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Introduction

The trilogy. Desperate Times, with its volumes Brother against
Brother, Between the Trenches, and Conflict and Chaos, focuses
on stories written during the 1900 to 1930 period that encompasses
the slide of the imperial Russian Empire into chaos, the breakup
of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, World War 1, and the subsequent
upheaval in Eastern Europe fomented by the Russian Revolution.
Some of these works are not for the faint-hearted, for they depict
truly desperate times of revolution, war, and social upheaval,
along with enormous human emotional and physical costs.

As of the early 20" century, Ukraine had long been divided
by other empires—with Russia controlling eastern Ukraine, and
various European powers including Lithuania-Poland, Austria-
Hungary, and the Hapsburg Empire dominating western portions.
In both regions the Ukrainian language, culture and distinctive
Ukrainian forms of Orthodox and Catholic rites were at times
severely controlled, or completely banned, and conditions for
ethnic Ukrainians were harsh. There was little opportunity
for education and advancement for Ukrainians, and the rising
revolutionary tide that began sweeping Europe in the 19" century,
with its concepts of nationalism, democracy, and freedom, soon
found fertile ground in traditional Ukrainian territory.

The stories in this trilogy depict attempts at reform and
political activism, peasant uprisings, revolutionary and terrorist
acts, and the flowering of the Ukrainian independence movement.
This blossoming of culture, language and political idealism was
soon trampled however, with empires being rent asunder resulting
in the redrawing of borders, the First World War sweeping millions
to death, and the brutal consolidation of power by communists in
the former Russian Empire.

These stories are written from multiple points of view, as Is
only fitting, for they are all part of the spectrum of beliefs that



drove the variously motivated protagonists of those times. Thus we
read about Soviet revolutionary heroes—and disillusionment with
the new communist regime. We read about atrocities perpetrated
by imperial forces, and the complete collapse of morality in areas
controlled by anarchist groups. We experience the power of fiction
that enables us to put ourselves into others’ shoes, to witness
events through their eyes, to feel their emotions. The results often
are not pretty, but stories such as these actually happened, time
and again, shaping real people.

While it is difficult to divide the stories into precise
chronological order, we have attempted to begin with ones dating
to the Russian Revolution of 1905 that revealed the rotten state of
the empire. At the time, Russia was shocked by repeated defeats in
the Russo-Japanese War, and revolutionaries of various political
stripes—though mostly socialists and communists—realized that
collapse was a matter of time.

The Russian Empire had suppressed ethnic and religious
groups, and had attempted to impose the Russian language and
church upon all within its territory. As the bureaucracy weakened
and military disasters in the Far East undermined discipline and
pride, the empire was faced with the steady rise ot ethnically based
national aspirations in many of its regions. The overwhelming
human and economic cost of WWI piled on stresses that the
ossified and increasingly fractious empire could not withstand.

For Ukrainians, WWI was really a time of brother against
brother, and not by choice. Several of the stories in this trilogy
depict the anguish as families were divided between empires. with
Ukrainians conscripted into both the Russian army, and opposing
Germanic-Austrian forces.

By 1917, an exhausted, demoralized and near-destitute
Russian Empire was ripe for revolution, and two of them exploded
that year. The first, the February Revolution, saw the abdication
of the tsar and the establishment of a provisional government.
The second, the October Revolution, saw the Bolsheviks under
Lenin sweep into power and begin the consolidation of a new,
communist, empire that became the Union of Soviet Socialist
Republics, or, more simply, the Soviet Union.

The great tragedy of this revolutionary era is that idealism fell
by the wayside, devolving into horrific years of civil war in which



combatants of all political stripes plunged into an escalating cycle
of atrocities. It didn’t matter right wing or left wing, all met in
extremism, mass murder, rape, torture, looting—and for extended
periods—total anarchy. There was complete social, political and
economic collapse. with the only authority being the barrel of a
gun.

The modern Western reader has little concept of such chaos,
terror, and utter helplessness. We have no sense of such ingrained
hatred—hatred of the oppressive aristocracy and bureaucracy—
followed by hatred of the perversion of Marxism and Communism
into a new, even harsher dictatorship that placed no value on
human life and blindly espoused totalitarian ends that justified the
foulest means.

Yet we see in these stories that amidst the chaos created by the
breakdown of the political and social order there were flickers of
humanity, ot ethical, moral behaviour. Within that chaos, people
still loved, dreamed. and hoped. It is heartening to find that within
that chaos some people still adhered to humane and principled
codes of behaviour, even sacrificing their own lives to save those
of others.

The 1ssues central to these volumes of revolutionary stories
are still relevant and some are yet unresolved. The short-lived
Ukrainian governments of the confusing revolutionary period
planted the seeds of independence, and some partisans fought
on for decades against the Soviets. The reverberations from
those times still impact the ongoing development of a nascent
democracy in a free Ukraine in the face of still widely entrenched
authoritarian values and practices in modern Russia and 1ts
resurgent imperialistic ambitions.

We have tried to strike a balance in assisting those readers
who may be embarking into unfamiliar territory by providing
glossaries including some of the main parties, armies, and military
and political leaders, without overly interrupting the narrative

flow.
t ¥ *

Language Lanterns Publications began its mission of adding
to the treasury of Ukrainian literature accessible to the English-
reading world in 1998 with the six-volume series Women’s Voices



in Ukrainian Literature which included translations of selected
literary works written by eight Ukrainian female authors between
880 and 1920. In 2004, two companion volumes were published,
Passion's Bitter Cup and Riddles of the Heart, with stories by
Ukrainian male authors in the same period.

To date, Language Lanterns has produced 20 volumes of
translations including several by Ukraine’s leading man of letters,
Ivan Franko, and two volumes called From Days Gone By and
Down Country Lanes that added stories written in the second
half of the 19" century and the first decades of the 20" by sixteen
Ukrainian male authors.

These diverse stories from the mid-19™ to early 20" centuries
give modern readers a window 1nto societal, political. religious
and economic conditions in Ukrainian ethnic lands, and the
gradual revival of the Ukrainian language, culture and political
spirit following centuries of external domination.

The volume taken most to heart by the public thus far is 4
Hunger Most Cruel that graphically depicts through short fiction
the horrendous impact upon Ukraine of the famine artificially
created by Soviet authorities in the 1930s in an attempt to break
the Ukrainian peasantry. This terror-famine. or Holodomor, that
resulted in the deaths of millions of innocent victims, has come to
be internationally recognized as genocide.

* k%

Sonia Morris, my mother and the editor of the Language
Lanterns Publications team, passed away in April 2007; however,
she and her sister Roma Franko, the translator, had begun work on
many of these stories. Therefore Sonia’s name remains as editor

to recognize her passion for her cultural heritage, her historical
knowledge and literary skills.

Roma and [ dedicate this trilogy to her memory.

Paul Cipywnyk
Associate Editor



George S. N. Luckyj
Ukrainian Literature Translation Prize
awarded to Roma Franko and Sonia Morris

In 2009, the Canadian Foundation for Ukrainian
Studies (CFUS) selected Roma Franko, Ph.D. and her sister, the
late Sonia Morris, M. Phil., as the first recipients of the George
S. N. Luckyj Ukrainian Literature Translation Prize.

Named in honour of the late Professor George S. N. Luckyj,
an eminent Ukrainian-Canadian editor and translator of
Ukrainian literature, the prize encourages the translation of
Ukrainian hiterary works into English and other languages.

The citation cites Franko and Morris “for their dedica-
tion to and tremendous efforts and achievements in translating
Ukramnian literature into English and making it accessible to
a wide reading audience... After taking early retirement from
thetr respective academic careers at the University of Saskatch-
ewan in 1996, the sisters embarked on new careers, Roma Franko
as translator and Sonia Morris as editor. Together they founded
Language Lanterns Publications dedicated to publishing
works of Ukrainian literature in English translation... To date,
17 volumes have appeared translated by Roma Franko and
edited by Sonia Morris... The names of the recipients will be
inscribed on a plaque that will be permanently displayed in
the Department of Slavic Languages and Literatures at the
University of Toronto.”

CFUS is a non-profit charitable organization dedicated to
securing funds and other resources that will promote the growth
and development of Ukrainian studies in Canada in perpetuity.
The work of CFUS is supported by the generosity of individuals
through donations, bequests, and endowments.
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Blood

(A Skerch)
(1905)

A command was given to have rifles at the ready, to have
cartridges at hand. and to be prepared to leave the barracks at a
moment’s notice. And the barracks came to life and stirred like
an agitated anthill.

They marked time only briefly, and then two companies set
out from the barracks.

Where they were going, and why, no one knew for certain,
but they all sensed that they were being led to a place where
something incomprehensibly dreadful was bound to happen.
Shivers ran up and down their spines, and they felt disengaged
from their speeding teet that carried them mechanically over the
cobblestone street.

Their eyes were fixed straight ahead, and they did not take
notice of anything except the grim faces of their officers. They
were confident that the officers knew exactly where to lead them
and would bear responsibility for everything that happened.
They had to submit to their will.

They ran.

Swiftly, swiftly.

Somewhere far ahead they could hear clamouring and the
echoes of shots being fired. It was there that something territying
and incomprehensible was happening—the something that they
dreaded so greatly.

Chills raced over their bodies. Terror gripped their chests,
and their hearts, exhausted from running, beat erratically.

Should they turn back?

Flee?
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Impossible!

Now the clamouring and the shots were very near, around
the corner, on the square.

The street ahead of them was deserted. In a window the pale
face of a terrified woman flashed by . . . Beside a closed gate a
frightened, whimpering puppy tucked in its tail and barked at
them. A gust of wind swooped up trash from the street and flung
it in their faces . . .

Then suddenly, a steely command: “Halt!™

They halted.

“First company, left face!”

They turned to face the square.

People waving red flags were scattering, running away from
the square. Workers.

“First company, fire!”

They were shooting, and being shot at . ..

Who was doing the shooting—they did not think about that:
they just obeyed the commands: ““First company. fire! Second
company, fire!”

And by instantly obeying every command to the very last
word, they felt a sense of relief’ they experienced the satisfaction
of well-trained soldiers.

And it was only when everything fell silent, when they were
gathering up the dead and the wounded. and when they found
Petrenko their flag-bearer lying lifeless with a smashed head.
that they regained their senses.

They recalled that during the battle Petrenko had stood in
front of them. with his arms folded on his chest., without saying
a word. He had not made a move to kill anyone himself, or to
incite others to engage in fratricide.

And now, when they saw his calm, pale face, it was as if
someone had broken a spell that had enveloped them, and
terrible questions arose: “Whom were you Killing? And why?
Whose bullet hit him? An enemy bullet or one of our own?”

