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LESSON I
TWENTY-FOUR HOURS

By Julius Fuchik

In five minutes the clock will strike ten. A beautiful,
warm spring evening, April 24, 1942. '

I am hurrying as fast as I can while pretending to be an
elderly man with a limp — hurrying to reach the Jelineks’ be-
fore the building is closed at curfew, at ten. There my ‘“adju-
tant” Mirek is waiting. I know that he has nothing important to
tell me this time, nor I to tell him. But to miss an appointed
meeting might cause panic, and I should hate to cause extra
worry for those two fine souls, my hosts.

They greet me with a cup of tea. Mirek is there — and
the Fried couple, also. That is an unnecessary risk. ‘I like
to see you, comrades, but not together this way. So many in
one room at once is the best way to jail, to death. You will
either have to stick to the rules of conspiracy, or quit working
with us, for you are endangering yourselves and others. Do
you understand ?”’

“We understand.”

“And what have you brought me ?”

“Copy for the May first number of Red Rights.”

“Excellent. And you, Mirek ?”

“There’s nothing new. The work is going well ...”

“That’s all. Sce you after the first of May. I’ll send a
message. So long.”’

“Another cup of tea, chief.”

“No, no, Mrs. Jelinek. There are too many of us here.”

“At least one cup, please.”

Steam rises from the fresh-poured tea.

Someone rings at the door.



At this time of night? Who can it be?

The visitors are impatient. They bang on the door.

“Open up! The police !”

Quick through the window. Escape. I have a pistol;
T'll hold them back. Too late. Gestapo men under the win-
dows, aiming pistols into the room. Detectives have forced
the door, rush into the room through the kitchen. One, two,
three — nine of them. They do not see me because I am be-
hind the door through which they came. I could easily shoot
them in the back. But their nine pistols point at the two women
and three unarmed men. If I fire, my five friends will fall before
I do. If I shoot myself, there will be shooting anyway, and
those five will die.  If I don’t shoot, they will sit in jail six months
or a year, and the revolution.will set them free, alive. Only
Mirek and I will not come out alive; they will torture us. They
won’t get anything out of me, but out of Mirek? A man who
fought in Spain, a man who lived through two years of concen-
tration camp in France, who came from France back to Prague
illegally in the midst of war — no, he will never tell. I
have two seconds to decide. Or is it three seconds?

If I shoot, I don’t save anyone, except myself {rom torture —
but I sacrifice the lives of five comrades. Is that true? Yes.

So it is decided. I step out of the corner.

“Ah, one more !”

The first blow in my face. Hard enough to knock a man
out.

“Hands up.”

Another punch, and another.

This is just as I imagined it would be.

The orderly apartment is now a pile of furniture and bro-
ken things.

More blows and kicks,

“March.”
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They drag me into an automobile. Pistols always pointing
at me. They start on me in the car.

“Who are you ?”

“Professor Horak.”

“You lie.”

I shrug my shoulders.

“Sit still or we shoot !”

“Well, shoot.”

Instead, they punch me.

We pass a streetcar. It looks to me as though it were
draped with white. A wedding car — at night? I must be
feverish.

The Petchek building, Gestapo headquarters. T never
thought I should enter here alive. They make me run up to
the fourth floor. Aha, the famous II-A section, anti-Com-
munist investigation. I seem to be almost curious.

A tall thin commissar in charge of the arrest unit puts a
revolver in his pocket and takes me into his office. He lights
my cigarette.

“Who are you ?”

“Professor Horak.”

“You lie.”

The watch on his wrist shows eleven o’clock.

“Search him.”

They strip me and search.

“He has an identity card.”

“The name ?”

“Professor Horak.”

“Check up on that.”

They telephone.

“Of course, he is not registered. The card is forged.”

“Who gave it to you?”

“Police headquarters.”



Then the first blow with a stick. The second, third ... shall
I count them? No, my boy, there is nowhere to report such
statistics.

“Your name ? Speak. Your address? Speak. With whom
did you have contact? Speak. Their addresses? Talk!
Talk ! Talk, or we’ll beat you.”

How many blows can a man stand ?

The radio squeaks midnight. The cafés must be closing,
the last guests going home. Lovers stand before house doors
unable to take leave of each other. The tall thin commissar
comes into the room with a cheerful smile.

