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Intr'odl.lction)

The
trilogy\037 Desperate Times\037 \\\\lith its volumes Brother against

Brot/ler, Bet11'eeJ\"1 tIle Treflclles't and Conflict and Chaos, focuses

on stories \\\\,rritten during the 1900 to 1930 period that encompasses
the slide of the

imperial
Russian Empire into chaos, t11e breakup

of the Austro-Hungarian Empire.. World War I, and the subsequent

uphea'val in Eastern Europe fomented by the Russian Revolution.
Son1e of these \\\\-.rorks are not for the faint-hearted, for they depict

trul)' desperate tinles of revolutioI1., war., an,d social upheaval,

along \"\\lith enormous hun1an emotional an,d physical costs.
As of the

early
20

th

century.. Ukraine had long been divided

by other empires-\\\\,rith Russia controlling eastern Ukraine, and

'larious European po\\vers including Lithuania-Poland, Austria-

Hungary, and the Hapsburg Empire dominating
western portions.

In both regions the Ukrainian language, culture a11d distinctive
Ukrainian forms of Orthodox and Catholic rites were at times

se\\'ereJy controlled\037 or completely banned\037 and conditions for

ethnic Ukrainians \\\\lere harsh. There was little opportunity
for education and adVanc.en1etlt for Ukrainians, and the rising

revolutionary tide that began sVleep,ing Europe in the] 9th

celltury,

\037Iith its concepts of ftationalisnl, democracy, and freedoln., soon

found fertile ground in traditional Ukrainian territory.

The stori,es in this trilogy depict attell1pts at reform an,d

political activism, peasant uprisings, revolutionary and terrorist

acts, and the
flo\\\\lering

of the Ukrainian independence n10ven1ent.

This blossoming of culture\037 langlJage
and political idealisITI was

soon trampled however, \\\\lith
empires being rent asunder resulting

in the redrawing ofb,orders, tIle First World War
sweeping

nlillions

to death, and tl1e brutal consolidatioll of power by COl11111llnistsin

the former Russian En1pire.

-These stories are written from nlultiple points of view\037 as is

only fitting, for they are all part of tile spectrum of beliefs that)))

billo\\\\'\"ing.. the sea of l1eads

was undulating'l l1allds \\\\lere raised high\" \\vav'ing stra\\\\! hats..

\\\\1r h ite kercl1 iefs . . .

And all arollnd\" 111 all tIle
nearb)\037 bllildings-ill the \\\\,'indo\\vs,

on the porclles.. and e\\leI1 0,0 tile root\"s-people \".rere also ll1assed\"

waving kerchiefs an,d flags.. and the nlighty voice of tile liberated
pel1ple

thundered to, tile radiaIlt\037 joyous\037 fortunate sky: .-Long
live freedom!\037\"

Gradually
tile S110lltS died do\\\\rn'l tIle 11ands holding the stra'\\l

flats and kerclliefs
gre\\v \\veary from waving. Koretsky \\\037\037as)))



drove the variollsly nlotivated protagonists ofth()se times. Thus V.le

read about Soviet revoilitionary heroes-and disillusionment \\vith

the new communist regime. We read about atrocities perpetrated

by imperial forces\" and the complete collapse at\" morality
in areas

controlled by anarchist groups. We experience the
po\\\\'er

of fiction

that enables us to put oLlfse]ves into others\" shoes\037 to v..ritness

evel1ts through their eyes, to feel their emotions. The results often
are not

pretty,
bllt stories such as these actually happened\037 time

and again, shaping real people.
While it is difficult to divide the stories into precise

chronological order, we have
attempted

to begin Vv,rith ones dating

to the Russian Revolution of 1905 that re\\,tealed the rotten state of

the empire. At the time, Russia was shocked by repeated defeats in

the Russo-Japanese War, and re\\'olutionaries of'larious political

stripes-though mostly socialists and comn1unists-realized that

collapse
was a matter of time.

The Russian Empire had suppressed ethnic and religious
groups, and }1ad attempted to impose the Russian language and

church upon all \037lithin its territory. As the bureaucracy' \\veakened

and military disasters in the Far East underlllined
disciplille

and

pride, the empire was face,d \\\\'ith the
stead\037l

rise ofethnicallyr based

national aspirations in tllan}r of its regions. The o\\ren\\'heln1ing
hunlan and economic cost of WWI

piled
()n stresses that tIle

ossified and increasingly fractiollS enlpire could not \\\\'ithstand.

For Ukrainians., WWI \\\\'as reall:y a til11e of brotller against
brother\037 and not by choice. Se\\'eral t)f the stl)ries in this trilog)!
depict the angllish as fanlilies \\\\'ere di,!ided bet\\\\/een enlpiresOI \\\\-\"ith

Ukrainians conscripted il1tO both tIle Rllssian
am1)/\037

and l)pposing

Gertnanic-Allstriall fl1rces.

By 191 7 \037 an exl1allsted, del11l1ralized and near-destitute

Russian En1pire \\\\las
ripe

fllr revollltil1n., and t\\VO l1ftheIl1 exploded
that year. TI1e first\037 tl1e Febrllary Re\\\"ollitiotl\037 sa\",? tIle abdication

of the tsar 311d tIle establishtl1ent ()f a
pro\\\"isiol1al go\\'ernment.

The second, the October Re\\\"()llltioI1\037 sa\\v the Bolshe'\\liks U11der

Lenin sweep into po\\ver aJld begill t11e consolidatiol1 of a ne\\\\/.,

communist., ell1pire tl1at becatne tIle Union ()f So\\t\037iet Socialist

Republics, Of\" more Sill1ply, tl1e SO\\liet Ul1ion.

Tile great tragedy l)fthis
re\\ioluti()naI)l

era is that idealisn1 fell

by tile \\\\layside, devol\\,ring i11tO horrific years of ci\\'il \\\\'ar in \\\\lhich)))



combatants of all political stripes plunged into an escalating cycle
,ot\" atrocities. It didn\"t n1atter right wil1g or left wing, all met ill
extremism__ nlass Il1Urder., rape., torture, looting-and for extended

periods-total anarcI1)l. There YlaS
conlplete social, political and

econonlic collapse\" \"'lith the only authority being the barrel of\" a

gun.

The modern Western reader has little c-oncept of suel1 chaos,
terror't and utter helplessness. We llave no sense of such ingrained
hatred-hatred of the

oppressive aristocracy
and bureaucracy-

follo\\\\led by hatred of the perversioll of Marxism and Communism
iIlto a ne\\\\I.. e\\'en harsher dictatorship that p,laced no value 011

human life and blil1dly espoused totalitarian ends that justified the

foulest nleans.

Yet \\\\,le see in these stories tllat an,idst the c11aos created by the
breakdown of the

p,olitical
and social order there were flickers of

humanity\037 ot\037 ethical, moral behaviour. Within that chaos, people
still loved.. drean1ed\037 and hoped. It is heartening to find that within

that chaos some people still adhered to humane and princ.ipled

codes of behaviour.. even sacrificing their own lives to save those

of\037 others.

The issues central to these voJumes of revolutionary stories

are still relevant and some are yet unresolved. TI1e short-lived

Ukrainian go,vemments of the confusing revolutionary period
planted

the seeds of independence, and sonle partisans to,ught
on f()f decades against the Soviets. The reverberati()ns fronl

those tinles stil] impact the ongoing development of a Ilascent

democracy in a free Ukraine in the face of still widely entrenched

authoritariall values and practices in modern Russia and its

resurgent imperialistic ambitions.

We have tried to strike a balance in assisting
those readers

who may be en1barking into unfami1iar territory by providing
glossaries including some oftl1e nlain parties, arn1ies, and military

and political leaders, \\\\lithout overly interrlLpting the narratlve

flow.)
* * *)

Language
Lanterns Publications began its missioJl of adding

to the treasury of Ukrainian literature accessible to tIle EJlglish-

reading world in 1998 with the six-volunle series Woolen's Voices)))



in Ukrainian Literature which inc]uded translations of\" selected

literary w()rks written by eight Ukrainian female authors between

1880 and] 920. III 2()04., two companion volumes v./ere published,

PassiOl1 :'}, Bilter Clip and Riddles
(\037/.

the Heart, \\\\'ith stories by

Ukrainian male authors in the same period.
To date, Language Lanterns has produced 20 \\.'olumes of

translations including several by Ukraine'5 leading man of letters..

Ivan Franko.. and t\",IO volumes called Fr()/n Da.v s Gone BJ' and
D011'n COllntrv L{lneS that added stories written in the second

half of the 19th

century and the first decades ot- the 20 th

by
sixteen

Ukrainian male authors.

These diverse stories from the mid-19 th

to early 20
th

centuries

give modem readers a w'indov./ into societal, political. reJigious

and economic conditions in Ukrainian ethnic lands.. and the

gradual revival of the Ukrainian ]anguage\037
culture and political

spirit following centuries of external domination.
The volume taken most to heart by the public thus far is .4

Hunger Most Crl.lel that graphically depicts through
short fiction

the horrendous impact upon Ukraine of the famine
artificiallyr

created by Soviet authorities in the 1930s in an attempt to break
the Ukrainian

peasantry.
This terror-famine.. or Holodonl0r.. that

resulted in the deaths of nlillions of innocent \\/ictims.. has come to

be internationally recogl1ized as genocide.)

* * *)

SOIlia Morris.. nlY ll10ther and the editor of the L.anguage
Lanterns Publications teal11.. passed a\\\\ray in April 2007 \037 110\\\\/e\\,rer.,

she and her sister ROllla Franko\037 the translatl)r\037 had beglln \\vork on

nlany of these stories. Therefore Sonia\"s naIlle remains as editor

to recogl1ize her paSSil)n for her cllltural
11eritage'l

her historic-al

knowledge and literary skills.)

Ron13 and I dedicate t11is trill1gyr tll her 01eI110ry.)

Paul CipY'hrnyk

Associate Editor)))



George S. N. Luckyj'
Ukrainian Literature Translation Prize

awarded to Roma Franko and Sonia Morris)

In 2009\037 the Canadian Foundation for Ukrainian

Studies (CFUS) selected Rarna Franko, Ph.D. a11d her sister, the

late Sonia Morris\037 M. Phil... as the first recipients of the George
S. N.

Luckyj Ukrainian Literature Translation Prize.)

Nall1ed in honour of t11e late Professor George S. N.
Luckyj\037

an en1inent Ukrainian-Canadian editor and translator of

LTkrain ian 1 iterature.. the prize encourages the translation of

Ukrainian literary \\\\rorks into English and other language.s.)

The citation cites Franko alld Morris \"for their dedic.a-

tion to and trenlendous efforts and achievements in translating
Ukrainian literature into English and

maki11g
it accessible to

a \\vide reading audience... After taking early retirement from

their respective academic careers at the University of Saskatch-
e\\\\i'an in 1996, the sisters embarked on new careers., Rama Franko
as translator and Sonia Morris as edit{)r. Together they founded

Language Lanterns Publications dedicated to publisl1ing
works of Ukrainian literature in English translation... To date,

) 7 \\lolumes ha\\'e appeared translated by Rarna Franko and

edited by Son ia Morris... The names of the recipients will be

inscribed on a plaque that \037'i] I be permanently displayed in

the Department ()f Slavic Languages and Literatures at the

University of Toronto.\

CF[/S is a n(}n-!Jrojit chtlritable organizati()n liedicated t()

sec'uringfiJn(fs
and other reS()llrCeS 1/1l11 Vi.till

prOfnote
the gr() Vt/th

and development of Ukrainian stl-Idi(-!.s in Ca/lada in perpetllitJ}.
The vvork qf CFUS is supported h.}' the generosit-,v \037r

individuals

through dOl1utions, bequests, and end()}tlmeI1fs.)))

slo\\\\/ed

down when they heard footsteps behind thenl\037 or \\:\\ihen a man

walked towards thenl. Tl1ere \\\\.'ere also 111en there.

The pale streetlalnps flickered. Beyond the fence that
surrou11ded ti1e

Stluare..
\\\\rheels clattered.. for tllere \\\\ras no sno\\\\r.

A nigllt watchman whistled SOI11e\\\\rhere out in the street.

Trublaye\\lycll took off his cap to let his h,ead cool ot'1' and

wiped his forehead. He closed 11is ey'es tor a moment as if

collecting
Ilis tllOllghts.. and at tJlat nlOnlent he 11eard a noise..

rather indistinct at first\037 SOtl1e\\vhere near the square. At first

he assumed that it \\V'as SOtl1e drunken tradesn1en \\vho Ylere

figllting, bllt he quickly figllred out that it \\\\;'as nlen1bers of the

intelligentsia \\\\Ifho \"\"ere
screanling and calling for help.

HThe Black Hllndreds nll1st be tOfl11eI1tingtheir victims,'\" he

thOtlght.. al1d 11e ran to\\\\\"ards the spot fronl \"Ihere tile Sl10Uts \037lere)))



Contents)

Introduction)

Mykola Chernyavsky
(186S-1946 )

Blo(Jd

The Her.oes Come Home

Spr\"ing Fl()od
Comrades)

]3
16
19

149)

Borys
Hrinchenko

(1863-1910)

Janl,/tlr.}' 9th

Brothel\037 agl.linst Br()thel'\037)

160

162)

Pylyp Kapelhorodsky

( IR82-1942)

Whl' I 1fas \0374f.J4este(J

The Gracious Manifesto

In (1 Villclge

.

To See the S()\\.,'ereigl\"1)

217
.,..,-...._)
234
242)

\"oat Khotke'lvch
\"

( U\03777-193g)

The HZ.lngel' Sr,-.ike

111 (1 Ft 4

ee C(Jl--llltrl'

Tile Th,\"ee

\037

F(l('ing
till? n(J()I\037

It H{ll-J 7() Be Till'S)

) 5)- -
260
264
1

7
'1

- -

276)))



M\037lkha\037rIOI Kotsyubynsky

( ] R64-1913 )

On tIle R{)lld 293

TIle Ll\"lkn()\0371-'11 011e 3 I 1)

Bohdan Lepk\037r

(' 1 R 72-] 94] )

nTh,\037? 322
.-)

\\,r a ki\\1 Mamonto\\,T

( 1888-1940)

L/l1der- D{11\037k ClolJds 333)

Leonid Pakharevsk}r
( IXX3-1Y38?)

Whel1 the Accfclja Tr'ees Were in Bloom 342)

Oleksa Slisarenko
(1891-1937)

Plllnfati()n\037f) 356)

Glossary
400

The \\v()yc/s' in the
CJlos.\\'(.II'J-'

Lire n']llrk(!{} h.v {111 llsferisk

tlle.first tin'le the.v l.l!JpeClr in (I sfol:r)

Biographical
Notes 405)))



Blood

\037.4 Sket{-.Il)

(1905))

A con1nland \\\\ras gi\\'en to have rifles at th,e
ready,

to have

cartridges at hand\" and to be prepared to leave the barracks at a

moment\"s notice. i\\nd 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.
Vv'here they \\\\-'ere going, and \\VI1Y, no one kne\\\\T for certain,

but they' all sensed that they \"'ere being led to a place where
something incomprehensibly

dreadful was bound to happen.

Shi\\'ers ran up and dOVv'n their spines, and they felt disengaged
from thei r speeding feet that carried them mechanically over the

cobblestone street.