And not one of them could say anything in reply. They could
not justify their actions either to themselves or to those at whom
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they had been shooting. And most certainly not to this human

being who had lived among them. Who had served as an example

for them. Whose corpse they were now cradling in their arms.
They cradled it like something sacred . . .

* * k

Tears swirled in their eyes, and curses erupted in their hearts.

They no longer feared blood. It had already been shed. Like
red wine. it went to their heads and inebriated them.

“If that's how things are. then . . . let’s have blood. More
blood! Someone else’s. or our own— it matters not!”



The Heroes Come Home

(An Improvisation)
(1905)

The children were walking ahead of me, when all of a sudden
they stopped short, grabbed hold tightly of each other’s hands.
and stared in horror, shifting their eyes from me to something
that they had spotted in a crowd of people.

A second later, the older girl dropped the younger one’s
hand and rushed up to me.

“Oh!” she shrieked as she struck her hands together in
despair and pressed herself closely against me.

“What 1s 1t?”

“That man over there . . .”

She did not finish what she was saying. but | had caught
sight of him myself.

He was not a man—he was a bird. a one-legged bird. One
moment he would be standing like a crane and saying something.
and the next moment he would be hopping closer towards us.
and the people surrounding him walked silently beside him,
stopping whenever he stopped.

He was a soldier who had fought at *Port Arthur.

“For the love of Christ, give alms to a crippled soldier: give
alms, O benevolent people of God!™ he—that one-legged bird—
begged.

He was still young.

His hair was cut short in the military manner. his cheeks
were cleanly shaved, and his youthful blond moustache was
neatly curled.

He had only one leg—his left one. Nothing at all remained
of his right one, and both his arms had been torn off almost at
the shoulder, and only scrawny little stumps. no more than a
few inches in length. peeked out like corncobs from under his
rolled-up sleeves.
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A small steel cup was attached with a leather strap to his
left lLittle stump, and people tossed coins into it, mostly copper
coins, but occasionally silver ones as well.

It was a very warm day, and sweat was rolling down the
young man’s face, and as he walked he would raise his right
little stump, bend his head under it—Ilike a bird tucking its head
under its wing—and wipe away the sweat with the sleeve of his
shirt.

“QGive alms, for the love of Christ!™

Chills raked my spine.

There he 1s—our wan, taciturn hero!

O my nation. do you see him?

This 1s your son.

He has come home from a distant land, from a bloody
banquet.

Father, mother, brothers, sisters—draw near to him; let him
clasp you to his tender heart with his powerful arms!

He is tormented by thirst; give him some water and a towel,
pour water over his hands, let him wash up!

He wants to eat and drink—invite him to your table, let him
sit in the place of honour under the icons, and let him have some
bread. and let him eat, and let him pour himself some cool water,
and let him drink!

Call his comrades to him, and may there be great joy among
you—your dear one has come home from a distant land, from a
horrible, bloody inferno!

“Give alms, for the love of Christ!”

Father, mother, brothers, sisters, where are you?

Come here, come and rejoice, and may all who are near and
dear to you share in your joy!

But they are nowhere to be found . . .

% k%
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But perhaps, right here in this crowd, at some distance from
him, stands his old mother, and her heart is boiling over with
scalding blood, and every sound emitted by the voice of her
crippled child pierces her heart like a sword.

And she whispers: “Oh, may you be damned! Oh, may you
be damned! What have you done to my child? Why have you
made such a mockery of my very own blood? It would have
been better if . . "

“Give alms, for the love of Christ!”

And the man-bird hops farther, and with every movement
that he makes, the steel cup strikes him on his side. the side
where his heart is beating . . .

Oh, it would have been better if . . . the bomb had ripped that
heart right out of his breast!



Spring Flood

(1905)

Part One

When Trublayevych walked into the large hall with its high
ceiling and small semi-opaque windows where an extraordinary
session of the provincial council was being held, he was engulfed
by tobacco smoke and the suffocating heat created by more than
three hundred deputies and members of the general public. The
session had recessed, and the deputies, having risen from their
seats. were standing around in small clusters and walking in
the narrow aisles among the green morocco leather couches on
which they had been sitting. Members of the public, who had
been seated on rows of chairs at the back of the main hall and
up in the balcony, were also standing and stirring like ants in a
disturbed nest.

It was noisy 1n the hall, like in a large train station when a
train is arriving, and it was impossible to make out individual
words. Everything that was said flowed together, became
entangled, and reverberated from the bas-relief ceiling like the
clattering of a torrential mountain stream or of water rushing
over a dam damaged by a flood: clack-clack-clack-clack!

As he pushed his way forward, Trublayevych surveyed the
deputies. They were old familiar faces—gentlemen who were
overly fed, overly pampered, overly neat and clean, and with
overly slicked-back hair—and there was not a single democratic
figure among them. Uniforms, evening coats, smoking jackets,
frockcoats . . . Blindingly white collars, ascots, and cuffs.
Ruddy, fleshy faces . . . Resolute, restrained movements, and
that inextinguishable uneasiness that is ever present in the eyes
of people whose hearts are not at peace. In the middle of the
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hall, the turquoise beret of a councillor—a high official of the
customs house—stood out like a garish blemish against the
spine of a couch.

All this was very familiar to Trublayevych, right down to the
beret of the customs official, and so he turned his eyes upwards
to look at the balcony. Up there, as if fearing to lose their places
in the front rows, the members of the public—for the most part
ladies and young misses, with half of them being Jews—seemed
to have sent down roots into the balustrade. Dressed to the hilt.
they were gasping in the suffocating heat and fanning their
flushed faces with newspapers and whatever else they happened
to have at hand. They resembled butterflies that had alighted on
the balustrade and were now flapping their varicoloured little
wings, ready to take sudden flight and fly away.

And it seemed to Trublayevych, that high up in this hall, in
the heated air, something tense and uneasy was fluttering. and
that it would burst out at any moment with something unusual
and unexpected. And that tense, uneasy mood gradually gained
control of him.

As he stood there, he let his eyes wander over the audience.
hoping to find a spot near someone that he knew.

“Ivan Mykhaylovych! Ivan Mykhaylovych!™ a woman's
voice called out to him, but he did not hear it.

“Mr. Trublayevych, the ladies are calling you.” one of the
men standing near him said, and he pointed to the right at a
corner of the hall where some young ladies were winking and
nodding to him, indicating that he should join them.

Trublayevych began moving in that direction, making a path
for himself through the crowd.

He was being called by an attractive young woman. a
brunette with luxuriant hair that was braided in the latest style.
His face had been a bit overcast when he walked into the hall but
it brightened as soon as he saw who was calling him.

It was his fiancée, Lyuba Hovoretska, who was discreetly
signalling with her eyes to a spot next to her. After greeting
Hovoretska’s young female friends, he remained standing beside
her, for there was no room to sit down.

“Trublayevych 1s standing on guard beside his queen,” an
elderly and rather unattractive lady with reddish hair whispered
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softly but emphatically to the woman sitting next to her. “He
must be afraid that our Zembulat will snatch her from him.” she
added as she squinted and peered at Trublayevych through the
smoke.

He was standing facing the light, and she could clearly
see his youthful face with its long slim nose and fine even
eyebrows that widened a bit on the bridge to give him a dignified
appearance. His only detracting features were his receding chin
with 1ts small French beard and a moustache that was a trifle
too heavy. He was tall and lean and stood erect with his chest
slightly thrust forward.

*Oh, look, he seems to be getting ready to crow again,” the
reddish-haired woman whispered maliciously to her neighbour
as she exhaled cigarette smoke through yellowed teeth that were
flat like a trowel.

But the neighbour did not respond in kind; she simply asked,
seemingly quite innocently: “And where 1s your daughter? 1
don’t seem to see her.”

“She’s over there, at that end of the hall,” the lady responded,
and as she spoke her expression involuntarily changed, and she
tell silent.

Everyone knew that her daughter, the carrot-topped Solokha,
as she was called in the city, had recently been pursuing
Trublayevych to no avalil.

And sure enough, her daughter Solomiya’s reddish head
with its curly shoulder-length hair could be seen blazing in the
light next to a window.

Just then, Trublayevych glanced in that direction and caught
sight of her.

She nodded to him, and he bowed to her.

“Whom are you greeting?” Hovoretska asked.

She had noticed that he was bowing to someone, but from
were she was sitting, she could not see who it was.

“Miss Dubrayevska.”

A faintly disdainful smile flitted over Hovoretska’s face, but
she did not say anything.

At that moment a bell rang.

The chairman reconvened the session, and the deputies took

their places.
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“We have just heard the report of the administration about
the measures that, in its view, should be taken by the province in
the event that cholera spreads to this region,” the chairman of the
assembly stated, and he scanned the gathering with his sharp,
cunning eyes while bobbing his protruding bald head with its
thick aquiline nose that seemed to be sniffing out beforehand
who would be saying what. “Would any of the honourable
deputies like to express their thoughts about this matter?”

The customary discussion of the matter began, but the
audience wasn’t listening to it. [t was just three weeks ago that
the Japanese had broken the back of our army at *Mukden. and
groans and curses had spread throughout all of Russia . ..

Among those who had family members in the war, very few
knew the answers to their questions: were they still alive, had
they been wounded? Were their bodies lying abandoned near
the graves of the Emperors of China, and were dogs gnawing on
their bones at night?

The people were agitated and irritated, like bees. The red
telegrams that messenger boys delivered throughout the city
had ruined their nerves. and some people could no longer bear
to look at them. And now that an extraordinary session of the
provincial council had been called. everyvone expected that
something would inevitably happen at it, that there would be
some kind of demonstration. Everyone was anticipating it.

The chairman was also waiting for something to happen.
and he was on guard. From time to time he glanced discreetly
but questioningly at the audience in the balcony. There were no
police to be seen up there. The police force had decided that it
would be better to maintain peace and order out in the street,
outside the walls of the assembly; on the inside. there were only
secret observers.

Everyone was waiting, but no one knew where and at what
moment something would happen.

As Trublayevych listened to the speech of Shpachenko.
the garrulous, but empty-headed deputy who was well-known
throughout the province for his childish antics at assemblies of
this kind, it once again seemed to him that there were wings
fluttering up above and that a demonstration of some kind was
about to erupt.
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“Oh, when will that old crow Shpachenko finally stop
cawing!” Hovoretska said angrily. “*How can he not realize that
he’s going on about nothing!™

Just then. the deputy unexpectedly stopped speaking.

“Do you have nothing more to add to what has been said?”
the chairman asked, rolling his eyes as he was wont to do, and
it was impossible to tell by listening to his voice if he was being
shightly sarcastic with respect to the orator, or if, by encouraging
the talkative deputy to speak for a few more minutes, he simply
wanted to drag out the time in order to avoid placing before the
council some of the pointed questions that were supposed to be
discussed.

