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PREFACE TO THE REVISED FIRST EDITION

For over 20 years, the first edition of this book has often served as a
text in courses on Ukrainian language and literature on this continent. Its
value today is undiminished. The bilingual texts, studied in class, can
enhance both a knowledge of Ukrainian language and an appreciation of the
literature. For this reason a need was established for a revised edition of this
first volume.

The Ukrainian literary scene has changed a great deal since 1973 when
this book first appeared. Even more profound have been the social and
political changes leading to the proclamation of Ukraine’s independence in
1991. Yet the material contained in this collection has remained repre-
sentative of a classic period of Ukrainian literature, sometimes labeled
“modernist.” Today, in a post-modernist era, it offers much that is best in
Ukrainian literature. Some of the authors (Hutsalo, Vinhranovsky,
Shevchuk) continue writing today, though under very different circum-
stances. Their earlier works, however, like the works of writers in the 1920s,
has not become dated. Their language is as vibrant today as it was then.
Certainly, new trends have appeared in Ukrainian literature since 1991. That
literature displays a new openness and freedom and should be represented
in a separate volume.

Writers in this collection, from Vasyl Stefanyk to Valeriy Shevchuk,
offer texts which may be approached with different tools than they were 20
years ago. Yet no matter the approach, these works are offered here, with a
parallel English translation, for discriminating readers. Readers may choose
to look for different and novel elements in the works, but they must first
digest the writings in both the original forms and in the translations.

The usefulness of this volume has not been superseded. It may even
prove helpful to students in Ukraine who are increasingly eager to see
English translations of Ukrainian literature. I hope this effort from the
diaspora may replenish the knowledge of native Ukrainians. The Ukrainian
prose collected here offers an appreciation of a genre that, in Ukraine,
followed after poetry in the development of literature. Today, it is precisely
prose, rather than poetry, which is making great strides in Ukraine. This
offering, therefore, may already be the fecund ground from which present
literature evolves.

The translation project was assisted by a humanities research grant
from the University of Toronto, and the publication of the parallel text
edition was made possible by a grant from the Taras Shevchenko Foundation
in Winnipeg, Ontario. Both are gratefully acknowledged.

George S. N. Luckyj
1995



EDITOR’S PREFACE

The fifteen Ukrainian stories collected here were written over the last
seventy years. The earliest appeared in 1897, the latest in 1968 and all are
printed in the order of their original appearance. This is done not so much
for the sake of historical perspective but rather to bring out similar literary
features. These are defined rather inadequately by the use of the word
“modern” in the title of the collection. In different ways these stories are
all “modern,” regardless of their age, because they reflect modernist trends
in contemporary literature, as opposed to the traditional realistic and
populist literary schools which predominated in Ukraine early in the
century and still do today. Thus, this anthology does not claim to be
representative of all Ukrainian short stories of the last seven decades. It
attempts to offer a sampling of prose which deviated from the generally
accepted norm of the time but which has in turn become the most
enriching contribution to contemporary Ukrainian literature.

The first four authors (Stefanyk, Kotsyubynsky, Yatskiv and
Vynnychenko) wrote during the period of Modernism when aesthetic
considerations in literature began to displace social and ideological
attitudes. All four were very much influenced by the Western European
literary climate. The First World War and the Revolution created new
conditions by temporarily liberating literature from political strictures and
social preoccupations. During the 1920s Ukrainian literature enjoyed a
brief renaissance which was cut short by the onset of Stalinism. It is in this
period that writers like Khvylovy, Pidmohylny, Kosynka and Yanovsky
wrote their best works. The most recent period is represented here by
Hutsalo, Vinhranovsky and Shevchuk. They became prominent during the
so-called cultural ““thaw” in Khrushchev’s Soviet Union.

Since the day of the ancient Rus Lay of Ihor’s Campaign the
strength of Ukrainian literature has lain in poetry. During the national
revival in the 19th century it was the poets who were in the forefront of
the new literature. Prose developed too, but much more slowly. No doubt
this was a sign of the weakness of the Ukrainian middle class, a class which
usually has a great deal to do with the rise of the novel. Much of the
writing in this volume is still strongly influenced by the poetic and
particularly by the lyric tradition. But slowly Ukrainian prose came of age.
Today there are still more good Ukrainian poets than prosewriters, but the
demand for good prose is growing.

In the present edition, Ukrainian texts of the short stories are
printed opposite the English translations. This has been done in order to

8



allow an advanced student to compare them and thus enrich his
understanding of the original works. It will probably be most useful to
those whose Ukrainian is still imperfect but who do have some native
knowledge of the language. The translators who have collaborated on this
project were given a free hand in their task and at no time was a literal
rendering of the original demanded. The reader will find some disparities
in the length of the parallel texts, partly due to typographical require-
ments and partly due to the difficulties of being absolutely faithful to the
original while translating it into another language. It is hoped that the
literary value of the stories has been emphasized and that they will not be
studied as language texts alone. For this reason it was decided not to add
too much explanatory material or stresses. Occasionally, footnotes were
found to be necessary, but these have been kept to a minimum. There are,
after all, good Ukrainian-English dictionaries available.

The translation project was assisted by a Humanities Research Grant
from the University of Toronto and the publication of the parallel text
edition was made possible by a grant from the Taras Shevchenko
Foundation in Winnipeg. Both are gratefully acknowledged.

George S. N. Luckyj
1973



BACW/Ib CTE®AHHUK

Ioooxna

&

Cemen Ta CeMeHuxa npuilluiM 3 1epkBd Ta i obiganm —
Mauajnu CTyAeHy KyJewy B cMeTaHy. YoJoBik 1B, ax o4i BUJIa3uH,
a xKiHka noyTuBo ina. Pa3-y-pas BTupanacsi pykaBom, 60 4OJIOBIK
KMJAB Ha Hei usiToukamu CavHd. Taky MaB HATypy, WO LbMaKaB
i nyckaB cauHOIO, IK TMICKOM, B Oui.

— He moxew i 6awt TPOXH TpUNepTH, He MOX xJiba
’
3’icTH...

Cemen iB i He npunupas GawTH. Tpoxu ftoro xiHka BKoJoJa
OTHUM CJIOBOM, ajie BiH BO3MB Jajli CMETAHY 3 MHCKH.

— Umakae, ik wtHpu cBuHi. Boxe, boxe, Taky maeuw ramoy
HexapamnyTHY, K y CTapoi KOHHHH.

Cemen iule moBuaB. Tpoxu GyB i BHHEH, a mo-ipyre, XOTiB
106pe nonoicTH. BpewrTi BctaB i nepexpecTuBcs. Buitiios HaaBip,
IaB CBHUHSIM MUTH i BepHyBCs, abu JSIraTH.

©

— Azi, HacaguBcu Ta K Jirae, K Kosoaa, aHy-Ko, uu BiH
Bikaxke pe Hoca? 'nue oTak KOXAOro CBeTa Ta il Hedini.

— Ybo TH co6i rysana 30 muoB wykaew? Sk 9 T06i 3aB’€xXKYy
rya3, To TH ioro He po3d’exuw, 51 To6i zam rynsa!

— 51 61 TeGe wWOHeAiNi XKMBOrO Kycana.
— Ko6u-To CBHHA MaJja porM...

— CToiTb y uepkBi sk 6apaH Hepopisauuil. IHwi rasaum sx
rasjd; a BiH Takuil 3aTejenaHuii, gk kojepa. MeHi ax Jjdue
JYNaecH 3a TaKOro rasny.

— Oro, 6igHa rosoBKo, Ta i BTpaTio LapcTBO HebGecHe! Ha-
rapyiicu uinuii THXIeHb, Ta lWe y uepkoBi ramrax ctiii! Criit
yxe TH 32 MeHe, a f1 i Tak Boxoro CaoBa Bicayxaio.

— Oit, Bxe TH cayxaew CnoBa Boxoro. OpHoro saymepa
He 3Haell, L0 KCbOHA3 Ka3aB Ha KasaHto. CtaHew Hacepej UepK-
BM, K CHOBMJa. JIMBWCH, a oui Bxe miwan y cToBOip, AMBHCH,
a pOT BXe pPO3XWJMBCH, K BOPOTA, AMBUCH, a C/IMHA Teuye BXKe
3 poTta. A 1 AMBJIOCH, Ta i 3eMJs Mi10 MHOB FOPUTDb 3i CTHALY!

— Ycrynucn Big MeHe TH, noGoxkHa, Hall s TpPoxu oui
npuxkmypio. To6i ogHaKO MOJOTH, a S JE€LBH TAIHHHA.
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VASYL STEFANYK

The Pious Woman

Semen and Semenykha had come from church and were eating
dinner: dipping cooled cornmeal into sour cream. The husband ate so that
his eyes were just about ready to pop, but the wife ate more delicately.
Time after time she wiped herself with her sleeve, for her husband was
showering her with spit. It was his way to smack his lips while he ate and
send a shower of spit into people’s eyes.

“Can’t you close that trap a bit? Can’t even eat one’s bread in peace

Semen went on eating without closing his trap. His wife had hurt
him a bit by using that word but he kept on hauling the sour cream from
the bowl.

“He smacks like four swine. My God, Christ! You've got such a
disgusting snout; like an old horse.”

Semen remained silent. He felt a bit at fault and besides, first of all
he wanted to get something under his belt. Finally he got up and crossed
himself. He went outside, gave the swine some water and came back to lie
down.

“Will you look at him? He’s stuffed himself and now he’s gonna lie
there like a log. D’you think he’d show his puss someplace? No, he rots
like that every holiday and Sunday.”

“Why are you itching for it? I'll give you such an itch you’ll be
scratching for the rest of your life.”

“Every Sunday I’d eat you alive.”

“If only pigs had horns . . .”

“He stands there in church like a near-dead ram. Other men are like
men; but he’s as sloppy as dishwater. My face burns on account of a man
like that.”

“Oh, poor me; I'll probably miss the Heavenly Kingdom for that.
Work your head off all week and then stand at attention in church. You
stand there for me and I'll get to hear the Lord’s word without it.”

“You sure listen to the Lord’s word. You don’t know one word of
what the priest said in his sermon. You stand there in the middle of the
church like a sleepwalker. No sooner are you there than your eyes go
blank, your mouth opens as wide as a gate, and the spittle starts running
out of it. And I look at you and the earth is about ready to swallow me up
with shame.”

“Leave me alone, you pious female, so that I can get some shuteye. It
doesn’t matter to you if you go on squawking like that, but I'm dead tired.”
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— Bo He cTiit y uepksi, ik cayn. JIM KCbOHA3 CTaHe 3
KHMXKKH YUTATH, a TH BiKe 0di Binyauw, sk uubyni. Ta # maxaew
roJIOBOB, fIK KOHMHA HA COHLE, Ta #i MyCKAaell HUTKH CJIMHH, K
NaByK, Taki TOHEHbKi, — JIMIU L0 He 3aXapKOTHWI y UEepPKBi. A
MO MaMa Kasaii, 10 TO HEeYyuCTe 3aKPajaccH Ta 4OJOBiKa Ha
COH JIoMHTb, abu Boxoro CinoBa He ciyxaB. A Kono TeGe Hema
Bora, oit, 6irme, Hema!

— Ariit Ha Te6e, Tax<e Hail TBOI rOJIOBH JiAbKO NMPUYEMUTHCH
He Moi! Oto noGoxHa?! Moil, Ta TH HamMcalacH B siKeCb apxH-
puMCbke 6pacTBO Ta rajaeul, wo-c Bxe cBera? Ta s To6i Tak
wxipy crnumy, SiK y KHHXKWI, TAKUMH CHHIMHM PEAaMH... 3iAuLmucH
rasauni y 6pacto! HixTo Takoro He 4yB Ta it He Buais. Onna
Majna AMTHHY JIiBKOB, Apyra OAOBOB, TpeTa Haiina coGi Ges
yoJI0BiKa — cami nopeaHi ra3muui sifiwaucu. Ta Ak6u Bac TOTi
yeplli 3HaAH, IO BU 32 YMIEAMHKA, Ta BOHK GM Bac GYKOM 3 LEepK-
Bu! Ani, siki MeHi no6oxHi, amw ¢ocra Ha 3ani xubye! KHuxku
YNTaOTh, 06pa3u KynywTb, TaKM XHBi A0 paio!

CeMeHHxa axX 3anyakana, ax 3aTpemTina.

— To 6yno Hi He 6paTH, K Mana-m autuny! OTo-M COGi
pomo Hanutana. Taxe sa TeGe Gyna 6u it cyka He nima, 3a
Takoro Bosa HeBmuBaHoro! llle moaucu Bory, mo-m co6i CBIiT
3 To60B 3aB’e3ana, 60 GyB GM-C XOAMB OTaK JO rPOGHOT JOLIKH.

— Bo-m 6yB AypHMi, 3MaKOMMBCH Ha moje, Ta # BiibMYy
B3€B 10 xaTH. 51 6u Tenep i CBOro 101as, KOOK CH BiguenuTu!

— Oit ne Bipuemmmcun! § 3Hao, TOo O XOTiB mWe ApPYTy
B3E€TH 3 MoJieM, aje, He OicH, MeHe He 0T i He xi6’em. S Taku
6yny XWTH, TAKA MyCHII Ha Hi AMBUTMCH — Ta i peluTal

— Ta »xuii, noku cBiTa Ta COHlA...

— Ta it go 6pactBa 6yay XOAWTH, Ta i w0 MK 3poGuu!

— O, Bxxe TH B TiM GpacTBi He GyaeLu, xi6a 61 meHe He 6yn0!
A Ti kHMXKKM nowmnypeio, a Tebe npuB’exy. Bxe TH MeHi He
Oyrew TpYMHOCUTH pO3YMYy BiJ 4YepliB...

— Oit 6yny, 6yry — Ta i Bxe!

— A Biguenucu Big MeHe, 60 ik 03My SIKe JIMXO Ta i nepe-
Bamo!

— Mamko, MaMKo, TO-C Hi Jana 3a KalbBiHa, TOTO-C MHU CBiT
3aB’e3ana! Ani, B Hegximo Gepecu Gutn!

— Ani, ani, Mo, a To X s po3unHaB cBapky? Ta MmipkyiTe
co06i, wo ue 3a no6oxHa? Eii, ne6oro, Koam T Tak, To g TOGi
TPOXH MPUKOPOTAI, s TOGI MUCOYOK TPoxu npumpy. Taxe uyepes
uy no6oxny tpe6a 6u xaty nokuaartu! Cnu 6iaa, ane 6yay 6utu!

CemeHuxa BTikJa HajaBip, aje 4oJaOBiK iMUB y CiHsiX i GMB.
Mycus 6uTtn.
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“Well, don’t stand there in church like a pole. No sooner does the
priest start to read than you pop your eyes like two onions. And you wag
your head like a horse in the sun, and you dribble spittle threads as thin as
a spider’s web; you just about snore. And my mother told me it’s the evil
spirit sneaking up on a man that snags him into sleep so that he won’t hear
the Lord’s word. There’s no God near you, honest to God there isn’t.”

“The hell with you, woman. Leave me alone. You’re a holy one! So
you’ve joined some “archroman” sisterhood and you think you’re a saint
already? Boy, will I tan your hide until it has blue lines, just like a book!
So the ladies’ve formed a sisterhood? No one’s ever seen or heard anything
like it: one had a kid while she was still a girl, another while she was a
widow, a third had one without a husband; real respectable ladies you’ve
got together. Boy, if those priests knew what kind of a crowd you are,
they’d chase you out of church with a whip. Look at the pious females; all
you need is a tail. They read books, they buy holy pictures; they want to
get into Heaven alive.”

Semenykha, on the verge of tears, trembled with anger.

“Then you shouldn’t have taken me when I had a child. So-oo what
a fate I found for myself! Even a bitch wouldn’t have gone for a bull like
you. You should thank God that I ruined my life with you or you’d still
be hanging around alone ’till you died.”

“Because I was stupid and greedy for land, I took a witch into my
house. Now I’d even add some of my own land to get rid of you.”

“Oh, no you won’t. You won’t get rid of me. I know, you’d like to
have another wife with land, but don’t you worry, you’re not going to get
rid of me that easy. I'll live and you’ll have to put up with me and look at
me and that’s that.”

“Go ahead—live ’till there’s sun and a world to live in.”

“And Pl keep going to the sisterhood, and you can’t do anything
about it.”

“Well, we’ll see about that. You’re not going to belong to any
sisterhood as long as I’m around. I’ll throw those books of yours to the
wind and I’ll tie you up. No sir, you’re not gonna keep bringing me any of
that wisdom from the priests . . .”

“Oh, yes I will, yes I will and that’s that.”

“Lay off woman, ’cause I’'m gonna grab something and I'll latch
onto you, but good.”

“Oh, mother, did you ever marry me off to a Calvin; look at him
there, he’s planning to beat me on a Sunday!”

“Well, did I begin the fight? And she still thinks she’s holy! Oh, my
dear, if you’re gonna carry on like that then I'll have to take you down a
peg or two, I'll have to close that mouth of yours a bit. Or I’'ll have to
leave my house because of this pious female. But whatever happens I'll
beat you.”

Semenykha was running out of the house, but her husband caught
up with her in the hallway, and he beat her. He had to beat her.

— Translated by D. Struk

13



BACWIb CTE®AHHUK

HoBuHa

V ceni cranacs HosuHa, mo I'puup JleTiounit yronus y piui
cBow AiBuuHKY. BiH xoTiB yTonuTH i cTapuly, ase BUmpocujacs.
Binkonu Tpuuuxa Bmepsa, To BiH GigyBas. He mir coGi aartu
paau 3 AiTbmu Ges xiHku. HixTo 32 HbOTO He XOTiB MiTH 3aMiX,
60 KO6H-TO JHLIEHb RiTH, aje TO we i 6iga i HectaTku. Myuuscs
Tpuupb uini xBa poxku cam i3 gpi6HMMM piTbmH. HixTO 3a HbOrO
He 3HaB, $K BiH XKWe, WO Aie, xib6a Hafbanxui cycign. Onosiganu
BOHM, WO [puup Winy 3uMy Maiixe He manauB y XaTi, a 3MMyBaB
pa3oM i3 AiB4aTaMH Ha nedi.

A Tenep yce cesio mMpo HbOI'O 3aro0BOPHJIO.

To npuiiwoB BiH BedopoM AOAOMY Ta il 3acTaB AiBuaTa Ha
neui.

— Jento, MM X04eMo iCTH, — CKasaja crapua, I'aHasyHs.

— To TxTe MeHe, a WO K 51 AaM Bam ictu? Ani, € xni6, Ta i
HauuHeiTecH!

Ta i1 paB imM KyceHb XxJi6a, a BOHH, AK WEHSiTA KOJO rOJOi
KiCTKH, KOJIO TOro XJifa 3axoAMJIUCS.

— Hauunnia Bac Ta i AuMIuKMAa Ha MOIO roJoBy, 6onai 1 3eM-
as BikiHysna! A uyma aech x0oiuTb, 60aall roaoBy 3JOMHIA, A A0
Bac He moBepHe. Llei xaT i uyma 36osna 6u cu!

JiBuyaTa He cayxanu TaToBoi Gecigu, 60 Take 6yJ0 LIOAHHUHU
i LOroAMHH, i BOHM NPUBHKAM. [M XJi6 HA meui, i AMBUTHCA Ha
Hux Gyno cTpawHo i xaab. Bor 3Hae, sk Ti ApiGOHBbKI KicTOUKM
Zepxanucs BKyni? Jlulie 4eTBepo YOPHMX Oueld, w0 Oyau XuBi
i wo maau Bary. 3aaBasocsi, wo Ti Ooui Baxkuau Ou Tak, §K
0JI0BO, a pewTa Tila, AKOW He oui, TO MoJjerina G4 3 BiTPOM, 5K
nip’s. Ta # Tenep, K BOHU MM Cyxuil xai0, TO 31aBajoCs, IO
KiCTKM B JULi NOTPIiCKAIOTh.

puus rasHyB Ha HUX i3 naBW i morajgas: “Mepui” — i Ha-
NyAMBCS Tak, Wo ax ioro mit o6cunas. Horoch foMy Tak cTasno,
SIK KOJM OM oMy XTO TSKKHMi1 KaMiHb noksaB Ha rpyau. [disuata
riaeMeranu xai6, a BiH mpunaB A0 3eMai i MOJHMBCH, ane wOChb
fioro TaruyJo Bce rasaiTH Ha HMX i ragatu: “Mepui!”

Yepes kinbka aeHb I'puub 609BCA CHLITH B XaTi, BCeé XOAHB
no cycigax, a BOHM Ka3and, WO BiH Ayxe XypuBcs. IloyopHiB,
i oui samanu BcepelMHy TakK, WO MaifKe He AMBUJNMCS Ha CBIT,
JHUII Ha TOH KaMmiHb, MO AAaBUB TPYyAH.

14



VASYL STEFANYK

The News

There was news in the village that Hryts Letyuchy had drowned his
little girl in the river. He had wanted to drown the elder one, too, but she
talked him out of it. Ever since Hryts’s wife had died, he had lived in
misery. He just couldn’t take care of his children without a wife. No one
would marry him, for not only were there children, but there was also
nothing to eat. For two years he suffered like that with his little girls. No
one knew how he lived and what he did, except maybe his nearest
neighbors. They said that Hryts didn’t make a fire in the house almost all
winter, and that, along with his little girls, he spent most of the time
sitting on the stove.

And now the whole village was talking about him. When he came
home one evening, the girls were on top of the stove.

“Daddy, we want to eat,” said Handzunya, the elder one.

“Then eat me! What am I going to give you to eat? Here, take some
bread and stuff yourselves!”

And he gave them a piece of bread, and they fell upon it like puppies
on a bare bone.

““She made you and left you on my neck, may the earth spit her out!
And the plague wanders somewhere, but it wouldn’t come here! Even the
plague would be afraid to come to this house!”

The girls didn’t listen to their father’s words, for this was how it was
every hour of every day, and they were used to it. They ate the bread
sitting on the stove, and their behavior evoked terror and pity. God knows
how those little bones managed to stay together. Only the four black eyes
were alive and, somehow, heavy. It seemed as if those eyes were as heavy
as lead, and that the rest of the body would fly away with the wind, like
feathers, if it weren’t for those eyes. And, even now, as they ate the stale
bread, it seemed that the bones in their faces were about to crack.

Hryts looked at them from the bench on which he was sitting, and
he thought: “corpses,” and then such terror came over him that he became
covered with sweat. Somehow he grew sad, as if a heavy stone had been
put on his chest. The girls were chewing the bread, and he fell on the floor
and prayed, but all the time he wanted to look at them and to think that
they were corpses.

So, for a few days, Hryts was afraid to stay in the house, and would
visit his neighbors, and they said that he was worrying all the time. He
grew black, his eyes sank into his head, so that he almost didn’t look at the
outside world, but at the stone that weighed on his chest.
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Onanoro Bevopa npuiiwos I'puits 10 xaTH, 3BapuB AiTam 6a-
pa6oJi, MocoJuB Ta i KMHYB Ha Mi4, abu M. Sk nomnoinM, To BiH
CKa3aB.

— 3aisaiiTe 3 newi Ta mizemMo xech y rocri.

Hisuyara 3341 3 neui. ['puuUb HAaTATHYB HA HUX JPaHOUYKH,
B3sB MeHuWY, JoubKy, Ha pykH, a [aHA3yHIO 3a pyKy Ta i BMALIOB
i3 HuMH. MIIOB A0Bro Jyramu ta CTaB Ha ropi. ¥ micsauHim cBitai
poscTenuaacs Ha AOJMHI piKa, SIK BeJUKa CTPYd XHUBOro cpibaa.
Tpuub 3apurHyBes, 6o Gauckyya pika 3amoposusia HOro, a TOH
KaMiHb Ha rpyasix cTas iule Tskuuil. 3aaMxaBca i JeaBu Mir
HeCcTH MaJjleHbKy JloubKy.

Cnyckaaucss B poiuHy 10 piku. [pulb CKperoras 3y0am,
aXk TOMIH JIyrOM pPO3XOAMBCS, i 4yB Ha rpyAsiXx AOBrHit OrHeBHH
nac, uio foro nik y cepue i B rosoBy. Hax camolo pikoto He Mir
nosoJi fiTh, ane noGir i aumwns FavasyHio. BoHa Giraa 3a HuMm.
I'puub 60op3eHbko B3siB JoubKy i 3 yciei CHAH KMHYB y BOAY.

Momy crano Jjeruie, i BiH 3aroBOpHB CKOpO:

— CKaxy naHam, wo He GyJo0 HisiKOi pagu: aHi iCTH o, aHi
B XxaTi 3aTOMUTH, aHi BinpaTH, aHi rojoBy 3muTH, aHi Hiu! 5 cu
KapH npuiimaio, 60-M 3aBMHHB, Ta i Ha WHGeHnLy!

Kono Heoro crosna 'anasyns i rosopuia tak camo CKopo:

— Jeavky, He TONITH MeHe, He TOMiTb, He TONITb!

— Ta sk cu npocuil, To He Gyay, ane To6i 6u jinue, a MeHi
OIHaKO NAauUWTH, UM 3a OAHY, UM 3a ABi. Byjew 6iguTH 3manky,
a MoTiMm migew y Mamk# XKHULaM Ta i 3HOB mew GignTH. Sk cobi
xoueul.

— He Tonith mMeHe ,He TOMITh!

— Hi, Hi, ve 6yay, ane Houi Bxe ainuwe 6yze, sk T06i. To
BepTaiicn 0 cena, a f fay MenayBaTUCH. AJi, OlleB CTEXEYKOB
fian, retb, reTb ax yropy, a Tam npuitaew o nepuioi XaTH,
Ta #i yBiliaM, Ta i KaxH, U0 TaK i Tak, €A XOTi/M MeHe YyTOMHU-
TH, aJe 51 cH Binpocuaa Ta ii npuiiina, abucTe MeHe NepeHOvyBa-
Ji. A 3aBTpa, KaxH, Moxe 6M, BU MeHe 1€ HaliMMJIM 10 IMTHHH
6asutu. Iail, igu, 60 TO Hiu.

I F'anasyns nimaa.

— lanasio, 'anaato, a Ha To6i 6yuok, 60 K Ti nec Hagubae,
Ta # posiepe, a 3 Oyukom Mmail Ge3sneuniie.

TFanaaa B3sja Gy4ok i milia Jyramu.

Fpuub 3akouyBaB LTaHu, abu nepeliTH piky, 60 Tyxa Gyaa
Jopora zo micta. Bctynus yxe y Bogy no KicTky Ta it 3afepeBiB.

— Mueoua i Cuna i CeiToro Jyxa aminb. Ouunawm ixu €cC
Ha Hebeci i Ha 3emJi...

BepHyscs i milwoB 1o Mocra.
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One evening Hryts came home, cooked his children some potatoes,
put salt on them, and threw them on top of the stove, so that they would
eat them. When they had finished, he said:

“Come down, we will go and visit somebody!”

The girls got off the stove. Hryts dressed them in their rags, took
the younger one, Dotska, on his arm, and the elder one, Handzunya, by
the hand, and went outside. He walked a long way through the fields and
finally stopped on top of a hill. In the valley below, the river, illuminated
by the moon, curved like a thick current of mercury. Hryts shuddered, for
the gleaming river almost hypnotized him, and the stone on his chest
became even heavier. He was panting and could hardly carry little Dotska.

They were going down to the river. Hryts was grinding his teeth so
loudly that the echo of it vibrated in the valley, and he felt as if a long,
fiery tongue was burning his heart and his head. When he came close to the
river, he couldn’t stop himself from running, and he left Handzunya
behind. She ran after him. Hryts quickly threw Dotska into the water as
far as he could.

He felt better, and he began to speak rapidly:

“I’ll tell the police that there was no other way—nothing to eat,
nothing to heat the house with, or to heat some water for washing the
clothes or our heads, nothing at all. I want to be punished, for Pm a
criminal, and I should be hanged!”

Handzunya stood near him and spoke just as fast as he:

“Daddy, please don’t drown me, don’t drown me, don’t drown me

“Well, since you ask me, I won’t drown you, but you would be
better off dead, and I’ll hang for one just as soon as for two. You'll starve
while you are little, and then you’ll go as a wet-nurse to the Jews, and
you’ll starve again. Well, it’s up to you.”

“Don’t drown me, don’t drown me, please!”

“No, no, I won’t, but Dotska will be better off than you. So go back
to the village, and I'll go and report myself. See, take this path, and go
way, way up the hill, and then you’ll come to the first house, and go in
and say what happened, and that your father wanted to drown you, but
that you asked him not to, and he let you go, and that you would like to
spend the night there. And then tomorrow ask them if you could work
there, taking care of little children. So go now, for it’s late.”

And Handzunya went.

“Handzunya, Handzunya, here is a stick for you, for if a dog jumps
at you, he will bite you, and you can defend yourself with the stick.”

Handzunya took the stick and went through the fields.

Hryts rolled up his trousers to cross the river, for the city lay in that
direction. The water had already reached his ankles, when he suddenly
stopped.

“In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost,
amen. Our Father, who art in heaven and on earth . ..”

He turned around and went toward the bridge.

1

— Translated by G. Tarnawsky
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BACWIb CTE®AHHK

Kaminnuit xpect

Bixkoan IBana Hinyxa sanam’stanav B cesi rasxolo, BiaToOAi
BiH MaB yce /Ml OLHOTO KOHS i Maauil Bi3oK i3 Ay6OBHM JULLIEM.
Kons sanpdras y nigpyky, cam ce6e B 60pO3HY; Ha KOHSl MaB pe-
MiHHY 1I7I€I0 i HAWMJBLHUK, a Ha cebe IBaH HakJazaB mMaly MOTY-
3aHy weto. Hamwnabnnka He notpe6GyBas, 60 JiBOIO PYKOIO CIH-
paB, MOxe, Jinue, 1K HalIMJIBHUKOM.

To ax TarHyau cHonu 3 noJas abo rHiil y mose, To oaHaKo
i Ha KOHi, i Ha IBaHi wuaM BUCTYnanu, OAHAKO M O0GOM MiL ropy
MOCTOPOHKH MOLYBAJNHUCA, SIK CTPYHBH, i OLHAKO 3 rOpH BOJOYM-
aucs no 3emni. Joropu ni3 KiHb sk no jeny, a IBana gk koau 6u
xTO OGyKOM MO 4oJi TPiCHYB, Taka BeJMKa XKWJa Hamyxaja Homy
Ha 4voai. 3ropu KiHb BUrJsigas, sik 6u IBaH Horo mnoBicMB Ha
HalMABHUKY 3a SIKYCb BeJHMKY MPOBWHY,- a JdiBa pyka IBaHa o00-
BHMBaJACs CiTel0 CHHIX XHWJ, K JAaHLIOroM i3 CHHbLOI CTaJi.

He pas pankom, iule nepex cXoA0M COHUd, ixaB IBaH y mnoJe
ninbHOO Aopixkkow. Lllnei He maB Ha co6i, auie HwoB i3 npa-
Boro 6oky i Tpumas auiesnb sik 6M mix maxowp. I KiHb, i IBan
Lepxaanucst Kpenko, 60 o6a Bigmouyaan uyepe3 Hiu. To fIK M
Tpamasaocs CX0AUTH 3 ropba, To Girau. birau Broanny i anwanu
3a co6010 CJIiAM KOJIC, KOMMUT i LIMpOYe3HUX M'AT [BaHOBHX.
Ipugopoxue 3ivast i 6aguans roiiganocs, BUXOMITyBaaoCs Ha BCi
6okM 3a BO30M i CKHxano pocy Ha Ti caign. Ane yacom cepen
Hal6ibIIoro po3roHy, Ha camiil cepeanni ropu IBaH nmounHaB Ha-
JsaraTtd Ha Hory i cnupaB kons. Cigae Koo gopord, 6paB Hory
B PYKHM i ciMHUB, abn HaiiTu Te Micue, ne Goasik 3a6uBCS.

— Ta uy Hory canos wxpe6uu, He TH ii CIMHOB NpoMUBail, —
rosopuB IBaH icnepecepas.

— Hiny IBane, a GatioroB Toro GOpo3HOro, Hail GiXHTBH,
KOJIM OBEC MOiAae...

Lle xToch Tak 6paB Ha cmix IBaHa, uo BUAIB iforo maTopou
3i cBoro moasi. Ane IBan 3xaBHAa NPUBUK A0 TAaKHX CMiXOBaHLiB
i cnoxkiiiHo TarHys 6oasik aasabiue, Sk He Mir 60AsKa BUTATHYTH,
TO KYJAaKOM HOro BroHWB 1aJji B HOTY i, BCTAlOUH, Ka3aB:

— He 6icH, BirHvew Ta i cam Bignazxeil, a 1 He MAaK 4ecy
3 TOOOB NMaHbKATHCH...
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VASYL STEFANYK

A Stone Cross

I

For as long as people in the village remembered, gazda' Ivan Didukh
had always had only one horse and a small wagon with an oak shaft. He
harnessed the horse on the left and himself on the right; for the horse he
had leather harness and a breast collar, and on himself he placed a small
rope harness. He did not need a breast collar for with his left hand he
pulled even better than he would with a collar.

Whenever they carted sheafs from the field or took manure to the
" field, then on both horse and Ivan the veins protruded, just as for both of
them going uphill the traces tightened like strings, while going down they
dragged on the ground. Going uphill the horse climbed as if he were on ice,
and on Ivan’s forehead a huge vein swelled up as if he had been lashed with
a switch. From above, the horse looked as if Ivan had hanged him by the
breast collar for some great crime, and Ivan’s left arm was wound in a net
of blue veins, like a chain of blue steel.

Often in the mornings, even before dawn, Ivan rode to the field on a
dirt road. He did not have the harness on him; instead he walked on the
right and tucked the wagon shaft under his arm. Both the horse and Ivan
moved strongly, for both had rested during the night. And when they had
to go down a hill, they ran. They ran down and left behind them the
tracks of the wheels, of hoofs and of Ivan’s wide heels. The grass and
weeds by the side of the road bent, swaying in all directions after the cart
and throwing dew on the tracks. But sometimes at the height of the speed,
Ivan would start limping and holding back the horse. He’d sit by the road,
take his foot in his hands and wet it with his spittle to find the place where
a thistle had stuck itself in.

“You ought to scrape this foot with a hoe instead of washing it with
your spit,” said Ivan querulously.

“Grandpa Ivan, git that blackie with a whip, make him run if he eats
oats,” called someone who, from his own field, had seen Ivan’s trouble and
was trying to make fun of him. But Ivan was quite used to these jokers and
calmly went on pulling out the thistle. When he could not dislodge it, he
hit it with his fist and drove it deeper into the foot and got up saying:

“Don’t worry, you’ll rot and then you’ll fall out by yourself, and I

1 Gazda: A West Ukrainian dialect word, not translatable into English directly;

implies being master of one’s home and property.
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A ue IBana kaukaau B ceni IMepenomanum. Mas y mosci
xuby, 60 BCe XOAMB CXWJIEHHUH, AK OM JBa 3a/i3Hi Kpaku CTArau
Tyay6 no Hir. To fioro Birep miABifB.

SIx npuiilioB i3 Bojicbka AOAOMY, TO He 3aCTaB Hi TaTa, aHi
MaMH, JMIIE XATYMHY 3aBajeHy. A BCbOro MAaeTKy JIMLIMB HOMY
tato Gykaty rop6a wOHaHBUILOrO i IMOHAHripwOro Hajg yce
cinbcbke moJe. Ha Tim rop6i xonaan xiHkM nicok, i 3iBaB BiH
sipaMu Ta nmedyepamu mix Hebeca, sk cTpaiuHuii BeneteHb. HixTo
He opaB ioro i He cisB, i Mexi HisKOT Ha HiM He 6yJ0. Jluw OxUH
IBan y3siBcs cBoio maiiky konaty i cisTv. O0a 3 KOHEM ROBO3WIH
rHow mnig rop6, a cam yxe IBaH HOCHB HOro MIlUKOM HaBepX.
Yacom Ha AOJILIHI HUBU CMAajaB i3 ropba Horo roJOCHUIA KpHK:

— E-ex, moil, gK TOGOB rpeHy, Ta #i N0 HHUTL PO3JNETHUILCH,
SIKHH JKe-C TEXKKUH!

Ane, Binaii, HikonM He rpuMHYB, 60 WIKOAYBaB MiXa, i noBoai
fioro cnyckaB i3 njedeii Ha 3emM0. A pa3 Be4OpOM OIOBinaB
WiHUi i AiTAM TaKy npUrony:

— CoHle MpaxuThb, ajie He NMPAXUTh, 4 BOTHEM CHIIE, a 4
KOJIIHKYIO 3 THOEM HaBepX, ax IKipa 3 KoaiH o6¢ckakye. TTiT is-3a
KOX(HOTO BOJIOCKA MPOCIK, Ta i1 TaK MM COJIOHO B POTi, ax ripKo.
Jleau a1 1o6MBCH Ha ropy. A Ha ropi Takuii BiTpeub AYHYB Ha
MeHe, aJie Takuil neronbkuit, wo ax! A miziTe ke, IK MeHe 3a
MiHYTy B monepeui 3a4ejio HOXaMH LIMWKATH -— TajaB-CMH, W0
Munycu!

Bix uiei npuroau IBan xoauB yce 3ibranuit y nosici, a moau
npo3Banu ioro [lepesomanuii.

Ane xou TOit rop6 HOro nepesoMuB, TO MOMITKH AaBaB A06pi.
IBan 6uB nani, GMB KiNnsl, BUHOCHB Ha HbOTO TBEPAI KMUKH TPasH
i 06Kk/a1anaB CBOW YaCTKy AOBKosa, a6M OCiHHi i BeCHsHi jpouwli He
cnonikyBa/iM rHOIO i He 3aHOCH/M Horo B apyru. Bik cBiit 36yB Ha
TimM rop6i.

Yum crapiBcs, TUM Tskye Oyno oMy, NOJOMaHOMY, CXOANTH
3 ropba.

— Takuii neciii rop6, WO CTPIMroJoB ya0auHy Tpyyee!

He pas, sk 3axoasiue coHile 3acTajo [BaHa HaBepXy, TO HeCJO
fioro TiHb i3 rop6om pasom pasneko Ha HUBH. [lo TMX HMBax 3a-
Jsrana TiHb IBaHOBa, AKX BeJjeTHs, CXMJeHoro B nosci. IBan Toai
MOKa3yBaB MaJjiblleM Ha CBOIO TiHb i rOBOPHB ropO6oBi:

— OTo-c Hi, HeGoxe, 3i6raB y ayry! AJje 10KH Hi HOI'M HOCE,
TO MyC poxuMTH Xni6!

Ha inmmx HuBax, wo IBaH co6i KynuB 3a rpotui, MpuHeceHi
3 BOiiCbKA, poGUAM CUHM i KiHKH. IBaH Hali6iablie Koso ropba 3a-
XOJMBCS.

llle IeaHa 3Haau B ceni 3 TOro, WO JA0 LUEPKBU XOIAWB JIMLLI
pas y pik, Ha Beaukaens, i uio kypeit siuipysas. To Tak BiH ix Ha-
y4yBaB, WO XajHa He Ba)XKWJIacs MOCTYNMUTH Ha MOABIp’s i nopna-
Td rHifl. Kotpa pas fankoio xpanHyia, TO BXe 3rMHyJa Bij Jo-

20



don’t have the time to play around with you ...”

People also called him Broken Ivan, for he had a fault in his back
and always walked around bent over as if two iron clamps were pulling his
body toward his feet. A draught of wind did this to him.

When he came back home from the army, he found neither father
nor mother, only a small crumbling shack. And all the wealth his father
had left him consisted of a piece of the highest and the worst land in all
the village. On this hill the women used to dig for sand and it yawned
towards the sky with gullies and caves like some awful giant. Nobody
ploughed it or seeded it, and there were no boundaries marked on it. Ivan
took to ploughing and seeding his pitiful share by himself. Along with the
horse he carted manure up to the hill, but Ivan carried it to the top in a
sack by himself. Sometimes his shouts were carried down to the fields
below:

“Boy, am I gonna slam you down. You'll fall apart thread by thread,
you’re so damn heavy.”

But apparently he never did slam it down, for he did not want to
waste the sack, and so he always lowered it down slowly. And once in the
evening he told his wife and children what happened:

“The sun is burning, no not burning, but spewing fire and I am
kneeing my way up to the top with the manure so that the skin is peeling
off my knees. Sweat is trickling down every hair and my mouth is so salty
it’s bitter. I hardly made it to the top. And on top such a breeze blew over
me, such a light breeze. And in a minute it got me right across the middle,
like knives pricking me. I thought I was a goner.”

From then on, Ivan always walked around bent in the middle, and
the people called him Broken.

But even though that hill broke him, it still gave good harvests. Ivan
drove stakes and poles into it, brought turf to it and covered his part of
the hill with it so that autumn and spring rains wouldn’t wash away the
manure into the guilies. He spent his whole life on that hill.

The older he got, the harder it was for him, broken in half as he was,
to get down that hill.

“Such a bitchy hill, always pulling one down head over heels.”

Often when the setting sun caught Ivan on top then it carried his
shadow and that of the hill far over the fields. Over those fields spread
Ivan’s shadow, like a shadow of a giant bent in half. Ivan then pointed his
finger at his shadow and spoke to the hill:

“Oh, boy, did you ever make an arc out of me. But as long as my
feet carry me, you have to bear bread for me. You can’t just eat the sun
and drink the rain for nothing.”

In the other fields which Ivan bought for the money he brought
back from the army his sons and wife worked. Ivan spent most of his time
on his hill.

They also knew Ivan in the village because he went to church only
once a year at Easter and because he *“drilled” his chickens. He got them
so trained that not one of them dared get into the yard and scratch the
manure. If one scratched as much as once with her leg, then she died under
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natd a6o Bip 6yka. Xou 6u IBaHuxa XpecToMm CTenusacs, TO He
MOMOTJIO.

Ta i xi6a ue To, uo IBan Hikoau He iB KoJo cTosa. Bee Ha
JaBi.

— ByB-cMM HaMHMTOM, a MOTIM Bi6yB-CMH J1ecCiTb piK Y
BOCbKY, Ta sl CTOJIa He 3HaB, Ta # KOJMO CTO/MA MeHi ila He fne
10 TPYHKY.

Orakwii 6yB IBaH, AuBHuil i 3 HAaTYpOIO, i 3 poGoTOI.

I

Tocteit y IBaHa nmoBHa xaTa, ra3au i rasauui. Iean cnpoaas
yce, mo MaB, 60 cHHM 3 XiHKOl0 HaBaxxunaucs a0 Kanany, a cra-
puii MyCHB YKiHUi nogaTHcs.

Cnpocue IBan uine ceno.

CTosiB nepej rocTsMH, TPUMaB MOPLil0 rOpiBKM y NpaBii
pyui i, BUAKO, KaMeHiB, 60 clOBa He rojeH GyB 3aroBOPUTH.

— Jlexyo Bam daiiHo, rasgy i rasausi, wo-cte Hi Mamm 3a
rasiy, a Mo 3a rasiMHIO...

He poroBopioBaB i He MUB 10 HIKOro, JMUI TYMO ISIAIiB Ha-
nepen cebe i XUTaB roJoBoI0, IK 6H MOJMTBY FOBOPHUB i Ha KOXHE
il C10BO roJIOBOIO MOTAKYyBaB.

To ik 4acoM fiKacb XOJILIHA XBWJS BUKApOYTHUTb BeJUKHi
KaMiHb i3 BoaM i nokaaje fioro Ha Gepir, To TO# KamiHb CTOIThH
Ha Gepesi Tskkuit i 6e3nywnuil. CoHle Jynae 3 HbOro 4epenoyKH
JaBHLOTrO HaMyJy i Mamoe 1o HiM ManeHbki ¢ochopuuHi 3Bi3LH.
BauMae Toit KaMiHb MepTBMMM GIMCKaMH, BiXOWTHMM Bix CXOLY
i 3axony coHus, i Kam’sSHUMH O4YMMa CBOIMH TJSIAHTH HA XKHUBY
BOAY i CyMye€, 110 He THiTUTb HOro TArap BOJAH, SiK THITMB Bij
BikiB. [nsiguth i3 Gepera Ha BOJAY, IK Ha yTpaueHe LIACTH.

Orak IBaH AMBMBCA Ha Jiojfell, sik TOil KamiHb Ha BOAY.
MoTpsC CUBUM BOJIOCCSIM, IK [PUBOIO, KOBAaHOIO 3i CTaJleBUX HHU-
TOK, i AOroBOpPIOBAB:

— Ta npekylo BaM KpacHo, Ta Halt Bam Bor gacts, mo co6i
B Hero xenaete. Jlait Bam Boxe 310poB’e, ainy Mixaiine...

Mozas Muxaiiyiosi nopuio i wigyBaaucst B pyKH.

— Kyme IBane, pait Bam Boxe NpOXHMTH 1€ Ha LM CBiTi,
Ta Hait Focnmogb MuJOCepAHMii LACAMBO 3anpoBajuTh BaCc Ha
micue Ta # gonomoxe aackoB CBOeB HAaHOBO ra3joB CTaTH!

— Ko6u Bor nosBosmme... 'a3au, a npoiue, a AOLUErHITh XKe...
TanaB-cMu, WO Bac 3a cTiB noo6caikyo, ik Npuitlere Ha Becine
cHHOBe, aje iHakuwe 3po6unocd. To Bxke TaKe HacTalo, WO 33
U0 Hawi AiAM TA # TATH He 3HAJM, TO MM Mycumo 3HaTH. ['ocrona
Bosisi! A 3aKOHTeHTYyiiTe X CH, ra3au, ta i BibaueiiTe 3a pewty.

Basie nopuito ropiBku Ta i nmigifiwoB x KiHKaM, 1O CUALH
Ha IpyriM KiHUi cToja Bix nocTedi.

— Tumodixo, KyMo, s Xouy A0 Bac HamUTHCH. JIUBIOCH Ha
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the shovel or a stick. Even if Ivan’s wife laid herself out in a cross of
supplication it wouldn’t help.

And also perhaps because Ivan never ate at the table but always at a
bench.

“I was a servant, and then spent ten years in the army so I never saw
a table and now food just doesn’t pass my gullet at a table.”

This was Ivan. Strange in both character and work.

I

Ivan’s house is full of guests; gazdas and their wives. Ivan had sold
everything he owned. His sons and his wife had decided on Canada and the
old man finally had to agree.

Ivan invited the whole village.

He stood in front of his guests, held a measure of horilka® in his
right hand, and seemed to have turned to stone for he could not say a
word.

“I thank you sincerely, gazdas and gazdynias, that you had me for a
gazda and my woman for a gazdynia.”

He did not finish his speech and drank to no one, but kept staring
straight in front of him and bowing his head as if he were saying a prayer
and nodding in agreement with every word.

Just as when some wave dislodges a huge stone from the water and
places it on the shore, then that stone sits on the beach heavy and
spiritless. The sun chips off pieces of old sediment and draws small
phosphorescent stars on it. That stone blinks with dead reflections from
the rising and the setting of the sun and with its stone eyes it looks at the
live water and longs for the weight of the water which no longer presses
against it as it had for ages. It looks from the shore at the water as if it
were some lost happiness.

So Ivan looked at the people, like the stone at the water. He shook
his gray hair, like a mane forged from steel threads, and continued:

“And I thank you heartily, and may God grant you what you wish.
May God give you health, grandpa Mykhaylo . . .”

He gave Mykhaylo the drink and they kissed each other’s hands.

“My friend Ivan, may God grant you a few more years in this world
and may merciful God lead you successfully to your place and may He
with his goodness help you again to become a gazda.”

“May God will it. . . . Gazdas, please, drink up . . . I thought that I'd
sit you around the table when you came for my son’s wedding, but it
turned out differently. It’s already like that. What our grandfathers and
our fathers knew nothing about, we now have to know. It’s God’s will. But
content yourselves, gazdas, and forgive the rest.”

He took another measure of horilka and went over to the women
who sat at the other end of the table, near the beds.

“Tymofikha, friend, I want to drink to you. I look at you and, as

1 Horilka: Ukrainian vodka.
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Bac, Ta i MM, K SIKMCb KaszaB, MOJOAi JiTa HarapayooTbcu. e,
ne, ae-e? Oto-cte Oy/AM XJOMEHHA HiBKa, rojpHa-cte O6yau! To-
CMM 3a BaMH He OAHY HiuKky 36aBMB, TO-CTe B AaHIUi XOAMJH, SIK
cHoBaBka — Tak piBHO! Ba, ne, kymo, ToTi poku Hawi! AHy-kO
nepexuiiTe Ta it Bi6aueiiTe, WO-M HA CTAPICTb JaHElb HAranas.
A npoiue...

I'sHyB Ha CBOIO CTapy, IO MJIaKana Mix XiHkamu, i BUHMUB
i3 masyxu XycCTHHY.

— Crapa, Hs, Ha-Ko TOGi naaTuHy Ta daiiHo o6GiTpucy, abu 1
TYT HislkMX nJaa4yiB He BuAiB! TocTuii co6i nuaHyii, a naakatu
e JOCTd YeCy, Lie TaK CH Hamjlavell, IO O4i TH BHUTEUYTb.

BizifimoB 10 rasaiB i KpyTHB roJoBoio.

— lllocy 6u-m ckas3aB, Ta Hail MOBYYy, Hail wiHylO oOpasu
B XaTti i Bac siko rpewHux. Ase piBHO He paii Boxe Hikomy
Ko6GpoMmy Ha xiHouuit posym mepeiitu! Apni, BuaMTe, K maave,
Ta Ha Koro, Ha meHe? Ha meHe, rasande mos? To g Tebe Biko-
piHyBaB Ha cTapicTb i3 TBOi xaTH? MoBuM, He xJaunai, 60 TH
cHBi KickM 3apa3 o6muuy, Ta it nizew y Ty [aMepuky, ik XKULiBKa.

— Kywme IBaHe, a auwith ke BU COGi xiHKY, Taxe BOHA BaM
He Bopir, Ta i AiTeM CBOiM He Bopir, Ta fi 6aHHO 3a poaoMm Ta #t
3a CBOiM CeJIOM.

— Tumodgixo, sk He 3HaeTe, TO He roBOpiThH aHiaseneHb!
To ii 6anHo, a 71 Tyaa 3 Bickokom igy?!

3ackperoTaB 3yGamu, K XKOpPHaMM, MOTPO3MB XiHUi Kyna-
KOM, 9K AROBOHelo, i GMBCS B IpyaH.

— O3MiTb Ta BraTiTb MM COKHpPY OTYT Yy MeEYiHKH, Ta, MOXe,
TOH »OBu nykHe, 60 He BiTpumaiwo! Jlioau, Takuil TycK, Takuit
TYCK, L0 He NaMHETAI0, L0 CH 30 MHOB pOOHTD!

HI

— A npoiute, rasgu, a 03miTh ke Ge3 1apamoHii Ta 6yabTe
Bi6ayHi, 60 Mu Bxe nojopoxi. Ta it Meni, ctapomy, He AUBYii-
TECH, W0 TPOXH BTHPAIO HA XKiHKY, aje TO He 3aLypHO, OH, He
saaypHo. llero 6u Hikoan He Oyno, axk6M He BOHA 3 CHHaMH.
Cunn, yBaxeeTe, MUCbMEHHi, TaK fK AiCTald sIKeCb MUCbMO X0
PYK, K AiCTaauM AKyCb Hany, Ta fK migifimuu nig crapy, Ta i
MUKW, NHIHAK, ax nepepy6anu. JlBa poku Hi4O B XxaTi He ro-
Bopuaock, suit Kanaaa ta it Kanana. A sIK Hi AOTHCHYaH, fiK-€M
BHIB, 110 OAHAKO Hi MyTb OTYT Ha CTapiCTb I'DH3TH, 4K He Miny,
Ta # em npoaaB woAo kpiwku., CUHM He x0Te GyTH HaltMUTaMH
nicai Moi ronioBu Ta i Kaxyrts: “Tu Haw TaTo, Ta il 3aBean Hac
RO 3eMJi, Ta nait Ham xni6a, 60 sk HAc po3ainuiu, Ta i He Gyae
3 yuM KuBatucu”. Hait iMm Bor nomarae ictu ToT Xni6, a MeHi
OJHAKO TMHYTH. AJie, rasau, e MeHi, rlepeJOMaHOMY, 10 XO#iB?
51 3po6ok — wuiae TiNO MO3uJb, KOCTI APUX/aBi, IO 3aKH iX paHO
3BeJell JOKYMH, TO IeCiTb pa3 iiofikHew!
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someone said, I recall my youth. Where, where, oh, whe-e-re? Oh, you
were a strong girl, you were beautiful. I lost many a night because of you,
and how you danced, straight as a top. Here, my friend, are those years of
ours. Well, live on and forgive me that in my old age I recalled our dancing.
Please . . .”

He looked at his old woman who was weeping among the women
and took out a handkerchief from his pocket.

“Here, my old one, here’s a kerchief for you; dry your eyes nicely so
that I don’t see any weeping here. Look after the guests; you’ll have plenty
of time still for weeping; you’ll still weep so much that your eyes will flow
out.”

He went over to the men and shook his head.

“I’d say something but I'd better keep quiet in respect for the holy
icons in the house and you, my good people. But still don’t let any good
person have a woman’s brain. See, how she weeps, and because of who?
Me? You’re crying because of me, my guzdynia? Was it I who uprooted
you in your old age from your own home? Keep quiet, don’t sob, for I'll
pluck your gray braids right out and youll go to that Hamerica like a
Jewess.”

“Ivan, my friend, leave your wife be. You know she means you no
harm, nor her sons; she’s just missing her people and her village.”

“Tymofikha, if you don’t know everything there is to know, then
don’t say a word. So she’s missing people, and what about me, am I
roaring to go?”’

He gnashed his teeth as if they were mill stones, threatened his wife
with a fist like a club, and struck his chest with his fist.

“Here, take an axe and drive it here into my liver and maybe this
bile will burst out, for I can’t take it anymore. My people, such sorrow,
such sorrow that I don’t know what’s going on around me.”

I

“Please, gazdas, don’t stand on ceremony, drink up and excuse us,
for we are already travelérs. Don’t be surprised at old me for drubbing my
wife, but it’s not for nothing, not for nothing. This would never have
happened, if it were not for her and our sons. Our sons, mind you, can
read and write, so when they got hold of some paper, some map, they got
at their mother and worked on her, and worked on her until they broke
her. For two years there was no talk in the house except about Canada and
Canada. And then they got at me, and when I saw that they would keep
on gnawing at me in my old age, then I sold everything to the very last
button. Our sons don’t want to be servants after ’m gone, so they say:
“You’re our father so take us to some land, and give us bread, for if you
divide your land among us there will be nothing for any of us.” Let God
help them eat that bread, and I'll perish anyway, here or there. But,
gazdas, how am I, a broken man, to go wandering about? I’m a worked out
hasbeen—my whole body is one callous, my bones so mouldy it takes
several groans each morning to put them together.”
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— To Bxe, IBane, nponasio, a BU co6i TyCK A0 FOJIOBH He
npunyckaiite. A MOxe, fiK HaM A0pOry rokaxere, Ta i yci 3a
BaMM migemo. 3a UMM KpaeM He BapT co6i Tyck Ao cepus Gpatu!
Lla 3emns He rojHa KifbKO Hapoja 3pepxit Ta # kimbki 6ini
BiTpumaT. MyXWK He rojgeH, i BOHAa He FOJLHA, 060€ BXe He
roani. | capanui Hema, i mueHHli HemMa. A MOAATKM HAKHNAKOTb:
1O-C T1ATHB JIeB4, TO Tenep M€Th, 1O0-C B COJNOHUHY, TO Tenep
6apa6yio. Oii, 330MAM HAC, TAK HAC WMWK B PYKM, L0 THX PYK
HiXTO Hac He rojeH BipBaTH, xi6a auw TikaTH. AJe KOAMCH Ha i
semai Gyne nokasinie, 60 Hapia nopixecu! He MaeTe BU 33 4HUM
6aHyBaTHl..

— Jlekyo Bam 3a ue CJOBO, ajle e€ro He mpuiimaio. [leBHe,
10 Hapia nopixecu. A Tox Bor He rHiBaECH Ha TaKHX, L0 3EMJIO
Ha ruHieab nyckawTh? Tenep Hikomy He Tpe6a 3emui, JH
BUKCAB Ta OamkiB. Tenep MOJOAI ra3ium MyLpi HacTaid, Taxi
cdaepmany, WO 3a 3emJaeB He 3ropinM. A AMBiTH KO CH Ha Ty
CTapy CKpMnKy, Ta nyckatu ii Ha runaens?! Taxe TO AyniaBa
BepGa, kMHM najbueM, Ta i makom ceae! Ta rapaere, o BOHA
3afige Ha micue? OT, nepeBepHecH JeCb y OKin Ta # mcu pos-
TErHYTb, a4 HaC MOXEHYTb Aaji i MOAMBMTHCH He aaayTh! Binku
takum piteM mae Bor Gaarocaosutu? Crapa, a cyau x!

Mpuiiina IBaHKMxa, cTapeHbKa i CYXOHbKa.

— Katepuno, wo T4 co6i, He6oro, y cBoi rosiosi ragaew?
He Ti nokaany B moruay? Llu puba Ti mae s’icru? Ta TyT
nopeaHi pu6i HemMa WO Ha OAMH 3y6 y3eTu. Axi!

I HaTaArae WKipy Ha KiH4MHiil pyui i MoKasyBaB JIOASM.

— Jvw wkipa Ta kocTi. Kyaa uemy, rasam, #tu 3 neui?
Byaa-c nopejHa rasiuHsi, TEXKKO-C MpalyBana, He raiiHyBana-c,
ane Ha crapicTb y Rajneky Aopory BiGpanacu. Api, Buauul, Ae
TBOS aopora Ta i TBost Kanapa? Oram!

I nokasas iit yepe3 BiKHO MOTHIY.

— He xoTina-c ity Ha uy Kanaay, To nizemo cBiTamu i pos-
BieMocH Ha crapicTb, fK JUCT mo noji. bor 3Hae, K 3 HaMmu
Gyae... a 1 Xouy 3 TOGOB mepel LMMH HALIMMHU JIOAbMH Binpouy-
THCH. Tak, sk cmo6G-cMH nepel HUMH Gpany, Ta TaK Xouy nepej
HMMH BiNpPOWMUTHCH 3 TOGOB HA cMepTb. Moixe, Te6e TaKk KMHYTb
y Mope, 10 51 He OyAy BHAITH, a MOXE, MeHe KMHYTb ,l{0 TH HE
Mell BMAITH, Ta MPOCTH MM, CTapa, LIO-M TH HE pas JOropus,
O-M, MOXe, Ti KOIM CKPMBAMB, MPOCTH MeHi i mepuuit pas, i
Lpyruil pas, i Tpertiii pas.

UinyBamics. Crapa Bnana IBaHoBi Ha pykH, a BiH Ka3aB:

— A T0 Ti, HeGOro, B gajeKy MOTHJIY Besy...

Ane cux caiB yxe HiXTO He uyB, 60 Bilx XiHoyoro crosa
HaAGir maauy, SIK BiTep, U0 3-TIOMiX OCTPHX MeuiB MOBisB Ta BCi
rOJIOBH MYXKHMKiB Ha Fpyiau TOXWJIMB.
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“It’s too late now, Ivan, and there’s no point in making your head
ache. And perhaps if you show us the way we’ll all follow you. It’s not
worth filling your heart with pain over this land. This earth can’t endure so
many people and so much misfortune. The peasant can’t and it can’t;
neither of them can put up with it any longer. There’s no locust, but
there’s no wheat either. And the taxes keep growing, for where you once
paid a lev now you pay five; where you once ate salt pork, now you eat
potatoes. Boy, they sure got to us, they latched on to us so well that no
one can rip us out of their clutches anymore, unless you go away. But
someday a reckoning will come to these lands for the people will slaughter
one another. You won’t miss anything when you leave.”

“Thank you for these words, but I don’t agree with them. Sure, the
people will slaughter one another. For doesn’t God get angry with people
who speculate with their land? No one needs land anymore; all they want
is promissory notes and banks. Now young gazdas have become very wise,
such firemen that they don’t burn for the sake of land. And look at that
old fiddle, should one speculate with her? She’s no more than a hollow
willow; just flick your finger and she’ll fall to dust. Do you think she’ll
make it? She’ll probably fall over into some ditch and the dogs will pull
her apart, and we’ll be pressed on so that we won’t even have a chance to
look at her. How is God to bless such children? Well, my old one, judge for
yourself.”

Ivan’s wife, old and skinny, came up.

“Well, Kateryna, what is going on in that head of yours? Where will I
find a grave for you? Or should the fish make a meal of you? But a good
fish won’t even have enough for one bite. Look at her.”

And he pulled the skin on his wife’s arm and showed it to the
people.

“Skin and bones. Where is this bag of bones to go from her warm
place by the stove? You were a good and proper gazdynia, you worked
hard, you didn’t waste time, and in your old age you have decided on a
journey? You see, over there, there’s your journey, there’s your Canada.
See.”

And through the window he showed her a grave.

“You didn’t want to go to this Canada, then we’ll go into the world
and be blown about in our old age, like a leaf over the fields. God alone
knows how it will be with us . ..and I want to do my parting with you in
front of all these good people. We were wed before their eyes, so now let’s
part for death before them. Maybe they’ll throw you into the sea, so I
won’t even see you; or maybe they’ll throw me, so that you won’t see it,
so forgive me, my old one, for often enough have I given you a hard time,
for probably I hurt you sometimes, so forgive me the first time and the
second time and the third . . .”

They kissed. The old woman fell into his arms and Ivan spoke:

“For ’m taking you, my dear, on a long journey . ..”

But no one heard these words anymore for from the women’s table
the weeping rose like a wind taking off from among sharp swords and all
the peasants’ heads slumped to their chests.
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— A Tenep cTynaii co6i, cTapa, MeXM rasjiuHi Ta MUAbHYH,
a6y KOX 1y CBOE Aiiil1o, Ta HanmuicK pas, abu-M Ti HA BiKY BUAIB
n’eHy.

— A Bac, rasay, f Lie Maio Ha JBa raTyHKH npocuTH. Jlecs,
MO3Ke, CHHHU MYCTE B CEJIO Ha MOWTY, 1O HaC i3 CTApOB yXe HeMa.
Ta 6u-m npocus Bac, abu-CTe 3a HAC HalMMIM CayxeOKy Ta i
abu-cTe CH Tak, sIK CeroiHi, sifiwau na obigeus Ta Bikasaan Ouu-
Haw 3a Hac. Moxe, IMan Bor meHwe rpixa npunuuwe. S rpotwui
vy SIkoBoBi, 60 BiH MOJOAMH Ta # CrywHMid YOJOBiK Ta He
Cx0oBae ZHipiB rpeduip.

— Haiimemo, HaitmeMo i OunHaw 3a Bac BiKaxemo...

IBan saaymascs. Ha jioro TBapi manoBaBCs SIKMACh CTHL.

— Bu cTapomy He auByiiTecn Ta it He cmiiiTecu 3 aina. Meni
camMOMy refi yCTHI BaM Lie KasaTH, aje 31a€ MH CH, wo Ou-M
rpix maB, sK6UM-M Llero He cka3aB. Bu 3HaeTte, w0 4 cobi Ha
cBOiM rop6i XpecToK KamiHHuii nokaaB. 'ipko-M ro Bi3 i ripko-m
ro HaBepX BiCajKyBaB, aje-M MokaaB. Takuit TEXkui, mwo ropod
ro He CKMHE, MyCUTb IO Ha co0i TpUMATH TaK, K MeHe TPHMaB.
XoTiB-€M KiJIbKO MaMHETKH Mo cobi JHUIIUTH.

Ctyaus poaoHi B TpyGy i npuTHCKaB 10 ry6iB.

— Taxk 6aHy10 3a TMM rop6oM, K IMTHHA 3a UMUKOB. 51 Ha
HiM BiK CBifi cneHauB i okaniuiB-eM. Ko6u-m mir, Ta i 6u-m ro

BNasyxy cXoBaB, Ta i B3€B 3 co6oB y cBiT. banHo MU 3a Hail-
MEHLIOB KpilIKOB y ceJsi, 3a HaiiMEHUIOB JAMTHHOB, ale 33 TUM
rop6oM Taku HikoaM He mepefaHywo.

Oui 3aMUroTiM BeJUKUM KajJeMm, a JMLE 3ajJpoxKajo, SK
4YOpHA PiNs Nijx COHUEM APOXHUTH.

— Ouei Houi Jexy B cTOAOM, Ta AyMaio, Ta Aymawo: 'ocmo-
M MuJoCepaHHit, 6a 10-M TaK rJ1i6OKO 30rPiliMB, 1O XeHell Hi
3a cBiToBi BoaM? S wine xwuTe auw po6, Ta it po6, Ta it po6! He
pas, K AHMHKA KiHYMJacH, a s BNajly Ha HUBY Ta A PEBHO MoO-
mocH a0 Bora: T'ocnoau, He MOKUHbL Hi HIKOJH YOPHHM KaBAJKOM
xJi6a, a s 6yay Bce npauyBaTd, xi6a GuX He Mir Hi pPyKoB, Hi
HOrOB KHHYTH...

—TMoTiM MeHe Takuil TYCK HanaB, LIO-M YHKOJNOHKH TpH3 i
yynep co6i MMKaB, Kau€B-€M Cu MO coJOMi, ik xyaobuna. Ta #
HeuucTe UYKHyNocH a0 meHe! He 3Halo i fIK, i KOJIM BUMHHB-€M CH
Mix rpywoB 3 BoJ0BOAOM. 3a Many ¢umo 6yB 6u-m cu 3aTer. Ane
Focnoas muaocepauuil 3Hae, wo podutb. Harapas-em cobi 3a
CBiil xpecT Ta #i mene reTb Bigilwno. [ii, sk He NoGixy, K He
noGixky Ha cBiii rop6! 3a roaHMHy BiKe-M CHAIB Mif XpecToM.
ITocuaiB, NOCHAIB JOBreHbKO — Ta KW SIKOCb MM Jierue cTajo.

— Agzi, cTOIO —MNepea BaMH i FOBOPIO 3 BaMH, a TOT rop6 He
BiXOAHWTb MM 3 roJioBU. Taku ro BUAXKY Ta i BULKY, Ta H yMH-
patu 6yny Ta it 6yay ro Buaith. Bece 3a6yay, a iforo He 3abyny.
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“And now go on among the women, and see to it that each gets her
due and have a drink, for God’s sake, so that at least once in my life I'll see
you drunk.”

“And you, gazdas, 1 still have two favors to ask of you. Perhaps one
day our sons will leave word through the village post that we have gone.
Then I'll ask you to have a mass said for us and you get together like
today, for dinner, and say an Our Father for us. Maybe the Lord God will
write down fewer sins for us. I'll leave the money for the mass with Yakiv,
for he is a young and proper man and won’t steal an old man’s money.”

“We’ll have the mass, we’ll have it and we’ll say an Our Father for

you...”
“Don’t wonder and don’t laugh at an old man. I’m ashamed to tell
you this, but it seems to me that I’d have a sin on my soul if I didn’t tell
you. You know that I put up a little stone cross for myself on my hill.
Bitterly I carted it, and bitterly hoisted it to the top, but I placed it there.
It’s so heavy that the hill won’t be able to throw it off; it’ll have to carry it
on its back as it carried me. 1 wanted to leave at least that in memory of
myself.”

He clenched his fists and pressed them to his lips.

I long so for that hill like a child for the teat. I've spent my life on
it, and I’'m crippled because of it. If I could I'd take it and hide it in my
pocket and take it with me into the world. I long for the smallest speck in
the village, for every child, but I’ll never stop missing that hill.”

His eyes glimmered with a great hurt and his face quivered, as the
black field quivers under the sun.

“Last night I lay in the shed and thought, and thought: God all
merciful, what great sin have I committed that you are chasing me past the
world’s waters? All my life, all I did was work, and work, and work. Often
when the day was ending, I would fall on the field and earnestly pray to
God, Lord, never deny me a piece of black bread and I will always work
unless I can no longer move an arm or aleg . ..”

“Then such longing came upon me, that I chewed my knuckles and
tore my hair, [ rolled on the straw like the cattle. And then the evil spirit
touched me. I don’t know how or when but I found myself under the pear
tree with an ox harness. In a little while I would have strung myself up.
But the merciful Lord knows what He is doing. I remembered my cross,
and it all left me. I ran, I ran up my hill. In an hour I was sitting under my
cross. I sat there, I sat there for quite a while, and somehow it became
much easier for me.”

“Even now as I stand in front of you and tell you this, that hill is
always before my eyes. I see it, and I really see it, and when I'm dying 'l
still see it. I'll forget everything, but I’ll never forget that. I knew songs
and on that hill I forgot them; I had strength and on that hill I lost it.”

One tear rolled down his face like a pearl over a ragged cliff.

“So I beg you, gazdas, when on a Holy Sunday you will be going to
bless your land, that you never leave out my hill. Let some young one run
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CniBaHku-M 3HaB — Ta i Ha HiM 3a6yB-€M, CHIy-M MaB — Ta i
Ha HiM JMLIMB-€M.

OnHa c/in03a KOTHIACS MO JMLi, K NepJa 1o ckadi.

— Ta 9 Bac npocw, rasam, aGu BH, K MeTe Ha CBIiTY HeLiao
none cBiTuTH, abU BU Hikoau mMoro ropba He muHaaM. Byip koT-
puit Mosoaui Hail BiGiXHTL Ta Hail MOKPONHTb XPecT CBiYEHOB
BOjHLEeB, 60 3HAETE, U0 KCbOHA3 Ha ropy He mige. I1pocio a Bac
3a 1e Ayxe rpewHo, abU-cTe MeHi MOro Xpecrta HiKOJM He MH-
Haa. Byay s3a Bac Bora Ha Tim cBiTi npocuTH, auw 3poGiTh
IiloBi €ro BOJIO.

Sk Ko 61 XOTIB PSAHOM MPOCTENUTHCS, K KOJM 61 106pH-
MH, CHBMMH OYHMMa XOTIiB HaBiKM 3aKOMATH B cepusix rocreil cBoio
npockby.

— IBaHe, KyMe, a JMWIiTb Xe BH TYCK Ha Oouli, retb €ro
BiAKMHbTe. MK Bac yce 6yieMo HaralyBaTH, pa3 HasaBue. Byau-
CTe MOpeLHHUit YOJIOBIK, He Ji3/NM-CTe HATapanoM Ha HiKOro, HiKo-
My-CT€ He TepeopaliM, aHi He Mepecisiv, 4yXOro 3epeHUs-CTe
He nopyHTaau. Oii, Hi! MyTbh Bac Jl0AM HaraayBaTH Ta i XpecTa
BAlIOTO Ha CBiTY HEAIMIO HE MUHYTb.

Orak Muxaitno possoaus IBana.

v

— Bxe-M BaM, NaHoBe rasju, BCce CKa3aB, a TeMnep XTO Hi
Mmo6uthb, Ta ToT 6yse nuTH 30 MHOB. COHEYKO Bxe Hajl MOTMJIOB,
a BM Lle NOpLil0 rOpiBKM 30 MHOB He BinuAM. 3aKu-M Lle B CBOI
xaTi i Malo rocTi 3a CBOiM CTOJIOM, TO GyAy 3 HAMH NHUTH, & XTO
Hi HaBWAUTB, TOH Oyle TaKOXK.

[Mouyanaca nUATHKA, Ta NMUATHKA, WO POOUTH i3 MYXKHKIB
noaypiaux xJjonuis. Hesa6aBxku n'siuuit yxe IBaH Ka3aB 3aKJAMKATH
MY3MKy, a6W rpaB MOJIOAiXi, 1O 3aCTynuaa ULije MOABip’s.

— Moit, maete Tak paHuyBatH, aGu 3emas Ay.AHina, abu
OJHOI TPaBUYKM HA TOKY He JMLIMJIOCH!

B xati Bci nuau, Bci roBopuaM, a HixTO He cayxaB. becina
filna cama ans cebe, 60 Tpeba ii 6yN0 KOHYE CKa3aTH, MYCHUIH
ckasaTt, xo4 GM Ha BiTep.

— Slk-em ro BinyunyBas, To 6YB BinyLLOBaHHH, KOTpe YOPHHH,
TO sIK cpi6aioM mocunaB Mo YOpHY, a KoTpe Ginuil, TO AK MacAOM
cHir nomactuB. Koui 6ynu B MeHe B OpAYHKY, wicap mir cigatu!
Ane-m rpowmuit maB, oit, MaB, mas!

— Ko6u-M yunnuscs cepea Takoi nmycTuHi — Jauumi a1 Ta bor
abu 6yB! AGn-M XO0IMB, $IK AMKa 3Bip, Jull KOOGMX He BHIIB Hi
THX XWAiB, Hi NaHiB, Hi KCboHA3iB. OTOrau 6M Ha3WBAJNOCH, LIO-M
nan! A ua 3emns Hail 3ananaecu, Hafl CM i 3apa3 3anane, TO-M He
sropis. 3a uum? Buam Ta KaTyBanM Hauwux TaTiB, Ta B ApeM
3anperajii, a Ham yxe KyCHs xJsi6a He paroTb npoxepTu... E, ko-
64M-TO TaK MO-MOMY...
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up and sprinkle the cross with holy water, for you know that the priest
won’t climb the hill. I beg you never to leave out my cross. I’ll pray to
God for you in the next world, if you’ll only grant an old man’s wish.”

As if he wanted to spread himself in front of them, as if he wanted
to bury his wish with his good gray eyes in the hearts of his guests.

“Ivan, friend, leave off grieving, throw it aside. We’ll remember you
once and for all. You were a good man, you never bothered anyone
without a reason, you never ploughed over into anyone else’s field, nor
sowed over it, you never touched even a grain of someone else’s. No.
People will always remember you and they won’t leave out your cross on
Holy Sunday.”

So Mykhaylo cheered Ivan.

A"

“I’ve already told you, fellow gazdas, everything there is to say, and
now those who want can drink with me. The sun is close to its grave and
still you haven’t drunk a portion of horilka with me. While I’'m still in my
house, and have guests at my table then [ will drink with them, and all
those who like me will do the same.”

The drinking began, the kind of drinking that makes wild boys out
of peasants. Soon, Ivan, drunk by now, called for musicians to play for the
young people filling the whole yard.

“Boy, you have to dance until the earth shakes and not a blade of
grass remains in the yard.”

In the house everyone drank, everyone talked and no one listened.
Talk went on for its own sake, for out it had to come even if only the
wind listened to it.

“When I polished him, then he was polished; if he was black, then it
was as if someone had sprinkled silver on black; if he was white, then he
was like snow covered with butter. My horses were always in order, the
Kaiser himself could ride them. And did I have money. Boy-oh boy ...”

“If I could only land in the middle of a desert where there’s only
God and I. Let me walk like a wild animal as long as I don’t have to see
either those Jews, or lords, or priests. Then they could say that I’'m a real
master. And let this earth fall through, let it fall through right now, no
skin off my nose. Why? They tortured and beat our fathers, enslaved them
and now they don’t even give us a piece of bread. Oh, if only I could have
it my way ...”

“There’s never yet been a tax collector who could get anything out
of him. The Czechs tried, the Germans, the Poles—and they all got shit,
excuse the expression. But when Mazur came then he found even the stuff
that was buried under ground. I tell you Mazurs are an evil; even if you
burnt out their eyes it wouldn’t be a sin . ..”

There was all sorts of talk, but it flew in various directions like
rotten wood in an old forest.

Into this noise, racket, and shouts and into the sorrowful joy of the
violin, into all of this broke the singing of Ivan and old Mykhaylo. The
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— Llle He HaxoaMBCH TakKuil ceKBepTaHT, a6M WO 3 HEro
crer 3a noxatok, oil, Hi! ByB uex, 6yB Himeub, 6yB moJsik —
r.., npobaueiiTe, B3eJqu. Ane SIK HacTaB Maj3yp, Ta i HaiiuoB
KOXywnHy ax mig BuiuHeB. Kaxy Bam, maa3yp 6iaa, oui meuu
Ta # rpixy sa Hero Hema...

Besakoi Gecigu Oyno Gorato, aje BOHa poajitanacs B Haii-
piXkHiLli CTOPOHM, SIK HAATHWII JepeBa B CTapiM Jici.

B wym, ramip, i 30fiky, i B xanicHy BeCeNiCTb CKPUNKH Bpi-
3yBaBcsl cniB IBaHa i ctaporo Muxaiina. Toit cnmiB, uo ioro He
pa3 4yTH Ha Beciuisx, K crapi xjonu 106epyTb OXOTH i 3aBe-
LyTb cTapoaaBHix cniBaHok. CjoBa cmiBy HAyTb uepe3 cTape
ropJio 3 nepelikoAaMM, K KoJau 6M He JMLI HA pyKax y HHX, ale
i B ropai Mosusai noHapocTaad. IayTb cnoBa THX CHiBaHOK, $IK
XOBTe OCiHHE JIMCTS, L0 HUM BiTep FOHUTb MO 3aMmepJift 3emi, a
BOHO pa3 Ha pa3 3YMMHAETbCS Ha KOXHIM SpOYKY i APOKHTD
noaepTumu Geperamu, siK nepej CMepTIoO.

IBan Ta # Muxaiino oTak cniBasu 3a MoJiofii JiTa, wo ix
Ha KeAPOBiM MOCTi 3LOrOHHMJM, 2 BOHM BXE He XOTIJM Has3aj
BEPHYTHCS A0 HUX HaBiThb Yy rocTi.

Sk he NiATArajM Bropy SIKy HOTY, TO CTHCKaJMCHl 32 PYKH,
ajle Tak Kpinko, ax CycTaBH XpynoTinM, a K moaubyBaau pyxe
XanicHe Micue, To HaxuJOBaauca 10 cebe i TyJUAK 400 A0 HOJA
i cymysanu. JloBuaucs 3a wmwmio, uinysaiaucs, GUAM KyJakamu B
rpyaH i B CTilt i Takol co6i CBOIM 3apXKaBijMM rOJOCOM TYTH 3aB-
JaBajd, 110 BPEWTi He MOIJIM KAaJHOro CJOBa BMMOBWUTH, JIMLU:
“Oit Isanky, 6pare!” “O#t Mixaiine, npustemo!”

