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MOSCOW
DETORER 1940

:misha looked at the grey clouds and shivered. That afternoon it was
cold enough for a thin layer of ice to appear on the puddles on Moscow’s
pavements. He was pleased, he supposed, at this first sign of very cold
weather because it meant an end to the Rasputitsa — the season of soggy
rain and mud that preceded the winter and summer.

When he crossed the great bridge over the Moskva River to the
Kremlin, the wind buffeted him and he wrapped his coat tightly around
his slim frame. His halfhour walk home from school was nearly over.

Five minutes later he reached his family’s apartment inside the
Kremlin.

‘Mama, I'm back,” he shouted as he entered the hall.

There was no reply. Anna Petrov was always home before him.

He knew something was wrong as soon as he entered the living room.
A tray with a china tea set lay scattered on the floor, spilt milk and tea
leaving dark stains on the Persian rug among the shattered fragments
of porcelain.

Misha called out again, panic in his voice. ‘Mama! Are you all right?’

Perhaps she was unwell and sleeping? He went at once to his parents’
room. It was exactly as his mama had left it that morning. He looked in
the other rooms. All were empty. Maybe she had been taken to hospital?

He started when he heard the door open. ‘Mama?’ he called out.
‘What’s happened?

It was his papa. Yegor Petrov was a sickly colour, sweat glistening on
his forehead. ‘She has been taken, Mikhail,” he said, before he crumpled
and tears ran down his face.

MOSCOVA
OETOMBRIE 1340

misha se uitd la norii cenusii i se cutremura. In dupi-amiaza aceea era

wulicient de frig incat pe baltile de pe trotuarele Moscovei sd apara un strat
sublire de gheata. Se bucura, trebuia sd recunoasca, fiindcé acest dintai semn
2l vremii reci anunta sfarsitul Rasputitsei — anotimpul ploios si noroios de
dinaintea iernii i a verii.

O pald de vant il lovi in timp ce traversa podul principal peste raul

Moscova, spre Kremlin, faicindu-l si-si infdsoare strins haina in jurul siluetei
subtiri. Drumul de jumdtate de ora de la scoala si pand acasé aproape ca se
incheiase.

Cinci minute mai tirziu, ajunse la apartamentul familiei sale din Kremlin.
— Mama, am venit, striga el cind intra pe hol.

Niciun raspuns. Anna Petrov ajungea mereu acasa inaintea lui.

De indata ce ajunse in sufragerie, isi didu seama cé ceva nu era in regula.

I'c podea zdceau impristiate o tavi si un set de ceai; printre cioburile de
portelan se vedeau petele intunecate pe care le ldsaserd laptele si ceaiul pe
covorul persan.

— Mama! strigd Misha din nou, cu o voce panicati. Esti bine?
Poate ca nu se simtea bine §i dormea? Se duse imediat in camera périntilor

sii. Era exact la fel cum o lasase mama lui in acea dimineati. Cercetd si
cclelalte camere. Toate erau goale. Poate ca fusese dusa la spital?

Tresari cand auzi usa deschizandu-se.
— Mama? striga el. Ce s-a intdmplat?
Era tatédl lui. Yegor Petrov avea o culoare bolndvicioasa, iar fruntea ii

stralucea de sudoare.

— Auluat-o, Mikhail, spuse el, inainte de a se pribusi, cu lacrimile siroind.



Misha had never seen his father cry. He stood there feeling useless,
reeling at the terrible news, not knowing what to do. ‘Let me make you
some cottee; Papa,*he said.

Misha sat at the dining-room table waiting for his papa to collect
himself, watching his hands trembling as he lifted a cup of coffee to his
mouth. Eventually Papa said, ‘Colonel Volodin summoned me to
his office at five o’clock. Mama has been arrested by the NKVD. She has
been declared an enemy of the people.’

Within a week they discovered she had been sent to a camp in the east
for ten years, with no ‘right of correspondence.” Misha was filled with
despair. For several days he could not bear to go to school. Who had
ordered such a thing? What reason could they have to take his mother
away?

A month after it happened Misha pleaded with his papa to talk
again to Colonel Volodin, to try to find out more. His father said the
Colonel had disappeared too. In a frightened whisper he told Misha
they thought he had been liquidated, and that they should never speak
of Mama again.

Misha nu isi vdzuse niciodata tatal plangand. Rimase acolo, simtindu-se
mutil, nducit de vestea teribila si nestiind ce si faci.

— Hai si-ti fac o cafea, tata, zise el.

Misha se ageza la masa din sufragerie §i astepta ca tatil siu si-si recapete
cumpdtul, privindu-i mainile ce tremurau in timp ce-si ridica ceasca de
cafea la gurd. In cele din urms, tatal siu spuse:

— Colonelul Volodin m-a chemat in biroul lui la ora cinci. Mama a fost
arestatd de NKVD. A fost declaratd un dusman al poporului.

