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Prelude

Long Ago in Leningrad, or New Year's Night on the Red Arrow

The whole of snowy Asia, by way of Moscow ends in this city that
looks out on a frozen sea.

Valse des Fleurs, Sacheverell Sitwell

LENINGRAD is a city of canals, a northern Venice of such beauty
that there is no absurdity in the comparison, and as the taxi raced
down the Nevski Prospeke, here nearly 120 feet wide. over what
looked like pure ice to the station where I was to catch the night
express to Moscow, it seemed, with the huge flakes of snow drifting
down into it out of the darkness of the northern night, yet another
enchanted, frozen waterway, brilliantly lit.

It was New Year’s Eve 1964. At 11.30 pm, having entrusted a
two-kilo tin of the finest procurable caviar to the engine driver who
stuck it on the front of his steam locomotive in order to keep it cool,
I boarded the Krasnaya Strela (the Red Arrow), and after disposing
of my baggage took a seat in the restaurant car.

The Krosnaya Strela is one of the Soviet Union’s most famous
trains. It covers the 410 almost dead straight and completely bump-
less miles to Moscow in eight hours and thirty minutes, arriving
at the Leningrad Station on Komsomolskaya Square at 8.25 the
following morning, on the dot. The line has a sentimental place in
the hearts of Russian railwaymen as it was the first major line to be
builtentirely within the frontiers of Russia; it took 50,000 serfs work-
ing from sunrise to sunset — and who were flogged for the privilege
of doing so — eight years to complete. Thousands of them died.
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Almost everything about the Krasnaya Strela was good. It was
warm, even too warm, and the dark blue brass-buttoned greatcoats
and fur hats worn by the conductresses who sometimes smiled,
sometimes scowled, sometimes were inscrutable - Russian officials
of cither sex are as unpredictable as fruit machines ~ were of the
finest quality. And it was not only the conductresses who were fitted
out in 2 sumptuous manner: the appointments of the two-berth
‘soft-class’ compartments, which is how the Russians describe their
first-class wagons-lits, were redolent of another age — the headboards
fitted with linen covers embellished with drawn-thread work, the
dark green curtains, the pleated silk shades on the massive cast-
iron table lights, the glittering water decanters, the long druggets
in the corridors (instantly soiled by the snow-covered hooves of the
passengers as soon as they boarded the train), the dazzling white
curtains and bed linen, the multipiicity of mirrors - all were satisfac-
tory to the most exacting bourgeois taste and therefore not only to
me but to the sort of Russiang who were my fellow travellers in
‘soft class’, many of whom had the ajr of commuters. It was not
surprising that at one period of the war this rolling stock had been
used by Hitler and other top members of the Nazi Party, or 5o some-

one told me later that night, '

In fact, the only remotely criticizable thing about the Krasnaya
Strela, apart from the thought that I might be occupying a berth
once used by Himmier, which was rather off-putting, was the meny
in the restaurant car, of which I had been offered an English transla-
tion covered with gravy stains, in which all the more agreeable items
and most of the fess agreeable ones were unavailable. ‘Beluga Belly
Flesh’, ‘Goose’, ‘Roasted Duck wit Gamnisch’ and ‘Plum Cake
“Stolichny”" *were all out of stock. All that was currently on offer was
some luke-warm noodle Soup, great gobbets of some unidentifiable
meat which looked as if it had been hacked to pieces by a maniac
with an axe, and what were literally smashed potatoes.

It was therefore little wonder that I and my fellow diners, all of
whom were Russians and therefore endowed with the native facility
ofmaking the best of what would have beendisastrous for anyone else,
had recourse to the botles with which the restaurant car was well
supplied, and on which they had already made a start before L aryived.

PRELUDE ' 3

le was a large man as tall as
The only other passenger at my tab ) ! .
an early Romanov with glossy black hair, wearing an Fxpen.s;:re,
hand-built black suit, a black knit tie and a “"’hltc shirt wit bla
Madison Avenue-type button-down collar with a fashicfnable
swerve to it. He was in his early forties at"ld jooked a formnd; le
customer. Anywhere west of the Tron Curtain I would have put u;}
down as the man in charge of the J. and B. Rare or the Smn;::zr
Account. Here, I identified him as 2 n'.:ember of the apparar,
and a trusty one who had spent a lot of time abroad. N
He was uncommunicative — just a very curt Ewd ~but hospitable,
He had just filled a large-size glass with Stolichnaya from a 500~
gramme bottle and now he did the same for me, which en?pn;d
it. We clinked the big glasses and turned them bottoms up in t he
Russian fashion. I ordered another bottle. Into the Valley of Death.

It was now a quarter to twelve. ' '

‘W:erc are you going ?' he said suddenly. He spoke English with
a fine voice as deep as he was,

‘To Moscow.’ . '

‘O?czoursc,‘ he said impatiently, making me feel like a small boy
of about seven, ‘but after Moscow?’

“To London.’ '

And that was the end of that conversation. At 11.50 the Krasnaya
Strela left for Moscow. . _

In the course of the next ten minutes of what was becoming a
New Year’s Eve carouse we emptied the second bottlf:. I must Zay
it is a boring way of drinking, this ritual. Then, havuflg ordered a
goo-gramme bottle of Ukrainian pepper vodka a minute or two
before midnight by the restaurant clock, he leant forwa]:-dvacross
the table and said, portentously, ‘Do you know Nakhf)d ::Do -

It was like the beginning of that boring joke fhat ngins, y:
know Omsk?’, which I had heard so many times in my yealrs ai‘
a commercial traveller, but instead of w?mngdﬁ:; abtl:z:s ;i :g

he protagonist and the
hundred versts to pass as do t : ) r
reciters of this chestnut half as old as time, he carried straight
on“You should go to Nakhodka,” he said, ‘by the Trans-S;?:r;:::
Train. From it you will see Siberia and the great progre
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peoples have made in developing the country. It is the longest rail-
way in the world and it was built by Russians.’

By now, somewhere in the cuter suburbs of Leningrad, it was

1 January 1963, and any further conversation of 2 coherent sort in -

the restaurant car was rendered impossible by great gusts of singing,
the drinking of further Fnormous toasts and an outbreak of bear-
hugging antong the entire company. It was half past one before |
finaily got to bed, having sung ‘Auld Lang Syne’ three times by
popular request to great applause and having drunk to peace in our
time so often that it should last at least two thousand years, leaving
the rest of them still hard at jt. Nevertheless, overcome as 1 was,
the man in the black suit had planted the seed of an idea in my
fuddled brain,

At 8.26 am I was decanted on to the platform of the Leningrad
Station in a city sl shrouded in gelid night and one that 1 have
never really grown to like however hard I have tried. There I re-
possessed myself of my two-kilo can of beluga malossol which was
thickly coated with hard snow — it had been  risky business sticking

as caviar begins to disintegrate around

perature was up in the 70°s and 8¢°,
Then I queued for a taxi to take me to the Nationa) Hotel, where
I planned to leave my treasured possession in a cool caviar chamber

Was to see no more,

“You should go to Nakhodka {wherever that was] by the Trans-
Siberian Train. It is the longest railway in the world and it was
built by Russians.’ 4 :

In my hand luggage I had a copy of Cook’s Continental Time.
table and in a few moments I was deep in the Uss section of that
heady work, studying the timetable headed MOSKVA-IRKUTSK-
KHABAROVSK-NAKHODKA, TRANS-SIBERIAN RAILWAY,

PRELUDE 5

The whole thing appeared even more simple thap my Tp;renn‘;al
optimism about travel would have aliqwed me to bel;eve. . e ‘f‘:‘a:ln,
which was called the Rossiya (th:.-} Rus;u:}, ]:.a:ls r:l:,e ,:: ;12 t‘:; Y: r(;:

3 imately one-and-a-ha :
:::ls\:;)lé::t?opti“:vxi::; w:s so close that 1 coul.d see 1lt l'lromdwl;:: 1
was standing. There was no need for a t2xi and [ already a
pogerl"eading the small print 1 discovered that, be'ing a foreigner
and):hereﬁ:ire not allowed to enteu: Viadivostok, thch w:]: 2 ;:ava]
base, I would have to change trains at Khaba.rovs l:nkh edk mur
River, 5331 miles from Moscow and woulc! arrive atf al 13[ aon
the Sea of Japan on the morning of the :}mth day r::mYOko;cow_
From Nakhodka I could take el_ilther ?( l:;::‘sgs:i;n Is;:f:n'ner o Yokohama
i on .