A2

— Hento, uyeTe, TO BXe YEC BIXOAMTH IO KOJii, a BU pO3-
cniBaJMCcH SIK 3a KOGpO-MHpY.

IBan BUTpiWMB oui, aje Tak AMBHO, U0 CHH NOGiNiB i NoaaBcs
Ha3aj, Ta it NOKJaB roJIoBy B LOJIOHI i A10Bro moch co6i Harany-
BaB. ¥cTaB i3-3a cTOsa, migifitioB 40 iHKM i B3gB 1i 3a pykas.

— Crapa, raii, mawip — iHu, ugait, apaii! Xoau, yGepemocu
No-naHLUbKK Ta # MigeMo NaHyBaTH.

Bhritmau o6oe.

SIk yxoaunu Hasajg A0 XaTH, TO uina xata 3apupana. Slk 6u
XMapa njauvy, 10 HaBHUC/Aa Haj CeJioM, npipBanacs, sik 6u rope
JI0ACbKE LYHAaHChKY 3araTy po3ipBajso — Ttakuit 6yB nnau. Xin-
KH 3aJIOMMJIM DYKH i TaK CIVIETEHi AepXaid Haj cTapoio IBaHu-
X010, a6y 1OCh i3rOpH He Braso i ii
Muxaiino itmuB IBaHa 3a 6apkw, i WIaNeHO TePMOCHB HHM, i Be-
pelaB sk CTeKJMi.

— Moii, sik-ec rasaa, To ¢dypHu Toro karpaue 3 ce6e, 60 Ti
BiMOJIMYKYIO SIK KYpBYy!

Ane Isan He auBuBCcS B Toii Gik. IMMB cTapy 3a wmio i ny-
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kind of singing which can often be heard at weddings when old men get up
courage and the desire to sing old songs. The words of the song go through
the old throat with difficulty, as if there were callouses not only on the
hands but in the throat too. The words of these songs float like yellow
leaves in the fall when the wind chases them over the frozen ground and
they stop over and over again in every gully and tremble with torn edges as
if at the point of death.

So Ivan and Mykhaylo sang about youth which they tried to catch
again at the cedar bridge, but it did not want to come back to them, even
for a visit.

When they reached a high note they pressed each other’s hands so
hard that the joints cracked, and when they came to a very sad place, then
they bowed to each other and pressed forehead to forehead and lamented.
They embraced each other, kissed, beat their fists on their breasts or the
table, and with their rusty voices drove each other to such sadness that
finally they could say no more than: “QOh, Ivan, my brother. Oh,
Mykhaylo, my friend.”

Vi

“Father, do you hear, it’s already time to leave for the train and you
sing as if you were singing for the good of the world.”

Ivan’s eyes bulged, but so strangely that his son turned pale and
stepped back. Ivan put his head in his hands and for a long time tried to
remember something. Finally he got up and walked over to his wife and
took her by the sleeve.

“OK. Old one, let’s go. March, einz, zwei, drei. Let’s go. We’ll dress
like lords and we’ll go and rule.”

Both left.

When they reentered the house the whole house wept. As if a cloud
of rain hanging over the village had fallen through, as if people’s sorrow
had torn apart the Danube dam. There was so much weeping. The women
clasped their hands and raised them above old Ivan’s wife as if to protect
her from something about to fall and squash her on the spot. And
Mykhaylo seized Ivan by the scruff of the neck, shook him wildly, and
screamed as if he were mad.

“If you’re a gazda then throw those rags off or I'll slap you like a
whore.”

But Ivan did not pay any attention. He took his old lady and started
to dance with her.

“Play a polka for me, as you do for the lords, I have money.”

The people froze, and Ivan threw his wife about as if he had no
intention of ever letting her get out of his hands alive.

Their sons ran in and forcibly carried both of them out of the house.

In the yard Ivan went on dancing some sort of polka and his wife
latched on to the threshold and moaned:

“I walked you down, I chewed you down with these very feet.”

And with her hand she kept shaping in the air how deeply she had
gouged the threshold.
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CTHUBCSl 3 HEIO B TaHellb.

— lNonbkn meni rpait, no-naHubku, mam rpoui!

Jlioan 3apepesinn, a IBan TepMocHB XiHKOW0, 9K 6M He MaB
y¥Ke ralku nyCTUTH i1 KHUBY 3 pyK.

B6irau cuumn i cunomiub BuHecan 060iX i3 xaTH.

Ha noagip’io IBan TaHuloBaB gajbiie SKOICh NOALKY, a IBaHU-
xa oGuenunacs pykamu nopora i npunosigana:

— OTo-cmu Ti BixoAWAa, OTO-CMM Ti Birpus/ia OUMMH HO-

ramu!

I Bce pykoiw mnokasyBana B noBiTpio, ik rAu60KO BOHA TOM
nopir BUXOAMJIA.

vi

[1noTn nonpu aoporu Tpiwanm i nagam — Bei moau BUMIpPo-
BajkyBanu IBana. Bin iwoB 3i crapoiw, sarop6nenuit, B 1aiiroBim,
CHMBiM OAHHIO i L(OXBMJS TAHIIOBAB MOJbKH.

AX 5K yci 3ynMHUINCS nepes XpecToM, 1o IBan {ioro nokaas
Ha rop6i, TO BiH TPOXM MPOUYHSIB | MOKa3yBaB CTapiii XpecT:

— Buaunw, crapa, Haw xpectuk? Tam € Bia6uto i TBOE
HameHo. He Gicu, € i Moe, i TBoe...
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VII

The fences by the road creaked and fell-all the people were
accompanying Ivan. He walked with his wife, hunched, in a cheap, gray
denim suit and every few minutes he danced the polka.

Until they all reached and stopped at the cross which Ivan had
placed on the hill, then he came to and showed his wife:

“You see, my old one, our cross? Your name is chiselled on it too.
Don’t worry, there’s both mine and yours there . . .”

— Translated by D. Struk
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MHUXARJI0O KOUIOBUMHCbKHH

Ha xameHi

AxBapenb

3 oauHOKOT Ha uine TaTapcbKe CeJo KaB’ﬂpHi Ayxe ao06pe
BUAHO GyJ0 i Mope ii cipi nicku Gepera. B ogunHeni BikHa it ABepi
Ha JOBry 3 KOJIOHKAaMH BepaHAy TaK i mepJjacb sicHa GIaKuTb
MOPp$l, B HeCKiHYEHHICTb NpojaoBxeHa GiaakMuTHUM He6om. HaBiTb
LylUIHe TOBITPst JITHbOI JHWHU TNpUiiMano M'Siki CHHSBI TOHHM, B

©

SIKUX TaHyJad §i pPO3MIMBAJMCL KOHTYPU JAaJNeKHX NpHOepexHuX
rip.

3 mops ays Bitep. CosioHa mpoxosoga NpHUHALXKYyBajaa ro-
cTeit, i BOHM, 3aMOBHUBLUM COOi KaBYy, THCIUCH 10 BikOH abo ciganu
Ha BepaHai. HaBiTb xassiiH xaB’apHi, KpUBOHOrHK MeMeT, NUJIbLHO
cTexauu 3a norpeGamu rocrteif, KWaaB CBOMy MoJjoauomy Gpa-
ToBi: “/l:kenap... oH KaBe... Oip kaBe!”! — A cam BHUXMJABCH B
ABepi, 106 OLITXHYTH BOTKMM XOJIOAKOM Ta 3HATH Ha MHUTb 3
roJieHoT roJoBH KpYrJly TaTapebKy LIAMouKy.

INoku yepBonuit ox 3aayxu [xenap posayBaB y Komnmcy
Kap Ta NOCTYKyBaB POHAENbKOM, W06 BMHLIOB A00pHil KaiiMak?,
MemeT BIUBASIBCA y MODpe.

— Byne 6ypsi! — oGi3BaBcs BiH He oGeprtatounce. — Bitep
nyxuae. OH Ha 4oBHi 36upaioTb BiTpuaa!

TaTapu MoBepHYJaH TroOJOBU A0 MODS.

Ha Beaukomy uopHomy Oapkaci, o, 31asanocsi, nosepras
10 Gepera, cnpasai 3BuBaJu BiTpuaa. Bitep HapyBaB ix, i BOHH
BUPHUBAJNCA 3 PYK, K BeJuKki 6ini mTaxu; 4YOpHUI 4YOBEH Haxu-
JIMBCS i Jir GOKOM Ha GJMAKWTHI XBUJI.

— Jo nac noseprae! — o6i3BaBcs okenap. — S HaBiTb
Ni3Hal0 YOBEH — TO FPEK CiJib NMpPHUBi3.

MemeT Tex ni3HaB rpekis 4osed. a5 HBOrO LE Majo Bary,
60 onpiu kaB’ApHi BiH JepaB KPaMHHYKY, TaKOX €ILMHY Ha BCe
ceno, i 6yB piaHukom. 3HauuTh, cinb flomy nortpibHa.

Koan 6apkac HaGaususcsi, MemeT NMOKUHYB KaB'spHIO i mo-
naBcs Ha Geper. Tocti mocniwmaAM BHXMAMTH CBOI (pifiXKaHKH
i pywmsan 3a Memetom. Bonu nepetsaau KpyTy By3bKy BYJHUIO,
00irHy/M MedeT i CNyCTUJIMCh KaMEHHUCTOI CTEXKOI A0 MOpA.

10jHa KaBa... ABi KaBM.
2[TliHa Ha KaBi.

36



MYKHAYLO KOTSYUBYNSKY

On the Rock

A Watercolor

From the cafe, the only one in the whole Tatar village, one could
very well see the sea and the gray sands of the shore. Through the opened
windows and doors of the long columned veranda flowed the bright blue
of the sea, prolonged into endlessness by blue sky. Even the sultry air of
the summer day took on soft bluish tones in which the contours of the far
littoral mountains melted and dissolved.

A wind blew from the sea. The salty damp air drew the customers to
the cafe and, ordering coffee for themselves, they crowded beside the
windows or sat on the veranda. Even the cafe owner, bowlegged Memet,
watchfully keeping an eye on the customers, shouted from time to time to
his younger brother: “Jepar! Bir kave ... eki kave!—one coffee ... two
coffees!” and would stand in the doorway in order to breathe the damp
breeze and to take his round Tatar cap off his shaved head for an instant.

While Jepar, red from the close air, blew on the embers in the oven
and shook the little pot so there would be a good kaimak, or foam, on the
coffee, Memet looked upon the sea.

“There’ll be a storm,” he said, not turning around. “The wind is
getting stronger—out there, on the boat, they are furling the sails.”

The Tatars turned their heads toward the sea.

On a large black boat which, it appeared, was veering toward the
shore, they were furling the sails. The wind swelled the sails, and they were
trying to free themselves like great white birds; the black boat leaned over
and lay with its side on the blue waves.

“It’s turning toward us,” Jepar answered. “I even recognize the
boat—that’s the Greek bringing salt.”

Memet also recognized the Greek’s boat. For him this mattered a
great deal, since, besides the cafe, he owned a small shop, also the only one
in the village, and was the butcher. That is to say, he needed salt.

When the boat drew nearer, Memet left the cafe and went toward
the beach. The customers hurriedly emptied their cups and followed
Memet. They crossed the steep narrow street, went around the mosque,
and down a stony path to the sea.

The blue sea billowed and boiled with foam on the beach. The boat
bobbed up and down on the same spot; it splashed like a fish, but couldn’t
reach the shore. The gray-mustachioed Greek and his young servant-
oarsman, slender and long-legged, wore themselves out straining on the
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CuHe Mmope xBuaOBaNOChL i Kunino Ha Oepesi niHow. bapkac
nifcKaKyBaB Ha Micli, x/onas, 9k puda, i He Mir mpucTatu L0
6epera. CuBoBycHii rpek Ta MOJOAMH HAaHMUT-AaHranak?, CTpyH-
KUt i JOBroHOruii, BUOMBAJJHCH i3 CHJI, HAASATAIOYH HA BecJaa, OfHAK
iMm He BraBaJsIocs Po3irHaTH YoBeH Ha GeperoBuit micok. Toxi rpek
KHHYB Y MOpe KOTBHLIO, a JAaHrajak Mno4yaB WBHUILKO pO33yBaTHUCH
Ta 3aKaCyBaTH >XOBTi lUTaHM Bulle KOJiH. TaTtapu nepemoBJs-
Jnch 3 Gepera 3 rpekoM. CHHSI XBUJIS CKMMana MoJIOKOM 6inst ix
Hir, a BigTak TaHyaa i wMnina Ha micKky, TiKal4yuW B Mope.

— Tu Bxe roTosmii, Ani? — KpPHKHYB IpeK Ha jaHrajaka.

3amicTs oanmoBizi Ani nepekMHYB roJi HOrM uepe3 Kpai
YOBHA i CKOYMB y BOAY. 3pY4YHMM PyXOM BiH MiAXOMHB Yy rpeka
MILIOK 3 Ciamo, KHHYB coG6i Ha muedve i mo6ir na Geper. HMoro
CTpyHKa ¢irypa B BY3bKMX XXOBTHX LUTaHSIX Ta CHHill KypTui,
310pOBHil, 3acCManeHUt MOPCbKMM BiTPOM BHMJ Ta YepBOHA XYCTKAa
Ha roJoBi nperapHo oa6uBaiuch HAa T/ GaakuTHaro mopa. Axi
CKMHYB Ha MiCOK CBOIO Howry i 3HOB CKOYMB y MOpe, 3aHypIOIOYH
MOKDi poXeBi INTKH B JerKy i it Giny, ax 36uTHIt 6iNIOK, NiHY, a pani
MMo4M iX y uMcTiil xBuai. Bin nig6iraB po rpexa i MycuB JOBHTH
MEHT, KOJH YOBeH OMyCKaBcs BpiBeHb 3 Horo miedeM, 100
3pyuHo 6Gyno MpHiAHSATH BaXxkkuit miwok. YoseH GUBCA Ha XBHUJi
i pBaBCcsl 3 KOTBHULL, fIK Nec i3 naHuiora, a Ani Bce 6iraB on 4oBHa
Ha Geper i Haszajx. XBuUJAS 3j0raHssia iioro Ta kupaiaa fdomy mia
Horu KAyGku Ginol niHm,

Yacom Ani nponyckaB 3py4Huil MeHT i ToAi xanaBcsi 3a 6iK
6apkaca i nigHiMaBcsl pa3omM 3 HUM AOrOpH, MOB Kpab, npuJinie-
HHUi1 10 KopabnieBoro oGaaBKa.

Tartapu cxoauaucs Ha Oeper. Hasite y ceni, Ha niackux
AAaxax ocejb 3'SIBUMCS, HEBBAXKAIOYM HA CMEKy, TaTapH i BUrJIsi-
AaNu 3BiATH, SIK KYNKM KBiTOK Ha IpsaKaXx.

Mope aeaani Brpauano cnokiit. Yaiikn 3nimaauch i3 oguHO-
KMX GeperoBMX CKeJib, MPUNaiaju rpyabmH A0 XBHJI i MJIaKaau
Hax MopeM. Mope noremuiso, 3miHuiaock. HApi6Hi xBuai 31MBa-
JUCb JOKYNW i, MOB OpH/IM 3e/]eHKYBAaTOrOo CKJa, HEMOMITHO
niakpagamuce 10 6epera, najajav Ha Micok i po36usanuch Ha Giny
nivy. Ilig 4YOBHOM KJNEKOTINO, KMMiNO, WYMyBaro, a BiH MiACKaKy-
BaB i MJWraBs, HEMOB HicCS Kyaucb Ha GinorpuBux 3Bipax. ['pek
yacTo ofepTaBCsl Hasal i 3 TPUBOrol MOrJasiaB Ha mope. Adi
npyakiwe 6irag oz uoBHa Ha Geper, Becb 3a6pu3KaHHWil NiHOIW0.
Boaa npu Gepesi nmounHana xanamyTHTHCh i XKOBKHYTH; PasoM 3
MiCKOM XBUJIS BUKHAANA 30 IHA MODS Ha Oeper KamiHHA i, TikawouH
Hasaj, BOJIKAA iX MO AHY 3 TaKUM TypKOTOM, Haue Tam IOCh
BeJIMKe CKperoTano 3ySamu i rapuano. [1pu6iit 3a skoi niBroguuu
nepecKakyBaB yKe uepe3 KaMiHHSl, 3a1MBaB npubepexHy popory
i nigbupasca 10 Mmiwkis 3 ciamo. TaTapy Mycu/au BiACTYNHTH Ha-

1 Becasp. — Pen.

38



oars, but they were unable to beach the boat. Then the Greek threw the
anchor into the sea, and the oarsman quickly began to take off his shoes
and to roll his yellow trousers up above his knees. From the beach the
Tatars were exchanging a few words with the Greek. A blue wave boiled
like milk near their feet, and then melted and hissed on the sand, flowing
back into the sea.

“Are you ready, Ali?” the Greek cried to the oarsman.

Instead of answering, Ali swung his bare feet over the side of the
boat and jumped into the water. With an expert movement he took a sack
of salt from the Greek, threw it onto his shoulder and carried it to the
beach.

His slender figure in narrow yellow trousers and blue jacket, his
healthy, swarthy face burned with sea wind, and the red scarf on his head,
contrasted beautifully with the background of the blue sea. Ali threw his
burden onto the sand and again leaped into the water, plunging his wet
pink calves into the light foam that was white as beaten egg whites and,
farther in, washing them in a clean, blue wave. He would run up to the
Greek and would have to choose the right moment, when the boat was on
a level with his shoulder, in order to take a heavy sack easily. The boat was
struggling with the waves and jerking on the anchor like a dog on a chain,
and Ali kept running from the boat to the shore and back again. A wave
would overtake him and throw balls of white foam under his feet.

Sometimes Ali let the right moment pass, and then he would seize
the side of the boat and be raised upward with it, like a crab, glued to the
boat’s side.

The Tatars were gathering on the beach. Even in the village, on the
flat roofs of the huts, Tatar women would appear in spite of the heat,
looking like bunches of flowers in flower beds.

The sea was getting rougher and rougher. Gulls flushed from the
lonely shore cliffs, touching their breasts to the waves and crying over the
sea. The sea blackened and changed. The small waves would merge and,
looking like lumps of green glass, would creep furtively up to the beach,
fall upon the sand and smash themselves into white foam. The water
gurgled under the boat, it boiled, it foamed, and the boat jumped up and
down and leaped, as if being carried somewhere on white-maned breasts.
The Greek would often turn around and glance with alarm at the sea. Ali
was running faster between the boat and the beach, spattered all over with
foam. The water by the beach began to grow muddy and yellow; from the
depths of the sea a wave would throw stones and sand onto the beach and,
flowing down again, dragged them back with so much noise that it seemed
as if some large animal were grinding its teeth and growling under the
water. After about half an hour, the flood tide was already jumping over
the stones, covering the beach path and advancing toward the sacks of salt.
The Tatars had to draw back, in order not to get their shoes wet.

“Memet! Nurla! Help me, people, or else the salt will get wet. Ali!
Well, come here!” the Greek yelled.

The Tatars stirred and, while the Greek, looking with anguish at the
sea, remained in the boat which danced on the waves, the salt was taken to
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3al, 100 He 3MOYMTH KaniiiB.

— MewmeTt! Hypana! INomoxith, Mmoan, a To cinb niamounTs!
Ani! Mam x tyau! — xpuniB rpex.

Tarapu 3aBopylmancs, i NOKH rpeK TAHUIOBAB 3 YOBHOM
Ha XBW/ISX, 3 HYAbIOK IO3MPAlOYH Ha MOpe, Cillb OMMHHMJIACH Y
6esneuHoMmy MicLi.

Tum wacom Mmope iHwno. MOHOTOHHMEH, PUTMIUHMH rOMiH
XBU/Ib NepeiilioB y 6yxanHsi. Cno4aTKy rayxe, ik Ba)KKe CanaH-
Hs, a jani CulbHe i KOpOTKe, sik Aajekuit cTpin rapmatu. Ha
He6i cipum naByTHHHSIM CHyBaau xmapu. PoaroiizaHe mope, Bxe
OpynHe il TeMHe, HACKaKyBaJo Ha Geper i MOKpUBaNO CKedi, NO
SIKUX MOTOMY CTiKaJH MaTbOKM OpPyAHOi 3 MIHOK BOJIH.

—Tle-re! Byae 6yps! — kpuuaB Memer 10 rpeka. — Bursa-
rait Ha Geper 4oBHa!

—Ta? Lo kaxew? — XxpuniB rpek, HaMaralO4uch nepe-
KpHYaTH WwyM npu6oio.
— Yosen Ha Geper! — ryknyB wocuau Hypaa.

Ipek Hecnokifino sakpyTuBcs i cepex GpU3KIB i pUKy XBHJb
No4aB pO3NyTYBAaTH JNAHLIOT, YB'A3yBaTH MOTY33s. Aai KHHYBCS
Lo naHwiora. Tatapu CKMAalM Kanui, 3aKOYyBaJ¥ WITAHW H CTa-
Baav 10 nomoui. BpewTi rpek nizHsB KoTBULIO, i YopHUii Gapkac,
nigxonnenuii 6pyAHOI0 XBHUJIEIO, WO 3 HIr 10 roJIOBM 3MMJIA Ta-
Tap, nocyHye ao Gepera. Kynka sirHyTux i Mokpux rarap ra-
JIACJIMBO BHTAN/IA 3 MODS, Cepel KJAeKOTY MiHW, YyopHHi 6Gapkac,
HEMOB SIKyCb MOPCbKY NMOTBOpY a0 BeJH4e3HOro gedbdiHa.

Ta ock 6apkac air Ha nicky. Moro npus’sasano o nani. Ta-
Tapu 06TpinyBaiuCh i BaXXHJU 3 rpexoM Cinb. Ani nomaras, xod
4acoM, KOJH Xa3stiH 3a6ajakyBaBCs 3 MOKYMLUSMH, BiH HHLIKOM
nosupas Ha HesHaliome ceso. CoHue cToso Bxe Hax ropamu. Ilo
roJIOMy CipoOMy BHMCTYMy CKeJi JiNWIMCh TaTapcbki XaJymnk,
3JI0XKeHi 3 AMKOro KaMiHHs, 3 MJACKMMH 3eMJASHUMH TNOKPIiBASIMH,
OJiHAa Ha OJHiH, ik xaTku 3 kapT. bes TuHiB, 6e3 BopiT, Ge3 By-
Jaunb. KpUBi CTeXKH BUAMCHL MO KaMEHMCTIH crnaauHi, niesanu Ha
NOKPIBAAX i 3’IBAAAMCL JeCb HHXKYe NMPOCTO OJ MYpPOBaHHX CXO-
LiB. YopHo i rono. Tineku Ha ojHifi mokpiBai pocaa SIKUMCb yy-
JOM LIOBKOBHMLSA, a 3HHU3Y 31aBajioCh, IO BOHA PO3CTEJIa TeM-
Hy KOpOHy Ha OJjakuTi He(a.

3ate 3a cejoM, y jaftekiii mepcrnekTHBi, OAKPHBABCA 4apiB-
HUil CBIiT. B ranGokux A0JMHAX, 3eJeHHX OX BMHOTPany i MOBHMX
CH301 iMJIM, TICHWAMCh KaM'siHi rpoMajiH, poxeBi 0] BedipHbLOro
CoHus a6o cuuiloui ryctum GopoM. Kpyrai aucoropu, MoB Bele-
TEHCbKi WAaTpa, KMAaIM of cebe YOPHY TiHb, a JAajeKi LInMuii,
CU30-0NaKMTHI, 31aBaauch 3y6usmu 3acturanx xmap. CoHue ua-
COM CNyCKaJO 3-3a XMap y iMay, Ha JAHO JAOJMHH, CKiCHi macma
30/I0THX HHTOK — | BOHM MEPeTHHAJX POXKEeBi CKeJsi, CHHi JicH,
YOpHi BaKi WaTpa Ta 3acBiuyBaJM BOTHi Ha FOCTPHX LUMUJAX.

[lpu ui# xaskoBili naHopaMi TaTapcbke ceno 34aBajoCh
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a safe place.

Meanwhile, the sea was advancing. The monotonous, rhythmic
sound of waves changed to booming. At first it was hollow, like heavy
breathing, but later it became strong and short, like the distant shot of a
cannon. In the sky, clouds like gray spiderwebs were moving slowly. The
swaying sea, already dirty and dark, was leaping onto the beach and
covering the rocks, down which streams of dirty, foamy water would flow
after each inundation.

“It’'ll be quite a storm,” Memet cried to the Greek. “Let’s get the
boat out of the water.”

“What? What did you say?” the Greek yelled, trying to shout
through the din of the tide.

“Get the boat out of the water,” Nurla shouted as loud as he could.

The Greek busied himself and, amid the splashing and roar of waves,
began to loosen the anchor-chain and secure the rigging. Ali grabbed the
chain. The Tatars took off their shoes, rolied up their trousers, and began
helping. Finally the Greek pulled up the anchor, and the black boat,
caught by a dirty wave which sluiced the Tatars from head to foot, began
to move toward the beach. Shouting, the little group of wet and bending
Tartars pulled the boat from the sea, like some kind of monster or big
dolphin, amid the gurgling of foam.

Finally the boat lay on the sand, and was fastened to a pole. The
Tatars were smoothing their clothes and helping the Greek to weigh the
salt. Ali also helped, although, at times, when his master was chatting with
the customers, he would look at the strange village. The sun already stood
above the mountains. The Tatar huts, made of rough stones and with flat,
earthen roofs, clung to the naked gray projection of the cliffs, one above
another, like little houses of cards. There were no fences, nor gates nor
streets. The crooked paths writhed over the rocky slope, disappeared on
the roofs and reappeared again somewhere lower, at the foot of some steps
made of masonry. Everything around was black and naked. Only on one
roof, by some miracle a thin mulberry tree grew, and from below it
appeared that the tree was spreading its dark crown on the blue skies.

But outside the village, in the distance, a magical world opened up.
In the deep valleys, green with grapes and full of bluish haze, clusters of
rocks jostled one another, rosy from the evening sun or blue with thick
pine woods. The round bald mountains, like gigantic tents, cast a black
shadow, and the distant peaks, grayish blue, seemed like the fangs of
frozen clouds. At times, from behind the clouds, the sun would let down
into the mist and into the bottom of the valley the slanting skeins of
golden threads, and they cut through the pink cliffs, the blue forests, the
black heavy tents, and lit fires on the sharp peaks.

Compared to this fabulous panorama, the Tatar village looked like a
lump of rough stone, and only the little file of slender girls who were
returning from the chishme, the village fountain, with tall jars on their
shoulders, enlivened the stony waste.

At the edge of the village, in a deep valley, a little stream ran among
walnut trees. The tide prevented the water from flowing into the sea, and
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rpyAOI0 IMKOro KaMiHHS#l, i TiIbKM PALOK CTPYHKMX HiBYaT, W10
BepTaau oj “‘uilime”? 3 BUCOKUMM KYXJAMM Ha IJedax, OXHBJSB
KaM'siHy MycTeso.

Kpaii cena, y ranGokiii goauni, 6ir nomix BOJOCLKHMX ropi-
XiB cTpyMOoK. Mopcbkuit npuGiii cnmHuB #foro BoAy, i BOHa po3iu-
Jach MOMIX JepeBamu, oa6uBaoun B cobi ix sesneHb, GapBHi xa-
JaTH TATapoK Ta roJi Tilla AiTBOpH.

— Ani! — rykHyB rpek. — ITomMoxu 3cunaTu Ciab!

3a pesom mopst AJi JeABe LO4YB.

Hap Geperom BuCIB conoHME TyMaH oA Api6HuX OpH3KiB.
KanamyTne mope ckaxenijo. Bxke He xBuai, a 6ypyHH BCTaBalH
Ha Mopi, BUCOKI, cepanTi, 3 6iMKu rpebeHsIMH, Ol SKMX 3 JIYCKOM
OAPHMBAJACS LOBri KUTHLI MiHM i 3aiTanm poropu. Bypynn Awan
HEBMWHHO, migbupanu nig cebe 3BOPOTHi XBWJI, MepecKakyBaau
yepe3 HUX i 3anuBaan Geper, BUKMAAIOUM HA HbOro ApiCHUA cipuit
nicok. CKpi3b 6yJ0 MOKpPO, NOHAMBAHO, B GEperoBUX SIMKax JiH-
1ajach BOJAA.

PantoM Tatapu novysau Tpick, i piBHOYAaCHO BOJa MOJHIACH
iM y kanui. To CHILHA XBWJS MiAXONWAA 4YOBeH i KMHyJa iM Ha
naab. Fpex nigGir g0 yoBHa i axHyB: y uoBHi Oyaa xipa. Bin
KpH4YaB O], ropsi, JasBCs, MJaKaB — Ta peB MOps MOKPUBAB #Oro
AeMeHT. JloBeaoCh BUTSCTH 4YOBeH Ta i npuB’sidaatv 3HOB. ['pek
6yB Takuil CyMHMIl, 10 XOou 3anaja Hi4 i MemeT KkJuKaB #oro B
KaB’pHIO, He MIlIOB y ceno i JMWMBCH Ha Gepesi. MoB NMpUBUAH,
6ykany BoHU 3 Ani cepea BOASIHOTO MHJY, CepAMTOro OyXaHHA Ta
CHJBHOrO 3anaxy Mmops, wo npofimas ix Hackpisb. Micsiup AaBHO
BXKe 3ililIOB i mepeckakyBaB 3 XMapy Ha XMmapy; npH CBiTai #ioro
6eperoBa cmyra 6iniia ox nNiHM, Haue BKPHUTA MEPIIUM MYXKUM
cHirom. Bpewri Ani, 3BabseHuil BOTHSMH B ceJli, HAMOBHB Ipexa
3aiiTH B KaB’SIpHIO.

I'pek po3BO3MB CiNb MO NpHOEepeKHUX KPHUMCBKUX ceslax pas
Ha pik i 3Buuaiino GopryBaB. Ha apyruii geHs, wo6 He raatu
yacy, BiH Haka3aB AJi JJArOAMTH HOBEH, a CaM TNOJIaBCH TipCbKOIO
Tpomot 306MpaTH no cenax AoBru: GeperoBa crTexka Oyna 3a-
TomJeHa i 3 60Ky Mops ceso 6yso ojapisaHe o CBiTY.

Bxe 3 nonynHs xBuas nouana crnazaty, i Aai B3siBcg R0 po-
6otu. BiTep TpinaB uepBOHYy XYCTMHKY Ha roJioBi paHranaxa, a
BiH MOpaBcs KOJO 4YOBHAa Ta KYPHMKAaB MOHOTOHHY, fiIK mpubiit
Mops, nicHio. ¥ BianoBigHMil uyac, Ak A06puil MyCyJbMaHHWH, BiH
PO3CTeNsB HA MICKY XYCTHHKY i CTaBaB Ha KoJiHa B GOrOMiNbHO-
My cnokoi. Beyopamy BiH po3ksajgaB Hax MOpeM OroHb, BapHB
co6i misiaB 3 MiAMOYEHOr0 PHKY, 11O JHLWINBCL HA 6apkaci, | HaBiTb
JIaroAMBCA HOYYBaTH MpH 4oBHi, Ta MeMeT mnokaukas ioro B
kaB’apHio. Tam auwr pa3 Ha pik, gK HAI3AWIM MOKYMLi BHHOTpavy,
TpyaHo Gyno 3106yTH Micue, a Tenep BiabHO i MpocTOpO.

1 PoHTAaH.
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so it flooded among the trees, reflecting their green leaves, the flowery
robes of the Tatar women, and the naked bodies of children.

“Ali!” the Greek shouted. “Help pour the salt!”

Because of the roar of the sea, Ali barely heard this.

A salty fog from the fine spray hung upon the beach. The turbid sea
raged. Already not waves but breakers were rising on the sea—tall, angry,
with white crests from which long clusters of foam tore themselves with
lashing noises and flew upward. The breakers moved unceasingly,
trampling the returning waves, leaping over them and sluicing the beach,
casting ashore fine gray sand. Everything was wet and washed down, and
the holes along the shore were filled with water.

Suddenly the Tatars heard a crash, and simultaneously water poured
over their feet. A strong wave had caught the boat and had thrown it
against the pole. The Greek ran to the boat and gave a cry: there was a
hole in the side. He shouted with grief, he cursed, he wept—but the roar of
the sea drowned out his lament. The boat had to be dragged farther up the
beach and tied again. The Greek was so sad that, although night had come
and Memet was calling him into the cafe, he did not go to the village, but
remained on the beach. Like ghosts, he and Ali wandered through the
water spray, the angry booming, and the strong scent of the sea in which
they were steeped. The moon had risen long ago, and it leaped from cloud
to cloud: in its light the beach was white with foam as if covered with the
first soft, fluffy snow. Finally Ali, lured by the fires in the village,
persuaded the Greek to look in at the cafe.

The Greek delivered salt to the seaside Crimean villages once a year,
and generally sold on credit. On the second day, so as not to waste time,
he ordered Ali to repair the boat, and he himself set out by mountain path
to collect debts throughout the villages; the shore path was flooded and so,
on the sea side, the village was cut off from the world.

Early in the afternoon the sea had begun to calm down, and Ali
went to work. The wind fluttered the red scarf on the oarsman’s head, and
he puttered around the boat and hummed a song as monotonous as the
rote of the sea. At the proper time, like a good Moslem, he spread his scarf
on the sand and knelt in devout silence. In the evening he built a fire on
the beach, cooked himself a pilaf from some damp rice which had
remained in the boat, and was even preparing to spend the night beside the
boat, but Memet called him into the cafe. The place was crowded only
once during the year, when the grape merchants came down, but now
there was room for everyone.

It was cozy in the cafe. Jepar dozed beside the stove on which
glittering pots were hanging, and in the stove the fire was slumbering and
turning to ashes. When Memet would awaken his brother with the cry
“Coffee!” Jepar would start, leap up, and begin working the bellows, in
order to rouse the fire. In the stove the fire showed its teeth, sputtered
with sparks, and gleamed intermittently over the copper plates and dishes,
and the fragrant steam of fresh coffee would spread through the room.
Flies droned under the ceiling. Behind the tables, on the wide benches
upholstered with silk, the Tatars sat, playing dice here, cards there, and
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B kap’aphi 6ysn0 3atvwHo. [xkenap apimaB KoJo neui, 3a-
BiwaHoi OJIMCKYYOI0 MOCYAMHOW, a B neui apimaB i nonenis Bo-
rous. Koa Memer 6yauB GpaTta mokaukom: “kaBe!” — Jlenap
31 pUrascsi, CXonmoBascs i 6paBca 3a Mix, wo6 po3GyaiuTH BO-
rous. Orous y neui ckanus 3y6u, MUpcKaB ickpamu i moGAMCKYBaB
no MiagHiit mocyni, a no xaTi po3xoaunach 3anauiHa napa cBixol
kaBu. [lix cTenew ryan myxu. 3a CTOJaMH, Ha WMPOKHUX, 0G6UTHX
KMTaAKOI OCJAOHAX, CHAIMM TaTapu; B OAHOMY MicCui rpaiad B
KOCTi, B ApyroMy — B KapTH, i CKpi3b cTOS/IM Mani ¢inixaHku 3
yopHow KaBow. Kas’apus 6yna cepuem cena, kyau 36iraauce yci
iHTepecH JMOIHOCTI. BCe, Te, YUM KWJIM JIOAM Ha KameHi. Tam
3aciganu cami 3HauHi rocTi: ctapuii cyBopuit Myasna Acad, y yan-
Mi A ZOBromMy xanaTi, L0 MIWIKOM BHMCiB Ha HOro KiCTASABOMY
3aayGiiomy Tini. Bin 6yB TemHuil i ynepTuii, sik BicaioK, i 3a ue
BCi #oro nosaxaau. By Tyt i Hypaa-egenai, 6aratup, 60 maB
pyay KopoBy, naeTeHy rap6y i napy GyiBoJiB, a TaKOX 3aMOX-
HUi “l0306aw” (COTHHMK), MOCigau €AMHOro Ha I1iJie CeNo KOHS.
Bci Bonu 6yau poanui, siK i wina MOAHICTD TOrO HEBEJMYKOro 3a-
KHHYTOrO Cesa, X04 LEe He 3aBaxaJjo iM Li/IMTUCA HAa ABAa BOPOXi
Tabopu. TIpuunHa BOpOXKHeYi TAINACh y HEBEJHYKOMY JKepedi,
uo 610 3-nig ckeni i cTikano Teuifikolo sKpa3s nocepeauHi cena,
NOMiX TaTapCbkumu ropoiamu. Tinbky ug Boja jAaBana XHUTTA
BCbOMY, L0 POCJO Ha KaMeHi, i KOJM OJHa MOJIOBHHA Cesla CIycKa-
Ja il Ha CBOi TOpPOAYMKM, y ApPYyroi 0oJiJNO cepue AUBUTHUCH, SIK
COHIe i KaMiHb B’sIsiTh M uuOymo. [IBi HaiGaraTiui i HaiiGinbi
BILIMBOBi 0COGM B CeJli MaJM ropoAH Ha pi3HUX GOKax Tedifiku —
Hypaa na npasomy, 1036aw Ha JAiBomy. I koM ocTaHHI cryckas
BOAY Ha CBOI0 3emmo, Hypna 3aTamoByBaB noTik BuuLe, 0ABOAUB
floro no ce6e i naBaB Boay cBOeMy KyTkoBi. Lle ruisumo Bcix
NiBOGEPeXHNX, i BOHH, 3a6yBalOYN HA POAMHHI 3B’I3KM, GOPOHUIN
NPpaBo Ha XHUTTA CBOiH uuby.ai Ta po36uBaau OLUH OAHOMY roJO-
By. Hypna i 1036aw crosan Ha 4osni BOpOrywuMX mapTii, Xou
1030aleBa napris HeMOB mepeBaxana, 60 Ha ii Goui 6yB MyJJaa
Acan. Lla BopoxHeya nomiuasnace i B KaB’sipHi: KOJM NPUXHIbHH-
k1 Hypan rpaan B kocti, To 1036alueBi 3 Npe3aupCcTBOM AMBUJNCH
Ha HUX i cigann 10 KapT. B ogHOMYy BOpOrM CXOAMJHCH: yCi NUAH
kaBy. MemeT, w0 He MaB ropoja i, sk KOMEPCaHT, CTOSIB BHLIE
napTifiHUX Cynepevok, yce WKaHan6aB HA KPUBMX Horax on Hyp-
J1 10 1036alla, 3aUMTbKYBaB i MUpuUB. Moro raaake o6anuus i ro-
JieHa rojIoBa JIMCHIMM, SIK y obayrsieHoro GapaHa, a B XHUTPHX
0uax, 3aBXJIHM YepBOHHWX, GAyKaB HecnokiiiHuil Boruuk. BiH BiyHO
6yB YMMCb 3aKJOMOTAHHUH, WOCh BiYHO PO3MiIPKOBYBAB, NpUrany-
BaB, JliuMB i pa3 y pa3 6iraB y KpamMHHYKy, y JbOX, TO 3HOB A0
rocreil. Hacom Bin BuGIraB 3 kae'sipHi, nigHimMaB Juue yBepx, A0
T/1aCKO1 MOKPiBJi, i KJIMKaB:

— datbmel..

I Toai ox crin jfioro aomy, wo 3xifiMaBcs Hax KaB’sipHelo,
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small cups of black coffee were standing everywhere. The cafe was the
heart of the village, where all human interests crossed, everything by which
the people on the rock lived. There sat the most important guests: the
grim old mullah, Asan, in a turban and a long robe which hung on his stiff
bony body like a sack. He was dark, and stubborn as a mule, and for this
everyone respected him. Here also was Nurla-efendi, a rich man who had a
red cow, a wicker cart, and a pair of buffaloes; and also the weli-to-do
yuzbash, the village officer, who owned the only horse in the village. They
were all kinsmen, as were the rest of the people of that small forgotten
settlement, although this didn’t prevent them from dividing into two
enemy camps. The cause of the hostility was a little spring which welled
from underneath the cliffs and flowed in a narrow stream through the
exact center of the village, among the Tatar gardens. This water gave life to
all that lived on the rock, and when one half of the village put it on their
gardens, it was painful for the other half to see how sun and stone dried
their onions. Two of the richest and most influential persons in the village
had gardens on different sides of the stream: Nurla on the right side, the
yuzbash on the left side. And when the latter put water on his soil, Nurla
dammed the stream higher up, diverted it, and put water on his own plot.
This angered all the left-bankers and, forgetting family ties, they made war
to preserve the life of their onions, and smashed one another’s heads.
Nurla and the yuzbash led the hostile parties, although the officer’s party
was somewhat stronger because on its side was the mullah Asan. This
hostility could be seen even in the cafe: when Nurla’s backers played dice,
those of the officer looked at them with scorn and sat down to cards. In
one thing the enemies agreed; they all drank coffee. Memet, who didn’t
have a garden and, like a businessman, stood above partisan conflicts,
always hobbled on his bowlegs from Nurla to the yuzbash, trying to calm
and reconcile them. His fleshy face and shaved head were always shiny,
like those of a skinned ram, and in his clever eyes, always red, a restless
little fire roamed. He was eternally preoccupied by something, eternally
speculating, remembering or computing something, and time after time
running into the shop, into the cellar, or again to the customers.
Sometimes he would run out of the cafe, turn his face toward the flat
roof, and call:

“Fatima!”

And then from the wall of his house, which rose above the cafe, a
veiled woman would depart like a shadow, and would silently walk across
the roof to the very edge.

He would throw up to her some empty sacks or order something
with a rough, grating voice, tersely and imperiously, like a lord to his
servant, and the shadow would disappear just as silently as it had come.

Ali saw her once. He was standing near the cafe, and watched closely
how silently her yellow slippers descended the stone steps that united
Memet’s house with the earth, and how the pale green cloak, the feredjhe,
fell in folds over her slender figure from her head down to her loose red
trousers. She descended silently, slowly, carrying in one hand an empty
pitcher, and with the other holding up the feredjhe in such a way that only
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OJAiAAMaCh, MOB TiHb, 3aBUHEHAa B MOKPHBAMO XKiHKa i THXO mpo-
XOAMJIAa Yepes MOKPiBIO 10 camoro i Kpaio.

Bin xupaB iii HaBepx MopoxHi MilwKkKM a6o LIOCH HaKa3yBaB
Pi3KMM, CKPHUIMYyHHM IOJIOCOM, KOPOTKO i BAAJHO, K MaH cayxel-
ui, — i TiHb 3HMKAa/Na TAK CaMO HEMOMITHO, SIK i 3’BAANACD.

Ani pa3 no6auuB Ti. Bin cTosIB KONMO KaB’'ApHi i CTexHuB, AK
THXO CTYNaJH XOBTi MATHHKU MO KaM'SHUX CXOXAX, L0 €XHAJH
MemeToBy xaty 3 3emJelo, a sicCHO-3esieHe “depenxe’ ckaIaiKaMu
cnajnano no cTpyHkiit ¢irypi ox ronoBu ax A0 YEpPBOHUX LIAPO-
Bapis. Bona cnyckanack TMXO, MOBOJ, HeCyud B OfHiil pyui no-
POXHIi KyXoJb, a JApYyroio TNPUTPHUMYOUH ¢eperxe Tak, L0
TilbKM BeMKi L0BracTi 4opHi ovi, BUMOBHI, SIK y ripcbkoi capHu,
Mir 6aunTH CTOpOHHIH. Bona cnuuuna oui Ha Axi, BigTak cnyctu-
J1a MOBiKM i NPORILIA JaJi TUXO i CNOKiiHO, IK €ErMNETCbKA X PHLS.

Ani 3pan0cq, wo Ti o4i mipHyau B fioro cepue, i BiH NoHic iX
3 coboro.

Hax Mopem, narogsyM 4OBHAa Ta KYPHHKAIOUM CBOi COHHIi
nicHi, BiH AMBUBCH y Ti oui. Bin 6auuB ix ckpisb: i B npo3opii, sk
CKJIO, Ta SIK CKJO A3BiHKil XBWJ, i Ha rapayomy, 6aUCKy4OMYy HA
COHUi KameHi. BOHM AMBMIMCH Ha HBOrO HaBiTb i3 iNiaHKH
4opHOi KaBH. BiH yacTilte noraspas Ha ceso i yacto GayuB Ha
KaB’pHi, Mij OJMHOKMM JAepeBOM, HeBHpasHy ¢irypy xiHku, mo
Oy/n1a 3BepHeHa A0 MOpS, HEMOB IUyKaJa CBOiX Ouel.

Ho Ani ckopo 3Bukau B cedi. JliBuaTa, Npoxoasyn oj yill-
Me, HiM HEHapOKOM OJKpHMBaJIM 06JHY4Ys, KOJM CTPiYaiuch 3
KpacyHeM TypKOM, MOTOMY najeHimd, Auum weuauie # uienTa-
JuchL nomix ceGe. Myxcokili Mosoni nmopo6anack #oro Becena
Barava. JliTHiMu Bewopamu, TaKUMHM THXHMM H CBiXKHMMH, KOJH
30pi BHCIMIM Haj 3emJelo, a MicAaub Hax MopeM, AJi BMAMaB CBOIO
3ypHy, npuBeseHy 3-nmia CMipHHM, NpUMOILYBaBCS MijJ KaB'sSpHEIO
a6o aeiHne i po3MOBJSB 3 PiAHUM KPAEM CYMHHMH, XanaloyuMHu 3a
cepue 3rykamu. 3ypHa CKJIHKaAa MOJOJb, MYXCbKY, 3Buyaiino. Im
aposymina 6yna nicHs Cxony, i ckopo B TiHi kaM'dHUX oceJib, Me-
peTkaHiit 61aKHTHUM CBIiT/IOM, MOYHHAACh 3a6aBa: 3ypHa MOBTO-
psna oauH i TOH caMMit rosoc, MOHOTOHHWIl, HeBUpa3HHii, Ge3-
KOHEUHMH, IK MiCHS UBipPKYHA, aX pOoGHIOCH MJIOCHO, a¥ MOYHHA-
J0 mix cepuem cBep6iTH, it 3anamopoueHi Tatapu NiAXOMIIOBAIA
B TaKT TMiCHi: — O-ns1-a4... 0-Ha-Ha...

3 oaHoro Goky ApiMaB TaeMHHMH CBiT YOPHMX BeJETHIB-Tip,
3 Apyroro — Jarjio poJii norigHe mope i 3iTXano Kpi3b COH, AIK
Mania AMTHHA, i TPEMTINIO Nig MicALEM 30JI0TOI0 AOPOroio...

— O-ng-n14... 0-Ha-Ha..,

Ti, wo AMBHIMCH 3ropH, 3 CBOIX KaM'SIHMX rHi3f, Gauniu
4acOM MPOCTSArHEHY PYKY, 10 Nonaraja nix npomiHb Micgus, a6o
TpeMTs4i y TaHui naeui i cayxana OjHOMaHiTHHi, B'igauBHil

1 [lapanaxa. — Pexn.
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her large, oblong, black eyes, expressive as those of a mountain chamois,
were visible to an onlooker. She turned her eyes upon Ali, then lowered
her eyelids and continued on silently and quietly, like an Egyptian
priestess.

It appeared to Ali as if those eyes plunged into his heart and stayed
with him forever.

By the sea, mending the boat and humming his sleepy songs, he was
continually looking into those eyes. He saw them everywhere: in the
waves, pellucid and sonorous as glass, and on the hot rock blinding from
the sun. They looked at him even from cups of black coffee. More and
more often he would glance toward the village and would see, on top of
the cafe, under the solitary tree, the indistinct figure of a woman which
was turned to the sea, as if seeking there her own eyes.

In the village they soon became accustomed to Ali. The girls,
walking back from the chishme, would, as if unintentionally, uncover their
faces when they met the handsome Turk, and after that they would blush,
walk faster, and whisper among themselves. His merry nature pleased the
young men. During the summer evenings, so quiet and fresh, when stars
were suspended above the earth, and the moon above the sea, Ali would
take out his zourna, brought from Smyrna, settle himself below the cafe or
somewhere else, and talk to his native country with sad sentimental
sounds. The zourna would attract the youth of the village, usually the
young men. They understood the song of the east, and soon, in the
shadow of the stone houses interwoven with brilliant light, the merry-
making would begin; the zourna would repeat only one motif, monoto-
nous, vague, endless, like the song of a cricket, until one grew faint, until
one’s heart grew restless, and the giddy Tatars would catch up the thythm
of the song:

“Oh-la-la . . . oh-na-na!”

On one side slumbered the secret world of the black giant mountains;
on the other, down below, the bright sea lay, sighing in its sleep like a
small child, and trembling under the moon like a golden road . . .

“Oh-la-la . . . oh-na-na!”

Those who looked down from above, from their stone nests, often
saw an extended hand which fell under a ray of the moon, or shoulders
shaking in the dance, and they listened to the monotonous, tiresome
refrain sung to the zouma:

“Oh-la-la . . . oh-na-na...”

Fatima was listening too.

She was from the mountains, from a distant mountain village, where
different people lived, where there were different customs, and where her
girlhood companions had remained. There was no sea there. The butcher
had come, he paid her father more than the suitors from her village were
able to give, and took her for himself. He is disgusting, brutal, strange, like
all the people here, like this region. Here in this part of the world there are
no family, no companions, no kind of people—there are even no roads
going out of it.

“Oh-lala...oh-nana...”
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NpUCMiB 10 3YpHU:

— O-ns1-n4... 0-Ha-Ha...

daTbma Tex cayxana.

Bona 6yaa 3 rip. 3 panexoro ripchkoro cena, xe WM iHL
JoaH, ae G6yau CBOi 3BMYAl, A€ JULIMAUCL NOAPYrH. Tam He 6yno
Mopsi. Tlpuitios pisnnk, 3anaatuB 6aTbKOBi Ginblue, HiX MoOrJm
AaTu CBOi napy6kwu, it 3a6paB il 1o ceGe. [poTuBHHH, Henacka-
BHi, 4yxuil, K yci TyT moaH, sik ueil kpail. TyT HeMa poauHH,
HeMa MoApYr, NPUXHILHUX JOAeH, ue Kpait cBiTa, Hema jopir
HaBiTb 3BiXCH...

— O-ag-a4... o-Ha-Ha...

Hema nopir HasiTe, 6o sik MOope po3cepanTbest, TO 3abupac
elnHy npuGepexHy Ttpomy.. TyT Tinbku Mope, ckpisb Mope.
Bpauui cainute oui fioro 61akuTs, yaeHb roiilacThcs 3eeHa XBH-
Jist, BHO4I BOHO 1MXa€, SIK cl1a6a JMoguHa... B roauny aparye coim
CMOKOeM, B Heroay maioe Ha Oeper i 6’eThes, i peBe, ik 3Bip,
i He nae cnat... Hasith B xaTy 3anasuts floro roctpwuii ayx, ox
SIKOTO HYAMTb.. Of HBLOrO He BTeYelll, He CXOBAELICS... BOHO
CKpi3b, BOHO IMBHTbCS Ha Hei.. YacOM BOHO APOYMTBLCHI: YKPH-
€TbCS GiUM, SIK CHIr Ha ropax, TYMaHOM; 3Ja€ThCs, HEMa HOro,
L1Le3J10, a Mif TYMaHOM yce-TakH 6’€TbCsl, CTOrHe, 3iTxac... Ochb K
Tenep, ol..

— By-yx!.. 6y-yx!.. 6y-yx!..

— O-ag-11... o-Ha-Ha...

..bB’eThCa min TymaHoMm, sk auTHMHA B nemoukax, a noTomy
Ckupae ix 3 ceGe... JlisayTb yropy noBri, nofepTi wWMaTK1 TyMmaHy,
YiNASIOTECS A0 MEYETY, 3aKyTYIOTb Ceslo, 3a1a3iTh y Xary, cixa-
I0Tb Ha Ceplie, HaBiTb COHUS HE BUAHO... Ta OT Tenep... OT Tenep...

— O-as-n14... 0-Ha-Ha...

..Tenep BOHAa 4acTO BMXOAMTb Ha AaX KaB’spHi, MPUTyAS-
€TbCA 10 AepeBa i AMBMTBLCS Ha Mmope... Hi, He Mops BoHa wykae,
BOHA CTEXHTb 32 YEPBOHOIO MOB’SI3KOI0 HA TOJIOBI YYXKHHUS, He-
MOB CMOABaeTLCS, WO NOGaYUTh HOro O¥i — BeaMKi, YOpHi, ra-
pAdi, siki 1ff cHaTbes... TaM, Ha micKy, Hag MopeM, 3alUBina Tenep
i moGuma kBiTKa — ripCbKUi KpOKiC...

— O-ng-19... 0-Ha-Ha...

3opi BUCATL HaL 3eMfel0, MiCSLpb — HaJL MOpEM...

— Tu 3panexy?

Ani sxpuruyscs. Tonoc iwoB 3Bepxy, 3 aaxy. Aai niguss
TYAH oui.

PaTbMa cTORINA NiA AePeBOM, a TiHb OJ HLOrO BKpHMBaia AJi.
Bin cnaseniB i 3aikHyBcs:

—3... m-nix... CMipHu... panexko 3BiicH...

— 9 3 rip.

MoBuanka.
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There are even no roads, because when the sea becomes angry, it
washes away the only shore road. Here is only the sea, everywhere the sea.
In the morning its blueness blinds the eyes; during the day the green waves
reel; at night it breathes like a sick person. During a calm it annoys with
silence; in bad weather it spits on the beach, and pounds, and roars, and
doesn’t let one sleep—its sharp breath creeps even into the house; one feels
sick from it—one can’t flee from it, one can’t hide oneself—it is
everywhere, it watches her. Often it teases by covering itself with white
fog, like snow on the mountains; it looks as if it isn’t there, but
nevertheless, under the fog it still pounds, moans, sighs, just as it is now.

Boom! Boo-oom! Boo-oom!

“Oh-la-la . . . oh-na-na.”

It struggles beneath the fog, like a child in swaddling clothes, and
then throws them off. Long, torn pieces of fog creep upward, cling to the
mosque, muffle the village, creep into the house, sit down on the
heart—even the sun cannot be seen. But now ... butnow . ..

“Oh-lala .. .ohnana...”

Now she often walks on the roof of the cafe, leaning against the tree
and looking at the sea—no, it is not the sea she is seeking; she is watching
closely the red scarf on the foreigner’s head, as if she hopes that she will
see his eyes—large, black, hot—which come to her in dreams. There, on the
sand, by the sea, her favorite flower is blooming—the mountain crocus.

“Oh-la-a . . . oh-na-na.”

The stars hang above the earth, the moon above the sea.

“Are you from far away?”

Ali jerked. The voice was coming from above, from the roof, and
there Ali recognized the eyes.

Fatima stood under the tree, and its shadow covered Ali.

He blushed and stammered.

“F-from Smyma! Far from here . ..”

“I am from the mountains.”

A silence.

The blood pounded in his head like sea waves, and the Tatar woman
held his eyes captive and didn’t let them escape her own.

“Why did you come here? Aren’t you lonely here?”

“I am poor—I don’t have a star in the sky or a stalk of grain on the
earth—I have to work.”

“I heard you playing.”

A silence.

“It’s gay ... it’s gay where we are, too, in the mountains . . . music,
gay girls . . . where we are, there is no sea. And in your country?”

“Nearby there isn’t . ..”

“Yokhter? There isn’t? And you don’t hear it breathing in the
house?”

“No, in our country there is sand instead of sea . . . the wind carries
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KpoB 6yxana iiomy 10 roJioBu, sk MOpCbKa XBWJS, a Oui I0-
JIOHWJIa TaTapKka i He MycKaja ol CBOIX.

Yoro sabuscs ciogn? Tobi TyT CyMHO?

— 1 6iguuit — Hi 3ipku Ha He6i, Hi cTe6Ja Ha 3emai... 3a-
pobasio...

— 51 uyna, Ak TH rpaeu...

MoBuanka.

— Beceno... ¥ Hac y ropax Takox BeceJsO... My3HKH, JiB4aTa
Becesi... y Hac Hema mops... A y Bac?

— Bansbko Hema.

— MoxTep?' | T He uyew y xaTi, 5K BOHO AUXae?

— Hi. ¥ Hac 3amicTb Mopsi micok... Hece BiTep rapsunii
nicoK, i PoCTyTb ropu, HeMOB ropOu BepOJIOXKi... ¥ Hac...

— Uecl..

Bona Haue HeHapOKOM BHCYHyJa 3-mix ¢eperke 6iauil, BU-
neweHnit BUA i MokJana 3 ¢pap6oBaHUM HirTem najeiupb Ha MOBHi,
poxKeBi ycTa.

HaBkpyru Gymao GeamoaHo. baakuthe, 9k apyre He6o, I1BH-
JIOCb Ha HUX Mope, it suw 6iAsi MeyeTy MPOCHYJACh IKaChb XiHO-
4a NocTaTh.

— Tu He 6oics, XaHUM,? po3MOBAATH 30 MHow? Lllo 3po-
6uTb MeMmeT, 9K HAc nNo6auuThb?

— o Bix cxoue...

— BiH Hac 3a6’e, K no6GayuTh.

— Sk BiH cxoue...

CoHug He 6yJ0 we BUAHO, X04 Aesiki wmnuai Siam Bxke po-
xeBia. TemHi ckeli BUr/IiAanM MOHYPO, a MOpE JIeXajo BHU3Y
nix cipoto nosoJiokolo cHy. Hypaa cnyckascsa 3 Sitam i cause 6ir
3a cBoimu OyiiBosiamu. BiH mocniwaBcs, fiomy 6ys0 Tak MUIAbHO,
10 BiH He NoMiyaB HaBiTb, SIK KONMUS CBiXOi TPaBH 3CyBasach
i3 rap6u Ha cnuHy GyiiBosiaM i po3TpyiuyBajsach no a0pos3i, KOJH
BHCOKE KO0JIeCO, 3a4eNnHBLINCh 3a KaMiHb, MigKMAan0 Ha 6iry nae-
TeHoto rapboro. UopHi npucaskyBati 6yfiBosM, NOKPYUylOUd MOX-
HaTUMH ropbamu # Jno6aTHMM roJIOBaMM, 3BepHYJH B celi A0
cBoro o6iiicts, ane Hypaa onam’sitaBcs, moBepHyB ix y Apyruii
6ik i 3ynMHMBCS ax nepej Kap'spHelo. BiH 3HaB, mo Memer Tam
Houye, i WapnHyB JBepi.

— MemeT, Memer” Kenb MyHpal®

MemeT, 3acnanuit, CKOYMB Ha HOTM i NPOTHpPAB OUi.

— MenmeT! Jle Ani? — nuras Hypaa.

1 Hema?
2 Xasgqiika, naui.
3 Aau cioam!
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hot sand, and mountains of it grow, like camels’ humps . . . where we are

“Shh!”

As if by accident, she let down the feredjhe and uncovered her
white, well-cared-for face, and placed a finger with a painted nail on her
full, pink lips. There was no one around. The sea, blue as a second sky,
watched them, and just beside the mosque some female figure had passed.

“Aren’t you afraid, khanym, lady, to talk to me? What will Memet
do when he sees us?”

“Whatever he wishes . . .”

“He will kill us when he sees us.”

“As he wishes . . .”

The sun was still not visible, although some peaks of the Yaila were
already turning pink. The dark cliffs looked dismal, and below, the sea was
lying under the gray cover of sleep. Nurla was coming down from the
Yaila, and was almost running behind his buffaloes. He hurried; he was in
such a hurry that he didn’t even notice how the load of fresh grass shifted
a little from the cart onto the backs of the buffaloes and scattered over the
road when the tall wheel, catching on a stone, would cause the wicker cart
to jolt. Swinging their hairy humps and their wide heads, the black,
short-legged buffaloes tumed into their yard upon reaching the village, but
Nurla woke up, drove them in the other direction, and stopped just in
front of the cafe. He knew that Memet spent the night there, and he shook
the door.

“Memet, Memet, kel munda—come here!”

Memet, sleepy, jumped to his feet and began rubbing his eyes.

“Memet, where is Ali?”’ Nurla asked.

“Ali ... Ali ... here somewhere,” and he swept the vacant benches
with his eyes.

“Where is Fatima?”

“Fatima? Fatima is sleeping . . .”

“They are in the mountains.”

Memet opened his eyes wide at Nurla, quietly came through the cafe
and looked outside. On the road stood the buffaloes, covered with grass,
and the first ray of the sun was just touching the sea.

Memet turned to Nurla.

“What do you want?”

“You are crazy . .. I tell you, your wife ran away with the oarsman
... I saw them in the mountains when [ was coming back from the Yaila.”

Memet’s eyes crept upward. After Nurla had finished talking, Memet
shoved him aside, leaped out of the house and, swaying on his bowlegs,
started climbing the steps. He ran through his room and came out onto the
roof of the cafe. Now he really looked insane.

“Osma-an!” he shouted in a hoarse voice, putting his hands to his
mouth. “Sa-ali! ... Jepa-ar! ... Bekir! Kel munda!” He turned in all
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— Ani... Ani... TYT pecb... — i BiH 06BiB 30pOM NMOPOXKHi JNaB-
KH.

— Jle daTbMa?

— datbma?.. daTrbma CNUTS...

— Boun B ropax.

MemeT BuTpiwus Ha Hypay oui, crnokiitHo nepeitiioB uepes
KaB'ApHIO i BUIJISHYB Haxsip. Ha poposi ctosau OyiiBosM, 3acu-
nasi TpaBolo, i NepLMii NPOMiHb COHLLS JIAraB Ha MOpe.

MewmeT BepHyBcs 10 Hypau.

— Yoro TH xouyew?

— Tu 6oxeBinbhuit... 1 TO6i Kaxy, WO TBOS XKiHKA BTEKJa
3 JaHrajakom, g ix 6auuB y ropax, six nopeprtas i3 Sliau.

MemeToBi oui noniznu HaBepx. JocayxaBwu Hypay, BiH oai-
NXHYB HOro, BUCKOYMB 3 XaTH i, KOJHMBAIOYHUCb HA CBOiX KPUBHUX
HOTrax, noJi3 no cxigusix Hasepx. Bin 066ir cBol mokoi i BUCKOUUB
Ha pax kar’spHi. Tenep BiH cnpaBAi 6yB sik G0XeBiNLHUEA.

— Ocma-aH! — KPUKHYB BiH XPHIWIUM roJjlocOM, MPHKJIABLIH
RoJioHi g0 pora, — Ca-ani! dxkena-ap! Bekip! Kesb mynna-a! —
Bin o6epraBcs Ha BCi CTOPOHM i CKJMKAB, SIK HA TOXeXYy: —
Yce-in! Mycra-¢a-a-a!

Tatapu ApPOKUAAIMCH i 3'SBASINCH HA MJOCKUX MOKPiBJASX.

Tum yacom Hypaa nomaras 3Husy:

— Ac-an! Mamy-yt! 3ekepiii-a-a! — rykaB BiH He CBOIM
roJIOCOM.

Cnosox niTaB Haj ceJioM, 3HIMaBCSt Bropy, A0 BepXHiX XaTHH,
CKOYyBaBCS BHM3, CKakaB 3 MOKPiBJAi Ha Mokpismo, i 36MpaB Ha-
poa. YepBoHi desn 3’ABASNUCH CKPi3b i KPUBUMH Ta KpPYTHMH
CTeXKamu 36irajucs 10 KaB'sipHi.

Hypaa nosicHsiB, 1110 cTanocs.

MewmeT, 4epBOHHUI i HEMPUTOMHHIT, MOBYKH MOBOAUB MO 10pOi
BUOasylleHMMH ouuma. Bpewri BiH nia6ir po kpawo mnokpieai i
CKOUYMB YHU3 3PY4HO i JIerko, siK KiT.

Tarapu ryau. Ycix TUXx poauuiB, WO e BYopa po3CUBaIM
OJMH OJHOMY roOJIOBH B CNpaBi 3a BOAY, €1HAJO TeMep MOUYTTH
o6pa3u. 3auensieHo Gysio He TiibLKH MeMeTOBY uecTb, aje i 4eCTb
ycboro popy. Slkuiice 3nuieHHMH, Mep3eHHUH LaHrajaak, HaiiMuT
i 3aBosioka. Piu HeuyBaHna. | koau MemeT BuHic i3 xaTu ROBruit
HiX, SIKMM pi3aB oBeub, i, OJMCHYBIUM HUM Ha COHLi, pilyve 3a-
CTPOMMB 3a Mnosic, pix 6yB rotoswii.

— Beanu!

Hypaa pywus nonepeny, 3a HUM, HaisIraloul Ha NpaBy HOTY,
nocniwascs Pi3HUK i BiB 3a co00l0 A0OBry HM3KYy oGypeHux i 3a-
B3SITHX POJAMUIB.

CoHue Bxe nokasajocb | nekno KamiHb. TaTapu 3aasuau
Bropy aob6pe BiZOMOIO iM CTEXKOI0, BUTATINCEL Y JiHilO, SIK KO-
JIOHKa MaHApylouux Mmypax. Ilepeani mMoBuand, i Tiabku 33apny
psiiKa CyCiiu mepekupanuch caosamd. Hypna Buctynas 3 pyxamu
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directions, and called everyone as if there were a fire. “Ussein! ...
Mustafa! .. .”

Tatars woke up and appeared on the flat roofs. At times Nurla
helped from below.

“...Asan! ... Mamu-ut! ... Zekeria!” he yelled in a wild voice.

The alarm rang over the village, rose high to the topmost houses,
came leaping down, jumped from roof to roof and summoned the people
together. Red fezes appeared everywhere and ran toward the cafe down
the crooked circling paths. .

Nurla explained what had happened.

Memet, red and half-crazed, silently moved his staring eyes over the
crowd. Finally he ran to the edge of the roof and jumped down nimbly
and lightly as a cat.

The Tatars murmured. The feeling of offense now united all those
kinsmen who only yesterday had been smashing one another’s heads in the
quarrel over water. Not only Memet’s honor, but the honor of the whole
clan, was at stake. Some miserable, loathsome rower, servant and foreigner
. .. an unheard-of thing! And when Memet came out of the house carrying
a long knife with which he usually butchered sheep and, flashing it in the
sun, thrust it briskly under his belt, the clan was ready.

“Lead us!”

Nurla went first and, after him, limping on his right leg, the butcher
hurried, followed by a long line of enraged and determined kinsmen.

The sun had already come up and was beginning to heat the stones.
The Tatars climbed by a well-known path, stretching out into a line like a
column of traveling ants. The front ones were silent, and only in the back
could occasional words be heard. Nurla moved on like a hunting dog which
already scents game. Memet, flushed and gloomy, limped even more.
Although it was still early, the gray masses of stone were already becoming
hot, like the hearthstone of an oven. Over their naked, bulging sides, either
round like giant tents, or sharp like crests of petrified waves, the venomous
milkweed writhed with its fleshy leaves, and lower down, toward the sea,
the bright green kaporets grew among the blue breasts of the rocks. A little
narrow path, barely visible like the tracks of a wild animal, disappeared
sometimes in the stony waste, or vanished under a ledge of rock. There it
was damp and cold, and the Tatars took off their fezes in order to cool
their shaved heads. From there they again stepped into the oven that was
burning, stifling and gray in the dazzling sunlight. Stubbornly they
climbed up the mountains, leaning their torsos a little forward, rocking
lightly on their bowed Tatar legs; or they passed black and narrow chasms,
scraping their shoulders against the rough flank of a cliff and treading on
the edge of a precipice with the assurance of mountain mules. And the
farther they went, the harder it was for them to get across the obstacles,
the stronger the sun bumed them from above, and the rocks from below,
the more persistence was evident on their red and sweaty faces, the more
determination made their eyes bulge out of their heads. The spirit of these
wild and naked cliffs, which were dead at night but which, during the day,
were warm as a body, embraced the souls of the insulted ones and,
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rOHYOro TCa, SIKMH HIOWHUTD YKe AMUMHY. MeMeT, uepBOHHMH i mo-
Hypui, momiTHiwe wkanau6as. Xou 6yJo ue paHo, Cipi Macu Ka-
MiHHSI Harpinucst Bxe, ik YepiHb nedi. I1o ix roanx, BUNHyTHX 60-
Kax, TO KpYIJMX, SIK BeJeTeHCbKi larTpa, TO roCTPHX, MOB Beplu-
KM 3aKJISITHX XBWJb, CNaBCSI M'SICHCTHM JIMCTOM OTDPYHHMA MoJO-
yaif, a HMXK4Ye, TYAM iK MOpIO, CNIOB3aB MOMiXK CHHSABI rpyau Ka-
MiHHSl sipo3eJieHHi Kanopeub. ByseHbka cTexka, JeiBe MOMiTHa,
SIK CJliL AMKOro 3Bipa, wiesana yacoM cepeji Kam'sHOT MyCTHHi a0
X0Banacek nix BUCTYNom ckei. Tam Gyso Borko it xononHo, i ta-
Tapy nigHimanu ¢esn, wob OCBIXKUTH roJieHi ronoBu. 3BiLTH BO-
HU 3HOBY BCTYNalu y Aiy — po3naJjeHy, AYIWIHY, cipy # 3aauty
cliny4uMm coHuem. BoHu ynepTo aepiMch Ha ropH, MNOAaBIUMCH
TyJ1y60M TPOXH Bnepel, MOrodAyiOUMCh 3J€rka Ha BUIHYTHX AYy-
roio TaTapCbkUX Horax, a6o o6MHHaJM By3bKi i YOPHi npoBas,
yepKauuch mieyeM o6 roctpuii Gik ckesai Ta cTaBAs4YM Ha Kpa#
6e30Hi HOTH 3 MeBHICTIO TipCbKUX MYyJiB. | uum aani BoHM LK,
4yuM Baxcye iM 6y10 OOMHUHATH MEPELIKOAH, YUM CHJbHillle MeKso
iX 3BepXy COHLe, a 3HU3Y KaMiHb, THM Gilblue 3aB3sTTA 0A0MBa-
JOCb Ha iX YepBOHHMX, YMPIIMX OOJAMHYSIX, TMM CHJbHIllE 3aneK-
JicTe BUNMpaaa im 3 noba oui. Jyx HHMX AMKHX, SJIOBHX, FOJHX
CKellb, L0 HA HiY yMHpaJH, a Biewb Gyau Temui, ik Tino, oGHAB
Ayuli MOKPHUBYKEHUX, | BOHH HILINW 0GOPOHATH CBOIO HeCThb i CBOE
NpaBo 3 HeaNaMHiCT cyBopoi Siinu. Bonu nocniwamcs. Im Tpe-
6a Gyso nepeiiHATH BTiKauiB, NMOKH BOHU He po6panuca A0 CycCin-
Hboro cenbus Cyaky ta He BTekau mopeM. [lpasaa, i Ani i PaTb-
Ma Gyau TYT JIOAbMH UYYXKMMH, He 3HaJM CTEMOK i JIerko MOrJH
3amayTaTucsl B 1x JabipuHTi — i Ha ue paxysaJa norous. Ilpore,
xou a0 Cyaky avumnocs HeGaraTo, Hize Hikoro He 6yJa0 BHJIHO.
Po6uaock ayuixo, 60 CloaH, B FOPH, He L10JiTaB BOFKHI MOPCBHKHMI
BiTep, A0 SIKOro BOHM 3BHKJM Ha Gepesi. Kosu BoHM cnyckamuch
y npoBamis a6o 31a3uJM Ha ropy, ApiOHi komoui KamiHui cuna-
JIUCh 1M 3-Tix Hir — i e ApaTyBano iX, ynpiJux, CTOMJIEHHX i JH-
XHMX: BOHU He 3HaXOAWJIU TOFO, YOro LIYKaJH, a THM YaCOM KOXKEeH
3 HUX MOKUHYB y cesi sikycb po6oTy. 3aAHi TPOXH NPHNUHHUIMKCS.
3aTe MemeT nopuBaBCca Hanepej, 3 3aTYMaHEHUM 30pOM i roJo-
BOIO, SIK Y PO3’IOLIEHOro 11ana, i, WKYTHIbralouu, TO BUPOCTAB, TO
onajas, K Mopcbka xBuas. Bowu mouaau tpatutH Haaio. Hypaa
oni3HuBcs, ue Gyjao oueBuasiuku. IMpore Hwn. Kinbka pas 3ano-
mucthit 6eper Cyaky 6aucHyB iM 3ropd CipuM MiCKOM H 3HHMKAaB.
Pantom 3ekepis, oaMH 3 nepeaHix, CHKHYB i 3ynuHuBcs. Bci
O3WMPHYJHUCh Ha HbOTO, a BiH, HE MOBJSIYM Hi CJOBa, NPOCTAr PYKY
Brepej, i NOKa3aB Ha BUCOKHMI KaM’SIHMIl pir, 0 BUCTYNAaB y MO-
pe. Tam, 3-32 ckesi, HAa OJMH MEHT MHTHyJa 4YepBOHAa TOJIOBHA
nos’si3ka i 3HMKJA. ¥ BCix 3akasarano cepue, a Memer cTHxa
pHKHYB. BOHM 33MpHYJHCS — M mpuiilia 10 rosioBU O4Ha AyM-
Ka: ik6u Baajsocs 3arHaTH AJi Ha pir, TO MOXHa B3fITH #oro tam
roJyipyd. Hypaa maB yxe naas; BidH MokjaB Ha yCcTa najeub, i Ko-
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adamant and fierce as the Yaila, they went to defend their honor and their
right. They hurried. They had to catch the fugitives before the two
reached the neighboring village of Suaku and fled out to sea. True, both
Ali and Fatima were strangers here, they didn’t know the paths and could
easily lose their way in the labyrinth, and the pursuers were counting on
this. Nevertheless, though little distance remained to Suaku, nothing could
be seen anywhere. The air was stifling, because the damp sea wind to
which they were accustomed on the shore did not reach that far into the
mountains. When they descended into a ravine or crawled upward, the fine
sharp stones rolled from under their feet, and this annoyed them, now
wet, tired and angry; they weren’t finding what they were looking for, and
moreover each of them had abandoned some kind of work in the village.
Those in the rear slowed down a little. But Memet drove on with confused
head and blurred eyes, like those of an enraged he-goat and, limping, he
would rise and fall like a wave on the sea. They began to lose hope. It was
obvious that Nurla had come too late. But still they went on. Looking
from above, they saw several times the curved shore of Suaku, flashing
with gray sand and then disappearing.

Suddenly Zekeria, one of those in the front, hissed and halted. All
looked at him but he, without a word, pointed with his arm toward a high
crag which hung over the sea. There, from behind the cliff, the red scarf
flared for one moment and then disappeared. Everyone’s heart began to
beat faster, and Memet bellowed in a low voice. They looked at one
another, for they all had the same thought: if they could drive Ali onto
the crag, then they could take him alive. Nurla already had a plan; he put
his finger on his lips, and when all had quieted down, he divided them into
three groups, so that they could surround the crag from three sides—on the
fourth side, the cliff dropped steeply into the sea. All became cautious, as
on a hunt, and only Memet fumed and wanted to go on, piercing the cliff
with his greedy eyes. But at this instant, the edge of the green feredjhe
appeared from behind a rock, and then the slender oarsman rose up, as if
he were growing out of the cliff. Fatima was walking in front, green as a
bush in spring, and Ali, on his long legs covered by the tight yellow
trousers, wearing the blue jacket and the red scarf, tall and supple as a
young cypress, seemed like a giant against the background of the sky. And
when they reached the tip of the crag, a flock of seabirds flushed from the
cliffs and covered the blue of the sea with a vibrating network of wings.

Suddenly Fatima started and cried out. The feredjhe slipped from
her head and fell down, and she stared with terror into the bloodshot,
crazed eyes of her husband looking at her from behind the rock. Ali
turned around and, in that moment, from all sides, Zekeria and Jepar and
Mustafa, and all those who used to listen to his music and drink coffee
with him, came creeping onto the crag, gripping the sharp stones with their
hands and feet. They were no longer silent—from their chests, a hot
breath, a wave of confused yells flew toward the fugitives. There was
nowhere to flee. Ali stood up straight, braced his feet on the rock, put his
hand on his short knife, and waited. His handsome face, pale and proud,
radiated the courage of a young eagle.
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JI¥ BCi 3aMOBKJIM, PO3JiMUB iX HA TPU YACTHHH, IO MAJU OTOYHTH
pir 3 TppOX CTOpiH; 3 HETBEpPTOi CKEJSl CTPIMKO Casajia B MOpE.
Bci cranu oGepexxHMMH, ik Ha BJOBaX, TiAibKM MemeT kunis i
pPBaBCsl Hamepej, MPOCBEPAJIOIOYH XKalHHM OkoM ckemwo. Ta ochb
BHUTKHYBCS 3-32 KaMiHHSl KPae4oK 3eJieHOro cgepejxe, a 3a HUM
37a3MB HAa TroOpy, MOB BMPOCTaB i3 CKeJi, CTPYHKMH JaHranax.
daTtbMa iilna nonepery — 3eseHa, SIK BeCHsHMit Ky, a Axi, Ha
CBOTX AOBTMX HOrax, TiCHO OGTSTHEHHUX KOBTHMH HOraBHUSAMH, B
CHHilt KypTLi i yepBoHiil noB’a3ui, BUCOKMH, i THYuKHH, IK MOJO-
JMit KUnapuc, 31aBaBcst Ha Ti He6a BeneTHeM. | KOJH BOHH CTaNH
Ha BepLIeyKy, 3 NpPUGEPEXHHX CKeJb 3HABCA TabyH MOPCbKMX
NTaxiB i BKPUB 6MaKUTb MOPSl TPEMTHHOIO CiTKOIO KPHJI.

Ani, oueBuasiukyu, 3a6ayauBcs i paguscs 3 Patbmolo. Bouu
3 TPHMBOrOI0 OrASiAadHCh Ha Kpydy, WIYKaJdW CTeXKH. 3palexy
BHAHIIACH criokiiiHa 6yxTa Cyaky.

