminine tears and hysterics.
Afterwards many poisoned, shot or drowned themselves.

“They mostly drowned themselves,” he concluded his rumina-
tion with philosophical calm.

“Yes, pretty things have happéned. This one is done for too,
I should think. She won’t get over it. She’s had a good time
and now—well, the road is the same for them all!”

XX1

TuE band rode round the village and played the “General
March” as a signal that it was time to saddle the horses. But
the careful sergeants had seen to that long ago and the section
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corporals were now inspecting the men in the yards to see that
all was in order.

The rain promised to last for several days. It was thin,
drizzling, cold, penetrating and methodical. The men shivered
in their shirts and gathered in groups in the shelter of the barns
as they waited for the order to lead out their horses. Patches
of fog floated over the earth and everything looked sad and de-
jected. The leaves of the birch trees had begun to grow yellow
in that one night. Everything bore signs of the coming autumn.
The music had a hoarse sound in the damp air.

Sablin slept soundly. Rotbek, who had just returned from
Pavlovsk and was quite ready to start, took energetic measures
to wake him.

“Get up, you beggar. You'll have to miss your tea again.
That’s all women’s work,” he said, looking at the glove which
had been forgotten on the table and noticing the fragrance of
perfume in the air.—“Eh, Sasha! Sasha!”

“What is it ?’ growled Sablin.

“ “You'll sleep through the manceuvres.”

“What time is it ?”

“Quarter past seven and we have to be lined up by half past.”

“I shan’t be late,” and with the assistance of his smart or-
derly Sablin managed not only to dress but also to have some
tea.

The squadrons were slowly moving along the road. The
officers rode in groups in front. All were in summer tunics,
except Matzneff who was wrapped in a rain coat and used bad
language when he referred to the order of the Regimental Com-
mander that the officers should be in summer tunics as an ex-
ample for their men.

“Every Baron has his own fancies,” he growled. “He just
won’t understand that one can’t deceive the soldiers by this.
Every officer has a warm jersey or a leather vest underneath
while the soldiers have nothing. What is the use of it then?
He won't take into consideration that the soldiers are under
twenty-three years of age while I am thirty. I have rheu-
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matism and I will suffer if I get drenched. It’s all right for
fellows like Sasha or Pik, they don’t mind.”

“We don’t,” Sablin answered.—“But, Pavel Ivanovitch, why
haven’t the men been allowed to put on their overcoats?”

“Eh, you youngsters!” Gritzenko exclaimed, “think a little.
In the army nothing is done without purpose.”

“Baron’s fancies,” growled Matzneff.

“Funny person, you are!” said Gritzenko with a sparkle in
his gypsy eyes. “The soldier must have something dry to cover
himself with when the day’s march is ended. His great coat
takes the place of a blanket and everything else for him. What
shall he cover and warm himself with if he gets drenched? The
Baron is a soldier. He knows his job, well—I think it must
. be the twentieth year that he has watched manceuvres round
Krasnoie Selo. He has had time to study the climate.”

The regiment was nearing Gatchino. The high fence of the -
palace park appeared on the right. Weeping willows bent low
over transparent ponds. Fog rolled over the groups of trees
in the park and the sadness of the North filled the misty air.
The spirit of the quaint, whimsical Emperor Paul haunted the
place and everything reminded one of him.

The band played the regimental march.

“Won’t you call forward the singers?”’ said Lieutenant Feti-
soff,—“perhaps the Dowager Empress may come to the win-
dow.”

“You're right,” said Gritzenko and shouted :—“Singers! To
the front!”

“What Empress,” growled Matzneff, “no good man would
send his dog outdoors in such weather and he hopes that the
Empress will come out to marvel at him !”

“Don’t you hear the band ?” Fetisoff remarked.

“Well, let them play,” Matzneff said,—"they’ve no pity on the
men!” The singers had felt warmer in the ranks and now'
rode out unwillingly. Lubovin did not leave his place at all.
The sergeant saw from the rear of the squadron and dashed out
with a riding whip in his hands.
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“Why are you playing the aristocrat here Lubovin? Haven’t
you heard the order for the singers?” he shouted sternly.

“I’ve a sore throat, Ivan Karpovitch,” Lubovin answered
hoarsely.