" e il vempred, I decde o g0 1 wod have made
the entire journey from the Nevsky ?rospekt aclf;‘is As)u.a, a street
of which Sacheverell Sitwell wrote (in Valse des Fleurs):

Down at the far end, which tails off as the c]row ﬂj:i’h?;?;d:r i\&;g:;
ildi ' he colour o
buildings, the people, and even t
::;atic in tghc extent to which the word means wars and s:agueg ,?dd
barbari‘an invasions. The first suburbs of another and an endless world,
all plains and distance.

This is what, in spite of feeling nfather ill, my .h;a_rt :r;a;:::n:;r at
this moment - those vast nomadic s.teppes‘ whig] Lin the o fem
arts extend for more than 4000 miles without mterrug bermm
fhe Danube to the Great Wall of 'China.. For I am one :o;er ale\fes
that a golden opportunity once rejected is seldon'f put 0 N hgam_
With me I had everything | ne'eded: 3 Rusmlan wsanw rc W;:s
valid for another ten days and whlch3 as a transit pfasli.e ng:ed on the
railway, 1 would have little difﬁculty.m extending ; tfi Yo&o;;:me_
Even if I failed to get an exit pesmit at Nak}mod a fo ok ama
or Hong Kong, neither of which was the exit point namd on it,
I could always fly back from Khabarovsk to Moscow arI: get }:nai
exit visas there for Poland and East Germany: For c~n¢:et ;:enfmd
plenty of money on my person. There was tlm*e]i m‘?edonuzk d
for the journey, which seemed a good idea as ‘Roas wi
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Garnisch’ would presumably,
with a couple of kilos of cavia
enroute, andif I did I could a
It would be 3 quiet time,
was sometimes almost too
moving, cocooned in the
decanter to hand {I woul

more often than not, be ‘off”,

r to hand I would not lack fo??r)i::j:

ways s’tick it on the front of an engine

something in parentheses in a life that.

ﬁ.z!l of movement, and yet I would be
white sheets and with the heavy water

d steer clear of burly men in black suits

currently I was badly in need.
But Fhls moment of euphoria soo
tan with a piece to transmit 1o .

be writtan .
¢ written in Moscow in the next few days. How I wished I had

a brace or two of carrier pj 1
pigeons which T could i
beyond the Urals, ‘National Hotel,’ I sajd sad?;']eaws;ea: ::11;:3::&15
s s m

 passed. I was also a newspaper-
ondon, and there were others to

Under Starter’s Orders

FoR eleven years I roared around the world, but during that time
the opportunity to travel on the Trans-Siberian Railway never
arose, although I often thought of writing a book about it. Railways,
like rivers, are difficult subjects for writers because they go on and
on. They are less difficult for writers of fiction who can populate
their trains with corpses, villains, beautiful people and wagons-fits
artendants with seven o'clock shadows. If they get bored they can
blow them up or derail them. A non-fiction writer is lucky if anyone
pulls the communication cord.

When the opportunity finally arose I discovered that there were
three possibilities open to me. One was simply to apply for a transit
visa for the USSR, buy a ticket from Intourist in London and make
the journey from Moscow to Nakhodka without getting off the train
at all, except to inspire fresh air on the station platforms along the
route. An alternative would be to make the journcy, stopping over
for a day or two at Novosibirsk, Irkutsk and Khabarovsk, these
being the only cities along the route open to foreign visitors in 1977.
The third way, and the most complicated and expensive, was
to make the journcy under the aegis of the Russians themselves
and let The Agency provide one of their representatives to accom-

pany me. The Agency is regarded by Western intelligence services
as an arm of the KGB. The theoretical advantage of this was
that it might be possible to stop off at places that were not
on the normal Intourist agenda and see things denied to ordinary
foreign tourists, and this was the course that I eventually decided
upon. :

Which was why, in the depths of Arctic January 1977, 1 found
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in a sauna bath in the West, not much more than a bi
from the Iron Curtajn,

Mr Oblomov (for that is what I shall
whom I was now regarding through 5

SCUit’s toss

Later, when I hag SWum two lengths of the barh under water
to show him thar, although I was not jn the same class as ke, I also
kept fit, we sat swathed jn towels, drinking beer and mapping out

suits of fish skin, to railway
hess, to gold and diamond mines, ginsen,
them-back~alive Siberian tiger-huneers.

mov, ‘recomrnend that a least part of your journey should take place

while there is stili snow on the ground. A visit to Siberia withoyt
seeing it under snow is like ,.

g root-collectors and bring-
‘Ishall also.’ said My Oblo-

‘A rose without 4 thorn?’ | suggested, g

‘Twas £0ing to say’, he said, mischievous!y, flike a writer without
a head.’

The day after I got back to

London 1 received 3 Mmessage to say
that I would not be able to make the journey through Siberia with

Snow on the ground. No reason was given, | suppose they think
it makes the place look untidy,

UNDER STARTER’S ORDERS 9

“Your other proposals’, the message said, ‘are being cons'ldercd.
They were still being considered when [ caught the train.

Unlike the English, who have largely destn.:nyed th;n‘ r;ll:c:;); :ljlr;t?::

d the morale of its employees, the Sf)wet Qmon ually In-
3"] d in building more and more railway !mcs, some b
::o\:nously long. In Siberia, where road-buil?mg :::atn -cl::;;tgart:gt m: lgs

il les a mile and the cost of maintai hem
- t(;l . ;‘:::::ml‘:il’ railways are the only means of oommun'lrcanosl:
:l?:ta-‘c:n carry heavy freight all the year round. In fact,ttl:: . :::pe
Siberian is still the only continuous land route fron} Wzi:, T erere
to the Pacific coast of the USSR. At t;he time of w ing there i
n(:) continuous motorable road across Siberia from the Ur:
Soviet Far East, although work h?,s begun on one. crosses meatly
In the course of this immens? journey the tr:sn Tosses nearly
a hundred degrees of longitude in Europe and‘ ia hd traserses
n time zones. By the time it reaches the Pacific it is ot
:::d of Moscow time; but it has obser\r:ld M(:ic;: .t:geThe .
' tions along .
s o h“Seot\lrliZ: :(t:il:.scznt:llc]etsh::\::n twenty-foslr-hou‘r days, or‘:li-
e o recise 170 hours and 5 minutes, if it is on time, to co
I:l:eﬂs]g:z 1:11iles from Moscow to Vladivostok, on the Sea of Japan,
where it arrives soon after noon on tl'xe eatghtl‘;'day;‘:'lL in case they
For foreigners, who are not allowefl into Vla w(;»s1 h in case they
i ome more modern version of the batt es ph fom
ey so to Nakhodka, the only Soviet port facing the

bl:’tt]?a‘;g:uio them, and from which they can take a fel;:'l}' t:sg a;;i!;:;

:h: s?stance is 5900 miles and the journey gonsumo;shicr: e

twenty-four-hour days - 19z hours and 35 mmutwt,he ar River

a stopover from day 7 to day 8 at Khab?l:ovsk ona} mur River

hange of trains for the last, exciting l:fp ong the e
al'!dha(‘f:hina, reaching Nakhodka on the morning of thehmn h day.

