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Part Introduction

The balcony door stood open, and the curtain stirred in the wind, filling out, rising reluctantly,
and shrinking like a dipped sail. —
FREITHAE, BSFEXNPER, 7R, B8Rt LR, GHRSIENM—FH)N, —

A crumpled towel left by someone on the radio made a white blur in the dusk. —

WEN L RIFENEMEREF LT —HEEEM, —

It looked like a white rabbit who had laid down its long ears preparing to jump. —

EEERB—RARMT TRRE SR, ESFMRK. —

| remembered that bright September morning in Sochi two years ago, the small house in
Orekhovaya Street, the ripe, orange persimmons in the sunlit garden, the pleasant
whitewashed room, and the dear face on the piled-up pillows. —
HICERFEREBNMARNNAARR, REERLKRE LR/NEF, PAEIET NGB
¥, BB MEREIBMRIRGE, TEL2BEMLNERE, —

The white rabbit nestled happily in the folds of the blanket as Nikolai’'s nervous fingers
caressed its long, silky ears. —

HEGRZKNFREARBEPRRIRNE RN, HRSXMEFEWMEE FIBRP, —

Nikolai was laughing softly, and his gleaming teeth were as white as sugar. —

EGREFRE, tARNFSWME—#5E80, —

On the bedside table lay several big red apples, and their lovely smell filled the whole house. —

RAELBEBENLANARLER, EMNNEERRATENEF, —

The white rabbit, comically twitching its soft ears, licked the gentle human hand with its small
pink tongue. —

HR/EEHMNERRNE R, BIVNIMLELRERNPOALF. —

| wanted to shut my eyes tight and see that hot September morning again, and the house filled
with sunlight and apple fragrance. —
HEBZEANR, BRXBIRNMNXKANNAER, FAABAHEENET, REWE.

My thoughts refused to take a elancholy course, and my mind was still unable to grasp what
had happened and tell itself that this was the irrevocable. —

BWBLEELTE, BRUORINEFEBRLRENSR, ASFECXRLFRLEN, —

... But reality asserted itself, and my eyes saw with ruthless clarity the face that had forever
grown still. —

(BISLARRAES, HRBULTHENRMEEKEEILMEE, —
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The last struggle for survival had sapped all his life juices, and dried him as a leaf is dried in a
hot wind. —

Rla—OREMNIFILER T T EREmRLE, G—HRMHFEXKRHOXPRBTF, —

It only spared his tall, handsome forehead, and his soft dark chestnut hair. —

REMERRENFLMRRRAREBILLETF, —

This clear, dome-like brow rose above a small, wizened face. —

XABWBBEE kST — N/ misENE L, —

And one fancied that his creative imagination, infused with revolutionary ardour and an
irrepressible interest in and love of life, was still working busily. —

MIBEMIEEZGMNE. WEBRBA TG MBIAE N ISR RINEIT IR TIE,

.. I placed my hand on his forehead. It was still warm and even moist, as though Nikolai was
simply resting after his exciting exertion. —

HRIEFREMEL L, EXEREN, EEFEEEH, MifRESHRZEEMHMNNFZREK
ll._,\_$¥0 -

The Order of Lenin twinkled uncannily on his sunken chest as if life were stirring in it, and one
would see it rise in a soft sigh. —

S TIEEMMPERIME NGRS, HhHREGEEFRD, MBI eE—TMEENNERHA
Eo -

For three days, from morning till night, an endless stream of people of all ages filed past the
bier which was literally submerged in flowers and wreaths. —

=RK, NREIE, SPFRBRHAMNBSEREZTRIE, ©/LFRELESENRIATR,

Nikolai Ostrovsky continues to live not only in his books: —

et hl- RETF BRI ENMUEMAMER PSR LR —

he himself is a heroic image, and one of the strongest and most striking personalities of his
epoch. Fate treated him cruelly, depriving him of the power of sight and the use of his legs and
arms. —

iR AR —PNRIEER, BB NMHRRREE, RINEFENAYZ—., mEiF b, 2
TR DI ERTEEES]. —

But he overpowered his physical infirmities, his incurable disease, weakness, grief and torpor,

and victoriously asserted life, creative endeavour, and struggle. —



Part Introduction

BEfhdkit T BCERERAK. TEEABIER. ESS. BHNRKR, BAMSET £k, BliEss
AFsE, —

As an ardent singer of the Bolshevik youth, he sang his militant, joyous song of struggle and
victory of socialism, and his voice, ringing with a beautiful, lyrical strength, resounded
throughout the Soviet land and the whole world. —

