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DAYS AND NIGHTS
Those who have been here will never 'f or ge t
it. When after the lapse of years we look back
and recall the war, the very word will conjure
up a vision of Stalingrad Illuminated by flare
rockets and the glow of fires; and once again
the incessant thunder of bombardment from land
and air will ring in 'ou r ears. Again will we feel
the suffocating stench of 'b u r nin g and hear the
crackling of overheated sheet 'ir on .
The Germans are besieging Stalingrad. But
when people here speak of Stalingrad they have
in mind not the centre of the city, neither Lenin
Street nor even the outskirts but the vast, straggling, sixty-five k itornetre stretch along the
Volga-the entire city including suburbs, factory
sites and workers' settlements, the cluster of
small towns which, conjointly, make up one vast
city encircling. a whole bend of ' the river. Today Stalingrad no longer resembles the city we
were won t to see from the decks of the Volga
river boats. The cheerful cluster of white
houses reaching up the hillside .is no longer
there, nor are the gay Volga piers, and embankments lined with swimming boxes, kiosks and
cottages. Today it is grim and 'gr ey , enveloped
in a pall of smoke and over it, day and night,
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flickering flames keep up an endless dance filling the air with soot. A soldier-city seered in
battle, with makeshift forts and strongholds, and
piles of heroic ruins,
Nor is the Volga near Stalingrad the river we
once knew with its deep, sluggish waters, broad,
sunny beaches, lines of swift-moving steamers,
entire floating streets of pine 'r aft s and leisurely
caravans of barges. No! Today the Volga near
Stalingrad is a military river. Its banks are
scarred with shell holes and bombcraters, Bombs
rain down onto its waters, throwing up heavy
waterspouts. Heavily laden ferry boats and light
row boats flit across it, back and forth, to the
besieged city. The clashing of arms rings over
it while its dark waters reflect the bloodstained
bandages of the wounded.
In the daytime houses flare up, now here, now
there in the city; at night a smoke-bedimmed
glow stretches along the horizon. The booming
of bombs and the rumbling of guns go on day
and night causing the earth
tremble. The city
has long ceased to have a single invulnerable
spot, but during these , days of siege the people
here have become accustomed to danger. :.i'ir cs
rage in the city. Many streets no longer exist,
others are marred with bomb craters. The
women and children who still remain in the city
seek shelter in cellars or dig caves in the gullies
leading down to the Volga. The , Germans have
been storming the city for a month, bent on taking it. Fragments of wrecked bomber planes
brought down over the city strew the streets;
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shells from anti-aircraft guns rend the skies, but
the bombing never ceases even for an hour. The
Germans are striving might and main to convert
this city into an inferno where it would be impossible to live.
Yes, to live here is difficult, for here, the sky
overhead is in flames and the earth trembles
under one's feet. The sight of the gaping walls
and blackened window frames of what were but
yesterday peaceful dwellings causes the muscles
of one's throat to contract in a spasm of hatred.
The charred remains of women and children,
burned alive by the Germans on one of the river
steamers, strew the sandy beach of the Volga, and
cry aloud for vengeance.
Yes, to live here is very difficult. Even 1110re:
it is impossible to live here as a passive bystander. To live here to fight, to live here to 'k ill
Germans-a-here it is possible, here it is necessary and here we shall live, while staunchly
defending this city enveloped in flames and
smoke, and drenched in blood. And if death
hovers over us then glory is by our side: she
has become a sister to us amidst the ruins of
dwellings and the tears of orphans.
Evening. The outskirts of the city. Before us
stretches the scene of battle. Smoking hilts, burning streets. As always in the South night rapidly
drops her mantle over the world; everything is
shrouded in a purple haze pierced by dazzling
streaks of fire -f'rom the trench mortar batteries
of the Guards. German white signal flares dart
sky wards in a vast semi-circle, designating their
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forward positions. An car-splitting explosion:
German bombers have again released their loads
on the ' city behind us. The roar of their engines
passed over our' heads but a moment ago, heading from West to East; now it can be heard
. Trom East to West. Our planes are heading westward. They have just strung up a chain of
yellow flare "lanterns" above the German positions and are riddling the targets itluminatcd by
them with their bombs.
For fifteen minutes a relative silence reigns,relative because the muffled roar of artillery to
the North and South and the dry rat-tat-tat of
automatic rifles ahead of us never cease_.. But
here this is called silence, because for days on
end there has been no other silence-and, after
all, something has to he called 'silence .
At sueh III 0111 en ts one suddenly recalls the
scenes witnessed during these days, the faces of
people now dog tired, now flushedwilh anger,
and eyes flashing fire, heavy from lack of sleep.
We crossed the Volga at dusk. The conflagrations here and there gleamed a: dull red against
the darkening sky. The self-propelling ferry boat
on which we made the crossing was overloaded:
it carried five ' trucks 'w ith munitions, a company
of Red Armymen, several girls from the Red
Cross battalion and our group. The crossing was
made under cover of a smoke screen. Although
we made rapid headway it seemed to take an
enormously long time. Next to Inc, on the side
of the boat, sat an army feldsher-an Ukrainia n girl. She was ' about twenty years of age and

had the quaint name of Victoria; her surname
was Schepen. This was her fourth or fifth trip
to Stalingrad.
In this besieged city the usual rules for evacuating the wounded had to be changed; no
quarters could be found in the burning city to
house the field hospitals and medical institutions
in the usual way. Consequently, the feldshers and
stretcher bearers, after picking up the wounded,
take them direct from the forward positions
right through the city, see them across to the
other side by boat or ferry and then return to
pick up fresh batches of wounded men who are
waiting for their assistance. Victoria and one of
my companions happened to come from the
same city. Half the way they kept chatting about
.D n iep r opetr ov sk , its streets, the house in which
my companion had lived, the hospital in which
Victoria .h a d undergone her course of training.
They recalled ' their native town in all detail and
one felt that in their heart of hearts they had
not surrendered it to the Germans and never
would surrender it, that , D n iep r op etrovsk , no
matter what happened, was, and always would
be, their city.
The ferry boat approached the Stalingrad shore.
"And yet every time It's a bit terrifying to
ha ve to go ashore," Victoria suddenly said. "I
have been wounded twice, once quite seriously,
and yet I could not bring myself to believe I'd
die because, after all, I haven't lived at all, I
haven't seen anything of life yet. How could I
possibly die?"
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Her eyes were large and sad just then. I realized how true her words were: what a harrowing experience it must be at twenty to have been
twice wounded, to have seen fifteen months of
active service and to have to cross over to this
city, to Stalingrad, for the fifth time. How much
life holds in store for one at twenty-all one's
life, love, maybe the first kiss-who knows! And
yet here was night, a night filled with the endless rumbling of guns, before us stretched a city
in flames, and this girl of twenty was making
her way there for the fifth time. She was in duty
hound to go there, no matter how terrifying it
was. In another fifteen minutes she would be
wending her wayan past burning houses and
in one of the streets on the outskirts, amidst
ruins, with bullets and shell splinters whizzing
past, would pick up wounded and take them
across to the other side, and should she manage
to make it in safety-come back again for the
sixth time.
