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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The usefulness of this volume has not been superseded.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
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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



BACHJ/Ib CTE®AHHK

IToGo:xHa

©

Cemen Ta CemeHMxa npuiluiiM 3 HepkBU Ta H obiganm —
Mauaji CTyJeHy Kyneuy B cMeTaHy. HYoJsoBiK 1B, ax 04i BUJIa3HWJIH,
a XKiHKa no4TuBo ina. Pas-y-pa3s BTupanaca pykaBoM, 60 4YOJOBIiK
KMJaB Ha Hel UATOYKaMM CauHU. Taky MaB HaTypy, IO LIbMaKkaB
i nyckaB cauHOIO, SIK MiCKOM, B OUi.

— He moxew Tu 6awiTy TPOXM NPHUNEPTH, HE MOX XJji6a
3'icTu...

Cemen 1B i He npunupas GawTH. Tpoxwu itoro xiHka BKoJOJa
OTHM CJIOBOM, ajie BiH BO3MB JaJi CMETaHy 3 MHCKH.

— Umakae, sik wTupy cBuHi. Boxe, Boxe, Taky maew ram6y
HexXapanyTHY, SIK ¥ CTapoi KOHUHH.

Cemen ime moByaB. Tpoxu 6yB i BHHEH, a mo-ipyre, XOTiB
Lo6pe nonoicTy. Bpewri BctaB i nepexpectuscs. Buiiios Haasip,
JaB CBMHSM NHUTH i BepHyBcs, abu JsraTu.

©

— Ani, HacaguBcu Ta it Jjirae, ik KOJ0Aa, aHY-KO, LM BiH
Bikaxe jge Hoca? 'HHE O0TaK KOXIOro CBETA Ta M HELiJi.

— Ypo TH COG6i rysga 30 MHOB luykaew? SIk 1 ToGi 3aB’exy
ryA3, TO TH Horo He pos’exuul, g T06i gam ryxasa!

— 51 6u Tebe woHeAiNi XHUBOrO Kycana.
— KoGu-To cBuHg Mana pori...

— CToiTb y uepkBi sik 6apaH Hexopisauuii. Inmi rasgm six
rasiu; a BiH Takuil 3artejenanuii, K KoJepa. MeHi ax Juue
JYNaecH 3a TaKOro raspy.

— Oro, 6ixHa rosnoBko, Ta it BTpaTio napctso He6ecHe! Ha-
rapyiicu winuit THXxAeHb, Ta wie y uepkoBi ranrax criit! Criit
yXe TH 3a MeHe, a 51 i Tak Boxoro CioBa Bicayxaro.

— O#i, Bxe T cayxaew CaoBa Boxoro. OaHoro saymepa
HEe 3Haell, 10 KCbOHA3 Ka3aB Ha kasaHio. CTaHell Hacepex LEepK-
BH, K CHoBMJAA. JuBHcH, a oui Bxe niuv y cToBOip, AMBHUCH,
a pOT BXKE€ PO3XHJMBCH, SIK BOPOTa, AMBHCH, a CJIMHA Teue BXKeE
3 poTta. A g1 auBJIOCH, Ta i 3eMJIsl MiZO MHOB rOpuTh 3i cTUAY!

— Ycrymucn Big MeHe TH, nmo6oxHa, Hait s TpPOXM oui
npuxmypto. To6i 0JHaKO MOJIOTH, a 5 JeABH TAIHHHIA.
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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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— bBo He cTiit y uepkBsi, gk cayn. JIuml KCbOHA3 CTaHe 3
KHUXKKM YUTATH, a TH Bxe oui Bimyauw, gk uubyni. Ta # maxaew
roJIOBOB, SIK KOHMHA Ha COHLE, Ta H NMyCKacll HUTKU CJHMHH, K
NaByK, TaKi TOHEHbKi, — JIMLI 1[0 He 3aXapKOTHII Yy LepKBi. A
MOSi MaMa KasaJy, L0 TO HeYuCTe 3aKpajaecH Ta 4OJOBiKa Ha
COH JiomMuTbh, a6u Boxoro CnoBa He cayxaB. A Kojo Tebe Hema
Bora, oii, 6irme, Hema!

— Ariii Ha TeGe, Taxxe Hail TBOT roJIOBU JibKO NMPHYENUTLCH
He Moi! Oto noGoxHa?! Moil, Ta TH Hamucanacu B gKeCb apXu-
puMcbKe 6pacTBO Ta rajaell, mo-c Bxe cBera? Ta s T06i Tak
WKIpY Crumy, SK y KHUXII, TAKUMHU CHHIMH pefamiu... 3ilnutucu
razauii y 6pactBo! Hixto Takoro He uyB Ta i He BuAiB. OxHa
Majla AMTHHY HNiBKOB, Apyra OJOBOB, TpeTa Haiiumia co6i 6e3
yoJIoBiKa — cami nopejHi rasgudi sifiwmcu. Ta ak6u Bac TOTi
yeplli 3HaJH, WO BU 33 YWJIEAMHKA, TA BOHH OM Bac 6YKOM 3 LEPK-
Bu! Axi, siki MeHi no6GoxHi, Juw ¢octa Ha 3aai xubye! Kurxku
YUTaIOTh, 00pa3u KynyloTb, Taku XHUBi 10 pato!

CemeHMxa ax 3ariakaja, ax 3aTpeMmTina.

— To Gyno Hi He GpaTH, ik Mana-m autuHy! OTo-M coG6i
oo HanuTtansa. Taxe 3a TeGe Gyna 6u it cyka He miuwia, 3a
Takoro BoJia HeBmuBaHoro! Llle mosucu Bory, mo-m co6i cBiT
3 To60B 3aB’e3ana, 60 6yB 6U-C XOAMB OTaK 1O FPOOHOI JOLIKH.

— Bo-m OyB aypHuii, 3JJaKOMHUBCU Ha moJe, Ta H BigbMy
B3€B 10 xaTH. 51 6u Tenep i cBoro poxaB, kKO6M cH BiguenuTu!

— Oit He Biguenumcu! $1 3Haw, TO 6M XOTiB wLie APYTY
B3ETH 3 MoOJIeM, aje, He Gicu, MeHe He jaoiw i He Ai6’ew. S Taku
OyLy XWTH, TaKM MYCHII Ha Hi AMBUTHUCHM — Ta i pewTa!

— Ta xuii, NOKH CBiTA Ta COHIA...

— Ta # xo GpactBa Gyay XoxuTH, Ta # w0 MU 3poGuur!

— O, Bxe TH B TiM GpacTBi He Gyaell, xi6a 6u MeHe He 6GyJo!
S Ti kHxkkM nmowmypelo, a Te6e mpus’exy. Bxe TH MeHi He
Oyzew NPUHOCHTH PO3YMy BiX uepuiB...

— Oit 6yny, 6yny — Ta i Bxe!

— A Biguenucu Big MeHe, 60 K 03My Sike JUXO Ta it mepe-
Bao! i

— Mamko, MaMKo, TO-C Hi jaJja 3a KajJbBiHa, TOTO-C MM CBiT
3aB’e3ana! Axi, B Hegimo Gepecn GuTH!

— Ani, ani, moil, a To Xk 51 po3unHaB cBapky? Ta mipkyiiTe
co6i, no ue 3a no6oxHa? Eii, He6oro, KoJiu TH TaK, TO 9 TOOi
TPOXM NMPHUKOPOTAIO0, 1 TOOI MUCOYOK TPOXH mpunpy. Taxe yepes
1y no6oxHy Tpeba 61 xaty nokuzatu! Cnu 6iga, ane 6yny 6urth!

Cemenuxa BTik/ia HaiBip, ane yoJOBiK iMHB y CiHsIX i OUB.
Mycus 6utn.
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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 I'll 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
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BACHWIb CTE®PAHUK

HoBuna

¥V ceni cranacs noBuHa, wo I'puup JleTiounii yTonus y piui
cBoIO JiBuMHKY. Bin xoTiB yTonuTH i cTapiiy, aje BUMPOCHIACS.
Bixkosn [puupxa Bmepaa, To Bin GinyBaB. He mir co6i matu
paau 3 aitbmu Ges xinku. HixTo 3a HbOro He XoTiB miTH 3aMix,
60 KOOU-TO JHMLIEeHb LiTH, ajle TO uie # 6ina i HecraTku. Myuuscs
Fpuup wini aBa poku cam i3 xpi6Humu gitemu. HixTo 3a Hboro
He 3HAaB, K BiH XHe, WO Aie, Xi6a HaliGauxui cycigu. Onosigamm
BOHM, w0 'puup uiny sumy maiixke He maJjuB y xaTi, a 3UMyBaB
pasom i3 piBuaTamu Ha meui.

A Temep yce ceno npo HbOrO 3aroBOPUJIO.

To npuiiioB BiH Beuopom LOLOMYy Ta i 3acTaB jpiByara Ha
neui.

— Jlento, MM xoueMo iCTH, — CKasania crapiua, [aHasyns.

— To ixTe MeHe, a 1O X 5 AaM Bam ictu? Axi, e xni6, Ta i
HauuHelTecH!

Ta it naB M KyceHb xsi6a, a BOHHM, SIK LIEHATA KOJIO IoJoi
KiCTKM, KOJIO TOr0 XJ1i0a 3aX0LNIUCS.

— HauuHunia Bac Ta i auiuuia Ha Moo roJioBy, 6onait 1 3em-
as BikiHyna! A uyma pecb xoxuTh, 60ojait rojoBy smomunaa, a Ao
Bac He moBepHe. Llel xaTu i yyma 36o0ssa 6u cu!

HiBuaTa He cnyxamu TaToBOi Oeciau, 60 Take 6yJO LIOIHUHU
i woroauny, i Bonu npuBMkAu. 1M xni6 Ha neui, i AUBMTHMCA Ha
HUX 6yJo cTpawHo i xkanb. Bor 3Hae, sk Ti ApiGOHbKI KiCTOUKH
Jepaanucs BKyni? Jlviue yeTBepo YOPHUX ouefl, w0 OGyau KUBi
i mwo mamu Bary. 3paBajocs, WO Ti oui Baxuau OM Tak, SK
0JIOBO, a peuwita Tina, Ak6u He oui, TO noseriia 6U 3 BiTPOM, SIK
nip’s. Ta it Tenep, sK BOHM M cyxuil xzi6, TO 3jxaBanocsl, IO
KiCTKM B JIMLI MOTPiCKAalOTh.

I'puup rasiHyB Ha HMX i3 saBu i norazas: “Mepui” — i Ha-
NyJAMBCS Tak, WO ax ioro mit o6cunas. Yoroch fiomy Tak crasno,
K KOJIM OM iioMy XTO TSKKMit KaMiHb NMOKJaB Ha rpyiu. Jisuata
raemejasy xJai6, a BiH npunaB a0 3emai i MOJMBCH, ajle ILOCh
floro TarHyjao Bce rasiAiTHM Ha HMX i ragatu: “Mepui!”

Yepes kinbka jgeHb ['puup 608BCS CMAITH B XaTi, BCe XOJAMB
Mo cycijiax, a BOHM Kasanu, wo BiH jayxe xypuscsi. [loyopHis,
i oui 3anmamu BcepegMHy Tak, W10 Malixe He IMBMUJMCS Ha CBIT,
JUUI Ha TOH KaMmiHb, O AaBUB TpPYyAH.
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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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OaHoro Beyopa npuiiwos ['puup 10 xaTH, 3BapuB LiTAm Oa-
paboui, nocoauB Ta i KMHYB Ha miy, abu M. SIKk nonoinu, To BiH
CKas3as.

— 3anizaiiTe 3 meyi Ta mizemMo xech y rocri.

Jisuarta 31i311 3 neui. 'puub HATATHYB HAa HUX APAHOUYKH,
B35IB MeHIY, JloubKy, Ha pykH, a [aHA3yHIO 3a pyKy Ta it BUALIOB
i3 HUMU. MLIOB 1OBro Jyramu Ta CTaB Ha ropi. ¥ MicsauHiM cBiTJi
poscTeanyacsl Ha JOJHHI piKka, SIK BeJMKa CTPYs XHMBOro cpibaa.
I'puup 3apurnyscs, 60 OiMckydya pika samoposusa ioro, a TOM
KaMiHb Ha rpyisx cTaB iwe Tsk4ui. 3aguxaBcs i JesBU Mir
HeCTH MasieHbKy JlOUbKY.

Cnyckanucs B noauHy no piku. I'puib ckperoTaB 3y6am,
ax rOMiH JIyroM PO3XOAMBCS, i UyB Ha rpyAsiX LOBruil OrHeBUH
nac, wo fioro mik y cepue i B rosoBy. Hajg camolo pikoio He Mir
noeosi iTH, ane noGir i Juwms IanasyHio. Boxwa 6irna 3a Hum.
I'puup 60p3enbko B3sB Jloubky i 3 yciel CHIM KMHYB Yy BOLY.

Momy crajo Jseriue, i BiH 3aroBOpHB CKOpPO:

— Ckaxy naHam, wo He GyJIo HisfKOi paiu: aHi iCTH WO, aHi
B XaTi 3aTOnMTH, aHi BinpaTH, aHi roJoBy 3mMuTH, aHi Hiu! 5 cu
Kapu npuiimaio, 60-M 3aBUHUB, Ta i Ha WKGeHULY!

Koso Hboro crostna 'aHz3yHs i roBopuJa Tak caMo CKOpO:

— Jlenuky, He TOMiTb MeHe, He TOMiThb, HE TOMITh!

— Ta gk cu mpocui, To He 6yLy, aje To6i Ou Jinue, a MeHi
OJHAaKO MauWTH, UM 32 OAHY, uM 3a ABi. Bymew 6izuTH 3MajKy,
a MoTiM Migell y MaMKH XujaaMm Ta i 3HoB mew Giautu. Sk cobi
XOyel.

— He Tonith MeHe ,He TOMmiTh!

— Hi, Hi, He 6yLny, ane Houi Bxe jinume Oyge, sik T06i. TO
BepTaiicu J0 ceja, a 1 Ay MeJLyBaTUCH. AJi, OLEB CTEXEUKOB
fian, reTb, reTh ax yropy, a Tam npuigewl 0 mepuwoi XxaT,
Ta # yBiiiaM, Ta i Kaxu, WO TaK i Tak, LeAS XOTiJIM MEHe yTOMU~
TH, ajle 1 cu Binpocusa Ta it npuiiua, abucte MeHe nepeHoyyBa-
Ju. A 3aBTpa, Kaxu, Moxe OM, BU MeHe Je HallMWIM A0 IUTHHU
6asutu. Iaii, ign, 60 TO Hiu.

I Tanp3yHs niuia.

— Tanpggaio, Fanasio, a Ha ToGi 6Gy4ok, 60 K Ti mec HaguOae,
Ta # posuepe, a 3 Oyukom Maii GesneuHilue.

lanp3sa B3sia 6y4oK i milwia Jyramu.

I'puup 3akouyBaB wTaHk, abu nepeiiT piky, 60 Tyza 6yna
npopora po micta. Betynus yxe y Boay no KicTku Ta it 3axepesiB.

— Mueoua i Cuna i Csitoro Jyxa aminb. OuuHau ixu ec
Ha Hebeci i Ha 3emui...

BepHyBcs i miloB po mMocTa.
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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 'm 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. Qur Father, who art in heaven and on earth ...”

He turned around and went toward the bridge.

— Translated by G. Tarnawsky
i .

i
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BACH/Ib CTE®AHHUK

Kaminnmit xpect

I

Binkonu IBana Jinyxa samam’sitaid B celi rasjolo, BiXTOAI
BiH MaB yce JMLI OXHOrO KOHS i Maiuii Bi3oK i3 1y6OBUM LHMILIIEM.
Kong sanpsras y nigpyky, cam ce6e B 60pO3HY; Ha KOHS MaB pe-
MiHHY LuIelo i HalWIbHUK, a Ha cebe IBaH Hak/1ajaB maly MOTY-
3sHy wuielo. HawmabHuka He noTpe6yBaB, 60 JiBOIO PYKOIO CIH-
paB, Moxe, JiMnie, K HalIWJIbHUKOM.

To 4K TArHyau cHomu 3 mnoast abo rHiit y moJie, TO OLHAKO
i Ha KoHi, i Ha IBaHi wwuaM BUCTynanW, ofHaKO iM OGOM mij ropy
NOCTOPOHKH MOLLYBAJIUCSl, IK CTPYHBH, i OZHAKO 3 rOpH BOJIOYM-
Jucs no 3emai. Jloropu Ji3 KiHb sk no Jexy, a IBaHa sik Koau 6u
XTo GYKOM MO 4OJi TPiCHYB, Taka BeJMKa XKHJIa Hamyxajna Homy
Ha uyoni. 3ropu KiHb Burisauae, sk O6u IBaH iioro noBicuB Ha
HalIWJIbHUKY 32 SIKYChb BeJMKY MpPOBHHY,- a JiBa pyka IBaHa 006-
BHBAJACsl CiTel0 CHHIX XWJ, IK JIAHILJIOrOM i3 CHHBLOI CTaJIi.

He pas paHkom, ille mepej CXoxoM COHUS, iXaB IBaH y moJje
nijbHOIO jopixkoio. [llnei He maB Ha co6i, Jauule HwWoOB i3 npa-
Boro 60Ky i TpumaB auiienp sik O6u mix naxotw. I kiwp, i IBan
Lepxanucsi Kpenko, 60 o6a Bixmowanu yepe3 Hiu. To gk iM
Tpanasiiocst CXOAMTH 3 rop6a, To Girau. Birau BLOJKHY i AWM
3a co00I0 CJiIM KOJIC, KOMUT i WHpoue3HUXx AT IBaHOBHX.
IMpuaopoxHe 3inis i 6agunans roiganocs, BUXOJITYBaJOCH Ha BCi
6oKM 3a BO30M i Ckupano pocy Ha Ti caign. Ane yacom cepen
HalOiJIbLIOro po3roHy, Ha camiit cepeavHi ropu IBaH nounHaB Ha-
JgraTi Ha Hory i crnvpaB kous. CizaB koJo jgoporH, G6paB HOry
B pyKH i cauMHMB, abu HaiiTy Te Micue, ne 6GOIsiK 3a0MBCH.

— Ta uy Hory canoB 1Kpe6uH, He TH 1i CJIMHOB NPOMUBaM, —
rosopuB IBaH icmepecepzs.

— Hiny IBaHe, a GaTioroB Toro GOpO3HOro, Hail OiXKHTD,
KOJIM OBEC MOijac...

Lle xToch Tak 6paB Ha cMmix IBaHa, w0 BUAIB fioro maropou
3i ceoro moasi. Ase IBaH 31aBHA MPHMBUK IO TaKWUX CMiXOBaHLiB
i cnokiitno TArHyB Gonsik panbuie. SIk He Mir 60AsiKa BUTSTHYTH,
TO KyJaKoM HOro BrOHMB jani B HOTY i, BCTalOuyH, Ka3aB:

— He 6icu, BirHuew Ta it cam Bigmajel, a 1 He Mal Yecy
3 TOOOB MaHbKATHUCH...
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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

! 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 we IBana kaukamu B ceni [lepesomanum. MaB y mosici
xu6by, 60 Bce XOAMB CXWJEHHUH, Ik OM ABa 3aJi3Hi Kpaku CTAraum
Tyny6 po uir. To fioro BiTep migBisiB.

SIk mpwuiiwoB i3 Boificbka A0XOMY, TO He 3acTaB Hi TaTa, aHi
MaMy, JiMIIe XaTYHHY 3aBajieHy. A BCbOro MaeTKy JHMIUMB HOMY
TaTo OykaTty rop6a uWlOHaiBULLOrO i LLOHaHripworo Hax yce
cinbcbke nose. Ha TiM rop6i komanau xiHKM micok, i 3iBaB BiH
sipaMM Ta neyepamu mix Hebeca, K CTpaluHMit BejeTeHb. HixTo
He opaB itoro i He cisB, i Mexi Hisikoi Ha HiM He Oyso. JIMW OfMH
IBaH y3siBcs cBolo maiiky KomatH i cisith. O6a 3 KOHEM JLOBO3MJIH
rHo0 nig rop6, a cam yxe IBaH HOCHB HOro MilIKOM HaBepX.
Yacom Ha noJiliHi HUBM cnajgas i3 rop6a HOro roJOCHMH KpHK:

— E-ex, moii, ik TOGOB rpeHy, Ta it MO HUTIL PO3JETHULICH,
SIKUI JKe-C TEXKHit!

Ane, Bipaii, HikonM He rpumMHyB, 60 WIKOLYBaB Mixa, i MOBOJI
floro cnyckaB i3 nueyeit Ha 3emai0. A pa3 BeyopoM OINOBiLaB
XKiHUi i KiTAM Taky npurony:

— CoHle npaxuTh, ajle He NPaXWUTb, aXX BOTHEM CHILIE, a S
KOJIIHKYI0 3 FHOEM HaBepX, aX IIKipa 3 koJiH o6ckakye. ITiT i3-3a
KOXHOI'0 BOJIOCKA MPOCiK, Ta #f Tak MM COJIOHO B pOTi, ax ripko.
JleaBu s po6uBcu Ha ropy. A Ha ropi Takuit BiTpeub AYHYB Ha
MeHe, ajie TakKuil JeroHbkuii, o ax! A nimith ke, gk MeHe 3a
MiHyTy B nomepeni 3auyejo HOXaMH WIMUKATH — raiaB-CMH, L0
MuHyCH!

Bin uiei npuroau IBan xoauB yce 3i6ranuit y nosci, a moxu
nposBaiy ioro Ilepenomanuii.

Ane xou To# rop6 Horo nepesioMuB, TO MOJITKH 1aBaB go6pi.
IBan 6uB nani, 6MB Kisg, BUHOCHUB Ha HbOTO TBEPAi KMLUKH TPaBU
i oOKk/MazaB CBOIO 4acTKy ILOBKOJA, abM OCiHHi i BecHsHi jouii He
CroJlikyBaJiM rHOlo i He 3aHocuaM fioro B sipyru. Bik cBiit 30yB Ha
TiM ropoi.

Yum cTapiBcst, THM Tsixkue GyJI0 ifOMYy, NOJIOMaHOMY, CXOAUTH
3 rop6a.

— Takuit neciit rop6, 10 CTPiIMroJoB yLOMMHY Tpyuee!

He pas, gk saxoasue coHue 3actaio IBaHa HaBepxy, TO HeCJO
fioro TiHb i3 rop6om pa3om jpajeko Ha HUBH. [0 THX HMBax 3a-
Jgrana TiHb IBaHOBa, K BeJIeTHSl, CXWJIeHOro B mosci. IBaH Toxi
NOKa3yBaB MaJjblieM HA CBOIO TiHb i TOBOPMB ropGoBi:

— Oro-c Hi, HeGoxe, 3i6raB y nyry! Aje LOKH Hi HOrM HOCE,
TO MYC POJMUTH XJi6!

Ha iHmmx HuBax, wo IBaH co6i kynuB 3a rpotuui, NpUHeceHi
3 Bojicbka, poOMIM CHHHM i XiHKM. IBaH Haii6Ginbiue koJo ropba 3a-
XOLUBCSI.

Ille IBana 3Hamu B ceni 3 TOro, WO AO LEPKBU XOJAMB JIMIL
pas y pik, Ha Beauknens, i mo kypeit 3inipysas. To Tak BiH ix Ha-
y4yBaB, WO XajHa He Ba)XUJacs NOCTYNUTH Ha MOJABip’s i mopna-
TH rHill. KoTpa pas nankoio apanHyaa, TO Bxe 3THHYyJa Bij Jo-
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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 gullies. 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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natu a6o Big Gyka. Xou Gu IBaHMXa XpecTOM CTEJWJACs, TO He
NoMOTJIO.

Ta i xi6a we To, wo Isan Hikoau He iB KoJO cToJa. Bce Ha
JiaBi.

— ByB-cmu  HaiimuToM, a moTim BiOyB-CMM gxeciTh pik ¥
BOCbKY, Ta §1 CTOJIa He 3HaB, Ta i KOJIO CTOJIa MeHi ixa He #ae
IO TPYHKY.

Oraxuii 6yB IBaH, AuBHHMIi i 3 HaTypolo, i 3 po6OTOIO.

II

Tocreit y IBana noBHa xaTa, ra3gu i rasauni. IBan cnponas
yce, 10 MaB, 60 CHHHM 3 XiHKOI0 HaBaxuiaucs o Kanauy, a cra-
puit MycuB ykiHui mogaTHcs.

Cnpocus IBaH wine ceno.

CrosB nepej rocTsiM{, TPMMaB NOpIl0 ropiBKM y npasii
pyui i, BuIKO, KaMeHiB, 60 CJOBa He rojeH GYB 3arOBOPHUTH.

— Jlexyio Bam cpaitHo, ra3aym i rasguHi, mo-cre Hi Maau 3a
rasyy, a Mol 3a rasjgHHIo...

He porosopioBaB i He nMUB IO HIKOro, JIMII TYMO TJSAIB Ha-
nepex ce6e i XMTaB roJioBoIo, Ik 6M MOJIMTBY TOBOPHMB i Ha KOXHE
i CJIOBO roOJIOBOIO MOTaKyBaB.

To sK yacom sIKacb JAOJILUHSI XBUJS BUKapOYTUTb BeJMKMii
KaMiHb i3 Boau i mokjaze iioro Ha Gepir, To TOi KaMiHb CTOITBb
Ha Gepesi Tskkuit i 6e3xywHuit. CoHile Jynae 3 HbOrO YepenoyKu
JZaBHBOTO HamyJsy i MaJloe Mo HiM MaJeHbKi ¢ocopHuHi 3Bi3aH.
Baumae Toit kamiHb MepTBUMU OJHCKamH, BixOUTHUMHU Bil CXOLY
i 3axony coHusl, i KaM’SHUMHM OuMMa CBOIMM TJISIMTb Ha XUBY
BOAY i CyMYye, WO He rHiTUTHb HOro TArap BOAHM, SIK THITHB Bil
BikiB. ['1auTh i3 Gepera Ha BOLy, SIK Ha yTpaueHe LIACTH.

Orak IBaH AaMBMBCS Ha JIOxel, sIK TOH KamiHb Ha BOLY.
IMoTpsic cMBMM BOJIOCCAM, SIK I'PHUBOIO, KOBAaHOIO 3i CTajleBUX HHU-
TOK, i JOrOBOpIOBaB:

— Ta pekyo BaM KpacHo, Ta Hait Bam Bor macts, mo co6i
B Hero xenaere. Jlaii Bam Boxe 310poB’e, nixy Mixaiize...

IMozaB MuxaiiyioBi nopuilo i winypamucs B pyKH.

— Kyme IBane, nait Bam Boxe mpoxuTu me Ha uim cBiTi,
Ta Haii [ocmoiab MusiocepiHuii WIACAMBO 3ampoBajUTh Bac Ha
micue Ta it nonomoxe sackoB CBOEB HaHOBO rasjoB ctaTu!

— Ko6u Bor nosBosmmB... a3y, a npoiue, a IOLETHITb XKe...
T'apaB-cmy, W0 Bac 3a CTiB MO0GCALXKYI0, K NMpPUALETE HA BeCile
CHHOBe, aje iHakuwe 3po6ujaocH. To Bxke TaKe HAcTalo, IO 3a
10 Hawi Aigy Ta # TaTH He 3HaMM, TO MK Mycumo 3HaTH. [ocmona
BoJI! A 3aKOHTEHTYiiTe X CH, rasnu, Ta i BiGaueiTe 3a pewTy.

BsaB nopuilo ropiBku Ta # migifimoB A XiHKam, WO CHUAIIM
Ha ApYriM KiHui crosa Bix nocrei.

— Tumodixo, Kymo, 1 xouy 10 Bac HanuTHcH. JluBiocH 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 turmned 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

! Horilka: Ukrainian vodka.
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BaC, Ta it MM, fIK SIKUCb Ka3aB, MOJIOAI JiTa HaranywoTbcu. [e,
ne, ne-e? Oto-cTe OynM xJonmeHHa AiBKa, rogHa-cte 6ymu! To-
CMH 3a BaMM He OJIHY Hiuky 30aBMB, TO-CTE€ B HaHILi XOLWIH, SIK
CHoBaBKa — Tak piBHo! Ba, xe, kymo, ToTi poku Hauwi! AHy-KO
nepexuiite Ta it BibaueiiTe, 110-M Ha CTApiCTh JaHeUb HAarajaas.
A npoe...

['nsiHyB Ha CBOIO CTapy, 10 IVIaKala MiX XKiHKamH, i BUHMUB
i3 nmasyxu XycTuHY.

— Crapa, H, Ha-Ko T0G6i naaTuHy Ta daiiHo o6iTpucH, abu s
TYT HiskMX nuadiB He BuAiB! TocTit co6i nuaHy#, a niakaTH
e A0CTd Yecy, Lie TaK CH Hamjavew, WO o4i TH BUTEUYTh.

BiniiiioB po rasuiB i KpyTHB roJIOBOIO.

— Illocs 6u-M ckasaB, Ta Hail MOBUY, Haii wWiHyi0 oOpasu
B xati i Bac gko rpewHux. Asne piBHO He paii Boxe Hikomy
no6pomy Ha kiHouuit po3ym nepeiiTu! Ani, BUiMTe, SIK TJiaue,
Ta Ha Koro, Ha MeHe? Ha meHe, rasguHe mos? To g Tebe Biko-
piHyBaB Ha cTapicTh i3 TBOi xaTh? MoBuM, He xJaumaii, 60 TH
cuBi Kicky 3apa3 o6Muuy, Ta it nigew y Ty 'amepuky, ik xuLiBKa.

— Kyme IBane, a auiuitb ke Bu c06i XKiHKy, Taxe BOHa BaM
He Bopir, Ta it piTeM CBOIM He Bopir, Ta ii 6aHHO 3a pojaOM Ta
3a CBOiM CEJIOM.

— Tumodixo, ik He 3HaeTe, TO He roBOPiTb aHix3eseHb!
To ii 6aHHO, a 1 TyAa 3 BiCKOKOM ixy?!

3ackperotaB 3y6amH, K XXOPHaMH, MOTPO3UB XKiHLi KyJa-
KOM, SIK 10BGHel0, i GUBCSI B IpYAH.

— OsMmiTb Ta BraTiTe MM COKHPY OTYT Y NEYiHKH, Ta, MOXE,
TOH XOBY nykHe, 60 He BiTpumato! Jliogu, Takuil TYCK, Takui
TYCK, 110 He MaMHETalo, L0 CH 30 MHOB POGHTB!

I

— A npoue, rasay, a o3mith ke Ge3 napamonii Ta 6yabTe
BibauHi, 60 My Bxke mojopoxHi. Ta i MeHi, crapomy, He AUBYM-
TECH, 10 TPOXM BTHUPAIO HA XKiHKYy, aje TO He 3ajypHO, OH, He
3apypHo. Llero 6u Hikosm He 6yJo, iK6GM He BOHa 3 CHHaMH.
Cunn, yBaxeeTe, MHCbMEHHi, Tak SIK AicTaiu sIKeCb NMHCbMO L0
PYK, SIK RiCTanu SIKYyChb Hamy, Ta SK Mifilimum mix crapy, ta i
MWW, MWIKIK, ax nepepyOanu. JIBa poku Hiyo B xaTi He ro-
BopusocH, s Kanana Tta it Kanaga. A sk Hi 10THCHYJH, SK-€M
BHJiB, 1110 OJHAKO Hi MyTb OTYT Ha CTapiCTh PU3TH, K He MLy,
Ta i eM npojaB woxo kpiwku. CuHu He x0Te 6yTH HalMHUTaMU
nici Moi rosoBu Ta i KaxyTb: “TH Haw TaTo, Ta i 3aBeAH Hac
J0 3emti, Ta fail Ham xJi0a, 60 sik Hac posgiauil, Ta it He Oyne
3 yuM kuBaTuUcH”. Haii im Bor momarae ictu TOT XJi06, a MeHi
OJHAaKO THHYTH. AJle, rasi, e MeHi, mepejoMaHOMy, 10 XOAiB?
51 3po6ok — wisne TiNo MO3WJb, KOCTI ApUXJaBi, M0 3aKH iX paHO
3Bejell AOKYNH, TO AecCiTb pa3 HoHknew!
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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 gazdynia? 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 you’ll 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.”

m

“Please, gazdas, don’t stand on ceremony, drink up and excuse us,
for we are already travelers. 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 I'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, IBaHe, mponano, a BU co6i TYCK JO roJIOBU He
npunyckaiite. A Moxe, K HaM JAOpOry MoOKaxeTe, Ta 4 yci 3a
BaMu migemo. 3a UMM KpaeM He BapT cobi Tyck 10 cepus 6patu!
Lla 3emass He rogHa KilbkO Hapoja 3aepxiTH Ta # Kinbki Gini
BiTpumMaTH. MyXMK He rojeH, i BOHa He rojHa, 0060€ Bxe He
roaHi. I capanui Hema, i nMueHMLi HeMa. A MOJAaTKM HAKMMAIOTb:
110-C MJIATHB JieBa, TO Tenep M'eTb, 1U10-C 1B COJOHHHY, TO TEmep
6apabymo. Oit, 33014 HAC, TaK Hac WMHJIM B PYKH, ILO THX PYK
HIXTO HAac He rojeH BipBaTH, Xxi6a Juw TikaTH. AJe KOJMCb Ha wi
3emai Gyne nokasiHie, 60 Hapia nopixecu! He maere Bu 3a uuMm
6aHyBaTtu!..

— Jlexyio BaM 3a Lie CJ0BO, aje e€ro He mpuitmaro. IleBHe,
IO Hapix nopixecu. A Tox Bor He rHiBaec Ha TakuX, IO 3eMJIO
Ha THHAEJb nyckaloTb? Tenep HikOMy He Tpe6a 3emJi, JHLI
BUKCJiB Ta OaHkiB. Tenep Mosoxi rasmu myiapi Hacram, Taki
¢aepmany, WO 3a 3eMiIeB He 3ropiin. A IMBITH KO CH Ha TY
CTapy CKpMMNKy, Ta nyckaTtu ii Ha runHzenn?! Taxe TO AyniaBa
Bep6a, KMHU najblieM, Ta i makoMm cexe! Ta ragaere, WO BOHA
3alize Ha micue? OT, mepeBepHecH 1ecb y OKin Ta # NcH po3-
TETHYTb, a HAaC MOXKEHYTb Aaji i MOXMBUTUCH He naayTb! Binku
TakuMm 1item mae Bor 6aarocnosutu? Crapa, a cyau x!

[Mpuiiuna IBanuxa, crapeHbka i CyXOHbKa.

— Karepuno, mwo T cobi, Heboro, y cBoi rosnosi ragaem?
Je Ti noknazry B moruny? Lu puba Ti mae 3'ictu? Ta TyT
nopexHi pubi Hema WO HA oxMH 3y6 y3eTH. Axi!

I HaTsraB wkipy Ha xiHuuHifl pyui i nokasysaB JIOASIM.

— Jluwr wikipa Ta kocti. Kyma uemy, rasgm, fitu 3 neui?
Byna-c nopeaHa rasguHs, TEXKO-C npalyBana, He raiiHyBaja-c,
aje Ha cTapicTb y Jnajeky jgopory Bi6pasacu. Ani, Buauum, 1€
TBOS jgopora Ta it TBog Kanaxa? Oram!

I nokasaB iii uepe3 BiKHO Moruiy.

— He xoTina-c ith Ha uy Kanany, To nigemo csitamu i pos-
BieMocH Ha CTapicTh, K JUCT mo noji. bor 3Hae, ik 3 Hamu
6yze... a 1 Xouy 3 TOOOB Nepel LMMH HAUIMMH JIOAbMU BilpOLIH-
THUCH. Tak, K cno0-cMH mepel, HUMM GpanH, Ta TaK Xody Mepex
HUMM BilIPOLIMTUCH 3 TOGOB Ha cMepTb. Moxe, Te6e TaK KHHYTb
y Mope, 0 g He OyALy BHIITH, a MOXe, MeHe KMHYTb ,I0 TH HE
Mell BHAITH, Ta NMPOCTH MH, CTapa, IO-M TH He pa3 AOrOpHB,
I0-M, MOXe, Ti KOJM CKpMBIMB, MPOCTH MeHi i mepuwwuii pas, i
Apyrvii pas, i Tperiit pas.

Linysanucs. Ctapa Bnana IBaHOBi Ha pykH, a BiH Ka3aB:

— A TO Ti, HeGoro, B jaJeKy MOTHIYy Be3y...

Ane cux cniB yxe HiXTO He uyB, 60 Bif xiHoyoro croja
HauGir miay, ik BiTep, WO 3-MOMiXK OCTPHX MedyiB MOBiB Ta BCi
roJIOBU MYXKMKiB Ha TCpYLM MOXHJIMB.
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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 I’'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 crtynail co6i, cTapa, MeXH ra3iuHi Ta MUIbHYH,
a6v KOXJy CBOE AidLLIO, Ta HAanuiicH pas, abu-M Ti Ha BiKy BHJIB
’eHy.

— A Bac, rasau, g uie Maio Ha JBa raTyHKM NpocuTH. Jlecs,
MO2Ke, CHHH MyCTE B CeJIO Ha MOIUTY, W0 HAC i3 CTAPOB yXKe HeMa.
Ta 6u-m npocuB Bac, abu-cTe 3a HacC HalMHIM CayxeOKy Ta #
abu-cTe CH Tak, IK CerojHi, siffiim Ha o6igeup Ta Bikasanu Ouu-
Haw 3a Hac. Moxe, ITan Bor meHwe rpixa nmpunuuwe. S rpoui
quy $IkoBoBi, 60 BiH MoJOAMiI Ta # CJAylHMIl 4OJIOBIK Ta He
CxoBae AiiiB rpeiiuip.

— Haiimemo, Hailimemo i OumHall 3a Bac BiKaxeMo...

IBaH 3agymaBscsi. Ha fioro TBapi MaJsoBaBCsl SIKMICH CTHI.

— Bu crapomy He nuByiiTecu Ta it He cmiliTecu 3 xina. Meni
CaMoMy Treil yCTHI BaM L€ Ka3aTH, aje 343a€ MU CH, o Ou-M
rpix MaB, fiIK6U-M 1ero He ckasaB. Bu 3HaeTe, mo s co6i Ha
cBOiM rop6i xpecTok kamiHHuii nokJaas. I'ipko-m ro Bi3 i ripko-m
ro HaBepx BiCai)KyBaB, aje-m MokjaaB. Takuit Texxuil, wo ropo
ro He CKMHe, MyCHTb ro Ha co6i TpUMaTH TakK, K MeHe TPHUMaB.
XoTiB-eM KilIbKO NMaMHETKHU MO COOi JULIMTH.

CryauB posoHi B TpyOy i mpUTHCKaB 1O ry6iB.

— Tak 6aHylo 3a TMM rop6om, K IMTHHA 3a uMUKOB. 5 Ha
HiM Bik cBiit cnenauB i okasniuiB-em. KoGu-m Mmir, Ta it 6U-M ro

BMa3yxy CXoOBaB, Ta i B3eB 3 c000B y cBiT. banHo mMu 3a Haii-
MEHIUOB KpilIKOB y ceJi, 3a HailMEHLIOB AWTHHOB, aje 3a THM
rop6oM TakKu HiKOoJM He nepebaHyio.

Oui 3aMMroTiiM BeJMKUM KaJjeM, a JUlE 3aipoxKalo, fK
YOpHa PiJVIs Mif COHLEM JPOXKHUTb.

— Ouei Houi JiexXy B CTOAOJI, Ta Aymaio, Ta aymaio: I'ocro-
I¥ MWJIOCEpAHHit, 6a 110-M TaK rji60KO 30rpilliMB, L0 XKeHel Hi
3a cBiToBi Boau? 51 wine xurte amw po6, Ta it po6, Ta it po6! He
pas, K IHWHKA KiHYWJIacH, a 1 Bnaly Ha HMBY Ta # PEBHO MO-
amocu 10 Bora: I'ocnojau, He NOKMHBb Hi HIKOJM YOPHMM KaBaJKOM
xni6a, a s 6yay Bce mpauyBaTH, xi6a Gux He Mir Hi pyKOB, Hi
HOrOB KHHYTH...

— IMoTim MeHe Takuil TyCK HamnaB, L10-M YMKOJIOHKH TpH3 i
uynep co6i MHMKaB, Kau€B-€M CH MO COJOMi, K Xyno6uHa. Ta i
HeuncTe HyKHyJocH 40 meHe! He 3Halo i K, i KOJM BUMHMB-€M CH
Mig rpywos 3 BoJ0oBOLOM. 3a Many ¢umo 6yB 61-M cu 3aTer. Aae
lFocnoabr mwuaocepaumii 3Hae, mwo po6uth. Haragas-em co6i 3a
CBiii xpecT Ta i MeHe reTb Bigiiuo. Iif, sk He moGixy, ik He
noGixy Ha cBilf rop6! 3a roguHy Bxe-M CHAIB MiL XpecTOM.
IMocuuis, nocupiB AOBreHbKO — Ta H IKOCb MH Jeriie CTaJjo.

— Ani, cToio —nepex Bamu i rOBOpPIO 3 BaMH, a TOT rop6 He
BiXOAMTb MM 3 roJioBU. Taku ro BUIXKY Ta i BUIXY, Ta # yMH-
patu 6yay Ta it 6yay ro BupiTi. Bce 3a6yny, a itoro 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, I 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
“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. I 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 armoraleg...”

“Then such longing came upon me, that I chewed my knuckles and
tore my hair, I 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 I’ll
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

you .
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CniBaHKkM-M 3HaB — Ta i Ha HiM 3a06yB-e€M, CHJIy-M MaB — Ta i
Ha HiM JHLIMB-EM.

OaHa cibo3a KOTHJIACH MO JHL|, SIK nepja mo ckadi.

— Ta s Bac mpocio, ra3ay, abu BY, K MeTe Ha CBiTy Helilio
nose CBiTUTH, abM B HiKOJM Moro rop6a He MuHaau. Byap koT-
puit MonoxMi Halt BiGixkMTb Ta Hail MOKPONMHTb XPeCT CBiu€HOB
BoJAMLEB, 60 3HaeTe, L0 KCbOHA3 Ha ropy He mige. IIpocio s Bac
3a Lie JLyXe rpeiiHo, abU-cTe MeHi MOro XpecTa HiKOJM He MH-
Ham. Byay sa Bac Bora Ha Tim cBiTi mpocuTH, Juw 3poGiTh
AifOBi €ro BOJIO.

Sk KoM OM XOTIB pSILHOM MPOCTEJNUTHCS, SIK KOJH GH 106pH-
MM, CHBUMH OYMMa XOTiB HaBiKM 3aKOMaTH B CEpLSIX rocTeH CBOIO
npocn0y.

— IBane, kyme, a JMWiTH )Xe BM TYCK Ha 6oli, reTb €ro
BiakMHbTE. MM Bac yce Gylremo HaraiyBaTH, pa3 HasaBue. Bymau-
CTe NMOPEIHUH YOJIOBIK, He Ji3JM-CTe HATapamoM Ha HiKOro, Hiko-
My-CTe He fepeopajy, aHi He Nepecisiu, YYKOro 3epeHus-CTe
He nopyuTanu. O#, Hi! MyTb Bac Joau HaraayBaTH Ta H Xxpecra
BalIOro Ha CBiTy HELiMO He MUHYTbh.

Orak Muxaiino po3BoauB IBaHa.

v

— Bixe-M BaM, naHoBe rasnu, BCe CKa3aB, a Temep XTO Hi
JMo6UTh, Ta TOT Oyne nuTH 30 MHOB. COHEYKO BiKe Haj MOTHJIOB,
a BM L€ Nopujlio ropiBKM 30 MHOB He Binuiau. 3aku-M Lie B CBOi
xaTi i Malo rocTi 3a cBOiM CTOJIOM, TO 6YLy 3 HUMU TNUTH, a XTO
Hi HaBUIUTb, TOit Oyle TaKOX.

[Noyanacs. nusiTuka, Ta NMUATHKA, IO POOGHTb i3 MYXKHKIB
noxypinux xjonuis. Hesa6aBky n'siHuil yxxke IBaH Ka3aB 3aKJNKaTH
MY3MKY, a6y rpaB MoJoAixi, w0 3acTynuaa uize noaBip’s.

— Mo#i, maete Taxk jgaHuyBaTH, a6u 3emas AyIHina, abu
0JHOT TPaBHUYKH Ha TOKY He JIMLIMJIOCH!

B xarti Bci nuam, Bci rosopuau, a HixTo He cayxas. Becixa
fimya cama aas cebe, 60 Tpeba ii 6yn0 KOHYE CKa3aTH, MYCHJIH
cKasaTH, Xoy OM Ha BiTep.

— Sk-em ro BinyuyBaB, To 6yB BinyLOBaHHii, KOTpe YOPHUH,
TO fIk Cpi6/IOM MocHnas No YOpHY, a KOTpe Oiauii, TO IK MacaoM
cHir nomactuB. KoHi 6y/iu B MeHe B OpPAYHKY, Licap Mir cizartu!
Ane-m rpoummii MaB, o, maB, maB!

— Ko6u-m yunnuBcst cepep Takoi nmycTuHi — Jjmu 1 Ta Bor
abu 6yB! AGM-M XOaMB, K AMKa 3Bip, JMII KOOMX He BULIB Hi
THX XWAIB, Hi MaHiB, Hi KCbOHA3iB. OTOrAM 6M HA3MBAJIOCH, LLO-M
nan! A ua semas Haii 3anajaecy, Hail cu i 3apa3 3anane, To-M He
3ropiB. 3a yuM? Buau Ta KaTyBaaM HawMX TaTiB, Ta B SipeM
3anperaji, a Ham yxke KyCHs xJi0a He 1aloTb NpoxepTH... E, ko-
6M-TO TaKk 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.

\%

“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 I 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 beasin . ..”

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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— lle He HaxXOXMBCH TaxkHMii CeKBepPTaHT, abM IO 3 HEro
CTer 3a nojpatok, oi, Hi! ByB uex, 6yB Himeup, 6yB mOJSK —
r.., npoGaueiiTe, B3eJu. Ajse ik HacTaB Maji3yp, Ta i Haiflos
KOXYIWIMHY axk mig BuwHeB. Kaxy BaMm, max3yp Giza, oui meun
Ta it rpixy 3a Hero Hema...

Besikoi Gecizu 6yno GoraTo, ajde BOHa poajiTanacsi B Haii-
pixHiWi CTOPOHHU, K HAATHWII JepeBa B CTapiM JIiCi.

B wym, ramip, i 30iiky, i B xaJjliCHy BeceNicTh CKPHNKH Bpi-
3yBaBcst cmiB IBaHa i ctaporo Muxaiina. To#t cnmis, mo ioro He
pas 4yyTH Ha Beciifix, aK cTapi xjonu po6epyTb OXOTH i 3aBe-
AyTb CTapopzaBHix cmiBaHok. CjoBa cmiBy HayTb uepe3 cTape
ropJio 3 mepelikojaMy, K Koau 64 He JIMII HA pyKaX y HUX, aje
i B ropni mosuni moHapocTtan. IpyTb cnoBa THX CHiBaHOK, fIK
XOBTe OCIHHE JIMCTH, WO HUM BiTep FOHUTb MO 3amepaill 3emii, a
BOHO pa3 Ha pa3 3YMUHSAETbCA Ha KOXHIM SIPOYKY i APOXHUTD
noaepTumu Geperamu, SIK nepejs CMepTIO.

IBaH Ta i Mwuxaiiio orak cmiBaaM 3a MoJsoaii Jita, mwo ix
Ha KeApOBiM MOCTi 3JOrOHWIM, a BOHM BXE HE XOTiIM Hasaj
BEPHYTHCSl 10 HMX HaBiTb y rocri.

Sk ne mixTAraJaM Bropy SIKy HOTY, TO CTHUCKANMCHi 3a PYKH,
ajie Tak Kpinko, ax CycTaBH XpYMOTiJH, a AK MOAUOYBaau LyKe
*aJicHe Micue, TO HaxuJIOBaaKucs 10 cebe i TYJWIM 4OJ0 10 4YoJa
i cymyBanu. JloBuaucs 3a WHIO, WiJyBaJucs, OWIN KyJlakamu B
rpyau i B cTin i Takoi cobi CBOiM 3apiKaBiIMM roJIOCOM TYTH 3aB-
JaBaJiM, O BPEIUTi He MOMJHM XKaAHOro CJI0Ba BUMOBHMTH, JIMLL:
“Oit IBanky, 6pare!” “Oit Mixaiine, npusremo!”

A%

— Jenio, uyeTe, TO Bxe 4eC BiXOAMTH IO KOJii, a BU pO3-
CniBajJuCH 9K 3a A06PO-MHUDY.

IBaH BUTpIiLKUB Oui, ajle TaK AMBHO, 110 CHH MOOiNiB i mogaBcs
Hasaj, Ta i MoKJaB roJioBy B JOJIOHi i JOBro uoch co6i Harany-
BaB. YcTaB i3-3a cTosa, mifiiilioB 10 KiHKM i B3sB ii 3a pykas.

— Crapa, rait, mawip — iHu, uBai, apait! Xoxu, y6epemocH
no-naHubKM Ta i migeMo naHyBaTH.

Buituau o6oe.

SIk yxoamnu Hasan 10 XaTH, TO Wiia xata sapupana. Sk 6u
XMapa naavy, WO HaBHCJAa Haj CeJOM, npipBanacs, sik G6u rope
JIIOJCbKE AYHAHChKY 3araty posipBajo — Takuii OyB miau. XKiH-
KH 3aJIOMUIM PYKM i TaKk CIVIETeHi Iepiaau Haj ctapoio IBaHu-
X010, a6y WOCh i3ropu He BnaJo i ii Ha micui He po3xaBuno. A
Muxaitno #imuB IBaHa 3a Gapku, i lIaneHO TepMOCHB HMM, i Be-
peulaB SIK CTEKJHUH.

— Mo#i, gk-ec rasna, To ¢ypHu TOro Karpade 3 ce6e, 6o Ti
BiMOJIMYKYIO SIK KypBY!

Ane IBan ne auBuBCcst B TOi Gik. IMMB cTapy 3a w0 i my-
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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: “Oh, 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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CTHBCSl 3 HEI0 B TaHelLb.

— IMonbkn MeHi rpaii, nmo-naHubk4, mam rpotuui!

Jlioan sanepeBiny, a IBaH TepMOCHUB XiHKOIO, Ik 6M He MaB
yKe raiky nyCTHUTH 1i XKHUBY 3 PYK.

B6irnn cunun i cunomiup BuHecaH 06oix i3 xaTu.

Ha noaBip’io IBaH TaHw0OBaB fasblie IKOICh MOJbKY, a IBaHU-
Xa o6Guenujacs pykamu mnopora i npunosizana:

— Oro-cMu Ti BiXoAuaa, OTO-CMU Ti Birpusja OUMMH HO-

ramu! :

I Bce pykowo nokasysana B mOBiTpio, SIK rIMOOKO BOHa TOIi
nopir BUxojuJa.

vl

IMaotu monpu goporu Tpiwanu i naganm — BCi JIOAH BUNPO-
BaJKyBanu IBana. Bin ioB 3i crapoto, srop6JeHuit, B LaiiroBim,
CHMBiM OLiHHIO i LLOXBWJS TAHLIOBAB MOJIbKH.

Ax gk yci 3ynMHUINCS Nepej XpecToM, 1o IBaH iioro nokJaas
Ha rop6i, TO BiH TPOXM MpPOUYHSB i MOKa3yBaB CTapiil XpecT:

— Buamui, crapa, Hawm xpectuk? Tam € BiaGuTo i TBOE
HameHo. He 6icu, € i Moe, i TBoeE...
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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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MHUXAM/IO KOUIOBHHCbKHM

Ha xkameni

AxBapenb

3 oAMHOKOI Ha LiijJe TaTapcbKe Ceo KaB'ApHi Ayxe pobpe
BHIHO 6yJio i Mope i cipi micku Gepera. B oguuHexi BikHa it aBepi
Ha JOBry 3 KOJOHKaMM BepaHLy TaK i mepaach sicHa OJaKHThb
MOpS, B HeCKiHYeHHICTb NMpoxOBxkeHa GJakuTHUM He6om. HaBiTb
JYyUIHe TOBiTPSl JITHbOI IHUHM NpUiiManio M'SKi CHHSBI TOHH, B
SIKUX TaHyJu H pO3MJMBAMMCb KOHTYPH JAaJeKUX npubepexHuX
rip.