In mai putin de o siptimani descoperira ci fusese trimis3 pentru zece
ani intr-un lagdr din est, fard ,,drept de corespondentd. Misha era cuprins de
disperare. Nu fu in stare sa mearga la scoala cateva zile. Cine ordonase asa
ceva? Ce motiv ar fi putut avea s o inchida pe mama lui?

Dupa o luna, Misha isi implora tatél si vorbeasci din nou cu Volodin,
sd incerce si afle mai multe. Tatal sdu ii zise ci si colonelul dispiruse. i
mdrturisi lui Misha, intr-o soapta infricosatd, ca ei credeau ca fusese lichidat;
si cd nu trebuia sa mai vorbeasca vreodatd despre mama lui.



CHAPTER 1
MAY 1341

;mikhail Petrov was in the bathroom washing his hair in the basin when
there was a brisk tap at the door. He recognised the knock at once.
RAP bap-BAP. 1t could only be Valentina Golovkin, come to walk with
him to the afternoon shift at School 107. He hastily slipped on a shirt
and rushed to let her in, towel-drying his hair as he hurried down the
corridor of the apartment.

She gave him a smile when he opened the door. ‘Good afternoon,
Misha. Like the haircut. Very stylish,” she said, smirking at his dishevelled
appearance. Misha thought maybe it was time to visit the barber but he
liked his hair long and floppy at the top.

‘Twon’t be long, Valya,” he said. ‘Come in and wait a minute.’

‘Don’t forget we have to pick up the Princess,” she said. ‘And she
always slows us down so hurry with the hair-drying!’

The Spasskaya Tower clock began to chime the opening notes of the
communist anthem “The Internationale’, as it did every quarter-hour,
and Valya shouted out, ‘We’re going to be late!’

A couple of days a week they went to collect Galina Zhiglov to drop
her off at a local primary school on the way to their school. Valya said
Galina reminded her of that Russian fairy tale about a tsarevna - a
princess - who never smiled.

Galina lived in an apartment barely a minute down the corridor from
Misha’s. Her father, Kapitan Zhiglov, gave him the creeps. He knew that
his mama and papa had been friendly with him once, but the friendship
had ended quite abruptly. Misha sometimes wondered if the Kapitan had
anything to do with his mother’s arrest.
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CAFITOLUL 1
MAI 1941

,mikhail Petrov isi spéla parul in chiuveta din baie cind se auzi un
ciocdnit rapid in usd. Il recunoscu imediat: rap bap-bap. Nu putea fi decat
Valentina Golovkin, venitd sd-1 insoteascd la orele de dupa-amiazid de la
Scoala 107. Isi puse repede o cimasi si se grabi si-i deschidi, uscandu-si
pirul cu prosopul in timp ce traversa jute holul apartamentului.

Ea ii zAmbi cénd deschise usa.

— Buni, Misha. Imi place tunsoarea. Foarte cochetd, ranji ea vizandu-i
infatisarea neingrijita.

Misha se gandi ca poate ar fi fost timpul si facd un drum pe la frizer, dar
ii placea sd-si poarte parul lung si ciufulit in crestet.

— N-o sa dureze mult, Valya, spuse el. Intrd i asteapti-mé un minut.

— Nu uita cd trebuie s-o ludm pe printes3, zise ea. Si ne incetineste mereu,
asa ca grabeste-te cu uscatul!

Orologiul din Turnul Spasskaya incepu sd sune cu primele note ale
imnului comunist Internationala, asa cum facea la fiecare sfert de ord, iar
Valya striga:

— O sd intdrziem!

De cateva ori pe saptaménd, mergeau sa o ia pe Galina Zhiglov ca sd o
ducd pana la scoala primara din zona, in drum spre scoala lor. Valya spusese
ca Galina ii amintea de basmul rusesc despre o tsarevna — o printesa — care
nu zdmbea niciodata.

Galinalocuia intr-un apartament care se afla la nici un minut de cel al lui Misha.
Tatal ei, capitanul Zhiglov, il infiora. Stia cd mama si tatal lui fusesera prieteni cu
¢l pe vremuri, insd prietenia se incheiase destul de brusc. Uneori, Misha se intreba
daca nu cumva cépitanul avusese ceva de-a face cu arestarea mamei lui.
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There was-po Mrs Zhiglov. , The rumour Misha had heard touched
on-divorce and a relationship with the head of the Central Museum of
Soviet Exports. The Kapitan had been given custody of Galina, which
was a mystery to all who knew him. Zhiglov was NKVD. The Soviet
secret police were not known for their nurturing qualities.

When they reached the Zhiglovs’ apartment, Valya knocked and they
waited. An anxious young woman peered around the crack in the door.
Tt was Lydia, Zhiglov’s maid. She looked relieved when she saw who it
was and opened the door wide.