“T’ll show you how to have sore throats! Forward, scoun-
drel!” and the sergeant hit the croup of Lubovin’s horse with
his stick. It reared and Lubovin galloped to the front of the
squadron which was approaching the palace.

The singers of the second squadron sang hoarsely a song re-
lating to the campaign of 1812, in front the band played a waltz
“The Gitana” and from behind, where the third squadron was
came the sounds of a tambourine, sharp whistling and separate
fragments of a merry song floating through the general uproar.

The squadrons were ascending the slope towards a square
with a tall grey obelisk, and winding round it approached the
gates of Gatchino. Grey withered fields lay before them, a
dark wood loomed in the distance through patches of rolling
fog. The cold rain continued to pour, white steam from the
horses rose over the regiment. . . .

The songs quieted down. . . .

XXII

THEY had been marching for two days and for two days the
rain had poured. The sergeant’s face assumed an anxious ex-
pression. The horses were growing thin and ate their oats
unwillingly and did not lie down on the damp earth at the
bivouacs. The rifles needed to be cleaned and the saddle cloths
dried. Two of the horses had already got sore backs because
the saddle cloths had been wet the first day and the soldiers
who had been guilty of the neglect now followed the squadron
on foot. The third day was to be a day of rest near the manor
of Baron Wolff “The White House.” The officers looked
forward with great expectations to that day. A dinner at the
manor was expected, fireworks, music, dancing, singers. . . .
The whole division was to assemble there by that time and was
to encamp in a huge bivouac on the fields of Baron Wolff’s
estate which were covered by stacks of reaped corn.
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The regiment arrived at the bivouac about three o'clock in
the evening of the day of rest. Men had been detailed before-
hand for the disposal of Divisional Headquarters. They had
already marked the corners of the bivouac and the squadrons
now began to strike the picket lines. From every direction came
the noise of voices, whinnying of horses and the tapping of
hammers on poles. The rain had ceased. Thick fog was de-
scending lower and lower and some experienced meteriologists
asserted that it was a sign of coming hot, sunny weather ; others,
pessimists, did not believe that was possible and said that the
movement of the fog was a sign of new rains coming.

The soldier bivouacs were stretched out in straight lines.
Everything had been measured out, the saddles had been laid
along the picket lines, the intervals had been verified. A large
tent had been pitched behind each squadron and the squadron
aristocrats—the sergeant major, the Quatermaster sergeant, the
clerk and the forager,—settled in it. Forage was being stowed
‘away nearby and heavy scales were hung up on a tripod.
Farther on field kitchens were smoking. The orderly officer had
seen to their being lined up so that their chimneys formed one
straight line. Only the officers’ tents were out of harmony with
the beauty of the bivouacs’ perfect alignment. They were
of various sizes and patterns. Gritzenko and Fetisoff had a
round Turkish tent, Matzneff a green Indian tent with a white
roof and Sablin and Rotbek had a Danish one. A coloured
ensign flew over each tent. The ensigns were of various sizes,
shapes and colours. Each officer had his tent pitched in the
place he chose. Lovers of Nature settled among the bushes
which bordered a brook, more delicate persons who feared hu-
midity moved to the summit of a hillock, others, desirous of
calm and privacy, removed their tents half a verst from the
bivouac. The whole field round the bivouac was dotted by the
multi-coloured spots of these tents, which gave to the whole the
appearance of a gypsy encampment.

On the morning of the day of rest the weather was beautiful.
The sun swam out into the sky, shining warmly and happily
after the three days of its absence. The dark clouds disappeared

[74]



TO RED FLAG

and a huge pink cloud remained motionless on the horizon,
The sergeants roused their men at five o’clock in the morning.
There was so much work to be done that they feared it would
not be finished that day. Apart from the usual but thorough
grooming of the horses it was necessary to wash the shirts,
trousers, underwear and saddle cloths, and to have time to dry
them, to clean and oil the rifles, pipeclay and polish the belts
and straps and to clean the stirrups and bits. From early morn-
ing the bivouac bustled like an ant-hill. Horse-blankets were
spread out on the ground and half-naked men sat on them and
cleaned their rifles with frenzy while their underwear and
shirts, which they had washed in the river were being dried.
Section corporals in coloured under-shirts walked up and down
the lines, their hands in their pockets, and watched keenly that
no one should lose time or be idle.