ER— MBI R ERSFERIA, BT X TFHEEN}RHEMFIHSIRR IR, it
WEE, ZAEEMmMFENIE, WIENARMBMR, —

Away with melancholy recollections! Let us part with them, for death is the tax we must pay for
the frailty of our physical being, and let us turn to the inexhaustible, powerful fount of life. —
SHENBRLE M AR ETZIE | iEBATFIENTSAIE, EAFETEHA DI I FA 1RSSR SR HAVK
fit, AEFATEREERBAIEMEAIIRIR. —

... l went to see him on a cold, windy day in 1932, a typical day for early Moscow spring. —

BEL9RFHN—IEL. BRWETFEEM, IR—THENEFENHMNAF, —

He lived in Mertvy Pereulok (since renamed Nikolai Ostrovsky Pereulok— Ed.). The large flat
was packed with tenants. —

EEEE (ERERANEHAL RIS ERITEE

wWEE), XERBEREERTEE,

It was noisy and crowded. People jostled you in the corridor, babies were howling, and
someone was typing inexpertly in a far room, pecking at the keys with a woodpecker’s
persistence. —

MR, AMTEEBLERERETE, BIUITKESEN, B ATEARAGMITE, AFKEA
MWMERTERE, —

What a setup for a writer! Imagine working in that din! —
X —MERKIAZR T AERM | BR—TEIMERPTF! —

| knocked, and opened the door into Nikolai Ostrovsky’s room. —

ey TRL), AT EHABATERETENE . —

A man, muffled up to his chin in blankets and shawls, was lying on the bed. —
—ANRGEELINBARERLE, —

The pillows were piled high, and | saw a mop of dark chestnut hair, a large, prominent
forehead, and a thin, wan face that did not have a drop of colour in it. —

MREFRE, BEH—LRARENXE, —IEANREHHEL, £B-KEANKE, LES
B—468¥%, —
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The thin eyelids trembled slightly. The thick eyelashes cast bluish shadows on the hollow
cheeks. —

SRR MBS, REZERREEELEIREE ER N E®NRR., —

Hands of a waxen transparency lay on top of the blankets. —

—WEHERNFRERF L, —

| knew that Nikolai Ostrovsky was an invalid, but still I did not picture him quite like this. —

HABEHN- RIS XRTERMRA, ERERRBEBRMIBGXE, —

He looked so terribly weak and helpless that | decided not to bother him and come back
another time. Just then a slight old lady walked briskly into the room. —

fthBE RN ESELE), FREATTHM, FEEEIBR, MERR, —NMEHBNFIZBARAKNR
CEHTHREE, —

She had lively dark brown eyes, and her face was wreathed in smiles. “Mother, who'’s there?”

WwEEEANRSRIREG, IELDFREMK, B1Y, SR ?" —

Nikolai suddenly asked in a voice that was somewhat hollow, but very young and not weak at
all. —
ERAIRAA—MBELERZEEEFEMABNEZOE, —

His mother told him my name. “Oh! How nice,” he said. “Come nearer, come here.” —

EERSIFMOIRNRT, B! AFT, ik, dR, IRXE, " —

A beautiful white-toothed smile lighted up his face. —

—PMEMPUBERETR= 7 tARE, —

Its every line seemed to glow with youthful eagerness and the joy of living. —

ENE—FREABERTERRA 7 FRABINEBHINER, —

At first | fancied that his big, brown eyes also sparkled with animation. —

2], BUARRENRRBEAGRE SN, —

But in the next moment | realised that the sparkle came from the deep and rich colouring of the
irises. —

BT —ZIHER2, REENNARERXTFENILRAEE, —

Still, during our conversation | kept forgetting that he was blind, for there was so much

concentration, attention and joviality in his radiant face. —
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BERATNSEF, RERTICMETA, BEAMBHKUEHR EFZFT EE RKENKW,

We were talking about the first part of his novel How the Steel Was Tempered which had just
been signed for publication in the magazine Molodaya Gvardia where | worked as editor at the
time. —

HAERe Y /NE (IR EFERR) BB 85, XEB/IRRINI#RE L) & REFKSIFIBE
wmERN (FFELRL) #EL, —

Nikolai was curious to hear how his characters had impressed us.