We disembarked, mounted the steep embankmont and inhaled the ghastly air reeking . of
burnt dwellings. The sky was black but the remains of what had been once houses stand out
even blacker. The demolished cornices, the halfwrecked walls, cleave the sky and when, somewhere in the distance, the flash from a bursting
bomb lights up 't h e sky for a moment in a
ruddy glow, the ruins of the houses seem more
like the jagged battlements of some fortress.
Yes, it is a fortress. In the vaults of one building the Staff Headquarters is husily at work.

Here, under the ground, is the usual hustle and
bustle one is accustomed to meet at headquarters. Telegraph operators-girls, pale through
lack of sleep-work the keys of their apparatus,
ticking out dots and dashes; officers of the signalers' corps hurry past, their uniforms, dusty
from the plaster of · wrecked ceilings, look as
.though powdered with snow. Their despatches,
however, enumerate not the numbers of heights
or hillocks or sectors of defence but the names
of streets, suburbs, factory settlements and even
houses.
The Staff Headquarters and central signalers'
post is hidden deep under ground. Here is the
brain of the defence. Under no circumstances
must it be exposed to chance. The staff workers
look tired, their eyes inflamed from sleepless
nights, their faces the colour of lead. I try to
light a cigarette but the matches go out one after
the other-here, in this vault, there is hardly
any oxygen.
Night. On a rickety car we make our way at
a snail's pace from the Staff Headquarters to
one of the commanding points. Amidst rows of
demolished "a n d burned houses stands one that
has come through unscathed. With a clattering
and creaking, carts loaded with bread pass out
of the gates. A bakery is loca~d here. The city
lives, goes on living despite everything. The carts
go creaking down the street, and suddenly pull
up when, not far ahead of them, at the next
corner, a trench mortar bomb bursts with a blinding glare.
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Morning. Overhead is an even patch of blue
sky. The B 'ri'gade Headquarters is housed in one
'of t'he uncompleted factory shops. The street
running northwards, in the direction of the Ger···
man lines, is under range of trench mortars. And
here where, perhaps, a militi arnan once stood,
indicating where the road could be eros: ed, an
automatic-rifleman now stands, taking cover behind a half-deulolishecl· , vall. He directs passers by to vhere the street dips down into a hollow and can be crossed unobserved by the
Germans so as not to disclose the whereabouts
of the headquarters. An automatic-rifleman was
killed here an hour ago. Another man has taken
his place, "regula ting the street traffic" from his
dangerous pas t.
I
It is quite light now. A bright and sunny day.
It i getting on towards midday. We are at one
of the observation posts, sitting i 1 plush arm chairs because this particular observation post is
located on the fifth floor of an apartment house,
in the well-appointed flat of an engineer. Flower
pots which had once embellished the window
sills stand around on the floor; adjusted to one
of the windows is a stereoscopic sight. The purpose of the latter here is to keep distant points
under observation-the so-caned frontline positions can easily be seen with the naked eye.
German trucks crawl down the streets past the
last houses of the factory settlement; a motorcyclist dashes past; f'ollov ing ' him is a unit of
German infantry. Several salvos 1'1'0111 our trench
mortars. One car sLops shod in the middle of
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the s treet while ano ther, swerv ing sh a rp ly to one
side, hugs the houses of t h e fac tory se t tle m en t.
Almost immediately a German trench mortar
homh vh izzes 0 'P I' our roof and hi ts a n ei ghbouring house.
I turn away fr0111 the wi ndo w toward s the
table in the cen tre of the JOOlll . T here is a va se
f'ul l of w ithered flowers on th e tabl e, so m e hook s
and a scattered array of schoolb oy's exercise
books. One of them bears the inscrip tion , written
in a neat childish hand: "Composi... ." Yes, just
as ill many other houses, in thi s hou se too , in
th is very apartment, life broke off abruptly, in
thc middle of a word . But it must go on, and
it w i ll go on, because it is f or this very purpose
tha t our men are Hghting here, a n d dyin g h ere,
nmidst ruin and conflagra tio n .
Another day and another n ight p ass . The s treets
of the city have become 1110re desola te but its
pulse goes on heating. We drive up to th e ga tes
of one of thc factories . Members of th e workers '
squad, in belted overcoats and lea th er jackets,
resembling the Hed Gua rds of ninete en-eighteen ,
carefully examine our documen ts. Sh or tly after
ve nrc shown into a room in th e basement. The
men who have remained to de fen d the plant
grounds and the shops-the di rector, his a ssistants, the members of the fir e brigade and the
workers' self-defence corps-are a ll at their
posts.
~ ow the ci ly has n o longer just m er e r esidents.
Everv one of those who have rema ined is bent
on defending it.
nd come vha t may, no matter
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how many machines and lathes have been shipped
out of any given plant, a shop always remains
a shop and the veteran workers who have
devoted the best part of their lives to the plant
are determined to defend it to the last, defend
these shops of theirs with the shattered windows,
which still reek of smoke from the fire only just
extinguished, defend them as long as it is humanly possible.
"Not everything is recorded there," said the
director, nodding in the direction of the board
showing the output. He went on to tell us how,
several days ago, German tanks broke through
our lines of defence at one spot and dashed
headlong towards the plant. The new.s of this
was immediately conveyed to the plant. Something had to be done at once, before nightfall,
to help the Red Armymen close the breach. The
director summoned the manager of the repair
shop. His orders were to complete repairs right
away on several tanks which were half ready.
And the men who with their own hands had
repaired the machines, at this moment of dire
peril manned them too.
Several tank crews were formed then and
there, on the factory grounds, from among the
workers of the plant, members of the Workers'
Guard. They took their places in the machines,
and the tanks, clattering across the empty yard,
made straight from the shop for the scene of
the fighting. They were the first, in the vicinity
of the stone bridge over the narrow river, to bar
the road to the oncoming Germans. An enormous
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gully lay between them and the Germans, and
to cross this gully the tanks had to pass over the
bridge. It was on this bridge that the column of
German tanks were' met by the factory tank
crews.
A furious artillery duel began. In the meantime German automatic-riflemen began to make
their way across the gully. _ During the tense
hours that followed the plant put its own force
into the field to combat the German infantry.
Two detachments of Workers' Guards left for
the gully immediately after the tanks. One of
them was ' under the joint command of Kostuchenko-the superintendent of the militia, and
Pashenko-a professor from -the Engineering Institute, while the other was commanded by
Popov-a foreman from the lathe shop, and
Krivulin-a foundryman. -T h e battle on the steep
slopes of the gully, time and a gain , developed
into a hand-to-hand fight. Among the veteran
workers of the plant who fell in this engagement were Kondratyev, Ivanov, Volodin, Simonov, Momotov and Fornin whose names now
are on everybody's lips.
That day the outskirts of the factory settlement changed beyond a ll recogni tion, Barricades
appeared in the streets leading to the gully.
