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He nepesoOUSUULCS, NOCEAUEH BANCHBIM BONPOCAM MOPAIbHO-IMUUECKO20 CEOUCMEd, KOMmopbie
scecoa ocmairomcs akmyanvHuimu. Ilepesodueckue 3adauu, nocmagienHvle 8 meKcme, €20 HCUBAS
UHMOHAaYUs, cama apkas uaypa asmopa moz2ym Oblmb UHMEPECHbL MeM MOJ00bIM NepPegooOyUKaM,

Komopule xomenu 6bl NOnpooosams cedsi 6 NONYIAPHOM 8 HAUU OHU HCAHPE HOH-UKLUH.

Florence Nightingale to her Nurses
11
July 23rd, 1874.

Another year has passed over us, my dear friends. There have been many changes among us. We have
each of us tasted somewhat more of the discipline of life. To some of us it may have been very bitter;
to others, let us hope, not so. By all, let us trust, it has been put to heroic uses.

“Heroic?” I think I hear you say; “can there be much of ‘heroic’ in washing porringers and making
beds?”

I once heard a man (he is dead now) giving a lesson to some poor orphan girls in an Orphan Asylum.
Few things, I think, ever struck me so much, or them. It was on the “heroic virtues.” It went into the
smallest particulars of thrift, of duty, of love and kindness; and he ended by asking them how they
thought such small people as themselves could manage to practise those great virtues. A child of seven
put up its little nib and chirped out: “Please, my lord, we might pick up pins when we don’t like to.”
That showed she understood his lesson.

His lesson was not exactly fitted to us, but we may all fit it to ourselves.

This night, if we are inclined to make a noise on the stairs, or to linger in each other’s rooms, shall we
go quietly to bed, alone with God? Some of you yourselves have told me that you could get better day
sleep in the Night Nurses’ Dormitory than in your own “Home.” Is there such loud laughing and
boisterous talking in the daytime, going upstairs to your rooms, that it disturbs any one who is ill, or
prevents those who have been on night duty from getting any sleep?

Is that doing what you would be done by—Iloving your neighbour as yourselves, as our Master told us?
Do you think it is we who invent the duty “Quiet and orderly,” or is it He?

If our uniform dress is not what we like, shall we think of our Lord, whose very garments were divided
by the soldiers? (But I always think how much more becoming is our uniform than any other dress I
see.)

If there is anything at table that we don’t like, shall we take it thankfully, remembering Who had to ask
a poor woman for a drink of water?

Shall we take the utmost pains to be perfectly regular and punctual to all our hours—going into the
wards, coming out of the wards, at meals, etc.? And if we are unavoidably prevented, making an
apology to the Home Sister, remembering what has been written about those who are in authority over
us? Or do we think a few minutes of no consequence in coming from or going to the wards?

Do we carefully observe our Rules?

If we are what is printed at the top of our Duties, viz.:



JBanuareiii Cankr-IleTepOyprekuii KOHKypC MOJIOIBIX EPEBOAYMKOB «Sensum de Sensu» 3
IIpunoxxenue 2. AHrIMACKU pazaen

Trustworthy,

Punctual,

Quiet and orderly,

Cleanly and neat,

Patient, cheerful, and kindly,

we scarcely need any other lesson but what explains these to us.
Trustworthy: that is, faithful.

Trustworthy when we have no one by to urge or to order us. “Her lips were never opened but to speak
the truth.” Can that be said of us?

Trustworthy, in keeping our soul in our hands, never excited, but always ready to lift it up to God,
unstained by the smallest flirtation, innocent of the smallest offence, even in thought.

Trustworthy, in doing our work as faithfully as if our superiors were always near us.

Trustworthy, in never prying into one another’s concerns, but ever acting behind another’s back as one
would to her face.

Trustworthy, in avoiding every word that could injure, in the smallest degree, our patients, or our
companions, who are our neighbours, remembering how St. Peter says that God made us all “stewards
of grace one to another.”

How can we be “stewards of grace” to one another? By giving the “grace” of our good example to all
around us. And how can we become “untrustworthy stewards” to one another? By showing ourselves
lax in our habits, irregular in our ways, not doing as we should do if our superiors were by. “Cripple
leads the way.” Shall the better follow the worse?

It has happened to me to hear some of you say—perhaps it has happened to us all—“Indeed, I only did
what I saw done.”

How glorious it would be if “only doing what we saw done” always led us right!