EEAIRIF SR thIAELIAIEB T THAHR,

“Pavel, | think, is not a bad kid at all,” he said with sly humour, and flashed me a smile. —

“RE, BRRT, EX—REAR, "MtEEIRBIMIIEE, FRFRNT MK, —

“I'm not making a secret of it, of course, that Nikolai Ostrovsky and Pavel Korchagin are the

closest of friends. —

‘S, BRBENERE, Ehh BT ERITENRER- HRIEEREFENAR. —

He’s made from my brain and my blood too, this Pavel person... . What | want to know is this:

XAMALER, tLRBAVBFM MBS, FHBMEMNZE: —

does my novel read simply as an autobiography, the story of just one life?” —

“BHVNABERIAZ—HEREE ? —PMAERBMNE ? —

His smile suddenly waned, and with his lips compressed, his face looked cold and stern. —

ISR RAEE, BEEER, KBRS HMSIE, —

“I've purposely put the question so bluntly because | want to know whether the thing I'm doing
is good, right, and useful for people or not? —

‘BEESAHMIR B X N0, BEAFKEMNEKRFAHMNSEEERIFR. EREY, AMZE
BER? —

There are lots of single cases that are interesting in themselves, but a reader will pause before
one for a moment, as before a shopwindow, even in admiration perhaps, and then walk on his
way, never again remembering what he had seen there. —

“BRZE-—NROIEBBREE, ExBrFIESEEPEWRZ, SEESEEEN—F, EZEA
RRLERR, ARELBCHE, BEACHEEEXERIEI4, —

That is what every writer should fear most, and myself, a beginner, the more so.” —

‘BESMRENZEEHNER, H2RIIFNYFEE,

6



Part Introduction

| told him that he had nothing to fear on this score. He interrupted me gently and said: —

SREXAEMTESH, 2T T, W —

“Only please, let’'s agree on one thing: don’t comfort me from the kindness of your heart. —

“BiE, LRI —AFFAR—: A2EET—RFORER, —

You don’t have to sugar the pill for me. —

T RFIERE, —

I'm a soldier, after all, | could sit a horse when | was a mere kid, and | won’t be thrown off now.”

BEZSENTE, MHERERD, HMEBAIETRR,

Although his lips twitched and his smile was shy and gentle, the strength of his unbreakable will

was suddenly revealed to me with the utmost clarity. —

REMAERME, MMM, thIBRNTENESNZBRANRABMHRINEIRRA, —

At the same time | felt terribly happy that what | had to say to him would, in fact, comfort him. —

5tER, FABEIMMBITIELIF LA thHERTEMBELEME, —

| told him that as | read his book I involuntarily recalled the heroes from the Russian and

western classics. —

Sk, SFEEEEBE, THEEWBEMS AR ZENFZPRIREAY, —

Many of these heroes, created by writers of genius, shaped the will and the mentality of whole

generations. —

WESXFRRE, AXAEREUFTA, BiETEBE—RANESTHLE,

For background they had the history of social relations, social and personal tragedies, and the
glory of the peaks attained by human culture. —

NN ERBHESRRNAE. PATHEIER, ARAERICFMAZMEEHIE, —

Pavel Korchagin could take a proud and confident stand among the great and the gloried. —

RR-BURIEEERXEFRFREN AT ERERMB ST, —

This young newcomer, emerging from the fires of the Civil War, should not feel self-conscious

finding himself in such illustrious company. —

XA AEEIZUN P ERER KA EFZIA, TRIZBE| B, RMECESLMLERRAMK,

Nor did he have to go cap in hand begging for a place, even if only the smallest, in the literati

gardens. —
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AR ER, BREXAEMPKNMIE, BMESKRAERN—HB, —

He had something which the others had not: —

il B E MM APTEBEIIRA: —

his young heart was possessed of an inexhaustible strength and throbbed with an
unguenchable passion of struggle, and his mind was fired by the most progressive and noble
thoughts of people’s freedom and happiness. —

fthFRNODRFERLERNNE, HHELENHINSFRHE, BB REES, RRSNAR
BRMFRENBEM =R, —

Needless to say, Pavel Korchagin was irreconcilably hostile to someone like Balzac’s
Rastignac, but all the freedom-loving characters in literature, whether in the works of Pushkin,
Byron or Stendhal, were close to him in spirit. —

AR, ®R-BRIEES5GERILENAIETET XM AR EN I, EXERFRERER
HIAEE, TEEREFE. FRERMRRIFERPRY, EBEMhEmMEL, —

But, of course, he would find the greatest number of kindred souls among Gorky’s heroes. —
SR, theESRENINREFHRIRSSEESH R, —

We were already talking like old friends, we touched upon different themes but invariably came
back to the novel. —
HINELBERR —HRK, BRTARNED, BEEEEAT/MILE, —