Everything at hand was used to build themboiler plates, armour plates, d .smantled tanks, and
the like. And as in the days of the Civil War,
the women kept their husbands supplied with
munitions while the girls, leaving the shops for
the forward po itions, Tendered first aid to the
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wounded and carried them out of the firing 'li n e
to the rear. Many were killed that day but the
Workers' Guards a nd the Red Arrnyrnen at the
price of their own li ves, held the breach until
nightfall wh en f resh units arrived to take their
place.
The factory y a rd s a re empty. The wind 'whistles through th e 's ln a sh ed windows. 'VVhenever::l
trench mortar gun shell scores a near hit, bits
of broken glass go flying down from everyside
onto the asph alted sidewalk. The plant is. putting up a st aunch fight just as the 'City is . And
if, in general, it is p ossible to become accus torned to bomb s, shells, bullets and danger-then
everybody here ha s become accustomed to tnem,
accustomed as nowhere else.
We cross a b ridge over one of the gullies in tersecting the city. I shall never forget the scene
that opened ou t before me. This gully, which
stretched far to nlY l eft and right, was swarming
with life, just like a n ant-hill dolted with caves .
Entire street s had been excavated on either side.
The mouths of t he ca ves were covered with
charred boards a nd rags . The women had utilized
everything that could be of service to keep
out the wind and the rain and shelter their children. It is difficult t o express in words the hitterness one feels at seeing these lines of di ngy shelters instead of streets and crossroads and the b usy'
bustle of city li f e.
Again we are on th e outskirts-a t the so- called
outer ring of houses razed to the ground, hillocks
ploughed up by bombs, It was here that w e,
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((Iu ite by chance, carne across one of the four
nnen to WhClI11 the new-spapers devoted leading
.articles about a 1110nth ago. At. that time these
It'ou r anti-tank riflemen-s-Alexander Belikov, Pyotr
'Sa m oilo v, Ivan Oleynikov and our new acquaintance, Pyotr Boloto, who so unexpectedly proved
to be ' here-set fire to fifteen German tanks.
But after all, why should his appearance here
he considered unexpected? A rnan of his calibre
should certainly be here, in Stalingrad. It is
people like he who are defending the city today.
And it is precisely because there are such people
to defend it that the city has been carrying on
for a whole month already, in spite of everything,
amidst ruins, fire and bloodshed.
Pyotr Boloto is a sturdy, thick-set man with
a frank and open face and slightly screwed up,
artful eyes. Recalling the engagement in - which
he and his comrades had crippled fifteen tanks,
his face suddenly lit up in a smile.
"When the first tank was corning at me," he
said, "I thought that the end of thc world had
come. Really, that's what I thought. When it
drew nearer I set it on fire and so, you see, ' it
wasn't me that went West but the tank. By the
way, during that scrap, you know, I must have
rolled and smoked to the butt end at least five
cigarettes. "Tell, maybe, not to the hutt endthat, perhaps would be exaggerating a hit-bu t
at least, I really did roll five cigarettes. In action
.1's like this: you move the gun away a hit and
light up-whenever you have a chance to, of
course. It's permissible to smoke in action, what's
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impermissible is to Iniss your mark. Miss it just
once and you'll never light up again-that's how
things are...."
Pyotr Boloto smiled, the broad, calm smile of
a man who is convinced that his views on a
soldier's life are right-a life in which it is
permissible at times to rest for a bit and smoke
a cigarette but impermissible to miss one's mark.
Different people go to make up the defenders
of Stalingrad. A lot of them, yes, quite 'a lot of
them, have the same broad, confident smile I saw
on Pyotr Boloto's face, the same firm, steady,
soldier's hands which never miss their mark. And
that is why the city is fighting tooth and nail,
fighting even art times when in this or that section
the position seems to be almost untenable.
The ernbankrnent, or rather what is left of it,
is a jumble of burned machines, wrecked barges
cast ashore 'a n d rickety little houses so far unscathed. It is a sultry noon. Dense clouds of
smoke hide the sun. The Germans have been
bombing the city again since early morning. Dive
bombers swoop down one after the other, right
in front of our eyes. The puffs of anti-aircraft
shells cover the sky which resembles the greyish
blue skin of some monstrous animal. Fighter
planes circle overhead where a furious battle is
raging, never ceasing for a moment. The city is
fighting grimly, no matter what the cost; and if
the price paid be dear, the feats men accomplish
rigorous and stern, and their sufferings almost
incredible-c-it cannot be helped, for the struggle
being waged is for life or death.
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The lapping waves of the Volga cast up a
charred log on the sandy shore at our feet.
it lies the body of
drowned woman holding
onto the log with scorched and distorted fingers.
Where it has been washed up from I cannot say.
Perhaps she was one of the victims who perished on the steamer, or in the fire on the pier.
Her face is disfigured: the suffering she underwent before death released her, must have been
unbearable. The Germans did it, did it in front
of our eyes. And let them not. ask for quarter
from those who witnessed it. After Stalingrad we
shall give no quarter.

a
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THE BATTLE ON THE OUTSKIIRTS
Stalingrad is behind us. One is keenly aware
of this, and not only because, on glancing round,
one can see the silhouette of the city, the roofs of
the houses and the factory chimney stacks. This
fact is driven horne by the very atmosphere of
the fighting, by the expression on the faces of all
the men one meets here in the frontline positions.
Their faces are set in particularly firm and stubborn lines: lips compressed, a dangerous glint in
the tired, sleepless eyes.
At first glance there is something about First
Lieutenant Vadim Tkalenko, the commander of
the battalion, which somehow reminds one of Chapayev. Probably, this likeness is due to the fair,
straw-coloured moustache with an upward twirl,
the same light blue, intent eyes, and the trench
cap set jauntily on the fair head. In short, there is
a striking resemblance to Chapayev about hiInthe Chapayev we have become accustomed to see
on the screen. But it is only when .T k al en k o
stands up to full height in 'th e narrow communication trench on his way out of the hunker that,
glancing at his almost boyish spare figure and angular movements, one suddenly notices how young
he still is and that his moustache, evidently, is
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the outcome of sorne youthful whim rather than
an indispensable adjunct of the veteran soldier.
Tkalenko is only twenty-three and everything
about him confirms . his youth-'-his gait, his carriage, his very figure-everything, barring the eyes
in which not a vestige of it remains. The First
Lieutenant has intent, unflinching, relentless eyes,
the eyes of a rnan who, during a year of the war,
has lived through ten years and ten ·li ves. They
are intent from experience, unflinching through
fumlliarity. 'with danger and relentless because of
the sufferings of the people.
At one time last autumn Tkalenko had not only
cultivated a moustache but a beard as well. Then
he. was in command of a group of scouts and
operated behind the enemy lines, making raids on
Nazi staff headquarters and keeping in close touch
with the partisans. On one occasion-this was in
Khristinovka, a village not far from Uman-preparations were under way to uaid the staff headquarters of a German unit. Tkalenko, ' suitably
disguised, mixed with the crowd of peasants and
involuntarily' became an eye witness to what he
'w ill never forget until his dying day.