Cossacks bathed their horses in the river near by and rode
naked along the banks. Their shirts had also been washed and
were being dried on the bushes. Shouts and yells came from
the river. )

The tumult and the noise which reign€d all around did not
prevent the officers from sleeping. It was eleven o’clock in the
morning but most of the tents were closed on all sides. They
slept because they had nothing else to do.

Gritzenko was sitting undressed on his bed and twanged his
guitar with melancholy, Fetisoff lay with his head covered by
a blanket. Matzneff also sat undressed in his tent and read a
French book—*“Mademoiselle Girot—ma femme.” Sablin and
Rotbek slept the sound sleep that is only possible on a delightful
sunny morning at the age of twenty. The orderlies wailed near
the tents of their officers with jugs of water, soap and towels,
and with tea and coffee pots ready for serving.

Cooks in white caps and aprons bustled round the tents of the
Officer’s Mess. Some of the senior officers drank tea or coffee
there or read newspapers just brought from the station.

For the officers the manceuvres were a holiday, a merry, noisy
picnic. They had no worries and no work to do. The soldiers
and the officers lived far apart from each other. All the hard:
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ships of the manceuvres had to be borne by the soldiers. After
long and weary marches they had to groom their horses, to
fetch the forage and carry it on their backs, clean their rifles,
saddles and boots. The officers had orderlies for that purpose.
When the regiment did not stop in a village the soldiers of the
cavalry had to sleep on the ground, wrapping themselves in their
overcoats because the cavalry had no tents. Many caught cold
and were sick afterwards. Cases of disentery and of typhus
were recorded in many regiments after the manceuvres. The
officers had their own tents and in bad weather were quartered
in peasant cottages or in the houses of landowners,

Notwithstanding all this, most of the officers disliked the
manceuvres. Many tried to obtain leave for this period. On
the contrary the soldiers liked the manceuvres in spite of all the
hardships and difficulties. Life at that time reminded them of
their native villages, they came in touch with peasants, saw the
fields and the woods, often drank milk and ate not only govern-
ment bread but also peasant bread. Manceuvres resembled
war, the service took on meaning and became understandable.
They pursued enemy patrols, took prisoners, came in contact
with other regiments at large bivouacs, met their fellow villagers
whom they had not seen for some time and learned the news
from home. The difficulties of the work and the weariness were
forgotten and the soldiers felt freer.

Songs, jests and laughter were heard here and there in the
bivouac which was warmed by the rays of the sun. The sol-
diers paid no attention to the fact that the gentlemen slept.
What else could they do? They would have only been in the
way.

They were gentlemen. They belonged to two different
worlds. The officers and the soldiers. Two worlds that were
living side by side and yet were inaccessible to each other.

Sablin felt that, as he watched the bivouac from his tent. It
seemed to him that he ought to go to the soldiers, do something,
speak about something to them. Gritzenko was twanging his
guitar in the next tent and Sablin went to him.
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“Pavel Ivanovitch, should I go to the squadron? Perhaps I
ought to do something,” he asked.

Gritzenko stopped playing, raised his large dark eyes, looked
at him with surprise and said: “Why? You will only be in the
way. The sergeants and the corporals will manage better with-
out you.”

XXI1I1

AT five o’clock they went to dine at the house of the proprietor
of the estate. As they approached the gates of the park, officers
of the Cossack regiment rode in with their Commander at their
head. Sablin stepped aside to let them pass. A stout red-faced
General with long grey moustache—a typical Taras Boulba*—
rode at their head on a bay stallion. A silver nagaika hung
over his shoulder; broad “sharovari,” soft-leather boots, a long
tunic and a cap set far back gave him a smart Asiatic appear-
ance. The horses of the Cossacks were of a lighter build and
smarter looking than those of Sablin’s regiment. Lightly and
freely, unhindered by curbs, they passed with long strides
through the gates with highly raised heads and quivering nos-
trils. There was something particularly light in their move-
ment. Involuntarily Sablin thought: “That is real cavalry!”