Their eyes \037'ere fixed straight ahead, and they did not take
notice of anything except the grinl faces of their officers. They
\\\\1'ere confident that the officers knew exactly where to lead them
and 'h,'ould bear responsibi ]ity for everything that happened.

They had to submit to their vllll.

They ran.

Sw i t11y\037 swiftly.)

* * *)

Somewhere far ahead th,e)l could hear clamouring and tile

echoes of shots being fi red. It \\\\I'as there that something terri fying

and inconlprehensible was happening-tl1e sonlething that they
dreaded so greatly.

Chills raced over their bodies. Terror gripped their chests,

and their hearts, exhausted troln running, beat erratically.

Should they turn back?

Flee?)))



14
I Mykola l'hcnlyavsky

In1p()ssible!

Now the clamouring and the shots \\vere \\'ery near, around
tile corner, on the square.

The street allcad of them was deserted. In a \\\\'indoVi the pale

face of a terrified woman flashed by . . . Beside a clos,ed gate a

friglltened, whimpering puppy tllcked in its tail and barked at
theln. A

gllst
of \"\"rind swooped up trash from the street and flung

it in their faces. . .

Then suddenly, a steely command: \037\"Halt!\"

They halted.

HFirst company, left face!\"

They turned to face the square.
People waving red flags \\vere scattering\" running aViay' from

the square. Workers.
i.'Firstconlpany, fire!\

* * *)

They were shooting, and being shot at . .-.

Who was doing th,e shooting-they did not think about that:

they just obeyed
the conlnlands: \037-First company\037.. fire! Secon,d

\037ompany, fire!\"

And by instantly obeying e\\'er)' command to the
\\.'er)'

last

word\037 they felt a sense of relief: they experienced the satisfaction
of well-trained soldiers.

And it was only whell e\\lerytlling fell silent\" \\\\'hen they' \\-vere

gathering lip tile dead and the \\\\ll1Unded\" and \\\\'11en the)' tound

Petrenko their flag-bearer lyil1g lifeless \\vith a snlashed head..
tl1at tlley regained their sellses.

They recalled that dllring the battle Petrellko had stood in
front of tl1enl..\\\\l ith 11 is arl11S fll1ded l)n Ills cl1est.. \\\\,\037itI10,ut sav'ing-' '--

a word. He had not nlade a 111()\\,'e to ki 11 an)1011e 11inlself.. or to

incite others to engage in fratricide.
AI1d now, whell tile}' sa\\v llis cain1.. pale face, it \\vas as if

son1el1ne Ilad br()ken a spell tllat 11ad ell\\/eloped them'! and

terrible questions arose: \037\037Wll0n1 were you killing? And \\vhy?

Whose bullet hit hinl? An enetl1Y bullet or one of our o\\vn?\037\"

And 110t one oftllem could say anything in reply. They could
not justify their actiollS eitller tt) thelllseives or to those at \\\\rll0m)))



Blood
I

15

they had been shooting. And n10st certail11y not to this human

being ,\",,'ho had li,,\037ed an10ng thenl. Who had served as an exan1ple
for them. Whose corpse they

\\\\'ere no\\\\' cradling in their arms.

They cradled it like SOtl1ething sacred. . .)

* * *)

Tears sVlirled in thei r eyes.. and curses erupted in their hearts.
They

no longer feared blood. ]t had already been shed. Like

red \\\\:ine__ it \\vent to their heads and inebriated them.

\037-'I f that't s ho\\v' things are.. then. . . let's have blood. More
blood! Someone else\"s__ or our oVvrn- it matters not!'\)

kne\\'/ some

wonderful crannies\037 oases offto\\Vrers.

She walked ahead of him.. fresh and
pure\037

\\\\rith a blinding

figure, and she laughed happily and \",rarmly 1ike the sun. In the

forest she would sit down on a limb and s\\\\.ring her legs\037 her
L.- __

stro11g, young legs. Like a nymph.
UDon't look at me.'\"

HBut I wallt to.'\037

HBllt I don't want you to.'\037

\"\") don't care.'\"

' 10

1 '11 cover my f\037ace.H

HAnd I'll uncover it.\"

\037\"Just you dare .....

HI've alrea,dy dared.\"

\037'Oh!

,\037

And once again that \037\037Oll\037\"\" high-pitched\037 ticklish])\037 teminine\037

and silvery clear.

He held 11er 11ands.. and s11eclosed her
eyes__

11id her face\" and

laughter pOllred fron1 her throat like forest ntlts into a
crystal

vase.

They excl1al1ged \"vords, enlpty alld n1eaningless, just to 11ear
eacll other's voices, alld tile words stllck to tllem like burrs tllat

are difficult to pulll)ff one\"s clothing.

On the riverbank slle took off her slloes and \\\\laded in the

shallow water. The 'h.'ater tnade it possible to look at her teet..
ever so

pale\037
like little wreaths of narcissi. Light clouds floated

over tl1e azure \"\"rater and val1ished\037 and she seeIlled like one of

tI1elll-piJlk., transparent, gilded by'
tIle sun.

Kyrylo filleti 11is Illngs and let loose a shout that sped like an

arrow over tile bank: \037toU-u-ustya!'\)



The Heroes Come Home

(A n ffflprO\\\"j\037}'('lti()ll)

( 1905;)

The children were walking ahead of me.. \037Ihen all ofa 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 cro\\\\ld of pe,ople.

A second later, the older girl dropped the )rounger one \"s

11and and rushed IIp to me.

\037'Oh!'\" she shrieked as she struck h,er hands tOiIet}ler In
\037

despair
and pressed herself closel)\037 against Ine.

\037'What is it?'\"

HThat man over there. . .\"

She did not finish w11at slle \\vas
sa\037ling__

but I had caught

sight of him myself.
He was not a olan-he \\vas a bird.. a one-legged bird. One

..... '-

moment he \"lQuld be standing like a crane and sa'r'ing son}ething..
'-- -' -- -

and tIle next n10ment he \\voliid be hopping closer tt1\\vards us..

and the people surrounditlg hil11 \\valk,ed silently beside hinl\037

stopping
\\\\rhenever he stopped.

I-Ie was a soldier \\\\Jrho had fOllgllt at .Port Arthur.

HFor the love of Christ, gi\\le
alms tl) a crippled soldier: gi\\,re

alms, 0 benevoletlt people of God!\037' lle-tllat l1ne-Iegged bjrd-

begged.

\037Ie was still young.

His hair was Cllt sl10rt in tile nlilitar}t nlanner\037 11is cheeks

were cleanly shaved, al1d 11is youtl1ful blond nl0ustaclle \\vas

neatly curled.

He had only one leg-Ilis left one. Notl1ing at all remained
of his right 011e., a11d botl1 his arnlS l1ad been torn off almost at
the shotllder, and ollly scra\\vny

little
StUll1pS.. no nlore than a

few inches in length.. peeked out like corncobs fronl under his

rolled-up sleeves.)))
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1 Mykola Chernyavsky

A sn1all steel cup was attached with a leather strap to his
left little stlln1p., and people tossed coins into it, mostly copper
coins.. but occasionally silver ones as well.

It \\vas a 'very warm day., and sweat was rolling down the

young man \037s face., and as he \\\\'alked 11e would raise his right
little stump, bend his head under it-like a bjrd tucking its head

under its \\\\ling-and \\vipe a\\vay the sweat with the sleeve of his

sh i rt.

\"\037Gi\\le alms. for the love of Christ!'\"
Chills raked

lllY spine.)

* * *)

There he is-our \\\\/an., taciturn hero!

o my nation\" do you see hinl?

This is your son.

He has con1e home fronl a distant land, from a bloody

banquet.

Father'! mother'! brothers, sisters-draw near to 11im;let him

clasp yC)U to his tender heart \\\\rith his powerful arllls!

He is torIllented by thirst\037 give
him some water and a towel.,

pour \\\\/ater over his hands\" let him was)1 up!

He \\lv/ants to eat and drink-invite him to your table, let him
sit in the

place
of honour under the icons, and let hill1 have sonle

bread\037 and let him eat\037 al1d let him pour himselfsonle cool water,

and let him drink!
Call his comrades to him\" and may tllere be great joy among

you-your dear one has come h,ome from a distant land., from a

horrible\037 bloody inferno!

HGive alms\037 for the love of Christ!\"

Father., mother\037 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. . .)

* * *)))
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SLIt perhaps\" right here in this cr,owd\037 at some distance from

him\037 stands his old mother, and her heart is boiling over with

scalding blood\037 and every sound emitted by the voice of her

crippled child pierces her heart like a sword.

And she whispers: \"Oh., may you be d,amned! Oh\037 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 hav'e

been better if . . .\"

\037'Give alms, for the love of' Christ!\"

And the man-bird hops farther, and Vv'ith
every

m,ovement

that he n1akes\037 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!)))
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When Trublayev'ych walked into the large hall witll its high
ceiling and sn1all

semi-opaque windows where an extraordin,ary
session of the pro\\lincial coullcil was being held<t he was engulfed

by tobacco sm,oke and tl1e suffocating heat created by lllore than
three hundred

deputies
and members of the general public. The

session had recessed, and the deputies, having
risen from their

seats.. \037\"ere
standing around in snlall clusters and walking in

the narrOVl aisles anl0ng the greet1 morocco leather couches on

V\\-,'hich they had been sitting. Members of tl1e public., who had
been seated on ro\\vs 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\037

It \\vas noisy in the hall, like in a large train station when a

train is arri'v'jng, and it VIlas inlpossible to make out individual
words. Everything that \037ras said flowed together, became

entangled, and reverberated froll1 the bas-relief ceilillg like the

clattering of' a torrential mountain streanl or of water rushing
,over a dam danlaged by

a flood: clack-clack-,clack-clack!

As he pushed his Yiay forward, Trublayevych surveyed the

deputies. They \\vcre old familiar faces-gentlemen who were

overly fed, overly pampered, ,overly neat aJld cleal1.. and with

overly slicked-back hair-and there was not a single democratic

figure among tllenl. Uniforms, evening coats., smoking jackets,

frockcoats . . . Blindingly
white collars, ascots, al1d cuff\"s.

Ruddy, fleshy faces . . . Resolute, restrained moven1ents, and

that inextinguishable uneasiness that is ever present in the eyes

at' people whose hearts are not at peace. In the n1iddle of the)))
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hall, the turquoise beret of a councillor-a high official of the
custonlS house-stood out like a garish blemish against the

spine of a couch.
All this was very familiar to Trublayevych, right do\\vn to the

beret of the customs o,fncial, and so he turned his eyes up\\\\/ards

to look at the balcony_ Up there\037 as if fearin,g to lose their places

in the front rows, the members of the public-for the most part

ladies and young misses, \"\"rith halfofth,em being Je\\\\!s-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 \302\245lhate\\lcr else they happened

to have at hand. They resembled butterflies that had alighted
on

t11e balustrade and were now flapping their \\'aricoloured little

wings, ready to take sudden flight
and fly aVlay'.

And it seellled to Trublaye\\,rych, that high up in this hal1\037 in

the heated air, something tense and uneasy \\\\;as fluttering\"
and

that it would burst out at any moment \302\245/ith
something

unusual

and unexpected. And that tense't uneasy mood gradllall)r gained
control of him.

As he stood there\037 he let his eyes \\vander o\\trer the audience\"

hoping to find a spot near someone that he kne\\\\,r.

\"Ivan Mykhaylovych! I,,'an Mykhayrlovych!'t't a \\\\,\037otnan'ts

voice called out to him.. but he did not hear it.
\037\"Mr.

Trublayevych,
t]1e ladies are calliI1g )rou,,'\" one of\037 the

men standing near hin1 said, and lle pointed to the right at a

corner of the hall \302\245lhere some YOllng ladies \\vere \\vinkillg and

nodding to him, indicating that 11eshl)uld join tllen1.
Trublayevych began nl0ving in that direc-tion\037 n1aking a patl1

for himselt\037throllgh the cro\\\\ld.

He was being c-alled by an attracti\\te young \\\\,.on1an.. a

brunette \\\\lith IlIXlJriant hair that \\vas braided in the latest st\\'le..
His face had been a bit o\\/ercast \\vhen 11e \"talked into tIle hall but
it brightened as soon as 11e sa\\\\' \\vho \\vas calling him.

]t was his fiallcee, LYtlba Hovoretska__ \\vho \\\\;ras discreetly

sigllallillg \\'lith her eyes to a spot next to ller. After greeting
Hovoretska's

young
fenlale friends\037 lle remained standing beside-

ller.. for tllere was no roonl tl1 sit dov\037ln.

'\"'Trtlblayevych is standing on guard beside his queen.,\" an

elderly and rather llnattractive
lady

\\\\,'itI1 reddish hair \\vhispered)))
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softly but emphatically to the \\\\loman sitting next to her. HHe

must be afraid that our Zen1bulat \",rill snatcl] her from him,\" she
added as she squinted and peered at Trublayevycll through the

smo,ke.

He \\vas
standing facing the light, and she could clearly

see his
youtht\"'ul

face \\'lith its long slim nose and fine even

eyebro\\\"/s that \\\\'idened a bit on the bridge to give him a dignified
appearance. His only detracting features were his receding chin

'}lith its small French beard and a ITIoustache that was a trifle

too hea\\!y. He \\\\'as tall and lean and stood erect with his chest
slightly thrust for\\\\lard.

\"\"Oh\" look\037 he seems to be getting ready to crow
again\037\"

the

reddish-haired \\\\rOnlan whispered nlaliciously to her neighbour
as she exhaled cigarette snl0ke

tl1fough yellowed teeth that were

flat 1ike a tro\\\\rel.

But the neighbour did n,ot
respond

in kind; she simply asked,

seemingly qllite innocently: \"\037And where is your daughter? I

don \037t seem tl) see her.\"

io40She's over there\"! at that end of the
hall,'\037 the lady responded,

and as she spoke her expression involuntarily changed., and she

fell silent.

Everyone kne'A/ that her daughter, the carrot-topped Solokha,
as she YiaS called in the city, had recently been pursuing

Trublayevych to no a\\'ail.
And sure

enough\037
her daughter S,olomiya'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
caugllt

sight of her.

She nodded to him, and he bowed to her.
HWh,onl 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 sn1ile flitted over Hl1voretska'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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HWe have just heard the rep()rt of the administration about
the Ineasures that.. in its view, should be taken by the province in

tile event that cholera spreads to this region\037\"
the chairman of the

assenlbly stated, and he scanned tile gathering \\\\lith his sharp,

cunning eyes while bobbing his protruding bald head with its
thick aquiline nose that seemed to be sniffing out beforehand

Wll0 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. It Vias just three 'hreeks ago that

the Japanese had broken the back of Q,ur army at *Mukdeo\" and

groans and curses had spread throughout all of Russia. . .

Among those who had family members in the \\\\of a r.. \\.'er)' fe\\\\/

knew the answers to their questions: were they still aliv'e\" had

they been wounded? Were their bodies lying abandoned near

the graves of the Emperors of China\" and \\vere dogs gnav..'ing on

their bones at night?
The people were agitated and irritated\" like bees. The red

telegrams that messenger boys deliv'ered throughout the
cit\037,l

had ruined their nerves\" and some people could no longer bear
to look at them. And no\\\\t that an extraordinarY

f
session of the

provincial council had been called\" every'one expected that

something would inevitably happen at it.. that there \\\\\"ould be

sOlne kind of denl0nstration. Ev'eryone \\\\las
anticipating

it.

