AALITRA

To cite this article:

Windle, Kevin. “An epistolary story by Artyom Vesyoly, translated from
Russian.” The AALITRA Review: A Journal of Literary Translation 18, (June
2023): 45-60.

aalitra.org.au

Australian Association for Literary Translation




An epistolary story by Artyom Vesyoly, translated from Russian

KEVIN WINDLE
Australian National University

The name of Artyom Vesyoly, pseudonym of Nikolai Kochkurov (1899-1938), is less familiar
to English readers than those of some other Russian writers of his time, such as Isaak Babel,
Konstantin Paustovsky, Boris Pasternak, Mikhail Bulgakov or Vesyoly’s close friend Mikhail
Sholokhov. If he has suffered from neglect in the Anglophone world, this may be attributed to
a combination of circumstances: first, his early death in Stalin’s Great Terror cut short a
promising career and meant that he was “unpersoned” in the USSR. His works were removed
from libraries and destroyed, while no public mention of the author could be made until his
posthumous rehabilitation in the 1950s. Second, his prose does not lend itself easily to
translation: in an afterword to a German version of his major novel, Jekatherina Lebedewa,
described it as “so gut wie uniibersetzbar” [virtually untranslatable] (Wesjoly 632).

The work in question was Vesyoly’s masterpiece Russia Washed in Blood, a modernist
novel written in the 1920s and early 1930s about the Russian Civil War of 1918-1921. Though
published in the USSR and widely applauded, within a few years it was found to be
ideologically suspect and therefore proscribed, while the author, a veteran of the Civil War,
found his loyalty to the regime called into question. He was accused of failing to recognize the
leading role of the Communist Party and slandering the regime and its rulers. He was duly
arrested in October 1937 and shot in April 1938 (see Vesyoly Xi-xvi).

Despite Lebedewa’s comment on Vesyoly’s untranslatability, his novel has long been
known in translations into Polish, Czech, Bulgarian and French; an excellent German version
is now available, and in 2020 an English version was published by Anthem Press (Wesjoly;
Vesyoly).

His short story “The Barefoot Truth”, written concurrently with parts of Russia Washed
in Blood, marks the onset of his serious difficulties with the guardians of ideological purity.
When it appeared in the journal Molodaya gvardiya in 1929, the Central Committee of the
Communist Party reprimanded the journal’s editors for allowing into print a “one-sided,
tendentious caricature of Soviet reality”. It was, they declared, “of value only to our class
enemies” (see Vesyolaya 160). Clearly, the story gave deep offence by expressing the feelings
of those who, like Vesyoly himself, had fought to establish Soviet rule in a savage conflict, yet
soon found themselves neglected, their service and suffering dismissed as of no account while
the new bureaucracy took root.

The story takes the form of a letter from a group of Civil War veterans to their former
commander, describing the plight of some of their comrades-in-arms and seeking his help in
achieving justice for them. It describes village life in the Kuban region in the late 1920s, a time
when a kind of stability had returned after the ravages of the Civil War. To the veterans, it is a
highly unsatisfactory stability: well-to-do peasants and opponents of the revolution prosper at
the expense of the poor, former Red Army soldiers are reduced to penury, and criminals such
as the “rich Cossack” rapists go unpunished. The letter recalls scenes of fratricidal bloodshed
and mayhem which have left their mark on the survivors. A note at the end states that “the
commander’s reply will appear in a forthcoming issue of Molodaya gvardiya”. If Vesyoly was
indeed planning to publish such a reply, it did not eventuate. He and his protagonists were not
to know that very soon the stability would end with the onset of collectivization, mass
deportation of the wealthier peasantry (kulaks), and famine (the golodomor). The concluding
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lines, warning that “our republic will still be licking its wounds in a hundred years”, may be
seen to have prophetic resonance in the light of events in nearby Ukraine since February 2022.

Like Russia Washed in Blood, this story shows the author’s mastery of skaz, in which
the narrative is heard directly from an uneducated participant, unmediated by any “intellectual”
intervention. Vesyoly’s unnamed narrator is a man of limited schooling but strong opinions,
striving to master a genre — letter-writing — which does not come naturally. Nevertheless he is
able to make his points forcefully, in colourful language. Much humour derives from
incongruities of register: fragments of officialese conflict with earthy demotic expressions,
eloquent colloquialisms and terms of abuse, and occasional poetic turns of phrase. Markers of
sub-standard Russian are frequent, and seldom amenable to a close or “literal” translation.
Instead the translation resorts to a compensatory method, introducing ungrammatical forms of
English, not necessarily at the same points, to give some indication of the writer’s distinctive
voice: double negatives, “ain’t”, “we was”, “they was” etc.

English lacks the resources to form the expressive diminutives favoured by the narrator:
e.g. rubliki (from rubli [roubles]); kupchishki (from kuptsy [merchants]) and even advokatishki
(from advokaty [lawyers]). A suffix which usually denotes young animals such as kittens and
piglets is applied creatively to the young of the aristocracy and the bourgeois: grafyata (from
graf [count]), and burzhuyata (from burzhuy [bourgeois]). “Princelings” will serve for
knyazishki, but in other cases the translator has little choice beyond recourse to a compensatory
adjective. The translator’s task is further complicated by two stanzas of song. These are clearly
important in as much as they vividly encapsulate the theme. If the song moves war veterans to
tears, as the writer claims, some indication of its emotive power must be given in the
translation. To that end, it needs to appear singable (although we may not know the melody),
and this can only be achieved by some semblance of the original rhyme scheme and dactylic
metre.

A literal translation of a work such as this, assuming it were possible, would at many
points give the reader considerable difficulty. The translation given below, while of the
“domesticating” variety, makes occasional concessions to the “foreignizing” tendency when
untranslatable Russian terms are retained and footnoted (e.g. GPU, bandura, Komsomol,
stanitsa). Annotation is also needed for references to historical personages unlikely to be
familiar to the new readership. The translation of skaz-like texts shares features with that of
drama. Since we are dealing with a kind of performance, the product needs to be no less
performable than the original. Two criteria proposed by Fabienne Hormanseder for the
translation of drama therefore come to the fore: Sprechbarkeit (“speakability”) and Spielbarkeit
(jouabilite, “playability”’) (Hormanseder 97-111; Windle 156ff.). These concepts have served
the translator of Vesyoly’s “Barefoot Truth” as guidelines, along with Korney Chukovsky’s
well-known warning against what he termed “imprecise precision”, or excessive literalism
(Chukovsky 56ff.). In a similar vein, Walter Arndt, the distinguished American translator of
Pushkin, spoke of conveying the “total effect”, in which the “import” and the “impact” need to
be considered equally (Arndt xiv-xv). The aim here has been to create a performable text which
produces in the reader or hearer an impression roughly equivalent to that made by the original
on its audience, while acknowledging that such impressions cannot be in any way measurable.

The translation is based on the text published in VVesyoly 1990. The translator is grateful
to Dr Elena Govor, Vesyoly’s grand-daughter, for much background material and advice on
matters of translation, and to the journal’s reviewers for their detailed comments and
suggestions.
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Bocasi npaBaa
Aptém Becéablit

Hoporou Muxaun
BacuibeBuu!

IIpoBenaB, dTrO Thl, Halml CTapbli
KOMaHAMp, )KUBEIIb B MOCKBE U 3aHMMaelb
XOpOLIyK  JOJDKHOCTb, MBI, KpacHbIE
HapTU3aHbl BBEPEHHOro TeOe MOJIKa, MUIEM
CepJIeUHbI IIPUBET, KOTOPBIM na He Oyner
IPOIMYLIEH TOOOI MUMO YIIEH.

I'ope 3acTaBuIIO HAC MUCATh.

Hazno oTKphITO CKa3aThk NpaBLy — B KU3HU
Haliel 0oJbIIe MJI0XO0r0, YEM XOPOILIETO.

W3BectHbiii BaM nynemerdyuk CeMeH
['opbatoB TrOdBIA ¥ OOCHI 3aXOAUT B
npodcoro3, nmpocut padory. Kakas-to ¢ Bot
TakKUM pBUIOM CTEpBa, KOTOPYIO Mbl HE
nobwin B 18 rofy, HaxanbHO CHpAIIMBaeT
ero:

— Kakas
CHEUAIBHOCTD?

— S He rpaxnaHuH, a TOBapHull, —
orBeyaer Cemen [IopbatoB. — Bocewmb
OTHECTPEIbHBIX M JBE KOJOTBIX pPaHbl Ha
cebe Homly, KajJeTckas IMyis mnepeduna
pebpo, 3acena B IpyId U 10 CEro JHsS MHe
cep/iie 3HOOUT.