The host, Baron Constantine von Wolff, stood at the top of
a stone terrace and met his guests. He was dressed in a black
coat, a white waistcoat and summer checked trousers. In his
button-hole he wore the ribbon of the Prussian Iron Cross
which he had received in the last war with the French. His
wife, a beautiful fair-haired woman of about forty, stood at his
side in a lilac dress with white lace trimmings. She was a Maid
of Honour of both Empresses.

The tables for dinner were set in a meadow under old lime
trees which had been planted by Peter the Great, according to
a local legend, after his conquest of Ingermanland.} Two bands

* A legendary Cossack hero.

+ Ingermandland is the ancient name of the country surrounding
Petrograd.
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and two choirs of singers—of the Cossacks and of Sablin’s regi-
ment,—stood under the lime trees. Rotbek, Speransky and two
daughters of the Baron, the twenty-year-old Sofia and seven-
teen-year-old Vera, played tennis on a tennis court near by. A
nephew of the host, a young Baron Korff, who was going to
join Sablin’s regiment that year from the Corps of Pages was
handing them the balls. Both young girls were beautiful. Sup-
ple and well developed by gymnastics and riding Vera served
skillfully and her clear, happy voice rang with animation. The
officers stood in a group near the players and admired them.

The Cossack officers dismounted, leaving their horses to smart
orderlies and crowded behind their Commander towards their
host.

Besides the officers there arrived the wife of Colonel Repnin
with two daughters, two Barons Wolff with their wives—one
was a Wolff of Kourtenhof, who had a coat of arms with a
black wolf on a gold field and the other a Wolff of Drosten,
who had a gold wolf on a black field,—and a neighbouring land-
owner Muller with three ruddy fair haired daughters, Elsa, Ida
and Clara, awkward-looking young country girls who were
confused before the officers. Matzneff swore that they smelled
of milk, They wore home-made dresses with tight-fitting black
velvet bodices and they reminded the officers of Tirolian singers.
Several other German landowners were present, and were in-
troduced by the Baron under a general name—“my friends!”

Although the Baron had been born in Russia and had lived
there almost all his life, he could hardly speak Russian. Baron
Drevenitz soon joined him and they began to speak German.

The band played a march and the gentlemen, some with ladies
on their arms, others alone, walked towards the tables. Either
by chance or purposely Princess Repnin introduced Sablin at
that moment to Vera and he had to accompany her to the table.
His heart jumped when he felt the thin girlish hand on his arm.
He looked at the face of the young girl. Her pure eyes were
looking at him with sincere admiration and Sablin felt ashamed
under that pure gaze.

The Cossack General was the partner of the hostess. He was
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the senior guest, and had long been acquainted with the
Baroness.

“What a beautiful pair Vera makes with that young Lieu-
tenant,” he said. “Who is he?”

“I don’t know,” said the Baroness squinting her short-sighted
eyes and raising her lorgnette,

“He has been introduced by Princess Repnin. That is a
sufficient recommendation.”

“Has Vera finished her school ?” asked the Cossack General.

“Yes, this year,” answered the Baroness.

“Both of them are quite mad. They rush about the woods
like boys. But just now she will stay at Petersburg. I should
like to introduce her at Court and take her with me to the
coronation.”

“Ivan Karpovitch,” Stepochka Vorobieff’s hoarse voice was
heard as he addressed the Cossack General across the table,—
“We are having a discussion here with your Colonel about the
‘djigitovka.” Please give us your opinion: has the djigitovka
any military importance?”

“Senseless somersaults on a horse,” Baron Drevenitz said in
broken Russian,—“Cossack nonsense. Break arms and feet and
spoil horses.”

The eyes of the Cossack Commander flashed and he answered
in a loud voice.

“Of course! It teaches the Cossack to despise danger and it
makes him bold and agile when on horseback.” A

“What is djigitovka?”’ Baron Wolff asked.

“Haven’t you ever seen it?” said the Cossack General,

“No, I haven't.”

“And you haven’t seen it, Baroness?”

“NO.Y’

“And your nice daughters?”

“Where could they have seen it?”’

“Well, then I will show you my men. I will also try to re-
member my younger days and will djigit before our charming
hostess,” and the Cossack General gallantly kissed the hand of
the Baroness,
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“Platonitch!” he called his Adjutant from the other end of
the table.