Pantom datbma xaxHynace i ckpukHysna. ®epenxe 3CyHy-
Jochb 3 ii roJIoBH i Bnajso 10A0Jy, a2 BOHA 3 XXaXOM BTOMUAA Oui ¥
HaJUTi KPOB'I0 CKaxeHi 4OJOBiKOBI G6aHbKM, LIO AMBUJIMCH HA Hel
3-32 KaMeHA. AJli O3UPHYBCH, i B TY X MUTb 3 YCiX CTOpPiH nojis-
JM Ha CKeslo, YilJISIYUCh PYKaMH il HOramu 3a rocrpe KamiHHsg,
i 3ekepis, i Hxenap, i Mycrapa — Bci Ti, mwo cayxaau ioro
MY3UKYy i MUIM 3 HUM KaBy. BoHu Bxe He MoBuYasMu; 3 rpyaeit ix,
pasom 3 rapsiuMm BiLIMXOM, BHJITa/Na XBWIS 3MillaHMX 3rykiB
i #iwna Ha BrikawiB. Tikath 6yno Hikyau. Ani BUnpocTyBaBcs,
ynepcsi HOraMy B KaMiHb, MOKJAB PYKY Ha KOPOTKHIii Hixk i yexas.
O f#ioro BpomauBoro auug, 6aigoro it ropaoro, 6Guna BizBara
MoJiogoro opja. THM yacom 3a HMM, Hal Kpyuelo, KUaanacs, sk
vaiika, PaTbma. 3 ogHoro 6oky GyJo HeHaBHIHe MOpe, 3 LPYToro
— wuie 6iabll HeHaBUAHME, HecTepnyunii pisHuk. Bona 6auuaa io-
ro nob6apaiii oui, HegoOpi cuHi ycTa, KOPOTKY HOry i rocrpuii
pi3HMUBKHI HiX, IKMM BiH pi3aB oBeupb. i Aywa nepeannyna ye-
pes ropu. PigHe cesno. 3aB’si3aHi oui. I'paloTh My3suku, i pisHax
Bele i1 3BiATH Haj Mope, sk OBeuky, U006 3akoaoTdH. BoHa po3-
Ny4JHBHM PYXOM 3aKpuaa oui i BrpaTuaa pisnoBary. Cuniit xanar
B KOBTi MiBMiCAL] HAaXWJMBCH i 3HUK Cepel KPHKY CHOJIOXaHMX
4aiioK...

TaTapy »axHyJuch: US NpocTa i HecrmojaiBaHa CMepTb OJA-
KMHyaa ix of Ani. Ani He 6auuB, wo crajocst nosan ioro. fk
BOBK, TOBOAMB BiH HaBKPYTrM OYMMAa, IMBYIOUHCb HOro BOHH
#1yTb. HeBxe GosiTbca? Bin 6auuB nepen co6oio MOMMCK XHKHX
ouyeit, 4epBOHi i 3aB3sTi 06/MYus, po3ayTi Hi3Api i 6ini 3y6u —
i BcS 18 XBWJIA JMIOTOCTi panTOM HaCKOYMJIA HA HbOrO, K MOp-
cokuit npubiil. Aai oGopousiBcs. Bin npoxosoB pyky Hypai i
ApsnHyB Ocmana, Ta B TY XK XBUJIO ioro 36UAHM 3 Hir, i, najaioouu,
BiH 6auMB, ik MeMeT niZHSIB Haj HMM HiX i BcaauB HoMy MiX
pe6pa. MeMeT KOJIOB KYAM TMONaJo, 3 HECTAMOIO CMepTelbHO 06-
paxenoro i 3 6aiiiyXHICTIO pi3HMKa, XOu rpyad AJji nepectanu
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In the meantime, on the edge of the cliff behind him, Fatima was
fluttering like a gull . .. on one side was the hated sea, on the other—the
still more hated, loathsome butcher. She saw his glazed eyes, his evil blue
lips, his short right leg, and the sharp butcher knife with which he killed
sheep. Her soul flew out over the mountains. The ancestral village. The
blindfolded eyes. The music is playing, and the butcher is leading her away
from there, toward the sea, like a ewe which he is going to slaughter. In
despair she closed her eyes and lost her balance. The blue robe with its
yellow crescents leaned over the cliff and disappeared among the cries of
the frightened gulls.

The Tatars started: this simple and unexpected death made them
forget Ali. Ali had not seen what happened behind him. He moved his eyes
around like a wolf, wondering why they were waiting. Were they afraid?
He saw before him the gleam of predatory eyes, red and cruel faces, flared
nostrils and white teeth, and then suddenly all this wave of hate covered
him like a flood tide. Ali fought back. He knifed Nurla’s hand and clawed
Osman, and in that moment they knocked him off his feet and, falling, he
saw how Memet raised the knife above him and plunged it between his
ribs. Memet stabbed again and again, with the obsession of a person whose
pride is mortally wounded and with the indifference of a butcher,
although Ali’s chest had already ceased to move, and the handsome face
became peaceful.

The affair was finished, the honor of the family was saved from
shame. On the rock, under their feet, lay the body of the oarsman, and
beside it the trampled and torn feredjhe.

Memet was drunk. He swayed on his bowlegs and waved his hands;
his movements were meaningless and unnecessary. Pushing aside the
curious ones who were swarming over the corpse, he seized Ali by one leg
and began to drag him away. They all followed him. And when they were
walking back along those same paths, descending downward and crawling
upward, Ali’s magnificent head, with the face of Ganymede, bumped over
the sharp stones and oozed with blood. Sometimes, as it was dragged over
the rough places, it would bounce up and down, as if Ali were agreeing
with something and saying, “Yes, yes . . .”

The Tatars followed him, cursing loudly.

When the procession finally came into the village, all the flat roofs
were covered with flowery masses of women and children, and they
looked like the Hanging Gardens of Babylon.

Hundreds of curious eyes followed the procession ali the way to the
sea. There on the sand, which was white from the afternoon sun, the black
boat lay on its side, like a dolphin thrown up in a storm with a punctured
flank. A tender blue wave, clear and warm like the breast of a girl, flung
onto the sand a thin lace of foam. The sea mingled with the sunlight in a
happy smile which reached far out past the Tatar homes, past the
orchards, the black forests, to the gray warm crowds of the Yaila.

Everything was smiling.

Without words, without deliberation, the Tatars lifted Ali’s body,
placed it in the boat and, all together, pushed the boat into the sea, to the
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BXKE AMXATH, a rapHe o6anyus Habpano CrMOKOI.

CnpaBa GyJna ckiHueHa, 4ecTb pOjy BM3BOJIEHA 3 rawb6u. Ha
KaMeHi, Mifl HOraMu, BaJsIOCh TiJIo AaHranaka, a 6ias Hboro cTon-
TaHe #i nouMaToBaHe depepxke.

MemeT 6yB n’aunii. Bin xuTaBcs Ha KpPUBMX HOrax i BUMaxy-
BaB pykamu, fioro pyxu Gyau Gearaysaumu i 3aiteumu. Posi-
NXHYBLWIM LiKaBMX, WO TOBMMWJIHCL HAaX TPYMOM, BiH yxomus Ani
3a Hory i moBoJiK. 3a HMM pywHaM BCi. I Koav BOHM AWM Ha-
3a] THMH CaMHMM CTEXKAaMH, CNyCKalYUCb YHH3 Ta 3Ja3syd Ha
ropy, poskiwHa rososa Aji, 3 o6auuusim lanimena, 6unacs 06
rocrpe KamiHHsl i cruiMBaja kpos’to. Yacom BOHA MiACKaKyBasa Ha
HepiBHMX Micusix, i TOAI 3aaBajocs, w0 AJi 3 YMMCb 3TOLXKY-
eTbca i Kaxe: “Tak, Tak...”

Tartapu #LIM 32 HUM i N1aAANCh.

Koau npouecis BcTynuaa B cesio, BCi Nacki NOKpPiBJAi BKpH-
JuCb GAapBHMUMH MacaMM XiHOK i aiteit i Burasaamy, sk cagu Ce-
Mipamiu.

CoTku uikaBux odeil MpOBOAMAHM mpouecio ax A0 mopd. Tam
Ha MicKy, ax 6iloMy O TMOJyAHEBOrO COHLS, CTOSIB TNMOXHJIEHHH
TPOXHM 4OpHHUil 6apkac, MOB BUKMHeHHil B Oypio Aeabdin 3 npobu-
TUm 6okoMm. HixuHa 6aakuTHa XBuAsl, yucTa # TenJa, fK nepca
ILiBUMHM, KMJana Ha Geper MepexHBO mniHM. Mope 3aMBanoCh 3
COHUEM B pajicHMil YyCMiX, IO AOCAraB ax reH JalieKko, yepes
TaTapchKi ocesi, uepe3 CaiKH, YOpHi JicCM — 1O CipuX HarpiTux
rpomajn Siiam.

Bce ocmixaaocs.

Bes cai, 6e3 Hapaau TaTapy NigHAAM TiJA0 AJ, Noxkaanu io-
ro B YOBEH i MPU TPUBOXKHUX KIHOUMX KPHUKAX, WO HECJHHCH i3
cena, 3 MJAaCKUX 1axiB, SIK 30K HA/NSIKAHMX 4YaHOK, APYXHO 3i-
NXHy M yoBeH y mope. LIlypxHyB ro kamiHLUSIX HYOBEH, MJOCHY/A
XBUJISI, 3arofigaBcs Ha Hiit 6apkac i cTas.

Bin cTosiB, a XxBWJIA rpanacb HaBKpyrH HOro, ruockana B
6okH, Gpu3Kana niHOW i MOTHXY, JiefBe NOMITHO OLHOCHIA B MOPE.

Ani nauB HasycrTpid PaTbMi...
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accompaniment of the mournful cries of women which, like the wailing of
frightened gulls, came from the flat roofs of the village.

The boat scraped on the pebbles; a wave splashed, the boat rocked
on it and then stopped.

It stood still, but a wave played around it, splashed on its sides,
spattered foam, and silently, barely noticeably, carried it away into the
sea.

Ali floated toward Fatima.

— Translated by P. Kilina and G. Tarnawsky
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BOJOJUMHUP BUHHHUYEHKO

Yyauuit enizon

Yoro CyMHO CTHCKAeThCS cepue, KOJAH AMBHLICH HA Kpacy?
YoMy X04eTbCsl TYKHO CXOMUTH FOJIOBY B PYKH i pHAATbL rapsiuu-
MU cabosamu? Homy? A yoMy B THX CJbO3ax i HiXKHICTb €, 1 pa-
RicTb, i wyp6a, i Ge3HaniitHicTb?

A 5 3Hawo. Tenep s Bxe 3Hal, a 10 TOr0 Be4opa, HaBIThH B
TOil camuit Bedwip, fIK TpamMJach 30 MHOIO Csi He3HayHa, Api0-
HeHbKa TIONisl, 9 e He 3HaB. 1 aymaio, Harans i poci He 3Hae.
Ta it He Tpe6a il 3HaTH.

Mene 3 Haraneio nosnaiiomuB cym. 9 Bnepwe noGauus ii
y TpamBai. 5l ynuTaB rasery, koau BoHa BBifiwsa. B raserti Gymo
npo Te, SIK JOAU BOUBAIOTb OAHI OAHUX, K cami ceGe BO6UBAIOTD,
fIK KpajyTb, PiXYTb, MAauyTb, 06GXYpIOIOTh, OJAHHM CJIOBOM BCE
Te, Ul0 He MA€ HiIKOro BifHOLIEHHS L0 PaiocCTi, cMixy (mpo ce —
BM MOMITH/IM? — HiKOJIM B ra3eTax He muuyThb). Sl UMTAB NPO BCe
ce i meHi 6yno Galfixy:ke. A KOJM BOHA BBillla B BAaroH, KOJH
CMOKiAHO 3yMMHUAMCH B MOIX 04Yax ii oui, MeHi panTom 3axoJo-
Hyn0 B rpyasx. Meni crano 6eamipHo xypHo. MeHi 3axoTijoch
OGHATbL 3aMUTOrO XKUPOM MOro Cyciay i nouinyBath iHoro B
TPLOXMOBEPXOBY WHIO. XOTiNOCH 3aKPUTH JMue | CHUAITH HULL-
KOM, CJyXawouu A3BiH TYrM, HeBiiOMOi, COJOZKOI Tyru y rpy-
ISIX.

I norim ce came 3aBkAM BMHHMKaAO B MeHi, KOJM 1 BIMB-
asBcs B Harano. HaBite Toai, ik 0GHAB 11 Bnepiue, siKk 3axpu-
Kano i TiI0 B MOiX pyKax, HaBiTb TOAI CYM He 3HHK 3 MOro
cepusi. 51 ce HameBHe 3HAIO, BiH He 3HHMK, BiH TiMbKM CXOBaBCH Bin
NoJNyM’sl XKaru.

A Harang # poci He 3Hae, HOMy Tak CyMHO, TaK TYXHO, TaK
Goumoye-conoaKo AMBMTUCL Ha kpacy. Lllo kpaca y Hei Beamka,
BOHA ce 3Hae, o! ce BoHa 106pe 3Ha€.

B Toit camuii Beuip BOHa cama Ce CKas3ana MeHi:

— Tu aymaeus, g cobi uinn He 3xaio? Oro! 3axouy i 3aBT-
pa X MaTUMy aBTOMOOGiJb.

(Bona cTpaiieHHo Mo6UTL aBTOMOGINI.)

— He Bipnw? IMocmixaewcs?

1 BipuB, ane nocmixaBcsi 30BCiM 04 iHWIOrO.

— I maTumy! MeHi Hagokyun0 iCTH KapPTOMIIO i BKPUBATHCH
OAHMM MUIALLEM.

60



VOLODYMYR VYNNYCHENKO

A Strange Episode

Why does my heart contract sadly when it looks at beauty? Why do
I want to grasp my head in my hands and cry hot tears? Why? And why is
there tenderness, happiness, grief and hopelessness in those tears?

But I do know. Now I do know, but until that evening, even that
same evening, when that unknown, insignificant episode happened to
me—I still did not know. I think that Natalie still does not know. Nor does
she need to know.

Sadness introduced me to Natalie. I first saw her in the streetcar. 1
was reading the newspaper when she entered. The newspaper contained
everything that has nothing to do with happiness—how people kill each
other, how they kill themselves, how they steal, slay, cry, deceive; in other
words, everything that has nothing to do with happiness and laughter
(have you observed that the newspapers don’t write about this?). I read all
this and I became apathetic. But when she came into the car, when her
eyes stopped short at my eyes, my chest suddenly became numb. I became
limitessly sad. I wanted to embrace my neighbor, obese with gluttony,
and kiss him on his three-storied neck. I wanted to cover my face with my
hands and sit low, listening to the bell of longing, the unknown sweet
longing in my heart.

And later all this always revived again in me whenever I stared at
Natalie. Even then, when I embraced her for the first time, when her body
trembled in my arms, even then sadness did not leave my heart. I know
this for certain: it did not leave, it only hid from the fire of longing.

And Natalie, even now, does not know why it is so sad, so full of
longing, so painfully pleasant to look at beauty. She knows that she has
great beauty; oh, she knows this well.

That very evening, she herself said this to me:

“You think I don’t know my value? Oh! If I wanted, I could have an
automobile tomorrow.”

(She likes automobiles very much.)

“You don’t believe me? You are smiling?”’

I believed her, but smiled for a completely different reason.

“And I will! I'm tired of eating potatoes and covering myself with
one coat.”

(We were in such a state and we only ate potatoes and only had one

coat.)
61



(Y nac 6yau Taki 06CTaBMHH, 110 MH TOAYBAJMCh OAHOIO
KapTomielo i BKPHBANHCh TiJbKY TJIALIEM.)

— Meni Hagokyunan TBOi AypHyBaTi mpii. Tak, Hapokyyuau!
O, ce g T06i wupo rosopio. 1 — ne cBata... K vopry! HaBait
MeHi rpoiueii, a He miceHb. ['poweii! Po3ymiew?

Bowa, zificHo, HikoaM Tak wHpo He roBopuaa. S cuaie 3 no-
XHJIEHOI0 T'0JIOBOIO, a TYT niABiB ii i noauBuBcs Ha Haramo. Ax,
ika X BOHa rapHa 6yna! Boxe ,BoHa 6yna Taka rapsa, wo Xo-
TiOCb 6GaXHYTH Cel0 roJIoBOIO 06 KiHeub CTOJy i po3GuTh ii, SIK
HETrOASILIHIl TOPLIHK.

— Hy, 4yoro Buaynus oui? IouHew HoTauii yutaTh 3a UHM-
Hi3M? Moxew! 51 — He cBaTa. MeHi HagoKyunn0 GyTh CBATOIO.
Foai! Meni Tpe6a rpoweii, ot i Bce. Ineany, WyKaHHS, BeJUKHIl
RyX i moaBurn moxew JuwuTH y ceGe. Ce MeHi He MiAXOAUTD.
Tak, tak! LLlo? He xnaaB?

51 Taku He waaB. A Moxe... a MOxe, it xkaaB, 60 YOr0 K TakK
CYMHO, YOr0 TaK TYXHO CTHCKYBaJOChb MOE Ceplie pa3 y pa3s, Koau
sl IMBHMBCS Ha Kpacy ii Tina?

S1 iii mivoro Ginblue He ckasas. S HaBiTHL NJaaul He B3SB 3 CO-
6010 i MOBYUKM BMHLUOB 3 XaTH.

MisHo 6yno Bxe. Ha By/nuui TymaH, sk HamiTKOl O6ropras
Aixtapi. ITpoxoxi 3 MigHATUMM KOMipamu i pyKamu B KHIIEHSIX
MOCMIlUHO MWHAMM MOB3 MeHe. BoHM 3Hamm, Kyan Hum. A s He
3HaB, ToMy # He mocmiwaB. §I HaBiTb pyKk He XOBaB y KHLUEHi
i xomipa He nigHimaB. S TiabkM nocmixaBcs. Ane KoaM 6 XTO-
He6yAb B3SB Ty MOCMiWIKY 3 r'y6 Moix i posnycTuB ii B 4OoMyCb
TaKoMy, A€ MOXHa poO3NyCTHTb i CMiX, i maay, To B nocmiumi
Moi#i, ma6yTb, He Lyxe 6araTo BHABHJIOCL GH CMiXy.

Ha posi oanoi Bysamui s 3aynuuuBcsi. TyT uacTo s nixxuaas
Haranmo. YacTo MM npoXoanan TYT, UWiNbHO PUTOPHYBILMCH OAHE
1o opHoro. TyT TakoX yacTo 3’SIBJS/ACH OfHA NMOCTATh, Bij AKOI
Y Hac XaniCHO # 3 rMAJMBUM CTPaXOM CTHCKYBaJIOCH Ceplie.

Tak, MM TyT yacTo npoxoauan. Mu cniwuan goaomy. Joma
Hac yekaja XoJI0OjHA KapTomis i nJjai.

Xm! Kyan x tenep meni iTn? ¥ Bcsikomy pasi He 3p06y-
BaThb Xe rpoweil. PosymieTbca. Ane Bce X Taku Kyau?

Tyman i Byanust 6yau BOrki, X0JOAHI, aje BCe-TakH TenJiLwi,
HiXK TOR KJyGOK, wo AaBHB MeHi rpyau. | s miwos no By.uui,
B TyMaHi.

I panTom 3a MHOIO XTOChL nopiBHsABCA. 51 03upHyBCs. To Gyna
Ta Cama iCTOTa, Ky MM 4acTo 3ycTpiuaju Ha cux Byauusx. Ce
6ys0 Te came aJike, CTPallHe CTBOPiHHSI, siKe BMKJMKAJO B Hac
SIKUACL MICTHUHMIt cTpax i GaxkaHHS wle TiCHilWe NMPUrOPHYTHCDH
OJlHE IO OJHOrO.

Bona 3’aBasnach 3aBXAH AKOCh HECNOAiBaHO, SIK AyX; 3aBXK-
AW 3’MBAANACH HA camuX GeamoiHMX Micusx. Mu cyMHiBaauCh,
110 BOHA MPOCTUTYTKA, X04a He pa3 6auuH, Sk BOHA MiAMaMBaja,

62



“Your stupid dreams have annoyed me. Yes, annoyed me! Oh, I am
telling you this frankly. I am not a saint . . . Lord! Give me money and not
songs. Money! Do you understand?”

She had never really spoken so frankly. I was sitting with my head
bent, but at this point I raised it and looked at Natalie. Ah, how beautiful
she was! God, she was so beautiful that [ wanted to strike my head against
the edge of the table and break it, like a useless flower pot.

“Well, why do you stare? You will begin to preach lessons about
cynicism? Go ahead! I am not holy. I am annoyed at being holy. It is
impossible! I need money, that’s all. Ideals, searches, great spirit and deeds
you can keep to yourself. That does not suit me. Yes. Yes! What? Didn’t
you expect it?”

Indeed I did not expect it. Perhaps . . . perhaps I did, because why is
it so sad, why did my heart contract so sadly once in a while when I
looked at the beauty of her body?

I did not say anything else to her. I did not even take my coat with
me and left the house in silence.

It was already late. There was fog in the street. It enveloped the
street lamps like a woman’s scarf. Passersby hurried along with upturned
collars and hands in their pockets. They knew where they were going. But
I did not know, so I did not hurry. I did not even hide my hands in my
pockets nor turn up my collar. I only smiled. But if someone had taken
this smile from my lips and melted it in something or other in which one
can melt both laughter and weeping, then my smile would probably not
reveal much laughter.

I stopped at the corner of one street. I often waited here for Natalie.
We often walked here, clinging tightly to one another. Here too, one figure
would appear at the sight of which our hearts would contract with pity
and with disdainful fear.

Yes, we often passed by here. We hurried home. A cold potato and a
coat awaited us at home.

Hm! Where do I go now? In any case not to get money. That is self
explanatory. But, in any case, where?

The fog and street were damp, cold but still warmer than that lump
which pressed on my chest. And I went along the street again, in the fog.

Suddenly someone came up to me. I looked around. It was the same
creature whom we often met in these streets. It was the same pitiful, awful
creature who aroused in us some kind of mystical fear and desire to cling
more closely to one another.

She always appeared somehow unexpectedly in the same deserted
places. We didn’t think that she was a prostitute, although we often saw
her lapping at any passerby like the shadow of a wave. But the passerby
after a glance would immediately turn and walk away. We often talked
about her, and Natalie would often ask me if there were men who would
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Haue TiHb, A0 SIKOTO-HeOYAb MPOXO0XKOro. Aje TOM, IISHYBIUM HA
Hei, MOMEeHTaJbHO OABepTaBCs i MocnilHO 0AXOAMB. MM iHOAi
6anaxkanu npo Hel i Hatans He pa3 muTajsa meHe, HeBXe 3Ha-
XOAATbCS MYXYMHH, SIKi MOXYTb IMiTH 3 CUM CTPaXOBHIIEM, 3 CHM
npuBUIOM!

HificHo, Bona 6yna §Ik NpuUBUA, SIK Mapa TNpOCTHTyuUil, fK
CTpaliHMii CUMBOJ MpoKaxeHnoi npodecii. Oxsiruena 6yaa 3aBxiu
OJHAKOBO, HEMOB B)KeE LLiJli BIKH XOAHTb TYT LiLOHOYi. Ta i HaBilo,
crnpaBAi, Mapi MiHATH TyajeT? 3aBXIH B JOBrOMy CipoMy Najb-
Ti, CKAaIKH AKOrO He XUTAJUCh, KOJM BOHA MNepecyBasach Mif
CTiHaMH, TIOB3 FJIyX0 3aMKHeHi ABepi Ta BikHa KpamMHHUb. 3aBXAH
B CTapOMOJAHIM TeMHIM Kamenloxy, 3 SKOro Ha JHlEe 3BHcala
rycra, cipa Byab, 3aBXJAM 3 NnapacojeMm B pyui.

Mu pa3 sycTpiancek 3 Heio mij JixtapeM. Kpisb Byaas Ha Hac
TJISTHY0 Take CTpallHe JIMLe, L0 MeHi ax« Horu ocaaban. Skecs
Haj3BMyaliHO O6Jige, 3 BHMYuYeHHUMM OYMMA, MilBeLEeHHUMH, $K
3BMYaiHO y BCiX NPOCTUTYTOK, 3 HamajibOBaHUMH rybamu, aje
TaKoOro pHCyHKY, SIKMit Moxe OyTH TiJlbkH B MepTBSKa.

Yoro BoHa x0xMNa TEMHUMH HO4YaMM nonij ctinamu? Hesxe
MOXYTb O6YyTH TaKi MYXUHHM, IO ifyTb 3 HEKW?

Xm! Haraas cymHiBaeTbCH.

51 we pa3 o3upHyBca i nocmixarouuch NoAUBUBCS il B JMLE.
Ce amue uinkom BignoBizano Tomy, wo 6yno MeHi B rpyasx.

llle ne craBajo, w06 4 nouas uwinyBaTb ce Juue, Ho6 ce
CTBODiHHSI MWJIYBaJliO MeHe.

A uyomy ni! Xe! Bona, neBHo, sikpa3 A/ TakuX, Sk 9 3apas,
i npuaHaueHa.

— Jlo6pwuit Beuip, — MPOMOBU/IA BOHA TUXHM i, MpaBLy Ka-
3aTH, MeJIORIHHUM TOJIOCOM.

— JoOpwuii Beuip! — roJioCHO OANOBIiB §, BCe-TaKU NMOCMi-
XalOUHCh.

Bona nuibHO BauBHAAach B MO MOCMilIKy, o6Beaa po3pis-
HEHHMMH O4YMMa MOE€ JMUe, TPYAH i Tak ke THXO0 H piBHO crMTana:

— l'yasere?

S1 posperoraBcs.

— PosymieTbes, ryasio! S mo6aio B uyaoBy norony ryiastH
no ByJHUSIX.

Bona we pas synununa Ha meHi cBoi meptBi oui. Ha amui,
3anyJApeHiM A0 MepTBOi HEMOpYLUHOCTi, HE MHIHYJO HiuOro, He-
MOB BOHa B)Ke 3BHMKJa # L0 TakOro cMixy i B3arani A0 Takux J0-
6poaiiB, 1O I'yAAI0OTh B YyAOBY MOrOAY MO THXMX BYJMUSX.

— XoaimMTe 30 MHOIO? — HaXWJW/Ia BOHA OJIOBY.

— Kyan?

— Hy, «kyaun». o meHe.

— Yoro?

BoHa nopuBuaachk Ha MeHe.

— By He 3naeTe?
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go with such a frightful creature, with that ghost.

Indeed, she was like a ghost, like an apparition of prostitution, like a
frightful symbol of the cursed profession. She was always dressed the
same, as if she had walked here every night for many years. And indeed,
why should a ghost change her clothes? Always in a long gray overcoat
whose pleats did not sway when she moved beneath the walls, along
mutely locked doors and windows of shops. Always in an old-fashioned
dark hat from which a thick, gray veil hung over her face, and always with
an umbrella in her hand.

We once met her under a street lamp. Such an awful face glanced at
us through the veil that my legs grew weak. It was extremely pale, with
exhausted eyes, made up like all prostitutes, with painted lips which could
only belong to a corpse.

Why did she walk beneath the walls in the dark? Could there be men
who would go with her?

Hm! Natalie doubted this.

I looked around once more and looked her smilingly in the face.
That face suited perfectly what was in my heart. All that was needed now
was for me to kiss this face and discover that this creature could please me.

“Good evening,” she said in a quiet, truly musical voice.

“Good evening,” I answered loudly, smiling all the time.

She stared at my smile attentively, covered my face, chest with her
wide gazing eyes and asked so softly and evenly:

“Are you out for a walk?”

I burst out laughing.

“Of course I am out walking. I like to go out in the streets in beautiful
weather.”

Once more she rested her dead eyes on me. On her face, powdered
to a deathlike stillness, nothing moved, as if she were accustomed to that
kind of laughter and to benefactors who “go out” in good weather on
streets like that.

“Come with me?”” she leaned her head.

“Where?”

“Well where? To my house.”

“Why?”

She looked at me. “You don’t know?””

I also looked at her. A passerby under an umbrella glanced back at
us. He looked at her and then quickly at me and I read surprise, contempt
and pity for me on his face.

And what would Natalie say?

“Will you go?” she asked again, bowing her head.

Suddenly I grew so cold that frost even went through my head, not
because 1 was wearing only one jacket, but because of something else,
something which makes even people on the equator cold.
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S1 Tex noaMBHMBCH Ha Hei. SIkuiich MpOXOoxui Mil 30HTHKOM
o3upHyBca Ha Hac. [AsHYB Ha Hel, MOTiM WIBMAKO Ha MeHe i Ha
AMui HOro s NpouMTaB HEMOB 3AMBYBaHHS, YCMIIIKY i »Xaib 10
MeHe.

A mo 6 To ckasana Harans? Xe?

—IligeTe? — cnuTana BOHA, HAXWJIMBILK 3HOB TOJIOBY.

MeHi panTom CTano TaK XOJOJAHO, IO a) MO roJoBi npo-
#ilIOB MOpO3, He Bix TOro, wo s 6yB B OAHOMY MifXKaky, a BiL
YOroch IiHILOro, BijJ YOro HaBiTb HAa €KBATOPi JIOAMHI CTaHe XO-
JIOAHO.

— B MeHe Hemae rpoiueif, — XMYpHO it XOJOJHO CKa3aB 1.

— Bu Meni xoauch opjacre.

Xm! Ca mapa piwyye xorina 3aminuTe meHi Haraao. Uyno-
BO.

— Xoaim, — cKa3aB 4.

Bona MoBukM noBepHyJiach i niwia Bnepei, Maifxe 6es-
3BYYHO CTYyMawuu Mo Mokpomy Ttpotyapi. Cipe naiabTo, Cxoxe
Ha caBaH, piBHO, He KOJIMBAKO4YHCh, 3BUCAJ0 LO CaMOi 3eMJi.

A1 nocmixascs, ane HIIOB pilllyde 3a Helo. Mu ALM. HELOBro.

2Knna BoHa Ha wocTomy noBepci, B MaHcapAi, B MaJeHbKiit
KiMHaTi, B SIKiii oHa cTiHA 3 BikHamu Oyna 3pi3aHa A0 NOJIOBHHH
i Ha Hifl nexana nokpisas. OIMH KYTOK OyB 3anHyTHI SAKMMCb
CipMM MOKPHMBAJNOM, B APYrOMYy JiXKO CTOSJIO LIMPOKe, CRMOKiHHe.
Ha crinax Bucino 6arato rpasiop.

Ce Gysu 3HIMKM NepeBa)HO 3 KJAaCHMYHUX peueil. bararo po-
AeHiBcbkux. 51 ce nomiTue 3pasy. [e Bona morna B3fATH iX, Cf
Mmapa, it HaBilo BOHH Tit?

- ¥ Bac rpaBiop 6arato, — CKasas .

BoHa fikocb 3/15KaHO MOAMBMJACL Ha MeHe, HEMOB si XOTiB
ofHATH B Hei ci rpaBslopu.

— Bu mo6uTe X, uM Bam noaapysain?

— JIi06110, — THUXO THUXO CKasaJ/jia BOHA W mouaja WBHAKO,
MOCMIUIHO PO3ASraTUCh.

Sl npucie Ha crineup 6ins CTONY i CXMJIMB roJIOBY Ha PYKHM.
CmisiTuch yxe He XOTinoCh... XoTinock... Hi, kineup!

— Bam TxK0? — nouyB s 6insg ce6e THXHi weniT.

91 nigBiB rosoBy ¥ 3acMisiBcst T B Juue.

— Yoro meni Taxko? Toro, uio MiAHABCH HA LIOCTUH MO-
Bepx? Ce uie He Bemuxa 6ina. Bysae i ripwe... Ere x. Hy, Tak
mu Gynemo cnaTt Tenep? UyaecHo... ¥ Bac TyT 3aTHIUHO... A 10
TO B KyTKY? Jpyre Jixko? Moxe, aJs BU3HAYHUX rocTeil?

— Hi, Tam BuCHTH MOS onexa.

— Onexa? Hy, Bce ogHo... Xou 61 i1 cepue Tam BHCiNO,
mmoBaTh. E, Ha Bce munoBaTh i Ginblue Hiuoro. [lpaBaa?

— llpaBpa, — THXO KWHYJa BOHA, a caMa AMBHJIACh HA MEHeE
nuibHO-nMAbHO. lii-Gory, y Hei 6yau rapui oui.. Hi, He oui,
norasg. Qui Gyau morani, pu6’sui, TyT yxe Hiyoro He 3poOHLL.
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“I don’t have any money,” I said sadly and coldly.

“You can pay me some other time.”

Hm! This ghost decidedly wanted to take Natalie’s place. Wonderful.
“Let’s go,” I said.

She turned around silently and moved forward almost without a
sound, stepping on the wet sidewalk. A gray overcoat, like a pall, straight
without swaying, hung to the very ground.

I smiled and resolutely followed her. We didn’t walk for long.

She lived on the sixth floor, in the attic, in a small room in which
one wall was cut in half and stretched over it was a covering. One corner
was closed off with some gray covering; in the other stood a bed, wide and
peaceful. Many engravings hung on the walls.

They were chiefly photographs of classical works. Many of Rodin. I
noticed this at once. Where could she have taken them, this ghost, and
what use were they to her?

“You have a lot of engravings,” I said.

She looked at me a little frightened as if I wanted to take these
engravings away from her.

“Do you like them or were they a gift?”

“I like them,” she said softly and began hurriedly and swiftly to
undress.

I sat on a stool near the table and leaned my head on my arms. I did
not want to laugh anymore . . . Yes I wanted to . . . No! The end!

“You are sad?” I heard near me, in a soft whisper.

I lifted my head and laughed in her face.

“Why am I sad? Because I came up to the sixth floor? That is still
not a big problem. There are worse things . . . Well! Are we going to sleep
now? Wonderful ... It is quiet here. But what is that in the corner? A
second bed? Perhaps for special guests.”

“No, my clothes hang there.”

“Clothes? Well, it’s all the same . . . Even if a heart hung there 1
wouldn’t care! Spit on everything and that’s it. Right?”

“Right,” she retorted softly, but looked at me very fixedly. By God,
she had pretty eyes . .. No, not eyes but their expression. Her eyes were
ugly, fishlike; nothing could improve them. But their expression was
beautiful. Oh, if Natalie’s eyes could have such an expression. But—what’s
the use!

“Well that means I ought to undress? Wonderful. Do you have many
guests?”’

“No, not many . ..”

“Not many? Well, it’s all the same.” But, perhaps I should take my
cap and leave?

“I am ugly and few people come to me.”

“Really?” But Natalie is so beautiful that . . .
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Ane noraan ix O6yB raphuii. Ax, akOu Tak ymina Harans auBu-
THCb CBOiMHM ouuMa. E, nmoBaTs!

— Ta, 3HauuTb, poaasiratuch? YyaecHo. ¥ Bac OGararo
rocreit 6yBae?

— Hi, ne nyxe...

— He ayxe? Hy, Bce oaHxo.

A Moxe, B3SITb OASIFTH Kaneaox i niTH co6i?

— ¢l nerapHa i 10 MeHe MaJjo HAYTh.

— Xi6a?

A Harans taka rapha, wWo...

Meni Tak 3amemino B rpyasx, w0 XOTioChb ynacTH LOLONY
i ckproueHHMH naabUAMH rpebTH Mo miano3i.

S1 kpuBo nocmixHyscsi a0 Hei. He aymaio, wo6 B ciit mo-
cMilWLi BOHA npoudTana paricTb.

OGepexHo, J1acKaBO TOPKHyJacb MO€i PYKH i HixHO mno-
riaaunaa ii.

I auBHA piuy, MeHi cTano panToM TenJo B TpyAsiXx, CTalo
wanko cebe.

— Bu Bcakoro Tak muayerte?

— Komy TtsixkKo.

Hi, piwyue B rosoci i 6ysn0 woch Haa3BHyaiiHO Xopolle,
HOCh KPOTKE, CYMHE, ajle THM CYMOM, SIKMil BUHMKA€E 3 rMMOOKOro
pPO3YMiHHS.

— Yoro K BM AYMaceTe, 1O MeHi THXKKO?

Bona nocmixHynace i, Hiuoro He ckasasuu, opifuina, 3y-
NMUHKUIACL KOJIO cToay i 3agymanacs. CBiT/IO J1MNM, NpUGHTE 3e-
JeHum abaxypom, KJaso 3ejeHyBaTo-Cipuil KoJip Ha ii HerapHe
o6anuusi. BoHa 3paBanach MepTBSIKOM, LIO 33a1YMUMBO MipKyeE
HajJ NMPOXUTHM XHUTTSM, L0 3 TEMpPSIBU i THILi 1OMOBMHHM BCe Ga-
YUTb, PO3yMi€ i CyMye KPOTKHUM, NMOKipHUM CYMOM.

— Komy camomy TsikKO, TOf Moxe 3po3ymit # apyroro.

I ckazaBwM ce, BOHA BUHYBAaTO i GOSI3KO MOJAMBWJIACL HA Me-
He, 3JIIKABLLUKUCh, WO NOCMiJa NPUPIBHATL cebe B0 MeHe.

51 3HOB ycTaB i nouaB XOoAuThb MO KimHaTti. SAkOu s mir
y3Tb, 31YIIUTL PYKaMH IPyAH i BUAYIIMTb, AK 3 M'A4a noBiTps,
Te WO AaBUTb 1X. boxe X, ik naBUTH!

— Cayxaiite! ¥ Bac Hema BuHA?

— Hi, Hema...

— A Toii...

Xm! llIBopka y Hei HaneBHe 3Haiwiach 6U. A npoTe K yop-
TY.

— Hy, 4oro x B He po3asractech? PosxsraiiTecs.

— 51 mywy 3aracuTH JsMny... — THXO CKa3aJjia BOHa.

S noansuBcs Ha uei. HdiiicHo, 1it He Mox<Ha 6yJ0 PO3AATaTHCh
npu cBiTai. Aje ce sKkpas Te, w0 MeHi Tpeba OyJno.

— Hasiwo racuts? He Tpe6a. 51 He mobawo, KOAM TEMHO.
1 mobmo cBiTMO, CMiX, panicThb.
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My heart is so full of pain that I want to fall to the bottom and
burrow on the floor with my crooked fingers.

I smiled wrily at her. I don’t think she could read gladness in that
smile.

Carefully, meekly she touched my arm and gently caressed it.

And strangely, 1 suddenly became warm inside and felt sorry for
myself.

“Do you stroke everyone like this?”

“Those who are sad.”

No, definitely there was something very wonderful in her voice,
something meek, but at the same time something which comes from a
deep understanding.

“Why do you think I am sad?”

She smiled and without saying anything walked away, stopped near
the table and thought. The light from the lamp streaming through the
green lampshade put a greenish-gray color on her ugly face. She looked
like a corpse, thoughtfully pondering its past life and from the fog and
silence of the casket seeing everything, understanding and growing sad
with a meek, humble sadness.

“Those who are sad can understand each other.” And saying this,
she looked at me guiltily and fearfully, frightened because she dared to
compare herself with me.

I got up at once and walked about the room. How I wanted to
squeeze my chest with my hands and squeeze out what was choking it, like
the air from a ball. God, how it choked!

“Listen! Do you have any wine?”

“No, [ don’t have any . . .”

“But that ...” Hm! She probably would have a rope. But to hell
with that.

“Well, why don’t you undress? Undress.”

“I have to turn off the lamp ...” she said softly. I looked at her.
Truly, she could not undress with the light on. But this was exactly what 1
needed.

“Why put out the light? It is not necessary; I don’t like it when it’s
dark. I like light, laughter, happiness.” And I even laughed.

“Why do you look at me like that? Don’t you believe me? There is
nothing strange in what I said. Everyone likes light and happiness. Perhaps
you even have candles? Bring them! We will light them in all the corners.
So that the light will pierce the eyes. So that everything will be seen. In
every corner, two, three candles. Away with the clothes ... From that
corner! Light in all the corners!”

And I seized the edge of the bed sheet and pulled it. At that moment
a broken scream was heard behind me, but I stopped dead with the bed
sheet in my hands! In the corner on two small chests stood an unfinished
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I st 3acMisiBCSt HaBiTh.

— Yoro Tak auBuTech Ha MeHe? He Bipute? TyT Hiuoro
AuBHOTro Hemae. Bei mobasite cBiTa0 #i paricTs. Moxe, MaeTe 1€
cBiuku? INanits i ix. Xaii 6yre y Hac cBsito. € cBiuku? JlaBaiite!
3ananaumo y Beix kyTkax. LLLo6 pisano csitao oui! 11lo6 Bce BUA-
Ho 6ys0. B KoXXHOMY KyTKY 1o ABi, o TpH CBiukH... ['eTb ogexy...
3 roro kytka! CsiTana y BCi KyTKH.

1 9 cxonuB 3a kpait npocTuHio it wapnHyB 3a Hei. B cefi
MEHT 3a MHOIO NMOYYBCSl nepepBaHuil KpHK, ajle 9 TaK i 3aBMmep 3
NpOCTHHEIO B pykax! ¥ KyTKy Ha ABOX SILIMKaX CTOMAJA HeCKiH-
yeHa CKy/nbnTypHa po6oTta. Ce Oyna Haa3BMYaiiHO OrMAJMBA XKiH-
Ka, TaKka OFWLJMUBA, L0 He MOXHa OyJo oaipBatb oueil. Ce 6yno
IOCh Bpaxalue, WOCh HECNOLIBaHO, IMBHO-NPUBAGIIIOOYE KaX-
JHBe # pa3om 3 TMM MOBHE IKOiCb TAEMHOI TYrH, COJOAKOI, CMOK-
4yyoi, SIKoiCb TUXOT meyadi.

— o 3a yopT? — o03upHYBCS A0 Xxa3silku. Bona crosana
no3aj MeHe ii BHHYBATO-XKAJKO MOCMiXxanach.

CrpawHo cxoxa Oysna Ha Ty XKiHky!

— Ce Bac xTOCH JnUB?

Bona, Hiyoro He oanoeigawnuu, X0Tina B3Th Y MeHe NIPOCTHU-
HIO i HaKpUTb po6OTY.

— YexaiiTe! — HeTeprisiye oanuxHys 4 ii. — Oxnosigaiite,
XTO Ce po6HB?

Bona 3po6uaack xmypoto. B aunui ii ctaB Toit camuit Bupas,
110 y XiHKM, HaBiTb ry6H CKJa/mMch Tak camo GoJjoue it npuBaG-
JmBo. Slkach Kpaca 3acBiTHJaCh B CMX T'MAKHX, NMOM'SATHX pHUCaX.
Tak, Tak! Ce 6yna kpaca, ce 6yJo Lloch HeiiMoBipHe, aGCypaHe,
ajge Tyt 6yna oyeBMAHA Kpaca.

— Ce a nino... — ckasana BOHa, AMBJIAYNCL Ha ¢irypy
KiK. A KiHka auMBHJach Ha Hei i, 31aBajocb, BOHM 06MABI po-
3yMiqM OLHA OAHY.

— Bu?.. Ce6e?

“Mapa” nocmixnynacs. lllock 3 Helo 3poGunoCh, IKach 3MiHa.
Hecb sHukna BUHYBATiCTb, GOA3HICTL. [TOXHAMBLIM TOJOBY, BOHA
nomajny ckasana:

— Moxe, i cebe. Moxe, Te, 110 € Yy KOXHOro... Xi6a Hi?

I, pisxo niaBiBWM ro/oBy, rasHyna Ha MeHe. § nepeBiB oui
nHa ¢irypy. Cnpasai, B Hifi 6yao woOChL 3HatomMe MeHi, mOCH
6ausbke. CnipaBii...

— Yynosa po6oTa... — npo6ypMOTiB .
MeHi XoTinoCh CKa3aTH LIOCH {HlIE, ajJe g He 3HAB, 10 CaMe.
— Bu aymaerte? — cnurasna BoOHa.

— Tak, 4 aymatwo...

Ax, wo x 6yno B ciii dirypi meni Take 3naiiome? Oui? On-
BUCJI, BUCXJIi Big posnycTy i Myk rpyau? Bukpusneni 3Bipsuumu
iHcTunKkTamu wenenu? Fy6y, B aKUX cTOITH CKpuBJIeHa myka? Uu
Ta Tyra, Ta KpOTKa, 3aTaEMHeHa neualb, 10 IKOCh BMIiCTHIACh
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sculpture. It was of an extremely ugly woman, so ugly that I couldn’t take
my eyes off her. It was something piercing, something unexpected,
strangely alluring, frightful and at the same time full of some kind of
mysterious longing, sweet, quiet grief? I looked around at my hostess. She
stood behind me and was smiling guiltily, sorrowfully.

She was very like that woman.

“Did somebody sculpt it here?”

Without answering she tried to take the bedspread from me and
cover up the work.

“Wait!” I pushed her away impatiently. “Tell me who made this?”

She grew angry. Her face took on the same expression as that of the
woman, even the lips composed themselves in a similar painful, alluring
way. Some kind of beauty rested on those ugly, creased features. Yes, yes!
It was beauty. It was something unbelievable, absurd, but here was real
beauty.

“I am sculpting it . ..” she said, looking at the figure of the woman.
And the woman looked at her; it seemed as if they understood each other.

“You? ... Yourself?”

The ghost smiled. Something happened to her, some kind of change.
The guilt and fear vanished somewhere. Bowing her head, she said slowly:

“Maybe it is myself. Maybe it is something which is in everybody . . .
Is it not so?”

And sharply lifting her head, she looked at me. I transferred my gaze
to the figure. Truly there was something familiar in it, something close.
Truly ...

“It is a beautiful work,” I mumbled.

I wanted to say something else, but I didn’t know what.

“Do you think s0?” she asked.

“Yes, I thinkso...”

Oh what was so familiar in that figure? The eyes? Drooping breasts
dried from plainness and turmoils of the heart, jaws distorted by animal
instinct? Mouth which reveals hurtful suffering? Or that longing—that
meek, darkened, mysterious longing—which found a place somewhere
between the lips, somewhere under a low forehead between the drooping
eyes?

I took the stool, sat and began to look at the marvelous figure. Its
gaze was fixed somewhere past me to the ghost as if she carelessly and
severely let herself be looked over, as much as I wished.

All three of us were silent. A clay covering fell from the knees of the
figure to the bottom. The legs seemed strange and unbelievable, but
undoubtedly they were existing lines. Such a figure cannot be found and
yet is. It is in each one of us. Even . ..

Suddenly it hit me. What a resemblance to Natalie.

Quite confused, I jumped up from the stool and began to look at the
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AeCb Mix ry6ami, Jecb Mif HHU3bKHM J0OGOM, MOMiX OGBHCANMH
ouuma?

S1 B3sB crineup, ciB i cTaB auBUTHCL B uyaHy ¢irypy. li
noraaj HanpsmaeHuit 6yB KyAHMCb NOB3 MeHe 10 “Mapu”, HEMOB
BOHa Oaiiayxe i cyBopo paBajda po3rasiaati cebe, CKilbkM 1
xouy.

Mu Bci Tpoe moByanu. 3 kodid ¢irypu cnagano xoxony riau-
HsHe MoKpuBano. Horu Bpakanu uyaHWMHM, HeiiMOBipHUMHM, ase
6e3 CymHiBY iCHYIOUMMH JiHiAMU. Takoro Tina He MOXHA HalTH,
aJie BOHO €CTb. €cTb y KOXHOro 3 Hac, HaBiTh... Ax!

Mene parrrom HeMOB ygapuao B Mo3okK. flka cxoxicrs 3 Ha-
Tanew!

51 cxonuBcst 3 cTiNbUS # PO3TEPSHO CTaB AWBUTHCH Ha iioT-
CbKy po6oty. Lo 3a aypuuus! B uomy? Jle? LLlo 3a HiceHiTHHLSA?

“Mapa” THX0 TOpKHYJAaCb MO€T pykH. 51 03UpHYBCS.

— Bac xBusoe ce?

s1 snoBy ciB. flka HiceniTHuus! 51 Garato aymawo npo Hara-
JI0 A BOHA MEHi BBUXXAETHCS HABiTh B TAKOMY CTPaXOBHLIL.

SI mocmixHyBcs.

— Bac xBumioe mos poGota?

— BoHna uyana ayxe. B Hiit wocs €... JJaBHo npauwoeTe Han
He?

— llicTy micsuis.

Piwyye, Bono Ba6ui0 xo ceGe, ce crpaxoBuwe! Tsrxyno
o4i, TArHYJO Cepue i AMXaJO B HbOrO CBOEID YYAHOIO KPAacoio
i Tyrow, CBO€l0 OrMAO0I0 i Mep30TOIO.

— 51 xouy aaTb 06pa3 NiOAMHM...

— Jhioauuu?

S1 noBepHyB roJioBy it 3HM3y Bropy AMBHBCH Ha “Mapy”. ¥
Hei 6yB Tenep Toit camuii BUpa3 ry6, wo y xiHkd. BoHa avBuaace
y A3epkano, koau Jinuaa Ti ry6u. I oui coi gana iit. I ceit crutio-
LLEeHHH Hic, SK pO31aBJieHa HOroi0 CJMBA.

— Y KoxHoi moauHM € Kpaca i oruza. B pixHux ¢op-
max... Ane e... Mycuts 6yTn. Xiba Hi?

51 moBuas.

— Heoaminno e... I kpaca ii oruga... Tk iHOAI Kpaca Tak
3aX0BaHa, 10 He BUAHO. ADO Orujga XOBaeTbCs 3a Kpacow... S
XO04y iX BHUSIBUTb nopy4... Xi6a Hi?

Bona 3aHaaTo uacto BxuBana ce “xi6a Hi?” — §1 Bce-Taku
MOBYaB i AMBMBCS Ha ii po6oTy. | nepani auBMBCA 6, TO Tenaiuse
i nerwe cTaBano meHi B rpyasx... HemoB Te, wo aywwuio, pos-
nupaio ix i He jaBano BiNbHO AMXaTbh, MOMajdy SIKOIOCH Aipoy-
KOIO BHXOJWJO 3 MeHe.

Ce Gyn10 uyaHo, ane s He XOTiB GOPOTUCH NpPoTH cboro. O, Hi!
S1 XoTiB cnyxaTh gani ceii MenoLifiHMA, TPOXM HAATPICHYTHIl, He-
MOB CpifHOI0 €MaJ/lIi0 BKPUTHil ro/I0C 4yaHOi XeHuuHH. S XoTiB
He pYXaTHCb i He po30UBaTH THWI HOYI, B SIKiil, 30aBad0OCh, XHJIM
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idiotic work. What stupidity! How? Where? What nonsense! The ghost
quickly touched my arm. I looked around.

“Does it bother you?”

I sat down again. What nonsense. I think a lot about Natalie and she
appears even in such a frightful thing as this.

I smiled.

“My sculpture bothers you.”

“It is really marvellous. There is something in it . .. Have you been
working long on it?”

“Six months.”

Truly that frightful object drew one towards it! It pulled your eyes,
it pulled your heart and breathed into it with its marvellous beauty and
longing; its ugliness and wretchedness.

“I want to make an image of a human being . . .”

“A human being?”

I turned my head and looked at the *“ghost” from top to bottom.
She now had the same expression around the mouth that the woman had.
She had looked into a mirror when she was sculpting those lips. And she
gave the figure her own eyes. And that flattened nose was like a squashed
plum.

“This beauty and ugliness is in everyone. In many forms ... But
there is . . . There must be. Isn’t there?”

I did not speak.

“Definitely there is ... Both beauty and ugliness ... Only
sometimes beauty is so hidden that it is not seen. Or ugliness hides under
beauty. I want to reveal it alongside . . . Or shouldn’t I?”

She used the phrase “shouldn’t I?” too often. In any case I remained
silent and looked at her work. And the more I looked at it, the warmer
and easier [ felt inside . . . As if what was choking me, inflating me and not
allowing me to breathe freely, was slowly escaping from me through a
small hole.

It was wonderful, but I did not want to fight against it. Oh, no! I
wanted to listen to that musical, slightly cracking voice which seemed to
be covered with silver enamel, the voice of a beautiful woman. I did not
want to move and break the stillness of the night, in which we three alone
seemed to exist along with that small elegant lamp on the table. The
corners of this room were swathed with the sad harmony of beauty and
ugliness, in the heart of the huge black slumbering city.

The features of the strange sculpture breathed of longing for the
chimerical game of life. The woman stood near me; her voice was the voice
of that sculpture. In my heart sadness was awakening,.

“You are an artist, aren’t you?”

“I...Yes,I aman artist...”

“I saw that at once . . . I am glad. I have wanted to show it for a long
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TiAbKM MM TPOE Ta HeBeJMyKa, YenypHeHbKa JAMNa Ha CToJi.
CyMoM rapmoHii kpacu Ta oruau Gy/iu TOBHTI KYTKH Ciei KiM-
HATKK B Cepli YOPHOTO, BEJMKOro, 3aCHYJOro ropoaa.

Tyrolo XMMepHOi I'pH KHTTS AMXaJM PUCH AMBHOI POGOTH.
Binst MeHe CTOS/IA JeHIMHA, FoJ10C KOi GyB roJocoM TOi po6OTH.
B rpyasix MOiX MpPOKHAABCS CYM.

— Bu — XxyapoxHuk, npaBaa?

—§1?.. Tak, 9 XyAOXHHK...

— 41 ce apa3y no6aunna... Meni ce npuemto. 51 naBHO x0Tina
nokasath. A He cmina.. Tenep Gauy, wo poGmo Te, WO CJiA.
51 paxa...

Bona xBumoBanacs. Ctynuia Kinbka KpokiB yGik, BepHy-
Aach, norepia pyky o6 pyky. IloTim snerka TOpKHyJaach MOro
nJieva.

— Bam TaxKO?

1 MOBYKM XMTHYB r0JIOBOIO, XOUa MeHi 6yJI0 BXe He TSKKO.

— Bu maeTe sikech rope? BubGauTe MeHi, o f... MUTa0 Npo
ce... Ane B MeHi noao6a€Tech...

Meti npuemno 6yno cayxaTh Ce, X0ua sl He MOBOPYXHYBCS.

Bona nomoBuana.

— Bam Hiko/M He 31aBajloCh, 110 BCSiKe rope TO € piil HeKpa-
cH?..

1 ne pywuscs. He xoTinoce, xait roBoputh, Xai 3By4uTb 32
MHOIO TYXHO-THUXHIi, HAATPiCHYTHI roJoc.

— MeHi TaK 4acTo 31aeThcsl... Toro Heraphi Taki Hewacau-
Bi... HerapHi He Tinbku jnuem... Baarani nerapni. Xi6a Hi?

Sl rauGoko 3iTxHyB. Cs xeHWMHA 3asHana rops, 3asHaaa
AyMm foro. Bona, mabyTh, He pa3, CXMIMBIIMCh Hajl HHMM, PO3LHB-
Asnack Horo, SIK Po3AMBJSIOTLCS HA paHy..

— Ulo Bu moBuMTe? Bam He xoueTbcs 6Ganakathb?

Meni 3pa3y sIKOCb 32aJ0Chb BCe Ce CTpalleHHO uyaHuM. Cs
Mapa, 4YenypHo 3 apTHCTHYHMUM CMakoM yOpaHa KiMHaTa, rpaBio-
pH i ¢irypa 3a nokpusasom. 51 BcTasB i 03MPHYB MOIO XassiiKy 3
Hir n0 rosoeu. Bona crosiia, 3BicMBLUM DYKH B30BX Tija, i AUBH-
Jach Ha ceift TBip. I B ouax if 6yzna Ta cama nevafs, 10 B ouax ii
TBopy. BoHa cama Oysa TBOpOM.

— Bu paBHo npaigoeTe?

BoHa 3apurHyaaco i noBepHysaa 10 MeHe JHLE.

— Lo Bu ckasaau? BubGaure, 9 He...

-1 ckazaB — BM JLaBHO npaujoere?

— B uomy?

— B yomy? B cKkyabnTypi, po3yMieTbcs.

— Hi... He 6inbuie poky.

— A... a B npocTHTYyL{i?

Bona noxuauna roJosy.

—¢1 He MOXYy 3HaiiTH TaKoi po6OTH, W06 3apobaiATH Helo
BHOUI.
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time. But I couldn’t ... Now I see that what I am doing is right. I am
happy ...”

She was agitated. She walked a few steps to one side, came back,
rubbed her hands. Then she gently touched my shoulder.

“You are sad?”

I nodded my head, although I was sad no longer.

“Does something bother you? Forgive me, that I ... am asking you
about this . . . But I like you...”

I enjoyed listening to this although I did not stir.

She was silent.

“Did you ever feel that all misery is a form of ugliness? . . .

I did not move. I did not want to let her speak, let that longing,
cracking voice continue behind me.

“I often feel that ... that is why ugly people are so unhappy ...
Ugly not only facially . . . All over ugliness. Am I not right?”

I sighed deeply. That woman knew sorrow. She knew the idea of it.
She, perhaps, looked it over often enough as if looking at a wound.

“Why don’t you speak?”

Suddenly all this felt wonderful. This ghost, the room elegantly
decorated with artistic taste, the pictures and the figure behind the
covering. | got up and sized up my hostess from legs to head. She stood,
arms hanging alongside her body, and gazed at her work. Her eyes held the
same grief as the eyes of her sculpture. She herself was a product.

“Have you been working long?”

She sighed and turned her face towards me.

“What did you say? I am sorry, I did not . . .”

“I said—have you been working long?”

“At what?”

“At what? At the sculpture, of course.”

“No ... Not more than a year.”

“And . .. at prostitution?”

She lowered her head.

“I cannot find a job that would allow me to work at night.”

“I did not ask you about that. I am asking if you have been in this
profession a long time.”

I talked to her like a judge. And she felt I had a right to talk to her
like one. But why?

“I have worked in this profession ever since I began work on the
sculpture.”

“And do you sculpt by day?”

“Yes.”

Why did I ask her about all this? God knows. I felt tired. I sat down
again on the stool, leaned my head against the back of the stool and did
not move. Somewhere there in the empty atelier Natalie is sleeping. Let

"
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— I Bac npo Te He nuTar. S nmuTaw, Y4 LaBHO BH B Cifl
npodecii?

51 rosopuB 3 Helo, IK cyans. | BoHa nouyBana, WO A Maiw
npaBo Tak roBoputu. Yepes mo?

— 3 Toro uacy, sik s cTana OpauioBaTH B CKYJAbNTYpi, 5 3a-
fimatoce ciero npodeciio.

— A BzeHb BH JdimuTe?

— Tak.

Jns yoro a nurtas ii npo te yce? bBor #ioro 3Hae. Ha mene
Haliua Broma. S 3HOBY CiB Ha CTijellb BepxH, crnep roJoBy Ha
CrMHKY Horo i 3acTvr. Tam jgecb JaleKo B TOPOXKHIM aTesbe
crniokifino cnuth Haranst. Xait cnute. 3aBTpa BoHA 3Haitae OWiHKY
cBoei KpacH. Xall 3HaXxOAMTb.

— Cayxaiite! — panTom migHsiB 5 TONOBY. — A BHM He npo-
6yBaau jaTu BHpa3 CbOrO €JHAHHS Kpack i OrMaM Tak, uo6 B
rapHux BHilIHiIX ¢opmax BUCTynaau oruaHi BHyTpimHi? Hi?

— Hi, 1 tak He npobysana. Ce Baxkue...

— Baxue? Xm! Ce, cnpaBai, Baxue... Ane ce Ginblie Bpa-
KiHHS...

— AToX... Ginble...

— Ce mycuTb BHMKJAMKAaTH cTpaueHHuit cym. [TpaBra? My-
CHTb CXOMUTH GOJMIOUOI0 MYKOIO Ceplie Bif Takoro eiHaHHs. [a?
Ipaspa? JlaTe Taky kpacy, Take €IHaHHst 1aTb, u06 BUAHO 6y-
Jo... Ax, Hi! 51 He Te kaxy... Meni Opakye AyMmoK... Ase s Tenep
posymiio... Tenep g posymiro.

I 51 3HOB CXMJMB roJIOBY Ha CNMHKY CTiabus. S crmpaBai Te-
nep po3yMmiB, 4Oro HaBiTb B HaWUMCTil XBUIMHKM paioBaHHs 3 Ha-
TaJMHOI KpacH MOe€ Ceple CTUCKYBAaNOCh HEBiLOMHM TYXHHM Cy-
MOM, YOro XOTiZIOCh OIUIAKYyBaTh KOTOCh YM LIOCh TapsiuUMH
CMbO3aMM i 4Oro B cuX cabo3ax i HixHicTb Oyaa, i pamicTs, i
Xyp6a, i 6e3HanidHiCTD.
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her sleep. Tomorrow she will find the evaluation of her beauty. Let her
find it.

“Listen!” I suddenly cried, lifting my head up. “Haven’t you tried to
give form to this unification of beauty and ugliness so that in outwardly
beautiful forms inward ugliness is revealed? No?”

“No, I haven’t tried it that way. That’s much harder . . .”

“Harder? Hm! Yes, that’s right, it is harder ... But it has more
effect.”

“Or...more...”

“It must arouse extreme sorrow. Right? It must catch the painful
turmoil at the heart of such a union. Right? To give it such beauty, such
union, so that one could see ... No! I am not saying it right ... I can’t
think . . . But I understand now .. . Now I understand.”

And I rested my head again on the spine of the chair. I really
understand it now; that even in my purest moments of happiness with
Natalie’s beauty, my heart was choked by an unknown yearning, sadness,
so that I wanted to cry hot tears to someone or something and why in
those tears there was both gentleness and happiness and grief and
hopelessness.

— Translated by L. Hirna and D. Struk
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MHUXAHJIO SILKIB

Keapuna 6yae poctn, 3emas ocsiae
LUMPOKO, JHII YOJMOBIiK 3aruHe

I

Moro im’s 6yno Ieah, ane nposBaau iioro IBanycom, 60
IBaniB GaraTo B cesi, a ckaxu — IBaHyC, TO BXe KOXHHil 3Hae,
Le Tpeba aonuTyBaTucsi. Bin oxeHHBCS MonoiMM, B3sB CoGi
JAIBUMHY i wie Ha BeCiai CcKa3aB:

— Lle mos xoHka... 3podn Meni Te aGo ue, xoHxo! Han
MeHi Toro afo TOro, »OHKO!

I Tomy HixTO iHaKwe He KasaB, juwe ‘“xounka”. li iM’s sa-
Oynocst 30BCiM.

2Kum BOHM HanpuKiHUi NMaHUM3HAHMX 4aciB.

IBaHyc HiKOo/M He MOXapTyBaB, HIKOJW MNiB3yGa He NOKa3as,
abu 3acmisiTucs. 3aBxaH GYB XMapHuil, Ik OCiHHS Hiu. A XOHKa
Gyna webeTyluka, sIK JaCTiBKa, L0 NPUIETHTb y TPaBHi 3 Ten-
JUX KpaiB, Csife Ha 000POXHHY Ta Buuie6euye, ax CAYyXaTH MH-
J0. | Mycuaa BoHa 3 TaKUM NOXMYPHM BiK BiKyBaTH.

Niteit Bonu He maim. Ix rocnogapcTBo — TO 6yna mMana xa-
THHAa Ha Gepesi, KOMO XaTHHM — Majuii rOpojelb, YETBEPTHHA
Mopra Ta B uapuHi miemopra. Kojo xatuuu — nigpawws, ge
CTOsIa KOpPOBA, KOJIO BYyT/1a — BeJMue3Ha KiJbKaCOTJITHS rpyuia
3 Aynjamu BcepeauHi. [pyiuku BoHa poaunia mani it TBepai.

II

Hanapemne xoHka mana nazio, wo nepeinakwuTh IBaHyca,
abu OyB Takuil, fiK iHL JIOAH, 1O PO3BECEJUTHL HOro, abu G6yJ0
3 KMM MOroBOPUTH i NopasuTHCh. Byna e posymua xinka. Bona
BCAKMMH Cnoco6amu CTapanacsi nepeMiHUTH fOro, ay Moku 3po-
3yMmina, wo Hivoro He Baie, i xana oMy crnokii.

Bona cayxuna AiBuMHOIO ¥ nonagi i HaBUMIACS MPUNPABASTH
siIKHadainue BCsKi cTpasu. Yepes Te KOXHHUIA, XTO pOGUB SIKY OKa-
3010, YM BeCi/IA, UM SIKi MOMHHKHM, TO NMPOCUB XOHKY. A SIK XTO
e rona 3anpoluyBaB, TO BX€ MYCHB MaTH XKOHKY 3a KyXapky.
Bo nin nMTaeTbca:

— A xTo 6yne 3a Kyxapky?

— XKoHka.
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MYKHAYLO YATSKIV

Cedar Wood will Grow, the Earth will Settle
Wide, Only Man will Perish

|

His name was Ivan, but they called him Ivanus since there were
many Ivans in the village. Ask for Ivanus and everybody knew whom you
meant; it was unnecessary to search further.

He married young, took a girl and at their wedding said: “This is my
wifie. Do this or that, wifie, give me this, wifie.” No one called her
anything but wifie.

Her first name was lost somewhere.

They lived at the end of the era of serfdom.

Ivanus never joked, never bared his teeth in a smile, was always
downcast like an autumn night.

His wife was a prattler like a swallow from the warm countries which
sits on the haystack twittering pleasantly.

And she had to live her life with such a gloomy man.

They had no children. All their property consisted of a small house
on the riverbank, a small garden near the house, about a quarter of an acre
in size,and a half-acre of land. A shed was stuck onto the house where they
kept a cow. At the corner grew a giant pear tree, two hundred years old,
with many hollows inside it. The pears it bore were almost useless, small
and hard.

1

In vain did his wife hope that she could make Ivanus be like other
men, make him more cheerful so that she could talk and consult with him.
She was a clever woman who tried in every way she could to change him
until she realized that nothing would work and gave up.

Both Ivanus and his wife remained their different selves.

As a small girl she had served as a maid for the priest’s wife and
learned how to cook tasty dishes. This is why she was invited by anyone
who was holding a celebration or had a wedding or a wake. Whoever
wanted to ask the priest over had to ask her to cook for the occasion. The
priest would ask, “Who is the cook?” “The wifie.”” ““Oh, that’s all right.”

Whenever the priest happened to sit at the first table with the
sacristan, the deacon, the elder and some of the more prominent
householders, and the riffraff would be at the second table, she would
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— A, To no6pe.

A we, 9K TO B rocTAX NpH nepuioMy crToJi cigae nin, nana-
Map, AsIK i BifiT, uepkoBHHi1 cTapocTa i We AKiCh NMUJbHIWI ra3gu,
a BCSIKMI MOTJIOX — MpH iHIIOMY CTOJi, TO XXOHKA TaK yXe 3Hae
NOPSILOK JAaTH, L0 KOXHMI JicTaHe Te, 1O HOMY HaJEXHTb.
Camo co6olo, BOHa MYCHTb MaTH napy NOMiYHHKIB. Asle nepej
nona BOHa caMa 3aHOoCHTb cTpasu. IligcyHe XycTKy noBuuie 4oJa,
TPOXH TOJIOBY TIePeXHJIUTb i 3 BecenuM oGaMUUSIM BCe oMy mo-
Ka3yeTbCsl, a NiN CTaHe BUXBAaJATH i, WO TO MOpAAHA rasjuHA,
Morsa 6 6yTu i naHew.

— 1 most, — Kaxe, — TMOCTb He MOXe Jiniuie 10 CMaky
npunpasuTH, 60 BXKe HeMa KYIM, aX NPUCTaE A0 AYLi.

A koHKa ax mipjiTae, aX pO3MJMBAETHCS, CAYXAIOUM TaKi
noxBaiu nepej BCiM HapOIOM.

— Ta it Tinbku Bcboro, wo xBaauTh. JAKO6H TO GyB AKUIACH
wasxTtHy, abo uyex, abo Himeub, aGo veCHMil pyCHH, TO SIK He
PHHCbLKHIL, TO X0Y ABi-TPM WICTKM KMHYB OW Ha Tapiib aaa Ky-
XapKM 3a TaKi MakOMHMHKM, ajle Min He Ha Te JuBe, U100 KOMY
L0 AaB, JMIIe Ha Te, wob6 cam 6paB, — Kaxe, 6yBano, IBaHyc.

m

Slke pemecsio nposaaus IBaHyc?

Bin e manum xsonuem po6uB Bi3OYKH, a MOTIM — Ginbuwi,
i Tak HaBuMBCA cam po6uTH BO3M Beauki. He BuuBcst y mailctpa
i He BM3BOMIOBABCS TakK, fK iHuWi, i Xou OyB Moxmypui, 3agymiau-
BHii, npoTe MaB xucT. BiH po6uB Taki Bo3u, w0 aHi OgHOro 3a-
Ji3HOro uBsixa He 6yno B HUX. Moro maiicTepHs 6ynaa noGiy xaT,
nig AymnjaaBoiw rpyiueo, B gkiit xoBaB cBoe 3Hapsipuas. Hikoau He
3aHOCHMB Horo g0 xaTu. MaB i TokapHio nig rpyuueto. ByBano, Ha
niBcena BHMAKO, SIK IBaHyC po3raHseTbCsl Haj TOKapHelo, ik Ha-
XMJSETBCA Ta HATUCKAE HOrow, wob Kojeco obepranocs. O6To-
YHTb KOMOLY, Hab'e cnuui, o6Tewe rpa6oBy saaTy, 3arHe Ta npo-
BepTUTL LipH, Ha®’e Ha cnuui, Ta i Kosaeco rotoBe. O6iaaa cam
ruyB. Toai koneca 6yan ob6oaucti i He Taki gopori, sik Temnep. I
ropiika Gyna aewesa. 3anisHuLi He 6yJO, TO OTUMH BO3aMH i3AH-
JIM JIOAM HA ABa THXHI B gopory no Yepnisuis, no Canarypu a6o
A0 MaMopHMLI Ha MOJAABCbKY I'PaHHLIO 32 KYKYPYA3010.

Ha Tux Bosax IBanyc He 3apobJasiB Gararto, ajxe Bce GyB 6u
CAK-TaK XHB, IKOM He B3sBcs 10 ropinku. B ceni He 6Gyno ka-
3EHHOT KOPYMM, i HUHI HEMR, TaK K MO HIIMX Cesax, a npuiimia
OjHa XujiBKa Julle 3 6axypoMm, HallHsJa B xJona xaTy i po3ci-
Jace Ha po6pe. baxyp npuHocuB 3 micTa ropijiky, a Mmama CHAi-
J1a B xaTi i npoaaBaaa. A auBHa 6yna us xugiska. HasuBanm ii
Bam6oxoro. OnacucTa, K NOCTaBUTh ueneub 3 NaUbOPOK Ha
o6rosieHy roJiopy, To Haue sika ctatys 3 rincy. Lllus ToBcTa, a
Ha yepeBi rpowi paxye, sk Ha croai. Horu ToBcTi, T moBig-
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know how to serve in what order. Of course, she had to have helpers. But
she herself would always serve the priest. She would pull up her kerchief,
tilt her head a little and show her gay face to the priest who would praise
her to the skies and say that he wouldn’t be ashamed to have her as his
wife.

“My own wife,” he would say, “cannot cook better than this. This is
simply delicious.”

The wifie would run around and almost melt after all these words of
praise in front of all the people.

But praise was all she got. If it were some nobleman, or a Czech or a
German or even an honest Ukrainian, he would throw if not a crown then
two or three pennies on the plate for the cook. But the priest, as Ivanus
used to say, is not there to give but is there to take and take.

I

What kind of trade did Ivanus have?

While still a small boy he made little carts. Then he made bigger ones
and learned to construct large carts. He did not serve an apprenticeship
anywhere and though he was gloomy and pensive he had considerable
talent. He built carts without a single iron nail. His workshop was beside
his house near the hollow pear tree in which he hid his tools. He never
brought them inside the house. Under the pear tree also was his turner’s
shop. Half the village could watch how he worked there as a turner when
he moved the wheel round with his foot. He would turn the haft, put the
spikes in, polish the elm lathe, bend it, drill the holes for the spikes and
the wheel was ready. He bent the rims himself. Wheels in those days were
bow-shaped and not as expensive as now. And horilka was cheap. There
was no railroad so these carts were used to travel to Chernivtsi, Sadagury
or to Mamornytsya, to the Moldavian border to fetch corn.

Ivanus did not make a lot of profit on these carts but he would have
done quite well for himself if it wasn’t for his drinking.

There was no tavern in the village and there still is none today, as
there are in other villages. But one Jewess, with her brat, came in, rented a
peasant hut and settled down. The brat would bring horilka from town
and his mother would sit at home and sell it.

She was a strange woman, this Jewess. She was called Bambokha.
She was fat and when she put a bead cap on her closely-cropped head she
looked like a statue. Her neck was fat. She would count her money in her
lap with her enormous legs spread out so that the calves were as fat as the
thighs. She could hardly walk and merely shuffled along in her slippers,
lying most of the time in a featherbed. Unlike other Jewesses she did not
collect money at Christmas time, but according to Moses’ law she would
hire a one-horse cart and spend Yom Kippur in town. A trusted peasant
would look after the tavern that day.

And so Ivanus became very fond of Bambokha’s place. He wasn’t a
bad man but when he was drunk he did odd things like climbing walls. If
his wife started to tell him off he would beat her hard. Several times she
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pPOCTa/M Ha3aj TaK, WO TYAM HOMM MaJjo IO MEHLI, HiX cnepe-
Ay najblli, TOX LLIIKOM He3naTHa 6yaa f0 xoay. JlMiue xanusgmu
coBajsa mo xati Ta BUrpiBana cajo B GebGexax. I B koasay He
XOAMNA TakK, SK iHWi XuAiBKM 36MpaHuHOlO, JMile Haiime dipy
B MiCTi, TO Tam Bxe §i 3aJuwaeTbhCcA yepe3 “CyAHHi AeHb”, a LIH-
HOK JMIIae Ha BipHOro HafiMura Ha wimmit Toit uac.

Tox IBanyc BHagmscs 10 BamGoxu. BiH He 6yB 3amii uoso-
BiK, Jui, GyBajio, SIK Ham'e€ThCsl, TO Ma€ BeJdUKYy caHTasiio —
Bropy crinoto Jise. 2KoHka noune fiomy wo kasatd, a BiH 6’e i
Ha ocTaHHe. He pa3 »oHKa 3aBMBajacsi B HaMiTKy, a N0 HaMiTLi
CIVIMBAJIM YEPBOHI MacH KPOBi, i Tak iiuuia CKapXHUTHCA X0 mona.
IMin craHe B uepkBi Ha nponoBiai i raus6uTh IBaHyca:

— Tak, — kaxe, — IBaHyc — Jexauo, nusiK, — 30 CBiTa
y Bbam6oxu Ta y Bam6oxu n’e 6pary npokasiTy Mo WiAMX HOYaXx,
a HanUBIUKCb 6e3MipHO, NPUXOAUTb L0AOMY Ta XOHKY CMepTelb-
HO no6Gusae. BoHa yecHa i no6GoiHa rasauHsa, Apyroi Takoi cejo
He Mae. Bin cBowo aywy ausBoJosi 3anpoias. BiH —— npokasTuii
rpiwHuK, HekasHHUK. [lekaom BigHMHI BiH cmepaiTh 6yge. B cmo-
Ji KuMiTH, Ae njay i ckperit 3yGiB.

Ta o 3 Toro?

IBaHyc 10 uepkBu He iize, a K fioOMy XTO MpoO 1e CKaxe, TO
BiH, 6yBaso, Ha Te BifMOBICTb:

—Tliny no nekna, To niay. Byay Hocutu apoBa, aGu nauu,
XHMAM Ta BCi 6araui He no3amepsanu B KOTJaX. A KOJH Ha TiM
CBiTi € HeGecHuii pail i koan Tam Tak ao6pe, TO 4OMy Ti, L0
BUXBaNsOTh pal, Tak GOATLCA BMepPTH i pali 6 XHUTH TyT K-
HafpoBwe? Buako, i Ti, wo nponosiaywoTs, i Ti, WO caAyxaoTh,
He BipATb Hi B ike He6o, auwe Ti i Ti 6pewyTs.

Toai 6ynn TaxKi yacH, He 6yno xni6a. bam6oxa nekaa auwe
s cebe. IBaHyC KypuB JIIOMbKY Ha KOpPOTKiM umubyci, a 9k XOTiB
3aKYCKM, TO iB MeueHy KapTOIIO. A 4acoMm, sIK iLe TeMHOI Houi
AOJLOMY, TO 3 FOPIIKOIO PO3MOBJISIE :

Topinuue, noropinuue,

Twu npenopoGuas Gparo.

Bean mene zoporow Bnpaso!

A6ucbp mene B noToui-po3Toui He noBasnuaa,
3 no6pHMH JIOALMH HE NMOCBapHia,

Bo uema ripworo coGakmu,

Sk n’sHoro womosika.

TH Hap XPUCTHSHWHOM BEJHMKY CHJY MacLl,
3 3emauui, 3 xaTUH BHraHseul,

3 xoxyxis i cipakis posgsraem,

A B BepeTioOXM BAsiracul.

3 uobiT BM3yBacl

Ta B nmocroan BayBaew, —

OTxe, a1 Te6e Beauyalo,

IMoxain ToGi Bigaaio!
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would wind a kerchief around her head. It would be soaked in blood and
so she went to complain to the priest. The priest would then scold Ivanus
in his sermon.

“This is s0,” he would say, “Ivanus is a wastrel and a drunkard. He
spends his nights drinking at Bambokha’s and then comes home and
mortally beats his own wife. She is an honest and devout woman, the best
in the whole village. He has sold his soul to the devil and he is an
unrepentant sinner. He will stink in hell, boil in hot tar amid tears and
gnashing of teeth.”

But nothing came of it. Ivanus didn’t go to church and if anyone
told him about it he would usually say: “So I'll go to hell. I'll cart wood
there for the furnaces to keep the landlords, the Jews and the rich ones
warm. If there is a paradise in the next world and if it’s such a happy place
then why are all those who praise it so much afraid of death and try to live
as long as they can? It’s obvious that those who preach sermons and those
who listen to them don’t believe in any heaven. Both of them are lying.”

Times were hard then and bread was scarce. Bambokha baked some
for herself. Ivanus smoked a short pipe and whenever he wanted a snack
she would fry him some potatoes. Sometimes, when he walked home in the
dark he would talk to himself:

“Brandy, what a wonderful drink you are! Lead me along the right
path. Don’t push me into the ditch or make me quarrel with good people.
There is no worse man than a drunkard. You have great power over
Christians. You drive them out of their houses and fur coats and dress
them in tatters. You take off their boots and put on cheap moccasins. I
bow to your power.”