The chairman \\vas also Ylaiting for son1etlling to 11appen..
and he was on gllard. Fran1 tin1e to time he glanced discreetly
but questioningly at the audience in the balcony. There \\\\.'ere no

pol ice to be seen IIp tllere. The pol ice force had decided that it

would be better to 111aintain peace and order out in the street\"

olltside tIle walls of'the assell1bly\037 ()n t}1e inside.. there \",'ere only'
secret observers.

Everyo11e
was waiting\" but no l)ne klle\\\\r \\vhere and at \\-,\"hat

l11l)nlent SOI11Cthil1g \\\\lould happen.

As Trublayevyc11 1 istened to the speec}l of' Shpachenko..
the garrulous, but ell1pty-headed deputy \\vho was \\\037lell-known

throughout tile province for Ilis childisl1 antics at assemblies of
this kil1d\" it once agaill seen1ed to hinl tllat there were

\\\\Tings

fluttering up abo\\re and tllat a demonstration of'some kind \\\\las

about to ertlpt.,)))
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HOh.. \\\\rhen 'W'ill t}1at l)ld ero\\\\\"
Shpachel1ko finally stop

ca\\\\\037ing!\"\037
Hov'oretska said angrily. ....Ho\\\\l can Ile not realize that

he\"s going on about
nothing!\037\037

JlIst th,en\" the deputy unexpectedly stopped speaking.
.\037Do you have nothing 1110re to add to what 11as been said?\"

the chairman asked\037 rolling his eyes as he was wont to do., and

it \\\\las impossible to tell by listening to his voice if he was being
slightly sarcastic \\\\lith

respect
to the orator\037 or

it\037 by encouraging

the talkati,,'e deputy to speak for a fe\\v more minutes.. he simply

'h\"anted to drag out the time in order to avoid
placing

before the

council some of the pointed qtlestions that wrere
supposed

to be

discussed.

\"\"Excuse nle . . . ] w'auld like to add. . .\" the deputy started

up again.
\" 10

1 \\\\ranted to say that the council has the right to . . .'\"

\037\037I \302\245lish to speak,\" a raspy voice called out in the hall, and a
rustle

spread quickly throughout the audience.

-'''Lynsky \037'ants to speak! Lynsky wants to speak!\"
The in'lisible

wings
fluttered even more loudly.

When Lynsky\" a short, thickset man got up to speak, the
hall

gre\"\037l
silent. He was the most senior deputy at the assen1bly,

a reno\\\\.:ned community' activist. He began speaking quietly, so

that not everyone in the hall could hear him at first.. but gra,dually
his elderly voice gained in

strength\037
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 \\Vrell be his last one\037 and that he would like it to touch
the hearts l)f the deputies., He would not spell out everything ill

detail, but the deputies would understand what he was getting at

without having it aJIlaid out e'xplicitly before them.
lo\"At this time, in this crucial hOLlr,\" his voice resounded

throughout the hall, \"\"our council.. as an indivisibJe part of our

country-a country that has been dishonoured and disgraced
throughout

the world-cannot be so deat\037 that it does not

hear what is being said everywhere, and therefore it CanJlot

remain silent. A time of' terrible judgement has arrived for our
fatherland-a fatherland that is subjug,ated

and devastated at all

levels by impossible circumstances. That tribullal is 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!\)



24
I Mykola C\037hernyavsky

The hall became hushed as people gre\037/
silent and listened

intently.

The depllty gave a short historical overvie'A-t
of life in Russia

and Ukraine, and said that things could not continue in the

present manner. That no\\v, instead of concerning itself \\\\/ith

petty l11atters, the provincial cOllncil must stri've to make radical

changes in the internal order, an order that \\vas abhorrent to a) 1

decent people and true patriots. It must topple the immo'v,'able

stone wall that separated the people from the authoritjes\037 to

break the c.hains that bound the nation.

The orator once again turned to history to trace in it the

societal Cllrrents and the efforts made by indivriduals to raise the

flag
of national freedom.

The chairman flushed furiously and looked as if he \\\\\037ere

sitting
on hot coals. It was his worst enemy \\\\,rho \\vas speaking.

He wanted to stop him several times'J but he did not dare to\037 being

a wise and crafty person.. he did not Vtrant to re\\.'eal himself as a

sympathiser of the old order.. and yet he \\\\ranted to demonstrate

that he was utterly loyal.
\037'Our native land expects us to speak honestly' and

daringly'\037

and we must do just that. I am confident that \\'le \\\\\037ill ha\\/e enough

strength and n1anliness to say wrhat is on all of our
lips

at this

moment: we do not need to add porches and dOI11es to, the rotting

structure of Ollr regin1e-\\\037/e need a conlplete *perestroika of
the entire

building.
This is.. perhaps, n1)l final \\\\lord to you at this

assenlbly., and I am sure that the council \\vill respond to it!\037\"

An Olltbufst of applause alld ShOllts shook the building and
did n(1tdie down for a long tinle. The chairolan rang the bell and..

gestllring with llis l1ead and his hands.. pleaded \\vith the public
to settle down.. bllt it tl)ok hinl a l()ng tin1e to regain control of

..... ....-

the meeti ng.

Lynsky did 110t take }lis seat\037 Ile renlained standing\" and \\Vllen

it was possible to start speaking again\"
he said: HOur fatherland

is being ripped apart. All internecine civil \\\\lar is spreading.

Dark p,owers are orgaIlizil1g t11e so-called .\"Black Hundreds\037\037

and these
4o

ac tivists' are \\'iolating the people\037 terrorizing those

segments of society that disagree \\\\lith their convictions. We

must find ways of OppOSil1g these Black Hundreds that are
popping up

to disgrace us before t11e entire \\\\lorld!'\037)))
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Unrestrained applaus,e and S110lltS of -iobravo\" broke out
once again.. and feet and chairs thundered on the wooden floor.

Ho\\'oretska\" her friends.. Trublayevycll\" and all the people around
them \\\\\037ere

clapping eI1thusiastically.

Dubraye\\,rska leapt up on her chair and, glowing ruddily in
the

light
like a dandelion\037 clapped her hands demonstratively

and shouted sonlethillg.
The entire hall hailed the orator. But when Trublayevych

glanced O\\ler the audience, he noticed son1ething that resonated
like a dissonant note in the gathering.

A dark.. Tllmpled man \\\\/itI1 an ashen, enraged face was

yelling and flinging himself about. The people around hilll were

trying to restrain him. When the applause started to die down\"

Trublaye\\,rych
heard the man shout protests against the orator's

speech\037 saying
that the public was being terrorized not by the

Black Hundreds\037 but by Jews and students.

i.-Take a look over there: who is that strange fellow?\"

Trublaye'vych asked tll0se sittillg nearest to him.

They all turned to look at the protestor.

\037\037Oh'l that't s Babakov\", an allti-Selnite., who rec.ently beat up a

student and spent tinle in
prison

for it.\"

Babakov\037 not finding any support for his views, quickly
disappeared from the hall.

The public\037 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 \\\\las restored.

Everyone wanted to see how tIle assenlbly w,ould respond
to the speech. But they were to be disappointed: only one nl0re

speaker said a few' energetic ,and eloquent words for which 11e

was rewarded with applause\037 but after that ever),thing went back
to nornlal: the deputies sat

silently, sipping
tea a11d *Narzan.

Shpachenko COlltinued babblillg his nonsense\037 aJ1d tile

chairman\037 like an assiduous Jackey cleaning up after extrenlely

impolite guests in a nobleman \037s housell01d\"i tried to efface and

sweep away everything that had transpired.
The session concluded with the council deciding to elect 3]1

authorized delegate in the event that someone would be called

up,on to go \"there.\)
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The assenlbly began to nod off again. A fe\\\\l
pro\\iinciaJ

leaders Wl10 llad 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

witl1 reddened eyes. Several of them.. fearing repercussions from
tile autll0rities 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.
'\"\037l wish to speak!n

\037'We \\Ai'ish to speak!\"

'\037And 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, '-\". . . tC) adjourn the session.\"

But no one was listening to him\037 and the gathering stirred.

Shouts flew down from the balcony: ....Listen\037 listen! Stay in

your places!\"\037

The chairman yelled: '\037l'm
adjourning

the session!'\037 And he

began making his way Q.ut of the hall.

The delegates rose to their feet.

Shpachenko turned to the
balcony\037

and shouted: HShut up\"-

we don't want to listen to you!'\"
But up there, an unkno\\vn

orator-closely' s,urrotlnded b\037l

young people so that it Vlas imp.ossib1e to see \\\\rho it \037raSIl as they

feared that the police might come in and seize hin1-hastil)' read

a speech in a tllin'l reedy ,,'oice. Only the occasional \",'ord ,could
be gleaned [ron1what he ,vas readillg.

The speech ellded \\\037lith ShOllts fron1 the demonstrators and

with the thllll1ping and shoving l)f cl1airs o\\rer the \\vooden floor.

Young people were del11011stratil1g.
Most of the ()ther people \\\\rho \\\\rere preSetlt \\\\rere pleased Vv\037ith

the den10nstratit)n; those \\vho were sonle\\\\?hat nlore upstanding
treated it ironically: in their ,/ie\\\\\037\"- it ''''as a joke that had erupted\037
a Clli Idish prallk.

Sonle n1embers l1f tl1e public lallglled cheerfully and called

out to tlleir acquaintances\037 ()thers
argued\037 passiollately' \\va\\ling

their arll1S as they trie,d tl) prove something to one another.
Trublayevych noticed tllat Bilollrud\037 \\vho \\\\ras married to

Hl)VOretska's sister\037 \\vas an1011g those \\\\-Tho were arguing\037 and a

h 0 s t i 1 e fe e 1i n g s t i r red \\v it h i 11 11i m .)))
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-'\"This n1an is going to try to
pro\\'\037e

that this childish prank

\\vas a social act\" and that those \\vho created this uproar are

heroes..\037\" he th,ought't kno\\\\/ing in advance that he would have to
disCllSS this e\\tent at HO'loretska\"s honle and that he would have
to argue \\\\\037ith Bilohrud and otllers who had ties with that small

group of students.
This realization spoiled his 1110od, all the more so because

he did not knOVl hO\\\\1
Lyub'a\037

his fiancee, \\\\'ould view what had

happened. Recent)\037,l
he had sensed a change in her, a change that

he did not understal1d. He turned around to look at her.

Lyuba\" all flushed and
agitated\037

and with sparks flying from

her eyes\" \\vas fro\\\\rning as she arglled \\\\J'ith Mrs. Dubrayevska\037

\\vhile the latter \\-vith the corners of her mouth trembling in
ang,er.,

sn1iled a fake\" confident snlile tl1at revealed her large teeth.

\"\037A demonstration!'-- the older woman said. .\037If I had been the

chairn1an of the session, I would have asked that all the windows
be

opened
after this demonstration to get rid of at least some of

the stench of on ions and garlic that the Jewish demonstrators

left in here.'\"

\"\"There w'eren \"t only Jews up there, there were more *Rusyns.\"
.\"HO\\\\l do you know? You 'Aleren't up tl1ere; you were sitting

do\\vn here\037 weren\037t yoU?H Dubrayevska asked venomously.

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

\"\"In order to know that., it w'asn't necessary to be 011 the

balcony: that \\vas
quite

evident from here,\" he said calmly and,

wishing to put an end to the
disagreeable

conversatioll an_d get it

on another track, he asked: \"\"Is
Solomiya

Frantsivna here? WIlY

is it that \\ve don't see her here'?\"

'-ioBut did not you see her? She's over tllere\037 by
the window.\"

\"\037Oh\037 J truly' didn't see her.\"

\"\"*So,ma! Soma!'\037 Dubrayevska shouted across the 11allas she
rose from her chai r. \"'Come here.'\"

\"\"Ivan Mykllaylovych,'\037 Hovoretska turned to speak to

Trublayevych as she rose to her feet. C,40Are you going to stay

here\037 or are you leaving?\"

She did not want to meet up with the
YOllnger Dubrayevska,

bec-ause she \\-vas a trifle jeaJous of her when it canle to

Trublayevych.)))
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He underst()od this at once., and replied without any
Ilesitation: \037\037I don't think that there will be anything else of

interest here. We can leave now.'\"

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

\"'Ollf liberals have spent all their gunpo\\vder and are going

away to have a rest,\" the older Dubrayevska woman called out

after them, offended that they had not
formally

tak,en their lea'/e

of her. \"Have a good trip home!\"

'\037Why
are they leaving? There might still be something

interesting,\" Solomiya said as she sat do\\\\/n on one ot\037 the chairs

and ran her hand through her tousled hair.

\"'They said that there wouldn't be anything else of interest\037\037\037

her mother said pointedly. \037'It's you
that they \\\\'anted to a\\'oid\037

bec.ause look over there-they're talking with Zembulat no\\\\/.'\"

Solomiya glanced tow'ards the door. HOv'oretska and

Trublayevych were indeed talking \\vith Zembulat, \\\\:ho had

recently started working in the administration of the pro\\lincial
council. He was rumoured to be a radical and daring man t-rom
whom one could expect almost anything. It \\\\laS thought that he

belonged to a political party\037
but no one kne\\v to \\\\'hich one.

He was tall\037 handsome\037 and intelligent., and had a nice \\,'oice.

But his main attraction lay in his eyes-dark and so \\.'ariable that

it seemed tllere must be not just one\037 but at least a dozen men

behind them. He had captured the hearts of Inany y

r

OUl1g \\\\!omen\037

not only those who \\\\forked in the prov\"incial adn1inistration\" but
also well-off ladies, and some of them\037 \\vhen they saI1g the \\\\Tel1-

kno\0377n song abOtlt Khazbulat.. substituted 11is name:)

o Zemblilat, y()u daril1g man..
Y()llf n1()llntain hllt is 11l1nlble)

And he actually did Cl)llle fron1 a fanlily of Caucasian
mOlllltai neers.

Lately, he 11ad llllite noticeably been paying attention to
Hovoretska, and

C\\lerYOl1e
fOllnd t11at interesting. They suspected

that sornetlliI1g very rnucll like a lov'e triangle might come out
of the situation, or

perllaps even a drama: Trublayevycl1 was

engaged to H{)voretska, bllt 110\\\\/ S}le \\\\.'as startillg up sometl1ing)))
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\\'lith Zemblilat . . . And no one kne\\\\\"
if'Trublayevycl1 was aware

of it, or not. . .

And no one dared to talk to him about it, because he was
a

proud
and solitary man\037 he had no

friends\037 and he did not

associate closely with anyone. Even though Trublayevych had
ne\\'er harmed anyone.. he \\\\'as not liked, and everyone secretly
\\vished that Ho\\/oretska would betray him, atld that he would

find her betrayal difficult and painful.
It Vlas only the reddish-haired Solokha-the young

Dubrayev'ska-\\\\lho did not wish him any harm, bec.ause she

truly lo\\'ed him. But e\\len so she \\\\/ished that Hovoretska would
reject him. And nO\\\\l\" as slle watched Hovoretska, Trublayevych.,

and Zembulat\037 it seemed to her that Hovoretska was on the
verge of

falling
in love \\\\J'ith Zembulat. She foJlowe,d their every

movement, noticed every trifling detail, and was
very displeased

\\\\ihen her mother dre\\\\l her attention to th,e fact that it was not

proper to be staring at one spot for so long.
\037C.It's nobody\"s business,\" she snapped at her mother, and she

once again turned her eyes to\\\\J'ards the door., but Hovoretska and

Trublayevycl1 \\\\lere no longer there.