A German punitive expedition was operating in
the village, searching for "Uncle Vanya," the commander of the partisan detachment. Uncle Vanya
was a native of the place. Tkalenko stood in the
crowd with one of Uncle Vanya's partisans. The
Germans had definite information that the partisan leader was somewhere in the vicinity. The
first thing they did was to arrest his father, a doddering old man but, seeing they could get nothing
2*
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out of him, they tied one rope under his armpits
and another to his legs and tore him to pieces
between two light tanks. The crowd of people who
had been hounded into the street maintained a
grim silence.
After this the Germans went up to first one,
then to another of the womenfolk standing in the
crowd, and" snatching their children out of their
arms, asked them point-blank: ""There is Uncle
Vanya?" The women did not reply.
The Germans led the children aside one after
the other, and when over twenty Irad been assembled they roped them together and started the
engine of a tank. A half-stifled cry of horror went
up as the tank moved down on the children and
crushed them, all of them, under its treads.
At this Tkalenko slipped his hand into the
pocket where he · had a hand grenade and
snatched ~t out. But somebody's firm fingers
gripped his arm and the partisan standing next
to him, in a barely audible whisper said in his ear:
"One of my youngster's there too and yet I'm
standing still and looking on."
He let go his hold of Tkalenko's arm. Tkalenko
did not throw his hand grenade just then. He did
it later that night when, together with the others,
they wiped out the punitive expedition.
Since then he has seen his people undergoing
greater miseries, far greater than the heart of a
young man or even the heart of a steeled soldier
can bear. But that day, .the children roped together, the hushed village square, the half stifled
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horror-stricken cry, has eclipsed everything else
in his mind, everything he ever saw later.
Since then, ' whenever
anybody
mentioned
"Germans" to him he had a vivid recollection of
that village square. Whenever he 'was ordered to
attack-he saw . that village square. It has remained seared forever on his memory, and everything he has witnessed since-all the battles, all
the days and nights, all the victories and defeaLshe . has seen, as it were, through the spectrum of
that village square. His eyes, the eyes of a young
man of twenty-three became relentless; they no
longer sparkled with the buoyancy of youth but
grew bitter with hatred. Ever since, only hate's
scorching fire gleams from his eyes.
Tkalenko .w a s seriously wounded in the winter
and all spring was laid up in hospital. He nearly
died. There was one moment of tranquility in the
white hospital ward when it seemed to him suddenly that there was no war and how fine it was to
be lying so still without having to move either
hand or foot, that things were going on SOInewhere irrespective of him. At that very moment,
probably, the question was .h ein g decided in his
wounded organism whether he would pull through
or die. But the next moment an excruciating pain
in his bullet-pierced lung brought a groan to his
lips. With parched lips he asked the doctor whether he would pull through or remain an invalid
for life. An the doctor, with the frankness of a
soldier, replied:
·'If"--a pause followed the "if"-"you pull
through, you won't be an invalid."
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And Tkalenko realized that that momentary
feeling of tranquility and indifference had been
due to his having believed In his own death. But
now he believed it no longer, he wanted to live.
He breathed deep, wheezing with his wounded
lung. He wanted to go on living, to live at al!
costs, so as ,t o go on killing Germans just as he
had been killing them till now.
Out of hospital he was assigned to a new unit
which had just been formed. He impatiently underwent a course of treatment so as the sooner to
start killing Germans again, but he was a disciplined soldier. .U n a ble to leave for the front at
once he, in this unit of his in the rear, found an
outlet for his hatred; he instilled hate into others,
fostered it iri his nlen. Tkalenko taught the men
under his command how to Jcill and to kill cunningly' shrewdly, cleverly,
.
The day he was waiting for with the ca lm dispassionateness of a man whose destiny henceforth
is war, and only war, found him near Stalingrad.
Tkalenko felt cut to the quick that, having been
laid up in hospital in the winter near Rostov, now,
in the summer, he had to go into action near
Stulingrad. But in Stalingrad itself this feeling of
his which had overwhelmed him during thc crossing f'rorn the left It o the right bank of the Volga
-at the sight of the burning houses and horneless women and children roaming about in thc
strects-s-becamc crystallized into his habitual hiller feeling of hatred towards the Germans,
The situation was critical. The '"N" infantry
unit was forced to engage the eneluy a battalion
~2

at a time. The first to go into action was Tkalenko's battalion, which had just crossed over. This
was at dawn-on the northern outskirts of the
city. The evening before the Germans had occupied a village bordering on the outskirts of the
city; they intended, evidently, to press their advantage in the morning. The battalion, by deploying straight f'rorn the march, had to hurl the Germans back to the North.
A bloody attack was imminent. But from his
own experience Tkal enko knew how onerous it
was to begin one's military career with a retreat
and he was glad that his men would have to begin theirs with an attack. To get at the Germans
with one's bayonet, see then'! dead under one's
feet, leap over their s till warm bodiesc-this is
what infuses one with strength, with what a man
needs more than ever when going in Lo action for
the first time.
The attack began at dawn. The gully in front
of the village was mined and the tanks assigned
Lo support the hattalion opened fire from where
they were, not risking to advance further ahead of
the suppers. The infantry launch ed f orward alone.
After covering a stretch of three hundred metres
they came within range of the enemy's trench
11101'la1' gUll S .

They had to scramble uphill and Tkalenko, keep ~
ing in line with his battalion, suddenly felt to
his sorrow that his wounds had left their mark.
I-Ie breathed only with one lung and going uphill
"vas no easy matter for h im. Only because long
experience had taught him to do everything with
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deliberate calmness and precision, and not to drop
down unnecessarily every time a shell fell short
or wide of the mark as did his men w h o were
receiving their baptism of fire-only because of
this was he able, . this time too, to be where he
was accustomed to be-in the front ranks. His
men were making a good showing, even better
t han he had expected. True, they would often
drop down under cover but, then, he had no
occasion to urge them 011. Of their own accord
they would jump up quickly and press forward
a gain .
At the mouth of the gully the Germans met the
battali on with a raking machine-gun fire. However, the first houses 'were already near, and several minutes later a hand-to-hand fight ensued on
th e ou tsk ir ts of the village street. Enemy automatic-riflemen fired from the houses, gateways, and
from behind fences . One of them, who popped out
for a moment from behind a gable, Tkalenko shot
d own. almost point-blank with a spurt from his
a utomatic rifle. Here, at the last house, he came
to a stop. Together with his battalion he had
made that first, that most fearful leap in a first
battle with a three hundred metres stretch of open
ground to be faced before coming to grips with
the Germans . Now his men had entered into the
spirit of the fray.
F rom where he stood Tkalenko took in the locality at a glance and calmly began to issue his
next orders In the meantime, sappers had cleared
two p a ssa ges for the tanks. Four tanks trundled
across the gully and, reaching . the village, opened
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01'<: down the length of the street. The battle
raged on as furiously as ever.
Suddenly, Tkalenko noticed the figure of a man
bent almost double flitting by, hugging the fence.
"Stop I"
The man stopped within two yards of Tkalenko.