Sometimes he would bow so low that he would fall with his face in
the mud.

His wife realized that there was nothing she could do. She didn’t say
anything no matter what he did. She was devout and never stoked the fire
on a Sunday, but would tidy up, sweep the house and cook something on
Saturday, and on Sunday or a church holiday she would go to church.
After coming back from church she would start the fire and cook dinner.

v

When he was drunk Ivanus liked to play tricks.

Once during the harvest on a Sunday, a day so lovely it made one’s
heart glad, Ivanus’ wife went to church and left her husband at home.

When she came back from church he was gone. She started the fire,
cooked dinner, ate it and lay down to rest. Towards noon she got up,
drove the cow out to pasture and the cowherd told her, “l was at
Bambokha’s today; your husband is there, very drunk.”

“Let him drink,” she said, ““it’s nothing new to him.”

She went back into the house and the bells were rung for evening
mass. She tidied up quickly, put Ivanus’ dinner (which on Sunday
consisted of dumplings and milk gruel) into the oven to keep warm, locked
the house and put the key into the pear tree hollow, where they always
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I Tak He pa3 Taxu jo6pe MOKJIOHHUTLCS, WO 3aMOpe HOJOM
B 60J0TO.

A KOHKa 6a4WTb, LIO HiYOr0 3 HAM He MOPaiuTh, Ta it He
Kasaja Bxe HiKOJM Hiuoro, xou 6M wo 3pobus. Bowa Gyna no-
60XHa, HIKOJIM B HEAIMO PAHO He TOMWJIA, ajne B Cy6OTy BCe JaAHO
npubepe, no3aMiTac B XaTi i KOO XaTH i 3BapuTL JEILLO HA CHi-
JlaHHA, a B Heximo a6o B cBATO paHo ¥iae Ao uepksu. INpuiiuios-
M 3 1lepKBH, 3aTONMUTb i BapuTh 06iA.

v

IBaHyc mo-m’aHoMy poOuB ycski aypouii.

Oaxoro pasy, iIKOCb B XXHHBA, B HeLi/Mo, KHHHA MOTijiHA, ax
AYX pajyeThCsl, XOHKA Milwaa 10 LepKBU. IBaHyca nuwinia BioMa.

Mpuxoautb 3 uepkBH — iioro Hema. Bona saronuna, 3Ba-
puaa o6ix, noobigana ta i AAraa BiANOYHTH TPOXH.

Hactynuno nosnyaHe, BOHa BCTaja H BHTHajla KOpoBYy A0
nacTryxa, a nactyx Kaxe:

— 51 6yB Huni y Bam6oxu, a Ball 4OJIOBiK TaM AyXe I'SHUH.

Bona kaxe:

— Ta xait m’e, To ffOMy He nepLuMHa,

Mpuiiiwna goxomy. 3aA3BOHUAM HA BedipHio. Bona mpuroty-
Basia ckopiw Aas IBaHyca o6ia, siK 3aBXAM B Helimo, WOCh Jin-
IOT0 — BAapPEHMKH, MOJIOYHY Kauly i 3aauwmuia B nedi, uo6 6ysno
TenJje. 3aUuMHUIA XaTy, a KJIOY MOKJaka y rpyluy, B Aymio, TyAH,
Ie BCe XOBaJH KJIOYa, SIK KOTPOro BioMma He Gyno. I miwa Ha
BeuipHIo.

Mo BeuipHi fine poxomy i GauuTth 3paneka — ABepi XaTH
BiakpuTi. [liaxoauts Gavxue A0 xaTH, raunsyaa y 6ik Bia maur-
TapHi, Mg rpywy — oyam CBOiM He BipuTb. [Tiaxoautsp uie 6anXK-~
Yye — MajOHbKO HELLAC/JMBA, PYKH 3aJOMHJA, — BeJWYe3Ha Kyna
nip’s nexuTbh Ha KOBGaHi, a B Kymi mip’s He XpOMuTh, Hi, ane ax
XapuuTh, K AMKHIi Bemp, Julie OAHY HOTY BHAKO 3 mip’s, IBaHyc.
XKoHka He 3Hajla — 4YM NJAaKaTH, Y4 3aBOJAMTH Ha Wije CeJo.
BxoauTe 10 xaTH, BiiKpuBae miy, CTpaBU CTOATH, SK JAHLINAA,
aHi nanbueM He TKHYB, i 3apa3 mi3Haja, wo IBaHyc, ik npuios
Bix Bam6oxu, B398 3 nocTeai ABi BeMMKi, rapHO BMLIMBAHi MNO-
AYIIKH, BHHIC mig rpywy, po3nopos, BUCHMaB Mnip’s, 6a6exHyBCs
B mip’a i saxponis.

3apaz 6ys Beuip. XKonka nonpubupana ta it adria CnaTu.
Slke Bxke 11 cnanns Oyno?.. Magana, K Biky LOKOPOTaTH 3 TAKUM
yoJoBiKOM. AJle xech Koso niBHoui mpo6Gyauscs IBanyc, 60 nyxe
nekao ioro KoJo cepus, i niwoB a0 xatu. 2KoHka mouyia, 3a-
CBiTWIA, MOCTaBWJa Nepej HUM BapeHUKH, MojouHy kawy. Ta
BiH He Mir icTH, 60 B ropJjio HaTArJocs Mmip’s, KOJaM xponis, i no-
npucuxano. Jluule 3auepnuys napy pasiB kaiui i no3éupas LKBap-
KM, HAaMMBCA JBa pa3u BOAM, B3SB OMaH4y Mig roJjosy, 60 noay-
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put it, and went to mass.

When she was coming home she saw from a long way off that the
door of the house was open. She drew nearer to the house, glanced at the
pear tree and could not believe her eyes. She came closer and suddenly
started to cry and wring her hands. There was a great mass of feathers and
torn pillow cases and there, in this heap of feathers, snorting like a wild
boar rather than snoring, lay Ivanus with one leg stuck up.

The wifie didn’t know whether to cry or to lament to the entire
village. She went into the house and opened the oven. The food was there
as she had left it, untouched. She realized all at once that her husband,
coming back from Bambokha’s, had taken two beautifully embroidered
pillows, put them under the pear tree, split them, had shaken out the
feathers and fallen asleep in the midst of them.

It was evening and the wifie tidied up and went to bed. But she
could not sleep. She was thinking how she was to go on living with such a
husband. Before midnight Ivanus woke up because he had heartburn and
came into the house where his wife heard him, lit the lamp and set before
him the dumplings and milk gruel. Still, he could not eat because his
throat was full of feathers. He took a few spoonfuls of gruel, picked out
some bacon, drank two sips of water, put an overcoat under his head
because there was no pillow, lay down and snored ’till noon.

The wifie got up in the morning and collected the feathers under the
pear tree, crying all the time. She picked up a few but most of them were
lost. It was a good thing there was no wind for it would have blown them
all over the village. All the time she didn’t say a word, did not ask why he
did it, but kept absolutely silent.

\Y

Ivanus once made an exhibition of himself.

One day in the spring, it was already May, his wife dug up the garden
and planted something there. His piece of land was as yet unploughed. The
wifie started to talk to Ivanus very gently:

“If you could only see to it that the land is ploughed. I have already
done the garden. I would like to plant a few more things because it is
late.”

Ivanus, as usual, made no answer but thought about it. His
neighbors were kind to him and ready to help him. So when he asked
them to lend him oxen to plough the land they soon appeared.

But the peasants did not come themselves. They sent their servants
with the oxen and the plough. Ivan knew how to handle a plough but was
not used to it and hated the job.

So this is what happened.

His wife lit the fire at home and cooked dinner. She then collected
up old washing to soak it in lye. She remembered that Ivanus was wearing
old clothes and wondered how to get them off him so as to soak them.

It was not far to the field. She closed the door and went out. The
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IOK He OyJo, Jir i xponiB ax 10 MOAyAHS. A XKOHKAa BCTajla
3paHKy Ta, niadyuu, 36upana nip’a B Tpickax nig rpyuwero. [Lloce
Tpoxu Hasbupana, ane Garato nponajo. LllacTs, wo BiTpy He
6yJ10, 6yB 61 pO3HIiC reTb NO LIJIOMY CeNy X0 OCTaHHLOro. A mpH
TiM yCiM JKOHKA Hi CJOBa He CKasaja — Haulo Le BiH 3po6uB,
JMIH THXO a THXO.

v

IBaHyc 3HOB poOMTb HeMOLCHKi BHAOBHILIA.

OxHoro pasy HaBecHi, SKOCb BXe B TpaBHi, JXOHKa CKonanaa
ropojaenb KOJO XaTH i Jelio nocaguiaa, aje HUBKa B LAPHHi Oyna
e He opaHa. Tak XoOHKa Mycuna 0 IBaHyca ikOCh MpHEMHO 3a~
rOBOPHUTH:

— Ko6u t1 auBuBcsl, 26U TOTY HMBKY B LAPHHi BHOpaTH,
60 9 BXe ropojeub CKonaja, Ta e i tam nocaiuna 6u wo, 6o
Bxe i Tak mi3Ho.

IBanyc 3a cBoim 3BHuaem HiuOro He BiANOBiB, ane MaB Lie Ha
ragui. Momy koxHuil goroaxae i roroBuii 6yB nocnyxatu. Tak
CKa3aB OJHOMY i Apyromy: pail MeHi BOJiB 10 mayra — i Bxe €.
Ane Ti rasau cami He NpMALLH, TiIbKM MOBUCHAAJM XJONUIB 3
BoJIaMH i 3 niyrom. IBaHyc sHaB 3a MJYrom XOAMTH, ajie IO TOTO
He 3BHK, HOro 1ie Mep3uao.

Ta mo cranocs?

2Konka BIOMa 3aTonuia MOJYAEHOK BapuTH Ta i no36upana
6innsny, ne sika Oyna, aGM BU3OAMTH, i HAMOuMJa, aje 3rajzana,
wo Ha IBaHycoBi uinkom yopHe wmarttd. Sk 64 TO AicTaTH, abu
pasom BuszosmMtH? Ha napuHy Hepanexko. Bona 3amepna xarty
i BUXOAMTL, a Ha UAPHHi MOBHO Hapoay, pyX, moroxa moba, a
HapoJ — TOM THilt Bese, TON po3KkUAAE, TOH BOJIOYNTL, TOI ope,
2 TO# MOCTYNae KPOK 3a KPOKOM i KHAA€ MOBHOIO XMeHelo jaane-
Ko monepej ce6e 3epHo, abu po3cunanocs piBHO. A uykypaeni —
rpomMagamM TMoOHaj TOJAOBAMH TOr0 HAapoOAy, i TO Bropy, TO BHH3
CNyCKalTbCA, a BHCMIBYIOTb, aX B yXax JsuluTb. | IBaHyc Toit
rypT 36iJbLIMB, XOAXTb 32 IJYroMm 3 JIOJAbKOIO B 3y6ax. BuiiwoB
B KiHelb, a XXOHKa HEeCMiJIO NMpUCTynae i Kaxe:

— Ko6u T ctaB Tpoxu, abu BoAM BianouWaM, i migu A0
XaTH Ta CKHHb Te WIMaTTH, abu 1 pasom Bunpaaa... Ot Bci JMoiu
B Ginmux copoukax, sik Je6eni, a TeGe HEMOB aouy 3inpas.

IBanyc He uye, Hiuoro He BigimoBigae, o6epTae, FOHUTL i
JIOTHTBCA, L0 CKUOM He NMPUCTAIOTH, WO TJYr He Mae xo0poro
crpot. Topik 6yB nayr, wo 30paB GiMHLIO Nif NCIHKOK, CKUOH
CK/Iajalncsl piBHO, SIK apKylli B KHMXKHA.

Tax IBanyc mouyeTbCsl, npuToJ0uye CKHOH, a xkiHka iiae 3a
HUM, BUXOINTb 3HOB Yy KiHeub i Kaxe:

— AHy, nigm 10 xaTu.

IBaHyc ctaB i kaxe:
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fields were full of people working in the fine weather. Some were bringing
manure, some were spreading it, others were harrowing and ploughing,
while still others were walking step by step and throwing handfuls of grain
far ahead. ... The birds gathered in flocks above and flew up and down
singing loudly. A real paradise. Ivanus joined the crowd and walked behind
the plough with his pipe in his teeth. When he came to the end of the row
his wife asked him shyly:

“Perhaps you would stop a while to give the oxen some rest? Go
home and take your clothes off so that I can wash them. See, all the others
are like swans, in white shirts, but you look like a tramp.”

Ivanus heard this but didn’t say anything, turned the oxen and drove
them on, angry that the clods were uneven because the plough was a little
askew. The previous year he had had a plough which ploughed the soil like
the pages in a book. So Ivanus was trying hard and his wife followed him
and said again:

“Why don’t you go home?”

Ivanus stopped and answered, ‘“You have found me here.” And as he
stood he threw his hat on the ground, took off his shirt and, if you’ll
excuse me, his pants as well and, naked as his mother had borne him, he
grabbed the plough handles and drove on the oxen. People were taken
aback and did not know what to do. They started to laugh.

“Go to blazes,” he shouted. “I’ll show you how to laugh.”

They knew that Ivanus wasn’t joking so they drove on their oxen,
looking back. Ivanus was walking behind the plough, thrusting his legs
forward, with a pipe in his teeth, behaving like any worthy peasant.

Some people were astonished and laughed.

“Ivanus has gone crazy.”

His wife, half dead and half alive, went home. As she walked she
blamed herself for everything.

“It’s my fauit. I know him—he could never listen to me.” She
quickly took some clean clothes and placed them on the field and took the
dirty ones home.

Ivanus walked naked behind the plough for a long time until a man
who was working nearby came and said to him:

“Shame on you. Don’t be a laughing stock. Put on your clothes.”

Ivanus would always sooner listen to a stranger.
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— A Tv MeHe i TyT 3Hafla?

I sik cTaB, TpicHyB Kamemoxom 06 3eMJI0, CKUHYB COPOUKY
i, npo6GayaiiTe, WwWTaHy, TPiCHYB 06 3emmio i roimii, Ik MaTH Ha
CBiT HapoaMAa, 3a yeniry rta:

— leii, nabe!

Xnonui IMBMAUCS i He 3HAIOTD, WO POGUTH. [Touanu cmisTucs.

— lony, oxnn 32 apyrum! 3acmicwcs 3apas He Tak!

Ane BOHM 3HaMM, 110 [BaHyC He XKapTye, FOHATL BOAM i MO3M-
paloTh Hasax, a IBanyc ige 3a nayrom, BUKMIAE HOramu, JMIOJbKA
B 3y0ax, BiH npoToJiouye CcKkMOM cTaTeuHo, sk rasga. Jliogu
AMBJSITLCS HA HbOrO, LEXTO CMIi€ThCS:

— O, IBanyc 3aypis!

A oHKa Hi XHBa Hi MepTBa niwa g0a0My. Ine i cama cebe
rasbOUTh:

— e s Bunna! S fioro HaTypy 3Halo, BiH MeHe HiKOAM He
MOC/AyXaeE.

2KuBO B3fina yMCTe WIMATTSH, BUHEC/A i MOKJaAa HA TPSAKY,
a Opyane 3abpana a0a0My. Ane IBaHyc OBro XoiMB roJuit 3a
TJIYTOM, 2) TIOKH OJZMH 4OJIOBiK, w0 6yB 6JM3bKO, He MiAiflIoB
i ckasas:

— BcTunaiics, He po6u 3 ceGe CMixy, BisbMM LIMATTA.

IBaHycoOBi Ik XTO uyKMil IO CKaXe, TO CKOpIIE NOCAYXAE.

A2

Poku 3a pokamu MMHanM, a XMBOMy YOJIOBIiKOBi BCe GJaMxuye
A0 cMepTH. IBaHyC mocTapiB, CXOAMB HOTH, CTaB KOPOTIUMH, Ha-
pewTi Jjir, i Bxe He 6ya0 pATYHKY. Jlioan npuiitan p0 Hboro.
Bin nexap ropinvup Ha mocteni i auBuBC Ha xaTy. Odfekca
I'pHHMILKE CTaB KOJIO HBOIO 3 JIOABLKOIO B 3y6ax, 3aK/AaBIUKH PYKH
Hasan:

— Yu nisnaeTte moxeit, Isane?

Isanyc notakHyB rosiosdio.

— Ta nam’aTs we Hi6H €, ajle BUXOAY OJHAKOBO HEMA...
XTo Gyne HaM Tenep BO3M Ta KOJMICHHMLI POGUTH?

IBanyc maxHyB pykoio i mpolwenTas:

— Opnxe MeHe aMBYye, Ik TO cBATHiI lans ixaB p0 HeGa Ha
OrHeHHil KoJicHuui i 3aa fiomy, npoGauTe, He 3ropis...

Onexca 3aperoTaBcsi, a 328 HUIM — iHWI rasau.

— Bu, IBane, Bce Gyan roctpi Ha s3uk.

SIkis OnifiHukiB cnep GOpoAYy Ha PYKH i FOBOPHTb:

— Ta cmepTb — He HanacTb... YoJI0BiK gK TOil kosoc. Bu-
pocTe 3 3eMJi, BOHA HOoro BUrOAYeE, BiH NpUCTHrae Ta i A0 3emii
KJAOHUTbCA. | oaun, i apyruil uekae Ha cBiit cepn. I Ginuii uBir,
O HOro BiTep HaBeCHi 3ipBe, i MOXOBK/AMH JUCT BOCEHH — BCE
rOpHeTbCSt A0 MaTepi 3eMJ.

Ha nasi nix BikHOM nociganu cycinu, kypunu moabku i 6ana-
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VI

The years passed and man was closer to death. Ivanus grew old and,
his feet worn out, his body shrunken, he lay at last quite helpless. When
people came to visit him he was lying on his back on the bed and looking
around. Oleksa Hrynyshyn stood near him with a pipe in his teeth, his
hands folded behind his back.

“Do you still recognize people, Ivan?”

Ivanus nodded.

“You still seem to have a good memory, but there is no way out.
Who will make carts and wheels for us now?”

Ivanus waved his hand and whispered: “One thing I can’t under-
stand. How could saint Elijah ride to heaven on a fiery chariot and his
backside not burn?”

Oleksa laughed loudly, followed by the others.

“You always had a sharp tongue, Ivan.”

Yakiv Onofryk propped his chin on his hands and looked at the sick

“Death is not an attack. A man is like an ear of grain. [t grows out of
the soil and as it ripens it bends down to the soil. Both man and the ear of
corn wait for the scythe. And the white flower broken in the spring by the
wind and the yellow leaf in the fall, they all cling to mother earth.”

The neighbors sat on the bench under the window, smoking their
pipes and talking about the thief who had robbed the church.!

“And when scum like that crawl through the window into the
church and steps on a saint’s head the saint doesn’t say anything to him,”
commented someone from the side.

“What a saint,” boomed Oleksa Hrynyshyn. “If he was any good he
would hold the thief by the leg until the morning when the people came
in, or he would slam him hard, right in the middle of the church.”

1 yatskiv's story was first published in 1906 in the journal Svir (The World)
which printed the contributions of the literary group Moloda Muza (The Young
Muse) to which he belonged. We have kept the original title of the story which was
later changed. The change was made before Yatskiv’s death, in a collection of his
stories published in Soviet Ukraine in 1957. The story itself was also altered by the
Soviet editors, although it has been impossible to establish whether changes could
have been made earlier, possibly by the author. The nature of some of these
alterations suggests that they were done by Soviet editors. Occasionally, the changes
might be explained by stylistic considerations, but more often most references to
religion have simply been omitted. One of these passages, on pp. 92-93 has been
restored here from the original version of the story. The omission of other passages
has been indicated by a series of dotted lines.

The fate of Yatskiv’s story in Soviet Ukraine clearly illustrates the operational
tactics of the Soviet censors who are prepared to cut out literary material which does
not fit their ideological preconceptions.

89



KaJy Mpo 3J04is, 10 AeCh TaM 06KpaB LEPKBY.

— Toit Takuii rpillHMK $IK nojise Kpisb BiKHO B LEPKBY
i CTaHe CBSTOMY Ha rOJIOBY, TO CBATHIi ilOMy HiYOTO He CKaxe? —
CnHTaB KyM 360KY.

— Bo Takuii Bin cBsiTHil, — 3aryaiB Onexca I'pUHMIIMH. —
SAk6u a06puil CBATHH, TO JMLIEe BXOMUB TAKQro 3a HOry Ta io-
TPUMaB A0 paHKy, NMOKM JIOAH 3iiiAyThCs, a60 BTapawuB HUM
cepen UEPKBH, U100 Ma33i0 PO3TMBCH.

— Ckaxy i s BiL ceGe, JIOLOHbKHM, XOU CMiiiTeCcs 3 MeHe,
xou Hi, — BTpyTHBCs HOpko Mapek. — Xi6a BuHEeH 3MOAI#, 1O
Take pemecno aas iomy [lan Bir y pyku? Tax ue, paxyBaTy,
Takuit fioro TanauT. lLle, BBaxaiiTe, He € Jerkuil xni6, Hi. Taxe
nin kaxe, wo 3704k — ue Boxuil mocnaxeup: xoue Ilan bir
KOTOCb MOKAapaTH, TO MOCHJIAE HA HBLOTO 3JOLiS.

Beciga BTux/a, 60 IBaHyc HakasyBaB XiHLL:

— Jloku Nexy TYT Ha MOCTeli, YH 110 TOMY OH TaM, Ha JaBi,
AOTH, Heboro, s B uiil xaTi rasaa, a Ik MeHe NMpUNopnaem rin-
HOI0, TO aHi TH 10 MeHe He 6yaell MaTH Aifa, aHi a1 10 Tebe.

vil

Youka npoctuna IBaHycOBi wie 3a XKUTTS BCi rpixu 10 Ha#-
MEHLIOro, MoxoBaia ioro, ik rasay, i 3aBoauaa gk Cligx — He
3a g06poM, 60 xou nMB i AeKoau OuB, Ta Xait 61 GyB iute KuB.
Tak niwoB uyucTtui IBaHyc Ha TOR CBIiT, 4 XOHKa BIOBHLEIO
rasjysaja cama...

Ta 6yB IBan Xapuil, Takox BiiBellb.

SIKk moyanM XKiHKM paiuTH Homy: “BisbMM XOHKY”, — BiH
TPOXH He XOTiB, Ta XiHKH Blaiucs 10 XoHku: “Bisbmu IBana
Xaporo”.

2KoHka ayxe He XOTila, BOHa ranana, uo KOXHHUII 40oJIOBiK
takuii, ik 6yB [BaHyc. Ane XiHKH, K B3fJM pajuTH TO C€, TO Te,
TaK CIulecKany, 1o IsaH XapHii 0XXEHNBCA 3 XKOHKOIO.

BiH He 6yB 6arau, ane MaB HeBeJHYKe rocrolapcTso, To 6y/0
3 4oro XHUTH. Bin nmepuoi wiHku MaB 1BO€ HiTel, siKi MOAPYKHB
Ha GiK, a JXOHKa NMpPHALLIA HA rOCMOAAPCTBO, NOPOOHIA NMOPALKU
B KOXHIM KyTi, 110 060 6yJ0 MOAMBMTHCS. A SIK 38apuia neplinit
06ix, To npu TiM 06iai IBan Xapuii 3axuBa€c BCe LOCMaKy i AM-
BUTbCS, K TO XOHKA BCIOAM Jaj poOuTbL — 60 fioro nepwa xinka
6yna Jeaawlo, HikoJM XOGpOI CTpaBH He 3Bapuia, Hi Tak MHJIO
3arosopuaa.

XKonka Tak possecenuna IBana, wo ayx jiomy pauic. O6om
CBiT OTBODMECS, NMOMOJMOAIAM Ginblue, IK HA AeCAThb JiT, caMmi He
3HalOTb, YAM GOM oaHe oaHoro mnoriwuTH. IBan Xapuit Ha#HAB
CAYXHHUIO, a6K KOHKA He Mycuaa ATH mo Boay abo wo iHwe
Tske pobutu. He pas npu o6iai aGo npu Beuepi, npu KOXKHii
6ecini Bce kaszanu: ko6 mu Gyau noGpanucs y ABaAUATHX JiTax,
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“Let me tell you, folks, and don’t laugh,” interjected Yurko Marek,
“the thief isn’t at fault for being given such a profession by God himself.
Every thief is God’s messenger. Whoever God wants to punish he sends a
thief to him.”

The talk died down as Ivanus told his wife:

“As long as I am lying in this bed or on that bench, so long I am the
master of this house. Only when I am covered by the earth can you get
nothing more from me nor I from you.”

VII

Ivanus’ wife forgave him all his sins while he was still alive. She
buried him as a good peasant and lamented her loss as was fitting. Not so
much a good life, for he often beat her, but though he drank and beat her
he could have lived on.

So Ivanus departed to the next world and his wife was left alone.
But there was also a widower in the village—Ivan Khary. Women started to
advise him: “Take her.”” He was reluctant, and the same women came to
her and said, “Take Ivan Khary.”

The widow did not want to, because she was convinced that every
man was like her Ivanus. But the women didn’t stop persuading her and
finally Ivan Khary married the widow.

He was not rich but he had enough to live on. He had two children
by his first wife. They were married now. His new wife took charge of the
house and tidied every corner so that it was a pleasure to see. When she
cooked her first dinner Ivan Khary liked it very much. He saw what a good
housewife she was, for his first wife was lazy, didn’t cook well and tatked
less pleasantly.

The new wife made Ivan so happy that his heart was overjoyed. To
both of them the world had opened up; they felt ten years younger and
didn’t know how to please each other enough.

Ivan Khary hired a maid so that his wife didn’t have to fetch water
or do the heavy work.

Sometimes at lunch or dinner they would often say: “If only we had
been married when we were in our twenties, then our lives would be
worthwhile, but now we’re past sixty.”

One day the wife got up in the morning feeling very sad. So sad that
everything that she picked up fell to the ground. Ivan Khary noticed it and
said:

“Yevdokha,” for he called her by her first name, “you don’t look
well today. Perhaps you are so sad because you are sick?”

“No, I have no pains.”

“But I can see that something is not right.”

“Nothing.”

“Tell me, for I want to do as God ordered—be merry with those who
are merry and be sad with the sad ones.”

She said, “All kinds of thoughts fly through my mind. The old
people told me that after death every man meets his wife on the Day of
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TO He 1WKoAa GyJao 6 HUTH Ha CBiTi, @ TO BXe WiCTAECAT MHHYJO.

Ta oxHOro pasy »OHKa CMyTHa BCTaja paHo. Taka CMyTHa,
o 10 BisbMe B pYKH, TO Bce naje. IBaH Xapuii nomitus ue i
CMMTaB:

— Tu, €B10x0, — 60 BiH Bxe KIUKaB ii IO XpeCTHOMY iMe-
Hi, — TH fiKOCb He TiwMW MeHe HWHi. U He cnabGa TH, uu He 6O-
JUTb Tebe 110, O TH TaKka CMyTHa?

— Ei1, He GoauTb Hiwo.

— Ane s BUAXKY, 110 TOOGi WOCh XHOYeE.

— Ei1, He xu6bye niwo.

— Hy, Ta ckaxwu, 60 s xo4y Tak, sk Bor npukasas: Pa-
Lyicsl 3 BeCE/IMMH, a CMYTHCH 3i CMyTHHMH.

Bona kaxe: — lanku pisi wmbaiotTbcs B rososi. S uyna
Bij cTapux MoAeil, IO KOXHHIA 4OJIOBIK MO CMepTi 3i CBOEID XKiH-
KO0 Ha CTPALIHIM CyAi MycuTb ctatu nepen I'ocnogom borom —-
TO, MaGyTb, TH CTaHell 3 NepLIOIO XKiHKOI0, a 51 6yLy MyCHaa CTa-
TH 3 IBanycom...

Iean Xapuil nmopymas, moaymaB, NOMaxaB roJIOBOKO i Mouas
Kas3aTu:

— JXKinko, XiHKO, B SIKy TH Jajey 3arHajacs 3 CBOiMH raiu-
Kamu... A To Bce He TaK €. Lleii cBiT corBopuB 'ocnoaw bor 3 mo-
6oBM i mpuKa3aB BCiM JOASIM JOGHTHCH, X0y OM 3 Halripunm
BOPOroM, a B MOAPYKKi XTO BipHO i WMPO XKMBe, ToH i mepuuit
Ha cTpawHimM cyai nepes Nocnogom Borom. OTxe Hawa a1060B
i BipHicTh mepeBMmae Hawi nonepexHi MOAPYXKXA i A4 CTaHy 3
To6or0.

B Toii yac xoHui cnaB kamiHp 3 cepusi. Bona noBecesina
i noTim wie Ginbiue mobuna IBana Xaporo.

IBan Xapwmii 6yB HeaGuskuii yonoik. Bin cayxuB y BifiCbKYy
WiMMX YOTMPHAAUATL POKiB Ha BiiiHi. To 6yso B TOit uac, Ak
Hanoneon Bonanapt xoTiB wiauit cBiT 3arap6aTH, KpylIUB MNpe-
croau, no6usaB apmii Bciei EBpomu. Ha Tux crpawxux BifiHax
6yno 6arato i ogHocesbuiB. Ta BCi 3aruMHyqH, Juule iBa BUTPH-
Many i npuiiwn goaomy, a To 6ys IBan Xapwuit i KOpko Mapexk.

ByBano, six sifinyTbcs Ti ABa BeTepaHH BeyopaMH abo B
CBsITA i Heapism, K 3aYHyTb PO3Ka3yBaTH CTpALUHi MOABHIH BOEH-
Hi, HAPOJX TOpHeTbCsA A0 HMX, CTapi i MoJoLi, abM HACAYXATHUCH.
Bosoccss ay6om crtaBaio Ha roJoBi. CrpawenHi pisHi, 60mOH
BCTeMOBaNM 3emmo Tpynamu. Ax nig Jisiinuirom i 6aratbma iH-
IUIMMH MICTaMH i celaMH 1O CKiJIbKK Ai6 JIOAM Hi4Oro He iM i He
cnain. CKiJbKM yXe pasiB BapuJH, a sIK HempusiTe/b ile — BHJIH-
Baii yce, xanaii koTau i Tikaii. Llinux yorupnaausTe pokis Ti ABa
BeTepaHd B KpoBi Gpoauiu, TBeppol HaTypu OyJd i BCe BUTPH-
mam. KOpko Mapek maB ofTecaHy 33apy ronaoBy. SIk HajeriB
dpaHuy3bkuit yaad i BratuB wabnaelo mo rososi, a wabmoka
po3Tsaaa yako i cTecana WIKipy 3 roJOBH, A€ BXKe BOJOCCH MOTIM
He pocso. Ane BiH B Toil MOMeHT BrapasivB GarHeT yJaHOBi mijg
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the Last Judgment before God. So perhaps you’ll stand there with your
first wife and I with Ivanus.

Ivan Khary thought for a long time, then shook his head and said:

“My wife, your thoughts have taken you very far. It isn’t so. God
created this world out of love and ordered people to love each other, even
the worst enemies. In marriage, whoever lives faithfully and sincerely will
also stand before God on the Day of Judgment. So since our love and
devotion surpasses that of our earlier marriages, I'll stand with you.”

It was as if a great stone had fallen from her heart. She became more
cheerful and loved Ivan all the more.

Ivan Khary was not an ordinary man. He had been in the army at the
front for fourteen years. That was at the time of Napoleon Bonaparte who
wanted to turn the world upside down. He crushed thrones and defeated
armies all over Europe. Many of the villagers took part in these wars. All
but two perished. The two who came back home were Ivan Khary and
Yurko Marek.

When these two veterans got together in the evening or during a
holiday or on a Sunday, when they started telling about their exploits in
the war, people gathered, both old and young, to hear them. Their stories
made people’s hair stand on end. Terrible carnage, corpses strewn around
by bombs. How it was at Leipzig and many other towns and viilages where
people did not eat for days and couldn’t sleep either. Whenever they
started to cook something the enemy would come suddenly and
everything would have to be abandoned and people fled. For fourteen
years these two veterans waded through blood, but they were hardened
and lived through it.

Yurko Marek had the back of his head sliced off when his helmet
was struck and cut in two by a French cavalryman. The sword slipped at
the back of the head, shaving off his hair which never grew back again. But
at that very same moment Yurko stuck his bayonet under the horseman’s
shoulder and threw him off the saddle. Ivan Khary and Yurko Marek had
received many minor wounds but they fought until the end.

Yurko Marek found nothing when he returned home. His parents
had died; the little house stood empty, neglected and covered with weeds.
There was a bare piece of land. He didn’t get married but struggled on by
himself. He bought a cow which he led to pasture and fed himself. He
sowed a little and planted a few things. When he had no one to listen to
his tales, he would cry alone while meditating.

Ivan Khary lived for eight years with his new wife in great happiness
because they understood each other so well.

She would say: “If only I were to die first, so that you could bury
me.”

And he would say: “If only I were to die so you could bury me.”

So God granted that she should die first. Ivan buried her, and a week
later he died, too. They were buried next to each other.

Ivanus left a memory, too.

When his widow married Ivan Khary, the house was sold and the
pear tree, the giant in which Ivanus had a secret hiding place, was broken
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nieve i 3caauB fioro 3 kous. IBan Xapwmit i IOpko Mapex manu
6arato paH, ajie NMPOTe BOIOBAJM aX ALO OCTAaHKY.

HOpxko Mapek sk npuiios 3 BifiHM, TO He 3acTaB HiKOro.
BaTbku moMmepau, auwe XaTHHA CTOsa MOPOXKHA, obaepTa, 06-
pocna Gyp’'sHamu, i nyctoro mojst wmaTtok O6yB. Bin Bxe He
JEHMBCSl, TAK-TaKW CaM J0KHWBaB Biky. 3Mircs Ha KopoBy, 6y-
Bano, caM nace i ropye, aeiio nocaiuth i nmocie. byBano, sik He
Ma€ KOMY 10 PO3Ka3aTH, TO IJaye PO3AYMYIOUH.

A IBaH Xapuii npoxuB BiciM pOKiB 3 XKOHKOIO B rapasii,
60 sifiwancst 6yan 1BO€ CTapHX OAHIEl HATYPH.

ByBano, BoHa kaxe:

— Koam 6 a paniwre BMepaa, abu TH MeHe TNOXOBAaB.

A BiH Kaxe:

— Ko6u s ckopuie BMep, abu TH MeHe MOXoBa.ja.

Tak ponpocuancs bora, mo xo0HKa Bmepaa. IBaH noxoBaB
ii, a 32 THXJAeHb i cam nmomep.

IMoxoBaan 060X psALOM.

A 3a IBaHyca Tex JMIIMNACH TaM'ITKA.

Sk xoHka Buxoauia 3a Ieana Xaporo, To xaTy mpojana,
a rpyuwy, e IBaHyc MaB KOMOpY B AynJax, BiTep 3/JamaB, CBOSIKH
nopizann Ha ApoBa, i B 3eMJi Bxke i KOpiHHA HeMa. 3opanu TaKoX
Geper i rpsaaku.

— A 1e GyxeMo L[bOro POKY CagWTH Kanycty?

— Ha IBanycosim 6epesi.

—Iliayn, niBkO, HapBu Oyp’saHy TeasiTaM.

— B koTpux rpsaakax?

— Ta na IBanycoBim Gepesi.

Tak e i cbOoroaHi roBOpsiTh.
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by the wind. Some relatives cut it up for firewood and not even a root was
left in the ground. The spot on the riverbank was ploughed over and made
into a garden.

“Where shall we plant cabbages this year?”

“On Ivanus’ bank.”

“Go, pick some grass for the calves.”

“Where?”

“On Ivanus’ bank.”

So he is remembered to this very day.

— Translated by G. and M. Luckyj
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BAJIEPBIH NIAMOTrHJIbHHA

TIpo6aema xni6Ga

Hemae Hiyoro xuGHIlIOro, K OTOTOXHIOBATH €10 TBOPY
3 aymkamu aBropa. Ha wans, untau i kpuruka cnabyiots
Ha 110 HepopeuHy xBopoby. TyT s skHaMpily4ime 3acre-
piraioct MpPOTH LBOro mnolwmupeHoro 3a6oGouy. “Iapuuit
NMHCbMEHHHK KOPHCTYEThCS HE€ TibKM 3 BJACHHX RYMOK,
ane % i3 AymMoK cBoix ao6pux 3uaitomux” (Hiuwwe). XTto
Ma€ Byxa CAyXaTH, Xafl 4ye.

Beuip

Jonipy noBepHyBCSl 3 TYJISIHKH.

Bymo uikaso. 1 iwoB, 06a6iu ByauLi po3cininca BeJeTeHCHKI,
cTOOKi ka6u. To — OyauHKH, 10 iX HiY icruouuaa i npunoca-
Auna. 1 Bce MicTO 3paBasnocs CBATKOBMM 36iroBUCbKOM ka6 i3
6e3kpaix TPSCOBHLL.

Ane cnpaBa Taka. B oxHomy TeMHOMYy 3aBYJKOBi JO MeHe
NPUCTYNHAA KiHKa M 3anponoHyBaja cBoi MOCJAyr# y cnpasi
KOXaHHs. §1 BBiYAMBO BigMOBHMBCH, CTapalO4uCh He oOpasuTH ii
3ano6iranBocTH. Mu po3basakannch; BOHa A0BrO CKapXHJach Ha
NiLynajioK MOMUTY, i rojoBHe 0OBHHYBaueHHs KJaJla Ha COLLiS/Ib-
Hi yMOBH.

— Lleit xoMyHi3M, — Ka3asna BOHA, — MPH3BIB A0 TOro, LIO
XiHKM A0Kpaio po3cobaunauce. KoxHa it Ge3 rpoweil oa1aeThes.
3abyau Bora, no kaHuessipifix BiHYAOTHLCA... XTO XK MJIATHTHME?

Bona npusHanach, o He AMBYETbCA 3 MOEI OAMOBH, 6O $i
MOXY it 3aaypHo EicTaTu norpi6GHe.

My we 10Bro posmoBJs/IM; § ONMOBICTHB ii, IO TaK Camo
3aKJIONOTaHHil CripaBolO ‘“slerkoro xsi6a”. Mos po6pa rocnoxuHs,
npaBja, Aa€ MeHi paHO i BBedepi CKJASHKY KaBu Ge3 xsi6a i Ge3s
UYKpY, ajle JIOAMHA HEe MOXe LHM 3a10BOJbHUTHCA. A A06yTH
e Woch — TaK TPYAHO Tenep, WO MeHi, CnpaBAi, WKoAa Hacy.
Lo st BuHHMI, W0 cTanacs peBOJIOLs, | xai6 cTaB Takuit BaXKuii
10 3106yTTH? 51 He noTpebyio 6araTo -— a6u MiITPHMATH XUTTI.
A1 mo6ao yuTaTH, IYIATH BBeuepi, MipKyBaTH, /i He B6avaio Ro-
CTaTHiIX mMiacTaB Ha Te, WO6G OX ULBOTO BiIMOBMTHCbH Yepe3
IUTYHOK.

Bona puByBanach, mi0o AyMKM ABOX He3HaHOMHX Jojeil Mo-
XYyTb Tak 36iraTtics. JlocTeMeHHICiHbKO, K 1 §, BOHA JIOGUTBL NO-
YHUTATH 110Ch 3aXBaTHe, MOTYJATH 3 MYXYMHAMH i1 4acOM HaBiTb
NoMipKyBaTH.
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VALERIYAN PIDMOHYLNY

The Problem of Bread

There is nothing more erroneous than to identify the idea of a
work with the author’s thinking. Unfortunately, both reader and
critic suffer from this absurd weakness. I wish to give most
emphatic warning here against this widespread superstition. As
Nietzsche wrote—“a good writer uses not only his own thoughts
but the thoughts of his good friends as well.”” He who has ears
must listen.

Evening

I have just returned from a walk.

It was interesting. As I walked, giant frogs with a hundred eyes
spread themselves on both sides of the street. These were buildings
squashed and spread out by the night. The whole town looked like a
festive gathering of frogs from endless swamps.

But here is the point. A woman approached me in a dark alley
and offered her services of love. I politely refused, trying not to offend
her solicitude. We started talking. She complained of falling demand and
blamed it chiefly on social conditions.

“This communism,” she said, “‘has utterly depraved women. All of
them offer themselves without pay. They have turned their backs on
God and get married in registry offices. But who will pay?” She
confessed that she was not surprised by my refusal because I can get
what I want free.

We talked a long time. I told her that I, too, am concerned about
the problem of “bread.” My landlady, it is true, offers me a cup of
coffee without sugar or bread every morning and evening, but this isn’t
enough to survive on. It is very hard now to earn something besides, so
hard that I don’t even try. Am I to blame for the revolution and it
being so hard to get a loaf of bread? I like reading, walking in the
evening, meditating, and I see no reason why I should renounce all this
because of my stomach.

She was surprised that the thoughts of two people could so clearly
coincide. Just like me, she likes reading something amusing, having a
good time with men, and sometimes even meditating. We parted after
wishing each other good luck.
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Mu posiiiwarcs, no6axaswK ogHe OLHOMY LIACTS B XKHUT-
TEBUX CMpaBax.

1 roa. nus

Tax ue npaspa, WO reHisMbHI AYMKM CnazamoTb pantom!
Jonipy oue 3i6paBcsi 6yB BHATH 3 XaTH, Haidr Kanemox — i
30arHyB, WO MeHi Hali6iNbll JIMYMTL Y3ATHCH JHO CREKyJaaLii.
Lle x poskim! Hacamnepen — BiabHuit. Jani — manapyeuw,
6aunw 6araTo, it 32 OAMH pa3 MOXHA CTi/IbKH CNEKYASHYHTH, 110
Ha Micdub BucTaunTbh. CripaBi, s KaJkylo, WO paHill He Zora-
JAaBca A0 HbOro B3sATHCH!

Hy ,uie Bxe mocTaHOBJEHO — s crneKyasiHT. [IpueMHO, KOMH
3Haliaew Buxix!

Ixatu 3aBrpa x! 3 romognoro micta B To# Kpai, ae xJai6
i macno meweBi, 1e KapTOMJel0 rOAYIOTh CBHHell, 1€ BMMBAIOTLCA
MOJIOKOM i CaMOT'OHOM.

Tpe6a nocniwaty, wo6 CbOrogHi HaKynuTH “BUMiHY”
napy XycToK, HUTOK, CipHMKiB, uepeBUkH. O, 1 po6pe 3Hal0, 10
“fine” Ha ceai!

Fpowi, mo6 kynutH... I'powi.. Tak, a0BeaeTbCs uLOCH
CIpOAAaTH, YUMCb MOCTYMHUTUCS 3 CBOTO HEBEJAMYKOro MaiHa.

KopoTkosopi Joan 3BH4AiiHO NMOYMHAIOTH CNpPOAYBATH One-
Ky. Slke Gesraysas! Bo wo Tpe6a moiauHi WaHyBaTH — Tak Le
ozexy. 51 po3ymilo THX, XTO Kae Mpo KyAbT TiNa — JIOAHHI
HeMac iHWOro BMXOAY, SIK JMIOOUTH Te, WO i HEMUHyye AaHO.
A Toil, XTO Ha XBHJIMHY 310J1a€ TIAHYTH Ha cebe 360Ky, oapasy
NMOMITHTb, L0 HOro TiIO, XOU SIKe BOHO JOBepLI€He, rOJUTbCH
xi6a Ha xanab Ta rayMm. lypak, mwo p0 #ioro npuyenyieHo 4OTUPH
naiaku # HacaJKeHO KyJI0 Ha mianopi, — cnpasii 4YyAHHUH, XOY
ik fioro BUTOUYil.

lIkona it moBu! Ame  Hemae CYMHiBY, 110, MaBlUK TiNO
*abu, moauHa mobuna 6 foro Tak camo, ik i TenepiuiHe, i Tak
camo, Bciasuaa 6 Horo B Mapmypi, mamoHkax i caosi... OTxe
oaexa — Beauka piu! Mu TBopuUMO ii Ha CBilf CMakK, THM 4acom
SIK Hallle Til0 — AapOBaHU# KiHb, 110 HIOMY He BUXOLMTb IMBH-
THCSt B 3yOu. YOpaHHs — ne rapHuil HiuHMH ropumk, i xou ska
ruaka Gyae ioro ykaaiusa, i, npoTe, Kpalwe XOBAaTH B FapHOMY

©

NOCyAi, HiX y norasomy, uu i 30BCiM BHJIMBATH L0A0JY.
Buoui

Linicinbkuit 1eHb 06GMipKOBYBaB CripaBy 3 crekyJsiuielo i uio-
pas HaTpaniiB Ha NepeulkoAH. SI He Maw JaHTYXiB; BUSBUIOCH,
IO peyeHelb MOET MOCBiAKH BXe MHHYB. A HailrosioBHille —
3po6MB OrJIsiA CBOEMY MaiiHy i 3 CyMOM nepecBiLuMBCSs, 110 HE
Malo yoro fnpojaTH.
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One o’clock

It’s true that splendid ideas come suddenly. I was just getting ready to
leave the house and had put on my hat when I realized that the most suitable
way for me is to be a speculator. It’s wonderful. First of all, I would be free.
Secondly, I would travel, see a lot, and one successful speculation would see
me through for a month. What a pity I didn’t think of it earlier!

I have made my decision—I am a speculator. What a joy to find a
way out. Tomorrow I go. From the hungry city to the country where
bread and butter are cheap. Where pigs are fed potatoes, where people
are drunk with milk and homebrew. I must hurry to buy today some
“exchange” goods—a few kerchiefs, thread, matches, shoes. I know very
well what they like in the country.

Where’s the money to buy it? Yes, I must sell something, part of
my small property. Only very short-sighted people would sell clothes.
What nonsense! One thing a man must value is his clothing. I understand
those who cultivate the body-—after all, a man must love what is
perforce given to him. But whoever looks at himself with detachment
will notice at once that his body, however fine, is only a sham. A stick
with four clubs and a propped-up globe attached, very odd, no matter
how well turned out it is.

What a way to talk! I have no doubt that man would love his
body even if it was frog-like, and would glorify it in marble, paintings
and words. So, clothes are very important. We can make them according
to our taste, while our body is a gift horse into whose mouth it is better
not to look. Clothing is like a beautiful chamber pot. No matter how
hideous the contents, they are well hidden in a beautiful bowl.

At night

All day 1 considered the problem of speculation and met all kinds
of snags. I have no sack; my papers have expired; and, most
importantly, I have made an inventory of my belongings and realized
that there is nothing I can sell.

I was growing quite despondent when I was saved by a sudden
idea. Not long ago my good landlady showed me three gold coins which
she had saved from the good times. She wrapped them carefully in a
handkerchief tied with a band and put them in a corner of the first
drawer on the left.

When my good landlady was asleep [ went and took them. Now
they are in my pocket. Now I am calm.

I don’t want to sleep. I opened the window facing the orchard and
listened. There were rustling billows far away and night hangs motionless
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51 30BciM 3acMyTHuBCs GyB, aje PSTYHKOBA JyMKa Cnana Mei
B FOJIOBY: He TaK AaBHO MOst 106pa rOCMOAMHS NOKa3yBaja MeHi
TP 30J10Ti NecsTKW, W0 BOHA iX nepexoBana 3 A00pux 4acis.
Bona crtapaHHo 3aropHyna iX y XYCTOYKy, MOB’Si3ana CTbOX-
KOIO i MOKJa/a B Meplly WyXAsiAy KOMOAH B KyTOK JiBOpYY.

I oT, Ko Most 106pa rOCMOAMHS JAsirJa CNaTH, f, oue AoMipy,
niwos i B3gB ix. Ocb BOHM, B MOiil KuiweHi. Tenep s CNOKiAHMHA.

Cnati He xouerbcs. OAUMHMB BiKHO B CajiOK, AUBJIOCH i
cayxaw. Lllymu kay6ouaThcsi B aanediHi i HiY HEPYXOMO 3BHCAE
3 BEPXOBiTTSl AepeB; MOB MpPO30pi rpoHa 3arycjoro nosiTpsl.

S1 piBHSO AeHb 10 HOYi, JeHb, KOJH JIIOJU METYLIaTbCs, 3a-
KJAONOTAHI mocagamu i mpauelo, — A0 HOHi, KOJU JIOAH MaioTh
3MOT'y CIIMHHUTHCS.

Cnpasai, xanoriiHe TBoe ctaHoBuule, A ! Bo Bce, 31006yTe
BAeHb, 6y1e Bianane Houi. Ty cuiy, wo BHpOCTa€ Ha xibi, npu-
poGaeHOMy Bi€Hb, TOM JOCBiJ i 3HaHHS, L0 AOrO Aae CoHue —
TH, HOYe, Te Macll. Bo nig TBOIM THXMM HaMETOM MNpalOE Bue-
HHil, Mpie oHak i mipkye Myapeub. Bce, uio Hairaubuwe xoBa-
€TbCSl B Cepili, BHOUi NpouBiTae, # 3anallHOIO KBiTKOK po3roprta-
€TbCS Ha JaHax Houi MOAChKa Aywa. BHoui KoxawTb, rpabyioTh,
3MOBASIIOTbCSA, BHOUi pO3CTPiNIOIOTL HaBiThb — i TOOi, HOue,
MOSl XBaJa...

Tu, moB go6popiiiHa yapiBHMUSA, 3aTY/AA€ll HAM TEMPABOIO
odi, wWo6 MM AMBHUAKCH Yy CepeiuHy ceGe, sK y JbOX, MOBHHH
KOWTOBHOrO KamiHug. TH jxaew HaMm yBeCb CBIiT MijL HOTH, TH
BYMILI Hac J6UTH camux cebe — i ToOi, HOYe, MOsl XBaJa...

SIk 6K s Mir NPUTUCHYTHCS A0 TBOIX rpyaeil, TH Binuyna 6
MOIO 1YLy, MOBHY TBOTX 3aMOBiTiB, i Ceplie MOE€, BeJHKe, SIK TBOE
o6nyus.

S1 Bxke mMoBepTaOCs 3 CBOEI CMEKYASHTCHKOI MOROPOXi. AJne
CyMHHMI1 Mill mOBOPOT...

Mognii cknanaucs ans mene ¢aranvHo. Ti peui, mo ix iHwi
BUMiHIOBaAM Ha nya GopoiuHa, s BigAaBaB 3a JLeCTb ¢GYHTIB.
S1 He Mir aHi rOBOpPUTH 3 CelsiHAMH, aHi TOpryBaTHCh. MeHe 06-
XOMUJO MOYYTTS CTPAUIEHHOI OMMAM A0 TOro, Wo s pobus, i s
MOCTAaHOBMB SIKHAMUBMAWE 31aTH CBifi Kpam Xxo4 aOusK, w06
3aKiHuMTH 10 OpyAHy cmpaBy. I, BpewTi, AiCTaB Xaje€KO MeHIle,
HiX mir 61 KynuTH 3a Ti rpowi 6e3 XKajHOro KJOMOTY.

3 HeBeJMUKHM JALITYHKOM § TOBEPTaBCA 3 CeJa KO HeBe-
JMYKOT CTaHuii, MOB pOGiTHMK, L0 AOKiHUye mpawio, sAky Homy
3arajaHo.

A TYT Hac oTouM M YepBoHoapmiiiui i oxi6paan Bce, WO MY,
cnekyasHTH, mMamn Gyau. ByB sikpas uac 36opy Xapunoaartky,
i 6yJI0 He MOXHa BiNbHO BO3UTH Xapui. Ane IMBHO He Te. [UBHO
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from the treetops like transparent clusters of thick air.

I compare day with night: day, when people are busy and worried
about jobs and work, with night, when people have a chance to rest.
Day, your position is pitiful indeed! Everything won during the day is
handed over to the night. The power growing out of bread earned
during the day, the experience and knowledge given by the sun—all this
belongs to the night. A scholar works, a youth dreams and a philosopher
contemplates under your quiet tent. Everything most deeply hidden in
the heart blossoms out at night and the human soul unfolds then like a
fragrant flower. At night people make love, burgle, conspire, are even
executed at night—and [ praise you, night. You are like a kind sorceress
enveloping our eyes with darkness so that we may look inside ourselves,
into a cellar full of treasures. You offer us the entire world and you
teach us to love ourselves. If I could press myself to your bosom, you
would feel my heart full of your testaments, a heart as large as your
face.

I am returning from my first trip as a speculator. It was all very
sad.

Events conspired against me. Things which others exchanged for a
whole pud! of flour 1 bartered for only ten pounds. I could not find a
common language with the peasants and I couldn’t bargain with them. I
was overcome with a feeling of utter revulsion for what I was doing and
I decided to get rid of my merchandise and bring this dirty business to
an end. In the end I received much less than the goods were worth. 1
was coming back with a small sack from the village to a tiny station,
just like a worker at the end of his working day. Here we were
surrounded by Red Army men who took everything away from us
speculators. It was the time of the food tax collection and no one was
allowed to carry food. But this was not all. The strange thing was that
in an hour everybody, except me, got his food back. I know how it
happened. Some begged, others bribed their way, women offered
themselves or were willing to—in a word, the hearts of the commission
grew softer. I couldn’t beg or bribe or offer myself. And so here I am,
hungry, without money or food, utterly exhausted. I sit under the
yellow trees and their dead leaves fall over me.

! pud: 36 pounds.
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Te, WO 3a FOAMHY BCi, ONpi4 MeHe, aicTanu cBoi xapui cobi Ha3al.
$1 3Hal0, K TO CKOiJOCh: Tam 6Jaranu, TWIATH/HM, XKiHKH BignaBa-

JINCb, Y, TIPHHAHMHi, MOrOAMJINCH OXAATUC — i cepue Komicii
NOM’sIKIIAMO. A st He Mir Hi 6aaraTy, aHi MJIaTUTH, a HalimeHlIe —
BiagaTHcs.

I oT, ronoauuii, 6e3 rpoueii, 6e3 xapuis, NPUTOMIEHUH IO
3HEMOTH, S CUIXKY TiA XKOBTUMH JepeBaMH, i HA MeHi CTEAUTLCS
ixHifi MmepTBUA JHCT.

Bxe noma. JloixaB wacauBo, ane npuroaa, ska 1ikasa npu-
roaa!

Cuaisum Tam, Ha cTaHuii, 9 3BHuaitHo 3axoTiB icth. I genani,
To Oinbwe. Tpeba 6yno wocs nowatu. S miwoB x0 ABipus.
Bnactuso, po Toro micus, ae 6yB xoauch ABipeub, i Ae Tenep mif-
BULLYBABCs TiJbKKW He3rpalGHMi Myp, a HABKpyr HOro Kynow Jje-
xaja wenpudpaHa uersa. XToChb HAcTynaB, XTOCb BiACTynaB —
i aBipeus 3pyitHoBaHo. [Topyy i3 raMHM 37iNJ€HO XHXKY, A€ CTOITh
TeqerpadiyHuii anapaTt. HaBKpyru cnexy/isHTH, WO iM ZOBreHbKO
TaKW JHOBOAMTHLCS YEKATHU MOTATY, NOPHIM COOi 3eMJSHKM H Tam
XuByTb. CKpi3b MOBCTaE AMM 0L KOCTPHLI, A€ BApATb ixky. Ma-
JieHbKe, HaniBnig3eMHe MIiCTO 3 CBOIMM 3BMYasiMM H 3aKOHAMH.

bauuBwM CTpaBu, WO BapUIKCh, S LLe AYX4Y€ 3aXOTiB iCTH.
Fonoa onanysas MmeHe, it s1 TpeMTiB, SIK 3aKOXaHHMii HanepenoiHi
oGi#imiB. 3HiueB’s i 3 Hyabru s niwoB npocto B crten. [lorar
noBuHeH OyB OyTH uepe3 WICTb roAMH, Ta uM it Gyre we, 60 MaB
6yTH BXe ABa AHi Haszan.

Haexpyru Bce cxouwene i xoBTe. [ToxmMypa 0XHOMAaHITHICTb
HaroHuTs Hectomy. CoHue neve. KoxHHiA KpOK A3BOHUTH y To-
J0Bi KoMounM yaapom. S iiny, it NoB3 MeHe MOBOJI MJa3ye 3eMJsl.

Bpewri s HaTpanus Ha GawrtaH. KaByHu i auHi Jexann wme
HA OTYAHMHi, i camuit iXHili BMUIJISA 3HSB y MeHi BcepenuHi uiny
3aBipioxy. B pori nepecoxsno i B rosnoBi notbmapuio. 1 Haxu-
JIMBCA, B3SIB KAMIHIOKY Ha BUNAaLoK cofaku # nocyHyB Ha GawiTaH.

[MepwuA-ninwnit KaByH, WO 1 HOro CXonue, 6yB HECTHIJHI,
ane s He Mir yTPMMaTHCH, NO4YaB TPEMTIMBUMU PYKAMH BUAMPATH
#oro TernJsie, COKOBUTE M'SICHBO i 3anuxaTtu co6i B poT.

Moxepuwmm fioro, s Bxe He MaB CHAM B3ATHUCS 10 APYroro.
CrpailenHa yroma onaHyBana MeHe, it s BATArCS Ha 3emdi. Io
00/1MY4I0 MeHi KOTHBCSI MaCHH MiT, MIlLAIOYKCS 3 JIUMYYUM KaBy-
HOBHM COKOM. PO3KHHYBLUM pYyKH, 8t JeXKaB MiJ NaJOYUM COHLEM,
YUCTO 3MOKPIJHI, 3aMIOIMBLLK OUi.

He 3nalo, un wIBHAKO S ONPUTOMHIB. MeHe WITOBXAHO §i GUTO.
CxonuBiuncs, 8 mo6auyuB CMBOro Aifa, IO LIOKAB MeHe WiMKOM
i ckameHo JnasiBCsi: — A, BOpIOr0, BOJIOUIOrO...

51 BupBaB HOMYy 3 pyK WIMOK, He pPO3YMilOuM, 3a WO MeHe
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Back home. Got back safely, but what an adventure! While sitting
there, at the railway station, I became terribly hungry. The longer 1
waited the hungrier I grew. I had to do something. I went to the station
building, or rather to the place where the building once was, and where
now there stood only an ugly wall with bricks strewn untidily around it.
The station was laid in ruins when some forces were attacking it, while
others were defending it. A small mud hut has been erected alongside—
that’s where the telegraph office is located. Speculators swarm all
around it; some who had a long time to wait have dug themselves holes
in the ground to live in. Smoke rises wherever food is being prepared. A
small place, half hidden underground, but with its own customs and
laws.

Watching the food being cooked I grew even hungrier. 1 was
literally possessed by hunger and trembled like someone in love awaiting
an embrace. Suddenly, in despair, I walked away into the steppes. The
train was due in six hours, but no one knew for certain if it would come.
Everything around was bleak and yellow. A gloomy monotony increased
my fatigue. The sun was hot. Every step rang in my head like a piercing
blow. | walked and the earth was crawling under me.

In the end | came to a melon patch. Melons and pumpkins lay
everywhere. The very sight caused a storm within me. My throat was
dry. I could hardly see. I bent down, picked up a stone to defend
myself from any dogs and went into the melon patch. The first melon I
grabbed wasn’t ripe but I couldn’t wait and started, with trembling
hands, to tear out its warm juicy pulp and fill my mouth with it. After
eating I had no strength to start another. I was so tired that I stretched
myself out on the ground. Thick sweat was rolling off my face, mixed
with sticky melon juice. With outspread arms I lay under the blazing
sun, all wet, with my eyes closed.

I can’t remember whether I came 'round soon. I was beaten and
kicked. Picking myself up I saw a gray old man who was poking me with
a stick and swearing fiercely: “Thief! Thief!” I wrested the stick out
of his hands without understanding why he had beaten me. Then the
old man grabbed me by the throat. I choked, and feeling faint, took
out of my pocket the stone meant for the dog, and hit the old man on
the head. He snorted and fell down. My victory cheered me up.
Bending down, I tied the old man’s hands with rope and laughed. So
this was quite an adventure.

Later I realized that the old man had caught me in the act of
stealing. But there was a hut which I didn’t notice at first. As soon as I
saw it 1 trembled all over with hunger which stung very badly. There
must be some food in that hut. I ran there and wasn’t disappointed. By
great good luck, the old man had just brought his lunch. I found a
whole sweet loaf, a piece of lard, eggs and millet cake. After a good
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6uto. Toai Ain KMHYBCS Ha MeHe i CXOmMB 3a ropao pykow. $1
XEKHYB i, MOYyBalOuH WO MAil0, 206yB i3 KMLIEHi NPUXOBaHy Ha
cobaky KamiHIOKY Ta liepexHyB Aina Helo mo rogosi. Bin 3a-
XapuyaB i Bnas.

lNlepemora nix6agbopuna mene. HaxunuBumch, s 3B’S3aB
KinoBi pyku oukypom i 3acmisiBcs. OT Taka npurogal

Toai Tinbkn 9 3posymis, wo Aiz-GalITaHHUK CMiMaB MeHe
Ha 37104MHi. OH i KypiHb, 110 51 0r0 He MOMITHB GYB yB Y/OTOBHHI.
Tinbku-HO s1 mo6GauuB ioro, B MeHi Bce 3aTpemMTino, H 9 3HOBY
Bia4yB y CoGi ronoa, sik Baxke xano. Tam, y Kypiui, HaneBHe
xapui!

S1 6ixxma no6ir — i He nomuausca. Ha moe wacrs, igoBi,
BHAWMMO, HENABHO NpHHECEHO 1XKy. 3HaHIIOB WiAy A06peHHy na-
JISHULIO, WIMATOK cana, sieyka i nuwowo. [loo6ixaBwm po6pe, s
pewTy 3ropHyB y XyCTKY i MilUOB reTb, HacMmiBylo4y.

Hoporow MmeHi cnano Ha AyMKy, WO JHYMTL TEPENpPOCHTH
Aila 3a HEMPUEMHOCTI i 3’ACyBaTH /iOMy SIKOMOra mpocTo, WO,
BPEIUTi, HIXTO 3 HaC He BUHHMI: XHUTTH Hac 3BeJo, 3MYyCHJIO MO-
GUTHCS, 1 KOJM BXKe HAapiKaTH, TO TiJbKK HA XUTTH. A MH, 9K MU
PO3YyMHi, MaEMO CTHCHYTH Ternep OAMH OAHOMY DYKH, 3aKypHTH
UMrapky i mo6o noroMoHiTH.

IMpuctynuBwK 20 aiga, s no6auus, w0 BiH YMCTO NJIaBae B
KpoBi. ['oai #iomy anxath — s Taku po6pe cTykoHys ioro. Ta-
KHMM €riocoGom, Ha 3emi Bix6y10cs we onHe 3ary6CTBo.

Llle s Tpumatoce. € wie 3 niBnyaa GopowHa. Im st camuii xai6,
Kypilo Maxopky, Ta i To oGepexHo.

IMix yac cnekynsuTchKOi MogOpPOXi MeHi Tpanmuaacs we oxHa
npuroaa, wo ii Bxe 3a0yB i 3 HACALAKIB 1T CKOpUCTAB oue xomipy.

CnpaBa Taka. Ixatu meni Bunano Gyao BBeuepi Ta e it Ha
BArOHOBOMY Jaxy: BCepejiHHi BaroHiB 6yJi0 MOBHICiHbKO SIK oce-
7eAuiB; MOxHa 6yno we ixath Ha Gydepax, 44 BepXu Ha napo-
TAry, ane s o6pae aax. [Torbmapine nosiTps o6anMBao BBeCh yac
06.nyusl, BHM3Y HA06a6i4 LIMPOKMMH YOPHUMHM MPOCTOPAMH Giraa
3emsis, i 6yJO NOYyTTS BiLHOTO AYXKOrO JALOTY Mig XmMapamu. §1
BCTaB i 3acniBaB. Mol MicHIO MigXonaeHo Ha iHIIKMX xaxax i B
BaroHax, i MOTAr JieTiB cnpaBAi SIK AMBOBMIKHHI cniByuuit nrax,
TOBHHI CHJIM H 3aB3ATTS.

51 3nis, cr’auiauii 3 pyxy, nicHi, nositps i npoctopy. MeHe
NEPEroHHIM CNEKYASIHTH | CMIeKYASHTKH, f IXHill BUrasy BUKJINKAB
y MeHi HIOM aaBHi cnoragM npo noaii, wo BiaGyaucs Jomipy.
M Gyn0 rapHo — Hi6U st He MaB HiYOro aHi mosax ce6e, aHi No-
nepeay, 4 MmeHe GpaB CyMHiB, uM CripaBAi 4 €.
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lunch I tied the remainder in a kerchief and walked away, humming a
song.

On the way it occurred to me that it would be nice to apologize
to the old man for the trouble I had caused him and to explain to him
that neither of us was to blame. Life had brought us together, had
forced us to fight and, if blame is to be allocated, then life itself is at
fault. We, as rational creatures, should now shake hands, exchange
cigarettes and chat amiably.

Approaching the old man I saw that he was lying in a pool of
blood. He could hardly breathe—I must have hit him hard. This is how
still another murder happened on this earth. I'll manage somehow. I still
have half a pud of flour. I am eating bread, and smoking, both in
moderation.

At night

During my venture as a speculator I had yet another adventure
which slipped my mind, but which came in useful after all. This is how
it was. In the evening I had to travel on the roof of the railway carriage.
Inside it was jam-packed with people. One could travel on the buffers or
on the roof. I chose the roof. Smoke-filled air surrounded my face all
the time, the earth slipped by on both sides like dark continents and I
had the feeling of flying freely under the clouds. I sat up and began
singing. My song was picked up by others on the roofs who joined in,
along with those inside the carriages, and the train flew like an exotic
singing bird, full of force and courage.

I climbed down, tired by the motion, air and space. I was
overtaken by other speculators and their appearance evoked in me some
old memories of events which had happened. I felt good—as if I had no
cares, nothing in front or behind me, and 1 was beginning to doubt
whether I existed. Someone called out from the back:

“Comrade! Comrade!”

I looked ’round. A fat woman, bent low under her sack, was
calling me. She was out of breath. I stopped. She threw the sack to the
ground, almost in tears. She was late in getting into the carriage and
could not find a porter. She was unable to carry the sack. Could I help
her? She would pay me.

I bent down, picked up her sack and carried it for her. She walked
at my side, breathing heavily, and thanking me profusely. She then
asked who I was. I told her that I was a student. Oh, she respected
students! At one time she had been a student, too. She was hoping to
enter a high school, but nothing came of it. Now she sells pies in the

105



33a1y NMOKJIUKAHO:

— ToBapuuy! ToBapuiny!

A osupHyscs. ToBcta XKiHKa, 3irHYBWIMCH Mil JaHTYXOM
YABOE, FYKaJa Ha MeHe, 3aCanylouyuch. 1 CnMHMBC.

BoHa KuMHyna naHTyX Ha 3emio, Maiixe niaauyydu. Bona, Gay,
3aGapunach y Barosi ii yxe He 3anonana HocwibHUKa. Hectu He
cuaa. Yu He nocayxy 2? Bona zannaTuts...

1 HaxuauBCs, B3sB JAHTYX Ha njaeui d mowic. Bona #una
nopyuy, OLAMXAI0uH, #i He BraBana MeHi asaxysaTu. [ani cnurana,
xT0 9 Takuit. § cka3aB, wo ctygedHT. O, BOHA Ma€ NOWaHy A0
ctyaenTiB! BoHa cama Bunaacsi KOJMCh: rajana HaBiTh A0 TiMHa-
3ii BcTynuTH, — Ta e Tam! Tenep BoHa Toprye Ha Gasapi mnu-
pixkamu. 3apo6asie no6pe, Ta wo ue 3a KUTTa? Kosan mwe 6yB
KHMBHH iT 4OJIOBiK, TO wle X0y sk 6yJo, Ta # TO IW'SHULA BiH OyB.
Ox, 6uB ii!... CBiTy He 6auuna. A Tenep oAMHOKa, K Gyp’siHMHA
B noai. O, xurTsa!

Mu M 10Bro, Ha Kpali micTa, #i BoHa BBeCb yac po3no-
Binana. Cnuuuanucs nepen HeBeanukum OGyauHkom. Ckinbku 4
BisbMy? Hiuoro, s npocto nporyasscsi. Ta sk To? Tenep i3 pia-
Horo 6Gatbka GepyTb... Jdyxe npocto. Hy, sikmo Tak, To Xail 1
3aiiay 10 Hei KOJMCh MOMOICTH MUPIXKKiB, yBeuepi BOHA 3aBXAHU
JOMa, SIKULO He ixe Kyau 3a xapuyamu. Kyau it xoxutn? Bymmus
Taka, 6yAMHOK Takuil, 30ByTb MapTa.

CboroaHi, ryisBium, s 3ragaB npo e, # ax CJIMHKa MeHi
MOKOTHJIACH , KOJIU 51 YSBUB co6i MacHi nupixeuku. 5 x im camuit
x7i6, xypio maxopky! IlocTaHOBUB MiTH.

S1 sacras ii B1oMa, i1 BoHa 3panina HeBUMOBHO. Bona it naaii
He KJana, wo §, CTYAEHT, 3rajarn npo Hel, GilHY CMEKyJIsSHTKY.
Hy, Tenep mu Gyaemo no6pe 3naiiomi. Bona, 6au, 30BciM —
30BciM camoTHs. Oit, wutTa! BaeHb Ha 6a3api, cama Jnaiika, a
BBeuepi A0Ma, OAHiciHbka, sik naneub. SAkuit ke s mobuit! Hy,
xail e s caay! 51, 6au, He niwoB Ha GyJabBap 3a6aBAsSTHCH 3
NaHHOUYKAaMH, a 3aBiTaB 10 Hei, O6inHOT crnekyasHTKH. TTnpixeuxu
e B rneui, 3apa3 GyayTb. A uM He mepekywy st yorone6yap? Mo-
xe, ocenepusl 3 cBixowo kapromaeio? [opinku, xafi s BuGauy,
Hemae, — xi0a BOHa crnoaiBajacsi TaKoro rocts?

Sl ciB, npuemHo BizuyBawouu cefe maHOM cTaHoBHwA. Bpas
3’ABMBCS oceJiejelpb, i Tpeda ckasaTH, 1o 9 noxep #Oro 3 kictou-
KaMH, SIK KpiluKa raaioka. A BOHa CHAina i1 3aXOMJEHO AMBMJIACH
MeHi B poT, Hi6u 51 il Beauky nocayry po6us, iBIUM, i1 Ge3 yrasy
IUBYBalach, IKMi TO s mobuil xJomneib.

Mo oceneaui g pajeko 36aabopillas, a MiCAS COJOAKUX MU~
pixkiB i 30BCciM 3BeceniB. BectaB i moyaB noxomkaTH no KiMHaTi,
XKBaBO PO3MOBJSIOYH. BoHa cuiina i wacanBo AMBHIACH HA MEHE.
Tak HecnonaiBaHO § BUMHMUB LACTS Wil KiHLI.

Bona 6yna ToBcTa, HeoxaiiHo y6paHa, 3 rpyOMMH pHCaMH
o6mmyus. Tinbku oui 6yau TyxHi i 3paBamuch rapuumu. MeHi
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marketplace. She earns good money, but what kind of a life is this?
When her husband, the engine driver, was still alive, they had managed
somehow. He was a drunkard and often beat her. She couldn’t see a
thing. Now she is alone, like a weed in a field. What a life.

We walked for a long time until we reached the edge of town and
she talked all the time. We stopped in front of a small house. How
much did she owe me? Nothing, I had simply taken a walk with her.
How’s that? These days they ask money for everything. Very well—if I
insist. But I must drop in sometime and try her pies. She is always in in
the evenings unless she has to do some shopping. Where else would she
go? This is her street, the house where she lives. She is called Martha.

Today, during my walk, I remembered this and my mouth began
to water when I thought of the pies. I eat only bread, smoke
makhorka® . 1 decided to visit her.

She was at home and was extremely pleased to see me. She had
never thought that I, a student, would remember her, a speculator. Now
we will become real friends. You see, she is all alone. What a life!
During the day in the marketplace, and in the evening at home, quite
alone. How nice I am! Won’t I sit down? I didn’t go out to have a good
time with young girls but came to visit her, a poor speculator. The pies
are still in the oven, they will be ready soon. Won’t I have anything to
eat? Perhaps a herring with fresh potatoes? She is sorry she has no
horilka, but she didn’t expect such a guest!

I sat down, feeling pleasantly that I was the master here. Soon the
herring appeared and I must say that I gobbled it up along with the bones
like a boa would swallow a rabbit. She sat and looked at my mouth with
excitement, as if I was doing her a great favor by eating, and often repeated
what a nice boy I was.

After the herring I felt a lot better and after the sweet pies I
became quite gay. I got up, started walking up and down the room,
talking with great animation. She sat and looked at me happily. So quite
suddenly I made this woman happy.

She was fat, sloppily dressed, with coarse features. Only her eyes
were sad and seemed beautiful. It occurred to me that she was not at all
like my former ideal of a wife. When I was still a youth I thought about
an ideal wife and came to the conclusion that she should be beautiful,
unsophisticated and thin. These thoughts amused me a great deal now.

Seeing a guitar on the wall, I asked her if she played. No, it was
her husband, the engineer, who used to play. He was a drunkard and
beat her but she missed him now. A man may beat her hard but he can
also embrace her tenderly. It is hard to live without a man, especially
now, especially for a still youthful woman who is only thirty-five. And

Y Makhorka: Cheap tobacco.
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Cnajio Ha JYMKY, 110 BOHa 30BCiM He MiAXOAHTb 10 MOrO KOJMLI-
HbOTO ijealy ApYuHH. §, OyBLIM KOJMChH 3eJIeHHil 10HaK, o6Mip-
KOBYBaB y3araJji NMUTAHHA NpPO APYXKHHY # AIHLIOB A0 BHCHOBKY,
110 TO MOBMHHA OYTH XiHKa rapHeHbka, AYpHEHbKa i HEeTOBCTA.
Lle we Ginblle 3Becesnniio MeHe.

[To6aunBuin Ha cTidi riTapy, 1 CNMTaB, Y4 He BOHA lie Ipae.
Oii Hi, To 11 yonoBik, mawwuHict, rpas 6yB. Bin n'suuus 6yB, 6UB
ii, ane BoHa Mae kajb 3a HUM. MyxuuHa xou no6’e ripko, ta i
NpUroay6uth conoxko. IToraHo 6e3 MyKU¥HHM XHUTH, Ta Lie Tenep,
Ta L€ MOJOAIHN, — 1 e 1e TiJbKY TPUALATL WATb. A 4 rpatw?
Hy, Tak xaii s 3arpaio!

S1 B3saB ritapy, sarpaB i 3acniBaB. To cniBana Most Aylua,
pajilouy, U0 HanxaHe yepeBo He TypOyBaTHMe i1 XO4 SIKMIiCh uac.

BoHa cayxadna it 3annakana. Off, sik 1 Haraayio ii if yosioBika!
BiH nocremeHHiCiHbKO TakK rpas.

JloBizaBwmch, Wo g iM caMuii xJi0, BOHA TPOXHU He 30MJina.
Bpewri, 9 niwioB o4 Hei, MaBIIM YMMaJUH NMAKYHOK i3 Xxapuamu,
NayKy UMrapoK i 3anpoCHHM Ha mupixkkd B Heximo. Konue B He-
AiM0, BOHA YeKaTHMe.

Ha syanui s 1wopas nocmixascsi. Jonipy cnpasai sixdynacs
Ka3Ka, Xo4 i LWIYHKOBA, Ta lle il moBTOpPUTHCS Mana!l

Cboroaui Heainst, AeHb i A7 MeHe CBATKOBMiL. Munyni nHi
S XOAMB, MOB Ge3HajiliHO 3akoxaHuil. HacoM MeHe onaHOByBaJja
MJISBICTb; $1 3 TOHKOIO HACOJIOAOI0 MpisiB MPO MacHi nupixeukw,
i Komm yaBasiB co6i ixHilt cmMak, KPOB MeHi majaxkoTija i Gyxana
B rosioBy. 51 Buk/anKaB TxHili 06pas, i KOJM BOHU, MOB XKMBi, JieKa-
JM nepeii MHOIO, poxeBeHbKi i rapHeHbki, MeHi aywy 3axonJio-
BaB HECTPHMHHMI NMOTHAr 10 HUX, i 1 HABiTb HANMUCaB Ha YeCTb MH-
piXKeuKiB MpeKpacHHil COHeT.

A cborogsi 1 maB ix ¢isnyHo. Poskimna piy — ¢isuuHe no-
cinanusa!

Yxe Beuip xosnoaHuil. Bxe HezabapoM 3uma i BCi 3HAIOTH
npo 1ue, TiAbKM MOB 3MOBMBLIMCb, MOBYaTh i BAAIOTb, LIO LIE
Ttermo. Llle loHaku B Ginomy, piBuata y nposopomy, # jepeBa
BMepTO 3aTpumytoTh pewrty Juctd. Cmiwxo! §1 waasr naasTo,
OT i Bce.

1 Tak i 3aHaB — Oyna ropiaka! 3anajseHo BeJUKY JSIMIY
i cTin HakpuTO ckaTtepTHHOK. BoHa npubpanach y HOBY CYyKHIO
i naggraa xopcer. Byna 6apanuHa, kaBa i nupixkkd. My BUNUIH
no KiJbKa 4apok i MOl rOJIOBA 3 HE3BUYKH TPOXH O6BAXKHINA,

[To Beuepi MM cuaiau mopyu: s B3sB ritapy i cniBas. BoHa
cypina 6JaM3bKO MeHe, LACAMBOIO [MOCMIXalOuyuCbh, Xanaja Mifl
roJoc.

— dkuii e BU MoJoAMii, KM MONOAMI, — 3aXOMJIEHO Ka-
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do I play? Well, let us hear then.

I took the guitar down, played and sang. It was my heart singing
joyously because my stomach was full and wouldn’t bother me for a
time.

She listened and started to cry. How I reminded her of her
husband! He played in just that way. When she learned that I usually
only ate bread, she almost fainted. At last I left her, carrying a large
parcel of food, a pack of cigarettes and an invitation to come and eat
pies on Sunday. It must be this Sunday. She’ll wait.

In the street I smiled to myself. It was like a fable. True, it had to
do with the stomach, but it will be repeated again.