";‘ll:ere is no railway journey of comparable length an.yv; ;r:l i

{d. Even New York-Los Angeles on the .?m:s:e: Lf”" (7 o e
goireal";s is a mere 3420 miles. The Trans-Siberian is the big
T.
i anuts, ) .
nd;‘.h::: t:::sf;:ieo?eus travelling to Siberia together: Otto, a
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German photographeron 3 mission of h;
Germa ! of his own, who w i
pm,;lﬁ?:c::, ‘:t::;;r:vellmg as it was cheaper to sl::r{c:z:sil:t:el:-c—'
b Indi e - a;.-r of the Aancy, who had Spent some time
2 Bath bun 1 3 almost certainly godiess; me, ag British

2 lapsed member of the Churcl; of Enlgslan?

. : 2 n ‘ '

o : . . were interesting t
nlikely ingredients in the Same compartmin': ":::';i : ll:)::: thes;
2 e an

a halfofvodkg, leavC 1o si

0 simmer fi .

totIch'paper and stand clear! OF a couple of hours, fight the blue
Besides being singularly ili-assorted

heavily laden, 3part from Mischa why we were also exceptionally

was apparently set on going

loaded with the tools of our trade

Thad a barely .
portable | " .

works which included aed::“")’ of Siberiana

I-S.ISO' had two 4 15,000,000

Siberia and most of the rest of the USSR,

These ined
M2ps were contained in 5 four—foot-long cardboard tube

and ail sorts of oth
etable for the entire route in Cyrilli::r

underwater camera (b ,
. \because it was a} .
pencils, a rubber, 4 Ppenci) sharpener, :l: custproof), six Eagle 4

duplicate book. All of which worked eremmely ond 2 Chﬂ[enge

UNDER STARTER’S ORDERS I

for the Trans-Siberian train, we made a-detour to the National
Hotel in Manezhnaya, now ‘Jubilee of the Revolution’, Square
where Lenin, who had as keen an eye for the bourgecis comforts
of the bed and the board as any of his successors, put up for a spell
in March 1918. As we drove to it we passed through Dzerzhinsky
Square; so named afier the Pole, Felix Dzerzhinsky, whose statue
has brooded over it since 1958. Dzerzhinsky was head of the Secret
Police from its formation in December 1917, when it was called
the CHEK A (Extraordinary Commission for Combating Counter-
Revolution and Sabotage), until his death in 1926 from natural
causes, something rare in his profession, by which time it had
become the OGPU (the State Political Administration). Now, in
1977, its direct lineal descendant the KGB was, almost unbeliev-
ably, preparing to celebrate the first sixty Glorious Years of the
existence of the Secret Police by giving parties.

At the top end of this square, which is the size of a modest air-
field, an immense wedge-shaped reddish building rises on a desir-
able island site. The pre-revolutionary headquarters of an insurance
company, it has been added to and rebuilt many times, the last time
in 1946. The back of these premises faces on to a dark and draughty
street which for years was shunned by Muscovites like the Black
Death, and by almost everyone else in the USSR who happened
to be in its vicinity — and still is by those who cannot rid themselves
of the habit.

‘What’s that building >* I asked Mischa. It was intended as a joke.
I knew what it was, or what it had been, as well as he did, and so
did everyone else in Moscow, where it was as well known as Worm-
wood Scrubs and the Bloody Tower to Londoners, or the Tombs
to the inhabitants of New York — so infamous that some years
previously my son, while stili a schoolboy of the smaller sort, had
tempted providence by photographing it with a rather noisy
camera. ‘It’s some kind of office block,” Mischa said ainly. I
was damned if 1 was going to take this from anyone, let alone a
‘fellow journalist’, even if he was a card-carrying member of the

you-know-what. ¢ You know what it is, don’t you ?* I said to the taxi
driver, a cheerful fellow who spoke some English. ‘Yes,” he said, ‘I
know what it is.” ‘Well, what is it?’ ‘It’s the Lubyanka,’ he
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stainless steel teeth in the up a:rg frer, exposing a perfect row of looked as if they had been cut with a chopper — the Soviet tailoring
The Yarostavl Station at whl;ch sorey. industry shares the same master-cutter with the Turks — although
off place not only for Yaroslavi on ‘:: p{res ently arrived is the setting some of the younger ones were wearing plastic jackets. Most of the
terminal point when the rajlwa ¢ Volga, “fhlch was its original adult males had on the sort of cloth caps worn by British working
also for the Soviet Far Eagt A thas first built in the 1860s, but men before the war, The women wore headscarves and velour top-
the White and Kara Segs — fi r; angel, M“!‘mmsk. the shores of coats which made them look asif they had been dumped in the wait-
dling - as well as for Kotlas‘?fsf3 0se who like the seaside and pad- ing room in sacks.
those who only go to such pla’ca; ll;e govo, Ukhta and Vorkuta - for The Uzbeks were at the wrong station, anyway, afthough they
0“;‘}1“’3}’ tickets. ecause they are sent to them with probably didn’t know it and if they did, being Uzbeks (and therefore
The station, at which we arr; by nature nomads), robably didn’t care. They should have been
train left, is an astonishin;a;:j;:‘-i one‘““dja-half hours before the next door, at the K:;an Station (architect A. W. Shchusev, who
epithet, especially when applied :ng, even in Moscow, where this was also responsible for Lenin’s Tomb), waiting for Train No. 24
ously over-used. From the outsideo-:[rch“ec_mre, can become seri- | _ *soft’ and ‘hard’ class, with dining car — to whirl them to their
of gnomes of the class of 1900, alt 111 ooks like the work of a horde capital Tashkent, 2004 miles away, beyond the Aral Sea. They had
F. O. Schechtel. » although actually built in 1907 by plenty of time to find out that it wasn’t the Kazan Station — their
; train didn’t leave until 11.20 pm, and it was now 8.30 am.

The inside is very different.
tf:xpected to find the customers
ound myself on an Eisenstein s

i’::f_.::g the waiting room, I had As in every other railway waiting room in every other commun-
on toadstools. Ihstead | ist country I had ever visited, this one was the exclusive preserve
to'f'van the Terr:}bfe-medieval-lookin h . of the lumpen proletariat, the hoi-polloi. There was not a single
tricity, a complete absence of nar 5 ?“dehe,-s powered by elec- travelier to be seen in it of what one might call the administrative
columns with granite capitals andu[;;‘ll light, squar black marbie ; or managerial class. I knew, from previous experience, that if any
eXtras waiting for the stars ;0 ed to the brim with 1) the such chose to travel by train they would arrive at the station by
hundreds of what could have ;3 pea; and the cameras to roll, ' taxi or office car, as we had, not as the occupants of the waiting
Mordvins, Nanays, Chuvashs ‘B cn Lartars, Komis, Udmurts, room appeared to have donc, on foot and a couple of days early;

» Suryas, Koreans, Latvians, Ger- and they would arrive just before the advertised time of departure.

et for a twentieth-century sequel

mans, Kazakhs, Bashkj .
possi bly some genuine ll;slis::i::s: E venks, Tofas, Ukrainians and Then their neat luggage would be wheeled up the platform in front ,
hal:tlt the regions through which tl-nm';;‘t some .Of t],"e people who in- .' of them by porters to whom they would give tips, just as their !
On 1ts way to the Soviet Far East ¢ Lrans-Siberian Railway passes counterparts in East and West Berlin, Paris, Prague, Warsaw,
I'say ‘could have been’ because' v Rome, Bucharest or Peking woutd do; everything here is just as it was
found himself stumped, unless h he ; n an ethfmlogi“ might have : under the last of the tsars, and just as it still is at Waterloo, King’s
of them, apart from a few Uzbeke . ]'an identikit with him. None Cross, Victoria, Euston, Paddington and Liverpool Street under
s n little round hats, whom even Elizabeth 11 in my own country — that is, if anyone can find a porter

to tip at any of these six last-named termini.