They had Jet!.
E\\'ening

was approaching. It became evident

that the council session was being adjourned to the next
day.)

II)

In the evening, a group of acquaintances gathered at the

Hovoretsky home.
The master of the house\037 who \\\\laS the vice-preside!lt of a

mutual fund bank, had left on a business trip three days ago, and

the guests \\\\I'ere
greeted by Vira Stepanivna\037 a heavyset woman

from a middle-class family. Actually, the guests had come to see

her daughter\037 *Lyubov Mykolayivna, but the mother deell1ed it

her duty.. as mistress of the house\037 to sit and pour the tea.

The group was not a large one: the
Hovoretskys\037

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 Vv'as

preparing
for an examination to become a village teacher.)))
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The conversation centred on the pr()vincial council.

They discussed Lynsky's speech, and Zembulat shot dO\302\245ln

Lynsky's references to the historical p,eriod prior to *Ivan the

Terrible. 111 his opinion, Lynsky did not know enough about

history, and from an academic
point

,of 'liev\302\245\037't his speech
\\1tTas

not worth very much, but from a public standpoint, it \"\"'as quite

important.

Bilohrud, stroking his long black beard and gently tugging it

downwards so that his lower lip flapped slightly\037 authoritatively'

supported him.

Trublayevych was irritated by his authoritati'ie tone\037 by

his lip that made almost a champing sound\037 and by his ser\\/ile

deference to Zem'bulat-a deference that seemed
particularl\037l

odious to Trublayevych because it Vias rooted in a ploy to obtain.

through Zemb.ulat's influence, a better position in the pro\\lincial

council where they both \\\\rorked.

For some tillle now, Trublaye\\t'ych had found it difficult to

tolerate this man; nevertheless\037 he l1a,d to come into contact \\\\'ith

him fairly often because the Bilohruds\037 ha,,'ing \\.'er)l linlited

means, spent a lot of tin1e in the HO'loretsky home\037 a honle to

which Trublayevych was drawn by his love for Lyuba.
And now\037 to add to his disaffection for the man__ he had

recently fOllnd Qtlt more about Bilohrlldlls past.
Bi lohrud was a

to\\\\.'nsperson.
After con1pleting his

elenlentary education.. 11e joined the
army\037

and furt11ered his

e,ducation tl1ere. He retuflled \\\037lith
qllalificatil1ns

sinlilar to that

of a medic, and for some time \\vorked in the prov'incial hospital.

Then he landed a job in the
pro\\t'incial

administration as a

transcriher ()f docun1ents. He 11ad a good opinion of himself.. and
entertained ideas tl1at \\Vrere 'very radical. And \\\\t11en he nlarried

tile' elder Hovoretsky dallghter\037
an old maid \\\\,'ho \\\\7as lacking

botl1 pllysically and intellectllally. he felt that he had gained

inlmeasurabl y
' in statllre. He controlled l1is \"rife and force-fed

her all s<.)rts ()f'\"
illegal

1 iterature.

They 11ad a daugllter \\\\rll0 \"'las tllree years old. but she was

not talking yet. No ,one knew' if slle had been born nlute__ or if
she \\vas a sl()w learner. 'Sonle pe'ople said that at one pOlnt she
had started to talk\" alld that slle became so noisy that 11er father
lost cOl1trol of himself\037 screaIned at her and struck her very hard)))
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and__ from that fil0ment on.. she never said a w,ord. Trublayevych
\\\\ras \\\\rell a\\vare that this man \\'v\037as a \\lery different person when

he was out in company than when 11e was at home. He also

kne\\\\\037 that Bilohrud had no use for him, but that 11e curbed his

hatred because he thought of 11im as a, future son-in-law of the4.-

H01y\037oretskys and.. because of tl1at connection.. a relative of his.
\037\037Yes, yes\037\"\037

Bilohrud agreed with Zelnbulat. \037\037But I think

that it \\\\/Quld have been more helpful if Lynsky had 110t been so

,,'ague in his speech\037 and had simply said what it was that should

be done. TIle police \"'ere not present, so he could have come
right out and said it. Unfortunately he did not have tl1e courage
to do so.\"'1

\037\037But do you think,,\"\037 Trublayevych asked him., \"if you had
been in his

p,lace\"
\\\\'Ollld you have expounded your ideas to the

\\rery last \\'lord\037 knovling
full well tl1at tIle majority of the council

members are still firn1
conser\\latives--provincial bureaucrats,

and that the others are weak and divid,ed? Or, is it possible that

you too would have said only half of what you thought?'\"
\037\037It goes \\\\I'ithout saying that I \037lould have said it all-becaus,e

that \\\\lould have been Iny obligation as a deputy and a citizen.

\\\\Thy
w.ould I care about provincial bureaucrats? I w'ould have

spoken to the I iberal assembly and to the public.\"

\037.And do you think that it would have been tactful and proper,
if your motion had been resoundingly defeated?\"

\037\037Why
\\\\rould it have been defeated?\"

.\037Jt would have been defeated because the Inajority of the

council does not agree with
you.

And even the liberal section

would have been afraid to put the n1atterso
acutely.

And to state

it even more simply, the chairman \\vould not }lave permitted you
to speak, or \"\"auld have removed your motion froll1 the I ist of

items to be discussed. To put it very bluntly, he would have told

y'ou
to shut up.\037'

.\037No\037 he wouldn't have!\" And Bilc)}1fud shook his head and

stroked his beard. \037\037But what would you have done?\" he asked.

And without waiting for a reply to his question, he said:

c..You, most certainly, would not have made any motion at all,
beca-use it seems to you that even the little that Lynsky did say is

already very daring
and dangerous. Others don\"t think tllat way!

Young people don\037t think that way!\" he added in atl effort-or at)))



32
I Mykola ('hcrnyavsky

least tl1at's hO\\\\l it seemed to Trublayevych-to needle him abollt

lagging behind
YOUllger people.

\"\037I assume you're alluding to the demonstration in th,e

balcony? Well, I consider such demonstrations utterly \\vorthless.\"

\"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 sa\\\\,' that everyone agreed.

Balabukha leaned forward to say something.. but he lost
his nerve, and in any event\037 the student Habrylo\\/ych and

Zahoryanska beat hinl to the draw and did not giv'e him a chance

to get a \\\\lord in.

\037'What kind of convictions does one need\" to' say' something
like that!'\037

\"I protest! I p,rotest!\" Zahoryanska shouted. \037.You must take

back what you just said! You do not ha\\/c the right to offend our

youth for its honest aspirations....,
Trublayevych shrugged. Incensed.. but trying to ren1ain

calm\037 he said: HYou're not being logical.. ladies and
gentlemen.\"\"

\"'How so?'\"

\"'It remains to be seen\" \\vho is not being logical,,'1\037 Zahor:yanska

flung ,out indignantly as she turned a\\\\ray frOITI hin1.

\037'I'll say it again: you't re not being logical. After all.. should
the ideas tl1at people have be confounded by their actions_

b\037l
the

way they carry out these ideas?

\"No,body is saying that..'\" Bilo,}lflJd llbser\\.red.

\0374.But that's tile position of everyone here. You\037re
saying

that

I'm being disrespectflll of the aspirations and con\\,7
ictions of our

youth. . . and tllat\"s not true. 1\"111 Sinlply7 sayillg that I consider
such actions as the ones undertaken tl1day by' our youth as being
worth zero'l or better yet. as being negati\\.'e.'\"

Bilohrud sighed ,denlonstrati,,'ely.

HWell\037 you be tIle
judge,,\"\037 Trubla)te\\\"ycI1 said. ignoring the

sigh. \037j,They
raised a rUCktls.. shouting so that no one could n1ake

out a word they w'ere
saying,

alld no one could understand \\V'hat

it was tllat t}ley \\\\1ranted
except

for t11e sl10ut: \037Listen!\" And then

they ended it by yell illg a fe\\v Illtlndane phrases quite clearly.'\"

\037\"All, but t1131\"s w'llere YOll're wrong, l11Y 11onourable Ivan

Mykllaylovych! Those shouts constitute an entire program, you

nll1st agree!\" Zen1blilat said \\\\rith a smile. \037\"You're wrong.. . .\)
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.\"Perhaps\037\037\" Trllblayevycl1 interrllpted hilTI. HBut all the same,
the speaker.. instead of

babbling
a 11Ut1dred \"'Yords\037 could have

said ten \\\\fords in the sanle an1o,unt oftime\037 but in suet1 a way that

the:y \\\\rould have contained the essence of the Inatter\037 the entire
\"

progran1 . . *'

\037\037Too bad they dido\"t ask your' Bilohrud snorted.

This was a coarse and harsh provocation.
Trublayev'ych just clenched 11is teeth and fell silent.

-\037Kllzya!\037\037
Bilohrud\037s \\\\life drawled in a reproachful but

loving tone.
4,.,.-

....I said \\\037lhat I said.'\"

The conversation halted abruptly. Only Habrylovych
continlled

\\\\:hispering fiercely with Balabukha\037 and Madam

Ho\\/oretska clattered some dishes.

\"-Gentlenlen,,\" her daughter Lyuba said, 4o\"it's not proper to

act this \\vay. Wll)/ are you quarrelling? Everyone is free to have
his ov./n con\\rictions.. and let him have them! Let's talk about

something else.'\037 S11e looked around at everyone with a pleasant

smile, and her glance did not COOle to a stop on anyone-not

even when it reached Trublayevych's face.
H,e noticed this and concluded in his thoug11ts: \037IoShe doesn\"t

love me. She doesn't share my convictioI1S.'\037

Io\037Valeriyan Vasylovych,'\037 Lyuba turned to address Zembulat.,

\037\"after 'hl'hat has happened at Mukden d,o you think that tile war
\\\\.:iIJ drag on,! or \\viII it end soon?\"

\037'She doesn\"t love me. She\037s in love with Zembulat,\"

Trublayevych adnlitted torturously to 11imself,and he wa11ted to

get up and walk out.

At the moment, however, he did not feel like extending his

hand in fareweJI to Bilohrud and tIle others, and because it was

awkward to leave witJlout doing so, he stayed.
The conversation turned to events in the Far East. Zembll]at,

basing his views on ne\\A/spaper articles and telegrams., criticized
the actions of the top generals., and tried to prove tllat tJ1e war

would not continue much
longer,

nor sh,ould it.

\"Just inlagine what will happen next\" if our incompetent
generals do not withdraw frOlll Kharbjn right now. . . TIley will

be chased down like a flock of sheep, and entire divisions of

demoralized soldiers will be taken into captivity. It's higl1 tillle)))
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that everyone understood that our 4oall-powerful' bureaucracy is

eonlpletely powerless. It is powerless even in the most trivial

matters\037 and it certainly is n()t able to lead our nation against

such a country as Japan. As long as we are the
\"\"ray

that we

are\037 we are completely incapable of fighting. The ne\\\\' order \\vill

make new people of us, strong, courageous, zealous. . 4\"

I.\037T'he new order will instantly transform our blood\037 radically

cllange our brains!\" Trublayevych commented mockingly.

\03740I'm not saying that. But I'm confident, and I think that no

one \\vill argue that under new circumstances, the progressivre
forces in our co'untry \"vii) have nl0re freedom.. and this \\vill

undoubtedly
make us better and more courageous as a nation.

H

\037'No ,one can argue against that..\"\" L-yuba't \\\\.rho had not said

much up to now, spoke up. Io'\"lndeed, I think that e\"ven all those

levels of society that cannot be called
progressiyve

at this time\037

who are neither this't nor that-e'len these levels \\\\'ill
join

the

progressive moven1ent \",,'hen they see an unencumbered path

lying before them.\"
'''That

may happen\"
but then again..\" n1aybe it \\\\'00 'It,,\"\"

Trublayevych
observed. It seen1ed that a spirit of contrariness

was ruling him
today't

and it \\\\lOllld not give him any' peace.
\037'Of course\" it \\\\,-rill happen! One \\\\,'ould ha\"re to ha\\.re a \\/er)'

low opinion of
people

not to believe that! I giv'e the'ffi more credit

than that.,\" Lyuba said, and she fell silent4

-'She doesn't IO\\l'e me\037'\" Trublaye\\lych thought once again.

\"She's ill love with Zenlbulat\" s11ehas ado,pted his \\lie\\\\'s.'t\"

And jealousy stirred ill Ilis 11eart. ....If that\"s the case.. if I'm
not to your 1 i

king.,
then I 11a'le nl) need l)f

y.rOll: go
ahead and fuss

over your Cl1echell\037 but I do not ,,\037ish to look on as you do so!'\"

'Trublayevych rose to 11isfeet.. bid ev'eryone a curt farev\037lell\"

and walked out of tile Ho'voretskv 11()n1e.
-

He was aware tl1at he \\vas beha\\\"ing improp'erly\037 that he
Sllould not be acting in tl1is 111a11ner\" and that by doing so he \\\\ras

offeI1dillg
the Hovoretskys.. btlt an inller voice \",!as ,,\037hispe'fing

in exasperatio11: .\037TI1at \"s fi ne . . . so be it!' I
spit

on thelll! Let

tllem play at being liberals. l\037nl in tlleir way. I can imagine hO\\\\l

delighted they nlust be n()\\v t11at I \037ve abandoned Iny post! Like

geese that 11ave cl1ased a\\vay an e11enlY. . . or \\\\'hen an enetny\"

without taking notice of t}1enl\037 SiI11ply goes away.'\)
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At the n10ment he hated all of thenl and their convictions..
but.. at the same tin1e.. he sorro\\\037/fully acknowledged tilat he was
in the

\\\\'\"rong-that intellectually he espoused the same ideas,
and nurtured the same hopes in his heart. But some kind of

irrepressible\" passionate emotion forced hinl to argue with them,
to see falseness in tl1eir \\\\Jrords at1d in their deeds.

This enlotion \\\\-'as-jealousy.
He understood that they \037Tere younger than he., both in years

and in spirit: they had not experienced nluch of what he had

sl!t\037fered and li\"red through. In their souls they did not have the
bitter

dregs__
the nlire that he felt \\\\,'ithin himself, and even if they

did havre someO\\ there \\\\las nluch less of it\037

And they belie\\\"ed in life. They sa\\\\l 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 thougllt
that

people
\\vho \037\"ere ten years older were archival scraps of

paper. that those people 'A\037ere not pained by the same kind ot\037

thoughts\037
that their he,arts did not beat with the same anger!

He \\\\las annoyed most of all by Bilohrud.. a man older in

years than he \\\\i'as\" but \",rho., in all that time., had not actllally
lived througl1 anything\" and who now

flung
hinlself into 80-

called leading ideas \\\\t'ith the zeal of a neophyte.

He kne\\\\.... and remembered.. and could never forget that
this very same Bi lohrud.. when he was already a medic., had

participated in an aJ I-national ,census, and\037 having received

a copper medal for his \\\\/ork, pinned
it to his chest like a

badge Vv'henever he visited acquaintances during tIle holidays.