“Excuse me . . . | would like to add . . .” the deputy started
up agan. “'I wanted to say that the council has the rightto . . .”

“I wish to speak,” a raspy voice called out in the hall, and a
rustle spread quickly throughout the audience.

“Lynsky wants to speak! Lynsky wants to speak

The invisible wings fluttered even more loudly.

When Lynsky, a short, thickset man got up to speak, the
hall grew silent. He was the most sentor deputy at the assembly,
a renowned community activist. He began speaking quietly, so
that not everyone in the hall could hear him at first, but gradually
his elderly voice gained in strength, and in a few minutes it rang
out clearly, like the voice of a true leader and fighter.

He said that he was very old and ancient, and that this speech
of his could well be his last one, and that he would like it to touch
the hearts of the deputies. He would not spell out everything 1in
detail, but the deputies would understand what he was getting at
without having it all laid out explicitly before them.

“At this time, in this crucial hour,” his voice resounded
throughout the hall, “our council, as an indivisible part of our
country—a country that has been dishonoured and disgraced
throughout the world—cannot be so deaf that it does not
hear what is being said everywhere, and therefore it cannot
remain silent. A time of terrible judgement has arrived for our
fatherland—a fatherland that is subjugated and devastated at all
levels by impossible circumstances. That tribunal i1s being held
in the Far East, where only recently we appeared as heroes, and
where we now flee before the enemy like a pack of scarecrows!”

'1"
.
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The hall became hushed as people grew silent and listened
intently.

The deputy gave a short historical overview of life in Russia
and Ukraine, and said that things could not continue in the
present manner. That now, instead of concerning itself with
petty matters, the provincial council must strive to make radical
changes in the internal order, an order that was abhorrent to all
decent people and true patriots. It must topple the immovable
stone wall that separated the people from the authorities: to
break the chains that bound the nation.

The orator once again turned to history to trace in it the
societal currents and the efforts made by individuals to raise the
flag of national freedom.

The chairman flushed furiously and looked as if he were
sitting on hot coals. It was his worst enemy who was speaking.
He wanted to stop him several times, but he did not dare to: being
a wise and crafty person, he did not want to reveal himself as a
sympathiser of the old order, and yet he wanted to demonstrate
that he was utterly loyal.

“Our native land expects us to speak honestly and daringly,
and we must do just that. [ am confident that we will have enough
strength and manliness to say what is on all of our lips at this
moment: we do not need to add porches and domes to the rotting
structure of our regime—we need a complete *perestroika of
the entire building. This 1s, perhaps, my final word to you at this
assembly, and I am sure that the council will respond to it!™

An outburst of applause and shouts shook the building and
did not die down for a long time. The chairman rang the bell and.
gesturing with his head and his hands. pleaded with the public
to settle down, but it took him a long time to regain control of
the meeting.

Lynsky did not take his seat; he remained standing, and when
it was possible to start speaking again, he said: “Our fatherland
ts being ripped apart. An internecine civil war is spreading.
Dark powers are organizing the so-called *'Black Hundreds.’
and these ‘activists™ are violating the people, terrorizing those
segments of society that disagree with their convictions. We
must find ways of opposing these Black Hundreds that are
popping up to disgrace us before the entire world!”
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Unrestrained applause and shouts of “bravo” broke out
once again, and feet and chairs thundered on the wooden floor.
Hovoretska. her friends, Trublayevych, and all the people around
them were clapping enthusiastically.

Dubrayevska leapt up on her chair and, glowing ruddily in
the light like a dandelion, clapped her hands demonstratively
and shouted something.

The entire hall hailed the orator. But when Trublayevych
glanced over the audience. he noticed something that resonated
like a dissonant note in the gathering.

A dark. rumpled man with an ashen, enraged face was
yelling and flinging himself about. The people around him were
trying to restrain him. When the applause started to die down,
Trublayevych heard the man shout protests against the orator’s
speech. saying that the public was being terrorized not by the
Black Hundreds, but by Jews and students.

“Take a look over there: who 1s that strange fellow?”
Trublayevych asked those sitting nearest to him.

They all turned to look at the protestor.

“Oh, that’s Babakov, an anti-Semite, who recently beat up a
student and spent time in prison for it.”

Babakov, not finding any support for his views, quickly
disappeared from the hall.

The public. electrified by Lynsky’s speech, could not settle
down for a long time, and the chairman was forced to keep
ringing the bell and pleading for order so that the council could
resume its work. Finally, order was restored.

Everyone wanted to see how the assembly would respond
to the speech. But they were to be disappointed: only one more
speaker said a few energetic and eloquent words for which he
was rewarded with applause, but after that everything went back
to normal: the deputies sat silently, sipping tea and *Narzan.

Shpachenko continued babbling his nonsense, and the
chairman, like an assiduous lackey cleaning up after extremely
impolite guests in a nobleman’s household, tried to efface and
sweep away everything that had transpired.

The session concluded with the council deciding to elect an
authorized delegate in the event that someone would be called

upon to go “there.”
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The assembly began to nod off again. A few provincial
leaders who had been perturbed by the freethinking speeches
once again began to doze in their seats, forcing themselves to
raise their heavy eyelids every now and then, and to glance around
with reddened eyes. Several of them, fearing repercussions from
the authorities for taking part in such an extraordinary, radical
assembly, were preparing to flee to their homes.

But just then, a voice rang out from the balcony.

“I wish to speak!”

“We wish to speak!™

“And I wish to ask the public not to disrupt the council. or
else, I'll be forced . . .” the chairman responded as he rose from
his chair, . . . to adjourn the session.”

But no one was listening to him, and the gathering stirred.

Shouts flew down from the balcony: “*Listen, listen! Stay in
your places!”

The chairman yelled: “I'm adjourning the session!” And he
began making his way out of the hall.

The delegates rose to their feet.

Shpachenko turned to the balcony, and shouted: ““Shut up.
we don’t want to listen to you!™

But up there, an unknown orator—closely surrounded by
young people so that it was impossible to see who it was. as they
feared that the police might come in and seize him—hastily read
a speech in a thin, reedy voice. Only the occasional word could
be gleaned from what he was reading.

The speech ended with shouts from the demonstrators and
with the thumping and shoving of chairs over the wooden floor.

Young people were demonstrating.

Most of the other people who were present were pleased with
the demonstration; those who were somewhat more upstanding
treated it ironically: in their view. it was a joke that had erupted.,
a childish prank.

Some members of the public laughed cheerfully and called
out to their acquaintances; others argued, passionately waving
their arms as they tried to prove something to one another.

Trublayevych noticed that Bilohrud, who was married to
Hovoretska’s sister, was among those who were arguing, and a
hostile teeling stirred within him.
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“This man is going to try to prove that this childish prank
was a social act, and that those who created this uproar are
heroes.” he thought, knowing in advance that he would have to
discuss this event at Hovoretska's home and that he would have
to argue with Bilohrud and others who had ties with that small
group of students.

This realization spoiled his mood, all the more so because
he did not know how Lyuba, his fiancée, would view what had
happened. Recently he had sensed a change in her, a change that
he did not understand. He turned around to look at her.

Lyuba, all flushed and agitated. and with sparks flying from
her eyes, was frowning as she argued with Mrs. Dubrayevska,
while the latter with the corners of her mouth trembling in anger,
smiled a fake. confident smile that revealed her large teeth.

“A demonstration!” the older woman said. “If [ had been the
chairman of the session, [ would have asked that all the windows
be opened after this demonstration to get rid of at least some of
the stench of onions and garlic that the Jewish demonstrators
lett in here.”

“There weren'tonly Jews up there, there were more *Rusyns.”

“How do you know? You weren't up there; you were sitting
down here, weren’t you?”” Dubrayevska asked venomously.

And it seemed to Trublayevych that a secret, ulterior thought
flashed through her head.

“In order to know that, it wasn’t necessary to be on the
balcony: that was quite evident from here,” he said calmly and,
wishing to put an end to the disagreeable conversation and get 1t
on another track, he asked: “Is Solomiya Frantsivna here? Why
is it that we don’t see her here?”

“But did not you see her? She’s over there, by the window.”

“Oh, I truly didn’t see her.”

“+*Soma! Soma!”" Dubrayevska shouted across the hall as she
rose from her chair, “Come here.”

“Ivan Mykhaylovych,” Hovoretska turned to speak to
Trublayevych as she rose to her feet. “Are you going to stay
here, or are you leaving?”

She did not want to meet up with the younger Dubrayevska,
because she was a trifle jealous of her when 1t came to

Trublayevych.
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He understood this at once, and replied without any
hesitation: “I don’t think that there will be anything else of
interest here. We can leave now.”

After greeting the younger Dubrayevska quite coolly, they
moved towards the exit door.

“Our liberals have spent all their gunpowder and are going
away to have a rest,” the older Dubrayevska woman called out
after them, offended that they had not formally taken their leave
of her. “Have a good trip home!”

“Why are they leaving? There might still be something
interesting,” Solomiya said as she sat down on one of the chairs
and ran her hand through her tousled hair.

“They said that there wouldn’t be anything else of interest.”
her mother said pointedly. “It’s you that they wanted to avoid.
because look over there—they’re talking with Zembulat now.”

Solomiya glanced towards the door. Hovoretska and
Trublayevych were indeed talking with Zembulat, who had
recently started working in the administration of the provincial
council. He was rumoured to be a radical and daring man from
whom one could expect almost anything. It was thought that he
belonged to a political party, but no one knew to which one.

He was tall, handsome, and intelligent, and had a nice voice.
But his main attraction lay in his eyes—dark and so variable that
it seemed there must be not just one. but at least a dozen men
behind them. He had captured the hearts of many young women.
not only those who worked 1n the provincial administration, but
also well-off ladies, and some of them, when they sang the well-
known song about Khazbulat, substituted his name:

O Zembulat, you daring man,
Your mountain hut is humble

And he actually did come from a family of Caucasian
mountaineers.

Lately, he had quite noticeably been paying attention to
Hovoretska, and everyone found that interesting. They suspected
that something very much like a love triangle might come out
of the situation, or perhaps even a drama: Trublayevych was
engaged to Hovoretska, but now she was starting up something
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with Zembulat . . . And no one knew if Trublayevych was aware
of it, ornot . . .

And no one dared to talk to him about it, because he was
a proud and solitary man; he had no friends, and he did not
associate closely with anyone. Even though Trublayevych had
never harmed anyone. he was not liked, and everyone secretly
wished that Hovoretska would betray him, and that he would
find her betrayal difficult and painful.