It was a bit different in the waiting room. Here, the submerged
classes, most of whom displayed a stoic attitude which under the
circumstances was most surprising, were laid out for inspection, in
some cases quite literally. The majority of them were sitting or
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inadef,'uate]y provided: ) as in
as if they were ¢ IT ' SIeepfng' Sawing away at hug:e dark le e
cigaretres, laughi ¢ 8, '“”““_& quarrelling, belchi;; Oaves
gobbets of mear fng, c;}’mg. taking milk from the breastg' smoking
rom horri , eXtracti
$pasms of. coughing, or mb!y Breasy parcels, engaging in dreadltf:ﬁ

from American cl

. oth, cheap suitcas

Ing at the seams ang | €s a‘nd cardboard boxes I -
could not find 5 se;: held together with bit . , all bui

Site of this lugy brious
nothing to sit op except the floor

Meanwhile, dow,
lumps of boil " on the ground floor others
and deliciozlsjgo(;?'cken and equalily pallid sausag;]gue;ed to buy
) "€ macaroons, washing these defcaups 125

Cacies down

no beer, vodka or even

Over ail hyn
8 the smell of Ryss;
SS1aNS en masse: no w :
’ orse than the

ahan_s, ot inhabitants of the Cote

UNDER STARTER’S ORDERS 15

gent, and I think comes in part from eating the strong, black
bread. I wondered what we smell like to them.

In these surroundings it was not surprising that Otto, a somewhat
conspicuous figure in Russia, although he could never understand
why (his jeans — the going black market rate for which was in the
region of £100 — his Nikons and Leicaflexes were under continual
offer from the locals) contrived to get himself arrested twice in the
space of an hour: the first time by the Railway Police for photo-
graphing an elderly lady on one of the platforms in the rain {which,
apart from one miraculous day, had been falling more or less in-
cessantly ever since our arrival in the country); the second time,
which was far mere serious, by the Military Police, for taking
pictures of some conscripts from the borders of Quter Mongolia,
who were on their way to be turned into soldiers elsewhere in the

Soviet Union.

The clothing of the conscripts was exiguous. Mischa explained
that they were wearing their oldest clothes because, on their arrival
at their training depot, their clothes would be burned, as was the
Red Army custom. One had a paper hat on made from a sheet of
Pravda. Tt seemed a shame to burn that. They looked cold, tired,
hungry, fed up, and far from home. I felt sorry for them and 1
felt alarm for Otto, but | also sympathized with the lieutenant in
charge of the draft who had called on the Military Police to take
Otto away to their home-from-home in the station. He was as
grumpy as an Irish Guards officer would have been at Paddington

Station, lumbered with a similar collection of recruits straight from

the back blocks of Connemara and Mayo and on his way with them

to the Training Depot at Pirbright, if he found them being photo-
graphed by a Russian.

It was fortunate that I saw Otto being marched off as Mischa
was elsewhere; otherwise we would have started looking under
trains for him or calling up hospitals. As it was, Mischa had to pro-
duce the small, oblong red pass entombed in plastic, the one I never
managed to get a really close-up look at in the weeks to come, which
sometimes worked in difficult situations. This time it did work; but

only after much serious telephoning.
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Awaiting the customers at the door of each car was a pair of con-
ductresses, dressed in black jackets, peaked caps and mini skirts.
Some were comely, some were so-so, some were really rugged.
Those with knobbly knees could have done with some inches on
their hems. What sort of pair were we going to field?

Qur car was about halfway up the train, but there was no cause
for alarm. One of ours was a platinum blonde, going on for twenty-
four with rather weak legs and the peroxide just beginning to grow
out, and a mouth with some bits of steel filling showing, but other-
wise OK. The other was in the prime of life, with chestnut hair,
good legs and a really charming smile, with some real gold in it.
Short of getting the twin daughters of Helen Osekina, the top Rus-
sian fashion model in the sixties - that is, if she had twin daughters
old encugh to be conductresses — or Pola Negri out of a deep freeze,
it would have been churlish to complain. For a moment [ wondered
if it was chance. Then I dismissed the thought as unworthy. Soviet
Railways must have more impertant things to worry about than
whether a bunch of foreigners get conductresses who are easy on
the eye.

The windows on the corridor side next to the platform were all
locked, presumably to prevent foreigners escaping into the USSR,
a temptation that we were all able to resist during our journey to
the Pacific. There was, therefore, no possibility of shoving the lug-
gage through the windows, which is what Italian and French sleep-
ing car porters often do when loading bags into sleeping cars. This
meant that the luggage had to be ferried down the corridor, piece
by picce, past other passengers who, like passengers in corridor cars
everywhere, prefer to have their toes trodden on twenty-four times
or more by an assortment of individuals rather than withdraw into
their compartments, even for an instant.

Meanwhile, up at the head of the train, with the underwater
camera, I was just about to photograph the big Czechoslovakian
electric engine, Type CHS2, which was to haul the Rossiya over
the first 210 miles of the course, giving it, and the two motormen
{one scowling, the other grinning like a before-and-after ad for Dr

Collis Brown’s Chlorodyne), 1/125th sec at f5.6. By now the weather

was redolent of Clapham Junction in Bﬁﬁm m\;hm
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well-off workers, mostly young, mostly married with one or two
children and sometimes with grandparents in tow. The men wore
white drip-dry shirts if they had not already changed into track suirs
of a poisonous shade of royal blue for the journey, which were mar-
ginally better than the ghastly striped pyjamas, that gaped in the
wrong places, [ remembered from the train journeys on my previous
visit. The women were positively formal in shiny print day dresses
covered with cabbage roses or sunflowers and some of them had
huge bouffant hairdoes. Their children were as spick-and-span as
if they had been given the man-made fibre treatment at Marks and
Sparks, or Ohrbach’s. I wondered then, and still do, when and by
what means Eisenstein’s extras were destined to leave the Yaroslavl
Scation and whither they were bound.

There was one late arrival, and he was very late; he was a
junior apparatchik in a suit of pure new wool and with luggage all
of a piece, which was being propellied up the platform ahead of him
by a porter travelling flat out. He had cut it a bit too fine and
although only about the same age as Mischa, about thirty-five, he
was puffing like a steam engine on a 1: 3o gradient.

By 16.10 am the people seeing the Rossiya off had been reduced
to two, a gitl wearing white shoes who had a Soviet sailor in a crafty
hold, and an ex-fighter pilot turned journalist from the Agency who
had been secing us off with a farewell picnic of vodka and cold meat.
At this precise time the CHS2 uttered the sort of noise a snake
makes while being crushed underfoot, which communicated itself
to our car by way of some rubber pipes; the conductresses on the
platform (now reduced to one per car — the others having gone to
get their heads down until they came on shift) held out their yellow
batons which looked like corn-cobs, stepped aboard and closed and
locked the doors; and we were off on the line to Yaroslavl, the car-
riages swaying backwards and forwards with the sort of gentle
movement that a car on a big dipper makes just before it finally
comes to rest, or that a horse makes when swimming a river. We
had been told that we would not be allowed off the railway till we
reached Novosibirsk 208¢ miles up the line.