— O panax nopa 3a0bITb, HHKOMY OHH He
UHTEPECHBI. Y Hac MUPHOE CTPOHUTENIbCTBO
convanuzMa. Kakas TBOs, TIpaxkIaHuH,
CHEIUAIBHOCTD?

— IlysneMeTuuk, — TUXO OTBETUII I€pOH, U
CEep/ILie €To 3aHBUIO OT OOHUIBI.

— Uinen npodcoroza?

— Her.

— Hy, Toraa u pasroBop ¢ T000i KOPOTOK.
Bo-nepBbIX, TakoBas CeMaIbHOCTh HaM He
TpeOyeTcsi, BO-BTOPBIX, Y HAC MHOT'O YICHOB
0e3pabo0THBIX, a ThI HE YJICH.

— Ilouemy ckpeIBaeTe pacrnopsKEHUs
Hamen wmarymku BKII? — cnopammBaer
Cemen ['opbaroB. — He MOMKHBI M BBI
MIPEJIOCTABIIATh padOTy JEMOOMIM30BAaHHBIM
BHE ouepenu’?

— MBI He CKpBIBAEM paCHOpPSDKEHUN U
naeM paboTy MOJIOJBIM I€MOOHIIN30BaHHBIM

TOBapHILL,

TBOA, I'paXa1aHHH,
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The Barefoot Truth
Artyom Vesyoly

Translated by Kevin Windle
Dear Comrade Mikhail Vasilyevich,

We have learned that you, our old
commander, are living in Moscow and have
a good job, so we Red partisans of the
regiment you commanded send you our
cordial greetings, which you shouldn’t turn a
deaf ear to.

Hard times have forced us to write.

We have to call a spade a spade: we’re
seeing more bad than good in our lives.

Semyon Gorbatov, the machine-gunner
you will remember, goes to the Union office
barefoot and skint, to ask for work. There
some slut we didn’t finish off in 1918 has the
nerve to ask him,

“What’s your trade, citizen?”

“ ‘Comrade’ to you, not ‘citizen’,”
Semyon replies. “With eight bullet wounds
and two stab wounds. A cadet bullet broke
one of my ribs and lodged in my chest, so my
heart’s playing up to this day.”

“Time to forget about your wounds.
Nobody’s interested in them now. We're
peacefully building socialism. What’s your
trade, citizen?”

“Machine-gunner,” says the war hero
quietly, feeling his heart pained.

“Union member?”

“No.”

“Well, in that case, we’ve nothing to talk
about. First of all, we don’t need your trade.
Second, we have lots of unemployed
members, and you’re not a member.”

“Why are you keeping our mother-Party’s
instructions secret?” says Semyon Gorbatov.
“Ain’t you supposed to offer jobs to
demobilised soldiers first?”

“We aren’t hiding any instructions; we
give jobs to young soldiers demobilised in the



MOCJICTHETO TOJIa, & Bac, CTaphIX, CIHUIIKOM
MHOTO.

— Kyna e Ham, cTapbIM, 1€BaThCs, €XKEIH
HE BCeX Hac mnepebuna Oenas KOHTp-
peBoJOIUA?

— IIpodcoro3 He GoranenbHs.

— A CKaXXHTe, CKOJIPKO y Bac B TPECTax H
KAHIISJISIPUSIX CUJIUT KyMOBBEB U CBOSIUCHHUII?

— He memaiite, rpak1aHuH, 3aHUMATHCS.

— 3HauuT, — ¢ OECCUIIHBIM MPE3PEHUEM
roBoput CemeH ["'opOaToB, — BBl CMOTPHUTE Ha
MEHS B MOEM OTEYEeCTBE XYXe€, 4YeM Ha
rmaceIHKa?

Ha stm cnoBa OH He MOMy4Yus OTBETA H
TOJIOJIHBIN yIIIeT OT opora mpogcoro3a.

Komanaup 2 ockagpona  Adanacuit
CrIueB, exenu Bbl, Muxauni BacunbeBud, ero
MPUIIOMHUTE, OOpoJicA B HAIIUX psax,
HaunmHas ¢ KopHWwIoBa W BKIHOYAs 10
pasrpoma Komuaka u Bpanrens. B 1921 rony
Ha3BaHHbI CblUeB BEpHYJCS Ha POJUHY,
4yTOOBI MONPABUTH 3J0POBHE U PA3OPEHHOE
XO3SICTBO, HO XO35HCTBA HHUKAKOrO HE
0Ka3aJIoCh, TaK KaK Ha IJIaHe JBOpPA TOpUYATH
Juib ropenslie neHbku. Korpa netom 1918 1.
JIeHUKWH 3aHsUT Hally CTaHWILY, TO B P C
JIpYTUMH TOBapuIllaMu Oblia moBemieHa 60-
JIETHSIS MaTh Crruena, ABIIOTBS
[TonukapnoBHa. JXKeHa ero ¢ mepemnyry us
CTaHMIIbI yOexxana Ha XyTop JIONMINHCKUH,
I7I€ U BBIIIUIA 3aMY>K 3a BJOBOI'O Ka3aka.

[Tpunnock AdaHnacuio co BCeMH CBOUMHU
O6enamu npuMupuThes. [IpuHsics oH, B cuity
NapTAUCIUIUIMHBI, TOOWBaTh  OaHJIUTOB;
moOuBal HMX OECHOIIagHO 1O IOJIHOTO
YHUYTOKEHUSI U B KaMbllllaX 3a BOMCKOBOM
rpebeii caMOpy4YHO 3aCTpeIiII MOJIKOBHUKA
Kocrenkoro. CrnycTsi CKOJIBKO-TO BPEMEHH,
32 HEMMEHHUEM KaluTaJoB, momien Adanacuit
OarpaunTh K  HENpUATENI0  CBOEMY
I'aBpunenke. TallkomM OT X03g1MHA IOCELIAN
OH coOpaHusl SYEHKH, HO TOT JO3HAJICT M
BBITHAJI €r0, KPUKHYB Ha NpPOIIaHbe:

past year, and there are too many of you old
ones.”

“So what are we old ones supposed to do
if the White counter-revolution didn’t wipe
us out?”

“The Union’s not a poorhouse.”

“So tell me: how many of your folks and
relations do you have sitting in your branch
offices and sub-branches?”

“Let me get on with my work, citizen.”

“So in the land of my fathers you see me
as something worse than a stepson, do you?”
says Semyon Gorbatov, filled with impotent
contempt.

To that he received no reply and left the
Union office empty-handed.

Afanasy Sychyov, commander of the
Second Squadron, if you remember, Mikhail
Vasilyevich, fought in our ranks, starting
when we was fighting Kornilov and
including when we beat Kolchak and
Wrangel.! In 1921 the said Sychyov returned
home to restore his health and fix up his
ruined small-holding, but there was nothing
left of it. Just a few burned stumps in the yard.
In the summer of 1918 Denikin had occupied
our stanitsa, > and Sychyov’s 60-year-old
mother Avdotya Polikarpovna was hanged
along with some other comrades. His wife
fled in panic to the village of Loshchilinsky
and married a widowed Cossack.

So Afanasy had to make the best of his
troubles. Party discipline meant he went to
work to lick the bandits, lick ’em mercilessly
till they was completely crushed, and he shot
Colonel Kostetsky with his own hand in the
reedbed above the weir. Some while after
that, not having no capital, Afanasy goes and
takes up farm labour with his enemy
Gavrilenko. Without telling his boss, he went
to meetings of the Party cell, but Gavrilenko
found out and kicked him out, shouting at
him, “Out of my sight! If you like the Party
cell so much, the Party cell can feed you.”

! Lavr Kornilov (1870-1918): general, commanded the anti-Bolshevik forces in southern Russia. Alexander
Kolchak (1874-1920): admiral and leader of the White movement. Executed by the Bolsheviks in February 1920.
Pyotr Wrangel (1878-1928): commander-in-chief of White forces in southern Russia after Denikin.
2 Anton Denikin (1872-1947): general, assumed command of the White Volunteer Army after Kornilov’s death.
Stanitsa: Cossack township.
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— Crunp ¢ rna3. Kak Tel npuBepxkeH K
s4eiike, myckai Te0s siueiika 1 KOPMHUT.