It was only the reddish-haired Solokha—the young
Dubrayevska—who did not wish him any harm, because she
truly loved him. But even so she wished that Hovoretska would
reject him. And now, as she watched Hovoretska, Trublayevych,
and Zembulat, it seemed to her that Hovoretska was on the
verge of falling in love with Zembulat. She followed their every
movement, noticed every trifling detail, and was very displeased
when her mother drew her attention to the fact that it was not
proper to be staring at one spot for so long.

“It’s nobody’s business,” she snapped at her mother, and she
once again turned her eyes towards the door, but Hovoretska and
Trublayevych were no longer there.

They had left. Evening was approaching. It became evident
that the council session was being adjourned to the next day.

[

In the evening, a group of acquaintances gathered at the
Hovoretsky home.

The master of the house, who was the vice-president of a
mutual fund bank, had left on a business trip three days ago, and
the guests were greeted by Vira Stepanivna, a heavyset woman
from a middle-class family. Actually, the guests had come to see
her daughter, *Lyubov Mykolayivna, but the mother deemed it
her duty. as mistress of the house, to sit and pour the tea.

The group was not a large one: the Hovoretskys’ elder
daughter Hanna and her husband Bilohrud, Trublayevych,
Zembulat, the midwife Zahoryanska, the student Habrylovych,
and Balabukha, a young but rather husky village lad who was
preparing for an examination to become a village teacher.
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The conversation centred on the provincial council.

They discussed Lynsky’s speech, and Zembulat shot down
Lynsky’s references to the historical period prior to *lvan the
Terrible. In his opinion, Lynsky did not know enough about
history, and from an academic point of view, his speech was
not worth very much, but from a public standpoint, it was quite
important.

Bilohrud, stroking his long black beard and gently tugging it
downwards so that his lower lip flapped slightly, authoritatively
supported him.

Trublayevych was irritated by his authoritative tone. by
his lip that made almost a champing sound. and by his servile
deference to Zembulat—a deference that seemed particularly
odious to Trublayevych because it was rooted in a ploy to obtain.
through Zembulat’s influence, a better position 1n the provincial
council where they both worked.

For some time now, Trublayevych had found it difficult to
tolerate this man; nevertheless, he had to come 1nto contact with
him fairly often because the Bilohruds. having very limited
means, spent a lot of time in the Hovoretsky home, a home to
which Trublayevych was drawn by his love for Lyuba.

And now, to add to his disattection for the man. he had
recently found out more about Bilohrud's past.

Bilohrud was a townsperson. After completing his
elementary education, he joined the army. and furthered his
education there. He returned with qualifications similar to that
of a medic, and for some time worked in the provincial hospital.
Then he landed a job in the provincial administration as a
transcriber of documents. He had a good opinion of himself. and
entertained i1deas that were very radical. And when he married
the elder Hovoretsky daughter, an old maid who was lacking
both physically and intellectually. he felt that he had gained
immeasurably in stature. He controlled his wife and force-fed
her all sorts of illegal literature.

They had a daughter who was three years old. but she was
not talking yet. No one knew if she had been born mute, or if
she was a slow learner. Some people said that at one point she
had started to talk, and that she became so noisy that her father
lost control of himself, screamed at her and struck her very hard
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and. from that moment on, she never said a word. Trublayevych
was well aware that this man was a very different person when
he was out in company than when he was at home. He also
knew that Bilohrud had no use for him, but that he curbed his
hatred because he thought of him as a future son-in-law of the
Hovoretskys and, because of that connection, a relative of his.

“Yes, ves,” Bilohrud agreed with Zembulat. “But [ think
that 1t would have been more helpful if Lynsky had not been so
vague 1n his speech. and had simply said what it was that should
be done. The police were not present, so he could have come
right out and said it. Unfortunately he did not have the courage
to do so.”

“But do you think.” Trublayevych asked him, “if you had
been 1n his place, would you have expounded your ideas to the
very last word, knowing full well that the majority of the council
members are still irm conservatives—provincial bureaucrats,
and that the others are weak and divided? Or, is it possible that
you too would have said only half of what you thought?”

“It goes without saying that [ would have said it all—because
that would have been my obligation as a deputy and a citizen.
Why would I care about provincial bureaucrats? 1 would have
spoken to the liberal assembly and to the public.”

“And do you think that it would have been tactful and proper,
if your motion had been resoundingly defeated?”

“Why would it have been defeated?”

“It would have been defeated because the majority of the
council does not agree with you. And even the liberal section
would have been afraid to put the matter so acutely. And to state
it even more simply, the chairman would not have permitted you
to speak, or would have removed your motion tfrom the list of
items to be discussed. To put 1t very bluntly, he would have told
you to shut up.”

“No, he wouldn’t have!” And Bilohrud shook his head and
stroked his beard. *‘But what would you have done?” he asked.

And without waiting for a reply to his question, he said:
“You, most certainly, would not have made any motion at all,
because it seems to you that even the little that Lynsky did say 1s
already very daring and dangerous. Others don’t think that way!
Young people don’t think that way!” he added in an effort—or at
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least that’s how it seemed to Trublayevych—to needle him about
lagging behind younger people.

“] assume you're alluding to the demonstration 1n the
balcony? Well, I consider such demonstrations utterly worthless.”

“Why? An open, sincere demonstration by our finest,
enlightened youth? That’s too much! I didn’t expect that from
you!” Bilohrud looked around and saw that everyone agreed.

Balabukha leaned forward to say something, but he lost
his nerve, and in any event, the student Habrylovych and
Zahoryanska beat him to the draw and did not give him a chance
to get a word 1n.

“What kind of convictions does one need, to say something
like that!”

“I protest! 1 protest!” Zahoryanska shouted. " You must take
back what you just said! You do not have the right to oftend our
youth for its honest aspirations.”

Trublayevych shrugged. Incensed. but trying to remain
calm, he said: “You're not being logical. ladies and gentlemen.”

“How so0?”

“It remains to be seen, who 1s not being logical,” Zahoryanska
flung out indignantly as she turned away from him.

“I’ll say it again: you're not being logical. After all, should
the ideas that people have be contounded by their actions. by the
way they carry out these ideas?

“Nobody i1s saying that.” Bilohrud observed.

“But that’s the position of everyone here. You're saying that
I'm being disrespectful of the aspirations and convictions of our
youth . . . and that’s not true. I'm simply saying that 1 consider
such actions as the ones undertaken today by our youth as being
worth zero, or better yet. as being negative.”

Bilohrud sighed demonstratively:.

“Well, you be the judge.” Trublayevych said. ignoring the
sigh. “They raised a ruckus, shouting so that no one could make
out a word they were saying, and no one could understand what
it was that they wanted except for the shout: ‘Listen!” And then
they ended it by yelling a few mundane phrases quite clearly.”

“Ah, but that’s where you’re wrong, my honourable Ivan
Mykhaylovych! Those shouts constitute an entire program, you
must agree!” Zembulat said with a smile. “You're wrong . . .”
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“Perhaps.” Trublayevych interrupted him. “But all the same,
the speaker, instead of babbling a hundred words, could have
said ten words in the same amount of time, but in such a way that
they would have contained the essence of the matter, the entire
program...”

“Too bad they didn’t ask you!” Bilohrud snorted.

This was a coarse and harsh provocation.

Trublayevych just clenched his teeth and fell silent.

“Kuzya!™ Bilohrud’s wife drawled in a reproachful but
loving tone.

“I said what I said.”

The conversation halted abruptly. Only Habrylovych
continued whispering fiercely with Balabukha, and Madam
Hovoretska clattered some dishes.

“Gentlemen,” her daughter Lyuba said, “it’s not proper to
act this way. Why are you quarrelling? Everyone is free to have
his own convictions, and let him have them! Let’s talk about
something else.” She looked around at everyone with a pleasant
smile, and her glance did not come to a stop on anyone—not
even when 1t reached Trublayevych’s face.

He noticed this and concluded in his thoughts: “She doesn’t
love me. She doesn’t share my convictions.”

“Valeriyan Vasylovych,” Lyuba turned to address Zembulat,
“after what has happened at Mukden do you think that the war
will drag on, or will it end soon?”

“She doesn’t love me. She’s 1in love with Zembulat,”
Trublayevych admitted torturously to himself, and he wanted to
get up and walk out.

At the moment, however, he did not feel like extending his
hand in farewell to Bilohrud and the others, and because it was
awkward to leave without doing so, he stayed.

The conversation turned to events in the Far East. Zembulat,
basing his views on newspaper articles and telegrams, criticized
the actions of the top generals, and tried to prove that the war
would not continue much longer, nor should it.

“Just imagine what will happen next, if our incompetent
generals do not withdraw from Kharbin right now . . . They will
be chased down like a flock of sheep, and entire divisions of
demoralized soldiers will be taken into captivity. It’s high time
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that everyone understood that our ‘all-powerful’ bureaucracy is
completely powerless. It is powerless even in the most trivial
matters, and it certainly is not able to lead our nation against
such a country as Japan. As long as we are the way that we
are, we are completely incapable of fighting. The new order will
make new people of us, strong, courageous, zealous . . ."

“The new order will instantly transform our blood, radically
change our brains!™” Trublayevych commented mockingly.

“I'm not saying that. But I'm confident, and I think that no
one will argue that under new circumstances, the progressive
forces in our country will have more freedom, and this will
undoubtedly make us better and more courageous as a nation.”

“No one can argue against that,” Lyuba, who had not said
much up to now, spoke up. “Indeed, I think that even all those
levels of society that cannot be called progressive at this time—
who are neither this, nor that—even these levels will join the
progressive movement when they see an unencumbered path
lying betfore them.”

“That may happen., but then again. maybe it won't.”
Trublayevych observed. It seemed that a spirit of contrariness
was ruling him today, and it would not give him any peace.

“Of course, it will happen! One would have to have a very
low opinion of people not to believe that! [ give them more credit
than that,” Lyuba said, and she fell silent.

“She doesn’t love me,” Trublayevych thought once again.
“She’s in love with Zembulat. she has adopted his views.”

And jealousy stirred in his heart. “If that’s the case. if I'm
not to your liking, then | have no need of you: go ahead and fuss
over your Chechen, but [ do not wish to look on as you do so!”

Trublayevych rose to his feet, bid everyone a curt farewell,
and walked out of the Hovoretsky home.

He was aware that he was behaving improperly, that he
should not be acting in this manner. and that by doing so he was
otfending the Hovoretskys. but an inner voice was whispering
in exasperation: “That’s fine . . . so be it! | spit on them! Let
them play at being liberals. I'm in their way. I can imagine how
delighted they must be now that I've abandoned my post! Like
geese that have chased away an enemy . . . or when an enemy,
without taking notice of them, simply goes away.”
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At the moment he hated all of them and their convictions,
but, at the same time, he sorrow fully acknowledged that he was
in the wrong—that intellectually he espoused the same ideas,
and nurtured the same hopes in his heart. But some kind of
irrepressible. passionate emotion forced him to argue with them,
to see falseness in their words and in their deeds.