The Adjutant, a stout man with eye-glasses, a red moustache
and partially bald head, approached.

“Send one of the bandsmen to the bivouac and give the or-
der for about twenty of our regimental djigits to gallop up here.
And let my orderly lead my ‘Explosion’ up here.”

“Good Heavens,” said the Baroness, “are you also going to
take part General?”

“And why not, dear lady,” said the General,~“please give
me your handkerchief. I will place it on the grass and I will
pick it up from horseback as a souvenir of a beautiful lady.”

And the General, who had become animated, went to collect
the handkerchiefs from the ladies and the young girls.

XXIV

TweNTY Cossacks rode up and dismounted at the other end of
the meadow. A smart red-bearded sergeant, a powerful giant,
dashed up to the General and checked his- horse before him so
that it sat back on its haunches straining forward its front legs.

“I have the honour to report,” said the sergeant raising his
hand to his cap in salute,—“I have brought the djigits.”

“Gentlemen officers!” shouted the General, “to your horses
and djigit! Lieutenant Konkoff, take command of the djigits.”

A tall slim officer with thick hair curling from under his cap
ran up. .

“Place the handkerchiefs, Konkoff,” the General said kindly,
—*“T will place this one myself apart from the others. Vera
Constantinovna, where is your handkerchief ?”

“It isn’t easy to pick up such a tiny thing,” said the General.
“Well, Konkoft,—it is yours, you see that you get it.”

“I will do my best, Your Excellency,” answered the young
officer.

The tables at which coffee had been served were moved aside ;
the bandsmen and the singers formed a living wall on the other
side, and the ladies and the guests prepared to watch. A Cos-
sack orderly ran up to the General leading his bay horse. The
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General tested the saddle girdle, the “shashovka,” * grasped in
Kalmuch fashion the front cantle with his right hand, and
lightly jumped into the saddle.

The officers began the djigitovka. The General galloped past
first and, notwithstanding his grey hair and noticeable stoutness,
lightly bent down at a full gallop, picked up the handkerchief
of the hostess with the tips of his fingers and kissed it. A sun-
burnt officer jumped off and into his saddle at full speed, Kon-
koff galloping on a bright sorrel stallion, lightly bent down,
picked Vera Constantinovna’s handkerchief out of ten others
which were scattered on the grass and flourished it over his
head.

The Cossacks dashed by in a group standing on their saddles
and discharged their rifles into the air. Then they began the
djigitovka, one by one.

A young Cossack with a black moustache galloped past on a
bay horse. As soon as he approached the spectators he quickly
threw his left foot over the front saddle cantle, jumped off,
touched the earth with his feet and the next moment was sitting
backwards on the neck of his horse. He immediately jumped
off on the right side of the horse, jumped back straight into the
saddle and repeated that several times,

A second Cossack galloped by head downwards, his shoulders
resting on the cushion of the saddle and his legs slightly bent
up in the air. A third jumped off his horse, gave a mighty
spring from the earth and flew over the saddle, made another
spring and flew over the saddle again to the other side of his
horse. He seemed to flutter over it without touching leather.

“One must be born to it to do it as they do!” said Prince
Repnin.

“Our native steppe trains them in it. It is the favourite sport
in our stanitzas and villages,” said the Cossack General.—De-
stroy the djigitovka and you will destroy the Cossacks!”

One Cossack tried to do something but evidently did not suc-

* The “shashovka” is a strap in a Cossack saddle which joins the stir-
rup straps under the belly of the horse and thus allows the Cossack to
bend down and to touch the earth with his hands at full speed.
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ceed, He fell from his horse, turned head over heels and re-
mained motionless on the grass.

The ladies gasped. The officers wanted to run to help him
but the General stopped them.

“Stay here,” he said,—“he is only shamming. There is a
game like that. Another will immediately gallop up, make his
horse lie down, and will then carry away the supposed
wounded.”

But he was mistaken. Several men ran out of the group of
Cossack singers and carried away the fallen man,

“Platonitch,” said the General,—“find out what is the matter.”

The Adjutant ran to the singers and returned immediately.

“Nothing serious,” he said loudly,—"he is already mounting
his horse.” )

Taking the General aside he added:—“His leg is badly
broken.”