Today is Sunday, a holiday. The last few days I have walked like
someone in love. Sometimes I have felt drowsy. I had dreamlike visions
of fat pies and when I could taste them, the blood rushed to my head. I
tried to imagine them visually and when, alive, they lay before me, all
pink and lovely, my heart was filled with an irresistible longing for them
and I even wrote a sonnet to pies.

Today I consumed them physically. What a joy—physical possession.
Now the evening is cool. Soon winter will come. Everybody knows about it,
but nobody talks about it and everyone is silent, pretending that it is still
warm. Young men are still wearing white, girls are wearing transparent
dresses, and the trees still keep some leaves. It’s laughable. I put on an
overcoat and that’s all.

I knew it—horilka has appeared. The large lamp was lit and the
table was covered with a new tablecloth. She wore a new dress and a
corset. There was mutton, coffee, cakes. We drank a few glasses and my
head, not accustomed to it, grew a little heavy.

After dinner we sat side by side. I took the guitar and sang. She
sat near me, smiling happily, and joined in the singing.

“How young you are, how very young,” she spoke with
excitement. “You could almost be my son. Let me kiss you, like a
mother. You are an orphan, after all.”

She kissed me on the forehead, then on the cheek, then on my
lips, many times. I didn’t object. I understood that 1 had to pay for the
pies and was glad that I could get off so cheaply.

I left her in the morning. Everything was solved; I would live with
her, pretending I was her cousin. As long as she is well I shall have no
worries. 1 shall have everything—good food, clothes, drink. So she
assured me, pressing herself to me.

It was cold and I did not regret that I took my overcoat. I walked
briskly, full of vigor, unable to believe that such happiness had opened
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3a713a BOHA: — BM MeHi Y4 He B CMHU roauTech... Jlaiite g nouinywo,
K maTH... Bu x cupitka...

Boxa nouinysana meHe B 4oJo, jaji B LIOKY, MOTiM MPOCTO
B ry6u i Bxe He pas. 5 He npyuascs. 51 posymis, L0 3a nUpixeu-
KM Tpe6a MAAaTHUTH, it TIJbKY pajiiB, 110 MJIayy TAKUMHU AelIE€BUMH
rpoiuma.

[Tiwos g Big Hel Ha paHok. Bce 6yJio po3p’szaHe: 1 KUTHUMY
B Hei, Hi6M He6Gixk. O, NOKM BOHA 3X0POBA, I HE MATUMYy NMpO L0
TypOyBaTtucsa! Meni Bce Gyae — i Txxa cmauHa, it ogexa, ii nur-
Bo. Tak kasasa BOHA, THCHYBIUHCb A0 MeEHe.

Byno xonoaHo #i s He WIKOAYBaB, WO B35B NajabTo. 51 HioB
6aab0opo, MOBHUII CHJH, XO4 MEH] 11e He BipHIOCh, WO TaKe 1acTs
pPO3UHHUIO MeHi Gpamy.

— Sk rapHo, — rajaB §l, — 1O MM, JIOAH, Taki pisHi, wo
OAMH y Hac nortpe6Gye 30BCiM iHworo, Hix apyruii. Te, wo ams
OMHOrO 3aBafsilUMI KpaM, AJSl ApYroro — BeJHMKa LiHHICTb.

Meni He xoTinocs cnatu. Baoma 4 BiguMHUB BiKHO i1 LOBro
CTOSIB KOJIO Hboro. HajaBopi BOrkuii, oCiHHifi paHOK, i janedib
3aBeanacs TymaHoMm. Tuxo. JlepeBa CTOATb MNOXHIONMMBIUKCH, i
4yTH, SIK MaAaTb IXHi C1bO3M HAa 3emsmo. Bouu maauyts, 6o iige
3uMa; 6raeThCs 1XHA Aywwa i XoBaeThcd Aech rMGOKO Bix MOpo-
3iB. [Inave mpupoxa it TymMaHOM MOBCTAalThL i1 CIHbO3U HAJ 3EM-
Jero.

Ak uyaHo! TyT cMepTb, a MM HaZArHEMO KOXYXH, 3amajiuMo
rpy6KkH #1 eNexTPUKY Ta MUTHMEMO B3UMKY, SIK YJIiTKY, L1e HaBiTb
panilouu 3 pisHomaHiTHOCTH. Mu nizemo B TeaTpw, B rocTi, a TyT
Mep3HYTHMe TpaBa mix CHirom i cnuuaTbes piuku. OT i 5, npu-
pOLO, CTOK Tepej HOBHM JKMUTTSM, a TH B uell yac Gepeuics
cmepTio. Tv poauna mMeHe, a 51 Tebe NMOKUHYB, HEBASYHUI CHH i B
C/b03aX TBOIX € XOY OjJHa 3a MOIO 3pany.

Bono mouasnocs, HoBe xutTa! Slka pagicTb, sKMit crokiit!
UlnyHok 3apoBosieHo it Most Aywa wyrae Hag cBiTom, sk Jyx-
Tsopeus.

Tenep s OiJbli, HiX KOJNChL, JUBYIOCS 3 HECMPUTHOCTH M
HETANAaHOBUTOCTH iHOK, IO He 3MOIJIM CKOPUCTATH 3 THUX MNpe-
KpacHMX OOCTaBUH, L0 B HUX BOHHM TaK AOBro mpoGyBanu Gyuau.
Mporsirom croniTh KiHka 6ysna B TaKOMy CTAHOBHUILI, IK f OlLe
Tenep -— Ha YTPUMaHHi — MaJja 3MOry He TypOyBaTHCH Npo
XNi6 — i KyAu BOHa NMOBepHYyJa CBiit Ayx? Yu mixHecsa BOHA CBOIO
Ayuly Ha Bucodinb? UM yTBOpMJIA BOHA wIOHeGyAb?

Jlene! Bona 6ysa Tinbku camMHuka, MajeHbKa CAMH4Ka, 1O HE
BUrajfaja Kpaumoro, ik 3MaraTHCb A0 piBHOMpaBHOCTH. S maio
Xajb 10 XiHOK, BOHM HewlacHi: Te, 10 4oro imM Tpe6a 6yno 6 itu,
JEXHThL yXKe Mosaj HUX. UM He ragaioTh BOHM 3HAMTH WIACTH Ha
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the gate for me.

“How good it is,” I thought, “that people are so different that we
need someone different from ourselves. One man’s meat is another
man’s poison.”

I didn’t want to go to sleep. At home I opened the window and
stood near it for a long time. Outside it was a damp autumn morning
and the horizon was draped with mist. It was quiet. The trees stood
silent and one could hear their tears falling to the ground. They cry
because winter is approaching; their hearts seek refuge from the frost.
Nature is sad and her tears rise in mist over the earth. How strange.
Death is coming, but we shall start our fires in the stoves, turn on the
electricity and live through the winter as we did in the summer, even
being pleased by the difference. We shall go to the theatre, visit friends
and the grass will be frozen under the snow and the rivers will cease to
flow. I, too, stand facing a new life and nature is facing death. You bore
me and I abandoned you, an ungrateful son and one of your tears falls
because of my betrayal.

The new life has started. What joy, what peace. My stomach is
satisfied and my mind flies over the world like a creative spirit.

Now, more than ever before, I marvel at the clumsiness and lack
of ingenuity of women who cannot use their position to advantage. For
centuries woman has been subdued, as she is now. She was kept and did
not have to work for a living. To what purpose did she dedicate herself?
What did she create? Alas! She was merely a female who could think of
nothing better than how to equal the male. I am disappointed in
women. What they should have striven for is already behind them. Do
they hope to find happiness along a new path? Man has walked along it
for quite a long time and has found no happiness.

I feel like a baby in a cradle, sucking the large breasts of
existence. Life is rocking me; I can see it and its noise sounds to me like
a song. It is as if I stood on a high cliff and clouds and earth were at
my feet. The sun is beside me; I can embrace it like a brother.

I look at myself. In the market, where my consort is selling pies,
swearing, envy, lies are heard and yet I grow out of this like a
chrysanthemum on manured soil. So, on the fields of life here and there
do we appear—lovely, beautiful flowers—and we look at ourselves, into
our lights and shadows.

It’s getting dark. I, too, grow dark, although everywhere little fires
flare up like fireflies in the wood. These are memories.

I love this time when my heart, like an old woman forgotten by
everyone lays out her long patience with dusty cards. During the day I
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HoBoMy waxy? O, 4o/M0BiK ZABHO BxXe e UMM WIAXOM, a
LIACTS e He 3HaHLWOoB...

51 nouysaio cefe Termep MOB HEMOBJSITKO B KOJMCUi, 1 Hi6H
CCy BeauKi rpyau icHyBaHHsi. MeHe KoJMuIe XUTTS, wo 1 Horo
6auy it iioro rapmuiep cniBae MeHi micHio. §I Hi6H CTOW Ha BU-
CouYeaHiil ropi it 6iJst HIF MOTX XMapu i 3emiisi. A mopy4y — COHLUE,
T€ COHLE, AKOMY MOJSATLCA, H 1 MOxXy oOGHATH Horo, sik Gpara.

S cnorasiparo cam cebe. Tam, Ha Gasapi, ie mos noapyra
npojae NUPLKKH, CBapka, Jaiika, 3a3gpictb, OpexHs, a 4 BHU-
pocTalo 3 UbOro, K XOJIOAHA XPH3aHTEMa Ha YrHOEHil 3eMii...
Tax ne-He-jxe Ha JaHAaX MKUTTH MOBCTAEMO MM, CAMOTHI, MHIUHO-
XOJIOJHi KBiTH i BAUBASEMOChL y camux cebe, siKk y 6e304HI0 CBiT/Ia
M Tini.

¥Yxe Beuip. 1 B MeHi cyTeHie, CKpi3b 3ananiolOTbC XKHBi
BOTHi, MOB CBiTAsikK cepej Jicy. To — croraam.

A mo6amo ueit yac, KoM Aywa mosi, MoB crtapa Gabycs, BCiMa
3abyTa, po3kJiazae CBOi AOBIi Mac’siHCH 3 3anuJeHHX KapT. I THM
4aCcoM fIK yAeHb 31a€TbCH, L0 He Maecll MHUHYJIOro, BBeuepi nos-
HHUit, 10 MaitlbyTHe He icHye. Hibu cTexKky, uio Heio itwmioB GyB,
yXe CKiHYeHO, it TH CiB CNOYMBATH Mif TiHABMM JepeBOM i He
Macw yxe Ky #tu. Toai 6epews KHUry BJAACHOTO XHTTS i MOBO-
Ji neperopraew ii cTOpiHkK. | mwopa3 po6uul ue, MOB BOCTAHHE,
i npouwlaewicss 3 KOXHUM DPAILKOM, SIK Ha3aBMIH.

Ocb s manenbkuii, ocb Kpaii, ie 9 HapoauBci. A OH 9 —
I0HaK, OH aiBYaTa, mo ix koxae OyB. Sl 3uifimalo kKanemox: mpo-
wafite! Bu Hecan meni panowi it Gosi, ane s ASKyi0 BaM 3a Te,
o Bu Gyau!

51 neperopTaio CTOPiHKM MHMHYJIOTO i Ha AYILY MeHi JUIEThCA
Tenna Boaa. A ayua Most oafiracThesl B 6illi caBaHu { rotyeTbcs
Ha MoxiA no BCcecBiTy, wo6 GauuT BCe i Bce BMICTHTH.

Cym kaane mMeHi Ha o6anyui M'siki nyuku. Xai e HanaxTHTb
BiH ME€He, OMMIOCS i B HbOMY 3 HAcoJI04010, Ik MaHApiBelb B 0a3i
cepej, nycredi.

Bo To cym Bexe aywy B Ge3skpac.
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am not aware of the past; at night I am certain that there is no future.
As if the path along which 1 walk has come to an end and I sit to rest
under a shady tree and there is nowhere to go. Then the book of life is
picked up and slowly the pages are turned. Each time it is as if it were
for the last time and one takes farewell of every line.

Here 1 am—small, and here is the land where I was born. And
there I am also—a young man. There are the girls whom I loved. I take
my hat off. Farewell. You brought me joys and pains but I am grateful
all the same.

I am turning the pages of the past and my heart is flooded with warmth.
My soul is clothed in white and prepares for a journey across the universe,
in order to see and take in everything.

Sorrow touches my face softly. Let it permeate me. I shall bathe
in it like a wanderer in an oasis in the desert. Sorrow will lead me to
eternity.

— Translated by G. and M. Luckyj
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MHKOJIA XBHJIbOBH#

|

(PomanTrka)

“LisiToBi a6ayui”

3 Jnanekoro TymaHy, 3 THXHX O03ip 3aripHOi KOMyHM uIe-
JIECTUTD LIesecT: TO fige Mapid. S Buxoxxky Ha GearpaHki noJs,
NPOXOJAXKY nepeBaiy i TaM, Je KeBPiloTb KYPraHu, MOXWslOCh Ha
CaMOTHY NMycTeabHy cKemo. 51 puBmocs B ganb. — Toai ayma 3a
AYMOI), SIK aMa3OHSHKM, JKHUTiTYIOTb HaBkoJO MeHe. Toxi BCe
nponajnac... TacMHi BepIIMHKH JIETATb, PUTMIUHO MOXUTYIOUHCH,
J0 OTPOriB, i racHe AeHb; GiXKHUTb y MOruJax a0opora, a 3a Hel —
MoBYasHuit cten... S oxkuzaro Bii i 3raayw: ...BoiCTUHY MoS
MaTH — BTiJIeHHi Mpao6pa3 Tiei Hag3Bu4aiinoi Mapii, wo cToiTh
Ha rpaHsiX HEBiOMMX BiKiB. Mo —MaTH — HaiBHICTb, THXA XYpa
i noGpicTo GeamexHa. (Lle 1 no6pe nam’araio!). I miit HeMOxJu-
BUii 6isb, i MO HE3HOCHA MyKa TenailoTb y JAsAMnani gaHaTuamy
nepej UMM NPeKpacHUM NMeyajJbHUM 0Gpa3oM.

Matu xaxe, “mo s (ii M'SITeXHMH CHH) 30BCIM 3aMyuuB
cebe...” Toai s1 Gepy ii MUy roJIOBY 3 HaALOTOM CPiGJSCTOI CH-
BMHH i TUXO KJajy Ha CBOi rpyaM... 3a BiKHOM LM POCSIHi PaHKH
i napanu nepaomyrpu. IMpoxoauan HeMoXJMBI aHi. B pani 3 Tem-
HOTO JliCy Gpe/u MOJOPOXHHUKHM it 0is CHHbOI KPHUHMUi, e po3-
JIETIIUCh LOPOTH, A€ po36iiiHuil XpecT, 3ynuHsauck. To — Monoae
3arip’s.

— Anle MMHAIOTb Houi, HwlesecTATh Beyopu Gins ToMiab, TO-
noJii BiAX0AsiTb y wwoCeiiHy 6e3BiCTb, a 3a HUMU — JiTa, POKH
i Mosi Gy#iHa tonicTb. Toxi AHi mepea rposow. Tam, 3a oTporamu
cu3oro 6opy, cnanaxyoTb GAMCKaBHILI | HAKWMAIOTb, i MiHATLCH
ropu. Baxkuil aywHuii rpim Hisik He npopBeTbcs 3 IHaii, i3 cxo-
Ry. 1 TomuTbCa mpupoaa B mepeirpossi. A B TIM 3a XMapHUM

HAaKUMOM 4YyTH i iHIUMA rys — ...rayxa kaHonaga. HacyBaioTbes
IBi rposu.
— TpuBora! — MaTy kaxe, WO BOHA MOJWBANA CbOTOAHI

M’sTy, | M'ATa BMupae B Tysi. MaTu kaxe: “Hagxoauts rposa!”
I 9 Gauy: B i ouax CTOSTb ABi XPYCTa/bHi POCHHKH.
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MYKOLA KHVYLOVY

My Being

“To the Apple Blossom”

Out of the distant mist, out of the quiet lakes of untouchable
communism, a rustling sound is heard: the Virgin Mary is walking. I reach
the endless plains, cross ditches, and there, where the mounds are
smouldering, I finally lean on a solitary desert cliff. I stare into darkness
Then my thoughts ride around me like Amazons. And everything
disappears . .. The mysterious riders gallop toward the foothills, swaying
thythmically, and the day goes out like a flame; the road winds between
the ancient grave-mounds into the silent steppe. I raise my eyelashes and
reminisce: ... truly, my mother is the incarnation of this enigmatic,
timeless Mary. My mother is naiveté, quiet sorrow, and endless goodness.
(I remember this very well!) And my incredible pain and my unbearable
torture burn in the votive lamp of fanaticism, in front of this image full of
anguish.

Mother says that I (her rebellious son) have tired myself out
completely . ... Then I take in my hands her beloved head covered with
silver hair and press it to my chest ... Behind the windowpanes, the
mornings full of dew were passing, and mother-of-pearl light was
descending. The impossible days were going by. In the distance, wanderers
were coming out of the dark forest, halting near the blue well at the
crossroads, where an ancient crucifix stood. These are young communist
idealists.

But the nights pass, the evenings rustle beside the poplars, the
poplars walk into the endlessness of highways, together with years and my
violent youth. Then come the days before the storm. There, behind the
foothills of a bluish forest, the lightnings boil and flash, and the waves of
mountains foam. The heavy sultry thunder cannot manage to come
through from India, from the east. And nature grows tired waiting for the
storm. But one can also hear another thundering behind the boiling of the
clouds—a dull cannonade. Two storms are approaching.

—Alarm! Mother says that she was watering the mint in the garden,
and that the mint is dying in sorrow. Mother says: “The storm is
approaching!” And I can see two crystal tears in her eyes.
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I

ATaka 3a artakotw. lllaneHo HamupaloTs Bopoxi noaku. Toxi
Hallla KaBaJjiepist 3 ¢aaury, i ixyTb anaHru iHCYpreHTiB y KOHTp-
aTaky, a rposa pocTe, i MOi MHC/li — J0 HEMOXJHMBOCTH HATATHY-
THH ApIT.

JeHnb i Hiu 9 nponagaio B “uyeka”.

[omewxanns namwe — caHTacTHYHUI nanau: ue GyAMHOK
pO3CTpisiHOrO wWAsSXTHYa. XUMepHi NMOPT' epH, APEBHi Bi3epyHKH,
nopTpeTH KHSXKOi ¢aminii. Bce me AMBMTBCS Ha MeHe 3 ycix
KiHUiB Moiioro Bunaakosoro kaGineTy.

Hecb anapat BificbKOBOro TesnegoHy TArHE CBOIO Neyab-
HY TPHUBOXHY MEJOAII0, 10 Haraaye AajbHifi BOKaJAbHUl PiXKOK.

Ha poskiwniit kavani cuaurth, niaknaBwm nig ceGe Horw,
030pocHUit TaTapuH i MOHOTOHHO HacmiBye asiiTcbKe: “ana-ia-
Ja”.

S1 AMBIOCH HAa MOPTPETH: KHSA3b XMYPUTh GPOBH, KHATMHS —
HaJMEHHA 3HeBara, KHsJxara — B TeMpsBi CTOJITHIX AyGiB.

I B wiit HaasBuuaiiili cyBopocTi s BixuyBaio Bech ApeBHiii
CBIT, BCIO Geacuny rpaHAiosHICTb i Kpacy TPeThoi MOJOLOCTH MH-
HYJUX IJISAXeTHUX JIiT.

Lle wiTkuit nepaomyTep Ha GeHkeTi AMKOI FONORHOI KpaiH.

I 9, 30BCcimM uyxa moauHa, 6aHAUT — 33 OJAHOIO TepMiHOJIO-
ri€lo, iHCypreHT — 3a Apyroo, s NPocTo i ICHO AMBMOCH HA L
noprpeT i B MOiit aywi Hema it He Gyae rHiBy. I ue 3poaymino:

—sf—4vexkicT, anfe 9 i AWAUHA.

TemHoi HOuM, KOMM 32 BIKHOM NpPOXOAATH MiCbKi Bewopw
(MaeTok 3neTiB Ha ropy # LAPUTL HAL MICTOM), KOJIM CHHi JMMKH
3AiAMAIOTLCS Hal LerefbHelo it o6uBaTesi, IK MHWI, — 3a Mix-
BOPOTHi, y KaHapeeyHuit 3aMOK, TEMHOi HOYH B MOHOMY Haj3BH-
yaitHoMy kaGiHeTi 36upaloThcs Moi ToBapuwi. Lle HOBHiI cHHeapi-
OH, L€ YOPHUH TPUGYHAN KOMYHM.

Toai 3 KOXHOro 3aKyTKa AMBMTLCS CMpPaBXHSA # BOICTHHY
XKaxXHa CMEpTb.

O6uBatens:

— TyT 3acizae cagusm!

s:

— ...(MOBuy).

Ha micpkifi 6awTi 3a nepeBajoM TPHUBOXKHO A3BEHHTb MIAb.
To 6’¢ rogvHHUK. 3 TEMHOTO CTeNy LOHOCHTBLCS IJyXa KaHOHaja.

Moi ToBapuwi CHASTL 32 LUIMPOKHM CTOJOM, IO 3 YOPHOrO
AepeBa. Tvwa. TiNbkH JanbHiil BOkalbHHil PiXOK TenedOHHOro
anapary 3HOB TsTHe CBOW NeqajbHY, TPUBOXKHY MeNoAi. 3pigka
3a BiKHOM NMPOXOASATb iHCYpPreHTH.

Moix TOBapHLIiB JIerko Mi3HaTH:

aoxtop Tarabar,

Auppiouika,
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Attack follows attack. The enemy’s forces press furiously. Then our
cavalry attacks from the flank, and long rows of insurgents advance into
counterattack, and the storm is nearing, and my thoughts are like an
incredibly tight-stretched wire.

I spend my nights and days in the Cheka.'

Our quarters are in the fantastic palace of an executed prince:
exquisite curtains, ancient designs, family portraits—all these look at me
from every corner of this, my accidental office.

Somewhere in the distance the telephone sounds its painful alarming
melody that reminds me of the distant whistle of a train.

On the lofty couch, an armed Tatar soldier sings his monotonous
Asiatic: *““ala-la-la,” his legs crossed under him.

I look at the portraits: the prince scowls, the princess is full of high
airs and disdain, the children are hidden in the shade of the ancient oak
trees.

In this weird feeling of sternness, I can sense the world of yesterday,
the forceless grandeur and beauty of the youth of the bygone nobility.

This looks like a clear mother-of-pearl surface soiled by the banquet
of a wild and hungry mob.

And I, a completely strange person, a bandit to one man and an
insurgent to another—I just look simply and with clear vision upon these
portraits, and there is no anger in my soul; and I know that there will be
no anger in my soul; this is quite simple: I am a Chekist, but I am also a
man.

In the dark night, when behind the windowpanes the city evenings
saunter high on a mountain, the palace reigns over the city, when the blue
smoke rises above the smokestacks of the brick kilns, and when the
citizens are being brought into the palace, seized easily like mice—in the
dark night, in my strange office, my comrades gather. This is a new
Sanhedrin, the black tribunal of communism.

Then, out of every corner, the true and truly hair-raising death
watches.

The citizen speaks: This is a council of sadists!

I remain silent.

On the city tower behind the mounds, the brass resounds alarmingly.
Then the clock strikes. Out of the dark steppe comes the dull sound of
artillery.

My comrades sit behind the wide black wooden table. Silence. Only
the distant telephone in the railway station rings its painful alarming
melody. From time to time the partisans pass under the window. My

! Cheka: Secret police.
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TpeTiit — perenepat (BipHuit BapTOBMii HAa yaTax).

YopHuii TpuGyHaN y NOBHOMY CKJaji.

— ¥YBara! Ha nopsiaky aeHHomy nino kpamaps ikc!

3 JanbHiX MOKOIB BUXOASITH JbOKAl i TaKoOXK, AK i nepex
KHASSIMH, CXMJISIOTbCSl, YiTKO AMBASTLCA HAa HOBHH CHHeApiOH
i CTaBISATL Ha CTiN yail. [TOTIM HEUYTHO 3HMKAIOTbL MO OKCAMMTY
KWIMMIB ¥ J96ipMHTaX BUCOKMX KiMHAT.

KanpensG6p na aBi cBiui Tyckno roputs. CBiTay He cuaa
HLOCArTH HaBiTh 4BepTH KabiHeTy. Y BHCOUMHI J€iBe MaHSYUTD
KupaHxoast. B roponi — tbma. I TyT — TbMa: eneKTpUuHY cTaH-
uito 3ipBaHo.

HoxTop Tara6at po3BanMBCS HAa WHMPOKil KaHani Baani Bix
KaHaensopy, i s 6auy Tinbku Gily JMCMHY /i HaLTO BMCOKMIi J10G.
3a HuMm iwe nani B TobMy — BipHHii BAPTOBHIl i3 JereHepaTHBHOIO
GyaiBaeto yepena. MeHi BUAKO Jimwte fforo Tpoxu GesymHi oui, ase
1 3HaIO:

— Y AereHepaTta — HU3eHbKHMH J106, YOpHa KOma pO3KYiioB-
JKEHOTO BOJIOCCS i MPUIIIOCHYTHI Hic. MeHi BiH 3aBlue Haraaye
KaTOPXKHHUKA, i f1 AyMmalo, 10 BiH He Pa3 MyCHB CTOATH Y BimmiJi
KPHUMIHAJbHOT XPOHIKH.

AHLpIOLIKA CHINTL MPAaBOPYY MEHe 3 PO3rYGJAEHUM OGJIMY-
YAM i 3piiKka TPUBOXHO MOrJSAA€ Ha AOKTOpa. S 3Hal0, B 4OMY
crnpasa.

Aunppioury, moro 6igHOro AHApIOlUIy, MPU3HAUUB LEii HEMOXK-
JUBHI1 PEBKOM CIOAHM, B YeKa, MPOTH Horo KBoJoi BoJi. I Auxpio-
Wwa, ueil HeBeCeNMH KOMyHap, KOJH TpeGa eHepriiiHo poarmca-
THCb TiJ, TEMHOIO NMOCTAHOBOK —

— “poacTpinsTs”,

3aBIUE MHETBCS, 3aBlie PO3NHUCYETHCH TaK:

He iM’st i npisBuUle Ha CYBOPOMY XHTTbOBOMY HOKy-
MEHTi CTaBUTb, a 30BCIM He3po3yMiluii, 30BCiM Xumep-
HU#, K XeTeHCbKHil eporiig, XBOCTHK.

s

— Hino Bce. JokTtope TaraGare, K BU ragaere?

HokTop (a1HaMiyHO):

— PoscrpinaTs!

Anjplollka TPOXM nepenskaHo AMBMTbCS Ha TaraGarta it
MHeTbCsl. HapewTi TpeMTSIuM | HemeBHUM roJIOCOM Kaxe:

— 51 3 BaMu, J0KTOpE, HE 3rOXHHI.

— Bu 3i mHol He 3roani? — i rpoxor xpumaoro perory
NMOKOTHBCS B TEMHi KHsxi moxoi.

51 uboro peroty uekas. Tak 3aBie GyJ10. Ane it Ha ueil pa3
3IpHraloch i MeHi 31a€ThCsl, WO S HAY B XONOAHY TPSACOBHHY.
NpyaxicTe Moei MMCAH ZOXOAMTL KyabMiHALi.

[ B TO/ e MOMEHT panToM mepeio MHOI NiZBOAUTHCH 06-
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comrades are easily recognized: Dr. Tahabat, Andriy, and the third—the
degenerate one, the monster (the faithful sentinel always at his post). The
black tribunal is complete.

Then I speak:

“Attention! Our first case today is that of merchant X!”

Out of the adjoining rooms the servants come bowing, as if before
their lord, looking attentively at this new Sanhedrin, bringing the tea and
putting it on the table. Then they disappear noiselessly into the labyrinth
of high-ceilinged rooms, walking on the soft carpets.

The candelabrum with two candles sheds its dim light. The light is
too weak to brighten even a quarter of the room. Up above looms the
girandole. The city is in darkness. So are we: the powerhouse has been
blown up.

Dr. Tahabat sprawls on the wide couch, far away from the
candelabrum, and I can see only his white bald skull and his very high
forehead. Behind him, even deeper in the darkness, I see the faithful
sentinel with the degenerate skull structure. I can discern only his almost
insane eyes, but I know that he has a low forehead, a mop of black
disheveled hair on his head, and a flat nose. He reminds me of a convict,
and I am sure that he has a long record.

Andriy sits on my right side with an “inattentive” face, glancing
from time to time at the doctor with a frightened look. I know what is
happening to him.

Andriy, my poor Andriy, was sent here by the merciless revolu-
tionary committee, against his weak will. And he, this gloomy communist,
at the moment one has to sign one’s name energetically under the dark
sentence—

“to be shot™

—he always hesitates, and does not sign his full name on this
fierce document, but puts down a strange, illegible sign that
looks like a hieroglyph.

I speak: “Well, this is all. What do you think, Dr. Tahabat?”

Doctor (speaking with force): “Shoot him!”

Andriy, frightened, looks at Tahabat and hesitates. Then, in a
trembling and timid voice, he says:

“I don’t agree with you, doctor.”

“You don’t agree with me?” and into the dark rooms rolls the peal
of hoarse laughter.

I was waiting for this laughter; it was always like that. But as always,
I shudder and I have a feeling that I am sinking into a cold mire. My
thoughts reach their maximum speed.

And, at that moment, the image of my mother suddenly appears
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pas Moei MaTepH...

— ... “PoscTpinaTs”???

I MaTH THXO 3a)XYPHO AMBUTHLCS Ha MEHE.

..3HOBY Ha jJaJeKiil MiCbKiii GawTi 32 nepeBajoM A3BEHHTDb
Minb: To G'e roauuuuk. [liBHiuHa TbMa. B wasxetHuii aim nexse
JOHOCHUTHCS IlyXa KaHoHaza. IlepeaaloTs y TenedoH: Hai niwau
B KOHTpP-aTaky. 3a NOPTLEPOIO B CKJSIHUX ABEPAX CTOITb 3arpasa:
TO 32 LaJMbHIMH Kyuyrypamu ropsiTb CeJa, rOpsTh CTEMH il BHIOTH
Ha moxap co6aku no 3aKyTKaX MiCbKMX NigBOpoTeHb. B ropoai
THIA # MOBYa3HWil Mepea3BiH cepub.

...Jloktop TarabaT HaxaB KHOMKY.

Toai Abokait npuHOCHTH Ha migHoci crapi BuHa. TToTiM JbO-
Kaii ige, i TaHyTb HOro KpoKH, BiALaJSOTBHCS NO JEONAPAOBHUX
Mixax.

S1 xuBmoch Ha KaHpens6p, aje Mifl MOrssig MMMOBOMI CKpa-
AaeTbCAd TYAH, A€ CUANTbL Aoktop Tarabar i BaproBuil. B ixnix
pPYKax IISILUKK 3 BUHOM, i BOHH HOro m'ioTh MOXaJAHBO, XHXKO.

S nymaio “rax Tpe6a”,

Ane Auapiouia HepBOBO MepPeXoAMTb i3 MiCLUsA Ha MiclLe i Bce
MOPHBAETHCA WOCh CKasaTH. Sl 3Halo, W0 BiH AyMae: BiH Xoue
CKa3aTH, O TaK HE YeCHO, W0 TaK KOMYHapu He poGasTh, WO
ue — 6akxaHanisg i T. 4. i T. M.

Ax, sikuit BiH uynHuit, ueit komynap Angpiowa!l

Ane, xonu poxktop TarabaT KMHYB Ha OKCAMUTOBHiI KHJIMM
NOPOXKHIO MUISIWIKY ¥ 4iTKO HanmMCaB CBOE Mpi3BMILE Mijg NOCTAHO-
BOIO —

“poscTpingaTs”, —

MeHe panToBO B3sina posnyka. Lle#t pmokrop i3 wupokum i Ginolo
JIMCUHOIO, 3 XOJIOZHHM DO3YMOM i 3 KaMeHeM 3aMicTb cepusi, —
ue X BiH i Miii GesBuxiiHMil Xa3siiH, Miil 3Bipsumii iHcTHHKT. | s,
FJaBKOBEPX YOPHOTO TpuOyHany KOMyHM — Hikyema B ioro py-
Kax, fKa Bignajacs Ha BOJIIO XHKOi CTHXIil.

“Ane sixuit Buxin?”

— Slkuit Buxin?? — I 9 He Gaums Buxony.

Toai npoHocHTbCS nepeso MHOW TeMHa icTopis uMBini3a-
uii, i 6peayTp Hapous, i Biku, i cam uac...

— Ane a He 6auuB BuxoAy!

Boictuny npaBaa Gyaa sa poktopom Tarabatom.

...AHApIOIIKA MOCMIWIHO POGMB CBilt XBOCTHK Mij MOCTaHO-
BOIO, a JereHepart, CMaKylouH, BJAHMBJSBCH B JiTepH.

S1 noxymaB: “KoJM LOKTOp — 3JMil CeHili, 3/1a Most BOJISI, TOAI
JereHepaTt € naJjau i3 rinbioTHHH”.

Ane s nogymas:

— Ax, sika uiceniThuua! Xi6a Bin nanau? Le x fomy, upomMy
BapTOBOMY YOPHOro TpubyHasa KOMYHH, B MOMEHTH BeJMKOro Ha-
NIPYXKEeHHS 9 CKJAajaB TimMHH.
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before me.

“Shoot him?”

And she stares at me silently and with sorrowful eyes.

... Again in the distant city tower the brass is resounding: the clock
strikes. The northern darkness. Into the prince’s home come the sounds of
the distant cannonade. The telephone report said that our forces had made
a counterattack. Through the curtain on the glass doors, one can see the
conflagration: the villages are burning, the steppes are burning, the dogs
are howling, staring at the flames out of the dark corners of the city gates.
In the city, quiet reigns, and the silent chiming of people’s hearts.

... Dr. Tahabat pressed the button.

Then the butler brings in a tray of old wines. And then he goes
away, and his footsteps grow faint and die away on the leopard skins.

I stare at the candelabrum but instinctively my eyes waft toward the
place where Dr. Tahabat is sitting with the sentinel. They hold the wine
bottles in their hands, drinking greedily, voraciously.

This is the way, I think.

But Andriy strides nervously back and forth, trying to speak up. I
know what he is thinking about: he wants to say that this isn’t honest,
that communists don’t do such things, that this is an orgy, etc., etc.

Ah, what a strange person he is, this communist Andriy!

But when Dr. Tahabat threw the empty bottle on the velvet rug and
signed his name very legibly under the verdict:

“to be shot”

all of a sudden I was seized by despair. This man, with a wide forehead and
white bald skull, with his cold reasoning and a stone in place of his
heart—he was my lord whom I could not escape. He was my animal
instinct. And I, the chairman of the black tribunal of communism—I was a
puppet in his hands, obeying the desires of the fierce animal.

“But where is the solution?”

—Where is the solution?—I could see no solution.

Then in front of my eyes passes the dark history of civilization, and
the nations wade, and eras, and time itself . . .

—But I could see no solution!

Really, Dr. Tahabat must be right.

... Andriy hurriedly put his hieroglyph under the verdict, and the
monster kept staring at the letters with an expression of extreme pleasure.

Then 1 thought: if the doctor is my evil genius, my evil mind, then
the monster is the executioner at the guillotine.

But I thought again: what nonsense! He is no blade! It was to him
that I, during moments of great exaltation had sung my hymns.

And then my mother slowly walking, stealing away from me, like a
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I Toai Binxoauaa, yaansnacs og MeHe MOt MaTH — npao6pas
3aripHoi Mapii, i 3acTurana, y TbMi ueKawuH.

...CBiui Tanynu. CyBopi moctaTi KH513 # KHSIrMHi nponajann
B CHHiM TYMaHi LMIrapKOBOTO IMMY.

...Jlo po3cTpiny npHcCyAXeHo,

— wicTh!

Jocutb! Ha uio Hiu pocHTB!

TaTapun 3HOBY TSrHe CBOE asisiTcbke: “ana-na-na”. S1 aus-
JI0CSl Ha NOPTBEPY, HA 3arpaBy B CKJASHUX ABepsix. — AHApiolla
Bxe 3HMK. Tara6at i BapToBMil M'1I0Th cTapi BuHA. S nmepekupaio
uepe3 MnJeye MaB3ep i BUXOAXKY 3 KHsxKoro gomy. S iay mo ny-
CTe/MIbHUX MOBYA3HMX BYJMLAX 06JMOXEHOro MicTa.

lF'opox meptBuii. O6uBaTeni 3HaWOThb, O HAC 32 TPU-YOTHPH
IHi He Oyjae, MO lapeMHi Halli KOHTPAaTaKU: CKOPO 3apUIIATH
Hawli TavyaHku B jajekuil ciBepcokuil kpail. I'opoa npuyaiscs.
ToMma.

TeMHHUM BOJIOXaTHM CHJIYETOM CTOITb Ha CXOAi KHSXKHH Mae-
TOK, Tenep —~— YOPHUI TPUOYHAN KOMYHH.

9l noBepratoch i guBJAIOCA TyAM, i TOAI panToMm 3raiylo, o
WiCTb Ha MOTH COBICTi.

...Hlictb Ha Mofiit coBicTi?

Hi, ue nenpasaa. lllicte coTeHb,
IICTb THCHY, WICTb MiJbHOHIB —
ThMa Ha MOi#l coBicTil!

— Tbma?

I 9 3paBmo10 roJoBy.

...AJle 3HOBY mepeii MHOIO MPOHOCHTLCS TeMHa iCTOpis LMBi-
nizauii, i 6penyth HapoaH, i BikH, i cam Hac...

Tonri s, 3HeMOXeHUIt, NOXUJAAIOCh HA MNAapPKaH, CTAHOBJKOCSH
Ha KOJIiHa i xaryde 6aroc/oB/s0 TOHl MOMEHT, KOJH S 3yCTPiBCs
3 goktopom Tara6aTom i BapTOBMUM i3 sereHepaTHBHOIO OyiB-
aewo yepena. [Torim moBepTalch i MOJMTOBHO AMBMIOCS HA CXil-
Hifl BOJIOXaTHil cUayeT.

.. ry6moce y nepeyiakax. I HapewTi BUXOAXY A0 CamoOT-
HbOrO AOMHMKA, A€ KMBe MOS MaTH. B aBopi naxue m’storo. 3a

1y

capaem najaxkoTsiTb OJMCKaBMLi H 4yTH rypkiT 3alyLIeHoro
rpomy.

Toma!

Sl finy B kiMHaTy, 3HMMal0 MaB3epa #i 3anamio CBiuy.

..Tn cnuu?

Ane maty He cnana.

Bona miaxoautb a0 MeHe, Gepe Moe cTomJeHe O6GIMYYS B
CBOT Cyxi n0JI0Hi i cxuisie CBOIO roJioBy Ha moi rpyau. Bona 3Ho-
BY Kaxe, L0 s, il M'ITEXHHUI CHUH, 30BCIM 3aMyuuB cebe.

I 1 yylo Ha cBOiX pykax i XpyCTaJibHi POCHHKH.

A:
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distant image of the Virgin Mary, loomed in the darkness, waiting.

... The candles were melting. The sullen austere figures of the
prince and the princess were disappearing in the blue of the cigarette
smoke.

... There were

six
persons sentenced to be shot!

Enough! This is enough for tonight!

The Tatar again sings his Asiatic “ala-la-la.”

I look at the curtain on the glass door and at the conflagration seen
through it. Andriy is already gone. Tahabat and the sentinel are drinking
old wines. I hang my gun on my shoulder and leave the palace. I walk
through the deserted sulky streets of the besieged city.

The city is dead. The inhabitants know that in another three or four
days we will be gone, that our counterattacks are in vain; very soon our
wagons will roll creaking toward the far northern land. The city lurks.
Darkness.

Like a dark hairy silhouette the prince’s palace looms in the east;
now it is the black tribunal of communism.

I turn around and look at it, and then, all of a sudden I remember
that I have six people on my conscience.

... Six on my conscience?
No, not six! Six hundred,
six thousand, six million—
infinity on my conscience!

—Infinity?

And I squeeze my head in my hands.

... But again before my eyes passes the dark history of civilization,
and the nations wade, and eras, and time itself . ..

Then 1, completely exhausted, lean on the fence, kneel down, and
from the bottom of my heart I thank God for my meeting with
Dr. Tahabat and the sentinel with the degenerate skull structure. Then 1
turn around and, as though in prayer, stare at the hairy silhouette of the
east.

I am lost in the narrow streets. Finally I reach the solitary little
house where my mother lives. In the yard there’s the smell of mint. Behind
the hut in the back yard, lightning flashes and the distant weak thunder
may be heard.

Infinity!

I enter the house, take off the gun, and light a candle.

“Are you asleep?”

But mother was awake.
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— Ax, 9K 9 BTOMHBCS,, Mamo!

Bona nigBoauTh MeHe A0 CBiui i1 AMBUTbCA Ha MO€ 3MOpEHE
L UCUTR

[MoTiM CTaHOBHTbLCH Ging TYCKJOT JASMAaiu H 32XypeHo' IH-
BUTbC Ha 06pas Mapii. — 1 3Haio: mMost MaTH i 3aBTpa mige B
MaHacTHp: iil HE3HOCHI Halli TPMBOTH H XH)KE HABKOJO.

Ane TyT xe, 1iAWOBIIM A0 NiXKKA, 3APUTHYB:

— Xuxe HaBkono? Xi6a matu cmie aymatu tak? Tak ay-
MaloTb TiJIbKM Bepcaiblii!

I Toxi, 36enTexenui, 3ameBHsd0 cebe, WO LEe HeNpaBaa, LLO
HiSIKOT MaTepy HeMa Mnepeii MHOWO, 1O Le He Ginbie, K GaHTOM.

— daHTOM? — 3HOBY 3APHUrHYB $i.

Hi, came ue — nenpasaa! Tyr, B THXiit KiMHaTi, MO MaTH
He ¢aHTOM, a 4aCTHHA MOTO BJIACHOTO 3JOYMHHOTO “a"”, AKOMY
q paw Bomo. TyT, B IJAyXOMy 3aKyTKY, Ha Kpawo ropoia, s Xxo-
Baio Bij riabifoTHHH OaMH KiHeub CBOEl Ayuli.

I Toni B TBapvHHIM eKCTa3i § 3ammolLyio oui, i, 9K cameup
Ha TIPOBECHI, 3aXJIMNACh | wWenoyy:

— Komy notpi6Ho 3sHaTu jeTani Moix mepexuBanb? Sl
cnpaBxHiii komyHap. XTO mocMie ckasatu inaxkwe? HeBxe s He
Malo npaBa BiANOYHUTH OAHY XBHJMHY?

Tyckno ropuTbh Jsmnaga nepei o6pasom Mapii. Ilepea
JIMNAaf0I0, SIK Pi3bOaeHHs, CTOITb MOs 3axypHa maTH. Ane
BXKe HiYoro He Aymaio. Moio roJIoBY riaiuTb THXHii ronyGuii COH.

I

..Hawri Ha3ax: 3 nosuuii Ha nosuuilo: Ha QPOHTI — NaHiKa,
B THNy — nadika. Miii 6aTanbiion HanoroToBi. 3a 1Ba AHi A it cam
KMHYCb y rapmaThuii rya. Miii GaTaneiion Hanin6ip: ue wHi ¢paHa-
THKH KOMYHH.

Ane 3apas s He MeHle noTpi6uuit TyT. Sl 3Halo, WO Take
THJ, KOJIM BOPOr MNix CTiHamu ropoga. Lli MyTHi 4yTKH WHPATHCA
3 KOXHHM AHeM i, K 3Mii, posnoBamich no Byauusx. Lli uyTku
MYTSITb YK€ TFapHi3OHHi pOTH.

MeHi 10CUTh:
— IayTb rayxi napikaHns.
— Moxe cnanaxHyTu GyHT.

Tax! Tax! §I 3Haw: Moxe cnanaxHytd OyHT, i moi BipHi
areHTH WHMPSIOTH MO 3ayJKax, i Bxe HiKyAHW BMilLaTH Lei# BUH-
HHit i Malixke HeBUHHMH OOWBATENbCbKMI XJaM.

...A xaHoHaza Bce Gavxue i Gmxue. YacTiw ronui 3 ¢ppox-
Ty. XMapamu 36MpaeThCs MUA i CTOITh Hax rOpoAOM, NPHKpH-
BalOYM MYTHE OTHSIHE COHue. 3piiKa MaJaxKoTATh GAMCKaBHL.
TArnyTbCcst 0603H, KpU4YaTb TPHBOXKHO MapOBHKH, IPOHOCATBLCA
KaBaNepHCTH.
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She comes up to me, takes my tired face in her thin old hands, and
rests her head on my chest. Again she says that I, her rebellious son, have
tired myself out completely.

And I can feel on my hands her crystal tears.

I speak:

“Oh, how tired I am, mother!”

She leads me toward the candle and looks at my exhausted face.

Then she stands in front of the dim votive lamp and, full of sorrow,
stares at the image of the Virgin. —I know: my mother will go to the
monastery tomorrow; she cannot stand our alarms and the ferocious
surrounding atmosphere.

“Ferocious atmosphere? How can she think like that? Only
reactionaries think this way!”

So 1, confused, assure myself that this isn’t true, that there is no
mother in front of me, that this is nothing more than a phantom.

—Phantom? and I jump up again.

No, this is just what is wrong! Here, in this silent room, my mother
is not a phantom, but a part of my own criminal being which was set free
by me. Here in this dark corner, on the edge of the city, I hide a part of
my soul away from the guillotine.

And then I, like an animal in a wild fit, close my eyes and, like a
male animal in the springtime, choking, I whisper:

“Who cares about the details of my inner experiences?”

I am a real communist. Who dares to say otherwise? Don’t I have the
right to rest for a while?

The votive lamp in front of the Virgin’s icon burns dimly. In front of
it my worried mother stands like a statue. But I stop thinking. My head is
caressed by a peaceful, blue dream.

II

Our forces retreat, leaving position after position: panic seizes the
front lines as well as the rear. My company is all alert. In two days I too
will throw myself into the roar of cannons. My company is well-chosen—
these are all young communist fanatics.

But at the present time I am needed here just as much. I know how
it is in the rear when the enemy is outside the city’s walls. These muddled
rumors spread with every day and creep like snakes in all directions along
the streets. These rumors agitate even the garrison troops.

I am told that:

there are hidden complaints
and that revolt is possible.
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Tinbku Ging wopHoro TpuGyHany KOMYHH CTOiTb THiTIOua
MOBYa3HICTb.

Tax:

6yAyTb COTHi po3cTpiniB, i i ocTaTO4HO 36MBalOCs 3 Hir!

Tax:

BXK€ YYIOTb Bepcasbli, K y T'YJKilt i MepTBilt THII KHSXKOTO
MaETKy Haj FOpOAOM ChajaxyioTb 4iTKi H KOPOTKi mocTpinu;
Bepcanblli 3HAKOTh:

— wra6 JyxowniHa!

...A paHku UBiTYTb nepaamMmyTpoM i MajaloTb BpaHillHi 30pi B
TyMaH JaabHboro 6opy.

...A rayxa kaHoHaja pocre.

PocTte nepearposas: ckopo 6yae rposa.

.51 BXOAXXY B KHSXXHMI MacTOK.

Hokrop Tara6art i BapToBMii MIOTb BMHO. AHApIOWIA MNO-
XMypuit cuantb y KyTky. ITotim Anapiowia niixoaiuTb A0 MeHe
it HaiBHO MeyaslbHO Kaxe:

— Cayxait, apyxe! Ornyctn mene!

— Kyan?

AHjapiowa:

— Ha ¢ponr. 5 Giabuie HE MOXY TYT.

Ara! BiH 6inbwe He moxke! | B MeHi panToM cnajaxhHyia
3nicte. Hapewri npopsaiocs. 51 goBro crtpumysas cebe. — Bin
xo4e Ha ¢poHT? Bin xoue nogani Bix uporo HopHoro GpyAHOro
Aina? Bin Xoue BUTEPTH pYKHM it GyTH HeBUHHHM, sik roay0? Biu
MeHi Bigaae “CBOe NMpaBo” KynaTHUCS B KaJllOXaX KPOBH?

Toai # Kpuuy:

— Bu 3a6yBaeTtech! Uyerte?.. Koau BY e pas ckaxere mpo
e, f Bac HeraiiHO po3CTpiJsio.

Joxtop Tarabart IMHAMiYHO:

Taxk #ioro! Tak Horo! — i NOKOTHB pEriT MO MNyCTeNbHUX
nabipuHTax KHAXMX KimHat. — Tak fioro! tak Horo!

Anapiowa 3HiTHBCS, 36.i1 i BuiiuioB i3 kabiHeTy.

JoxTop cka3as:

— Touka! S Bignounny! INpauroit me TH!

st

— XTO Ha uep3i?

— Hino Ne 282.

.

— Beuxirs.

BapToBuit MOBUKHM, MOB aBTOMAaT, BUHLIOB i3 KIMHATH.

(Tax, ue 6yB He3MiHHMII BapTOBHIi: He TiAbKM AHApIOIIA —
i My rpiuman: g i 1okTOp. MM 4acTO yXMASAHMCH AOTISAATH PO3-
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Oh yes! I know: revolt is possible, and my faithful agents roam
around the city’s dark streets and by now there is no room in the prisons
to take up all this guilty and almost unguilty scum of society.

The thundering of the artillery grows louder and louder. Messengers
from the front lines appear more and more often. The dust gathers into
clouds which hang above the city, shadowing the muddy, fiery sun.
Lightning flashes from time to time. The long columns of wagons drag
along, the locomotives emit frightened sounds, the cavalry flees.

Only at the black tribunal of communism the oppressive quiet
remains.

Yes:

hundreds are going to be shot, and I am completely exhausted!

The reactionaries hear the clear, short shots bursting in the dead
silence of the palace reigning over the city; the reactionaries know that this
is General Dukhonin’s late staff!

And the mornings bloom like white mother-of-pearl and the stars fall
into the fog of the distant forest. The dull cannonade grows louder. The storm
is approaching.

I enter the palace.

Dr. Tahabat and the sentinel drink wine. Andriy sits in the corner,
scowling. Then he comes up to me and speaks in a naive, painful voice:

“Listen, friend! Let me go!”

“Where to?” I ask.

“To the front,” says Andriy, “I can’t stand it here any longer.”

So, he can’t stand it here any longer! And anger blows up in me all
of a sudden. Finally it is out. | have been holding myself back for a long
time. —So he wants to go to the front lines! He wants to be as far away as
possible from our dirty business. He wants to wipe his hands and be as
pure as a dove. He gives me his privilege to bathe in the puddles of blood.

Then I shout:

“Comrade, you forget yourself! Do you hear me? If you say this
once more, I will blow your brains out!”

“That’s the way! That’s the way!” laughs Dr. Tahabat violently, and
his laughter rolls through the empty labyrinths of the palace halls. “That’s
the way! That’s the way!”

Andriy grew confused and pale and then left the room.

“That’s enough of that!” the doctor said. “Now I will rest! You go
on!”

“Who is the next one?” I asked.

““Case Number 282.”

“Bring them in,” I said.
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cTpinu. Ane BiH, ueii 1ereHepar, 3aBile 6yB caniaTOM peBOJIOLT,
i Tinbku ToOAi MWOB i3 MOJSA, KOJAM TaHyAM AMMKM i 3aKonyBanu
PO3CTPiNsHUX).

..JIloptbepa po3aBuHyaach, i B Miit kabiner yBiiino aABOe:
XeHLUMHA B TPaBpi # MyxuMHa B nexcHe. Bonu O6y/iu ocTaTouHoO
HansikaHi 06CTAaHOBKOIO: apUCTOKPATUYHA PO3Kill, KHAXKI nopTpe-

TH #i po3rapAisily — MOpPOXHi IJSAIIKK, PEBONbBEPU W CHHIH -
rapkoBUi LHUM.

.

— Bawa daminia?

— 3eT!

— Bawa ¢aminia?

— Irpex!

Myxunna 3i6paB ToHKi 36aia/i ry6u i Bnas y 6e3napaoHHO-
NJIAKCHBHII TOH: BiH nMpocHB mujocTH. 2KeHuwiHHA BTHpasa naar-
KOM oui.

A:

— Jle Bac 3abpanau?

— Tam-To!

— 3a uwo Bac 3abpaau?

— 3a Te-1o!

Ara, y Bac 6yao 3i6panus! SIk MoxyTb 6yTH 3i6paHHd B Ta-
Kuif TPUBOXXHMIA 4yac yHoui Ha npuBaTHili kBapTHPI?

Ara, Bu Teoco¢pu! Lllykaete npasau!.. Hosoi? Tax! Tak!.
Xto x ue?.. Xpucroc?.. Hi?.. Inumii cnacurenp cBity?.. Tak!
Tax! Bac ne 3apoBoabhsic ni Kondyuiii, vi Jlaorce, ni Bynaa, Hi
MaromeT, Hi cam yopT!.. Ara, posymiio: Tpe6a 3anoBHHTH NO-
POXHE Micue...

—-— Tak nmo BalIOMY, 3HAYXTb Yac MpUXoAy HoBoro Mecii?

MyxumHa #i XeHIHHA:

— Tak!

i H

— Bu raaaere, o ueii ncuxonoriunmnii kpusuc tpe6a cnocre-
piratu i B EBpomni, i B Asii, i no Bcix yacTHax cBiTy?

MyxuuHa # XeHHIMHA:

— Tak!

s

— Tak sikoro x BHM 4OpTa, MaTb Bally nmepeTak, He 3po6uTe
uporo Mecito 3 “yeka”?

XKenuwuna 3ansakana. Myxuuna we Gimbwe 36aix. Cysopi
NOPTPETH KHSA35 il KHArMHI NOXMypo AMBHAMCH i3 cTiH. JloHOCH-
Jach KaHOHaAa # TPUBOXHI ryiku 3 Bok3any. Bopoxwuii naHuep-
HHK Hacijae Ha Hawi cTaHuii — nepeaaoTsb y TeaedoH. 3 répo-
Aa poJiTae ramip: rpoxorajiy Nno MoCTOBiit TayaHKH.

...MyxuMHa BnaB Ha KoJiHa i1 npocuB muaocTH. 1 3 cuOK0
IITOBXHYB #i0ro HOroi — i BiH PO3KHHYBCS TOPiJMHLb.

128



The sentinel left the room silently, like a robot.

(Yes, he was irreplaceable, this sentinel. Not only Andriy sinned
sometimes, but also the doctor and I. We very often failed to supervise the
executions. But he, this monster, always remained a soldier of the
revolution, and he used to leave the execution place only when the last of
the smoke dispersed and when the bodies were being buried.)

... The curtain parted and two persons entered: a woman in a black
mourning veil, and a man with glasses. They were apparently completely
frightened by the interior: the aristocratic luxury, the portraits of the
prince’s family, and the clutter: empty bottles, pistols, and the blue
cigarette smoke.

I speak: “Your name?”

SGZ.)’

“And your name?”

‘6Y.9’

The man’s thin lips grew pale and his voice soft and full of tears: he
asked for mercy. The woman was drying her eyes with a handkerchief.

I speak: “Where were you taken?”

“In such and such a place!”

“For what?”

“For this and this!”

Oh! So you were at a meeting! Don’t you know that there should
be no meetings in such a dangerous time, at night, in somebody’s home?

Oh, so ydu are theosophists! You search for truth! ... For new
truth? ... Oh, yes! ... Well, where is it? ... In Christ? ... No? ... In
some other saviour? . . . Oh, yes! You are not satisfied with Confucius, nor
with Lao-tse, nor with Buddha, nor with Mochammed, nor with the devil
himself! Yes, I understand: the vacuum has to be filled.

I speak again: “So you think that now is the time for the new
Messiah to come, eh?”

The man and woman: “Yes!”

I speak: “You think that this psychological crisis is everywhere—in
Asia, and in Europe, and in all other parts of the world?”

The man and the woman: “Yes!”

I speak: “So why the hell, you sons of bitches, don’t you find this
your Messiah in Cheka?”

The woman started to cry. The man grew even paler.

The stern portraits of the prince and the princess stared frowning
down from the walls. The artillery firing could be heard, together with the
alarming whistling from the railroad station. The telephone reports that
the enemy’s armored train is attacking our station. From the city comes
the noise of wagons thundering over the bridge.

... The man fell on his knees begging for mercy. I pushed him with
my foot and he sprawled upon the floor.
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YKeHulMHa NpUOXKAa TPaBp A0 CKPOHi i B po3nyui moxu-
JIMJIacst Ha CTid.

XKeHwpnHa ckasana riyxo i MepTBO:

— Cayxaiite, s MaTn TpboX AiTet!.

— PoacTpinaTs!

BMHTb miscKOuMB BapTOBHii, i yepe3 NiBXBUAMHH B KabiueTi
Hikoro He 6y.0.

Toai a nigifilwoB a0 cToay, HaauB i3 rpadiHa BHHA i 3a/MOM
BunuB. MOTiM 1MOJI0XKHB HA XOJIOAHE HOJMO PYKY # CKka3aB:

— Hani!

VsiliwoB aerenepat. BiH paguTh MeHi OLJMOXHTH Aina i po-
3i6paTH nosaueproBy Crnpasy:

— TiAbKM-HO MpPUBEIM 3 IOpoja HOBY Ipymy BepCabllB,
3Ja€ThCS, BCi YepHHLi, BOHM Ha PUHKY BeJH OABEpTYy arirtalliio
NPOTH KOMYHH.

1 Bxoaus y pomo. TymaH cCTOSIB nepes o4uma, i 1 6yB B TiM
CTaHi, KMl MOXKHa KBanidikyBaTH, K HaA3BHUaHHMA eKCTas.

4 rapaio, wo B TakiM cTaHi ¢aHaTHKK HLWIAM Ha CBSILUEHHY
BifiHy.

S nigifiwor po BikHa # cKa3asB:

— BeuniTtn!

...B kaGiHeT yBa/MBCs WMt HATOBN YepHHLb. S uboro
He GaumB, ane 51 ue BinuysaB. 51 AuBUBCS Ha ropoi. Bevo-
pimo. — $ 1OBro He noBepTaBcs, S CMaKyBaB: BCiX ix
yepe3 ABi roauHu He Gyae! — Bedopino. — 1 3HoBy ne-
pearposoBi GauckaBuui pisaaM kpaesui. Ha panbuiomy
o6pito 3a uerejbHe0 MiABOAWIMCL IMMKH. Bepcanbui Ha-
ciganu moTo i Apo — ue nepegaioTh y Teaedon. Ha ny-
CTeNLHUX TPAKTaX 3pifKa BUPOCTAIOTL 0603U i NOCMIlLHO
BiACTYNaloTh Ha MiBHiu. B cTeny cToaTh, sIK AajbHi Gara-
THpi, KaBasepificbki CTOPOXKEBi 3aroHH.

Tpusora.

B ropoai kpamuuui 3abuti. Fopox mepTBHil i Hie B au-
Ky cepeaHbOBiuHy aanb. Ha He6i BupocTaoTh 30pi it npo-
JUBAIOTh HA 3em/i0 3eseHe GosoTHaHe cBiTa0. TloTiM ra-
CHYTb, NMPONAAAIOTh.

Ane MeHi Tpe6a cniwnTH! 32 MOEIO CMMHOIO Ipyna YepHHULb!
Hy aa, meni Tpe6a crniwuTH: B migBani 6UTKOM HaOHTO.

1 piwyye noBepTaloch i Xouy cka3aTH Ge3BUXinHE:

~— PO3-CTPi-AATb ..

aje s MoBepTawCh i 6auy — npsIMO nepeAi MHOI CTOITb MOst
MaTH, MOS MleyajbHa MaTH, 3 ouMma Mapii.
sl B TpuBO3i MeTHyBcsl B GiK: wo ue — ramouuHauisa? 51 B
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The woman pressed the black veil to her temples and stooped over
the table in despair.

She said in a deep dead voice:

“Listen, I am a mother of three children! . ..

“Shoot them!” I say.

The sentinel jumped up and in a few seconds my office was empty.

Then I went up to the table, filled my glass with wine and hastily
gulped it down. Then I put my hand on my cold forehead and said:

“Next one!”

The monster entered. He says I should stop my regular cases and
investigate an exceptionally important one. He says that they have just
brought in a group of reactionaries, all nuns: yesterday they were
demonstrating in the city, preaching against communism.

I assumed my role. Haze was covering my eyes, and I was in a state
of ecstasy. I think that the Christian fanatics fought the Crusades in such a
state.

I went to the window and said:

“Bring them in!”

... A whole crowd of nuns filled my office. But I did
not see nor feel this. I was looking at the city. It was getting
dark.— I did not turn around for a long while, enjoying the
thought: in a couple of hours they will all cease to exist! —It
was getting dark.— And again lightning flashes, foreboding
storm. On the far horizon behind the brickyard the smoke
rises slowly. The reactionaries press violently and fiercely, as
the telephone reports. On the desert roads, wagon caravans
appear from time to time, retreating toward the north. In the
steppe the cavalry guard regiments wait, like legendary ancient
heroes. Alarm! The shop windows in the city are nailed up
with boards. The city is dead, disappearing in the savage time
of the Middle Ages. The stars grow on the sky, pouring onto
the ground their green muddy light. Then they die out,
disappear.

But I must hurry! I have a whole mob of nuns behind my back! Yes,
I have to hurry: the cellars are full up.

I turn around, determined and ready to say the inexorable:

“Shoot them!” . ..

’”

but as I turn around, I see—just before my eyes—my mother, my
suffering mother, with her eyes of the Virgin Mary.

I jumped aside in consternation: what is this? Hallucination? I
jumped aside in consternation and shouted:
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TPUBO3i MeTHYBCA B OiK i CKPUKHYB:

— Tu?

[ uyio 3 HATOBMY KEHUWMH 3aXKypHe:

— Cuny! mili Mm’aTexuuit cuny!

5 mouyBaio, w0 oT-0T ynaapy. MeHi AypHO, i CXOMHUBCS pYy-
KOI0 3a Kpicso i noxuauBCs.

Ane B TOI1 XXe MOMEHT DeriT rpOXOTOM NMOKOTHBCS, GYXHYBCA
06 cremo i nponas. To gokTop TaraGar:

— “Mamo”?! Ax T, yoproBa kykao! Cici 3axoriB? “Ma-
Mo”?!

$1 BMUTb onam’siTaBcs i CXONMBCS PYKOIO 32 MaB3ep.

— YopT! — i KMHYBCS Ha HLOKTOpA.

AJle TOit XONOJHO TOAMBUBCS HA2 MEHE it CKa3aB:

— Hy, Hy, Tuxwe, 3paaHuky komyHu! 3yMmiil po3npaBHTHCH
i 3 “mamor0” (BiH nigkpecauB “3 mamor”), K yMiB po3npasisi-
THCH 3 iHLIMMH.

I MoBukHM oAiiLOB.

.71 octroBnis. Baiauit, malixke MepTBHil, CTOSIB A1 Nepeji MOB-
Ya3HAM HATOBMOM YepHHMLb i3 po3ryGJeHNMH OYMMA, K 3albKO-
Banuii BoBK. (Lle A GauuB y riraHTcbKe TPIOMO, 110 BHUCiJIO Ha-
NpoTH).

Tax! — cxonuau HapewTi i Apyruil kineub moei nywi! Baxe
He My § Ha Kpail ropoa 3/J04HHHO XoBaTH cebe. | Tenep s maw
OJHO TiJIbKH MpaBo:

—— HIKOMY, HiKOJMM # HiYOro He rOBOPHTH, SIK PO3KOJIOJOCH
MO€ BJacHe “s1”.

I 5 ronoBu He 3ary6us.

Mucai pizamu Miit mosok. Lo g mywy pobutu? Hesxe 4,
canpat peBoJiouii, cxu6ao B uei BianoeizanbHuit MmomeHnT? He-
BXKE 5l MOKUHY YaTH it raHeGHO 3paj Ky KOMYHY?

...51 31aBUB wiesieny, NOXMypo MOAMBHUBCS Ha MaTip i CkasaB
pisko:

— Bcix y nmigBan. §1 3apa3 6yry TyT.

Ane He BCTUr S LbOrO NMPOMOBHTH, SIK 3HOBY KabGiHeT 3aipH-
XaB OJ, PeroTy.

Toxi s noBepHyBCst A0 AOKTOpa K KHMHYB 4iTKO:

— HokTtope Tarabat! Bu, oueBunHo, 3a6yan, 3 KUM MaeTe
Rino? Uu He xouere ¥ BM B wTab JyxoBiHa... 3 wiclo cBoAOUUIO!
— 5 MaxHyB PYKOIO B Toil 6iK, le CTOs/Ja MOSl MAaTH, i MOBYKH BH-
fiwios i3 kabiHery.

...51 3a co6o10 HiyOro He nouys.

..Bin maeTky s niwoB, MoB I'siHUH, B HiKyAM 1O CyTiH-
Kax nepeirposoBoro AyuiHoro Beuopa. KaHoHaza pocaa.
3HOoBy cnanaxyBajM AHMMKH Hajl JAaJbHbOIO ILEresbHEI.
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“You?”

Out of the crowd I can hear the sorrowful:

“My son! My rebellious son!”

I feel that I am going to faint any minute. I feel dizzy, I grabbed the
back of the chair and stooped toward the ground.

But at this moment a wave of laughter burst toward the ceiling and
disappeared. This is Dr. Tahabat.

—“Mama?!” Oh, you lousy bastard! ‘“You want pee-pee? Mama?!”

I took hold of myself and grabbed my gun.

“The hell with you!” —and I jumped at the doctor.

But he looked at me calmly and said:

“Steady, steady, you traitor to communism! Why don’t you do with
your “mom” (and he distinctly said “mom”) what you did with the
others?”

I turned around silently.

. . . I was stupefied. Pale, almost dead, I stood in front of the crowd
of nuns, confused and derided. (I could see myself in the huge mirror
hanging in front of me.)

. . . Yes!—they have finally gotten hold of the other part of my soul!
I shall never hide myself again like a criminal in the outskirts of the city! 1
have only one right left:

—not to say anything to anybody about how *“my being’’ was split in
two.

And I did not lose my head.

Thoughts were cutting my brain. What must I do? Is it possible that
I, a soldier of the revolution, will yield in this responsible moment? Is it
possible that I will leave my post and become a shameless traitor to
communism?

I bit my teeth, looked at my mother with a sullen look, and said
harshly:

“Put them all in the cellar. I will stay here for a while.”

But as soon as I said that, the room again shook with laughter.

Then I turned around and said clearly to the doctor:

“Dr. Tahabat! You apparently have forgotten with whom you are
dealing. Or maybe you too want to join General Dukhonin’s late staff . . .
together with this trash!” —I gestured with my hand in the direction where
my mother stood and left the room without saying a word.

There was silence behind my back.

... I was walking into nowhere, away from the palace,
strolling along like a drunk through the shadows of the evening
stuffy before storm. The artillery grew louder. The smoke was
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3a KypraHoMm rpoxoTajii MaHLUEPHUKH: TO HILIA MiX HH-
MH pimyya ayenn. Bopoxi nonku spo Hacipanm Ha iH-
cyprenTiB. Ilaxao poscrpinamu.

51 HwoB y Hikyau. [ToB3 meHe nmpoxoxuan o6o3u, mpo-
JiTaaM KaBaJepUCTH, TPOXOTaJM MO MOCTOBill TayaHKH.
[opoa cTosiB y nuay, i Bedip He po3psAAHB 3apsiLy nepei-
rpo3ss.

S fwoB y Hikyau. Bes mucam, 3 Tynowo nycToTolo, 3
BaXKOI0 Barol Ha CBOiX NMOrop6JeHHX miaedax.

S iiwoB y Hikyau.

I

...Tak, ue 6yan HeMoXauBi xBuauHH. Lle 6yna Mmyka. — Ane
s B)XKe 3HaB, fiK s 3p06.io.

$1 3HaB i Toai, KOAM MOKMHYB MAETOK. IHaKle g He BUiilIOB GU
TaK WBHAKO 3 KabiHeTy.

...Hy z1a, s myiwy 6yTH nocnigoBHum!

.. niny wiu s posbupas jgina.

Toai Ha MpoTH3i KibKOX TEMHUX rOAMH NEPiORMYHO cnana-
XyBaJM KOpOTKi it uiTki nocrpinu:

— 4, I'J1aBKOBEpPX YOPHOro TPUOyHANy KOMYHHM, BHKOHYBaB
cBOi 06OB'A3KH Nepe] PeBOJIOLLEIO,

..] xi6a To Mos BMHa, W0 0Gpa3 Moei MaTepH He MOKHIAB
MeHe B L0 Hi4 Hi HA XBUJIHHY?

Xi6a To mos BHHA?

...B 06ix npuiiioB AHapiowa i KHHYB MOXMYypoO:
— Cayxait! JosBoab ii BunyctuTh!

— Koro?
— TBoio marip!

(moBuy).

[ToTiMm nouyBaiw, wo MeHi 10 6o XoueTbCs CMiSTHCH. S
He BUTPUMYIO i perouy Ha BCi KiMHaTH.

AHjapioia CyBopo AMBHTbCS Ha MeHe. Moro piwyue He MOX-
Ha mi3sHaTH.

— Cayxait. Hasiwo us menoapama?

Miii naiBumnit Angpowa xoTiB GyTH Ha ueil pa3 NPOHUKIH-
BHUM. AJie BiH NMOMMJMBCH.

S1 (rpy6o):

— IpoBanisaii!

Anjprowa it Ha ueil pas 36aia.

Ax, ueit HaiBHMH KOMYHap OCTAaTOYHO Hi4OTO He pPO3YMie.
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rising again above the distant brick kilns. Behind the mound,
the armored trains thundered: a decisive duel was taking place.
The enemy forces were fiercely fighting the insurgents. There
was a smell of execution.

I was walking into nowhere. Nearby the columns
were dragging, the cavalry was fleeing, the wagons were
thundering over the bridge. The city was smothering in the
dust, and the evening did not shoot off the ammunition of the
oncoming storm.

I was walking into nowhere. Without thoughts, with dull
vacuity, with a heavy weight on my stooping shoulders.

I was walking into nowhere.

I

... Yes, those were impossible moments. That was a torture!—But I
knew what I was going to do.

I knew this even at the time I left the palace. Otherwise I wouldn’t
have left it that fast.

... Well, I have to be consistent!

... So I worked all night.

Then for a few dark hours the short clear shots flashed periodically:

—I, the chairman of the black tribunal of communism, was carrying
out the duties entrusted to me by the revolution.

... Was it my fault, then, that the image of my mother did not leave
me that night, not for one moment?

Was it my fault?

... During dinner time Andriy came to me and said gloomily:

“Listen! Release her!”

“Whom?” I asked.

“Your mother!”

I don’t say anything. Then I feel that I have a tremendous urge to
laugh. I can’t hold myself back any longer and I burst out with laughter,
filling all the rooms with it.

Andriy stares at me very coldly. I cannot recognize him at all.

“Listen. Why this melodramatic situation?”

My naive Andriy wanted to be very penetrating this time. But he was
wrong.

I speak very roughly:

“Beat it!”

Andriy grew pale this time too.
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Bin GykBanbHO He 3Hae, HaBiwo us Ge3riysna, 3Bips4a XOpCTO-
KicTb. Bin Hiyoro He 6aunTb 3a MOiM XOJIOAHHUM JepeB’SIHUM 06-
JUYYSIM.

A:

— I3Bonu B Tenedou! Y3Haii, ae Bopor!

Aunaprowa:

— Cayxait!..

— JI3Bonu B Tenedon! Y3uaii, ae sopor!

B uefi MOMEHT Hal MaeTKOM MPOHICCA 3 WHMOTIHHAM CHapSLA
i Hepaneko posipsaBscsi. 3a6psi3yanu BikHa, i JyHa miwaa no rya-
KHX NMOPOXHIX KHSXKHX KiMHATax.

B TpyGky neperaioTb: Bepcanblli HacizaoTb, Bxe GAU3BKO:
3a Tpu BepcTBH. Kosaui po3’isgum nokasaaucs 6ias craHuii: iH-
CYpPreHTH BiACTYNaioTb. — KpuuuTh Aa/bHiii BOK3aabHUil PiXKOK.

..AHApIOIIa BCKOYKB, 32 HUM i 4.

..Kypinn nani. 3HoBy cnanaxysaanm aumu Ha ropusonTi. Hag
ropoaom xmapoto crosB nuia. CoHue-miab, i He6a He BUAHO. Tifb-
K¥ ropoBa MyTHa KypsiBa MyaJja Hajl jajeKuM HeGocxunom. 3xaifi-
MaJucs 3 A0poru ¢aHTaCTHYHI XyPTOBHHH, 6ir/IM y BUCOUiHb, pO3~
pisanu npoctopy, nepesitanu oceli i 3HOBY MYaaH it Muaan. Cto-
710 MOB 3a4apoBaHe Nepeirpoass.

..A TyT Gyxkanu rapmaTy. Jletiim kaBanepuctd. Bigxoanan
Ha MiBHiY Ta4yaHKH, 0GO3H.

...51 3a6yB npo Bce. I HiYOro He 4yB i — cam He mam’sitaw,
fIK Nonas 1o migBany.

I3 asBoHOM posipsanacs Ginst MeHe wpanHeas, i Ha ABOpi
CTaso nopoxHbo. 5 ninifwos po ABepeil i TINLKU-HO XOTIB 3MPK-
HYTH B HEBEJHUKe BiKOHIE, 1€ CHAiJa MOS MaTH, Ik XTOCb y3siB
MeHe 3a pyKy. 5l noBepHyBCS —

— lereHepar.

— Or Tak crpaxa! Bci nosrikam!.. xi... xi...

— Bu?

Bin:

—1? O, a1! — i nocTykaB naJbliem 1o ABepax.

Tak, ue 6yB Bipuuii nec pesomouii. Bin cTosiTHMe Ha yaTax
i He nix Takum oruem! TNam’sitaio, s Nogymas TOAi:

— “ue cropox Mmoei aywi” i Ges MUCAM NOGPiB Ha MiCbKi
nycTHpi.

...A Han Beuip niBieHHY yacTHHY okoauui 6ya0 3aXONJeHO.
Mycuau itTv Ha niBHiy, 3aaummnTH ropoa. TpoTe iHCyprenTam aaHo
HaKa3a 3ajepXaTuCb 10 HOYi, i BOHM CTIlKO BMHpaJM Ha Bajax,
Ha MiACTynax, Ha PO3LOPIMIKAX i B MOBUYA3HMX 3aKyTKaxX Mil-
BODOTEHb.
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Oh, this naive communist—he just does not understand anything. He
literally does not know what this absurd, animal-like cruelty is for. He
cannot see anything behind my cold and wooden face.

I speak:

“Ring them up! Find out where the enemy is!”
Andriy:

“Listen! ...”

I:

“Ring them up! Find out where the enemy is!”

At the moment I said that, a hissing artillery shell whizzed over the
palace and exploded nearby. The windows rattled and the noise echoed
through the empty resonant rooms.

Over the telephone they say that the reactionaries are close, only
about two miles away. The Cossack scouts have reached the station: the
insurgents retreat. —The distant whistle in the station calls for help.

.. . Andriy ran out. I followed him.

... The whole expanse was reeking. Again the smoke was exploding
over the horizon. Above the city there was a cloud of dust. The sun was
the color of copper, and one could not see the sky. Only far away, high
above, the turbid cloud of dust was spreading with great speed. The dust
phantoms rose up from the roads into the firmament, invaded the pure
space, flew over the villages, and galloped in the distance. The atmosphere
of oncoming storm waited as if hypnotized.

... Around us the shells thudded. Cavalry was fleeing. Columns of
wagons were retreating to the north.

... I forgot about everything. I did not hear anything, and I don’t
know how I got to the cellar.

Like a bell, shrapnel exploded behind my back, and emptiness and
silence ensued. I went to the door, and as I tried to look into the cell
through the smail door-window to see if my mother was there, I felt
somebody touch my hand. I turned around.

—It was the monster.

“Look at those guards,” he laughed— “they all ran away.”

“And you?” I said.

He said:

“Me? Oh, I stay here!” and he tapped with his finger on the door.

Yes, this was the faithful watch dog of the revolution. He will always
remain at his post, even under stronger fire. I remember how at that
moment a thought flashed through my mind:

—*he is the guard of my soul” and without thinking any more, I
dragged myself into the empty city.

... But toward evening the southern part of the city was taken. We
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...Ane mo x a?

..lmna cmiwHa eBakyauis, ilwsa yiTka nepecTpinka, i 1 ocTa-
TOYHO 36MBaBCH 3 Hir!

MNannan poxkymentu. Oxnpasiasiiu naprii 3an0xHuKiB. Bpaan
pewTy KOHTPHOYUiH...

.51 octaTouno 36uBaBcH 3 Hir!

..Ane panTom BHpHHANO 06GAHYYsl MOei MaTepH, i si 3HOBY
YyB 3a)XypHMi1 i BnepTHit rosoc.

S1 opkmparo Bojoccsl i MOWIMPEHHMM OYMMa JAMBHMBCS Ha
MiCbKy GawuTy. I 3HOBY Beuopiso, i 3HOBY Ha MiBAHi ropiau ocedi.

...Hopuuit TpuGynan komyuu 36upaeTbcs 10 nobiry. HaBau-
TaxyioTb nigBoau, 6peiyTb 06034, NOCMILIAIOTL HATOBIM HA MiB-
Hiu. TilbKK Hall CaMOTHIil MaHUEepHUK 3aBMUpac B rauGuHi 6opy
i saTpuMye 3 npaBoro ¢JaHry BOPOXKi MOJIKH.

...Anpprowa peco i3Huk. HdokTop Tara6aTt crnokilHO CHAUTDH
Ha KaHamni # e puHO. BiH MOBUKM CTEXHTb 32 MOIMH HaKa3amH
# apinka ipoHiuHO morasizae Ha NOPTPeT KHA3fA. AJne ueit norasn
i BifuyBalo came Ha coGi, i BiH MeHe HepBYe il HENOKOIThb.

...CoHue saiimmio. Konae Beuip. HaaxoauTtb niu. Ha Banax
inyTp nepeGixku, i opxHoMaHiTHO BiabGuBae Kynemet. IlycTenbHi
KHSIKi KIMHaTH 3aBMepsiM B YeKaHHi.