A master of a great public school once said that he could trust his whole school, because he could trust
every single boy in it. Oh, could God but say that He can trust this Home and Hospital because He can
trust every woman in it! Let us try this—every woman to work as though success depended on herself.
Do you know that, in this great Indian Famine, every Englishman has worked as if success depended
on himself? And in saving a population as large as that of England from death by starvation, do you
not think that we have achieved the greatest victory we ever won in India? Suppose we work thus for
this Home and Hospital.

Oh, my dear friends, how terrible it will be to any one of us, some day, to hear another say, that she
only did what she saw us do, if that was on the “road that leadeth to destruction”!

Or taking it another way, how delightful—how delightful to have set another on her journey to heaven
by our good example; how terrible to have delayed another on her journey to heaven by our bad
example!

There is an old story—mnearly six hundred years old—when a ploughboy said to a truly great man,
whose name is known in history, that he “advised” him “always to live in such a way that those who
had a good opinion of him might never be disappointed.”
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The great man thanked him for his advice, and—Kkept it.
If our School has a good name, do we live so that people “may never be disappointed” in its Nurses?

Obedient: not wilful: not having such a sturdy will of our own. Common sense tells us that no training
can do us any good, if we are always seeking our own way. | know that some have really sought in
dedication to God to give up their own wills to His. For if you enter this Training School, is that not in
effect a promise to Him to give up your own way for that way which you are taught?

Let us not question so much. You must know that things have been thought over and arranged for your
benefit. You are not bound to think us always right: perhaps you can’t. But are you more likely to be
right? And, at all events, you know you are right, if you choose to enter our ways, to submit yours to
them.

In a foreign Training School, I once heard a most excellent pastor, who was visiting there, say to a
nurse: “Are you discouraged?—say rather, you are disobedient: they always mean the same thing.”
And 1 thought how right he was. And, what is more, the Nurse thought so too; and she was not
“discouraged” ever after, because she gave up being “disobedient.”

“Every one for herself” ought to have no footing here: and these strong wills of ours God will teach. If
we do not let Him teach us here, He will teach us by some sterner discipline hereafter—teach our wills
to bend first to the will of God, and then to the reasonable and lawful wills of those among whom our
lot is cast.

I often say for myself, and I have no doubt you do, that line of the hymn:
Tell me, Thou yet wilt chide, Thou canst not spare,
O Lord, Thy chastening rod.

Let Him reduce us to His discipline before it is too late. If we “kick against the pricks,” we can only
pray that He will give us more “pricks,” till we cease to “kick.” And it is a proof of His fatherly love,
and that He has not given us up, if He does.

For myself, I can say that I have never known what it was, since I can remember anything, not to have
“prickly” discipline, more than any one knew of; and I hope I have not “kicked.”

Bapuant 11
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George Orwell
Toward European Unit

A Socialist today is in the position of a doctor treating an all but hopeless case. As a doctor, it is his
duty to keep the patient alive, and therefore to assume that the patient has at least a chance of recovery.
As a scientist, it is his duty to face the facts, and therefore to admit that the patient will probably die.
Our activities as Socialists only have meaning if we assume that Socialism can be established, but if
we stop to consider what probably will happen, then we must admit, I think, that the chances are
against us. If I were a bookmaker, simply calculating the probabilities and leaving my own wishes out
of account, I would give odds against the survival of civilization within the next few hundred years. As
far as I can see, there are three possibilities ahead of us:

1. That the Americans will decide to use the atomic bomb while they have it and the Russians haven't.
This would solve nothing. It would do away with the particular danger that is now presented by the
U.S.S.R., but would lead to the rise of new empires, fresh rivalries, more wars, more atomic bombs,
etc. In any case this is, I think, the least likely outcome of the three, because a preventive war is a
crime not easily committed by a country that retains any traces of democracy.

2. That the present ‘cold war’ will continue until the U.S.S.R., and several other countries, have atomic
bombs as well. Then there will only be a short breathing-space before whizz! go the rockets, wallop!
go the bombs, and the industrial centres of the world are wiped out, probably beyond repair. Even if
any one state, or group of states, emerges from such a war as technical victor, it will probably be
unable to build up the machine civilization anew. The world, therefore, will once again be inhabited by
a few million, or a few hundred million human beings living by subsistence agriculture, and probably,
after a couple of generations, retaining no more of the culture of the past than a knowledge of how to
smelt metals. Conceivably this is a desirable outcome, but obviously it has nothing to do with
Socialism.