He "vas without his cap or rifle; attached to his
belt "vas a bundle of hand grenades. He was deserting from the field of battle-the first case,
thank God, the only one. Tkalenko availed himself of the pause that followed his cry of "StopI"
to look the man in the face, to try and remember
his name, but he could not recall it, because the
coward's face was distorted , beyond recognition,
distorted not so much by fear as by an abject,
disgusting concern for his own fate. His fishy
eyes seemed to scour the ground as though
searching for some hole to drop through I
"Where are you off to?" Tkalenko asked coldly, his finger on the trigger of his automatic rifle.
The man made '110 reply but, bending still
lower. made an attempt to dash past the First
Lieutenant. Tkalenko pressed the trigger and the
deserter, his hands blindly groping for the wall
of the house, sank down on to the ground. For a
second the First Lieutenant glanced at the man
and then, in the same even voice as he had begun ,
continued to issue his orders to the sapper standing next to him. He felt heavy at heart just then
because he had only a moment ago killed a man
who, had he not proved h imself to be a coward ,
would hirnself be killing Germans.
But Tkalenko did .n ot want to show how dis-
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tressed he was-neither to the sapper nor to anybody else. He did not want to disclose his feelings. By his calm attitude he wanted his mer; to
think what he himself thought--that it was not
he, Tkalenko, who had killed the coward, but the
law, the ruthless law of war.
Towards midday the village "vas occupied. Accompanied by an orderly Tkalenko crossed to the
further, northern end of the village. Yes, the village was taken but, in order to hold it, it was
necessary at once to occupy the range of small
hills in front of it, about a k.ilomctrc away.
Tkalenko remained in the village with the third
company and ordered forward the commander of
the second company-s-smart, little Kashkin, and
the commander of the first company-big, jolly
Bondarenko who, because of his thick, black sideburns, which he tended with the utmost care,
had been nicknamed "Decembrist" by the battalion. They moved forward rapidly together with
their companies, easily overcoming the straggling
fire of the Germans. Two hours later orderlies arrived 'with despatches that Bondarenko had captured four German quick-firing guns on the steep
hank over the Volga. Tkalenko was pleased with
the results of the battle, but experience told him
that the Germans would not let things rest at
lhat.
He immediately issued orders to bring up two
anti-tank guns which had been left on the side of
lhe gully-now in their rear. Rain had fallen recently. The slopes of the gully were steep and slippery. The guns had to be lowered to the bottom
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by hand and then hauled to the top on the other
side in the same way. The gunners, working slowly and with the utmost care, began to lower the
guns.
It was about five o'clock. Suddenly, fifteen
heavy German tanks appeared in the valley . between the occupied village ' and the heights on
'which companies one and two had taken up. their
positions. The battalion had launched into battle
straight f'rorn the ruarch and, consequently, it had
practically no anti-tank grenades or guns at its
disposal. Thi.s was what made their situation so
difficult. Raiding parties were coming with the
tanks. At the same time the Germans opened fire
f'rom their long-range trench mortars and the entire zone occupied by companies one and two was
simply deluged with bombs, Two anti-tank guns
manned by Sergeant Roistman and Sergeant Cheboksarov opened fire on the tanks. Two burst into
flames but the rest pressed forward, crushing the
anti-tank gun crews under their treads. Fifteen
minutes later two more tanks 'were reduced to
flaming torches, blown up by bundles of hand
grenades. The remaining tanks clattered 'o n , steamrollering the field of battle in an effort to crush
(he ' i n fa n tr y . The German automatic-riflemen ensc on ced on fhe tanks jumped off and launched a
counter-attack. It became more difficult to keep
(hem at a safe distance because the tanks did not
permit the Red Arrnyrnen to raise their heads
above ground.
Behind Lieutenant Bondarenko's company was
a steep bank 'which dropped sheer plumb f'rorn
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the steppe to' the Volga, while in front of it were
the tanks. It was this circumstance that the lieutenant had in mind when, pointing with his arm
first in front of him, and then behind him, he
said in a gruff voice to the men lying near him:
"We either hold them off or leave our bones
here. That's all."
Tkalenko saw everything that was going on.
The two compariies were cut off, their position
'was critical. His first impulse was to go there
himself, to be where his men were fighting to the
death, but the next mornent cool deliberation told
him that this would not help to save them. Their
salvation lay in the guns, and the guns were still
being hauled up the slippery slope. Tkalenko
stopped watching the field of battle and occupied
himself with getting the guns up'. This he did as
he did everything else-e-without any unnecessary
hustle or bustle, with the result, that the work
immediately began to make headway. At last the
guns were hauled to the top. There was no time
to find a suitable position for them so they '111mediately opened fire from where they were, from
the brink of the gully, The tanks just then were
moving broadside to them and two were crippled
with the first shots. This proved to he the turning
point in the battle. Out of the fifteen enemy tanks
only nine remained; it began to grow dark and
the remaining tanks, not risking to make a direct
assault on the guns; turned back. The automaticrlflemen, too, began to 'fall back in the wake of the
tanks. The fighting, however, went on in the dark
all through the night until dawn, when the last
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few surviving enemy r'iflemen beat a retreat behind
a range of hills.
In the morning they buried their dead. The battalion had suffered losses and Tkalenko was depressed becau~e of the number of killed. It cannot
be said that the casualties were unexpected; he
had prepared himself and his men for this and,
after all, the German losses in killed were almost
twice as much. At the beginning of the war he
would have, probably, reconciled himself to thistwo Germans killed for everyone of our men.
But now, in the second year of the war, after so
much suffering and misery-the result of the battle
seemed to him to' be.. none too good. After all
the Germans had perpetrated ' on our soil, they
should be made to pay not with two lives but
with four, five, ten for everyone of our men
killed. But in yesterday's battle he had not succeeded in doing this and that was why he ' was
depressed.
It 'w a s in this mood that I met him in the daytime. Comparative silence reigned arid when I
went in to see him in his bunker he was sitting
there lost in thought. All the time, while he was
giving me a brief account of his life, I tried to find
in his face at least a hint of a smile. Later on we
went out into the open, into the sunlight. I looked
at his face and thought to myself that probably:
it was his moustache that made him look serious
far beyond his years. I said to him:
"Don't you intend to shave off your whiskers?"
It was then that he smiled for the first time, a
bashful, sad smile.
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"You know," he said to me, "I can't. I solemnly
swore not to. Last year, when I was out reconnoitring behind the enemy lines for the last time,
four of our n1.en were killed on the way backthree of them on the spot, 'a n d the fourth, Khomenko, died in my arms when I had already
brought h im back to our lines. And when the two
of us who got through alive buried him, the sixth
member of the scouting party, a Georgian by the
name of Samkharadze, said to rne: 'Look here,
Lieutenant, let's shave our beards in memory of
those who were killed, but leave our whiskers until the end of the 'war-as long as we go on fighting for them.' That's how I came to make a .sol ernn vow."
And Tkalenko smiled a second time, a bashful,
sad smile.
"Ah-h, and here's Bondarenko, Didn't you want
to drop in to see his company? There ,he .i s himself. "
The sturdy, ruddy-faced "Decembrist" Bondarenko came up. The purpose of his sideburns, apparently, was to give a touch of sternness to his
cheerful, round face. They did not help much hut
he had a voice that resembled the deep, stentorian
voice of an old soldier.