Onpenenunu  CplyeBa CTOPOXKEM IIpHU
UCIIOJIKOME, HO U TYT €ro CTEpEria Heyaava.
Ha macxy kak OoJbplION  JTHOOUTENH
LIEPKOBHOI'O 3BOHA 3aJI€3 OH Ha KOJIOKOJIBbHIO
W, s Becelbs cepana, IO03BOHUI B
KOJIOKOJIA. 32 TaKOBYIO cinabocTh Adanacuii
U OBbLT U3THAH U3 MapTHH, KaK UHTEJUIUTeHT,
3apaKCHHbIN PETUTHO3HBIMU
3a0JTyKICHUAMU», a OH JIBYX CJOB MOAPSI
NpaBUIBHO HaNHMCaTh HE yMeeT M Oora He
MPU3HAET C MEPBBIX JHEH peBomtonuu. Korna
IpPOYMUTA B Ta3eTe 00 HCKIIOYEHUH, TO
OenHATa 3aIUIaKall U cKa3an:

— OpnoBckue... OTpBIBAIOT OHU CEPIE
OT TeJna.

CoOpanuch MBI HECKOJBKO MapTUHIICB,
OTHcaIyu repoiickue noasuru Adanacus npu
B3TUM CTaBpOIIOIISA, BCIOMHIIIN aTaKy IOJ
Jluckamu, U3JIOXKUIM B  MOAPOOHOCTSX
JefCTBUS 2 3CKaJpoHa Ha MOJIbCKOM (ppoHTE
U BCE 3TO IMOCIanu B pailkoM. B oTBer HU
3Byka. lllnem emie o1HO 3asiBI€HUE U OIATH

HU Ty-TY.
TyT MBI ¥ 33 lyMaJINCh. ..
AmM ©  BOpSAMb  OpJIOBCKHE  TaKyro

BO3bIMENI CHJTy, YTO HU C OEIHOTOM, HU C
HAMH, PSAOBBIMH ~ KOMMYHUCTaMH, U
pasroBapuBaTh HE XOTST?

IToxoxe — Taxk.

[TocukuBaloT OHM B XOJIOAOYKE, Yau
TOHSIOT, O Macce He IyMAaloT, caMu cebs
BbIOMpalOT, caMu  cebe  KalloBaHbE
HA3HAYaroT.

Uro ke 7TO 3a 3BepH Takue?

K KxoHIy rpa’kJaHCKOW BOMHBI, Kak Bam,
Muxaun BacuibeBuY, XOpOIIO H3BECTHO,
KpacHasl culia TOJKHyJIa W TIOTHajga Wu3
Poccun  OGemyro  cwiry.  XJABIHYIH — C
HACW)KEHHBIX MecT Tpadel u rpadsra,
Oypkyu U OypXKysiTa ¥ Tak U Jajiee, U Tak 1
nanee. [1aBHBIE Ty3bl YTEKJIM 3a TPAHHUILY, a
BCsAKasl MIyIiepa — KHSI3WUIIKW, KYTIHIIKH,
aABOKATHIIKH,  oduiepsl, MONBl U
UCTIPAaBHUKH — OCTAJIUCh, KAK PAKH HA MEJIH,
Ha KyOaHCcKoM Oepery. Bo3Bpamarbes B cBou
OPJIOBCKHE TyOepHUN OHH MOOOSUTUCH — Tam
UX 3HAJH B JMLO ¥ MOUMeHHO. Ocenu oHH Y
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The executive committee took Sychyov
on as a watchman, but here again disaster was
lurking. He really loved the sound of church
bells, so at Easter he climbs up the belfry and
rings them to gladden his heart. For that
weakness, he gets expelled from the Party, as
an “intellectual infected with religious
delusions”, although he can’t write two
words properly and rejected God as soon as
the revolution started. When he reads in the
paper that he’s been expelled the poor soul
bursts into tears and says, “It’s that lot from
the North, from Oryol. They rip the heart out
of you.”

Some of us Party members got together
and drew up an account of Afanasy’s heroic
deeds in the capture of Stavropol and the
attack on Liski; we set down in detail all the
action of 2nd Squadron on the Polish front
and sent it off to the District Committee. Not
a peep in reply. We sent another statement,
and again not a word.

Then we fell to thinking ...

Maybe the Oryol lot really were so strong
they couldn’t be bothered even talking to the
poor or the likes of us rank-and-file
Communists.

That’s what it looked like.

They was sitting taking their ease, brewing
tea, not thinking of the masses, electing
themselves and setting their own pay rates.

What sort of creatures were they?

As you well know, Mikhail Vasilyevich,
by the end of the Civil War the Red forces
had kicked the White forces out of Russia.
All the lords and lordlings and bourgeois and
their brats and so on and so on had fled their
lofty perches and run away abroad, and all
kinds of riff-raff — princelings, merchants,
pettifogging lawyers, officers, priests and
police inspectors were left behind like so
many stranded crabs on the bank of the
Kuban. They was too scared to go back to
Oryol, where everybody knew them. So they
settled here and found themselves places in
councils, trusts, the Party, in schools, co-
operatives and so on and so on. Our local
contras, who did all they could to harm us



HAC M TIOJIE3NIU B COBETHl, B TPECThl, B
NapTUIO, B IIKOJIY, B KOOMEPALHUIO U TaK U
nanee, U Tak u jaanee. He orcraBaiu ot HUX
U MECTHBIC KOHTPBI, KOTOpBIE MpHU Oeioi
BJIACTU BPEIWJIM HaM CKOJIBKO MOTrjiu. Bce
OHH XOpOIIIO TPAMOTHBI U HA SI3bIK BOCTPHI —
JUISL KaX/JI0ro HaluloCh MECTEYKO, a KyJa
OpPJIOBCKHMI BTEpCs, TyJa €IlIe HE OJHOTO
OJIHOKAaITHHUKA 32 COOOM MPOTAIINT.

B cranune nameit Ha 30.000 HaceneHust —
800 3J0pOBBIX UM KaJ€YHBIX KPACHBIX
naptusad. B sueiike 40 yenosek: naprusas 4
(korma-To Hac OBLIO 9); BJIOBa-
KpacHoapmeiika 1; paGouwuii ¢ sneBaropa 1;
0aTpakoB 2; MOAPOCTKOB 7; MPHUCIAHHBIX U3
Kpas S5; OPJOBCKUX M COUYYBCTBYIOIIMX MM
22.

OTKyzIa OpJOBCKMM 3HaTh, C Kakou
OTBAroM 3allMIIAIA ~ Mbl  PEBOJIOLHUIO?
Korpa-to cranuiia BbICTaBUJIa JBa KOHHBIX
nosika u 0aTanboH MeXoThl. B 1opTe Hamem
€CTh XyTOpa, OTKY/Ia BCE C MAJIbUHUIIEK U JI0
JIPSIXJIBIX IEI0B OTCTYHAIN C KPACHBIMHU.

Bpewms uner, BpeMs KaTUTCH. ..

CblueB 7O TOrO JOXKWICS, YTO XapKaer
KPOBBIO M KOPMHTCS TIPU TETKE U3 KAIOCTH.

OprnoBckue Bce TIy0xKe MyCcKaroT KOPEHb.
Hetu umx 7ne3yT B KOMCOMOJI, a BHYKH B
OapabaHmuku. TakuXx KOMCOMOJBIIEB MBI
30BEM 30JI0Y€HBIMU OpertkaMu. OplioBCKUe
Hac CyIsT U PSAOSAT, OPJIOBCKHE KOBBIPSIOT
HaM IJ1a3a 32 HECO3HATEIbHOCTh, OPJIOBCKUE
Hac yyaT U My4dar. Mbl nepen HUMU U
JypaKku, U BUHOBATHl KPYroM, U JOJKHUKH
HEOIUIaTHBIE. . .

9x, Muxawni BacuiibeBud, B3STh OBl HX Ha
TyCThIE pelleTa. . .

OrnuceiBaeM Halny KU3Hb JaJIbIIIe.

boennr Erop Mapuenko kuBer 10-
MIpeXXHEMY B CBOCH O€THOM XIHKHHE, TaK KaK
JBOpIIa €My HE JI0CTaloCh, XOTS U MHOTO
ITOKOPHJI OH 3€MENb U ropoAoB. JKUBET ¢ TON
JUIIb Pa3HUIICH, YTO paHblle ObLIO y HETo

when the Whites held power, weren’t far
behind. They could all read and write well
and had the gift of the gab. They all set
themselves up nicely, and where one Oryol
man found himself a nice spot he brought all
his mates along as well.

In our stanitsa, out of a population of
30,000, there are 800 Red partisans, fit and
maimed. Our Party cell is 42 strong: that’s 4
partisans (used to be 9); 1 Red Army widow;
1 granary worker; 2 farm labourers; 7
youngsters; 5 sent in from the district; and 22
from Oryol with their sympathisers.

How are those Oryol people to know how
valiantly we defended the revolution? At one
time our stanitsa fielded two regiments of
horse and a battalion of foot. There are
villages where all the menfolk from young
lads to feeble old men retreated with the
Reds.