This emotion was—jealousy.

He understood that they were younger than he, both in years
and 1n spirit; they had not experienced much of what he had
sutfered and lived through. In their souls they did not have the
bitter dregs. the mire that he felt within himself, and even if they
did have some, there was much less of it.

And they believed in lite. They saw before them the goal that
had not been created by them but by past generations, and they
assumed that they could reach it in a few steps. They thought
that people who were ten years older were archival scraps of
paper. that those people were not pained by the same kind of
thoughts, that their hearts did not beat with the same anger!

He was annoyed most ot all by Bilohrud, a man older in
years than he was, but who, in all that time, had not actually
lived through anything, and who now flung himself into so-
called leading 1deas with the zeal of a neophyte.

He knew, and remembered. and could never forget that
this very same Bilohrud, when he was already a medic, had
participated in an all-national census, and, having received
a copper medal for his work, pinned it to his chest like a
badge whenever he visited acquaintances during the holidays.
Trublayevych could not forget this, and 1t seemed to him that
this gesture revealed Bilohrud’s true nature, and that this so-
called radical could be bought with any shiny bauble—now a
liberal bauble, yesterday a bureaucratic bauble, and tomorrow,
some other bauble. And this was the kind of person who was
defaming him!

As for Zembulat, he hated him because he felt that this man
was standing in his way. Even though he knew that Trublayevych
was engaged to Hovoretska, Zembulat was making advances to
her. It was a dishonourable thing to do.

Zembulat was an energetic and daring man, a wise and
enlightened man, but he was a womanizer. And this made him
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odious to Trublayevych. And now, as he walked through the
darkened streets, it seemed to Trublayevych that they would
soon come up against one another as enemies.

As for the others . . . they did not count! They were just
green youngsters, fanatical supporters of radicalism. They
claimed that they were intellectuals who had renounced a beliet
in all faiths, but they did not realize that they blindly believed
in social dogmas that they had vaguely heard about third-hand
from someone, that they believed in every passing utopia. as
long as that utopia held out the promise that human beings would
attain happiness in a distant, obscure future.

Class struggle . . . It still remained to be seen what that class
struggle was all about, and where it was leading! They assumed
a critical stance towards everything around them, but, 1n this
instance, they were devoid of all critical thinking.

They were incensed by oppression and autocracy. but what
would be the outcome if, tomorrow. these shallow people felt
that all power was in their hands? A fanatic cannot be free, and
he cannot respect freedom—he may not bind 1t in the same
shackles that a tyrant has used. but he will find similar ones.

Trublayevych was walking through a square, and he sat
down on a bench to rest. It was a calm, frosty evening. and stars
twinkled among the treetops above. The square was deserted,
and there was only one alley in which the dark figures of solitary
women could be seen wandering back and forth. They slowed
down when they heard footsteps behind them, or when a man
walked towards them. There were also men there.

The pale streetlamps flickered. Beyond the fence that
surrounded the square, wheels clattered. for there was no snow.
A night watchman whistled somewhere out in the street.

Trublayevych took off his cap to let his head cool off and
wiped his forehead. He closed his eyes for a moment as if
collecting his thoughts, and at that moment he heard a noise,
rather indistinct at first, somewhere near the square. At first
he assumed that it was some drunken tradesmen who were
fighting, but he quickly figured out that it was members of the
intelligentsia who were screaming and calling for help.

“The Black Hundreds must be tormenting their victims,” he
thought, and he ran towards the spot from where the shouts were
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emanating. At the entrance of the square, a rather large group of
people was milling about. They were beating someone.

“Help! Help! Police!™ a terrified young voice was yelling.

“0-0-0-h, 0-0-0-h,” someone wailed.

And then a woman could be heard crying.

Trublayevych ran up and saw that two or three students were
being attacked. Some wretched men were beating them fiercely,
but silently. To one side he noticed a figure that looked very
much like Babakov.

“What are you wretches doing?” Trublayevych shouted and,
without a moment’s hesitation, he flung himself into the middle
of the pack.

“Police. over here!” he shouted, throwing punches at the
bullies as he tried to reach those who were being attacked.

He struck one of the attackers on the neck, and at the same
time someone punched him in the face so hard that he saw stars.

The attackers, realizing that an unknown man had joined
the fray. and hearing the whistle of night watchmen nearby, fled
in all directions. By the time that two constables ran up and a
small group ot onlookers had gathered, the instigators of the
attack were nowhere to be found.

The only ones who remained were two students and a young
lady. Trublayevych did not know them. The young men were so
terrified by the unexpected assault that they could not utter a
word—they just looked around helplessly for their berets. The
young lady was sobbing and speaking very rapidly, but he could
not understand what she was saying.

After a while all three of them calmed down a bit, and the
police began dispersing the “large assembly.” The students,
fearing to fall once again into the hands of ferocious brutes,
hailed a coachman.

Trublayevych headed for home. From far down the street
came the sound of horseback riders. They were *kozaks.

“There you have it, a civil war!” he thought. “On one side
there are the fanatics—the liberals and radicals, maybe even
Bilohrud himself, and on the other side the other fanatics—the
Black Hundreds, with their leader Babakov.”

And for some reason he recalled the words of an apostle
about people who were cold and people who were hot. Not so
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long ago, he had come across the passage quite by chance: “I
know your deeds; that you are neither cold nor hot. If only you
were either cold or hot! So because you are only lukewarm. and
neither cold nor hot, I will spit you out of my mouth.”

And Trublayevych felt that he was exactly like that: neither
cold, nor hot. That he could not wholeheartedly embrace a
cause; that his conscience nibbled away at his thoughts. gnawed
at their roots, like a worm gnaws a plant. and that was why he
was powerless.

In the reactionary period, when everything had still been
quiet, he had not felt that way. But now, when a new life was
seething all around him, he felt as if he was being left behind on
the shore—Ilike a splinter cast out by the water—and the current
was rushing past him. It was very difficult to feel that way. But
he could not renounce being who he was. and so he could not
flow with the current.

He arrived home while thinking these thoughts. He unlocked
the door and walked into his living quarters. as sad and lonely as
he always was. He did not feel like lighting a lamp. It was better
to collapse on the bed and lie in the darkness for a long. long
time . . . without words, without thoughts. without movement of
any kind. But instead of lying down right away. he sat down in
an armchair and fell deep into thought.

After a while he moved over onto the bed.

11

It 1s possible to lie without moving, but not to lie without
thinking.

Trublayevych lay down on the bed. placed an arm under
his head and, looking up at the ceiling, continued thinking.
To him this day had proven to be highly unusual. It stood out
from among the rest of the grey, identical days because of the
powerful impressions that he had been torced to experience.

When he had left the bank before dinner. he had not had the
faintest idea that he would be feeling the way that he was feeling
right now, in the evening. And he had set out to the provincial
assembly as if he were going to the theatre to see a familiar play,
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and one that was quite boring at that. The defeat at Mukden
presaged that the meeting might differ somewhat from those
that had been held over the past dozen years, but Trublayevych
did not have any faith in the power of the council, and he had
not had any expectations that the assembly, bound like an infant
by bureaucratic swaddling, would be capable of any decisive
actions.

And that’s how things had turned out.

But if he considered everything that he had seen and heard
during the day, and everything that he had experienced, he
felt that 1t was at this precise moment that he had arrived at a
dangerous juncture in his life, and that it was inevitable that
scmething untoward was about to happen.

He felt troubled, unsure of himself. He sensed that the
ground was being knocked out from under him—he who was
neither cold nor hot . . . Like the man who was neither cold nor
hot. he did not have allies in his political convictions, and he had
to stand alone among his acquaintances, to flee from them.

As one who was neither cold nor hot, he had just abandoned
his position vis-a-vis his fiancée, and he was losing her. She did
not love him. He could see 1t in her eyes, he perceived it in how
she had shaken his hand when he had left her home in such an
unusual manner, when he had abandoned her to his adversary.

He raised himself abruptly and sat up in bed. He ought to
go back at once, go back there . . . He could say that he had left
because he had to take care of an urgent matter in the bank.

But that would mean that he would be deceiving people,
justifying himself in front of people whom he did not respect.
It was not proper for a decent person to do that. Let them think
whatever they wanted to. And let her do whatever she wanted to.
He would not beg for her love, plead for her feelings. He was too
proud to do anything like that.

He had lived a solitary life to the age of thirty, and he would
keep on living that way. It was not worth his while to bind himselt
in marriage. He ought not to constrain his freedom, his desires
with the desires of someone else—desires that could well be
totally unsuitable. Everyone should live for himself alone.

Trublayevych once again fell back on the bed and, shutting
his eyes, rubbed his forehead. There, under his bony skull, ideas
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were crowding into his head, and he could not make any sense of
them. At moments such as this, he usually picked up the nearest
book and began to read. He read until his eyes grew weary and
his head grew heavy and he was no longer conscious of what he
was reading, or what he had been thinking about earhier. or what
had been irritating him.

And so he now lit a lamp and began reading. He read his
favourite section in a journal—the book section—and he made a
very real effort to understand what the reviewer was saying, but
he could not force himself to do so, because other thoughts kept
wandering through his mind. He read a review about the poetry
of a renowned decadent poet and ran his eyes over the fragments
of verses quoted by the reviewer, but he could not focus. and he
only heard someone talking to him incessantly in verse torm:

At the age of thirty, you're already bankrupt . . .
You—the one who is neither cold. nor hot . . .

Trublayevych read for a long time. He glanced though the
entire section, flipped through another one, and put the journal
aside. He would have liked to go to sleep, but it was still too
carly. He rose trom the bed and began pacing the room from one
corner to the other.

In the vestibule, the doorbell rang hesitantly and then fell
silent. A moment later it rang more loudly. Someone had come.
Trublayevych went to open the door. On the threshold stood a
young lady covered with snow. It was dark. and snowing quite
hard, and Trublayevych did not recognize at once who it was.

“May | come in to see you for a minute?”

Trublayevych realized that it was Miss Dubrayevska.

“Of course, do come in!™ he said. as he extended his hand to
her and stepped back to let her in.

“Excuse me, I'll only be a moment! | just wanted to have
a brief word with you!” Dubrayevska said. as if justifying her
presence while she blushed and squinted in the light.

“That’s fine. that’s fine . . . ['m very happy to see you! Perhaps
you'd like to take off your coat—it’s quite warm in here.”

“No, that’s quite alright.” She sat down on a chair, pulled a
handkerchief out of her muft, and wiped her face.
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“It’s snowing. I'm all covered with snow. It started to snow
when 1 was still on Mykhaylivska Street.”

Trublayevych could smell the fresh fragrance of the melting
snow, and his nerves grew taut.