Trublayevych could not forget this, and it seemed to llin1 that
this gesture revealed Bilo},rud\"s true nature., and that this 50-

called radical could be bought ,\",vith
any shiny bauble-now a

liberal bauble, yesterday a bUrealJCratic bauble., al1d tomorrow\037

some other bauble. And this was the kind of person WllO 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\037 Zembulat was nlaking advances to

her. It was a dishonourable thillg to do.
Zembulat was an energetic

and daring man, a wise aI1d

enlightened man, but he was a wonlanizer. And this made him)))
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odi()us to Trublayevych. And now\037 as he walked through the

darkened streets, it seemed- to Trublayevych that they \\\\/ould

soon come up against one another as enemies.

As for the others . . . they did not count! They Vlere just

green youngsters., fanatical supporters of radicalism. They
claimed that they were intellectuals who had renounced a belief

in all faiths, but they did not realize that they blindly believ'ed

in social dogmas that they had vaguely heard about third-hand
from someone, that they believed in ev'er)' passing utopia\037

as

long as tl1at utopia held out the promise that human beings \\\\\037ould

attain happiness in a ,distant, obscure future.

Class struggle. . . It still remained to b,e seen \\\\7h,at that class

struggle was all about, and where it \\\\las leading! They assumed

a critical stance towards everything around them\037 but\037 in this

instance, they \",rere devoid of all critic.al thinking.
They were incensed

by oppression
and autocracy_ but \\vhat

w,ould be the outcome if\" tonl0rrO\\V\037 these shallo\\\\,\" people felt

that ,all power was in their hands? A fanatic cannot be fre,e.. and

he cannot respect free,dom-he may not bind it in the same
shackles that a tyrant has used.. but he ,,--ill find sin1ilar ones.

Trublayevych was walking thrOl!gh a square.. and he sat

down on a bench to rest. It \\vas a calm.. frosty e\\rening\"- and stars.. \\ '-

twinkled among the treetops abov'e. The square '\\\037as deserted..

and there was only one alley in \\\\lhich the dark figures of s()l itary

wornen could be seen \\\\landering back and forth.
They'

slo\\\\/ed

down when they heard footsteps behind thenl\037 or \\:\\ihen a man

walked towards thenl. Tl1ere \\\\.'ere also 111en there.

The pale streetlalnps flickered. Beyond the fence that
surrou11ded ti1e

Stluare..
\\\\rheels clattered.. for tllere \\\\ras no sno\\\\r.

A nigllt watchman whistled SOI11e\\\\rhere out in the street.

Trublaye\\lycll took off his cap to let his h,ead cool ot'1' and

wiped his forehead. He closed 11is ey'es tor a moment as if

collecting
Ilis tllOllghts.. and at tJlat nlOnlent he 11eard a noise..

rather indistinct at first\037 SOtl1e\\vhere near the square. At first

he assumed that it \\V'as SOtl1e drunken tradesn1en \\vho Ylere

figllting, bllt he quickly figllred out that it \\\\;'as nlen1bers of the

intelligentsia \\\\Ifho \"\"ere
screanling and calling for help.

HThe Black Hllndreds nll1st be tOfl11eI1tingtheir victims,'\" he

thOtlght.. al1d 11e ran to\\\\\"ards the spot fronl \"Ihere tile Sl10Uts \037lere)))
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emanating. At the entrance of the square.. a rather large group of
people \\\\,1as milling about. They were beating someone.

'\"\037Help! Help! Police!'\" a terrified young voice was yelling.
'\"'O-o,-o-h.. o-o-o-h,'\" someone wailed.
And then a \"taman could be heard crying.

Trublayevycll ran up and sa\"\",' that two or three students were

being attacked. Sonle \\\\\037retched men \\\\lere beating t11em fierc,ely,

but silently. To one side he noticed a figure that looked
v,ery

nluch like Babako'l.

'\"'\"What are you wretches doing?\" Trublayevych shouted and,
\\1lithout a ITl0ment's hesitation, he flung himself into the middle
of the pack.

\"\"Police\" o\\\037er here!\" he shouted, throwing pllnc.hes at the

bullies as he tried to reach those ,\",rho 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\037 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 nO\\\\lhere to be found.

The only ones who remained were two students an,d a YOU11g

lady. Trllblayevy
T
ch did not know tltem. The young men were so

terrified by the unexpected assault that they could not utter a

\037\037ord-they just looked around helplessly for their berets. The

young lady wTas sobbing and speaking very rapidly, but he COlild

not understan,d what she was saying.
After a while all three of them calmed down a bit, and the

police began dispersing the \"'large assenlbly.\" The studellts,
fearing

to fall once again into the hands of ferocious brutes,
hailed a coachman.

T\"rublayevych
headed for home. Fr()m far down the street

came the sound of horseback riders.
They

were *kozaks.

\037'There you have it., a civil war!H he thought. \037\037On one side

there are the fanatics-the liberals alld radicals., maybe even

Bilohrud himself: and on the other side the other fanatics-tile

Black Hundreds4} with their leader Babakov.'\037

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 ehance: io'I

know your deeds; that you are neither c-old nor hot. I f only you

were either cold or hot! So because you are only luke\\V'arm\037 and

neitllcr cold nor hot.. r will spit you out of Iny m,outh.
p

And Trllblayevych felt that he was exactly] ike that: neither

cold.. nor hot. That he could not wholeheartedly embrace a

c.ause; that his conscience nibbled
a\\\\\"ay

at his thoughts\037 gnawed

at their roots\037 like a worm gnaws a plant\" and that \\vas
\\\\thy

he

was powerless\037

In the reactio,nary period, when everything had stil] been

quiet, he had not felt that way. But nO\\\\l\037 \"'hen a ne\\\\l 1 ife v.'as

seething a] I aro,und him., he felt as if he \\\\/35
being

left behind on

the shore-like a splinter cast out by the \\\\rater-and the current

was rushing past him. It was very difficult to feel that
\\\\:ay.

But

he could not renounce being \\\\lho he \\vas.. and so he could n,ot

flow with the current.

He arrived home while thinking these thoughts. He unlocked
the d,oor and walked into his li\\1r

ing quarters_ as sad and lonelyr as

he always was. He did not feel like lighting a lall1p. It Vt.\037as better

to collapse on the bed and lie in the darkness for a long. long
time. . . without words, \",'ithout thoughts\037 \\\\rithout nl0\\-!ement of-

any kind. But instead ot\"lying dO\\\\lrn
right aViay\" \037e

sat do,\\\\\"n in

an armchair and fell deep into thought.
After a while he moved over onto the bed.)

III)

It is possible to lie withollt mo'ving\037 bllt not to lie \\vithout

tllinking.

Trublayev'ych lay d()\\\\:n lln th,e bed__ placed
an arn1 tinder

Ilis head and\037 looking up at tile ceiling\037 continued thinking.
To hill1 this day had

pro\\,ren
to be highly unusllal. It stood out

fr()ITI among the rest of the grey, identical days because ()f the

powerflll inlpressiollS that he Ilad been forced to experience.

Wllel111e had left tile bank betore dinner\037 11e 11ad not had the

faintest idea that l1e \\vauld be feeling the way tl13t he was feeling

right nO\\'l\037 in the evenillg\037 And he had set out to the provincial
assel11blyas if }1e \\vere gOil1g to th,e theatre to see a familiar

play\037)))
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and one that \"\"as quite boring at that. The defeat at Mukden

presaged that the meeting n1ight dit'fer somewhat from those
that had been held O\\ler tl1e past dozen years\037 but Trublayevycll
did not ha\\,re

any
faith in the po\\\\\"er of the council, and he had

not had any expectations that tile assembly, bOllnd like all infant

b)' bureaucratic
s\\\\\"addling\037

\",'auld be capable of any decisive

actIons.

And that\037s ho\\v things had turned out.

But if he considered everything that 11ehad seen and l1card

during
tIle day, and e\\/erything that he 11ad experienced, he

felt that it \\\\ras at this precise mOll1ent that he had arrived at a

dangerous juncture in his
life\037 and that it was inevitable tl1at

SOl11ething unto\\\\lard \\vas about to happen.
He felt troubled., unSllre of hinlself. He sensed that the

grOllnd \\\\ras being kn,ocked out froln under him-he who was
\037 \037

neither cold nor 110t . . . Like the n1an \037rho was neither cold nor

hot\037 he did not ha\\le allies in his political convictions, and he had
to stand alone anlong his

acquaintances.,
to flee from them.

As one \\,\\-rho \\V'as neither cold nor hot, he had just aban,dol1ed

his position vis-a-vis his fiancee, and 11e was losing her. She did

not love him. He could see it in her eyes., he perceived it in how

she had shaken his hand when he had left her home in suetl an

unusual manner\037 \\vhen he had abandoned her to his adversary.
He raised himself abruptly and sat up in bed. He ought to

go back at once\037 go back there. . . He could say that he had Jeft

because he had to take care of an urgent matter in tile bank.
But that VvTould mean that he wou]d be deceiving people,

justifying himself in front ()f
people

whom he did not respect.

It \\\\,ras not proper for a decent person t() do that. Let thenl th ink
whate\\ler they wanted to. And let her do whatever she w'anted to.
He wouJd not beg for her love\" plead for her feelillgs. He was too

proud to, do anything like that.

He had lived a solitary life to the age of\037thirty,
and he would

keep on Jiving that way. It \\vas n()t worth his while to bind hitl1Seif

in nlarriage. He Dugllt not to constrain his freedoJll, his desires
with the desires of someone else-desires that could well be

totally unsuitable. Everyone should live for hitnself alone.

Trublayevyc.h once again fell back on the bed and, shutting
his eyes, rubbed his f()rehead. There, under his bony skull., ideas)))
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were crowding int() 11is head., and he could not make any sense of
thelll. At nl0ments such as this, he usually picked up the nearest

book and begall to read. He read until his eyes grev\037l weary
and

his head grew heavy and he was no longer conscious of \\\\,'hat he

was reading, or what he had been thinking about earlier\" or \\\\.'hat

had been irritating him,.

And so l1e now lit a lamp and began reading. He read his

favourite section in ajournal-the 'boo,k section-and he made a

very real effort to understand what the re\\lje\\\\'er \\\037/as
saying.,

but

he could not force himself to do SO'\037 because other thoughts kept

wandering through his mind. He read a rev'ie\0371 about the poetry

of a renowned decadent poet and ran his eyes over tile
fragments

ot\037 verses quoted by the reviewer., but he could not focus\037 and he

only heard someone talking to him incessantly' in 'lerse form:)

At the age of thirty\037 you\037re already bankrupt. . .

You-the one who is neither cold\037 nor hot. . .)

Trublayevych read for a long time. He glanced though the
entire section.. flipped tllrough another one'l and Pl!t the journal

aside. He would have liked to go to
sleep..

but it \\Jlas still too

early. He rose from the bed and began pacing tile
r\037om

from one

corner to tIle other.

In the vestibule, the doorbell rang hesitantl'l and t11en fell- \037

silent. A ml1ment later it rang nlore IOlldl\\l. Son1eoIle had come&
\037 ...

Trublayevych went to open t11e dOl)r. On the threshtl1d stood a

young lady
covered \\V'ith sno\\\\\". It \"'las dark\" and sno\\ving quite

}lard\037 alld Trllblaye\\lych did not recognize at Ollce \\\\lho it \\\\(as.

fo\037May
I C0111e in to see you for a [11inute?\037\"

Trublayevycl1
realized t}lat it \\'/as Miss Dubra)'e\\/ska.

4i\037Of course, do come in!H he said\037 as he extellded his hand to

her and stepped back to let ller in.
f,\037EXCllse 111e.. I'll only be a moment! I

just
'h

r
allted to l1ave

a brief word witll
YOll\037'\" Dubraye\\'ska said'l as if justifying her

presence \\vhile she blushed and squinted in the
ligllt.

\037'\"That\037s fine\" tllat's fine. . . ['Ill very happy to see you! Perhaps
you\",d

like to take Ot1.YOllf cl)at-it\037s qllite \\\\'arm in here.\"\"

\037\"No, tllat's qllite alright.'\" S11e sat do\\vn on a chair\037 pulled
a

l1andkercl1ief out ()f h,er nluff.. and
\\\\;riped

her face.)))
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.'It'5 sno\\\037ling. I\037n1 all covered with snow. It started to snow\037

\",rhen I \\\\.ras sti lIon Mykhayli'v'ska Street.\"\"

Trublayevych could sOlell tile fresh fragrance of the
111elting

sno\\v\037 and his n'er\\les gre\\v tallt.L
H

It's nice \\\\lhen it snO\\\\ls. I like. . ....,

.4.I\037\\re rushed oVTer to see you\" Ivan Mykhaylovycl1,\"

Dubrayre\\lska interrupte,d hin1.. .\037to warn you that homes will be

searched tonight. I'I've been told that your nanle appears on the
list of the people to be searched.'\037

Trublaye\\t
'
ycll raised his eyebrows. \"'Are you sure?'\"

HI'!m sure!\"'!
---Well.. let them come. Thank you for \\\\J'arning n1e.\"

Dubraye\\lska rose to her feet and extended her hand to bid

fare\\\\reI1 to Trublaye\\lych.

HW hy are you in such a hurry? Stay a while! It will n1ake me

happy!\" lIe said\037 as he retained her \\Vrarnl damp hand in his. \"I'll
see \\lOU home.\037--

..i

He felt grateful to this girl \037rho had come unhesitatil1gly to

his bachelor's quarters at night to warn hill1.
Dubraye\\'ska paused

a moment\" as if she did not want to

blldge\" but then she pressed his hand
firmly and went to the door.

\\O'No\037 I can\037t\037 there\"s no tilne\037 I '01 doing t11is on my own. I still

havre a few other stops to IJlake.\037\"

She stepped Ollt 0'[ the dark porch into the darkness of the

night in which soft and airy snow)' butterflies were swirling and

\\\\,ralked s\\\\,riftly
down the sidewalk to the yellow pool of light

created by the streetlamp 011 the corner. Trublayevycl1 went out

on the sidev'ialk and watched her unti 1 she disappeared ar()und

the corner. Snowflakes were falling on him and melting from his
warn1th. He went back indo()fs.

\"'So, that's how it is-they're gOil1g to conduct a searcll of

my home! Well, that\037s fine; they have the power and the freedom

to do so . . . Let thenl do it!\" he was tllinking 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') }le sent

it back to \\Nfhere 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 hinl\" no one must ever read them. They Ylere precious
to him\037

like a part l)[ his souL They had to be hidden some\\\\lhere.

But what meaning did they have no\\\\r, \\vhen his lo,ve \"\"'as

gone, carried aVlay like river ice in the springtime? He must

destroy thelll, so that not even a memory of them \\\\rould remain.

He opened a small compartment in his desk an,d pulled out a

p,acket 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.,H
he thought and he

tore the ribbon without untying it.

The- letters spi lied out of the package. He gathered
them

up\037

piled
them neatly on his desk, and began going through th,em.

Lyuba\037s impetuous hand\037\"riting . . . Rambling \\\\Jrords . . .

And that io_et'fable, charming breath of a youthful, pure\037
faithful

love that drives people mad\037 that makes heroes o,f them\" turns

them into saints.)