Almost at once the view from the train windows became much
more rustic than one would normally expect on a main railway line
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This was the last stop, although the Rossiya didn’t make use of
it, before the dacka land of the Muscovites, the wooden weekend
and holiday houses, ownership of which is the dream of every
citizen. Some of the dachas were so small that they must have fitted
their occupants closely round the hips. Each one had a television
aerial and a small patch of garden, and looked out on to a muddy
but arcadian lane lined with lime trees.
Ever since the Rossiya had got beyond waving distance of the plat-
form at Moscow, not that there had been anyone left on it to wave
to when it did leave {even the girl in the white shoes who had been
saying goodbye to the Navy had by then sloped off), the Russian
passengers, who appeared to make up about 9o per cent of the total
cargo, began to run hither and thither like a nest full of ants which
someone had stirred with a stick, and the corridors were filled with
milling humanity.
Small boys and girls zoomed up and down continuously, licking
hideously sticky toffee apples and caressing the door knobs of the
compartments thereby turning them into miniature replicas of
toffee apples; sailors in uniforms that looked as if they had been
designed by Bakst and soldiers who looked as if their greatcoats had
been designed by a blanket manufacturer clonked past with armfuls
of beer botties on their way to orgies; some of the large, determined-
looking matrons in floral prints swayed down on us like clipper ships
under stun’sails, carrying everything before them; and old men in
striped pyjamas that made them look like survivors of a concentra-
tion camp tottered on their way, stopping to have a look at the big
yellow samovar with which our car was equipped. It was all ex-
tremely Russian and interesting ; but when, in spite of the crowds,
the blonde conductress arrived with one of those recumbent, wheel-
less vacuum cleaners and began to give the corridor carpet a going
over, it was too much, and we took refuge in our compartment. ‘If
it’s going to be like this for the next 5800 miles all the way to the
Pacific, I shall go mad,” Wanda said. “Well, what about me?' I said.
‘Perhaps we should get off at the next stop. Breathe it to Mischa’
“You breathe it to Mischa,’ she said, ‘it was your idea, this crazy
journey.’ ‘I didn’t know it was going to be like this,” I said. ‘And
anyway, what are you doing on this train if you thought it was a
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4 water carafe, stable and heavy enough to survive a force ¢ gale in
the Bay of Biscay. There was sufficient space in the containers under
the seats to take a folded corpse, as well as a large suitcase, and the
seats had enough overhang to accommodate a couple of small suit-
cases behind one's feet. There was also aspace in the bulkhead above
the door ample enough to take a small trunk. At present it was
occupied by our two sets of bedding: a mattress fitted with a sheet
covering, a top sheet, two pillows and a blanket and two hand-
towels, which had to last ali the way to Novosibirsk, although we
did not know this, two nights and two days to the east.

Between us Wanda and 1 disposed of two large suitcases, (wo
small ones, not much bigger than document cases, a formidable
black overnight bag which looked as if it might contain 2 brace of
human heads, Wanda’s handbag, as commeodious but somewhat less
sumptuous than a buyer’s from 1. Magnin, the cardboard telescope
containing maps, a camera bag, and a pile of raincoats, windcheaters
and sawn-off Wellington boots, all of which had defied our efforts
to contain them in any sort of portable container, plus the food-
and-drink box. The various luggage depositories swallowed all these
impedimenta quite effortlessly and with room to spare. I began to
wish we had brought more.

We now received a visit from the ucket inspector, a man of about
fifty. With his mahogany, Mayan-type face and thick, straight, grey-
ing black hair he looked as if he had just pole-vaulted the Bering
Strait. He was unable to clip our tickets as Mischa had them in the
other compartment further up the car where he and Otto were, on¢
hoped, making the best of it.

Instead we had a chat, in agonizing, sub-O-level German which
was the best he or I could manage. Personally, I would never have
started it.

‘Ich,” he said, banging his chest to emphasize who was speaking
_ it emitted a sound like a broken drum - ‘Ich arbeit acht Uhren
jeden Tag. Hundert ziebzig Uhren jeden Monat.’ And he stood back
so that he could better take in the effect that this pronouncement
was having on such an obviously shiftless fellow.

It was difficult to know whether to congratulate him on having
a cushy job, or commiserate with him on having a rotten, over-
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niform skirt, a white shirt with a railway badge pinned to it and
black, sling-back sandals. She looked as_if she had been asked

like 3 waji| London bus conductress, she was dressed in the tight black

i 1o go to a fancy dress party as Monroe and had done her best to
- compl}".

Qurside in the corridor there was a rack loaded with helpful litera-
ture in English, French, German, Japanese and Spanish, with a
polite notice inviting all and sundry in ‘soft class’ deluxe (the service
did not extend to other parts of the train) 1o study this material
at no further cost to themselves. A lot of it emanated from The
Agency in Moscow. These boys miss few if any chances to make
their mark in the world about them.

As always undecided when it comes to choosing literature, especi-
ally when it is of an ostensibly improving nature, and because there
were no other contenders for it anyway, I took the whole lot back
into the compartment with the intention of sifting out some bedtime
reading for the next 1125 miles or so to Novosibirsk.

The choice narrowed itself to: Marx-Engels—Lenin: On Socialist
Revelution and L' URSS vue par un Etranger: Notes de Séjour. All
four of us were now crammed into our two-berth suite with Mischa
sitting opposite me. As I skimmed through the stuff I realized that
1 only had to uiter one ‘Ha!’ or ‘Ha-Ha?’ to bring him in on the
act and I would then be up to my neck in dialectics. | therefore
preserved an air of gravity.

The first to go was the Marx-Engels—Lenin: On Socialist Revolu-
tion. Page 22 recorded an interview granted by Marx to a correspon-
dent of The World, in London, on 3 July 1871.

Interviewer: It would seem that in this country the hoped for revolution,
whatever it may be, will be attained without the violent means
of revolution. The English system of agitating by platform and press
vntil minorities become converted into majerities is a hopeful
sign.

Dr Marx: 1 am not as sanguine on that point as you. The English middle
class has always shown itself willing enough to accept the verdict of
the majority so long as it enjoyed the monopoly of the voting power.
But mark me, as soon as it finds itself outvoted on what it considers
vital questions we shall see a new slave owners’ war....
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Palace at St Petersburg), rose against the sky: bulbous domes,
domes shaped like helmets, some gilded, some painted cerulean blue
and studded with gold stars — all of them, spires and domes, topped
with glittering gold crosses supported by spidery antennae, all
shaming the unutterably gloomy weather.

Sergius founded the monastery in 1340. He died in 1392. In 1408
the Tartars sacked Moscow and the monastery, burning the wooden
church that he had built and in which he was buried. It was Nikon,
his successor as abbot, who recovered the body of Sergius from the
smoking ruins, still miraculously intact. As a result the monastery
became immensely popular as a place of pilgrimage, as it still is to
this day. Between 1422 and 1427 Nikon built the Cathedral of the
Trinity to house the remains of St Sergius. He himself was also
sanctified, and his body lies in the Church of St Nikon, next door
to the Cathedral of the Trinity.

Since its rebuilding the Monastery of St Sergius has survived
every vicissitude in a way that, if not actually miraculous, is as near
miraculous as makes no difference. It was never visited by plague
{in 1570 200,000 persons died of plague in Moscow and its neigh-
bourhood alone) or by cholera, which in 1892 killed more than
150,000 people in European Russia.

But perhaps the greatest miracle of all was that it was not
plundered under the Bolsheviks. On 20 April 1920 a special decree
was promuigated by the Council of People’s Commissars establish-
ing “The Museum of Historical and Art Relics of the Troitsko-
Sergievskaya Lavra’. The principal signatory was Stalin. It then
became a museum and a refuge for savants; but by the time the
English traveller, art critic and historian Robert Byron succeeded
in visiting it in 1930, the savants had been dispersed, accused of
plotting — ‘some to manure Socialist fields, others to populate the
Ural towns and lumber camps’, as he put it.