Nikolai wanted to hear how the editing went and what changes were made by Mark Kolosov,
the assistant editor of Molodaya Gvardia, and myself. —
EEhIBITwmiENHE, DRHEERX, B (FEI1T) MNENERLE, ARFEM T LS
Ego -

When | told him how we threw out all sorts of ornamental clichés, he gave a roar of laughter
and then chuckled with good humour as I cited his unfortunate turns of speech and some
words he had used. —

SR EIRMIANNFTNE SFHEMFRIEEIRRN, thMEXE, AEEIFS|IAAKIESEEE
M—LEiEiEmAe B DHRE, —

“D’you know the reason for all these slips?” —

“REANEFBIXLERIRMIRED ? " —

he asked, abruptly changing to a serious, thoughtful tone. —

fhRABR T —MER. BEMWOY, —
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“I suppose you'll say it's my lack of culture? —

BB IR R UL R E J BRI AL KRS 2 7 —

That too, but there’s another thing you must take into account—my creative isolation, if you
know what | mean. —

B, BEEZ—HEMUINEE — BMEHEZ, MRMFERNERNE. —

| began writing as a lone beginner, on my own responsibility. —

BARSERE-MHRENYIFE, £RECHFE. —

It's wonderful that I'll have literary friends now!” —

BN Z EMAARAIT—EBIFAEYLT | —

He asked me what | thought of the composition of the novel as a whole, his handling of
separate scenes, dialogues, descriptions of scenery, how well he had succeeded in bringing
out the typical traits of his characters, and where he had made blunders in language,
comparisons, metaphors, descriptive names, and so on. —

f o] BT B ER/NT M B A R b3 B IRip R, WG, XREERRIGIEU Rt ERIA Y AN
EREEE T2/, MEES. e, MAMMFIESHEIL TWLERER, —

Each one of his questions showed that he had done a lot of reading and thinking on the
subject, and his approach to many of the problems involved in literary work testified to his
maturity. —

fth g — o) MERRBME I NMUEERZ HIZMEBE, I XFEITIERFS0@GIER R
HmARER, —

Time simply flew. | was afraid | was tiring Nikolai, but every time | rose to leave a word or a
remark would start us off again, and I'd stay “for another minute”. —

e ki, HIBOFILEEHRT, EBXBESESHN, —TEN—FTRCUSFILRNER
g, BUMSBR—OWH, —

Our conversation skipped from one topic to another, the way it does with two people who have
only just met and want to know each other better. —

FANBI ARSI ERER R 55— MER, MG ANIANREER I T RRRICR AR, —

Still, we went back to the novel all the time, and spoke of the second part on which Nikolai was
working. —

BR—ERZNE L, FARCESHAIEESIFINE a7, —

| had completely forgotten that | was in a sickroom, visiting a hopelessly handicapped person.
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BRESIETHREE—NMREER, RE—NEEITENHREA, —

He told me about his writing plans and worries, set himself the deadline for the coming
chapters, and his words were charged with such truly exuberant energy that it never occurred
to me to offer any uncalled-for sympathy or encouragement. —

fth HIRFMBIBETRIFIEM, ARKRNEWIZE TR, tREERB T EIERNED, &
MREIZR AV EREIEEEL.

| was terribly glad that Molodaya Gvardia had acquired this new author—a fresh and powerful
talent, a Bolshevik, veteran of the Civil War, a man with such remarkably clear-cut ideological
and moral values. —

HEESM (FENDI) [ TXAFIFE——MBEMBARA £, —UMRTHR, —
finNEEMS T, —EGIFEEBEWMNEIRESMEENEMHIA, —

This was a strong character, tempered in battle, and so, rather than restrain him, | wanted to

help him to develop his plans. —

X EEMANE, EaSHPINEE, FLE, BAEGOM, ARSI,

| can still hear his deep voice, mellow with happiness and pride, as he said: —
HADARI AR B MEABRINAES, AR 7 ERMER, fhiiiE: —

“And so I'm back in the ranks. That’s the main thing, you know. I'm back in the ranks! —

‘FTAFREFEIZIALR, IARKREEN, (FIE, HREMLBAEFT | —

Isn’t life wonderful! What a life is starting for me!” All the way home | kept hearing these words:

EIES AR | WERRAR T BHEERFIEER | H—BEIREBERTEX LIRS —

“What a life is starting for me!” and they sounded like a song. —

WHESRIRFR T EEERIFRAEER | " ENITERE—aR, —

| visited him a few more times before he was taken to Sochi, and gained a still deeper insight
into the mentality and character of this amazingly courageous man. —
EMHEEERZZAREEZFTIM/LR, FHINSANRRABBATIIOSHMERE TERA
E"JTﬁgo -