“It’s nice when it snows. [ like .. .”

“I've rushed over to see you, Ivan Mykhaylovych,”
Dubrayevska interrupted him, “to warn you that homes will be
searched tonmight. I've been told that your name appears on the
list of the people to be searched.”

Trublayevych raised his eyebrows. “Are you sure?”

“I'm sure!™

“Well. let them come. Thank you for warning me.”

Dubrayevska rose to her feet and extended her hand to bid
tarewell to Trublayevych.

“Why are you 1n such a hurry? Stay a while! It will make me
happy!” he said, as he retained her warm damp hand in his. “I’]l
see you home.”

He felt grateful to this girl who had come unhesitatingly to
his bachelor’s quarters at night to warn him.

Dubrayevska paused a moment, as if she did not want to
budge, but then she pressed his hand firmly and went to the door.
“No, [ can’t, there's no time; I'm doing this on my own. I still
have a few other stops to make.”

She stepped out of the dark porch into the darkness of the
night in which soft and airy snowy butterflies were swirling and
walked swiftly down the sidewalk to the yellow pool of light
created by the streetlamp on the corner. Trublayevych went out
on the sidewalk and watched her until she disappeared around
the corner. Snowflakes were falling on him and melting from his
warmth. He went back indoors.

“So, that’s how it is—they’re going to conduct a search of
my home! Well, that’s fine; they have the power and the freedom
to do so . .. Let them do it!”” he was thinking as he once again
began pacing the room.

He knew that there was nothing illegal in his living quarters.
Whenever anything like that came into his possession, he sent
it back to where it had come from. But there were letters that
he would not let anyone read. The letters were from Lyuba. Her
first avowals of love . . . her first dreams of happiness . . . Except
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for him, no one must ever read them. They were precious to him,
like a part of his soul. They had to be hidden somewhere.

But what meaning did they have now, when his love was
gone, carried away like river ice in the springtime? He must
destroy them, so that not even a memory of them would remain.

He opened a small compartment in his desk and pulled out a
packet of letters tied with a pink silk ribbon.

“Such sentimentality! It’s as if some young lady had bundled
up letters from an immature cavalry ensign,” he thought and he
tore the ribbon without untying it.

The letters spilled out of the package. He gathered them up.
piled them neatly on his desk, and began going through them.

Lyuba’s impetuous handwriting . . . Rambling words . . .
And that ineffable, charming breath of a youthful, pure, faithful
love that drives people mad, that makes heroes of them. turns
them into saints.

My sweetheart, my darling, my beloved! How could
you possibly think that if some misfortune happened to
vou—like the one that vou talked about—that I would
leave you? Never! Such a thing will never happen as long
as [ live. You must believe me—wherever vou are. I too
will be there. Wherever my dearest. my incomparable
one is, I will be there with him. Oh, how little faith vou
have! Oh, how naughty vou are, my darling, my beloved!
I will kiss vou to death and then resurrect vou with my
kisses. Do you want me to do that?

Trublayevych finished reading the letter and set it aside.
He picked up another one. He ran his eyes over it and fell into
thought. It was ten years now that he had known Lyuba, ten
years from the time that he had first seen her. She had still been
in high school back then. Slender, lithe, with happy, shining
eyes, and thick black hair. She blushed whenever she met him,
and he bowed to her. Then she completed high school and went
to study in Moscow.

When she returned a year ago, she was a totally different
person. Her figure had blossomed and filled out, her swift, jerky
walk was now graceful and unhurried, and her eyes seemed to
have lost their lustre. But it only seemed that way. It was only
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because she had learned how to control herself: lightning flashes
still resided 1n her eyes, and Trublayevych soon saw them. She
set his heart on fire, a flame also flared up in her heart, and soon
they confessed their love for one another.

Trublayevych found it most endearing and precious that
when he contessed to her that he loved her, she responded simply,
boldly. and decisively: “And I love you.” And she laughed.

Their love was passionate and genuine. They were to be
married in May. But recently something seemed to have come
between them. The change was marked by scarcely perceptible
trifles, but it was there. Trublayevych sensed it, but he could not
find a reason for it.

“A fire blazes and burns itself out,” he said to himself, “And
that’s what has happened to our love. Everything that lives, that
has not congealed 1n frozen forms, has to change. She loves me
less now. But why? What is the reason for it?” He did not feel
blameworthy betfore her in any way. And he decided to ask her
about it. He had acted on his intention about a week ago.

They had been skating on a river. The ice was clear and
slippery over its entire expanse, from one bank to the other. Near
the shore stood sailboats surrounded by fishing holes and barges
as flat as turtles. On the hill beyond stood the city, moulded 1n
stone, whitened with lime, and flooded with the rosy reflection
of the cold red sky. Along the other side of the river, islands
could be discerned in the twilight. People were moving here and
there over the ice: on foot, in covered wagons, on sleighs, and
on skates. They were hauling reeds on sleds, sitting near the ice
holes with fishing rods and, like swarms of midges at twilight,
circling in cheerful groups on skates in their favourite spots.

“Let’s skate over there, down where the islands are,”
Trublayevych said.

Her cheeks were rosy, and she glanced with flashing eyes at
the spot that Trublayevych was pointing at in the grey mist and
said: “Let’s go.”

And, holding hands, they set out into the distance. They
skated silently, and there was only the sound of their skates that,
cutting amicably into the ice, seemed to be saying: “Tr-tr! Tr-tr!”

The wind whistled softly in their ears and pinched their
faces, and they soared ever farther and farther towards the
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gloomy banks, where willows and the smokestacks of sawmills
and the outlines of buildings glimmered in the mist.

They were silent.

“Lyuba!”

“What?”

“Is this nice?”

“Yes ...’

And they fell silent once again.

A strange mood enveloped both of them, as if they wanted
to lift off and fly, and in their hearts, something tickled. And 1t
seemed to them that they were capable of everything, that they
could do everything, and that nothing would stand in their way.

At least that is how Trublayevych felt.

“Lyuba!”

“What?”

“Do you love me?”

“I love you...”

“The same as you loved me before?”

“The same as I loved you before . . .”

“And you don’t love anyone else?”

“And I don’t love anyone else . . .”

She replied using his words, as if she were in a trance.
Trublayevych pressed her hand more firmly and felt her respond
with an almost imperceptible pressure. They continued skating.

“I'll remember this evening even on my deathbed.”
Trublayevych said after a while.

Lyuba did not respond.

A night whistle blared in a factory on the bank. and its
hoarse, muffled sound stretched ever so far over the river's
expanse and echoed from behind the islands.

“It’s four o’clock.”

She remained silent.

“Lyuba!™

“What?" she asked. just as she had asked earlier, without
turning her head and keeping her eyes focussed on the distance.

“Look at me.”

She obediently turned her eyes towards him and smiled, and
he felt as if a sunbeam had fallen on the strings of his heart,
causing them to tremble.
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Trublayevych laughed.

“Why are you laughing?”

“Just because. Because at this moment, I'm happy.”

She moved her eyes away from him, and they seemed to
darken. “Never ask me about that.”

“About what?” he asked. A shadow tinged his fading smile.

“About that . . . about love!”

“But why?"

“There’s no need to.”

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes.”

They fell stlent. The 1sland was close by.

They skated up to it and sat down on a log under some
willows. The red sky was fading and changing from a reddish
pink to a greyish red. The city was far away, and it seemed to be
standing under a cloud. Stoves were being lit for the night.

Somewhere close by, the ice cracked by the bank.
Trublayevych and Lyuba both shuddered, but they did not say
a word. A charcoal-grey crow, heavily flapping its wings, flew
from a distant tree to the one under which they were sitting; it
looked at them and, shifting from one leg to the other, screeched:
“Caw.” And then it began cleaning its beak on a branch.

“Let’s go back.”

They rose to their feet and skated away. They did not speak.
And when they reached the city it seemed to Trublayevych that,
just as the wind had died down, so too had something precious
and beloved died in his heart.

He recalled that evening as his fingers continued going
through the dear pages—the dear and familiar pages, because
he had read every one a dozen times. Take this pink one, for
example—he knew it by heart, and he unfolded 1t and read:

My dearest! You truly amused me yesterday with
vour recollections, so much so that I'm still laughing
now as 1| think about them! “Come on, gentlemen
democrats, come over here!” Oh, those pedagogues of
ours! But do you know what kind of a trick our saintly
and holy Trubaylo once played? I didn't tell you about
it? Well then, listen to this.
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When | was completing my high school studies, we
had a literary-musical evening during the pre-Lenten
period, and I recited *Lermontovs ‘Mtsyri'. I'm not
bragging, but they said that I recited it splendidly.

Well, after the applause and the calls for an encore
had died down, | went into the corridor, and there was
Trubaylo limping towards me. He seized my hand, pulled
me to the end of the corridor, and showered me with so
many compliments, that [ could hardly believe my ears.

Finally he said: “You know what, lets leave
everyvthing behind and go to the Caucusus.”

“Why?”

“I'll be the king of the Lezhins, and vou'll be the
queen.”

I looked at him, and there was a vellow droplet
hanging from his nose, and his ears, like those of a
donkey, stuck out higher than his bald head. And I think
he had a pinch of snuff wadded between his fingers.

[ burst out laughing and ran awayv from him. Some
king he is!

Trublayevych smiled. Everyone was attracted to her. And
now, there was Zembulat. And the smile vanished from his tace.
He recalled Dubrayevska's warning. and gathered the letters
together. He must burn them! But he regretted having to do that.
What 1f he was mistaken? What if Lyuba still loved him. just as
she used to love him . . . And of what concern was his private
intimate correspondence to anyone else? Who had the right to
poke around 1n his heart? He would not let anyone enter his
living quarters.

And Trublayevych resolved that if the searchers did show
up, he would not let any of them come in.

It was very late, and he felt that he might be able to fall
asleep. He undressed, extinguished the lamp. and got into bed.
It was quiet in his room, and the only sound came from the old
acacia tree as 1ts branches scraped against the metal roof.

Trublayevych was dozing off when he heard a small bell
ring softly, and someone knocked on the front door.

He leapt up. The searchers!
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But he would not let them come in. He listened intently.
It was quiet. And then someone came up to the window and
knocked on the windowpane.

“Who 1s it?” Trublayevych called out, and he too walked up
to the window.

“Open up! There’s a telegram for you!” a voice shouted.

From whom could it be? And it occurred to Trublayevych
that 1t might be from his sister telling him about his mother
who had recently fallen ill. The telegram could also be from his
brother in Manchuria who had been in the front lines at Mukden,
and thus far no one knew if he was still alive.

“Right away!"” Trublayevych called out and, throwing a quilt
over his shoulders, he went to unlock the door.