Today it is the centre of Russian Orthodoxy, with a seminary
and academy for young priests, and the religious capital of Russia.
A day or two before setting off on the train we had visited the monas-
tery by car from Moscow, although it is equally possible to go there
by train. The coming of the train had been vigorously opposed by
the Metropolitan of Moscow in 1860: ‘Pilgrims would come to the
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Here, on the line of the Northern Railway, we were in a rural
bart of the Central Region. There was no doubt about that. It
tretched away among woods of birch and conifer with reaches of
lover and-alfalfa meadow running between them. This was country
hich, long ago, had been covered with dense forest, but forest that
ad been cut again and again until it assumed its present aspect.
Now, according to the Russian Atlas of the USSR, it was cattle and
dairy country, although there was not an animal to be seen.
In it the villages were mostly long lines of izbas, single-storey
log cabins with corrugated iron or tarred roofs. They stood behind
picket fences, each with its own vegetable plot, in which the dark,
sodden earth had only recently been dug, and to every six or seven
cabins there was a wel! for drinking water, worked by a windlass;
in some of these little villages, but not many, there was 2 wooden
church.
At 11.52 am, 70 miles from Moscow, the Rossiya came to 2 hale
for one minute at Alexandrov on the Seraia River, the first of the
ninety-three scheduled stops it would be making on its way from
Moscow to Vladivostok. As we trundled over the bridge into the
station, the Cathedral of the Trinity could be scen hemmed in by
factorics and yards fuil of cans.
This was the place to which, at the end of 1564, Ivan the Terrible
retired with only a few followers, to make it his temporary capital.
One would have thought that the boyars, the territorial nobility,
would have been delighted o have got shot of 2 ruler so ingenious
in the infliction of cruelty ; but, in fact, it was the boyars who actually
travelled to Alexandrov in order to implore him to return. Which
he did, setting up a regime in which even more blood flowed, culmi-
nating in 1570 in the butchery of 60,000 of the inhabitants of Nov-
gorod, which had been rash enough to consider opening its gates
to an army of invading Poles.
Novgorod, one of the oldest cities in Russia, was founded by
Scandinavian Vikings, whose principal business had been trading
furs with the Hanseatic and Scandinavian cities. By the twelfth cen~
tury a2 German sertlement was established at Novgorod, the
‘Deutscher Hof'. It also had close commercial ties with Con~
stantinople by way of the Dnieper; and it-was strong enough to resist
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yurik became the sole ruler. ‘From them our land is called Rus,’
estor wrote.

Rostov-Yarosiavl was situated on the bank of Lake Nero, which

as the scene of an astonishing mass baptism, one of many such
that took place all over Russia in the year ¢8g, when Vladimir I,
the ruler of what was then a completely pagan country, ordered the
conversion of the entire population to Christianity.

Until the previous year, when he himself had been converted,
Vladimir had been a monster of cruelty and depravity. He had
become sole ruler after killing his brother, the ruler of Kiev, who
had previously killed Ass brother.

While on a visit to Constantinople, Vladimir, already much
married, married Princess Anna, younger daughter of the Emperor
Romanus 11, and was converted to Christianity. On his return to
Kiev he ordered an idol that he had set up on a bank of the Dnieper
- it represented Perun, the Slavonic god of thunder — to be over-
turned, beaten with staves and thrown into the river. The following
day the inhabitants of Kiev and its environs were assembled on the
right bank of the river. They were then ordered into the water where
they were baptized by priests from Constantinople. The baptisms
at Lake Nero were performed with even greater economy of effort.
The entire population of the area was made to enter the water in
small groups, each numbering bétween ten and fifteen persons; and
there they waited while the priests from Constantinople — there were
no Russian priests as up to this time there were no Christians -
sailed or had themselves rowed around the lake, baptizing each
group with a single name,

As aresult of this vast operation, in the course of which the whole
of Russia was Christianized without any recorded dissent on the
part of the inhabicants, both Olga, his picus but terrible grand-
mother, who had been converted in 955, and Vladimir were
canonized, which is rather like canonizing the bosses of Cosa Nostra
and Union Corse. .

I could go on for hours about Rostov, without having seen it for
more than fifteen seconds: about the great fair that was held there
every year far into the nineteenth century and which attracted
thousands of Russians, Greeks, Armenians and Tartars; about
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| make sketches within 25 kilometres of the border. ‘Intounst’ hopes that

you will take home many interesting photos and films of your visit to

. the Soviet Union,

It is also forbidden to take photographs of any railway station, or
photographs from trains, as it is to take photographs of any factory
or government office, or of anyone in service uniform, without
special permission.

By the time I had tried to figure out whether these regulations

applied to station platforms, on which everyone seemed to object
to photographs being taken, or to the trains themselves, provided
that they weren’t loaded with tanks or hydrogen bombs, and what
size paper I would need to make alarge-scale drawing of an industrial
city, we were well out on the bridge, high above Europe’s longest
river, here several hundred miles from its source in a swamp in the
hills north-west of Moscow, Now, some six weeks after the break-
up of the ice, which in this part covers the river from the end of
November to the middle of April, it looked like Brown Windsor
soup.
To the right, as the Rossiys rumbled slowly through the webs
of girders in the spans, the oldest part of Yaroslavl came into view
on the high, right western bank of the Volga, what the people who
live along it call the Nagorny Bereg, the Hill Bank; the low, left,
eastern bank which we were now approaching being known as the
Pugovoy Bereg, the Meadow Bank. These banks are like this all
the way down the middle and lower Volga, as far south as the salt
earth steppes of the Caspian Depression, which form the real boun-
dary between Russia in Europe and Russia in Asia.

Now the sun came out, and the whole scene was transformed.
The white steamers tied up at the landing stages, to which an
izvoshtchik driver would have taken me from the station in 1914
for 50 kopecks plus the customary tip, were as spick-and-span as
yachts moored in a river not more than half a mile wide, now, in
the eye of the sun, flowing away, slowly and majestically into the
mist, down towards the Caspian Sea.

If all the tributaries of this river — which drains an area larger
than the whole of France, Germany, Italy and Britain put together
— are delineated in black ink on white paper without any extrancous
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acquire it, it being otherw
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other re ' .
i . . f this
hideous h°3d ) faithful Nikkonos to take a sl:not 0 ' ,
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! written large
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] t of the Urals
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I'm beginning to think that w
Traim Bleu, or even the 8.18 4

, Bloomily. “Iy’s ail impossible. I've
g0 home. All T want 1o dois ..’

travelled with photographers before,
ell, maybe we’re on the wrong frain,

44

» rural Russia, seeming a bit stingy. And there
chains, ponds full of ducks and squads
i he Rossiya.
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inedfble b_e.cause and some would be downright poisonous.
turbing N s varieties that occur here, as they do in oth_er
Of the mlmn&“ none are more lethal than the terrible 4manita
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“’i‘hl: thlﬁ:’r;gd tree, and sometimes so thick that the stalk is wider
anold, po ’
than the cap.
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hen I said good morning to them as had the train drivers at