I took my leave of Tkalenko and Bondarenko
. ltd me along to visit his company. He showed me
around the bunkers, trenches and the observation
post, which was cunningly hidden away and from
which one obtained an excellent view of the Gernlan lines some six hundred metres away. Everything indicated that the man and his company
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had dug in firmly, without the slightest intention
of yielding an inch of ground.
We strolled down the steep embankment leading to the river. Women, children and old men
from the gutted villages had found shelter there
-on the Volga banks, at the bottom of the cliff,
in caves. All around one could hear children crying and women's eyes, eyes deadly tired, followed
us, gazing at us long and beseechingly.
I glanced at Bondarenko and, suddenly, I saw
on his face, on his chubby face which only a
moment ago had looked so jolly, the same expression of bitter hatred I had seen on the -f a ce
of his battalion commander.
"The swine, to what straits they have reduced
people," Bondarenko said. Only think of it--to
what straits they have reduced people...."
But there is a limit to all human endurance,
after which only one feeling rcmains-s-hatred for
fhe cnemy ; only one desire-to kill him. Whoever has been in Stalingrad during these day and
has seen what is going on there has already
crossed that rubicon together with Tkalenko, together with Bondarenko-together with all the defenders of Stalingrad.
I
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SOLDIER'S GLORY
A red glow flushes the night sky round Stalingrad. In the daytime the steppe exudes smoke:
black columns dart skywards where trench mortar
gun shells burst, thin spirals ascend f'rom the
field kitchens, and whisps of acrid smoke rise
from the soldiers' coarse tobacco.
In the blue sky, extraordinarily bright for a September day, fighter planes leave a fluffy trail behind them: the ground is furrowed with trenches,
while beside the knolls marking the crests 'o f the
bunkers, rise the mounds of the common graves.
Glory and infamy slumber side by side in the
steppe under the same sky. The same nocturnal
darkness enshrouds hot and dusty men, weary
after battle, and those who never again will see
the light of day.
Unknown meadows, hills and glades overgrown
with wormwood-a-such is the battle line which
must not be surrendered, the battle line for which
men are fighting and dying, often not knowing
the name of the village that nestles to their left or
the stream that flows to their right, but firmly
conscious that behind them is Stalingrad for whose
sake they must stand fast.
Here a stand must be made even at the cost
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of their lives, even though death be the price, no
matter what the cost. Today the line is being held,
but victory has not yet been won, and the glory
of the divisions and armies, the glory of all Russian arms has not yet been born on these fields.
But the glory of the soldier, soldier's glory is born
every day and every night, now here, now there;
human valour will always remain valour and
glory-glory, no matter how dire the straits in
which armies and nations may find themselves.
Semyon Shkolenko and I are sitting on the dry
steppe earth, and a breeze just as dry fans his
calm, sunburned face and hair.
.
"Tell .111e how you did it?". I ask.
"How I did it?" he says, repeating my question
thoughtfully as he gazes ,over the distant steppe,
recollecting as it were all the details and, suddenly, as though to tell me that his exploit 'w a s not
born yesterday but long ago, that his whole life
had been a prologue to it, he began to recount
this life of his, speaking in his slow and deliberate manner:
"My father's name was Frol. He also took a
hand in the fighting around these parts. That was
in the days when Tsaritsyn had not yet been renamed Stalingrad. He was killed here in acLion.
Like Inc he was a miner. For all I know the mine
in which we worked has been flooded or, maybe,
blown up. It was the No. 2 Isayev Mine. There,
under the ground, I went through all the stages of
the profession-c-f'rorn sledge driver and full fledged
miner to foreman. It's a good many years since
I first went down a mine, That was back in 1924.
3--2918
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I was a kid then. How many years ago did you
say? Is it really eighteen already? Although it
should he, because .today is IUy birthday. Yes, it
really is eighteen. The commissar and I clinked
glasses today. He treated me. We had a drink
and I drank the health of my wif'e and IUy boy,
Yuri Sernyonovich.... I haven't seen him yet. He
was born on March 27."
Shkolenko sat for a moment lost in thought and
then he again repeated: "Yuri Semyonovich." And
f'rorn the serious tone in which he pronounced his
son's name, calling him by nanle and patronymic,
one could feel how proud he was that he had a
boy who would continue their miners' stock-his,
Semyorr's son, his Dad's grandson-a future man
and worker. And from the way Shkolenko 's p ea k s
about his family, his mine, his life of hard toil,
one feels that the fame he has won as a soldier
cannot be looked upon as something unexpected,
that he achieved it as a result of all that went
before, as a result of his experience, in telligence,
Lhe mother wit of a Russian and the strong arms
of a Russian. And when he begins his narrative
about his exploit he speaks about it so slowly,
deliberately and calmly, that the word picture he
gives Inc of how li t was accomplished is drawn
just as slowly, just as deliberately and just as
calmly as his narrative.
It was in the morning. Battalion Commander
Koshelcv summoned Semyon Shkolenko and,
standing beside him in the bushes on the river
bank, said in his usual laconic way:
"Bag a 'tongue'."
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shed and looked in. It was dark inside and reeked
of dampness. Chickens and a pig were scratching
around on the earthen floor. But a moment later
Shkolenko caught sight of a shallow trench near
the wall and loopholes in the log walls 'w h ich were
of double thickness. Near the trench was a half
empty package of German cigarettes. Germans
were somewhere in the vicinity. Of this there was
no doubt. The next shed was empty. Near the
third one, close by a hayrick, lay two dead Red
Armymen; their rifles 'were lying near them. The
bloodstains were still fresh.
Shkolenko tried to picture to himself what had
happened:
"There's no doubt about it," he
thought. "They went out of here, most likely
walking along at full height without taking cover,
and the German caught them with a spurt f'rorn
his autornatic rifl.e from some place over there."
Shkolenko was really vexed at the carelessness
which h ad caused the men's death. "Had they
been with me I wouldn't have let them go on like
that," he thought, and this thought led to a string
of oth ers, to thoughts that he brooded over, that
our men, when they went out reconnoitring, didn't
go about it in the right way; very often did not
show sufficient caution. But there was no time
La p onder over the subject, he had to look for a
German.
In a hollow overgrown with vines he carne 011
a narrow pathway. After the shower of th - n10r11iug the ground was still damp and he could
plainly see f'ootmarks leading into the woods. A
hundred yards further on Shkolenko carne across
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a pair of German boots and a service rifle. How
they had come to be there he could not for the
life of him understand but, anyhow, for caution's
sake, he buried the rifle in a ditch, stamping the
ground flat, and then threw the hoots into the
hushes. The fresh traces led on into the woods.
Shkolenko had hardly crawled some fifty yards
when he heard a trench mortar gun go off. The
. trench mortar fired ten times in succession with
a short pause in between the shots.
