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THE LOGS

by DAVID BRIN

At first, during the early months of exile, I seethed with resentment. Our mother had no business yanking us from Moscow, no matter how painful the city had become. Wasn’t it bad enough, with our father declared an Enemy of the Czar? Denounced by People, Coss and State? How could she thereupon haul her daughters along, like huddled gypsies, following the slender rails to a stark and snowy place. To a community of self-banished outcasts, encamped within distant sight of the prison-gulag where father (according to bribed hints) was held.

My sister, Yelena, and I learned from the oldest schoolmaster—suffering—how to endure the way that only Russians can. The bare and diminished winter sun had little strength to warm our adolescent flesh. But cold possessed power to penetrate, sinking razor teeth through every bundled layer that we wore.

There we joined work crews of the semi free, who trimmed giant-boled trees and harnessed them behind grunting beasts who puffed, snorted and vented steam as they dug into icy dust, hauling treasure toward the rails.

Each evening, when our shifts came to an end, mother made sure that Yelena and I smoked our weed and opened books, consuming lessons, as if our futures still held promise of reward. Study was hard, as we struggled to concentrate past a fog of fatigue, and despite nearby wails of mourning. For it was a rare day that passed without at least one casualty, one frozen corpse, or several, carried away from our bivouac of the nominally “free.”

What kind of mother—I mused angrily while rubbing Yelena’s feet and inhaling fumes while she read aloud—what kind of mother would voluntarily drag her offspring to a place like this? When the Czar had made a standing offer to the blood relatives of political prisoners—to work off guilt-by-association in greater comfort, close to home?

“Comfort, but also time,” she told me, on one of the rare occasions when mother explained anything at all. “The Czar and cossacks live by a code. If we survive, and pay our fines, then you and your sister can never again be charged for being related to traitors. Other crimes, perhaps. But not that.”

I thought about it while spending my free hour as I normally did—earning a couple of added kopeks by working in the stables. Mucking out the stalls of draft animals and grooming their thick, avid fur. Yelena liked to hang around the elepents, but they seemed too dour and moody for me. I much preferred the mammuts—so phlegmatic and accepting. So I worked on that side of the dank, musty barn, polishing their gleaming tusks and brushing their immense grinding teeth.




















































































































































































OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
THE LOGS

David Brin





OEBPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    		

        COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

    



    		

        THE LOGS

    



    		

        ABOUT THE AUTHOR

    



    



    

    

    Guide



    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    



    





