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Al five o'clock that moming reveille was sounded, as
usual, by the blows of a ammer on a leagih of rail
hanging up neasr the staff guariers. The internuiiem
sounds barelv penetrated the windowpanes on which
the frost Iny 1wo Angers thick. ond they ended almam
as soon as they'd begun. I was cold outside, snd the
camppuard was reluctant to go on beating out the rov-
¢ille tor long.

The clanging ceased. bul evervthing outside stll
kel ke the middle of the night when Ivan Deniso-
vich Shukhov got up to go Lo the bucket, I was pach
datk excepl for the yellow light casl on the window
by three lamps—iwo in the outer one, one mside the
L4l iahe) ilsell,

And no one came o unboll the barrscks door; there
wias o sound of 1he Dareack orderlies pushing a pole
imto ploce o B0 the barrel of excrement and carry it
oL

Shukhov never overslept reveille. He always pot up
at onoe, for the next ninety minutes, wntil they assem-
hled for work, belonged o him, not o the authosties,
and any old-timer could always camn a bit—by sewing
a pair of miltens [or somesne ol of old sleeve lining:
ar bringing some rich loafer in the squad his dry va-
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lenki'—right up to his bunk, =0 that he wouldn't have
1o stumble barefoot round the heap of hoots looking
for his own pair; or going the rownds of the warehouwsss,
offering to be of service. sweeping up this or feiching
thaty o1 gpoing Lo the mess hall 10 calleer bowls from
the tables and hring them stacked to the dishwashers—
you're sure 1o be given something to eat there, 1though
there were plenty of others al that game, more than
pleniy—and, what's worse, if vou found § bow| with
something left in it wou ¢ould hardly resist licking it
aut, But Shukhov hud never forgotten the waords of his
first sguad leader, Kuzionin—a hard-bitten prisoner
who Dad already been in for twelve years by 1943—
who told the newecomers, just in from Lhe [ront, as they
sal beside o fire in a desolate cunting in the forest:

“Here, men, we Live by the bow of tie tangs. But even
here peaple manage W bve. The ones that don't make
il mre those who lick olher men's lefovers, those whe
count on the doctors (o pull them throogh, and 1hose
whao squenl on their uddies,™

As for squealers, he was wrong there. Those people
were sure Lo get through eamp all nght, Only, they were
saviny, their own skin a1 the expense of other people's
blood.

Shukhov always arose ol reveille. But this day he
didn'l, He had [elt strange the evening before, fevensh,
wilh pains all aver his body. He hadn't been oble 1
get warm all throush the night. Even in his sleep he
had felt at one moment that he was getting seriously
ill, at another that he was genting better, He had wished
marning would never come.

Bui the morning came as uswal,

Anyway, where wolld you get warm in a place like
this, with Lhe windows icod over and the white cob-
webs of frost all along the huge barracks where the
wills joaned the ceiling!

He didn't get up. He lay there in his bunk on the
top tier, his head buricd in & Blonket and o coat, both
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fect stuffed mto one wcked-under sleeve of his wad-
ded jacket,

He couldn't ses, bul his ears told him evervthing
going on in the barrack room and especially in the cor-
ner his squad oocupied. He heard the heavy tread of
the ordeclies carrving one of the big barrels of excre-
menl along the passage outside. A Light job, that was
considered, a job for the ipficm. bul just vou ry and
carry out 1he muck without spilling any. He heard some
of the T5th slamming bunches of boots onta the Noor
from the drving shed. Mow their owm men were doing
it (it was their own squid’s turm, foo, io dry valenki).
Tiurin. the sguad leader, and his depoty Pavlo pul on
their valenkt withoul a word et e heard therr bunks
creaking. Now Pavlo would be going olf 1o the bread-
';:L;T:I'Iji.ll- and Tiwrn o the stall quarters o see ihe

Ah, but not simply 10 report as wsual 1o the authaori-
tics [or the daily assignment. Shukhoy remembered thal
this morming his fate hung in the balance: they wanied
ter shifl the 104th from the building shops 10 a new sike,
the “Socinlist Way of Life" settlement. 1t lay in open
country covercd with snowdrifts, and before anything
elee could be done there they would have w dig holes
and put up posts and attach barbed wire o them. Wire
themselves in, so that they wouldne’t run away, Only
then would they starl building.

There wouldn 1 be a warm comer for o whole month.
Mot even a doghouse, And fires were oul of the gues-
tion, There was nothing 10 build them with, Let vour
work warm you up, thal was your only salvalion,

Mo wonder the squad leader looked s0 worried, that
was his job—to clbow some other squad, some bunch
of suckers, inte the assignment instcad of the Tiduh. OFf
course with empty hands youo got nowhere. He'd have
o Likie o E'I-G:IIJ.']HJ of 2l i’l-uﬂ! tes the senior ollicial there,
if not a couple of pounds.

There's never any harm a0 Lyng, so why no have o
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“ALEXANDER SOLZHENIISYN IS A LITERARY GENIUS
WHOSE TALENT MATCHES THAT OF
DOSTOYEVEKY, TURGENEY, TOLSIOY, GORKY.™
o —Harrison Salishury, New Yonk Times

“A MABTERPIECE...SQUARELY IN THE MAINSTREAM -
OF RUSSIA'S G.H‘.EAEJTEHWIR&DIHDHE.'

In the chaos of World War 11, a durifal Russian solder is
wrongfally convicted of reason and sentenced o ten years ma
Siberian labor camp. 5o bogis Alexander Solzhenitsyn'’s mastorpicee
of modem Russan fiction, the harmowing accomt of one day in
the lifie of a man who has conceded o all things ewil
with patience, dignity, and end g serengtc o
First published in 1962, One Dy in the Life of lan Denssopichis
ouc of the most sggnificant and cutspolon literary docomens 4
over to cmerge from Sovict Russin, Told with unflinching honesty.
and a strikmg brevity of langoage, Soldhastsyn's mcrmationally
scclsmed novel is both a brutally graphic picrure of bife in o Stalinior s
work camp and & moving tobute to man's will o prevall ovary,
relentless debumaniranon, Hlominaing a dark chapier im Bussan
Iestory, ® will abways be remembered for the e characier's '
determination to survive—and for its nnforgeitable 2
mibmeto the power of the Tiuman spant.

‘HWMM'
—Moscow § Daily Mail
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