The djigitovka was carried on now in groups. Two Cossacks
galloped on the same horse facing each other. One was sitting
on the neck, the other on the croup behind the saddle and both
pretended to play cards. Two others galloped side by side and
on their shoulders stood Lieutenant Konkoff. Each group
meant a risk of smashing oneself to death should the horse
stumble, each necessitated great strength of arms and legs and
confidence in the muscles, each was peculiarly beautiful. But
now the guests looked on not so much with admiration as with
anxiety. They had realized what a risk it meant.

When the last group had cantered past, the Cossack General
thanked the djigits and allowed them to return to the bivouac.

“May I have something served for them,” said Baron Wolff,
—"“some beer, vodka and sausages?”

“Please!”—said the General. “Thank you. Only don’t give
them much vodka. They have to start for the manceuvres at
two o’clock at night.”

“Oh, just one glass,” said Baron Wolff.

The guests returned to their interrupted coffee and the singers
of the Cossack regiment approached the tables. Lubovin, who
was with his singers, came nearer. He wanted to watch the
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Cossacks and try to understand them. The Cossacks differed
greatly from the soldiers. Their long hair, which showed in be-
coming locks under their caps gave them a wild unsoldierly ap-
pearance. Many were bearded, with broad beards falling in
waves. The Cossacks were broader in the shoulders, more
powerful looking and freer than the soldiers and were less stiff
when talking to the officers. Their faces were more expressive
and had a bright keen look.

Lubovin watched the Cossack singers. They had typically
Russian faces quite as in pictures representing the Moscow
period. “Quite like Moscow boyars, rinds and striltzi-faces of
old days as well as their songs. There is no such music now-
adays. It would be impossible to accompany it on a violin or a
piano, only a shepherd’s flute might perhaps follow these varia-
tions,” thought Lubovin.

The Cossack singers sang a song relating an episode in an
inn in Poland where three young troopers, a Prussian, a Pole
and a Cossack were drinking together, The Prussian paid in
silver, the Pole paid in gold and the Cossack paid nothing.

“Fine!” thought Lubovin,—“Lieutenant Sablin always tells
us that a song should have educational value for the soldiers.
This is educational "’

The song continued to relate how the Cossack made love to
the innkeeper’s daughter, how he took her away to the Don, but
growing tired of her on the way hung her on a tree in a dark
forest. Neither the tune nor the faces of the Cossacks ex-
pressed sorrow or indignation at such a crime. Everything was
as simple as the song itself.

“Fine morals!” thought Lubovin. He looked at the officers
and the ladies. They were gazing at the Cossacks with admira-
tion. Lubovin began to realise vaguely that even in the age of
humanitarian ideas a murderer and a smart bandit would always
find a place in a feminine heart.

Sablin approached him.

“Lubovin,” he told him, “assemble our men. We will sing
after the Cossacks.”

“That is impossible, Your Honour,”—Lubovin replied bitterly
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—*“how would our songs be received after theirs? They would
seem rather flat. Only whistling and a lot of noise are wanted
here. Excuse me, Your Honour.”

Lubovin turned away and left Sablin, who was not angry
about it. He understood him. “The pride of an artist,” he
thought.

The Cossacks sang another song and it was then decided to
dance. Esthonian workwomen of the estate had been standing
for some time near the meadow. They were dressed in their
Sunday-clothes and looked at the soldiers and the Cossacks and
the soldiers looked at them.

The band played a waltz and the officers went to invite the
ladies. But the young Wolffs refused to dance, fearing to spoil
their white shoes and stockings with dew in the grass, which
was growing damp in the evening and only the three Mullers
began, but seeing that they were alone, also stopped. The
meadow grew deserted. The workwomen were shy and the
dances were apparently a failure.

“Could we have a ‘Polka,’” "’ said the Baron,—‘here they dance
that chiefly.”

The band played a ‘Polka.’” The old Baron chose the nicest-
looking Esthonian girl in a blue dress with green and yellow
ribbons and began to dance with her, to the general amusement.
Several workmen followed his example, soldiers and Cossacks,
urged by their officers, began to come out and soon the whole
meadow was covered with dancers. The bands took turns,
playing unceasingly and hundreds of boots beat the measure:
one, two, three; one, two, three.