Ahead of him was a thicket. Shkolenko crawled
through it, inclining towards the left where he
spotted a pit overgrown with weeds. The bottom
of the pit was strewn with ashes. Looking out of
it he could see a bit of clearing in between the
bushes. Not more than ten yards away 'was a
trench mortar gun and several yards further on
a light machine-gun. One .Germ an was standing
near the trench mortar gun while six others were
sitting in a circle only a short way away and
eating from their billy-cans. Shkolenko instinctively brought his automatic rifle to the ready but, on
second thought, he very wisely changed his mind.
With one burst from his automatic rifle he could
hardly expect to wipe them all out and after that
he would have the odds against him. Without the
least sign of hurry he took out an anti-tank hand
grenade from his knapsack and prepared it for
action. He selected this particular hand grenade
because the distance between him and the Germans was not very great and, again,' a missile like
that 'would do the trick. He went about his preparations deliberately, taking time. There was no
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Heed to hurry. His target was right in front of
him . Steadying himself with his left hand at the ,
hottom of the pit, his HIlgers dng into the ground
to keep himself fr0111 slipping, he raised hlmsel [
somewhat and hurled the grenade. It landed righ L
in the middle of the Germans. When he looked
out six of them were lying motionless on the
ground while the seventh, the one who had been
doing sentry go near the trench mortar, was
standing near it, looking with surprise at the
muzzle of the gun 'which had been" smashed by
a splinter. Shkolenko jumped out of the pit and,
going up close to the German, his automatic rifle
on the ready and never for a 1110111ent daking his
eye off him, made h im a sign to take off his belt
with the revolver attached and throw it on the
ground. The ' German's hands were trembling; for
a long time he fumhled with his be1t and then
threw it away as far as he could. Pushing the
German in front of him, Shkolenko went up to the
machine-gun, The machine-gun was unloaded. By
signs Shkolenko gave the German to understand
that he should lift i,t up on his shoulder. The
German obediently hent down and lifted up the
machine-gun. Now both the mart's hands were
occupied. '
In spite of the seriousness of the situation
Shkolenko could not help laughing. It seemed
. funny to him that the German, himself', was heing
made to carry the machine-gun back to our lines.
And so they went back-the German in front with
the machine-gun on his shoulder, and Shkolenko
behind him. The German walked slowly, stumbl38

ing along, making no attempt at resistance. But,
apparently, he did not lose hope of meeting someone who would help him out, and so he played
for time, Shkolenko, who before this had gone
about everything warily, taking his time, now
began to hurry. He had a feeling of loneliness
and fear that, at any moment, somebody might
shoot h irn through the back from behind some
bush. When he was busying himself with something he never hurried more than was necessary.
But now he wanted to be back as quickly as possible and so he impatiently poked the German in
the back with his rifle.
lIt was only after noon that Shkolenko reached
the battalion headquarters. Beside Captain Koshelev, the regimental commander was sitting there.
Shkolenko poked the German in the back wi th
his rifle for the last time and said:
"Here you are."
Only after that did he make his report in accordance with the full requirements of the regulations.
The regimental commander shook hands with
him, glanced h im over f'rorn head to foot and
then again, warmly, shook hands with him. Moving aside he had a whispered conversation with
the battalion commander. T'heir conversation did
not last more than a minute. Shkolenko stood
there and waited.
"You did a good job," the regimental commander said. " You' ve carried out his orders," he
continued, with a nod in the direction of Captain
Koshelev, "and now, I want you to do something
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for me too. I want you to find out where the rest
of their trench mortar guns are located."
"Yes, sir," Shkolenko briefly replied and then
added: "Permit me to ask-s-am I to go alone?"
"Alone," Captain Koshelev said.
"All the better then." Shkolenko brought his
rifle to his shoulder.
"Take a rest . fir st," the regimental commander
said. "And then you can set out."
Shkolenko went up to a group of signalers,
pulled out his spoon from his hoot top and, filling his billy-can, began to eat. He was tired and
was glad that he had been given the chance to
have a bit of a rest. Having eaten his fill he
rolled himself a cigarette. He had not smoked all
morning and it was pleasant now to inhale the
smoke, particularly as he "w ould not have another
chance until the evening. After that he took his
boots off and readjusted the putties. His feet were
aching. He sat there for about half an hour" and
then, picking up his automatic rifle and without
replenishing his stock of hand grenades, set out
in the same direction as he had taken in the
morning,
This time he kept 1110re to the right of the village and nearer to the river, taking cover in the
bushes which grew on either side of the .r oa d . The
first shot . from a trench mortar he heard at a
distance of about five hundred yards. To reach
the place he had to crawl through a long gully
densely overgrown with hazel bushes "which
scratched his hands and face. The shells passed
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over his head, landing somewhere a long way off.
For a minute he stopped to figure out in his mind
the projector.y of the shells and determine the
location of the guns hy the sound. After the hazel
wood gully, he had to surmount a small hill
beyond which was another hollow, thickly covered with trees. He had hardly crawled a couple
of hundred yards through this hollow when the
firing ceased. The last shot was already .quite
near. Suddenly, a German stood up at full height
not far away from where he was. For the next
ten minutes or so Shkolenko lay flat on the
ground without making a sound. When the German had disappeared from sight, Shkolenko, making his way through the underbrush, crawled up
to a big bush from behind which he had an
excellent view of all three trench mortar guns in
the gully.
Shkolenko lay flat on the ground. Be took a roll
of paper ·out of his pocket on which he had decided beforehand to make a plan of the locality
and take down all the details, depicting the exact
location of the trench mortar guns. But just, then,
the seven Germans who had been standing ncar
the different trench mortar guns gathered around
the trench mortar gun nearest to where he was.
They sat down not more than eight yards away
f'rorn him .Only one of them remained atu dista n ce and, lying on his side on the edge pf a
lrench, was evidently trying without success to
get a telephone call through.
The fact that the Germans were so near and
that all of them, barring one, were assembled in
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one spot, induced Shkolenko to execute a daring
plan. Actually, his orders were to note everything,
make a plan- of the locality, and then submit his
report to the gunners 'who would calculate the
range, locate the target, and smash up these very
same trench mortars with their fire. But the
Germans were sitting in a group and he had hand
grenades with him. His course of action was decided on in an instant, and the reason for this,
probably, was because only that morning, in exactly similar circumstances, he had been lucky. Be
that as it may, Shkolenko decided to tackle the
Germans himself. Lying flat on the ground h e
took out both his anti-tank hand grenades and
' tied them together with a bit of copper wire. :All
he had to do now was to throw them. ' And, just
as he had the first time, Shkolenko rested his hand
on the ground and, taking a deep breath, threw
the grenades, The grenades, however, were very
heavy-two together, then again he was dog tired
from the morning and, what was more, this was
his second job that day. Anyhow, they landed
about- half a yard away from the Germans. This he
managed to notice when 'he dropped flat to the
ground. The next instant something hit him, not
very hard ' though, on the shoulder. Putting his
hand to the place he felt warm blood trickling between his fingers.
I-Ie was on his feet in a flash, his automatic
rifle on the ready. The explosion had been a very
powerful one and the Germans, as 'on the previous
occasion, were .... lying motionless on the ground.