3. That the fear inspired by the atomic bomb and other weapons yet to come will be so great that
everyone will refrain from using them. This seems to me the worst possibility of all. It would mean the
division of the world among two or three vast super-states, unable to conquer one another and unable
to be overthrown by any internal rebellion. In all probability their structure would be hierarchic, with a
semi-divine caste at the top and outright slavery at the bottom, and the crushing out of liberty would
exceed anything that the world has yet seen. Within each state the necessary psychological atmosphere
would be kept up by complete severance from the outer world, and by a continuous phony war against
rival states. Civilizations of this type might remain static for thousands of years.

Most of the dangers that I have outlined existed and were foreseeable long before the atomic bomb
was invented. The only way of avoiding them that I can imagine is to present somewhere or other, on a
large scale, the spectacle of a community where people are relatively free and happy and where the
main motive in life is not the pursuit of money or power. In other words, democratic Socialism must be
made to work throughout some large area. But the only area in which it could conceivably be made to
work, in any near future, is Western Europe. Apart from Australia and New Zealand, the tradition of
democratic Socialism can only be said to exist — even there it only exists precariously — in
Scandinavia, Germany, Austria, Czechoslovakia, Switzerland, the Low Countries, France, Britain,
Spain, and Italy. Only in those countries are there still large numbers of people to whom the word
‘Socialism’ has some appeal, and for whom it is bound up with liberty, equality, and internationalism.
Elsewhere it either has no foot-hold or it means something different. In North America the masses are
contented with capitalism, and one cannot tell what turn they will take when capitalism begins to
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collapse. In the U.S.S.R. there prevails a sort of oligarchical collectivism which could only develop
into democratic Socialism against the will of the ruling minority. Into Asia even the word ‘Socialism’
has barely penetrated. The Asiatic nationalist movements are either Fascist in character, or look
towards Moscow, or manage to combine both attitudes: and at present all movements among the
coloured peoples are tinged by racial mysticism. In most of South America the position is essentially
similar, so is it in Africa and the Middle East. Socialism does not exist anywhere, but even as an idea it
is at present valid only in Europe. Of course, Socialism cannot properly be said to be established until
it is world-wide, but the process must begin somewhere, and I cannot imagine it beginning except
through the federation of the western European states, transformed into Socialist republics without
colonial dependencies. Therefore a Socialist United States of Europe seems to me the only worth-
while political objective today. Such a federation would contain about 250 million people, including
perhaps half the skilled industrial workers of the world. I do not need to be told that the difficulties of
bringing any such thing into being are enormous and terrifying, and I will list some of them in a
moment. But we ought not to feel that it is of its nature impossible, or that countries so different from
one another would not voluntarily unite. A western European union is in itself a less improbable
concatenation than the Soviet Union or the British Empire.

Now as to the difficulties. The greatest difficulty of all is the apathy and conservatism of people
everywhere, their unawareness of danger, their inability to imagine anything new — in general, as
Bertrand Russell put it recently, the unwillingness of the human race to acquiesce in its own survival.
But there are also active malignant forces working against European unity, and there are existing
economic relationships on which the European peoples depend for their standard of life and which are
not compatible with true Socialism. I list what seem to me to be the four main obstacles, explaining
each of them as shortly as I can mange:

1. Russian hostility. The Russians cannot but be hostile to any European union not under their own
control. The reasons, both the pretended and the real ones, are obvious. One has to count, therefore,
with the danger of a preventive war, with the systematic terrorizing of the smaller nations, and with the
sabotage of the Communist Parties everywhere. Above all there is the danger that the European masses
will continue to believe in the Russian myth. As long as they believe it, the idea of a Socialist Europe
will not be sufficiently magnetic to call forth the necessary effort.

2. American hostility. If the United States remains capitalist, and especially if it needs markets for
exports, it cannot regard a Socialist Europe with a friendly eye. No doubt it is less likely than the
U.S.S.R. to intervene with brute force, but American pressure is an important factor because it can be
exerted most easily on Britain, the one country in Europe which is outside the Russian orbit. Since
1940 Britain has kept its feet against the European dictators at the expense of becoming almost a
dependency of the U.S.A. Indeed, Britain can only get free of America by dropping the attempt to be
an extra-European power. The English-speaking Dominions, the colonial dependencies, except
perhaps in Africa, and even Britain's supplies of oil, are all hostages in American hands. Therefore
there is always the danger that the United States will break up any European coalition by drawing
Britain out of it.

Homunanus 111. <IN MEMORIA»
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KOHKprHOC 3aJaHUEC B IIaMATb O 3aMC4aTCIIbHOM
nepeBouuke u OnectsamieM Jureparope Hope IManp (1912 —
1991).