$Danilov. :
‘What’s your name ?’ Wanda asked him four times in her Slovene
Russian, having discovered that the phrase book omits this useful
g ohrase even under ‘Dating’, where you have to make do with
You've dropped your handkerchief?” (I know, I’'m trying to get rid
va % of it!) or, ‘What time is your last train?’ If you said that to a girl
:-f;}, _Sg:: pﬁ:"“‘:;;fhess; tfu % on the Rossiya she would think you were trying to get fresh, or had
0 or cépell escaped from a home, and as like as not she would call the con-
ductress, unless she was the conductress.
d No reaction. This child had the same, spine-chilling way of
d observing the world about him and filing the information away in
can one, but which on the Rpss E 1is noddle for future and probably disastrous usc as the small, pop-
e train, with a fine v ossiya § eyed one with asorboball, the midget von Stroheim, in Carol Reed’s
ass in what was | view of the per- 8 The Third Man.
pidly to the CEru;::-.a}g the back door, ‘What’s your name?’
ue of the blue 1 even he had to say it three times before this miniature traveller
accepted the fact that they both worked for different branches of
the same firm (and [ was surprised that he did this without the pro-

duction of the oblong red pass); upon which the combination began

of';tgi\'re‘this digression. I may n
f : training to give Anatoly Ka
will take on anyone in th b
stakes, "

train, the caboose on an Ameri
was simply the last coach of thn
manent way aft through the gt
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apart from abour a d
have been Masi 0zen characters who in tsarist ¢ :
ans or Tcheremisses, or Tart tmes might well § working, things began to click inside the cranium and the door

more likely to be i ars, but w

' Russians. Today the Maris, w’ho are ::lo now were 1 opened a few fractions of an inch. It seemed to me that Mischa

Socialist Republic betw:ms(];’ hafc 1 should have been getting him down on a short list for The Agency

er cent of the populati en Gorkiy | intake of cub reporters in about 1990. ‘His name is Vladimir,” he

Pulatior: are Maris, reported eventually.

tch of lin . . ' Wanda cut him a slice of vatrushka,

usiness a:(', ?;‘;:l':?b“a“fs of | French folding knives with ‘1°" Choix
Ing vanous stamped on the handle, which in aircra

Mischa, who also had a son, asked him, but

using one of those murderous
-Opinel-La Main Couronnée’
ft can travel only in hold

wooden objects, as well as .
and fibre : to producing che. . T
with murf::en:,;!ax' Here Lilya bought us :‘:; :: jﬁfai::t”]‘!‘zef luggage unless you want to be given the treatment, and which she
Attracted by d',e sizh ’ med happened to have about her — nice class of girl I married. By the
a small boy of abomgs: andfor smell of this freshly baked obj time she’d finished dismembering it and we’d all had a slice, includ-
stage, appeared i ven, although still in the ¢h Ject, ing Lilya, it was time for someone to write the lyrics for asong begin-
P n the doorway of our compartment w:mmcklng ning ‘Goodbye Vatrushka, you delicious sour sweet .
ere the four The only time when time flies on a train is when you’re either

had finished the vatrushka and

imir had been given the inter-
h drugs

from his siest.
a, were i
the son of an unforthco;:nr?pmng o asieep or eating, so by the time we
ng couple Lilya had brought more tea and Vlad
rogation by Mischa (whiich was painfully slow as no trut
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or red-hot irons were available)
from him that his father was ap ;
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which elucidated the informati'

ngineer, his mother way and the pale trunks of the birch trees closest to the line

~ the one witlf .centuated the darkness of the forest behind them. But it was not

& 11 forest. There were big, green clearings in it, meadows in which

§ite grass was short, as if it had already been cropped by sheep, only

il here were no sheep.

80 In the settlements along the line — they could scarcely be called

& villages — the lights were on behind the drawn blinds in the izbas.

B There was not a breath of wind and the smoke from the cooking

fires rose straight into the air.

@  Then, with the sun gone at last, the afterglow illuminated the
pools and ponds in the marshy ground near the line over which long

swathes of mist were forming. How beautiful Russia was at this

moment. Soon the forest closed in again, dark and eerie, and now

the sky above it was huge and pale, the colour of pearls. And so

it would remain until dawn, the perpetual gloaming of a spring night

in the latitude of Juneau, Alaska; Dunnet Head, the most northerly

point of mainland Britain; Stavanger in Norway; and, allowing 2

degree or so, Cape Farewell, the southernmost extremity of Green-

fand.

Supper was a
for all four of us to dine together, as Otto and I had each cont

1o make a shambles of our respective compartments, in which our
companions had very little to look forward to — he with camera

re-run of lunch, more or less. There was no room
rived

[ -]
§
o,
2]
=
j2)
-
c
3
o
o
z

-

-
o)

b
=2

like 2 beaugﬁ,]“; came ito Nicola Pomola, which sound bodies and lenses and motor drives all over the place, but worst {

elusive, Althou hus;]an SPY than a railway station andun ec! more | ofall with his tripod which had a Nikon with a 50/300 mm zoom :

timetable as 3 stgo the name of the station appeared in “:s just as % fens stuck on the end of it, and which now stood permanently in .
map. It was m PPIng place, it did not figure on th the official the space between the two bunks — about as convenient for Mischa
outskirts we sa;ﬂ'tt;rable also because on the comm;olfﬁc;al route as having a Red Indian erect a wigwam in it — and I, with my now-
Here. w e first herd of cows since lea and on the unfurled maps which kept on falling on the floor and rolling them-
who (:01;] d ;:‘tozped fO'r one minute while two he:]:if L;IOSCOW selves up; my twenty-one assorted books, including The Notebook;
This station ¢ done with the services of 3 porter ci Y laden ladies my cameras and, Wanda’s contribution, the rather sticky honey

than-life sil;a‘s did so many others alf along the ro::n b;rcd aboard. biscuits with which the folding table was now covered.

later to reco ; er-painted statue of the founder o i - In the course of this repast, Otto and Mischa, with no gentle
$0 far as | ca: 12€ as one of a number of stam:lau'(;t In what one was female company to distract them from the bottle, managed to get
Out beyond I:lem ember, was ‘H;! Tayir poses. This one, slightly tiddly. 1, on the other hand, with Wanda in charge of the
1cola Pomola, as the syp went down the wind d; drinking arrangements and determined not to let me get drunk in
€ wind died Russia and make a fool of myself, had failed to become even mildly

- D AT T T
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elevated; but afier a while the two of them

joined us in our co
partment and soon [ found myself beginnin,

g, albeit slowly, to catc
up.

I was, I must say, rather surprised ar Mischa,

not for any mor;
because he had been at con

‘Almost as bad as Sa

bunch of Fascists’ [ heard myselfsaying, like an actor thinking about
how long the show will run, and will he be able to

if it doesn’t, while spouting, except that in this case | was thin
how much nicer Russia was outside the window.

‘He was playing for time,” Mischa said. He had very thick, dark
eyebrows which were now meeting in the middle and he looked
more angry than he probably was, at least | hoped so. ‘Stalin was
a great realist.”

‘Do you think it was right, what he did »

“The end justifies the means.’

‘Lissun, Mischa,” Wanda said, alread
Pong among persons alread
tion of fascism ?*

‘Fascism,” said Mischa, ‘is a regime which, for the purpose of
attaining complete power, eliminates everything which gets in its

y bored with this verbaj ping-
¥ patently haif-cut. ‘Whar is your defini-

way.’

‘Tank you,’ said Wanda, in her best fractured English, ‘that’s
what I tought you said about communism — zbout the end justifying
the means.’