M..l'svveetheart, tl'l.V darling, rn.v
beloved.' HO....i' COlild

you possib(v tllink tl1at ([ SOffle rni\037fortl\"le IlapJJefleci 10

'VOl-I\037like the 011e that 'VOll talked (lboZI!-!}laf I \\t'Olilti
\037 .

leave J/ou? Never.' SI,i(.Jl a tIling \\1.il/l1e'ver }lappell as !OJlg
as / live. YOl-l nll.ist b'elie\037'e \"le-\\.\\.\037/1ere\\\037er \\'011 L1re, I too

1,1,.-\037ill be there. Where\\,'er \"\"1)' cfearesf.
rfl.\" il1{.o./n]Jarable

one is, I \",rill be tJlere 11'itll llifJ'1. 011, l10lt' little _faitl1 _\"Oll

have.' Oll, 110\\1,'
11Qlfgh(l- :VOI/ are t ltl.V (/clrli'-lg. Irl.1' belo\\'eli.\"

1 tvi II kiss }'Ol.' to (featil lln(1 tlle'\"1 res il rrect )-lJl( l\\\"itll
\"\"1.\\'

kL\\'.s'es. D() .VOlt l1\"ant J'11e to do fllat?)

Trllblayevych finished reading the letter and set it aside.

He picked up a110ther one. He ran his eyes o,/er it and fell into

t110Ug11t. It was ten years no\\\\/ that 11e had kno\\\\tn
L\037luba\037

ten

years fr()ln the time t}1at 11e )1ad fi rst seen her. She had still been

in high school back then. Slet1der\037 lithe.. \\\\Tith happ)l, s11ining

eyes, and thick black Ilair. S11e blushed \\vhenever she met him\037

atld he bo\\ved to her. TIlerl site Cl1tl1pleted high school and \\vent

to study in Mosco\"\".

When she returned a year ago.. she '-\\'as a totally different

person. Her figure had blossonled and filled out\037 her s\037'itt\037 jerky

walk was now' graceflll and unhurried., and her eyes seemed to
have lost their lustre. But it on)y seeIl1ed that

\\1fTay.
It was only)))
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because she had learned ho\\\\\" to control herself: lightning f1as11es

still resided in her eyes, aI1d Trublayevyc11 soon saw them. She

set his heart on fire, a flanle also flared
up

in h,er 11eart, and soon

the}' confessed their lo've for one another.
Trublaye\\'ych tound it most

endearing alld preCiOtlS tl1at

\\\\-'hen he confessed to her tllat 11elov'ed her., sl1e responded sin1ply,

boldly\037 and decisi\\.rel)\": '\"\037And Ilo,/e
you.\037\037

Al1d slle lauglled.

Their lo\\/e \\\\/as passiOl1ate and genuine. They were to be
nlarried in May. But recently sonlething

seemed to have come

between them. The change was nlarked by scarcely perceptible
trifles\037 but it \\A/as there. Trublayevyc,h sensed it., but he could not
find a reaso'n for it.

-'-A fire blazes and burns itself out,'\" he said to himself\". \"\"And

that's \\-vhat has happened to our love. Everything that lives., that
has not cllngealed in frozen fOrn1S., has to change. She loves me

less no\\v. But
\\vhy?

What is the rea-son for it?'\037 He did not feel

blame\\vortllY before her in any \\\\lay.
And he decided to ask her

about it. He had acted on his intention about a week
ago.

Theyr had been skating on a river. The ice was clear and

slippery over its entire expanse, from one bank to the other. Near

tIle shore stoo,d sailboats surrounded by fishing holes and barges

as flat as turtles. On the hill
beyond

stood the city, moulded in

stone\037 whitened with lime, and flooded with tIle rosy reflection

oJ\037 the cold red sky. Along the ,other side of the river, islands
could be discerned in the t\037/ilight. People were n10ving here and

there over the ice: on f()ot, in c()vered wag()ns, on sleighs., and

on skates. They \\-vere 11auling
reeds on sleds.. sitting near the ice

holes \\\037lith
fishing

rods alld\037 like swarms of midges at twilight,

circling in cheerfuJ groups on skates in tlleir fa\\'ourite spots.

\037\037Let's skate over there\037 down \\\\,here the islands are.,\"

Trublayevych said.

Her cheeks \\vere rosy,
alld she glanced \",,'it.h flaslling eyes at

t.he spot that Trublayevych was
pointiI1g

at in tIle grey mist and

said: \"Let's go.\"

And, holdillg hands, they set out into the dista11ce.
They

skated silently, and there was only tile sound of their skates tl1at,

cutting amicably into the ice't seemed to be saying: \"Tr-tr! Tr-tr!'\"

The wind whistled softly in their ears and piIlched their

faces., and they soared ever farther and farther towards the)))
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gloomy banks, where willows and the smokestacks of sa\\vmills
and the outlines of buildings glimll1ered in the Il1ist.

They were silent.

'.Lyuba!\"
\".What?\"\037

uis this nice?'\"

'\"\"Yes. . .\"

And they fell si lent once again.
A strange mood enveloped both of them, as if they

'hranted

to lift off and fly, and in their hearts.. something tickled. And it

seemed to them that they were capable of
everything\037

that they'

could do everything, and that n,othing \\\\lould stand in their
Via)'.

At least that is how Trublayevych felt.

\"Lyuba!\"
{,'What?\"

\037'Do you love me?'\"

\037'I love you. . .\"

\"'T11e same as you loved me before?\"
\"4.The same as I loved you before . . .'\"

\"'And you don't love anyone else?\"

\"'And] don't love anyone else. . .\037'

She replied using his words'l as if she \\\\rere in a trance.

Trublayevych pressed her hand ITIOre firmly and felt her respond
with an alnlost

imperceptible pressure. They contintled skatil1g.

\037.I'll remember tllis evening ev'en on my deathbed..--\037'

Trublayevych said after a wl1ile.

Lyuba did not respond.
A night wllistle blared in a factory on the bank\037 and its

hoarse.. mllffled sOllnd stretched ever so far O\\ler the ri\"rer\"s

expanse and echoed frol11 behind tile islands.
'''It''s four o'clock.'11
She renlained silent.

\037\"LYllba!

,.,

'\037Wllat?\037'1 she asked\" just as she had asked earlier, \\\\rithout

tllrning
her Ilead and keeping 11er eyes focussed on the distance.

''\"Look at (TIe.'\"

She obedielltly turned ller eyes towards hil11 and smiled., and
he felt as it\" a Sllnbeam llad fallen on the strings of his heart,
causi11g then1 to treI11ble.

4,.....)))
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Trublayevych laughed.

HWhy are you lallghing?\"
\"\"Just because. Because at this tllOn1ent, I'm happy.\"
She olo\\'ed her eyes away fron1 him\" and they seemed to

darken. HNev'er ask me about that.\"

\".Abo,ut \\\\,1hat?\037\037 he asked. A slladow tinged l1is fading smile.
HA bo,ut that . . . about lo\\'e!\"

HBut
\\\\\037hy?\037'

\".There \"s no need to.\037'

'ioIs that \\vhat you \\\\lant?'\"
\"..

\302\245

\"\"'

es.

They fell silent. TIle island was close by.

They skated up to it and sat dOWI1 on a log under some

\\\\'illo\037Ts. The red sky \\\\las fading an,d changing [rool a reddish

pink to a
greyish re,d. The city was far away, and it seemed to be

standing under a cloud. Stoves were being lit for the night.
SOIne\\\\\"here close

by'.,
the ice cracked by the bal1k.

Trublay'evyc11 and Lyuba both shuddered, but they did not
say

a \\\\lord. A charcoal-grey crow, heavily flapping its wings., fle\037'

fro,nl a distant tree to the one under Wllich they were sitting; it

looked at thCJ11 and, sllifting from Ol1e leg to the other, screeched:
.\"Ca\\\\lr.\"'\" AI1d tllen it began cleaning its beak on a branch.

\"Let\"s go back.\"

They rose to their feet and skated away. TIley did not speak.
And \\\\i'hen they reached the city it seeI11ed to Ttublayevych that,

just as the \\:\\/ind had died down, so too had sotnething precious
and beloved died in his heart.

He recalled t11at evenil1g as his fingers continued going

through the dear pages-the dear and familiar
pages,

because

he had read everyone a dozen times. Take tllis pink Olle, for

example-he
knew it by Jleart, and he unfolded it and read:)

\037}'
dearest.:' You trlJ\037Y al'1'lused me )lesterdaJl \037'vitI1

.vour reG\037ollect i(Jns, so mZlch so thcII J'm still lal/ghing....

nO\\1..' as J think about them.:' \"Come on, gentlemen

democrats_, C(Jme over Ilerel\" Oh, those
pedagoglJe.s' (?/\037

ours.' But do you kno\037v \"Vvhat kind of' (1 trick Ol./r saint1v
..- . .

and hoI}' Trllbaylo onc'e played? I didn't tell
YOlt

alJout

it? Well, t/1en, listetl to this.)))
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When Iltvas complelitlg m.\"v higl1
sc.hoo/ stlldies, vve

Ilad a literarJ}-mliSical evening {illring the pre-L.enten
peri()d, and 1 recited

*
f.Jermont{)v \0375' 4l v fts),'ri '. 1 'm not

bragging, but theJ' said that I recited it
splendid/. r '.

Well f a,fier
the C1P!J/lllise and the calls .Ior an encore

had died (io\\1-'n, I 11-'en! into the ,corridor, and there \".'as

Tri./bu.}'!() limping to\"\",\037ards me. He seized m}' hand, Pltlled

me to the end of the corridor. and ShC)\\A/ereci \"Ie )t1-'ith so

man.,V compliments, that I cOl.,ld hard(v believe m,vears.
Finallv he said: H

YCJl' knO\\i1) 'rvlla!, let
t

s leave
....'

ever.-vthing
behind and go t(J the CallcllsllS.

..

H

Whorv?

\"

HI'II be the king \037/\037
the Lezhins. and .V01\"' 'II be tile

..
queen.

J looked at hjm\037 and there l-ras (I
J,\037ello\037\\\037 ,droplet

hanging ,[rom his nose t and his e(lrS, like tJlose
o..f\037

a

donkey', stuck OlJt higher tl10n his bald head. \037-4'ld / rllink

he /1ad ap'inch ofsnl-\037ff.vadded bet'\\t1/een 11 is
Lfi '-lgers.

I burst Ollt laughing and rG11
a\\1\"(1.l'L!i-()m

hi111. S()me

king he is.')

Trublayevych snliled. Everyone \\\\\037as attracted to her. And

now, there was Zenlbulat. And the smile \\lanished fron1 his face.
He recalled Dubray\037vska \037s

vlarning_
and gatllered the letters

together. He ITIUst burn thetn! But he regretted hav'ing
to do that.

What if he wa.s mistakel1? What if LYllba stllllo\\red him\037 just
as

she used to love him. . . And of what concern \"'''as his pri\"rate

intimate correspondence to anyone else? Who had th,e right to
poke around in his heart? He \\v'ould not let anyone enter his

living quarters.
And Trublayevych resol'ied that if the searchers did sho\\,\\r

up, he \\\\/Quld not let any l1f tlletll COIlle in.

It was very late.. al1d 11e felt that 11e
nlig}lt be able to fall

asleep. He undressed, extinguished the lamp.. and got into bed.
It was quiet in his room't al1d the on ly sound came from the old

acacia tree as its bra11ches scraped against the o1etal roof.

Trublayevycl1 was dozing off \",'hel1 he 11eard a small bell

ril1g softly, and sotneone knocked on tl1e t-\"ront door.

He leapt up. TI1e searcJ1ers!)))
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But he wo,uld not let thell1 COIl1e in. He listened intently.

It \\\\-'as
quiet.

And th,en someone came up to the window and
knocked on the

windl)\\Vpane.

---Who is it?'\037 Trublayevych called out\037 and he too walked up
to the \\\\ri ndoVv'.

---Open up\037
There\"s a telegranl tor you!\" a voice shouted.

From \\\\-\"hom could it be? And it occurred to Trublayevych
that it might be from his sister telling him about his mother

v.rho had recently fallen ill. The telegralTI could also be from his

brother in Manchuria \\\\Iho had been in the front lines at Mukden,
and thus far no one knew' if he was still alive.

\037\037Right a\\\\J'ay!'\" Trublaye\\lycll called out and, throwing a quilt
o\037rer his shoulders.. he \\\\\"ent to unlock the door.

H_e turned the key' in the lock and pulled tl1e door slightly
ajar.,

but at that moment sonlething crashed against the door\037

there \\\\.ras the sound of steel clanging, and several men rushed
into the \\lestibule.

All of them Vvrere armed and dressed in army greatc-oats.)

IV)

The next day Trublayevych was late arriving at the bank.
The uninvited night visitors had not let him get his

sleep\037
and he

could not f'all asleep even after he had seen them out.
\0374.Forgive

us for troubling you for 110 good reason.,\" the offic.er

11ad said as he left, but he had not returned Lyuba's letters to

Trublayevych\" despite al] his pleas.
Broken in body

alld spirit\037 Trublayevych walked into the

bank__ slowly
made his way up the stairs., and gave the porter 11is

hat and coat. He combed his hair in frollt of a mirror, stepped into

the gloomy green corridor 'Writh its tall\037 bas-relief ceiling, took

one look at the clients, and a thought flashed tllrough his head:

to turn around and walk away frorTI 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 o_paque glass that encircled the area flext to the windows)))

altercatiollS \\vitll liS,. Alld the:y\"re 'very stubborn.
Val)rushn)\037

even stated Ollce: IoWe kno\\\\r all abollt )'our parliall1entarisnl.\"
loW hat is it that

\037fl)ll
kno\\\\r?'1 Petrll asked. 4olt\"s a supren13CY of t11e

l10l1rgeoi s..' 11e said\" --alld ,ve \\\\ir i 11 abol ish you!
\037,.,

Ye,l)lell and Talya bot)l lallghed as they conjllred up tl1e

in1age l1f
Valy

r

llSl111Y
\\,/itll his blliging eyes'l \\-\\lith his nai.ve belief

tllat calldles bllrll ()11 treasure-trl)VeS at night-and tllat therefore
.f,....

lle \\Vl)uld indeed find a treaSllre l111e day-alld \\\\lith l1is pl1f.ases

ab()llt \"\037parlianlentarisll1\"\" and \037\037the
suprer11acy of the bourgeois.\"\)
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like a h()rsesh()c. III this partition there were smal) \\\\(ickets\037 and

above them there were black signs indicating what ser\\lice \\\\iaS

provided
tllcre. The emplc)yees sat behind the partition.

'\037\037Ah, Ivan Mykhaylovych!
Y()u're still ali've and at

Ijberty\037

and here we were all thinking that you wouldn't be in today!'\" a

squat, grey-haired man with a large head\037 closely cropped hajr\037 a

cleanly shaved chin, and long \\vhiskers called out to him.
It was Donda, the bank's accountant.. Of\" as he \\\\iaS called

ill the bank: \"'OUf Bulba,\" because his appearance e\\loked the

paintings depicting *Hohol's Tara-s Bulba. But he \\vas no \\\\tarrior.

His fame lay in the fact that in his sixtieth )'ear he began making,

violins, with a penknife at first, and then \"lith proper tools\037 and

no\\\\/ l1e n1ade very fine violins indeed and musicians often used
them when they perforn1ed

in concerts.

HAnd here we all thought that you \\\\louldn\037t be coming in . . .

ha--ha-ha!\" Donda laughed as he peered at Trublaye'v'ych through
his spectacles; his eyes fi lIed \\\\lith tears and reddened\037 as if he

was about to cry, and his \\\\/hiskers
qui\\lered

on his chest like

skeins of spun yarn.
\037\"Well,

as you can see, I \"n1 11ere.\037'1

,\"4.But you kn()\037l., half the to\\vn \\\\ras searched last night! There
was a search at the Hovoretskys4''1

\"Really?\037' Trublaye\\rycl1 asked \\\\lith a shudder..