He turned the key in the lock and pulled the door slightly
ajar, but at that moment something crashed against the door,
there was the sound of steel clanging, and several men rushed
into the vestibule.

All of them were armed and dressed in army greatcoats.

[V

The next day Trublayevych was late arriving at the bank.
The uninvited night visitors had not let him get his sleep. and he
could not fall asleep even after he had seen them out.

“Forgive us for troubling you for no good reason,” the officer
had said as he left, but he had not returned Lyuba’s letters to
Trublayevych, despite all his pleas.

Broken in body and spirit, Trublayevych walked into the
bank. slowly made his way up the stairs, and gave the porter his
hat and coat. He combed his hair in front ot'a mirror, stepped into
the gloomy green corridor with its tall, bas-reliet ceiling, took
one look at the clients, and a thought flashed through his head:
to turn around and walk away from the bank—to go anyplace at
all, it did not matter where.

But he did not turn around: he walked down the corridor and
entered a round green room with overhead lighting where clients
were sitting and walking around. He went behind a partition of
frosted opaque glass that encircled the area next to the windows
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like a horseshoe. In this partition there were small wickets, and
above them there were black signs indicating what service was
provided there. The employees sat behind the partition.

“Ah, lvan Mykhaylovych! You're still alive and at liberty,
and here we were all thinking that you wouldn’t be in today!™ a
squat, grey-haired man with a large head. closely cropped hair, a
cleanly shaved chin, and long whiskers called out to him.

It was Donda, the bank’s accountant, or, as he was called
in the bank: “our Bulba,” because his appearance evoked the
paintings depicting *Hohol’s Taras Bulba. But he was no warrior,
His fame lay in the fact that in his sixtieth year he began making
violins, with a penknife at first, and then with proper tools. and
now he made very fine violins indeed and musicians often used
them when they performed in concerts.

“And here we all thought that you wouldn’t be coming in . ..
ha-ha-ha!” Donda laughed as he peered at Trublayevych through
his spectacles; his eyes filled with tears and reddened. as 1f he
was about to cry, and his whiskers quivered on his chest like
skeins of spun yarn.

“Well, as you can see, I'm here.”

“But you know, half the town was searched last night! There
was a search at the Hovoretskys.”

“Really?” Trublayevych asked with a shudder.

“They found some kind of a book there, and took Lyuba
Mykolayivna away. Ha-ha-ha!” Donda roared with laughter
once again. But Trublayevych was not offended. because he
knew that this man laughed even when he was weeping.

“They took her! Ha-ha-ha! And her tather Mykola Petrovych
iIsn’t home just now.”

“What they did is wrong. Is there a lot of work just now?™

“Well, there 1s a bit. Karpo Stepanovych, how much work do
you have?” Donda called out to a tellow employee. “Well, fine,
['ll do it all myself. You can go.”

Donda knew—without being given any hints—that
Trublayevych wanted to go to the Hovoretsky home.

Trublayevych silently shook Donda’s plump hand and
walked out of the bank.

The Hovoretsky’s living quarters were quite close by, and a
short while later he was ringing the doorbell. No one came right
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away to answer the door. And then, in response to his question
whether the mistress was at home, the servant said that she was
in, but she was not tfeeling well.

He walked into the living room. The room was a shambles.
Books and music were scattered all over the window ledges and
the floor, the wallpaper was torn in a couple of spots, and the
upholstery on the armchairs was ripped.

Trublayevych gritted his teeth. He wanted to sit down,
because he felt enervated, but it seemed offensive to do so,
and so he stood by a window. It seemed to him as if a great
misfortune had taken place in this apartment—as if someone
had died a sudden death.

Madam Hovoretska finally emerged. wiping her eyes with
a handkerchief. Trublayevych silently kissed her hand that was
damp with tears, and she sank heavily into a torn armchair.

“Lyuba i1s done for! They’ve taken her away!”

Trublayevych began comforting her, saying that it was not
such a great problem: if they took her away, they would have to
let her go. Nowadays many people were taken away, because
these were dangerous times. He too had been searched, and
others as well, and some had been taken away.

But Hovoretska did not want to listen to any comforting
words of reason. She talked about her daughter as it she would
never be brought back. “O God, what a scandal! In prison, with
pickpockets. with thieves. What will her father say when he
comes back and finds out everything? What will the entire city
say? Nothing like this has ever happened in our family—to be
put into prison! And she’s a girl—and to be among bandits!”

She wept bitterly.

“And for what? They found some kind of a book, and she
wouldn’t give up her letters!”

“What kind of letters?” Trublayevych asked.

“She had a packet of some kind of greenish letters . . .”

“So she didn’t give them up?”

“No, she didn’t. She said that she preferred to go to jail than
to have them crawl into her soul. And so they took her away with
those letters.”

Trublayevych’s heart was engulfed in blood: the proud girl
had decided that it would be preferable to go to jail than to give
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up the secret in her heart. And it was all in vain—for he had
given away her secret to those very same dishonourable people.
They knew her. It could well be that even now they were reading
her tender, sacred confessions.

“Oh, may | be damned, why didn’t | burn those letters!
Why didn't I swallow them and choke on them!” he shouted
despairingly in his heart and, clasping his head in his hands, he
tore at his hair.

“And her father isn’t here, and there’s no one to defend her,
to make any efforts on her behalf! Maybe they just might let her
come back . . . maybe something should be given or promised to
someone.” The mother once again dissolved in tears.

Trublayevych went up to her. **Vira Stepanivna, I'll go there
at once, and ['ll do everything that | can to get to see Lyuba.”

He bid his farewells and walked out.

He would go there, see her, comfort her, and demand that
she be released. He rounded the corner and walked up an incline
towards the outskirts of the city where the prison was located.
He wanted to hire a coachman, but then he thought better of it:
he needed time to collect his thoughts, to figure out how to attain
his goal. And so he continued walking.

He had never been in the prison and he had seen it only
from a distance. He had seen the guards standing near it with
their rifles, and he had felt intimidated by the cluster of stone
buildings with their small windows and tall walls. [t seemed to
him that there were no living people in them—only corpses.
And the white stone turrets on the corners looked like sentinels
that watched over that lifeless, stony stillness.

How was one to approach a place like that?

Now he sensed with his entire being that there, in that stony
coffin, there were live people, that the person who was dearest
to him in this world was in there. and that was why he had to go
and make every effort to have that person released. As to what
he would do, what he would say—he did not think about that.

At the prison he was told that in order to see a prisoner, he
had to have permission from the procurator. And so he went
back into the city, hired a coachman, and drove around the city

for a long time, trying to find the procurator, because he did not
catch him at home.
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He finally found him on the street and he had to spend a fair
bit of time begging and pleading before the procurator gave him
permission to go into the prison. From the procurator he found
out that, on that night, Zembulat and several others had also
been arrested.

With the permission slip from the procurator, Trublayevych
gained easy access to the prison. He was taken through a rather
large yard and led into the prison itself. Once inside, he went up
to the second floor by walking up some broken stairs paved with
stones and going through some low-ceilinged passageways—
like those in the Monastery of the Caves in Kyiv. And then he
was led into a small room where he had to wait.

He waited for a long time. It was as quiet in the prison as in a
burial vault. He sat there for quite a while, and then he stood up
to read the “regulations™ hanging on the walls, and by the time
that Lyuba walked in he was standing by the window with his
pack to the door.

She appeared to be the same as usual, but her eyes seemed
to be flashing more, and there were sallow circles under them,

They greeted each other silently, and the guard took up a
position by the door. They both felt awkward, and neither one of
them was capable of initiating a conversation.

“Vira Stepanivna has sent me . . .” Trublayevych finally
began speaking. “That is, she didn't actually send me, I took i1t
upon myself to come and see you, because she’s very troubled
and concerned . . .”

“There’s no reason for her to be concerned!” Lyuba observed
coldly.

The conversation stalled without ever having taken oft.

Lyuba stared into a corner.

The guard stood by the door and watched them.

“Perhaps you need something?”

Lyuba did not respond immediately.

“A pillow, and some bed linens.” she said unwillingly.

Silence descended once again.

“They didn’t come to see you?”

“Yes, they did.”

“Did they take anything?”

Trublayevych frowned. “The letters, they took your letters.”
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“What?” Lyuba cried. “You gave them my letters?”

“Yes.”

Tears trembled on her eyelashes, and her lips twitched Lightly,
convulsively. But then she quickly regained her composure and,
turning her head determinedly, said firmly: “Fine!”

In that word Trublayevych felt something hostile and
unswerving directed at him.

“What other homes did they search?”

“They were at many homes, but as to which ones—I really
don’t know. They took Zembulat . . .”

Lyuba’s eyelids fluttered slightly. And then they both fell
silent once again.

The guard shifted from one foot to another. His action
reminded Trublayevych that the time allotted for the conversation
might end at any moment, and so he broke the silence.

“We’ll make every effort to gain your release on bail. In two
days Mykola Petrovych will return, and we’ll ask him to go and
see the governor.”

“That’s not necessary. They’ll release me soon now 1n any
event,” Lyuba said decisively, as if she had weighed her options.
“There’s nothing to hide now. They’'ve already read them . . .”

Trublayevych caught on that she was referring to the letters,
and he felt distressed and ashamed of himself, of what he had
done. He wanted to justity himselt, but Lyuba, as if she had read
his mind, gestured dismissively.

“There’s nothing more to be said or done! Tell my mother
not to worry.” She rose from the bench.

“Good-bye. Thank you for not forgetting about me.” she said
coldly as she walked to the door.

Trublayevych wanted to stop her, to tell her everything, but
he did not have the nerve to do it. And what could he have said
to her, when he sensed that the abyss that had recently begun
to appear between them had suddenly widened, and he was left
standing on one bank, while she was on the other one. He felt that
the final threads that had held them together were disintegrating
as 1f they had been charred . . . And he walked out of the prison
feeling enervated and disconsolate.

A cold wind was blowing in from the steppe, from the
cemetery, and it was driving the snow into the city. He turned
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to walk with the wind. And when he looked down at the grey
wavelets of snow mixed with dirt that were rippling ahead of
him, it seemed to him that fate was carrying away to places
unknown everything that was dear to him, everything that was
most precious to him—it was carrying away his recent past.
And he felt regret but. much to his own surprise, he remained
calm, probably because he did not feel that he was to blame for
what had happened, and he knew that what had happened could
not be undone. But there was a great void in his heart.

“Well, so what? If that’s how it’s to be, that’s how it will be!”
he said out loud as he pressed his walking stick into the frozen
ground, and that pressure resonated painfully in his heart.

He walked through familiar streets, met and greeted people
whom he knew, but he was not aware of anything that he was
doing. It seemed to him that he was surrounded by a wasteland,
and that the biggest wasteland of all lay within him.