Time passes, time rolls by ...

Sychyov reached the point where he was
hawking up blood, and his aunt was feeding
him out of pity.

The Oryol lot are putting down deep roots.
Their children are getting ahead in the
Komsomol, and their grandchildren in the
Young Pioneers as drummers.® They’re the
kind of Komsomols we call gilded toffs ...
It’s Oryol who lays down the law, tells us to
be more politically aware and deals out
lessons and punishment. To them we’re all
stupid and to blame for everything and don’t
pay our debts ...

Yes, Mikhail Vasilyevich, we ought to
put ’em right through the wringer ...*

Here’s some more about the way we live.

Yegor Marchenko, the soldier, is back
living in his shabby old cabin, since he didn’t
get himself a palace, although he’d captured
lots of territory and towns. The only
difference is that, before, he had that bit of
property to call his own, even if it was small,

3 Komsomol: the Communist Youth Organization. Young Pioneers: a mass organization for children, overseen

by the Komsomol.

# The uncommon expression used here was repeated by Mikhail Sholokhov, quoting Vesyoly, in a letter dated
July 1929. Sholokhov denounced the new policies being applied to the peasants and the confiscation of their
“surplus” grain. The letter was passed in edited form to Stalin. See Sholokhov M. A. — Levitskoy E. G., 18 iyunya
— 2 iyulya 1929. http://sholohov.lit-info.ru/sholohov/pisma/letter18.htm (accessed 22 March 2022).
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XOTSl U HeOoJIbLIoe, HO CBOE XO3sHCTBO, a
HbIHE B IIOTOHE 3a KYCKOM XOJAWUT B
IUIOTHUYbEH apTeiau, UMeeT TONop, MUy Ja
MOJHBI TOPCTH MO30Jyie. TOJNBKO CBIH
Cnaprak nogaumaer nyx Eropa, a Tak XoTh
¥ I71a3a JOMOM HE Ka)H — TeIlla pyraer, )KeHa
pyraer, mnpsMo noexom exnar. HMuorna
orrpeiHercss Erop, a wyame ObiBaeTr —
IPUIIPYT €ro, U OH, HE HaxXoAsd OTBETA,
yberaer HoueBaTb K KOMY-HUOyAb U3
MIpUSTENCH.

W B camMmOM-TO Jeie, OTJISHELIbCSl Ha3afl,
BCIIOMHMILIb, CKOJIbKO MBI CTpaxy IpPHUHSIIU,
CKOJIBKO CBOEH U 4y’KOU KPOBH IIPOJIAIIH, — U
4ero ke J00uIch?

3eMJIt0 ecThb He OyJienib, a 00pabaThIBaTh
€e M He Ha 4eM, U HeueM. M3 6 KymieHHBIX
CTaHMIIEH TPAKTOPOB 2 NOCTAIUCh KyJaKaMm,
I coBxozy, | konxoly u 2 KyIUIEHBI
CepeIHSALKUM TOBapHILecTBOM. [LnbiBeT u3-
noj OefHsKa 3aBOEBaHHAs 3eMJI KyJaKy B
apeHpy.

MHoro orosiofaBIIero HapoAa yXOIUT B
ropoja Ha 3apabOTKH.

I"azeTs! nunIyT, 40 MOCKBa OTIIyCKaeT Ha
MOJICPKKY OCHHSAIKHX XO3SUCTB OOJBIITHE
pyosmu. Jlo Hac JIOKaThIBAIOTCS  OJHU
UCTEPThIE IPOIIHN, JAa U TO PENKO.

Ot Oounbuioi cembu BaxmucTpa babenko
ocTajach B )KUBBIX OlHa cTapyxa [leuoHuxa.
Camoro babOenka, kak Bbl, Mwuxaui
BacunwseBuy, nomHure, 6ernple 3apyOuim nos
[MapuubiaeiM. Crapmmii cbiH ero — Ilasen,
KOMaHJI0OBaBIIni OpoHenoe3nqom «['po3ay,
repoiicku  B3opBal  ce0s, He Kkenas
npeaaBarbes Bpary. Muaammi ceiH Bacunmii
noru®6 B ropax Yeunu ot THdY, a a04Yb
I'pyHro Ha T1azax y MaTepu Ka3aku
3aHacuIoBaIu 10 cMepTH. Xoaut Ileyonunxa
C XOJIIIOBBIM MEIIKOM TIOJi OKHAMHU U
BBIIPAlIMBAET MMJIOCTBIHIO Yy Te€X JKe
OorareeB-Ka3akoB, KOTOpbIE 3aHACUIIOBAIHU
€€ J0Yb U 3arHajd B MOTWIY MyXa M ABYX
CBIHOB. B mponuiom rojty Mbl BRIXJIONOTAJIN
crapyxe neHcuto B 6 p. 50 x. Tpu pasa
XoAuiIa OHa B PallOH M HE MOTJIA MOJYYHTh.
OpioBckue OTOBCIOJy THalM €€ Kak
HErpaMOTHYIO, U HU OJUH CYKHH CbIH HE
3aXO0TeJl BOMTH B €€ HECUACThE, 1 HUKOTO HE
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and now he goes around with a team of
carpenters to keep the wolf from the door. He
owns an axe, a saw and two fists full of
calluses. Only his son Spartak keeps Yegor’s
spirits up. Otherwise, he’d best not show his
face at home: his mother-in-law scolds him,
his wife scolds him — they’d eat him alive.
Sometimes he snaps back at them but mostly
he’s under their thumb and when he can’t
come up with an answer he runs off and
spends the night at some friend’s place.

And really, when you look back and
remember the fear we went through, and all
the blood we shed, our own and others’,
where did it get us?

You can’t eat land, and we’ve nothing to
work it with. Out of 6 tractors the stanitsa
bought, the kulaks got 2, the state farm 1, the
collective farm 1, and the association of
middling peasants bought 2. Any land the
poor peasants won is rented to the kulaks.

A lot of starving folk are going off to town
to try and make a living.

The newspapers say that Moscow is
allocating lots of roubles to support poor
farmers. What trickles down to us is just
worn-out pennies, and that not often.

Of Sergeant-Major Babenko’s big family,
only his old widow Pechonikha is still alive.
As you will recall, Mikhail Vasilyevich,
Babenko himself was cut to pieces by the
Whites at Tsaritsyn. His elder son Pavel, who
commanded the “Thunderstorm” armoured
train, heroically blew himself up, rather than
surrender to the enemy. His younger son
Vasily died of typhus in the mountains of
Chechnya, and some Cossacks raped his
daughter Grunya to death before her mother’s
eyes. Pechonikha takes a canvas sack and
begs for handouts under the windows of the
same rich Cossacks who raped her daughter
and drove her husband and two sons into the
grave. Last year we took some trouble and
got her a pension of 6.50 roubles. She went to
the district office three times for it, and
couldn’t get it. The Oryol crowd chased her
out for being illiterate and not a single son of
a bitch would put himself in her position and



TpoHyJO rope ee... Kazaku peako Kro
MOJIACT KOPKY XJieba, 00JIbIIIe HAJICMEXAFOTCS
— HEe MOTyT OHM 3a0bITh, uT0 baGeHko cam
OBLT IPUPOHBIN Ka3aK U BCE-TaKU IMOIIEI 3a
KpacHbIX. OT BENUKOro TOps M OOHIbI
cTapyxa cTraja IOoJycyMaclIe[IIel, rojosa
ee Iocelena M TPACETCS, MAalbYMILKH
JIpa3HAT ee TpsAcydkoul. JKamko ee Hawm,
CTapbIM IapTU3aHaM, HO Y€M IOMOXKEIb?
Camu BapuM I U3 KPANMBBIL, 1a U TO Yepe3
JICHb.

Ham yBakaemsblli crapudok YepeBKoB,
W3PAaHEHHbIM B CXBAaTKax JIMXHUX 3a COBET,
OCJIeTl, © HOTH OOJIbIlIe HE JEP:KAT XUIIOTO
Tena. B maMaTh O MOBEIIEHHONW CHOXE U B
namMaTb O CbiHE JIMUTpe, HCIYCTHBIIEM
JbIXaHHe Ha OPHUIEPCKOM IITHIKE, OCTATIO0Ch
CTapUKy IMSTHO OT poja, TO €CTh BHYYEK
®enpka. Houyror oHM rae mnpumercs u
KOpMsITCA Koe-Kak. Bemmaer ®denpka neay Ha
wiedo OaHaypy W BeIeT ero mo 6azapam u
TpakTupaM. Ctapuka KpyromMm Ha CTO BEPCT
3HatoT. CsgeT OH B TOJNE, YIOApUT IO
CTpyHaM TiepepyOJIeHHOW B 000 PYyKOH U
npe0e3KaliuM roJI0oCoM 3aroeT:

Capiry, kak OyATO, TPOXOUYT yIaphbl
IIpounoii BOWHBI, U TOCKA

JKuBo pucyer BaM CTpacTh U KOIIMApHI.
B OypyHax mycTbIHM ITecKa

KpacHbIx repoes paccbinanbl KOCTH,
Ku3Hp M0N0XUBIINX B 0010. ..