S1 IMBMOCA HA AOKTOpA /i He BHHOLLY LBOrO MOrJASAY B ApeB-
Hi nmoprper.

A1 pisko Kaxy:

— HokTope Tarabat! yepe3 roguHy si Mywy JiKBiiyBaTH
OCTaHHIO NAapTilo 3acCyJKeHuX. Sl Mywy NpUiAHATH OTpSA.

Toai BiH iponiuHo it Gaiipyxe:

— Hy, i wo x? Ho6pe!

S1 xBuMOIOC, ane AOKTOP €XHAHO AMBUTHCS Ha MeHe it ycMi-
xaetbcs. — O, BiH, Geanepeyno, posymie, B uomy cnpasa! Lle x
y uiit naprii 3acyaxeHux Mos MaTH.

— Byab nacka, nokuHbTe KiMHaTYy!

HoxTop:

— Hy, i mo x? HoGpe!

Toai 81 He BUTpUMYIO §i HaNEHIIO:

— Jlokrope Tarabar! OcTaHHiii pa3 nonepepxaio: He xap-
Ty#Te 3i MHOIO!

Ane ronoc miit spuBaeThes, i MeHi Gysbkae B ropai. 1 nopu-
BalOCsl CXOMUTH MaB3epa # TYT e NPUKIHUUTH 3 LOKTOPOM, ane st
pantom nouysaio ce6e XKaJKUM, HiIKYEeMHHM i Ti3Hal0, 110 Big MeHe
BiAX0ASTh pewTku Boi. 51 cinato Ha kaHany #i xani6Ho, SIK MOGH-
THit 6e3cuamii nec, ausmocsa Ha TaraGara.

...Ane #inyTh xBuamHu. TpeGa BUpPYIATH.

ST 3HoBy Gepy cebe B pyKy i B OCTaHHiii pa3 AMBJIOCS Ha
HaJMEHHHI NOPTpeT KHArUHI.

TbMma.
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have to retreat to the north and to leave the city. But the insurgents were
given orders to hold the city until the night came and they were dying
heroically on the earthworks, in the tunnels, on crossroads and in silent
corners of the city gates.

.. . But what about me?

... We were evacuating very hastily, amid the clear whistling of bullets.
I was tiring myself out completely! Documents were burning, the hostages
were being shipped away. The ransacking of the city was continuing.

... I was tiring myself out completely!

... But suddenly my mother’s face would appear in my eyes and [
could hear again the worried, persistent voice. I push my hair back and
with wide-opened eyes stare at the city tower. It was getting dark again,
and the villages were still burning.

... The black tribunal of communism is getting ready for the flight.
The wagons are being loaded, some of them pull away, the crowds are
pushing to the north. Only our single armored train is slowly dying in the
depth of the forest, holding back the right flank of the enemy’s forces.

... Andriy disappeared somewhere. Dr. Tahabat sits leisurely on the
couch, drinking wine. He silently watches what I do, and from time to
time glances ironically at the prince’s portrait. But I can feel this same
kind of look on my body and this makes me nervous and disturbed.

... The sun went down. The evening is dying. Night is approaching.
On the earthworks, rifle shots and machine guns rattle monotonously. The
deserted rooms of the palace look dead, as if waiting for something.

[ look at the doctor and I cannot stand the way he stares at the
portrait of the prince.

I speak harshly:

“Dr. Tahabat! In another hour I have to execute the last party of the
condemned. I have to take charge of the company.”

Then he says indifferently and ironically:

“Well? All right!”

I am nervous, but the doctor looks at me with an obsequious smile
on his face. —Oh, he certainly understands what this is all about! My
mother is in this last party.

I speak:

“Leave the room, please!”

The doctor:

“Well! All right.”

Then I lose control of myself and blurt out:

“Dr. Tahabat! I remind you for the last time; do not joke with me!”

But my voice breaks down and my throat bubbles with words. I
want to grab my gun and finish with the doctor, but all of a sudden I feel
very pitiable and worthless, and I understand that the rest of my will
power is leaving me. I sit down on the couch like a dog who has been
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. — KoHusoit!
BaproBuit yBiiiluoB i x0/0KHUB:
— INapTito BuBeau. PoscTpin npusHaueHo 3a MiCTOM: moya-
TOK Gopy.

...I3-3a panbHix orporiB BupuHaB Micsub. [MoTiM nauMB no TuH-
XHUX FOoNyGMX TNOTOKAaX, OAKMAAIOYM JUMOHHI Gpusku. OniBHOUI
NPOHH3aB 3eHiT i 3yNUHHUBCS Hajl Ge30JHel0.

...B répoai crosna enepriiina nepecrpinka.

..My il o niBHivHik K0pO3i.

51 Hikoan He 3a6yny uiei MOBYasHOiI npouecii — TEMHOro
HaTOBMy Ha pO3CTPia.

[Mosany puninu TauaHkwy.

ABaHrapioM — KOHBO/iHi KOMyHapH, jaji — HaTOBN uep-
HULb; B apieprapii — s, ue KOHBOHHI KomyHapu it poktop Ta-
rabar.

...Alle MM HananM Ha CMpaBXHIX BepcasibUiB: 3a BCIO LOPOTY
XOJHA YepHHUs He MPOMOBWJA XOAHOro cioBa. Lle 6yaum wwupi
danaTHuxm.

51 AiwoB no 1oposi, 9K Toxi — B HiKyIH, a 360Ky MeHe 6penn
CTOpPOXi Moei aywi: gokTop i aereHepar. S1 IMBMBCS B HATOBH,
ane s TaMm Hiyoro He GauuB.

3are s BiguyBaB:

— TaMm imvia Mo MaTy
3 NOXWJIEHOI Tof0Bol0. S BizuyBaB: naxHe M’STOIO.
1 rnaavs 11 MUYy FOJIOBY 3 HATLOTOM CPiGASICTOT CHBHHH.

Ane pantom nepesi MHOK BHpocTasia 3aripHa jaanb. Togai
MeHi 3HOBY 10 6OJIO XOTiNOCS BNacTH Ha KOJiHA i MOJIMTOBHO
AMBUTUCS HA BOJIOXATHA CHJIYET YOPHOrO TPUOYHANY KOMYHH.

...5 81aBMB ronoBy i iwoB no MepTBii KOpo3i, a mosaxy
MEHE PHNIIK TayaHKHU,

S1 pantom BizkuHYBCh: wo ue? ramouuHauifn? Hepxke wue
roJloc Moei maTepu?

I 3HOBY 51 nisHaio ce6e HiKUEMHOIO MOAMHOIO it Mi3HAIO: AeCh
ML cepuem HyauTb. | He pULaTH, a NAaKaTH JPIGHEHbKUMH C/IbO-
3aMH XOTIIOCH MeHi — TaK, Ik B ANTHHCTBI, HA TeMJMX IPynsiX.

I cnanaxuyno:

— HeBxe s Beny ii Ha poacTpin?

o ue: mifichicTs uM ramonunauis?

Ase ue Gyna AiNCHICTb: CIPaBXHs XHUTTbOBA AifiCHICTD —
XMKa # XKOPCTOKA, SIK 3rpasi rONOAHNX BOBKiB. lle 6y.na aiiicHicTb
Ge3BUXifHa, HEMUHYYa, SIK CaMa CMepTb.

...Ane, Moxe, Le noMuaka?
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beaten, and look at Tahabat.

... But time flies. I have to go.

I take hold of myself again and look for the last time at the
lofty-aired portrait of the princess.

Darkness.

“Guard!” I shout.

The sentinel entered and reported: —They have taken them out. The
execution will take place outside the city: at the edge of the woods.

The moon emerged from behind the distant foothills. It floated on the
quiet blue waters, splashing with lemon-like squirts of waves. At midnight
she punctured the zenith and hung over the abyss.

. . . There was heavy firing in the city.

. . . We were walking on the north road.

I shall never forget this murky procession—this dark crowd of people
doomed to die.

Behind my back the wagons were creaking.

The front consisted of our guards. Then came the party of nuns; I
was in the rear with some more guards and Dr. Tahabat.

... But we have come across some real reactionaries: during the
whole walk, not one of the nuns opened her mouth. They are real fanatics.

I was walking, like the other time, into nowhere; at either side of me
the guardians of my soul are walking: the doctor and the monster. I was
looking at the crowd of nuns but I could see nothing there.

But I felt:

—my mother was walking
there with a bowed head. I could sense the smell of mint.
I caressed her beloved head covered with silver hair.

But suddenly I could see before me the untouchable distance. Then 1
had a desire to fall on my knees again and pray to the black tribunal of
communism.

I squeezed my head in my hands and walked the dead road. Behind
my back the wagons were creaking.

But what is this, a hallucination? All of a sudden I heard a voice. Is
this the voice of my mother?

And again [ know that I am a contemptible person, and there is an
unpleasant feeling inside my breast. And I did not want to cry, but just to
shed my tears, as in my childhood, on somebody’s warm chest.

Then I burst out:

“Am I going to have her shot?

What is this: reality or a dream?”

But this was reality: true reality of life—fierce and ravenous, like a
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Moxe, Tpe6a iHakue 3pobuTH?

Ax, ue x GOIOHCTBO, JIErKOAYXiCTb. €CTb Xe MEBHE JKUTThO-
Be mpaBuao: errare humanum est. Yoro x T06i? INomuasiica!
i nomunsiiica came Tak, a He Tak!.. | iKi MOXYyTb GyTH NOMUIKH?

BoicTuny: ue 6yna aificHicTs, SIK 3rpas roJojHuX BOBKIB.
Ane ue 6yna it exMHa jgopora Ao 3aripuux osip HeBizomoi mpe-
KpacHOi KOMYHH.

...I Toxi s ropis B orHi danaTusmy # uiTko BiaGMBaB KPOKM
no niBHiuHiit 1OpO3i.

...MoBuasHa npouecia nizxoauna go 6opy. 1 He nam’sartaio,
Ik PO3CTABJASJM UYEPHHLb,  MaM’'ATalo:

10 MeHe MigifilIoB IOKTOp i MOJOXUB MeHi PYKY Ha mJeuve:

— Bawa matu tam! Po6iTb, o xouere!

A1 noanBuBCs:

— 3 HATOBNY BHAINKJIACA NOCTATb i TMXO CAaMOTHO MilwIa Ha
y3aices.

...Micaup cToas y 3eniti # Bucis Hax Gesoxuero. Jlani Biaxo-
IWJa B 3eN€HO-JMMOHHY 6e3BicTb MepTBa popora. [IpaBopyy ma-
SIYUB CTOpPOXKEBUI 3ariH moiioro 6aTasbitoHy. I B el MOMEHT
Haj répojioM 3HABCA PSICHHI OrOHb — MEpecTpiJKa 3HOBY 6uaa
TpuBory. To BiZXoaumu iHCYpreHTH, — TO MOMITHB BOpOr. —
360Ky po3ipBaBcsi CHapsiA.

.1 BuiiHgB i3 KOOypH MaB3epa if MOCMIUIHO MilIOB A0 CAMOT-
Hoi nocTtaty. I Toai XK, nam’aTalo, cnasaxHyau KOPOTKi OrHi: Tak
KiHYaJ¥ 3 YepHULISAMU.

I Toai x nam’siTaro —

360Ky BIAapWB Y TPMBOTY Hall MaHUEPHUK. — 3aryuis Jic.
MeTHyBCS BOroHb — pas,

ABa —

i we — ynap! ynap!

...Hanupatote Bopoxi noaku. Tpe6a cniwmti. AX, Tpeba
cniwuTH!

Ane s itny i finy, a oAMHOKA NOCTATh MOEI MaTepH BCe TaM
xe. Bona croitb, 3BiBIIM pyKH, i 3aXypHO AMBUTHCA Ha MeHe.
S1 nocniwano Ha ue 3ayapoBaHe HEMOXJMBE y3JicCsl, 2 OJMHOKA
NnocTaThb yCe TaM e, BCe TaM XKe.

Haskpyru — nycro. Tijabku Micsub M€ 3eaeHuit CBiT 3 npo-
HU3aHOro 3eHiTy. 5 Aepxy B pyui MaB3epa, aje Mosl pyka ciaabie,
i 1 oT-0T 3annauy Api6GHEHbKUMH CIbO3aMH, K Y IMTUHCTBI Ha
TEMIMX TPpyasix. S nopuBalOCs KPUKHYTH:

— Marn! Kaxy T06i: ian 10 MeHe! S mywy BO6uUTH TeGe.

I pixe miii Mo30K HeBecesmil rosoc. $1 3HOBY uyio, K MaTH
ropoputh, wo g (ii M’'aTexHuil cuH) 30BciM 3amyuuB ceGe.

...I11o ue? Hesxe 3HOBy ramouuHauis?

1 Binkuzaw roJosy.
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pack of hungry wolves. This was reality without solution, inescapable like
death itself.

. . . But maybe this is a mistake?

Maybe I should not do it?

But this is cowardice, the result of being uncertain. There is a rule in
life: errare humanum est. So what do you care? Make mistakes! and make
this mistake and not that one! . . . there are no mistakes!

Truly, this was reality, like a pack of hungry wolves. But this was the
only way to the distant untouchable lakes of the beautiful unknown
communism.

... And then I was full of the fanatic fire and my footsteps
thundered on the northern road.

.. . The silent procession reached the forest. I don’t remember where
they took the nuns; I only remember:

how the doctor came up to me and put his hand on my shoulder:

“Your mother is there! Do what you want!”
I looked in the direction of the nuns: a lonely figure departed
from the crowd and walked toward the forest.

... The moon hung over the abyss in the zenith of the sky. The dead
road was slowly escaping into the lemon-green distance. On my right stood
the guard platoon of my company. And at that moment the city lighted
up with heavy firing—the bullets were again sounding the alarm. The
enemy has noticed the retreat of the insurgents.

A shell exploded nearby.

... I took the pistol out of its case and ran up to the lonely figure.
And I remember how then the night lit up with short bright shots: the
nuns were being shot.

And I also remember:

out of the woods our armored train sounded the alarm. The
forest moaned. The fire flashed—once,

twice—

and again, and again!

The enemy is approaching. I have to hurry. Oh, I have to hurry!

And I walk, and walk, and the solitary figure of my mother remains
on the same spot. She stands with uplifted arms staring at me with a
worried look. I hurry toward that incredible charmed place, and the
solitary figure remains always in the same place.

There is no one around. Only the moon sheds its green light from
the punctured sky. I hold my gun in my hand, but my hand grows weak,
and I have a feeling that I will start crying soon, as in my childhood, on
somebody’s warm chest. I want to shout:

—Mother! Come here, I tell you! I have to kill you.

And my brain is being sliced by the sorrowful voice. I can hear again
my mother say that I (her rebellious son) have tired myself out completely.
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Tak, ue 6yna raJiouMHauisi: g 1aBHO BX€ CTOSIB HA NMOPOXK-
HiM yajicci HanpoTH cBoei maTepu H HMBHMBCS Ha Hei.

Bona moBuana.

...Ilanuepuux 3apesiB y Gopy. 3aifimaaucs ordi. luna rposa.
Bopor mniwoB y araky. IHCypreHTH BiiXOXATb.

..Toxi 1 y mnocTti, oxonjeHnit Moxapom SIKOICb HEMOKJIN-

BOI PajOCTH, 3aKHHYB PYKY Ha LIMIO CBO€i MaTepu i NPUTHUCHYB
ii rosoBy a0 cBoix rpyneit. IloTim niaBiB MaBsepa it HaxaB CRycK

Ha CKpPOHIO.
Sk 3pizanmit KosOC, MOXUAMIACA BOHA He MeHe.
9 nonoxuB ii Ha 3emmo # AMKO 03upHyBcA. — HaBkpyru

6yJ10 nopoxkHbo. TiMbkK 360Ky TEMHINIM Temi TPYNH YePHULb. —
Hexnaneko rpoxotanu opyxis.

.51 3a/M0KVB pYKYy B KMUICHIO i TYT Xe 3raias, W0 B KHS-
HKHUX MOKOAX 1 uoch 3abyB.

“OT aypeHs!” — nopymas .

..JloTim cknHyBCA:

— e XK JMoau’?

Hy-na, meni Tpe6a cmiwmty po csBoro Oaraibiony! — I 4
KHHYBCS Ha JOpOry.

Ane He 3po6uB 91 §i TPLOX KPOKiB, SIK 1LOCb MEHE 3YTHMHWJIO.

Sl appurnyB i no6ir no Tpyny marepH.

S1 cTaB nepex HUM Ha KOJiHAa # MUIBHO BAMBJSABCSA B 06/Mu-
ug. Ane BoHo Gyno meptBe. [lo woui, nam’aTan, TEKNd TEMHHUM
CTPYMeHeM KpOB.

Toni s 3BiB w0 Oe3BUXiAHY roJoBy { MOXAAJIUBO BMHUBCSA
yctaMu B Gianit 106. — TbMa.

I pantom uyio:

— Hy, xomyHape, niaBoabcs! IMopa po 6aranbitony!

51 3upknyB i no6Gaums:

— nepeji MHOIO 3HOBY CTOSIB Ae€reHepar.

Ara, s 3apa3. 4 sapa3. Tak, meHi aaBHo nopa! — Toui #
NnonpasvB peMiHb CBOr0 MaB3epa # 3HOBY KMHYBCH Ha A0pOry.

...B creny, six zanbHi 6oraTupi, cTOsIM KiHHi iHCypreHTH. S
6ir TyaM, 31aBHBLIM TOJIOBY.

..luma rposa. [Jecy npoGuBamucst XOCBiTHi masHU. THxo
BMHpaB MicCsillb Y TNPOHH3aHOMY 3eHiTi. 3 3axoly HaCyBaJucCs
xMmapu. liuna viTka, psiCHa nepecTpisika.

.51 3ynMHMBCA Cepej MepTBOro CTemy:
—— TaMm, B JaJjbHifi GesBicTi, HeBizomo ropinm THXi o3epa
3aripHoi KOMYHH.
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.. . What is this? Is this hallucination again?
I throw my head back.

Yes, this was hallucination: I have been standing all this time on the

edge of the forest, facing my mother and looking at her:
She was silent.
.. . The armored train bellowed in the woods.

The flowers became brighter. Storm was approaching. The enemy
attacked. The insurgents are retreating.

... Then I, not knowing what I was doing, seized by a strange fit of
happiness, put my arm around my mother’s neck and pressed her head to
my chest. Then I brought my gun to her temple and pulled the trigger.

She leaned on me like a cut stalk of grain. I put her on the ground
and looked around in consternation. —There was no one around. Only the
black warm bodies of the nuns were lying nearby. —Not far away the
cannons were pounding.

. I put my hand in my pocket and remembered that I had
forgotten something in the palace.

What an idiot I am, I thought.

. .. Then I remembered:
—where are the people?

“I have to hurry, to catch up with my company,” and I turned around.

But I have hardly taken a step when I feel something stopping me.

I stopped and ran back to my mother’s body.

I knelt down and looked at her face with great care. But she was
dead. I remember the dark streak of blood on her face.

Then I lifted this head which I could not make alive again and
greedily pressed my lips on her white forehead. —Darkness.

And then, all of a sudden, I hear:
“Well, communist, get up! Time to go!”

I turned around quickly and saw:

The monster standing again before my eyes.

“Oh, just a moment! Just a moment! Yes, I am late!” —Then I
adjusted my belt and started walking.

... In the steppe, like those legendary ancient heroes, the insurgent
cavalry was waiting. I ran toward them, holding my head in my hands.

... Storm was roaring. The flecks of dawn grew in some places. The
moon was dying strangely in the punctured sky. Clouds were coming from
the west. The shots were numerous and clear.

I stopped in the dead steppe:

—there, in the far somewhere, the quiet lakes of the
unreachable communism of distant mountains were burning quietly.

— Translated by G. Tarnawsky
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PUI'OPIH KOCHHKA

TemHa Hiq

Cwmepxkano. Kymamu LllepGaukoBoi JfiluHu, oGepexHo pos-
MOBJISIIOYH, KPaJUCh Cipe-4OpHOK CMYrol mnocTati 036pOeHHX
monei.

— O#, axi nerpu!

— Tak T, CaBko, oue ax CIOAM KOMyHapa NpuBiB?

MoBuk#, piwyue HayTb; XTOCh SIZOBUTO MOCMIXHYBCS, BM-
JIasiBCSl HA JIILMHY, WO UUILOrHyJa fioro no o6auyui, nonpaBuB
Ha mJeYi pywHuio # pUTMIYHO CTYnaB y TakT 3a CBOIMM TOBa-
pHILLIAMH.

— A BiH, kaxeu, cuauTs i xae... [Tacku?

MosuaTs.

Ilig Horamu wIeNeCTUTh JUCTS, XPYCKAE JOMayys.

— TNapriitHukn?..

A sxuiicy 3/mit ronoc:

— IMo6aunw... Oif, wupHii, K KOHsKA: KapTOyKa mnapTiiiHa
e 3 12-ro poky...

Cwmix.

[liaxoauTe n0 cagka, U0 PO3KMHYBCS OH Ha ropfax, BuLLe
KaJMHH, | MaHAYHTb HA3yCTPiY CBOIM 3€JIEHO-CH3HUM JIUCTOM:

— Lc-cc, Tuxo, xaonui... Tpe6a nponyck, a TO KpUBHUii YOpPT
YraTHTb.

3 KywiB KaJHHH MOYYBCS HEPBOBHii r0JIOC:

— “Orapok”?

I nerko cTykHyna o6 KOpY pYIIHHUS.

— “Ickpa”!

Bacom mokoTHaach JyHa A0 KajuHH.

— Hy, wo?.. Cugnts?

— Ara... He NPU3HAETHCS, XTO 3 HAILUX TaM?

— laausHoBa ayuial..

— Tuxo, paau Bora!

3amoBkau. O6epexHO LOKHYIN 3aTBOPH, 3aCKPHUNINA B KAYHI
tipTKa...

— Cnuw, ToBapuy? Xi-xi! Ceixe cinue...

— Benitp f#ioro go xatn. Tak, 3HauuTb... A TH, Ky3bma,
NoCTaB BAPTOBOroO i... po3yMmienl, Hi — TeJsieHb!

— Cayxalo, 3apas...

— Hy, 1o xartu!
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HRYHORIY KOSYNKA

Black Night

Night was coming. Through the underbrush of Shcherbachok’s hazel
grove stole a grey-black line of armed men. They talked in cautious
undertones.

“Oh, what a jungle!”

“So, Savko, you brought that communist all the way here?”

Silently, resolutely they walked on. Someone smiled venomously,
cursed a hazel branch that slapped him across the face, readjusted the rifle
on his shoulder and fell back into the rhythmic gait of his companions.

“You say he sits there and waits . . . for Easter?”

Silence.

Leaves rustled and twigs crunched under their feet.

“He’s a party man?”’

And someone’s angry voice: “You’ll see. —Oh, he’s a real one: his
party card dates way back to 1912.”

Laughter.

They came to an orchard which had spread over the hill, above the
guelder rose, and beckoned a welcome with gray green leaves.

“Sh-h-h, quiet, boys. Let’s give the password or we’ll have the devil
to pay.”

A nervous voice came from among the guelder rose bushes.

“Ember?”

And a rifle lightly grazed the branches.

“Spark.”

The bass voice rolled echoing to the guelder rose.

“Well, what? Is he there?”

“Aha. He isn’t saying if any of ours are in it with him?”

“A snake in the grass!”

“Quiet, for God’s sake.”

They fell silent. The bolt rattled cautiously and the barn door
creaked open.

“You’re asleep, friend? Ha, ha. On the fresh hay . ..”

“Take him to the house. Well, this is it. You, Kuzma, put up a guard
and—you understand—no noise.”

“Yes sir. I'll do it immediately.”

“Well, let’s go in.”
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Cpi6aHCTHM JIMCTOM NOKJIOHMBCS SIBip KOJIO NOpPOra, ik Beau
B HEBiJOMy XaTy HEBiJOMOro YOJIOBika Ha BECIISI CMEPTH KpH-
BaBe...

IMoksonyBCsA i 3aXypeHO 3aulenecTiB.

— Cipaii, bBaiizeHko, Tak, 35a€Tbcs, Tebe BeAUYAIOTDH?
Foctem nammm Gyaemn — noryJasemMo No-k03aubKH, ToBapuuly!

— Xa-xa-xa!

Ha xomuni saTaHuioBaB oj cmixy JnoiioBuii karaHeup, a Ha
J1aBi 3aCBiTWJMCh 3acMaJieHi JOGH i TiHAMU BeJMKHMH OILOHJIMCH
no 6iaMx cTiHAX XaTH MOCTATi MOACHK...

...Bpisanoch y nam’atb — “oii, Gpare-6paTe, Ta Ae Tebe
B3ATH"...

— Xi-xi!

— TH X Kaxew HaM, TOBApHILY, WO TH KaHIiBCbKHit?

— 3HauKTh, yKpaiHellb, X0U i NPOAANKHHIA...

— T'anbko, yapky i no uapku!

3N15IKaHO MeTHY/aCh MOJIOAMUS MO XaTi, 3aTapaXKoTiNa J0XK-
KaMy, neperHynaach KoJso neui... [Torim 10 yonosika:

— IleyeHio un kanycty?

— Kanycry.

Ha ctoni crosna uerBeptHa myTHoro, sk GepesoBuil cik,
camoroHy. Xassiin xatu, Konpaa Illep6auok, 3p0poBuit, 6ino6pu-
CHii HOJOBIK, CTOSIB TYT-2XKe KOJIO CTOJy i MOBaXHO pisaB cKuGa-
MH XJi6.

Moro oui koxHOro pasy, KOJM BiH KJaB CKMGY Ha CTiJ, 3y-
CTPiYaIHCh 3 MOrVISIAOM HeBi1OMOro oMy YoJI0BiKa, 110 CbOroOAHI
BpaHUi Tak rapHO rOBOPHB HA CXOAi...

— Yyanuii sixuiice yonoBik, kymeanuit, — aymas co6i ILlep-
6auyoKk, — 04i ropsiTb, a BUAHO JIOJel He 6auuTh... X0y i KOMYy-
HiCT...

KpyTHYB rososoio:

— Brecu e, anbko, oripkis.

Moo anusi WBMAEHBKO BUTEPIA MOJNYMUCOK, HAKMHYIA KOXTY,
KOJIM 3 meuyi:

— Ma-m-0-0, 51 6orocs! Oiil..

— Yoro Tu, MuTbka? 5l 3apa3 BepHycs. OT AypeHb, TaTO X
y xati...

— KpuBo nocmixnynace i — Maiinyna 3 xaTu.

3nskaHo orasHyBcs Ha niu Baiinenko, NpHUBiTHO, ajne 3 He-
BilOMOIO CTpallHOI0 MYKOI0 Ha 06JMY4Yi, MOAMBHMBCS MUABHO HA
MuTbKy, i 3 oueit MOKOTHAMCH PACHI-PSCHI CJILO3H...

— XKyprucs, ToBapuwy?!

MoBunTs i wenye wock co6i:

—Ex, npuGopkanu wawy Bomo.. Taie aymwa, 6G0aUTb...
CwmepTb, Cawa, cMepTh...

Kosio nopora crosiu 3 pywnuusmu; Ha nasi x cumiau B
YOPHHX IIMHEJAX, 3apsiikanM “HaraHa”... i Gaiakaju, K npo-
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The sycamore near the door bowed with its silvery leaves as they led
the stranger into a strange house for a bloody wedding with death.

The tree bowed and rustled worriedly.

“Sit down, Baydenko, is that how you’re called? You’ll be our guest.
We’ll dance a cossack’s dance, comrade.”

“Ha, ha, ha.”

The flame of the candle on the wood stove danced with laughter, it
caught the gleam of sunburnt foreheads along the bench and lengthened
human forms into giant shadows on the white walls of the room.

“The song’s old chorus comes to mind: ‘Oh, brother, where will I
find you?’”

“Ha, ha, ha.”

“You’re telling us, friend, you’re from Kaniv?”

“So you’re a Ukrainian, although a traitor.”

“Halka, let’s have something to drink and eat.”

Startled, a woman darted across the room, rattied some spoons, bent
over the stove, then asked her husband:

“The roast or the cabbage stew?”

“The cabbage.”

A large bottle of moonshine, cloudy as the sap of a birch, was placed
on the table. The host, Conrad Shcherbachok, a robust, towhaired man,
stood nearby and gravely cut thick slices of bread.

Each time he laid a slice on the table, his eyes met the gaze of the
stranger who had spoken so well this morning at the village meeting.

““A strange man, funny like,” Shcherbachok thought to himself. “His
eyes blaze, yet they don’t see anyone. Even if he’s a communist . . .”

He turned his head.

“Halka, bring some pickles.”

The woman quickly wiped a plate and put on her coat, when from
the chimney a voice said, “Mother, I’m scared. Oh.”

“What’s the matter with you, Mytka? I'll be back soon. You’re silly.
Father’s here.”

Baydenko, startled, looked around toward the wood stove. His eyes
were friendly, but his face revealed a strange, terrible suffering. He looked
intently at the boy and tears rolled down his cheeks.

“You’re worried, comrade?”

He didn’t answer but whispered to himself: “Oh, they’ve tamed the
will. The soul rots, hurts. Death, Sasha, death.”

Men armed with rifles stood by the door; on the bench men in black
greatcoats loaded a revolver and talked . . . about a Bolshevik soldier from
Tula and how he had begged before his death.

“He unbuttoned his tunic, the red blood seeped out. He had a
copper cross on his chest . . . Ha, ha.”

“What are you whispering, dear comrade? Maybe you think this is a
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CHBCA nepej CMEPTIO SIKUACH TYJAbCbKHit CONLAT-00MbLUEBHUK.

— PoscTebHyB rimMHacTbOpKy, 4epBOHa iowka Teye.. | Ha
rpyasx MigHuit xpect... Xi-xi!

— o TH, TOBapuwy JAOpPOrHi, wWenuew: Moxe, AyMacll,
nprcTpiT, To npoiige? O, Hi — ue He npucTpit, — a 6opoTbba:
MH, SIK TH Ka3aB Ha cxoji, “Boporu”...

— A Hnawa napris,, ToBapuiuy, “TeMHa Hiy”... Ane BeuepsiTh
NpocMMO H BOporiB: 3Hail Hawy po6picTb KO3aubKy, — TH XK
yKpaiHeup!

BaucHym ounma, nocMixHynuch npo cebe it novyasu 3ajaasuTH
3a cTin; BafizeHka nocagumau Ha NOKyTTi, K NOYECHOTO TOCTH
i TPOMOBJISVIM-NIPHKAa3yBaJH 32 KOXHOIO YapKolo, MOKiJb He mii-
NUJUCD.

— Iuil, “ToBapuwy”, 60 jpajeka AOpPOra CTeJHTHCH MNepen
T060M0...

— B Scunose!

— B ScunHose!

— I'uii, HanuBakics, nicHi cniBait, 60 Ha Halue Beciaaga fie...

I nuay it — cMmisucst...

Ius i BaitneHko; MaJeHbKOlO GileHbKOIO YallleyKol 3 roJy-
6amu Ha KiHUSX, IK BOLY, TMB MYTHHI1 CAMOrOH, MHB i 3aKyCyBaB,
a 3 oueit Kanajv PACHI CJbO3M, KOJM MiABOAMB rOJIOBY Ha Miy A0
6i/sIBEHBKOrO XJIOMYHUKA.

— Hy, ckaxu HaM, — nurtaam Baiizenka, — um Bipuw Ta B
CBOIO BCECBiTHIO PEBOJIOLIIO, 3a SIKY KJajJell 3apa3s roJioBy?

IMocmixaBes, K 3 JaBHIMM NPUSATESIMH.

— Bipro.

FocTpi, 3aB3siTi Oui cnanaxHyau mig 3acmaneHUMH JoGamu,
BMUJNCSL B 00aMyusa Baitnenka it op6uBasu CBOiM OJUCKOM-OTHEM
OJIHO HeBeJHUYKe, CTpalliHe CIOBO — CMEPTh...

— A CcKaxcu, TOBapHily, TH BeJUKHH TpYyC?

I Beceno oanosizae BiH: “Hi”.

Hani nigsiBcs, ane pyxa pyka Lllep6auka mocaauaa #oro
Ha CBO€ Micle:

— Xau, T06i TBOE OyXe...

Baiigenko:

— Bocrande, ToBapuwi, pafiTe NOAMBMUTHCL MeHI Ha TOro
6iIABEHLKOr0. XJIOMYMKA, WO Ha mneyi, 60 BiH TaK NOXOXHH Ha
moro Caiuy, sIK BUIHUTHIA.

Cayxann.

— Xait kaxe... llikaBo, sk n’auuii... Xi-xi!

A BiH nix o6pa3samu, 6aiauii, Ak ctiHa, ane ropamii, — nepe-
6opoB Kax — TaK, Tak, BiH He MPOCUTb COGi XKHUTTH, Hi, BiH...

— §1 3Ha10, CchoroaHiuIHil AeHb A MeHe — OCTaHHiil AeHb,
i — 5 xouy, 0oTOit GiNABEHLKHH XJOMYHK...

Knauuynu ckusuui.. Ha HacTinbHuky 3smiwanach i3 kpuiu-
KaMH xJaifa YyepBOHa KPOB.
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nightmare, that it will pass? Oh, no, it’s not a nightmare. It’s a struggle.
We, as you said at the village meeting, are the enemy.”

“And our party, comrade, is ‘The Black Night.” —Yet, we even ask
our enemies to sup, so you should know our cossack goodness—after all,
you’re a Ukrainian.”

Their eyes flashed, they smirked and began climbing behind the
table. They sat Baydenko at the head as the guest of honor, and they
talked and joked after each toast until they were slightly drunk.

“Drink, ‘comrade,” because a long journey lies before you.”

“To Jasyniv.”

“Drink, get drunk, sing songs, because you’re going to our wedding.”

And they drank and laughed.

Baydenko drank too, from a small white cup trimmed with doves
around the edges, drank the cloudy moonshine like water, drank and
ate, and tears rolled down his cheeks whenever he raised his head and
looked at the fair-haired boy on the wood stove.

“Well, tell us,” they asked Baydenko, “do you believe in your
worldwide revolution for which you are about to lay down your head?”

He grinned as if they were his life-long friends.

“I believe in it.”

The sharp, determined eyes blazed under the sunburnt foreheads;
they devoured Baydenko’s face and in their flickering flames he could
read one, not very long but terrible word—death.

“And tell us, friend, are you a coward?”

He smiled and said, “No.”

Then he stood up, but Shcherbachok’s large hand sat him down
again.

“Wait, you’ll get yours in due time.”

Baydenko replied, “Let me look at that fair-haired boy on the
wood stove. He’s so like my Sasha, a twin.”

They listened.

“Let him talk. It will be interesting how a drunk ... ha, ha.”

And Baydenko, white as a sheet but still proud, sat under the
icons and overcame his sorrow. No, he would not beg for his life. No,
he would . ..

“l know that today is my last day and 1 want—that little
fair-haired boy . ..

The pistol cocked and on the tablecloth the red blood mixed with
the bread crumbs. And so very sharply, the song’s familiar refrain came
back, “Oh, brother, brother, where am I to find you?”

“You loathsome beast. Spewing out ideas. You wanted to infect
the boy with your communism?”’

Their eyes were red-rimmed and bleary with alcohol. The evil,
cruel gleam of a wild beast dances in the pupils.
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I roctpo-rocTpo Bpisanocs y nam’sathb: “ofi, 6pare, 6paTe, Ta
Ie tebe B3gTH?"

— T'v-ru! Tag psnbGouepBuit, KOHUKH BUKHAAE!

— Xnonuuka... 6inasenbkoro... Komyny wermts Gynew?!

YepBoHi 0] CaMOrOHy 0di rocTeil NOCOJNOBINH; 3Halt KopCTO-
KU OrHUK 3Bipsl XHM2KOr0O 3aTaHLIOBAB HAa 4OJOBidKaXx...

— B $lcuHoBe — npukaagamu!

Buiiuum 3 xatu rocri.

I Bapyre wwe HHXKYe TIOKJIOHMBCH CPIGASCTHM JHUCTOM SBip
KOJIO MOpOra, ik BeJH B TeMpsiIBy HOUi HEBiLOMOro 4oJ0Bika Ha
BeCiJII CMEpPTH KpHBaBe...

©

ToknoHnBea i 3aXXypeHo 3auienecTiB.
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“To Jasyniv, on rifle butts.”

The guests left the house. Once again and even lower, the sycamore
bowed with its silvery leaves as they pushed the stranger into the dark night
for a bloody wedding with death.

The tree bowed and rustled worriedly.

— Translated by A. Savage
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rPUrorPin KOCHHKA

Lle Bce 6ya0o npocTo no ApiOHMLL: i 5, i 3acnaHuit paHOK,
i cuBmil cren. 51 nam’sATal Xopolle TiAbKM PaHOK: 3amjakaHuit y
pocax, MOJIOLUH, i TPOXH 3aCOPOMJICHHI COHLEM, IO CMYTHE Ky-
nanocs y CTPUXHi.

— Hy, ny... Bxe it uinyBatucs nise!

Kaxy ue n0 coHus, 60 BOHO Ge3liepeMOHHO rpacThCsl BOJO-
CHMHKaMH Ha Moiil HO3i, /060BHO orasjae 3abpboXaHy KOJOWY Ha
IITAHAX i cMieTbCA 3 MeHe KpuabLUAMM GLKin: “aisik, aisik”...

— Hdisix?!

51 mouuualo cepauTHCh, 60 Wwo Take — “nisik”? Hisik —
CTpalliHe JJIsi ME€He CJI0BO, 60 BOHO Harajye MeHi npo AifCHICTBb,
pas, a apyre, B Halliit peBomouniitniil TepmiHoaorii e € ge3epTHp,
a s, TOBapHilLi, came 10 HUX i Hasexas!

Maere:

— Kouan, pymaio, coHle nouuHae IIyKaTH jAe3epTHpiB — 10
cesa He mipy, HeGe3neuHo (Takuii Halul 3BUYail Ae3epTHUPCHKHIL),
a npocto cobi seBegamu, 6Jaro e Hexinsg CbOroAHi — CIMIATH,
B XHTa.

Tak i NoCTaHOBUB; JeBaA¥ MAaHATb MeHe 3palJIMBO Bepbam,
ropoay NaxHyTb NOJMHOM, M'TOIO, aje Mill BipHuil ToBapum —
WHTA.

JIsxky B poauni, e Taie nmig coHuem lopauna moruaa, a
nepeio MHOIO CTOBNOBHUIt wax, Muuanie, YopHocauska, aadi...

— B xwuTa!

...OLKpacHyBa/MCh — HaJMBAIOTHCA Hepe3 THXKAeHb-APYrHil
~— KOMHM, a 3apa3 AOropsiioTb; y MEHe NOoYaJu A3BOHUTHU KOCH,
CepnH, a2 BaXKKHUH KOJOC CXHMJSIBCA A0 3eMJi, — aJjie B L0 XBHJIU-
HY CTapHil HOPHOry3 MOBaXXHO MpOiiIoB TpasBoio A0 6oJoTa, no-
KJIOHHBCSl Ha BCi YOTHPH CTOPOHH, nifiMaB HeoGepexxHy xaby i mix
TIYXH#t KJekiT CrnoJioXxaB Ha CTaBuuLi AMKY KauKy.

— Or, aypHa xaba, npasga?

Lle Moe cJ0BO 10 SIMOHCBHKOrO OApi3aHa, aje MiC/As UbLOro A
pilwryue BcTalo, NigAKOYy10 KOJOMI i CMilocs 10 CBOIX HIr, a BOHH X
y MeHe MilHi, piBHi, cuabHi (Bosoccsim ofpocan, a MmeHi 6a6a
Kasajna: TO — CHJa); 3arJsal0 y CTPUKEHb: TaM TeX A0 MEHe
nocMmixawoTbesl Cipi, rapHi oui, po3natsanmii yy6 rOpUTb Ha COHLL
Ta Bu3Mpae we autave obanuys Kopwis Iisika.
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HRYHORIY KOSYNKA

In the Grainfields

It was all so extraordinarily simple: myself, the morning drowsy
with sleep and the gray steppe. I remember vividly only the daybreak,
drenched in dew, young and gently blushing in the presence of the sun,
which woefully bathed in the hollows of the river.

“Well, look now . . . it’s already begging for a kiss

I say this to the sun which shamelessly caresses the hairs of my legs,
casts loving gazes over my soiled trousers and teases me with the buzzing
of bees, —dizzik, dizzik . . .

“Dizzik?”

1 begin to grow irritated, because, after all, what does “dizzik”
mean? Dizzik is a frightening word for me. First, because it reminds me of
reality and secondly, because according to our revolutionary terminology
it stands for deserter, and I comrades, was one of them!

So there you are.

“If the sun is already beginning to search out the deserters, then I
will not go to the village, for that is dangerous (such is the custom of
deserters). Fortunately, it is Sunday today; everybody is resting, so I will
go straight through the meadows—into the grainfields.”

That is what I decided. The meadows beckon to me treacherously
with their willows, the gardens smell deliciously of wormwood, mint, but
my one and only faithful friend is—the grainfields.

I lie down in a valley where Hordyn’s mound smoulders beneath the
sun; in front of me stretches the paved road, Hnylyshche, Chornoslyvka,
and then . . . —into the grainfields!

They have already adorned themselves and in a week or two they
will be stacked up in sheaves, but now they are ripening and filling out. |
began to hear the ringing of scythes and sickles and the heavy ear of grain
bent down to the earth, but at that moment an old stork pompously
crossed over the grass to the swamp, bowed in all four directions and
snatched a careless frog, whose muffled gurgling startled a wild duck on
the water.

“Well now, that’s a stupid frog!”

That’s my comment to my Japanese shotgun; then I resolutely stand
up, roll up my pant legs and grin at my legs for they are sturdy, straight
and powerful (they are overgrown with hair and, as my grandmother used
to say, that is a sign of strength); I look into the river hollows and there,
too, handsome gray eyes smile at me; in the sunlight there shimmers a
dishevelled mop of hair and from beneath it peeks the still boyish face of

1
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[Tokasyro itomy kynaka fi OBJIO 30pOM CJlijg YOPHOry3a.

— Tpeba pywars! [NocHigaTe 61 He BaxuJO.

Ane npuranyo, WO KOJM B cesi NoGaunTh CanjaT 3eeHy Co-
POUKY, CTNOKIHHO NpULIMIOETHCA 3 PYLIHHLI, Haue B CyXy Beply,
i BUTyKye, CTpiadoun 3 Jsiky: “cToft, Hi-c-mecTal!”

[lpaBaa, ue OyBae ayxe piako, 60 MH, ie3epTHPH — HAPOL
60itoBHii, a X0AUMO 06GepexHO, 0COGJINBO BEHOPaAMH; 3aCHHINO0 —
ceslo Halue, a paHOK — kuTa o6MuHaemo. PilimB He cHizaTb, xiba
MOXHa 10 cayx6u Boxoi xou pucouky a0 pora 6patu?!

..Kom'sx cina nizcmukas; nig6us Horamu (xaéi chain 3a-
TPeTbCA), YBaXHO OIVIHYB CBOIO “SMOHOYKY” — 3acyHyB ii 3a
NacoK IUTaHiB, KAPTY3 Ha OUi, a CTEXKOI0 YOPHOry3a — XKHUTA.

He miwos, a nonaus... bo mMeHi He NpUBHKAaTb A0 OJHOMaHIT-
Horo puTMy xJi6iB, i cTenm a/19 MeHe 3Haitomuil, 9K i Moa “ano-
HOYKA”: XBWIIOETLCSI PAaHKaMH, A3BOHUTb XBWIAMM B o6inu, a
BeYopaMH, KOJIM AOrOpsIOTb XKHUTA, JATA€E CNATb.

Iny 3Haiflomumu ctexkamu: wupokuit Po3ain 3yctpine mene
nweHnusdmMd, TeMHUK NpHUBiTAaE XUTaMH, a K0J0 ["opanHOi Moru-
J¥ — KpaliKoBaHa CHHIMM JbOHAMHM MJIaxXTa 3 BiBCa, AUYMEHIO i
I'SIHUX T'PEYyOoK.

Bce Tak npocto, sicHo, i pantom:

~— Yoro ue KypuTbh CTOBMOBMH AAX?

Jlgrar. $InoHka KOcO AMBMTBLCA Ha AOpOry, Moi HepBH NpH-
fimaloTb nicHi mosa i, 31a€ThCs, NMOYMHAIOTL NiACMiBYBAaTH CaMHU;
AeCb Hal yXOM 6’€TbCSl KPUJIBLSMHU LXKMiflb, I'yle, PO3COTYE Hep-
BY, i MeHi 10 Goso XoueThCs nifimaTH HOro i 3a1aBUTh...

Lle nuabHille BAMBAAIOCA HA 3aKypeHy Aopory, ‘“‘kaBanepis,
KaBaJsiepis” NPOHOCUTHLCSH iICKPOIO AYMKA, racHe Ha CHHbOMY JIbOHY
i TBepao pimae — “y6uTH ABOX, TPbOX, a TOAi mo O6yxe... 3a-
cTpeanThesa”.

Ane MMMOBOJM Ksaly 3a OOGHIXKOK roJIOBY, 3acoByto 6oci HO-
TM B XWUTO, BUNPABJSAIOCH TIJIOM i KAy, MOT HEPBH yXKe He CniBa-

”

I0Tb, a TiJbKM A3BOHATH THX0 — “A3iHb, A3iHb!...
Odymaio:
— Konut ropurb mix conuem, — 6Garartuii ige...

3a nisroxeii Big MeHe, CIMHSIOUM PHCTIO CUBOTO KOHS, MpPO-
ixaB ruvanwaHcekuii 6arau J3sio6a, i KUTO nepepano ioro ro-
JIOCHY, TPOXH 4BaHBKOBHUTY PO3MOBY:

— Oro-ro, 6pat! 2Kutomupcoka rybepHst NOBHA TeNep HUMH,
CIYHTb HE XO4€ B KOMYHI, a BCe AbOorki xniba noaasai!...

A 1pyruit Ha BO3i:

— Komicapamn xotsth 6yTn?

— Komicapamn?! Xait vopTom Gyae! A To siK Hiu, — 3 BHH-
TOBKOIO 10 BikHa iiae: “pafiow!...”

Cipa cmyra micky, 6iinii KOMUT KOHS, a 3a HUMH MOE He-
nepemoxHe GaxaHHs BUCTPINMTH, ajle Mam’saTal0 Haka3 oTaMaHa

FocTporo — “He Busa3b i He CTpiAAH”, AMBJIOCS Ha KUJIaBUH
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Korniy Dizzik.

I clench my fist at him and try to keep in sight the trail of the stork.

“Time to move on! It wouldn’t hurt to have some breakfast either

But I remind myself that a soldier catching sight of a green shirt in a
village calmly takes aim with his rifle as if shooting at a dried willow, and
bellows, shooting from fright, “Stop! Don’t move!”

True, this happens rarely because we deserters are hardy people and
we move cautiously, especially at night. When the sky turns dark—the
village is ours; at daybreak we bypass the grainfields. 1 decided not to have
breakfast; after all, how can one put even the smallest morsel into one’s
mouth before Mass?

I tidied up the heap of hay, stamped it with my feet (to erase the
trail), carefully inspected my little Jap gun and fastened it behind my pant
belt, cap pulled over forehead, along the path of the stork—into the
grainfields.

[ didn’t walk but floated ... I certainly didn’t have to grow
accustomed to the rhythmic swaying of the grain, and I know the steppe
like my little Jap gun: in the mornings it undulates in soft ripples, at noon
it cascades in a rush of chimes and at night, when the stalks are ripening, it
lulls itself to sleep.

I follow familiar paths: expansive Rozdil will greet me with wheat
fields. Temnyk will welcome me with rye, and near Hordyn’s mound—
there is a belt of flax around a robe woven of oats, barley and carousing
buckwheat.

Everything is so simple, clear, when suddenly:

“Why is there dust rising from the road?”

I lie low. My Jap gun peers crookedly at the road, my nerves
embrace the melodies of the field and it seems they are beginning to sing
softly too; somewhere above my ear a bumble bee vibrates its wings, buzzes
and irritates my nerves and I desperately want to grab it and crush it . ..

Even more diligently I study the dust-clouded road— “cavalry—
cavalry”— the thought flashes through my mind, dimly flickers in the blue
flax and firmly decides —*‘to kill two, three, and then what—kill myself.”

Yet in spite of myself I pull my head away from the furrow, slide
my bare feet into the rye, and my body tense in readiness, I wait, my
nerves no longer sing but only tinkle softly— “dzing, dzing . . .”

I think:

“The hoofs reflect the sun’s light—a rich man must be coming . ..”

Half a field away, driving his horse at a trot, the wealthy man
Dzyuba from Hnylyshche passed by me and the rye communicated his
loud, rather boastful conversation:

“Oho ho, brother! The Zhytomyr province is now filled with them;
they don’t want to work in the commune but are always asking for free
bread ...”

Another on the wagon says:

“Do they want to be commissars?”

“Commissars?! May the devil take him. When night falls it is he who
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JepeBiii mix o6HiXKKOM, Le Jankamd 3amaytanach i 6opeTncsi Y
MeLOBHHMKY 61)K0Na, MOCMiXalCh, Ta Jidy B I'YCTHi JIbOH.

— Xail 6yne it Tax...

Ja3inb, Hd3i06a, a3iHb... Lle a3BOHNTL cTen Ha 00ix; MeHe Of
rofloAy NOYHHAE CCATH Mij JOXKe4Kolo i f, wob 3acnokoiT ioro,
MHMOBOJi aymaio npo [3i06y:

— Ma6yTb po6pe nocHigaB? [Moaymaew, repoii skuii 3Ha-
AwoBca: “xomicapamu xotaTh 6yTH?” A x0u 6H it KOMicapamu?..
Hi, FocTpomy uboro ckasatu He MoxHa... Y6'e...

Iepero MHOI0O NPOXOAMTH XHMTAMHM TiHb PO3CTPINSHOrO Ha
ropoai [3w06u komysicra Matsia KusHuyka, i mMeHi yoroch 10
602110 pOGHTBCS CYMHO:

— N3sins...

9 uHa Gouke cuxy,
IMoa Goukoio Kauka,
Mofi Myx — G6OABLIOBHK,
A 1 — raitnamauyka!

I niamoprre! Monoaeupr 6yB Martsiii, xoau Beau #oro...

— I3iHb...

Ilpo komicapis s He aymaio, ['ocTpuil MoXe oaBeCTH BHOUi
i MeHe KynaTuChb 1O CTPHXHS, a BCe-TaKM MeHi ujKaBo: “XTO
BOHH Taki?”

Cren sycrpiyae HH3LKHMH TOK/JOHaMH NalHi BiTep, a BiH
NPOXOANTbL MOJSIMH — Tenaui, HiXKHHHA, CMHKae 3a Byca ropry
NWeHNUIO, MOPrae 10 BiBca it A0Bro, JOBro wijye KyuepsiBi roao-
BM IpeyoK — N'€ MEAHU CTEMNoBi.

S1 xMBalo HOMy roJIOBOIO CBOE “He 3HAI0”, CaM XOuy AyMaTH
npo Kusinuyka, ane SsKMMCb HanpyeHHsSIM BOJi BCTAlO i 3pasy x
npucigaio, 60 Ha A0po3i MalHOpUTb Mix BiTPOM 4epBOHa XyCTKa
(s i3 cBoro norea 6auy Ti/IbKM XYCTKY); KMTHILi, MOB My4KH Ka-
JIMHH, TOPKAIOTb KOJIOCKH, BOHH KOKETJIMBO MOCMiXaloThCsA A0 COH-
us, a BiTep CXOMIIOETLCS Y MEHEe Haj rOJ0BOI0 MAIEHbKHM BHXPOM
i TaHwUloE.

— ImoBaTu meni Tenep Ha Foctporo! Iny HasycTpiu, Moxe
XOY MUPiXKa AACThb, KOJM HE 3 HAWOro ceia... JlesepTUpPOBi BCe
MoxHa! AuxH, KyuepsiBa!

— O#, 3nakaeTbcs... 3 Heaineo, Kyau iaem?! — He cka3as,
— TifnbkK mopymaB: “HeBxe Yaana?”

51 on 3auByBaHHs MiACYHYB Ha J106a KapTys, — “wmo x 6yxe
Aani?”

Crosina X nepefo MHOI CripaBxHs YJsiHa, a 3 Helo CTOsIA
060pa NanchKa i WiCTh BOJIB y MIy3i — Opaan CTeN KOJHCh...

CrenoBa aMyka — 3anajeHa, 3acMa<eHa, a o4i — ABa Hyy-
KH... Boay Hocuna.
— 3apactyit! — i crana.

— 3a0poBa 6yab, YAsHO! XOTiB NOCMiXHYTHCh i He Mir; BoHa
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comes up to the window with a rifle: Hand it over!”

The gray strip of sand, the white hoof of the horse and after them
stretches my unbearable desire to shoot, but I remember commander
Hostry’s order— “don’t come out and don’t shoot.” I look at a veiny
yarrow where a bee has entangled its tendrils and is squirming in the sap. I
grin and creep into the dense flax.

“Letitbe...”

Dzing, Dzuyba, dzing . .. The steppe is ringing out for lunch. I have
a gnawing hunger in my stomach and to soothe it I force myself to think
about Dzyuba:

“Most likely he had an excellent breakfast! You’d think a new hero
had been found: “so they want to be commissars?” And even if they really
should want to be commissars? . .. No, you can’t say that to Hostry ...
He will kill you . ..”

In front of me, through the grainfields there passes the shadow of the
communist Matviy Kiyanchuk, executed in Dzyuba’s backyard, and for

some strange reason I grow painfully sad.
Dzing.

On a barrel I sit,

Beneath it a duck,

My husband’s a bolshevik,
And I —a haydamak!!

And he winks! He was brave as they led him away . . .

Dzing.

I don’t think about the commissar’s rank. Hostry can even take me
swimming with him at night in the river hollows, but I'd still like to
know— “who are they?”

With sweeping bows the steppe greets the breeze from the hay which
then blows across the fields, warm and gentle. It tweaks the proud wheat
by its whiskers, winks at the oats and then for a long time kisses the curly
heads of the buckwheat—and sips the liqueurs of the steppe.

I shrug my “don’t know” at him; I really want to think about
Kiyanchuk but with a sudden burst of will I stand up only to quickly duck
again, for on the road there appears a red kerchief, blowing in the wind
(from my hiding place I can only see the kerchief); little flowers, clustered
like cranberries, brush against the grain spikes; they coquettishly smile at
the sun, and the wind rises impetuously and dances in a whirlwind above
my head.

“Now I can spit on Hostry! I’ll go to meet her; maybe she’ll at least
give me a small bun, if she’s not from our village . . . Deserters are allowed
everything. Maybe she’ll even have curly hair!”

“Oh, will she ever become frightened ...” I didn’t say “and where
are you off to on this day of rest?”” —instead, I thought— “can it really be
Ulyana?”

I pushed my cap back in surprise. “What will happen now?”

! Haydamak: A peasant anarchist rebel.
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JAOBro IMBUJAch Ha MeHe, BUAHO AyMaJja, a KOAW ii OKO Bnajo
Ha MO€E JApaHe KOJiHO, Ae CrokifiHo sna3una 6oxa KopiBka — co-
POMJHMBO 3acMisiach, TilbKM TyOH SIKOCb MO-AMTAYOMY 3aTpeM-
Ti/M, HA KOJIOCOK MOKOTHJAACh HEAOMITHO CJbo3a... CuHi oui nu-
Tald MeHe:

— Xi6a ¢, Koptiio, 3a6yB sicia Koo wopHoro BoJa “3ops-
Ha”?.. A KoJM WiNyBaB MOT 04i — Ha CMiX NMOKa3yBaB uepe3 BUOH-~
THI CY4OK 30pI0, — Ka3aB: “BOHM MOXOXKi Ha Hei, npaBaa, Yas-
co?”...

51 npocTAr pyKy, aje He 3HaB, 3 HOro MOYaTH PO3MOBY, i
SIKOCb no-AypHoMy cnurtaB ii: “TeGe, ¥YasHo, Tenep i He Bmi3-
HaTb”... | TUXO BRajio Ha popory ii ¢J0BO:

— 3minunacs.

A paJi s NpocTO He mam’ATalo, WO CTAJNOCA: BOHA 3aiHaAJacs,
JABOHYJAACh A0 MeHe i IIyx0 KpHKHyJa:

— SIxi Boporu mu... Hi, Kopnilo, Ham He Tak Tpeba! Xoaim,
CSAEMO.

A cr’aHiB... He 3Halo, w0 nuTaB y Hei, i W0 Kasaia BOHa
MeHi, a TiAbKM nam’sTalo, ik OyiiHO 3aXBWU/IOBAJMChb XHKTa, 3a-
TPEMTIB BijJ, PalOCTH JbOH i rapAuMit BiTep NpHunas rpyabmu A0
3eMJH.

Konockn cnyxaam:

— Tu # poci Takuit cnasumii, Kopsilo... xouew wuwinysath?
[Llinyit, xait xou oauH aeHb Gyne Hau!

I rnagnna pykowo Mmiil uy6, a iioro posdicyBaju yxxe ApYTHH
pik gouwli, CHirMm i AvKe BOBYe JAe3€PTHPCHKE XHUTTH...

Bona cmisinacs:

— Xi6a T He 3Haew moro [3wo6u? To, Kopuio, 3y6u 4op-
ToBi, a He J13106u!

51 nok.n1aB rosoBy Ha 11 KoJiHa i cayxas, 6o ue 6yaa 3ary6Je-
Ha B JXHTAX MOS JLOJISi:

— ¥ MeHe TaK Haue IiCHIO XTO CrHcaB — “‘Tifbku # Mana
MaTH TPY CHHU H TpPH AOYKH”...

Sl GosiBcst caii3 i M’AHO 3anUTYBaB YAsIHY:

— IpaBaa, Tenep HaiMBalOTbCS KUTA? A B Hac: CKopo B 6ip
nijzemMo, — MHUTTH NaHCbKe, a royoj cobaunit — npuitaeThCs rpa-
6uTh. JeHb ine i cMepTH XKiew: TOBapHUILiB y Bac 6araTo?

... — Ex, Kopinio! Hanusaiotscs... Criil, ckaxenwii, He pu!

51 6auMB Ha TOHKMX MOAINKaX YJSIHM rapHO BULIUTY “)XHAIB-
Ky”, Ha nasyci — KkJeHOBe JIMCTH, i Bce Kpyrom Oyjo msiHe, a
yepBOHA XYCTKa 3aifHsacsl il ropiia crtenom ox kpawo A0 Kpao!

— ¥Yasco... Tenep MeHi Hidoro He cTpawto!

— Muna Yascio...

[Hentann KOJMOCKH, a BOHA COPOMJHMBO MijCMHKA/Na XBapTyX,
KHRana MeHi Mopeni i 60si3ko, 3 TMxOK Xyp6oio, HarajyBaja:
“mify A0 marepi, ue X BiH NoiXaB L0 BOJIOCTH 3aJOXKHUKOM, a
TO X HiKyAM He nyckae”...
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There she stood before me—the real Ulyana, and behind her stood
the master’s plough and six harnessed oxen—once upon a time they used
to plough the steppe.

A wild creature of the steppe—enflamed, sunburnt, and her
eyes—two restless beetles . . . She was carrying water.

“Greetings!” —and she stopped.

“How do you do, Ulyana!” —I wanted to smile but I couldn’t; she
stared for a long while at me, evidently thinking, and when her gaze fell
upon my tattered pant knee where a stag beetle was contentedly
crawling—she shyly began to laugh, only her lips trembled somehow in a
childlike way and, unnoticed, along a stem of rye, there rolled a tear . . .

Her blue eyes questioned me:

“Can it really be, Korniy, that you have forgotten the manger near
the black ox Zoryan? ... And how, when you used to kiss my eyes—you
would jokingly point out a star through a knothole in the wood, saying
“Your eyes are like the stars, aren’t they, Ulyassya?’.”

I stretched out my arm but I didn’t know where to begin talking and
I stupidly told her: “You’ve changed a great deal, Ulyana.” ... And her
answer fell dimly to the ground.

“Yes, I've changed.”

And then I simply don’t remember what happened. She blushed and
rushed excitedly towards me, crying mutely.

“We are such enemies . . . No, Korniy, that’s not for us! Come, let’s
sit down.”
I grew delirious . . . [ don’t remember what I asked her nor what she

told me; I only remember how the grainfields swelled in torrents of waves,
how the flax quivered in joy and how the feverish wind fell to embrace the
earth.

“You are still the same charmer, Korniy ... Do you want to kiss
me? Kiss me then and at least this one day will be ours!”

And she caressed my tousled hair which for two years only rain and
snow and a savage deserter’s life had combed . . .

She was laughing:

“Do you know my Dzyuba? He’s got a devil’s soul, not a man’s.”

I rested my head in her lap and listened, for this was my
destiny—lost amidst the grainfields.

It was as if someone within me was composing a song— “the mother
had only three sons and three daughters . ..”

I felt tears welling up inside me and I frantically kept asking Ulyana:

“It’s true, isn’t it, that the grain is ripening? We will soon be going
into the forest—that’s a luxurious life, and when animal hunger strikes,
then we will plunder. The day passes by and you wait in readiness for
death: do you have many volunteers?”

“Yes, Korniy. They keep growing.. . . Stop, you raving fool, don’t pull!”

I saw—on the narrow hem of Ulyana’s beautifully embroidered
bodice—maple leaves, and all around me the world was wildly spinning and
her red kerchief caught on fire and blazed across the vast expanse of the
steppe.
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bBapio YasHy il y ABagusiTHit pas, a Moxe BOCTAHHE 3amM-
TYIO KJE€HOBE JIUCTH:

— I xoci mobuw?

JIboH 3amopras:

— O#t, 6escTHaHuKY, x0o4 Ou He nurtas! Jlo6MW? nepexkpHu-
BuAa i gojana: — NPOKOBTHH MOpeJIO, a NOTIM MOMPOILAEMOCH,
— THXO MOLLiNyBaJja, PBOHYJA JIbOHY TrOpCcTKY it oui Gyau cuHi,
CHHi — MOB JIbOH, a XyCTKa racsa.

— IMpowaii, KopHiio!

Jani no-crapomy noBesna 6poBoio, MOPrHyJa i 3acMisinach:

— HanuBawoTbes xuta... Biabwr He Tpeba, npoutait! — Ilo-
KJIOHHJaCb HM3bKO Ha LIIAXY i MOKOTHJIACH 3eJeHUMH BiBCamu y
Beceay YopHOCIMBKY A0 maTepi.

— J3iub...

H3sonn, crene! 51 noBro Jjexy # cayxawo, K A3BOHHTL Y
TaKT A3BOHIB CTenmy MO€ cepue; Jni3e 60xa KopiBka, Gepy i Hix-
HO Ha PYKY H 3anUTYyl0: “X0OYell Ha KOJiHa, 10 COHUA?”

— Moxwna. Tak, 6epuch Jankamy 3a WITaHW, Aadi.. AypHa,
nagacw? A s, no-TBOEMYy, K Aepxyca? Aje TH He 3HAEUI, Hi, TH
He 3Haew, wo $1, Kopuiit [di3ik, n’auuil cborogani B xuTax, a?

— ITsani xuTa, poscrynitees! [lmoBaTs Ha cmepTh, FocTpo-
ro, — s cniBatb xouy, uyeiu, cremne?!

Of, o x 60 TO Ta 3a BOPOH...

I ropuTs nepeao muowo we i goci MopauHa moruna nix CoH-
M, YepPBOHA XyCTKa YJSHH i %, KOMM 3rafylo CBOE Ae3epTHPCbKe
WHUTTH...

Muraete npo Matsist Kusnuyka? Poskaxy, ane He 3apas, 6o
B XKHTAax 3arybusaacs Mosi 10Js, i MeHi XoueThbCs MAAKATH, MOB AU~
THHi, a60 cniBaTH, SIK CMiBalOTbL CTapi, KOJU 3ragyloTh MOJOLICTb,
a 4 we xo4yy cnipatu!
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“Ulyassya . . . Now nothing can frighten me

“Dear Ulyassya . ..”

The rye stalks whispered to each other as she shyly tucked up her
apron and threw apricots to me timidly, with silent sorrow, she reminded
me: “I'll go to my mother; since he drove to the country as a hostage,
usually he doesn’t let me out of his sight . . .”

I kept detaining Ulyana and for the twentieth and perhaps last time I
ask the maple leaves:

“Do you still love me?”

The flax winked:

“Oh shame! How can you dare ask such a question— ‘Do you love
me?’ she mimicked and added: “Here, eat the apricot, and then we’ll
part.” And she quietly kissed me, snatched a handful of flax and her eyes
were blue, blue—like the flax, and her kerchief flickered dimly.

“Good bye, Korniy!”

And then in her old way she arched her eyebrows, winked and
laughed:

“The grains are ripening . .. That’s enough for us; good bye!” She
bowed low on the path and rushed through the green current of oats into
the gay Chornoslyvka to her mother.

Dzing.

“Ring out, steppe!”

I lie for a long time and listen to my heart beating to the rthythm of
the steppe’s bells; a stag beetle crawls by and I tenderly take it into my
hand and ask: “Do you want to sit in my lap and sun yourself?”

“You may. Like this. Hold onto my pants with your feelers ...
slipped again, stupid? And how, in your opinion, do you think I hold on?
But you don’t know, do you, that I, Korniy Dizzik, am today deliriously
lost in the grainfields, eh!”

Drunken grainfields, I command you to make way! I spit on death, on
Hostry—I want to sing, do you hear that, steppe?

Oh, what raven is this . . . .

And even now, when I remember my deserter’s way of life, I see,
blazing before me, Hordyn’s mound beneath the sun, Ulyana’s red kerchief
and myself . ..

You ask about Matviy Kiyanchuk? I will tell you all about him, but
not now, for my destiny has lost its way amidst the grainfields, and I want
to cry like a child, or sing as only old men sing when they recall their
youth, and I still want to sing!

— Translated by R. Bahrij-Pikulyk
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IOPI STHOBCbKHH

Mlananna B mopi

TpaMoHTaH AMyxaB 3 Gepera, 6yB MicsLb CiueHb 4M JIOTHH,
MOpe 3aMep3/10 Ha COTHIO MeTpiB, Ha MOpi PO3XOAMJIHMCH XBHJI,
Ha o6pii BoHu Gyau 4opHi 3 Ginumu rpuBamu, ao6iraam po 6epera
HaBMpoTH BiTpPy, BiTep 36MBaB 3 Hux 6ini wanku. Koao 6epera
KpUry po36HB IITOPMOK, a BCe MOKa3syBaJo, 1O He3a6apom peB-
THMe # cnpaBxHId wrTopmuio, Ha Gepesi crosaa crapa Ilonos-
yKMxa, O4exXa Ha Hiit Bisaach, MOB Ha Kam'sHiil, BoHa Oysna BHCOKa
Ta cTpora, sk y micHi.

Oxecy Buako no Apyriit 6ik MOpCbKOT 3aTOKH, 1e MicTo 06-
ILyBaB TPaMOTaH, BOHO BHUCOYin0 Ha Gepesi, MOB KiCTIK cTapoi
WIXYHH, 3 SIKOT 3HSITO MapycH, NaroisiTb Ha Hei MOTOp YM TIAPOBY
mawnHy. Opeca mepexuBana 4eproBy MODPCbKY 3MMY, BiTpH BCiX
HanpsiMKiB He MHHAJM Ti, TYMaH! 3 MOpPSI 3aXOAUIH 4aCOM, MOKPIi,
rycti cipt Tymanu. Ot i Termep TymaH HacyHyBCs panToMm 3 Mops
it 3akpuB Ogpecy. MNosoBunxa crosna Hepyxomo, 06id nopaiucs
KoJIo wanani Ha Gepesi pubanku 3 aprtini, MOpe BHLITOBXYBaJO
Ha 3eMJI0 LUMATKU KPHUrH, XOJ0J NpoiMaB A0 KiCTOK, TpaMOH-
TaH AMYyXaB LIMPOKOI0, piBHOIO 31MBoI0. bysra HaamopcbhKa 3uMa,
3MMOBHIl TyMaH, 3a floro 3anOHOI0 rPUMIB yKe cepel, MOpSl LITOPM,
JAOKOUYIOUM XBHJII AYyXui # BHIL, 3acBITHBCS OJeCbKHiA Mask,
CMYTH 4epBOHi i1 3es1eHi, npomeHi YepBOHi i1 3eJieHi.

[MosnoBunxa, BUPSIAMBUIA B MOpe 40JIOBiKa, BUrasjaana #oro
wajaHry, 11 cepue o0ayBaB TpaMOHTaH, ii cepue JaxHe 6yJ0 BH-
CKOYMTH 3 rpyjeil, a 3 Mops MWLM XOJOA Ta FypKiT, MOpe 3a-
XepauBo pesJo, cxonusin ii Mycid. Bona He noka3dyBana nepen
MOpEM CTpaxy, BOHa MOBYKH CTOfNA Ha O6epesi — BUCOKA # CTpO-
ra, ifi 3paBanocs, U0 BOHA — MasiK HEBraCMMOi CHJIH.

“O#i, niwoB TH B Mope, MycieuKy, ~ roBopHJia BOHa MOBYKH,
— Ta i cnip TBilt conona Bopa 3muaa. Ta kosu 6 % 3HaNa Ta A0-
6auana, s1 6 TOi CAiLOK AOJMOHSIMKM nporopraja ta jpo bepera Te-
6e noksukana. Oif, noamu, BiTpe-TpaMOHTaHe, OJKEHM B MOpe
HEerosy Ta OJXKEHM H TYMaHW, a §l CTOSTHMY TYT CaMOTHA A0
Kpato, i xou 64 3 MeHe aepeBO CTajto, TO 1 6 ycima BiTamm Hapn
mopem maxana it aMctam 61 wymina”.

I micas poBrux BikiB Mokasajach wWajnaHia B Mopi, Jease
Mpina BOHa cepej XBHJb, HaJLOBro xoBajacs 3a BOASSHUMH rop-
6amu, 3'9BIANacs Ha XBWIbLKY i BnipHaja, MoB y 6e3onsio. Bona
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YURIY YANOVSKY

A Boat in the Sea

The wind blew from the coast. It was the month of January, or
perhaps February. The sea was frozen for a hundred meters out, the waves
crashed against each other; on the horizon they were black with white
crests, but as they rushed toward the shore the oncoming wind knocked
their white caps off. The wind shattered the ice near the shore; it was clear
that a real storm would roar soon. On the shore stood old Polovchykha,
her clothes whipped around her as though she were made of stone; she
stood tall and stern as if in song.

Odessa was visible on the other side of the bay. The city was being
swept by the wind; it towered above the shore like the skeleton of some
old schooner, stripped of her sails and being readied for a motor or a steam
engine. Odessa was living through another winter by the sea; winds from
all directions descended upon her; sometimes sea fogs crept in from the
water, wet, thick, gray fogs. Even now a fog moved in suddenly and
blanketed the city. Polovchykha stood motionless; nearby, fishermen from
the fishermen’s cooperative worked on the boats while the sea hurtled
pieces of ice upon the shore, the cold pierced to the bone and the wind
blew across a sheet of torrential rain. It was a winter by the sea; behind the
wintry fog a real storm was thundering over the water, rolling in waves
increasingly mightier and higher. The light in the Odessa lighthouse went
on, casting red and green beams, red and green rays.

Polovchykha, having seen her husband off to sea, was awaiting his
return. Her heart, ready to spring from her breast, was chilled by the wind.
Only cold and noise came from the sea, a sea that was bellowing greedily,
having snatched her Musiy. She showed no fear of the sea; she stood
silently on the shore, tall and stern—it seemed to her she was a lighthouse
of inextinguishable strength.

“0, you went to sea, my darling Musiy,” she wept silently, “and the
salty water obliterated your track. If I had known or surmised, I would
have swept that track clean with my palms and called you back to the
shore. O, blow wind, drive off the bad weather and dispel the fog, and I
shall stand here alone until the end, and even if [ were to turn into a tree, 1
would wave all my branches toward the sea and I would rustle all my
leaves.”

And after long ages, a boat appeared on the sea. It was hardly visible
among the waves; for long moments it vanished behind the hills of water;
it appeared for an instant and then plunged back, as if into an abyss. It
fought with the storm breast to breast while the waves clamored on the
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funaca 3 WITOPMOM rpyAM B rpyiu, a Ha Gepesi Juiue wepxit
XBWJb, i CTPAIUHO MASHYTH Ha LIAJaHAy, fK JIOJMHA — CaMOTHSA
BOHa cepej BoAsHMX rip. Poaroiiaye ii Mope, KMaae uepe3 XBuJi,
NpOLIMBAE Helo XBHJH, XOJA0AHI 6PU3KM NMeuyTb BOrHEM, NIpUMep3ac
JO TiJIa MOKpa OJexXa, TiJIbKH X — He MigxaeTbca pubanka, My-
Ciit 3 yyxuM 40JI0BiKOM 6’'10TbCA 10 Gepera!

Crapa IMosoBuuxa He 3BoAMJA 3 HMX oueil, il cepue GyJso 3
lajaHaowo, Ha Gepesi romoHian pubanku 3 MyciitoBoi aprini, 3
ceauwa 6iram pith 1o mops. Ha Gepesi Bupic HaTOBM, OCTOPOHb
cTosIa cTapa crenosuuka I1osoBuKxa, BOHa MyXHbLO AWBHJACH HA
6opoThOy 11 uoaOBiKA, TyMaH KyGauBCSl Haj MopeM, OyB JOTHI
XOJI0[.

“I'pe6yTb, — CKa3aB XTOCb, — Ta Xif6a aonomoxew M y
Takuil wropm?” MoJoawi pubankin KUHYJAMCH A0 LIANAHA, iM 32~
CTYNHJH AOpOry cTapiui, — “He aypiifiTe, xJ0nLUi, WanaHIH 3aru-
HyTb, i Bac kpabu ROiasiTb, apTine Hawa GigHa, roJjoBa apTidi
Myciit TTonoBeub, BiH Ham 3a lajaHAW rONOBU NMOOAPHBAE, KOJH
XUBHI BUNIMBE”.

Crapa TlonoBunxa noGauuaa, SK 31amanocsi Becso, 60 wa-
JaHjla CTana KpyXJSATH, Ha ouyax y BCboro Gepera ABiui o6kpy-

THAACA Ha Micui, i Brapuaa OjHa XBWAA, ii WITOBXHyJa APYra,
niiKMHYyJa, NOBepHyna, mocyiaa niuwva nig Boay. PuGanku Togi
KHHYJHCA A0 WanaHi, MOCYHyad po mops “JlacTtiBky” — rop-

LiCTb L0 apTiai, CiJIo yeTBepo BeseTHIB, MiAHSAUCS B MOBITpA
Becsa, U006 0Apa3y BUCKOUYMTH Ha XBMJIO, HA JaXMaTy, BUCOUEHHY
xBHA0. “JlacTiBky” sBajuno HabiK, Kyna KpuUru Baapuaa ii no
o6wuBLi, BOHA PUHYJa uepe3 GOpT, pubanKu ONMUHHUINCA Y BOAI,
ctamt psatyBath “JlactiBky”. XBuias 36MBana X JOKynH, Kpura
paHuaa iM roJioBH, BOHU Buenuaucs B “JlactiBky”, 3 6epera KuHy-
JM iM KiHellb i3 3alIMOpProM, BOHM NPHB’S3a1M HOro A0 YOBHA it BH-
Tarau “JlactiBky” na Geper.

Ha xBunsx BuaHo Gyno MyciiloBy wanaHay, BoHa Gaykana
JLOTopH Kinem, HaToBn pubanok nosuiiiMas wanku, i B uei uac
no6aunan y mopi nomax JIoACbKOi pyku. XTOCb NJIMB cepej KpH-
XaHoro Mops, NauB 10 Gepera, NMJMB HaBBHMALLUKH, PiBHO BUrpi-
6aB pykamu, Horo XBWJIa BifHOCMJA HAa3ax y MOpe, Ha3aj y Mop-
cbkuil TymaH. Bin npoctyBaB a0 Gepera.

Hanepes BuiiuioB BeneTeHb-puGanKa, BiH HiC XWMYT MOTY335
i BUXM/IMB CKJASIHKY CIIMPTY, NOJi3 y BOAy, OApa3y CTaB CHHiil, a
Ha Gepesi po3amoTyBanu KiHeupb, i BeJeTeHb NMMB Ha3ycTpiu Jo-
AvHi B Mopi. Moro 6una kpura, Ta BiH BUIUIMB HA YHUCTE, 33 HUM
BOJIOYWJIACS MOTY3Ka, a JIoJ1HA BXKe 30BCiM KOHaJa cepej XBUJb,
BOHA Jiexasja Ha Cnusi, 11 Kngano Ha Bci 60KH, BejeTeHb-pubanKa
TJIUB i MJKB.

Ta Buiwio, W0 MOAMHA HE TMHYJAA, BOHA O XOJOAY BTpa-
THna 6yna CBifOMICTb i movana, OYyHSIBIUM, LWOCHIM BUrPiGATUCH
no Gepera. 3ycTpiu Big6ynacs cepes XBWJb, i MJaBLUi LOBro He
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shore, and it was frightening to look at the boat, so like a person, alone in
the mountainous water. The sea was swaying it, hurtling it across the
waves, piercing the water with it; the icy spray burned like fire, the sodden
clothes froze to the skin but—the fishermen did not give in; there was
Musiy and a stranger fighting to the shore!

Old Polovchykha did not take her eyes off them; her heart was with
the boat. On the shore the fishermen began murmuring; children were
running from the village toward the sea. A crowd gathered on the shore;
the old steppe woman Polovchykha stood at one side, courageously
looking at her husband’s struggle. The fog was settling upon the water; it
was bitterly cold.

“They’re rowing,” someone said, “but can you help them in such a
storm?”

The younger fishermen rushed to the boats, but the older ones
stepped in their way.

“Don’t be crazy, boys, the boats will be lost, you’ll be eaten by the
crabs; our cooperative is poor, its head is Musiy Polovets, he’ll have our
heads for the lost oars if he comes out alive.”