“A  high-priority telegram from General Lynevych!
Thousands of Japanese have been taken prisoner!” the telegram
carriers shouted, trying to force their telegrams on passersby.

He went to the Hovoretsky home, told Lyuba’s mother about
everything except the letters, and she asked him to get her
permission to go and see her daughter the next day in order to
pass her a few items. He promised to do so. After finding out that
he had not eaten anything since morning, Madam Hovoretska
invited him to have a bite, but he refused, for it seemed to him
that he could not swallow even a bit of bread in this home.

Upon leaving the Hovoretsky living quarters, he set off for
his own home, but then he turned around and walked towards
the river. He felt a need for wide-open spaces, for being apart
from other people, for being alone, all by himself with his grief,
with the emptiness in his heart.

He was not deceiving himself. Even though the final word
had not yet been spoken, he sensed that it was all over between
Lyuba and him. Her heart had been given to another man, to the
man who was incarcerated with her. He knew this from the way
her eyelids had fluttered when she heard that Zembulat had also
been imprisoned . . .

Well, all that remained now for him to do was to tear out by
the roots all the feelings that he had for her, to chase away all
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memories of her out of his mind, to forget about her. But was it
possible to do that? When he could still see her standing before
him in his mind’s eye, when she silently reproached him!

For what? He was not guilty of anything. She was guilty; she
was the traitor! She had deceived him. She had never loved him!
Never! It had all been nothing more than a deception!

A deception? No! He knew that it had not been a deception.
He knew that it had all been true, that she had loved him, only
him—the one who had no friends, no colleagues with whom
to share his thoughts, his convictions; the one who was neither
cold, nor hot!

At this thought, anger welled within Trublayevych’s heart.
“It i1s because you are neither cold nor hot that she has cast you
out of her heart!” he thought. “Because she is passionate. and
she needs someone who 1s equally passionate.”

He laughed. Indecent thoughts, emerging involuntarily from
the dark corners of his heart, arose betore him and taunted him.
And Trublayevych felt pained, and disgusted, and ashamed,
but he did not chase the thoughts away. He wanted to humiliate
himself to the nth degree, to indulge 1in something loathsome
because he hated himself. He imagined Lyuba and Zembulat in
impossibly shameful poses, mentally forced them to engage in
the most repugnant acts; he sneered at them. but all the while he
sensed that he was jeering at himself . . .

He was at the river now, out on the ice. The wind drove
the snowy waves over the slippery surface, scattered them, and
then gathered them together once again. Trublayevych walked
along a road that had been beaten down by wheels and horses’
hooves, because 1t was too slippery to walk elsewhere. Along
this road covered wagons groaned and people strained mightily
as they pulled sleds piled with reeds from the islands. He passed
by them and continued walking until he crossed the river.

The path went on down a stream among the islands. On the
banks on both sides, willows and reeds rustled in the wind. But
Trublayevych did not listen to the rustling.

He was seeking isolation . . . he was seeking oblivion . . .
To the left he noticed a small creek and he turned towards it,
He walked for a long time without any thoughts, without any
desires, and then, with a heavy heart, sat down on the bank.
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Now he could hear the bulrushes rustling, even though he
did not focus on the sound. His mind seemed frozen, solidified
in his head, and he grew immobile. All around him there was
rustling, and whirring, and whistling. and whizzing, and shrill
notes of solitary weeping. The wind vivified the inert bulrushes,
and they came alive with a dreamy, ephemeral life. And in that
life there was much that gave one pause to think.

At first Trublayevych sat without thinking about anything,
and without hearing anything. But then, in the vast sea of sounds
surrounding him, he involuntarily began noticing individual
notes and listening to them.

Everything was alive, everything was rustling. Everyone in
the world had his own place and his own fate. And everyone had
the right to his fate . . . to his own fate, regardless of what it was!
No one could blame him for what he was, for it was not he who
had made him what he was—it was life that had done it.

Was the broken reed over there to blame that it groaned so
bitterly. wailed so lustily when the wind blew more strongly?
Was 1t to blame that 1t was grieving instead of whispering
cheerfully hike a young girl, or champing its lips in satisfaction
like a toothless old granny? It was broken, crushed, crippled.
But 1t wanted to live and it had a right to do so, and there was a
place for it among these bulrushes, just as there had to be.

And it was the same with a man. No matter who he was,
what thoughts and convictions he had, he had a right to them,
and no one had the authority to tear them from him. And no one
had the right to punish him for them, to foist his own thoughts,
his own desires, his own laws on him. No one had that right.

Everyone lived for himself alone, and they all lived together.
Like these bulrushes. There were ever so many dissonances,
ever so much that seemed superfluous, unnecessary, among the
individual sounds, but when they were taken all together they
created a harmony—an expansive and grandiose harmony like
nature itself. Like mother nature. There was room in nature for
everyone, there was a warm ray of sunshine for everyone—in
the earth, and on the earth, and in the water, and way up there,
in the azure heavens.

Trublayevych glanced upwards. Up there, right above him,
the clouds parted momentarily, and the blue infinity of the sky
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gazed down upon him. “It's the eye of eternity,” he thought. He
sat for a while longer, and then rose to his teet.

He wanted to leave, but then he heard the sound of voices
coming from the tar end of the stream.

He waited for a moment. It was a man and a woman, each
pulling a sled piled high with reeds. It was difficult to pull the
sleds over the slippery ice.

They came up to Trublayevych and greeted him.

“Here, let me help you,” Trublayevych said. and he took hold
of the woman’s rope.

“Don’t bother, don’t bother! I'll do it myself...”

“It’s no bother. I’'m going that way in any event.”

They pulled the sled together. The woman was old, and she
was breathing heavily from the strain.

“Why are you hauling reeds by yourselves? Don’t you have
anyone younger to do 1t for you?” Trublayevych asked.

“We have a son, but he’s not home now.”

“Where 1s he?”

“He’s gone off to the war. We've been left all alone. Maybe
he was killed some time ago . . . They say a lot of people have
been killed, ever so many! He wrote to us last fall. but we haven't
heard from him since then.”

“They say thai there will be a truce soon.” the old man said,
and he waved his arms and beat his chest and shoulders like a
fisherman out in the cold. "It sure 1s a chilly one today!™

“Are you a fisherman?” Trublayevych asked.

“A fisherman, and a shoemaker, and at times | work in a
sawmill. You have to make a living one way or another! But I
have no strength left. And the children don’t help us. They're all
doing their best to look out for themselves . . . [f only | had a bit of
land, I could either rent it outright, or lease it to a sharecropper.
and then I'd at least have some grain. But as it is, [ don’t have
anything. And so we cut down reeds to heat the house. because
otherwise we'd not only be hungry, we'd treeze to death!”

“They say that the Jews have given Port Arthur to the
Japanese. Is that true?” the old man asked after a moment of
stlence. “They're such repulsive ruffians, villains! Half of them
should be strung up!™

“For what?”
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“Eh! They're to blame for everything. It’s because of them
that we have nothing to eat!™

The old man was talkative but ignorant. He blamed all his
troubles on the Jews. When Trublayevych tried to convince him
otherwise, he simply gestured dismissively.

“We know what they're like! Why, just recently, on the Feast
of the Elevation of the Cross, the archbishop said that they had
even crucified the Son of God.”

Trublayevych pulled the old woman’s sled out onto the wider
stream and then, turning towards the city, left the old couple.

“There you have them—the ignorant masses that spend their
entire lives struggling to earn a scrap of bread!” Trublayevych
thought as he walked over the tce. “There you have the dry,
broken reeds that rustled back there in the bulrush patches. They
rustle, and then they vanish with their deeds, their thoughts, their
worries. And in the spring, new reeds will grow to replace them,
new reeds that will drone their own songs. And as for these old
ones—Ilet them live out their lives until they are consumed by
fire or swept away by a spring flood.”

From the bulrushes came the sound of human voices, and
up ahead there were shouts and merry laughter. Young people—
youths and young ladies—were skating towards him in a
cheertful group.

Among them he spotted Dubrayevska. They exchanged
greetings.

“Let’s go back!” she shouted. “We’ll accompany Ivan
Mykhaylovych so that wolves don’t devour him!”

“Where 1n the world would any wolves come from? There
aren’t even any rabbits here!” Trublayevych laughed.

*“QOh, but there are timid rabbits here. If only you knew how
badly the gendarmes scared some people yesterday!™

All rosy and tresh from the wind and the trost, she laughed
as she looked at Trublayevych, and at the moment she seemed
rather attractive to him. Her carroty-red hair undulated in the
wind, her short jacket hugged her slender figure tightly, and her
rather delicate legs, clad in leggings, moved agilely this way and
that way as she fluttered around Trublayevych like a butterfly.

He knew that she had fallen in love with him a long time
ago, and now this knowledge warmed his heart: there was a
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person who loved him, who loved him notwithstanding the tact
that he had never paid any attention to her.

He wanted to say something nice, affectionate to her, but he
could not. A thought about Lyuba suddenly pierced his brain and
echoed painfully in his heart. He restrained himself.

“Why are you standing still?” Dubrayevska asked him as
she skated around him in circles and arcs. “Let’s go out farther—
the ice 1s better there.”

“Solomiya Frantsivna, tell me truthfully: do you feel sorry
for Lyuba Mykolayivna?”

Dubrayevska came to a standstill and raised her eyebrows
in surprise as if she did not understand what he was asking
her; then she tossed her hair and burst out laughing as she spun
around like a top 1n one spot.

“I feel very sorry!” she laughed. “But then . . . not really.”

“Why so?”

“She . .. she isn’t alone in there!”

“What do you mean?”

“Just that! Let’s go.”

And she skated off, glancing back at him, as if luring him
onwards. Even though Trublayevych knew what she was hinting
at, he felt a painful need to have her state trankly what she was
thinking—to hear her say the same thing that he was thinking. It
seemed to him that it his painful wound were scratched. it would
ache less severely.

He asked her again, but she fled without responding, and
then she flitted back like a bee and wove patterns around him.

Trublayevych returned home when twilight was falling; he
felt crushed and exhausted, but composed. The long walk. the
fresh air, the people—all of that had soothed his nerves. calmed
his thoughts.

It was only somewhere deep inside, under his heart, that he
seemed to teel a deep wound from which blood was oozing—
gently, slowly . ..

Gently, slowly . . . like time itself.
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V

The next day Trublayevych arrived at the bank at a very
early hour and found only Donda there. Wearing a vest without
a suit coat. Donda, looking cheerful and pleased with himself,
was humming something under his breath as he walked through
all the rooms in the bank.

Catching sight of Trublayevych, he smiled happily and
hurriedly walked up to him: “You know. ha-ha-ha . . . yesterday |
finished my sixty-fourth violin! I'm telling you, it’s a fine vio