CHAPTER XXVITI

Duning all this time T was y working at the
film studio. Near the studio I used to pass a shop
which had been a big confectio establishment
in the old days, when it was noted for its home-
made sweetmeats. For many months the well-known
brand had been no longer made and the shop window
displayed instead some very unpleasant gregi sweet-
meats, made of flour and honey. Whenever I passed
I would see the rietor’s daughter, a pretty, jolly
girl, sitting in tﬁmpdomny of the shop reading a
novel and waiting to serve anyone who was tempted
to buy the grey sweets.
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She told me that her father had been arrested that
day by the Cheka and imprisoned in the Butirsky
prison because he had been hoarding sugar and selling
it a a high price to his old customers. Her father
was the only relative she had; she was left al aone
with the shop and did not know what to do. Nor
had she any money with which to buy food for herself
or make up parcels for her father in prison. Food
was so scarce that, even if they had wanted to, the
Bolsheviks would not have been able to give their
prisoners sufficient to keep body and soul together,
and in consequence they allowed relatives to send
in food-parcels. As a rule, no matter how bad the
famine was, by going without themselves the relatives
managed to scrape together some sort of a food-parcel
to take to their dear onesin prison.

| asked whether her father had any other parcels
of sugar concealed, and she told me that he had.

"Well, give them to me and | will sdll them for
you and give you the money." She trusted me and
without a moment's hesitation accepted my pro-
position, and that night | picked up a bag of about
ten pounds of sugar. ' This the head of my couriers
sold a a huge price the next day, and | handed the
proceeds over to my friend.

Some days later, as | was on my way to the studio,
a Cheka raiding party put a chan at each end of
the block and began a systematic search of everyone
in the street and in the houses which bordered it.
Luckily for me the block was that which included
the confectioner's shop, where the pretty girl was
in the doorway as usual. There was not a moment
to be lost. | went up to her.

"Hide me," | said; "I must not be caught."
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She was very pale. "Comein," she said.

At the back of the shop was a large cauldron in
which the sweets were made.

"Get in there! It isdeep and | will hide you with
sacking," and she took off the wooden lid. | jumped
in and crouched down at the bottom; she put some old
sacking over me and replaced the wooden top.

After atime | could hear the searchers approaching
and examining the people in the street, and then an
examining party came into the shop. The pretty
girl told them that her father was in the Butirsky
prison and that she was there alone. The examiners
searched the shop, walked round the cauldron, took
some sweets without paying for them, and went
away. For another hour | remained in that miserable
cauldron suffering untold agonies from cramp, and
finaly 1 ventured forth. The girl beamed on me
as | came out. "Now | have repaid you for that
nice apple,” she said; but that was only the beginning
of her payment, for she became one of my most
trusted agents.

Some days later | had another shock. | was
walking through the great square outside the Grand
Theatre when a motor-car pulled up aongside the
kerb and Dzerjhinsky himself alighted. | had to step
back to let him pass, and he gave me a searching look.
| had had two or three interviews with him before |
grew my beard but happily he did not recognize me.
Feeling thoroughly frightened | went on my way up
to the Kuznetski Most and was only a little way
up the hill when a perfect stranger greeted me with:

"Mr. Hill—Mr. Hill, how are you."

"You have made a mistake," | said, while icy
fingers gripped my spine. "My name is Bergmann."
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