Old Polovchykha saw an oar break because the boat floundered; it
spun around twice before the eyes of everyone on the shore, a wave hit it,
another pushed it, threw it up, turned it over, and the boat plunged under.

The fishermen rushed to the boats, pushed one called “Swallow” to
the water—the pride of the entire cooperative—four giants sprang in, raised
the oars so the boat would be caught up by the wave, by the tattered,
mighty wave. Instead, the boat was hurled on its side, ice struck the
sheating, water poured over the deck; the fishermen found themselves in
the water, they began rescuing the “Swallow.” Waves threw them against
each other, ice struck their heads. They grasped the boat; a rope with a
noose was thrown from the shore; they tied it and “Swallow” was pulled
ashore.

Musiy’s boat was visible on the waves. It was wandering with its keel
high in the air; the crowd of fishermen took off their caps, and in that
instant they all saw the movement of a man’s arm among the waves.
Someone was swimming among the ice floes, swimming toward the shore,
swimming arm over arm, rhythmically placing his arms in and out of the
water while the waves carried him back into the sea, back into the ocean
fog. He aimed for the shore.

A giant of a fisherman stepped forth, carrying a loop of rope; after
downing a glass of alcohol, he entered the water and immediately turned
blue. The rope was unraveled on the shore as the fisherman swam to meet
the man in the sea. Again and again he was struck by ice, yet he managed
to swim into the open, the rope dragging behind him in the water. The
man ahead seemed to be dying among the waves; he was lying on his back,
the waves casting him from side to side. The giant of a fisherman swam
and swam.

But the man was not dead; he had lost consciousness because of the
cold, and now, having regained it, he began to swim with all his strength
toward the shore. They met among the waves. For a long time they
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MOTJIM CXOTIMTHCH 3a PYKHM, iX yce po30GHBaja XBHJS, T HapewTi
iM MomACTHAI0, MOTY3Ka TOAI HanHyaaca 10 Gepera, ik Xuna, pe-
CATKM PYK YXONUAMCS 3a Hel, AECATKH PYK MNOTANJIM TypPTOM.
MnaBui muanu ao Gepera, 3axJHHAOUYUCh BOLOI0, NPOOUBAIOUUCH
Kpisb Kpury. Uyxa JoanHa BuIi3na Ha Geper i He mMor/a 3BeCTH-
cst Ha Goci Horu. TNonoBunxa nisHasa UyGenka. Bin Becbh 3any6iB,
y HbOrO JIMILE KaJaTaldo rapsiue XKuBe cepue, HOro miiXonumau ni
pyKY, — “ToBapuui, — ckasaB YyGeHKO yepe3 Cualy, — s MIaqy
32 repoeM peBOJIOLLT, L0 BM3BOJMB MeHe 3 (PaHIy3bKOi niaBy-
yoi Tiopmu”. | Bci miwsm Bix Mops, a crapa [losoBunxa 3ann-
wuaaca cToaTH Ha Gepesi, BUCOKAa Ta cTpora, K y MicCHi.

¥ Mopi BMAKO MEpeKUHYTY WajaHAy, TaM 3aruHyB ii 4oJo-
Bik Myciit [TonoBeup, BiH yMMano MOXHUB Ha CBiTi, O HBOTrO 3/1a
He Gayuna, 6yB cnipaBHHil pubaika Ha YopHomy mopi nix Oxecoro,
i uu 3aBxaM Tak 6yBae, WO MOJOJAE BMMJINBAaE, a CTape ruxe. I3
Noginieku npubir xaonumua — “6a6o, a aiga Mycist ne 6yne, 60
TOH ASABKO Kasamu, 1o ynipHyB xin Myciét aBiui #t notim wes,
a ASAbKO ymipHYyB 32 HMM i BAapuBCs roJioBol 06 4OBHa, i He
6yre Bxe niga Mycia”.

Beper cnoposxHiB, puGanku miuvm reTb, i Hikomy He G6yJso
AMBHO, u10 cTapa [losoBunxa He pyxHyJaacs 3 micusi. Bona cnpas-
Jsiia kaaofy, TpaMoHTaH o0ayBaB ii, MOB Kam'sHy, IUTPOM He-
BraBaB, KpUra TpOLLMIacsi OJHA 06 OAHYy, TYMaH CyHyBcs a0 Ge-
pera, o1ecbKUil Masik MUTOTiB YEPBOHO Ta 3&JIEHO.

MonoBunxa 3gymana 3a CBo€ AiBouTBO, AiByBaHHa B Oua-
KOBi, xassi TpambakiB cBaTaJucs 10 Hei, a 110 BXe WAaJaHx,
6apkaciB, MOTOpOK, sixT! Bona 6yna po6poro pubanbCbKOro po-
1y, no6poi cTenoBoi Kposi, ii B3sB 3a ce6e Myciit INosoBeus —
LoGiHIBCbKHI pubanka, HEMOKA3HUN XJOMelLb, HUKUYHMIA Ol Hei Ha
uiny rosoBy. Ta Taka Bxe Ji000B, i TaKk BOHa mapye camus #
camuiio B npupoai. [NosoBunxa crana po 6010 3a XHUTTH, 32 puU-
6y, cTana nopyy Mycist, i HaNJIOAWAM BOHM XJOMLIB NMOBHY XaTy.

Xnonui BUpOCTaJM KOJO MOPS, TiCHO CTaNO B XaTi 04 iXHiX
AYXHX Taeuedt, a [TonoBuMxa TpUMaja XaTy B 3ani3HOMYy KyJauli,
MaTH CTOSa Ha 4OJi POAMHM, CTOS]A, MOB CKeJii B LUTOPMI.

Cunn nosupocTanu i posiiincs, AnApiit BAaBCA Y AsIAbKA
Cupopa, Take x Jejaio i He 3HaTH wo, a [laHac NpHUBO3UB Ma-
Tepi KoHTpaGaHIHi XyCTKU H cepry, WOBK i KOHbsiK, [TosoBunxa
ckJiafana Bce 10 CKpHHi Ta 6osinacs 3a [Nanaca. Bona foro Bax-
KO HapomXyBaJa, i BiH ifi cTaB A0pOXuMil, BAXOAHJIA BHOUYi A0
Mops, il Bce 31aBanocs, WO Yye naeckit iforo Becen i Tpeb6a ps-
TyBaTH Bij noroHi. A OBepko — TOii apTUCT i rpaB 3 rpeKkamu y
“TTpocBiTi” Ta YMTAB KHHUIKOK, HAMUCAHUX no-Hawomy. Ha asaab-
KOBi rpoui B cemiHapii BuuBcsl, pubasaka 3 Hboro 6yB Hiskuit, a i
fioro xaJko, He YyTH 3a HbOTO 1aBHO, i [1aHaca He uyTH, Ta it AH-
1pis, Ma6yThb, y6uTOo, 60 CHMBCS Nijg BiHLEM.

Tinbky IBaH npautoe Ha 3aBoai i po6uTh peBoJouio, i Mycii
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couldn’t touch hands; again and again the waves separated them. When
finally they succeeded in meeting, the rope strained toward the shore,
many hands grabbed it, many hands heaved. The swimmers sped toward
the shore, swallowing water, pushing through the ice. The stranger crawled
out of the water but could not get up on his bare feet. Polovchykha
recognized Chubenko. He was completely numb; only his hot, beating
heart thumped within him; he was seized under the arms.

“Friends,” he said with an effort. “I weep for the hero of the
revolution who rescued me from the floating prison of the French.”

And everyone went away from the sea; only old Polovchykha
remained standing on the beach, tall and stern as if in song.

The capsized boat was visible on the water; there had died her
husband Musiy Polovets. He had lived some time in this world, he had
never done evil, he was an able fisherman on the Black Sea near Odessa;
must it always be that the young survive and the old die? From the village
of Dofinivka a small boy came running.

“Grandma, grandpa Musiy will not come, because that man said that
grandpa bobbed up twice and then disappeared and he dived after him and
hit his head against the boat, and grandpa won’t be coming anymore.”

The beach grew empty; the fishermen went away, but no one was
surprised that old Polovchykha did not budge from her place. She was
observing her mourning; the wind blew around her, as if she were made of
stone. The storm did not abate, the ice floes crushed each other, the fog
moved toward the shore, the Odessa lighthouse blinked red and green.

Polovchykha was thinking of her girhood, of her maiden days in
Ochakiv, when the owners of tugboats courted her--the many boats,
barges, motor launches and pleasure craft they had! She was of good
fishermen’s stock, of good steppe blood. Musiy Polovets took her for his
own—a fisherman from Dofinivka, not a handsome youth, shorter than she
by a whole head. But such is love, and thus it pairs the male and female in
nature. Polovchykha stepped forward to fight for survival, for fish; she
stood alongside Musiy, and they had a houseful of boys.

The boys grew up by the sea, their broad shoulders crowded the
house. Polovchykha ran the house with an iron hand, the mother stood at
the head of the family, she stood like a mountain in a storm.

The boys grew up and went their ways. Andriy was like his Uncle
Sydor, idle beyond belief; Panas brought his mother contraband scarfs and
earrings, silk and cognac. She put everything away in the chest and feared
for her son. She had had difficulty in giving him birth and he became her
most precious one. When she walked out to the sea at night, it always
seemed to her that she was hearing the splash of his oar and that she had
to save him from pursuers.

And Overko, that artist, he acted with the Greeks at Prosvita' and
read books in foreign languages. He used his uncle’s money to study at the
seminary; he was a poor fisherman and she felt sorry for him. She hadn’t
heard from him in some time, nor from Panas, and it might be that Andriy

Y Prosvita (Enlightenment): A Ukrainian cultural organization.
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XOBa€ rBUHTIBKM (xou B Ogeci #f crosts ¢panuysu). Cepen Hux
€ i Hawi, BOHY APUXOAMAM MO Mpoknamauii i pa3 Hanaxkaa Mycis
1O CMepTi.

MepekuHyTa WanaHaa roitaanaca Ha XBWIAX, IUTOPM JIOTY-
BaB Gea yrasy, [TonoBuuci 3ganocs, wo wWwanaHaa noGauxyana.
Ii mope npu6’e no Gepera, Toai Tpe6a BMBOJOKTH i BPATYBaTH,
i apTinb nogskye — 6e3 wanauau pubu He Hanosuw. INocyaa na-
6aMkanacs 10 6epera HeyXWibHO, HEBIACTYIHO, CTYNiHb 32 CTYM-
HeM, XBUJIMHA 32 XBHJIMHOIO.

[MonoBuMxa cTaja ueKaTH WwanaHiy, wob 36eperTu apTinbHe
106po, BOHA minifina R0 camoi BOAM, XBuAs obxumonana ii X0
konin. Illananma cyuynach Gaukue i Gamxde, BXKe YYTH, fK
CTyKaeThcst 06 Hel KpUra, Bxe BHAKO il 3aCMoJieHe JHO, i kineBa
JOWKA BUTHKAETHLCS 3 BOAM. XBWIS MepekouyBasach yepe3 HOpHe
niMckoBaTe AHuule, cepue I1o10BUMXH 3aX0/0HY MO, 32 WAAAHAO0I0
LOCh BOJIOYHAOCS MO BOAi, BUAYBAJOCA HAa BOAi JaXMiTTH.

XKinka auBuaacs it 6osinacb pO3LMBHUTHCS, Mope il mpuHO-
CHJI0 MOKOpY, Mope it npubuBano 10 Gepera, nesHo, i Tino Mycis
MonoBus. Byae Hag Yy¥M MOMJAKaTH i MOTYXHUTH, i NOXOBATH Ha
pu6anbCLKOMY LBHHTApi, Ae JieXaTh caMi XiHkM Ta AiTH, a 4o-
JIOBIiKM JMLIe MPilOTb TaM JSITH i JAralTh y MOpi Ha raubuHi, mia
3eJleHUM MapycoM XBHJi.

[TonoBuMxa AuBMAACh Ta GOsach PO3AMBHUTHCH, ift XOTiNOCH
KPUKHYTH il MOKAMKAaTH CBOro Mycieuka, xBuas 6una ii no Horax,
KpHra uepKaia no JMTKax, WanaHia Bxe 30BCiM Gyna GaM3bKO.
Bona cynynach Hocom Ha Geper, XBH/Si I'yPKOTiJa KaMiHHSIM Ha
minkomy. TlonoBuMXa XOTifa BHTAITH MOCYAYy, a NOTIM TYXHTH
KOJIO YOJIOBiKa, BOHA Bxe 6auuJa #oro Tino y myTHi# Boai, cepue
il wemino, i pykd He nouyBaiM Baru anaHaM, i Toai A0 Hei
03BaBCs rojoc. Bona ckpukHyaa, 6o To 6yB rojoc ii 4O/OBiKa,
rosoc cromiaeHuit i pixHui.

“Hawa apriab 6i1Ha, — CKa3aB CTapuii, — i KWIATH LWaNaH-
JH B MOpi He FOAUTbCS. 1 — rosnoBa apTiai, TO MyCHB i pSTyBaTH,
a Yy6enko, maGyTb, 1OTIMB A06pe, 310POBHii i 3aB3ATHIA, HisIK He
XOTiB MMCTH 6e3 MeHe, a)K MOKM A He MipHYB Mij MEPeKUHYTY
wanaupy, a BiH yce ryKae, Ta Bce NipHae, WyKaKuu MeHe”.

Crapuit [TonoBeus CTaB Ha MiKOMY 3 4OGOTOM y pyui it Bu-
KMHYB 4oOiT Ha Geper Ta MoyaB MOpaTHcs KoJo twanavau. ITo-
JIOBYMXa 3aXOAMNaCh HOMYy JAOMOMaraTH, JIOTHH TPaMOHTaH 3a-
MOpOXyBaB Ayly, Geper 6yB MycTe/]bHHUii, HOTO WITYpMYBaIO MO-
pe. Oneca Kpisb TyMaH 3jaJjeKy Bucouita Ha Gepesi, MOB KiCTAK
cTapoi WXYHH.

I noapyx:xs INonoBuis niwno A0 AoMiBKH. Bonn duum, npe-
HiXXHO OGHABLUKUCK, iM y Biui JMyXaB TPaMOHTaH, Nno3aly Kajnarta-
70 MOpe, BOHHM ilIM BNEBHEHO H APYXKHO, K XOAMJIM yepe3 wuije
KUTTSL.
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had been killed because she had dreamed of him during a wedding ceremony.

Only Ivan was working at the factory and fermenting a revolution
and Musiy hid rifles (although Odessa was occupied by the French).
Among them were some of our people; they came after the proclamation
and scared Musiy to death.

The capsized boat swayed upon the waves, the storm raged without
cease, it seemed to her that the boat was coming closer. If the sea brought
it in, she would drag it out and salvage it; the cooperative would thank
her—without boats you can’t catch fish. The boat was coming closer and
closer. It moved steadily toward the shore, persistently, step after step,
minute after minute.

Polovchykha was waiting for it. To salvage the cooperative’s
property, she walked up to the edge of the water, a wave drenching her up
to the knees. The boat moved closer and closer; she could hear ice
knocking against its sides; already she could see the tarred bottom and the
keel sticking out of the water. The waves rolled over the black flat bottom;
Polovchykha’s heart grew cold for something was dragging behind the
boat; it looked as if rags were floating on the water.

The woman stared but was afraid to turn around; the sea was her
humility, the sea was probably bringing her the body of her husband.
She’d have something to cry and mourn over and to bury in the fisher-
men’s cemetery where only children and women lie and the men only
dreamed of resting. But they die where the sea is deep, under the green
sail of the wave.

Polovchykha looked and was afraid to acknowledge it, she wanted to
shout and call her husband’s name; the waves were beating against her feet,
ice struck her calves, the boat was very close now. It moved with its prow
toward the beach, the waves rumbled stones in the shallow water. She
wanted to drag the boat out, and then mourn over her husband; she could
already see his body in the muddy water. Her heart was crying, her arms
did not feel the weight of the boat, and then a voice spoke to her. She
cried out. It was the voice of her husband, a voice tired but very dear.

“Our cooperative is poor,” her husband said, “and to abandon the
boat in the sea would not have been right. I am the head of the
cooperative, so I had to save it, and it looks as though Chubenko reached
the shore safely. He is strong and brave; he wouldn’t swim without me
until I dived and hid under the overturned boat. He called and called,
diving and looking for me.”

Old Polovets stood up in the shallow water. He threw the boot he
held in his hand up on the shore and began pulling in the boat.
Polovchykha tried to help him. The angry wind froze the soul; the beach
was deserted—it was beseiged by the sea. Odessa, visible through the fog,
towered in the distance, like the skeleton of an old schooner.

The couple went home. They walked, hugging each other tenderly
while the wind blew into their eyes and behind them the sea roared. They
walked surely and companionably as they had throughout their lives.

— Translated by A. Savage
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€BIrEH I'YUAJIO

Mopcpka noBeJist

Xnonyuk y pBaHMX Tpycax, siki BKe RaBHO BTPaTHAM CBiit
NouaTKOBMI KOJIp, pO3MaxyBas JI030BOIO XBOPOCTHHOI. Ty XBo-
POCTHHY BiH BUJaMyBaB JyXe JOBro # BaXKo i we # 3apas ne-
peXMBaB paLiCTb TOFO MOMEHTY, KOJM BOHA HapelluTi BigyaxHy-
Jacsi i CXBUABLOBAHO, MPOTECTYIOUe 3aTpeMmTina B Horo caabki,
aJjie HaCTUPAUBiIN pyui. XJI0NUMK BUMaxXyBaB JIO3HHOIO, MUJYBABCH,
IO BOHA BKPHTa TaKOI0 HiIXKHOIO 3€JeHOI0 IIKipKOlO; BOHA He
o6na3una HaBiTb TOAI, KOJMH BiH LIIbOraB KpPOMUBY Ta BHCOKY
JYroBy Tpasy.

IMopyu 3 HUM iua AiBYMHKA B JIErKMX CaHIaNMKax, 3 GaHTH-
KOM y KOpPOTKHX Kickax i B 6inomy capacdani. Bona yBaxHo cay-
Xaja TOBapMllua, i B THX MicusiXx po3noBifi, Ae ii 1OCh 0COGIMBO
Bpa)kaso, 3AMBOBAHO PO3BOAMJA PYKAaMH, ONYULEHHMH BHHU3, i Ha-
BiTb po3uernipioBana Majblii.

— A moTtim 51 no6aunuB Mope.

— Mope? Slke BOHO?

— lonyGe... TonyGe-ronyGe. Mu ixamu maumHowo. § cno-
YaTKy MOAyMaB, L0 TO HeGo.

— A Mope cxoxe Ha HeGO?

— TiAbKM KOJMM BOHO roaybe.

— A xoymm iige aoi, TORI AKHM CTae Mope?

Bix He GaunB MOpst B HeroAy, a TOMy i He 3HaB, IKHM BOHO TOAi
6yBae.

— Ma6yTb, Takox roayoum, — BHCJIOBMB 3J0Tai.

— Hi, Hi, — 3anepeynna BOHa.

— A sxum xe?

— He 3Harwo. 51 ne 6aunaa.

— Moxe, YOpHHM, TaKHUM, SIK TpPO30Be He6O?

— Ara!

B ii norasai cBiTMaacs roctpa, Becesaa panictb. Iit mogoGa-
J0CSl, WO MOpe 3 roiy6oro nepeTBOPIOETLCA Ha yopHe. B ixHboMy
cesi He GyJ0 Hi MOpsl, Hi Beankoro craska. [TpoTikas suwe api6-
HUI py4ail. Ale BiH HIKOJIM He MiHSIB CBOIX KOJbOPiB. Bin nocTiit-
HO 6yB CYMHO-3e/leHKYBaTHM.

— Ckaxu, a mope OyBae... JKOBTHUM?

— 2KoBTHM?

— Tak, xoBTUM!
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YEVHEN HUTSALO

A Sea Story

The boy, wearing tattered shorts, which had long since lost their
original color, was waving a twig of brushwood. He had broken off the
twig with great difficulty and felt even now the pleasure of the moment
when it had finally broken loose and trembled reluctantly in his weak
but determined hand. The boy was swishing the twig—admiring the
tender green bark which did not peel off when he swung against nettles
and tall meadow grass.

Beside him walked a small girl dressed in white, wearing light
sandals, with a bow in her short braids. She was listening attentively to
her friend and whenever something struck her particularly in his story
she unfolded the hands held down at her sides and even spread wide her
fingers.

“And then I saw the sea.”

“The sea? What is it like?”

“Blue. Light blue. We were diving. At first I thought it was the sky ”
“So the sea is like the sky?”

“Only when it’s blue.”

“And when it rains—what’s the sea like then?”

He hadn’t seen the sea when it was raining and so didn’t know
what it was like.

“Maybe it’s blue then too,” he guessed.

“No, no,” she contradicted.

“Well, what then?”

“I don’t know. I never saw it.”

“Maybe it’s black, like the sky during a storm.”
“Perhaps.”

Her eyes shone with acute joy and pleasure. She liked to imagine
that the blue sea could turn black. There was no sea in her village, not
even a small pond. Only a small stream. But it never changed color. It
was always a mournful green.

“Tell me, can the sea be yellow?”
“Yellow?”
“Yes, yellow.”
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— He 3Haiw... Ara, npuragyto. OgHoro pa3y 6yB CHJbHHMiT Bi-
Tep, XBUJi GUIMCS B Kpyui, po3TOUHJIHM IJMHY, i Boaa 6ins Gepera
6ysia XKOBTOIO.

— To 6Gina Gepera, a pani, gani?

— Hi, pani BoHO He 6yJ0 XKOBTHM...

— A ckaxu, — ii oui 3HOBY CMOBHMJIUCH KaXi6HOI LikaBo-
CTH, — Mope He 6YJI0... Y4epBOHUM?

BiH ax 3ynuHMBCS Bia 3aMBYBaHHs. Moro Bpasu/o 3anu-
TaHHS.

— UepBoHUM? — nepenuTaB BiH i Ha MHUTbL YSIBUB Tepen
co6oto Gararo-6araTo AMKMX MakiB, 110 MEJIOCTKOBUM YePBOHUM
BOFHEM 3anajuau npocTip Ao o6pio.

— Ara, yepBOHUM! -~ rapsiue BHAMXHY/la BOHA, PO3yMilouH,
o BiH npuraaye, 60, MOXJIUBO, i 6a4uB MOpe 4YePBOHHM.

—— Hi, He 6auuB, — XypHO CKa3aB BiH.

— He 6auuB, — 3iB’JI0 MOBTOpHJA BOHA.

— BoHo He 6yBae uepBOHHM.

Tonai BOHa 3ynMHWJIAcs i HEBLOBOJIEHO, PO3JpPaTOBAHO 3a-
CTyKaja CaHJLaJduKaMu 06 CTEXKY.

— byBae, 6yBae! | uepBoHe, i xoBTe! MeHi mama kasana,
10 € YepBOHe Mope i xoBTe!

— € uepBOHe Mope?

— Taxk. | xoBTe!

Tenep BOHW AMBHJMCh OjHE Ha OJHOro, HeHaue Bnepue 6a-
ynwiuch. Ix 060x 3aMBYBano Te, w0 BOAA MOXEe MaTH Pi3Hi KO-
JbOpH, SIK Becenka. Aje yomy K TOLi piuka B ixHbomy ceni
3aBXKAM 3aJMIIAETLCS CYMHO-3e/leHKyBaTol? HeBxe Tomy, W10
6ing Hel, B Ayrax, pocTyTb 3eJleHi TPaBH, 3e/ieHa Jenexa, 3eJeHui
poris, 3eneHi aepeBa?

I niBuMHKa ayxe nowKoAyBaja, ul0 BOHA He 6aunna mops.
Bouna HeoxamiHHO 3ymina 6 3acTepertH pi3Hi Koabopu. Moxauso,
MOpe BiJ XJomnuuKa xoBajocst. Toli, KOJU BiH AWBUBCA HA HLOTO,
BOHO Oyso rony6um. A Tijbku BapTo GyJo fiomy NMOBepHYTHCH
JIO HBOT'O CITMHOIO, i BOHO POOUJIOCS... OpaHKeBUM!

— A TH noBepTaBCca 10 MOPS CMHHOIO?

— Cnunoto? Hasiwo?

— Tpeba!

— IloBepraBcsl, 31a€TbCA...

— A noTiM WBHAKO OrigaaBcs Has3an?

— Hi.
— ET! — HeBpOBOJMEHO BWrykHyjaa BoHa. — TpebGa 6yao
NiACASHYTH 33 HUM 4epe3 nanibui. — Ta i MaxHysna HeBLOBOJEHO

pYKoI0.

Toai xaonuuk BiguyB cebGe CKkpHBAKeHUM. BiH He 06uB,
KOJIM {i0ro cTaBuAM B He3pyuHe cTaHoBuLLe. | Le B TOit yac, KOJH
BiH 6a4yMB MOpe Ha BJACHI Oui, KynaBCsi B HbOMY, a BOHa He O6auuaa
HIiYOro, KpiMm ouiei CyMHO-3esleHKyBaTOi pideykd. ¥ HbOro 3a-
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“I don’t know. Oh, yes, I remember. One day the wind was very
fierce, the waves dashed against the cliffs and mixed with the sand so
that the water near the shore was yellow.”

“Near the shore? What about farther out?”

“Farther out it wasn’t yellow.”

“Tell me,” her eyes filling with eager curiosity, “was the sea ever
red?”

He was so struck that he stopped. The question stunned him.

“Red?” he asked, and for a moment he saw in front of him a field
of poppies which with their petals set the horizon on fire.

“Yes, red!” she spurted out eagerly, thinking that he might have
seen a red sea.

“No, I didn’t see it,” he said sadly.

“You didn’t!” she repeated weakly.

“It is never red.”

She stopped and, quite annoyed, stamped her sandals on the path.

“Yes, it is. It can be red and yellow. My mother told me that
there is a red and a yellow sea.”

“A red sea?”

“Yes, and a yellow one.”

They stared at each other as if seeing themselves for the first time.
They were both surprised that water could have the colors of the
rainbow. So why did the stream in their village stay a mournful green?
Perhaps because it was surrounded by green grass, green burdocks, green
bullrushes and green trees?

The girl was sorry she hadn’t seen the sea. She would have noticed
all the shades of color. Perhaps the sea was hiding from the boy. When
he looked at it it seemed blue. But if he turned his back it would
become orange!

“Did you have your back to the sea?”

“My back? Why?”

“You should.”

“Maybe I turned.”

“And then looked back quickly?”

“No.”

“Oh,” she was disappointed. “You should have peeked between your
fingers.” She waved her hand in chagrin.

The boy felt offended. He didn’t like to be put on the spot. After
all, he had seen the sea with his own eyes, and swum in it. She hadn’t
seen anything apart from her mournful green stream. The boy’s throat
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nekao B ropJi, 3acBepGisio B oudax, i BiH, HE PO3AYMYIOYM, 3a-
MaxHYBCsl JI0O30BOI0 XBOPOCTHHOIO i 6oJsiye WIMarHyB AiBYMHKY.
Bix HecnoaiBaHkM BOHa npuciia, HacTaBuaa nepel co6ol0 po3-
yenipeHi NOJIOHI, HEHaye 3aXMULAOYHMCh BiJ HOBOro yaapy, 110
HeMHHYyYe MaB NPUCMOKTATHCA A0 1i HixkHOro, xyxoro Tina. Qui
B Hei 36iNLLUMNCS, HAJIMBILIKCh PanTOBHM CJIMUM CTPaxoM, i BoHa
HiYOro He MOrJa BAISITH Hi 3 OYMMA, Hi 3 pyKaMu, Hi 3 cl1abKuMm
TiJIOM, sIKe MOKipHO i 3/15IKaHO YeKaJo Ha HOBMI yaap.

JloanHa ule XxuauTanacs B XJOMYUKOBIH pyui, 367MCKylOuH
Ha COHLi TrJSUEBUTOIO IIKipKOIO, Sika He 006/1a3uia, KOJM BiH
IIMaras o TpaBax, i 3apa3 He 06/i3/1a, He MOJYMNHIACh, X04a BiH
YAapHuB MO HOrax LiBUMHKY.

Ternep XJIONYUK CaM He PO3YMiB, K yCe L€ CTan0Cs, B HbOMY
npoGyauaaca xanicTb, BiH XOTiB 3poOMTH AiBYMHi LOCL MpHU-
€MHe, cKka3aTH BHGawMBi caoBa. I BiH cka3aB:

— YoMy TH He mjaavew?

Bona He BiznoBina, TiNbKM CTEXHWJAA 32 HUM, He KJiNaO4u.

—$1 He xoTiB...

BoHa 3HOBY HiYOro He BiAMOBiNA, TINLKK OUi 3 BEJIUKHX, KPYT-
JINX TOBIJIbHO NEpeTBOPIOBANNCH HA 3BMYAiiHi, 2 3 HUX HEBHIMMO
noyaB LIe3aTH HerapHuit cainuit cTpax.

JliBunHKa HeCroliBaHO MOCMiXHyJaacs KyTHKaMu YCT.

Xaonuuk mifiMaB oTOil ycMix, XaJsicJMBO CKPHUBHUBCH, MPHUCIB,
i ixHi ronoBu ONMMHMIAMCH 30BCiM 6AM3bKO, | BiH HAa CaMOMY JAEHL
il oueit no6aunMB nNo OAHill ManeHbKill CALO3UHLI.

— 5 Ginbwe He 6yay, — CKas3aB BiH THXO, NPOHMKJIMBO,
BKJIafalouy B Ui c/0Ba yce rapHe i cBitJe, wo 6yno B Horo ayui.

JliBuMHKa MOCMiXHy/lacs IWHMPOKO, Od4i PaNTOM CHAJaXHYJH
ickpamu, BUNOBHHUBIUMCH CMiXOM, BOHa MPOXKOrom mnigxonunacs i
3actpubana 6insi HbOro:

— A wMeni He Gonsiue! He Gosstue! To a1 Tax...

Bin auBMBCS Ha Hel 3HW3Y Bropy, CTeXUB, IK MeTASETbCA ii
6aHTHK, sk 6ins 3aropiiux Hir XBUIIOETbCA capadaH.

— A Mmeni He Gossiuel..

I Toai B HbOMy mpoGyauaocs uie iHwe HeBrOBoJseHHS. He Bix
CBOro BYMHKY, Hi. A Bix TOro, uio BoHa #ioro o6manyaa, o6Bena
Kpyrom nanbus. Bona npukunyaacs. It ve Gonino!.. Bid i Bipus,
i He BipuB Til. Ane YoMy  ToAi BOHa 3poOuaa Takuit pyxX pyKamH,
i YoMy Toai B Hei cTajaM Taki He3BHuaiiHi, BejiMKi oui, i Ha aeHui
B KOXKHOMY TPeMTi/I0 M0 MaJeHbKiil, rocTpiil CAbO3UHLI?

— To 5 3Hiues’s TeGe BLApHB...

Bona, He cayxaioum, niwsia Brnepen mo Giniit cyxiit crexuHi,
Ha sikifi Bansaucs 3artonTtani crebna Tpas. Bin mocTosiB Tpoxw,
CTEXMB, K BOHA iige, TPUMAIOUH PYKM TPOXH BiacTOBOYypUYEHH-
M# BiL naaTTs, HeHaue GosuMChb 3a6pyAHUTH floro un 6oxai Top-
KHyTHCs. Jani i co6i pywus.

— A Ha mopi 4 sraaysas Tebe...
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was burning, his eyes itched and, without thinking, he swung the twig,
lashing the girl painfully. She was so surprised that she crouched,
spreading her palms to protect herself against the new blow which
would inevitably hurt her tender, thin body. Her eyes grew large with
fear and she could not do anything about her eyes or her weak body
which awaited a new blow.

The twig remained in the boy’s hand, its unpeeled bark shining in
the sun as he swished it against the grass, and it did not peel off now as
he struck the girl’s legs. Now the boy couldn’t understand how it had all
happened. He felt sorry and he wanted to say something nice to the girl
to apologize. He said:

“Why don’t you cry?”
She didn’t reply, watching him unflinchingly.
“l didn’t want to ...”

Again she didn’t answer, only her eyes returned to their normal
size. The ugly, blind fear had disappeared from them.

The girl raised the comers of her mouth in a smile. The boy
understood. He screwed up his face, crouched so that their heads were
quite close, and on her lower lids he saw two small tears.

“l won’t do it again,” he said quietly and firmly, filling these
words with all his heart.

The girl gave a broad smile, her eyes sparkling. She laughed, shot
up suddenly and leap-frogged around the boy.

“It didn’t hurt. It didn’t .. .”

Now the boy was filled with another kind of disappointment. Not
because of what he had done. But because he had been cheated. She
twisted him around her finger. She pretended. She wasn’t hurt. He both
believed and disbelieved her. Why, then, had she raised her hands, why
had her eyes grown large and filled with tears?

“I hit you for no reason ...”

Without listening to him she walked ahead along a dry white path
strewn with trodden blades of grass. He waited awhile, watching how
she walked with her hands held away from her dress as if she were
afraid to dirty it with her touch. Then he followed her.

“I thought about you at the sea.”
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— Mene?

— Ere.

— A SK TH MeHe 3raiyBaB?

Bin Ha xBuaMHy 3agymaBcs. SIk ke BiH 11 3ranyBaB?..

— Hy, Tak, posymicui... flk mu xoaumo o0 wkoau. I Ha ypo-
Kax y kJdaci... A ne Ty 6ynaa, xoau s 6yB Ha Mopi?

— 4 i3gmna Ha MawwHi

— Ha nerkosiii?

— Ere!

— 1 6araTo?

— Bararo. Ilpuraagyeemn ororo Asjevka, W0 HacTo MpHu-
iXAXKaB A0 Hac y ceyo 3 paiioHy? Koau BiH MeHe 3ycrTpiuas, TO
3aBX/IM BroliaB LIyKepKaAMH.

— Biaasuii, Bin cmisiBcst Bech yac? LLIKyTuabras Ha JiBy HoO-
Iy, TO Ha NaJU4YKy CNUpaBCH?

— Tak, BiH 6yB ayxe Beceauit. [ B Hboro 6ysu aAyxe conoaxi
uykepku. Bin xoauB 3i MHOIO ouMM Jyrom i po3anuTyBaBCH, K %
JKHBY.

— T xoxuna 3 HUM HaBiTb NO wiit cTexui?

— Hasite no uift crexui. A ogHoro pasy BiH MeHe noui-
JyBaB.

— HaBiwo? — 3aMByBaBcsl XJOMYHK. — AJKe BiH He 6aTb-
KO, a 30BCiM YyXa JIOAHHA.

— $1 He 3Hal0, HaBiwo BiH ue po6uB. BiH He Ka3as.

— A maTty 3Hana?

— Maru 3xHana. Bona Toai newana B aikaphi, My 13aua1 10
Hei 3 6aTbKOM, i 4 iit npusHanacs. A maTu ckasana: “To, HaneB-
He, Ay)e rapHuit 4oJ0BiK, KOJM BiH WLiNye MO0 A0HeuKy”.

— A 3a uyxepku?

— I 3a uykepku Tex npusHanace. Bona ckasana: “Koan sro-
ILAITh COJIOAKHM, TO He BiIMOBJSAHCS, a TIJLKM cama HiKOJH He
npocu”.

— 1 3a ulo cTexky ckasana?

— 3a crexky? Hi... 3a cTexky He cka3ana.

— I noTim TH #ioro Ginbuie He Gauuaa, KOJH NMOYAAUCH KaHi-
Kyan?

— Tak, 51 #ioro He 3ycTpiuana. A moTim 9 #iwaa B 6i6rioreky
MIHATH KHUXKKY.

— Sky? S ii uuraB?

— Ilpo aHakoHAy.

— A wo ue Taxe?

— Lle ynaB. Bin xuBe B Tpomnikax...

Bin 3igxHyB:

— Hi, He uuTas.

— 51 #iwna poporoio, KOJAH panTom 3yNUHUAACS NerkoBa Ma-
WHHA. A 3 Hei BUTAIAHYB OTO# 40M0BiK i 3anuTaB: “Tu He xouyew
nokararuca?”
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“About me?”
“Yeah.”
“What did you think about me?”

He grew pensive for a moment. What did he think about her?

“Well, you know ... How we go to school—the lessons, the
classroom. Where were you when I went to the sea?”

“I went for drives.”

“In a car?”

“Yes.”

“How often?”

“Often. Do you remember the man who often came to our village
from the district? Whenever he met me he gave me candies.”

“The blonde one who laughed a lot? Who limped with his left
foot and carried a stick?”

“Yes, he was very funny. He had wonderful candies. When he
walked along this meadow with me he asked me where I lived.”

“You walked on this path with him?”

“Yes, on this path. Once he kissed me.”

“Why?” the boy wondered. “He’s not your father; he’s a strang-
er.”

“] -don’t know why he did it. He didn’t tell.”

“Did your mother know?”

“She knew about it. Just then she was in the hospital. Father and
I visited her, and 1 told her. Mother said, ‘He must be a very nice man,
if he kissed my daughter.”

“Did you tell her about the candies?”

“Yes, I did. She said: ‘When anyone gives you candy don’t refuse
it. But never ask for it yourself.””

“And did you tell her about this path?”

“About the path? No, I didn’t.”

“Later, when the holidays began, did you see him again?”

“No, I didn’t. Then 1 went to the library to change a book.”

“Which one? Have I read it?”

“About an anaconda.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s a boa; it lives in the tropics.”

He sighed— “No, I haven’t read it.”

“] walked along the road, and suddenly a car stopped. That man
leaned out and asked me if I wanted to go for a drive.”

“And what did you say?”

“] said yes. He opened the door and put me beside him. He was
very handsome and he laughed. He asked me if I was afraid of cars. I
said I wasn’t and we drove off. He looked at me so kindly.”
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— Hy, a T1?

— Ckasana, wo xouy. Bin oaunHuB aBepusita i mocagus me-
He nopyy cebe. Bin 6yB ay»xe rapuwuii i cmisBcs. Bin sanurtas, yu
A1 He 6olocsl B MamiMHi. A 9 ckasaJa, uio He 60toch. I MM noixadu.
Bin auBMBHCH Ha MeHe JacKago.

— Kyau x Bu ixaau?

— My ixaau no poposi. MuHynu oaHe ceno, a MOTIM iHLIe.
BuGpamucs Ha acdansT. 5 3anuTana, 44 CKOpo MK NoBepTaTHMEM
Hasax. A 4oJoBiK 3acmisBcs. I ckasaB: “Tu He xBuojics. Mu
NPOCTO MOKATaEMOCL”. | 1aB MeHi LyKepky. 51 B3sina wykepky, ane
icTv He crana.

— Yomy?

— Meni He xorinoch. Posymiew, pantom 30BciM nepexoTi-
Jocs ictu uykepky. Henaye Bona mana 6ytu ripkow. Xou s 3Haio,
wo BoHa Gyna cmaunolo. § it pauille ina Taki, i BoHM MeHi nopo-
6anuce.

— Ulo »x TH 3po6una 3 Hew?

— Hy, s Tpumana ii B pyui... A CKOPO MM NOMHHYJIM IKECH
MICTEUKO, HaBiTb HE 3yMMHUINCA B HbOMY. 51 CKa3ana, ul0 He Xouy
Ginbwe kataTuch. ToAi YOJIOBIK CKa3aB, WO MM NMOBEPHEMO 32pa3
npaBopy4, a MOTIM iHLIO A0POrol MOMYMUMO AOAOMY... He3zaba-
pOM MallMHA TMOBEpHYJa NpaBopyd, NOTIM 1ue, i s mogymana,
Wo M ixemo poaomy. YosoBik Hiyoro He kasaB, TilbKH CTaB Cy-
BOpMM i Gisblue He nocMmixases. 51 3anurtana, Koau mu 6yaemo A0-
Ma. Bin oanxielo pykowo noriaguB mexe no roJioBi. Pyka B HbOro
Gyna rapsiua, cyxa... 51 6aunna, sik BiH MiUHO CTHCHYB I'y6H, 0Ch
Mipkye. I panTom BiH 3anuTaB, uM 9 iioro mo6mo. I ckasana, 1wo
mo6ao Tinbku Mamy i tara. Toai BiH 3anuTaB: “A mene?”
MOBTOPHJIA, W0 J06II0 TiIbKM MaMy i TaTa i wo KoJAucChb Mobuna
CBOIO TbOTIO. Asie ue 6yJI0 1e TOAl, KOJIM BOHA He BMepJia, a KOJIH
BMepJa, TO 51 Maiixe 3abyna npo Hei i nepecrana awo6utu. Toai
YOJIOBiK CKa3aB, L0 AYXE€ MeHe JOOHTbL i B HbOro B KMIIEHi 3a~-
rOTOBJIEHO AJs MeHe 6araTto uyKepok.

— Bin kynuB a5 TeGe Garato-6arato wyKkepok?

~— Ara, ane s ckasana, WO MeHi BXe MEPeXoTiJocs COMOx-
KOro, i 3anuMrtana, koaum x mu Gyremo aoma. Bin Bianosis, uio
BXe CKOpO, Lle MH MOiXaJu Ha3al He3HalloMOI ZOpOrolo.

— I Bi# mocmixascs?

— Hi, Bin yxe He nocmixascsa. Bin ckasaB, uio och 3apa3s
Tpeba 3ynuHUTHCA, BiH noobizae, a notiM My noigemo xani. I mMu
3YNHHUJINCS B OAHOMY cei. Bin miwoB x0 6ydery, a s BurasHyna
y BikHo. Lle ceno st 3Hana. Bono 30Bcim 6m3sbko Bix Kuesa. Koau
MU 3 MaMOIO i TaToM i3auau 10 6abyci aBTOGYCOM, TO TaKOX 3y-
MUHAIMCA TYT. Sl BinuMHuaa aBepui, BUCTPUGHYAA HAa A0pOryY i TH-
XeHbKO niwsa. [Totim orasuynacs. Yosnosika Hige He Gyao. S no-
6irna B GiyHy Byanuky i pas-y-pas osupanacs, 60 aymana, L0
BiH 32 MHOIO MOXKEHeTbCS HA MallKHi. Ade ioro He 6yn0. S MuHyna
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“Where did you drive?”

“Along the road. We passed one village, then another, till we
reached the highway. I asked if we would go back soon. The man
laughed. Then he said, ‘Don’t worry. We are just driving around.” He
gave me candy. I took it, but I didn’t eat it.”

“Why not?”

“] didn’t feel like it. You see, all at once I didn’t want to eat
candy. Just as if it had turned bitter. Although I knew it was sweet. |
had eaten the same kind before and I liked it.”

“What did you do with it?”

“I just held it in my hand. Soon, we passed through a town
without stopping. 1 told him I didn’t want to go any farther. Then the
man said that we would soon turn right and go home a different way.
After a while he turned right and I thought that we were going back.
The man didn’t say anything, was very stern and didn’t laugh anymore.
I asked when we would be home. He stroked my hair with his hand. His
hand was hot and dry ... I saw his teeth were clenched and he was
deep in thought. Suddenly he asked me if I loved him. I said that I
loved my mother and father. Then he asked, ‘And me?’ I said the only
people I loved were my mother and father and when my aunt was alive
I loved her too. Then he said that he loved me very much and that his
pockets were full of candies—all for me.”

“He bought all those candies for you?”

“Yes. But I told him that I didn’t want any candies and asked him
when we’d be home. He said, ‘Soon,” and we drove on along a strange
road.”

“Did he smile?”

“No, he didn’t. He said that we must stop, so that he could have
his lunch. Then we’d drive on. We stopped in a village. He went to a
lunch counter and [ was left in the car, leaning out of the window. [
recognized the village. It is quite close to Kiev. When I went to visit my
grandma with my mother, we stopped here too. I opened the car door,
jumped out and walked quietly away. Then I looked back. The man
wasn’t anywhere around. I ran into a street and kept looking back
because I thought he would chase me in his car. But he wasn’t there. 1
passed the village and reached the highway. Then I saw a bus. I stopped
and raised my hand. It stopped. The driver looked out and asked where
I was going. I said, ‘To Kiev, to my grandma.” ‘And why are you alone?’
he wanted to know. I said I liked to walk by myself. He opened the
door and let me in.”

“Did you have the money for the fare?”

“No, I didn’t. Then the conductress said that I would have to get
off. But an old man with a briefcase got very angry and started shouting
that children shouldn’t have to pay the fare because they don’t work.

181



Ceno, OMMHMMAACL Ha woce... Jaai 6a4y: MeHe Ha3jporaHse aBTo-
6yc. Toni a synuHuiacs i migusana pyky. Asro6yc cras. Buras-
HYB BOAi#t i 3anuTaB, kyau Meni. S Bixnosina, mo B KuiB go 6a-

6yci. “A 4yomy TH cama?” — nouikaBuBcs BiH. 1 ckasana, uio
mo6aio xoauTH cama. BiH BiguuMHuB 3eneHi ABepi i BMyCTHB MeHe
BCEepeHHY.

— A B Te6e rpowi Ha KBUTOK Gymu?

— Hi, e 6yno. Toxi KoHRYKTOpKa CKa3ana, U0 He Ma€ npa-
Ba Be3TH MeHe 3aiiuem. A oIHH AsiAeuko 3 noprdeneM Moyas cep-
IMTHCb, KPUYATH, 10 3 AiTell He caig GpaTH 3a nmpoisa, 60 BOHH
He npawiooTb. KOHAYKTOpKa CcKasaja: “A KOJAM TaK, TO BH Bi3b-
MiTh i#t kBMUTOK”. Jsabko 3 moptdenem 3acdupkas, we Giabiue
po3scepAMBCSl, a MOTIM NOJI3 y ramaHeup, BHIiHAB rpowi i B3fB
KBHTOK.

— I ™ npuixana no 6abyci?

— INpuixana. A BoHa nuTae: “OHyuko, a Ae xk 6aTbKO Y4 Ma-
T™?” 51 BignoBina, uo cama go6panaca. babycsa He nosipusna. To-
Ai f CKasalla mpo TOro 4oJIoBiKa, sKuil Bi3 MeHe Ha MawmHi. Ba-
Oycst pO3XBHMJIIOBAJACS i Movasa PO3NUTYBATH, SIKHI TOM 4YOJOBIK
3 amuga. 1 ckasana, WO AyXKe TapHMii, WO BiH BeCb 4ac Nocmixa-
etbcq. TinbkK BiH He nmocMixaBest B MawuHi, a 6yB cTporuil. A me
 CKasazia, wo BiH Ginoroosuii... Koau 6abyca mouyna, wo BiH
GinoronoBui, To po3xBualOBanacs ue Ayxde. BoHa ckasana: “Twu
6ay, Ik BiH jajeKo BiABi3 AMTHHY...” AJie Le Bxe He LikaBo. TH
Kpaule 3HOBY PO3KaXXH NpPO Mope.

— Hi, uikaso. Lo x 6ymno xani?

— A nani % xuna B 6abyci. Bona Hanucana B Hauwe ceJno, i
npuixae 6atbko. Bin paziB, wo 3ycTpiscs 3i MHOIO, 60 AyMaB, 10
s mponana. A KyaM X §i MaJjia MponacTH, npasja?

— IlpaBaa.

— Mu 3 6aTbKOM niuH Ha nowITYy, i BiH HanKHcaB MaMmi TeJe-
rpamy, wo Bce 6aarononyuno, 6o s xkuBa il 3goposa. ITorim mu
6yJu B KiHO, a Mic/as KiHO i1M MOpO3HBO. YBeuepi MeHe NOKJadN
cnati. S Bxe 3axpimana, koau mouyiaa, wo 6abycs 3 6aTbKOM
po3MoBAsIOTL npo MeHe. Babycsa o6ypioBanack. Bona kpuyana
npo korocb: “Ta K BiH CMiB Taxe poGMTH 3 HALIOID OHYYKOIO?"
BaTtbko mMoBuaB, a MOTiM CKasaB 30BCiM TUXO i CYMHO, 110 BiH
yce posymie. Lllo Ginoronosuii KoMMCh HaBYaBCS 3 MO€IO MaTip’io
B {HCTHTYTI, i BOHM OAHe ojHOrO JIOGHH. | 1o GinorosoBomy ay-
ke XOTinocs 3a6paTv CBOIO 104Ky 10 cebe... Ane TYT 1 Bxke He
clyxania, a 3acHyna, 60 BOHM 3arOBOPWJM NpPO SIKYCb iHUY &iB-
4YWHKY, a He Npo MeHe, 60 51 X He GyJaa 10YKOO GiNOroJaoBOroO.

— I e Bce?

— Bce. Tak s nokaTanacs Ha MauldHi.

— 1 Ginbwe He T3xuna?

— Hi. Binoroaosuit 6inbiue He 3’IBASIBCA. A KO 3’ABHTHLCH,
st GiJiblle He CSIAY AO HbOTO B MAaLIWHY.
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The conductress said, ‘Why don’t you buy her a ticket?’ The briefcase
man got even angrier, then dived into his purse, took out the money
and bought me a ticket.”

“And did you go to your grandma’s?”

“Yes. And she said, ‘Where are your father and mother?’ I told
her I came by myself. Grandma didn’t believe me. Then I told her all
about the man in the car. Grandma got very upset and started asking me
what he looked like. I told her he was very handsome, always smiling.
Except that he didn’t smile in the car, but was stern. I told her, too,
that he had gray hair. When she heard that she got very upset. She said,
‘You see how far he took the child.” But this isn’t very interesting. You
tell me again about the sea.”

“No, it is interesting. What happened then?”

“I stayed with grandma. She wrote to our village and my father
came to fetch me. He was very glad to see me because he thought I was
lost. But how could I get lost?”

“Yes.”

“l walked to the post office with my father and he sent a
telegram to my mother telling her that everything was all right and 1
was fine. Then we went to a movie and after the show we had some ice
cream. At night they put me to bed. I was dozing off when I heard
grandma talking to my father about me. She was very angry and said,
‘How dare he do this to my grandchild?” Father didn’t say anything at
first, and then he said rather sadly that he could understand it all. The
gray man had been at college with my mother and they were in love
once. The man was longing to take his daughter to his place ... But [
didn’t hear the rest and fell asleep. They couldn’t have been talking
about me but about some other little girl, because 'm not the gray
man’s daughter.”

“And that’s all?”

“That’s all. That’s how I went for a drive.”

“And you didn’t go anymore?

“The gray man didn’t come back. If he does come back I won’t
go in his car.”

“Why not?”

“Because he drives where he wants to and doesn’t listen to me.
But tell me more about the sea. I've never seen the sea. How big is it?”

“Huge.”

“And the waves?”

“Huge.”

*“As big as this bush?”

“Bigger.”

“As big as this house?”
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— Yomy?

— Bo BiH Bese, KyAM xoue, a MeHe He CAyXacTbca. Ane TH
Kpaule po3ska3yii npo mope. 1 Hikoau He 6aynna mopst. BoHo Be-
Jauke?

— 0O-o!

— A xBuai fKi?

— O-o!

— Taxi, ax ueit kymw?

— O-o!

— Buwi?

— Sk ora xara!

Bonu 3ynuuuaucs i posrasganu 6iny xary nif cTpixolo,
HeHaue Brepuue ii 6a4ynan. A MOXKJANBO, AiBUMHKA 6ayuaa it cnpaBs-
Ai Bnepuwe, 60 To Bxke Oysna He xaTa, a BeqMKa GypyHuacTa XBH-
Jsl, a 3a Helo 3BOJAWIMCL He XaTH, a HOBi XBWJi, i Bxe wyMinao
MOpe, XJIONalouM TPHBOXKHO i XOJOAHO MO CaiKax, a BOHH 06o€
crosii Ha Gepesi.
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They stopped and looked at a white house with a thatched roof as
if they were seeing it for the first time. Perhaps the girl was seeing it for
the first time since to her it wasn’t a house but a big, stormy wave and
beyond it were not houses but more waves and the sea roared stormily
and fiercely across the orchards while the two children stood on the
shore.

— Translated by G. and M. Luckyj
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MHKOJIA BIHTPAHOBCbKHN

bBini kBiTH

Iy

Ille. cymy He Gyno. He 6yno i 30M0TOro mpoutaHHs rais,
UBIJIM CHHI COKHPKH Ta MoOJIOvYail Ha Cyxux Geperax Mix rjaojaom
i ckenamM, UBiaM netpiB GaTir Ta poxa co6aua...

— Tu xouew uporo?

— Hi.

— Ty xouew 1poro.

— Kaxy 1061 ~— Hi.

— Tu He po3ymiewr MeHe.
— Posymito. Ane — Hi.
— Hi, TH He po3ymiewl.
— Moxe...

Byao me nito. I Tuxi ani 6yam Hap crenamu, i THxe He6oO
NJMBJO Hajl BOAOI, BUAHO Oyao 6yOMpiB Ha XMOBTOMY AHi piku.

Yekasocs oceHi.

Mu nosepranucs 3 Bepxis’s Cunioxu. Ha koninax nexanu
PYWHHLI, YOBEH HEC/O Te4i€lo, MH XPYMKOTIIH uubyneo 3 xJi-
6om, i UBIB MoJouYaii, Ta He6O UBiNO Hi GiMM, Hi CHHIM, a UBiIO
camuM Co0ol0 B Tili nepepociHHiii Nopi, KOAM NPUXOAMTbH CyMO-
BUTa MpPO30PiCTb BOLM, i KOJMM NMTHUS HE CMUTH HOYAMHM.

— 51 mo6ao Tebe.

Bnana xpaniuHa 3 Becsa.

I3 ciporo HaaGepex:ksi BUXONMWJIACL Yamiisl 3 4YarvIEHSM,
NpoJieTina HU3bKO HAl HaMM, BMUNYCTHUAA WWOCHL GijleHbKe 3-Tiifx
cebe, i Bmano BOHO came Tam, ae cHaiB Jimutpo.

— Tu nuBH, Micue Bubpana! — JIMHTPO CXONMHUB DPYLIHHLIO
i BuCTpinuB. Yanas orasiHynacst Ha yansieHsl, MaxHysaa HoMy Kpu-
JIOM i MOKBanuaacs A0 odepeTy il Bepl, WO 3aCTYNAJMM HAM DiuKy.

— A sx6M Ha roJaoBy?

— Hy # wo? — ckasas [1aBs0, HaAKyWyIOYH CHHIO LUGY-
Judy. IlaBno B6MB ABi KaukH, 1 — oAHYy, IIMUTPO — XOAZHOI.

Tuxo niueau Geperu, THXO TUMBJAA BOJAA, MaXJO NMOPOXOM...

— Ty nomiTuB, o 3a Becb Haw 3 TOGOI0 4ac PO3MOBY MO-
YUHAI0 TIEPLIOI0 3aBXIM 1.
— He naiica. Hy ot ckaxu: HaBiwo T noyuHaew nasiTich?
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MYKOLA VINHRANOVSKY

White Flowers

It was still before sorrow. Before the golden farewells of the groves
when the blue poplars were in bloom, milkweed lay on dry banks between
hawthorn and cliffs, and vines and wild roses were in blossom.

“Do you want it?”

“No.”

“You want it.” N
“I'm telling you—no.”

“You don’t understand me.”
“Yes I do, but: no.”

“No, you don’t understand.”
“Perhaps . ..”

It was still summer. Quiet days over the steppes, placid sky over the
water and the perch could be seen on the yellowish bottom of the river.

We were waiting for fall.

We were coming back from the peak of Synyukha. Shotguns lay on
our knees, the boat was borne by the current, we crunched onions with
our bread. Milkweed was blossoming and the sky was neither white nor
blue, but had its own color in this pre-autumnal time when water becomes
sad and transparent and when the birds do not sleep at night.

“I love you.”

A drop fell from the oar. A heron with her young one flew out of
the bank, circled low over us and dropped something white which fell
where Dmytro was sitting.

“She certainly chose a spot,” Dmytro seized the gun and fired. The
heron looked back at its young one as if waving to it and hid among the
reeds and willows which separated us from the river.

“What if she did it on your head?”

“That’s nothing,” said Pavlo, biting a bluish onion. Pavlo shot two
ducks, I—one, Dmytro—none.

The water flowed quietly, rippling against the banks. There was a
smell of gunpowder.
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Komy ue norpi6uo? Hixomy. Hi To6i. Hi meni.

— 81 mo6mo TeGe. A ToGi ue Hi 10 uoro.

— Hi.

—lllo — Hi?

— Tak. To6To MeHi ue Hi a0 yoro.

— He 6pewmn. Tu Gpewew?

— Bpeuwy.

— Bo TH nypumit. Tu 1ypunit, ax kpyruucs. Hy, He Gyab
LYpPHHMM, JOpOTeceHbKHi Mill, Hy, He O6yib.

— Ho6pe, He 6yny.

— He cmifica. Tinbku ne cmiiics, 6o wo x mexi Toai po6uTn?

— Jo6pe.

Cxunyaucs mwyka, i IMUTPO 3HOBY CXOMHMB PYLUHUILIO.

— Xait BoHa MeHi CKMHeTbcsl lie pa3s!

— Hy # wo?

— 51 it nokaxy Toai wo!

— Twn Bxe nokasaB. — [laBj10 noJsocKaB y BOAi Oripok-
HOBTSIK.

— S x HemuTywmit. Lle X BM HarJyWHINCL CAMOTOHSIPH —
Tpax-6ax, AMBHCb — i WOCbL ynajo 3 He6a.

— Tpax-6ax! Cam T4 Tpax-6ax.

— Cam He cam, ane 1 He BOMB Hi4Oro.

— He 86us!

— A wo x — i He B6uB!

— He BGuBKait.

—1Iau T nig yopru! He mparyii mene.

— He B6uB, He BO6HB!..

— Cnpasai, ne B6us.

— A mu — BOUIM?

— Bacuo, noseprail 10 Gepera, CKHHEMO UbLOro “HeBOHB-
LUO”.

— Wa, xaonui. Cnpasai, sikoro yopra? Poaasirafitecs, 6a-

unTe -— rpebisi, OysemMo YOBHA MepeTAraTy.

¥Ynana apyra xpaniuHa 3 BecJa.

...lLlyMOBHHHS BOAM, HM3KA 3€JEHOr0 KaMiHHs uepes piKy
i 1032 KaMiHHAM BepOM BHU3Y 3 ouepeTOM GyJIH BiKe Mepejs OYuMa.
Ha npaBomy Gepesi TpboMma 3ropinMmu noBepxamu HOPHIiB A0OMO-
TOMHHUIA NiAiBCbKUHA MJMH, 3 YeTBEPTHM NMOBEPXOM Haj BOAOIO, e
MOJIOJINCb YCi GMMXHI noas B HeGAMXKHI POKM, SIK i ULOTO POKY.

— He xwuraitte yoBHa! CkupaiiTe wtanu.

Mn posasiramics, Baapuaa Boza Mo HOrax, i YoBeH CRiT-
KHYBCA HOocom 06 rpeG.iio.

— IigHimait #oro, nignimait!

— Ta nignimalo, xait BiH ckasutbcsa! Hlo s — Bin?

— 3aaupait fiomy xBocra! XsicT!

YoBeH niwos yuus, i M4, no rpyau y Boai, Beau fioro mix
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Did you notice,” she said, “that I always start talking to you first?”

“Don’t nag. Why do you start nagging? Who wants it? Neither you
nor I.”

“I love you, but you don’t care.”

“No.”

“What do you mean, no?”

“Yes, I don’t care.”

“Don’t lie. You’re lying?”

“Yes, ] am.”

“You are a fool, a big fool. Don’t be so silly, darling.”

“All right. I won’t.”

“Don’t laugh. What can I do if you laugh?”

“All right.”

The pike got away and Dmytro again grabbed the gun.
“Let it try that again.” »

“So what?”

“I’ll show her.”

“You’ve done it already.” Pavlo was rinsing a yellow cucumber in
the water.

“I don’t drink. It’s you boozers who do all the bang-bang. And
something fell on you from the sky.”

“Bang-bang yourself.”

“Well, I didn’t kill anything.”

“So what, you didn’t.”

“No, I didn’t.”

“Don’t kill it, then.”

“Go to hell. Don’t bug me.”

“Didn’t kill, didn’t kill . . .”

“No, I didn’t.”

“And what about us?”

“You killed.”

“Vasyl, steer toward the bank. Let’s disembark the non-killer.”

“Quiet, boys. What the hell for? Get undressed. There’s the dyke.
We’ll pull the boat.”

A second drop fell from the oar.

The rushing water, a row of green stones stretched across the river
and beyond them the willows on a reedy bank—all this was now in sight.
On the right bank an antidiluvian ancestral mill showed three burnt-out
stories, with the fourth floor overhanging the water. Here this year, as
always, all the grain in the neighborhood was milled.

“Don’t rock the boat. Take off your pants.”

We undressed, stepped feet first into the water and the boat touched
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KaMiHHAM 10 rau6woro piuvina, wo 6insg MauHa.

3anaxsi0 GOpPOLIHOM.

Biax mauHa THArHyaacs €epra Bo3iB i MawwMH 3 MillKamH
3epHa, Haj Geperom nacauch BUMpsKeHi KOHi, 6ins Bo3iB Ha co-
JIOMi CHAINKM ASLAbKH, XTO BeuepsiB, XTO rpaB y KapTH, a XTO Api-
MaB.

— Anno, TH BXe cnuui?
— A ™m?

— Sk uyew. S He crwno. MeHi He CNHUTBLCH.
— o x TH pobuw?

— lymato.

—1I a

—Ipo wo x TH Aymaew?
— IMpo TeGe.

—1 s npo Tebe.

— Ha no6paniu.

— Ha pnobpaniu.

Iuki rycu y HeGi! Sk aaBHO 51 He Gauus ryceit, w06 aitanu...
Juki rycu y Hebi KpyxJAd10Tb Haj MJIHHOM — 3€PHO TMOYYJH...
He kpyxasiite, 60 Bawi TpH CMepTi JiekaTb y HAWIOMY YOBHi.

— Jait pywnuuio! Pywnuuio pai!

— Odiitnewucs.

JIMHTpPO KHHYBCS MPOTH BOAM A0 KOPMH, aje 3a6MB HOry 06
niZBoAHKI KaMiHb i 3ackaByuaB, ik cobaka.

Sl ckaszaB iomy:

— Tu x 6aunul — BHCOKO.

— Jlaii, xo4 OCKOMY 3)KeHY.

—'eTb i He rosopm.

— Jaii pywHuwo, To6i kaxy, 6o Te6e B6’I0.

— Toxni — Ha.

JMHTPO CXONMHUB PYWHWIO i Mo rpyan y 36ypeHiit Boai 3a-
BOJAMB Ti€l0 PYLIHHLEIO MO KPUJATHX FyCAYUX MXHUBOTaX.

— Hy, crpinsit. Yoro x TH He cTpinsiew?

— Boaa xnantae. He MOXy npHUIUTHCD.

— Haii meHi.

— Ha.

51 BHCTPINMB MO THX TyCsiX, K NO CBOIX CAbO3aX.

JletitTh! He Tpe6Ga mexi Bac. MeHi noTpiben s, 60 OCKilbKH
icHyeTe BH, i CBiT, i Bce Ha cBiTi — icHywo i 4. JletiTh, 60 4ac
XWJHMTAE MeHe...

— Tu Gauuw meHe?

— Tu 6iniew, i 9 TeGe Gauy.
— To6i xonopHo?

— Hi. I T06i?

— BpaHnui y mene aitak.
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the dyke with its nose.

“Lift it up, up.”

“Lift the bastard yourself. What am [—an ox?”

“Pull the tail end up.”

The boat plunged down and we, up to our chests in water, pulled it
between the stones to the deeper part of the river, near the mill.

There was a smell of flour.

A long line of carts loaded with sacks of grain stretched from the
mill. Unharnessed horses grazed on the bank. Men sat on straw near the
carts, some eating their supper, some playing cards and some dozing.

*“Hi, are you asleep?”

“What about you?”

*“As you can hear. I’'m not asleep. I can’t sleep.”
“What are you doing?”
“Thinking.”
“SoamL.”

“What about?”
“About you.”

“Soam L.”

“Good night.”

“Good night.”

Wild geese in the sky. How long ago since I saw flying geese? Wild
geese in the sky circle over the mill; they sensed the grain. Don’t circle, for
death is waiting for you in our boat.

“Give me the gun, give me the gun.”

“Let it go.”

Dmytro pushed up against the current to the stern but stumbled
with his foot against an underwater rock and howled like a dog.

I told him: ““Can’t you see? They are high.”

“Give it to me. I’m itching to use it.”

“Don’t talk like that.”

“Give me the gun, I tell you, or I'll kill you.”

“Here, take it.”

Dmytro caught the rifle and, in water up to his chest, aimed at the
bellies of the flying geese.

“Fire. Why don’t you fire?”

“The water is swaying me. [ can’t take aim.”

“Give it to me.”

“Here.”

I fired at the geese as if they were my tears. Fly away. I don’t need
you. All [ need is myself. Since you exist, the world and everything in the
world, including myself, also exists. Fly away, for time is swaying me.
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— Ak?!

— Bpanui.

— Bigkoan mu 3 TOGOI0, HiIK HEe 3pO3yMil0: KOJM TH CMi-
€lUCs i KOMM rOBOPHIL Cepiio3HO.

— Jle TBoi oui? To6i He COPOMHO Tak FOBOPHUTH?

— He Bucrauaro...

— Ot i He roBopu.

— O6HimMu MeHe...

Yepra B03iB 3arvHaniach A0 pPiYKH, HA OCTAHHLOMY BO3i, Ha
MillKax, CTosiJa AiBuMHA B 6ijJoMy B CHHiii ropowok naarri. 3a
Helo 3aXO0JMJI0 COHLE, i 3aXOAMA0 TaK, Haye CXOAMJIO.

— Xnonui, nokaraiite MeHe!

Mu Gyau Bxe B 4HOBHi, I CHAIB Ha BecJax, JXOBTiNa BOAS,
COHLE 3aXOJUJN0, Haue CXOAHJIO.

IaBao rykHyB:

— A TBilt cTapwuit ne?

— Sxuit cTapuit?

— Tsiit!
- TaTo? Ta 6ing mauHa.
— To #izm — nokaTaemo.

1 po3BepHyB yoBHa 10 Gepera, noxas il pyky.

LLloch cainyuye GAMCHYJN0, MepTBO-(iONETOBUM CBIiTJIOM LIY-
TOHYJIO NO Hawux 061MyYAX, i OAHMH i3 APOTIB MiXK CTOBMNAMH Haj
pikoOI0 NpOBHC Yy BOLY.

— JlycuyB! Kaniku newachni! He moram sk caix isomoBaTy.
I Tak yce... — nporyais JIMHTpO, BUEeNUBILUKCh y AiBUHHY CipUM
NIOTISL AOM.

— He xwauraiite yoBHa, oif, He xuanTaiite!

— Lyp He 6GosiTHCcH, a TO BHCaauMO!

— Toai kpawe 3caxite... Oit!.. I'pe6iTb po Gepera! — BoHa
orasiHy/nacb Ha MeHe. — §I nnaBaTH He BMilo.

— 1 51 He BMmil0, Tax WO » 3 TOro?

— Sk ue He BMmieTe?

— He Bmiio. Boau 6oioce.

— A B Hawomy ceni Hi piuku, Hi cTaBka. [IpaBaa, 6yna Taka
co6i piveuka, Tak mowaiu ocywyBaTH Geperd nig KamycTy, OT
BoHa i nomepaa. INoainacs kyauco. Tenep Hi piku, Hi KanycTH.

— Kaniku Hewachi!

— A 3Bigku K TH? — [laBN0 HaAMBaB ropisku.

— Tpuny6u 3snaere? Tak Bin Tpuay6 we TpH KiJoMeTpH.

— 3naemo! Bacuio, Tpumait!

— Moxe 6 T, [laBse, cnepiuy 3anponoHyBaB Hawiit xami?
SIk Bac 30ByTBH?

— Hacrero. Ane 1 — Hi. Iuiite Bn. Hate. — Bona B3sina Bix
TMaBna kyxJauk i nepeaana MeHi Ha BecJa.

— 3a Bawe 3p0poB’s, Hacre.
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“Can you see me?”

“You are white and I can see you.”

“Are you cold?”

“No. Are you?”

“I have to catch a plane in the morning.”

“Really?”

“In the morning.”

“Since I've been with you I can’t understand when you are laughing
and when you are being serious.”

“You have eyes. Aren’t you ashamed to talk like this?”

“It wasn’t enough.”

“Don’t talk.”

“Put your arms around me.”

The row of carts stretched to the river. On the last one, on top of
the sacks, stood a girl in a white dress with blue dots. The sun was setting
behind her and it looked as if it were risfng.

“Boys, take me for a ride.”

We were already in the boat; I was holding the oars. The water was
yellowish and the sun was setting as if it were rising.

Pavlo called out:

“Where is your old man?”

“Which one?”

“Yours.”

“My dad? At the mill.”

“Come here. We'll take you.”

I turned the boat toward the bank and gave her my hand. There was
a blinding flash and a deadly violet light lit our faces. One of the cables
between two poles over the river had touched the water.

“It broke. Poor devils. It wasn’t insulated properly. So it goes ...”
mumbled Dmytro, piercing the girl with his gray eyes.

“Don’t rock the boat; don’t do it.”

“Don’t be afraid, or we’ll take you back.”

“Better put me back. Row to the bank.” She looked round at me. ““I
cannot swim.”

“I can’t swim either. So what?”

“You can’t?”

“No. I'm scared of water.”

“There is no pond or stream in our village. True, there was once a
stream but when they started to use the water to irrigate cabbages, it died.
It disappeared somewhere. Now there is neither stream nor cabbages.”

“Poor devils.”

“Where are you from?” Pavlo was pouring himself a drink.

“Do you know Three Oaks? Well, it’s three kilometers from there.”
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— IlniiTe Ha 3xopoB’a. Oripka Bam uM LUGYIHHY?

— Oripka.

HisunHa cnosocHyna oripok, i s HagKycuB 3 ii pyku. Boua
nocosuaa Moro, i 1 RaAKycHB 3 ii pyKH Bapyre i BTpeTe.

— A BHeHb y Hac upoOro poky 6yio, sik 6onota! — ckasana
BOHa. AJle CKkasana Npo BHLIHI JapeMHO: APYroro oripka si He
MONpoCHB, | BOHA Haye6To 3acnoxoinack. Jluwe ii pyka He 3moraa
HaiTH co6i micus — BOHa nokaasna ii Ha KoMiHO, NOTIM Ha GopT
YOBH2, a BiATaK 3aHypuna y Bosy. CoHue 3axoanno 6ins ii pyku
B GypHITHHOBI BoAi.

A1 ckasas:

— lpuctanbmo 6ins LbOro OCTpiBKa Ta CSAABMO BXKe MO-
JIOACbKH, Ta B AYpHS 3irpaiimo.

— I'pebu!

— Bu rpaete, Hacre?

— ¥ aypus? Asaxxe. | 1Ba Ha 4Ba, i 0AMH Ha oauH yMmilo.
Moxe, we oripka?

— IJe.

Bona BuGpana Haii6inbumit oripok, i 1 Haakycus itoro 3 ii
30/I0TOT B KpamjvHax pyku. 3 JiKTH Kamajia Boja Ha Mow 6ocy
Hory. Hacts oaBena nikoTb, i Kpanauuu sanaganu Ha RyJao pyui-
HULI.

— A ue wo, pywHHud y Bac?

— Pywunus.

— A Ti€i 3UMHM y Hac aecsiTb rekTapiB siGayHb 3aitui Noo6-
rpUsajy.

— 1 mo, nponas can?

— letb uncro!.. Moxe, fika COTHS ZepeBMHOK i Buiaina.

~— Kanixu newacni! He moran nooGkytysatu nepesa!

— Hikoau Gyno. ooy koarocny minsam! — Hacrts 3a-
cMmisiiacs. TOHKO 3acBiTUANCA Ha BeuipHbOMY COHUi i TeMHO-
CHHi 3yOm.

-

— Twu we He cTomuaach?

— Hi. Meni notpi6Ho, wod Tv 3aBxan OyB nopyu. Paniwe
Al Aymana, 10 Yy BeJMKHX 103aX MeHi TeGe NpoCTO He BUTPHUMATH.
Tenep, koan Te6e He OyJ0, s THXEHbKO noyana G0XeBOMITH.

— Twu 3aBxau 6yaa cepHO3HOIO JIIOAMHO, J06a MOS.

Ane He HaCTibKM, 110G 3apas ray3yBaTH 3 LbOrO.

— IlpaBuabHo.

— Tu npuraxyew ioro?

— Koro?

— Hy, Toro, y koro Tv MeHe, siKk KaxyTb, BigOMB...

— Hi. A6comoTtHo. XKoaHoi puch.

— 51 B ychomy Bipio T0Gi. 51 He 3Halo, uM 3MOXY Biapi3HMTH
Gpexnio Bia npaau. bowoch — Hi, TOMy L0 Ayxe Xouy BipuTH,
a 3 apyroro 60Ky, meHi Tak GpyaHO GpexaB To#, 06aMYUS SAKOrO
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“Yes, we know. Vasyl, hold it steady.”

“Perhaps, Pavlo, you should offer it first to our lady? What’s your
name?”

“Nastya. No, thanks, but go ahead and drink. Here you are.” She
took a glass from Pavlo and gave it to me.

“Your health, Nastya.”

“Cheers. Do you want a cucumber or an onion?”

“Cucumber.”

The girl rinsed a cucumber and I took a bite of it from her hand. She
sprinkled salt on it and I took bite after bite.

“We had lots of cherries this year,” she said. But no one paid any
attention. I didn’t ask for a second cucumber and she calmed down. Only
her hand couldn’t rest; she placed it on her knee, then on the edge of the
boat and then she dipped it into the water. The sun was setting near her
hand, in the amber water.

[ said: “Let’s stop near this island and sit down and play cards.”

“Row!” *

“Do you play, Nastya?”

“Cards? Yes, I do. In twos or alone. Would you like some more
cucumber?”

“Yes.”

She picked out the largest cucumber and held it out for me to bite in
her golden wet hand. Water dripped from her elbow onto my bare foot.
Nastya moved her elbow and some drops fell on the barrel of the gun.

“What is this, your rifle?”

“A rifle.”

“Last winter the hares nibbled ten acres of appletrees.”

“And was the orchard lost?”

“Completely. Perhaps a hundred trees were saved.”

“Poor devils. Couldn’t wrap up the trees.”

“There was no time. The chairman of the collective farm was being
replaced.” Nastya laughed. Her dark blue teeth shone delicately in the
setting sun.

“You aren’t tired yet?”

“No. [ must always have you next to me. Before I thought I couldn’t
stand you in large doses. Now, when you were away, I was slowly going
insane.”

“Darling, you were always so serious.”

“Not so serious that it can be joked about now.”

“True.”

“Do you remember him?”’

“Whom?”

“My old boyfriend.”
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TH He Nam’sTacwl, WO MOXY i3 “NUJAbHOCTH” Tenep B3araji He
BipuTH B yce no6pe. Moxy, npaBaa, i He X0y, uyew?

— Poaynilo.

— 1 B3arani, 3posymili mene. §SI He xouy posnopouyBaTH
ce6e Ha W0 “NUJIBLHICTB”, i He XOuy BipUTH Xoua 6 yepes Te, WO
Tak jerwe i cnokiitHiwe. Tomy meni He Tpe6Ga Gpexartu, posy-
Miew?

— Tu x sHacw meHe: KO 51 He 36pewly — He MPOKUBY.
Lle nonepwe. A noapyre, GpexaTh sIKOCb Jeruie, Hi rOBOPUTH
npaeay. OT s T0G6i it Gpewy. Cayxaii: MeHi naxHe maHapiBouKa.
Ha ueit pas — npaneka i nagoBro. Mu He Gynemo 6aunTHCh piK.

— Pik?

— Pik.

— Kyau x ue Tv 3HOBY 3i6paBcsl, rOpeHbKO TH MO€E?

— Ha npauto, macTtstuko, Ha npaio.

— Tu meHe nokuzaew.

— Cpboroati y Hac qitTo. Tak oT: oCiHb, 3UMa i BecHa...

— Koau mu 3 To6olo 3ycrpinucs, s BUpiluMaa ctati aas TeGe
XiHKOIO, “3 KOO Homy Gys10 6 Jierko”. Baumuw, Hi XiHKOIO, “aKy
BiH JIOGUTL”, Hi XiHKOW, “3 KO BiH OxpyxeHHil”, Hi HaBiTb
KIHKOI0, “3 KO0 BiH XuBe”.

— Bupiwuaa caywno.

—$1 xoTina, wo6 TO6i He nOTPi6HO GyJ0 BUMAYTYBaTHCh,
NPUKHUAATHCh 3aKOXaHUM Ginblue, Hix € HacmpaBai, wo6 Th GyB
3i MHOIO, fIK 3 caMMM C06010. | HaBiTb 11 Gisble CaMuUM co6olo,
HiXk i3 co6oio.

— Kosm mu 3 To6oio 3ycTpinucsi, si Bupiwms 6yab-wo Bii-
6uth Tebe Big TOro o6aMuus, IKOro He nam’sitaw. I Mam’sTaln
Tinbku TeGe. Meni 6yn0 wikaBo: Bixi6’io s Te6e um Hi. MNepuworo
Beyopa He BuiAwlo. BinGus s TeGe ppyroro Beuopa.

— Hi, mo6uii. Jlna mene ue 6yso nepworo Beyopa. IHie
AiNI0, WO TH BAIOGAMBHUIL i BMiell JIOGUTH KOXKHOrO pasy, sik BnEp-
e, 10 TOFO X 5 3p03yMina 3a"Toii Beuip i Hiu...

— O! Oue BoHo i €. lLlo TH 3po3ymina?

— 3a Bech Haw 3 TOGOW 4ac, 3 TOro Beyopa i Houwi i mo
CbOrOJHI, y MEHE TaKe BiXuyTTS, IO TH WOCh NEPEeBipsicil y MeHi,
B coGi i He mo6uw mene. CrnocTepiracw. Kpoaukom s ce6e nouy-
Balo 10cuTb uyacto. OTxe, s He CTana XIHKOI, “3 AKOI0 inomy
6yn0 6 nerko”. Bauui, k...

— Ta 6auy. I ue BoHO, MaGyTh, TaK i €.

— He rikaii. Byab BiasepTum.

— Moxxe, npo NouyTT AOCHTBL?