3 mops ays Bitep. CosoHa npoxosoja MpHHAaLXKyBajla ro-
creil, i BOHH, 3aMOBHUBIUM COGi KaBy, TUCAUChH A0 BiKOH abo cizajiu
Ha BepaHji. HaBiTb xa3fiH kaB’sipHi, kpuBOHOrHii MeMeT, MWIbHO
CTexauu 3a norpe6amu rocreil, KuzaB CBOMy MoJoAIIOMy Opa-
ToBi: “Jlxenap... oH KaBe... 6ip kaBe!”* — A cam BHUXWISIBC B
aBepi, mo6 OAITXHYTH BOIKMM XOJIOZKOM Ta 3HATH Ha MHUTb 3
roJIeHOT roJIOBH KPYFJy TaTapcbKy LUATOUKY.

IMToxu uepBoHMil ox 3asyxu [xenap po3syBaB y KOMHHKY
Xap Ta MOCTYKyBaB POHIeJNbKOM, 1100 BHiilIOB 100puii KaiiMak?,
MemeT BaMBJISBCS ¥ Mope.

— Byxne 6yps! — o6GisBaBcs BiH He oGepTaiouuch. — Bitep
nyxuae. OH Ha 4oBHi 36MpaTbL BiTpUaa!

TaTapy NoOBepHY/IH FOJOBH IO MOPSI.

Ha Benukomy uyopHomy Gapkaci, 1o, 3gaBanocsi, NoBepTaB
1o Oepera, crnipaBii 3BMBaJM BiTpuia. Bitep HanyBaB iX, i BoHU
BUPHBAJINCS 3 PYyK, K BeJauki 6ili nTaxu; YOpHUH YOBEH HaxXH-
JIMBCS i Jir 60KOM Ha GJaKUTHI XBUJI.

— Jlo Hac noseprae! — o6isBaBcst Jxenap. — $1 HaBiTh
Ni3HaK YOBEH — TO rpeK CiJb NpuBi3.

MemeT Tex mi3HaB rpekiB yoBeH. JlJisl HLOrO 1€ Majo Bary,
60 ompiu KaB’sIpHi BiH JepxaB KPaMHHUKY, TaKOX €JIMHY Ha BCe
ceJso, i 6yB pi3HMKOM. 3Ha4YUTb, Cilb fioMy nmoTpi6Ha.

Kosn Gapkac HaGin3uBcsi, MemeT NMOKHMHYB KaB'dpHIO i mo-
naBcsi Ha Geper. Tocti mocmiwmau BUXMAMTH CBOI iJixKaHKM
i pywuan 3a MemeroM. BoHn nepetsiii KpyTy BY3bKYy BYJIMLIO,
0GirHy/IM MeyeT i CNYCTWIMCb KaMEHHCTOIO CTEXKOI0 10 MOps.

10gHa KaBa... JiBi KaBu.
2[lina Ha KaBi.
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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

37



CuHe Mope xBumoBaslocb i kunmijo Ha Gepesi miHowo. bBapkac
MiZCKaKyBaB Ha Micli, xyonas, sk puba, i He mir mpucratu 10
6epera. CMBOBYCHIi I'pek Ta MOJMOAMiI HaliMUT-LaHranak?, CTpyH-
KMt i OBroHOruii, BUGUBAJKCD i3 CHJI, HAJIral0ouM Ha BeCja, OJHAK
iM He BaBasnoCsl po3irHaTh 4oBeH Ha GeperoBuii micok. ToAi rpek
KMHYB Yy MOpe KOTBHLIO, & JaHrajaK Nnoyas HIBUAKO pO33yBATHCS
Ta 3aKacCyBaTH JKOBTi LUTaHM BHUIe KoOJiH. TaTapu nepeMoBJsi-
Juch 3 Gepera 3 rpekoM. CHHSI XBHJS CKMMaja MOJOKOM 6inst ix
Hir, a BigTak TaHysa i wMmniza Ha micky, Tikalouud B MOpe.

— Tu Bxe rotoBuil, Ai? — KpPUKHYB rpeKk Ha jAaHrajaka.

3amicTs oxnoBini Ani mepexkMHYB TOJi HOrM yepe3 Kpait
4OBHA i CKOYMB Yy BOLYy. 3pY4YHMM pyXOM BiH MiAXOMMB y rpeka
MILIOK 3 CiJJII0, KMHYB c00i Ha mJjede i noGir Ha Geper. Voro
CTPyHKa ¢hirypa B BY3bKMX XKOBTHMX LUTAHSIX Ta CHHill KypTL,
310pOBHii, 3aCMaJIeHHii MOPCbKUM BiTPOM BHJ, Ta YepBOHA XYCTKa
Ha roJioBi mperapHo oa6MBajuCh HA Tai GJaKUTHOro Mops. Adi
CKMHYB Ha MiCOK CBOI HOILLY i 3HOB CKOYMB y MOpE, 3aHYpPIOIOUH
MOKpi poxeBi JUTKH B JIerky i Giny, sk 30uTHil 6inoK, niny, a pani
MmHIouM iX y uMcTiit xBuai. Bin nig6iras 1o rpeka i MycHB JIOBUTH
MEHT, KOJHM YOBEeH ONyCKaBCs BpiBeHb 3 HOro mJeuyeM, o6
3py4yHO OyJ0o NpWiAHATH Baxkuil miuok. YoBeH OMBCS Ha XBMJi
i psaBcs 3 KOTBUL, K mec i3 naHuora, a Aji Bce 6iraB o 4oBHa
Ha Geper i Hazajg. XBuas 3jporansna Horo Ta Kujana Homy mix
HOru KjayGku 6ijoi miHu.

Yacom Aui nponyckaB 3py4HUd MeHT i ToLi xamaBcs 3a 6ik
Oapkaca i migHiMaBCS pa3oM 3 HUM LOropH, MOB Kpal, mpuJiinie-
HUHl 10 Kopa6sieBoro o6JiaBKa.

Tartapu cxoaumuce Ha Geper. HaBiTh y ceni, Ha MIacKUX
JLaxax oce/b' 3’IBUJIMCS, HeBBAXalO4M Ha CNeKy, TaTapu i BUrJs-
Jalu 3BiATH, K KYNKH KBiTOK Ha rpsiiKax.

Mope penani BTpauyano cnokiit. Yaiiku 3Himanucep i3 0XMHO-
KMX GeperoBuX CKeJb, MpHUNajgaiyd FPyAbMHM L0 XBHJI i Muakaju
Hajz mopeMm. Mope notemuijo, 3miHunoch. HpiOHi xBuai 31uBa-
JUCb JOKYNH i, MOB OpHWJHM 3e/IeHKYBaTOro CKJia, HEroMiTHO
niZkpagajiuco 10 Gepera, mazaad Ha MiCOK i po36UBaauCh Ha Oiny
niny. I1ig, 4OBHOM KJIEKOTINIO, KHMiJO, LIyMyBaJo, a BiH MiLCKaKy-
BaB i MJMras, HEMOB HiCCSl KyIMCb Ha GinorpuBux 3Bipax. I'pek
4acTo o0epTaBCsl Hasaj i 3 TPUBOroi norJasiaB Ha mope. Adi
npynkiwe 6iraB oj 4oBHAa Ha Geper, Becb 3a0pH3KaHWi MiHOIO.
Bojxa npu Gepesi nounHasna KajJaMyTHTHUCh i XKOBKHYTH; pPa3oM 3
NiCKOM XBWJIS BUKHJAJa 30 JHA MOPS Ha Geper KaMiHHA i, Tikaiouu
Hasal, BOJikJa iX MO AHY 3 TaKMM FYpKOTOM, Haue TaMm I10Chb
BeJIMKe CKperoTajo 3ydamu it rapuano. [1puGiit 3a axoi niBroauHu
nepeckakyBaB yxe uepe3 KaMiHHs, 3a1MBaB npubepexHy A0opory
i mix6upaBca a0 MiwkiB 3 cimmo. TaTapu MyCWIH BiLCTYNHTH Ha-

1 Becasp. — Pex.
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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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3aj, o0 He 3MOYMTH KarliliB.

— Memert! Hypaa! INomoxits, mogy, a TO Cinb MizMOYUTb!
Ani! Mam x Tyau! — xpuniB rpek.

Tarapu 3aBOpYIIMAMCS, i NMOKM I'PeK TAaHIIOBaB 3 YOBHOM
Ha XBWJIIX, 3 HYAbrOI0 MO3MpAlOYM HAa MOpe, CiJb OMUHMAACH Yy
6esneyHoMy MicLi.

Tum yacom Mope #Hu10. MOHOTOHHHMI, PUTMIYHMHA TOMIH
XBUJIb mepeiiioB y 6yxaHHs. CnoyaTky riyxe, sk BajKKe CanaH-
HA, a jaji CuibHe i KOpOTKe, K AajeKkuit cTpia rapmatu. Ha
He6i cipuM nMaBYTHUHHSIM CHyBaau xmapu. Poaroiizane mope, Bxe
6pyxHe it TeMHe, HackakyBaJo Ha Geper i MOKpUBaJO CKeJi, 1O
SIKMX TMOTOMY CTiKaJu NMaTbOKH OpyAHOI 3 MiHOIO BOJH.

—Te-re! Byne 6ypsi! — kpuuaB Memer p0 rpeka. — Burs-
rait Ha Geper yoBHa!

—Ta? Lo kaxew? — XpuniB rpek, HaMaralouyucb mnepe-
KpHMYaTH WyM npu6oio.

— Yosen Ha Geper! — ryknyB mwocum Hypaa.

I'pex HecrokiitHo 3akpyTHBCS i cepex GpM3KiB i pUKY XBHJb
noyaB pO3NyTyBaTH JAHLIOT, YB'A3yBaTH MOTY335. AJi KHHYBCS
o naHulora. Tatapy CkujanM xamui, 3aKko4yyBaJjH IUTaHM i cTa-
BaJi 10 nomodi. BpelwuTi rpek nigHsB KOoTBUIYO, i YOpHHil 6apkac,
nigxoryieHnii OPyZHOIO XBMJEIO, IO 3 HIir IO TOJOBH 3MHJA Ta-
Tap, nocyHys ho Gepera. Kynka 3irHyTux i Moxpux Tartap ra-
JIaCIMBO BUTAr/a 3 MOpS, cepej KJEKOTY MiHM, YOpHHil Gapkac,
HEMOB SIKYCb MODCbKY MOTBOPY ab0 BeJM4Ye3HOro neJbdiHa.

Ta ocp 6apkac Jir Ha micky. Moro npus’a3ano o nani. Ta-
Tapyu o6TpinyBaMMCh i BaXKHJH 3 rPeKOM Ciib. Asi momaras, Xou
4acoM, KOJIM XassiiH 3abaJjakyBaBCsl 3 NMOKYMLSAMH, BiH HHIIKOM
nosupas Ha HesHaiome ceno. CoHue cTosio Bxe Hag ropami. ITo
rosoMy cipoMy BHCTYNMy CKeJi JiNWIMCh TaTapcbKi XaJynkH,
3/I0XKeHi 3 IMKOro KamiHHS, 3 IUIACKVMH 3eMJISHUMHU MOKPiBJISAMH,
ojHa Ha OJHiH, ik XaTKM 3 KapT. bes TuHiB, 6e3 BopiT, 6e3 By-
Juup. KpuBi cTexky BMAMCh MO KaMeHHCTilt cnaguHi, ue3aau Ha
NOKPIiBJSIX i 3’ABJS/IMCH J€Cb HHXKYe MPOCTO O MypOBaHHMX CXO-
AiB. YopHo i rono. TinbkM Ha OAHifl MOKpiBJIi pocia SIKUMCh uy-
JOM LIOBKOBHMLSA, a 3HU3Y 3JaBaJOCh, LII0 BOHA PO3CTeNsIa TeM-
HY KOpOHy Ha 6JakuTi Heba.

3are 3a cesoM, y jajekiii mepcrnexTuBi, OZKPHUBABCS uapiB-
Huii CBIiT. B riMOoKUX AOJMMHAX, 3€JEHUX OJ, BUHOTrpaLy i MOBHHX
CHM301 iMJIM, TiCHMJMCb KaM’dHi rpomaiy, poxeBi oX BedipHbOrO
CoHugs abo cuuitoui ryctum Gopom. Kpyrai sucoropu, MoB Bese-
TEeHCbKi WaTpa, Kujaau oxn cebe 4OPHY TiHb, a jajeki wmuii,
CH30-0/1aKMTHI, 3faBaiuch 3yOusMH 3acTuriux xmap. CoHue ua-
COM CMyCKaJo 3-3a XMap y imiy, Ha JHO ILOJMHHM, CKiCHi macma
30/I0TMX HHTOK — i BOHM MepeTHHa/NM pOXeBi CKeJsi, CHHi JicH,
YOpHi BaXKi WaTpa Ta 3acBiuyBaju BOTHi Ha TFOCTPHX IWLIMHJSAX.

[Ipu uifi kaskoBilf naHopami TaTapcbke CceJo0 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, rolled 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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rPYLOI0 IMKOro KaMiHHSl, i TiIbKM PSILOK CTPYHKMX AiBuaT, IO
BepTaiu oj “uiliMe”* 3 BUCOKMMM KYXJISIMM Ha NJIEYax, OXKUBJSIB
KaM’siHy NycTeJo.

Kpait cena, y ramGokiit nosmHi, Gir nmomix BOJOCbKHMX ropi-
xiB cTpyMok. Mopcbkuil npu6iii cnuuus #oro Bo4y, i BOHa po3iu-
Jach TMOMiX JepeBaMu, oa6uBaiouu B co6i ix 3ejeHb, 6apBHi xa-
JIaTHU TaTapok Ta roji Tijla AiTBOpH.

— Ani! — rykHyB rpek. — [ToMox¥# 3cunaTy Cifb!

3a peBom mops AJi nexBe LOUYB.

Hapx Geperom BuciB coJioHmii TymaH oj ApiGHMX OpHu3KiB.
KanamyrHe mope ckaxenino. Bixxe He xBuai, a 6ypyHH BCTaBajlu
Ha Mopi, BUCOKi, cepauTi, 3 6iiMMU rpeGeHsIMH, OJ, AKHX 3 JYCKOM
OApPWBAJNCA IOBri KUTHUi MiHM i 3aiTaau jporopu. Bypynu Hiumu
HEBNMUHHO, Mix6upanu mnig ceGe 3BOPOTHI XBWJIi, NepecKaKyBaJH
yepe3 HUX i 3aauBaaM Geper, BUKMIAIOYM HA HbOro ApiOHHMi cipuit
nicok. Ckpi3b 6y/0 MOKpO, NMOHANMBaHO, B 6eperoBuUX sIMKax Ju-
anach BOJa.

Panrom Tatapu nouysm Tpick, i piBHOWacHO BOjAa MOJMJIACh
iM y kanui. To cuibHa XBWJS migxomuja 4oBeH i KMHyJa iM Ha
naib. ['pek nmig6Gir xo uoBHa i axHyB: y 4oBHi Gyna nipa. Biu
KpHuaB O] rops, JasBcs, IVIakaB — Ta peB MOP$Sl MOKPUBAB #0ro
JeMeHT. JloBeJOoCb BUTSATTH 4YOBeH Ta # NpuB’s3aTH 3HOB. I'pek
6yB Takuii CyMHM#, w0 X04Y 3anaja Hiy i MemeT kJMKaB ioro B
KaB’pHIO, He MiloB y ceso i JMWKBChL Ha Gepesi. MoB npuBKAH,
6Jykaau BoHM 3 AJli cepel BOLSIHOTO MUJY, CEpAUTOro OyXxaHHS Ta
CHJILHOTO 3amaxy Mops, L0 MpoimaB iX Hackpisb. Miciub RaBHO
Bxe 3iiilIOB i mepeckakyBaB 3 XMapH Ha XMapy; NpH CBiTai ioro
GeperoBa cmyra 6inina oj miHM, Haue BKPUTA MepIIMM IyXKUM
cHirom. Bpewrri Axi, 3Babnenunii BOrHsMHM B ceJli, HAMOBUB Ipeka
3aliTH B KaB'SIpHIO.

I'pek po3Bo3uB cijb MO MpuOepexHUX KPUMCbKHUX ceJax pas
Ha pik i 3BuuaiiHo GopryBaB. Ha apyruii xeHb, o6 He raatu
yacy, BiH HakasaB AJi JIarOAWTH YOBEH, a CaM MOAABCS IipCbKOIO
Tpomol 36MpaTH Mo cenax JOBru: GeperoBa cCTexKa Oyna 3a-
TomJeHa i 3 60Ky mops ceio 6yso onpisaHe oJ, CBiTYy.

Bxe 3 nosynHs XBuJIs mmovana cnanati, i Aai B3siBCs 10 po-
6otu. BiTep TpinaB uepBOHy XYCTMHKY Ha roJiOBi JaHrajnaka, a
BiH TMOpaBCsl KOJO YOBHA Ta KYpPHMKAaB MOHOTOHHY, SIK npu6iit
Mops, micHio. ¥ BianoBinHuH uyac, K KOOpHHl MyCy/JbMaHHMH, BiH
PO3CTeNIAB Ha MiCKYy XYCTHHKY i cTaBaB Ha KoJjiiHa B 6OromilbHO-
My cnokoi. Beuopamu BiH po3k/nazaB Hajg MOpeM OrOHb, BapuB
co0i miziaB 3 MiAMOYEHOr0 PHXKY, IO JULIMBCL HA Oapkaci, i HaBiTb
JIaroJMBCSl HOYYBAaTH NpPHU 4YOBHi, Ta MemeT mnOKJMKaB ioro B
KaB’apHi0. Tam v pa3 Ha piK, SIK HaI31MIM MOKYMIi BUHOTPaLy,
TpyAHO 6yno 3506yTH MiClie, a Tenep BiIbHO i MpPOCTOPO.

1 donTaH.
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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 kaB’sapHi 6yno satuiHo. Jkenap KpimaB KoJo meuwi, 3a-
BilIaHOi GJIMCKYYOI0 MOCYAMHOIO, a B meui ApimaB i momneniB BO-
roub. Koan Memer 6yaue GpaTta mokaukom: “kase!” — Jlxenap
31 pUraBcsi, cCxXormoBaBcs i 6paBcsi 3a Mix, n06 po30yIUTH BO-
roxb. OroHb y medi ckaaus 3yGH, MUPCKaB ickpamu i noGANCKyBaB
no MixsHiil nocyai, a no xati posxoxunach, 3anaiiHa napa cBixoi
kaBu. [lix cTeneto rynm myxu. 3a cToJamu, Ha LIMPOKUX, OOOUTUX
KHATalfKOI0 OCJOHAaX, CHLIMIM TaTapu; B OJHOMY Micui rpami B
KOCTi, B ApyroMy — B KapTH, i CKpi3b CTOSIM MaJi ¢inixkaHku 3
yopHolo kaBolo. KaB'sipHst 6ys1a cepuem cena, Kyau 36iraaucek yci
iHTepecu JOJHOCTI. BCe, T€, UMM XWJM JIIOAM Ha KameHi. Tam
3aciganu cami 3HauHi rocTi: ctapuii cyBopuii mysna Acal, y yai-
Mi # poBromy xanati, 10 MiWIKOM BHUCiB Ha HOro KiCTJASBOMY
3apy6inomy Tini. Bin 6yB TemHuit i ynepThii, 9K BicaIOK, i 3a Le
BCi itoro moBaxanu. ByB Tyt i Hypna-edenni, 6aratup, 60 maB
PYAYy KOpOBY, muieTeHy rap6y i napy OyiiBosiB, a TaKOX 3aMOX-
Huil “10306aw” (COTHMK), MOCifay €IMHOrO Ha Iiijle CeJOo KOHS.
Bci BoHu Oyau poaudi, siK i LiJsia JIOZHICTD TOr0 HEBEJHYKOro 3a-
KMHYTOIO CeJia, XOY Lie He 3aBaKaJo iM AIMUTHCS HA ABa BOPOXi
Tabopu. IIpuunHa BOpOxHeui TaiNach y HEBeNMYKOMY JHxepeli,
o 6uJ10 3-mijA ckedsi i CTikaao Teuifikolo SIKpa3 mocepenuHi cena,
NOMiX TaTapcbKUMM ropojamu. Tinrbku us Boja naBaja XKHUTTH
BCbOMY, 1110 POCJIO HA KaMeHi, i KOJIM OjJHa MOJIOBHUHA CeJsla CIyCKa-
Ja 11 Ha CBOi ropoi4ukH, y Apyroi 6oJino cepue IMBUTHCb, AK
COHLe i KaMiHb B’SaaTb iM uudymo. JBi Haii6araTwi i HalGiabL
BILIMBOBi 0COGHM B CeJli Maly rOPOJM Ha pisHMX GOKaxX Teuilku —
Hypaa Ha nmpaBomy, 1036aw Ha aiBomy. I Koau ocTanHiil cnyckas
BOLY Ha CBow 3emao, Hypsna satamoByBaB moTik BHlle, 0LBOJLMB
fioro no ce6Ge i paBaB Boiy cBoemy KyTkoBi. Lle ruiBuio Bcix
JiBoGepexKHUX, i BOHH, 3a0yBaloyy Ha POAMHHI 3B’A3KH, GOPOHUIH
NpaBo Ha XUTTA CBOIN uMOyni Ta po36uBaIM OJMH OJHOMY roJio-
By. Hypsa i r036aw cTosiiM Ha 4oJi BOPOrylO4MX mnapriif, xod
1030aiieBa napTis HeMOB nepeBaxana, 60 Ha ii 6oui 6y myana
Acan. LI BopoxHeua nomiyajach i B KaB’SpHi: KOJM NPUXHUIbHH-
k1 Hypau rpamu B kocTi, To 1036aweBi 3 NpesupcTBOM JIHUBUJINCH
Ha HuX i cizaau 1o kapT. B oaHOMy BOpOru CXOAMAUCH: YCi MUJIH
KaBy. Memer, 10 He MaB ropoia i, IK KOMEpCaHT, CTOSB BHILE
naprifiHMX cynepeuyok, yce wKaHAuGaB Ha KpUBMX Horax oz Hyp-
Ju 10 1036awa, 3auuThbKyBaB i MupuB. Moro riajgke o6auyus i ro-
JieHa roJioBa JIMCHiMH, K y oOjymieHoro 6apaHa, a B XMTPHX
oyax, 3aBXIM 4YepBOHMX, G1yKaB HecnokiiiHuit Borauk. BiH BiuHO
OyB 4YMMCb 3aKJONOTAaHMil, OCh BiYHO PO3MipKOBYBaB, MpUrasy-
BaB, JiuuB i pa3 y pa3 6iraB y KpaMHHYKY, Y JIbOX, TO 3HOB JO
rocreii. Yacom Bin BUGiraB 3 kaB’sipHi, MigHiMaB JHLE yBepX, KO
TJ1acKOi MOKPiBJi, i KANKaB:

— darbmel..

[ Toai ox crin itoro gomy, wo 3xiliMaBcs Hax KaB’spHe,
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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 well-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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oA liJsiIach, MOB TiHb, 3aBUHEHA B MOKPHUBAJO XKiHKa i THXO mpo-
X0JIMJIa yepe3 MOKpiBMoO 10 camoro ii Kpaio.

Bin kupaB ifi HaBepx MoOpoxHi MiwkK a6o LOCh HakasyBaB
Pi3KMM, CKPUNYYHM rOJIOCOM, KOPOTKO i BJAAZHO, SIK MaH Cayxed-
Ui, — i TiHb 3HMKaJa TaK CaMO HEMOMITHO, fIK i 3'IBISJaCh.

Ani pa3 no6auus Ti. Bin cTOSB KOJO KaB'dpHi i CTeXMB, SK
THXO CTYNaJH KOBTi MAaTHHKM MO KaM'SHUX CXOLaX, LLO €XHAJH
MemeToBYy XxaTy 3 3emiel0, a ICHO-3eJIeHe “depenke”? CKIafKaMU
cnajajo no CTpyHKi#i ¢irypi ox rojosu ax A0 uepBOHMX ILApPO-
BapiB. BoHa cnyckanace THXO, NMOBOJI, HeCyud B OnHiit pyui mo-
POXHilt KyxoJb, a Apyrowo nputpumyloun depeirxe Tak, O
TibKYM BeJMKi f0OBracTi 4yopHi oui, BUMOBHI, fIK y ripCbkoi capHH,
Mir 6aunTi cTOpoHHiA. BoHa cmuHusa oui Ha Aui, BigTak cnycTu-
Jia MOBiKH i npoiuia 1ani THXO i CHOKiHHO, K €TMNeTChbKa XPHLS.

Auni 3panocs, wo Ti oui mipHyau B fioro cepue, i BiH MoHic ix
3 coboio.

Hax mopem, naroisiud uyoBHAa Ta KYPHHKAlOYM CBOi COHHi
nicHi, BiH IMBUBCb y Ti oui. Bin 6auuB ix ckpi3b: i B mpo3opiit, K
CKJIO, Ta SIK CKJIO A3BiHKill XBuJi, i Ha raps4yomy, OJUCKY4OMy Ha
COHUi kameHi. BoHM pMBWIMCL HA HBLOrO HaBiTh i3 (hiNixKaHKH
yopHoi KaBM. BiH uacrile mornsigaB Ha ceno i yacTto 6auMB Ha
KaB’SpHi, Mij OJMHOKMM JepeBOM, HeBUpasHy ¢irypy xiHkH, mLo
OyJia 3BepHeHa 10 MOpSl, HEMOB LIYKaJa CBOiX OYeil.

Jo Ani ckopo 3BukJM B ceii. JliBuaTa, NpoxoAsiuM Of uilll-
Me, Hi6M HEHapOKOM OIKpWBaIM OO0JMYYS, KOJAU CTPiyajuch 3
KpacyHeM TYPKOM, MOTOMY NajieHi/M, Auum wBHAwe i menra-
Juce nomix cebe. Myxcbkiii MoJsoni momoGanach itoro BeceJa
Bravya. JliTHiMM BeuopaMy, TaKMMH THUXUMU H CBiXKHMH, KOJH
30pi BUCIM Haj 3emJsei0, a MicsLb Hax MopeM, Ani BuiiMaB CBOIO
3ypHYy, npuBeseHy 3-nig CmipHH, MPUMOILYBAaBCS Mij KaB'SpHEIO
a6o geiHxe i po3MOBJSB 3 PiIHUM KPAaEM CYMHHMH, XanaloylMHu 3a
cepue 3rykamu. 3ypHa CKJMKaJa MOJOIb, MYXCbKY, 3BUYaiiHo. IM
3posymina 6yna micus Cxony, i CKOpo B TiHi KaM'sIHUX oceJib, Te-
peTKaHiit 6;1aKMTHUM CBiTJIOM, MOYHHAJIACh 3a6aBa: 3ypHa NMOBTO-
psina ogMH i TOH caMHil roJjioc, MOHOTOHHMIi, HeBUpa3Huii, 6e3-
KOHEUHHH, [K MiCHS UBipKyHa, a)XX poOGHJOCh MJIOCHO, a)X MOYMHA-
JI0 mig cepuem cBepOiTH, i 3amamMopoueHi TaTapH MiAXOMIOBaJH
B TaKT MiCHi: — O-ns-a4... 0-Ha-Ha...

3 oxHoro OOKy ApiMaB TaeMHMil CBiT YOPHMX BeJIeTHiB-Tip,
3 Apyroro — JArJyio poJi morigHe mope i 3iTxajn0 Kpisb COH, (K
Masa JMTHHA, i TPeMTiJO mix micsueMm 30J0TOI0 LOPOromw...

— O-n9-14... 0-Ha-Ha...

Ti, mo IMBUIUCL 3rOpH, 3 CBOIX KaM’'SIHUX THI3h, Gauuiu
4aCcoM NMPOCTSTHEHY PYKY, L0 Monajaja mig npomiHb micsus, abo
TpemTA4i y TaHui mieui i cayxana oxHOMaHiTHMH, B'IIIMBHA

1[lapangxa. — 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 tumed 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...ohnana...”

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-la-la...ohnana...”
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NpUCTiB 10 3ypHH:

— O-as-11... 0-Ha-Ha...

daTbMa Tex ciayxaia.

Bowna Gysa 3 rip. 3 ganexkoro ripchbKoro ceja, fe XHWIH iHmIi
moau, ne Gyau CBOi 3BM4ai, e JULIMIKNCH nmoApyrH. Tam He 6yJ0
Mmopsi. [puiiioB pi3Huk, 3anaatuB GaTbKOBi GiJblle, HiX MOIJH
IaTy CBOi mapyOkw, it 3a6paB ii no ceGe. [IpoTuBHHMii, Heslacka-
BUH, uyxHil, Sk yci TyT moaM, gk uei kpait. TyT Hema pOJHHH,
HeMa MOApYr, NPUXWILHUX JIOAel, ue Kpail cBiTa, Hema popir
HaBiTb 3BiiCH...

— O-ng-14... 0-Ha-Ha...

Hema popir HaBiTh, 60 SIK MOpe PO3CepAMTbCS, TO 3a6Hpac
eanHy npubepexHy Tpomy.. TyT Tilbku Mope, CKpisb Mope.
BpaHui cainutb oui fioro 61akuTb, yAeHb roiilacThCs 3ejeHa XBU-
JIsl, BHOYi BOHO IHMXae, K cjaba moiuHa... B roguny xpartye cBoim
CMOKOEM, B Heropy miuoe Ha Geper i G’eTbesi, i peBe, sk 3Bip,
i He nae cnaru... HaBiTh B xaTy 3anasuTb #oro rocTpuit 1yx, ox
SIKOTO HYIUTb.. Of HbOrO He BTeuell, He CXOBA€WICH.. BOHO
CKpi3b, BOHO IMBUTbCS Ha Hei... YacoM BOHO IpOYHTBCS: YKpH-
eTbCs OiMM, SIK CHir Ha ropax, TyMaHoOM; 31a€TbCs, HeMa ioro,
Ie3J10, a MiZ TYMaHOM yce-Taku 6’eThCs, CTOTHe, 3iTXae... Ocb Sk
Tenep, ol.

— By-yx!.. 6y-yx!.. 6y-yx!..

— O-n9-n111... 0-Ha-Ha...

...B’eTbCd Mmig TyMaHOM, SIK IUTHHA B MEJIOIIKAaX, a MOTOMY
ckupae ix 3 ceGe... JIisyTb yropy K0Bri, nogepTi IWIMaTKH TyMaHy,
4iMJISIIOTbCS 1O MEYeTy, 3aKyTYIOTh CeJslo, 3aJa3sTh y XaTy, cina-
I0Tb Ha Ceple, HaBiTh COHLS HE BULHO... Ta OT Tenep... OT Tenep...

— O-n9-14... 0-Ha-Ha...

.. Tenep BOHAa yaCTO BHXOAMTb Ha JAax KaB'dpHi, NpUTY.A-
€TbCSl 10 JepeBa i AMBUTbCA Ha Mope... Hi, He mops BoHa wyKae,
BOHA CTEXHTb 3a YePBOHOIO MOB’A3KOI0 HAa TOJIOBi YYXKHHLS, He-
MOB CNOAIBa€ThLCS, WO MOOGAUUTb HOro oui — BeJMKi, YOPHi, ra-
psiui, aki 1 cHATbCA... TaM, Ha micKy, HaJ MOpeM, 3auBija Tenep
11 mo6uMa KBiTKa — ripCbKHil KPOKIC...

— O-ng-n14... 0-Ha-Ha...

3opi BUCATb Hal 3eMJel0, MiCSLb — HaJ MOPEM...

— Tu 3panexy?

Ani 3ppurnyscsi. Tosoc iwoB 3Bepxy, 3 naxy. Asi migHsB
TYIU Oui.

daTtbMa cTOSIA Mij AepeBOM, a TiHb OJ HbOro BKpuBaia Auxi.
Bin cnaneniB i 3aikHyBcs: ,

— 3... nm-nmif... CMipHH... Baneko 3BiACH...

— 351 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-a . .. 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 .. . but now . ..

“Oh-la-la...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-la . . . 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 Smyrna! 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 1sn’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 6yxaxna itomy 10 rososH, sik MOpCbKa XBHJ, a 0di 10~
JIOHWJIa TaTapKka i He MycKajaa oJ, CBOiX.

Yoro 3abuscs ciogu? To6i TyT CyMHO?

— 51 Gignuit — Hi 3ipku Ha HeGi, Hi cTe6na Ha 3emai... 3a-
pobusio...

— ¢ uyna, ik TH rpaeu..

Mosguaska.

— Beceo... ¥ Hac y ropax Takox BeceJso... My3HKH, LiByaTa
Becesi.. y Hac Hema mops... A y Bac?

— Bausbko HeMa.

— WMoxTep?* | TH He uyew y xati, Ik BOHO Auxae?

— Hi. ¥ Hac 3amicTs Mops micok... Hece BiTep rapsuuit
MCOK, i pOCTyTb rOpH, HEMOB rop6u BepOJoxi... ¥ Hac...

— Lcc!..

BoHa Haue HeHapOKOM BHCYHYyJa 3-mix ¢epepxe Ginuit, Bu-
newieHuit BUL i nokJaana 3 ¢apO6oBaHMM HirTeMm majelpb Ha MOBHi,
poxeBi ycra.

HaBkpyru 6yno GesmoxHo. BiakuTHe, sik apyre He6o, AuBH-
JIOCh Ha HUX MOpe, it JuI 6iJiss MeueTy NMPOCHYJacChb IKacb XiHO-
4a nocTaTh.

— Twu He 6ofuics, XxaHuM,? po3MOBAsATH 30 MHOKW? [Ilo 3po-
6uTb MemeT, ik HaC nMo6auuThb?

— Lo Bin cxoue...

— BiH Hac 3a6’¢, 9K no6a4yMuThb.

—SIk BiH cxovye...

L I

CoHugst He 6yn0 ie BUAHO, Xou jesiki wmmuii Slitim Bxe po-
xeBinv. TemHi CKesi BUMVIIAAJIM MOHYPO, a MOpe JIeXKajo BHU3Y
nig cipoto moBosokoio cHy. Hypaa cnyckascs 3 fliinm i cause 6ir
3a cBoimMM OyiiBosamu. Bin nocmiwascs, oMy 6y/0 Tak NMHJBHO,
O BiH He NMOMiuaB HaBiTh, $IK KOMMUS CBiXOi TpaBH 3CyBajacb
i3 rap6u Ha cnuHy OyiiBosiaM i po3TpyllyBajsach Mo A0pPO3i, KOJIH
BHCOKe KO0JIeCO, 3a4eNuBLIKCh 332 KaMiHb, MiiKugano Ha Giry mie-
TeHolo rapboio. YopHi npucazkyBaTi Oy#BoJaM, NOKPYUyIOUH MOX-
HaTUMM rop6amu ii J06aTHMH TroJOBaMM, 3BepHYJIM B celi 1O
cBoro obGificts, ane Hypaa onam’sataBcs, nmoBepHyB iX y ApyrHi
6ik i 3ynuHMBCA ax mepej Kas’spHero. Bin 3HaB, wo Memet Tam
Houye, i WapnHyB ABepi.

— MemeT, Memetr” Keabp mynpal?

MemeT, 3acnaHnuii, CKOUMB Ha HOTM i MPOTHPAB OUi.

— Mewmet! Je Ani? — nutaB Hypaa.

1 Hema?
2 Xasgiika, naHi.
3Wan cronu!
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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 . . .”

* ok k¥

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 turned 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 I 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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— Aui... Ani... TyT zecb... — i BiH 06BiB 30pOM MOPOKHi JaB-
KH.

— Jle daTbma?

— darbma?.. PaTbMa COUTS...

— Bonu B ropax.

Memet Butpiwus Ha Hypay oui, cnokiiiHo nepefiloB uepes
KaB'sIpHIO i BUrJsiHyB Haasip. Ha noposi crosm GyitBosn, 3acu-
naHi Tpasol, i nepmuii NpoMiHb COHLS JiIraB Ha MOpe.

Mewmert BepHyscs 1o Hypau.

— Yoro Tu xouem?

— Tu 6oxeBiybHuil... 5 TOOI Kaxy, WO TBOS XiHKa BTEKJA
3 JaHrajaxom, s ix 6auMB y ropax, sik noseptas i3 Sim.

MemeToBi oui nonisnu HaBepx. Jocayxaswu Hypay, BiH oxi-
NXHYB HOro, BUCKOYMB 3 XaTH i, KOJMBAIOYUCh HA CBOIX KPHUBHUX
Horax, noJi3 no cxizusix HaBepx. BiH 066ir cBoi Nokoi i BUCKOUMB
Ha nax kaB’sipHi. Tenep BiH cnpaBii 6yB K 60XeBiIbHHUH.

— Ocma-aH! — KpPUKHYB BiH XpPHUIUIMM T0JIOCOM, MPHKJIaBLIHA
zoJoHi 1o pora, — Ca-ani! Joxena-ap! Bekip! Kean mynpa-a! —
Bin o6epTraBcst Ha BCi CTOPOHM i CKJMKaB, fIK Ha MOXEXY: —
Yce-in! Mycra-da-a-a!

TaTapy NMPOKMUAAMMCh i 3’SIBASJIMCL HA TJOCKUX MOKPIBJSX.

Tum yacom Hypaa nomaras 3Hu3Y:

— Ac-an! Mamy-yT! 3ekepiii-a-a! — rykaB BiH He CBOIM
rOJIOCOM.

CrnoJiox JliTaB Haj cesloM, 3HIMaBCSl BrOpPY, A0 BepXHiX XaTHH,
CKOYYBaBCSl BHM3, CKaKaB 3 MOKpiBJi Ha MOKpiBMoO, i 36MpaB Ha-
pox. YepBoHi de3u 3’ABASNUCL CKPi3b i KPUBUMHM Ta KPYTHMH
CTeXKaMH 36iranuch A0 KaB'sipHi.

Hypana noscHss, 1o crajnocs.

MemeT, yepBOHHIT i HeMPUTOMHHUII, MOBYKM NMOBOAMB 1O 0pPOi
BubanylweHumu ouuma. Bpewrri BiH mig6ir po kpawo nokpiBai i
CKOYMB YHM3 3PYYHO i JIerKo, sIK KiT.

Tarapu ryau. Ycix THX poiuuis, WO lie BYOpa po30OMBaH
OJMH OJHOMY rOJIOBM B CrpaBi 3a BOAY, €IHAJO Tenep MOYyTTH
o6pasy. 3auenyieHo GyJ0 He TilbkM MeMeTOBY 4ecCTb, afe i 4ecTb
ycboro pony. SIkuiich 3iupeHHUMH, Mep3eHHUH JaHranak, HalMUT
i saBosoka. Piu HeuyBaHa. | xonn Memet BuHIiC i3 XaTH 10Brui
HiX, IKMM pi3aB oBelp, i, OJMCHYBLUM HUM HA COHLI, pimyye 3a-
CTPOMMB 3a MOSIC, pix GYB rOTOBHIi.

— Beau!

Hypaa pywmus nonepeny, 3a HUM, HaJsIralo4M Ha NMpaBy HOTY,
nocniwascst pisHMK i BiB 3a CO000W0 LOBry HU3Ky oOypeHux i 3a-
B3ITUX POJMUIB.

CoHue Bxe MOKasaloCh i Meka0 KaMiHb. TaTapu 371a3uiu
Bropy no0pe BifOMOIO iM CTeXKO, BUTATLUIKCH Y JiHil0, K KO-
JIOHKa MaHApylouux mypax. Ilepepni MoBuaad, i Tiabku 33apny
psAlKa Cyciiu mepekujianuch cioBamu. Hypsaa 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 burned 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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FOHYOro fnca, SIKMii HIOWMTb yXKe IU4YuMHy. MemeT, 4yepBOHHUIi i mo-
Hypuil, nomiTHiwe wkanan6aB. Xou Oyn0 ue paHo, cipi macu ka-
MiHH$l Harpinucs Bxe, sk 4epiHb nedi. [To ix rosmx, BUNHyTHX 60-
Kax, TO KpYTJIMX, SIK BeJeTEHCbKi lIaTpa, TO roCTPHX, MOB Bepll-
KW 3aKJATHX XBWJb, CJaBCS M’SCUCTHM JHUCTOM OTpPYHHMiI MOJIO-
yaif, a HUXKYe, TYAM iK MOpIO, CrIOB3aB MOMix CHHSIBi rpyAH Ka-
MiHHS sipo3esieHHil kanmopeub. ByseHbka cTexka, JiejBe NMOMiTHa,
SIK CJIij, AMKOro 3Bipa, 1e3ajla YacoM cepej KaM’'sHOT MyCTHHi aGo
XoBanach MijJ BUCTYnoMm ckedi. Tam 6yno BOrko i XoJ0OAHO, i Ta-
TapM nijiHimMaau ¢esu, wo6 OCBiXKUTH rojeHi rososu. 3BiLTH BO-
HU 3HOBY BCTYMaJu y Niy — posnajieHy, AyWHY, cipy # 3aauty
cainyuyum coHueMm. BoHu ynepro aepauch Ha ropH, NMOJABLINChH
TyJayOGOM TPOXH BIepej, MOroiiAylounuch 3jJerka Ha BUFHYTHX AYy-
rolo TaTapCbKHX Horax, abo o6MHHaMM BY3bKi it YHOpHI MpoBaLI,
yepKalouuch nieyeM o6 rocTpuil Gik ckeni Ta CTaBasiuM Ha Kpai
6e30/Hi HOTH 3 MEBHIiCTIO IipCbKUX MyJiB. | uuM naji BOHM HILIH,
YUM Baxkue iM 6y/0 OOMHMHATH NepelKOAH, YUM CHJIbHIillEe MEKJIOo
iX 3BepXy COHLe, a 3HM3y KaMiHb, TUM OiJblue 3aB3siTTS OA6HBa-
JOCb Ha iX 4YepBOHMX, ympinmux o6JAUYusiX, THM CHJIbHille 3amneK-
Jicte Bunupana im 3 so6a oui. Jlyx UMX AMKUX, SVIOBUX, TOJHX
CKeJib, 110 HA Hiu ymMupanu, a BaeHb OYyJM Teml, sK Tijo, OOHSB
Lyl MOKPUBAXKEHHUX, i BOHU AN 0GOPOHATH CBOIO YeCTb i CBOE
NpaBo 3 He3NaMHiCTIO CyBOpoi Slitau. Bonu nocniwanucs. Im Tpe-
6a Oys0 mepelHATH BTiKauiB, MOKM BOHM He LO6GpamMcs 10 CYyCii-
Hboro cesbls Cyaky Ta He BTekau mopeM. [lpaBaa, i Ani it PaThb-
Ma OyJH TYT JIOAbMH YYXUMH, HE 3HaJIM CTEXOK i JIErKo MOTrJH
3amiyTaTucs B ix Ja6ipunti — i Ha e paxyBaja norons. [IpoTe,
xoy g0 Cyaky suwmnoch He6araTto, Hiie Hikoro He 6yJ0 BHAHO.
Po6uiioch ayuwHo, 6o CloaH, B rOpH, He J0JiTaB BOTKUil MOPCbKHI
BiTep, 10 SKOro BOHM 3BMKJM Ha Gepesi. Kosn BoHM cnyckaauchb
y npoBamisi aGo 3/1a3uau Ha ropy, ApiOHi Komoui kamiHui cuna-
JIUCb iM 3-TIiA Hir — i Ue ApaTyBao iX, ynpiiux, CTOMJIEHHX i Ju-
XMX: BOHH He 3HaXOAWJH TOro, YOro LIYKaJH, a THM YaCOM KOXEH
3 HUX MOKMHYB Y ceJi sIKych po6oTy. 3ajiHi TPOXH MPUNHUHUIIKCA.
3arte MemeT nopuBaBCs Hamnepej, 3 3aTYMaHeHUM 30poM i roJo-
BOIO, SIK ¥ pO3’IOILEHOr0 1ana, i, WKy THJIbraloyd, TO BUPOCTaB, TO
onajnas, sIKk MOpcbka XBuas. Bowu novanu TpatutH Hagiio. Hypaa
omisHuBCH, Ue 6yno oueBuastuku. Ipore fiwm. Kinbka pas samo-
mucTtuil 6eper Cyaky GaMCHYB iM 3ropd CipuM MiCKOM i 3HHMKaB.
Pantom 3ekepis, oaMH 3 nepexHiX, CHKHYB i 3ymuuuBcsi. Bci
O3MPHYJIUCh HA HBOTO, a BiH, HE MOBJAYM Hi CIOBA, MPOCTAr PYKY
Bnepej, i NOKa3aB Ha BUCOKWit KaM'siHMil pir, 0 BUCTyNaB y MO-
pe. Tam, 3-3a ckeni, Ha OJMH MEHT MHIHyJa YepBOHAa TroOJIOBHA
noe’'saka i sHMKsaa. ¥ Bcix 3akanaTano cepue, a Memer cThxa
puKHYB. Bonu 33upHyaucs — im npuiimia g0 rojoBH OAHA AyM-
Ka: fK6M BraJoCs 3arHaTd AJi Ha pir, TO MOXHa B3STH HOro Tam
ronipy4. Hypaa MaB yxe nuaH; BiH nokJaB Ha yCTa najeup, 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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AU BCi 3aMOBKJIH, PO3LIMMB iX HAa TPU YaCTHUHH, L0 MAAH OTOYHUTH
pir 3 TpbOX CTOpiH; 3 UeTBEpPTOi CKeJs CTPIMKO CMajaja B MOpe.
Bci cranu ofepexHuHMH, sIK Ha BJOBax, TiibkM Memer kumiB i
pBaBCsl Hamepej, NPOCBEPLJIOIOYM XKaJHUM OKOM cKemo. Ta ocb
BUTKHYBCSl 3-32 KaMiHHSl Kpa€yoK 3ejeHOro ¢gepeixe, a 3a HUM
3J1a3MB Ha Tropy, MOB BHPOCTaB i3 CKeJsi, CTPYHKMil JAaHranax.
daTbma Huuia nonepeLy — 3esieHa, K BecHAHMi Kyw, a AJji, Ha
CBOiX JOBTMX HOrax, TiCHO OOTACHEHHMX XOBTHMM HOraBULSIMH, B
cuHill KypTLi i uepBOHiii NOB’A31li, BUCOKMi1, i THY4KHii, 9K MoJO-
IMil Kumapuc, 35aBaBcst Ha TJi HeOa BesieTHeM. | KOJIM BOHM CTa/IM
Ha BeplleyKy, 3 NPUGEpexHUX CKeslb 3HABCH TaOyH MOPCHKUX
nTaxiB i BKPUB GJaKUTb MOPSI TPEMTSUOIO CiTKOIO KPHJI.

Auni, ouyeBnasiuky, 3abayxuscs i paguecs 3 Parbmoro. Bonu
3 TPHMBOrOi0 OrJSIAMMCh HAa Kpydy, LIYKaJu CTeXKH. 3jajeKy
BUHINach cnokiiina 6yxta Cyaky.

PanTom daTtbMa xaxHynacb i CKpukHyJaa. depeixe 3CyHy-
JIOCh 3 ii TOJIOBM i Bnajio JOL0JY, a BOHA 3 XKaXOM BTOMHJA OY4i ¥
HAJUTI KPOB'I0 CKaXXeHi YoJIOBiKOBi GaHbKHM, 10 AMBHJMCb Ha Hei
3-3a KameHsl. AJli O3UPHYBCS, i B Ty X MHUTb 3 YCiX CTOpiH moJi3-
JU Ha CKeJo, YiMJsIOYUCh PYKaMH i HOraMM 3a roctpe KamiHHS,
i 3ekepis, i Hxenap, i Mycrada — Bci Ti, wo cayxamm itoro
MY3HKY i MUJM 3 HUM KaBy. BoHM Bxke He MoBYaiM; 3 rpyaeit ix,
pasoM 3 rapsiuiM BifAMXOM, BWJiTaNa XBUJIS 3MILIaHHUX 3ryKiB
i fiwna Ha BrikauiB. Tikatu 6yno Hikyau. Aai BUmpOCTyBaBCd,
ynepcst HOraMH B KaMiHb, NOKJIaB PYKy Ha KOPOTKHii Hix i uekas.
Ox ftoro BpoajuBOro Juus, 6aigoro i ropporo, 6una BigBara
moJojgoro opja. TMM yacom 3a HMM, Hajx Kpyuelo, Kujajacs, fK
yaiika, ®aTbma. 3 ogHOro 6OKy 6yJI0 HEHaBHIHE MOpe, 3 APYTOro
— uie OinbLI HEHABUIHMI, HecTepnyuuil pisHuk. Bona 6auuaa iio-
ro nob6apaHini oui, Hexo6pi CUHi ycTa, KOPOTKY HOry i rocrpuit
pi3HMUBKUIA HiX, IKMM BiH pi3aB oBeup. Ii aywa nepenunyna ye-
pes ropu. PigHe ceso. 3aB’sizaHi oui. 'patloTb My3ukm, i pisHiaK
Bele 11 3BiATH Haj Mope, fIK OBeuky, wo6 3akonoTH. BoHa pos-
Ny4IMBHM PyXOM 3aKpuja oui i BTpaTuna pisHoBary. Cuniit xanat
B JKOBTi MiBMiCSILLi HAXMAMBCA i 3HMK cepel, KPHKY CMOJOXAaHHX
4aiioK...

Tatapu xaxHyaucb: usl NpocTa i HeCnoiiBaHa CMepTb OJX-
KHHysNa 1x ox Ani. Ani ne GauuB, mwo crajocs mosan ioro. Sk
BOBK, MOBOJMB BiH HaBKPYrM OYMMA, AMBYIOHHCH YOr0 BOHHM
xayTb. HeBxce 6osiTbcsi? Bin GaunB nepep co60I0 MOJUCK XHIKHX
ouell, 4epBOHi it 3aB3ATi 06JNYYsl, pO3AyTi Hi3Api it Gini 3y6n —
-i BCA US XBUJIS JMIOTOCTi PanTOM HACKOYMJA Ha HbOrO, IK MOp-
CbKuit mpuGiii. Ani oGoponsiBcsa. Bin mpokosoB pyky Hypai i
LpsniyB OcMaHa, Ta B Ty X XBHJIO Horo 36U/ 3 Hir, i, nagaiouu,
BiH 6aumB, ik MeMeT migHsB Hal HUM HiX i BcaguB Homy Mix
pe6pa. MeMeT KOJIOB KyIy MOMNao, 3 HECTSIMOIO CMePTeJbHO 06-
paxkeHoro i 3 GaiinyxHicTio pisHMKa, Xou rpyau AJji mepecTaju
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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 all 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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BXE€ JMXaTH, a rapHe o6auyys HaGpaJjo CMOKOIo.

CnpaBa 6yna ckiHueHa, yecTb poly BU3BOJeHa 3 raubOu. Ha
KaMeHi, nig Horamu, BaJsiJloCch TiJIO JaHranaka, a 6iis Hboro CTor-
TaHe ii nowmaToBaHe cepepxke.

Memert OyB m’sHuil. BiH xuTaBCcs Ha KpPUBMX HOrax i BUMaxy-
BaB pyKkamu, ioro pyxu Oyau Gearaysaumu i 3aiiBumu. Posi-
NXHYBIUM UiKaBMX, IO TOBMWJIMCb Hal TPYNOM, BiH yxomuB Adxi
3a Hory i moBoJikK. 3a HMM pywuaH BCi. I KoaM BOHM HLUIM Ha-
3aj], THMH CaMHMH CTeXKaMM, COyCKaluMCb YHM3 Ta 3/1a3sud Ha
ropy, poskiwHa rosoBa Auni, 3 o6auyusim aHimena, Guiaach 06
rocTpe KaMiHHs i ciMBaja KpoB'io. Yacom BOHa miACKaKyBajia Ha
HepiBHMX Micusx, i Tomi 3zaBajnocs, WO AJi 3 4YMMCb 3rOJLXKY-
eTbcsl i kaxe: “Tak, Tak...”

Tartapu fWIK 32 HUM i JaSIUCh.

Koum npouecist BcTynuaa B ceJo, BCi nJjacki NOKpiBJi BKPH-
Jucb GapBHMMH MacaMu XiHOK i giteil i Burasnamm, gk cagu Ce-
Mipamizu.