“Everything in order, Mr. Editor ?”’

ho told them that? The Jelineks? The Frieds? Why,
they don’t even know my name.

“You see, we know everything. Talk! Be reasonable.”

In their special dictionary to be reasonable means to betray.

I won’t be reasonable.

“Tie him up and give him some more.”

One o’clock. The last street-cars are pulling in, streets
are empty, the radio says good night to its last faithful listeners.

“Who else is a member of the Central Committee ? Where
are your transmitters? Where is your printing shop? Talk!
Talk ! Talk !”

By now I can count the blows again. The only pain I
feel is in the lips I have been bxtmg

“Off with his boots.”

That is true, my feet have not yet been beaten numb. I
feel that. Five, six, seven — as though that stick shot up to
my brain each time.

Two o’clock. Prague is asleep. Somewhere a child will
whimper, a man will pat his wife on the hips.

“Talk ! Talk !”

My tongue feels along my bleeding gums and tries to count
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how many teeth have been knocked out. I can’t keep count.
Twelve, fifteen, seventeen? No, that is the number of com-
missars conducting my ‘hearing.” Some of them are visibly
tired. But decath still does not come.

Three o’clock. Early morning moves in from the suburbs.
Truck-gardeners drive toward their markets, street-sweepers
go out to work. Perhaps I shall live to sec one more day break.

They bring in my wife.

“Do you know him ?”

I swallow the blood from around my mouth so that she
will not see ... but that is foolish because blood oozes from every
inch of my face and {rom my finger tips.

“Do you know him ?”

“No, I don’t.”

She said it without betraying her terror by even a glance.
Pure gold. She kept our pledge never to recognize me, although
it is almost unnecessary now. Who was it gave them my
name ?

They led her away. I said farewell with the most cheer-
ful glance I could summon. Perhaps it wasn’t cheerful. . I
don’t know. '

Four o’clock. Is dawn breaking or not? The darkened
windows give no answer. And death is slow in coming. Shall
I go to meet it? How? ‘

I strike back at someone and fall to the floor. They kick
me. Stamp on me with their boots. That’s it, now the end
will come quickly. The black commissar pulls me up by the
beard and shows me a handful of torn out whiskers with a dev-
ilish laugh. It really is comical, and I don’t feel pain any
longer.

Five o’clock — six — seven — ten. Then it is noon, the
workmen are at their benches, children are in school. People
buy and sell in the shops, at home they are getting lunch. Per-
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haps mother is thinking of me this moment, perhaps my comrades
know that I was arrested and have taken precautions against
being caught themselves ... what if I should talk ... no, I never
will, you can count on me, truly. Anyway the end can’t be
far off now. .This is all a nightmare, a horrible feverish night-
mare. Blows all over me, then they throw water on me to bring
me back. Then more blows, and shouts. “Talk! Taik!
Talk I But I still can’t die. Mother, Dad, why did you
make me so strong as to stand this?

Afternoon. Five o’clock. They are all tired out by this
time. Their blows come slower, at long intervals, kept up
out of inertia. Suddenly from a distance, from an immea-
surable distance, comes a calm quiet voice:

“He has had enough.”

Some time after that I was sitting at a table, which kept
falling away and then coming back to me. Some one came
in and gave me water. Somebody offered me a cigarette,
which I couldn’t lift. Now someone tries to put on my slippers,
but says he can’t. Then they half lead and half carry me
downstairs into an auto. As we drive someone covers me with
his pistol, which seems laughable, in my condition. We pass
a streetcar, garlanded with white flowers, a wedding car — but
maybe that is just a dream. Either a dream or fever, or dying
— or death itself. But dying is hard, and this is easy — or it
isn’t either hard or easy. This is light as down —if you take
a breath you will blow it all away.

All away? No; not yet. Now I am standing again, really
standing alone, without any support. Just before my face is
a dirty yellow wall, splashed ... with what? With blood, it
looks like ... Yes, it is blood. I raise a finger and smear it ...
yes, it is fresh ... it is my blood ...

Someone behind hits me on the hcad and orders me to
raise my arms and bend my knees to a squat. Down —up —
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down. The third time I fall over ...