B nomunayuu IN MEMORIA npeonazcaemcs nepegecmu Ompbl8OK U3 POMAHA KIACCUKA AMEPUKAHCKOU
aumepamypwl Teodopa [lpatizepa «Amepukanckas mpazeousn», HaA4amo2o asmopom pPOSHO CMO Jem
Hazao.

Paboma nao smoii knueoti cmana eajcHou gexou 6 cyovboe Hopwi I'anv, xomopas, xoms
MPAOUYUOHHO U CUUMAEMC ST cOasmopom nepegoda ymeputetl 8 1942 200y 3unaudvt Bepuununoti (8
BbIXOOHBIX OAHHBIX VKA3AHbL 084 UMEHU), (hakmuuecKu 3aH080 nepegeird poMaH yYeaukom. Taxum
00pazom, KOHKYpCHOe 3a0anue NnOoCeauaemcs He moabKo 3aMedamelbHOl KHU2e, HO U 8bloarouelics
nepesoouuye Hope [anv, a maxoce 0yxy npogeccuoHanvhol xKoonepayuu, 0006pO*CcenamenbHo2o,
VBANCUMENbHO20 U OMBENCMEEHH020 OMHOUleHUs. K 00well pabome HAO nepesoouMoll KHUSOII.

@pazmenm pomana «Amepuxanckas mpazeousn» Teodopa /lpatizepa, Kiaccuxa amepuxancKou
aumepamypsvl XX @exa u obujecmeeHno2o oesamens, 8blOPAHHBIN 8 Kauecmee KOHKYPCHO20 3A0aHUS,
OMaUYAemcsl APKUM HCUXOTOSUSMOM, PUMMUYECKUM U UHIMOHAYUOHHBIM c80eobpasuem. Jmo cyend, 8
KOMOPOU 21ABHbIL 2epoll 0dcUudaem CMEpmHOLU KA3HU, OmM Hnepesooyuxa mpedyemcs nepeoams
IMOYUOHATILHYIO HANPSINCEHHOCMb U 0cobeHHocmu asmopckozo cmuis. Cywecmeyem HecKoIbKO
nepeso0o8 poMAaHa HA PYCCKUU A3bIK, GbINOJHEHHbIX 8 NEep8Ol NON0GUHE NPOULIOZ0 6eKd, CAMbll
useecmuwlii npunaonexcum Hope [anv. Konxypcanmam npeonazaemcsi no-HOGOMY 632JIAAHYMb HA
XOpouwio uU3BeCcmHulil MeKCm U NOCOPEBHOBAMBCS CO CEOUMU NPEeOUEeCMBEeHHUKAMU, He 3a0bléasl, 4mo

COpesHosAaHUEe 00194CHO ObIMb YecniHovim, a nepe@oé CAMOCMOAMENIbHBIM.

Theodore Dreiser
An American Tragedy

Having written this — a statement so unlike all the previous rebellious moods that had characterized
him that even now he was, not a little impressed by the difference, handing it to McMillan, who,
heartened by this triumph, exclaimed: “And the victory IS won, Clyde. ‘This day shalt thou be with me
in Paradise.” You have His word. Your soul and your body belong to Him. Praised, everlastingly, be
His name.”

And then so wrought up was he by this triumph, taking both Clyde’s hands in his and kissing them and
then folding him in his arms: “My son, my son, in whom I am well pleased. In you God has truly
manifested His truth. His power to save. I see it. I feel it. Your address to the world is really His own
voice to the world.” And then pocketing the note with the understanding that it was to be issued after
Clyde’s death — not before. And yet Clyde having written this, still dubious at moments. Was he truly
saved? The time was so short? Could he rely on God with that absolute security which he had just
announced now characterized him? Could he? Life was so strange. The future so obscure. Was there
really a life after death — a God by whom he would be welcomed as the Reverend McMillan and his
own mother insisted? Was there?


https://ru.wikipedia.org/wiki/1991
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In the midst of this, two days before his death and in a final burst of panic, Mrs. Griffiths wiring the
Hon. David Waltham: “Can you say before your God that you have no doubt of Clyde’s guilt? Please
wire. If you cannot, then his blood will be upon your head. His mother.” And Robert Fessler, the
secretary to the Governor replying by wire: “Governor Waltham does not think himself justified in
interfering with the decision of the Court of Appeals.”