Konunnuce cxBaTtku, 1OMOil BOPOTHIICS
K y4dactu ropbkoii Takoi.

Crapslii, ce10i HUKYJa HE TOIHIICS
Bcemu 3a0bIThII repoii. . .

KT0 wmcmblTan rpaxaaHCKyr0 BOWHY, Ha
KOM T'OPSAT €11 paHbl, TOT'0 Ta IIECHS 10 CJIE3

they’re all unmoved by her plight. A Cossack
will hardly ever give her a crumb. Mostly
they just make fun of her. They can’t forget
that Babenko was a native Cossack himself
but still joined the Reds. The old woman’s
gone half mad with grief and resentment. Her
hair’s gone grey and she shakes, so small
boys call her “Shaky”. We old partisans feel
sorry for her, but what can we do? We’re
reduced to making nettle soup ourselves, and
that only every other day.

Our old respected Cherevkov, who was
wounded in fierce fighting for the Soviets,
has gone blind and his legs won’t hold up his
ailing body. All the old man has left to remind
him of his daughter-in-law, who was hanged,
and his son Dmitro, who breathed his last on
the point of an officer’s bayonet, is his
grandson Fedya, the last of all his kin. They
spend their nights wherever they can and eat
anything they can get. Fedya hangs a
bandura round his grandad’s neck and leads
him round the markets and inns.> The old
fellow’s known for a hundred versts around.
He sits himself down with a crowd round
him, plucks the strings with a hand deformed
in the fighting, and strikes up a song in his
thin trembling voice:

Thundering echoes of past warlike actions

Are borne to my ears on the air.

Longing paints clearly our nightmares and
passions.

The sands of the desert lay bare

The scattered remains of our gloried Red
heroes,

Who laid down their lives in the fray.

The fighting is over and home is the hero,

Home to a sorrowful fate.

Grey-haired and old and condemned to be
useless,

Abandoned by all to his fate.

Anyone who was in the Civil War or still
has burning wounds from it will be moved to

% Bandura: Ukrainian stringed folk instrument, also known as kobza.
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npomubaet. I Opocaror, OpocaroT CTapuky
MEJISIKH, a UHBIE SI3BAT: «J{oBoeBacsy.

MHoro kpoBu, MHOroO rops... Ha Bcei
Ky0Ganu u o1HO# XaThl HE HAWCIIb, KOTOPAs
He Obwta ObI 3ajera BoMHONI. Bce BoeBanm.
Muxauia BacuibeBrd, KTO TOITYET HAMEKIbI
Hamu? Wnu paznuBaiyu Mbl KpPOBb CBOIO HHU
3a-HeT? Wnu, yTpaTuB CUITy B OTHE, KPOBBIO
CBOEH OKOH(YKEHBI?

I'me-to W KTO-TO  pa3be3kaer 1Mo
CaHaTOPHUSIM U KypOpTaMm, a y HaC B 3TOM IOy
Ha JieyeHue 28 KpacHbIX MHBAJIUIOB COBET
accurHoBan 47  pyOnukoB. [Ipukuns,
JIOpOroil Hall KOMaHJIWp, MO CKOJIBKY 3TO
BBIMJIET Ha rOJIOBY. «/lJ1s1 HallIero u3nevyeHus,
— CKa3aJl Kak-TO CTPAJalOIIHNi peBMaTU3MOM
OBIBIIMIA YEKUCT AOPOCHMOB, — >KAJICIOT
KyOaHCKOM Tpsi3H, a BeIb MBI €€, 3Ty Ips3b,
CBOEH KPOBBIO 3aMECUIIN.

bbulo Bpems, Mbl MpOTaNTHIBAIN IS
JIOPOrod  COBETCKOM  BJAacTH  IEPBbIE
KpOBaBbl€ TPOIBl, a TElNEpb OHAa 3a0bIBaeT
Hac. Anu [leyonuxa u crapuyok YepeBKOB
HE CTOAT MaJEHbKOTO COXKaJeHUs U
TOBAPHILECKON TH00BU?

KaBanep 3omotoro opyxus Denop
[TogoGenoB, KOMaHIOBaBIIMKA B pa3zHOE
BpEMsI ICKaJPOHOM, KaBIOJIKOM U OpuUraaoi
B 20 rojgy, maMsATHBIM BCEM HaM MPUKA30M
PBC 0b1 oTCTpaHeH OT KOMaHIOBAaHHS IO
HECOOTBETCTBUIO. A KTO MEPBHM BBICTYITUI
Ha 3alUTy MOJOJOM COBETCKOM BIAcTH?
®enop [Monobenos. Kto, He xanest 310pOBbst
Y HE IIaJs )KU3HU, TOHSIICS 110 KaMBIIIaM 3a
IMOBCTaHI[aMH-Ka3aKamMu?

®denop [Tomo6enon! Kto noj
OYHIYKIEeBKOM  BBIpYOMIT TpU  COTHHU
maxHoBleB? ®Demop [logobGenoB co cBoeit
Opuramoii. OH XOTSI W HETrPaMOTHBIHA, HO
MHOTHE y4Y€HbIe TeHepanbl U OaHIUTHl HE
3HAJIU, KyJ]a OT HETO 0eXaTh.

tears by that song. But they just toss the old
man a few coppers, and some sneer: “See
where all his fighting spirit got him.”

Too much blood, too much sorrow ... In
all of the Kuban you won’t find one home
untouched by war. Everyone was in it. Who’s
trampling our hopes into the ground, Mikhail
Vasilyevich? Or did we shed our blood for
nothing? Or have we burned up all our
strength in the furnace and addled our blood
as well?

Some people are swanning around
sanatoriums and rest homes somewhere,
while this year the Soviet allocated just 47
miserable roubles to treat 28 Red cripples.
What does that come to per head, dear
commander? Abrosimov, the former Chekist
who’s suffering from rheumatism, ® once
said: “They won’t give out as much as a bit
of Kuban mud to treat us, and we’re the ones
who mixed our blood in it.”

Time was when we was taking our first
bloody steps towards getting a government of
our beloved Soviets, and now that
government’s forgetting all about us. Don’t
old Pechonikha and Cherevkov deserve a bit
of sympathy and comradely love?

Fyodor Podobedov, holder of the St
George’s Cross for valour, who commanded
a cavalry squadron, then a regiment, then a
brigade in 1920, was removed from his
command as unsuitable, by order of the
Revolutionary Military Council, as we all
remember. And who was the first to step
forward and defend the young Soviet regime?
Fyodor Podobedov. And who hunted the
Cossack rebels through the reedbeds,
unsparing of himself or his health? Fyodor
Podobedov. Who cut down three hundred of
Makhno’s men at Funkuleyevka?’ Fyodor
Podobedov and his brigade. Even though he
was illiterate, any number of educated
generals and bandits didn’t know how to get
out of his way.

® Chekist: member of the Cheka, the Extraordinary Commission for the Struggle against Counter-Revolution,
forerunner of the GPU, OGPU, NKVD and KGB. The term “Chekist” remained in use to denote members of the

successor organizations.

7 Nestor Makhno (1888-1934): leader of anarchist forces in southern Russia and Ukraine.
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He mumo roopur mnocnoBuna: «Jlasn
Cepxo — Hy>keH ObLII, a cTap CTaj — Co ABOpa
BOH.

[Ipenopyursin ~ ®denopy  JOJKHOCTh
0azapHOro pacnopsauTesis, HO €My, Kak
MY»XYMHE  KPAaCUBOMY M  MOJIOJOMY,
CTBIIHBIM  IIOKa3aJIOCh  PACCTABIATh B
MOPSIOK BO3BI M COOMPATh C TOPTrOBOK
rpuBeHHUKH. K TomMy e u 3HaKoMble
CTaHUYAHE 3JI0 HACMEXAJIHUCh HaJl KPACHBIM
KOMAaHJIUPOM, JTOCIYXXUBIIUMCS 1O METJIBI.
[Tocmy>kun OH HEIEIIIO, IPHUILET B UCIIOJIKOM,
copBaj Cc IpyAu MeaHyro Onsixy 0azapHOro
pacnopsauTenss U Opocusl TpeAcenaTellto
1O/ HOTH.