Living in that overcrowded Moscow flat was a trial. —

EEEBMRAFTNEHRHRABEEREREE,

Apart from the suffering which he did not immediately learn to hide so skilfully, there were

troubles and cares which he was not spared. —

10
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BRT ;g BEWLLIS W2 EiVREE N, TEMAEERIMMNFEZE, —

The family budget was more than modest. Olga Osipovna pinched and scraped as best she
could, trying hard to hide their constant want from her son, always keeping her chin up and
fussing round him with a smile and a ready joke on her lips, but still Nikolai with his sharpened
sensitivity guessed the truth. —

KEMEEZEABHE, BN BAEERBERLITE, SHEBEMITNEERARE, S2ER
MESEMICEICE, B LEEERFEMEMAERZIFNRE, BRSHUUEGNSREREI THE
M, —

“You can’t fool me, Mother darling: the wolf is at the door again,” he would say to her, and his
mother would reply: —

“BEEFEEN, MAAEH: MOICRT, " hxdthid, MOgREEiR: —

“Mind your own business and leave the wolf to me.” —
“BFFECHE, EMANRAIEE, " —

She always tried to turn their cares into a joke and Nikolai readily played the game, but there
were some things that simply could not be laughed off. —

i SRINERKIECREMBINNINE, BERRABRSXNIK, BEEEFBRTEF K,

Their room in that communal flat was cold and damp, and it was impossible for a bedridden
person to remain there any longer. —

EBIEARRNEENMAIEENEXEHE, —PENRTEHAREILTEBRTET. —

The editors of Molodaya Gvardia approached the Central Committee of the YCL with a request
to send Nikolai Ostrovsky to Sochi, and in the summer of 1932 his mother took him south. —
(FRI1T) NEENBRPRIEHEK, FEERKEDH RIS XMEERERIE, 193258
X, NEFEFEMERES. —

The day before they left, he sent me the following note:
i TBAREI—XK, tHEHRE TUTHES:

“Dear Comrade Anna, We're starting south at 10 a.m. tomorrow. —
“EENZHERE, BRELIOSHNNBENEERA T, " —

Everything has been done to let me build up a bit of strength to develop my offensive further. —

ATUEBR B —R NS EERBINE, —tIESESEETF T, —

| want-to stay in Sochi till late autumn. I'll hang on as long as | can take it.” —
BRERERLEIMIX, RERERZHIE, " —

11
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By “my offensive” he meant his work on the second part of the novel How the Steel Was

Tempered. —

SERARE KNS B, MIBMEX/NE (N2 EFEMRY) E_So8eIF, —

The difficult and at moments agonising process which Nikolai called “my work” was in truth an

offensive. —

[EE iz A BB T X EEMER LN Z S ABEREE, KR EMR—17KE., —

. | often remember his thin, yellowish hands which always lay on top of the blanket. —

iﬂz FREMANERERNF, EMNSERERFINE, —

They were the nervous, acutely sensitive hands of a blind man. —

BR—NRIBARSRZER, REBBNF. —

He had the power of movement left only in his hands, as arthritis, that dread disease of the
joints which was to be one of the causes of his death, had already seized the whole of his poor
body. —

AFXTREESEM T BTSSR, IR TNF e, —

Once, shortly before he left for Sochi, Nikolai said to me in the mocking tone he usually
adopted when speaking of his condition: —

MEMNBERZZAAKX, BHAILAMEE BRIBINO MR —

“My shoulders and elbows don’t feel as if they belonged to me at all. It's the craziest feeling! —

“BHBEMSBREEFEREATET R, XREAMIET! —

This is all I have left to me, all | possess!” —

XRIFFER T, HATAEH—tI" —

Smiling with puckish sadness, he raised his hands a little and moved his fingers. —

fhmE —LASWMHBENRE, ENFHEMIES, T —TFTFE. —

“Try and manage with these!” Although he disliked discussing his iliness, he told me on one of
my earlier visits that for a time he had been able to write with the help of a cardboard stencil. —
“REARXERNAIEREMASNKICE CHER, BMEREFN—XNEPERE, B&
RERREREBEENEF, —

“It wasn't too convenient, but still it had its uses,” he said. —

“BATNAKTE, BIHAEEAL, "til. —

At the beginning of August 1932 | received a letter from him from Sochi. He had written it in

pencil with the help of his stencil. —

12
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1932F8RH7Y], Rt NREZEFRNW—IHE, MEETHELECIHNHMIEREMN, —

The too-straight lines and the unnaturally curved letters compelled the imagination to picture
the physical strain and the effort of will that went into the writing of that short letter.