Distant lightnings flashed in the dark sky. The regimental
armourer, assisted by soldiers of the baggage-train was finish-
ing setting up fire-works on the edge of the park. A rocket was
lighted and flew hissing up into the air, where it burst in a
shining star, others of various colour followed it; an artificial
fountain threw jets of flame, and the initials of the Emperor
appeared, lit by coloured fires.

The dancing quieted down for a moment but immediately
began again. The Cossacks and the soldiers became more ani-
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mated after they had had some vodka and beer, the Esthonian
girls laughed merrily. Some of the officers drank tea at the
tables, others wandered about the park; the young Mullers had
gone with Konkoff, the Cossack Adjutanf and Fetisoff, and
shrieked every time a frog leapt from under their feet,

Barrels of tar flamed on the edges of the meadow where
couples were dancing, music was playing and where little shoes
and spurred boots beat the merry measure:—one, two, three;
one, two, three. . . .

XXV

Lusovin entered a dark pathway in search of solitude.

Someone followed him. He stopped, and Korjikoff appeared
dressed in a torn coat put on over a red shirt and carrying a
large leather bag with newspapers.

“What are you doing here?” asked Lubovin.

“I am selling newspapers, as you can see. I have decided to
do your part of the work, Victor Mihailovitch and to help you,
I am going to study the question on the spot.”

“Look out that the ‘blue archangels™ don’t lay hands on you.
Apart from them there are many disgusting creatures around
here. Take these Cossacks, for instance. Have you seen
them ?”

“I have. I am careful, Victor Mihailovitch. Langsam—
ruhig. Search me and you will find nothing except the ‘Russky
Invalid,” the ‘Novoie Vremia’ and the ‘Petersburgsky Gazeta.’
I haven't even got the ‘Birjeffka.’ I am a most well intentioned
man, Victor Mihailovitch. I passed the whole of yesterday at
Iamburg in the Army infantry., What morals! The officers
got drunk and in the night tried to storm with the assistance of
the soldiers a villa where some young girls were living. . . .
Yes . . . I ran to call assistance. It was a lucky chance that
the hussars were not far off and they drove away the infantry.
The matter almost ended in a fight!”

* Nickname for the gendarmes.
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“But where did you get the documents. I suppose the ‘Oh-
rana’ must have had all your particulars long ago?”

“Of course, I even have a nickname there,—The red bug,’
. . . The party prepared the documents for me. The ‘brown
overcoats™* looked at them and never smelt a rat. If you
ever need any document . . . we are at your service. The work
is done wonderfully. Kamensky’s signature is a chef d’oeuvre.”

“I envy you, Fedor Fedorovitch. You have grit. Perhaps
you still continue to believe in the Russian revolution?”

“I do, but now we must work on the Army.”

Lubovin stopped and asked angrily :

“Did you see the djigitovka ?”

“I was watching it,” Korjikoff said calmly.

“What can you expect when a man breaks his leg for fifty
copecks and becomes a cripple perhaps for the rest of his life,
I saw him and his comrades. Do you think that they were angry
or indignant? Nothing of the kind. His comrades laughed at
him: “It’s your own fault, Zelenkoff,” they said, “why did you
jump off sideways, of course it kicked you. That’s the horse.”
And he answered : “I don’t know myself why my hand slipped.
God punished me.” One won’t be able to do much with them
as long as they hold God and the devil responsible for every-
thing. After that they began to praise their General and the
way he picked up the handkerchief. D. .. .! Did you see the
shout of their sergeant? Qur Ivan Karpovitch seems a cherub
beside him.”

“You have observed well, Victor Mihailovitch, but you
haven’t been able to draw correct conclusions.”

“What conclusions? In their songs they openly praise high-
way robbery and murder and at the same time break their legs
for the recreation of the gentry. The savages! In their minds
God is somewhere overhead, the devil beneath and the Tsar
and the gentry dominate everything.”

“Well, destroy God. Make the devil your servant and every-
thing will slip down hill as if on sledges.”

* Nickname for the secret police.
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“T don’t know how to start it,” said Lubovin sighing.

“You can’t manage without an officer. I have made the ac-
quaintance of your Sasha. A good gentleman and handsome.”

“When did you do that?”