‘Galina, your friends are here for you,” she called. She turned to
Valya and Misha and gave them a look of weary exasperation. Lydia,
they knew, spent most of her time trying to entertain Galina. Zhiglov
himself worked long hours at the Lubyanka, the headquarters of the
NKVD. They said he was a close adviser to the head of the secret police -
Lavrentiy Beria. Misha had seen Beria around the Kremlin too — a stubby
bald man with spectacles. He could have been a provincial tax inspector
but for the palpable air of menace that surrounded him, almost like a
cloud of cologne.

A solemn little girl emerged from the shadows and gave them both
a formal nod. She was dressed beautifully in a calico floral-print dress
and had her golden hair tied in two neat plaits. A red and gold enamel
Young Octobrist badge on her collar caught in the light.

‘And how are you today, young lady?’ said Valya.

‘T am very well, thank you. And how are you? she answered with
unnerving poise.

Lydia dashed out with a coat, hat, gloves and scarf, and Galina stood
like a mannequin as the maid draped these clothes around her.

Misha resented having to walk Galina to her school. Valya was the
only person he felt he could talk to honestly and he couldn’t do that
when the little girl was there.

Valya was the only one among his school comrades who knew his
mother had been arrested. When it happened, he had trusted her enough
to tell her. But even with Valya he didn’t usually talk about his mother.
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Nu exista o doamna Zhiglov. Misha auzise un zvon despre un divort si
o relatie cu directorul Muzeului Central de Exporturi Sovietice. Capitanul
obtinuse custodia Galinei — decizie care rimanea un mister pentru toti cei
care il cunosteau. Zhiglov facea parte din NKVD. Politia secretd sovietici
nu era recunoscuta pentru grija si afectiune.

Cand ajunserd la apartamentul familiei Zhiglov, Valya ciocini la usa si
iwleptard, O tandrd cu o expresie nelinistita i privi prin deschizitura usii.
i'ra Lydia, menajera lui Zhiglov. Paru usurata cand vazu cine era si deschise
hirg usa.

— Galina, au venit prietenii taj sa te ia, striga ea.

Se intoarse citre Misha si Valya si le aruncd o privire obosita si exasperata.
I'i stiau cd Lydia isi petrecea majoritatea timpului incercind s-o distreze
pe Galina. Zhiglov lucra pana tarziu la Lubyanka, sediul central al NKVD.
se spunea cd ar fi un sfetnic apropiat al sefului politiei secrete -~ Lavrentiy
Bieria. Misha 1l vasuse si pe Beria prin Kremlin - un barbat indesat si chel,
cuochelari. Ar fi putut trece drept un inspector fiscal, dacd n-ar fi avut acel
acr amenintdtor care il inconjura precum un nor de apa de colonie.

O fetita cu infatisare serioasd isi ficu aparitia din umbre si inclini formal
din cap cétre cei doi. Era imbricatd intr-o rochie superbi de stambi cu
model floral, iar parul ei auriu era impletit cu grija in doud cosite. O insigni
de Octombrel’, din email rosu si auriu, sclipea la gulerul ei.

— Cum va simtiti astdzi, tinara domnisoara? intrebd Valya.

— Ma simt foarte bine, multumesc, raspunse ea cu un calm tulburitor.

Lydia iesi in graba cu un palton, o caciuld, o pereche de minusi si un
fular, iar Galina stitu ca un manechin in timp ce menajera ii puse toate
aceste haine.

Pe Misha il irita cd trebuia sa o conduci pe Galina la scoald. Valya era
singura persoana cu care simtea cd poate vorbi deschis, si nu avea cum si
facd asta in prezenta fetitei.

Valya era singura dintre colegii lui care stia cd mama lui fusese arestata.
Cind se intdmplase, avusese suficientd incredere in ea incit si i se
destainuie. Dar de obicei nu vorbea despre mama lui, nici mécar cu Valya.
' Organizatie de tineret sovietica, destinata copiilor cu varste cuprinse intre 7 §i 9 ani. Numele

provine de la Revolugia din Octombrie din 1917. Membrii purtau o insigna mici, care infitisa
portretul lui Vladimir Lenin copil (n. red.).
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Recently.hewas beginning|to wonder if others had found out too. Maybe
theirparents had confiections with the NKVD and someone had let it slip.
These days he always felt a twisty anxiety when he went to school. Children
of ‘enemies of the people’ could expect to be denounced and humiliated
in front of their classmates, then barred from further education. It had
been seven months now since his mama’s disappearance and, as yet, it
had not happened to him.

He was even more surprised that he and Papa still lived in their Kremlin
apartment. In the weeks after Mama’s arrest he woke with a start every time
he heard noises in the night, expecting them both to be dragged away. But
that had not happened either. Misha thought that maybe it was because his
father was one of Stalin’s secretaries. They had a friendship of sorts.

Valya, Galina and Misha emerged from the grand apartments of the
Arsenal building into bright sunshine.