CoTkH LiKaBUX Ouell MPOBOAMIM MpOLECilo ax A0 mops. Tam
Ha micKy, ax OiJoMy OJ MOJYXZHEBOrO COHLS, CTOSIB MOXWJIEHHUM
TPOXH 4OpHHUiI 6apKac, MOB BUKHHeHHIi B 6ypio Aenbdin 3 npobu-
TiM Gokom. HixHa OJakuTHa XBWJS, uKucTa it Tensa, SIK nepca
ILiBUMHM, KMJata Ha Oeper MepexuBO NiHM. Mope 3/aMBajOChL 3
COHUEM B pajiCHMHi yCMiX, IO AOCSraB ax reH JLajleKo, yepes
TaTapcbKi ocesi, uepe3 cajlkH, YOPHi JicM — 1O CipuX HarpiTux
rpomapn Siau.

Bce ocmixanoce.

Be3 cniB, 6e3 Hapaau TaTapy migHaaM Tino Aui, noknaamu fo-
ro B 4YOBEH i NMpPH TPUBOXKHUX KIHOUMX KPHKaX, IO HECIHCHb i3
cena, 3 MJIACKMX 1axiB, SIK 30HK HaNKaHMX 4Yailok, APYKHO 3i-
NXHYJU 4YoBeH y mope. LllypxHyB no KaMiHUSX 4OBeH, MJIOCHYJA
XBHUJIS, 3arofigaBcs Ha Hiil 6apkac i cTas.

Bin cTosiB, a XxBMJS rpanacb HaBKpyru MHoro, IVIlOCKana B
6okH, 6pu3KaJa MiHO i MOTHXY, JefBe MOMIiTHO OJHOCHJA B MOpeE.

Ani navB HasycTpiu 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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BOJOJUMUP BUHHHUYEHKO

Yyauuit enizox

Yoro. CYMHO CTHMCKaEeTbCSl Ceple, KOJM AMBHLICA Ha Kpacy?
YoMy X04eTbCSl TYXKHO CXOMNUTH FOJIOBY B PYKH i pULAThH rapauu-
MM cibo3amu? HYomy? A yoMy B THX C/1b03ax i HiXKHICTb €, i pa-
nictb, i xypba, i GesnanifiHicTb?

A s 3naw. Tenep s Bxe 3Haw, a 10 TOro Beuopa, HaBiTb B
TOii camuil Beuip, SIK Tpanujaacb 30 MHOIO CSl He3HayHa, Api0-
HeHbKa mojisl, g we He 3HaB. S aymato, Harans i moci He 3Hae.
Ta it He Tpeba iii 3HaTH.

Mene 3 Haraneio nosHaitomuB cym. §1 Bnepue no6auus ii
y TpamBai. S1 yuTaB rasery, Koau BoHa BBidwwia. B raseti 6yJo
npo Te, SIK JIOAM BOMBAIOTH OJHI ONHUX, K cami ceGe BOMBAIOTS,
K KpapyTb, pPiXyTb, MiauyyTb, OGLYpPIOIOTb, OJHHM CJOBOM BCe
Te, L0 He Ma€ HiSIKOro BifHOLIEHHS A0 pPalLocCTi, cMixy (nmpo ce —
BY NOMIiTHJIM? — HIKOJIM B ra3eTax He MUIIYTb). 51 uuTaB npo BCe
ce i meni Oyno Gaiinyxe. A xosu BOHa BBiiilJa B BaroH, KOJH
CMOKiliHO 3ynmMHMJAMCH B MOiX ouax ii odi, MeHi pamTom 3axoJjo-
HyJlo B rpyasx. Meni ctano Ge3amipHo xypHO. MeHi 3axoTizoch
OOGHATH 3aJMTOr0 XHUPOM MOro cyciay i nouinysaTth Horo B
TPbOXNOBEPXOBY WHIO. XOTiIOCh 3aKPHUTH JHLE i CHLITH HULI-
KOM, CJyXxalouM A3BiH TYyrd, HeBijoMOi, COJOAKOI TYyru y rpy-
AAX.

I moTim ce came 3aBXJIM BMHMKAaJO B MeHi, KOJU 5 BIUB-
assca B Haramo. Hasite Toai, sk 06HsB ii Bnepuie, sk 3aipu-
*ajo ii Tino B MOIX pyKax, HaBiTb TOLi CyM He 3HMK 3 MOrO
cepusi. 51 ce HaneBHe 3HAlO, BiH He 3HHUK, BiH TiJIbKM CXOBAaBCS BiJ
nonym’st Xaru.

A Harang it poci He 3Hae, YOMy TaK CyMHO, TaK TYXHO, TaK
6oJoue-coNMOIKO IMBMTHCH Ha kpacy. Lllo kpaca y Hei Besuka,
BOHa ce 3Hae, 0! ce BoHa n06pe 3HaE.

B Toii camuii Beuip BoHa cama ce CKasaja MeHi:

— Tw pymaew, s co6i uinu He 3Haw? Oro! 3axouy i 3aBT-
pa X MaTuMy aBTOMOGib.

(BoHa cTpauieHHo JIOOUTH aBTOMOGII. )

— He Bipum? IMocmixaewcs?

1 BipuB, aje nocmixaBcsl 30BCiM OJ iHWIOTO.

— I maTumy! MeHi HafOKyuHIO iCTH KApTOIJIIO i BKPUBATHUCH
OJHUM TIAlLEM.
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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. I
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 Kkill 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 believé 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.)
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(Y Hac 6Gyam Taki 06CTaBHMHHM, 10 MH TOLYBAJHUCh OJHOIO
KapTomielo i BKPUBAINCH TiIbKM NJIALLEM.)

— MeHi HagoKyunaM TBOI LypHyBaTi mpii. Tak, HagoKyuuau!
O, ce s To6i wupo rosopio. S — He ceara.. K gopty! HaBaii
MeHi rpoiueii, a He micenb. I'poweii! Posymiew?

BoHa, aificHo, Hiko/MM TaK WMpO He roBopuaa. 5 cuzis 3 mo-
XWJIEHOIO T0JIOBOIO, a TYT MiABiB il i moguBuBcs Ha Hatamo. Ax,
fika X BOHA rapHa 6yna! Boxe ,Bona 6ysa Taka rapHa, o Xo-
TiOCb GaXHYTH Celo roJioBoio 06 KiHelb CTOJY i po36UTDb ii, K
Herojsiluit ropiuuk.

— Hy, yoro BuaynuB oui? IMouHem HoTauii yuTaTh 3a LMU-
Hi3M? Moxew! I — He cBsiTa. MeHi HagoKyunao 6yTb CBATOIO.
Toxi! Meni Tpe6a rpouweit, ot i Bce. Ineanu, mwykaHHs, BeJMKHA
AyX i nmogBuru Moxew JUIWMTH y ceGe. Ce MeHi He MiAXOAWTD.
Tak, tak! lllo? He xpaB?

Sl Taku He wjaB. A MOXe... a MOXe, i XJaB, 60 YOro X TakK
CYMHO, YOTO TaK TYXHO CTHCKYBAJOCh MOE Ceplie pa3 y pas, KoJH
s AMBMBCS Ha Kpacy ii Tina?

Sl 1it mivoro Ginbure He ckas3aB. S HaBiTh mJjal He B3SIB 3 CO-
6010 i MOBUKM BHMHLIOB 3 XaTH.

IMisHo Gyno Bxke. Ha Byauui Tymas, ik HamiTKOlO Oo6roptas
gixtapi. [Ipoxoxi 3 mizHATHMM KoMipamMM i pykamu B KMIIEHSX
MOCMilUHO MMHAJIX MOB3 MeHe. Bonu 3HamM, Kyau iuam. A s He
3HaB, TOMy i He nocniwas. 1 HaBiTb pPyK He XOBaB y KHLIEHi
i xomipa He migHimaB. 1 Tinbku nocmixascs. Ase koaum 6 XTO-
HeOyAb B3SIB TY NMOCMilIKy 3 ry6 moix i posnycTuB ii B 4oMycCb
TaKoOMy, e MOXHa PO3NyCTUTb i CMiX, i naay, TO B MOCMilLLL
Moiii, mabyTb, He Lyxe 0araTo BHSIBUIOCH OM CMiXy.

Ha posi oxnol Bysnuui a 3ynuHuBcs. TyT yacTo f MiJIXKHIaB
HaTamo. YacTo MM NPOXOIMJIN TYT, LIiMbHO NPUTrOPHYBLINCHL OJfHE
B0 ogHoro. TyT Takox 4acTo 3'ABJSJNacCh OAHA MOCTATb, Bij SIKOI
y Hac xaJicHO H 3 T’MAJHBIUM CTPaXOM CTHCKYBaJlOChb CepLe.

Tax, MM TYT 4acTO npoxoawyu. Mu criwmnau popomy. Joma
Hac YeKaJja XOJIOZHA KapTomis i MJall.

Xm! Kyan x Tenep meHi iitu? ¥ Bcsikomy pasi He 3100y-
BaTb XKe rpoweil. PosymieTbcs. Ante Bce XX Taku Kyau?

TyMaH i Byanus Gysnu BOrKi, XOJOAHi, ajle BCe-Tak! Tenuiui,
HiX TOH KJAYyOOK, 10 JaBMB MeHi rpyau. | 4 niwoB no Byauui,
B TyMaHi.

I panTom 3a MHOI0 XxTOCh mopiBHsBCS. 51 osupHyBcs. To Gyna
Ta cama icToTa, Ky MM yacTo 3ycTpiyanu Ha cux Byauusax. Ce
6yJ0 Te came KaljlKe, CTPallHe CTBOPiHHS, sIKe BHKJMKAJIO B HAC
sikuiice MicTH4HME cTpax i GaxaHH e TiCHille MPUrOPHYTHCh
OlHE 10 OJLHOrO.

Bona 3’aBasinach 3aBXJIH SIKOCh HECINOJiBaHO, IK AYyX; 3aBXK-
IM 3'sBasnacb Ha camux Oe3dmomHux Micusx. Mu CyMmHiBaauCh,
110 BOHA NMPOCTHTYTKA, X0ua He pa3 6auuJu, ik BOHA NMiANIMBaa,
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“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 I 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, 0O SIKOrO-HeGyIb Mpoxoxoro. Aje TOi, FVISHYBLIM Ha
Hei, MOMEHTa/JbLHO OjBepTaBcsd H mocmilHO ojxxoxuB. Mu iHomi
6anakam npo Hei i Hartang He pas muTana MeHe, HeBXe 3Ha-
XOLSITbCSl MYXYHMHH, SKi MOXKYTb IiTH 3 CHM CTPaxXOBHILEM, 3 CUM
npuBuioM!

JiiicHo, BoHa Oyna $iK MpUBMA, SK Mapa NPOCTUTYLii, AK
CTpaLIHKii CHMBOJI NpOKaxkeHoi npodecii. OxsrHena 6yaa 3aBxiH
0JHAKOBO, HEMOB BXKe 1LiJli BikM X0auTh TYT woHoui. Ta it HaBiwo,
cnpaBai, Mmapi MiHsTH TyaseT? 3aBxkAU B LOBromMy CipomMy najb-
Ti, CKIaAKK SIKOrO He XUTaJMCb, KOJM BOHAa mNepecyBajach MiX
CTiHaMH, TOB3 I'JIyX0 3aMKHeHi ABepi Ta BikHa KpaMHMIb. 3aBXIH
B CTapOMOJHIM TEMHIM KameJioXy, 3 SIKOrO Ha JHLe 3BucCana
rycra, cipa Bya/b, 3aBXJ{ 3 NapacojieM B pyui.

Mu pas 3ycTpinuce 3 Hewo nig aixrapem. Kpisb Byasnr Ha Hac
MJISHYJIO Take CTpallHe JMLe, WO MeHi axk Horu ocnabau. Slkech
Haja3BUuaiiHO OJjine, 3 BHUMYYEHMMH OUMMA, MiJIBEIEHUMH, §K
3BM4afiHO y BCiX TNPOCTUTYTOK, 3 HaMaJbOBaHUMH ryGamu, aje
TAaKOr0 PUCYHKY, IKHil MOXe OYTH TiJIbKM B MePTBSfIKa.

Yoro BOHa X0oau/a TEMHUMHM HOoYamH nomig ctinamu? Hesxe
MOXYTb OyTH Taki MyX4MHH, 1O ifiyThb 3 HEIO?

Xm! Hartans cymuiBaeTbcs.

Sl we pa3 o3upHyBCSl i NOCMixaluMCh MOAUBMBCA it B JHILE.
Ce smue wiAKOM BiAMOBiZad0 TOMy, 110 6yJO MeHi B MPyLsx.

Llle He ctaBasno, wo6 s MoyaB LiTyBaTh Ce JHLe, 06 ce
CTBODiHHS MWJYBaJO MEHe.

A qomy Hi! Xe! Bona, neBHo, siKkpas IJsl TakuX, sk s 3apas,
i mpusHaueHa.

— Jo6puii Beuip, — MPOMOBMJA BOHA THXHM i, MpaBAy Ka-
3aTH, MEJOJLiHUM T0JIOCOM.

— JoGpuii Beuip! — roJiocHO OXMOBIiB §, BCE-Taku MOCMi-
XalouMCh.

BoHa nuibHO BAMBWJIACh B MO MOCMIlUKy, o0Beja po3pis-
HEeHMMH O4YMMa MOE€ JIMLe, MPYAH i Tak ke THXO # piBHO cnMTana:

—l'ynsere?

51 posperoraBcs.

— PosymieTbces, ryasio! 51 mo6mio B uyL0BY NMOroAy ryasTH
no BYJIMLSX.

Bona me pas synuuuna Ha MeHi cBoi mepTBi oui. Ha s,
3amyApeHiM 10 MepTBOi HEMOPYIIHOCTi, He MUTHYJO Hiyoro, He-
MOB BOHa BXe 3BUKJA f L0 Takoro cmixy i B3araiai p0 Takux HO-
OpoAiiB, 1O I'YJSI0OTh B YyLOBY MOroAYy MO TUXMX BYJHLSX.

— XoaiMTe 30 MHOI0? — HaxwJuja BOHA roJIOBY.

— Kyau?

— Hy, «kyan». Jlo meHe.

— Yoro?

Bona noausunach Ha MeHe.

— Bu He 3HaeTe?

64



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 I was wearing only one jacket, but because of something else,
something which makes even people on the equator cold.
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91 Tex momuBHMBCA Ha Hei. Slkuiicb Mpoxoxuit mij 30HTUKOM
03UMpHYBCS Ha Hac. ['JIsHYB Ha Hel, MOTiM IUBMIKO Ha MeHe i Ha
Juui #oro s MpoyMTaB HEMOB 3IMBYBAHHSA, YCMIILKY i Kalb 10
MeHe.

A wpo 6 To ckasana Harana? Xe?

—IlizeTe? — cnuTana BOHA, HaXUJMBLIM 3HOB OJIOBY.

MeHi panTom cTano Tak XOJOXHO, IO ax MO roJIOBi Mpo-
fimoB Mopo3, He Bix TOro, WO s 6yB B OXHOMY MiJiXaKy, a Bif
4Orochb iHIIOrO, Bif YOro HAaBiTh HAa €KBATOPi JIOJUHi CTaHE XO-
JIOZHO.

— B meHe Hemae rpotueii, — XMypHO i XOJIOZHO CKa3aB fl.

— Bu meni koauch opnacre.

Xm! Ca mapa piwyue xorina 3aminute mexi Haramo. Yyno-
BO.

— Xoxim, — cKasaB 1.

BoHa MoBukM moBepHysnach i niuia Bnepex, Maiixe 6e3-
3ByYyHO CTynaiouu no Mokpomy Ttportyapi. Cipe naabTo, cxoxe
Ha caBaH, piBHO, He KOJIMBAIOYHCh, 3BUCAJIO 1O CaMOi 3eMli.

1 nocmixascs, ane iiwoB pilyye 3a Heto. My AAK HeLOBro.

2Kuna BoHa Ha wWOCTOMY noBepci, B MaHCapii, B MaJeHbKii
KiMHaTi, B sIKiif 0f1Ha cTiHa 3 BikHamu OyJsa 3pi3aHa 4O MOJOBHHU
i Ha Hilt nexana nokpiBas. OauH KyTOk OyB 3anHyTHiH SIKHMCb
CipuM MOKpHMBAJIOM, B APYroMy JIiXKKO CTOSJIO LIMPOKe, CHOKiitHE.
Ha crtinax Bucijo 6ararto rpasiop.

Ce 6yan 3HIMKHM MepeBaXKHO 3 KJacHYHMX peuell. BaraTo po-
AeHiBCbkuX. 1 ce momiTuB 3pasy. [e BoHa morJa B3SITH iX, Cfl
Mmapa, it HaBiwo BOHHU Tf?

— ¥ Bac rpasiop 6araTo, — CKasas fl.

BoHa fikoCb 3/5IKaHO MOZMBMJIACH HA MeHe, HEMOB § XOTiB
OLHATH B Hel Ci rpaBiOpH.

— Bu mo6ute ix, yu Bam nojapysaju?

— JTio6/m10, — THUXO THXO CKas3aja BOHA i moyajia WIBHAKO,
NOCHILIHO PO3AAraTHCh.

51 npuciB Ha crijeup Ginsg CTOMY i CXUIMB TOJIOBY Ha PYKH.
Cmisgtuch yxe He XOTinoch... Xorinock... Hi, kiHeup!

— Bam TxK0? — nouyB s 6ins ceGe TUXMil wWemiT.

S1 nixBiB roJioBy it 3acmisiBcst iii B JmLe.

— Yoro MeHi Taxko? Toro, uio MigHABCS HA WIOCTHH MNO-
Bepx? Ce wie He Besmka Giga. ByBae i ripue... Ere x. Hy, Tak
MM Oyaemo cnatu Tenep? UyznecHo... ¥ Bac TYT 3aTHIIHO... A 10
TO B KyTKy? Jlpyre nixko? Moxxe, AJs BUSHAUHUX rocTeii?

— Hi, Tam BucuTb MOsl ojexa.

— Opexa? Hy, Bce omnno.. Xou 6u i cepue Tam BHCiJO,
mmoBaTh. E, Ha Bce muoBaTh i Ginbuie Hiyoro. IMpaBna?

— IpaBra, — THXO KMHYJa BOHA, a Cama JMBUIACh HA MeHe
nuibHO-NMAbHO. lii-Gory, y Hei Oyau rapui oui.. Hi, He oui,
norasa. Oui 6yan norawi, pu6’sui, TyT yxe Hi4oro He 3poOuiL.
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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 I
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 OyB rapuui. Ax, ax6u Tak ymina Harans auBu-
THCb CBOiMM oumma. E, nmoBaThb!

— Ta, 3HauuTb, po3sxsraTicb? UYyzecHo. ¥ Bac Gararto
rocreii 6yBae?

— Hi, He nyxe...

— He nyxe? Hy, Bce oaHxo.

A Moxe, B39Tb OASrTH Kaneswox i nitu cobi?

— 51 HerapHa i 10 MeHe Maso HAYTb.

— Xi6a?

A Harang rtaka rapna, wo...

Meni Tak 3awemijo B rpyasix, 1o XOTiJIOCh yMacTH ALOKOMY
it CKpIOYEHMMH MaJbLAMH Fpe6TH MO MiAJ03i.

S1 kpuBo nocmixuyscs xo Hei. He aymaio, wo6 B ciif mo-
cmilLi BOHA npoyuTana paricTsb.

ObepexHO, JackaBO TOPKHyJach MOei PYKM i HiXHO mo-
rnaguna ii.

I auBHa pi4, MeHi CcTajJo panToM Temao B IpyAsX, CTajlo
XaJKko cede.

— Bu Bcskoro Tak muiayere?

— Komy taxko.

Hi, piwyye B roJsoci ii Oyno 1i0ch Hajg3BHYaHHO XOpolle,
LOCh KPOTKe, CyMHe, aJle THM CYMOM, SIKMii BUHMKA€E 3 rIMOOKOro
PO3yMiHHSI.

— Yoro x BM LyMaeTe, L0 MEHi TAXKO?

BoHa nocmixHynach i, Hiyoro He ckasaBuuM, ojiitunia, 3y-
MUHUIACL KOJIO cToJy # 3apymanack. CBiT/o asmny, npubuTe 3e-
JeHUM abaxypoM, KJano 3ejleHyBaTO-Cipuit KoJip Ha ii HerapHe
o6anyusi. BoHa 3paBajlach MepTBSIKOM, LIO 3aiyM4HBO MipKye
HaJ MPOXHUTHUM XHUTTSM, WO 3 TeMPSABH i TUILi LOMOBUHH BCe Ga-
YUTb, PO3yMi€ i CyMy€ KPOTKHM, NMOKipPHUM CYMOM.

— KoMy camomy TsxKO, TOif Moxe 3po3ymiTH it apyroro.

I ckasaBwM ce, BOHa BUHYBaTO H GOA3KO MOJAMBHJIACL HAa Me-
He, 3/IKaBLUKCh, WO MOCMiNa NpUpiBHATL cefe 10 MEHe.

Sl 3HOB ycTaB i nouaB xoauTbh no KimHaTi. SIKOM s Mir
y35iTb, 3AYLWIMTE PYKaMH Fpyiu i BUAYLINTb, K 3 M'sS4a NMOBIiTPS,
Te U0 JaBUTb iX. boxe X, gk paBUTH!

— Cnyxaiite! ¥ Bac Hema BuHA?

— Hi, Hema...

— A Toii...

Xm! 1lIBopka y Hei HaneBHe 3Haiiuiack 64. A mpoTe K 4Op-
Ty.

— Hy, yoro x BU He po3asraerech? PosasraiTecs.

— 51 Mywy 3aracuTH Jsmmy... — THXO CKasaJia BOHa.

51 noguBuBcs Ha Hei. JlificHo, ifi He MOXHa 6yJI0 PO3AATaTHCh
npu cBiTai. Ane ce sxkpa3 Te, o MeHi Tpeba 6yJo.

— Hasiwo racutb? He Tpe6a. {1 He n0610, KOJM TEMHO.
1 mo6mo cBiT/I0, CMiX, paxicTb.

68



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, I 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, I 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 I
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 s 3acmisiBCs HaBiTh.

—Yoro Tak auBuTecb Ha MeHe? He Bipute? TyT Hiuoro
IuBHOrO Hemae. Bci mo6asiTe cBiTaO #t pagicTs. Moxe, MaeTe 1€
ciuku? [Manite i 1x. Xait 6yse y Hac cBato. € cBiuku? JlaBaite!
3anammmo y Bcix kyTkax. LLLo6 pisano ceitTio oui! 11106 Bce BUA-
HO Gys0. B KOXXHOMY KyTKY no ABi, 0 TpH CBiuKH... ['eTb oxexy...
3 roro kytka! CBiTyia y BCi KyTKH.

I 9 cxonuB 3a Kpaii nmpocTuHio i wapnHyB 3a Hei. B ceit
MEHT 33 MHOIO MOYyBCSl NepepBaHUil KpMK, ajle 4 Tak i 3aBMep 3
NpOCTHHE0 B pykax! ¥ KyTKy Ha ABOX flUMKAX CTOsSJa HeCKiH-
yeHa CKysabnTypHa po6ota. Ce 6yna Haa3BHuaiiHO OrMAJMBA XKiH-
Ka, Taka OrMAJMBA, WO He MOXHA Gyno oxipBaTth ouell. Ce 6yu0
LOCb Bpaxaioue, LOCh HECMOLiBaHO, AMBHO-NPHBaG/IO0OYE XKaX-
JMBe f pa3oM 3 THM MOBHE SIKOICb TAEMHOI TYrH, COJIOAKOi, CMOK-
4yyoi, AKOiCb THXOI meyadi.

— o 3a yopT? — o3upHyBca A0 xa3siku. Bona ctosina
no3aj MeHe ii BUHYBAaTO-XAaJKO MOCMiXaJjach.

CrtpawHo cxoxa 6yna Ha Ty KiHKy!

— Ce Bac xToCb JinuB?

Bona, Hiyoro He oanosigamouu, XoTiNa B3SITb Yy MeHe NMPOCTH-
HIO il HAKPUTb POOOTY.

— YekaiiTe! — HeTepmisye oAnuxHyB 2 1i. — Opnosigaiire,
XTO ce poOuB?

BoHa 3po6unace xmypoto. B smui i1 ctaB Toit camuil BUpas,
L0 Y XiHKM, HAaBiTb I'y6M CKJIAJINCh Tak camo Gosoue i npuBad-
JuBO. SIKach Kpaca 3acCBiTW/IaCh B CUX TMAKHX, NMOM’ITHUX pHUCax.
Tak, Tak! Ce 6yna kpaca, ce 6yJ0 w0Ch HEHMOBipHe, aGCyplHe,
aje Tyt Oyjsa oueBHJHA Kpaca.

— Ce' s ninmo... — ckasana BOHa, IMBJASYMCH Ha ¢irypy
WiHKM. A )iHKa AMBMJIACh Ha Hei i, 3gaBajocb, BOHM OOWIBi po-
3yMiJIM OZHA OIHY.

— Bu?.. Ce6e?

“Mapa” nocmixuynace. Lllocs 3 Hetlo 3po6uioch, IKach 3MiHa.
Jecb 3HMKJA BUHYBaTiCTb, 60s13HiCTb. [TOXHMAMBLIM rOJIOBY, BOHA
nomajny ckasana:

— Moxe, it ceGe. Moxe, Te, 1O € y KOXHOro... Xi6a Hi?

I, pisko migBiBlIM ro/oBy, rasHysna Ha MmeHe. S1 nmepesiB oui
Ha ¢irypy. CnpaBni, B Hiii Oyno woch 3Haitome MeHi, WIOCb
6ausbke. CnipaBii...

— YynoBa po6oTa... — npoOypMOTiB 1.
MeHi x0TifloCh CKa3aTH LIOCH iHllIE, aje s He 3HaB, LIO CaMme.
— Bu agymaete? — cnurtaja BOHa.

— Tak, g aymaw...

Ax, wo x 6yno B ciii ¢irypi MeHi Take 3Haiiome? Oui? Ox-
BHUCJi, BUCXJI Bif po3nycTtH it Myk rpyau? BukpusieHi 3Bipsunmu
iHcTMHKTamu wienenu? I'yOu, B IKHX CTOITh CKpuBJIeHa Myka? Yu
Ta Tyra, Ta KpoTKa, 3aTaEMHEHa Mneyasb, IO SIKOCb BMICTHJACh
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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 s0?”

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 so0?” 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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JeChb MiX ry6amu, 1ecb MijJ HU3bKUM JOOOM, MOMiX OGBHCIMMH
oynma?

s B3sB crineup, ciB i ctaB auBuTHCL B uymHy ¢irypy. Ii
NOrJIsiA HanpsimieHuit 6yB KyAHCb TNMOB3 MeHe 10 “Mapu”, HEMOB
BOHa Oaiiayxe # cyBopo jxaBaja po3rjasgaTH cebe, CKilbkH $
xouy.

Mu Bci Tpoe moBuaau. 3 KoJiH ¢irypu cnazano XOALO0Jy IJH-
HsHe mokpuBaso. Horum Bpaxkanmm uynHumH, HeliMOBipHMMH, ajie
6e3 cyMmHiBYy icHyrouumHu JjiHiimu. Taxoro Tila He MOXHa HaHTH,
aJle BOHO €CTb. €cTb Y KOXHoOro 3 Hac. HaBiTb... Ax!

MeHe panTom HeMOB ynapuJo B MO30K. SIka cxoxicts 3 Ha-
Taneo!

$I cxonuBcs 3 CTiABUA i PO3TEPSIHO CTAaB AMBUTHCH Ha iaioT-
cbKy po6ory. llo 3a nypuuus! B vomy? Je? Lo 3a HiceniTHHLA?

“Mapa” TUXO TOPKHYJach MOei pyku. 51 o3upHyBCH.

— Bac xBuioe ce?

51 sHoBy ciB. SIka HiceHiTHuus! S 6araTto aymaio npo Hara-
JII0 i BOHAa MeHi BBMXKA€ETbCSl HAaBiTh B TaKOMY CTPaxOBHILi.

1 nocmixHyBcsl.

— Bac xBusoe mMost pobora?

— Bona yynHa nyxe. B Hiit moch e... JlaBHO mpauioeTe Hax
Her?

— MicTb micsauis.

Piwyye, BoHO Baduao 1o cebe, ce crpaxosuuie! TArHynao
oui, TACHYJO Cepue i AMXaJ0 B HbOFO CBOEI0 YYJHOIO Kpacoio
it Tyrowo, CBO€I0 OrMIOI0 H MEpP30TOI0.

— 51 xouy naTtb o6pa3 JIOIMHH...

— Jlioguun?

$1 noBepHyB roJioBy it 3HM3y Bropy AMBHMBCb Ha “Mmapy”. ¥
Hei OyB Temep TOi camuii BUpa3 ry6, wo y xiHku. Bona auBuiach
y I3epkaJjo, KoJau Jjinuia Ti ryou. I oui cBoi nana iit. I ceit cruio-
IEHHU HiC, SIK pO3JaBjeHa HOrow CJHBA.

— ¥ koxHol mopuHu € Kpaca #i orupa. B pixnux dop-
Mmax... Ane e... Mycutb 6yTu. Xida Hi?

S1 moBuas.

— Heoaminno ... I kpaca it orupa... Tinbky iHOAI Kpaca Tak
3aX0BaHa, 10 He BUAHO. AGO OruMga XOBa€TbCsl 3a Kpacoi... S
Xouy iX BUABHUTH Nopyd... Xida Hi?

BoHa 3aHanTo yacTo BxuBana ce “xi6a Hi?” — $I Bce-Taku
MOBYaB i IMBMBCS HA 11 poboTy. | mepani auBMBCA 4, TO TenJiue
it merwe crtaBajo MeHi B rpyasx... Hemos Te, mo aymmio, pos-
nupano ix i He JgaBajO BiJIbHO JIMXaTb, MOMaMy $KOKCb AipoY-
KOI0 BHUXOLMJO 3 MeHe.

Ce 6ys10 uynHO, aje g He X0TiB 60poTHCh NpoTH cboro. O, Hi!
51 xoTiB cayxaTh pani ceil MesoAiiiHUil, TPOXH HAATPICHYTHil, He-
MOB Cpi6HOI0 eMaJlJIl0 BKPUTHil roJIoC YyLHOI XeHIWUHU. S XoTiB
He pyXaTHCb i He po36MBaTH THLII HOYi, B AIKill, 31aBaNOCh, XHIH

72



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 I 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 amanartist...”

“I saw that at once . . . I am glad. I have wanted to show it for a long

73



TiIbKM MM TPOE Ta HeBeJMYKa, YeNypHEeHbKa JSIMNa Ha CTOJI.
Cymom rapmoHii kpacu Ta oruau Oyiau MOBUTi KyTKH Ciei Kim-
HAaTKH B CeplLi YOPHOrO, BEJMKOro, 3aCHYJOro ropoja.

Tyrolo XMMepHOi FpU XHUTTS AWUXAJH PUCH JAUBHOI PoGOTH.
Bins MeHe cTOsiNA XKEHILNHA, IOJIOC 5iKOi 6yB roJIOCOM TOi POGOTH.
B rpyasix mMoix npokuiaecs CyMm.

— Bu — xynoxuuk, npasaa?

—?.. Tak, 1 XyHLOXHUK...

— 9§ ce 3pa3y no6auuia... Meni ce npuemno. 51 xaBHO xoTina
nokasatb. A He cmina... Tenep Gauy, wo po6mo Te, WO CJAiA.
S pana...

Bona xBumoBanachk. CTynuaa Kijlbka KpokiB yGik, BepHy-
Jach, morepJia pyky o6 pyky. Ilotim snerxa TOpKHYyJacb MOro
njeya.

— Bam TskKO?

$1 MOBYKM XHTHYB T0JIOBOIO, X042 MeHi 6yJI0 BXKe He THHKO.

— Bu maeTe sikech rope? BuGaure MeHi, o f... MMTA0 NPO
ce... Ane BU MeHi mono6aeTecs...

MeHi npuemHo 6yJi0 cayxaTb ce, Xoua s He MOBOPYXHYBCS.

Bona nomosuana.

— Bam Hikosin He 31aBaJoCh, 1110 BCSIKE FOpe TO € piX HeKpa-
cu?..

S He pywmmBch. He xoTinock, xait roBoputb, xait 3By4uTh 3a
MHOIO TYXXHO-THUXHMI, HaATPiCHYTHil roJjoc.

— MeHi Tak yacTo 3paeTbcs... Toro HerapHi Taki Hemacan-
Bi... HerapHi He Tinbku sauuem... Baarani werapni. Xi6a Hi?

A1 ramboko 3iTxHyB. Cs eHMHA 3a3Haja ropsi, 3asHania
ILym iioro. BoHa, ma6yThb, He pa3, CXWIMBIUKCH HAJL HUM, PO3LUB-~
JsJach Horo, SIK PO3AMBISIOTLCS Ha paHy..

— 1o Bu moBunTe? Bam He xoueTbcs Ganakatb?

Meni 3pasy sikocb 31a0Ch BCe ce cTpauleHHO yyaHum. Cs
Mapa, YenypHO 3 apTHCTHYHMM CMaKoM y6paHa KiMHaTa, rpaBio-
pu i dirypa 3a nokpusajsom. Sl BCcTaB i 03UPHYB MOIO Xassifiky 3
Hir 10 rojoBu. BoHa cTosa, 3BiCHBIUM PYKM B30BXK Tifla, i AMBH-
Jach Ha cBiil TBip. | B ouax ii Gysa Ta cama nevanb, U B o4ax ii
TBOpy. Bona cama Gyna TBOpOM.

— By zaBHo npaugoeTte?

Bona 3apurhysach i noBepHyJsia 40 MeHe JHLE.

— LlIo Bu ckasanmu? BubGauTe, 5 He...

—$1 ckazaB — BHM 1aBHO mpauloeTe?

— B uyomy?

— B yomy? B ckyJbnTypi, po3ymieTncs.

— Hi... He 6inbie poky.

— A... a B npocTuTyuii?

Bona noxuJaunna roJony.

— 51 He Moxy 3HalTH Takoi po6GoTH, MO0 3apoGasATH Helo
BHOYi.
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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. I 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

?»

75



— 91 Bac nmpo Te He nuTal. I nUTa, Yd AABHO BU B Ciil
npodecii?

51 roBopuB 3 Hew, sk cyans. I BoHa mouyBana, IO 1 Maio
npaBo Tak roBoputu. Hepes mo?

— 3 Toro yacy, ik 1 craja npauloBaTH B CKyJbOTYpi, 4 3a-
fimaroce ciero npodeciro.

— A BaeHb BH JimuTe?

— Takx. -

JIns yoro s nuTaB 1i mpo Te yce? Bor ioro snae. Ha meHe
Haiilia BToma. 1 3HOBY CiB Ha cTijeub BepxH, Cnep rojioBy Ha
cnuHKy #Horo i 3actur. Tam jech Jajeko B MOPOKHIM aTelbe
cnokifino cnuth Hartans. Xaii cnuth. 3aBTpa BOHA 3HaitAe OLiHKY
cBoei Kpacu. Xait 3HaXxOAUTb.

— Cayxaiite! — panTom nigHsaB g ronoBy. — A BU He mpo-
6yBanu jaTv BMpa3 CbOrO €IHAHHA KpacH i OrMAM TakK, mO6 B
rapHux BHilIHiX ¢opmax BUCTynamu oruiui BHyTpimHi? Hi?

— Hi, s Ttax He npoOyBasa. Ce Baxue...

— Baxue? Xm! Ce, cnpasni, Baxue... Ane ce Ginbiie Bpa-
WiHHS...

— Arox... Ginbie...

— Ce mycutbh BMKJAMKATH cTpawleHHuit cym. IlpaBpa? My-
CHTb CXOMUTH 6OJIOHOI0 MYKOIO cepue Bif Takoro enHauhs. 'a?
IpaBpa? Jatb Taky Kpacy, Take €IHaHHs 1aTh, W06 BUIHO Oy-
J0... Ax, Hi! {1 He Te Kaxy... MeHi 6pakye KyMOK... Ane g Tenep
posymito... Tenep g posymiro.

I 1 3HOB cXuaMB roJioBy Ha CNMHMHKY CTijbug. S crmpaBai Te-
nep posymiB, yoro HaBiThb B HaHYMCTili XBUIMHM paioBaHHa 3 Ha-
TaJMHOI KpPacH MO€E Ceple CTHCKYBaJOCb HEBiLOMHMM TYXKHHUM Cy-
MOM, YOro' XOTi/IOCb OIJaKyBaTb KOrOoCb YHM ILIOCb TapsylMH
C/Ib03aMM i YOro B CHMX CJbO3ax i HixHicTb Oyaa, i pamicTs, i
wyp6a, i 6e3HaLifAHICTD.
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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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MHUXAWIO SAUKIB

Kenpuna Oyne poctH, 3emas ocsige
IIHPOKO, JMII YOJOBiK 3aruHe

Moro im’s Oyno IBan, ane mposBanu itoro IBaHycom, 6o
IsaniB 6arato B ceii, a ckaxu — IBaHyc, TO Bxke KOXHHUIl 3HaE,
ae Tpeba jgonuTtyBaTuCsi. BiH oxeHuBCS MoJogMM, B3sIB COGi
ILiBuUMHYy i mie Ha Becimi ckasaB:

— Lle most xoHKa.. 3podu MmeHi Te abo ue, xoHko! Iait
MeHi Toro ado TOro, »OHKO!

I ToMy HiXTO iHaKlie He Kas3aB, juwe “xoHka”. Ii iM's 3a-
6yocst 30BCiM.

2Kniu BOHM HanpuKiHLi NMaHIU3HAHUX 4aciB.

IBaHyC HikOJIM He MOXKapTyBaB, HiKOJM MiB3y0a He MOKAa3aB,
abu 3acmisiTucs. 3aBx Ay OyB XMapHHil, K OCiHHS Hi4. A KOHKa
Oyna webeTyluKa, sK JacTiBKa, IO MPUJIETHTb y TpPaBHi 3 Ten-
JIMX KpaiB, cale Ha 06OpOXMHY Ta BuLieOeuye, ax CAYXaTH MH-
Jo. I Mycuna BoHa 3 TakMM NOXMYPHM BiK BiKyBaTH.

Hiteii Bonu He manu. Ix rocnogapcTBo — To Gysna Mana xa-
THHa Ha Gepesi, KOO XaTHHH — MaJuii ropojelpb, YeTBEPTHHA
mopra Ta B uapudi nismopra. Koso xatuHu — migpawnus, jpe
CTOSIa KOPOBa, KOJIO Byrja — BejlMue3Ha KiJbKacOTJiTHA rpyiia
3 jynuamu BcepeauHi. Ipyluky BoHa poauna mani # TBepli.

II

HazapemHe OHKa Masa Hapio, o nepeiHakwuTh IBaHyca,
abu OyB Takuii, K iHWI JIOAM, 1O pO3BecequThb itoro, abu 6ym0
3 KMM MOroBOPUTH i nmopaiuTuch. Byna ue posymHa xinka. Bona
BCSIKUMH Crniocof6aMM CcTapasacs NepeMiHWTH Horo, ax« MoK 3po-
3ymina, wo Hiyoro He BAie, i naja oMy crokiii.

BoHa cayxuaa piBuMHOIO y momnaji i HaBUMIACS MPUNPABJISTH
sikHafJimue BCsiki cTpaBu. Uepes Te KOXHHH, XTO POOHB Ky OKa-
3i10, Y BeciJIsl, YM SIKi MOMMHKH, TO NPOCHUB XKOHKY. A SIK XTO
1ie fofa 3anpoluyBaB, TO BXe MYCHB MaTH XKOHKY 3a KyXapky.
Bo nin nuraeTscs:

— A xTo 6yne 3a Kyxapky?

— XoHkKa.
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MYKHAYLO YATSKIV

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

1

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.

I

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 noGpe.

A we, K TO B rOCTSX NMpH NeplioMmy CToJi cigae mim, nana-
Map, AsK i BiiiT, LepkoBHHil cTapocTa i wie fKich MUAbHiWI rasju,
a BCSIKMII MOTJIOX — MpH iHIIOMY CTOJi, TO YXOHKAa TaK y»e 3Hae
NOPSNOK JAaTH, WO KOXHHMI JicTaHe Te, O HOMY HasleXHTb.
Camo coGoto, BOHA MyCHTb MaTH mapy MoMiyHHMKiB. Ane nepex
rona BOHa cama 3aHOCHMTb cTpasH. [liacyHe XycTKy MoBuille YoJa,
TPOXH TOJIOBY NMEPEeXHJIHTb i 3 BeceJquM o6aMYUsIM BCe HOMy no-
Ka3yeThbCsl, a MiN CTaHe BUXBAJATH ii, IO TO NMOpsAHA a3JUHS,
morsia 6 6yTH i maHero.

— 1 Mosl, — Kaxe, — TMOCTb He MOXe Jinue J0 CMaky
NpUnpaBuTH, 60 BKe HEMa KyIH, ax MPUCTae 4O AyLi.

A KOHKa ax mipJiTae, a) pO3MIMBAETHCS, CAYXalouM Taki
MOXBaJHU nepej BCiM HApOJOM.

— Ta # TinbkM BCbOro, mo xBaauTh. SIk6M TO OyB AKMiCH
wiaxTiy, abo uex, a6o Himeup, a0 yecHMit pyCHH, TO K He
PUHCbKH, TO XOY XBi-TpH WICTKM KMHYB OM Ha Tapiip Ajs Ky-
XapK{ 3a Taki JAKOMMHKHM, aje TMin He HAa Te XHBe, 106 KoMy
1o AaB, JuLIe Ha Te, 06 cam OpaB, — kaxe, OyBaJo, IBanyc.

I

SIke pemecsio npoBaauB IBaHyc?

Bin ue mamum xjonueM poGUB Bi3oukd, a mMOTiM — Oiabuii,
i Tak HaBuMBCcSl cam po6GuTH Bo3M Beauki. He BuuBcsl y maidicTpa
i He BU3BOJIIOBABCS TaK, sIK iHWi, i Xou 6YB MOXMypHil, 3afyMJIH-
BUii, mpoTe MaB xuct. Bin po6uB Taki Bo3W, w0 aHi oxHOro 3a-
Ji3HOro LBsixa He OyJo B HuX. Moro maiicTepus 6yaa no6iu xaTH,
nix AynJjaBolo rpyuelo, B Kiii xoBaB cBoe 3Hapsipis. Hikoau He
3aHOCHMB iloro 1o xaTH. MaB i TokapHio mig rpywei. ByBamo, Ha
niBcesa BUAKO, K IBaHyC po3raHsieTbCcs Haj TOKapHelo, K Ha-
XUJISIETHCS Ta HATHCKA€e HOrolw, mobd kojeco obepranocs. O6TO-
YUTb KOJIOLY, Ha0’e cnuui, o6Tele rpaboBy JaTy, 3arHe Ta npo-
BepTUTb LipH, Hab’e Ha cnuui, Ta it koseco rotose. O6GiaAs cam
ruyB. Toai koneca 6yam o6oaucti i He Taki mopori, gk Tenep. I
ropijka 6yna peweBa. 3ani3HuLi He 6yJ10, TO OTHMH BO3aMH 131H-
JM JIIOAW Ha ABa THXHI B gopory a0 YepuiBuis, 1o Canarypu a6o
10 MaMmopHHMLi Ha MOJILABCbKY TPaHHULIO 32 KYKYpPYA30I0.

Ha Tux Bosax IBanyc He 3apo6.sB Garato, ajle Bce OyB Ou
CAK-TaK XKUB, SIKOM He B3siBcsl 10 ropinku. B ceni He Gymo Ka-
3eHHOT KOpuUMH, i HUHI HeMa, Tak fK NO iHWMX ceJax, a NpHAlLIa
OJHa XKHUAiBKA Juie 3 6GaXypoM, HaliHsIa B XJona Xaty i posci-
Jach Ha po6pe. Baxyp npuHocuB 3 micTa ropiiky, a Mama CHAi-
Ja B xati i npogasana. A auBHa Gyna ug xupiska. Hasuanu ii
BamGoxoto. Onacucra, ik NMOCTaBUTb 4Yemeup 3 MNaAUbOPOK Ha
o0roJieHy roJioBy, To Haye sika crartys 3 rincy. Lllus ToBcTa, a
Ha yepeBi rpowi paxye, sk Ha ctoai. Horn ToBCTi, m'aTH NOBiA-
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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.

i1l

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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pOCTa/IM Ha3aj TaK, O TYAM HOTH MaJo LIO MeHU, HiX cnepe-
Ly maJjbli, TOX LJKOM He3xaTHa Gyaa po xory. JIuiie Kanmusgmu
coBaja mo xati Ta BurpiBana cajgo B GeGexax. I B Koasiny He
X0AuNa TaK, AK iHwi XuAiBkM 36MpaHMHOIO, JMIIe Haiime ¢ipy
B MIiCTi, TO TaM Bxe il 3aJMIIAcTbCS uepe3 “CyAHHHA A€Hb”, a WU~
HOK JIMIIA€e Ha BipHOro HalMWTa Ha LiAMHA TOH yac.

Tox IBanyc BHaguBcs no BamGoxu. Bin He 6yB 3amit 4oJso-
Bik, Juu, GyBajo, SIK HAI'€TbCH, TO Ma€ BeJMKy ¢aHTasio —
Bropy crinoto sise. 2KoHka nouHe fioMy mo kas3aTH, a BiH 6’¢ ii
Ha ocTaHHe. He pas »OHKa 3aBHBajacsl B HaMiTKy, a MO HaMiTwLi
CIVIMBaJIM YePBOHi MacH KpoOBi, i Tak Hla CKapXHUTUCS LO Mona.
Ilin cTane B uepkBi Ha nponosBiai i raHb6UTH IBaHyca:

— Tak, — kaxe, — IBaHyc — Jegamo, nusiKk, — 30 CBiTa
y Bam6oxu Ta y Bam6oxu m’e Gpary mpokJasiTy Mo LiJIMX HOYax,
a HanuBLIKCh Ge3MipHO, MPUXOANTb LOAOMY Ta XKOHKY CMepTesb-
HO no6uBac. BoHa yecHa i mMo6GoxHa ras3guHsi, Apyroi Takoi ceo
He Mmae. Bin cBowo ayumy ausBosoBi 3ampoznas. Bin — npokasThit
rpilHuK, HekasHHUK. [leknom BixHuHI BiH cMepaiTu Gyne. B cmo-
Ji KuMiTH, Ae miay i ckperit 3y6iB.

Ta mo 3 Toro?

IBaHyc 10 uepkBu He iine, a Ik HOMY XTO MpO L CKaxe, TO
BiH, 6yBaJIO, Ha Te BiLMOBICTh:

—Tliny no neksa, To miny. Byay HocuTH apoBa, abu naww,
XHAM Ta Bci 6araui He no3ameps3aju B KOTJaxX. A KOJM Ha TiM
cBiTi € HeGecHuit pait i koiu Tam Tak po6Gpe, TO oMy Ti, LLO
BUXBaJIIOTb paif, Tak GOSITbCS BMEpPTH i pafi 6 XKUTH TYyT AK-
HaiipoBie? Buako, i Ti, uo nponosinyioTs, i Ti, WO CAyXaioTb,
He BipsiTb Hi B sike HeGo, Julie Ti i Ti OpewyTh.

Touxi G6yau TsxKKi yacy, He 6yJo xJai6a. Bam6Goxa nmekna auwe
A5 ceGe. IBaHyC KypHMB JIIOJIbKY Ha KOpPOTKiM LMOYCi, a K XOTiB
3aKyCKH, TO 1B MeyeHy KapTOIJO. A 4acoMm, fiK iie TeMHOi HOui
JOJLOMY, TO 3 FOPIJIKOI0 PO3MOBJISE:

Topinnue, moropinuue,

Ty npenogo6uasi Gparo.

Beau mene poporoiw BnpaBo!

AGHcp MeHe B NOTOL-pO3TOLi HE MOBaIMia,
3 n06puMH JIOAbMM He MOCBapHia,

Bo Hema ripuoro coGaky,

Sk m’sHOroO YosOBiKA.

Ty Hag XPUCTHSHHHOM BEJHKY CHIY Ma€ll,
3 semaHUi, 3 XaTMH BHraHscul,

3 KoXyxiB i cipskiB posmaracui,

A B BepeTiOXH BASraell.

3 uoGiT BH3yBael

Ta B moctoiu B3yBaew, —

Otxe, 1 Te6e Benauyalo,

INoxnin T06i 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 so,” 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.

IV

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, “I 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 Taku jpo0pe MOKJIOHMTLCH, ILO 3aMOpe YOJIOM
B 6oJoTO.

A xoHka 6ayuTh, 1O HIYOro 3 HUM He MOPaiuTb, Ta i He
Ka3aja Bxe HiKOJHM Hiyoro, xou 6u wmwo 3po6us. Bona Gyna mo-
602KHa, HIKOJIM B HEIIIO PaHO He TOMUJA, ajle B CyOOTy BCE JafHO
npubepe, nozamitTae B XaTi i KOJO XaTH i 3BapuTh JEWO Ha CHi-
IaHHS, a B HeLimo a6o B CBATO paHo ije 10 uepksu. [Ipuitios-
IUM 3 LLepKBH, 3aTONMUTb i BapuThL 0OGix.

v

IBaHyc mo-m’sHoMy po6uB ycsiki Aypouui.

OxHoro pasy, IKOCb B )XXHMBA, B HeJi/Nl0, JHHHA MOTifHA, aX
LYX paiyeTbCs, XOHKA Milvia 10 LepKBHU. [BaHyca JMILKIa BAOMA.

[Mpuxoauth 3 uepkBU — iioro Hema. Bona 3aTonuna, 3Ba-
puia o6ix, nmoobigana Ta i Jaraa BiiMOYHTH TPOXH.

Hactynuno noayzhe, BOoHa BCTajJa it BUTHajJa KOPOBY 1O
nacTyxa, a macTyX Kaxe:

— 51 6yB nuni y BamGoxu, a Baw 4oJIOBiK TaM Ay:xe IT'SIHUIL.

BoHna kaxe:

— Ta xaii m’e, To iOMy He meplUHHA.

Mpuitwna poxomy. 3aa3BOHKUAM Ha BeuipHio. Bona mpuroty-
Baja ckopiw ans IBaHyca 06ix, SiK 3aBXAM B HELiMoO, WOCh Jin-
LLIOTO0 — BapeHHKH, MOJIOYHY Kauly i 3aquiuuia B neui, mo6 6yJo
Terue. 3aYMHUIA XaTy, a KJIOY MOKJaja y rpyuly, B AymJio, TYAH,
Je BCe XOBaJH KJio4a, SK KOTporo Bpoma He Oyso. I miuia Ha
BeuipHIo.

[To BeuipHi iine poxomy i GauuTbh 3jpajneka — JBepi xaTH
BixkpuTi. [lizxoauTs GaMue KO XaTH, raunHyna y 6ik Bix maiu-
TapHi, Mg rpywy — o4am cBOiM He BipuTb. [TigxoauThb e GavxK-
ye — MajJOHbKO Helac/JnBa, PYKH 3aJOMUIa, — BeJMYe3Ha Kyna
nip’st JIexuTh Ha KOBOaHi, a B Kymi MNip’s He XpOMuUTb, Hi, ale ax
XapuuTb, SIK AMKUIl Benp, JUlle OLHY HOTYy BMAKO 3 mip’d, IBaHyC.
2KoHka He 3Hama — 4YM IUIAKaTH, YM 3aBOJUTH Ha Like CeJo.
Bxoautb 20 xaTH, BiiKpuBae miu, CTpaBM CTOATb, SIK JHIIMJA,
aHi najgblLeM He TKHYB, i 3apa3 mi3Haja, wo IBaHyc, ik NpHHLIOB
Bix Bam6oxu, B3sB 3 mocTesi ABi BeJMKi, rapHO BHLIWBaHi MNO-
LYWKH, BUHIC mig rpywy, posnopos, BUCHNAaB mip’si, 6a6exHyBCs
B mip’a i 3axponis.