“I came up to him with a newspaper when you refused to
sing and walked away in such rude fashion. A good gentleman.
He gave me twenty copecks for the ‘Novoie Vremia’ and did not
ask for the change. I am a good reader of faces and I have
looked at him well. He is a pliable fellow. And, Victor Mi-
hailovitch, be angry or not, just as you like, but we can’t man-
age without Maria Mihailovna.”

“Fedor Fedorovitch!” Lubovin exclaimed with indignation.
“I forgive you your words only because you don’t understand
yourself what it is that you ask. I have lived for a year in the
barracks and I know what all these cigarette sellers and washer-
women are who visit the flats of the officers. And Marousia—
understand that well, Fedor Fedorovitch,—will never appear in
such a role.”

“I understand that better than you do,” Korjikoff said
calmly, “My love for Maria Mihailovna is probably not in-
ferior to yours, but I have other plans and other ways to attain
them.”

“What are they?”

“Let me think it all over and prepare everything. Let me
prepare Maria Mihailovna herself for this doubly dangerous
work.”

. “Why doubly ?”

“Suppose that Maria Mihailovna herself should fall in love,”
Korjikoff said quietly.

“With an officer? Marousia? What nonsense! You must
be mad!”

“Let us hope so.”

“Only violence could threaten her.”

“We won'’t let that happen.”

They were approaching the bivouacs.

“Well, good-bye, Victor Mihailovitch, carry on your work,
but be careful. They can’t stop their dancing yet, the beggars!
But tomorrow we shall have rain.”
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XXVI

THE big manceuvres were to begin by a cavalry encounter. The
scouting was to start at two o’clock at night.

Dancing was still proceeding on the meadow near the manor
and the servants were serving a late supper for the guests when
the Adjutant called Sablin and told him that the Commander
of the regiment had given orders to send him with the scouting
party, because Lieutenant Fetisoff had drunk too much and was
not in a fit state to lead the party. Sablin went to the bivouac,
woke his orderly and told him to saddle his horse and bring it
with the scouting party to the house of the manager of the
estate, which was situated on the main road. Meantime he went
with a Cossack officer, who had a lantern, to the Headquarters
of the Division to receive his instructions.

After the pleasant evening, the music, the songs, dancing and
the sounds of feminine laughter, Sablin was surprised to see the
pale, stern faces of the Senior Adjutant of the Divisional Head-
quarters, a Captain of the General Staff, and a young Army
Captain, attached to the Academy, as they bent over a large
many-coloured map. They were as serious as if they were
dealing with real warfare.

The Cossack officer carefully took notes in his field notebook.
Sablin trusted to his memory.

When he came out of the brightly lit room everything seemed
so dark on the road that he could not see his horse.

“Here, Your Honour, I am here,”~—said his orderly, took his
hand and led him up to the horse.

“And the party?”

“Here, Your Honour,”—he heard the deep tones of his sec-
tion corporal Balatueff,

Sablin was at a loss as to what direction to take. In the
room brightly lit by a petroleum lamp he had understood quite
well on the map that he had to follow a large road which by a
thin purple line cut the green spaces of the woods, that after
covering sixteen versts they would reach a glade with a Finnish
village called something like Neppelevo or Leppolevo, that more
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woods, another glade, hillocks and a large village Kolosovo
would follow, and that they could expect to find enemy scout-
ing parties beyond this village. The first report had to be sent
from there. But now in the dark he felt at a loss. The house
of the manager was standing in the forest and the main road
passed it. But what direction would he have to take? To the
right or to the left?

The section corporal brought him out of his indecision.

“To the right, Your Honour,” he said and sent out scouts
without waiting for the order.

The clatter of the hoofs on the road began to grow faint in
the distance when Balatueff respectfully told Sablin: “We can
start.”

Sablin gave the order and they moved forward.

Nothing could be seen. A thick forest of fir trees stretched
out on both sides of the road. The air was filled with the smell
of firs, juniper and damp moss. The straight road covered with
pools from the rain of the previous day was hardly to be seen
ahead. Sablin could not see it at all at first and was surprised
at the confident movements of his “Mirabeau.”

After half an hour Sablin halted and gave the order to dis-
mount and inspect the saddling and the packs, as it was recom-
mended in the regulat