A tall SS-man stands over me, kicking me to get up. It
is quite uscless to kick. Someone else washes my face, I am
sitting at a table. A woman gives me some sort of medicine
and asks where it hurts worst. I say all the pain seems to be
in my heart. ;

“You have no heart,” says the tall SS-man.

“Oh, I certainly have,” I say, and am suddenly ploud
that I have strength left to stand up for my heart.

Again everything vanishes — the wall, the woman with
tile medicine and the tall SS.

When I come to, the door of a cell opens before me. A
fat SS-man drags me inside, pulls off the shreds of my shirt,
lays me on the straw mattress. He feels my swollen body over
and orders compresses.

“Just look,” he says to the second man and wags his head.
“Look what a thorough job they do.”

Again from a distance, an immeasurable distance, I hear
that calm quiet voice:

“He can’t last till morning.”

In five minutes it will strike ten. On a beautiful warm
spring evening, April 25, 1942.

Introductory Remarks
Julius Fuchik (1903—1943) wrote Notes from the Gallows under the
shadow of the Nazi hangmen’s noose. The manuscript consists of pen-
cilled slips of paper smuggled one by one, with the aid of a sympathetic
Czech guard, from the Gestapo prison at Pankrats, Prague. Being a
man scornful of sclf-deception, the author knew he would not live to
complete his precarious writing. But he was confident that the “happy

ending”” would soon be written by millions of his own countrymen and
by anti-fascists in other lands.



This confidence in the people and in their future is the root theme
of the book. He was no mere victim of fascism; he was its accuser, judge
and moral conqueror. To him may be aptly applied the words he chose
to describe a comrade of his — “always pointing others into the future
when his own future pointed straight towards death.”

Fuchik who was killed by the Gestapo in 1943 is now celebrated
as one of the great national heroes of Czechoslovakia.

Journalist, literary critic and communist leader, Julius Fuchik was
born on February 23, 1903, in Prague. His father was a steel maker and
an amateur actor and singer. He began his activities in the working
class movement and in the cultural world of Czechoslovakia in his teens.
As a student at the University of Prague he studied literature, music and
art. He joined the Communist Party in 1921, wrote for the socialist
reviews and became a leading figure in the Communist Students Organ-
ization. Later he was editor-in-chief of an influential political review
and editor of Rude Pravo (Red Rights), organ of the Communist Party of
Czechoslovakia.

Fuchik was several times arrested and persecuted by the Czech
reactionaries. With the Nazi occupation, he went into hiding and or-
ganized underground headquarters for the Party. He was arrested by
the Gestapo, tortured and murdered. But in these pages so magnificent-
ly unlaboured, so shrewd in observation, so rich in the love of life, Fu-
chik has left an enduring work of literature

an enduring lesson. Let
us remember his last words: ‘“Be on guard !’ “In real life,”” he wrote,
“there are no spectators; you all participate in life.”
Notes
1. Ellipsis: Note that ellipsis is frequently employed in this selection.
Ellipsis is the omission from a sentence of words needed to complete
construction. The missing parts may be understood from the con-
text, or by méans of intonation.
A. Ellipsis in Principal Clauses:
Subject:
Open up !
See you after the first of May.
Predicate or part of the predicate:
Gestapo men under the windows aiming pistols into the room.
What if I should talk ... no, I never will.



The cafés must be closing, the last guests going home.
Predicative:
Are you ready ? Yes, I am.
Object:
“You have no heart,” says the tall SS-man.
“Oh, I certainly have,” I say. .
Sometimes several parts of the sentence are omitted:
Is that true ? Yes.
The first blow in my face. Hard enough to knock a man out.
Too late.
A beautiful, warm spring evening, April 24, 1942.
B. Ellipsis in subordinate clauses:
Who was it gave them my name ?
I am hurrying as fast as I can while pretending to be an elderly
man with a limp.
Ellipsis in Fuchik’s Notes from the Gallows is not merely a grammatical
device for economy of words but also a means of expressing the au-
thor’s intense life, rich emotions, quick succession of thoughts.
While ellipsis is quite common in daily conversation, diaries, notes,
informal letters, etc., it rarely appears in formal essays, letters,
scientific treatises, etc. Ellipsis should never be abused: never use
ellipsis when it may cause misunderstanding.
. The historical present tense: the historical present is used in the
narration or description of past events to make them appear as if they
were actually passing before the eyes. Note that the historical
present is used throughout the selection.
the Jelineks’: the Jelineks” home. The Jelineks are Joseph Jelinek
and his wife Marie.
Mirek: Mirek was Fuchik’s assistant. He was “a man of courage”,
but his courage later broke “before the switch in the hand of a
Gestapo man.« To save his skin he sacrificed his comrades.” All
this is recorded in Chapter IV of the book.
. two fine souls: two fine persons. Joseph Jelinek, a street-car con-
ductor, and his wife Marie were devoted to the revolution.
. So many in one room at once is the best way to jail: The subject
of this sentence is ““So many in one room at once.” “So many’’
is equivalent to “To have so many.” ‘‘Atonce’ means ‘“‘at one and
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10.
11.
12.
13
14.