BINELNABANETHMFHEABREE TR EREHFMRNE RN NEESE,

18 Primorskaya, Sochi, August 5 “Dear Comrade Anna, “lI am living with my mother very close
to the seashore. —

RELBER/RETRIIA#I18S, 19325F8H5H, “RFENZMER, BNFEEESBFRITAY
iﬂj.vfj_o -

| spend the whole day out in the garden, lying under an oak-tree and writing, making the best of
the lovely weather (the next words were undecipherable) . —

BRABEEREE, EEHTHEESF, FFNASEFNXS (FEMELEHIN) . —

. my head is clear. | am in a hurry to live, Comrade Anna, | do not want to be sorry afterwards
that | wasted these days. —

BB EE, REBEEE, TWES, RAEUEEERE TXERF, —

The offensive, brought to a deadlock by my stupid illness, is developing again, and so wish me
victory.” —

ATHREZNER, ZWEXBAER, ATUABEHHAESHE,

The force and tension of this “offensive” could be felt just from the words “I am in a hurry to
live”. —

XMABHNNENZK[F AN BREEFE XFEPRZE. —

He had a relapse soon after his arrival in Sochi, and this illness was to him a “stupid” waste of
time and a really intolerable hindrance. —

BNIZIRZERNELRT, IMERIMEREE M BEHINEIREBENEES AT EZEZHIHE

Ego -

And though his general health was so badly undermined, it was mainly with his unquailing
willpower that he was able to overcome his new illness. —

REMNSFERINAES, BEBFENENRWEE IS THOER, —

As soon as he was a little better he wrote me that letter “in his own hand” to test his endurance.

fiEMriEREESR, A BECNFMNABCHNZMA, —

| could picture him lying there, in the shade of the oak-tree, dictating to his volunteer
secretaries for hours at a stretch, refusing to take a rest. —

13
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BT KthEREARE, TRWABRRT, E&/L/AMBOR, ELKE, —

... His forehead is studded with drops of sweat, his thick eyebrows twitch up and down
nervously, his eyelids tremble, and his thin fingers pluck at the edge of the blanket. —

. MERVESL EREITIR, IRBHBELR KM i), IREER, FHNFIRIRNEE FIIAL
é%o -

He often clears his throat, dictating has already tired him, but his imagination has been starved
in those “wasted days of illness”, and he wants to make up for lost time. —

fthEEFERF, DRELRiLEE, BtERENRLIRENRE EWIE, MmABFIEE
E"JET.ITETJO -

His forehead is hot and his heart literally misses a beat: —

fEERSK &, M OMABEEEMET —H: —

he pictures the field of battle, he feels the earth quaking under the wrathful thudding of the
cavalry, he sees the fearless horsemen coming on at a breakneck pace and cutting down the
enemies of the working people. —

hBREL7, BRESEAMAERENFRPE TEH, MENLTRNBE MK, REEIA
FreRBvEIA. —

And now he pictures Moscow in those first years of peacetime construction, he recalls the YCL
congress in the Bolshoi Theatre, and meeting his comrades-in-arms. —

ME, tEKEMERRVPNERSE, tmOIZEEXRBRSMITHRERARNERAS, REITH
ﬁo -

“Hurry . .. hurry... | must hurryto live ...” —

R RRLL R TNRERERF... " —

Molodaya Gvardia began publication of the second part of Nikolai Ostrovsky’s novel How the
Steel Was Tempered in its January 1933 issue. —

Molodaya Gvardia#t1933F1H 5 LA 1aTIEE G fil- AT R RETEA/E (KR BN
RY RIEZERD. —

The letters | received from Nikolai in that period told me how great a price he was paying in

lifeblood and nerves for his “offensive”. —

ARERRTE)FRURBI B S AIRY(E, SiRFfthAbA EI(TH T 2 KW EGHIHZHNRMN, —

Running ahead of my story | want to say that he stayed in Sochi for three and a half years, and

not the few months as originally planned. —

SREE—T, ERZET=FF, MARKRYITRIBLOAREE, —
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In one of his letters he said: “| have started studying in earnest. —

EEP—IMEPMIE: BARIAEES], —

It's pretty hard when you’re on your own. —
BRRILONFS)IEIRME, —

I've no literature, and no qualified teachers, but all the same | can feel the narrow horizons of

my tiny personal experience widening, and my cultural baggage growing heavier. —
HosBXFEm, LRESREIN, EEMENLEIERTERFIRFERINAZRIEET K, Y
XURHBERESSENTE, —

... You asked me what I'd been doing these last three months. —
REFX=1"RHEBEFT2, —

| devoted a lot of the time intended for my literary studies to the local young people. —

BIERAARENZHR B APBREE T HBWEFE L, —

From a lone wolf I've turned into a ‘cheer leader’. —

HELZNMIRE AL T MIMIBAK . —

The committee bureau now holds its meetings in my house. —
RERSWEERRAR. —

I’'m in charge of the Party activist circle, and chairman of the district culture-promoting council.