Misha loved the spring - didn’t everyone in Moscow? That early May
afternoon, as they began their walk to School 107, it was so hot they even
took off their hats and carried their coats.

The authorities had introduced two shifts in schools to cope with
Moscow’s swelling population. Misha liked being on the second shift ~ 2.30
until 8.00 — with the morning free for homework and chores. It meant he
could have a lie-in. And Papa usually worked very late so he sometimes got
to see him before bedtime, if Comrade Stalin finished his meetings early.

Just as they were about to leave the Kremlin grounds Misha spotted a
familiar face. When the family had first moved to the Kremlin, he had been
introduced to General Rokossovsky in their apartment. The General had
been briefing his father on naval deployment along the sea frontier with
Japan, so Yegor Petrov could prepare a report for the Vozhd - the Boss.

Rokossovsky had a gallant manner and it was whispered he had been
a cavalry officer for the Tsar before the Revolution. Papa had told Misha
he spoke to everyone, from the Vozhd to the cleaning ladies, with the
same courtesy, which made him one of the most widely liked men in
the Kremlin. Misha liked him because the General had always smiled at
him when he saw him in the corridor, whereas most of the adults he passed
ignored him completely. But not long after Misha met him he vanished -
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e curand, incepuse sé se intrebe dacd nu cumva aflaserd si altii. Poate cd
pirintii lor aveau legituri cu NKVD-ul si cineva se scipase. In ultimele
zile simtise o anxietate riscolitoare de cate ori mergea la scoala. Copiilor
~dusmanilor poporului“ li se putea intdmpla oricand sa fie denuntati si
umiliti in fata colegilor, apoi impiedicati sa isi continue studiile. Trecusera
sapte luni de la disparitia mamei lui; si totusi, lui nu i se intamplase.

Era cu atit mai uimit cu cat el si tatal lui inca locuiau in apartamentul din
Kremlin. In saptimanile de dupa arestarea mamei sale, tresirea din somn de
ciite ori auzea un zgomot in noapte, asteptindu-se ca améndoi sa fie luati cu
forta. Dar nici asta nu se intAmplase. Misha credea cd asta se datora faptului
¢ tatdl lui era unul dintre secretarii lui Stalin. Erau oarecum prieteni.

Valya, Galina si Misha iesira din apartamentele grandioase ale Cladirii
Arsenalului in lumina strilucitoare a soarelui.

Misha iubea primivara - ca toati lumea din Moscova. In acea dupéd-amiazi
de mai, pe cand isi incepeau drumul catre Scoala 107, era atét de cald, incat
isi scoaserd caciulile i paltoanele, pe care le tinura in brate.

Autoritétile instituisera doud schimburi in scoli pentru a gestiona cres-
terea populatiei moscovite. Lui Misha ii placea sé fie in schimbul al doilea -
de la 2.30 i pind la 8.00 seara —, ca sa aiba dimineata liberd pentru teme si
(reburi casnice. Insemna ci putea dormi mai mult. [ar tatil lui lucra de obicei
pand tarziu, aga ca uneori il putea vedea inainte de culcare, daca tovardsul
Stalin isi termina devreme sedintele.

Chiar cand erau pe cale sa paraseascd domeniul Kremlinului, Misha
observa o figurd cunoscutd. Atunci cind familia lui se mutase la Kremlin,
fusese prezentat generalului Rokossovsky in apartamentul lor. Generalul ii
reda tatdlui lui situatia navala de-a lungul frontierei maritime cu Japonia,
astfel incat Yegor Petrov sd poata pregiti un raport pentru Vozhd - Sef.

Rokossovsky avea o atitudine galanta si se zvonea ca fusese ofiter de cavalerie
pentru Tar inainte de Revolutie. Misha aflase de la tatdl lui ca generalul vorbea
cu toatd lumea, de la Vozhd pani la femeile de serviciu, cu aceeasi politete, ceea
ce il facuse sd devind unul dintre cei mai apreciati oameni de la Kremlin. Misha
il plicea pe general pentru ca ii zZimbea intotdeauna atunci cand se intalneau
pe holuri, in vreme ce majoritatea adultilor pe lingd care trecea il ignora
complet. Insa acesta disparuse la scurt timp dupi ce il cunoscuse Misha -
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along with many other senior army officers. Yet here he was again, very
much alive.

Misha went overto speak to-him: “Comrade General, how nice to see
you again. How are you?’

Rokossovsky smiled pleasantly and looked him straight in the eye.
T am well, young citizen,” he replied. ‘T have been resting.” Then he
gave Valya and Galina a brisk little bow. Misha introduced them and
Rokossovsky said to Valya, ‘Ah yes, [ know your father.’

As he spoke, he brushed a stray hair from his eyes, and Misha noticed
all the fingernails on his hand had been removed. It was all he could do
not to flinch. ‘Comrade General, if I may say so, I am pleased to see you
back,” Misha muttered, his heart racing. What could he say to Galina if
she asked about his fingers? Could he pretend he hadn’t noticed?