[TokpyTriics-nokpytuics Ham denop u ¢
ropsa 3anwi. llotoM Ha3Haumim ero B
TEPPUTOPUATIBHYIO YacTh 3aBX030M. K Tomy

BpEMEHU OH yxKe OKOHYATEJILHO
HpI/ICTpaCTI/UICSI K BOOOYKEC U OIJHAXIbI
MPOMaxHyJCsl — MPOMWI JIBYX Ka3eHHBIX
JIOIIaACeH.

[loTsiHynu ero nojx cyn.

CKOJIBKO-TO TPOCHAEN OH B TOPOJCKOM
TIOpbME, MOTOM BBI3BIBAIOT Ha jJompoc. U
KOro XK€ OH BCTpedaeTr? A BCTpeyaeT OH B
TpubyHae npanopiuka EBTymesckoro.

BcecnomunTe, Muxann BacunbeBnu, 0oit
noa Kpusoit Mysroii. ®denop ¢ mnonkom
CTOSJT OT Hac JIeBbIM (pitaHroM. Tak BOT Torna
OH U 3aXBaTHUJI B IUIEH PBIKETO MOJIKOBHUKA U
JBYX IIpanopoB. [1oikoBHUKA, KaK BOAWIOCH,
otnpaBwiH B Tad JlyxoHHHa, a 32 mpanopoB
3aCTYNHICA TypaK 3CKaJpOHHBIN EpeMeHko:
«BpyuuTh UM,— TOBOpPUT, — MO KHYTYy H
MOCA/INTh €3/I0BBIMHU, ITyCKal KOOBLI TOHSIIOT,
a MBI HaJl HUMH IIOCMEEMCSI».

W ocraBnensl Obuin 00a MpamopIIrKa
€3JI0BEIMU B 0003€ BTOpOro pazpsaa. Uro c
HMMH OBLIIO ITIOTOM — HEM3BECTHO, HO BOMHA
OKOHYMJIaCh, 1 EBTYIIEBCKMIA — BOT OH raji —
HE3aMEHUMBIM TEXHUYECKUH paOOTHUK U
cienoBarenb B TpuOyHase. CKOJIBKO TOIOB
nponuio, a cpasy y3Hain [lomobemoBa u ¢
HaJMEHHOU YJILIOKOW Hauas CIpaliiBaTh:

— IlomHwumIb,
Kpusyto My3sry?

toBapun [logobemnos,
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The old saying is spot on: “They needed
Rover as long as he could bark, and kicked
him out when he got old.”

They gave Fyodor the job of managing the
market stalls but, being a young and
handsome fellow, he felt ashamed at having
to arrange carts in order and collect kopecks
from the market-women. Besides, the
townsmen who knew him were laughing at
the Red commander who’d been awarded the
order of the broom. He worked at that job for
a week, then went to the executive committee
rooms, ripped off his badge of office and
threw it at the chairman’s feet.

Our Fyodor doesn’t know where to turn
next and takes to drink to drown his sorrows.
Then they made him bursar in a rear unit. By
that time his drinking habit had a firm hold
on him, and once he went too far — he sold
two army horses for vodka.

He was hauled before a court and spent
some time in the local lock-up before being
called out for questioning. And who should
he meet on the tribunal? Warrant Officer
Yevtushevsky.

You will remember the battle at Krivaya
Muzga, Mikhail Vasilyevich. Fyodor and his
regiment were on our left flank. There he
took three prisoners: a red-haired colonel and
two warrant officers. They sent the colonel
off to Dukhonin’s staff office, following
regulations, and that fool Yeremenko, the
troop commander, spoke up for the warrant
officers: “Give ’em a whip each and use ’em
as drivers. They can drive some mares while
we have a laugh at em.”

So they were both made drivers in a rear-
supply column. What became of them later |
don’t know, but the war ended, and that snake
Yevtushevsky becomes an irreplaceable
technical worker and investigator on the
tribunal. All those years have passed, but he
recognises Podobedov at once, and starts
questioning him, with this high-and-mighty
smirk on his lips:

“You remember
Comrade Podobedov.”

Krivaya  Muzga,



— IlommHr0.

— IloMHHUIIIB, KaK BCE BBI U3/IEBAIIMCH HAJIO
MHOM?

— IlomHr0.

— IToyemy >xe Takoe, TOBapHii, ObUI ThI
PEBOJIIOIIMOHEPOM, & CTaJl KOHOKPaIoM?

Pa3BotHOBaJIMCH B KPAaCHOM Iepoe HEPBHI,
3aTpsiCCsl OH OT 3JI0CTH, HO MPOMOITYAT.

— IloMHMIIB, — CHOpAIIMBAET OISITh
cliegoBareiib, — noxoJ Ha Maneu? Kocsku
KaJIMBIIIKHMX JIOIIA/ICH THAJIU 32 COOOH, a TyT
U JBYyX IIpONUTh HE paspemwarT... He
BOCEMHAIAThIH, BEPHO, FO104YEK?

He crepnen @emop TakKoOBBIX CIIOB,
BbIXBATUJ y KOHBOMHOIO MIAIIKY W,
MOTSHYBUIMCH YEPE3 CTOJ, HAPYLIUI TULIUHY
— 3apyounn TOTO HE3aMEHUMOTO
EBTymieBckoro npsiMmo B MArkoM Kpeciie.

Hanbiie-0oubiie, cubimM, yiena demop
3a KybGanp B ropel u yBen 3a coboit

OOMKEHHBIX 00I1I0B Kopocrenesa,
XBopocra, IlleBens, CepaeyHoro, Haiiero
Oarapeiiia  PazymoBckoro, Kpyriskosa
['pumiky, 4to 3apyOui B MOEAMHKE TOJ
Kasiom TBap/ICMCKOTO IIOJIKOBHHKA,
nynemeTunkoB  Tabaea u  Kanaiigy,

onHopykoro KypenwnHna, crapuka by3uHoBa,
MuMnuoHepoB Moucenky u Koumakosa,
ooitioB  Ecuna, KabanoBa, KomyOy,
Couenko u Hazapky Komnaps. [lonroe Bpems
0aHIUTHl TyJIaaud 1o 3aKyOaHbIO — JKIUIU
COBXO03bl, TDOMWJIM COBETBI, BBIPE3AIU
KOMMYHHMCTOB M KOMCOMOJBIEB, [0€31a
rpabunu. baranson I'TIY ¢ momormbio Hac,
MECTHBIX KOMMYHHCTOB, XOPOILO 3HAIOIINUX
MECTHOCTb, PACKOJIOTHI OaHIy, HO CaMoro
[TogoGenoBa Tak W HE YAAIOCH B3SITh.
Hemasno wu3 Typuuu  npucian  OH
OpaTeNbHUKY MHCHMO: KIISIHET COBETCKYIO
BJIACTh U COOOIIAET, YTO C KypJaMH eMy U TO
KUTh MIPUSTHEE.

["opbKO ¥ IPUCKOPOHO. ..

Mpl ocranuch B JKHUBBIX IO HalIeMy
CYACTBIO WJIM 110 HAIlIEMy HecuacTblo. Tiueem
B DIyXMX YyIJlaX, Kak HCKpbl JaJeKoTro
110Kapa, U TaCHEM.

8 GPU: State Political Directorate. See Note 6 above.
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“Yes.”

“Remember how you lot all laughed at
me?”

“Yes.”

“How come you, comrade, a former
revolutionary, became a horse thief?”

Our Red hero’s nerves were on edge and
he was shaking with rage, but he kept quiet.

“You remember the Manych campaign?”
asks his interrogator. “We was driving herds
of Kalmyk mares along, and nobody gave us
permission to sell two horses for drink ...
That would have been in 1918, wouldn’t it?”

That was too much for Fyodor. He grabs
his escort’s sabre, reaches across the table,
breaking his silence, and cuts the
irreplaceable Yevtushevsky to pieces right
there in his easy chair.

It gets worse. We hear that Fyodor’s gone
off to the Kuban, taking with him some ex-
soldiers with a grudge: Korostelev, Khvorost,
Shevel, Serdechny, our gunner Razumovsky,
Grishka Kruglyakov, who cut down a colonel
of the Guards in a duel at Kayal, the machine-
gunners Tabayev and Kalaida, one-armed
Kurepin, old Buzinov, the policemen
Moisenko and Kolpakov, and the soldiers
Yesin, Kabanov, Koshuba, Sochenko and
Nazarka Kotsar. For a long time the bandits
roved over the southern Kuban region,
burning state farms, sacking Soviets, killing
Communists and Komsomols and robbing
trains. A GPU battalion,® with help from us,
the local Communists who knew the lie of the
land, broke up the gang, but didn’t manage to
catch Podobedov himself. Not long ago he
sent his brother a letter from Turkey cursing
the Soviet regime and saying he was better
off living with the Kurds.