BARREENRE, BREXXHUREEZRSERE, —

In short, I've shifted closer to the Party’s practical activity, and have become quite a useful

fellow. —

BRI, FREZARYKRED, EREERH. —

True, | use up a lot of strength, but then living’s become more fun. I'm in the Komsomol midst.

R, BRBRTRS NS, BEELEEEREB, REASEPE, —

“I've set up a literary circle, and | run it as best | can. —

‘BRI T - XEFET, RIPAEHMIEITE, —

The Party and Komsomol committees take a lively interest in my work. —
RMPEBSHAZASW RN TFIEERLEB, —
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The Party activists often meet in my house. | can feel the pulse of life. —

THRRD FEEERRRS, REBRRIEEZNKE, —

| wanted this local practice, consciously sacrificing three whole months, so as to get the feel of
what is most vital and topical today.” —

BB XM RE, BRERMAR TEE=1H, MERZISKREZNRIGHNER,

And then he wrote: “Still, | do a lot of reading. —

REMEE: “HA, RFAETES, —

I've read Balzac’s La peau de chagrin, Figner’s Recollections, The Last of the Udeghei, Anna

Karenina, Literary Heritage, all the back numbers of Literaturnaya Kritika, Turgenev’'s A Nest of

the Gentry and many more books.” —

T ERILEN (FRZE) , F80 (EZx) , BERENRE—, EM%WEW,Y
FigarE, BEEEN (XFETE) BT, BI%EXRM (RIENEN) FiFrz 4,

| gave this letter to one of my office friends to read, and he was quite shaken. —
HIEXHERBHI— MDD AERRIE, MBRARERT., —

“l say, what a heroic character!” he exclaimed. —
“Bid, ZLREMER | HIRNE, —

“If 1 didn’t know who had written this letter I'd picture the writer as a big, strong chap in the pink
of health reporting on his activities.” —

“MRBEAFEZEERXIME, BIEFERRM—ISHEL, BHRPHA, BREMEE
E)Jo Y —

We did not learn till after the danger had blown over how terribly ill Nikolai had been. —

BERAMEEENES ARENRK, —

He wrote me in the beginning of 1934: “| nearly died. —

L1934 FH ELT: “HER T, —

The desperate struggle went on for a whole month. —

BB PIHETRE A, —

The worst is over, and | feel stronger with every day... .” —

RIBHENEZTERT, BBRRBIEHRMEIT......" —

The popularity of his novel was growing rapidly, and Ostrovsky was receiving more and Oiore

letters from people complaining that the book was unobtainable in their local libraries or
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bookstores. —
fthEY/MF SRS IR, BEHS S RETEINEI#ESRE B FRE, ‘iIFEMIS5ERBIESRPIE
ERRXEP, —

He told me about a great variety of people and their work—miners, metalworkers, steel
smelters, electricians, locomotive drivers, stokers, accountants, teachers, actors, artists. —
b H IR R TEMSHENATMIINIE —F L. EBIA. WKAKL. BT, NESM.
BRI, i #f, BER. ZAK, —

He had met some remarkable collective farm chairmen and team leaders. “What characters!”

B2 T —ELREMSRARRIGEMBAK, “SLABMEW | ft¢ESRZME, “tIERIA
SHRERS AN AMLILE " —

he exclaimed enthusiastically. “Their experience and knowledge of life are truly wonderful!” —

SR, “INRENAERAHERZS AN SIMLE | " —

Ostrovsky prided and delighted in his countrymen’s integrity, noting each excellent trait, while
shabbiness, stupidity and smugness outraged him so painfully as though he himself had been
personally insulted. —

BESZ RETESIUAR, WHEARMEERREIME, FEINE—MBENGER, MER. &
ZEMnaalittEEEhHEECHEEBET. —

In this respect his vision was keener than that of many whose eyesight was unimpaired. —