As they walked away, Valya turned to Galina with a smile and asked,
‘So, what have you been doing this morning? Have you been keeping
Lydia busy?’

Valya always knew what to say to Galina, and Misha was relieved
when the little girl answered with her usual composure.

‘Lydia told me about the house spirit Domovoj when she was reading
me bedtime stories,” said Galina. ‘He lives behind the stove in the
kitchen and he comes out at night to pinch naughty girls who are rude
and ungratetul.”

‘And has he pinched you?’ asked Misha, trying to keep a smile from
his face.

‘Certainly not. I am neither rude nor ungrateful. Galina said
indignantly. ‘But I have found out more about Domovoj in one of Papa’s
encyclopedias. He gets angry if a house is not cleaned properly. So I told
Lydia to polish every surface so there is not a speck of dust.”

Misha smiled to himself. Lydia had been outwitted. Galina was going
to grow up to be the kind of girl that terrified him.

Once they had dropped her off at her school, Misha said, ‘Did you see
his hand?’ Valya nodded. She looked as shocked as he was.

At that point they emerged on to a main street making further discussion of
the subject too dangerous. Thousands of people jostled along the pavements,
like cattle being herded into pens. There were streams and counterstreams,
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laolaltd cu multi ofiteri superiori din armata. Si totusi, iat-1 aici, in viatd.

Misha se apropie ca sa i vorbeasci:

— Tovarage general, ce placere si va revad. Ce mai faceti?

Rokossovsky i zambi cu amabilitate si il privi drept in ochi.

— FPoarte bine, tinere cetatean, ii raspunse el. M-am odihnit.

Apoi se inclind scurt in fata Valyei si a Galinei. Misha i le prezenta, iar
Rokossovsky ii spuse Valyei:

— Ah, da, il cunosc pe tatal tau.

[si dadu la o parte o suvitd din ochi in timp ce vorbea, iar Misha observé
ca toate unghiile mainii lui fuseserd smulse. Fiacu un efort sa nu tresara.

— Tovardse general, dacd imi permiteti, sunt incantat ca ati revenit, se
halbai Misha, cu inima batindu-i nebuneste.

Ce avea si-i spund Galinei daca intreba de degetele lui? Oare se putea
[reface ¢i nu observase?

In timp ce se indepértau, Valya se intoarse cu un zambet catre Galina si
o intreba:

— Deci, ce ai facut in dimineata asta? Ai tinut-o ocupata pe Lydia?

Valya stia intotdeauna ce si-i spund Galinei, iar Misha rdsufld usurat
ind fetita raspunse cu impasibilitatea ei obisnuita:

— Cénd mi-a citit povesti, Lydia mi-a spus despre Domovoj, spiritul casei.
Irdieste in spatele cuptorului din bucétarie §i iese noaptea ca sa ciupeasca
[clele neastdmpdrate care sunt obraznice si nerecunoscdtoare.

— Pe tine te-a ciupit? intrebd Misha, straduindu-se sd nu zambeasca.

— Nu, desigur ca nu. Eu nu sunt nici obraznicd, nici nerecunoscatoare,
spuse Galina, indignati. Insa am aflat mai multe despre Dormovoj din una
dintre enciclopediile tatei. Se infurie atunci cdnd nu este ficutd curdtenie
in casi asa cum trebuie. Aga cd i-am spus Lydiei sa lustruiascd fiecare
suprafatd, ca sd nu mai fie nicio farama de praf.

Misha zambi in sinea lui. Lydiei i se venise de hac. Galina avea sa creascd
si sa devina genul de fati care pe el il ingrozea.

Dupd ce au ldsat-o la scoala ei, Misha intreba:

— I-ai vazut ména?

Valya diddu din cap. Era la fel de socati ca el.

Acum intraserd pe o strada principald, asa ca devenise prea periculos
sd mai dezbatd subiectul. Mii de oameni se inghesuiau de-a lungul
(rotuarelor, precum vitele méanate in grajduri. Erau curenti si contracurenti,
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like cross-currents at a river confluence. It was an odd experience. Misha
was sure Moscow hadn’t always been this crowded. But every year it seemed
that more“and more people flooded in from the countryside to find work
here and a roof over their heads. New factories were being opened all the
time and the city was alive with the whirr of machine tools and the tang
of white-hot metal. There was a constant, sticky, acrid smell of hot tar too.
Everywhere you went they were digging up roads, laying drains or cables.

The streets in central Moscow at most times of the day were almost
as bad as travelling by tram, but at least you were outdoors, away from
the concentrated smell of humanity. Misha was struck by how shabby
most people in the street looked. After four years living in the Kremlin,
he had grown used to the finely tailored suits of the political elite and
the cashmere silk and pearls of their wives. Most people outside the
Kremlin bought clothes secondor third-hand on the market. And no one
ever seemed to smile. The newspapers said no one smiled in capitalist
countries. In contrast the workers and peasants of the Soviet Union who
appeared in the newsreels were bright and full of enthusiasm for their
lives and the advances of the Revolution. Misha was beginning to realise
not everything he read was to be taken at face value.