15.
16.

17.
18.

19.

20.

the same time.”
. the Fried couple: Mr. Fried and Mrs. Fried.
. Red Rights: Red Rights (Rude Pravo), organ of the Communist Party
of Czecchoslovakia.
. fresh-poured: “Fresh” is an adverb, especially in combinations as
“fresh-caught™, “fresh-coined”.
Gestapo: word formed from syllables of the German term ‘Geheime
Staatspolizei—secret state police headed by Himmler.
start on me: start quesiioning me.
II-A section: Second department, A section.
identity card: £} {5if.
my boy: “My boy” or “old boy’

]

is a familiar vocative. Here Fu-
chik addresses himself. .

Mr. Editor: Fuchik was editor of Red Rights.

Who was it gave them my name ?: The relative pronoun ‘“‘that”
is omitted. (colloquial)

What if T should talk ?: What (would happen) if I should talk ?
Mother, Dad, why did you make me so strong as to stand this ?:
The apostrophe is intended to heighten the emotional eflcct.

An apostrophe is a figure of speech by which the speaker addresses
some absent person as if he were present.

out of inertia: “Out of” here is used in the sense of “because of”.
Inertia means property of matter by which it continues in its existing
state of rest or motion. “Out of inertia” is here practically the
same as ‘“‘out of habit”.

As we drive someone covers me with his pistol, which seems laugh-
able in my condition: “Which” stands for the whole preceding state-
ment. When “which” is used in this way, a comma should be
put before it.

Words and Expressions for Use

elderly (cf. elder, aged) to hold back

panic (cf. alarm) to force (a door, lock)
risk (v. and n. cf. danger, endanger) to set free

way to (jail, success, ruin) alive (cf. living)

to stick to illegally

to quit to step out
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to knock out to keep count
to shrug one’s shoulders pledge (cf. promise)
in charge of to be slow in (coming)
to check up on to take precautions against
to forge to count on
to have contact with (cf. tired out -
to come into contact with) at intervals
to stand (cf. to endure) to cover with
to take leave of to stand up for
to betray (cf. to expose) to come to
Exercises

A. Select the word better suited to the context from those in the brackets
and give reasons for your choice:

1

(ol e S I

. They (e, |,Jgentleman sitting beside me is his Li'_z_-(ci' brother.

(elder, eldexly) "

. He is the last man J‘/(l\/ﬁ to tell the tale of the disaster. (alive,

living) Aom
. The sentry discovered with'@ the sudden approach of the

enemy. (alarm, panic) )

The enemy fled in(a great DA (alarm, panic)
I have /))Q"'Mtq- Ip him. * (pledge, promise)

I haves)], *nyself to secrecy. (pledge, promise)

We shouldy{oee the schemes of warmongers. (betray, expose)
The enemy parachutists were ﬁ% T as soon as they landed.

(arrest, catch)

B. Fill each blank with an appropriate preposition or adverb:

1.
2.
3

~

Fuchik fainted. It was a long time before he came J)AC :
Of all the contestants three came _pf successful.

L.

The Bureau of Public Health is taking every precaution g _jg \(;t
typhoid. ‘i

. The people of the colony were fighting for independence and

nothing could hold them _pagis
We can count 4. his help, for he always considers it his duty

to stand _ v _1&7) a righteous cause.
. Sticking —{=  the lctter of the law, he neglected its spirit.

. . N
One’s mind grows richer when one comes L 'i’@ contact ;t /\

Marxist teachings.
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