It’s a sad and sorry business.

For better or for worse, we got through it
alive. We smoulder away in dark corners, like
what’s left of some distant fire, fading away.



Crapasg mnapTu3aHCKas TBapAusi PEAceT.
Kto cran ToproBiiem, KTo OaHIUTOM, UHBIC,
KAaK JKyKH, 3apbUIMCh B 3€MJII0 U HHUYETO
Jlanbllle Ky4Kd CBOErO JIephbMa HE BUIAT U
BUJIETh HE JKEJIAKT, MHOTUX CJIOMMJIA HYXAa
M, KOrJa-TO pa3uBIIME TPO3HOrO Bpara,
TEepp HAa MHPHOM IIOJIOKEHUU CaMH
MONAJAl0T B IJIEH K KyJIaKaM.

HavanpHuk KOHHOM pa3Benku SIkos
Kenenp, mnpu mnonamepxke TecTd, cyMmel
003aBecTHCh OOraTbIM XO3SHCTBOM M HE
cuMTaeT Hac OOJbllIe CBOMMHU TOBAPHILAMH.
BecHoili u3 roponma mnpuesRal COTPYIHHK
UCTIAapTa U CO BCEX HAC, PEBOJIIOLIMOHHBIX
OolllOB, OTOMpan TIpoM MpeAaHuil o
noxoxaeHusx Hammx. Sko Kenenp He
3aX0TeJl C HUM pa3roBapuBaTh M CKazal
TOJIbKO 0/1HO: «B KpacHoit Apmuu s HUKoraa
HE CITYKUID.

Kak »xe tak, cmnpocute Bbl, Muxaun
BacunbpeBru, anm coBceM HET B CTaHUILIE
JKABBIX JIIOIEn?

EcTb, ecTh yMHBIE U IOHUMAFOIIUE JIFOIH,
Jla TOJNBKO y OJHOTO PYKH KOpPOTKH, Yy
JPYroro COBECTh Cepa, ITOT paj] — IPUTpeIcs
U KaJIOBAHbE IOJIy4YaeT, TOT IJISIUT, KaK Obl
XO3SICTBO  CBOE TPUYMHOXKHUTH, TISITHIHA
ObIBaCT  CO3HATEIbHBIM  TOJBKO  Ha
coOpaHMsIX, JEeCIAThIN U paja Obl 4ero-HuoyaIb
XOpOIIIee ClIeNaTh, 1a OAUH HE MOXKET.

B3stb X014 OBl cekpeTaps Hallel s4elku
MapxkuHa. Jlensira napeHp — riakaTbl pUcyer,
JIO3yHTH IHILIET, JWAarpamMMbl COCTaBJISET,
YTOJIKH OpPraHU30BBIBAET, HA BCEX COOpaHMSIX
BBICTYIIACT, MOJBl B AYEHKE U TO CAM MOET:

pacxogaM BSKOHOMHA, — a Ha 6apX21TH06
3HaMs U Ha MPUBCTCTBCHHBIC TCICIPAMMEI 34
roa HU3pacxoJ0Balin OoubIre JABYXCOT

pyouneit. Ilonanembes MapkuHy Ha ri1a3a u
ceiluac OH CHOpPOBUT paszrpaguTh TS U
3aHECTM B Kakoi-HMOyap crnucok. Ha
TpouuplH AeHb BCTaJ HAa ManepTd W JaBail
CYUTaTh, CKOJBKO BEPYIOLIUX 3aXOJUT B
LEpKOBb: i1 otyeTa. CTapyxu pa3oapayiv Ha
HeM py0axy M MporHaiu oT IepkBu. Ha
JIEKITAH WIH Beuepe 00s13aTeIHHO
[IEPEIULIET, CKOJIbKO MIPUCYTCTBYET
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The ranks of the old partisan guard are
thinning. Some have gone into trade, some
are gangsters, some have burrowed into the
ground like beetles and can’t see nothing
beyond a heap of their own turds, and don’t
want to. Lots have fallen on hard times, and
men who were once the terror of a fierce
enemy now in peacetime are themselves
falling captive to the kulaks.

Yakov Kelen, chief of the mounted scouts,
with his father-in-law’s  support, has
managed to get himself a wealthy farm and
no longer sees us as his comrades. Last spring
a Party historian came from the city and tried
to strip away the glory of all our exploits as
fighters for the revolution. Yakov Kelen
wouldn’t talk to him; he just said, “I never
served in the Red Army.”

You’ll be asking, Mikhail Vasilyevich,
how it’s possible, and ain’t there no living
souls at all left in the stanitsa?

Yes, there are some with brains who
understand things, but some have no power
to do anything, others have uneasy
consciences; some have found themselves
cushy jobs and get a wage, some are looking
for ways to add to their property, some are
politically aware only at meetings, and others
might be glad to do something useful but
can’t do it alone.

Take our branch secretary Markin, for
example. The lad’s an eager beaver, draws
posters, writes slogans, drafts diagrams,
organises propaganda sections, speaks at
every meeting, washes the branch floors
himself. He keeps an eye on expenses, but
over 200 roubles went on a velvet banner and
welcome telegrams in one year. If Markin so
much as catches sight of you, he’ll have you
classified and in a box or list in no time. Last
Whitsun he stood at the church door and
counted all the believers coming in: for a
report. The old women ripped the shirt off his
back and chased him out. At any lecture or
talk he’ll be sure to list how many men,
women and young people are present, their
age, occupation, and how much property they



MY>XYHMH, KEHIIMH M MOAPOCTKOB, IO
CKOJIBKY MM JIET, YEM 3aHUMAIOTCS, BEJIUKO
71 X0341cTBO. M3-3a 3TOM caMOi MepenucKu
MHOTHX TeNEepbh U HACHJIHHO HE 3aTallUIlb B
Haponansiit oM. [Ipountaer Mapkun razery
Y B JHEBHUK 3anuueT: «CTOJIbKO-TO MUHYT
MOTPAavyeHO Ha 4uTKy». [logmerer kKOoMHary,
3aIlpaBUT JIAMITY U OISITh B IHEBHHUK. [loiaeT
B CTOJIOBKY 00enarh, TIOTOBOPUT  CO
CTaHWYHUKaMM U  3anumer: «Bwimano
CTOJIBKO-TO M TaKUX-TO copaBok». He
MoMeIIb, 10 IYPOCTU OH 3TO TBOPUT WJIA OT
BEJIMKOTO yCepausl — CIy>KOUCT, CYKHH CBIH,
Kak ObIBaJOmIHBIN (enpadedenpumka u3
yueOHoi KomaHibl. JKUBET Ha cBoe OemHoe
JKAJIOBaHbE IUJIOXO M BOOOIE TaKoOW ke
IIEHEK, KaKk M Mbl, HO BCE CTapaercs
BO3BBICUTHCS HAJl HAMH, a UyTh UTO — TPO3UT.
Nnmun  BOT [gpyrod Ham - BOXKAb < —
3aBelyIOUIMil  Koomepauue,  ObIBIINI
ky3Hen, Eptuxuii BonoBoa. 3akpeul riasa
noptdenem, npuOWI, rajg, Ha KaOMHETHOU
JIBEpH JIO3YHI: «be3 nokiana He BXOJUThY.
3a uyro wMbel, Muxaun BacuibeBuuy,
BOCBAJIU — 32 KAOMHETHI HJI 32 KOMUTETHI?
Kuer  EBruxmii ¢  KanuTaHeEH
KypmosipoBoii, koTopyto oH 3abpan B IieH
nox cenom KabGapauukoi, rae, kak Teoe,
JIOpOroi TOBapHIll, U3BECTHO, Mbl MPUKAIU
yOerammmux JCHUKUHIIEB K MOpPIO |
BBIpYOMITM UX TaM CYETOM IIeCTh ThICSY. B
camblii pasrap 6ost BonoBony HabGpocun Ha
KalUTaHIly — OHa CHJeJa Ha BO3Y —
Habpocun Oypky u ckazan: «Mosi. HukTo He
MOTH JI0 HE€ KOCHYTbCA — 3acTpento». He
JO’KUJIasiCh OKOHYAHUsI BOWHBI, YBOJIOK OH €€
B CTaHUILy, U TIO)KUBAIOT OHU C 3TUX MOp HA
niee COBETCKOW BIIACTH M OX HE CKaxyT. B
ycanb0e y HUX CTOMT pPacKpalleHHBINA B JBE
Kpacku copTup Ha 3amke. CXOIHWT B TOT
COPTUpP CaM XO35IMH W Ha KIIOY 3arper.
Cxonut xo3s1iiKa u onATh 3anper. Kyxapka ¢
KydepoM Ha oropoa OeraioT. EBTuxwuii
MapTUHHYTO KOy KOHYUJI, [TOTOM KaKHe-TO
KypChl KOHYWJI, TENepb HAC YMYy-pa3ymy
yuut. OH HaM T1OpO  CTPOUTEIBCTBO
colMaiu3Ma, a Mbl €My TpO COPTHUD
HallOMHUM, OH NP0 XO3AWCTBEHHBIA POCT
CTpaHbl, a MBI IIPO TO, YTO KPATh HEUETO, & y
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own. Because of that, wild horses won’t drag
many out to the House of the People. Markin
will read from a newspaper and make a note
in the minutes: “X minutes devoted to
reading.” He’ll sweep the room, fix the lamp,
and make a note in the journal. He’ll go to the
canteen for lunch, chat with some townsfolk
and write down: “X roubles spent and
information dispensed.” Is it because he’s not
too bright, or just so keen, you can’t make
out. Loves his red tape, the son of a bitch, like
that little sergeant-major from the training
team. Hardly gets by on his miserable pay,
and he’s just as dim as the rest of us, but
keeps trying to put himself above us, and
starts breathing down your neck at the first
sign of anything..