3apa3 6yB Beuip. XKonka nonpubupana Ta i Jdraa CnaTH.
Slke Bxke i cnanus 6yno?.. Magana, sK BiKy LOKOPOTAaTH 3 TaKHM
4oJIoBiKOM. AJsie gecb KoJIO miBHOYi mpoOGyauscsi IBanyc, 60 pyxe
neksao #oro KoJo cepud, i mimoB no xatu. XKoHka mouyna, 3a-
CBiTWJIa, MOCTaBWJa Nepej HUM BapeHHKH, MoJouHy kamy. Ta
BiH He Mir icTy, 60 B ropJo HaTArJocs nip’s, KOJH Xpomis, i mo-
npucuxajo. Jiuie sauepnHys napy pasiB kauli i no36upas WKBap-
KM, HanMBCS JBa pasu BOJAM, B35B OMaH4y Mix rojosy, 60 nmopy-
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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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WoK He Oyso, Jir i xpomiB ax 10 MOJyAHA. A XOHKa BCTaja
3paHKy Ta, miauyyu, 36upana nip’s B Tpickax nix rpyueto. lloce
TPOXM Hasbupaja, ane 6arato mponajo. lllactd, wo BiTpy He
6yn0, 6yB GM PO3HiC reTh MO LJIOMY CeJy A0 OCTaHHbOro. A mpu
TIM yciM XOHKa Hi CJI0Ba He CKasajla — Hauwo le BiH 3po6uB,
JMLI THXO a THXO.

\'%

IBaHyc 3HOB POOMTbL HeMOJICHKi BHAOBHIIA.

OxHoro pasy HaBeCHi, SIKOCb B)Ke B TPaBHi, XXOHKa ckomnaJja
ropojelb KoJIO XaTH i Jeuo nocaguia, ane HABKa B uapuHi 6yaa
e He opaHa. Tak JKOHKa Mycuaa 10 IBaHyca SIKOCb NPHEMHO 3a-
rOBOPUTH:

— Ko6u T1 nuBuBCA, abM TOTY HMBKY B LLApHHi BHOpPATH,
60 s Be ropoieub CKOmajia, Ta we i Tam nocaguia 6u mwo, 60
BXKe i Tak mi3Ho.

IBaHyc 3a CcBOiM 3BHuaeM Hi4Oro He BiAMOBiB, ajie MaB lLie Ha
ragui. oMy KoxHuit poroxxas i rotoBuit 6yB mocayxatu. Tak
CKa3aB OJHOMY i Apyromy: jal MeHi BOJiB 10 miyra — i BXe €.
Ane Ti rasau cami He npuHLUIM, TiINbKM NMOBHUCHMJAJM XJONUIB 3
BOJIaMH i 3 mJyrom. IBaHyc 3HaB 3a MJIYrom XOZWTH, aje A0 TOro
He 3BHK, 110ro 1e Mep3uio.

Ta mo cranoca?

2Konka BIOMa 3aTOnMJIa MOJNYLEHOK BapuTH Ta it no3bupana
6inmsHy, e sxa Oyna, a6y BU30JMTH, i HAMOYMJIA, aJle 3rajana,
o Ha IBaHycoBi uinkom yopHe wmatTa. Sk 6M TO xicTaTH, abu
pasom Bu3oauTH? Ha uapumHy Hepamexo. Bona 3anepsna xarty
i BUXOAMTb, a HAa LAPWHI MOBHO HapoLy, pyX, morojza Jio6a, a
Hapox — TO# THiil Be3e, ToH po3kuzae, ToH BOJOYHUTB, TOH oOpe,
a TOH nocTynae KpoK 32 KPOKOM i KHJA€ MOBHOIO XMEHeK jpaje-
Ko momepep cebe 3epHO, abu po3cunanocs piBHO. A uykypaenai —
rpoMaiamy IOHAaJ TOJOBAMH TOrO HAapoay, i TO Bropy, TO BHH3
CMYCKalOTbCS, a BUCHIBYIOTb, aX B yXax Jsuuth. I IBanyc To#t
rypT 306iMblUMB, XOIUTb 33 MJIYroM 3 JIIOJbKOK B 3y6ax. Buiios
B KiHelp, a XXOHKa HeCMiJIo mpHCTymae i Kaxe:

— Ko6u ™1 cTaB Tpoxu, abu BosaM BixmoumsaH, i migM KO
XaTH Ta CKMHb Te IIMaTTH, abu g pasoM Bunpaja... Ot BCi moaH
B 6ianx copoukax, gk Jjebeni, a Te6e HeMOB jouy 3impas.

IBaHyc He uye, Hivoro He BignoBizae, obepTae, rOHUTH i
JIOTUTbCS, WO CKUOM He MPUCTAIOTh, IO MJYr He Mae A06poro
crpoio. Topik 6yB miayr, wo 30paB GiMULIO MiJ NMCAHKOI, CKHUOH
CKJIafauCsl PiBHO, SIK apKylli B KHMXKIL.

Tak IBaHyc MouyeTbCs, NPUTOJNOYYE CKHOH, a xkiHKa Hne 3a
HUM, BUXOIMTb 3HOB Y KiHelb i Kaxe:

— AHy, nigy no xaTu.

IBanyc 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 fault. 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 Th MeHe i TyT 3Haiiuuia?

I A cTaB, TpiCHyB KaneJioXxoM 00 3eMJIO, CKUHYB COPOUKY
i, npo6auaiite, wWTaHy, TPiCHYB 06 3eMI0 i roJMii, IK MaTH Ha
CBiT Hapoauna, 3a ueniru ta:

— Teii, nate!

Xnonui AMBUJKCS i He 3HAIOTb, 1O POGUTH. [Toyanu cmisTHCS.

— Tonn, oxun 3a apyrum! 3acmieuics 3apa3 He Tak!

Ane Bonu 3HasM, WO IBaHyC He XapTye, FOHSATL BOJH i MO3H-
paloTb Hasaj, a IBanyc ime 3a miyrom, BUKHZAe HOramu, JIOJbKa
B 3y6ax, BiH mnpoTo/iouye CKMOM cTaTeuyHo, siKk raspa. Jlhioau
JMBJISITbCS HA HbOrO, AEXTO CMieTbCH:

— Or, IBanyc 3aypiB!

A xoHKa Hi XuBa Hi MepTBa niwwia poaomy. Ize i cama ceGe
raHb6MThb:

— Le s Bunna! §l iioro HaTypy 3Hal0, BiH MeHe HiKOJH He
nocayxae.

2KuBO B3fiza 4yMCTe IIMATTH, BHUHECJa i MOKJajJa Ha TPsIKY,
a OpyaHe 3abpana poaomy. Ase IBaHyc HOBro XoAuB rosmii 3a
IJIYTOM, a)< NOKM OIMH YOJIOBiK, 0 GyB GJM3bKO, He MixifiLioB
i ckasaB:

— BcTupaiicsi, He po6u 3 ceGe cMmixy, BisbMH LIMATTS.

IBaHyCOBi ik XTO 4y»XHMil IO CKaxe, TO CKOpLIe MOCHyXaE.

\'Z

Poku 3a pokamu MHMHAJH, a XHMBOMY YOJIOBiKOBi BCe OJHMXKYeE
10 cmepTH. IBaHyC mocTapiB, CXOAMB HOTH, CTaB KOPOTLIHMil, Ha-
pewTi Jir, i Bxxe He 6y/n0 pATYHKY. JIIOAM NMPHIALIIN 10 HBOTrO.
Bin JnexaB ropimmup Ha nocreni i guBuBca Ha xaty. Ouekca
'pvHHLIKH CTaB KOJIO HbOTO 3 JIIOJbKOIO B 3y06aX, 3aK/JaBIUM PYKH
Hasax:

— Yu nisHaeTe Joneit, IBane?

IBaHyc moTakHyB roJioBdio.

— Ta nam’sTe e HiI6M €, aje BHUXOLY OJZHAKOBO HeMa...
XTo 6yse Ham Temep BO3U Ta KOJiCHHLi poOGUTH?

IBanyc mMaxHyB pykoio i npouienTas:

— OxHe meHe jauBye, K TO cBATHH laas ixaB jpo He6a Ha
OTHEHHill KojicHHLi i 3an fomy, npoGauTe, He 3ropis...

Ounekca 3aperoTaBcs, a 32 HUM — iHLIi I'asiy.

— Bwu, IBaHe, Bce 6yaM rocTpi Ha $3UK.

SkiB OuiitHukiB cnep 60poAy Ha PYKM i FOBOPHTb:

— Ta cmepTb — He HanacTb... YoJoBik sk Toit koJjoc. Bu-
pocTe 3 3emJi, BOHa #0oro BUroAye, BiH MPUCTUrae Ta it g0 3emii
KJIOHUTLCS. | oauH, i apyruit yekae Ha cBiit cepn. I Ginmit uBiT,
o #oro BiTep HaBecHi 3ipBe, i MOXOBKJMil JIMCT BOCEHH — BCE
rOpHeTbCsl 4O MaTepi 3emi.

Ha naBi nix BikHOM mociganu cycigy, Kypuin Joabku i 6ana-
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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. It 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.”

! Yatskiv's story was first published in 1906 in the journal Svit (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.
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KaJiM Mpo 3J0[if, IO AeCb TaM O0OKPaB LEPKBY.

— Toii Takmii rpilutHMK SIK noJjide Kpisb BiKHO B LEPKBY
i cTaHe CBATOMY Ha roJIOBY, TO CBATHI lOMY Hi4Oro He CKaxe? —
CNUTaB KyM 360KY.

— Bo Takwmii BiH cBaTHil, — 3aryaiB Osexca I'punumnH. —
Slk6u po6puit CBATHH, TO JMIIe BXOMMB TaKQro 3a HOry Ta flo-
TPUMaB [0 paHKy, NMOKY JIOAU 3iliAyTbcsi, a60 BTapalwuB HUM
cepen UepKBH, w06 Ma33i0 PO3JMBCS.

— Ckaxy i 1 Big ce6e, JIOLOHbKH, X0U CMiliTecas 3 MeHe,
xou Hi, — BTpyTHBCcH IOpro Mapek. — Xi6a BHHeH 3/0ALiH, 10
Take pemecyo nas itomy Ilan Bir y pyku? Tax ue, paxysaTi,
Takui foro Tanant. Lle, BBaxkaiiTe, He € Jerkuil xJai6, Hi. Taxe
nmin kaxe, WO 3J0RiH — ue Boxwuit nocnaneun: xoue [lan Bir
KOrochb MOKapaTH, TO MOCHUJIAE HA HbOrO 3JOLif.

Becina BTuxna, 60 IBaHyc HakasyBaB iHL:

— JIOKH JIeXy TYT Ha MocTeJsi, Y4 MO TOMY OH TaM, Ha JaBi,
JLOTH, He6oro, 1 B Wil xaTi rasna, a sik MeHe MPUNOpHAELl TNH-
HOIO, TO aHi TH 10 MeHe He Gyxell MaTH Lija, aHi g 10 Tebe.

\'211

2Konka npoctuna IBaHycoBi 1ie 3a XHUTTA BCi rpixu 10 Hail-
MEHLIOTro0, IoxoBaja Horo, sk raspy, i 3aBoau/ia AK CHil — He
3a po6pom, 60 xou nuB i AekoJu 6uB, Ta Xail Ou OyB ille XKHB.
Tak niwoB uucTuiél IBaHyc Ha TOIl CBiT, a XKOHKAa BJOBHLEIO
rasjyBaja cama...

Ta 6yB IBan Xapwmii, Takox BliBelp.

Sk moyamu xiHKM paguTH Homy: “Bispmu xOHKY”, — BiH
TPOXH He XOTiB, Ta XiHKM Biaiucsi 10 XOHKM: “Bispmu IBana
Xaporo”.

2KoHka ayxe He XOTiNa, BOHa rajaja, 1o KOXHMI 4OJOBiK
Takuil, gk OyB IBaHyc. Ase XiHKH, iK B3fJIM PaiUTH TO CE, TO TE,
Tak Cruleckaay, o IBan Xapuit 0xKeHHUBCS 3 XOHKOIO.

BiH He GyB Garau, ajie MaB HeBeJIMUKe TOCNOAAPCTBO, TO 6yJI0
3 yoro XuTH. Big nepuwoi xiHkM MaB xBoe AiTeH, SiKi MOAPYKHUB
Ha 6iK, a XOHKa NpHillllIa Ha roCMoAapcTBO, NOPO6UIA MOPAAKH
B KOXHIM KyTi, 110 /060 6y/0 NOAMBUTHCS. A SIK 3BapHw/ia Mnepuui
06in, To mpu TimM 06ixi IBan Xapwuii 3a:xuBae BCe JOCMaKy i am-
BUTbCS, SIK TO XOHKA BCIOJM JiaL po6uTh — 60 fioro nepua xiHka
6yna sepamo, Hikosm KOOpOi CTpaBM He 3BapuJa, Hi Tak MHJIO
3aroBopuJa.

2Konka Tak posBecesmna IBaHa, o ayx iiomy panie. O6om
CBiT OTBOPHUBCS, NOMOJIOAINM Gisibllle, IK HA JAeCATb JiT, cami He
3HAIOTh, YUM O OfHe ojHoro moTiwMTH. IBaH Xapuit HaiiHaB
CAYXHHLIO, abu KOHKA He Mycuwaa fiTy nmo Boiy aGo mo iHue
Taxke pooutH. He pas npu o6ini aGo npu Beuepi, nmpu KOxKHif
Gecini Bce kasanau: ko61 MU Gyau nobpanucs y ABaiUsTHX 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 talked
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 dinmer 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 wKoja 6yso 6 XHUTH Ha CBiTi, a TO BXKe LWICTAECAT MHUHYJIO.

Ta ogHOro pasy »KOHKa CMyTHa BCTaJja paHo. Taka cMyTHa,
IO L0 Bi3bMe B pPYyKH, TO Bce nage. IBan Xapuili nomituB ue i
CNHTaB:

— Tu, €Broxo, — 60 BiH BXe KJMKaB ii M0 XpPeCTHOMY iMme-
Hi, — TH sIKOCb He TiluMiu MeHe HUHi. Yu He cmaba TH, yu He 6o-
auTh Tebe 110, WO TH Taka CMyTHa?

— Eit, He 6oauTb Hiugo.

— Ane g BULXY, 10 TOO6i woch XuGye.

— Eit, He xubye Hiwo.

— Hy, Ta ckaxwu, 60 g xouy Tak, sx Bor mpukasas: Pa-
AYACst 3 BECENMMH, a CMYTHCS 3i CMyTHHUMH.

Bona kaxe: — Tlaugku pisui wmbaioTbcs B roJosi. S uyna
Bij CTapux JojeH, O KOXHHI 40JIOBiK MO CMepTi 3i CBOEIO XKiH-
KO0 Ha CTpalUHiM CyAi MycuTb cTaTu nepej I'ocnoxom Borom —
TO, MabyTb, TH CTaHeWl 3 MepILOIO KiHKOI0, a 1 6yAy Mycuaa cTa-
TH 3 [BaHycoMm...

Isan Xapuit moxymaB, noiymas, oMaxaB I0JIOBOIO i Moyas
KasaTH:

— XKiHko, xiHKO, B SIKy TH jajey 3arHajnacs 3 CBOiMM raj-
Kamu... A To Bce He Tak €. Lleii cBiT coTBopuB 'ocnoae Bor 3 Jo-
6oBM i mMpuKasaB BCiM JIIOASM JIOGUTHCS, X04 OM 3 Halripumm
BOpPOrOM, a B MOAPYXKKi XTO BipHO i WHMpO kuBe, TOH i nepuuit
Ha cTpawHiM cyai nmepen I'ocnogom Borom. OTxe Hawa J060B
i BipHiCTb nepeBMLIac Hawi monepeiHi MOAPYMXKS i 5 CTaHy 3
TO6OI0.

B Toit yac xoHui cnaB kamip 3 cepus. Bona nosecesina
i motim me Ginblie mo6uaa Isana Xaporo.

Ian Xapwuii 6yB HeaOusikuii yoJoBik. BiH cayxuB y Bificbky
LiMMX YOTHPHAAUATh POKiB Ha BiiiHi. To 6Gyso B ToO# uac, sk
Hanoneon Bonanaprt xoTiB winuii cBiT 3arap6aTH, KpylwMB npe-
croau, nobusaB apmii Bciei EBponu. Ha Tux crpawnux BifiHax
Gyn0 6araTo i ogHocesbuiB. Ta BCi 3arMHyJH, Jaulle Ba BUTPH-
Manu i npuilaM goaomy, a To 6yB IBan Xapuit i FOpko Mapek.

ByBano, sk 3ifigyTbcs Ti 1Ba BeTepaHM Beyopamu aGo B
CBSITA i Helisi, Ik 3a4YHYTb PO3Ka3yBaTH CTPAILUHi MOJABUTH BOEH-
Hi, HApOJ TrOpHeTBbCS 1O HUX, cTapi it MoJoni, abu HacayXxaTHCS.
Bonoccs py6om craBajso Ha roJoBi. CrpaweHHi pisHi, Gom6H
BCTEMOBaNM 3emmo Tpynamu. Sk mig Jlsfinuirom i 6aratbma iH-
IUMMH MiCTamM i CeJlaMM MO CKiJbKM 1i6 MOXM HiYOro He 1M i He
cnamy. CKijJIbkHM yxxe pa3iB BapuiH, a siK HeNpusiTe/lb i€ — BUIU-
Baii yce, xanait kot i Tikaii. Llinnx yoTupHaausiTh pokiB Ti ABa
BeTepaHu B KpOBi Gpoiuau, TBepLOi HATypu Oy/u i Bce BUTPH-
mamu. FOpko Mapek MmaB oGrecaHy 33any rojoBy. Sk HaneTiB
¢paHuy3bkuit yaaH i BraTMB wwabJel0 MO rojoBi, a wa6JjaoKa
po3TA/Ia 4aKo i CTecaja LIKipy 3 roJoBH, A€ BXe BOJOCCS MOTIM
He pocso. Ase BiH B TOH MOMEHT BrapasiuB GarHeT yJaHOBi mij
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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 villages 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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rieve i 3caauB foro 3 koHus. IBan Xapwmit i IOpko Mapek mauu
6araTo paH, ajle NpoTe BOIOBaJH aX A0 OCTAHKY.

HOpko Mapek sk npuilluoB 3 BifiHM, TO He 3acCTaB HiKOro.
BaTbki nomepsu, JMlie XaTHHA CTOsIa MOPOXHS, oGaepTa, 006-
pocna Oyp’sHamu, i nycToro noss wmatok 6yB. BiH Bxe He
XXEHHMBCS, Tak-TaKM CaM JOXHMBaB Biky. 3Mircs Ha kopoBy, 6y-
BaJIo, caM mace i roaye, Aewo nocaiuth i nocie. ByBano, gk He
Ma€ KOMY 110 pPO3Ka3aTH, TO IJaye pPO3LYMYIOYH.

A Isan Xapuit npoxuB BiciM POKiB 3 KOHKOIO B rapaspi,
6o sifimca 6yan ABOE CTapuX OLHIET HATYpH.

Bysano, BoHa kaxe:

— Koan 6 s paniie Bmepsa, abu TH MeHe MOXOBaB.

A BiH Kaxe:

— Kob6u s cxople Bmep, aGu TH MeHe MOXOBaja.

Tak ponpocuancs Bora, mo »xoHka BMepJa. IBaH nmoxoBaB
ii, a 3a THXJeHb i cam nomep.

IMoxoBann o6ox psaoM.

A 3a IBaHyca Tex JulIMJIacS Mam’sTKa.

Sk xoHKa BMXoguaa 3a IBana Xaporo, TOo xaTy npopana,
a rpyuwy, ae IBaHyc MaB KOMOpPy B 1ymJax, BiTep 3/1aMaB, CBOSIKH
nopisanu Ha ApoBa, i B 3eMi Bxe il KOpiHHSI HeMa. 30panu TaKoX
Geper i rpsaku.

— A ne 6yneMo LbOro POKY CagUTH KamycTy?

— Ha IBanycosim Gepesi.

—Ilinyu, niBkO, HapBuM Oyp’siHy TeasiTaM.

— B koTpux rpsagkax?

— Ta na IBanycoBim Gepesi.

Tak mie it cborogHi roBopsTh.
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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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BAJIEPBSIH MIMOTr'WIbHHN

IIpoGrema xniGa

Hemae Higoro xMGHILIOTrO, SIK OTOTOXHIOBATH if€l0 TBODY
3 aymkamu aBropa. Ha jaab, aurau i xputuka cnaGyoTh
Ha 110 HeaopeuHy xBopoby. TyT s skHaWpiwydilue 3acre-
piraiocsi MpPOTH ULBOTO NOWHKPEHOro 3a6o6oHy. “Tapuuit
MUCbMEHHHK KOPHCTYETHCS HE TibKM 3 BJACHHX IYMOK,
ane it i3 AyMoK cBoix Ao6pux 3Haitiomux” (Himwe). XTo
Ma€ Byxa CIyXaTH, Xail yye.

Beuip

Jlonipy noBepHyBCS 3 T'yJSHKH.

Byumo uikaBo. S iiwoB, 06a6iy BysuLi po3cinucs BeJeTeHCbKi,
CTOOKi xabu. To — GyAMHKHM, 10 iX Hiy icTiowmaa i npunoca-
auna. I Bce MicTo 3paBajocs CBATKOBUM 36iroBUCbKOM ka6 i3
6eskpaix TpSCOBHLL.

Ane cnpaBa Taka. B oxHOMy TeMHOMYy 3aBYyJKOBi 10 MeHe
NPUCTYNMAa XXiHKa H 3amponoHyBaja CBOi NOCAYTH Yy cnpasi
KoxaHHs. §1 BBi4JMBO BiAMOBMBCS, CTapalyucbhb He 006pasuTH ii
3ano6iramBocTH. Mu po36asakaiuch; BOHA JOBrO CKapXWaach Ha
nigynagox MonuTy, i roJoBHe 06GBHHYBaueHHS KJaJa Ha COLLsIb-
Hi yMOBH.

— Lleit KoMyHi3M, — Kasajla BOHa, — TNpU3BiB IO TOro, IO
XiHKH LoKpato poscobauminck. KoxHa it 6es rpoueii ogaaeTscs.
3abyau Bora, no KaHueaspisx BiHYAIOTbCA... XTO X INIATHTHME?

Bona npusHanach, 1m0 He AMBYETbCS 3 MOEi OJMOBH, GO o
MOXY i 3apypHO micTaTH noTpiOHe.

My 1we p0Bro po3MOBJSIIH; §I OMOBICTHB i, IO TaK CaMo
3aKJIONOTaHui cnpaBoio “serkoro xji6a”. Most 1o6pa rocrnoauts,
npaBja, Aa€ MeHi paHo i BBedepi CKJISHKY KaBU Ge3 xsi6a it Ge3
LUYKpY, aje JIOAMHA HE MOXe UMM 3aJ0BOJLHUTHCH. A p06yTH
e WIO0Ch — TaK TPYAHO Tenep, W0 MeHi, CIpaBAi, WKoxa 4acy.
L11o s BUHHMIA, 1O CTaNACs PeBOJIOLLS, i X6 CTaB Takuii BaXKKUi
R0 3100yTTA? S He noTpebylo 6araTo — a6y MiATPUMATH XKUTTH.
S1 mo6mo 4nTaTH, TyJNSTH BBeuepi, MipKyBaTH, it He BGayaw jp0-
CTaTHIX migCTaB Ha Te, W06 OJ LbLOro BiAMOBHTHCb uepe3
HIJYHOK.

‘Bona auByBanach, w0 AYMKHM ABOX He3HaHOMHX Jtojeil Mo-
XKYTb Tak 36iraTucs. JlocTeMeHHICIHbKO, SIK i 9, BOHA JIOGUTD MO-
YHUTATH IOCh 3aXBaTHE, MOTYJASTH 3 MYXXYMHAMU H 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 posiiiiaucs, no6akaBiiu OjHe OJHOMY ILIACTS B KHUT-
TEBUX CIpaBax.

1 rox. nust

Tak ue npaBpa, IO TeHisJIbHI AYMKH CNajaloTb pantom!
Jonipy oue 3i6paBcs 6yB BMATH 3 XaTH, HagsAr Kamemox — i
30arHyB, 110 MeHi HalGiIbII JMYMTbL Y3SITUCS A0 CHEKYJALil.
Lle x poskim! Hacamnepenx — Biabumii. Jani — Manippyeu,
6auuwn 6arato, it 32 OLMH pa3 MOXKHA CTiIbKH CTMEKYJISHYUTH, LLO
Ha Micsaupb BUCTauuTb. CripaBai, s XaJjKylo, WO paHill He Aora-
JaBcg A0 UbOro B3SITUCS!

Hy ,ue Bxe noctaHOBJ€HO — § crekyJsHT. [IpuemHo, Ko
3Haiigews Buxin!

Ixatu saBrpa x! 3 ronoaHoro micta B TOiH Kpait, ne XxJi6
i Macyio pelleBi, A€ KapTOMIel0 rOAyIOTh CBHHEH, e BMNUBAOTHCS
MOJIOKOM i CaMOTOHOM.

Tpe6a nocniwaty, mo6 CbOrogHi HaKyNmUTH “BHUMiHY”
napy XycTOK, HUTOK, CipHHKiB, uepeBuku. O, s po6pe 3Halo, 1O
“ipe” Ha ceni!

I'powi, w06 kynutu.. Ipomi.. Tak, noBegeTbCcs IOCH
CnpojaTH, YUMCh MOCTYNUTHCA 3 CBOrO HEBEJMYKOro MaiHa.

KopoTkosopi smoan 3BHYaiiHO MOYMHAIOTb CNIPOAYBAaTH OLe-
xy. Slke Gesray3nsi! Bo mwo Tpe6a MoAMHI LIAaHYBaTH — Tak L
ojexy. 51 po3ymilo THX, XTO Kaxe Npo KyJAbT Tila — JIOAMHI
HeMae iHLIOro BHUXOALY, fIK JIOOGHUTH Te, IO il HEMHHYyuYe JaHO.
A Toii, XTO Ha XBWJIMHY 3J0Ja€ TJSIHYTH Ha ceGe 300Ky, ojpasy
NOMITHTb, WO fiOoro TiJO, XOU fIKe BOHO JOBeplUeHe, TOAUTLCS
xi6a Ha xanp Ta raym. Lypak, mwo 1o H#oro npuyenneHo YOTHPH
najku il Hacaj)KeHO KyJI0 Ha mignopi, — cnpaBAai uyjpHuii, xo4
Ik iioro BUTOUYii.

Ilxona it moBu! Alke XK HeMae CYMHiBY, 110, MaBLIK TiJO
®abu, mojuHa mobuna 6 fioro Tak camo, ik i TenepiiiHe, # Tak
camo, Bciasusa 6 foro B mMapmypi, mamoHkax i cjosi.. OTxe
olexa — Besauka piy! Mu TBopuMmO i1 Ha CBilf CMak, TUM yacoMm
SIK Hallle Til0 — jJapoBaHUil KiHb, 110 OMYy He BUXOAMUTb IUBH-
TUCS B 3yOu. YOpaHHS — Lie rapHUil HiYHMH ropuiMK, i X0 siKa
ruaka Oyae foro yksaaiuHa, ii, mpoTe, Kpalle XOBaTH B rapHOMY
MOCYAi, HiXX y NMOraHomy, 4 i 30BCiM BUJIMBATH LOJO0JY.

BHowui

Linicinbkuit neHp 0oGMipKOBYBAaB CripaBy 3 CHeKYyJslLieo i 1mo-
pas HaTpamisiB Ha MepelKkoiu. S| He Mawo JaHTYXiB; BUSIBUJIOCH,
IO peueHeLb MO€i MOCBiIKM BKe MHUHYB. A HaiirosoBHille — 4
3po6HMB OrJIsiL CBOEMY MaiiHy i 3 CyMOM nepecBiLuMBCS, IO He
Maio 4oro mpojaTH.
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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 I 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 I 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 30BcimM 3acmyTuBCs OyB, ajle pATYHKOBa LKyMKa Craja MeHi
B rOJIOBY: He TaK JaBHO MOsi 106pa rocrnojMHs NMOKasyBaja MeHi
TpU 30J0Ti LecATKH, L0 BOHA IX mepexoBana 3 100pHX uaciB.
BoHa crtapaHHO 3aropHyJa ix y XyCTOuKy, MoB’si3aja CTbOX-
KOIO i MokJaJja B meplly WyXJsLy KOMOLH B KyTOK JBOpYyH.

I oT, KoM MOt 106pa rocnoiMHS Jdrjaa Cnaty, , oue Aomipy,
niwos i B3sB ix. Ocb BOHHM, B MOiii kuweHi. Tenep s crokiiHuil.

Cnatu He xouerbcs. OAuMHMB BiKHO B CaiOK, IMBJIOCH i
cayxawo. Lllymu kiay6ouyaTbCst B nasediHi i Hiy HepyXxoMO 3BHCA€
3 BEPXOBITTS JepeB; MOB NMpO30pi rpoHa 3arycjoro noBiTps.

51 piBHSIIO JeHb 1O HOYi, JeHb, KOJM JIIOAM MeTymaTbcd, 3a-
KJIONOTaHi nmocajamu i mpateio, — 10 HOui, KOJHM JIOAH MaroTb
3MOFy CIIMHUTHCS.

Cnpaszi, xamorigHe TBoe cTaHoBuiLe, fHI0! Bo Bce, 3100yTe
BlleHb, Oyae BignaHe Houi. Ty cuay, o BupocTae Ha xJi6i, npu-
po6ieHOMy BAeHb, TOH AOCBij i 3HaHHS, WO HOro pae CoHue —
TH, HOue, Te Macw. Bo mig TBOIM THXMM HamMeTOM Npaioe Bye-
HHil, Mpie loHaK i Mipkye Myzapeub. Bce, wo Haiirmm6ue xoBa-
€TbCA B Ceplli, BHOYi MpoLBiTae, i 3analiHoO0 KBiTKOIO po3ropra-
€TbCSl HA JIaHAaX HOYi JIIOACbKA Aywa. BHoui koxaioTb, rpabyoTs,
3MOBJISIIOTbCA, BHOYi pO3CTpiMOIOTh HaBiThb — i TOGi, HOue,
MOsl XBaJa...

Tu, MOB noO6poniiiHa yapiBHMLS, 3aTYJAS€Ll HAaM TEMPSBOIO
oui, wWoO6 MM JAMBHUIKUCL Yy cepeiuHy cefe, Ik y JbOX, NMOBHHH
KOIUTOBHOrO KaMiHHSl. TW paewl HaMm yBeCb CBiT MiA HOTH, TH
BUMII Hac JIOOUTH camux ce6e — i TOGi, HOye, Mosl XBaJja...

Sk 6u s Mir NpUTHCHYTHCS 4O TBOiX rpyaeil, TM Bixuyna 6
MOIO 1ylly, MOBHY TBOiX 3amoBiTiB, i ceple MO€, BeJHKe, K TBOE
06nyysi.

51 BxKe moBepTalocs 3 CBOEI CHEKYASHTCHKOI momopoxi. Ane
CyMHHIt Miii MOBOpOT...

Moaii cknannca aas meHe caranbHo. Ti peui, mo ix iHwi
BMMiHIOBaJIM Ha nyj GOpolwHa, § BiggaBaB 3a xecsiTb (GYHTIB.
51 He Mir aHi rOBOpUTH 3 celsiHaMH, aHi TOpryBaTHChb. MeHe 06-
XOMUJIO MOYYTTSl CTPAlIeHHOi OMMAM A0 TOro, 10 i po6uB, i f
MOCTAaHOBMB sIKHAHIUBUAIUE 31aTH CBiii Kpam Xxou abusK, 106
3aKkiHYMTH 10 GpyAHY cnpasy. I, BpewTi, pictaB jpajeko MeHuie,
HiX Mir O6M KynuTH 3a Ti rpowi 6e3 XajHOro KJOMOTY.

3 HeBeJIMUKMM JIAIITYHKOM § NOBEpPTaBCs 3 ceja 10 HeBe-
JMYKOI CcTaHuii, MOB POGITHUK, MO HLOKiHUye mnpauio, Ky Homy
3arajaHo.

A TyT Hac oTounaM yepBOHOapMiiiLi i oxiGpanyn Bce, O MM,
crnekyasiHTH, maiu 6yqu. ByB skpas uac 360py Xxapumonartky,
i 6yJ0 He MOXKHa BiJIbHO BO3UTH Xapui. Ase IMBHO He Te. JIUBHO
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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 I 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 I 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. I
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.

1 pud: 36 pounds.
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Te, WO 3a MOAMHY BCi, onpiy MeHe, aicTanu cBoi xapui cob6i Ha3az,.
Sl 3Halo, IK TO CKOWIOCh: TaM 6Jiarajd, MJIAaTHIH, XKiHKH BijgaaBa-
JIMCb, YW, NPUHAHMHi, MOroZMINCh OLBATHC — i cepue Komicii
nom’sikiiano. A s He Mir Hi 6s1araTH, aHi JIATUTH, a HalMeHLIe —
BigmaTucs.

I oT, rosoxnuii, 6e3 rpoueil, 6e3 xapuiB, NpUTOMJEHHH 10
3HEMOrH, Sl CUIKY MijJ XOBTHMH JepeBaMH, ii HA MeHi CTeJUTbCS
ixHift mepTBHil JHCT.

Bxe poma. JoixaB miacauBo, aje MpUrojia, sika likaBa npu-
roxa!

CupiBwum Tam, Ha cTaHuii, 1 3BUuaiiHo 3axoTiB ictu. | gexani,
To Ginbwe. Tpeda Oyno wock moyatd. S miwoB po ABipus.
BunactuBo, 1o Toro micus, ne 6yB KOJMCh ABipeLb, i ie Temep mii-
BULLYBaBCS TilIbKM HesrpabHuil Myp, a HaBKpyr {oro Kymowo Je-
®aJja HenpuOpaHa uerja. XToCb HacTymaB, XTOCb BiLCTynaB —
i aBipeunb 3pyitHoBaHo. Ilopyu i3 rauuu 37inieHo XMXKYy, Le CTOITb
TeserpacdiyHuii anapat. HaBKpyry CrnekyJsiHTH, 1O M JLOBreHbKO
Tak1 LOBOAMTbLCS 4YEKATH MOTATY, MOPHIAM COOi 3eMJISHKM H TaM
#uByTb. CKpi3b MOBCTae AMM OJ KOCTpHLL, Ae BapsiTh ixky. Ma-
JieHbKe, HamiBMig3eMHe MIiCTO 3 CBOIMM 3BMYasMH ¥ 3aKOHaAMH.

BauuBuwK cTpasH, WO Bapu/KCb, 1 lie AyX4ye 3aXOTiB iCTH.
losox onanyBaB MeHe, H 1 TPeMTiB, SIK 3aKOXaHH{l HamepexoLHi
o0iiimiB. 3HiueB’ss i 3 Hyabru g miwoB npocto B cten. Ilorar
nosvHeH OyB OyTH uepe3 IIICTb FOAMH, Ta uu U Oyne e, 60 MaB
6yTH BXe ABa JHi Hasax.

HaBkpyru Bce ckowene # xoBTe. [IoxMypa 0ZHOMaHITHICTb
HaroHuTb Hectomy. CoHue neue. KoXXHMI KpPOK A3BOHUTb Yy ro-
JIOBi KOJMOUMM yjapom. S iiay, it MOB3 MeHe MOBOJI MJIAa3ye 3eMJs.

BpewTi s HaTpanuB Ha Gawrtau. KaByHu it auHi nexanu e
Ha OryauHi, # camuit iXHiit BUrJIsiL 3HSIB y MeHi BcepeiuHi wLiay
3aBipioxy. B pori népecoxJso i B rososi nmorbmapuio. S Haxu-
JIUBCS, B3SIB KaMiHIOKY Ha BMNaaoK cO0aKH it nocyHyB Ha 6auiTaH.

[Nepwwmit-ninmnii kaByH, WO a1 Horo cxonus, OyB HECTHUIJIHI,
ajne sl He Mir yTpMMaTHCSl, MOYaB TPEMT/IMBUMH PYKaMM BUAMPATH
fioro TenJe, COkoBUTE M'SICHBO i 3anuxaTH cobi B poT.

[Toxepwn fioro, s Bxxe He MaB CHJIM B3SITHCS JO LpPYyroro.
CrpauleHHa ytoma onaHyBana MeHe, i st BUTArcs Ha 3emi. Mo
00/IM4YI0 MeHi KOTHBCS MACHM MiT, MilllalO4UCs 3 JUNYYUM KaBy-
HOBUM COKOM. PO3KMHYBIUM pyKH, 9 JiexaB MiJ NajJioudM COHLEM,
YUCTO 3MOKPIJHii, 3anJIIOLMBLIM OYi.

He 3sHato, uu WIBKAKO S ONPUTOMHIB. MeHe IITOBXaHO i1 GUTO.
CxonuBwiich, s Mo6aynB CMBOro [1iAa, L0 LIOKAB MeHe LMKOM
i ckaxeHO JasBCsi: — A, BOpIOro, BOJOLIOrO...

51 BupBaB HOMy 3 pyK LiNOK, He PO3yMilOuH, 3a IO 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 I
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. I 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. I walked and the earth was crawling under me.

In the end I 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 I 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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6urto. Toai Aix KMHYBCA Ha MeHe i CXOMMB 3a ropJo pykoio. 51
XEKHYB i, MOuYyBalouH W0 MJil0, JOOYB i3 KHIlUeHi NPUXOBaHy Ha
cobaKy KaMiHIOKYy Ta liepeXHYB JLiZa Hel mo rososi. Bin 3a-
xapuyaB i Bnas.

[Tepemora nig6agbopuna meHe. HaxuamBuimch, s 3B’3aB
RiloOBi pyku oukypoMm i 3acmisiBcs. OT Taka npuroza!

Toai TibKKM 51 3pO3yMiB, 110 LiA-6alUTAHHUK CNifiMaB MeHe
Ha 3104uHi. OH i KypiHb, O g HOro He NOMIiTHUB GyB YB yJIOrOBUHI.
Tinbku-HO 51 nmoGauMB ioro, B MeHi BCe 3aTPeMTiNoO, i s 3HOBY
BiguyB y cobi rosox, ik Baxke xano. Tam, y KypiHi, HameBHe
xapui!

51 6ixxma no6ir — i He nomuauBca. Ha moe macTts, Ainosi,
BUAMMO, HELABHO NpHHeCeHO iKy. 3HAHWOB Wijy R06peHHy mna-
JSIHMLIO, LUMATOK cana, sicuka i nuwoHo. IMooGipxaBwm nobpe, s
pewTy 3ropHyB Yy XyCTKYy i MillOB reTb, HacMiBYyO4H.

Hoporoio MeHi cmajo Ha AYMKY, 11O JHYUTb MNEpPENnpOCHUTH
Ailla 3a HeNpUEMHOCTi i 3'scyBaTH HOMy sSIKOMOra mnpocTo, WO,
BpewTi, HIXTO 3 HaC He BUHHMI: XHUTTS HAC 3BEJIO, 3MYCWJO MO-
6uTHCS, i KOJM BXe HapiKaTH, TO TibKK Ha XUTTA. A MH, K MU
PO3YMHi, MaEMO CTHCHYTH Temep OAMH OLHOMY PYKH, 3aKypHTH
uMrapky i 60 noroMoHiTH.

[MpuctynuBium po xiza, s mo6ayus, WO BiH YMCTO MJABaE B
kpoBi. l'oai fiomy auxath — s Taku po6pe CTYKOHYB #Horo. Ta-
KMM cnoco6om, Ha 3emai Bia6yJocs e oaHe 3ary6cTBO.

Ille s Tpumatocs. € we 3 niBnyxa 6opowHa. Im s camuit xJi6,
Kypi0 Maxopky, Ta it To o6epexHo.

ITig 4ac cnekynTHTCbKOT MOAOPOXKiI MeHi Tpamuiacs uie ogHa
npuroaa, wo ii Bxe 3a6yB i 3 HacHiLKiB ii CKOpPUCTAB OLE AOMipy.

CnpaBa Taka. Ixatu Meni Bunano 6yno BBeuepi Ta uie i Ha
BaroHOBOMY Jaxy: BCepejMHi BaroHiB OyJO MOBHiCIHbBKO SIK OCe-
JeaLiB; MOxHa Oyso Iue ixaTH Ha Oydepax, yu Bepxu Ha mnapo-
TAry, ane f1 o6paB gax. [loTbmapine noBiTps 06JAMBaJIO BBeChb 4ac
006114ys, BHM3y Ha06a6iu LIMPOKMMH YOPHUMM MpPOCTOpamu Giraa
3emis, i 6y/n0 MOUYTTH BiJIBHOrO AYXOro JbOTY Mijg xmapamu. S
BCTaB i 3acmiBaB. Mo nicHIO migxoryeHo Ha iHIIMX Aaxax i B
BaroHax, i MOTAr JI€TiB CnpaBAi SIK AMBOBHMXKHHI cniByuuit nrax,
MOBHUI CHJIM i1 3aB3STTH.

A1 3ni3, c’sninuit 3 pyxy, micHi, moBiTps i mpocropy. Mene
NepPeroHuIM CMeKyJAHTH i CNeKYJASHTKH, i TXHill BUrJsiL BUKJIMKAB
y MeHi Hi6M jaBHi cmoraau npo noaii, wo Bix6yaucs pomipy.
M 6ym0 rapHo — HiOM 5 He MaB Hiyoro aui mosan ce6e, aHi no-
nepeny, it mene 6paB CyMHiB, 44 CrpaBAi f €.
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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 1 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 I 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
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33a1y NOKJNKAaHO:

— Tosapuwy! ToBapumy!

S1 osupHyBcs. ToBcTa KiHKa, 3irHYBIIMCh MiJ JaHTYXOM
YABOE€, TyKajla Ha MeHe, 3acamyloyuch. 5 cnMHUBCS.

BoHa kuHy/a JaHTyX Ha 3emyio, Maiixke miavyun. Bona, 6au,
3ab6apusiachb y Barosi it yxe He 3anonaja HOCW/IbHHMKA. Hecty He
cuia. Uun He nocayxy a? BoHa saniaTuTh...

Sl HaxunMBCs, B3sB JaHTyX Ha muieyi # nowic. Bowa fma
nopyu, oOAAMXalouH, i He BraBajsa MeHi AsKyBaTu. Hani cnurana,
xT0 9 Takuil. I ckasas, wo crymredT. O, BOHA Mae MOLIaHy 10
cryzenTtiB! BoHa cama Bumnacst KOJIMCh: rajana HaBiTb A0 riMHa-
3ii BcTynuTH, — Ta jJe Tam! Tenep BoHa Toprye Ha 6asapi mu-
pixxkamu. 3apo6asie 1o6pe, Ta wo ue 3a xuUTTA? Koo me 6yB
XuBM 11 40JI0BiK, TO e X04 sK 6yn0, Ta #f TO M'sHULS BiH OYB.
Ox, 6uB iil... CBiTy He Gaunna. A Tenep OAVMHOKa, Ik Oyp’sHUHA
B noJii. O#, xurta!

Mu iwm poBro, Ha kpait MicTa, it BOHa BBechb Hac pO3Mo-
Bizana. CnuHuincs mnepej HeBeqMykuM OynuHkoM. CKimbku 6
Bi3bMy? Hiuoro, s npocto nporyasscs. Ta sik To? Tenep i3 pix-
Horo 6atbka GepyTb... Hyxe nmpocto. Hy, sikmo Tak, To xail 4
3aiiny 10 Hel KOJMChb TNOMOICTH MHUPIXKKiB, yBeuepi BOHA 3aBKIH
IOMa, SIKILO He ine KyIM 3a xapuamu. Kyam iit xoxutu? Bymns
Taka, OyIMHOK Takuii, 30ByTh Mapra.

Cboropni, rynsBiy, s 3ragaB npo ue, #i ax CJAMHKa MeHi
AIOKOTHJIACS , KOJIM 51 YSIBUB coGi MacHi nupixeuku. 51 x iMm camuit
xJi6, kypio maxopky! IlocTaHOBUB miTH.

51 3actaB 1i B1oMa, i BOHa 3pajnija HeBUMOBHO. BoHa i Haxii
He KJaja, Wo $§, CTYLeHT, 3rajaim npo Hei, GiiHy CHeKyJsSHTKY.
Hy, Tenep mu Oynemo pobGpe 3Haiiomi. Bona, Gau, 30BCiM —
30Bcim camoTHs. Oii, xutta! Baenb Ha 6asapi, cama Jaiika, a
BBeuepi joMa, OJHiCiHbKa, fK majeup. Skuit ke s mobuii! Hy,
xait ke g cany! S, 6auy, He miwoB Ha GyJbBap 3abaBasTHCA 3
NaHHOYKAMH, a 3aBiTaB g0 Hel, 6ixHOT crnekyasHTKH. [Tupixeuxn
e B neui, 3apa3 6yayTb. A un He nepekywy s yoronedyab? Mo-
xe, oceneius 3 cBixowo kaprorselo? [opinku, xail a1 Bubauy,
HeMae, — xi6a BOHA CMOJAiBajnacsl TaKOro rocts?

%1 ciB, MpHEMHO BinuyBalouu ceGe nMaHOM CTaHOBHILA. Bpas
3’ABMBCH OoceJsiellellb, i Tpeba ckasaTH, 110 s Moxep foro 3 KicTou-
KaMmHy, SIK KpiauKa rajloka. A BOHa CHIina i 3aXOIVIEHO AMBHJAch
MeHi B poT, Hi6M § {ii Besuky mocayry poOuB, iBuiM, i 6e3 yraBy
JIMBYyBaJacb, KMl TO 9 MmOOMil xJomeup.

[To ocenexnui 51 panexo 3baxbopiwas, a micaAs COMOJKHUX TH-
pixkiB i 30Bcim 3BeceniB. BcTaB i mouaB moxomaTH Mo KiMHaTi,
XBaBO po3MoBJsoun. BoHa cupina i wacaMBo AMBHIAaCh Ha MeHe.
Tax HecrmoiiBaHO s BUMHMB IHACTS Ll KiHLL.

Bona 6yna ToBcTa, HeoxaiiHo yOpaHa, 3 rpyOMMH pHCaMH
o6auyus. Tinbky oui Oynu TyxHi i 3gaBaiuch rapHuMu. 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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Cnajo Ha LYMKY, WO BOHA 30BCiM He MiAXOAUTb A0 MOrO KOJHII-
HBOTO ifeany ApyxuHu. §I, OyBLIM KOJUCH 3eJieHHil I0HaK, o6Mip-
KOBYBaB y3araji MUTaHHA NpPO ILPYXHHY # LiAIOB A0 BHCHOBKY,
IO TO MOBMHHA OYTH XiHKa rapHeHbKa, AypHeHbKa il HETOBCTA.
Lle wie 6isiblie 3BeCeJMJIO0 MEHE.

[Mo6auuBluK Ha cTiHi ritapy, s CnMTaB, Y1 He BOHA Lie Ipac.
Oit Hi, To Ti yosoBiK, MalKHiCT, rpaB 6yB. Bin n'suuus 6ys, 6uB
ii, ane BoHa Mae xasib 3a HUM. MyxuuHa xou no6’e ripko, Ta i
npuroayouTb conoako. IloraHo 6e3 MyKUMHH XKHUTH, TA lle Temnep,
Ta e MoJoAii, — Tl xe we TiAbKku TPUAUATL W'ATh. A 5 rpaio?
Hy, Tax xait 9 3arpaio!

51 B3aB ritapy, 3arpaB i 3acniBaB. To cmiBana Mos Jnyuua,
pazilouy, 110 HaMxaHe yepeBO He TypOyBaTUMe ii Xou sIKUiiChb 4ac.

Bona cnyxana it 3annakana. O#t, sk s Haraayto i ii yosoBika!
BiH pocTeMeHHICiHbKO TaK rpas.

JoBizaBwumch, wo g iM camuil x1i6, BOHA TPOXH He 30MJija.
Bpewri, 1 niwoB ox Hei, MaBlIKM YyMMaJUid NaKyHOK i3 Xxapyami,
NayKy UMrapok i 3anpoCHHM Ha nupixku B Heximo. KoHue B He-
Ii/I0, BOHA yeKaTHUMe.

Ha ByJauui s mopas nocmixascs. Jonipy crnpaBai Bin6yJacs
Kaska, X04 i LWIYHKOBa, Ta uie H MOBTOPUTHUCH MmaJja!

CooroaHi Hepninsi, meHb i AJs MeHe CBATKOBMHA. MuHyuai HIHi
S X0AuB, MOB Oe3HalLiliHO 3akoxaHuil. YacoM mMeHe omaHOBYyBaJja
MJSIBICTb; $ 3 TOHKOIO HAacCOJIOLOIO MpisiB MPO MacHi MUpixeukH,
it xosm ysiBasAB coOi ixHill cMak, KpOB MeHi najaxkoTina i Gyxana
B roJjioBy. 1 BUKJMKaB ixHill 06pa3s, i KO BOHH, MOB MBI, Jexa-
JIM mepejii MHOIO, POXEBEHbKi i rapHeHbKi, MeHi Aylly 3axomJio-
BaB HeCTPUMHHMII MOTAT KO HHX, i 1 HaBiTh HanMcaB Ha 4eCTb MH-
piKeukiB nMpeKpacHHi COHeT.

A cooroasi 1 MaB ix ¢isuyno. Poskiwna piy — disuune no-
cizanHs!

Yxe Beuip xosoanuii. Bxke HesaGapom 3uma i BCi 3HaIOThb
npo ue, TibKM MOB 3MOBMBIUMCh, MOBYAaTb i BAAIOTb, IO Lie
tervo. lle onaku B 6ijomy, niBuata y nposopomy, i jgepeBa
BNepTO 3aTpuMyloTh pewty Jjuctd. CmiwHo! § Hagsr nanbTo,
OT i Bce.

S1 Tak i 3HaB — Oyna ropiaka! 3ananeHo BeJHKYy JSMNY
i cTin HakpuTO cKaTepTHHO0O. BoHa mpubpanach y HOBY CYKHIO
it Haparaa kopcet. Byna 6apanuHa, kaBa # nuUpixkk1. MU BUNUIHK
N0 KiJbKa yapok i MOSl roJloBa 3 He3BHYKH TPOXM OGBaxHina.

[To Beuwepi mu cuginu nopyu: s B3aB ritapy i cniBaB. Bona
cugina OJM3bKO MeHe, 11ACJAMBOIO MOCMIXamOuuch, Xanajaa Mii
roJioc.

— Skuit e BU MOJNOAMH, IKMH MOJOAMH, — 3aXOIUIEHO 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 I 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. I 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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3aJla BOHa: — BU MEHi 44 He B CUHM rojurtech... JlaiiTe a nouinayro,
K MaTu... By x cupirtka...

Bona nouinyBana mMeHe B 40JI0, paji B LIOKY, MOTiM NPOCTO
B ry6u i Bxke He pa3. 1 He npyuascs. 51 po3ymiB, WO 3a nupixey-
K1 Tpeba MIaTUTH, H TiNbKY pajiis, WO Ma4y TaKUMH LELICBUMH
rpowuma.

MiwoB g Bix Hei Ha paHOK. Bce GyJso po3B’A3aHe: s XKUTUMY
B Hel, Hi6U HeGixk. O, MOKM BOHA 3J10pOBa, s HE MATHUMY INpO IO
TypOyBaTucsi! MeHi Bce 6yxne — i Txka cmauHa, i ofexa, it nuT-
Bo. Tak Kaszasa BOHa, THCHYBLIUCb JO MEHe.

Bysno xomonHo i1 s He WIKOAYBaB, IO B35iB najabTo. 51 iioB
6a1b0po, NOBHMIT CHJIM, XOU MeHi Lie He BipHJIoCh, 10 TaKe IACTs
PO3YMHUIO MeHi Opamy.

— SIk rapHo, — ragaB §, — IO MM, JIOAH, TaKi pi3Hi, WO
OJMH y Hac moTpebye 30BCiM iHwoOro, Hixk npyruit. Te, wo nJas
OJLHOrO 3aBafsilMil KpaM, AJs APYroro — BeJUKa LiHHICTb.

MeHi He xoTinocs cnati. Broma s BiguuHUB BikHO it ZOBro
cTOsIB KoJOo Hboro. HapBopi Borkwii, ociHHiii paHok, i maneuinb
3aBesjacsi TymaHoMm. Tuxo. [epeBa CTOATb MOXHIOMUBLIUCH, i
4yTH, SIK NaJaloTh IXHi CJAbO3M HA 3emsmo. BoHu ruauyTs, 6o iize
3UMa; 6raeThbcs iXHs Ayua # XOBAaeThCS JeCh MMOOKO Big Mopo-
3iB. [lnaue mpupozna i TymMaHOM NOBCTAIOTb il CJAbO3U Haj 3eM-
JIer.