Io'They found some kind of a book there.. and took L)'uba

Mykolayivna away. Ha-Ila-lla!\"'t Donda roared \\\\,Pith
laughter

once again. SLit Trublayevye-h \\\037/as 110t offended\037 because he

knew that this man latlghed even \\vhen he \\'vas \\\\.7eeping.

HThey t()ok her! Ha-11a-11a! Alld her father M:ykola Petrov'y'Cll
isn't homejllst nO\"I.'\037

-\037What they did is \\vrong\037 Is tllere a lc)t of \\'lork just no\\v?\037\"

HWell\037 there is a bit. Karpo Stepanovych\037 hov-.... nluch '''-ark do

you 11ave?'\" Donda called o,ut to a fello\\\\.'
enlployee. \"\037Well'l fine.,

I'll do it all myself. YOll can gO.H
Donda kne\\\\l-Vv'itllout being gi\\ten a-ny hints-that

TrlJblayevych wanted to gl) to the Hovoretsky hOtlle.

Trublayevych silently shook Donda \037s
plUtl1p

hand and

walked out of tIle bank.

The Hovoretsky's living quarters were
qllite

close by, and a

sl10rt while later l1e was ringing the doorbell. No one came
right)))
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aw'ay to ans\\ver the dOO'f. And then, in response to his question
whether the mistress \"\"as at honle, the servant said that she was
in\"\\ but she \\AlaS not feeling \\\\\"ell.

\037

He \\\\7alked into the living roon1. The roon1 \\\\i'as a shambles.

Books and music \\\\,rere scattered allover the \\\\'indow ledges and
the flo,or'l the \\\\rallpaper was torn in a couple ot' spots.. and the

upholstery on the arnlchairs was
ripped.

Trublaye\\/yc11 gritted his teeth. He wanted to sit down,
because he felt enervated.. but it seemed offensive to do so,
and so h,e stood by a \\vindo\\\\l. It seemed to him as if a great
misfortune had taken

place
in this apartment-as if someone

had died a sudden death.
Madam HO\\lOretska

finally emerged.. \\\\'iping her eyes with

a handkerchief'. Trublayevyeh silently kissed 11erhand that was
damp

\\vith tearS\"i and she sank heavily into a torn armchair.

---Lyuba is done for!
They\037ve taken heT away!\037'

Trublaye\\rych began comforting her, saying that it \\vas not

such a great prob1em: if tlley took her away, they would have to

Jet her go. NO\037fadays many people were taken away, because
tllese \\vere

dangerous tirnes. He too had been searched, and

others as \\\\lell, and som,e had been taken away.

But Hovoretska did not want to listen to any con1forting
\\vords of reason. She talked about her daughter as if she would
never be brought back. \037\037o God, what a scandal! In prison.. with

pickpockets\037 with thieves. What will her father
say

Whet1 11e

comes back and finds out everything? What will the entire city
say? Nothing like this has ever 11appened in Ollf family-to be

put into prison! And she\037s a girl-and to be arTIong bandits!\037'

She wept bitterly.
'\037And for what? They found some kind of a book, and s)1e

wou1dn't give up
her letters!\"

\037'What kind of letters?'\" Trublayevych asked.

\"She had a packet of some kind of greenish letters. . 4\"

HS O she dido't give tJlem up?\"

\"No, she didn't. She said that she
preferred

to go t() jail tl1an

to }1ave them crawl into her soul. And so they
took her away with

those letters.\"

Trublayevych's heart was engulfed in blood: the
pr()ud 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 h,er. It could well be that even now they were rea,ding
her tender, sacred confessions.

\"Oh\037 may
I be damned, why didn't I 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\037 he

to rea t 11 ish air.

'IoAnd her father isn \"t here\037 and there's no one to defend her..

to make any efforts on her behalf! Maybe they just might let her

come bac-k . . . maybe something should be given or promised to,

someone.\" The mother once again dissolved in tears.

Trublayevych went up to her. HVira Stepaniv'na\037 I'll go there
at once, and I'll do ev,erything

that I can to' get to see
Lyuba.\037\"

He bid his farewells and \\\\1Talked out.

He would go there., see her, comfort her\037 and demand that

she be released. He rounded the corner and \\\\ralked
up

an incline

towards the outskirts of the city \\vhere the prison \\\\,-as located.

He wanted to hire a coachman., but th,en he thought better of it:
t.,....-

he needed time to collect his thoughts.. to figure out ho\\v to attain

his goal. And so he continued walking.
He had never been in the prison and he had seen it

only\037

from a distance. He had seen the guards standing near it \\vith
'- \037'

their rifles\037 and h\037 had felt intimidated by the cluster of stl1ne

buildings \\\\1\037itll their small \\VTindov.lS and tall \\\\!alls. It seemed to

him that there were no li,/ing people
ill thenl-only corpses.

And the white stone turrets on the corners looked like sentinels
that watched over t11at lifeless\037 stonyr stillness.

How ,vas one to approac11 a place like that?
Now he sensed witl1 11is entire being that there., in that ston)i

cofJln\037 there were live people, that the persoI1 \\vho \\\\,ras dearest

to him in this \\vorld was in there'l and that w'as
\\\\thy

he had to go

and n1ake ever)r effort to ha\\/e that perSl1n released. As to \\\\.'}1at

he \\\\rou)d do., what he \\voliid sav\037he did not t}1ink about that.
-'

At the prison he \\\\J'as told that in order to see a prisoner., he
had to have perIllission froll1 the procurator. And so he \\\\rent

back into the city.. hired a coaclll11an.,and dro'/e around the city

for a long till1e\037 tryiIlg to find the procurator, because he did not
catcl1 hill1 at home.)))
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He finally found hinl on the street al1d lle had to spend a fair

bit ot\037time begging and pleading before the procurator gave hinl

pern1ission to go into the prison. From the procurator he found

out that.. on that night.. Zembulat a.nd se\\/eral oth,ers had als,o

been arrested.

With the permission slip fro III tIle procurator, Trublayevych

gained easy access to the prison. He was taken through ,a rather

large yard and led into the prison itself. Onc.e inside., he went
up

to the second floor by walking up sonle broken stairs paved \\\\lith

stones and going through some low-ceilinged passageways\037
like those in the Monastery of the Caves in Kyiv. And then he

\\\\'3S led into a small roonl \\V'here he had to wait.

He waited for a long time. It was as quiet in the prison as in a

burial \\lault. He sat there for quite a while, and then he stood up
to read the

....regulations'\037 flanging
on the walls, and by the tin1e

that Lyuba \\\\/alked in he \\\\las standing by the window with his

back to the ,doo,r.

She appeared to be the same as usual., but her eyes seemed
to be flashing more\037 and there 'Wrere sallo\\\\' circles under thenl.

They greeted each other si lently, and the guard took up a

position by the door. Tiley both felt awkward, and neither one of

thenl \\\\ias capable of initiating a conversation.
\"4.Vira

Stepanivna
has sent me . . .\"

Trublayevych finally

began speaking. HThat is, she didn't actually send me, I tc)ok it

upon myself to conle and see you, because she's very troubled
and concerned. . ...,

HThere\037s no reason for }ler to be conc.erned!\" Lyuba observed

coldly.
The con'lersation stalled without ever

having
taken off.

Lyuba stared into a corner.

The guard stood by the door and watclled them.

\037\037Perhaps you need something?\037\"

Lyuba did not respond immediately.
\037\037A pillow,

and some bed linens,\" she said unwillingly.
Silence descend,ed once again.
\"\"They

didn \037't come to see you?\037'

\"'Yes, they did.\"

\"'Did they take anything?\"
Trublayevych frowned. \"'T11e letters, they took your letters.\)
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\037I.Wllat?\" Lyuba cried. \037\037You
gave

them my letters?\

\"\037Yes.\"\

Tears trembled on her eye]ashes\" and her lips twitch.ed lightly,

COl1vulsively. But then she quickly regained her composure and\037

turning her head d-eterminedly, said firmly: \037\037Fine!\"

In that word Trublayevych felt something hosti Ie and

unswerving directed at him.
'\037What other homes did they search?\"

.\037They were at many homes, but as to 'h'hich ones-I really

dOl1't know. They took Zembulat . . .\"

Lyuba's eyelids fluttered slightly. And then they both fell

silent 011ceagain.
The guard shifted from one foot to another. His action

reminded Trublayevych that the time allotted for the con'/ersation

might end at any moment, and so he broke the silence.
\037'We'll make every effort to gain your release on bail. In t\\\\.ro

days Mykola Petrovych will return\037 and Vv'e'lll ask him to go and
see the

governor.\"

Io'That's not necessary. They'll release me soon no\\v in an:y
event,\" Lyuba said

decisivelY\"j
as if she had weighed her options.

\"There's nothing to hide nO\\\\l.
TheY\"ie already read them. . .\"ot

Trublayevych caught on that she \\\037laS
referring

to the letters\"

and he felt distressed and ashan1ed of 11inlselt: of \\vhat he had

done. He wanted to justify himself\" bllt
L,yuba\037

as if she had read

his mil1d., gestured disll1issi\"vel)l.
\037\037Tllere's

nothing more tl) be said or done! Tell m)l olother
not to

worry.\"
She rose froll1 tIle bellcll.

4-\"Good-bye. ThaI1k YOlI for nl1t forgetting about nle..'t\037 s11e said

coldly as she walked to tIle door.

Trublaye\\'y'cl1 wanted to stop 11er.. t,o tell her e'veryt11ing\037 but

l1e did not have the nerve to d() it. And \\\\/hat could he havre said

to her., when Jle sensed that the abyss t11at had recently begun
to appear bet\\\\'cen them 11ad sudden ly \\\\ridened\037 and he \\\"vas left

stal1dil1g on one ba-tlk'l \\vhile she \\\\ras on the ()tller one. He felt that

the final tllreads that had held thetTI together \\\\rere disintegrating

as if they 11ad beel1 c]larred . . . And he \\valked out ()ftI1e prison

feelil1g el1crvated and disconsolate.
A cold wind was

blo\\'liJlg
in froill the steppe\", from the

cemetery, at1d it \"\"as
driving tl1e St10\\\\l into the city. He turned)))
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to \\\\'alk \\\\lith tIle \\\\rind. And when 11e looked ,down at tIle grey
\\\\lavelets of sno\\\\,r n1ixed witll dirt that were rippling ahead of.
him\037 it seemed to hin1 that fate was carrying away to places
unknO\\\\ln

everything that \\\\1as dear to him, everything that was
most precious to hil11-it V\\ras

carrying aw'ay 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

\\\\rhat had happened.. and he knew tllat what had
happened

could

not be undone. But there was a great void in his heart.
\037\037Well\037 so \\\\Ihat? Ifthat\037s how it's to be, tllat's how it will be!\"

he said out lo,ud as he pressed his \\\\'alkiI1g stick into the froz,en

ground, and that pressure resonated
painfully

in his heart.

He \\\\ralked through familiar streets\037 met and greeted people

\\\\-,'honl he kne\\v.. but he \\\\-ras not aware of anything that he was

doing. It seemed to him that he was surrounded by a wasteland.,

and that tile biggest \\\\,rasteland of all lay within hin1.

..loA
high-priority telegram from General Lynevych!

Thousands of Japanese have been taken prisoner!\" the telegram
carriers shouted, trying

to force thei.r telegrams on passersby.

He \\\\rent 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 }ler a few' items. He prolnised to do so. After finding out that

he 11ad not eaten anything since morning, Madam Hovoretska
invited him to have a bite., but he refused, for it seemed to l1il11

that he could not swallow even a bit of bread in tllis home.

Upon leaving the Ho\\'oretsky living quarters\037
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 hinlselfwith 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 a.ll over between

Lyuba and him. Her heart had been given
to anotl1er man, to the

lllan who was incarcerated with her. He knew t}1is from the wa-y

her eyelids had fluttered when she heard that Zembulat 11ad 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 aJ I)))
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111ell10ries ()f her out of his mind, to forget about her. But \\V'as it

possible to do that? When he could stil] see her standing before
hilll in his mind's eye.. when she silently reproached him!

For what? He was not guilty of anything. She \037'as guilty; she

was the traitor! She had deceived him. She had ne\\'er lov'ed 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\037 onJy

11irn-the one who had no friends.. no colleagues \\\037lith \",rhorn

to share his thoughts, his convictions: the one \\\\-\"ho \\vas neither

cold\" nor hot!

At this thought., anger welled \\\\t'ithin Trublaye\\\"ych '5 heart.

4oIolt is because you are neither c,old nor hot that she has cast you
out of her heart!\" he thought. HBecause she is passionate.. and

she needs someone who is equally passionate.'1--

He laughed. Indecent thoughts, en1erging in\\,Toluntaril\037/ from

the dark corners of his heart\037 arose before him and taunted hin1.

And Trublayevych felt
pained\037

and disgusted\037 and ashamed\037

but he did not ch,ase the thoughts a\\\\lay.
He \\\\lanted to humiliate

himself to the nth degree.. to indulge in something loathsome
because he hated l1imself. He imagin,ed Lyuba and Zeolbulat in

impossibly shamef.ul poses., mentally forced them tl)
engage

in

tIle most repugnant acts; he sneered at them.. but all the \\\\-hile he

sensed that he was jeering at hin1self. . a

He was at the river no\\,/, Ollt on the ice. The \\,\"ind drl1ve

tile snowy waves over the slippery surface\037 scattered them\" and

then gathered then1 togetl1er once agaill. Trllblay.e\\\"'\037lch
\\\\,.alked

along a road that had been beatell do\\\037vn
by \\\\,rheels and horses\"t

110Dves, because it \037,ras too slippery' tl) \".I'alk else\\\\;here. Along

this road covered wagons groaned and people strained
nlightily

as they Plilled sleds piled 'hritll reeds t\037ronl the islands. He passed

by thenl and c()lltinued \",ralking until he crossed tile ri'ver.

The path \\\\-tent on do\\\\rn a streanl alT10ng the islands. On the
banks on both sides.. willo\\\\ls and reeds rustle,d in the \\\\'ind. But

Trublayevycl1 did not listen to tl1e rustling.

He \\\\laS seeking isolation. . . he \"\"'as seeking oblivion. . .

To tIle left he 110ticed a small creek and he turned towards it.
He walked for a long tinle Vv'it110l1t any thoughts, \\\\Iithout any
desires, and tllen, with a

hea'lY heart\037 sat down on the bank.)))

110use and il1veigled Shura to come \\\\rith
........

Ilinl. They walked along the forest above the Kaydanka River.
The ground had dried

already.)))
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Now. tIe COllld hear the bulrushes rustling, evell though he
did not focus on the sound. His mind seenled

f\"rozen\037 solidified

in his head.. and he gre'\037l imnlobile. All arollIld him there was. \037

rustling\037
and \\\\'hirring\037 and whistling\037 and whizzing, and shrill

notes of solitary \\\\reeping.
The wind vivified the inert bulrushes,

and tlleyr came aliv'e \\vith a dreamy, ephemeral life. And in that

life there \\-vas n1uch t11at ga\\'e one pause to think.

At first Trublayc\\.rych sat without t11inking about anything..
and \\vithout hearing anything. But then, in the vast sea of sounds
surrounding him.. he

in\\'oluI1tarily began noticing individual

notes and listening to thenl.