EXAE, hHRFEFSUNEENAE BB, —

In 1934 he wrote to me: “To tell you the truth, even now I live a far happier life than do many of

my callers, most of them calling from plain curiosity. —

19345, thEFEHRF: SHESIFE, MERERISLERSARFHBMWAZT LGS, it
MNMAZHRARLETHFS. "—

| wouldn’t wonder. They have healthy bodies, but they lead a dull, colourless existence. —

BAEFE, WNBRER, EfITIEZKR. TEBHWEE —

They can see with both eyes, but | imagine that they have a bored, indifferent look. —

(1] ARXRERE R, EFRBMAIMEN TR, BELAROHRE, —

They probably pity me and think: ‘Heaven preserve me from ever finding myself in his shoes!”

ffle]ge 2 mIie T, BE: ‘BREBKEZAZRAMABFREH | 7 —
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To me they seem such sorry creatures, that | swear I'd never agree to change places with
them.”

KR, thEERZWLEAIAE, RAERENARREMMMNERMUE,

Can anything more be added to these lines which speak for themselves so clearly? —
X BB IELEB M4 ? —

Ostrovsky was always full of plans, irrepressible energy and good cheer, and this was the
frame of mind in which he began each new day, his only complaint being that the day was over
too soon. —

RS XRMELRR AT, BB ATRENGHE, MEBXEBLAIMOSH BRI —X, 1
—MEEME—RERFAR, —

Nothing could weaken, let alone shatter, the strength of his spirit. —

BT 48RS, EARRERMIEHOE, —

If he had troubles his friends would only hear about them in passing, and then always in the
past tense. —

MR EEL, HEBRAREISKXERE—E, MESRUNIERSWR, —

No matter how his friends remonstrated with him, Nikolai refused to listen to reason and
worked for fifteen hours a day, he received multitudes of callers, slept little, and squandered the
little physical strength he had. —

TERRATELINY), BhAEELTEGEYE, SXTETARMN, BEXSHHE, LFEAR
BETC, FEZ/TMEARITILRIAT], —

The last time | came to see him in Sochi, | scolded him for this. —

EXRBERLEM, RELRSE T, —

He listened with a comically meek and contrite expression on his face, then he began to sigh

and mumble some extraordinary excuses. —

s E —BIBREMIAFITBHNRETE, ARABNS, WRE-—LEESFMELD, —

| kept a straight face as long as | could, and then | burst out laughing. —

BRAOFRFECERORE, ERELLRRTER, —

My lecture had been a complete waste of breath! “I'm a hopeless case, can’t you see?” —

HENNEREREREDS | " BRENMEBFENRL, MEREELRG?” —

Nikolai said, laughing with me. What we all feared did happen. —

EERH—ERT, BIMELNEBRERRET. —
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In August 1935, his condition took a sudden and sharp turn for the worse. —
193558H, ftMIBERARAZEET. —

“For my stubbornness life restored to me this boundless, wonderful, beautiful happiness, and |
forgot the warnings and threats of my doctors. —

“NTEMERIME, EaE THXMELR, X, EMVFER, BT TEENNESTR
Ha}o -

| forgot that | had so little physical strength. —
CSic TR R Z N, —

The fast-moving stream of people —Komsomol youth, esteemed factory workers and miners,
all those heroic builders of our happiness—attracted to me by my novel fanned in me what
seemed to be a dying fire. —
RIFEBNIABF—HBER, TABEWNI TAFT L, FIEXLEARFEETIRIRIER
®E, MIEBRNERRIRS], RS LA T INFHERI G, —

| was once again a passionate agitator and propagandist. —

BBXMAT —RBABHEERENZEE, —

| often forgot my place in the ranks where my orders were to use my pen rather and not my
tongue. —
HEEETENWUE, BNGSEREREMARKE. —

“This traitorous health of mine played me false once again. —
‘HIREIBEFXNERBEAERT . —

All at once | rolled down to the dread boundary line. —
ZoRiE), FiEERTEIEMIAR %, —

“But, for all the danger there is, | won't die this time either, of course. —
“BR, REBKRESE, X—XBEBARTE, HA, —

| simply must write my Born of the Storm. What is more, | must infuse it with all the ardour of
my heart. —

B MEHBADKREN (RNB2Z2F) . BEEENRE, BWINLERABOFRIEE, —

I've got to make a screenplay of How the Steel Was Tempered. —

B THE (X BIFERAY) CURALRIAR, —

I've got to write a book for children about Pavel Korchagin’s childhood, and—this is a must— a

book about Pavel’'s happiness. —
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