Sk yynHo! TyT CMepTb, 2 MU HAaISTHEMO KOXYXH, 3aMajiMO
rpy6KHM it eIeKTPUKY Ta XKUTHMEMO B3UMKY, K YJiTKY, Lle HaBiTb
paziious 3 pisHOMaHiTHOCTH. MU nigemo B TeaTpH, B rocTi, a TyT
Mep3HYTHMEe TpaBa Mmij CHirom i cnuusatbca piuku. OT i 51, npu-
pono, CTOI0 Mepel HOBMM XHUTTAM, a TH B uLell uyac Gepewcs
cMepTio. Tu poauia MeHe, a s Te6e NMOKMHYB, HEBASIYHUI CHH | B
C/Ib03aX TBOIX € XOY OJHA 3a MOIO 3papy.

Bono nouanocs, HoBe xutTH! Ska pagmicTb, Akuit cnokii!
[llnynok 3agoBoJeHO i Mosl Aywua wyrae Haj cBiTOM, sik Jyx-
TBopewupb.

Tenep s Ginblu, HiX KOJHCb, AMBYIOCS 3 HECMPUTHOCTH M
HEeTaJaHOBUTOCTH XKiHOK, IO He 3MOIJIM CKOPUCTATH 3 THX Mpe-
KpacHMX OOGCTaBMH, LIO B HUX BOHM Tak JOBro mpoGyBamu GyJu.
IMpoTsirom cToqiTh KiHKa 6y/Na B TAKOMYy CTaHOBHMIL, SK § oLe
Tenep — Ha yTPUMaHHi — Masja 3MOry He TypOyBaTHUCS Npo
xn1i6 — i KyLu BoHa moBepHyJa cBiil 1yx? Yu migHecsa BOHa CBOIO
Ayuly Ha BUcOuiHb? UM yTBOpuMsIa BOHA LOHeOyAb?

Jlesie! Bona 6yna Tifbku caMnyKa, MaJeHbKa CaMHYKa, 110 He
BUrajaJja Kpaioro, sk 3mMaraTicb 10 piBHOmpaBHOCTH. §I Maio
Xajb L0 XiHOK, BOHM HellacHi: Te, 5o yoro iMm Tpeba 6yno 6 iTH,
JIEXUTDb yxe no3aj HUX. Yn He ragaloTb BOHM 3HANTH IACTS 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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HoBOMYy uuisixy? O, 4OJIOBiK JaBHO Bxe Hie UMM LUIAXOM, a
IAcTA lie He 3HaHIIOB...

51 mouyBaio ceGe Tenep MOB HEMOBJATKO B KOJHCLi, I HiOH
CCY BeJMKi rpynu icHyBaHHA. MeHe KoJMlle XUTTH, m0 s HOro
Gauy i1 fioro rapmugep cniBae meHi micHio. §I HI6M cTOlO Ha BH-
couyesHiil ropi i 6iag HIr MOTX XMapu # 3emJst. A Opy4 — COHLE,
Te COHIe, IKOMY MOJISITHCS, # S MOXY OOHSTH fioro, sik Gpara.

Sl cnoramsizaio cam cebe. Tam, Ha 6asapi, ne Mosi mojapyra
Npojae NMUPIXKKM, CBapka, Jaiika, 3a3jgpictb, OpexHs, a i BH-
pocTaio 3 LbOro, Ik XO0JOJHA XpHM3aHTeMa Ha YrHOEHii 3emii...
Tax jpe-He-je Ha JIaHaX XXUTTSl NMOBCTAEMO MM, CAMOTHi, MHIIHO-
XOJIOAHI KBiTH i BAMBJSEMOCh y CaMUX cebe, ik y 6€30HI0 CBiTJa
it Tini.

Yixe Beuip. I B MeHi cyTeHie, CKpi3b 3amajiolOTbCS XKUBi
BOTHi, MOB CBiTJISIKM cepej, Jicy. To — cnoraiu.

S1 mobumio Leil yac, ko Ayia Mosi, MOB ctapa 6abycs, Bcima
3ab6yTa, po3KJaLae CBOI AOBi Mac’siHCH 3 3amuieHux kapT. I Tum
4acoM fK YIeHb 31a€ThbCs, IO He Maell MHUHYJOro, BBeuepi nos-
Huit, o Maii6yTHe He icHye. Hi6u cTexky, mwo Heio iimos OyB,
yxe CKiH4yeHo, ii TH CiB crnouuBaTH mix TiHABMM JepeBoM i He
Maeur yxe Kyau dtu. Toni Gepelll KHUTY BJIACHOT'O XHUTTS H MOBO-
Ji neperopraew ii cTopiHku. I nopa3 po6uu Le, MOB BOCTAHHE,
i mpowaeuics 3 KOXKHUM PSIAKOM, SIK Ha3aBXJIH.

Ocb 51 MasneHbKMil, OCb Kpail, 1e 5 HapoIuBCi. A OH 1 —
IOHaK, OH AiBuaTa, 10 iX KoxaB OyB. Sl 3uifimalo kameswox: npo-
waiite! Bu Hecau MeHi pazowi it Goqi, ane 1 AsiKyl0 Bam 3a Te,
wo Bu Gyau!

Sl neperopTaio CTOpPiHKM MHUHYJOro # Ha AyLy MeHi JJIETbCA
Tenla Boaa. A ayuwa Mos OASraeTbcsl B 6iJi caBaHM il rOTYeTbCA
Ha moxij mo BcecBiTy, w06 6a4UTH BCe i BCe BMiCTHTH.

Cym knaze meHi Ha o6amyui M'sIki myuku. Xail ke HanaxTHTb
BiH MeHe, OMHIOCS 51 B HbOMY 3 HacOJIOL010, IK MaHJApiBelp B 0asi
cepej mycTedi.

Bo To cym Bege ayuwy B 6eskpae.
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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 I 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 XBW/IbOBHI

|

(PomaHTHKA)

“LiBiTOBi 16ayHi”

3 nanekoro TyMaHy, 3 THXMX O03ip 3aripHoi KOMyHHM lue-
JIECTUTD LIeJIecT: TO iae Mapis. 51 Buxoxxy Ha GearpanHi noJs,
NpPOXOJKY MnepeBasy i TaM, Ae XeBpiloTb KypraHu, NOXUJSIOCh HA
CaMOTHY MyCTeJNbHY ckeno. S auBiiocs B naab. — Touai aAyma 3a
JLYMOIO, SIK aMasOHSIHKH, JKMriTyl0Tb HaBkoJio MeHe. Toni Bce
nponasnae... TaeMHi BepIUMHKH JIETSTb, PUTMIUHO NMOXUTYIOUYKCH,
JLO OTPOriB, i racHe LeHb; OIXHUTb ¥ MOrHJIax JOpOra, a 3a Helo —
MoBYasHuii cren... SI omkupailo Bii i 3ragywoo: ...BoicTHHY MoOsl
MaTH — BTiJleHH# npao6pa3s Tiel Hax3BuyaitHo1 Mapii, 1o cToiTh
Ha rpaHsx HeBilOMHUX BikiB. Mosi —MaTu — HaiBHICTb, THXA XKypa
i no6picTb 6eamexHa. (Lle s noGpe nam’sararw!). I miii HemoxH-
BUii Gilb, i MOSl HE3HOCHA MYKa TeMMilOTb y JAAMnani ¢haHaTusmy
Nepej UMM NpPEeKpacHUM MeyajbHUM 00pa3oM.

MaTu kaxe, “mo s (ii M'STeXHUil CUH) 30BCIM 3aMyuuB
ce6e...” Toxi s Gepy 11 MUy roJIOBy 3 HaJLOTOM CPiGASICTOI CH-
BUHU i TUXO KJaLy Ha CBOI FPyaH... 3a BiKHOM LI POCSIHI paHKH
i napgaau nepaomyTtpu. [Mpoxoxuau Hemoxmusi aHi. B nani 3 Tem-
HOro Jlicy 6pesiu MOJOPOXHHUKM H Ginsl CMHLOI KPUHHLI, Ae pO3-
JIETIJICb JOPOTH, L& po36iliHuii XxpecT, 3ynuHsauch. To — Mosone
3arip’s.

— Ane muHaloTh HoOui, wesecTATb Beyopu Gins TOMiNb, TO-
TnoJli BiIXOAATb Yy WIOCeHHY 6e3BiCTb, a 32 HUMM — JliTa, POKHU
i mosi Oyitna 1onictb. Toai AHI mepex rposolo. Tam, 3a oTporamMu
cusoro 6opy, cnajaxyoTb OJMCKaBHIL i HAaKUMAIOTb, i MiHATHCS
ropu. Baxkuit nywnuit rpim Hisk He nmpopBeTbcs 3 IHAii, i3 cxo-
ay. I TomuTbCa npupoia B mepeirpossi. A B TiM 3a XMapHHUM

HaKMMOM YyTH M iHWHMA ryn — ..rjyxa kaHoHaga. HacyBaioTtbcs
ABi rposu.
— TpuBora! — Matu Kaxe, 10 BOHA MOJMBaAa CbOrOJHI

M'ATy, i M’aTa BMUpae B Ty3i. MaTu kaxe: “Haxxoxutb rposa!”
I s Gauy: B i 04ax CTOSITb ABi XpPyCTaJbHi 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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Araka 3a aTakoiw. IllaseHo HamupaloTb Bopoxi MoJku. Toxi
Hallla KaBaJiepid 3 ¢u1aHry, i BayTb anaHru iHCYpreHTiB y KOHTp-
aTaky, a rposa pocTe, i MOT MUCJIi — J 0 HEMOXKJUBOCTH HATATHY-
THi1 LpiT.

Jenb i Hiu 9 nponazaio B “ueka”.

ITomewkanua Hawe — cdaHTaCTHYHMI nanau: ue OyLMHOK
PO3CTPiIAHOro WIIsIXTHYa. XUMEpHi MopT’epH, LpeBHi BisepyHKH,
noptpetdH KHsxkoi caminii. Bce wme aMBUTbCA Ha MeHe 3 YCix
KiHUiB MOfioro BMUManKOBOro KaGiHeTy.

Hecby anapat BilicbkoBoro TenedOHy TsArHe CBOIO MeYaib-
Hy TPUBOXKHY MEJOLil0, L0 Harajye BajbHiil BOKaJbHUH DiKOK.

Ha poskiwHiit kaHani cuauTb, MiAKJaBIIM Mig ce0e HOTH,
036pO€cHHil TaTapHH i MOHOTOHHO HAacMiBye asisiTCbKe: “ana-na-
Ja”.

1 AMBMOCh HAa MOPTPETH: KHSA3b XMYPUTb GPOBH, KHATHHS —
HaJMeHHa 3HeBara, KHsxata — B TeMpsBi CTOJITHIX ALyGiB.

I B wiit Hap3BUuaiiHili cyBopocTi sl BizuyBaio Becb ApeBHiil
CBiT, BCIO 6e3CHJy I'PaHAiO3HICTb i Kpacy TPeTbOi MOJNOAOCTH MH-
HYJMX IJISXeTHUX JIiT.

Lle wiTkuit nepjomytep Ha OEHKeTi AMKOI TOJIOAHOI KpaiHu.

I 51, 30BCiM uy»xa moanHa, 6aHINT — 32 OLHOIO TepMiHOJO-
ri€lo, iHCypreHT — 3a Apyrowo, s MPOCTO i SICHO AMBMIOCH Ha Wi
noptpeTH i B Moiit pywi Hema it He Oyne rHiBy. I ue 3po3ymino:

—s—4yeKicT, ane 9 i NWALHUHaA.

TemHOI HOuM, KOMM 3a BiKHOM MPOXOISITb MiCbKi BeuopH
(mMaeTok 3n1eTiB Ha ropy i UApUTh Haj MICTOM), KOJH CHHi IMMKH
3LiiMalOTHCS . HAJ LerebHel0 i oGuBaTesNi, K Muui, — 3a Mmix-
BOPOTHIi, y KaHapeeyHuit 3aMOK, TEMHOi HOUH B MOHOMY Haji3BH-
yaitHoMy Kab6iHeTi 36upaioTbcs Moi ToBapuiui. Lle HOBHil cuHexpi-
OH, Ll YOPHHUIl TPUGYHANT KOMYHH.

Toai 3 KOXHOrO 3aKyTKa AMBHUTbCA CNpaBXHSA H BOICTHHY
XaxXHa CMepTb.

O6uBaTens:

— TyT 3acizae cagusm!

A:

— ...(MoOBuy).

Ha micobkiit 6amiTi 3a nepeBajJloM TPUBOXHO A3BEHHTb MIAb.
To 6’¢ rOAMHHUK. 3 TEMHOr0 CTeMNy ALOHOCHTBCS IJiyXa KaHOHaja.

Moi ToBapHilli CHASTb 32 IUIMPOKMM CTOJIOM, IO 3 YOPHOrO
zepeBa. Tuwa. Tiabku jafibHill BOKaJbHUH piXOK TeJedOHHOro
anapary 3HOB TSiTHe CBOIO NeydaJbHY, TPUBOXKHY MeJofil. 3piaka
3a BiKHOM MPOXOAATb iHCYPreHTH.

Moix ToBapuwWiB Jerko misHaTH:

pokrop Tara6ar,

Aujppiouika,
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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 cormner, 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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TpeTiii — peredepar (BipHuii BapTOBHii Ha yaTax).
Yopuuii TpuOyHasn y NMOBHOMY CKJaii.

— YBara! Ha nopsizky neHHoMy xino xpamaps ikc!

3 panbHiX MOKOTB BUXOAATH JbOKai i Takox, fIK i mepej
KHA3SIMM, CXMJISIOTbCS, 4YiTKO AMBJASATLCS Ha HOBUil CHHeApiOH
i cTaBasATL Ha cTin yait. IToTiM HEYUYTHO 3HMKAIOTh MO OKCAMHTY
KHJIMMIB y J16ipMHTaX BHCOKMX KiMHAT.

Kanpensa6p Ha uBi cBiui Tyckno roputb. CiTiy He cuia
LOCATTH HaBiTb yBepTH KabiHeTy. ¥ BHUCOYMHI JiejBe MaHS4UTD
wupanpoas. B roponi — TbMa. I TYyT — ThMa: eNleKTPUYHY CTaH-
ujlo sipBaHo.

Joktop TarabaTt po3BaiuBCSl Ha WIMPOKii KaHani BpaJi Bif
KaHuensa6py, i 1 6auy Tinbku 6iy JUCHHY # HaATO BUCOKHil JIOG.
3a HuM iwe gani B TbMy — BipHHMii BADTOBMIi i3 JereHepaTUBHOIO
OyxiBselo yepena. MeHi BuAKO Jinuie HOro Tpoxu GeaymHi oui, ane
s 3HaIO:

— y AereHepaTa — HHM3eHbKHIl J106, YOpHA KoMna pO3KyitoB-
JKEHOro BOJOCCs i mpumiocHyTHil Hic. MeHi BiH 3aBlue Harapye
KaTOPXHHUKA, i 1 AyMmalo, 110 BiH He pa3 MYCHB CTOSTH y Binnisi
KPUMiHa/MBbHOT XPOHiKM.

Anjpiollka CHANTL NpPaBOpydY MeHe 3 po3ryGiaeHUM 06auu-
usiM i 3piika TPUBOXXHO MOrasijac Ha JokTopa. S 3Haw, B YoMy
cnpasa.

Anpgprouty, moro GigHoro AHApIOLIY, MPU3HAUMB LiEil HEMOXK-
JMBUH DEBKOM CIOAHM, B yeKa, MpoTH iioro kBoJoi BoJi. I AHxpio-
ma, ueft HeBecesuii KOMyHap, Koau TpebGa eHepriiiHo po3smica-
THCb MiJ TEMHOIO MOCTAaHOBOI —

— “poscTpiaaTs”,

3aBlle MHETbCS, 3aBlLIe PO3NMHCYETHCH TaK:

He iM’'d i mpisBuLEe HA CYBOPOMY XHTTbOBOMY IOKY-
MEHTi CTaBUTb, a 30BCiM He3pO3yMiauii, 30BCiM xumep-
HUil, K XeTeHCbkuil eporiig, XBOCTHK.

q:

— Hdino Bce. Joktope Tarabare, sik BU ragacre?

JoxTop (AMHaMiyHO):

— Poscrpinsats!

Anjpiomika Tpoxu nepeisikaHo IMBUTbCS Ha Tarabara #
MHeTbCA. HapewTi TpeMTsiuM i HemeBHHM roJOCOM Kaxe:

— 51 3 Bamu, LOKTOpE, HE 3rOIHHIL.

— Bu 3i MHOI0 He 3roiHi? — i rpOXOT XpPHUIJIOTO peroTy
NOKOTHBCSl B TE€MHi KHsxki MOKoi.

1 uporo peroty uekas. Tak 3aBuwe Gyso. Ane i Ha ueil pa3
3APUraloCh i MeHi 31aeTbCsl, WO 1 LYy B XOJOAHY TPSCOBUHY.
[IpyaKicTb MO€Ei MHCIM LOXOAMTb KyJabMiHaLLil.

I B TO# Xe MOMEHT panToM mepeio MHOIO MiABOAUTHCS 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...

— ... “PoscrpinaTs”???

I MaTH THXO 3aXXYpPHO IMBHUTBLCS Ha MeHe.

..3HOBY Ha jaunekiit micbkiii GawiTi 3a mepeBajJioM A3BEHHUTHb
Milb: TO 6’¢ roguHHuK. IliBHiuHa TbMa. B umsixetHuit xim nexse
JLOHOCHTBCS rilyxa KaHoHaza. [lepepaloTsh y TesedoH: Hawi mitau
B KOHTpP-aTaky. 3a NopThePOIO B CKJSHHX ABEPSX CTOITh 3arpaBa:
TO 3a JaJIbHIMH Ky4yrypamH ropsiTb ceja, ropsiTb CTeNu it BUIOTDb
Ha noxap cofaky no 3aKyTKax MiCbKHUX nigBopoTeHb. B ropogi
THIIA i MOBYa3HU{ Mepein3BiH ceplib.

...JlokTop Tarab6aT HaxaB KHOIKY.

Toai nbokait npUHOCUTDL Ha migHoCi crapi BuHA. [ToTim JbO-
Kait ige, i TaHyTb HOro KpOKHM, BifansiloTbCs 1O JieONMapLOBHX
Mixax.

Sl muBmock Ha KaHAens6p, ase Miit MOrJsiy MMMOBOJ CKpa-
JAEThCA TYIM, e CHAMTb AoKTOp Tarabar i BaproBuii. B ixHix
pyKax IUISILUKY 3 BUHOM, i BOHM HOro m'ioTh MOXaiJMBO, XHIKO.

A1 nymaio “rak Tpeba”.

Ane Anppiolia HepBOBO NepexouTh i3 Micus Ha Micue i Bce
MOPHUBAETbCA WOCh Cka3aTH. §1 3Halo, WO BiH AyMae: BiH xoue
CKasaTH, IO TaK He YeCHO, L0 TaK KOMYHapu He poOJsTb, WO
ue — GakxaHamig i T. L. i T. M.

Ax, skuii BiH uynHuit, ueit komyHap AHapiomwa!

Ane, komu noktop Tarab6aT KMHYB Ha OKCaMHUTOBHIl KHJIMM
MOPOXKHIO TWISILUKY #t 4iTKO HamMcaB CBOE Mpi3BHLLE Mif MOCTaHO-
BOI0 —

“poscTpinaTs”’, —

MeHe panToBo B3sia posnyka. Llefi mokTop i3 mmpokum i Ginowo
JIMCHHOIO, 3 XOJNOLHHM PO3YMOM i 3 KaMeHeM 3aMicTb cepus, —
e X BiH i Miii 6e3BuxigHuit xassiin, Miit 3Bipsumit iHCTHHKT. I 1,
rJIaBKOBEPX YOPHOro TpuOyHally KOMyHM — Hikuema B Horo py-
Kax, sika Bipuajacs Ha BOJIO XHXKOi CTHXii.

“Ane siknii Buxin?”

— Slkmii Buxin?? — I 91 He 6auuMB BUXOLY.

Toani NpoHOCHTLCS mepejo MHOK TeMHa icTopia uMBini3a-
uii, i 6peryTp Hapomm, i BikH, i cam uac...

— Ane s He 6auuB BuUxOAy!

Boictuny npasua Gyna sa goktopom TaraGaTom.

...Anjpromika mnocnilHo po6GMB CBiff XBOCTHMK MiJ MOCTaHO-
BOIO, a JereHepaT, CMaKylouH, BIUBJABCS B JiTepH.

51 noxymaB: “KosiM LOKTOp — 3JMil CeHil, 3/1a MOSl BOJISL, TOALI
JereHepart € naJjay i3 rirbHoTHHH”.

Ane s nogymas:

— Ax, sika niceniThuus! Xi6a Bin nanau? Lle x iomy, ubomy
BapTOBOMY YOPHOro TpUOyHaJa KOMYHH, B MOMEHTH BEeJMKOro Ha-
NpyXeHHs 1 CKJIALaB T'iMHH.
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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 I 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 Toxi Binxoauna, ypansnacs oj MeHe Most MaTH — npao6pas
3aripHoi Mapii, i 3acTurana, y TbMi YeKaiouu.

...CBiui Tanyau. CyBopi noctaTi KHA35 i KHArMHI nponafajau
B CHHIM TyMaHi LMrapkoBOrO IMMY.

..JJo poscTpiny nmpucynKeHo,

— 1wicTb!

Hocutb! Ha o Hiy mocuTs!

TaTtapuH 3HOBY TArHe CBO€ asisiTcbke: “ana-ja-ia”. 51 aus-
JIIOCSl Ha MOPTBHEPY, HA 3arpaBy B CKJASHUX ABepsix. — AHjpiola
Bxe 3HMK. Tarabart i BapTOBMii M'10Tb cTapi BUHA. S mepekuzaio
yepes IJieye MaB3ep i BUXOXXKY 3 KHskoro pomy. S iigy no my-
CTEJbHUX MOBYAa3HMX BYJMUAX O0OGJOKEHOro Micra.

Fopoa meprsuit. O6uBaTeNi 3HaOTD, IO HAC 32 TPU-YOTUPH
IHi He Oyne, IO JIapeMHi Halli KOHTPAaTaKW: CKOPO 3apHUILIAThH
Halli TayaHKM B jajiekuit ciBepcbkuit kpail. 'opon npuuaiscs.
TeMma.

TeMHHMM BOJIOXaTHM CHJYETOM CTOITb Ha CXOJAi KHSXKUHA Mae-
TOK, Tenep — YOPHHUH TPUOYHaN KOMYHH.

51 nosepTatoce i guB/OCA TyAH, i TOAI panToMm 3raiyio, L0
wicTh Ha MOIil COBiCTi.

....icTb Ha Moiit coBicTi?

Hi, ue HenpaBga. LllicTs coTeHs,
WiCTb THUCSY, WICTb MiJbHOHIB —
TbMa Ha MoOi# coBicTi!!

— Tbma?

I 1 31aBmI0I0 TOJIOBY.

...Ase 3HOBY mnepejli MHOI0 MPOHOCUTLCSl TEMHA iCTOpis UMBi-
ni3auii, i 6peayTh HapoaH, i Bikd, i cam uac...

Toai 51, 3HEMOKeHUH, MOXWIAIOCh HA MapKaH, CTAHOBJIOCH
Ha KoJiHa i xaryuye 6,1arocJoBJs0 TOl MOMEHT, KOJIM 51 3yCTpiBCA
3 goktopom TaraGatom i BapTOBHUM i3 xereHepaTUBHOI OyuiB-
Jeto yepena. IToTiMm noBepTalCh i MOJUTOBHO AMBJIIOCA Ha CXif-
Hill BoJOXaTHil cuayer.

.31 ry6moceb y nepeyakax. | Hapewti BUXOLXKY LO CaMOT-
HbOr0 JOMHKaA, A€ KuBe Mosi MaTH. B 1Bopi maxne m’sitolo. 3a
CapaeM NaJaxKOTATb OJMCKaBUIi H YYTH TYpKiT 3aiyLIEHOro
rpomy.

Toma!

S iiny B KiMHaTy, 3HMMAal0 MaB3epa i 3amamjol CBiuy.

...TH cnuw?

Ane matu He cnana.

Bouna migxoauth xo MeHe, Gepe Moe cTomieHe O6GaMYusi B
CBOi Cyxi A0JIOHi #i Cxussie CBOIO roJIOBY Ha Mol rpyau. Bona 3no-
By Kaxe, WO 1, il M'aTexHHUIl CUH, 30BCiM 3aMyuuB ceGe.

I 1 uyio Ha CBOiX pykax ii XpycTa/NbHi pOCHHKH.

.
.
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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 I, 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 I
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, fIK 91 BTOMMBCSI, Mamo!

Boxa nigBoauTL MeHe X0 CBidi i AMBHUTbCS HA MOE 3MOpEHE
o6amnyys.

[ToTimM cTaHOBUTBCS 6ias TYCKJOI JIMMALM it 3aXKyPeHO M-
BUTbCA Ha o6pa3 Mapii. — §I sHalo: mos maTtu i saBTpa mige B
MaHacTHp: ilf HEe3HOCHi Halli TPUBOrHW il XMXKe HaBKOJO.

Asne TyT xe, RifIIOBLIM 10 JiXKa, 3APUTHYB:

— Xuxe HaBkoJo? Xi6a matu cmie gymaty Tak? Tak npy-
MaioTb Ti/IbKM BepcajblLi!

I Toxi, 36eHTexeHMil, 3aneBHsI0 cebe, 1O Le HeMpaBxa, L0
HiIKOT MaTepu HeMa Mepeji MHOIO, 1O Le He Oijblue, K (paHTOM.

— ®aHTOM? — 3HOBY 3IPUTHYB 4.

Hi, came ue — Henpaspa! Ty, B Tuxiii kiMHaTi, MOsT MaTH
He (aHTOM, a YAaCTHHA MOTO BJIACHOTO 3JIOYMHHOrO “s1”, AKOMY
s paro Bomo. TyT, B riyXoMy 3aKyTKy, Ha Kpaio ropoja, s Xo-
Balo BiA rinbHOTHMHM OZMH KiHeub CBOET Ly1Ii.

I Toxi B TBapuHHiM ekcTasi s 3amJoulyroo odi, i, K camelb
Ha MpOBECHi, 3aXJMMaCh i LIenoyy:

— KoMy mnoTpi6Ho 3HaTH pneTani Moix mnepexuBaHb? I
cnpaBxHili komyHap. XTo nocmie ckasatH iHakwe? HeBxe s He
Maio npasa BiJNOYUTH OJHY XBHJIHMHY?

Tyckao roputh Jsamnaza mnepej o6pasom Mapii. Tlepex
JSAMNanolo, sIK pi3bOJieHHs, CTOITh MOSl 3a)XypHa MaTH. Ane
BKe HiYoro He aymai. Moio roJioBy riaiuTh THXHil roayOuii CoH.

II

..Hawi Hasan: 3 nmosuuii Ha nosuuilo: Ha GPOHTi — mnaHika,
B TUJy — nasika. Miit 6aTanbiton HanoroToBi. 3a ABa AHi 4 i caM
KHHYCb y rapmaTHuii rys. Miii 6aTanbiioH HaninGip: ue oHi dpaHa-
THKHM KOMYHH.

Ane 3apa3 s He MeHuwe noTpi6uuit TyT. Sl 3Halo, WO Take
THJ, KOJM BOPOT Mix cTiHamu ropoga. Lli MyTHi uyTku mupsThCA
3 KOXHHMM JHeM i, s 3Mii, po3noB3iuch no Byauuax. Li uyTku
MYTATb yXe rapHi30HHi poTH.

MeHi nocuTh:
— InyTb rayxi HapikaHHs.
— Moxe crnajaxHyTH OYHT.

Tak! Tak! 51 sHalo: Moxe cnajaxHyTd OyHT, i Moi BipHi
areHTU IWHPSIOTb MO 3ayJKax, i Bxe HiKyAM BMilLlaTH 1eit BUH-
Huit i Maiixe HeBUHHHMH OOGMBaTeJbCbKHil XJaM.

...A KaHOHajza Bce OJmxue i 6/mxye. YacTiw roxui 3 ¢poH-
Ty. XMapaMu 30MpaeTbCsl NUJA i CTOITH Haj rOpPOAOM, MPUKPHU-
BalOYM MYTHE OrHsiHe COHue. 3piika najJaxxkoTiATb OJHMCKaBHLL.
TarHyTbcsi 0603M, KpU4aTb TPHBOXHO MNAPOBHKH, MPOHOCATHCH
KaBaJNepUCTH.
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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 I, 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.

11

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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Tineku 6ing yopHoro TpuOyHany KOMYHH CTOiThb THiTiOua
MOBYa3HICTb.

Taxk:

6yLyTb COTHi PO3CTpiJiB, i 1 OCTATOYHO 36MBAIOCS 3 Hir!

Tak:

BXK€ YYIOTb Bepcaliblli, IK ¥ ryakiit i MepTBiit THII KHSXKOTO
MaETKy Haj ropojoM CnajaxyloTb YiTKi # KOpOTKi mocTpiau;
BepcCaJblli 3HAIOTh:

—wta6 JyxoHiHa!

...A paHKM UBITYTb NepJaMyTpoM i MajalTh BpaHilHi 30pi B
TYMaH AajbHbOro Gopy.

...A riyxa xaHoHajga pocre.

PocTe nepearposss: ckopo 6yxe rposa.

......... T

.51 BXOIXY B KHS)KMII M3aeTOK.

Jokrop Tarabat i BapToBuil MIOTh BMHO. AHjpouma mno-
XMypui cHIMTb y KyTKy. IToTiMm AHapiomia nigXxoiuTb IO MeHe
it HaiBHO MeyaNbHO Kaxe:

— Cayxait, apyxe! OrnyctH MeHe!

q:

— Kynn?

Anpproma:

— Ha ¢ponT. S Giabwe He MOXYy TYyT.

Ara! Bin Ginbwe He moxe! | B MeHi panToMm cnajaxhyna
aaictb. Hapewri npopsanoch. 51 poBro crpumyBaB ceGe. — Bin
xoue Ha ¢poHT? Bin xouye nmojani Big upOro yopHOro GpyAHOro
Aina? BiH xoue BUTepTH pPyKH il OYTH HEBUHHMM, 5K roay6? Bin
MeHi Bigjae “CBO€ NpaBO” KYNMaTHCA B KaslioXaX KPOBU?

Toai s Kpuuy:

— Bu sabyBaeTecs! Uyete?.. Kosu BM 1e pa3 ckaxeTe npo
e, s Bac HerailHO po3CTpiJsio.

Jokrop Tarabat AuHaMiyHO:

Tax #oro! Tax Horo! — i NMOKOTHB periT mo nycTeJbHUX
nabipyHTax KHSXMX KiMHaT. — Tak #oro! Tak #oro!

Auzprowa 3HiTHBCS, 36414 i BuiiLioB i3 KaGiHeTy.

JlokTop ckasaB:

— Touxa! I Bianounny! INpawoit we TH!

si:

— XTO Ha yepsi?

— Himo Ne 282.

:

— Bexits.

BapToBuii MOBUKH, MOB aBTOMAaT, BUHILOB i3 KiMHATH.

(Tak, ue 6yB He3MiHHMil BapTOBMii: He TiibkM AHApioma —
i My rpiwmaun: 1 it LOKTOp. MM 4acTO YXHASIMCS LOTJSAATH 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. I 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, ueil JereHepar, 3aBlie GYB CaljaToM peBOJIOLLi,
i TinbkM ToOi MWIOB i3 MOJS, KOJM TaHyNM AMMKH ii 3aKomyBajiu
pO3CTpinsHUX).

...JlopTbepa poaaBuHynach, i B Miit kabiHeT yBifiuuO0 ABOE:
JXEHILMHA B TpaBpi it MyxuuHa B neHcHe. Bouu 6y/m oCcTaTOYHO
Ha/siKaHi 06CTaHOBKOIO: apUCTOKPAaTHYHA PO3Kill, KHsXKi mopTpe-
TH i posrapaisili — MOPOXHi MJISLIKM, peBOJMbBepH il CHHIll uu-
rapKkoBHH JUM.

— Bawa ¢aminia?

— 3ert!

— Bawa ¢aminia?

— Irpexk!

Myxuunna 3i6paB TOHKi 36aiai ry6u i BnaB y Ge3anapaoHHO-
NJaKCUBHH TOH: BiH MPOCHB MUJIOCTH. YXKeHWIMHA BTHpata miaaT-
KOM oui.

A:

— Jle Bac 3abpaau?

— Tam-To!

— 3a o Bac 3a6paau?

— 3a Te-To!

Ara, y Bac 6yno 3i6panHns! Sk MoxyTb 6yt 3i6paHHs B Ta-
KM TPMBOXHMI Yac yHOYi Ha MpuBaTHiil KBapTHpi?

Ara, Bu Teocodu! Illykaere mpaBau!.. HoBoi? Tak! Tak!.
Xto x ue?.. Xpucroc?.. Hi?.. Inumii cnacurens cBity?.. Tak!
Tax! Bac ne 3anoBonbuse i Kondyuiii, i Jlaorce, ni Byaaa, i
Maromert, Hi cam uyopt!.. Ara, po3ymio: Tpe6a 3amoOBHUTH MO-
POXHE MicLe...

s:

— Tak no Baimomy, 3Ha4UTb YacC NMPUXOLYy HOBoro Mecii?

My:umuHa § KeHILUHA:

— Taxk!

Aa:

— Bu rapnaere, o ueii ncuxosoriunuii kpusuc Tpeba crocre-
piratu i B EBponi, i B Asii, i no Bcix yactuHax cBity?

MyxuuHa i KeHIHMHA:

— Tak!

q:

— Tak sixoro x BM 4YOpTa, MaTh Bally neperak, He 3po6GuTe
uporo Mecio 3 “yexa”?

XKenmuna sannakana. Myxunna we Giabwe 36aix. CyBopi
NOPTPETH KHA3Sl H KHATHHI MOXMYpO AMBMJMCH i3 CTiH. JlOHOCH-
Jlach KaHOHajJa i TPUBOXHI FyIkH 3 BOok3ajy. Bopoxwuii naHuep-
HHUK Hacijae Ha Hawi cTaHuii — nepegaioTh y TeledoH. 3 répo-
Ja JoJiTae ramip: rpoxoTaJju MO MOCTOBill TauaHKH.

...MyxunHa BnaB Ha KoJiHa # npocuB mMuaocTd. 1 3 CHiIOI
WITOBXHYB HOro HOrol — i BiH PO3KHHYBCSI [OpPi/HLLb.
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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?”

6SZ.”

“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 you 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 Mohammed, 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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2KeHuiHa npUJOXKMAa TPaBp A0 CKPOHi i B posnyLi MOXH-
JIMTacsl Ha CTidL

2KeHwmHa ckasajna riyxo it MepTBO:

— Cnyxaiite, 1 MaT TpbOX HiTei!..

— Poscrpinats!

BMHTb MiZCKOUMB BapTOBMH, i uepe3 MiBXBWIMHK B KabiHeTi
HiKoro He 6yuJo.

Touxi g migifiiwoB no ctoay, HaauB i3 rpadina BUHA it 3aamoM
BunuB. [TOTiM NOMOXKKB Ha XOJIOLHE YOJO PYKY # CkasaB:

— Jani!

YBiiioB pereHepar. Bin pazuth MeHi opsoxuTH Lina it po-
3i6paTH no3aueproBy CHpaBy:

— TUJIbKU-HO NpHUBeau 3 répoja HOBY TIpymy BepcCabliiB,
31A€ThCA, BCi 4epHHL, BOHH Ha PHUHKY BeJM OABEPTY ariTailo
NPOTH KOMYHH.

51 BxoauB y poso. TyMaH CTOSIB nepel, ouuMa, i 1 6yB B TiM
cTaHi, akuit MoxHa KBaJidikyBaTH, SIK HaA3BUYalHUI eKCTas.

S ragaio, wo B TakiM cTaHi ¢aHaTHKK ALY Ha CBALLEHHY
BiiiHy.

S1 ninifimoB xo BikHa # CKa3aB:

— Beunitb!

...B ka6iHeT yBaquBCs UinMit HATOBN yepHHULb. S LBOrO
He 6auuB, aje 5 Le BixuyBaB. Sl AuBuUBCS Ha répox. Bevo-
pislo. — S noBro He noBepTaBcs, S CMakyBaB: BCix ix
yepe3 1Bi roauHu He 6yre! — Beuopino. — I 3HOBY mne-
penrpo3oBi GuuckaBuui pisamu kpaeBux. Ha paabumomy
o6pilo 3a uerefbHelo nigBoauauch AUMKH. Bepcanibui Ha-
cizanu moTo i Apo — ue neperaioTsb y Tejedod. Ha my-
CTeJIbHUX TPaKTax 3pilLKa BUPOCTAIOTh 06031 i mocnilHoO
BiAcTynaoTh Ha MiBHiY. B cTeny cTosiTh, K BajibHi 6ara-
THPi, KaBasepificbki CTOpOXKEBi 3aroHu.

Tpusora.

B ropoxi xpamuuui 3a6uri. Fopon, mepTsuit i fine B au-
Ky cepelHbOBiuHy xanb. Ha He6i BupocTaioTh 30pi it npo-
JUBAIOTh Ha 3eMJi0 3eseHe 60JI0THSIHe cBiTsO. [loTiM ra-
CHYTb, MpPONAaLaioTh.

Ane meni Tpeba cnimuTu! 32 MO€IO CIMHOIO Tpymna YepHULb!
Hy na, meHi Tpe6a cnimTH: B nigBani 6UTKOM HaOUTO.

51 pimyye moBepTaioch i xouy ckasaTu Oe3BHUXigHe:

— po3-CTpi-aaTh!..

ajle 1 MOBEPTAIOCh i 6ayy — MPSMO Mepeii MHOIO CTOITb MOS
MaTH, MOSl MevanbHa MaTH, 3 ouuma Mapii.
1 B TpuBO3i MeTHYBCS B OiK: L0 Le — ramouuHauia? 5 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 METHYBCH B OiK i CKpHKHYB:

— Tn?

I uyi0 3 HaTOBNY XEHIIMH 3aXypHe:

— Cuny! miit m'aTexuuii cuny!

51 mouyBaio, o ot-oT ynany. MeHi LypHO, S CXONMHMBCS py-
KOIO 3a Kpica0 i MOXWJIMBCS.

Ane B TOil JXe MOMEHT periT rpOXOTOM MOKOTUBCS, GYXHYBCS
06 ctemo it nponas. To pokTop Tara6ar:

— “Mamo”?! Ax T, yoproBa kykao! Cici saxoriB? “Ma-
Mo0”?!

S1 BMUTD onam’sTaBcs i CXOMMBCS PYKOIO 3a MaB3ep.

— Yopr1! — i KMHYBCA Ha JOKTOpa.

Ane To# X0JI0OZHO NOAMBUBCA Ha MeHe i CKa3aB:

— Hy, ny, Tuxwe, 3paguuky komynu! 3ymili po3anpaBUTHUCD
i 3 “mamor0” (BiH mizkpecauB “3 mMamol”), siK yMiB po3mpaBisi-
THUCS 3 iHIUMMH.

I MoBukM oziiiioB.

.51 ocroBniB. Bainuii, maitzke MepTBHii, CTOSIB 91 nepes MOB-
Ya3HMM HATOBIOM YepHHLb i3 pO3ry6JEeHUMH OUMMa, K 3aLbKO-
Banuil BoBK. (lle 1 6auMB y riraHTCbKe TPIOMO, 1O BHCiNIO Ha-
npoTH).

Tak! — cxonuaun HapewTi it Apyruit kineub moei nywi! Bxe
He Mgy s Ha Kpail ropoia 3/J04MHHO XoBaTH cebe. | Temep 1 Maio
OJHO TiJIbKM MpaBo:

— HiKOMY, HiKOJM H Hi4Oro He TOBOPUTH, SIK PO3KOJOJOCH
MOe€ BJacHe “q”.

I 4 ronoBu He 3ary6us.

Mucai pisamu miit mosok. Lo s mymy pobutu? Hesxe 4,
campat peBoJolii, cxubao B el BignosinanbHuit momenT? He-
B2e 5 MOKMHY 4aTH i raHeGHO 3pajKy KOMYHY?

.51 31aBUB wieneny, NOXMypo MOAUBUBCSA Ha MaTip i CkasaB
pisko:

— Bcix y nigBan. 51 3apas 6yay TyT.

Anie He BCTHUr 1 LbOrO NPOMOBUTH, SIK 3HOBY KabiHeT 3aapu-
XaB OJ, PeroTy.

Toai 1 noBepHyBCS 10 AOKTOpAa H KMHYB 4iTKO:

— Joxkrtope Taradar! Bu, oueBuzHo, 3abyau, 3 KUM MaeTe
Iino? Yu He xouerte i BM B wtab JyxoBiHa... 3 ujeio cBojoyuio!
— 51 MaxHyB pYKOIO B TOi1 OiK, fe CTOslIa MOl MaTH, i MOBYKH BHU-
filoB i3 KabiHeTy.

.51 3a co6oro HiHOro He mouys.

..Bin maeTky % niwoB, MOB M’SIHMii, B HiKyAM MO CYTiH-
Kax nepeirposoBoro AyluHoro Beyopa. KaHoHaza pocia.
3HOBY cnanaxyBaju AMMKM Haj JajJbHbOIO LiEreJbHelo.
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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! I
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

133



3a KypraHom rpoxoTajy NMaHLUEpHUKH: TO HIIA MiX HHU-
MM pimyya ayenb. Bopoxi noskm sipo Hacigaam Ha iH-
cyprenTiB. [laxyio poacTpinamu.

S fiwoB y Hikynu. [ToB3 meHe npoxoawau 0603, mpo-
JiTalu KaBaJlepUCTH, IPOXOTAJH MO MOCTOBill TayaHKH.
l'opox cTosiB y nuay, i Beuip He pO3psiAMB 3apsily nepen-
rpo3ss.

Sl fiwoB y Hikyau. Be3 mucam, 3 Tynmowo myctoTolo, 3
BaXXKOIO Barol0 Ha CBOiX NOropOjeHuX Iieyax.

1 #woB y Hikynu.

I

..Tak, ue 6yan HemoxJmMBi xBuaunH. lle 6yna myka. — Aue
1 BXXe 3HaB, K s1 3p06JI0.

S1 3HaB i TOMi, KO MOKUHYB MAaEeTOK. [HaKLIe s He BUiiLIOB GH
TaK WBHUAKO 3 KabGiHeTy.

..Hy na, 1 mymy 6yTH nocsizoBHum!

..] uiny Hiu 9 posbupas ngina.

Toai Ha MPOTHA3i KilbKOX TeMHUX IOJAMH MEepiogMyHO cnajia-
XyBaJu KOpOTKi H uiTki mocTpinu:

— 4, I'71aBKOBEPX YOPHOr0 TPUOGYHAJIy KOMYHH, BHKOHYBaB
CBOi 00O0B’I3KM Nepel peBOJIOLIEID.

..I xiba To Mos BMHa, w0 06pa3 MOei maTepu He NMOKHLAB
MeHe B II0 HiY Hi Ha XBWJIHHY?

Xiba To Mosi BUHA?

...B 06ix npuiiioB AHgpioma # KMHYB MOXMYpO:
— Cayxait! JosBoJb ii BUnycTHTH!

— Koro?

— TBoto marip!

sA:

(moBuy).

[TotiMm nouyBaro, wWo MeHi 10 6GOJIO XOUeTbCs CMiITHUCH. S
He BUTPUMYIO i perouy Ha BCi KiMHaTH.

Anjpioiia CyBOpo AMBUTBHCS Ha MeHe. Moro pilyye He MOX-
Ha Mi3HaTH.

— Cayxait. HaBimo us menogpama?

Miit naiBuuit Angpiowa xoTiB 6yTH Ha ueil pa3 NpPOHHKJIH-
BUM. AJie BiH MOMMJIMBCS.

S (rpy6o):

— IpoBaniBaii!

Anpprowa it Ha ueit pas 36z,

Ax, ueit HaiBHMil KOMyHap OCTaTOYHO HiYyoro He posymie.
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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.

il

. 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. Otherw1se 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 perlodlcally
—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 6ykBajbHO He 3Hae, HaBiloO L Ge3raysna, 3Bipsiua XKOpPCTO-
kicTb. Bin Hiyoro He 6auuThb 32 MOIM XOJIOZHMM JLepeB’SHUM 00-
JIHYYSIM.

aq:

— JI3Bonu B Tenedon! Y3Haii, ne sopor!

Anpproma:

— Cayxait!..

— JI3Bonu B Tenedon! Y3Haii, ne Bopor!

B ueit MOMEHT HaJ MAaceTKOM MPOHICCS 3 WHMMOTIHHAM CHapsA
i Hepaneko posipsaBcs. 3abpsisuany BikHa, i JyHa milia no ryJ-
KHX MOPOXKHIX KHSMUX KiMHaTax.

B Tpy6ky nepenaioTb: Bepcajbli HacCizaoTb, Bxe GJH3bKO:
3a Tpu BepcTBU. Kosaui pos’isau nokasamucst 6ins craHuii: iH-
CYpreHTH BiACTYynawoTb. — KpHuuTb pajibHill BOK3aJbHHUIA PiXKOK.

...AHapiowa BCkoYMB. 32 HUM i 1.

..Kypinu nani. 3noBy cnanaxyBasu aumu Ha ropusonTti. Hag
ropoxom xmapoto crosiB nua. CoHue-Migp, i He6a He BUAHO. Tifb-
K{ ropoBa MyTHa KypsiBa MuaJjia Haj jajiekum HeGocxuiom. 3xili-
MaJsncs 3 J0poru paHTaCTHYHI XypTOBHHH, OiryiM y BUCOUiHb, pO3-
pisanu npocTopH, nepeiTanu oceni i 3HOBY Muaiu i myajau. Cto-
710 MOB 3a4apoBaHe Mepeirposssi.

...A TyT 6yxKanu rapmaty. Jletiim kaBanepuctH. Bixxonumu
Ha MiBHiY TayaHKH, 0603H.

.51 3a6yB npo Bce. 51 Hi4Oro He 4yB i — CaM He MaMm’siTalo,
Ik MonaBs 10 migBany.

I3 a3BoHOM posipBanacsi Ginst MeHe wpanHensi, i Ha ABopi
CTaso nopoxHbo. S nixifiwos fo xBepeil i TIIbKU-HO XOTIB 3UpK-
HYTH B HEBEJIMUYKE BiKOHIE, Je CHMALi/a MOSl MaTH, K XTOCb y3§iB
MeHe 3a pyky. 51 noBepHyBCcs —

— JereHepar.

— Ot Tak ctpaxa! Bci noBrikaau!.. xi... xi...

— Bu?

Biu:

—1? O, a! — i nocTykaB nanbuem Mo ABepsx.

Tak, ue 6yB BipHuit nec peBoJouii. BiH cTosiTume Ha uyaTtax
i He mix Takum orHem! [Mam’sTalo, s MogymaB TOA:

— “ue cropox Mmoei aywi” i 6e3 MHUCAM MOGPiB Ha MiCbKi
NyCTHpi.

...A Haj Beuip miBAeHHy YacTHHY OKOJHMLi GYJO 3aXOIJIEHO.
Mycuau fiTH Ha niBHiY, 3amuwnTy répox. IlpoTe iHCypreHTam gaHo
HaKasa 3aJepXaTuCh A0 HOYi, i BOHM CTiiKO BMMpaJM Ha Bajax,
Ha MiACTYNax, Ha PO3ZOPIKKAX i B MOBYA3HMX 3aKyTKax Mil-
BOPOTEHb.
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Oh, this naive communist—he just does not understand anything. He
literally does not know what this absurd, animallike 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 small 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?

...Iuta cmimwHa eBakyauis, inmnvia 4iTka nepecTpifika, i 1 ocTa-
TOYHO 36MBaBCSl 3 Hir!

Manuan poxymentu. Ognpasasiau naprii 3a10xHUKiB. Bpaan
pewTy KOHTPHOYUjil...

.5l ocTaToyHo 36UBaBCs 3 Hir!

...Ane panTom BUpHHANO O6GAMYYs MOE] MaTepu, i I 3HOBY
4yB 3a)XypHuUil i BnepTHii roJoc.

51 oaxkupaio Bojoccs i MOWIMPEHUMMM OYMMa JAMBUBCS Ha
micbky GawiTy. I 3HOBY Beyopiso, i 3HOBY Ha miBaHi ropimu ocei.

...HopHuit TpubyHan KOMyHu 36uMpaeTbcs fo mo6Giry. Hamau-
TaXYIOTb NiABOAH, OpelyTb 00034, MOCHIIAIOTh HATOBNK HA MiB-
Hiy. TilbKY Hall caMOTHil NaHUEpPHUK 3aBMHUpaE B IJUGHHI GOpy
i 3aTpuMye 3 npaBoro ¢JaHry BOpPOxKi MOJIKH.

..Angproma pech isuuk. Joktop Tara6at CrnokifiHO CHAMTb
Ha KaHani # m’e BUHO. BiH MOBYKM CTeXMTb 32 MOIMM HaKa3aMu
¥ 3pinka ipoHiyHO morJysigae Ha MopTpeT KHA3s. Aje uel morJs
1 BiguyBalo came Ha co0i, i BiH MeHe HepBYE il HEMOKOiTb.

...Conue 3aiiuo. Konae Beuip. Hagxoauth Hiu. Ha Banax
inyTb nepebixky, i OXHOMaHITHO Big6uBae Kynaemet. IlycresbHi
KHSXi KiMHaTH 3aBMEpJM B Y€KaHHi.

S1 aMBMIOCS HAa JOKTOpA i He BUHOILY LLOrO MOTJSLY B APeB-
Hill mopTper.

51 pisko kaxy:

— JloxTope TarabaT! yepes roiuHy s Myuy JKBiLyBaTH
OCTaHHIO MapTil0 3acylxeHux. S Myuy npuiiHATH OTpSA.

Toai Bin ipoHiuHO i1 Gaitgyxe:

— Hy, i mo x? Jdo6pe!

51 XBUOIOCh, ajle JOKTOP €XMAHO AMBUTHCS HAa MeHe i ycMi-
xaetbcs. — O, BiH, GesnepeyHo, po3ymie, B yomy crpaBa! Lle x
y uift nmapTii 3acyiiKeHUX MOSI MaTH.

— Byap nacka, nokuHbTe KiMHaTY!

JoxTop:

— Hy, i mo x? HdoGpe!

Toai g He BUTpUMYIO i 1LaNeHil0:

— JokTope Tara6ar! OcranHiii pa3 nomepexxaio: He xap-
TyiiTe 3i MHOIO!

Ane ronoc miit spuBaeThbcsl, i Meni Gysnbkae B ropai. I nopu-
BaIOCsl CXOMUTHU MaB3epa it TYT )e NPUKIHYUTH 3 LOKTOPOM, aje sl
panTom noyysaio ce6Ge XaJKHUM, HIKYEMHHM i Mi3HaI0, 110 Big MeHe
BiAXOAATb pewTky Boai. 5 cigaio Ha KaHamy i xaniGHO, K nMO6U-
Tl Ge3cusmii mec, auBiaocs Ha Tara6ara.

...Ane inyte xBumvuu. TpeGa BUpywIATH.

51 sHoBy Gepy cebGe B pyKy i B OCTaHHii pa3 AMB/IOCS Ha
HaJMeHHHUI MOPTPeT KHArMHI.

Toma.
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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 I
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, dand 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.

I 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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... — KoHnsoit!

BaproBuit yBiitIoB i J10JI0XKUB:

— INaprilo BuBeau. PoscTpin npusHayeHo 3a MiCTOM: moua-
TOK Gopy.

..Is-3a nanpHix orporie BupuHaB micsiupb. [ToTiM MIMB no TH-
XUX rojay6ux MOTOKAaX, OLKMIAIOUM JUMOHHI Gpusku. OmniBHOUI
NPOHM3aB 3€HIT i 3yMMHUBCA Haj Oe30xHel0.

..B répoai crosina enepriitha nepecrtpinka.

...Mu iy no miBHiuHiit pOpO3i.