— 310pOBO K TH MeHe MO MHL...

— Hemorano. A um He 3'ictm 6 Ham uoroHe6yan? Bing ro-
Joay ax B ouax psabie. LLlo B Te6e €?

— MaxkapoHu.

— Hy i Ixonbka x! Ta Bor 3 Helo — TSTHM ClOaH.
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“No. Not a thing. Not a feature.”

“I trust you in everything. I don’t know if I can separate lies from
truth. I’'m afraid I can’t because I want to believe you and, secondly, the
one before you, whose face you don’t remember, lied to me and so I don’t
have to believe in anything good. Or perhaps I don’t want to. Do you
hear?”

“Yes, I understand.”

“Please, get this straight. I don’t want to be confused and I do not
want to believe you just because it’s easier and safer that way. So you
mustn’t lie to me.”

“You know me. If I don’t tell a lie I'm not myself. That’s one thing.
For another, it’s easier to lie than to tell the truth. So I'm telling you lies.
Listen. I have to travel. This time it’s going to be a long trip. We won’t see
each other for a year.”

“A year?”

“A year.” .

“Where are you going, poor dear?”

“To work, darling, to work.”

“Are you leaving me?”

“Today it’s summer, and so: autumn, winter and spring.”

“When we met I decided to be a wife ‘with whom you would have
no trouble.” And you see, I'm neither a wife ‘whom he loves’ nor a wife ‘to
whom he’s married’ nor even a woman ‘with whom he is living.” ”

“Your decision was right.”

“I didn’t want you to find excuses, to seem to be more in love than
you actually were. | wanted you to be with me as you are with yourself. |
wanted you to be more yourself.”

“When we met I decided to win you over from the one whose face |
don’t remember. I only remember you. I was curious: shall I win you over
or not? The first evening I was a failure. I didn’t succeed until the second.”

“No, darling. For me it happened the first evening. Sure, you fall in
love easily and you can love every time as if it were the first time. 1
noticed this that evening and night.”

“This is it. What did you notice?”

All the time, from that first evening and night til today I have a feeling
that you are testing something in me and yourself, and that you don’t love
me. You watch me. Very often I feel like a rabbit. So I haven’t become a
wife ‘with whom you would have no trouble.” You see how . ..”

“Yes, I see. It probably is so.”

“Don’t run away. Be frank.”

“Maybe. Let’s leave the emotions.”

“It is as if you had slapped my face.”

“Not bad. Haven’t you anything to eat? I’'m famished. What is
there?”
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— Lle e ByopawmHiit Gopuw.

— TBoro 6opuy He xouy. Tu He BMmiewr BapuTH Gopuiy.
[MTonepuie, Tv nepeBapiocll Kanycty, a Kanycty Tpefa KuzaTH
B 6opi OCTaHHbOW, W06 BOHA 6yaa TBepaow, AK ApoTuHa. | Kap-
TOomo Tpeba KMAATH He pi3aHolo, a winow. I, KpiMm 3acMmaxk,
notpi6Ho kuaatH B Gopwt mwe uubymo. Takox uiny. BoHa, Koan
3BapuThCsl, — codoxka. Hy, gk a Tebe?

— 3o0BciM i He Goague.

— Byae T06i “ne 6onsue”! He HaBunuicsa BapuTn Gopmy —
AHUWK MPOMNano: Hi TM MeHe He 3HaJja, Hi A TeGe He 3HaB. SICHO?

— SlcHiwe sicHoro.

— Orak. JaBait makapouu i Toii TBili wupnoTpebuuii Gopui.
Oue 3'im iforo, i wWo6 Giable Takoro Goplly He Bapuia.

— A xT0 X TOGi BapuTHMe B MaHApiBOYLLi?

— HeBxxe T HacnpaBai aymaeul, 1o HiXTo?

— Hi, noporuii, wio e xiHku BpoaauBiwi i po3ymHili 3a
MeHe — Tak, €. bavwui, popoxui, pigHiwi — €. baxaniwi —
Tak, €! Takoi X, ik 1, — HeMa, TaK CamMo K TaKoro, K TH, —
HeMa, po3ymiew? Oue s 3Hal0, TOMY /1 He Ay»xe XBHJIIOIOCH Yyepe3
Ti BCi MaHApiBOoukn. MeHe XBWJIOE iHIue...

— Kaxu wsuawe, uwo Tebe xBHJ0OE, 60 I 3aAUXHYCb 3
uikaBocty. [lopail aueHs conn, 60 MakapoHeWTH — SIK TpPaBa.

— 3auekait. CmigTucs Gyaewr noTim... Tak, MeHe XBMJIOE
inwe... He npuragyio Hassu cena. [Npuixanu mu Ttoro Jjita Ha
AaBHI0 moruay. 3pobuan oOMipH i 3HSIM NOBEPXHEBHH HaCTH,
NOCXOAUNUCL ASIAbKH, | OAMH PO3MOBiB MeHi Take: KONaB BiH Y
ce6e Ha ropoai 6ins Tiei MOrMan i BUKONAB T/ICYMK, TAHHAHME,
3aneyaTaHuit. 3panie — aymas, ckap6. Po3aneuaraB — pinnHa,
TEMHa, T'ycTa, 3 NpeKkpacHuM 3anaxom. [Ipuitluam Ky™, kyma, apy-
XUHA npubirna — AU3HYJAH: conoako i MiuHo, BaniuTh 3 Hir. Bu-
nuau. Buno Gyno. Tlotim snskaauch, ctanu uyekatu cmepth. He
BMepaH. I, w06 He BMUNpOOOBYBATH NOJI0, BUJIWIM, BUIIOJOCKAJH,
i HaIMB AAbKO Y TJICYUK KBAacy. A moTiM NpHixanau apxeojiory i
BH3HAUMJIHM, WO LbOMY FIE4YMKOBi TpucTa JiT... 2Kax! Amxe Ti
JUOAN HE 3PO3YMIMHU TOAI, fiIKe pinkiCHe il Lopore BUHO BOHU MUJH!
Pixkicwe...

— Tw maew paujio. Asne, 9K TH 3HaeW, nepeBary s Bilaaw
ropiui.

— He xutpyit. Ckaxu meHi Tak: gopora Mosi, woch y TBOiX
LOBOAAxX npH TOGI 3aBaxkae MeHi 3 TOGOIO MOTOAUTHCD.

— Jopora mosi, wock y TBOIX A0BOxax npu Tobi 3aBaxae
MeHi 3 TO60I0 MOrOAUTHCS...

OctpiBeup 6yB sik ocTpiBeus. MiX BUrOpITMMM 40JACTHMH
Geperamu BiH xMB Cco6Gi mocepel pikM MiHisiTIOpHOIO AdpHKoI0
3 MEepCOHAILHUMM JXKYHIJISIMA 3 BOCKOBOI yxe GJIEKOTH, MOryT-

=

HbOro Gyasika, rpMBacTOro IWHpPY, A060AN # ANBHMUMH CyiHHHMH
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“Macaroni.”

“Oh boy, what a dish. Still, let’s have it.”

“I’'ve got some borshch too from yesterday.”

“I don’t want your borshch. You can’t cook it. First you overcook
the cabbage. Cabbage must be put into borshch last so it is stiff like wire.
Potatoes should be put in whole, not cut up. And apart from seasonings
there must be some onions in it. Whole. When they are cooked they are
sweet. Did I hit you hard?”

“It wasn’t painful.”

“Don’t be silly. If you can’t cook borshch you’re lost. We are
strangers. Clear?”

T “Very clear.”

“So. Give me some macaroni and some of your old borshch. I'll eat
it so you won’t have to make it any more.”

“Who is going to cook for you on your travels?”

“You really think there won’t be anybody?”

“No darling. There are women more beautiful and wiser than I.
Dearer and more desirable—yes. But none like me, just as there is no one
like you, you get it? I know it and that’s why I’'m so bothered by these
travels. I’'m concerned about something else . . .”

“Tell me quickly what’s bothering you for I'm dying to hear it. Give
me some salt. This macaroni is like grass.”

“Wait. You’ll laugh later. Yes, I'm worried about something else. I
don’t remember the name of the village. That summer we visited the old
grave mound. We surveyed it and took measurements. Some old men came
by and one of them told me this story. He was digging in his back yard
near this mound and dug up a pot made of clay, sealed. He was overjoyed,
for he thought it was a treasure. He opened it—it was full of some liquid,
dark, thick, with a marvellous fragrance. His old cronies came and along
with his wife they tried it. It was sweet and strong; it went to their heads.
They drank it. It was wine. Later they were afraid they might die. But
they didn’t die. So’s not to tempt fate again they poured out the rest,
cleaned the pot out and filled it with kvas.! Later, archaeologists came and
said that the pot was three hundred years old. Imagine. These people
didn’t know what a rare old wine they were drinking. Very rare . ..”

“You're right. But, as you know, I’d rather have horilka.”

“Don’t quibble. Better tell me straight: ‘Darling, something in your
arguments makes it impossible for me to agree with you.””

“Darling, something in your arguments makes it impossible to agree
with you.”

It was a small island, as islands go. It lived there alone between the

1 Kvas: A sour drink.
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KBiTaMu. JlanaTumu GinMMM 30pSIMH BOHM CBiTHAKCA Hajk naeGeii-
CbKHM OCTPiBHHM HACe/JIEHHAM i AMBMJIMCb y CBIiT BHYiKYBaJbHO
i HemeBHo.

Mano xto TypbyBas ocTpiBeub CBOIMM BixBiauHamu. Inoxi
NPUIIMBAB KAaUHMHUIA BMBOLOK, MOKAaXKyBaB MiJ TOJOAHMMH [JH-
HACTUMHU Geperamu Ta it YMMUHKyBaB co6i 3a BOAOI0 BHM3, y uap-
CTBO PSICKH i BepOOBOro poariuis.

— OTyT.

Tyrumu 10BrumMu HOramu AiBuMHa ctynuiaa Ha Geper. Oui ii
KUHYJHUCS Ha KBiTH i THXO nepeBeaucs Ha MeHe. COHHe COHue
obasirano il nuedi, i o6aMuys 1i HA TJAI TOrO COHUA BHLABANOCH
TEMHHUM.

1 cka3aB:

— Byaemo BeuepsTH 3 KBiTaMu, Tak?

— To niTH MeHi Ta HapBaTH?

— lniTb, TiABKM HexOBro.

— 4 MuTTIO, — CKasaja BOHa, He pywWalyu 3 MiCud. —
S1 XyTKO, — mpokasana we pas, i ii TiHb niwaa mo Moiil A0Briit
TiHi BevipHiit y 30s10Ty Gaekory.

~— Bacunio, rasup! JluBu! — 3akpuyanu xjonui, nocxomnmo-
BajqW pywHMui #f nonpuciganu. — cinait, cipaii, caap!

Bix mauna Ha Hac Jnerino ABi kauku. Bouu 6yau e BHCOKO
i naneko, ane peakTHBHMII MOCBUCT iXHIX KPHUJ HaAaB HalMM py-
XaM Tiei CBOEPiAHOCTH, sika 6yna BAACTHBA L€ NPUHAHMHI HeaH-
LEPTaNbLAM.

Cipoto morTio Ganwanu oui B Jmurtpa, INasaosi ne cumi-
J0Cb, i BiH nmopaukyBaB y Jo6oay, a noTiM J10601010-10601010
NOCYHYB yropy, TyAH, 10 rpe6ui, ie 3HUKYBANUCh KauKH. JMuTpO
KUHYBCSl 332 HHM, 3arHaB LIOCb KOJIOYEe B HOTY, 3aIXpHUraB Ticio
HOrol0, sIK MPUB’A3aHUI NiBeHb, Ta # 3HUK y KyanaaTiit sobGoxi.

Mosa pywnuus 6aaraibHo AMBMJIACS HA MEHe 3 4OBHA i,
AK6M Mana Hory, 6irna 6 yxe 3a XJONUSMH Ta WEe H KpUyana:
“3auekaiite! Ti KaukM — TO TiNLKK A1 MeHe, Tpax-6ax, no6ui
MeHe cuna boxal!”

Ane Tyt i3 6aekoTH BMAWOB Ginuil 3anax KiTiB. Buiimos
BiH THXO i CBiTJI0, THXO i CBiT/IO TOPKHYBCS MOro 06Ju4uys, TOp-
KHYBCSl, MiUHilOuM, we pas, 6ino rissHyB Ha TEMHilOYy BOAy —
3acpibanaacs Boja, MOBeJa CHHIMH MJ€YMMa, i COHSILUHI npomesi,
HaHU3YIOYUCh Ha #oro Gianit noBiB, Haue OGIASAUCS i BKe Maxy4o
3By4yanu B CH3Yy Be4yOpOBiCTb A0 6inux xaT Hajg cpiGHowo CHHio-
X010,

S1 rasHYB Ha pyWIHMWIO, afe He B3fB ii, miwoB Ha Ti Giai
KBiTH. B aywi 6yn0 npo3opo i TOHKO, $iK i B MOBiTpi, Xo4a aech
y raubuni uiei nposopoctd Gyausacs 3040Ta CypMa TPHUBOTH.
Tyrwit i 3Byk noxexus rpyan. Cnpasai, 6y/10 nisHo: cypma cyp-
MHJIA TpUBOry, i coJoakui nokamk ii BiB cBoelo goporowo. Llicio
LOpOroi0 MeHe BXKe BeJIO HeB3yTe Ceple.
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steep banks amid the minjature African jungle consisting of wax-like
henbane, mighty thistles, dogwood with a long mane, pigweed and
luxuriant wild flowers. Like white stars they shone over the plebeian
population of the island and looked at the world expectantly and
uncertainly.

Hardly anybody disturbed the island. At times a string of wild ducks
swam towards it, making strange noises at the hungry clay banks as they
swam downstream into the kingdom of meadow grass and willow twigs.

“Here.”

With her strong legs the girl stepped onto the bank. Her eyes saw the
flowers and moved on to me. Sleepy sunshine enveloped her back and her
face looked dark against the sun.

I said: “We shall eat our supper among the flowers.”

“Shall I go and pick some?”

“Go, but don’t be long.”

“One moment,” she said without moving. “I'll be quick,” she
repeated and her shadow passed my long evening shadow and disappeared
into the golden henbane.

“Vasyl, look, look,” the boys shouted, seizing their rifles and
crouching. “Sit down.”

Two ducks were flying in our direction from the mill. They were far
away and high up but the swishing noise of their wings made us act like
Neanderthal men.

Dmytro’s eyes shone with anger; Pavio could not sit still and went
into the pigweed and, hidden there, moved up to the dyke where the
ducks were coming in low. Dmytro rushed after him, stepped on
something sharp, shook his aching leg and disappeared into the weeds.

My rifle looked at me imploringly from the boat and had it had legs
it would have run after the boys shouting “wait—the ducks are for
me—bang, bang, I'll be damned.”

The smell of the white flowers came out of the henbane. It came
quietly and radiantly, touching my face and in a little while fell over the
dark water making it white. The water sparkled with silver, shrugged her
shoulders and the sun’s rays bathed in the white breeze became whiter and
shone fragrantly at evening over the white houses and the silver Mount
Synyukha.

I looked at the rifle but didn’t take it and walked towards the white
flowers. My heart was still and resonant like the air, although somewhere
at the bottom of this stillness a trumpet of anguish awakened. Its sound
disturbed the chest. Indeed, it was late. The trumpet blared bugle-like and
its sweet alarm led me along the path. Along it my heart led me
innocently.

The sun was setting as it was rising, but layers of darkness flowed in
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CoHue 3ax01MJ0, Haue CXOAMIO, ajJe CMYrd TEMHi TeKJH Yy
npoLLaibHOMYy NOBITpI, i CBiT yxe 6yB 3e6pow. Pantom aiBuuHa
BUMpoOCTanach nepeli MHow. B ii pykax 6iniB o6epeMok KBiTiB.

Sl nuBuBCS Ha Hel Kpi3b KBiTH. Mix 6iAMMH THMH KBiTamu
crosau ii xoBTi oui. Pyku mMoi npoiiuwu Kpisb kBiTH, i 1 06iliHsAB
ii. Bona oGHsi1a MeHe. 3anaxno JIONHHOM i BOLOIO.

Hawi rosiosu BUnamM 3 HU3bKOTO COHLS.
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»

the nostalgic air and the world looked like a zebra. The girl suddenly stood
before me. In her hands she held a bunch of flowers.

I looked at her through the flowers. Her yellow-eyes amid the white
flowers. My hands pushed through the flowers and embraced her. She put
her arms around me. There was a smell of lupin and water.

Our heads fell out of the sinking sun.

— Translated by G. and M. Luckyj
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BAJIEPIN HIEBYYK

Miit 6aTbKO HaayMaB CaaUTH CamH

barbko cTaBuTH Banidy Ha noiBip’i, 3axoAuTL nobGanakaTu
R0 Cyciga, cBOro npyaTens, NOTiM MPHXOLHWTb AOAOMY, Jise 1O
KacTpyni, 3iifiMae KpHLIKH, MPHHIOXYETHCA, a MNOTIM AyXe ro-
JOCHO cMieTbCs. MaTH yepBOHie (BOHa i B COPOK pOKiB He BTpa-
THAa uiel 3gaTHOCcTH) i onmyckae rosnoBy. Toai 6aTbko xanae ii
B 06ifiMH i KpyTHTBCH 3 Hewo no xaTi. MaTH roBoputb: “TbXYy,
LypHHUi1”, a 6aTbKO 3HOBY TOJIOCHO CMieTbcSl. MaTH 3BHMKJA 10
MOPSIAKY, 3BUKJA A0 YMCTO BUMETEHMX KiMHAT i TJaiKo 3acTeje-
HHX JixoKk. BaTbko HeHaBUIMTb MOPSAOK, BiH 3 IIYMOM renae
Ha 16afinBo MpuOpaHe JiXKKO i KHZa€ OIHY 3 GITOCHIXHHUX mOAY-
WOK B KyTOK. MaTu Bxke BCTHUIr/a 3BUKHYTH 10 Takoi po3npaBH
3 i cTapaHHsIMH, ojlHaye BOHA wOpa3y GypuHTb, FOBOPSYM NPO
NOPALOK, MPO 4yxXy mnpaiio. BaTbKO roJocHO CMi€TbCS, a MaTH
He BUTpUMYe i cMieTbcs Takoxk. Bona ayxe mobutb 6atbka, 60
KOJM BiH BpPHUBAETBHCS B KIMHATyY 3 4eproBoi NOi3LKH, BOHA BCH
MOYMHaE CBITUTHCSH, Girae, METYUIMTbCA | TOHKO-TOHKO 4Y€pBOHiE.
BaTbko GesuepeMOHHO HaBOAMThL Henan, 3 ioro Banisu 3'aABas-
I0TbCSl MPeIMETH YOJOBIUOro TyajeTy (% illle He roJiocsi), BOHH
Tex po3kujaaHi mo BCili KiMHaTi, MaTH Ge3pe3ynbTaTHO CTapa-
eTbcs 3i6paTH iX B oaHe Micue, a 6aTbKO r'oJIOCHO cMieTbes. Bin
Mae 4yJIOBHil HIOX i, Jlekauu Ha CBiXe3acTeJNeHOMYy JixkKy, Gea-
NOMMJIKOBO Braaye, L0 BapUThCS HA KYXHi, a MaTH rOBOPUTH:
“Or 3aBTpa He Bragaew”. Ajne 6aTbKO i Ha3aBTpPa Braaye, a MaTH
cTapaeTbcs Bce Ginbiie ypisHOMaHITHMUTH TXKY, i A Momidaio, WO
MM MOYMHAEMO XapuyBaTHCsl Kpawe. IHkosu 6aTbKo BincTasuisie
MaTip Bil KyXHi i BapuThb caM, NPUHIOXYIOYKCH | MpUMilIyouH,
MaTH npobye CMisITHCb, ajne HOro BapuBO NOX06aETHCA HaBIThH
ifi. Taka igunis cimMefiHOro KUTTS TATHETHbCSH 10 BeCHH. S AUBY-
10Cb, K BOHa iM He Halpupae: BpewrTi, i 6eananas 6atTbka Ao-
XOJAWTb A0 HENpPHEMHHUX MeX, i MeHi, U0 yBi6paB $IK 3BHYKH
6aThKa, Tak i 3BUYKM MaTepi, 6yBae HenmpHeMHO GayMTH MOCTIit-
HHMI 11apBapoK, aje s TaKk CaMO HiYoro He MOXY 3po6uTH, §K
i maTH. BecHowo 6aTbKo 3HOBY ife B eKCMeAMiilo, B XaTi HapelTi
CTae THXO i NpU6GPaHO, HABiTb TPOXM COHHO, a MAaTH MNepecTae
4YepBOHiTH, nepectae cmisTHca. BoHa npuuiniMBo AMBHTHCS 3a
MHOI0, BUXOAXY 3 JOMY HelIMOBIpHMM YMCTIOJIEIO, aje le 3HOBY
10 npHi3ay 6aTbka, KOMM HAJOrOLXKEHAa TAaKUM YHHOM TapMOHIst

204



VALERIY SHEVCHUK .

My Father Decided to Plant Orchards

Father would put his bag down in the yard, drop in for a chat with
his neighbor, a friend, then come in, poke his nose into pans, lifting the
lids and sniffing and then roaring with laughter. Mother would blush (she
has not lost this art, although she is fortyish) and lower her head. Then
father would embrace her and they would twirl around the room. Mother
would say, “Enough, you silly,” and father would roar with laughter again.
Mother was used to neatness, cleanly swept rooms and smoothly made
beds. Father hated neatness; he would fling himself noisily onto a carefully
made bed and hurl one of the snow-white pillows into a corner. Mother
had long since resigned herself to this treatment of all her efforts, yet
every time she would demur and talk of “taking care” and of *‘respect for
other people’s work.” Father would roar and mother could not resist it
and would laugh too. She was very much in love with father because when
he rushed into the living room back from one of his trips, she would begin
to radiate, run around and blush ever so slightly. Father would create a
hell of a mess and from his bag there would appear articles of men’s
toiletry (I hadn’t started shaving), spreading themselves all over the room,
and mother would try unsuccessfully to gather them into one place while
father would roar with laughter. He had a wonderful sense of smell and,
lying on a snow-white covered bed, would guess without fail what was
cooking in the kitchen. Mother would say, “But you won’t guess what’s
for tomorrow,” but father would guess that too. Mother would try to
prepare different dishes and I noticed that we would begin to eat much
better. Sometimes father would release mother from the kitchen and cook
himself, sniffing and mixing while mother would try to laugh, although his
cooking pleased even her. A family idyll like this would last till spring. I
began to wonder why they didn’t get fed up with it in the end. Father’s
untidiness was beyond everything and I, in whom my father’s and my
mother’s habits were combined, would get sick of seeing this constant
upheaval, but, like mother, I could not do anything about it. In the spring
father would leave again on an expedition. The house would become quiet
and tidy, even a little sleepy, and mother would no longer blush or laugh.
She would look after me very attentively and I would go out looking
incredibly clean. This lasted until father’s return when the painfully
restored harmony would break with a crash and everybody would become
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3 TPICKOM JIaMaeThCA, i BCi CTAIOTh TPOXH HEAKYPATHUMH, a B Xa-
Ti 3HOBY BCe MepeBePTAETLC AOFOPH HOTaMH.

MpaBaa, uboro poky 6yno Bce TPoxu He Tak. BaTbko npu-
iXaB, sIK 3aBXJH, 1yXe 3BHUAiiHO, aje, NepeCTyNHUBLIN nopir, BiH
He MoJi3 10 KacTpyJb, a ckasas: “SI Haaymas nocaautyu cax”. “Ha
achanbTi?” — 3acmisnacs matv. “Yoro Ha acdanbTi?”’ — 3a-
CMisiBCl 6aTbKO, — ““MeHi fanu 3a MicTom ropoa”. “I wo Tv Ha
HboMy Oyaew caautu?” “Can”, — ckasaB 6aTbKO, i MaTH 3a-
cmistnace. “Horo TH cmiewcs?” “A XTO 3a TBOIM CajOM XOAMTH
Gyne?” “A Tn”, — BianoBie 6aTbko. MaTH 3acmisiach i ckasa-
aa: “Hdixaewcs”.

Mu ixanu 3 6aTbKOM B TpamBai, i 1 YBa)KHO 3a HMM CTe-
KHuB. B HbOro 3a 1€l ce3oH 3'sBUAOCH Garato 3MOPILOK i 3HAYHO
nopifiB uy6. Bin nposoBxyBaB Bece/si0 rOBOPUTH, aje lie Bxke He
GyB GeanepepBHMil MOryTHiil MOTiK, BiH iHKOIM 3aMOBKaB i 3a6y-
BaB, NpoO L10 rOBOPHUB nepeji uum. 51 Biguys, mwo GaTsko crapie. S
BiquyB, 10, MOxe ,BiH BTOomMuBCS. “SIK po6oTa?” — cnuTas BiH
MeHe, | 1 3HOBY NMOMITHB, 1O paHiule npo poGOTY i HaBuUaHHSA BiH
He nuTaB. Bin roBopus: “Hagiloch, TH LiAKOM AMCUMMIIHOBAHHIL,
BBiwIMBMA”. MaTu Bianosina: “Llinkom”. I Ha upomy ponur 3a-
KiHuMBCs. Asie cboroani BiH cnutaB: “SIk poGota?” | s Bianosis,
SIK-TO 3BHYaiHO BiANOBifalTb B TakWx Bunagkax: “Hivoro, af-
Kylo”. “Mu Tpoxn He MaéMo 3 TOGOI0 KOHTaKTy”, CKa3aB BiH.
S1 3HoBY 3auByBaBcs: “MoxanBo”. “JliBuMHy Maew?” — COKUTaB
BiH, i MeHi cTano cmiwHo. A BiH ue nomithe: “Tu cmiewcs, 60
TaK roBOpsATb BCi 6aTbKH, IKi XOUyTb BCTAHOBUTH KOHTAKT 3 CH-
HamMH?” A BiH He AypHuii, moaymaB s i ckasas: “Tak roBopsiTh B
noraHux KiHoginbmax”. “Ha xanb, BianosiB BiH. — $I ayxe piako
XOLXKY B KiHO”,

Mu 3iiiui 3 TpamBalo, 40Bro MyTanduCh NMEPEAMICTSM, MO-
TiM BuiiluaK B nose, i 6aTbKO MOKa3aB BiAMipeHy Kilouykamu gi-
JsiHKy. TToTiM MM Konaau ssMKHM, 6aTbKO rOJIOCHO PO3NOBifaB pisHi
BeceJi iCTopii, MM cmisncs, 6yB 4yL0BHil OCiHHIA aeHb, 6ya0 He-
CrIoKifiHe OCiHHE COHue, 6yn0 HixHO-roayGe HeGo. BaTbko po3-
TNOBIaB aHEKNOTH i KocHBCcs y Miil Gik. Bin TemnepamenTHo Ko-
nae, CMisiIBCA 3 MOIX MO030JiB, a MEHi 31aBanocsi, 1O B LbOMY
Ryxe 4yAiOBOMY JHi € JOAMHA, SIKA AyKe Cepio3Ha, € JIOANHA,
sIKa BiA4yBae, W0 BOHA CTapie, a TOMy XO4e MOCaAMTH Ha Liit
3emai can...

My nocaaunm ksoni nepeBunu i noBepuyaucs aoxomy. “Ilo-
caguan?”’ — cnuraia MaTtH. “Asikxe”, — BiANOBiB Beceso 6aThb-
Ko. Bin yBiilioB B KiMHATY i BeceJso renHyBcst Ha 3acTeJsIeHe JiX-
ko. “Hy, Komo”, — ckaszana matn. “Tu Bapuw cyn 3 rpubamu”,
— cMilounCh, ckasas 6aTbko. [ToTim BiH MOBEpPHYBCS 10 MeHe i Mno-
NpUATEILCHKH MOPrHYB MeHi.. | 3HOBY MeHi 3apajocsl, uio B KiM-
HaTi € ayxe Cepio3Ha MOAMHA, sIKA BilvyBae, WO CTapic, i BU-
pinna nocaautu caa. TidbKM, OUEBHAHO, TUM Caiom OyB yxke
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a little careless and the house would be all upside down once again.

True, this year things were not quite the same. Father came back as
before, just as usual, but stepping inside, he did not make for the pots and
pans, but said, “I have decided to plant an orchard.” “Where, on a
sidewalk?” mother laughed. “Why do you laugh?” “And who is going to
look after your orchard?” “You!” replied father. Mother laughed again
and said: “You’ll have to wait a long time.”

Father and I were riding in a streetcar and I looked at him closely.
His face had become quite lined during the last few months and his hair
much thinner. He still continued to joke, but no longer in an uninterrup-
ted flow. At times he grew silent and forgot what he had just said. I
realized that father was getting old. Perhaps he was tired too. “How’s
schoolwork?”” he asked me and I noticed that he had never asked about
school before. He used to say: “I hope you are well behaved and polite.”
Mother used to answer: “Sure he is.” But today he asked, “How’s
schoolwork?” And I answered as I usually did to a question like that:
“Thanks, not bad.” “We two don’t have much contact,” he said. Taken by
surprise I said: “Maybe not.” “Do you have a girlfriend?” he asked and I
almost laughed. “You are laughing because that is what all fathers who
want to establish contact with their sons ask.” He’s no fool, I thought, but
I said: “That’s how they talk in a bad movie.” “Unfortunately, I very
rarely go to a movie,” he replied.

We got off the streetcar, walked for a long time through the suburbs
and reached the open fields where father showed me the patch staked off
by markers. Then we dug little holes, father joudly told me some amusing
stories, we laughed. It was a beautiful fall day; the autumn sun was
unsteady in the soft blue sky. Father was telling anecdotes, glancing
sideways at me. He dug furiously, laughed at my blisters and I felt that on
this lovely day a serious man, realizing that he was getting old, wanted to
plant an orchard.

We planted weak saplings and returned home. “Have you planted
them?” asked mother. “Sure,” father answered merrily. He came into the
room and carelessly flung himself on the neatly made bed. “Now then,
Kolya,” said mother. “You are making mushroom soup,” said father
laughing. Then he turned and winked at me. Again I felt that this very
serious man felt that he was getting old and had decided to plant an
orchard. Except that it occurred to me that I was that orchard ... and I
felt a little unhappy. I felt envious that he had given everything to his
work and to mother and that he had not noticed me for such a long time.
“Perhaps we should go to a movie?” asked father.

I looked at mother. She was in the kitchen, listening. “Yes, let’s all
go,” I answered.

We went out. We took mother by the arms, and raising her head, she
said, “What a deep blue the sky is today.”
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sl... i MeHi cTano Tpoxu Gonsiue. MeHi CTano0 TPOXH 3asapicHo, 1O
BiH BCe BianaBaB poGoTi i MaTepi, w0 BiH Tak AOBro He NoMmiuas
meHe. “Moxe, migemo B KiHO?” — cnuTaB 6aTbKo.

S1 rasnys Ha matip. Bona cTosina B KyxHi i npucayxanacs.
“JlaBaii nizemo Bci pasom”, — BiANoOBiB ...

Mu Buiiwan 3 nomy. Mu B3sm nigx pyky martip, i BoHa, mig-
BiBLUIM LOTOPH rofIOBY, cka3ana: “SIke cborogui ronyGesne He6o!”

— “A caa jnoBeneTbCsl AOrAsAaTH TO6i”, — CKasaB 6aTbKO.

— “Iixpewcs”, — cxasana Beceqo MaTH. — “Tu 3aBxau
xoueul, o6 TBill cax porasgas XToch”.

51 31MBOBaHO MOAMBUBCS Ha MaTip. BoHa Tex posymina 6aTb-
ka. Bona Tex posymina cepiiosuy moamHy, fika nouana crapitu
i BupiluMIa mocaauTH can.

Barbko posnosinas Beceni ictopii. Bin uyzecwo ix poano-
BiaaB. Mu cMisiucsi, CMisMCsi rolocHO i Beceno. A HaBKpyru
Gysio 6araro oxeit. I B kiHo Gy.n0 6arato mogeii. 1 Gyaa LyxKe
Ters1a oCiHb. A B KiHO #uina Komeais. | us komenis 6yna Takoiw,
10 MM HaBiTb CMISIUCA. A MOTIM 3HOBY MeHi CTano TPOXH GOJsi-
ye. 51 posymiB, wo wueit 6inb Moxe i GesnigcTasuuii, ane paiwe
MH HIKO/IM He XOJMAM Ha Taki Beceni i npuemui dinomu. Ane ue
Hiyoro... Lle xo6pe, W0 MU MOYaIH XOAWUTH...

A notim mu 3ycTpinu Moo aiBumHy. SI Tpoxu BigCTaB Bix
6arbkiB, a BOHa cKasana: “Slkuii B TeGe KpacuBHMii GaTbKo!”
“IlpaBra?” — nepenutaB s1. “Hy, 3Buuaiino”, — ckasana BoHa,
i M1 no6iram BHM3 no GyabBapy, 1€ B CUHIX CYTiHKAaX 3aCTHrJa He-
NOpYWIHA OCiHHS piuKa.
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“And you will have to look after the orchard,” said father.

“You bet,” laughed mother, “you always want somebody to look
after your orchard.”

I looked at mother with surprise. She understood father too. She too
understood the serious man who had begun to grow old and wanted to
plant an orchard.

Father was telling amusing stories. He was an excellent storyteller.
We laughed and laughed. There were a lot of people around us. The fall
weather was very warm. We were watching a comedy on the screen and the
comedy was so good that we laughed out loud. Then I started to feel a
little unhappy again. I knew that this feeling was unreasonable, but we had
never been to see such a good and happy movie before. But never mind.
It’s good that we went at last.

Later we met my girlfriend. I lingered a little behind my parents and
she said: “Your father is very good looking.”

“Do you really think so?” I asked.

“Of course,” she said and we raced down the boulevard to where the
blue dusk hid a still, autumn river.

— Translated by G. and M. Luckyj
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BAJIEPI1 IIEBYYK

IIBens
I
— Bce 6yne no6pe, — 1wBelb BUIVIOHYB 3 pOTa JEpEB’siHY
WNUIbKY i BraTuB ii y nmigowsy. — Ocb noGauuui, Bce Gyae 10-

6pe. Koau 51 ckasaB — 3HaunTh Gyne.

Mapisa quBUIacs Ha HBOTO BEJMKMMH OYMMA i CYMHO XMTana
ronoBoio. LlBeup BiaBepHyBCS, MOrJasaalodd Ha 4HCTE, OOGMHTE
TEeIJIO TOJyGiHHIO CeprHeBOro AHSA BiKHO.

— Tu ckaxeln, sgKa Xopolla CbOrOAHi Hepias!

— Xopowa, — 3iTxHyna Mapis.

lIBeusr cTpycuB Ha nigjory o6pi3ku i 3HSIB 4yepes roJOBY
BEJIMKOr0, BKPUTOro ImJsiMamu 1xapyGkoro kJaeio d¢apryxa.
BcTaB, posim’sBcs, BaxKo, 3 XpyCKOTOM NpHCiaaoun ii BUKHAA-
I04H Briepel KOPOTKi XOBTi PYKH.

— TH BuUnpacyBana KOCTIOM?

— Ara...

— IMiny nogmemoce. Uu aymaeus, mwo MeHi ayxe XOYeTbCs
Tyau dtu?

— 51 Tebe He npumywyio.

— Ane Bce ogHO — noauBHUTHCH Tpeba. Koau wosoBik He
NOJAMBUTLCS TOrO, LIO €, TO MOraHo.

Hatdrae wranu, crpubarouu Ha oaHill HO3i. 3a BiKHOM XM-
JHJI0 HA Bedip, COHLe GMIO0 KOPOTKHUM Di3KMM MPOMIHHSM, 3a/H-
BaloyM TPINOTJMBMM POXKEBHM CBiT/IOM KimMHaTy. l1IBeup niniiiwos
6anxue i Brepcs AOJIOHSMM Y MiABiKOHHs, nogapbosaHe 6pyn-
HYBaT0-6iN010, MOTPiCKaHOIO Bix yacy ¢apbow. 3aBeanka Maika
OGBHC/IA HA IPYASX, BiAKPHBLUM XOPCTKY Ky4epsiBy 3apiCTb...

— A cepneHb UBOTO POKY TeNJHiH, — BUAUXHYB BiH.

— Tu He ayxe tam cuau, [laBne. — Mapis B3sa BiHHK
i cTana 3 wWypxoTom 3MmiTaTH WKipsHi 06pisky.

— Sl K Kaxy — noauBmocb. Moxe, BOHO Jeriuie, KOJU Bi-
paTb... — llIBeus yce uwie AMBMBCS Yy BikHO, B6Upailoun B cele
i BUCTpyHueHMii paL TesjerpadHMX CTOBMiB, i TeMHi USTOYKH
JIOAEN KOO DiYKH, i TyPT HHU3bKHMX, 3 PO3YUHEHUMH BiKOHHULISIMH
6yannkiB. — Meni wo Bor, wo 4opt, — BiH MpyxuB oui Ha
JIaCTiBOK, SIKi LUIMPAAM B MOBITPi. — AJle 51 3aBXAM Kaxy: Npowy
MeHe nepekoHaTH, 1o e pobpe, i A NoBipio.
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VALERIY SHEVCHUK

The Cobbler

I

“It’s going to be all right,” the cobbler spat out a wooden nail and
drove it into the sole. “You’ll see; everything is going to be fine. If I say
so—it will.”

Maria looked at him with her large eyes and shook her head sadly.
The cobbler turned away, looking through the clean window bathed in
the warm blue of an August day.

“What a lovely Sunday!”

“Beautiful!” sighed Maria.

The cobbler shook the leather cuttings down on the floor and
pulled over his head the large apron covered with sticky glue. He got up,
stretched himself, bent down so that his bones cracked and spread his
short yellow hands in front of him.

“Have you ironed my suit?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I’ll go and look around. Do you think I want to go there?”

“I'm not forcing you.”

“All the same, I’ll go and look. Why not, if there’s something to
look at?” He was putting his trousers on, standing on one foot. Outside,
the evening was closing in; the sun struck with short, sharp rays,
flooding the room with tremulous pink light. The cobbler came closer to
the window, leaning with his palms on the windowsill, painted dirty
blue, with the paint peeling off. His vest, which was too large for him,
hung down around his chest, baring a fierce hairy growth.

“August is warm this year,” he remarked.

“Don’t you stay there long, Pavlo.” Maria took the broom and
started to sweep the leather fragments away noisily.

“I said, I'll look in. Perhaps it’s easier for those who believe ...”
The cobbler was still looking through the window, noticing the row of
telegraph poles lined up as if on parade, the dark dots of people near
the river and some low buildings with their shutters open. “God or
devil, it’s all the same to me.” He focused his eyes on the swallows
darting through the air. “But I always say: convince me that it’s good
and I'll believe it.”
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Bin BinipBaBcsl ox BikHa i moBepHYBCS 10 ApyxuHM. Mapis
BHNpOCTaJach, TPHMAIOUW Y BUTATHYTIil pyui obiimopraHoro BiH-
HHKA, MOAMBWJINCS Ha 4OJOBiKA YOPHUMHM BTOMJEHMMH OHMMA.

— Yynuuit T, IlaBne.

Bin oasiraB uepes rosoBy G6ily BUMpacyBaHy COpPOYKY, HIO
CBiXO WIapynijna nif pykamu.

— Yyauuit He uyanmii, ane bapsincekuil Tak po3mucysas...
Mam’aTaew, BiH 6yB albKOroaikom?

— Ty Tex CKOpO HMUM CTaHell.

[laBnO BHry/JbKHYB 3 KOMipy COPOYKH.

— §I cka3aB — kiHeub, — KHMBHYB BiH rosoBow. Jymaeul,
f He 3Hal cam? ¥ noaydky mijemMo NMpsiMo B MarasuH.

Mapist HaropHyna cMiTTS Ha (paHepHy poweyky. Bin auBuBcs
Ha il 8iCHYTYy CMHMHY i HampyxXeHy WM, Haj sikoilo OyB Tyro
3MOTaHHil TeMHHit By30J BOJOCCS.

— Tu moxew cobi MOBuUaTH, — LIBELb HATSATHYB Ha meyi
JelIeBeHbKOro nigxauka. — AJse 51 cam xasaid. [ToGauuiw.

Bin nowykaB y kuileHi, BUTArHyB curapetry. BcTtpomus y
3y6M i YUHpKHYB CipHUKOM.

— Tu x Kasas, WO KHUHYB.

— He Bce 3pasy, Mapiiitko, — BHUNyCTHB XMapKy IUMy. —
lapaew, 3a oavMH AeHb yce 3poCHTbCS?

Bin niwos, 3auynHuBWY 3a coGowo cTtapi, purumei aBepi. bBe-
TOHH{ CXOJH Cipi/iM y BOrKOMY 3aTiHKy, CAMOTHS, 3a6pH3KaHa rim-
HOW JIIMIIOYKA MaToBO OaMMana Mij TEeMHOI AOLLAHOIO CTelNelo.
ITaxn0 cTapoio BikOHHOIO 3aMasKol0 i racoM, y poTi BiZuyBaBcs
ripkuii ayx npuropijoi kaBu. XTOCb TOJIOCHO DO3MOBJSB, pi3Ki
BUJISICKH XiHOYOrO roJiocy GHIMCS B MOPOXKHiit THIII KOpUaopa.
Masno synuuuscs i o6auBuscs. HananHyno wiemMko MoyyTTs, sike
3aBXAu Oy/n0 npu HbOMY, KOJM BUXOLMB 3 LOMY, LIOG MOCHAITH
y nuBHHUI. Ane cboroiHi ue 6yB JMlie BiAryK, Lafekuil i Jelb
BiguyTHuiA. Bin nepexus ioro, sik nepexuBaB 3aBXKIH, Y HbOMY
Gyn0 woch i Big uboro 6yAMHKY, Ae MeLIKaB, i Big 3anaxy NpHro-
piJIoi KaBH, i Bil OCTAaHHBOrO MOrJSILY APYXHHH. XTOCh HarHiTas
NpUMYC, TOR CrOuYaTKy LUMMiB, a NMOTIM OJHOTOHHO 3aryB, CMOB-
HSAIOYM CBOiM HEPBOBMM LUYMOM CXOJAH i TeMHMil kopuzop. [1asmo
3aTACCA i KOPOTKMM PYXOM BHKHMHYB Y XKepCTSIHY, nodap6oBaHy
B TEMHO-CHHi}t KoJip ypHy Hepokypok. Ilig migowBamu 3apumis
nicok, Tpyuuch 06 GeToH. [1aBJO BHIALIOB HA 32/AMTE COHUEM Ka-
M’'sHe MoABip’d, fe cywmaaca 6inusna. TpeGa 6ys0 HU3BKO HaxXH-
JUTHCS, WO6 NPoHTH L0 MiABOPITTS.

3 BikHa MUPiXKKOBOrO LEXY HA HbOrO AUBHMBCS 4OJMOBIK y Gi-
Jomy xanati. Bin Bupsiuue oui #i HecnoaiBaHo nigmopruye [las-
JIOBI.

[Ba paayu KOJMUIHIX €BPefiCbKUX NaBOYOK TSATHYJMUCS B3LOBXK
Bysmui, i [laBno 3ragaB HaniB3afyTHii yac, KOJM Ha raHkax uie
cuainu Gopoaati npojaasui, siKi NPOBOAXKAMM KOXHOrO Mepexo-
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He tore himself away from the window and tumned to his wife.
Maria straightened up, holding in her hand a worn-out whisk. She looked
at her husband with her tired black eyes.

“You are strange, Pavlo.”

He was pulling his freshly-ironed shirt over his head and liked to
feel its crispness with his hands.

“Why strange? Barvinsky wrote about it. Remember, wasn’t he an
alcoholic?”

“You’ll soon be one yourself.”

Pavlo thrust his head into the collar opening.

“l said—that’s that.” He nodded his head. “Don’t you think I
know it myself? On payday we’ll go straight to the store.”

Maria swept the rubbish into one heap and then onto a dustpan.
He watched her bent back and tense neck with a tightly-wound dark
ball of hair on top.

“You don’t have to say anything. I can look after myself—you’ll
see.” He searched in his pocket and took out a cigarette. He stuck it
between his teeth and lit it.

“You said you’d given it up.”

“Not all at once, Maria.” He let out a cloud of smoke. “Do you
think everything is done in a day?”

He went out, closing the creaking old door behind him. The
concrete steps looked gray in the damp shade and a solitary lamp,
spattered with clay, blinked dully under the wooden ceiling. There was a
smell of window paint and gas and his mouth was full of the bitter taste
of burnt coffee. Someone was talking loudly; the sharp strains of a
female voice resounded in the empty corridor. Pavlo stopped and looked
around. He felt a strange desire, which always overcame him when he
was leaving the house, to go and spend some time in a bar. Today this
feeling was weak, a distant echo. He always felt it; it reminded him of
the house where he lived, the burnt smell of coffee and the last look of
his wife. Someone was pumping a primus stove which hissed at first, and
then hummed monotonously, filling the staircase and the dark corridor
with its noise. Pavlo inhaled the cigarette and then, with an abrupt
gesture, threw the butt into the dark blue tin ashtray. He felt sand under
his shoes, crunching against the concrete. Pavio came out into the cement
yard, flooded with sunlight, where clothes were drying. He had to bend
low to reach the gate.

A man in white overalls was looking at him from the window of a
pastry shop. He stared and unexpectedly winked at Pavlo.

Two rows of what used to be Jewish shops lined both sides of the
street and Pavlo recalled the half-forgotten time when on the porches
there sat bearded merchants who followed each passerby with attentive
looks. Now warehouses had taken their place and older, serious ware-
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JKOr0 yBaXXHUM moraasoMm. Termep TYyT MICTHANCS CKAAAHM, i JiTHI,
NOBaXHi KOMiPHUKHM 3aBXJAHW CTOBOHYMJIM KOJO BiJUMHEHMX JBe-
pefi. Yomycb 31aBanocs, L0 JIABOYKH paHilie Hajexanan iM, i came
e 3MYCHMJO iX MiTH B KOMipHUkM. 2KiHKM BCiRajaucsl Ha raHkax
i 06roBopioBany WOCh Pi3KUMH FOPTAHHHMM OJIOCAMH, IO Bii-
JIYHIOBAM Ol KaM’iHUX MilIOXOAiB i MacMBHHUX AyOOBUX aBepeil.

TiHb yxe 3aTAraa By/ML0, ajle HA 3aXOAi LWe IpaJo poxese
CA#iBO i CAIMMJIO O4i, HATAAYIOUH NPO 3ATHILHMH MASK, A€ JeWKanu
GpoH30Bi posmopeHi Tina, JeiBe NMPUKPUTI KAANTHKAMH KOJbOPO-
Boi MaTepii. Ha cBiTaHKy ix 3MiHsiTb pudanxu, uo 36UpaoTbCs
TYT 3 uij0i okoauui. Bonn cuaaTh HenopyuiHo, siuBawouuch 3i
CBOIMH ByJAOYKaMH # 4ac BiA 4acy rojIOCHO repeMOBJISIOYNCH.

Kpai#i niowi BugHinaca cuHs 6yaouka NUBHUUI, KOO Hei Mk
GapBHCTHMMH NapacoJsiMM CHAIIM MO-HEAITbHOMY B0AATHYTI YO-
J0BiKHW. Bin Bni3HaBaB ix: 3akpeBcbkuil — 3 MiLHOIO LUKEIO i KPY-
TOl0, ne6e0l0 CnUMHOW, MycCiiluyk — 3 MajiuM NMOMOpILEHHM 06~
JMuYsiM i pyanMu o6ckyOanumu Bycamu, Iono6yupkuit — 3 Kpyr-
JIUM BeCe/IMM 00JIMYYsiM i ICKpaBO-pOKEeBUM UYepernoM, i, HapewTi,
Crax Boujpap, w0 MOBIJbHO LiAMB 3 BEJMKOro Kyxjasi OypuTH-
HOBEe MHBO.

JBi cuHi Bexi KOCTbOJMY BNHHAMNCL ¥ HEGO GJIUCKYYMMHU Xpe-
CTaMH, KOJIO HbOTO TPOMAaJWAach yepem'ssHUMH GaHsAMH cOGOpHA
uepksa. [1aBnoBi pantom cTtano AMBHO, WO ige A0 TeMHoOro Gy-
AMHKY, 1€ TNPUOUTO rONOBAaTHMM LBSIXaMu OJsiliaHy BUBIiCKy 3
KPYTJIMMHU JliTepamu, i BiH 3yMUHUBCS cepej MOPOXHbLOI Besuyes-
HOT Mo, po33upaloyuch JOBKoJa. Moro oTouyBaB Cipuit
acganbT, WO BUAMBABCS 3-Mij Hir, 066iraB j0BKOJa, 3aKpy4yio-
4H, Haye BUP, — Cepell i€l 0JHOMaHITHOT CipU3HH NMOCTATh HOro
31aBaJlacsl TEMHOI KOMAUIMHOIO,

I

BiguyBas ue came it MUHY/IOi Heaini, KOMM CUAIB y TEMHOMY
KYTKY i CllyXaB MOHOTOHHHMi1 rosoc npecsitepa. Toit YuTaB AKYCh
AYyXe IaBHIO NpUTYy 3 rpy6e3nol kHury, i [aBno ausuBcs, Ak no-
BiJIbHO nepecyBaeTbCsl MO CTOPiHUi #ioro TOBCTMH naneup. 3a
HiIrTeM TeMHiJa cMyxKeuka 6pyay, najseub CyHyBcs no pabiii crTo-
piHui, Yac BijA 4acy BpOYMCTO MiAHIMaBCs i 3HOBY mnaxas. ByJao
LyXe TUXO, JMUIE HA BIKOHHOMY CKJH A3MXKuala Myxa, KpHIbLs
il mpocBiyyBanucs ciToukolo nepetuHok. Binsa IMaBaa 3 npuceu-
CTOM jauxana rpy6a xiHka B 4opHiii cykHi. Bona cupuina, pos-
CTaBUBLIK KPYrii, M'SICUCTi KOMiHA, i CYKHSI MiX HHMH MPOrHHa-
Jacs. Beanki ry6u Bopywmancs, sk y BATArHyTOi Ha Geper pu6u.
aBsio 3rapas, wo floMy A0BesOCS 3 HElO WIMYBATHUCS HA MOYATKY
Binnpaeu. [lix cepuem sawemina Hyabra, Big KOi 3awmiepxyo B
ropJi, i BiH 3mylenuit 6yB NMPOKOBTHYTH rapsuuii kay6ok. Byao
36ica HempMEMHO, MpPOTe MaJjeup npecwBiTepa 1isB 3aCMOKiAIMBO,
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housemen were standing at the open doors. It looked somehow as if they had
owned the older shops and had only recently become renters. The women
sat on porches and debated matters in guttural tones which echoed between
the stone walls and the massive oak doors.

The street was now in the shade but in the west the sun was still
shining rosily, blinding the eyes and recalling the secluded beach with
outspread bronze bodies, barely covered by bits of colored cloth. In the
morning, these would be replaced by fishermen who would gather here
from everywhere around the neighborhood. They would sit motionless
with their fishing rods, exchanging a word from time to time.

The blue front of a tavern could be seen at the side of the square
where men, dressed in their Sunday best, were sitting under multi-
colored umbrellas. He recognized them: Zakrevsky, with his strong neck
and powerful back; Musiychuk, with his small wrinkled face and reddish,
wispy mustache; Holobutsky, with his merry, round face and bright pink
skull; and, lastly, Stakh Bondar, who was slowly sipping the amber beer
from a large mug.

Two blue church spires pierced the sky with shining crosses and
next door was another church with tiled cupolas. Pavlo suddenly felt it
odd to be going inside the dark building with the brass plate nailed
outside, and he stopped in the middle of the empty square, looking in all
directions. He was surrounded by gray asphalt which spread from under
his feet and swung wide like a vortex. In the middle of this monotonous
gray his figure seemed like that of a dark insect.

I

He had felt the same last Sunday when he sat in a dark corner and
listened to the dull voice of the presbyter. He was reading aloud some
old parable from a thick book and Pavlo noticed how slowly his fat
finger moved along the page. With black dirt under the nail the finger
moved on the gray page, lifting ceremoniously from time to time and
then dropping down again. It was very quiet; only a fly buzzed against
the windowpane, its wings transparent, like a net. Next to Pavlo a stout
woman in black was breathing heavily. She sat with her round, muscular
knees spread apart, her dress dipping between them. Her fat lips moved
like the mouth of a fish lying on shore. Pavlo recalled that he had had
to kiss her before the service. He felt a yearning in his heart which made
his throat dry and he tried to swallow hard. He felt most unpleasant,
but the presbyter’s finger had a soothing effect; it crawled along the
page farther and farther and the fat fingertip halted reassuringly at the
most instructive passages . ..

Eleven years ago, Pavlo had come back from the war. Maria and
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BiH noB3 no pa6iit cTopiHui Bce nani # aani, i TOBCTa Nyyka nos-
4aJIbHO CTHHANACA HA Hal6iMbl BUPA3HUX MicUAX...

OauHaausTs pokiB Tomy IlaBio moBepHyBcd 3 BiflHM, Horo
yekana Mapis 3 amtnHol. BoHa Oyna xynma, am uyopHa. OGoe
IOBro CTOSIM B CYTiHKaX KiMHaTH, AMBJSIYUCh OJHE Ha OJRHOTO,
He MOIJIM CKMHYTH 3auineHiHHd, sike Bpa3 cKyBaJo ix. To 6yaa
HaiiTsxkva xBuinHa. B Mapii no wokax Tekau psACHi cJbO3H, a BiH
MOBYKH AHMBHBCS Ha Hei. BoHa mouyana Bie CXJMmyBaTH BroJioc
i panToM 3akpHyana posnauauBo i xadnicHo. IloTim BoHM He Mor-
Ju posipeaTu 06iiiMiB, BiH BizuyBaB ycTamH ii MOKpe, cosione 06-
avuug. 2Kinka we cxaunysana, Bce MiuHiwe i MiuHille ropHy-
gacb g0 Hooro. Toai 3ansakana mana Jliocs, uo HecnoxiBaHO
NpokuHyJack. Bona xanana itoro 3a kosiHa, i BiH BiguyBaB, K
y Hboro japi6Ho TpemTaTb nasbui. OnipBaB Big cefe ApYKHUHY
ii MOBiLHO CTaB PO3B’SI3yBATH PEUOBHIi MilLIOK.

— XT0 e, Mamo? — cmuKkaaa Mapio pouka.

— TaTo, — Bianosina Bona miauyyn. — Taro...
— Taty, — cxa3ana mana. — Lle ¢ xi6a?
~- §I, — nipTBepaup IaBno.

IToTiM BOHM NsirM CnaTH, noBevepsiBLUM XJAi6OM Ta KOHCep-
Bamu. Bin rony6uB apyxuny, 6osiunch ZifiTh HafizanoBiTHiworo.
Ane ue cranocs camo co6oio, i B Ty Hiu 6yB 3auaTuii Bopuc...

Mapao sanmowmB oui. Momy crano cnokifiHo # Tenao Big
crniomuHis. JleHHa BTOMa po3/iuaacs no BCbOMY Tily, y ByXax uie
A poci KHAM BIANYHKH CTYKOTY MOJOTKA, NaxJo aleTOHOBHM
KJIeeM | LIKipOlo, CBiXKOIO MOCTIAMO, Ky 1WOCYy60TH cTeanna Ma-
pis. BuyBaBcst 3anax migropisoi kaBH, i AeCb JajeKko TyB NMpUMYycC.
A Ha raHkax KOJMLWHIX JaBOK CHAIMM NMUILHI XIHKK § rOpTaHHHMH
rojlocaMy Npo LIOCh NMePeMOBISIHCE.

M’siknit, BKpazauBuii roJoc npecsiTepa yuTaB cTapy icTopilo,
110 MPOroJIolyBana Ti XK iCTHHH, ki BTOBKMadyBaJja HOMy MaTH
B JMTHHCTBI, Gepyunch 3a 6aTbkoBoro nacka. Bin aymas npo Te,
w0 BXKE JaBHO HOro TaK HiXTO He NEpeKOHyBaB, HAaBMaKyu —
nacka JoBoAMTbCS 6paTH itomy. Lle Tex cBoepiiHe, npaBaa, Tpo-
XM CNpOLLEHE JA0BEJLeHHS] iCTHHH.

Kono Hboro ronocHo auxana ToBCTa XiHKa, BOHA BOpYLUHJA
CBOIMM I'/IaJKMMH KOJIIHbMH, i BiJ LbOrO MPHEMHO WAPYAiNO YOPHE
KpenpewnHoBe naarttd. Tpeb6a naatra it Mapii, AymaB BiH ,ane
He YOpHe, a CBiTJ/e, 3 BEJUKMMH KBiTaMH, sike BiH 6ayuB Ha Apy-
XHHi aAMpekTopa pabpuKH, KOJM Ta BUIA3UAA 3 NErKOBOi MalLMHH.
BoHa He3rpaGHo BHCTaBHJIA 3aropifly MOBHY HOT'Y i 6AMCHYJa Me-
pexeHow 6inn3Holo. Momy He Oyno 3a3apicHo Ha Ty OGiJM3HY,
TiILKM XOTinocs, wo6 y Mapii 6yao take naatts. Ta rpoui, siKi
361paB, 3aJMLIMIANCL Y NMHBHHUi, BiH AYMaB NPO Ty MUBHHLLO, L€
NojaBaAd A0 NMBA HECBiki CHPKHM, OTipKOBHH cajar i yorochb
3aBXKJAM XO/N0jHe GapaHsiue pary, sike rotyeana cama Gyder-
HHUA...
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his child were waiting for him. His wife was thin, almost black. They
both stood for a long time in the unlit room, looking at each other and
unable to shake off the rigidity which bound them together. It was a
difficult moment. Maria’s cheeks were wet with tears and he looked at
her silently. She had started to sob, and suddenly cried out despairingly.
Later they clung together in an embrace and his lips felt her wet, salty
face. His wife was still sobbing, pressing herself passionately against him.
Little Lusya had been awakened, and started to cry too. She clutched at
his knees and he felt her trembling fingers. He broke loose from his wife
and started to untie his kitbag.

“Who is this, mummy?” their daughter asked.

“Daddy,” answered Maria, still crying.

“Daddy,” repeated the child. “Is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me,” agreed Pavlo.

Then, after a supper of canned meat and bread, they went to bed.
He caressed his wife, afraid to go too far. But nothing could stop it, and
Borys had been conceived that night.

Pavlo closed his eyes. He felt calm and warm after these reminis-
cences. Lassitude flooded his body; his ears still retained the hammering
echoes; he could still smell the glue and leather as well as the fresh
bedding which Maria changed every Saturday. The smell of burnt coffee
wafted distantly and the primus hummed somewhere far away. On the
porches of what used to be shops, women talked in guttural voices.

The soft, penetrating voice of the presbyter told the old story
which preached the same kind of truth he had heard as a child from his
mother who sometimes resorted to using his father’s belt. He thought it
was a long time since anyone had tried to persuade him so hard, with or
without the belt. This is also a kind of truth, a simplified demonstration
of it.

Near him the fat woman was breathing heavily, moving her
smooth knees and rustling unpleasantly her crepe-de-Chine dress. Maria
needed a new dress too, he thought, not black, but bright, with large
flowers, like the one he had seen on the wife of the manager of the
factory as she was getting out of a car. She clumsily showed her tanned,
full leg and flashed a lace slip. He didn’t envy her the slip but he wished
Maria could have a dress like that. Yet the money he earned went to the
tavern. He thought about the tavern where beer was served with stale
cheese, cucumber salad and nearly always cold lamb stew prepared by
the barmaid herself.

“Brother, are you asleep?” the presbyter asked him in a soft voice.

Pavlo blinked his eyes. Barvinsky was nudging his elbow.

“l know you are tired, but it’s a sin to sleep when the Holy
Scripture is read.”

A taste of metal filled his mouth; his tongue and his lips froze.
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— Bu cnute, 6pare? — cnuTaB {ioro M’sKuit roJoc npecsi-
Tepa.

MMaBno kninHyB ounma. BapBiHchbkMil cMUKaB Horo 3a nigxax.

-— Bu BTOMuMaHKCS, 71 po3yMilo, alte TO rpix, KOAM CIUISITh NpH
CBATOMY YMTAaHHI.

MeTaneBuil npucMak 3'BUBCS B POTi — 3a4€peB’sHIIN A3UK
i BycTa. Ha HbOro AMBMJIOCS KiNbKAHAAUSATH 3anajJeHuX LiKaBiCTIO
oued.

— Bu nosuuni Bianosizatn 3a cBoi aii. KoxHa aopocna
JI0AHHA Mae BiamoBizaTH 3a CBOP Aii.

— laiTs Bu po0 Gica, — pantom poacepauBcs [1aBno. — He
XoyeTe — § MOXY MiTH.

Bin niaBiBCcs i cTaB mpodupaTucst 10 BUXOAY.

— CrpuBaiite, — 3ynuuus fioro npecsitep. — Lle Henmopo-
3yMinHsa. He Tpeba Tak rocTpo pearyBaTH.

HaBxosn0 3aromoninm, cjoBa cunaauch, Haue MonaoBa, npo-
fiHATI y1aBaHOI0 CMUPEHHICTIO, | HOMY 31a/10CS, 110 A0 HBOTO 3Bi-
AYCifb TATHYTLCS TOCTPi nasypu. Bowu 6yau we cxoBaui B no-
Ayuleykax, aje oCb-0Cb Manu BMUTHUCS B cepue. [loBKoJaa Bixuy-
BaJlacsl MOPOXKHeYa, HaBiTb NOBITPS Gy/N0 BUCMOKTAHE, i BiH iIOB
MiX JBOX XBM/b HEHABUCTI, SIKa XJIOMana 3i CMHPEHHO TNPUILIIO-
uieHnx oveii. Lllock ruHano foro 3eigcH, 3 o6BilaHOi nanepoBUMU
racnamu KiMHaTH, i, pBOHyBLIM ABepi, [1aBI0 BACKOUMB HA BYIMLIO.
Moro 3ac1inuio BennMuesHe COHLe, WO BHCIIO HAa BUAHOKPY3i. Bo-
HO CHUMOHYJIO MipisilaMH XOBTHUX TOHKHX, Haye CTPi/H, NPOMEHIB,
i Ha cepui cTano Bpas Tenso, ik TOAI, KOJM BiH MPUHOCHB AiTAM
nopapyHku. lllseub npumpyxuscs it 3aauBuBCcs Ha 3axin. Kpisb
Bii BUAHO GyJ10, IK MOBINBHO XOBAJOCS OTOYEHe MipYaCTHMH, CXO-
XHUMH Ha pUOOK, XMapKaMH COHLE.

1

ByceThnui 3ini rapsue, BoHa m’e Xxon04He NHBO, CNIUPAIOYHUCD
nnevem o6 asepi. Ilit 6imwnTh Ha BuMUIOBaTOMY O6aMYui, a
Mij, NaXaMH TeMHiIOTb MOKpi nuasmu. T1aBao CTArHYB migxax i Ku-
HyB iforo Ha crineub. Byno napko, BiH poscTe6HyB Komip, Bia-
NYyCTHB TPOXM KpaBaTKY.

— Yoro T06i? — o3Banacs GydeTHHLS.

— IMuBa, —ckasae IlaBno, BuUTHpawuu MoKporo Joba. —
AywHo, xait ilomy 6Gic.

— Byae nou, — npokasas Myciiiuyk BUCOKMM ¢hasbiieToM,
NiliiMaloyn Bropy KOpPOTKOr0 TEMHOrO MajbLS.
— bpartBa, — Ton00yubkuit 06Tep pPYKaBOM JHCHHY. —

€ aBa kBuTKM Ha $yTGO.. [Tposaro.

— ®yTt6oa, — npopik Crax Bouaap, oapuBao4uch Bix Kyx-
A1, — 36iroBucebko ixiorie. 51 pas miwos, To, nosipTe, Mano He
BiTONTAJHU HOTH.
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Several pairs of curious eyes looked at him.

“You must act responsibly. Every adult must be responsible.”

“Go to hell!” Pavlo suddenly grew angry. “If you don’t want me I
can go.”

He got up and started to make his way to the door.

“Wait!” the presbyter stopped him. “This is a misunderstanding.
Don’t take it too seriously.”

There was a commotion; words filled with false modesty flew like
chaff, sharp claws stretched out to him from all sides. They were still
blunt but at any moment they could attack his very heart. He felt a
strange emptiness around him; even the air was sucked away by two
waves of hatred which rose from the meekly half-closed eyes. Something
propelied him away, out of this room with the papered slogans on its
walls and, seizing the doorknob, Pavio leaped out onto the street. He
was blinded by the enormous sun hanging on the horizon. It pierced
him with thousands of thin yellow arrows and his heart suddenly felt
warm, just as it did when he brought presents to his children. The
cobbler blinked and looked westward. Through his eyelashes he saw the
sun setting slowly, surrounded by feathery, fish-like clouds.

I

Zina, the barmaid, was hot. She was drinking cold beer, leaning
with her back against the door. Sweat glistened on her face with its
prominent cheekbones, and gathered in wet spots under her armpits.
Pavlo took off his jacket and chucked it on the chair. It was humid; he
unbuttoned his collar and loosened his tie a little.

“What will you have?” asked the barmaid.

“Beer,” said Pavlo, wiping his wet forehead. “Gosh, it’s stuffy.”

“It’ll rain,” said Musiychuk in a high falsetto, raising his short,
swarthy finger.

“Boys,” Holobutsky wiped his bald head with his sleeve, “I am
selling two tickets to the game.”

“Soccer!” said Stakh Bondar, putting down the beer mug. “It’s a
gathering of idiots. I went once. They almost trampled me.”

Kalenyk nodded.

Pavlo slurped his beer.

“People have gone crazy,” he blurted out.

“Ha-ha! You’re out of touch,” said Holobutsky, shaking his bare
skull.

The beer was good, cool and fresh. The oppressive blue air flooded
the tables and people could be heard breathing. Musiychuk tipsily rested
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KaneHuk KuBHYB romoBoio.

[TaBno BixcbopOHYB nuBa.

— Jlioau noaypinu, — GYpKHYB BiH.

— Xa-xa, — lNonoGyupbkuii 3aTpycHB Jucum yepenom. — Tu
BigcTanauMit 4onosik, [Masie.

o Gyno no6pe, xonoaHe i cBixke. 3aiylHe CHHE NOBITPS
3a7MBaNO CTOJMKHM, i UyTH 6yJNO, SIK BaXKO AMXAIOTH MoAH. My-
CiluyK M'iHO MOXMJMB rosoBy Ha rpyau. Iono6yupkuil cxoBaB
KBUTKM A0 KHulleHi, a 6ydeTHuus 3iHa roJoCHO KOBTala XOJOLHE
nutBo. [i Beankuit xuBiT KONMMBaBCS mix Ginum, TPOXH GpYIHUM
xanaroM. Ha mimoxogax MHUroTian moctaTi oCTaHHIX MUISXKHUKIB,
iXHi KpPOKM JNyHKO po3buBaiucs o6 kam’siHi naumtv. [aBno au-
BUBCSl Ha 3aMOLUEH]i MOTPiCKaHUM KaMeHeM Kpyui. ITo HUX BuBCH
Oyiinnii xminb. 3 napky AOJMHANa TaHWIOBalbHA MY3HKA, Me-
pexTinM panexi BOrHi HAa eleKTPUYHUX CTOBMAX.

— IMaBne, — BurykHyB cBoim canbuetom Myciituyk. — To
npaBAa, W0 TH 3aMUCaBCH y WITYHAU? — BiH 3aXUXOTiB, OOTH-
patoun Byca ABOMa NablSIMH.

[TaBno MoBuas.

— XO0TiB, — HapewTi ckasaB BiH. — AJle MeHe 3aCTaBWJIN
LiJyBaTHCh 3 TAKOI0 TOBCTOK THKOIO, 110 s BTIK.
— ¥YXe 9K TOBCTa, TO i NOLiAYBaTHCh HEe MOMHA, — OCKH-

punacs 3iHa.
— 3 Tob6o10, 3iHo, 1 6 Uiny Hiy...
— A aymaew, 6yna 6 ripwa Big cBoei Kasyi?
— Oxo0, MOst KJiYa e MoBe3e.
— JluBucs, wo6 He 3aBesJa.

— A xaii 3aBo3uth, — [1aBa0 npuckaams oko.

— Hy-Hy, To sk Tu uinyBasci? — npucynyscs Tono6y-
LbKHH.

— Ta tak, — IlaBn0Bi nepexoTinocs roBOpUTH. 3aIUBUBCH

Y CyTiHb, XOBTa JSIMNOYKa 6JMMaja Haj CTONMKOM, a HABKOJIO
Hel XaOTHYHO KPYXJsaM Komapi rta Hiudi meteauku. B ayumy
TEMpSIBY BpHBAaBCSl 3amax OYMIIEHOI Bil JAEHHOI Cnexku 3emai
# BiibroTHuil noxux piuku. Big Toro noauxy sawenoTino JAucTH,
ecb y raubuHi MicTeuka 3araBkaB caMoTHill mec.

3iHa npuHecsa HOBMiI Kyxosb, i WBeub 01pa3y K BiAMMB
nonoBuHy. Bixe miwaum Myciftuyk 3 Foao6yubkum, nigsiBcs Ka-
nenmk, Ctax Bonnap B3sB iioro nix naxey i noBoJik y TempsiBy.
IMaBno cuais, nosepHyBwMch 10 BikHa, a 3ina npubupana 3i cTo-
nuKiB. BaxHyB HecnoaiBaHo noctpia, i B nosiTpi 3aBucau TpH pa-
KeTH: XO0BTa, roayba i senexa.

— o ue?

— ¥ napky. MacoBe ryJasiHHS CbOrofHi.

Bin noaymas, sike ue uyxe aas HbOro — MacoBe TYJSIHHSA.

— Hy sk, 3iHo, WHUTTS? — crnuTaB BiH.

Bona posinnynacs i Bigkunyna 3 106a nacmo BoJoCcs.
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his head on his chest, Holobutsky put the tickets back into his pocket
and the barmaid, Zina, noisily swallowed a cold drink. Her big stomach
swayed under the white overall which was a bit grubby. On the sidewalk
the last beachcombers could be seen, their steps resounding against the
stone slabs. Pavlo looked at the cracked cliffs smothered with creeping
hops. Dance music could be heard from the park, distant lights
shimmered along the electricity poles.

“Pavlo,” Musiychuk asked in his falsetto, “is it true that you have
joined the Baptists?” He giggled, wiping his mustache with two fingers.

Pavlo was silent.

“lI wanted to join,” he said at last. “But they forced me to kiss
such a fat mug that I ran away.”

“So, because she was fat she wasn’t worth kissing,” protested Zina.

“With you, Zina, I wouldn’t mind the whole night.”

“I wouldn’t be worse than your old mare.”

“My old mare has still got plenty of life in her.”

“Watch out, she’ll do you in.”

“Let her try!” Pavlo winked.

“Tell us,” Holobutsky came nearer. “How did you kiss?”

“Ah well!” Pavlo was fed up with this talk. He stared into the
dusk. A yellow lamp twinkled across the table, surrounded by a swarm
of mosquitoes and moths. The stuffy darkness was slowly penetrated by
the scent of the soil and the damp river. This breath stirred the leaves
and a lonely dog started to bark somewhere in the town.

Zina brought a fresh glass of beer and the cobbler drank half of it
at once. Musiychuk and Holobutsky had left and Stakh Bondar took
Kalenyk under his arms and dragged him away into the darkness. Pavlo
sat turned to the window while Zina was clearing the tables. A shot was
heard suddenly and three clusters of firecrackers burst in the air: yellow,
blue and green.

“What’s that?”

“It’s in the park. Public holiday with everybody out promenading today.”

He found this a very strange notion—public promenading.

Well, how’s life, Zina?” he asked.

She undid a few buttons and brushed away a strand of hair from her
forehead.

“l manage, Pavlo. Like this—from morning till night. It’s inter-
esting to watch people here.” Her face looked very tired now.

“I don’t think you'll get used to this.”

“Even if I did, don’t you think it’s revolting?”

“People don’t just drink for fun.” He got up and put on his
jacket. Nervously, he buttoned it up.

“Who knows?” Zina noisily swung a chair onto a table. In a
brown puddle of gravy a moth was struggling vainly, spasmodically
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— Kpyuycs, INasae. Otak 3 panky 10 Beyopa. JUBHUCb TYT
Ha Baworo 6para, — B Hei Ha 06aMuyi 3aaarsaa riaM6oka BTOMA.

— Ilo-moemy, TOGi He 3BHKATH...

— A aymaew, sIK 3BMKJA ~— TO He GYBae MMAKO?

— Jlloan He Tak MpocTo M'I0Thb, — BiH NiABIBCS i HATATHYB
Ha nJjeyi nmixxak. HepBoBo 3acTiGyBaB rya3ukH.
~— XT0 iXx 3Hae? — 3iHa 3 rypkOoTOM MOCTaBWJIA CTijeLb

Ha CTil. Y KopuuHeBiit kamoxi coycy 6e3cuno noB3aB HiuHuii
METEJHK, Horo BeJHKe cipe Tillo i KOpHUHEBI, SIK 1 COYC, KPUAbUS
CMasMaTHYHO CTPiMyBaJMCh.

— Inv Bxe popomy, — 3iHa po3p’si3yBasia 33aLy NOBOPO3KH
xanara.

[MaBno posnsatuBcs i MoBiMbHO niwoB yHu3. Ha Hboro Biji~
HYJI0 NPOXO0J0L010, IKa BOMpanacsl KOXKHOWI KJiTHHOIO Tina. Bax-
KO KyMKaau xabH, yac Bil 4acy BHMYCKAalOUU NPOTSAXKHI, Hade M0~
KAk, 3Byku. LllamoTino Bropi aucrd, Bitep nepeGupar iioro 3
Ti€I0 0COG/JMBOI0 MOKBANJMBICTIO, SIKa BUHUKAE Mepex [IOLIEM.
[laBn0 nigBiB rosoBy i 3agMBMBCS Ha TeMHe, KaJlaMyTHe HeGo.
Beanka kpanast Bpapuaa ioro mo n06i i po3noBsaacs wemiau-
BOIO MPOXOJIOA0I0.

Bin ciB Ha kaMiHb Kpait poporu i, o6XONMUBLIMN TOJIOBY py-
Kamy, npo6ypMOTiB:

— Xait iiomy Gic!
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fluttering its wings which were brown too.

“You’d better go home.” Zina untied her overall at the back.

Pavlo paid and slowly walked downstairs. Cool air struck him and
pierced every cell of his body. Frogs croaked heavily, letting out from
time to time prolonged noises like calls. Leaves rustled above, stirred
suddenly by the wind before rain. Pavlo raised his head and stared at
the dark, muddy sky. A large drop of rain struck him on the forehead
and made him shudder.

He sat on a stone at the side of the road and, his head in his
hands, murmured:

“Oh, to hell with it!”

— Translated by G. and M. Luckyj
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1934. He died in a Soviet concentration camp. An admirer and
translator of French literature, he wrote in a style strongly influenced
by contemporary Western European trends. This short story was written
in 1922.

VALERIY SHEVCHUK (b. 1939)

Graduate in history of Kiev University and author of many short
stories. The second story is taken from the first chapter of his novel 72,
Riverside, which appeared in 1968.

VASYL STEFANYK (1871-1936)

Although often regarded merely as a “bard of the Ukrainian
village,” Stefanyk is a major short story writer by any standards. A
master of the short story genre, the novella, he shows in all his writing
extraordinary dramatic quality. His stories of peasant life from the
Pokuttya district acquire universality by the force with which they
convey the misery and heartbreak of human existence. Most of them are
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written in a peasant dialect. Stefanyk made his debut in 1899 with a
collection The Blue Book from which two stories appear here. “The
Stone Cross™ was written in 1899. Altogether five collections of stories
were published in his lifetime.

MYKOLA VINHRANOVSKY (b. 1936)

Of peasant stock, Vinhranovsky is a well-known poet who rarely
writes prose. His first collection of poems Atomic Preludes was pub-
lished in 1962. A graduate of the Cinematographic Institute, he worked
as a film director in Kiev. In the 1960s he was among the most original
and nonconformist young poets.

VOLODYMYR VYNNYCHENKO (1880-1951)

Vynnychenko became a staunch radical intellectual at the turn of
the century. A convinced socialist, he played a leading part in the
government of the short-lived Ukrainian People’s Republic in 1917-19.
Later he lived the life of an isolated emigre in France, where he died. As
a writer, Vynnychenko belongs to the modernist school with definite
“decadent” leanings. He was a very popular and prolific short story
writer, novelist and dramatist. His best works have been translated into
several languages and his plays performed in European theaters. A
protean talent, he often baffled his critics and readers by the wide range
of his techniques and by his sharp analytical penchant. Since the 1930s
his works have been proscribed in the Ukraine. A new Ukrainian edition
of his short stories came out in Czechoslovakia in 1968, containing the
story printed here, which was first published in 1902.

YURIY YANOVSKY (1902-1954)

A leading Soviet Ukrainian novelist who started as a poet in 1924,
His early novels, The Master of the Ship (1928) and The Four Sabres
(1930), though very different in structure and theme are masterpieces of
poetic prose. Yanovsky’s early style is still visible in 7he Horsemen
(1935), a “novel in tales” from which the present story is taken. Later
he adhered to the official theory of socialist realism. The author of several
film scenarios, Yanovsky in his early writings has much in common with
Dovzhenko’s movies of that period. “A Boat in the Sea” is a poet’s vision
of his country’s character and of man’s ability to survive.

MYKHAYLO YATSKIV (1873-1961) .
Among the modernist writers of his period, Yatskiv is a secondary
figure. Nevertheless, his stories of peasant life have an originality and
humor which are quite impressive. For a time he belonged to the group
“The Young Muse.” His first collection of stories In Satan’s Kingdom

229



appeared in 1900 with the subtitle “ironic-sentimental sketches.” The
short story printed here was first published in 1906 and a slightly
abridged version of it with a new title was republished in a Soviet
collection in 1957. Yatskiv is also the author of a novel The Dance of
Shadows (1917).
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