Yes, this time not one of them remained standing,
42

they were dead. Suddenly, the man who had been lying near the telephone showed signs of life.
Sh k olen k o went up to him and touched him with
his foot. The 'Ger man turned over on his back and
raised his hands. He began to say something but
what, Shkolenko, in the heat of the moment, could
\ not niake out. The telephone was lying next to
the man. Having no intention of taking it with
him, Shkolenko ~brou ght his heavy, hobnailed boot
d own on it several times and put it out of commission. After that he glanced round, wondering
w h a t to do with the trench mortar guns. Sudden~ ly, he heard a rustling in the bushes some twenty
yards away. Pressing his automatic rifle to his
s tom a ch Shkolenko gave a lengthy spurt; combing the bushes, but instead of Germans out came
Satarov, a private from the 2nd Battalion and a
good friend of his, who had been taken prisoner
by the Germans several days before. Satarov stood
ther e half facing him-unkempt, dirty, barefoot,
. .on ly in his underwear, and in a voice barely recog n iza b le shouted:
"Our men, it's ourv rncn!"
After him another sixteen men appeared from
beh in d the bushes. All of them were half' naked
an d just as grimy, unkempt and ghastly as Sata r ov. Three of them were smeared with blood
a n d one of them they supported by the arms.
"Was it you who shot?" asked Satarov,
"Yes." Shkolenko replied.
"Well, it was you who plugged them," Satarov
sa id, pointing to the wounded m oen. "But where
a r e the others?"
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"I'm alone," Shkolenko replied. "But what were
you chaps doing here?"
"We 'Yere digging a grave for ourselves," Satarov said. "Two "automatic-riflemen were guarding
us, but when they heard the explosion they took
to their heels. So you're alone, eh?"
"Yes, alone;" Shkolenko repeated, and again
he looked at the trench mortar guns. There was
no time to lose-this was his one thought ' at
that moment. His mind was made up at once.
"Take hold of these trench mortar guns," he
said in a business-like tone, "quickly. Hurry up,
you chaps, there's no sense hanging around.
We'd better be getting back to our own lines."
Several men took hold of the trench mortar
guns and lifted them on to their backs while the
remainder helped the wounded along. Now Shkolenko was in a still ' greater hurry to get back
than he had been the first time. After the harrow,
ing experience they had been through, he wanted
to get his comrades away from the spot as quickly .
as possible. He could hardly believe in his
good luck, and it seemed to him that at the
slightest delay it would come to an end. He
walked behind the group, bringing up the rear,
li-stening intently, turning around every now and"
then with his automatic rifle on the ready.
Only then, when he walked behind the men
he had rescued and saw the blood-smeared
bodies of the wounded, did he suddenly get over
the stupefying effect of his single-handed battle.
," It's a good thing that none of our men were
killed. But who was to know they were there,"
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he consoled' himself" "After all, I didn't know,
I thought they were iGer m a ns .' He repeated this
thought aloud to Satarov who walked alongside.
"Really, I didn't know-I thought Gentians
were there."
J,
"Of course," Satarov replied simply, "How
could you have known."
The Gennan-the one who had been stretched
out near the telephone-limped along in the
centre of the batch of rescued Red Armymen,
holding his hand to his wounded head. He walked
along, his hand pressed to his head, moaning
every now and then and looking with terrorstricken eyes at the naked, blood-smeared men
around him. Five minutes ago they had been
digging their own graves, but now he was scared
of them as though they were dead men who ' had
come to life, scared of them even more, perhaps,
than of Shkolenko.
An hour and a half later, taking a roundabout way, they reached the battalion headquarters. Shkolenko made his report. and, after listening to .th e few laconic words of thanks from the
Captain, followed by a warm, friendly handshake,
he took five paces back and stretched out on the
ground.
H e suddenly felt terribly tired after all he
had been through that day. With wide open eyes
h e looked 'at the grass around him and it seemed
s tr a n ge to him that his adventures were over,
that he was alive, that grass grew around him
and that everything seemed to be just as. it liad
been in the morning.
J

The sun dipped down behind the edge of the
steppe, red, dusty, and the sudden · dusk of the
South crept up from every side.
"You know," Shkolenko said after several
minutes of silence, "you know why I said to
the regimental commander that it would be
better for me to go alone? What, do you think,
it's a good thing to go alone when out reconnoitring? No, it's rather terrifying to go alone. Out'
scouting it's best to . have a comrade with . you.
The best thing is when you know the chap, but
if you don't-s-then it's better to go alone. Frankly
speaking it's a shame, really, the way people '
refuse to realize what it means going out scout ing with a man you c. don't know, Even when r
used to work in a mine, if I didn't know who .
my mate was, the work somehow didn't make "
headway The more so here. To go out scouting
with a chap you don't know means taking death
along with you as a ' companion. I've got to
know the man as well as I know myself, only
then can I be sure. And yet somehow people
simply don't seem to grasp this, don't give a
thought to the friendship existing between the
men, don't think about it enough. The best of
friends are sometimes parted without any cause
at all, one of them is sent in one direction, th e
other in another." 1
And Shkolenko, having got going, began to Jay
bare his innermost thoughts.
"Between you and me, when death is always.
at..your side, of course, you feel afraid: but after
all, I've been fighting for a year and a bit, and
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in my opimon the German, when he ins tine- ,
tively feels that the man who's going for him isn't
afraid of him, then the German is the first to
feel scared. But if I become scared of him first,
then he isn't afraid of me. In general, that's.
how things are in a war. One of us has to be
more afraid of the other. What I · want ·is that
he should be more afraid of me."
- Shkolenko looked long and searchingly at the
darkening steppe and a bitter expression, full of
sorrow, appeared on his face.
"What are ' you looking ' at?" I asked.
. "I'm looking how far he's pressed us back;
yes, he's made us fall back a long way."
And behind his bitter words I suddenly sensed
two tormenting thoughts which are always rankling in the breast of our bravest soldiers: yes, .
h e's made us fall back a long way, he's got to
be stopped. And the braver the soldier, the .m ore
does he resemble Shkolenko, the more bitter does
he feel when he thinks of it, the harder it is
for him to retreat.
...The steppe is furrowed with trenches, lined
with bunkers; salvos of the trench mortar batteries roar and thunder. This land around Stalingrad is still unknown.
But there was a time when Borodino was '
known only in the Mozhaisk District, a name.
known only locally. But in one day it became a
. household word. The positions around Borodino
. were no better and no worse than many ' other
positions between the Nyeman and the MOSKva
Rivers. Borodino, however, proved to be impreg47

nable because it was here that Russian soldiers
decided to lay down their lives rather than surrender. And that is why the shallow little river
became impassable and the hillocks and sparse
wood and hastily, built trenches became impregnable.
In the steppe around Stalingrad there are many
unknown hills and small rivers, many villages the nanle~ of which are known to none
a hundred miles away; but the people are waiting, firmly convinced that the name of one of
these villages will ring through the ages, just
as . Borodino, and that one of the broad fields
in the steppe will become the field of great
victor y .