51 nikoam He 3abyay wuiei MoBuYa3Hoi mpouecii — TEMHOro
HaTOBMy Ha pO3CTPin.

[Mosasy puminuM TauaHKH.

ABanrapioM — KOHBOIHI KOMyHapH, Aaji — HaTOBN yep-
HULb; B apieprapii — 4, lie KOHBOHHI KOoMyHapu i pokTop Ta-
rabar.

..Alle MM HanajaM Ha CNpaBXHiX BepcaibliiB: 3a BCIO AOPOTY
XOJHa YEPHMLS HE NMPOMOBHWJA XKOJAHOro cjoBa. Lle 6ymu wupi
¢dhaHaTHUKH.

S #oB no poposi, gk Toxi — B HiKyAH, a 360Ky MeHe Gpenu
CTOpOXi Moei aywi: ROKTOp i jAereHepar. Sl IMBMBCS B HaTOBIH,
ane s TaM Hi4oro He 6auus.

3are 51 BiguyBaB:

— TaMm iuvia Most MaTH
3 MOXMJIEHOW roJoBo. S BiguyBaB: naxHe M’ATOI0.
Sl rmaguB ii MUy roJIOBY 3 HaJIbOTOM CPiGIACTOI CUBUHHU.

Ane panTom nepeai MHOI BHMpocTaja 3aripHa jgajib. TOAi
MeHi 3HOBY 10 60JII0 XOTiNIOCS BMAcTH Ha KOJiHA i MOJMTOBHO
JVMBUTHCS HA BOJIOXaTHiIl CHJyeT YOPHOrO TPUOYHANy KOMYHH.

.5l 31aBMB rosoBy i ilWOB Mo MepTBiii X0po3i, a mosapy
MeHe PHMIJIM TayaHKH.

S1 panToM BiAKMHYBChb: IO Le? ramouuHauis? Hesxe we
roJloc Moei matepu?

I 3HOBY 51 misHalo ce6Ge HiKUEMHOIO JIIOAHHOIO H Mi3HAI0: Kech
nijg cepuem HyAMTb. [ He puaaTH, a MJIAKATH APiOHEHLKUMHU CJIbO-
3aMHM XOTiNOCb MeHi — TakK, SIK B IUTHHCTBi, Ha TeIIUX TpyLsiX.

I cnanaxunyno:

— Hesxe g Beny 1i Ha poscTpin?

o ue: mifCHICTD uM ranoUMHALis?

Ane ue 6yna RifCHICTb: CNPaBXHS XUTTbOBA AiMCHICTD —
XUXa # XKOpCTOKa, sIK 3rpas roJoiHux BoBKiB. Lle 6yna mificHicTsb
0e3BMXijJHa, HEMHUHYYa, SIK CaMa CMEpPTb.

...Ane, Moxe, 1e nMoMmiaKa?
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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 I
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 I 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, Tpeba iHakwe 3poOHTH?

Ax, ue x 60I0HCTBO, JerKoAyXicTb. €CTb ke MeBHe JKUTTbO-
Be npasunio: errare humanum est. Yoro x T06i? INomuasiics!
i momungiics came tak, a He Tak!l.. I ki MOXyTb GyTH NOMUIKU?

Boictuny: ue Gyna aificHicTb, K 3rpas roJoZHUX BOBKIB.
Ane ue Oyna it eguHa jpopora A0 3aripHMX 03ip HeBigOMOi npe-
KpPacHOi KOMYHH.

...I Toxi s ropi B orui ¢aHaTH3My ¥ uiTKO BiZ6UBaB KPOKM
no niBHiuHil KOpO3i.

...MoBuasHa npouecia nmigxoguna go 6opy. S He nam’sraio,
SIK PO3CTaBJSVIM YEPHHULb, 1 NaM’ATalo:

O MeHe MiAiioB IOKTOp i MOJNOXKUB MeHi pyKy Ha Iieye:

— Bama maTu Tam! Po6iTb, mo xouete!

A1 noguBuBCA:

— 3 HaTOBMY BULIMMJIACS MOCTATb i THXO CAMOTHO MilLIa Ha
y3aiccst.

...Micaup cTosB y 3eHiTi i BuciB Haj Gesoxuero. Hdani Bigxo-
JAuJa B 3eJIeHO-JTMMOHHY Ge3BicTb MepTBa jopora. [IpaBopyu ma-
SIYUB CTOPOXKEBHUiIl 3ariH moiioro Garanbiiony. I B ueli MOMeHT
Haj ropoioM 3HSIBCS PSCHUH OrOHb — MepecTpiiika 3HOBY Ouna
TpuBory. To Bizxoiuiau iHCypreHTH, — TO NOMITMB BOpOr. —
360Ky posipBaBcsi CHapsii.

...5S1 BuitnaB i3 koOypyu MaBsepa ii MOCNiLWHO MiLIOB X0 CaMOT-
Hoi nocraTH. I Toai X, nam’araio, cnajJaxHyJu KOPOTKi OrHi: Tak
KiHYaJM 3 YepHHLSMH.

I Toni x nam’ataio —

360Ky BIAapHB y TPMBOTYy Hall MaHUEPHUK. — 3aryuis Jic.
MeTHyBCS BOroHb — pas,

ABa —

i wme — ynap! yanap!

..Hamupatots Bopoxi moaku. Tpe6a cnimTH. AX, Tpe6a
cnimuTy!

Ane a iiay i iiny, a ofMHOKA MOCTaTb MOEi MaTepy BCe TaM
xe. BoHa cToiTb, 3BiBLIM pYKH, i 32)XKYpHO AMBHUTbLCS Ha MEHE.
1 nocniwao Ha e 3ayapoBaHe HEMOXJIMBE Y3JiCCH, a OJMHOKA
NnocTaTh yce TaM e, BCe TaM XKe.

Hasxpyru — nycro. TinbKu Micsiub Jie 3eneHuil CBiT 3 npo-
HM3aHOro 3eHiTy. S1 Aepxy B pyui MaB3epa, aje Mosi pyka ciaabie,
i 1 oT-0T 3amyauy ApiGHeHbKUMM CJbO3aMH, SIK y IMTHHCTBI Ha
TEMIUX TPyasx. S nopuBalocsi KpUKHYTH:

— MaTu! Kaxy T06i: inn 1o mene! S mywy BGuTH TeGe.

I pixe Mmiii Mo30ok HeBecesuit rosoc, 51 3HOBy uylo, Ik MaTH
roBopuTh, o s (ii M'aTexHuil CUH) 30BCiM 3amyuuB ceGe.

...l11o ue? HeBxe 3HOBY rajmouuHauis?

51 Bigkupmaio roso.y.
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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 Oyna ramouuHalisi: g1 JaBHO BXe CTOSB HAa MOPOK-
HiM ysJjicci HampoTH CBOEi MaTepH # IMBMBCA Ha Hei.

Bona moBuana.

...IlaHuepHuk 3apesiB y 6opy. 3aiiimanuce orsi. Iuna rposa.
Bopor niwoB y artaky. IHCypreHTH BilXOXATb.

..Toxi s y miocti, oxomJeHuii MOXKapoM SKOICb HEMOMJH-
BOi PajOCTH, 3aKMHYB PYKYy Ha LUMIO CBOEl MaTepu i NMPUTHUCHYB
ii ronoBy o cBoix rpyaeit. [loTim nigBiB MaB3epa # HaxaB CnycK
Ha CKPOHIO.

Sk 3pisanuii KosoC, MOXUAMJIACsl BOHA He MeHe.

Sl nonoxuB 11 Ha 3emmo H AMKO 03uMpHYBci. — HaBkpyru
6yn0 nopoxHbo. TibKKM 360Ky TeMHiM Teri Tpynu YepHULb. —
Henaneko rpoxoTtanu opynis.

.5l 3a/10XXUB pyKy B KHMIUEHIO # TYT XKe 3raias, L0 B KHf-
XHUX MOKOSIX 4 ILOCh 3a6yB.

“OT nypeHb!” — nogymas .

...JToTiMm ckunyBCa:

— € X JIou?

Hy-na, meni Tpe6a cnimtu no cBoro GartaibiioHy! — I s
KMHYBCSl Ha AOpOTrY.

Aune He 3po6UB 1 # TPbOX KPOKIB, SIK ILOCh MeHE 3YMHHHUJIO.

Sl spapurHyB i noGir po Tpymy martepu.

51 cTaB nepex HUM Ha KoJsiHa i MWJIbHO BAMBJSBCS B 0GJMY-
usi. Ane BoHO 6yJ0 mepTBe. [To woui, nam’ataio, TeKJa TEMHUM
CTpYMEHEM KpOB.

Toxi s 3BiB WO 6e3BMXiAHY roJIOBy i MOXaNJMBO BMMBCH
ycramu B Ginmii 106. — ThbMa.

I panTom uyio:

— Hy, xomynape, nigBoabcsi! ITopa 1o Gatanbiiony!

S1 3upkHyB i noGauus:

— nepeai MHOI 3HOBY CTOSIB JLereHepar.

Ara, s 3apas3. §I 3apas. Tak, meHi naBHo mopa! — Toai 4
NonpaBuB peMiHb CBOr0 MaB3epa i 3HOBY KMHYBCS Ha JOpOry.

...B creny, gk panbHi GoraTupi, CTOAIM KiHHi iHCypreHTH. 51
Oir TynM, 31aBHBLUK TOJIOBY.

..Juma rposa. Jlecb mpo6uBaaucst XOCBiTHi mnisgHu. Tuxo
BMHpaB MiCsib Y TNPOHM3aHOMY 3eHiTi. 3 3axoly HacyBaJucs
xmapu. luia wiTka, psicHa nepecTtpiJjka.

....................................................................................................

.51 3ynMHUBCS cepel MepTBOro CTemy:
— TaM, B jpanbHiii 6e3BicTi, HeBigoOMo ropiiM 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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FPUIOPIM1 KOCHUHKA

Temna nHiu

Cmepkano. Kymamu Lllep6aukoBoi MU, 06epexHO po3-
MOBJISIIOYH, KpPaJHCb Cipe-4OpHOI0 CMYTrol0 mnocTaTi 036pOoEHUX
JoAei.

— O#i, ski Hetpu!

— Tak TH, CaBKo, oue ax CloA1 KOMyHapa MpHBiB?

MoBuky, pimyye HAyTb; XTOCb SIOBUTO NOCMIXHYBCS, BH-
JasBCsl Ha JiIIMHY, IO UJIbOrHYJa Horo mo o6GJuyyi, MOMpaBHB
Ha IUIeYi PYWIHULIO i PUTMIYHO CTynaB y TaKT 3a CBOIMH TOBa-
pHlIaMy.

— A BiH, Kaxew, CUAUTb i xae... [Tacku?

MoBuaTtb.

ITin HOramu 1wWenecTUTb JUCTS, XPYCKae JoMayys.

— HMapriiinuku ?..

A sxwuiich 3amit rosoc:

— Mo6aunm... O, wupuii, Ak KOHSIKA: KapToyka mapTiiiHa
ue 3 12-ro poky...

Cwmix.

[MizxxoanTh 10 cajgka, WO PO3KUHYBCS OH Ha rop6ax, BULLE
KaJlMHHY, i MaHAYUTb HA3yCTpiu CBOIM 3eJIeHO-CH3HUM JHCTOM:

— Llc-cc, Trxo, xaonui... Tpe6Ga Mponyck, a To KPUBUIA YOPT
yraTHuTh.

3 KywiB KaJMHU MOYYBCSl HEPBOBHH ro0JOC:

— “Orapok”?

I nerko cTykHysna 06 KOpY pyLIHHLS.

— “Ickpa”!

Bacom mokoTunach JyHa 0 KaJHHH.

— Hy, wo?.. Cuauts?

— Ara... He NPU3HAETHCS, XTO 3 HALIMX TaM?

— lagusaHoBa aywal..

— Tuxo, paau Bora!

3amoBran. OGepexxHO LOKHYIM 3aTBOPH, 3aCKpHUMiNa B KJAyHi
tiprka...

— Cnuw, ToBapumy? Xi-xi! CBixe ciuue...

— Benitb #loro go xatu. Tak, 3Hauutb... A TH, KysbMa,
NoCTaB BapTOBOro i... po3ymiews, Hi — TeJeHb!

— Cayxato, 3apas...

— Hy, no xatu!
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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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Cpi6axcTum JMCTOM MOKJIOHMBCS SIBip KOJIO 1Opora, ik BeJu
B HEBiJOMYy XaTy HeBiJOMOro 4oJ/IOBiKa Ha BeCi/uIl CMepTH KpH-
BaBe...

IMoxnoHMBCA #i 3a)xypeHO 3alueJiecTiB.

— Cipait, BaiineHko, Tak, 31a€TbCsi, Te6e BeJMYAIOTb?
l'octem Hawym Oyreml — NOryJseMO MO-KO3albKH, TOBapuuiy!

— Xa-xa-xa!

Ha xomuHi 3aTaHuiOBaB O CMiXy JIOHOBHMII KaraHeup, a Ha
JaBi 3aCBiTHJMCH 3acMaseHi JIOGM il TiHAMM BeJMKHMHM OLOHIUCH
no 6iJux CTiHaX XaTH MOCTaTi MOLCHKI...

..Bpisanocy y mam’satb — “oii, 6parte-6pate, Ta xe Tebe
B3SITH” ...

— Xi-xi!

— Tyv x Kaxew HaM, TOBapully, IO TH KaHiBCbKUA?

— 3HauuTb, yKpaiHelb, X04 1 MPOLANKHHIL...

— l'anbko, yapky i 5o yapku!

3/1IKaHO MeTHYJaCh MOJOAMLS MO XaTi, 3aTapaxKoTisNa JIOXK-
KaMH, nmeperHyJjacb koJo mneui... [Totim n10 voJsoBika:

— IeyeHto uu kanycrty?

— Kanycry.

Ha crtoni cTosna uerBepTMHAa MyTHOro, sik Gepe3oBuil CiK,
camorony. Xassin xat, Konpan Lllep6auok, 3xopoBuii, 6ino6pu-
CHi1 4OJIOBiK, CTOSIB TYT-2e KOJIO CTOJYy i1 MOBaxXHO pi3aB CKHba-
MU xJi6.

Moro oui KOXHOro pasy, KOJHM BiH KJaaB CkuGy Ha CTia, 3y-
CTpiyaNuCh 3 MOrJSA0M HeBiLOMOro oMy 4OJIOBiKa, IO CbOrOAHI
BpaHLi TaK rapHO FOBOPUB HAa CXOAi...

— UYynnuit axuiice 4os0BiK, kyMenHuit, — aymaB cobi Lllep-
6a4yoK, — oui ropsiTb, a BUAHO JOjell He 6aunTb... X0u i KOMy-
HiCT...

KpyTHyB ronoBoio:

— Buecu 1we, I'anbko, oripkis.

Mouoauus WBHAEHBKO BUTEpJA MONYMUCOK, HAKMHY/A KOXTY,
KOJIM 3 neui:

— Ma-m-0-0, 51 6otocsa! Oii!..

— Yoro T4, MuTtbka? 5l 3apa3 BepHycsi. OT AypeHb, TaTO X
y Xati...

— KpuBo nocmixHynace i — MmaiiHyaa 3 xaTu.

3asxaHo orjsHyBcs Ha miu BaiiaeHko, mpuBiTHO, ajne 3 He-
BilOMOIO CTpAILHOIO MYKOI0 Ha O0O0JMYYi, MOAMBUBCA MHJIbHO Ha
MuTbKy, i 3 oueit MOKOTUIMCS PSCHI-PSCHI CJAbO3H...

— Xypuuucs, ToBapuiy?!

MoBunTs i wenye wock cobi:

— EX, npuGopxamu Hawy Bomo.. Taie aymwa, GOMUTb...
Cmeptb, Cauia, cMepTh...

Kono mopora ctosiiM 3 pywHMUsiIMM; Ha JaBi X CHAIMM B
YOPHUX LIMHENsIX, 3apsjXaju “HaraHa”... i Oajakaau, K MNpo-
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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, rattled 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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CHBCSl MepeJ, CMEPTIO IKMHCb TYJbCbKHMi COJAAT-00JbIUEBHK.

— PoscTe6HyB riMHacTbOpKy, 4YepBOHa IoIIKA Teye... | Ha
rpyasx migumii xpect... Xi-xi!

— Ilo TH, TOBapuMily AOPOrHi, Wenyemw: MOXe, AyMaell,
npucTpiT, To npoiine? Oif, Hi — e He npucTpit, — a Goporbba:
MH, K TH Ka3aB Ha CXOAi, “Boporu”...

— A Hawa naprisi, ToBapuiy, “TeMHa Hiu”... Ane BeuepsATh
npocuMo it BoporiB: 3Haif Hamy x0o6picTb KO3alubKy, — TH X
yKkpaiHeup!

BiMcHym ourMa, MOCMiXHYJIMCh Npo ce6e i noyanu 3anasuTi
3a ctin; BaitneHka mocaiMiM Ha MOKYTTi, IK MOYECHOro rocTs
i MPOMOBJIANM-NPUKA3yBaJK 32 KOXHOIO YapKOlo, MOKiJb He mif-
MHJIUCh.

— Iuit, “ToBapuiuy”, 60 pajeka LOpora CTeNMTbC TNepex
T060IO0...

— B Slcunose!

— B Scunose!

— I1uii, HanuBajics, micHi cniBaii, 60 Ha Hallle Beciua Hxell...

I muam #t — cmisomucs...

IMuB i BaiigeHko; ManeHbKOIO GiJIEHHKOIO YalEYyKOw 3 roJy-
6amy Ha KiHLSX, IK BOLY, TMB MyTHHH CaMOTOH, NMUB i 3aKyCyBaB,
a 3 o4eit KanaJau pACHI C/AbO3H, KOJM MiJBOJAMB roJiOBY Ha My JO
6iNsIBEHbKOr0 XJIOMYMKA.

— Hy, ckaxu Ham, — nurtamu Baitgenka, — uu Bipuw ta B
CBOI0 BCECBIiTHIO PeBOJIOLLI0, 32 SIKy KJajlell 3apa3 roJioBy?

IMocmixaBes, K 3 LaBHIMH NPHUSITENSIMU.

— Bipro.

FocTpi, 3aB3aTi oui cnanaxHyau mig 3acMajeHHMH JioGamH,
Bnuincsa B 06anyus BaiizeHka i on6uBaau cBOiM GIMCKOM-OrHEM
OJIHO HeBeJIM4Ke, CTpallHe CI0BO — CMEepThb...

— A ckaxwu, ToBapully, TH BeJUKHil Tpyc?

I Beceno oxnosigae BiH: “Hi”.

Hani nmigBiBcs, ane ayxa pyka LllepGauka mocaguna iioro
Ha CBO€ Micue:

— Xau, T06i TBOE OyIe...

Baiinenko:

— Bocranne, ToBapuwi, paiiTe MOAMBUTHCL MeHi Ha TOro
GiJISIBEHbKOr0 XJIOMYMKA, 1LO Ha meui, 60 BiH Tak NMOXOXHil Ha
moro Caiuy, fIK BUIMTHIL.

Cayxanu.

— Xait kaxe... LlikaBo, gk rm’sHuii... Xi-xi!

A Bin mig o6pasamu, 6aiauil, ik cTiHa, ane ropamii, — nepe-
60poB Kax — TakK, TaK, BiH He MPOCHUTb COGi XHUTTH, Hi, BiH...

— $1 3Hal0, CLOroAHilUHiH JAeHb AJS MEHe — OCTaHHill JeHb,
i — s xouy, oTOil GiNIBEHbKHIl XJOMYHK...

Knaunynu ckusuui... Ha HacTinbHuky 3mimanach i3 kpuui-
KaMu xs1iba YepBOHa 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 I 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 Bpisanoch y nam’atb: “oif, 6pate, 6paTe, Ta
Ae Tebe B3aTH?”

—I'u-ru! Tax ps6ouepBuii, KOHHKM BHUKHIAE!

— Xnonuuka... GinsiBeHbkoro... Komyny wenuts Gynew?!

YepBOHi 01 CaMOroHy oui rocTtefl mocosoBiiM; 3Hait XKOpCTO-
KWH OTHMK 3Bipsl XMXKOr0 3aTaHLIOBAB Ha YOJIOBiYKaXx...

— B SlcuHoBe — npukmagamu!

Buitm 3 xaTu rocTi.

I Bapyre mie HMX4Ye MOKJOHMBCS CPiGJISCTHM JUCTOM SIBIip
KOJIO mopora, ik BeJM B TEMpSIBY HOYi HEBiLOMOro yoJoBika Ha
BECiJNI1 CMEPTH KpHUBaBe...

[ToxksoHMBCA i 3a)KypeHO 3aluesecTiB.
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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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I'PUIrOPIn KOCHHKA

B xnuTax

Lle Bce 6ysno mpocTo xo Api6HMLb: i §1, i 3acmaHuii paHOK,
i cuBmii cren. 1 mam’saTalo xopoule TiIbKM paHOK: 3arviakaHuii y
pocax, Monoauft, i TPOXH 3aCOpPOMJIEHHUI COHLEM, IO CMYyTHE Ky-
najnocsl y CTPUXKHI.

— Hy, ny... Bxe ii uinyBatucs nise!

Kaxy ue p0 coHus, 60 BOHO 6e3LepeMOHHO I'PaeTbCst BOJIO-
CHHKaMH Ha Moiii HO3i, J060BHO orJsiae 3a6pboXaHy KOJOWY Ha
IITAaHAX i CMIETBCA 3 MeHe KPUJIbLAMHU O1aKin: “nisik, misik”...

— Hisik?!

51 mouunalo cepauTHch, 60 WO Take — “x;isik”? [i3ik —
CTpalllHe IJI1 MeHe CJOBO, 60 BOHO Harajye MeHi mpo AilicHiCTb,
pas, a npyre, B Haliil peBo/ouifiHiii TepMinoJorii Le € pe3epTHp,
a s, TOBapHilli, came IO HUX i HasMexas!

Maere:

— Koun, nymaro, coHue moyMHae WyKaTH Ae3epTUpiB — 10
cesa He migy, HeGesne4yHo (Takuil Hall 3BHYail Ke3epTUPCHbKHIL),
a npocto cobi JeBegamu, 6Jaro e HeAils CbOrOJHI — CIUIATD,
B XHTa.

Tak i NOCTaHOBMB; JieBail MaHSTh MeHe 3palJjiMBO BepOami,
ropojiy NaxHyTb MOJUHOM, M'ATOIO0, aje Miii BipHuil TOBapum —
XKUTA.

JIsoky B noJsmui, pe Taie nig coHuem lFopauHa Moruia, a
nepejo MHOIO CTOBMOBHH wax, 'Huauue, YopHoc/mBKa, pali...

— B xwura!

...OIKpacHyBanMCh — HaJMBAIOTbCS Yepe3 THXKEeHb-IPYTHI
— KOMW, a 3apas JAOropsioTb; Yy MeHe MOoYaju I3BOHMTH KOCH,
CeprnH, a BaXXKMH KOJIOC CXHJSIBCSl 1O 3eMJi, — ajle B 10 XBUJIH-
Hy CTapvil YOPHOTy3 MOBaXHO MpOHLIOB TpaBolo 10 60J0Ta, Mo-
KJIOHUBCSl HA BCi YOTHPH CTOPOHH, MifiMaB HeoGepexHy xkalby i mix
FJIyXuil KJIeKiT CrMoJioXaB Ha CTaBMuLi AMKY Kauky.

— Or, nypHa xaba, npaBpa?

Lle Moe cJI0BO 10 AMOHCBKOro ojpizaHa, aje MiCJAS LBOrO S
pilyye BCTaro, NiAKOUYIO KOJOLWI i CMilOCS 10 CBOiX Hir, a BOHU X
y MeHe MiuHi, piBHi, cuabHi (BoJoccsim o6Gpocin, a MeHi 6a6a
Kasaja: TO — CHJia); 3arysilaio y CTPUKEHb: TaM TeX IO MeHe
nocMmixalnTbcst Cipi, rapHi oui, posnaT/ianuii yy6 ropuTh Ha COHILI
Ta Bu3Mpae we autsye obanyusa Kopuis Hisika.
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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?”

I 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 términology
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 |
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. I
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
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IMokasyio fiomy KyJaka it JIOBJIO 30pOM CJliJ, YOpHOry3a.

— Tpeba pywars! [locHizaTe 61 He BaguJo.

Ane npuranyio, o Koo B ceJli no6auuTh CaNiaT 3eJeHy Co-
POUKY, CMOKiHHO MpPHULIMIOETbCA 3 PYIIHHMLI, Haue B CyXy BepOy,
i Burykye, crpinsioun 3 asky: “croii, Hi-c-mecral!”

[lpaBaa, ue 6yBae ayxe pinko, 60 MH, Ae3epTHPU — HAPOL
OoiioBuii, a X041MMO 00epexHO, 0COGAMBO BEYOPAMHU; 3aCHHIIO0 —
ceJsIo Hallle, a paHOK — XXHUTa 00MUHaeMo. PiliuB He cHigaTh, xi0a
MOXHa 10 c1yx6u Boxoi xou pucouky xo pora 6partu?!

..Kon’ax ciHa nizcmukaB; nig6uB Horamu (xail ciix 3a-
TPETbCA), YBAXKHO OIVITHYB CBOIO “SIMOHOYKY” — 3acyHyB ii 3a
NacoK LITaHiB, KAPTY3 Ha OYi, a CTEXKOI0 YOPHOTY3a — JKHTA.

He niwos, a nonus... Bo MeHi He NpUBHKATb 10 OXHOMAaHIT-
HOro pUTMy XJi0iB, i cTen g MeHe 3Haliomuii, K i Most “smo-
HOYKA”: XBWJIIOETbCS paHKaMH, N3BOHUTb XBWJISIMM B 06igu, a
BEYOpaMH, KOJMM JOrOpsilOTh XHUTA, JSra€e Crnatb.

Iny sHalioMuMM cTexKamu: wMpokuil Posnin s3yctpiHe mene
nueHuusaMy, TeMHUMK NMpUBiTae XKUTaMH, a Koo ['OpAMHOI MOrH-
JU — KpaliKoBaHa CHHIMM JIbOHAMH IUIaXTa 3 BiBCa, SYMEHIO i
I'AHUX TPEYOoK.

Bce Tak npocro, sicHo, i panTom:

— Yoro ue KypuTb CTOBMNOBUH LLIAX?

Jlsraio. SInoHka KOCO AMBMTBCS HAa JOPOrYy, MOi HEpBH NpHU-
iimatoTb micHi moas i, 31a€ThCsl, MOYMHAIOTh MiACMIBYBaTH CaMu;
JeCb Haj YXOM 6’€TbCSl KPUJIbLSIMU J1XKMilb, TYLE, PO3COTYE Hep-
BH, i MeHi 10 60JI0 X04YeTbCs miiMaTH HOro i 3ajaBUTh...

[le nuabHilwe BAMBASIOCS HA 3aKypeHy AOpory, “KaBanepis,
KaBajiepisi” MPOHOCUTLCA iCKPOIO LYMKa, FaCHE Ha CHHbOMY JIbOHY
i TBeppo pimae — “yOGMUTH ABOX, TPbOX, a TOAi wo Oyne... 3a-
CTpeauThCs”.

Ane mumoBoai K13y 3a 0OHiXKOK roJioBy, 3aCOBYI0 6oci Ho-
F¥ B XUTO, BUMPABJSIOCH TiJIOM i KLY, Mmof Hean ywe He cniBa-
10Th, a TIJIbKU A3BOHSITb THXO — “I3iHb, A3iHbl...”

Jymaio:

— Konut roputh nix conuem, — Garatuif ize...

3a niBroHeii Bil MeHe, CNMHSIIOYN PUCTIO CHBOTO KOHS, MpPO-
iXaB rHMJMILAHCbKUA Oarau [J3i06a, i xuTO nepexano ioro ro-
JIOCHY, TPOXY YBAaHbKOBUTY PO3MOBY:

— Oro-ro, 6pat! 2Kutomupcbka ry6epHst oBHa Tenep HUMH,
CIYXXHTb He X04e B KOMYHi, a Bce Jiborki xsi6a nozasaiil...

A npyruii Ha Bo3i:

— Komicapamu xoTsite GyTn?

— Komicapamu'” Xaii yoptom 6yne! A To K Hi4, — 3 BHH-
TOBKOIO 10 BikHa itae: “paiiow!...”

Cipa cmyra micky, GiiMii KONHUT KOHS, a 33 HUMH MOE He-
nepeMoxHe 6a)KaHHﬂ Bucrpi.nwm, ajle mam’sTal0 Hakas oTamaHa
FocTporo — “He Bunasb i He CTPiagit”, AMBIIOCA Ha XKUJIaBUH
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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. I 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.

I 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 crushit. ..

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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AepeBiit mix oOHiXKOM, Je JiankamH 3amjiyTaiach i 6opeTbcs y
MeJOBHHKY 612K0Ja, NOCMiXaloCb, Ta Ji3y B I'yCTHii JIbOH.

— Xaii 6yne it Tak...

J3aiub, [3106a, A3iHb... Lle 13BOHUTL cTen Ha o6ix; MeHe ox
roNiofy MOYMHAE CCaTH Mij JIOXKe4Kolo i f, mo6 3acnokoiTu Horo,
MHMOBoOJi aymato mpo [3106y:

— MabyTtp no6pe nochiznaB? IMozymaew, repoit sikuii 3Ha-
AwoBcs: “komicapamu XoTaTb 6yTH?” A X0y GM it KoMicapamu?..
Hi, FocTpoMy uporo ckasatu He MOXHa... Y6'e...

Ilepeno MHOIO NMPOXOAMTH XHMTAMH TiHb PO3CTPIJISHOrO Ha
ropoai I3io6u komynicta Matsis KusiHyyka, i MeHi yoroch A0
60J110 POGHTBLCS CYyMHO:

— J3iHb...

91 Ha Gouke CHXYy,
IMox Goukowo Kauka,
Moit MyxX — GOJIBIIOBHK,
A s — rafipamauka!

I nizmoprre! Monogeup 6yB Matsiii, koan Bean #Horo...

— J3inb...

Ipo xomicapiB s He pymaio, F'ocTpuii MoXe onBecTH BHOWI
1 MeHe KymaTHCb A0 CTPHMIKHS, a BCe-TaKM MeHi LiKkaBo: “XTO
BOHH Taki?”

Cren sycrpiyae HM3bKMMH MOKJOHaMM mMalHi BiTep, a BiH
NPOXOJUTb MOJSIMH — TeIUVIMH, HiXHHH, CMHMKae 3a Byca ropay
MUEHNII0, MOprae 10 BiBca H A0Bro, JOBro Lijiye Ky4epsiBi roJo-
BH Ipe4oK — m’'e MeJH CTemNoBi.

51 xuBalo oMy roJioBoio CBO€ “He 3HalO”, caM X04y AYMaTH
npo KusiHuyka, ane SKMMCb HanpyXKeHHsIM BOJi BCTalo i 3pasy X
npucinaro, 60 Ha J0Opo3i MaHOPHUTb Mii BiITPOM YepBOHA XyCTKa
(s i3 cBoro JsiorBa 6auy TiJIbKM XyCTKY); KMTHLI, MOB MyYKH Ka-
JIMHH, TOPKAIOTh KOJOCKH, BOHU KOKETJIMBO NMOCMiXaloThCs 10 COH-
s, a BiTep CXOMJIOETbCS Y MeHe Haj, roJIOBOI0 MaJIeHbKUM BUXPOM
i TaHwOE.

— IlmoBatu meni Tenep Ha Ioctporo! Iny HasycTpiy, Moxe
XOY NMHpiXKa AacCTb, KOJM He 3 HAWOro ceJa... JlesepTupoBi Bce
MoxHa! Auxu, KyuepsiBa!

— O#i, sagkaeTbcs... 3 Hepinelo, Kyau Haemw?! — He Ckasas,
— TiJIbKM TMOAYMaB: “HeBxe YisiHa?”
S1 on 3aMBYBaHHS MiACYHYB Ha Jo6Ga KapTy3, — “wo x 6yxe

nani?”

Crosina X nepeno MHOIO CTpaBXHsi Y/siHa, a 3 HelO CTOs/Ia
060pa naHchbKa i WiCTb BOJIB y MJIy3i — Opajiu CTeN KOJHCh...

CrenoBa auuyka — 3anajeHa, 3aCMa)eHa, a O4i — 1Ba Kyu-
KH... Bopy Hocuna.

— 3apactyit! — i crana.

— 3n0poBa 6yab, YAgHO! 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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JOBro AMBWJIAach Ha MeHe, BULHO AyMaJa, a KOJM ii OKO Bmajo
Ha MO€ JpaHe KOJiHO, e CMOKiftHO Ja3una 60xka KOopiBKa — CO-
POMJIMBO 3acMislacb, TiJIbKH I'y6M SIKOCh MO-IHUTAYOMY 3aTpeM-
TiJIM, HA KOJIOCOK MOKOTWJACh HEMOMITHO Cjabo3a... CHHi oui nu-
TaJli MeHe:

— Xi6a T4, Kopnito, 3a6yB sicna koJo yopxoro Bosa “3opsi-
Ha”?.. A Kosu uinyBaB Moi oui — Ha cMix MokasyBaB yepe3 BUGH-
THH CY4OK 30pl0, — Ka3aB: “BOHM MOXOXi Ha Hel, npaBxa, YJs-
cr?”...

S1 mpoctar pyky, ajne He 3HaB, 3 YOro MOYaTH PO3MOBY, i
SIKOCb no-pypHoMy cnutaB Ti: “Tebe, YasiHO, Temep i He Bmi3-
HaTb”... | THXO Bmajlo Ha aopory ii cJ0BO:

— 3miHunacs.

A nani g npocTo He nam’siTalo, O CTAJIOCH: BOHA 3aifHsacs,
JABOHYJACh BO ME€He i IJIyXo KpHKHyJa:

— SIki Boporu mu... Hi, KopHilo, Ham He Tak Tpe6a! Xognim,
CALEMO.

S c'aui... He 3Haio, wo nuTaB y Hei, i w0 kasaja BOHa
MeHi, a TiibkM mam’siTalo, ik GYHHO 3aXBUJIIOBAJIMCH KHUTa, 3a-
TPeMTiB Bil PaLOCTH JIbOH i rapsuuii BiTep npunas rpyibMu 10
3emai.

Kosocku cayxanu:

— Tu @ poci Takuit cnaBhuit, KopHilo... xovew wujinyBatu?
Linyi#, xait xou oxuH xeHb OGyne Hauw!

I rmaguna pykoto Miii uy6, a fioro posuicyBasm yxe Apyruit
pix jpouii, cHiru i IMKe BOBYe Je3epPTHPCbKE XKHUTTIL...

Bona cmisinacs:

— Xida T He 3Haew moro [36u? To, Kopuilo, 3y6u uop-
TOBi, a He [I3106H!

51 noknaB roJoBy Ha ii KoJiHa i cayxaB, 6o ue GyJaa 3ary6iae-
Ha B XXHUTaX MOS LOJS:

— ¥ MeHe TaK Haue MiCHIO XTO cnucaB — “Tinbku i mana
MaTH TPH CHHHM H TpH LOYKH”...

51 6osiBcst cli3 1 M'SIHO 3anMUTYBaB YJSIHY:

— IpaBaa, Tenep HajauMBaOTbCA XKUTA? A B Hac: CKOpo B Gip
NiLeMO, — XUTTH NaHCbKe, a rosoj, cobaunii — npuiizeTncs rpa-
6uTb. JeHb ige i CMepTH XKJAew: TOBapULIiB y Bac 6arato?

... — Ex, Kopinio! HanmuBarotbcs... Criit, ckaxkennii, He psu!

51 6auMB Ha TOHKMX MOAiNKAaX YJSHU rapHO BHULIHTY “XUAiB-
Ky”, Ha nasyci — KJeHOBe JIMCTH, i BCce kpyrom 6yso m'siHe, a
YepBOHA XYCTKa 3aitHaJjacsi i ropina crenom ox Kpaio X0 Kpaio!

— Yasacio... Tenep MeHi HiYoro He cTpaumHo!

— Muaa Yascio...

IllenTaau KOJOCKH, a BOHA COPOMJIHMBO MiACMHKaJa XBapTyX,
Kujana MeHi mopesi i 6043k0, 3 THXOI0 XypOolo, HaraiyBaja:
“mipy no martepi, ue K BiH MoiXaB A0 BOJIOCTH 3a/M0XHHMKOM, a
TO X HiKyIZM He myckae”...
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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.” o o

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 . . . I 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.

161



Bapio Yasny it y aBaausiTuii pas, a MOXe€ BOCTaHHE 3amny-
TYI0 KJIEHOBe JIMCTS:

— I moci mobum?

JIbon 3amopras:

— Oii, GeacTugHuKy, xou 61 He mutaB! JloOGUW? mMepeKkpy-
BUJIA i Jojana: — MPOKOBTHH MOpeJo, a MOTiM MOMNpOILAaeMOCh,
— THXO MOLiNyBana, PBOHyJAa JbOHY rOpcTKy i oui Oyau cuHi,
CHHi — MOB JIbOH, a XyCTKa racJa.

— MMpoaii, KopHiio!

Jani no-crapomy nosesia 6poBOI0, MOPTHYJa i1 3acMisiach:

— HanuBatotbes kuTa... Binbw He Tpe6a, mpowait! — Ilo-
KJIOHWJIaCb HM3bKO Ha LLISAXY i MOKOTHJIACh 3eJeHUMH BiBCamu y
Becesy YOpHOCIMBKY ZO MaTtepi.

— J3iHb...

J3Bonn, crene! §1 noBro sexy i ciayxaiwo, ik I3BOHHTb Yy
TaKkT A3BOHIB CTemy MoOe€ ceple; Jise 60xa KopiBka, 6epy Ti Hix-
HO Ha pYKy i 3anuTylo: “xouell Ha KOJiHa, 10 COHUA?”

— MoxHa. Tak, 6epucb Jankamu 3a IITAHM, Aati.. LYpHa,
nagaew? A s, no-TBOEMy, K AepKYycsi? AJie TH He 3HAEll, Hi, TH
He 3Haew, uio s, Kopwiii [di3ik, n’auuil cboroaHi B xurtax, a?

— IT’sni wwura, posctynithes! IimoBaTh Ha cmepTh, ocTpo-
ro, — s COiBaTb X0uy, uyeu, ctene?!

Oit, wo x 60 TO Ta 3a BOPOH...

I ropute nepeno muoto wie i poci Fopauna moruna mix coH-
LleM, YEPBOHA XyCTKa YJISHH i 6, KOJIM 3raiylo CBOE Je3epTHpPCbKe
WKUTTH...

IMutaeTe npo Matsis Kusinuyka? Poskaxy, ane He 3apas, 60
B XUTax 3ary6uaacst Mosi J0Js, i MeHi XoueThbCsl TVIAKaTH, MOB 1HU-
THHi, 260 cniBaTH, fK CMiBalOTb CTapi, KOJIU 3rajyioTb MOJOLICTb,
a g ue xouy cniBatu!
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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 rhythm 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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IOPIN SHOBCbKHH

lananga B Mopi

TpamoHTaH amyxaB 3 Gepera, 6yB Micsiub Ciu€Hb 4M JIOTHA,
MOpe 3aMep3Ji0 Ha COTHIO MeTpiB, Ha MOpi PO3XOAMJHCH XBHJI,
Ha 00pil BoHU Gynu YOpHi 3 GiMmK rpuBamu, po6iramm 1o Gepera
HaBNpoTH BiTpy, BiTep 30uBaB 3 HUXx Oini wanku. Koso Gepera
KpUry po3OMB LITOPMOK, a BCe MOKa3yBaJo, 110 He3abapoM peB-
TUMe §i cnpaBxHill wTepmuio, Ha Gepesi crosia crapa IloJos-
yKxa, 0jexa Ha Hiit Bisnach, MOB Ha Kam'siHiil, BOHa 6y/a BHUCOKa
Ta CcTpora, ik y MiCHi.

Ounecy BuLKO 1o apyriii 6ik MOPCbKOI 3aTOKH, Lie MicTO 06-
LyBaB TpPaMOTaH, BOHO BMCOYiJO Ha Gepesi, MOB KiCTSK CTapoi
WIXYHH, 3 SIKOT 3HATO MAapycH, JaroisfiTh Ha Hel MOTOpP Y MapoBy
MmawvHy. Oneca nepexuBana YyeproBy MOPCbKY 3UMYy, BiTPH BCiX
HanpsIMKiB He MHHa/M ii, TYMaHH 3 MOPSI 3aXOAWJIM HaCOM, MOKPI,
rycTi cipi Tymanu. OT i Tenep TymaH HaCyHyBCSl panToM 3 Mops
it 3akpuB Ogecy. [MosoBuMxa cTosiNa Hepyxomo, 06Giu Mopaiucst
KOO wanaHp Ha Gepe3i pubanku 3 apTini, MOpe BHIITOBXYBAaJO
Ha 3eMJII0 LIMAaTK¥ KPUTH, X0JI0J NpoiMaB 10 KiCTOK, TPaMOH-
TaH AMyXaB LWIMPOKOIO, piBHOIO 3/MBOIO. Bysna HagMOpCbKa 3MMa,
3MMOBHI1 TYMaH, 3a HOro 3anoHOI I'PUMIB yXKe cepel, MOpS LITOPM,
JLOKOYYIOUM XBHJI Ayxui i BuuLi, 3acBiTMBCA OXeCbKHH Mask,
CMYTH 4epBOHi i 3eJieHi, npoMeHi YepBOHi i1 3eJeHi.

IMonoBuKxa, BUpPSIAMBILM B MOpe 4OJIOBika, BUrJsiiana Horo
wanavuy, ii cepue o64yBaB TpaMOHTaH, ii cepue JagHe 6yJ0 BU-
CKOYMTH 3 rpyieil, a 3 Mops MUKW X0JM0K Ta rypkir, Mope 3a-
XKepJMBO peBio, cxonuBwM ii Mycis. Bona He mokasyBana nepep,
MOpeM CTpaxy, BOHA MOBUKM CTOsla Ha Gepe3i — BHCOKa i CTPO-
ra, ifi 3agaBaJnocs, 10 BOHA — MAasik HEBracuMoi CHJIM.

“Oii, niwoB TH B Mope, Mycieuky, — roopuJia BOHa MOBUYKH,
— Ta it caig TBift cosiona Boaa 3muaa. Ta kouu 6 1 3Haja Ta 10-
Gauana, s 6 TOi CliZOK LOJIOHSIMM Mporoprajia Ta 1o Gepera Te-
6e mokaukana. O, moamu, BiTpe-TpaMOHTaHe, OLXKEHH B Mope
HEroLy Ta OJXEeHU i TyMaHH, a I CTOTUMY TYT CaMOTHA KO
Kpatw, i xou 61 3 MeHe aepeBO cTalo, TO 1 6 ycima BiTamu Hap
MopeM MaxaJja it aucTam 61 wymina”.

I micis poBrux BikiB nokasajacb wWajaHia B MOpi, Jeise
MpiJla BOHa cepej XBMJ/b, HaJOBro XoBaJjacs 3a BOASHUMH rop-
Gamu, 3’aBas1acs Ha XBWJbKY i BmipHaja, moB y GesongHio. Bona

164



YURILY 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 1
shall stand here alone until the end, and even if I were to turn into a tree, I
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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6unacs 3 WITOPMOM IpPyAu B rpyiH, a Ha Gepesi Juiue wepxit
XBWJb, i CTPALIHO IVISHYTH Ha IUAJNAHAY, K JIOAMHA — CaMOTHS
BOHa cepej, BoasiHux rip. Posroiiaye ii Mmope, kuiae uyepes xBuJi,
NpOLUMBAE HEI0 XBUJi, X0MOAHI 6PU3KH NeyyTh BOrHEM, NpuMep3ac
IO Tina MOKpa ojexa, TiIbKM XK — He niggaetbcs pubanka, My-
Cilt 3 uy>XMM 40JIOBiKOM 6'10TbCA 10 Gepera!

Crapa [TosnoBunxa He 3BOAMJIA 3 HUX oueil, 11 cepue Gyn0 3
ajaaHno, Ha Gepesi romouinu pubanku 3 MyciiioBoi aprini, 3
ceanwa 6iram nith 10 mopsi. Ha Gepesi Bupic HaTOBM, OCTOPOHb
cTosJa cTapa crenoBuuka ITonoBuKxa, BOHa MYXXHbO IMBHJACs Ha
6opoTbOy 11 4YosMOBiKa, TyMaH KyGJauBCS Haj mopeM, GyB JIOTH
XOJIOX.

“I'pe6yTb, — CKa3aB XTOCb, — Ta Xi6a Aomomoxew iM y
Takuii wropm?” Mosoxwi pubaiky KHHYJIMCS A0 LIajdaHA, im 3a-
CTYNWJM AOpOry cTapiui, — “He AypifiTe, xaonui, WanlaHiK 3aru-
HyTb, i Bac kpabu noiaaTb, apTiib Hawa OigHa, rosoBa apTidi
Myciit IMTosoBeup, BiH HaM 3a lAJaHAM TFOJIOBU MOOAPHUBAE, KOJH
XUBHMI BUMJMBE”.

Crapa IMonoBunxa noGauuaa, sK 3Jaamanocsi Becno, 60 wa-
JaHja CTajla KPYyMJATH, HA ouyax y Bcboro Oepera xBiui OOKpy-

THJaca Ha Mmicui, ii BAapuaa ojgHa xBuJs, ii LUTOBXHyJaa ApYra,
MiIKMHYJa, NOBepHyJa, nocyia miwsa nig Boay. Pubanku Toxi
KHHYJMCSl 10 IaJaHi, NMOCyHyau po mops “JlactiBky” — rop-

LicTb uinoi apTini, cino yerBepo BeseTHIB, MigHAMMCA B NOBiTPsS
BeCJa, 106 01pasy BUCKOUMTH Ha XBHJIO, HA JIAXMATy, BUCOUEHHY
xBumo. “JlactiBky” 3Banujo Halik, Kynma Kpurd Bpapuaa ii no
o0IMBLi, BOHA pUHYJa uyepe3 GOPT, puOAJKH ONMMHUJNCS Y BOA,
cramu parysBatu “JlactiBky”. XBuas 36uBajda iX JLOKYNH, Kpura
paHuia iM roJioBH, BOHM Buenuaucst B “JlactiBky”, 3 Gepera kuHy-
Ji¥ iM KiHeLb i3 3alUMOProM, BOHH NPHB’A3aJu HOro J0 40BHA i BU-
Tarau “JlactiBky” Ha Geper.

Ha xBuasix BugHO 6yJjo MycilioBy wanauny, BoHa Gaykana
JIOropH Kijnem, HaToBNm pubanok nosiifimas wanku, i B weil yac
no6ayuan y Mopi nomax JMOoACbKOI pyku. XTOCb IJIMB Cepel KpH-
XaHoro Mopsi, niiMB 10 Oepera, MJMB HaBBUMALUKH, PiBHO BUIpi-
6aB pykamu, Horo XBWJs BiIHOCHJIA Ha3aj y MOpe, Ha3ax y Mop-
cbkuii TymaH. Bin npoctyBaB o Gepera.

Hanepex BuiilioB BesieTeHb-pu6anka, BiH HIC XMYT MOTY33$
i BUXMJMB CKJSIHKY CHOMPTY, MOJI3 y BOAY, OLpa3y CTaB CHHIl, a
Ha Gepes3i po3MOTYBaJM KiHelpb, i BeJeTeHb MJMB Ha3yCTpiy J0-
IMHi B Mopi. Moro 6uaa Kpura, Ta BiH BUIJIMB Ha YUCTE, 33 HUM
BOJIOYMJIACSt MOTY3Ka, a JIIOAHHA BXe 30BCIM KOHaJa cepel XBHJb,
BOHA Jiexxaja Ha CnMHi, 1T Kujasno Ha BCi 60KHM, BeJeTeHb-pHbaska
TJIMB i MJMB.

Ta Buitio, WO MOAMHA HE I'MHYJa, BOHA O XOJOLYy BTpa-
TUaa 6yna CBiZOMICTb i MOYana, OYYHSIBIUM, LIOCUIM BUrpibaTucs
no Gepera. 3ycTpiu Bigbynacs cepel XBWJb, i MJaBLi JOBro 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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MOIJIM CXOMMTHUCA 3a PYKH, iX yce po3bMBaja XBWJS, Ta HapewTi
iM MowacTHaI0, MOTY3Ka TOJAiI HanHyaacs 10 Gepera, siK Xuiaa, pe-
CATKM PYK YXOMMJHCA 3a Hei, NECATKH PYK NOTAMIM TYPTOM.
MnaBui myann po Gepera, 3aXJMHAOUYUCh BOAOI0, MPOGHBAIOYKCH
Kpisb kpury. Uyxa moavHa Bunisna Ha Geper i He Moryia 3BeCTH-
cs Ha 6oci Horu. TTonoBunxa nisHana YyGenka. Bin Becb 3aay6iB,
y HbOrO JIMILE KalaTajo rapsue XHBe ceplie, f0ro miZxonuuu mip
pyky, — “ToBapuuii, — ckasaB UyOeHKo uepe3 cuiy, — s Ijauy
3a repoem peBOJIOL, 110 BU3BOJMB MeHe 3 (paHILy3bKOI MIaBy-
yoi Tiopmu”. I Bci niwm Big mops, a crapa [TosoByuxa 3anu-
IIMJacs CTosiTH Ha Gepesi, BUCOKA Ta CTpora, K y micHi.

Y mopi BMAKO NepeKMHYTY WIalaHLy, TaM 3ardHyB il 4oJo-
Bik Myciit [TonoBeupb, BiH YMMaJIo MOXHMB HA CBiTi, 04 HbLOro 3ja
He 6aumna, 6yB cnpaBHuil pu6anka Ha YopHomy mopi nig Oxecolo,
i uM 3aBxAM Tak GyBae, IO MOJOLE BUIJMBAE, a cTape rude. I3
HodiniBku npubir xsonuuHa — “6abo, a xiza Mycis He 6yxne, 60
TOi ASAbKO Kasaiu, WO ymipHyB Aix Myciit gBiui i moTim wies,
a JSAbKO YMipHYB 3a HMM i BiapuBCsl roJioBolo 06 4OBHa, i He
6yne Bxe mpiza Mycia”.

Beper crnopoxnis, pubanku niwau retb, i HiKOMy He GyJ0
JMBHO, 110 cTapa [lonoBunxa He pyxHynacs 3 micusi. Bona cnpas-
Jana xanoby, TpaMoHTaH 06AyBaB ii, MOB Kam'siHy, IUTPOM He-
BraBaB, Kpura Tpoluaacs ojHa o6 OXHY, TYMaH CyHyBcsi 10 Ge-
pera, oJeCbKMii MasiKk MHUIOTiB YepBOHO Ta 3eJIeHO.

[TonoBunxa 3gymana 3a cBoe AiBouTBO, AiByBaHHs B Qua-
KOBi, xa3sii TpambaKiB cBaTajuCs A0 Hei, a W0 BXe WaNaHi,
GapxaciB, MOTOpOK, sxT! Boxa Gysna po6poro pu6anbcbKoro po-
Ly, Ro6poi cTenoBoi KpoBi, il B3sB 3a ceGe Myciii [TosoBeup —
LoiHiBcbkUil pubanka, HeNMoKasHuil XJornelb, HUXKYMN ol Hei Ha
uiny rososy. Ta Taka Bxe J060B, i Tak BOHa mapye camus i
camuuio B npupodi. IlojoBunxa crana 1o 6010 3a XKUTTH, 32 pH-
Oy, ctana nopy4y Mycisi, i HanNJIOAWIM BOHM XJIOMUIB MOBHY XaTy.

Xnonui BUpOCTaNM KOJMO MOPSi, TICHO CTaJo B XaTi 0Of IXHiX
Lyxux nieueid, a [TonoBunxa Tpumana xaty B 3ani3HOMY KyJaLyj,
MaTH CTOSJIA Ha 4OJli POAMHHM, CTOSJA, MOB CKeJis B LUTOPMi.