A hundred metres ahead there was a sudden screeching of brakes
and a piercing scream which cut through the afternoon chaos. In the
distance they could see a lorry reversed halfway out of a side road.
Pedestrians continued to hurry by.

As they got nearer, they saw that a boy was lying sprawled on the
pavement. Only the lorry driver was kneeling beside him, trying to revive
him. No one wanted to get involved. Getting involved meant talking to
the Militia - the Moscow police. Talking to them laid you open to all
sorts of awkward questions.

Valya grabbed Misha by the arm. “We must help.” They arrived,
slightly out of breath. The old driver looked terrified.

“The poor child,” he said. Then he started to admonish the unconscious
boy, half in anger, half in anguish. ‘Why didn’t you look where you were
going, you silly boy? What are they going to tell your mother?’

The boy’s left leg was sticking out at an odd angle, but more worrying
were the flecks of blood around his mouth.
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«a la confluenta raurilor. Era o experientd stranie. Misha era sigur ca Moscova
nut fusese dintotdeauna att de aglomeratd. Insa pérea c, in fiecare an, din
¢ in ce mai multi oameni se revirsau din sate cdtre ora, in cdutarea unui
low de munci si a unui acoperis deasupra capului. Se deschideau intruna noi
(ulwici, iar orasul vuia de zumzaitul utilajelor $i duduitul metalului incins.
I )¢ asemenea, se simtea constant un iz unsuros i acru de catran fierbinte.
(wriunde ai fi mers, se sipau drumuri, se instalau scurgeri sau cabluri.

.a aproape orice ord din zi, a fi pieton pe strizile din centrul Moscovei
cra aproape la fel de riu ca a merge cu tramvaiul, dar micar erai afard,
departe de mirosul intens al oamenilor. Misha era uimit de infdtisarea
ponositi a majoritatii trecatorilor. Dupa patru ani de trai la Kremlin, se
obisnuise cu hainele ficute pe comandi ale celor din elita politica si cu
mitasea, casmirul si perlele sotiilor acestora. Cei mai multi oameni din afara
Kremlinului isi cumpirau haine la mana a doua sau chiar a treia. $i nimeni nu
parea si zambeasci. In ziare scria cd nimeni nu zambea in tarile capitaliste.
Spre deosebire de muncitorii §i tdranii Uniunii Sovietice din anunturile de
actualitate, ce pireau luminosi si entuziasmati de vietile lor si de progresele
aduse de Revolutie. Misha incepea sd inteleagd cd nu tot ceea ce citea
(rebuia luat de bun.

La o sutd de metri in fati se auzi brusc un scirtiit de frane, iar un {ipdt
ascutit sfagie haosul dupi-amiezii. In depértare puteau vedea spatele unui
camion pe jumitate iesit de pe un drum lateral. Pietonii continuau sa
meargd grabiti.

Cand se apropiari, vizurd un baiat intins pe trotuar. Numai goferul
camionului se afla in genunchi langi el, incercand si-1 resusciteze. Nimeni
allcineva nu voia si se implice. Asta ar fi insemnat sa vorbeascd cu Militia -
politia din Moscova —, care ar fi pus tot felul de intrebari incomode.

Valya il apuci pe Misha de brat.

— Trebuie sa-1 ajutim.

Ajunsera gafaind. Soferul parea ingrozit.

— Bietul copil, spuse el si apoi, pe jumatate manios, pe jumétate indurerat,
incepu si-1 certe pe biiatul care zdcea inconstient: De ce nu te-ai uitat pe
unde mergi, biiat neghiob? Ce o sa-i spund mamei tale?

Piciorul stang al baiatului era risucit intr-un unghi nefiresc, insd si mai
ingrijoritoare erau firicele de sange din jurul gurii lui.
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‘Don’t move him,’ said Valya. ‘We need to wait for an ambulance. He
may-have broken hisiback.’

A harsh'voice startled them all: *You, girl, did you see what happened?
Two Militia men had arrived.

‘No, comrade. We have just got here.’

‘Then what is your business here, citizens?’ said the taller of the two
officers. He sounded more reasonable.

‘We are just trying to help, said Misha.

‘You shut your mouth,” said the smaller Militia man. ‘My comrade was
talking to the girl.’

The driver spoke up. ‘I was reversing into the side street here, and the
boy just walked into the road.’

You two,” said the shorter one to Misha and Valya. ‘Passes.’

They fumbled through layers of clothes and produced their identity
papers.

The taller officer stepped forward and took them. He nodded and said,
‘All is in order, citizens. Be on your way.’

Out of earshot, Misha mumbled, ‘No wonder people don’t like to stop
and help if that’s all the thanks they get.’