And she leaned back in the corner of her bunk with the air of

say

siderable pains 4

lin making a non-aggression pact with a |

pay the gas bill §
king §
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S, i1 h
a 12

. r‘ .
s. ‘Mr Attorney, your "’le::i while longer, Otto has kept out
Ll . e
: e and forah
Up to this time,

ing sixth-formers used
his dreary business, which is the sort of thing sixth
of this

. ight
: fter some fairly straig
r cocoa; but quite S00R, ATLET SO he tempera-
to §0 °7 ab‘:::f'?:ei.dom of the Individual, which ralsef;t a:ld Mischa
talk about tmore the conversation switches to the je:t ::ompan}‘-
Eure s nice ;bout them either, forgetung prescless it walked on
s m(c;tto who normally wouldn’t hurt a fly un take smashing
Nowf his i_,eicaﬂexes, and who only "‘"‘mtfs ‘::es (and will con-
ol?;u‘:'es as he has already told me a ;:imb;::i;;'l or partly Jewish,
p + his trip), being ’ i i
. hroughout t ] 3 like Kali,
tinue to - i?(:n r\:itﬁ arms metaphorically ﬂa‘lmg-' ;a;h;:dcous and
goses mtc:: :;e d Hindu deity who is represented “.'::;led with snakes
the f;:"‘ countenance, dripping with blood, e:;jl
tern® ¢ around with skulls and human he‘:! A fo-Russian and
and hung that [ had done enough to spoil Ang wing Wanda’s
Ge[:::;:l.r;fussian relationships for a d;cade’ TtYf:)l;goeslaVia and the
k any entente betwee . thing
OWS“S‘;?;";I:‘“:;}:":E“ exiYSI, I bowed out, mumbling some
Y .
bout having to go to the Javatory. f the car where the exit
> 1 went on past it to the end o irls had forgotten
Inst;ad'h re, by some lucky chance, one of the giris
was and where, i
indow. .. ir of Russia
*° IOCI;‘ th:‘::;' cll:aning out of it, inspiring the pu‘:d::o‘:x the en-
Whilche rebound expelling the fumes ofdemot: ; train of brand-
a'.‘d o t. the Rossiya came to a halt to let 2 big ast to the west,
s containers from the United St?tes goi!3 what seemed
new Unﬁ!‘? it continued to remain where it ¥ ast so '
1C| '
after as probably not more than ten minu edistant laughter,
ages but g pe the sounds of sporadic singing, jous voices from
From it cam bli f acrimonicus
rumbling o .
the hiss of the S’m“mni tthl:understom that is almost over but
1

Iy
' forest was complete
ely. Outside the fo < ot 4 scream,

our compartment, et
omple
ses to go away COMPI=®: = tops
r“31&‘ ¢. There was no wind sighing in the trec top "other sound from
silent. 1, hoot, grunt, groan, whistle or any wls. northern
howl, rov reputed to inhabitit: wolves, great grey owls,
the creatu
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5

bats, Eurasian ground and ﬂyir{g
mink, marten, foxes and capercaj
I was very impressed by this
alignment to avojd settlements 5
and paper complexes around Ko
northwards from where we were
belt, here about

squirrels, brown bears,
lie, to name 4 few.
forest. In theory, if § chose my,
nd labouyr camps and the big pulp]
tlas, it should be Passible ¢q trave]

on the railway, through this
then acrosg anothe.

Stoats,

American
it going to be longer than the

: first ones. Was it going

missed the

N evertheless, ]

ich
i : Book of Records, whic
looked up in the Guinness . ‘ o |
one hat ! EZibc;:d on the Nerfolk and Westcrn Ra:i:ol:d :1h1iz]f:7was
hl:d ;,:::::5 West Virginia, to Portsn:jouth, Ol;;o:vz::n{; %mm ch was
" i ix diesel engines and §60 co :
o tmlhie:hsel; :;:isr?ye.;zg,ooo tons? It scemed unlikely thar the
end and we

; . with the intensity
1200 miles or @ Russians, in whom the spirit o!;l Tmuli::nx‘::;zsarc lamps (another .
k] . e -
$0 of mossy, fearfully marshy tundra, ¢o reach the head of the Kanin of one of their own 600,00:;‘3;“ sp'-::::ld to put together something
Peninsulaon theshoresoftheBarents Sea, more than 600 miles north record), would not have
of the railway, withoyr €ncountering 5 single hum

ins like that
hadn’t. If they had many traj :
even lonBer.el‘:‘l;)f]Z‘i}th::e much of Siberia from our north-facing
on the go w
. bably
compartment ) Jast car flashed past. It was prol
t immediately the Jas d for
o =1::rm';'sorln train, weighing dtoggdier aboutt :ino: 1:23333:mils
a ﬁ.ftY' agg hing probably not travelling at more biscine o e
allits wk“gﬂ th{: tablecloth, among the honey 1sctm§ nd other
an h?ur' . uvenir, a proof that it wasn't a ghost train emens
debris, wagse‘: Z‘:'coal the size of a diamond in a generous engag
shiny nug ’ )
i i hich
nng. asleep for twenty minutes, w !
. I had only been . hich
Ilt \;ra'sd 1:1;2:;;: trliinute stop at Atsvezh, to which no map whic
include -
posse: . hat
I possessed referred f going back to bed. Sleep was not w
. g "
e e
I had come for. X
. ing it. .
m“gf_"t:-':’“::“i‘;’u \:’2:3; I felt like asking her if she had heard the
‘Quiet! y
freight train.

not uneventfu)

compete with what hag already taken place

the Rossiyg,

p n th oppo d n w. ng The n n of any consequence would be Kotelnich, the
rs l ""as rsoaCll"l ¢ e starion of Y (l:r. sef erly Nizhl‘l}r Novgorod, now
| i i rkiy, torm
ast 1t n the site directig It was ade up of cozl aggons, junction for the line to Go v
refngerator cars, boxcnrs, flac cars loaded with re
gtrders, gcneratorg

i At
th largest in the USSR.
: illion people, the seven : .
AN ¢ train r:t!ol:eo gﬁost-like, into Kotelnich. The sta]:m; cl':rt::;i
11.30 the tl"}:ln builé ing, the sort of place where, b;fox:? the .
o ke b v o 5 o
- e oll- :?;;’ there was a gard;nfsurtﬂi::e??vi?l{ :hitewashed ;runks grew,
- . a . age . hic l'ul ) f this
ally opened window j¢ Went whumph, iron m‘;%g;’ﬂ;nt:belie"c that somewhere on th: :;:xssﬁe p:asant
+ @S It weng It wasf i de. which seemed likely to produce
: rustic facade,
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girls in pigrails and embroidered
ducing machinery. blou
Here, Irina, the bl
’ onde, let d

almost impossi > own the steps, wi s
Russian tri?s ble for anyone but an acrob:t' , ltho.ut which it is}

. in {unless there j . to get in or out of 5§
exception rather than the ruje ; X tform, which is the !

ses, there were factories pro-'
i

L er co
human being in sight. nductresses there was not another

At the end of
the sta

ft as quier] CSratuto L nutes stopping 1
Y as it had arrived wit PPINg time the traip, §

4 route in the 1 NOVKOrod
in store ) welfth century to Kirov, which :::: I:l:d poncered
€ next treat §

5

How the Railway
Came to BeBuilt

“THE question of the construction of the Great Siberian Railway,

which for a third of a century had occupied the attention of the
Government and society, was now settled, representing the most
important event of the century, not only in our country, but in the
whole world.” Thus says the Guide to the Great Siberian Railway
in 1900,

As I sat in my seat gazing out over Russia, 1 could not help
wondering how and why they had started to build this immensely
long railway line, the thought of which must have daunted all but
the bravest. As I hunted through the guides and books that 1 had
brought with me, I found that it was a complicated business, for
the fine had begun first at cach end and had then proceeded in fits
and starts piecemeal in the middle, these middle sections running
from main river to main river. For many years people crossed
Siberia using railway, steamboat, horse-drawn farantass or sledge
and railway again, zigzagging along as best they could.

Phe first passenger line in Russia was built in 1837 and ran
between St Petersburg, where the Tsar ruled, and his country
seat, Tsarskoye Selo, a distance of 14 miles. Lateron it was extended
an extra mile to Pavlovsk, where there was another magnificent royal
palace. There, a terminus with buffet and ballroom was built. The
train ride to it became a very popular outing for the citizens

of St Petersburg, and provoked a famous remark by the very anti-
\rain Minister of Finance, E. Kamkrin, to the effect that in other
countries railways led to industrial centres, in Russia to a tavern.
In 1851, after nine years of technical difficulty and considerable
suffering on the part of the serfs who built it {(as many as 50,000