Cunu nosupocTtanu i posiiiwmncs, AHapiit BiaBcs y AsiAbKa
Cunopa, Take x Jenawo i He 3HaTH 1O, a [laHaC NPUBO3UB Ma-
Tepi KOHTpaGaHAHI XyCTKM H cepru, WOBK i KoHbsK, [TosoBunxa
CKkJajana Bce 10 CKpuHi Ta Gositacs 3a Ilanaca. BoHa ioro Bax-
KO HapoLxXyBana, i BiH ili cTaB nOpO4Mi, BUXOAMJIA BHOYI 10
Mops, i# BCe 31aBajiocsl, IO Yye IUIECKIT iforo Beces i Tpe6a ps-
TyBaTH Big noroni. A OBepKO — TO# apTUCT i rpaB 3 rpeKkamu y
“TIpocBiTi” Ta yMTaB KHUXKOK, HaMMUCaHUX Mo-Hawomy. Ha asiab-
KOBi rpouli B cemiHapii BuMBCSsl, pubasika 3 HbOro GyB HisiKuil, a i
MOro aJko, He UyTH 3a HbOTO 1aBHO, i [TaHaca He uyTH, Ta i AH-
Lpisl, MaGyTb, yOUTO, 6O CHMBCA Mij BiHLEM.

Tinbky IBan npauioe Ha 3aBoAi i po6uTh pesoJowio, i Myciit
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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 girlhood, 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

! Prosvita (Enlightenment): A Ukrainian cultural organization.
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xoBae rBUHTIBKU (x04 B Qgeci it ctosaTs ¢panuysu). Cepen Hux
€ it Halli, BOHM NMPUXOLMJM MO NpokJamauii i pa3 Hansikaau Mycis
IO CMepTi.

IMepeknnyTa wananga roipanacs Ha XBUJIAX, LITOPM JIOTY-
BaB 6e3 yraBy, [losoBuuci 3panocsi, 1O lIajaHAa MoGJaMKyana.
Ii mope npu6’e no Gepera, Toni Tpe6Ga BMBOJIOKTH i BPATYBATH,
i apTine nogsikye — 6e3 wananau pubu He HanoBuiu. ITocyna Ha~
6amxxanacs 10 6epera HeyXuabHO, HEBiACTYMHO, CTYMiHb 3a CTYN-
HEM, XBHJIMHA 32 XBHJIMHOIO.

[MosioBunxa cTana yekaTH WaNaHiH, wo6 36eperT apTijibHe
106po, BOHA mipifimia po camoi Boau, XBUJA obxmonana ii xo
koniH. Illananga cyHyjace GaMikue i Oavxue, BKe YYTH, SIK
CTYKaeTbCSt 00 Hel Kpura, BKe BUAKO Ii 3aCMoJieHe JHO, i KijJeBa
JOLIKA BUTHUKAETbCSA 3 BOAU. XBUJIS MepeKkoyyBasach yepes yopHe
TUIMCKOBaTe IHHLie, ceple IToJoBUMXHU 3aX0/IOHYJIO, 32 LWIAJIAHA00
ILOCh BOJIOYMJIOCS MO BOJi, BUAYBAJOCS Ha BOLi JAXMiTTH.

XKinka puBuaaca it 6osach po3gMBMTHCS, Mope it mpuHO-
CHJI0 MOKOPY, Mope iii mpuGuBano a0 Gepera, neBHo, i Tijio Mycis
MosnoBus. Byre Hax uuMM nonyiakaTH H NOTYXHUTH, i MOXOBAaTH Ha
pubaabCbKOMY LBHMHTApi, A€ JexaTb caMi XiHKM Ta LiTH, a Yo-
JIOBiKM JIMLIEe MPIIOTb TaM JITTH i JraloTh y Mopi Ha raubuHi, nin
3eJeHMM HapycoM XBHJI.

[MosoBunxa auBuIach Ta 60s1ach PO3AMBUTHCS, it XOTIOCH
KPUKHYTH i1 MOKJIMKATH cBoro Mycieuka, xBuis GuJa il mo Horax,
KpHra yepkana mo JMTKaxX, lIajJaHAa Bxe 30BCiM Oyna GJM3bKO.
Bona cynynaco Hocom Ha Geper, XBWJSl TYpKOTi/la KaMiHHSM Ha
Miakomy. TlosoBuMXa XOTiNa BUTATTH MOCYLY, a MOTIM TYXHUTH
KOJIO 4OJIOBiKa, BOHA Bxke 6auuia ioro Tino y MyTHill Boii, cepue
ili wemino, i pyku He mouyBanM Barum wanaHiM, i TOAI A0 Hel
03BaBcsl rosioc. BoHa ckpukHyaa, 60 To GyB roJoc ii 4oJOBiKa,
roJioc cromjeHuil i pixauit.

“Hawa aprinb 6igHa, — Cka3aB cTapuil, — i KUAaTH WanaH-
1 B MOpi He roauTbcs. 1 — rosoBa aprini, TO MyCHB i psITyBaTH,
a YyGenko, mabyTb, nonaus no6pe, 350pOoBUil i 3aB3ATHH, HiK He
XOTiB nauctH 6e3 MeHe, aXX MOKH $1 He MiPHYB Nij NMEpPeKUHYTY
IajJaHiy, a BiH yce rykae, Ta Bce MmipHae, WIyKaiouu mMeHe”.

Crapuii [osoBewp cTaB Ha MiIKOoMy 3 4o60TOM Y pyui it Bu-
KUHYB 400iT Ha Geper Ta noyaB mopaTucs KoJo wanaHau. Ilo-
JIOBYMXa 3aXOJMiachb oMy gomomaraT, JIOTHii TPaMOHTaH 3a-
MOpOXYyBaB Ayuiy, 6eper OyB MyCTeJbHHUii, iOro WITYpMyBaJjo MO-
pe. Ozeca Kpi3b TymaH 3jaJieKy BucodiJia Ha Gepe3i, MOB KiCTAK
CTapoi WXYHH.

I noppyxoxs IMosoBuiB niwio 1o pomisku. Bouw fmam, npe-
HiXKHO OOHSIBLUMChH, iM y Biui AMyXaB TpaMOHTaH, Mo3ajy KajaTta-
JIO MOpe, BOHHM HUIIM BMEBHEHO i JPYXKHO, K XOLUJU yepes e
XKHUTTS.
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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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€Br'EH I'YIAJIO

Mopcoka HOBeJist

XJonuuk y pBaHMX Tpycax, fKi Bxke I1aBHO BTpaTHJM CBiif
NOYaTKOBHIi KOJip, po3MaxyBaB JIO30BOI0 XBOPOCTHHOW. Ty XBo-
POCTHHY BiH BMJaMyBaB LYXe JOBro M Baxxko i ie i 3apa3 ne-
peXHBaB PadiCTb TOTO MOMEHTY, KOJM BOHA HapeluTi BigyaxHy-
Jlacs i CXBWJBbOBaHO, MpPOTeCTyloue 3aTpemrina B itoro ciabkii,
aJle HaCTUPJMBii pyli. XJI0NUMK BUMaxyBas JIO3MHOIO, MUJYBaBCSl,
IO BOHAa BKPUTA TaKOI0 HiXKHOIO 3€/IeHOI0 IUKIPKOK; BOHA He
o6sasuja HaBiTb TOAi, KOJM BiH LIILOraB KPOMUBY Ta BUCOKY
JyTOBY TpaBy.

MMopyu 3 HMM iwia KiBYMHKA B JIETKMX CaHIANMKaX, 3 GaHTH-
KOM y KOPOTKMX KicKax i B 6inomy capacani. Bona yBaxHo cay-
Xa/la TOBapHuia, i B TMX MicUSIX po3mnoBiii, Ae il moch 0coGIMBO
Bpa)kano, 3JMBOBaHO PO3BOAMJA PyKaMH, OMYIIEHUMHU BHU3, i Ha-
BiTh po3uenipioBaja najibLij.

— A noTtim 9 mo6auuB Mope.

— Mope? fIke BOHO?

—TonyGe... Toay6e-rony6e. Mu ixanu mawmuoo. 51 crno-
4aTKy MOAYyMaB, L0 TO He(o.

— A mope cxoxe Ha HeGO?

— TinbkK KOJIM BOHO roJayGe.

— A Koun iine nouw, TOLi SIKMM cTae Mope?

Bin He GauuB MOpsi B HEeroLy, a TOMy i He 3HaB, SIKHM BOHO TOAi
6yBae.

— Mab6yTb, TakoX ronyouM, — BHUCJIOBHMB 310Tax.

— Hi, ui, — 3anepeuuya BOHa.

— A sgkum xe?

— He 3Haro. §I ne 6aumnna.

— Mo>ke, YOPHUM, TaKUM, K rpo3oBe He6O?

— Aral

B ii norasai ceiTunacs roctpa, Becena panicts. lit nogo6a-
JIOCS, WO MOpe 3 rojiy0oro nepeTBOPIOETbCS HA YOpPHe. B ixHboMy
ceqi He 6yJi0 Hi Mopsl, Hi Beankoro crtaBka. IlpoTikaB snuiwe api6-
HMit pyuail. Ane BiH HiKOJM He MiHAB CBOiX KoJbOpiB. BiH nmocTiii-
HO GYB CYMHO-3€JIeHKYBaTHM.

— Ckaxu, a Mmope GyBa€... JXOBTUM?

— XKosTHM?

— 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 3Haro... Ara, npuragyio. OxHoro pa3y GyB CHJbHHIl Bi-
Tep, XBUAi GUJIMCS B KpY4i, pO3TOYHJHM IIMHY, i Boja 6ias Gepera
6ysa XOBTOIO.

— To 6ina Gepera, a xani, gani?

— Hi, zani BoHO He 6yJO XOBTUM...

— A cxaxu, — Ti oui 3HOBY CMOBHMJIMCH XKaNi6HOI LiKaBO-
CTH, — Mope He 6yJ0... Y4epBOHUM?

Bin ax 3ynuHuBcs Big 3auByBaHHs. Voro Bpasusio 3anu-
TaHHS.

— YepBOoHMM? — nepenuTaB BiH i Ha MUTb YSBHB MNepex
co6o10 6araTo-6araTo IMKHMX MakiB, 110 MEJIOCTKOBHM YEPBOHUM
BOTHEM 3anajujy npocTtip A0 obpilo.

— Ara, yepBOHMM! — rapsiue BHAMXHYyJa BOHA, pO3yMilOuH,
o BiH mpuranye, 60, MOXJHBO, i GaYuB MOpe YEepPBOHUM.
— Hi, He 6aumB, — XypHO CKa3aB BiH.

— He 6auuB, — 3iB’s1/10 MOBTOpHJIA BOHA.

— Bono He 6yBae uepBOHHM.

Toai BoHa synuHuMJacst i HeBLOBOJEHO, PO3APAaTOBAaHO 3a-
CTyKalla CaHiaJuKaMU 00 CTeXKy.

— ByBae, 6yBae! I uepBoHe, i woBTe! MeHi Mama Kasana,
L0 € yepBOHe Mope i xoBTe!

— € yepBOHe Mope?

— Tax. I xoBTe!

Tenep BoHM AMBMJIMCbL OJHE HA OJHOrO, HeHaue Bnepiue 6a-
ynauch. Ix 060X 31MByBajo Te, WO BOXA MOXe MaTH Pi3Hi KO-
JbOPH, fIK Becejka. Ajne yomy X TOXI piuka B iXHbOMy celi
3aBXIM 3a/MMIIAETbCA CYMHO-3e/leHKyBaTow? HeBxke ToMmy, w0
6ins Hei, B Jyrax, poCTyTb 3eJieHi TpaBH, 3eJieHa JIenexa, 3ejeH!i
poris, 3eneHi jpepeBa?

I niBuMHKa Hyxe mOLIKOAYBana, 1O BOHA He Gayuia MoOpS.
Bona HeoxMiHHO 3yMmina 6 3acTeperTH pi3Hi K0JbOpH. MOXJHBO,
Mope Bix xJomuyuka xoBajocs. Toni, KOJM BiH IUBUBCS HA HBLOTO,
BOHO Oy/0 roay6um. A Tilbku BapTo OyJO fOMy MOBepHyTHCS
JIO HbOTO CIHHOIO, i BOHO POBGHIIOCS... OpaHKeBUM!

— A TH noBepTaBCcs 10 MOpPSI CMHHOIO?

— Cnunoto? Haiuo?

— Tpeoba!

— INoBepraBcs, 31a€TbCA...

— A noTiM WBHIKO OrJsiiaBcs Has3ax?

— Hi.
— ET! — HeBpoBOJIeHO BUrykHysna BoHa. — Tpe6a GyJo
NiArJISIHYTH 3a HUM 4epe3 nanbui. — Ta i MaxHyJa HEBLOBOJIEHO

pykoto.

Toai xjonuvk BiguyB ceGe CKpHMBLXeHHM. Bin He m06uB,
KOJIM floro cTaBWJHM B He3pyuHe cTaHoBuie. | e B TOi yac, Kosu
BiH 6auMB MOpe Ha BJIaCHi oui, KynaBcsi B HbOMY, a BOHa He Gayuaa
HIYOro, KpiM ouiei CymHO-3eJeHKyBaTOl piyeuku. ¥ 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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nekJo B ropJi, 3acBep6isio B oyax, i BiH, He pO3LyMYIHO4H, 3a-
MaxHyBCSl JIO30BOI0O XBOPOCTHHOIO i GoJsisiue LIMarHyB AiBUMHKY.
Bin HecnojaiBaHkM BoHa mpucina, HacTaBu/ia nepej cobol po3-
yenipeHi MO0JIOHi, HEHaye 3aXHLIAOYUCh Bil HOBOTrO yZAapy, o
HeMHHy4e MaB NMPUCMOKTATHCH A0 1i HiXkHOro, xygoro Tina. Oui
B Hei 36iMbLININCS, HAMUBIUKCh PanTOBUM CJIiMKMM CTPaxoM, i BOHa
HiYoro He Morua BAISITM Hi 3 OYMMa, Hi 3 pyKamH, Hi 3 clabKuM
TiJIOM, SIKe NMOKipHO it 3/IIKaHO YeKaJslo Ha HOBHit yaap.

JlosuHa wie XuauTanacs B XJOMYUKOBIH pyui, 36/HCKYylOUH
Ha COHL TJsieBMTOI0 MWIKipKOlO, fika He o006Ja3una, KOJM BiH
1IMaraB Mo TpaBax, i 3apa3 He 06Ji3/1a, He MOJYNUJIaCh, X04a BiH
yAapuB MO HOrax IiBUMHKY.

Tenep XJOMYUK CaM He PO3YMiB, SK yCe Lie CTaJ0Cs, B HbOMY
npoGyauiacs KadicTb, BiH XOTiB 3poOMTH HiBUMHI WOCH MpHU-
€MHe, CKasaTy BubGauamBi cjoBa. I BiH ckasaB:

— YoMy TH He miavew?

Bona He BigMmoBifa, TiINbKK CTEXWJA 32 HUM, He KJiMNamouH.

— 9§ He xoTiB...

Bona 3HOBYy Hiyoro He BignoBiia, TiNbKYM OUi 3 BeNMKUX, KPyT-
JIMX TOBIJBHO NMEpPeTBOPIOBAJUCL Ha 3BMYaiiHi, a 3 HUX HEBUAUMO
rnoyaB We3aTH HerapHuil cainuii ctpax.

JliBuMHKa HeCNnoLiBaHO MOCMiXHyJacsl KyTHKaMH YCT.

Xnonuuk niiMaB 0TO# yCMix, KajiclMBO CKPHBHBCS, NMPHCIB,
i iXHi roJIOBU OMUHUIUCS 30BCiM GJM3bKO, i BiH HA CaMOMY JeHILi
ii oueit no6auuB no OxHiil MajeHbKill CJbO3MHIL.

— 4l Ginbwe He 6yny, — CKasaB BiH THXO, NMPOHHMKJIMBO,
BKJIaAalouM B L CJOBa yce rapHe i cBiTJe, uio 6ymao B ioro ayuui.

JiBuMHKa NOCMiXHyJacsl IIMPOKO, OYi PanTOM CraJaxHyJau
icKpaMu, BMMOBHMBLINCb CMiXOM, BOHa MPOXOroMm migxonuiacs i
3actpubana 6insi HbOro:

— A meHi He Gonsue! He Gonsiue! To g Tax...

Bin IMBUBCS Ha Hel 3HM3Y Bropy, CTeXHB, K METIAETbCS 11
6aHTHK, K GiJIg 3aropiux Hir XBUJIIOETbCA capadai.

— A MeHi He Goasuel..

I Toxi B HbOMy npoGyaumnocs uie iHure HeBroBoJeHHS. He Big
CBOro BuYHMHKY, Hi. A BiJ TOro, o BOHa {ioro oO6maHysa, o6Bena
Kpyrom nasnbus. Bona npuxunynacs. lit ve Gonino!.. Biu i Bipus,
i He BipuB iil. Ane yomy x ToZLi BOHa 3po6uiia Takuil pyx pyKamy,
i yomy Toxni B Hei cTanu Taki He3BMuaiiHi, BeJUKi oui, i Ha AeHi
B KOXXHOMY TPEMTIJIO N0 MaJieHbKilf, rocTpiit CJAbO3MHLLi?

— To 4 3HiyeB’s Te6e BrapHB...

Bona, He cayxaiouu, miuwa Brepen mo Giniii cyxiii crexuHi,
Ha sikifi BasnsiiMcsa 3atonTadi cre6ia TpaB. BiH moctosiB Tpoxw,
CTeXUB, K BOHA iile, TPUMAIOYH PYKH TPOXH BiACTOBOYpuUEHH-
MM BiJ MIaTTH, HeHaue 60A4UCh 3a6PyAHUTH ioro uu 6opail Top-
kHyTuca. Hani it co6i pyuwmus.

— A Ha mopi 51 3ragyBsaB TeGe...
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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.
“I 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.

“I 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 Ax TH MeHe 3ragyBaB?

Bin Ha xBuauMHYy 3agymascs. Sk ke BiH ii 3ragyBaB?..

— Hy, Tak, posymieuw... Ik My xoaumo 10 wkojH. I Ha ypo-
Kax y kJsci... A ge t1 6yna, koau s 6yB Ha Mopi?

— 4 13auaa Ha MaluuHi.

— Ha nerkosiit?

— Ere!

—1I 6araTo?

— Barato. Ilpuranyeew ororo Asiieuyka, L0 YacTO MNpH-
ixpkaB 10 Hac y ceno 3 paiioHy? Koau BiH MeHe 3ycTpiuaB, TO
3aBXJIM BrolaB LyKepKamH.

— BiagBuit, Bin cmigBca Bech yac? LlIkyTuibras Ha JiBy HO-
r'y, TO Ha NajJu4Ky CrMpascs?

— Tak, BiH 6yB pyxe Becesuii. | B Hboro 6y/M 1yxKe COMOIKI
nykepku. BiH XoauB 3i MHOIO OUMM JIyroM i po3nmuTyBaBcs, K S
XHBY.

— Tu xoanna 3 HUM HaBiTb no wuilf cTexui?

— Hasite no wiit crexui. A ogHoro pasy BiH MeHe moui-
NyBaB.

— HaBimo? — 3x1uByBaBcs xJomuuk. — Ajke BiH He 6aTb-
KO, a 30BCiM uya JIOAUHA.

— $1 He 3Halo, HaBiWoO BiH e po6uB. BiH He Ka3aB.

— A mary 3Hana?

— Maru 3Hasna. BoHa Toai Jiexana B sikapHi, MU T31UIH 10
Hei 3 6aTbKOM, i f iit npusHanacs. A matu ckasana: “To, Hanes-
He, LyXe rapHuii 4oJIoBiK, KOJM BiH Liiye MO0 JOHeuKy”.

— A 3a uykepku?

— I 3a nykepku Tex npusHanach. Bona ckasana: “Koau Bro-
WAIOTh COJOJKHUM, TO He BiIMOBJSICS, & TiIbKH CaMa HiKOJH He
npocu”.

—1 3a o crexky ckasana?

— 3a cTexky? Hi... 3a cTexKy He ckasana.

— I motim TH ftoro Giablie He 6aunia, KOJHM MOYANUCA KaHi-
KyJau?

— Tak, 51 #oro He 3ycTpiyana. A notim 4 itwia B 6ib6aioTeky
MiHATH KHHMXKKY.

— Sky? 4 ii untaB?

— Ilpo aHaxoHny.

— A wo ue Take?

— Lle ynaB. Bin xuBe B Tpomikax...

Bin 3igxHys:

— Hi, He yuTaB.

—$1 #ina goporoio, KOJM panToM 3YMHHUJIACA JierkoBa Ma-
IIMHA. A 3 Hel BUIJISHYB OTO#i 40JIOBiK i 3anuTaB: “TH He Xouew
nokaratuca’?”
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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.”

“I 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 I 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 I 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.”

“I 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?”

“I 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 tu?

— Ckasauna, wo xouy. BiH oguuHMB ABepusiTa i mocaguB Me-
He nopyu cebe. Bin OyB pyxe raphuii i cmisiBcsi. Bin 3anuTas, uu
s He 60loCst B MallUMHi. A 5 CKasana, mo He 6otoch. | My noixanu.
Bin auBuBHCS Ha MeHe JIacKaBo.

— Kyan x Bu ixamm?

— My ixamu no poposi. MuHyJM ojJHe ceJio, a MOTIM iHIe.
Bu6panucs Ha achanbt. S 3anuTana, uu CKOPO MU MOBepTaATHMEM
HasaA. A yosoBik 3acmisiBcsi. I ckasaB: “Tu He xBusoiica. Mu
NPOCTO NoKkaTaemoch”. | naB MeHi uykepky. 51 B3sna uykepky, aae
icTH He crana.

— Yomy?

— Meni He xotinock. Po3ymiew, pantom 30BciM mepexoTi-
Jocs icTH nykepky. Henaue BoHa mana 6yTu ripkoto. Xou s 3Halo,
1o BoHa 6Gyna cmauHoto. S it paniiue ina Taki, i BOHM MeHi nmogo-
6aJuce.

— Ulo x TH 3pobuia 3 Hew?

— Hy, 2 Tpumana 11 B pyui... A CKOPO MM NMOMHHYJH SIKECh
MiCT€YKO, HaBiTb He 3yNMUHUJUCS B HbOMY. 1 CKa3asna, w0 He Xouy
Ginblie kaTaTHChb. TOAI YOMOBIK CKa3aB, Lil0 MM MOBEPHEMO 3apa3
npaBopyy, a NOTiM iHWIOK AOPOrol NMOMYMMO xoAoMy... Hezaba-
pOM MallMHA TOBEpHYyJa NpaBopyy, NOTiM 1e, i 1 noaymana,
IO MM i1emMo 1040MY. HOMOBiK HiYOro He KasaB, TiIbKU CTaB Cy-
BOpHUM i Giibiue He nocmixaBcs. S1 sanuTana, Ko Mu GyLeMo Ko-
ma. Bin ogHielo pyKolo morsaiuMB MeHe mo roJsoBi. Pyka B HbOro
Oyna rapsiya, cyxa... S 6auuia, ik BiH MilHO CTHCHYB ry6H, 10Ch
mipkye. | pantom BiH 3anuTaB, uM 5 foro Jo6iaw0. S ckasana, U
mo6ao Timbku Mamy i Tara. Toai BiH 3amutaB: “A Mene?” S
NOBTOPMJIA, 110 JHOG/I0 TibKM MaMmy i TaTa i 1o Koauch Jo6uia
CBOIO ThOTIO. AJie e 6yJI0 1ie TOLi, KOJIM BOHA He BMepJa, a KOJH
BMepJa, TO s Maixe 3afyna npo Hei i mepectana mo6utu. Toxi
4OJIOBiK CKasaB, 10 AyXe MeHe JIOOMTb i B HbOrO B KHLIEHi 3a-
FOTOBJIEHO AJS MeHe 6araTo LYKepoK.

— Bin kynuB ana Te6e 6araTo-6araTo LyKepoK?

— Ara, ane s ckasana, W0 MeHi Bxe MEPexOTiNocs COMoA-
Koro, i sanurana, koau x Mu Oyzemo aoma. Bin BixmosiB, 110
BX€ CKOpO, Le MM MoiXan¥ Hasaj He3HailoMOI LOporolo.

— I Bin mocmixaBcs?

— Hi, BiH yxe He nocmixaBcs. BiH ckasaB, mo ocb 3apas
Tpe6a 3ynMHUTHCS, BiH Moobigae, a moTiM mMu moixemo xami. I mu
3YNUHUIAKCS B 0gHOMY ceJi. Bin niwoB po 6ydety, a g BurasHyna
y BikHo. Lle ceno s 3Hana. BoHo 30Bcim 6im3bko Big KueBa. Ko
MM 3 MaMoI0 it TaToM i3auau 10 6abyci aBTOOyCOM, TO TaKOX 3y-
MUHAAKCS TYT. S BinuuHuaa aBepui, BUCTpUOHYNA HA AOPOTY i TH-
XxeHbKo miwia. [ToTim orasinynacs. Yososika Hize He GyJo. S mo-
6irna B GiuHy ByJuuKy i pas-y-pas osupanacs, 60 aymana, Lo
BiH 32 MHOIO MOXX€HeTbCA HAa MaWHKHi. Ase iforo He 6yJ0. 51 MuHya
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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?”

“I 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. I
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. I 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 I was left in the car, leaning out of the window. I
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. I
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.
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CeJIo, ONMHMIACh Ha moce... Jlani 6auy: mMeHe Ha3jgoraHse aBTO-
6yc. Toxi s 3ynuHuaacs i nigHsna pyky. ABtoGyc cras. Buras-
HyB BOZAi#t i 3anuTas, Kyau MeHi. 51 Bignosina, wo B KuiB 1o Ga-
Gyci. “A 4yomy TH cama?’ — mnouikaBuBCS BiH. S ckasana, w0
mo6/0 XoxAuTH cama. Bin BiguuHMB 3eJieHi ABepi i BnycTHB MeHe
BCepeHHy.

— A B Te6e rpouwi Ha KBUTOK Gyau?

— Hi, He 6yn0. Toki KOHAYKTOpPKA CKa3aJja, 10 He Ma€ npa-
Ba Be3TH MeHe 3aiiueM. A oauH asjpeuko 3 noprdenem nouas cep-
AMTHUCh, KPHYATH, WO 3 AiTell He cix 6paTH 3a NMpoi3x, 60 BOHH
He mpauoTb. KoHaykTOopKka cka3ana: “A KoJM Tak, TO BH Bi3b-
MiTb iit kBUTOK”. Iaabko 3 moprdenem sadpupkas, ume Ginbuie
pO3CepAMBCs, a MOTiM MOJi3 y ramaHeub, BUiiHSB rpowi i B3siB
KBHTOK.

— I ™1 npuixana xo 6a6yci?

— lNpuixana. A Bona nutae: “OHyuKo, a ge XK 6aTbKO 4H Ma-
™?” §l Bigmosina, wo cama gob6panacs. babycs He noBipuaa. To-
Ai g CKasana mMpo TOro 4OJIOBiKa, sIKMil Bi3 MeHe Ha MauwmHi. Ba-
6ycs posxBuJIIOBanacst i moyasa po3nUTYBaTH, SIKMH TOM YOJOBIK
3 qmug. S ckasana, wo Ayxe rapuii, 1o BiH BeCb yac MocMixa-
eTbCsl. TiNbKM BiH He nocMixaBcst B MaminHi, a 6yB cTporuil. A we
sl CKasana, wo BiH 6inoronosuit... Komu 6abycs nouysaa, mo BiH
6inorosioBHit, TO po3xBuJIOBanacs e Ayxu4e. Bona ckasana: “Tu
6au, K BiH jajneko BigBi3 AUTHHY...” AJe ue Bxe He uikaBo. Tu
Kpallle 3HOBY PO3KaxH Npo Mope.

— Hi, uikaso. o x 6yno xani?

— A pani 1 xuna B 6a6yci. Boua Hanucana B Hawe ceno, i
npuixas 6aTbko. Bin pagis, wo 3yctpiBcs 3i MHOM0O, GO AyMaB, L0
s mponazia. A KyaM X s Maja NponacTH, npasBja?

— Ipasaa.

— Mu 3 6aThbKOM MilAM Ha MOWITY, i BiH HanMcaB Mami TeJe-
rpamy, mo Bce 6aaronosy4Ho, 60 s kuBa i 3goposa. IToTim mu
6y/M B KiHO, a mic/as KiHO 1M MOPO3UBO. ¥YBeyepi MeHe MOKJaJH
cnat. 51 Bxe 3agpimana, Koau mnowyna, wo 6abycs 3 6aTbKOM
po3MoBJIOTE NMpo MeHe. Babycsi obyploBanace. BoHa kpuuana
npo korocb: “Ta sk BiH CMiB Take pOGMTH 3 HAILOI OHYYKOIO?”
bBaTbko MOBYaB, a MOTiM CKa3aB 30BCiM THMXO i CyMHO, IO BiH
yce posymie. LLlo 6GinoronoBuit KOMMCh HaBYaBCA 3 MOEI0 MaTip’i0
B iHCTHTYTI, i BOHHM OfHe ogHoro mo6uau. I uo GinoronoBomy ny-
Xe XoTiJocs 3a6paTH CBOIO LOYKY 1O ceGe... Ajle TyT s BXKe He
ciyxana, a 3acHyna, 60 BOHM 3aroBOPHJIM MpPO SIKYCb iHIY XiB-
YHHKY, a He Mpo MeHe, 60 5 Xk He 6ysa JO4KOIO 6i0rosn0BOro.

— I ue Bce?

— Bce. Tak s mokaTanacsi Ha MallyHi.

— 1 6inbwe He 13auna?

— Hi. BinoroaoBuii 6inbiue He 3’ABASBCA. A KOJIM 3’IBUTBLCH,
51 GinblLie He CALYy AO HbOTO B MAILMHY.

182



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 stemn. 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 I
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 I
didn’t hear the rest and fell asleep. They couldn’t have been talking
about me but about some other little girl, because I'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, KyIu Xoue, a MeHe He CAyxaeTbcs. Aje TH
Kpaile poskasyii npo mope. 51 Hikosn He Gaumia mops. BoHo Be-
JiMKe?

— 0O-o!

— A xBuai aki?

— O-o!

— Taki, six weit xkym?

— 0O-o!

— Buwi?

— Sk oTa xara!

Boun synunmaucs # posraspaau 6iay xaTy mig CTpixoo,
HeHaue Briepiue ii 6auniy. A MOXJIMBO, LiBUHHKA GaumnJa i cnpas-
Ai Bnepiue, 60 TO Bxe GyJa He XxaTa, a BeJMKa GypyHYacTa XBH-
Jis, a 3a Helo 3BOAWIHMCH He XaTH, a HOBi XBHJi, i BxKe LIyMiJo
MOpe, XJIONalyl TPUBOXKHO i XOJOJHO MO CajKax, a BOHH 000€
cTosin 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 BIHTPAHOBCbKHI

Bini kBiTH

le. cymy e 6yno. He 6yno it 30M0TOro mpowaHHs rais,
UBi/IM CHHi COKMPDKM Ta MoJioyaii Ha cyxux Geperax Mix rJOiOM
i ckensimM, UBiNM neTpiB GaTir Ta poxa cobaua...

— Tu xouew uporo?
—Hi.

— Tu xouew uporo.

— Kaxy T06i — Hi.

— Tu He posymieli MeHe.
— Posymilo. Anie — Hi.
— Hi, T4 He posymieu.
— Moxe...

Byno we aito. I Tuxi nui 6ynu Hax crenamu, i Tuxe He6O
TUIMBJIO Haj BOLOI0, BUAHO Oysno Oy6GHpiB Ha XKOBTOMY IHi piKH.

Yexasocs ocei.

Mu nosepranucs 3 Bepxis's Cunioxu. Ha KosiHax Jexanu
PYLIHHMili, YOBEH HECJIO Tewi€lo, MM XPYMKOTIIM uuGyJero 3 XJi-
6om, i uBiB MoJsiouai, Ta He6O LBINO Hi GiJKMM, Hi CHHIM, a LBiIO
camMm co0010 B Tiil mepefoCiHHill MOpi, KOJIH MPUXOAUTb CYyMO-
BMTa MPO30PICTb BOAH, i KONM NTHLS He CIIUTb HOYAMH.

— %1 mo6mo TeGe.

Bnana kpanauHa 3 Becia.

I3 ciporo Hag6epex:Ks BHUXOMMIACh Yamis 3 YaIJIeHsIM,
npoJieTila HU3bKO HAaJ HaMH, BUMYCTHJA 1OCh OijleHbKe 3-mijf
cebe, i Bnajo BOHO came TaMm, A€ CHAiB IMHUTpO.

— Tw nuBu, micue Budpana! — JIMUTPO CXONMHMB PYLUHHLIO
i BucTpinue. Yanis orasHyJaacs Ha yanjeHs, MaxHyjaa HOMy KpH-
JIOM i MOKBanuiacsi 10 oyepeTy i BepO, 1O 3aCTyNajJu HaM piuKy.

— A 4x6u Ha rosoBy?

—Hy # mo? — ckasap IMaBjo, HagKywyo4Yd CHHIO LMGY-
JunHy. [1aBno BOMB ABi Kauku, i — oAHYy, JMHTPO — XKOZHOI.

Tuxo nauBau Geper, THXO ILIMBJA BOAA, MAaXJO NMOPOXOM...

— Tu nomiTus, wo 3a Becb Haw 3 TOGOI Yac PO3MOBY TMoO-
YHHAI0 MEpIUO0 3aBXAHU f.
— He naiica. Hy ot ckaxwu: HaBiuo TH noyvHaew JasiTUCh?
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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.”

“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 norpi6no? Hikomy. Hi To6i. Hi meHi.

—$1 mo6ao tebe. A To6i ue Hi 10 yoro.

— Hi.

— o — Hi?

— Tak. To6To MeHi ue Hi L0 Yoro.

— He 6pewn. Tu 6peew?

— Bpewy.

— Bbo T4 aypuuit. Tu pypuuii, ax kpyruwcs. Hy, He 6Gyip
ILYpHHUM, LOpOreCeHbKMH Miit, Hy, He O6yIb.

— HoGpe, He Oyny.

— He cmiitcs. Tinbku He cmiiics, 60 1m0 x MeHi ToLi po6uTH?

— Jlo6pe.

Cxunyancs mwyka, i IMUTPO 3HOBY CXOMUB PYLIHHLIO.

— Xait BoHa MeHi CKUHeTbCs e pas!

—Hy # mo?

— 41 it nokaxy Toai wo!

— Tu Bxe nokasaB. — I[laBno moJjockaB y BoOAi oripok-
XOBTSIK.

—$1 x nenutywwmit. Lle x BM HarJayWHIMCh CaMOTOHSIpH —
Tpax-6ax, AMBUCb — i 1OCH ymajo 3 HeGa.

— Tpax-6ax! Cam TH Tpax-6ax.

— Cam He caM, ase s He BOUB Hiuoro.

— He B6us!

— A mo x — i He B6UB!

— He BGuBKaii.

—Inn T mix yoptu! He mpatyit MmeHe.

— He BOuB, He B6UB!..

— Cnpaszi, He B6UB.

— A My — BOWIM?

— Bacwuuio, nosepraii 1o Gepera, CKMHEMO LbOro “HeBOGUB-
ulo”.

— Ila, xqonui. Cnpasai, sixoro wopta? Posasiraiitecn, 6a-
ynuTe — rpeb.s, 6yLeMO HOBHA MepeTAraTy.

¥Ynana apyra xpamivHa 3 Becia.

..LLIyMOBMHHS BOJM, HM3KA 3eJIEHOr0o KaMiHHSl uepe3 piKy
i nosa KamiHHAM BepOM BHU3Y 3 ouepeToM Gy/iM BxKe Mepeji OyuMa.
Ha npaBomy Gepesi TpboMa 3ropilMMu noBepxamu YOPHIiB AOMO-
TONHUI AiXiBCbKUIl MJIMH, 3 YeTBEPTHM TMOBEPXOM Hal BOJOIO, J€
MOJIOIMCb yCi OMMXHi MOJISl B HeGMMXKHI POKHM, SIK i LbOro pOKY.

— He xuraiiTe yoBHa! CkupaiiTe wrauu.

Mu pospsranucs, Bpapuia Boja MO HOrax, i 4YoBeH CHiT-
KHYBCSl HOCOM 06 rpebJo.

— IMigHimait #toro, mignimaii!

— Ta nigHimaro, xaii Bin ckasutbesa! o 5§ — Bin?

— 3aaupait iiomy xBocta! XsicT!

YoBeH miwoB yuus, i Mu, Mo 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, I 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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KaMiHHSM 10 rau6lIoro piuviua, wo 6ias MiMHa.

3anaxyso GOpOIIHOM.

Binp miauHa TarHynacs yepra Bo3iB i MawMH 3 MiluKamu
3epHa, Hax Oeperom macjuchb BUMpsXeHi KoHi, 6insg Bo3iB Ha co-
JIOMi CHAIMM ASAbKH, XTO BeuepsB, XTO rpaB y KapTH, a XTO Api-
MaB.

— Amno, TH Bxe cnuw?
— A ™?

— Sk uyew. $1 He crumo. MeHi He cnuTbCA.
— Lo x Tn pobuw?

— llymato.

—Isa

—ITpo wo x TH aymaew?
—Ilpo TeGe.

—1 9 npo TeGe.

— Ha noGpaHiu.

— Ha podpasniu.

Juki rycu y He6i! Sk naBHO 51 He GauuB ryceil, u o6 JiTamm...
Juki rycu y Hebi KpyXJsIOTb Hal MJMHOM — 3€PHO TNOYYJH...
He kpyxJasiiTe, 60 Bawli TPy CMepTi JiexaTb y HalLIOMYy 4YOBHi.

— Jlait pywnuwio! Pywnuuio paii!

— Odiitneuics.

JIMUTPO KMHYBCSl TPOTH BOAHM 1O KOpMH, ajie 3a6MB HOry 06
nixBOAHMH KaMiHb i 3ackaByuaB, ik cofaka.

51 ckasaB itomy:

— Tu x 6auvii — BHCOKO.

— Jaii, X04 OCKOMY 3)KEHY.

—Tetb i He roBopu.

— Jlait pywsunuio, T06i kaxy, 6o Tebe BO'10.

— Toai — Ha.

JMUTpO CXONMMB pyWHHMLIO i MO rpyan y 30ypeHiii Bomi 3a-
BOJAMB Ti€l0 PYWIHULEIO MO KPUIATHX TyCAUMX XKHUBOTAX.

— Hy, cTpingit. Yoro x T He cTpinsew?

— Boaa xuamntae. He Moxy npuuiauTHCh.

— Jaii meHi.

— Ha.

Sl BUCTDINMB NO THX rycsx, K MO CBOIX C/IbO3aXx.

JletiTs! He Tpe6a meni Bac. MeHi notpibeH s, 60 OCKiNbKH
icHyeTe Bu, i cBiT, i Bce Ha cBiTi — icHyio i s. JletiTh, 60 uac
XHINTAE MEHe...

— Tn Gauuiu mMeHe?

— Tw 6iniews, i 5 TeGe 6auy.
— Tobi xos0xHO?

— Hi. I T006i?

— Bpanui y mene aitak.
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the dyke with its nose.

“Lift it up, up.”

“Lift the bastard yourself. What am I—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.”

“Soam L.”

“What about?”
“About you.”
“SoamL.”

“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. I 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 I 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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— Ax?!

— BpaHui.

— Bigkonm mu 3 TOGOI0, HiK He 3pO3yMil0: KOJM TH CMi-
euics i KOJIM roBopuill cepio3HO.

— Jle TBOi oui? T0Gi He COPOMHO TaK MOBODHUTH?

— He Bucrauano...

— Or i He rosopu.

— OGHiMK MeHe...

Yepra Bo3iB 3arMHanacb 10 piuky, Ha OCTaHHbLOMY BO3i, Ha
Mmilkax, cTosia AiBuMHa B GisloMy B CHHill ropowok miarri. 3a
HEl0 3aXOAMJO COHlE, i 3aX0AMJ0 TakK, Haye CXOAMJIO.

— Xuonui, nmokartaite MeHe!

Mu GOynu BxXe B 4OBHi, 1 CHAIB Ha BecCJaX, XKOBTija BOIa,
COHLIE 3aXOAMJIO, Haye CXOIHJIO.

IMaBjo rykuys:

— A TBili crapuit ge?

— Slknii crapuii?

— ThHiii!

— TaTo? Ta Ging mauHa.

— To #iam — nokaraemo.

51 po3BepHyB uoBHa 10 Gepera, noaas iit pyKy.

Ioch caimyye 6auCHyn0, MepTBO-(ioJIeTOBUM CBiTJIOM ILY-
FOHYJIO N0 HaWMX 06JAMYYAX, | OAMH i3 APOTIB MiX CTOBNAaMM Hajg
piKOIO MPOBHC Y BOLY.

— JlycnyB! Kaniku nemwacni! He moram sx cain isomoBaTh.
I Tak yce... — nporyais IMHUTpO, BUeNHUBIUHCb Y AiBUMHY CipUM
TNOT /IS A0M.

— He xunnraiite yoBHa, O¥i, He XuauTaiiTe!

— Llyp He GosiTucs, a TO BUCAgUMO!

— Touxni kpawe 3cagitb... Oiil.. I'pe6iTb 10 Gepera! — BoHa
orJisiHysnach Ha MeHe. — $1 nyaBaTH He BMilo.

— 1 s He BMilO, TaK 10 X 3 TOro?

— Sk ue He BMieTe?

— He Bmilo. Boxu Goioch.

— A B Hawomy ceni Hi piuk, Hi craBka. [IpaBaa, 6yaa Taka
co6i piveuka, Tak noyanu ocywryBaTH Geperu mii KamycTy, OT
BoHa if nomepaa. IMoainacs kyauco. Temep Hi piku, Hi KanycTH.

— Kaniku Hemiachi!

— A 3Bigku x T™H? — [laBNO HaNMBaB rOpiJKH.

— Tpuny6u snaere? Tak Big Tpuay6 ue Tpu KiTomeTpu.

— 3Haemo! Bacuio, Tpumaii!

— Moxe 6 TH, [1aBne, cnepuy 3anponoHyBaB Hauifi gami?
Sk Bac 30ByTH?

— Hacrero. Ane s — Hi. TuiiTe Bu. Hate. — BoHa B3sina Bix
IMaBna Kyxauk i nepenasia MeHi Ha BecJa.

— 3a Baue 310poB’s, HacTe.
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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 rising.

“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 tumed 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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— IuiiTe Ha 3x0poB’a. Oripka Bam uu UUOYAUHY?

— Oripka.

JiBunHa crojiocHysa oripok, i 8 HagkycuB 3 ii pyku. Bona
nocoJuaa iioro, i 1 HagKycuB 3 il pyKH Bapyre i BTpeTe.

— A BueHb y Hac uporo poky 6yso, sik 6osoTa! — ckasana
BOHa. Asle CKasaja Npo BHIWIHI JapeMHO: APYroro oripka s He
MOMPOCHB, i BOHA Haue6TO 3acnokoinack. Jluure ii pyka He 3Mmoria
HaitTy co6i Micus — BOHA MokJaJja ii Ha KOJiHO, MOTiM Ha 6GopT
4OBHa, a BiaTak 3aHypuna y Bony. CoHue 3axopuno Gins i pyku
B 6ypLITHHOBI BoLi.

9 cka3zas:

— Ipucranbmo 6insg LpOro ocTpiBka Ta CALBMO BXe MO-
JIOLCbKH, T B AYPHS 3irpaimo.

— I'pe6u!

— Bu rpaete, Hacre?

— V¥ aypusa? Asikxe. | nBa Ha 1Ba, i OAMH Ha OAMH YMIilO.
Moxe, we oripka?

— Le.

Bona Bu6pana Haiidinblmit oripok, i s HagKycuB iioro 3 ii
30/10TOi B KpamiMHax pyku. 3 JiKTS Kanaaa Bojga Ha Moo Gocy
Hory. HacTs oaBena JikoTb, i KpansiMHM 3amajanv Ha AyJ0 pyul-
HUL.

— A ue wo, pywHHus y Bac?

— PyurHuus.

— A Tiel 3uMM y Hac pecsiTh rektapiB f0JyHb 3aifli Moo6-
rpusanm.

— I uo, nponas caxn?

— I'eTb uncTo!.. Moxe, fIKa COTHSl IepeBHHOK i Buijina.

— Kanikn newacni! He morsim nooSkyrtyBaTu aepea!l

— Hikonn 6yno. TonoBy koarocny minsiim! — Hacrtsa 3a-
cMisinaca. TOHKO 3acCBiTHAMCA Ha Be4ipHbOMY COHL 1i TeMHO-
CHHi 3y0Wu.

— Tw we He cTomMuaace?

— Hi. Mesi noTpi6Ho, wod T 3aBxau GyB nopyd. Paniue
A AyMala, 110 y BeJMKHMX J103aX MeHi Tefe NpoCTO He BUTPUMATH.
Tenep, xonu Te6e He OyJI0, 1 TUXEHbKO Movasa GOKeBOJITH.

— Twu 3aBxau Oyna Cepilo3HOI JIOAMHOIO, JI06a MOS.

Ane He HacTiNbKY, W00 3apa3 ray3yBaTH 3 LBOTO.

— IlpaBuabHo.

— Tw npuragyew fioro?

— Koro?

— Hy, Toro, y koro T1 MeHe, K KaXyTb, BiZOHB...

— Hi. A6comoTHo. 2KoaHoi pucu.

—$1 B ycbomy Bipio ToGi. 1 He 3HalO, UM 3MOXY BiLpi3HMTH
OpexHio Bij npaBau. Boocb — Hi, TOMy W0 AyXe XO4y BipuTH,
a 3 apyroro 60Ky, MeHi Tak 6pyaHO OpexaB ToOil, 06/MM4Yst SIKOTO
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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.

I 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. I must always have you next to me. Before I thought I couldn’t
stand you in large doses. Now, when you were away, [ 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 Mam’ATaell, WO MOXY i3 “NMJAbHOCTH’ Tenep B3arahii He
BipuTH B yce no6pe. Moxy, npaBaa, i He xo4y, uyew?

— Posymiio.

— 1 B3arani, 3posymiii meHe. 51 He xouy posmopouyBaTH
ce6e Ha L0 “NUJIbHICTL”, i He Xxouy BipMTH Xoua 6 yepe3 Te, IO
Tak Jerwe i cnokiiiHiwe. Tomy meHi He Tpe6a GpexaTH, po3y-
miew?

— Tw x 3Haew MeHe: AKILO § He 30peily — He NPOXKHUBY.
Lle nonepuwe. A noapyre, 6pexaTH SKOCb Jeriue, HiX rOBOpHUTH
npaBay. OT 4 T0G6i it 6pewy. Cayxaii: MeHi naxHe maHzpiBOuYKa.
Ha ue#t pas — naneka i HagoBro. Mu He Oynemo 6auuTHCh pik.

— Pik?

— Pik.

— Kyan x ue T 3HOBY 3i6paBcsl, rOpeHbKO TH MO€?

— Ha npauto, wacrsauko, Ha npauo.

— Tu mene nokupaeul.

— Cooroasi y Hac aiTo. Tak oT: ociHb, 3UMa i BecHa...

— Koau mu 3 ToGot0 3ycTpinucs, 1 Bupilunaa cTaTu 1Js Te6e
XiHKOIO, “3 AKOI0 HOMY 6yno 6 serko”. Bauuu, Hi XiHKOIO, “aKy
BiH MOOGKUTB”, Hi XKiHKOIO, 3 SIKOIO BiH o,u,pyx(eﬂnﬁ”, Hi HaBiTb
XiHKOI0, “3 fIKOI0 BiH XHBe”.

— Buplmuna CJYILHO.

—§1 xorina, wob6 TOG6i He HOTpl6HO 6y.no BHILTY TYBATHCD,
NPUKMAATHCh 3aKOXaHWM OiJblie, Hixk € HacmpaBii, o6 TH GyB
3i MHOI0, SIK 3 caMuUM co6oto. | HaBiTh Lie Ginblie camum co6oilo,
HiX i3 co6oto.

— Koan mu 3 To6oio 3yctpinucs, s BUpiwMB Oyab-110 Bil-
6utu Tebe Bin Toro oGauyusi, IKOro He nam’sitalo. S nam’sTaio
TibkK Tebe. Meni 6ys0 uikaBo: Bini6’io s Te6e uu Hi. [lepworo
Beyopa He Buiuo. Big6us s Tebe apyroro Beuyopa.

— Hi, mo6uit. Ins meHe ue GyJjo nepimioro Beyopa. [Huie
Lisno, wo TH BAOOJMBUIA i BMi€l IOGUTH KOXKHOrO pasy, ik Bhep-
e, 10 TOro X 4 3po3ymina 3a Toil Beuip i Hiu...

— O! Oue BoHo i €. LLlo TH 3po3ymina?

— 3a Becb Haw 3 TO0OW 4ac, 3 TOro Beyopa i Howi i mo
CbOrOJHi, y MeHe TaKe BiIUyTT$, L0 TH LOCh NepeBipsewl ¥ MeHi,
B co06i i He mo6uw meHe. Crnocrepiraew. Kponukom g ce6e nouy-
Balo A0CUTb 4acto. OTxe, s He CTajla XKiHKOW, “3 fIKOWO oMy
6yno 6 aerko”. Bauuul, fiK...

— Ta 6auy. I ue BoHo, Ma6GyThb, TaK i €.

— He Tikaii. Byas BixBepTHM.

— Moxxe, nMpo noyyTTs JOCHUTD?

— 310pOBO XK TH MeHe MO MUL...

— Henorano. A uu He 3’ictu 6 HaMm yoroHe6yan? Bin ro-
Joay ax B ouax psbie. Lllo B TeGe €?

— Makaponu.

— Hy i ixonbka x! Ta Bor 3 Helo — TArHU CrOAM.
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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. I wanted you to be with me as you are with yourself. I
wanted you to be more yourself.”

“When we met I decided to win you over from the one whose face I
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. I
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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— e e Buopammiii Gopu.

— TBoro Gopuy He xouy. Tu He BMmiew BapuTn Gopuiy.
lMonepuie, TH nepeBaploell KamycTy, a KamycTy Tpeba KHAATH
B 6opiL, 0CTaHHbOIO, 1106 BOHa 6ysa TBepAOlo, Ik ApoTHHA. I Kap-
TOMJIIO TpeGa KMZATH He pisaHoo, a wuijgow. I, kpim 3acmaxky,
noTpibHo kuaath B Gopuy we uubymo. Takox uiny. BoHa, koau
3BapuThCsl, — cononka. Hy, sk s TeGe?

— 3o8ciM i He Goasiue.

— Byne T06i “He Goasue”! He HaBumiucs BapuTh Gopuy —
NUIIK NPONaJo: Hi TH MEHe He 3Ha/a, Hi 1 Te6Ge He 3HaB. SICHO?

— SlcHiwe scHoro.

— Orak. JaBait makaponu i Toil TBiii wMpnoTpeGHuit Gopiw.
Oue 3'im itoro, i wo6 Giablie Takoro 6opuly He Bapuia.

— A xT0 X TOGi BapuTHMe B MaHApiBOULLi?

— HeBxe TH HacnpaBii aymaeuwn, mo HiXTo?

— Hi, poporuii, wo € xiHku BpousuBiwi i po3ymHiwi 3a
MeHe — Tak, €. Bamxkui, nopoxui, pigHiwi — €. Baxanimi —
Tak, ¢! Takoi X, 9K 1, — HeMa, TaK CaMo K TaKOro, fiK TH, —
Hema, po3ymiewr? Oue g 3Hal0, TOMY it He LyXe XBUJIIOIOCS yepe3
Ti BCi MaHApPiBOUKH. MeHe XBWJIIOE iHIUe...

— Kaxu wBugwe, wo Ttebe XBWIOE, 60 §1 3aUXHYCb 3
uikasocty. ITogait anweHb comu, 60 MakapoHeWITH — $IK TpaBa.