The afternoon had started unhappily. He wondered if it would get worse.

— Nu il miscati, spuse Valya. Trebuie si agteptim o ambulanta. E posibil
wi si fi rupt coloana.

O voce duri ii facu pe toti sa tresara:

— Tu, fato, ai vizut ce s-a intdmplat?

Erau doi militieni.

— Nu, tovarase. Abia am ajuns.

— Atunci ce treabd aveti aici, cetateni? intrebd cel mai inalt dintre cei
doi ofiteri, care parea mai rezonabil.

— Doar incercam si ajutdm, raspunse Misha.

— Tu si taci din guré, spuse militianul mai scund. Tovardsul meu
vorbea cu fata.

Soferul interveni:

— Dideam cu spatele pe straduta asta de aici, si baiatul pur si simplu a
iesit in drum.

— Voi doi, li se adresa cel scund Valyei si lui Misha. Actele.

Bajbaira prin straturile de haine si isi prezentard actele de identitate.

Ofiterul mai inalt ficu un pas inainte si le lud. Dadu din cap si spuse:

— Totul este in reguld, cetateni. Mergeti.

Cand ajunsera suficient de departe incét s nu fie auziti, Misha mormai:

— Nici nu-i de mirare ci lumea nu se opreste sa ajute, dacd astea sunt
multumirile.

Dupi-amiaza incepuse prost. Se intreba daca avea sa devind §i mai rea.



CHAFTER 2

The incident had shaken them both and for a while they walked
in silence.

They passed a large billboard, plastered on the side of a building,
showing the hero pilot Shura Kuvshinova in her flying helmet and
heavy overalls. Her perfect teeth were gleaming white and she was
advertising toothpaste.

Seeking to lighten the mood, Valya nudged him. “That reminds me,
I have an exam today. Wish me luck.’

‘Aeronautics?’ guessed Misha. She had told him about this before.

Valya was good at maths and science. She could work out algebra and
trigonometry in her head, and she knew exactly what she wanted to do
when she’d finished school. Like Shura Kuvshinova, Valya wanted to be
a pilot and she already spent most Rest Days at the Pioneer Young Pilots
Club in Vnukovo, taking enthralled young boys and girls on glider flights.

T need to pass this for Moscow University, Misha. I need a high
mark too - there’s a lot of people who want to get on that course. And
no matter what Comrade Stalin and the other Politburo comrades say
about the equality of women, you still need to be better than the boys to
be taken seriously.’

‘But what a waste of your life. You’re such a good cook,’ teased Misha.
‘And so handy with a needle and thread.’

‘Misha, you are a block of wood.” She tapped his head. ‘And in here
is hollow?’

Ten minutes later they said goodbye at the gates of School 107 and Misha
took a deep breath and headed for his classroom. Today was going to be a
chore. Day Twointheschool weekalwayswas - trigonometry, evolutionary
theory, chemistry. Misha was not much of a scientist, although he tried
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CAPITOLLL 2

I ncidentul 1i zguduise pe améndoi, asa cd, pentru o vreme, mersera
i lacere.

I'tecura pe langa un panou mare, lipit pe latura unei clddiri, care o infitisa
pe croina pilot Shura Kuvshinova purtand casca de zbor si salopeta groasa.
in(ii ei perfecti erau albi si strilucitori — facea reclama la pasta de dinti.

Ciutand sd destinda atmosfera, Valya ii dddu un ghiont:

Asta imi aminteste ca am un examen azi. Ureazi-mi noroc.
Aeronautica? ghici Misha.

li spusese mai inainte despre asta.

Valya era buni la matematici si la stiinte. Putea si rezolve in minte calcule
alpebrice ori trigonometrice si stia exact ce voia sa facé la incheierea studiilor.
la lel ca Shura Kuvshinova, Valya visa si devind pilot; deja isi petrecuse
majoritatea zilelor de odihna la Clubul Tinerilor Piloti Pionieri din Vnukovo,
buriind cu planorul, spre incintarea tinerilor pasageri - biieti si fete.

- Trebuie sa-1 trec ca sa intru la Universitatea din Moscova, Misha. Si
am nevoie de o notd mare — sunt mul{i care vor sa participe la cursul ila.
51, indiferent ce ar spune tovardsul Stalin si ceilalti tovarasi din Biroul Politic
despre egalitatea femeilor, tot trebuie sd fii mai buna decét baietii ca sa fii
fuatd in serios.

— Dar ti-ai irosi viata. Esti o bucitireasa atat de bun, o tachini Misha.
Si le descurci atat de bine cu acul si ata.

— Tu, Misha, esti un natérau, ii replica ea, lovindu-1 usor peste cap. Si
miluntru e gol!