At last the final day — the final hour — Clyde’s transfer to a cell in the old death house, where, after a
shave and a bath, he was furnished with black trousers, a white shirt without a collar, to be opened at
the neck afterwards, new felt slippers and gray socks. So accoutered, he was allowed once more to
meet his mother and McMillan, who, from six o’clock in the evening preceding the morning of his
death until four of the final morning, were permitted to remain near him to counsel with him as to the
love and mercy of God. And then at four the warden appearing to say that it was time, he feared, that
Mrs. Griffiths depart leaving Clyde in the care of Mr. McMillan. (The sad compulsion of the law, as he
explained.) And then Clyde’s final farewell to his mother, before which, and in between the silences
and painful twistings of heart strings, he had managed to say:

“Mama, you must believe that I die resigned and content. It won’t be hard. God has heard my prayers.
He has given me strength and peace.” But to himself adding: “Had he?”

And Mrs. Griffiths exclaiming: “My son! My son, I know, I know. I have faith too. I know that my
Redeemer liveth and that He is yours. Though we die — yet shall we live!” She was looking
heavenward, and seemed transfixed. Yet as suddenly turning to Clyde and gathering him in her arms
and holding him long and firmly to her, whispering: “My son — my baby — And her voice broke and
trailed off into breathlessness — and her strength seemed to be going all to him, until she felt she must
leave or fall — And so she turned quickly and unsteadily to the warden, who was waiting for her to
lead her to Auburn friends of McMillan’s.

And then in the dark of this midwinter morning — the final moment — with the guards coming, first
to slit his right trouser leg for the metal plate and then going to draw the curtains before the cells: “It is
time, I fear. Courage, my son.” It was the Reverend McMillan — now accompanied by the Reverend
Gibson, who, seeing the prison guards approaching, was then addressing Clyde.

And Clyde now getting up from his cot, on which, beside the Reverend McMillan, he had been
listening to the reading of John, 14, 15, 16: “Let not your heart be troubled. Ye believe in God —
believe also in me.” And then the final walk with the Reverend McMillan on his right hand and the
Reverend Gibson on his left — the guards front and rear. But with, instead of the customary prayers,
the Reverend McMillan announcing: “Humble yourselves under the mighty hand of God that He may
exalt you in due time. Cast all your care upon Him for He careth for you. Be at peace. Wise and
righteous are His ways, who hath called us into His eternal glory by Christ Jesus, after that we have
suffered a little. I am the way, the truth and the life — no man cometh unto the Father but by me.”

But various voices — as Clyde entered the first door to cross to the chair room, calling: “Good-by,
Clyde.” And Clyde, with enough earthly thought and strength to reply: “Good-by, all.” But his voice
sounding so strange and weak, even to himself, so far distant as though it emanated from another being
walking alongside of him, and not from himself. And his feet were walking, but automatically, it
seemed. And he was conscious of that familiar shuffle — shuffle — as they pushed him on and on
toward that door. Now it was here; now it was being opened. There it was — at last — the chair he had
so often seen in his dreams — that he so dreaded — to which he was now compelled to go. He was
being pushed toward that — into that — on — on — through the door which was now open — to
receive him — but which was as quickly closed again on all the earthly life he had ever known.
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It was the Reverend McMillan, who, gray and weary — a quarter of an hour later, walked desolately
— and even a little uncertainly — as one who is physically very weak — through the cold doors of the
prison. It was so faint — so weak — so gray as yet — this late winter day — and so like himself now.
Dead! He, Clyde, had walked so nervously and yet somehow trustingly beside him but a few minutes
before — and now he was dead. The law! Prisons such as this. Strong, evil men who scoffed betimes
where Clyde had prayed. That confession! Had he decided truly — with the wisdom of God, as God
gave him to see wisdom? Had he? Clyde’s eyes! He, himself — the Reverend McMillan had all but
fainted beside him as that cap was adjusted to his head — that current turned on — and he had had to
be assisted, sick and trembling, from the room — he upon whom Clyde had relied. And he had asked
God for strength — was asking it.

He walked along the silent street — only to be compelled to pause and lean against a tree — leafless in
the winter — so bare and bleak. Clyde’s eyes! That look as he sank limply into that terrible chair, his
eyes fixed nervously and, as he thought, appealingly and dazedly upon him and the group surrounding
him.

Had he done right? Had his decision before Governor Waltham been truly sound, fair or merciful?
Should he have said to him — that perhaps — perhaps — there had been those other influences
playing upon him? . . . Was he never to have mental peace again, perhaps?

“I know my Redeemer liveth and that He will keep him against that day.”

And then he walked and walked hours before he could present himself to Clyde’s mother, who, on her
knees in the home of the Rev. and Mrs. Francis Gault, Salvationists of Auburn, had been, since four-
thirty, praying for the soul of her son whom she still tried to visualize as in the arms of his Maker.

“I know in whom I have believed,” was a part of her prayer.