— 3avekait. Cmiatuca 6yzew moTtiM... Tak, MeHe XBUJIOE
inwe... He npuragyio Ha3Bu cena. [lpuixanu mMu Toro Jjita Ha
JABHIO Morujay. 3po6uin OOGMipH i 3HSIM TMOBEpXHEBHIl HACTHJ,
MOCXOAMINChL ASIAbKHM, i OJUH pO3MOBiB MEHi TaKe: KOMaB BiH Y
cebe Ha ropoai Ginsi Tiel MOrWaM i BHUKOMAB rJIEYMK, TIMHSHHH,
sanevatanuit. 3pagiB — gymas, ckap6. PosnewataB — piayHa,
TEeMHa, IycTa, 3 npekpacium sanaxom. [puiiau kym, kyma, apy-
XUHA npubirja — JU3HYAM: COJOLKO i MIilLHO, BaJUThb 3 Hir. Bu-
nunu. Buno 6yno. Totim 3nsikanuch, cranm yekatu cmeptu. He
BMepJH. I, w00 He BUNPOOOBYBATH A0J0, BUJIMJH, BUMOJOCKAJH,
i HaJNWMB ASIABKO Y JI€UMK KBacy. A NMOTIM MpHiXaju apxeosiory i
BU3HAYUJIM, IIO LbOMY rJeyukoBi Tpucta JaiT... HKax! Amnxe Ti
JIIOJM He 3pO3YMiaM TOAI, fIKe piiKicHe i LOpore BUHO BOHU MHUJH!
PixkicHe...

— Twu maew pauio. Ane, K TH 3Haell, nmepeBary s Bigaawo
ropiJui.

— He xurpyit. Cxaxxu MeHi Tak: gopora mos, woch y TBOiX
LoBojax nmpu ToOi 3aBaxkae MeHi 3 TOGOI0 MOrOAUTUCH.

— Hopora mos, 1WOCb ¥ TBOIX LOBOLAX NMpH TOGI 3aBaxae
MeHi 3 TOGOI0 MOTrOAUTHCE...

Ocrpiseup OyB ik ocTpiBeub. Mix BUrOpiiMMHU 4OJaCTHUMU
Geperamu BiH XMB c06i nocepej piku MiHisiTIopHOIO AdpHKOIO
3 NEepPCOHANILHUMHM JKYHIIIMH 3 BOCKOBOi yXe OJEeKOTH, MOryT-

o

HbOro OyAsika, rpUBacTOro LHpy, JOGOAM i AMBHMMHM GYHHUMH
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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?”

“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 korilka.”

“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

! Kvas: A sour drink.

199



kBiTamu. JlanaTumu GiNMMH 30pSIMHM BOHM CBITHJMCS Haj miebeii-
CbKMM OCTDiBHMM HacCeJIeHHSIM i AMBMJHUCH y CBIiT BHUiKyBaJbHO
1 HeneBHo.

Mano xTo TypOyBaB ocTpiBeup CBOiMM BigBizuHamu. IHoAi
NPUIVIMBAB KauMHMH BUBOJOK, MOKAaXKyBaB Mif TFOJOAHMMH TIJH-
HICTUMHU Oeperamu Ta il YMMuMKyBaB co6i 3a BOLOIO BHHU3, ¥ Lap-
CTBO PSCKH i BepOOBOro posriuis.

— OryT.

Tyrumu JOBruUMM HOramu AiBuuHa ctynuaa Ha Geper. Oui ii
KHHYJUCA Ha KBiTH i THXO nepeBeaucsi Ha MeHe. COHHe COHue
ob6asirano ii maeui, i 06aMuus ii Ha TJi TOro COHUS BMAABajoCH
TEMHHUM.

51 ckasaB:

— Byzemo BeuepsiTM 3 KBiTaMH, Tak?

— To miTH MeHi Ta HapBaTH?

— lgiTh, TiNIBKH HELOBro.

—§1 MuTTIO, — CKasana BOHa, He pyWalOyH 3 Micusl. —
S1 xyTKO, — mpokasaJja e pas, i ii TiHb miuwia Mo Moif KOBriit
TiHi BedipHili y 30s0Ty 6JIEKOTY.

— Bacumo, rasub! JuBu! — 3akpuyaiu XJomLUi, MOCXOIIO-
BaJu pywWHULi H nompuciganu. — cina#i, cigait, caab!

Bia, mavHa Ha Hac JeTino ABi Kauku. BoHu GyJM Lie BHCOKO
i naneko, ane peakTHBHHMI MOCBUCT iXHiX KpUJ HalaB HAaUIUM py-
XaM Tiei cBOepifHOCTH, sika GyJa BAacTHBA Lie NMPUHAHMHI HeaH-
JLepTajbLsIM.

Cipoto moTTio 6anwann oui B Jdmutpa, IaBroBi He cuai-
Jocb, i BiH mopaukyBaB y JoGoxy, a moTiM J10601010-10601010
NOCYHYB Yropy, TyiH, L0 rpe0Ji, Le 3HHXKYBaJIUCh KauKu. JIMUTpO
KHHYBCS 3a HMM, 3arHaB LIOCb KOJIlOYe B HOTY, 3aLpUraB Ti€l0
HOrol0, SIK NMpPUB’si3aHMil MiBeHb, Ta H 3HMK y KyaJaTiil Jo6oxi.

Mosi pywHuus OJarajJbHO JAMBHJIACS Ha MeHe 3 YOBHA i,
K6M MaJsia HOrH, GirJla 6 yxe 3a XJIONUSMH Ta lle ¥ Kpuuania:
“3auekaitte! Ti KaukKM — TO TiNbKM AJ9 MeHe, Tpax-6ax, nmoOGuii
MeHe cuna boxkal!”

Ane TyT i3 GaexkoTu BuiiwoB Ginmii 3anax kBiTiB. Bwuiiwos
BiH TMXO i CBiTJIO, THXO i CBiT/IO TOPKHYBCSi MOro 06JM4us, TOp-
KHYBCSl, MilHilouH, e pas, 6ilo risHYB Ha TeMHilouy BoLy —
3acpi6aunacs Bojia, MoBesa CHHIMU TUIeYMMa, i COHSILUHI MpoMeHi,
HaHM3YIOUMCb Ha i#oro 6iaunii NoBiB, Haue 06iAANCS i Bxke Maxyyo
3By4aJu B CH3y BeqopoBicTb A0 Ginmux xaTt Haj cpi6Hoio CuHio-
X010.

SI rnsHyB Ha pyluHuuio, aje He B3gB ii, miwoB Ha Ti Gixi
kBiTH. B aywi 6yso nposopo i ToHKO, ik i B mOBiTpi, Xoua xech
y raumbuHi uiei nposopocTH OGyaunacss 30J0Ta CypMa TPUBOTH.
Tyruii i 3Byk noxexus rpyau. Cnpasgi, 6yJ0 misHo: cypMa cyp-
MHJIA TPHUBOTY, i COJMOAKHI MOKMMK i BiB cBoelo poporoiw. Lliewo
JOpOroio MeHe BXe BeJO HeB3yTe CepLe.
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steep banks amid the miniature 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; Pavlo 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 3ax0aus0, Haue CXOAMNO, ale CMYTH TEeMHi TEKJH y
NpOLLaJILHOMY TOBITPi, i CBiT yxe GyB 3e6poi. Pantom xiBumHa
BUNpOCTalack nepeii Muoiw. B ii pykax Ginie oGepemMok KBiTiB.

S1 nuBuBCS Ha Hei Kpisb kBiTH. Mix GinuMM THMM KBiTamu
crostm 1i k0BTi 04i. Pyku Moi mpoiiwnn kpisb KBiTH, i 1 0GiiiHsB
ii. Bona oGHsa MeHe. 3anaxJ/io JMOMHHOM i BOZOIO.

Hawi rosioBu Bunaam 3 HU3LKOro COHuS.
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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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BAJIEPIA IIIEBYYK

Miii 6aTbkO HazyMaB CaIMTH cauy

bBaTtbko cTaBuTh Banisy Ha noxBip’i, 3aX0AuTL NobanakaTH
0 Ccyciza, CBOro mpusTeNsl, NOTIM NMPUXOIUTb LOLOMY, Ji3e L0
KacTpyJi, 3iilfimae KpHIUKH, MPUHIOXYETHCH, a NMOTiM Lyxe ro-
JIOCHO cMieTbCq. MaTH yepBoHie (BOHa i B COPOK pOKiB He BTpa-
THAA WLjei 38aTHOCTH) i omyckae rosoBy. Toxi 6aTbKo xamae 1i
B 06iliMM i KpyTHTbCA 3 Helo 1Mo xaTi. MaTH rOBOPUTBb: “TbXY,
LypHuii”, a 6aTbKO 3HOBY I'OJIOCHO CMieTbcs. MaTu 3BUKJA 10
NOPSLAKY, 3BMKJA A0 YACTO BUMETEHHMX KiMHAT i rVIajiko 3acTeje-
HUX JixOK. BaTbkO HeHaBMAMTbL MOPALOK, BiH 3 ILYMOM remae
Ha A6aitMBo npubpaHe JiXKKO i KMLae ofHy 3 GiJIOCHIXKHUX MOAY-
IIOK B KYyTOK. MaTu Bxe BCTUrJa 3BUKHYTH 1O TaKkoi po3npaBu
3 ii cTapaHHsMH, OjHaye BOHA WWOpa3y GYpYHTb, FOBOPSAYH MHPO
MOPSLOK, MPO 4yxXy npauio. baTbko rojocHo cMmieTbcsd, a MaTH
HE BUTPUMYE i CMieTbCSl Takox. Bona pyxe mo6uth 6aTbka, 60
KOJIM BiH BpHBAa€TbCSi B KiMHaTy 3 ueproBoi MOI3LKH, BOHA BCS
NOYMHAE CBiTHTHCS, 6irae, MeTYIIMTHCH i TOHKO-TOHKO YepPBOHIE.
baTbko Ge3lLepeMOHHO HaBOLMTb Heslal, 3 HOro Baji3n 3'ABAS-
I0TbCSl MPeIMeTH YOJOBiyoro Tyanety (s ile He roJiocs), BOHH
TeX PO3KHJaHi no Bcift KiMHaTi, MmaTu Ge3pe3ynbTaTHO cTapa-
€TbCS 3i6paTH iX B ofHe Micie, a 6aTbKO FOJOCHO CMieTbCsl. BiH
Mae 4yJnOBHH HIOX i, Jiexxauyu Ha CBixe3acTeJeHOMY JixKy, Ges-
MOMUJIKOBO Brajye, W10 BapUTbCA HAa KyXHi, a MaTH TOBOPHTb:
“Ot 3aBTpa He Brajaew”. Ane 6aTbKO i Ha3aBTpa Braaye, a MaTu
CTapaeThbCsl Bce Ginblie YypisHOMaHITHUTH TXKYy, i 1 MoMivalo, w0
MM TMOYHHAEMO XapuyBaTHCH Kpaiue. IHKkosu 6aThKO BixcTaBise
MaTip Bii KyxHi i BapuTb caM, NMpPHHIOXYIOUMCh i MpPUMILLYIOYH,
MaTH npobye CMiSTHCb, aje HOro BapuBO MOXOGAETHCA HABITb
. Taka iguaia cimeftHOro XMTTS TArHeTbCS 4O BecHU. S nuBy-
10Cb, ik BOHa iM He Habpupae: BpewTi, i Ge3ananasd 6aTbka A0-
XOJAWTb O HENpHEMHHMX MeX, i MeHi, WO yBiOpaB SIK 3BHYKH
0aTbKa, TaK i 3BUYKM MaTepi, GyBac HenpueMHO GauyUTH MOCTiM-
HUI LIapBapoK, ajle i TaK CaMO HiYoro He MOXY 3pOOHTH, SIK
i maTu. Becnolo 6aTbko 3HOBY ile B eKCmepHLilo, B XaTi HapewTi
CTae TUXO i nNpuOpaHO, HaBiTb TPOXM COHHO, a MAaTH MePecTae
YEpBOHITH, nepectae cMisitucs. BoHa npuuinauBo auBUTBLCS 3a
MHOI0, BUXOJXY 3 JLOMYy HeliMOBipHHM 4HCTIOJIEI0, aje Le 3HOBY
IO mpHi3ay 6aThbKa, KOJHM HAJOrOJXKeHa TaKMM YMHOM FapMOHis
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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. 1
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 J1aMaeThbCsl, i BCi CTAIOTb TPOXH HEAKYpaTHHMH, a B Xa-
Ti 3HOBY BCe mepeBepTacThCA LOrOpH HOramu.

IpaBaa, uporo poky 6yJo Bce Tpoxu He Tak. BaTbko npu-
ixaB, sIK 3aBXJM, LyXe 3BHYaliHO, ane, MepeCTYNUBIUH MOPIr, BiH
He MmoJIi3 10 KacTpyJb, a CkasaB: “S1 HaaymaB nocaautu can”. “Ha
acdanbTi?” — 3acmignaca matu. “Yoro Ha acanbti?” — 3a-
cMisiBca 6aTbKo, — “MeHi faju 3a mictom ropox”. “I wo TH Ha
HboMy Oyapew cagutu?” “Can”, — ckasaB 6aTbko, i MaTH 3a-
cmisinace. “Yoro TH cmiewca?” “A XTo 3a TBOIM CagOM XOAUTH
6yne?” “A Tn”, — BignoBiB 6aTbko. MaTH 3acmissach i ckasa-
aa: “Hdixpewcs”.

Mu ixanm 3 6aTbKOM B TpamBal, i I yBa)KHO 3a HUM CTe-
XHB. B HbOro 3a Leit ce3oH 3’aBua0CH 6araTo 3MOPLIOK i 3Ha4YHO
nopixis uy6. BiH nporoBxKyBaB BeceJO rOBOPUTH, aJle LiE BKe He
OyB GesnepepBHUil MOTyTHiil MOTiK, BiH iHKOJM 3aMOBKaB i 3a6y-
BaB, Npo 110 roBOpHMB nepej uuM. S Bixuys, mwo 6aTbko cTapie. 5
BifuyB, 110, MOXe ,BiH BTOMHUBCS. “SIk po6oTa?” — cnuTaB BiH
MeHe, i 9 3HOBY NMOMITHB, 110 paHile nMpo poOOTy i HaBYaHHS BiH
He nuTaB. Bin rosopus: “Hapgitoch, TH WiTKOM ZUCUHMIUIIHOBaHMIA,
BBiuMBMi”. Matu Bignosina: “Llinkom”. 1 Ha upomy aonut 3a-
KiHuMBCcsl. Ase cboroiHi BiH cnuTtas: “SIk po6ora?” I g Bixnosis,
SIK-TO 3BMYalHO BiAMNOBiaOTh B TakuX Bunajpkax: “Hiyoro, as-
kyio”. “Mu Tpoxu He Maémo 3 TOOOI0O KOHTAaKTy”, CKa3aB BiH.
51 3HoBy 3auByBaBcs: “MoxanBo”. “JliBUMHY Maew?” — cnuTaB
BiH, i MeHi cTano cmimwHo. A BiH ue nomituB: “Tu cmieucs, 60
Tak roBopsiTb BCi 6aTbKH, SIKi XO4yTb BCTAHOBUTH KOHTAKT 3 CH-
Hamu?” A BiH He AypHuii, moaymaB s i cka3aB: “Tak roBopsiTb B
noranux kinoginemax”. “Ha xanb, Bignosis BiH. — $I nyxe piako
XOJLXKY B KiHO”.

Mu sifian 3 TpamBaio, JOBro IJyTanuch nepeiMicTsiM, mo-
TiM BUHLIIM B noJie, i 6aTbKO MOKa3aB BigMipeHy KiJOuKamu pAi-
JsHKy. IToTiM Mu Konanu sIMKM, 6aTbKO I'OJIOCHO pO3MoBifaB pisHi
BeceJi icTopii, MH cMisaucs, 6yB 4yAOBHil OCiHHIil LeHb, 6YJ0 He-
CrnokifiHe OCiHHe coHue, 6yJ0 HiXHO-rosnyde He6o. BaTbko po3-
NoBijlaB aHEeKIOTH i KocuBca y Miit 6ik. BiH TemnepameHTHO Ko-
naB, CMisiIBCA 3 MOTX MO30JiB, a MeHi 31aBajocsi, WO B LbOMY
LyXe 4yjOBOMy JHi € JIOAMHA, SIKa AYyXXe Cepilo3Ha, € JI0AMHa,
fika BijuyBae, W10 BOHA CTapie, a TOMYy XOue MOCaAUTH Ha Wil
3emai cap...

Mu nocaauan KBoJi AepeBHHHM i moBepHysmcst popomy. “ITo-
caguamn’?” — cnurtana matd. “Asaxkxe”, — BiaNnoBiB Beceso 06aTb-
Ko. Bin yBiiilmoB B KiMHATYy i Becesio remHyBCsl Ha 3acTelleHe Jiix-
ko. “Hy, Komo”, — ckasana matu. “Tu Bapuw cyn 3 rpubamu”,
— CMil04HCh, ckasaB 6aTbko. [1oTiM BiH MOBEpHYBCS 10 MeHe i no-
NpUATENbCHKM MOPrHyB MeHi.. | 3HOBY MeHi 3pamocs, wo B KiM-
HaTi € Ayxe cepilo3Ha JIIOAMHA, KA BilyyBae, WO CTapie, i BH-
piwmaa nocaguty cax. TilbKW, OYEeBHIHO, THM CaioM OyB yxe
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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 loudly 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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fl... i MeHi cTano Tpoxu Gossiue. MeHi CTaJO TPOXHU 3a3APiCHO, IO
BiH Bce BiggaBaB po6oTi i MaTepi, 0 BiH Tak AOBro He Nomiyas
MeHe. “Moxe, nizeMo B KiHO?” — cnuTaB 6aTbKO.

S1 rasnyB Ha matip. BoHa crosina B KyxHi i mpucayxanacs.
“IlaBaii mizemo BCi pa3om”, — BiLNOBIB 4...

Mu Buitlim 3 gomy. Mu B3sM nij pyky marip, i BOHa, mif-
BiBILUM JOrOpH roJioBy, ckasdana: “Slke cborojHi rojyoesHe ne6o!”

— “A can noBeneTbCs goraspatH Tob6i”, — ckasaB 0aTbKoO.

— “Jlixpemicst”, — cKasaja BecesJo MaTH. — “Tu 3aBxkAu
xouew, o6 TBil cajg morasgaB XTOCh”.

51 3pMBoBaHO NoxMBUBCA Ha MaTip. BoHa Tex posymina 6aThb-
Ka. BoHa Tex posyMina cepiiosHy JOfMHY, SiKa mouaja CTapiTH
i Bupilmaa nocaguTH can.

Batbko posnosijgae Becedi icTopii. Bin uypecHo ix posmo-
BizaB. Mu cmisumcs, cmigaucs roJocHo i Beceso. A HaBKpyru
6yso 6arato Jaiogeit. I B kiHo Gyno 6arato Jyiogeil. I 6Gyna nyxe
Temna ociHb. A B KiHoO iia xomepnis. I us komenis 6yna Takoio,
IO MM HaBiTb CMisyuca. A MOTiM 3HOBY MeHi cTajo Tpoxu 6oJsi-
ye. 51 posymis, wo ueii 6iab mMoxe i Ge3nmigcTaBHuil, ase paHile
MM HiKOJIM HE XOIMJM Ha Taki Becedi i mpuemHi ¢inbmu. Aze ue
Hiyoro... Lle no6pe, 110 M1 MoYyaju XOIHUTH...

A morim mu 3sycTpinu Moo ZxiBuuHy. S Tpoxu BigcraB Bij
6aTbKkiB, a BOHa ckasana: “Skuit B TeGe KkpacuBuii GaTbkoO!”
“IlpaBra?” — mnepenutas 5. “Hy, 3BuuaiiHo”, — ckasana BOHa,
i My noGirnu BHM3 No GysbBapy, A€ B CHHIX CYTiHKaX 3aCTHrJa He-
NopywHa 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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BAJIEPI IINEBYYK

I1IBenp

— Bce 6yne no6pe, — LiBelb BUIUIIOHYB 3 pPOTa HEpEB’sIHY
WnUIbKy i BratuB ii y migomBy. — Ocb moGauui, Bce Gyae A0-
6pe. Komu s cka3aB — 3Hauuth Gyne.

Mapist AMBMIaCA HAa HBOTO BEJMKUMM OYMMa # CYMHO XHTana
rosoBoio. IlIBeup BixBepHYBCs, MOrJsjaloud Ha uyucrTe, o6MHTE
TEIVIOIO TOJyGiHHIO CepPIHEeBOro ILHs BiKHO.

— Tu ckaxew, ska xopolla CbOrojHi Hexims!

— Xopowa, — 3iTxHyna Mapis.

Hlsenp cTpycuB Ha migjiory oGpi3KM i 3HSIB 4epe3 roJIOBY
BEJIMKOr0, BKPUTOro IIIMaMu LuKapyOKoro KkJjewo ¢apryxa.
Bcras, posim’aBcs, BaXKO, 3 XpyCKOTOM MPHUCiZal0YM i BUKMLA-
I04H Briepel KOPOTKi JOBTi pyKH.

— Ty BunpacyBana KOCTIOM?

— Ara...

— IMiny noguBmoch. Uu pymaews, 1o MeHi Ayxe XO4eTbCS
Tyaiu HTH?

— 51 TeGe He mpumyuylO.

— Ane Bce oxHO — mnoauBuTHCh Tpe6a. Komu yosoBik He
MOAMBHTBLCA TOTrO, IO €, TO MOTaHoO.

HargraB wranu, crpubaioun Ha ofHiil Ho3i. 3a BiKHOM XH-
JIMJIO Ha Bedip, COHlle OGMJIO KOPOTKHUM Pi3KMM NMpPOMiHHSM, 3a/H-
Balo4y TPIiMOTJIUBUM POXKEBHM CBIiT/IOM KimMHaTy. [lIBeup migiiitmoB
Gauxuye i Brepcst AOJOHSMHM y MiABiKOHHs, nogapGoBaHe Gpyi-
HyBaTO0-0i/1010, MOTPiCKaHOIO Bix yacy ¢aploto. 3aBenrka Maiika
OGBHC/A Ha TPYISX, BiIKPUBIUH XOPCTKY Ky4epsiBy 3apiCTb...

— A cepneHb ubOro poKy Temiuil, — BUAMXHYB BiH.

— Tu He nywxe Tam cuay, [aBne. — Mapis B3ssa BiHUK
i cTana 3 WypXoTOM 3MiTaTH WKipsiHi 06pisKH.

— 51 x Kaxy — noamBaoch. Moxe, BOHO Jierie, KoJv Bi-
pAThb... — llIBeup yce e amBuBCA y BikHO, BOMpawoun B ceGe
i BUCTpyHueHMi1 psai TeserpadHUX CTOBMIB, i TeMHi LSATOYKH
JIOL€e# KOO PiduKH, i TYPT HU3bKUX, 3 PO3YMHEHMMH BiKOHHHULSIMH
OyauukiB. — MeHi wo Bor, wo 4opt, — BiH MpyxuB Oui Ha
JaCTiBOK, SIKi WMPSIM B MOBITPi. — AJle 1 3aBXAM KaxXy: mpouy
MeHe NepeKoHaTH, 1o Le Ao6pe, i 1 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 BigipBaBcsi ox BikHa i NMoBepHyBCS A0 ApYyxuHU. Mapis
BUMPOCTAJaCh, TPUMAIOUK Y BUTATHYTIi pyLi 06lUMOpPraHoro BiH-
HUKA, MOJAMBHJIKCS HA 4OJIOBiKa YOPDHMMM BTOMJEHMMH OYHMA.

— Yynuuit M, aBae.

Bin oxsiraB uepe3 rosoBy 6iJy BUMpacyBaHy COpPOYKY, IO
CBiXO wapynina mig pykamu.

— Yyanuit He uyauuid, aje BapsiHcbkuii Tak po3nucyBas...
[Tam’aTaew, BiH GYB aJbKOrOJiKOM?

— Ty Tex CKOpPO HUM CTaHell.

[1aBji0 BUTYJBKHYB 3 KOMipy COpPOUKH.

—$1 ckasaB — kiHeub, — KHMBHYB BiH rosioBow. Jymaeuu,
sl He 3Hal0 caM? Y MmoJayyKy nigeMo nmpsmMo B MarasuH.

Mapis HaropHyna cMiTTs Ha daHepHy pouieuky. Bin nuBuBCS
Ha 1i 3irHYTy CNMHY i HampyXeHy IlUMI0, Haj $IKOW OYyB Tyro
3MOTaHM# TEeMHHH By30J BOJIOCCS.

— Tu moxewr co6i MOBYaTH, — HIBelb HATACHYB Ha Meui
JeLeBEeHbKOro migxkauka. — AJie 1 cam xassiid. [To6ayuu.

Bin nowykaB y KuuieHi, BUTArHyB curapety. BcrpomuB y
3yOM i YMPKHYB CipHHKOM.

— Tu x KasaB, L0 KMHYB.

— He Bce 3pa3y, Mapiiiko, — BUNYCTMB XMapKy IUMYy. —
lagaew, 3a oxuH AeHb yce 3pOGHTHCS ?

BiH niwoB, 3auuHuBIUM 3a co6oi0 cTapi, punauBi xBepi. Be-
TOHHi CXOLM CipiaM y BOrKOMY 3aTiHKY, CAMOTHS, 3a0pH3KaHa rJu-
HOIO JIIMMIOYKA MAaTOBO 6JMMana MijJ TEeMHOI0 IOLLAHOI0 CTeJelo.
[Taxsi0 cTapolo BiKOHHOK 3aMa3Kol0 i racoM, y poTi BixuyBaBcs
ripkuit ayx npuropinoi kaBu. XTOCb TOJIOCHO PO3MOBJISIB, pi3Ki
BWJISICKM 2KIiHOYOrO rosiocy GMJMCSt B MOPOXHiH TUi Kopupopa.
[TaBa0 3ynuHuBCs it 06auBUBCSA. HamiuHyJI0 LEMKO MOYyTTS, siKe
3aBxJu OyJO NpPH HbOMY, KOJM BMUXOLMB 3 JOMY, 1100 MOCHUAITH
y nuBHHULi. Ane cborogHi ue 6yB Juiie Biiryk, panekuil i jsepb
BiguyTHuit. Bin nepexus iioro, sik mepexxuBaB 3aBXIH, ¥ HbOMY
0yJ10 OCh i BiJ 1bOro GYAMHKY, 1€ MELIKaB, i Bil 3amaxy Mpuro-
piJIoi KaBH, i BiJ OCTaHHLOro MOrALY APYXXHHH. XTOCb HarHiTas
NpUMYC, TOH CnoyaTKy WIMMNiB, a NOTIM OJLHOTOHHO 3aryB, CIOB-
HSIIOYM CBOTM HEPBOBUM IIYMOM CXOAHM i TemHuit kopunop. I1aBiao
3aTArcsl it KOPOTKMM PYXOM BUKHHYB y XKepCTsHY, nodapboBaHy
B TEMHO-CHHil xosip ypHYy Henokypok. Ilix mizowBamu 3apumiB
nicok, Tpyuucb 06 GeToH. [1aBjo BUilLUOB Ha 3ajuTe COHUEM Ka-
M’sHe MoJABip’s, Ae cywunacs 6inusHa. TpeGa 6yJi0 HU3bKO HaxH-
JIMTHCH, W06 NMPOHTH L0 MiABOPITTS.

3 BikHa MUPiXKKOBOrO LieXy Ha HbOrO AMBHMBCSl 4OJOBIK y Gi-
Jomy xanati. Bin BupsiuuB oui #i HecrnoaiBaHo miamoprHys I[laB-
JIOBi.

JlBa psiay KOJMIUHIX eBpeHCbKUX JIABOYOK TSATHYJMHCS B3LOBXK
Byauui, i [laBno sragaB HamiB3aOyTuit 4ac, KOJIM Ha raHkax Lie
cupiM Gopojati MpoAaBui, SIKi MPOBOAKAIM KOXHOIO Mepexo-
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He tore himself away from the window and turned 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.

“I 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. Pavlo 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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XOro yBaxKHuM norasaom. Tenep TyT MicTHAMCA CKAaLHM, i JiTHI,
NOBaXHi KOMipDHHMKM 3aBXJAM CTOBOMYMIM KOJIO BifUMHEHMX IBe-
peii. Yomych 31aBaJjiocs, 10 JABOYKH paHille HajlexaJsau iM, i came
e 3Mycuao ixX miTH B KoMipHuku. 2KiHKM Bcizajucsi Ha raHkax
i o6roBopioBany 110Cb Pi3KMMH FOPTAaHHUMHU TOJIOCAMM, 110 Bii-
JYHIOBAJM OJ, KaM’'HUX MilIOXOAiB i MacMBHMX Ly0OBUX IBepeii.

Tinb yxe 3aTarya ByJMLIO, aje HA 3aXOAi l1e rpajo poxKeBe
Cs1iiBO i ca1inuaIo oui, Haraayluy Npo 3aTULIHUI MK, A€ Jexalu
OpoH30Bi po3MOpeHi Tisla, JejBe NMPUKPUTI KJANTHKAMU KOJIbOPO-
Boi marepii. Ha cBiTanky ix 3MmiHATb pubaJkH, HmO 30MpPaOTHCS
TYT 3 uinoi oxoauui. BoHW CHISITD HemopyluHO, 3JMBAOYUCHL 3i
CBOTMHM BYJOUYKAMH it yac Bil 4acy roJIOCHO MepeMOBJSIOUHCH.

Kpait njouti BuaHinacs cuHst 6ynouka MUBHULL, KOJO Hel Mmix
0apBUCTUMM NapacoJsIMH CHLIM NO-HeLibHOMY 30AArHYTi 4O-
JoBiku. Bin Bni3HaBaB ix: 3akpeBCbKUil — 3 MILHOIO IUMEIO i KPY-
TOI0, Aebenolo cnuHol, Myciltuyk — 3 MajuM MOMOpLIEHUM 06-
JMY4aM i pyaumu o6ckybGaHumu Bycamu, [onoGyubkuit — 3 KpyT-
JIUM BeCeJMM 00aUYYSIM i ICKpaBO-pOXKEBUM YepernoM, i, HapelTi,
Crax BoHnpap, w0 MOBibHO WiAMB 3 BEJUKOro Kyxas OypliTH-
HOBEe NUBO.

JBi cvHi Bexi KOCTbOJIY BNHHAJIUCh Y HEGO GIMCKY4YHMMHU Xpe-
CTaMM, KOJIO HbOTO rpoMajujach uyepen’sHMMH GaHSAMU COOOpHa
uepkBa. [1aBa0oBi panToM cTano AMBHO, WO ige 10 TeMHOro Oy-
JAMHKY, Je TNpUOMTO roJIOBaTHMM UBSIXaMM OJsilIaHy BMBIiCKYy 3
KPYrJMMHM JliTepamy, i BiH 3yNUHUBCS cepej MOPOKHbOI Benyes-
HOi Mo, pO33MpaluyuCbh JOBKOJA. Moro oTodyBaB Cipuit
acdanbT, 1O BUIMBABCS 3-MijJ Hir, 066iraB j0BKOJA, 3aKpy4ylo-
4W, Haye BUpP, — cepej Li€i 0OJHOMaHITHOI CipM3HM nmocTaThb ioro
3JaBajlacsl TEMHOIO KOMALUHHOIO.

I

BinuyBaB ne came # MMHYJIOT Hexisi, KOJH CHLIB y TEMHOMY
KYTKY i CJlyxaB MOHOTOHHHMII roJioc npecBiTepa. Toli uuTaB sIKyCh
LY¥e AaBHIO NPUTUY 3 rpy6esHoi KHUrH, i [1aBjo IuBUBCS, K MO-
BiIbHO nepecyBaeThbCs MO CTOPiHLi HOro TOBCTMH najeupb. 3a
HirTeM TeMHina CMyxeuka OpyLy, najneub CyHyBcs no psibiit cto-
piHLi, yac Bix yacy BpouMCTO NigHiMaBcsl i 3HOBY magaB. ByJo
AY¥e THXO, JMLIe Ha BiKOHHOMY CKJi I3MXK4Yajia MyXa, KpHabud
ii mpocBiuyBasucs citoukolo nepetruHok. binst IlaBna 3 npucsu-
CTOM auxana rpy6a xiHka B 4opHiil cykHi. BoHa cuaina, pos-
CTaBMBIUM KPYIJi, M’ICUCTi KOJiHA, i CYKHS MiX HMMM NpOruHa-
Jacs. Benvki ry6u Bopylmancs, ik y BUTATHYTOi Ha Geper puGH.
IlaBnio 3ranas, wo Homy A0BeJOCS 3 HElo UiMyBaTHCS HA MOYATKY
Bignmpasu. Iig cepuem 3auiemina Hyzbra, Bif $IKOi 3auepxJio B
ropJi, i BiH smyweHnuii 6yB MpPOKOBTHYTH rapsuuil kiay6ok. Byuo
36ica HempueMHO, MpOTe MaJjelp NpecBiTepa AisB 3aCMOKiilanBO,
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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 MoB3 no ps6iii cTopiHLi Bce mani it gaJi, i ToBCTa Nyyka nos-
YaJbHO CMHUHAIACS HAa HalOiMbIl BUpPAa3HUX MicLAX...

OauHapusatb pokiB Tomy IlaBjo moBepHyBca 3 BiitHH, foro
yekana Mapis 3 gutuHolo. BoHa Oyna xyapa, ax vopHa. OGoe
JOBro CTOSJIM B CYTiHKaX KiMHaTH, IUBJSYUCb OJHE Ha OJHOrO,
He MOIVIM CKMHYTH 3allineHiHHSs, ske Bpa3 ckyBajo ix. To Gyaa
HaliTa:xuya xBuanHa. B Mapii no mokax TekJau psiCHi CJbO3M, a BiH
MOBYKM IMBMBCA Ha Hei. BoHa moyana Bike CXJMNYBaTH BroJioc
i panToM 3akpHyaja po3nauJuso it wajicHo. IToTim BoHM He Mor-
JiM posipBaTH 06iiimiB, BiH BiguyBaB ycTamu ii MOKpe, cojioHe 00-
Juyusa. 2KiHka mwe cxaunysana, Bce Miuiwe i MiuHille ropHy-
jJacb go Hboro. Toai sansakana mana Jliocs, U0 HeCMoAiBaHO
npokuHyaace. BoHa xanana iioro 3a kosiHa, i BiH BinuyBaB, fIK
y Hboro Api6Ho TpemTaTh naabui. OmipBaB Big cebe ApYIKHUHY
#i MOBiNbHO CTaB PO3B’A3yBaTH PEYOBMii MILLOK.

— XTO Le, MaMO? — cMHKaJa Mapilo jouka.

— Taro, — Bignosina Bona myauyun. — Taro...

— Tarty, — cka3ana mana. — Lle Th xi6a?

— 1, — nigTBepaue [lagio.

[ToTiM BOHM JIirM cnaTH, MOBeyepsiBLIM XJ1i6OM Ta KOHCep-
BamH. BiH ronay6uB apyxuHy, GosiuMch AifiTh HaiizanosiTHiuioro.
Ane ue cranocst camo co6olo, i B Ty Hiu 6yB 3auatuii Bopuc...

[NaBno sanmowms oui. Momy cTano cnokiiiHo i Temno Big
crnomuHiB. JleHHa BTOMa po3Jmjacs Mo BCbOMy Tiflly, Y ByXax Lie
i poci xuaMm BilJYHKM CTYKOTY MOJIOTKA, MaxJo aleTOHOBHUM
KJIEEM i 1IKipoOIOo, CBiXkOI0 MOCTi/MMO, Ky WwOCy6oTH cTeauaa Ma-
pis. BuyBaBcs 3anax migropinoi kaBu, i gecb Lajeko ryB NpuMyc.
A Ha raHkax KOJIMLUHIX JIAaBOK CHAIIM MUILHI XIHKY # rOPpTaHHUMH
roJI0oCaMu Mpo LOCh HepeMOBJSIHCE.

M’axkuit, BKpaaJauBHii rojioc npecsiTepa yuTaB crapy icropiio,
1110 MPOroJouyBana Ti X iCTHHH, SIKi BTOBKMauyBajia oMy MaTH
B JMUTHUHCTBI, 6epyunchb 3a 6aTbKOBOro nacka. BiH aymaBs npo Te,
IO BXE JAaBHO HOro TaK HiXTO He NepeKOHyBaB, HaBMaKu —
nacka j0BoAMTbCA Opaty Homy. Lle Tex cBoepinHe, npasia, Tpo-
XM CMpOLLEHE JOBeLeHHs iCTHHH.

KoJsio HbOro rosiocHo guxana ToBCTa iHKa, BOHA BOpPYLIMJA
CBOiMH I'IaAKUMH KOJIiHbMH, i BiJ L(bOro MPHEMHO APYAiNO HOpHE
KpenjewrHoBe miarta. Tpeba muarra i Mapii, aymas Bin ,ane
He YOpHe, a CBiTJe, 3 BeJIMKUMH KBiTaMH, sike BiH 0auuB Ha ApYy-
XUHi AupeKkTopa ¢abpukH, KOJIM Ta BUJIA3WMA 3 JIErKOBOT MaLIMHH.
Bona Hesrpa6GHO BHUCTaBMJIA 3aropily NMOBHY HOTy i GJMCHysa Me-
pexeHow 6inusHolo. Momy He 6yJo 3a3ipicHo Ha Ty Ginusny,
TiJIbKM XOTiJoCcs, wo6 y Mapii 6yso Take naatta. Ta rpouwi, siki
30MpaB, 3aJMIIMANCh Y MUBHHULI, BiH AYMaB NpPO Ty NMUBHUILO, A€
nojaBaqM 10 NHUBA HECBiXi CHpKM, OripkOBMi canaT i 4oroch
3aBXJM XOJOAHe GapaHsye pary, sike rotyBana cama Oyder-
HHLAL....
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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 cnure, 6paTte? — cnuTaB {ioro M’skuii rosoc npecsi-
Tepa.

[MaBno kainnHyB ounma. BapBiHcbkuii cMMKaB Horo 3a mifKak.

— Bu BTOMUMAMCS, 1 po3yMilo, ane TO rpix, KOJM CIJSTb MpPH
CBATOMY UYWTAaHHI.

Mertanesuit npucMak 3’IBUBCS B POTi — 3ajepeB’sHIIN SA3UK
i BycTa. Ha Hboro auMBMJIOCS KiNbKaHAAUATb 3anajeHUuX LiKaBicTIO
oueit.

— Bu nosunhi Bignosizatu 3a cBoi nuii. KoxHa mopocaa
JIOJMHA Mae€ BignoBigaTH 3a CBOi Aii.

— laiTe BM po 6ica, — panTom poscepauBcsi [laBao. — He
Xoyete — 1 MOXY MiTH.

Bin nigBiBcs i cTaB npoOUpaTUCS 10 BUXOLY.

— CrpuBaiite, — 3ynuuuB fioro mpecsitep. — Lle Henopo-
3ymiHHsl. He Tpeda Tak rocTpo pearyBaTu.

HaBkono saromoninu, cioBa cunaauch, Haye MOJOBa, MpPO-
AHATI yaaBaHOIO CMUpeHHiCTIO, i HOMY 3paJiocs, WO 10 HbOrO 3Bi-
AYCilb TATHYTbCA roctpi nasypu. Bonm Gyau we cxoBaHi B mo-
Ayuieykax, ajie oCb-0Cb MaJM BNUTHCS B cepue. JloBkoJa Biguy-
BaJlacs MOpOXHeya, HaBiTb MOBITPst Oy/N0 BUCMOKTAHe, i BiH ilIOB
MiX ABOX XBWJIb HEHABUCTi, sika xJsionana 3i CMUPEHHO MpPHUIIO-
wenux oyeil. Llocy ruano ioro 3BijcH, 3 06BilIaHOT ManepoBUMH
racjiamu KiMHaTH, i, pBoHyBLUHM ABepi, [1aBJ0 BUCKOYMB HA BYIULIO.
Moro 3acninuio BesMye3He COHLLe, WO BUCiJIO HA BUIHOKPY3i. Bo-
HO CUMOHYJIO MipisifiaMHl XXOBTHX TOHKHUX, Hauye CTPiJH, MPOMEHIB,
i Ha cepui cTaNo Bpa3 Tems1o, K TOLi, KOJM BiH MPUHOCHB AiTAM
nopapysku. llIBeup npumpyxuBcs i 3aauBuBcs HA 3axin. Kpisb
Bii BUAHO 6YJIO, IK NOBIJIbHO XOBa/NOCS OTOYEHe Mip4acTHMH, CXO-
XHMMHM Ha DUOOK, XMapKaMH COHLLE.

III

BydeTnuui 3ini rapsiue, BoHa n’e X010 1He MUBO, CMIUPAIOYUCD
nieyem o6 aBepi. IliT GaAMWUTD Ha BUIMLIOBATOMY 06JMuYi, a
MiJ naxamy TeMHiloTb MOKpi nasimu. 1aBa0 CTArHYB MifXKaK i Ku-
HyB oro Ha cTtineub. Byao napko, BiH po3cTeGHYB KOMmip, Bii-
NyCTUB TPOXM KPaBaTKy.

— Yoro T06i? — o3Banacs GydeTHULS.

— ITuBa, —ckasaB [laBno, BuTHpaioun Mokporo Jjgoba. —
HyuHo, xait iomy Gic.

— Byne noui, — npokasaB Mycilluyk BUCOKMM (anbLeToM,
NiAifiMalouy Bropy KOpPOTKOrO TEMHOTO MaJjblisl.

— bpatBa, — Tlon06yupkuit 06Tep pyKaBOM JHMCHHY. —
€ 1Ba kBUTKHM Ha dyT6oa. [Iponaro.

— ®yT60s, — npopik Crax Bongap, oapuBaouuch Bif KyX-
Jis, — 306iroBucbko igiorie. J pas miwos, To, noBipTe, Maao He

BiJTONMTAJJH HOTH.

218



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
propelled him away, out of this room with the papered slogans on its
walls and, seizing the doorknob, Pavlo 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.

II

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

219



KaneHuk KHMBHYB r0JI0BOIO.

[MaBno BizcbopOHYB NuUBa.

— Jliogn nopypinu, — GYpPKHYB BiH.

— Xa-xa, — T'ono6yupKuii 3aTpycHB JUcHM uepenoMm. — TH
BiacTaiuit vosoBik, IlaBne.

[uBo 6yno nobpe, xonoxHe i cBixe. 3aLylIHe CHHE MOBITPS
3a/IMBaNO CTOJMMKH, i uyTH 6yJ0, K BaXKKO AMXAOTb JIOAH. My-
Cifluyk n'sitHO MOXMJMB TroJOBy Ha rpyiu. osno6yubkuit cxoBaB
KBUTKHM 10 KMLUeHi, a 6ydeTHUud 3iHa roJOCHO KOBTa/la XOJMOLHE
nutBo. Ii BeJMKuit XMBIT KOMMBaBCs Mij 6inMM, TPOXH GPYLHMM
xanatoM. Ha miwoxonax MHroTiJM MOCTaTi OCTaHHIX MJSIXKHUKIB,
iXHi KpOKM JyHKO pos36uBanucsi 06 kam’sHi nuutu. [laBno pm-
BUBCSl Ha 3aMOLUEHi NOTpiCKaHUM KameHeM kpyui. [To HHMX BuBCH
Oyithuii xMinb. 3 mapky KOJMHAla TaHUIOBAaJbHA My3HMKa, Me-
pexTinu janexi BOrHi Ha €JEKTPUYHMX CTOBMAX.

— ITaBae, — BUrykHyB cBOiM (hanbueTom Myciiluyk. — To
npaBjia, WO TH 3aMMCaBC y WITYHAM? — BiH 3aXUXOTiB, 00TH-
paiouu Byca IBOMa MaJbLSIMH.

[TaBjio MoBuas.

— XoriB, — HapeluTi ckasaB BiH. — AJie MeHe 3aCTaBWJH
LiMyBaTUCh 3 TAKOI TOBCTOIO MHKOIO, LIO § BTiK.

— ¥xe SIK TOBCTa, TO # MOLINYBATUCh HE MOXHA, — OCKH~
punacs 3iHa.

— 3 Toboto, 3iHO, g 6 uiny Hid...

— A nymaew, 6yna 6 ripuwa Big CBOET KJsdi?
— Oxo, Most KJIsiua Lie MoBese.

— JluBucs, wob He 3aBe3Ja.

— A xaii 3aBo3uTh, — [1aB/I0 NpHCKAJIMB OKO.

— Hy-Hy, TOo ax TH uinyBaBca? — mnpucyHyBcsi ToJio0y-
UbKHH.

— Ta Tak, — IlaBnoBi nepexoTinocs rosopuTH. 3aAUBHBCH

y CyTiHb, XOBTa JIAMMNOYKA OJMMasa Haj CTOJHUKOM, a HaBKOJO
Hei XaOoTUYHO KPYXJSIM KoMapi Ta HiuHi Mereauku. B aywHy
TEMpSABY BpMBABCSl 3anax OUMILEHOI Bij JeHHOT CHeKd 3emii
it BinbroTHuit moaux piuku. Bix Toro nmoauxy saumenoTino JUcTH,
JIecb y riuM6uHi MicTeuka 3araBKaB CaMOTHill mec.

3iHa npuHecaa HOBMil KyXoJb, i WBeUb 0ApPa3y X BixmuB
nososuny. Bxe nmiwm Myciltuyk 3 ToaoOyubkum, nigsiBcs Ka-
nennk, Crtax Bongap B3siB iioro mig naxBy i MOBOJIK y TEMpSBY.
[MaBno cuziB, NOBepHYBLWINKCH IO BikHa, a 3iHa nmpubupana 3i cTo-
JvkiB. baxnys necnoaiBaHo nocTpin, i B moBiTpi 3aBucau Tpu pa-
KETH: XKOBTa, rojyba i seseHa.

— Lo ue?

— ¥ napky. MacoBe ryasiHHsS CbOrOAHi.

Bin noxymas, sike ue uyxe A HbOrO — MACOBE TyJISIHHS.

— Hy sk, 3iHO, XUTTA? — CnuTaB BiH.

Bona posinnynacs i BigkuHysaa 3 Jo6a macmMo BOJIOCCS.
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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.

“I 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, IlaBne. Orak 3 paHky A0 Beuopa. JuBHCH TYT
Ha Baworo 6pata, — B Hei Ha 06Juyyi 3axasiraa ramboxka BTOMaA.

— INo-MoeMmy, TOGi He 3BHKATH...

— A aymaeu, sIK 3BHKJIAa — TO He GyBae rMiKo?

— Jlioau He Tak NpocTO NM'I0Thb, — BiH MiABiBCA i HATATHYB
Ha nuieui migxkax. HepBoBo 3acTiOyBaB rya3HkH.
— XTo ix 3Hae? — 3iHa 3 rypkoTOM nocTaBWja CTijielpb

Ha CTil. ¥ KopuuHeBill Kaaoxi coycy 6e3cuo MOB3aB HiuHWH
METEeJHK, HOro BesMKe cipe TiJO i KOPUYHEBI, SIK i cOyC, KpUbus
CnasMaTH4HO CTPinyBaJIMCh.

— Inu Bxe poxpomy, — 3iHa po3B’sisyBasa 33aly NMOBOPO3KH
xanara.

[MaBjo posnsaTuBCs i NOBiMbHO miloB yHu3. Ha Hboro Biii-
HYJIO TIPOXO0JIOJ010, IKa BOMpaJIacs KOXHOW KJiTHHOWIO Tija. Bax-
KO KyMKaJM a0y, yac BiJ yacCy BUAYCKalOuu NPOTSKHI, Haue no-
KJuKH, 3BykH. IllamoTino Bropi Jucrd, BiTep nepebupas iioro 3
Ti€l0 OCOGJMMBOIO TOKBANJMBICTIO, $IKa BHHUKAaE Mepen JLOLLEM.
[MaBjo nigBiB rosoBy i 3aiMBMBCA Ha TeMHe, KajaMyTHe He6oO.
Besanka kpanas Bpapuia foro mo JoGi i po3moBsJacs LEMIU-
BOIO NPOXO0JI0A0I0.

Biu ciB Ha kamiHb kpaii poporu i, 06XONUBLIM TOJIOBY pYy-
KaMH, npoOypMOTiB:

— Xait itomy 6ic!
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fluttering its wings which were brown too.

“You’d better go home.” Zina untied her overall at the back.

Pavio 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

223






UKRAINIAN ACADEMIC PRESS

The primary goal of Ukrainian Academic Press (UAP) is to encourage
and promote scholarly writings in English on a wide range of subjects
relating to Ukraine. Original monographs by well-known subject specialists
cover a variety of topics with particular emphasis on cultural and intellectual
life, history, literature, and other areas of the humanities and social sciences.

225



ABOUT THE EDITOR

Dr. George S. N. Luckyj, professor emeritus of Russian and Ukrain-
ian literatures at the University of Toronto, obtained his B.A. and M.A.
degrees from the University of Birmingham, England. After serving for four
years with the British Army of the Rhine, he joined the staff of the English
Department at the University of Saskatchewan. In 1952, he received a Ph.D.
in Slavic languages from Columbia University. An internationally known
scholar, Dr. Luckyj is a frequent contributor to professional literature.
Among his publications are Literary Politics in the Soviet Ukraine, 1917-
1934 (Columbia University, 1956) and Between Gogol’ and Shevchenko
(Harvard Series in Ukrainian Studies, 1971). He has also published transla-
tions of stories by Mykola Khvylovy and was one of the editors of Ukraine:
A Concise Encyclopedia (University of Toronto Press, 1963; 1971). He is
editor of the series Ukrainian Classics in Translation published by Ukrainian
Academic Press.
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YEVHEN HUTSALO (b. 1937)

Author of several collections of short stories, all published in the
1960s. He rarely writes poetry. Most of his stories deal with village or
small-town life and the collection Bathed in Lovage (1965) draws
heavily on the peculiarities of the Podillya region. The present story is
one of his earliest.

MYKOLA KHVYLOVY (1893-1933)

According to those who knew him, Khvylovy was the most
striking figure of the Ukrainian cultural renaissance in the 1920s. A
passionate communist, he was at the same time deeply dedicated to the
national idea. In time the two proved incompatible and Khvylovy,
unable to bear the conflict any longer, shot himself in May, 1933.

Khvylovy’s place in Ukrainian intellectual history is secure primar-
ily because of his brilliant pamphlets (Whither Are You Going, 1925,
Thoughts Against the Current, 1926, The Apologians of Scribbling,
1926) in which he deplored the low quality of contemporary letters and
called for an orientation towards Western Europe. He was severely
censured by the Party and by Stalin personally for issuing a call “away
from Moscow.” An able organizer, he led the literary group VAPLITE
(Free Academy of Proletarian Literature) and edited several journals. His
opposition to the policy of Russification ended in failure.

Khvylovy excels as a lyrical and poetic short story writer (collections
The Blue Etudes, 1923, Autumn, 1924). He is also the author of an
unfinished novel The Woodsnipes (1927). A collection of Khvylovy’s
stories in English translation (Stories from the Ukraine) appeared in New
York in 1960. The story “My Being” was first published in 1924.

HRYHORIY KOSYNKA (1899-1934)

Perhaps the most talented short story writer of the early Soviet
period, Kosynka died in his prime, under sentence of execution for
alleged counter-revolutionary activity. The upheaval of the revolution is
often depicted impressionistically in his stories. Free of political tenden-
tiousness, they are as artistically accomplished as Babel’s Russian stories
on a similar topic. Kosynka’s first story appeared in 1919. Four
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collections came out in the 1920s. Some of his stories have been
translated into East European languages and into English and German. A
new volume of Kosynka’s writings appeared in Kiev in 1962 after his
partial rehabilitation.

MYKHAYLO KOTSYUBYNSKY (1864-1913)

Kotsyubynsky appeared in Ukrainian literature at a time when
realist and populist trends were still strong, but were gradually giving
way to Modernism. In a period of transition he made his finest
contribution to this new literary school which placed artistic considera-
tions above social and national issues. Some of his short stories are
clearly stamped with impressionism and exoticism. Others deal with
contemporary themes but in a much subtler way than his predecessors.
He is also the author of two novels, very different in style: Fata-
morgana (1903-10), an account of a village rebellion, and The Shadows
of Forgotten Ancestors (1911), a stylized folk legend. The latter was
made into a film (1964) which enjoyed great success in Europe and
North America. “On the Rock™ was written in 1902.

VALERIYAN PIDMOHYLNY (1901-1941)

His first short stories appeared in 1919. In 1922 his first short
novel Ostap Shaptala was published. Recognition came to Pidmohylny
with the publication of his novel The City in 1928. He was at that time
a leading member of the apolitical literary group Lanka (The Link). In
1930 his last novel was serialized in a Kiev magazine. It has recently
been translated into English under the title A Little Touch of Drama.
Pidmohylny’s great promise as a novelist was cut short by his arrest in
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 The 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
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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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