Zece minute mai tArziu, igi luard ramas-bun la portile Scolii 107, iar Misha
mspird adanc si se indrepta cétre sala lui de clasé. Avea si fie o zi chinuitoare.
Aga era mereu ziua a doua din sdptimana de scoald - trigonometrie, teorie
cvolugionisté, chimie. Misha nu era vreun mare savant, desi se stradduia
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as hard as he could. His real interest lay in plays and novels: Chekhov,
Tolstoy and, mostof all| Shakespeare. He liked words and what they did
to-your- imagination. He was good at writing too, so much so that his
classmates said he should edit The Pioneer, School 107’s newspaper. He
was flattered and said he could be persuaded. But he was beginning to
regret that. Barikada Kozlov was the current editor, and he would be a
powerful enemy to make. Barikada’s father worked for the NKVD, just
like Galina’s father, Kapitan Zhiglov. Misha wondered if they knew each
other, but he was shrewd enough not to ask. A question like that could
get you denounced as a spy. Sometimes he wondered if Barikada had
found out about his mama. The boy looked at him occasionally with a
knowing smirk.

And besides, The Pioneer's monthly diet of the school’s sporting
achievements, the necessity of ‘world revolution” and the perils of ‘anti-
Soviet conversations’ didn’t really appeal to Misha. He had already
realised it would be dangerous to produce a more interesting magazine.

As Misha walked into his first-floor classroom, he was greeted by
a hail of catcalls from Sergey and Nikolay, who had been watching
through the window as he and Valya arrived. ‘A bit out of your league,
isn’t she, Mikhail?’ '

‘Has she let you kiss her yet?’

‘Get lost!” said Misha, but he could feel himself beginning to blush.

Yelena was there too, sitting by the window, her blonde bob glowing
in the spring sunshine.

She gave him a broad smile when he came to sit next to her, and
whispered, “They couldn’t get a girl to look at them if they were the last
two boys in Moscow?!’

‘She’s just a friend,’ he said, feeling a bit flustered. “We just live near
each other.” She looked surprised and for a second Misha thought he saw
a flash of relief in her eyes.

She was working on an embroidery of Lenin for the school sewing
circle. She had told him about it before in rather more detail than he
wanted to hear - a series of vignettes showing the life of the leader of the
Revolution from his birth in 1870 to his death in 1924.
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din preu. Adevirata lui pasiunea erau piesele de teatru si romanele de
« ¢hov, Tolstoi si, mai cu seamd, de Shakespeare. {i pliceau cuvintele si felul
i care influentau imaginatia. Era bun i la scris; atat de bun, incét ceilalti
sin clasd spuseserd ca ar fi trebuit sa fie redactor pentru Pionierul, ziarul
“wolii 107. Fusese flatat si recunoscuse ci ar putea fi convins s-o faca. Insd
niepea sa regrete asta. Actualul redactor era Barikada Kozlov, iar acesta ar
(+ fost un dugman puternic. Tatal lui Barikada lucra pentru NKVD, ca si tatal
Calinei, capitanul Zhiglov. Misha se intreba daca cei doi se cunosteau, insa
vva suficient de istet incat si nu intrebe. O asemenea intrebare ti-ar fi putut
wluce acuzatia de spionaj. Uneori, se intreba dacid Barikada aflase despre
tama lui. Din cind in cand, béiatul il privea cu un rénjet superior, de parci
v 11 stiut ceva.

Si oricum, regimul lunar al Pionierului era format din realizdri sportive,
necesitatea unei ,revolutii mondiale® si primejdiile ,,discutiilor antisovietice®,
lucruri care nu prea il atrigeau pe Misha. Isi diduse seama deja ci ar fi fost
(rericulos sd elaboreze o revista mai interesanta.

In timp ce Misha intra in sala de clasé aflatd la primul etaj, fu intam-
pimat de fluieriturile lui Sergey si ale lui Nikolay, care vazusera pe fereastrd
«osirea lui si a Valyei.

- Nu prea esti de nasul ei, nu-i asa, Mikhail?
- Te-a lasat sd o sdruti pana acum?
- Hai, valea, spuse Misha, desi simtea ci incepe sa se imbujoreze.

F'ra si Yelena acolo, stind linga fereastra; parul ei blond, tuns bob,
slralucea in soarele de primévara,

i oferi un zdmbet larg cand veni sa se aseze langa ea si ii sopti:

— Laeinu s-ar uita nicio fati, nici dacd ar fi ultimii doi baieti din Moscova.

— E doar o prietena, spuse el, usor incurcat. Doar locuim aproape unul
e celalalt.

lia pdru surprinsa si, pentru o clipé, lui Misha i se paru ca vede o urma
e ugurare in ochii ei.

lucra la o broderie infitisdindu-l pe Lenin, pentru atelierul de cusut al
wolii. Ti povestise si inainte, mai in detaliu decét si-ar fi dorit el si audd -
o scrie de viniete despre viata conducatorului Revolutiei, de la nasterea
acestuia, in 1870, si pand la moartea sa, in 1924.
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