Or take that other chief of ours, Yevtikhy
Volovod, the former blacksmith who runs the
co-op sector. He hides his face behind his
briefcase, the snake, and pins a note on his
office door: “No Unannounced Admittance”.

What did we fight for, Mikhail
Vasilyevich? For offices and committees?

Yevtikhy lives with Captain Kurmoyar’s
wife. He captured her at the village of
Kabardinka, where, as you know, dear
comrade, we pushed Denikin’s fleeing army
to the coast and slaughtered 6,000 of ’em. In
the heat of the battle, Volovod threw a burka
over the captain’s wife — she was sitting on a
cart — and said: “She’s mine! I’ll shoot
anyone who touches her!” Without waiting
for the war to end, he hauls her off to the
stanitsa, and from that day on they’ve been
sponging off the Soviet regime and living in
clover. In the garden they have this two-toned
outhouse with a lock on it. The owner visits
it, comes out and locks it behind him. His
missus visits it and locks it again, while the
cook and the driver have to run to the
vegetable patch. Yevtikhy finished the Party
school, then took some other courses, and
now thinks he can teach us something. He
tells us about building socialism, and we
remind him of that outhouse, he talks about
the economic development of the country,
and we tell him there’s nothing to eat, and he



HEro IOJIOH ABOp IMITHIbI, IIOPOCAT, OBEC

KOpDOBBI,  JKHEWMKa, KOCHJIKA,  YEThIpe
cOOCTBEHHBIX Jomaau. «Bbl, — Kpuuur, —
PA3JIOKUBLIMMCA  JJIEMEHT, B  TEKYIIEH
MOJIUTUKE HU yXa, HU pblIa HE TTOHUMAETE,
MEPTBBII rpy3 Ha HalleM
KOMMYHHUCTHYECKOM Kopabie». «Yero xe
HaM  JiefaTh, CIOpaliMBaeM, M  KyJa
neBatbesa?»  «laseTsl  yhTalTeE — U
LEHTpaJIbHBIE U KpaeBble, U OKPYKHbBIC, U
MECTHYK CcTeHHywo». «Hac, — xopom

OTB€YacM MbI, — Ha BCIO KH3Hb I[CHI/IKI/IH
BBIYYHJI, €Il JIeCATh JIET He OyaeM HU OJHON
ra3€Tbl 4HWTaTh, a IIOHATH, YCIrO0 HaAO, BCEC
noiimem». UM TyT cmyckaeM MblI IITaHbI,
3aBOpauyMBaEeM PyOaxu W MOKa3bIBA€M paHbI
KOJIOTBIC,  paHbl  CTPEISHBIC,  CIICJbI
IIOMIOJOB ®W Haraek. Hacuer raser,
MOHITHO, Cropsya OpsikHeM, Hy Ja Bce

pPaBHO. ..

Ha nepBoe mas Beuepowm, mociie peueit u
napana, BBIIIUIH MBI pazoCTHBIE
OPOTYJSAThCS, HO PaJOCTh Hamla CKOPO
noMpayHena. Ha rmiomaaum B OKHax —
00JIbIIIOM CBET: «Kade-pecropan
[Mpesunuym».  Ilogxoamm  Ommke |

3aryisAbIBaéM B OKHa uepe3 3aHaBecku. Ha
CcTojax >parBa M BHHA BCEBO3MOKHBIC.
My3BIKaHTBI UTPAIOT, U 110 3aJTy B OOHUMKY C
JeBKaMd W ¢ 0Oa3apHBIMH TOPTOBKaMH
TaHIYIOT T€, KTO €Ill€ HEJABHO T'OBOPUII HAM
peuyu: cekperapp UCIIOJIKOMa, Hedece,
buHUHCTIEKTOPA, JBa 3emieMepa,
MPUKAIIMKN U3 XJIEOOMPOIyKTa U CIaBHBIN
Hau kooneparop Esruxuii Bomosox.

Ckpenst cep/ilie Mbl OTOILIH.

l'oloca Hamm Korga-to TpeMelnd Ha
KpPOBaBBIX MMOJISX, @ HOHYE OHU POOKO 3ByJaT
B CTeHaX KaHLEIsIpuil. MHOro mnoruoIio
HalllUX JIOPOTHX TOBApHUIIEH, HO O HHUX W
IIOMHHY HET MeCTHOW Biactbio. Hac,
3allIUTHUKOB W 3aBOEBATEJIEH, BOCXBAIISIIOT U
MPU3BIBAIOT TOJBKO o OOIBIIUM
Ipa3JIHUKaM, J1a KOrja B HOC KOJIET — BO
BpeMsl MIPOBEICHUS KaKoW-HUOY b
KaMIIaHWHU, a TIOTOM OISITh OTCOBBIBAIOT B
TEMHBII YTOJL 3aKoMUCCaAPUINCh
MPOXBOCThI, OMNBSHENN BIACTbIO. Exxenn
TaKOBbIE WU BIIPEIb OCTAHYTCA Yy pyJs, TO
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has a yard full of poultry, piglets, two cows,
a reaper-and-binder and four horses of his
own. “You lot,” he yells, “are degenerates!
You don’t know nothing about politics.
You're a dead weight on our Communist
ship.” “So what are we to do?” we ask.
“Where do we turn?” “Read the papers! The
central press, the regional and district press
and the wall newspaper.” We answer as one:
“Denikin taught us one lesson for life: we
won’t read another newspaper for another ten
years. But we’ll understand what we need to
understand.” With that we drop our breeches,
pull up our shirts and show our stab wounds
and bullet wounds and the scars we carry
from floggings. About the papers, we were a
bit hasty of course, but what does it matter?

On May Day, in the evening, after the
speeches and parade, we go out for a stroll, as
happy as can be, but our happiness is very
soon clouded. In the square we see this big
sign lit up in some windows: “Presidium Café
and Restaurant”. We go up close and look in
through the curtains: tables groaning with
grub and all sorts of wine. A band’s playing,
and the lot who was speechifying to us just
now are waltzing about the floor with tarts
and market-women in their arms: the
executive committee secretary, financial
inspectors, two surveyors, some salesmen
from the bakery and our glorious co-op
manager Yevtikhy Volovod.

We went on our way with heavy hearts.

Time was when our voices thundered over
fields of blood, but nowadays they whisper
timidly in office walls. Many of our dear
comrades perished, but our local authorities
never mention them. We the defenders and
conquerors get praised and called on only on
major holidays, and when they’re feeling the
heat, when there’s some sort of campaign on.
Then they shove us back into our dark corner.
A bunch of scoundrels drunk with power are
playing at being commissars. If their type
stay at the helm, our republic will still be



Hara pecybrka emie cto jer oOyaet teunts  licking its wounds in a hundred years, and

paHbI U HE 3aJICUHUT. they won’t have healed.
’Knem oTBETHOIO ITHCHMA. Awaiting your reply.
C TOBapUILECKHM PUBETOM. With comradely greetings,
1928. 1928
(Hommnwucwu.) (Signed)
OtBer komaHaupa OyAeT Hame4yaTaH B The commander’s reply will be published

oxHOM M3 Ommkaimux HoMmepoB «Momogoii  in a forthcoming issue of Molodaya gvardiya.
TBapIdu».

[1929] [1929]
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