E\\lerything \\\\ras alive.. e'lerything was rustling. Everyone in

the \\,'\"orld had his 0\\\\'0
place and his own fate. And everyone had

th,e right to his fate. . . to 11is own fate.. regardless of what it was!

No one could blame hill1 for what he was, for it was not he Wll0
had n1ade him \"\"hat he ,vas-it was life that had done it.

Was the broken reed IO\\ler there to blanle that it groaned so

'bitterly'__ \\\\\037ailed so lustily \\vhen the \037/ind blew nl0re strongly?
Was it to blame that it was grieving instead of whisperillg

cheerfully like a young girl, or champing its lips in satisfaction

like a toothless old granny? It was broken, crushed., crippled.
But it \\,\\ranted to live and it had a right to do so, and there was a

place
for it aml)ng these bulrusJleS., just as there had to be.

And it was the same \\\\lith a man. No matter who he was\037

w'hat thoughts and convictions he had\037 11e had a right to thenl,

and n() one had the authority to tear them from him. And no one

had the right to punish hin1 for them\037 to foist his own thougllts\037

his o\\\\/n desires\037his own laws on him. No one had tllat right.

Everyone lived for himself alone, and they all lived together.
Like these bulrushes. There were ever so n1any dissonal1ces,

ever so much that seemed
superfluous\037 unnecessary\"! among tIle

individual sounds, but when they were taken all together the-y

created a harmony-an expansive and grandiose harn10ny like

nature itself. Like mother nature. There was room in nature for

everyone., there was a warm ray of sunshine for everyone-ill

the earth, and on the earth, and in the water, and
way up there\037

in the azure heavens.

Trublayevych glanc,ed upwards. Up there, right above him.,

tl1e clouds parted nl0mentarily\037 and the blue infinity of the
sky)))
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gazed dl1wn upc)n him. \037\"It\037s the eye of
eternity\037\037\"

he thought. \037!e

sat for a while longer, and then rose to his feet.
He wanted to leave.. but then he heard th,e sound of voices

conling from the far end 0'[ the stream.

He waited for a moment. It was a man and a 'h.'oman, each

pulliI1g a sled pi led high \\\\lith reeds. It was difficult to pull the

sleds over the slippery ice.

They came
up

to Trublayevych and greeted him.

\037\037Here, let me help you.,\" Trublayevych said\037 and he took hold

of the woman'8 rope.
HDon't bother.. don't bother! I\037ll do it myself. . .\037..

\"[t\"s no botl1er. I'm going that way in any e\\/ent.\"\"

They pulled the sled together. The \\\\roman was old, and she
was breathing heavily

from the strain.

\"'Why are you hauling reeds by yoursel\\les? Don\037t
)/ou

ha\\/e

anyone younger to do it for you?'\" Trublayevrych asked.
\"We have a son\037 but he \037s not home no\\'/.\037\037

HWhere is he?\"

4.\037He's gone off to the \\\\'ar. We've been left all alone. May'be

he was killed some time ago. . . They say a lot of people ha\\:e

been killed\037 ever so many! He \",rrote to us last fall__ but Vw.'e ha\\!en\037t

heard from him since then\037H

'''They say tlla.. t11ere will be a truce soon\037''t the 'old man said\"

and he waved his arms and beat his cl1est and shoulders like a

fisherman out in the cold. ....Itsure is a
chillyr

one today!....

'''Are you a fishern1an?\" Trublayev)'ch asked.

\037\037A fisherman, and a slloemaker\037 and at times I \\\\.rork in a

sawmill. YOll ha\\le to make a liv'ing ,one \\vay or another! But I
\037 ..

have no strengtl1 left. And the childrel1 don't help us. They're all
doing their best tl) look out for tl1enlsel'ies . . . If l1nly I had a bit of

land, I could either rent it {)lltright.. ()f lease it to a
sllarecropper\037

and therl I'd at least 11a\\le some grain. But as it is.. I don \037t ha\\le

anything. And so \\\\re Cllt dO\\VIl reeds to heat the house, because

otherwise we'd not only be
hllngry'l

\\1fre\037d freeze to death!....

HThey say that the Je\\\\i'S ha\\le given Port Arthur to the

Japanese. Is that trlle?\037' the ()ld nlan asked after a nl0n1ent of

silence.
HThey\037re

stIch replllsi,'e ruffians\" villains! Half of tllen1

should be strung upr\037

\037\037For what?\037')))
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-\037Eh'! They're to b,lan1e for everything. It's because of t11em
that \\ve hav'e nothing to eat!\037'

\"-

The old man \\\\'as talkative but ignorant. He blamed all his
troubles on the Je\\\\lS. When Trublayevych tried to convince him

oth1er\\vise.. he simply gestured disnlissively.
\037\"Vvre kI10\\V \",'hat they're like! Why, just recently, on the Feast

o,f the Ele\\7ation of the Cross, the archbishop said that they had
e\\'en crucified the Son of' God.'\037

Trublaye,,\"ych pulled the old woman's sled out onto the wider
stream and then., turning to\\V'ards the city, left the old couple.

\"\"Thereyou hav'e them-the ignorant masses that spe'nd tlleir

entire li\\.res struggling to earn a scrap of bread!\" Trublayevych
thought as he \\\\!alked over the ice. HThere you llave the dry,
bToken reeds that rustled back there in the bulrush patches. They

rllstle\037 and then tJley vanish witl1 their deeds\037 their thoughts, tlleir

\\-vorries. And in the spring.. ne\\\\l reeds will grow to replace them,

ne\\\\\" reeds that \\\\.rill drone their own songs. And as for these old
ones-let them li'ie Ollt their Jives until they are consumed by

fire or
s\\\\/ept a\\\\lay by a spring flood.\"

From the b,ulrushes carrle the sound of human voices,. alld

up ahead there \\\\,'ere shouts and merry laughter. Young people-
youths and young ladies-were

skating
towards 11ilTI in a

cheerful group.

Among them he spotted Dubray'evska. They exchanged
greetings.

.\"Let\"s go back!\" she shouted. \037'We'll accompany IvaI1

Mykhaylovycll so that wolves don't devour hinl!'\037

io'Where in the world would any wolves come from? There

aren't even any rabbits here!\"
Trublayevych laughed.

lo'\"Oh, but there are timid rabbits here. If only you kllCW 110\\V

badly the gendarmes scared sonle people yesterday!\"
All rosy and fresh from the wind and the frost, sJle laughed

as slle looked at Trublayevych, and at the nl0lnellt she secI11ed

rather attractive to him. Her carroty-red hair undulated in the

wind\037 her short jacket hugged Iler slender figllre tightly, and her

rather delicate legs, clad in leggings, moved agilely tllis way and

that way as she fluttered around Trublayevych like a butterfly.

He knew that she had fallen in love with him a
long

tiIllC

ago, and now this knowledge warmed his heart: there was a)))
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person who loved him, who loved him not\\1lithstanding the fact
that 11e had Ilever paid any attention to her.

He wanted to say something nice.. affectionate to her., but he

could not. A thought about Lyuba sudden
Iy pierced

his b,rain and

echoed painfully in hjs heart. He restrained himself.

\037'Why
are you standing still?\" Dubrayevska asked him as

slle skated around him in circles and arcs. HLet's g() out farther-

the ice is better there.\"

\037ioSolomiya Frantsivna.. tell me truthfully: ,do you feel sorry
for Lyuba Mykolayivna?H

Dubrayevska came to a standstill and raised her eyebro\\\\rs

in surprise as if\" she did not understand 'h.'hat he \\\\las asking

her\037 then she tossed her hair and burst out laughing as she spun
around like a top in one

spot\037

\"I feel very sorry!\037\" she laughed\037 I.-But then. . . not
really.\"\037

\037\037Why
so?\"

\"She . . . she i sn't alone in there!'\037

\037\037What do you mean?\"

\037\037Just that! Let's go.'\037

And she skated off, glancing back at him\037 as if luring him

onwards. Even though Trublaye\\lych kne\\\\'. \\\\,rhat she \\\\\"as hinting

at., he felt a painf'ul need to have her state
frankly.

\\\\,'hat she \\\\\037as

thinking-to hear her say the saIne tiling that he \\VaS
thinking. It

seemed to 11im that it\037his
painful

\\Vround \\\\,rere scratched\037 it \\\\-\037ould

ache less severely.

He asked her again, but she fled \\vithout
responding__

and

then she flitted back like a bee and \\vove patterns around him.
Trublayevych returned hOl11e wollen t\\vilight \\vas falling; he

felt crllshed and exhallsted\037 bllt conlpos,ed. The long \\\\talk\" the

fresh air, the people-all of that had soothed 11is ner\\'es\" calnled

his tJl0ughts.

It Vv'as only sonlewl1ere deep inside, under his heart.. that he
seenled to feel a deep \\\\llll10d frolll \\vhich blood \\\\'a-s

oozing-

gently\037 slowly. . .

G en t I
y..

s 10 \\\\t I Y . \037 . 1 i k e t i 111e its elf.)))



Spring Flood
I

59)

v)

The next day Trublayevych arrive,d at the bank at a very
early'

hour and fOUI1d only Donda tllere. Wearing a vest without
a suit coat__ Don,da.. looking cheerful and pleased Wit]l himself,
\\\\las hlln1nling something under his breath a-s he walked through

a11 the rooms in the bank.

Catching sight of
Trublaye\\\"ych..

he smiled happily and

hurriedly \\\\'aJked up to him: \037\037You knO\\\\l\037 ha-ha-ha . . . yesterday I

finished my sixty-fourth violin! I\037m
telling you, it's a fine violin!

There isn't another one like it any\\,\\rhere near here!\"

He \\\\las truly happy \\\\\"ith \037\"hat he had acconlplished.

Trublayevych glanced at him and smiled as well: how little

a person needs at tilnes to feel fortunate. This old chubby man-
child had a good apartment given to him by the bank. He had
been taking home a good \\\\\"age for, perhaps., forty years.

There had never been any misadventures in his family., not

a single drop of his tranquil blood had ever been squandered on

public
c-oncerns. He was al\\vays anliable\037 serene. And when a

superfluous ray of the sun accidentally broke into his life, when

he saw himself-and others acknowledged him-as a master
,/iolinmaker\037 his cup of life was filled to the brim. And now

every drop that fell into it-every new violin-made tile entire

surface of that brimming cup shudder
j()yfully.

Trublayevych
smiled and., to increase Donda's pleasure,

asked: HC\037ome on\"! show me the sixty-fourth\037\"

.'Ha-ha-ha-ha!n Donda laughed\037 alld he winked and ran
dO\037/n sw i ft]y to his apartment on the lower level to get it.

A moment later he came back with the violin and a bow. He

was c.arrying them
ginger]y\037

as j f they were sacre-d objects.

\"Here, just try it\037 listen to its tone!\" he shouted whi]e he was

still in the corridor.
\"Why

\\At'ould you need. . . ha-11a-ha . . . a

Stradivarius.\"

\"Well., I've kn()wn for quite some time now that
you\037ve

surpassed Stradivarius.,\" Trublayevych replied in tile saIne tone

as he took tJ1e violin and tried it out. Tile violin was very good,
and Donda\037s joy

knew no bounds.)))
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Trublayevych thanked him for the favour he had done him

yesterday\037
but Dondajust waved his hand dismissively: he \\\037lould

be happy to do his work for him every day\"
so 10ng as all his

violins tllrned out as well as this one.
\"'Oh my,

what a violin I'll make now. . . out of Vtlood from

beyond our borders. I have a small fir tree that's like pure gold:
it has the finest veins! Even now it rings like crystal.\"

He raised his eyes that were filled \\\\lith admiration\037 as jf

he were gazing at a charming woman, at his beloved. Jealousy
stirred in Trublayevych's heart: how fortunate Donda \\}/as!

\037'But did you hear. . . ha-ha-ha . . . \\Arhat happened at the

county meeting yesterday?\" Donda suddenly asked him.
\"What?'\"

\"You didn't hear? Ha-ha-ha!\"

Donda was laughing so hard that he v..ras
shaking,

and he

sat down. \037'It was ev,er so strange! My son Shurka came home

in the evening and told me about it: the councillors \\\\,rere beaten

up! Ha-ha-ha!\" Donda laughed e\\/en harder\037 as if he had said

something unusually amusing and entertaining.
\"What are you saying? That can't have happened!\037\037

'\037But it did! It did, my dear one! The meeting ended\037 the

councillors went off to get the Governor \\\\rho
\\\\!a\037

to officiallyT

close the assemb,Jy., and \\ve \\\\trere waiting: .Wait up a mon1ent\037

something will come of this-something is bound to
happen!\037

Well, the Governor came, closed the nleeting\037 and dro've
a\\\\ra)'.

The councillors \\\\lhispered an10ng thenlsel,,\037es and b'egan to leav'e.
And we began to exit as \\\\rell. We started con1ing do\\\\\"n fron1 the

balcony \\vhen one l1f the councillors ran back indoors-his hat

had been kll0cked ,off'! and blood \\\\ias streaming from his nose.

'TI1ey're beating us lip Ollt there!
\037

he ShOtlted.'1\037

Trublayevych wanted to stop Donda and say that it \\\\ras
just

a fabrication, bllt then he recalled tllat t}lere had been students in
the square t11e

day
before yesterday\" and 11e th()ught that such an

unheard o,f event COll1d truly ha\\/e OCCllrred in tinles like these.
tot-The COlIne) lIars pllt 011 tl1eir coats and n10\\red outdoors in

a solid formatiol1. Zl1ygt110nt\\vas itl t11e lead. . . You knovl't he\"s

the big't heavyset gel1tlenlall wit}, a full moustaclle. Well, 11a-

ha-lla-ha-ha . \037 .
they stepped outside\037 only to be confronted by

a group of tllugs \\vho
instantly flung thell1selves at Zhygmont)))
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and the others. The councillors shouted: \037Police!' Police!' But th,e

police \",rere no\\V'here to be seen. Rumour has it tl1at the police

chiet\037 said: '\"The police '\\/ere not admitted to tl1e session.. and so

they won'tt go near the assembly halL\037 What a great fel1ow\037\037'

4o\"No__ that \\vas all abonlinable thing to do.\"

HWhy? P11ew'! The tinles are such that it's
impossible

to

understand \\\\rhat\037s going on. Well\037 and then the kozaks appeared

out of novlhere\037 they began to lash out with their
whips

to the

right and the left.. and they chased everyone away. Apparently
they reall\037,\"

let the thugs have it\037 and sonle of the councillors got

hit.. al1d our boys as \\veII.
They tore Brundzykevych's lip wide

open. But my Shurka nlanaged to slip away
unscathed. That's

hov/ it \\\\'as! They say that Babakov is directing it all. Well, ho\\V'

do you like all that.. huh?\"

.\037I don't like it at all, Zakhar Mytrovych. What's to be made
of it all? ,Out there, in the east\" there's a war going on, and the
Japanese are

beating us, and here at 110me we're creating our

O\037in internal dissension!H

i,40Truthfully speaking., I \037m not able to understand why all

this is
happ'ening__\037'1

Donda said \\\\lith a shrug. HWe were living

peacefully't in harmony'l and that\037s how we should 11ave gone

on living. But no\037 all sorts of gatherings are called together,

associations are formed., conferences are organized! Why.,
even

I was called to a conference of accountants. Well, of course, I

didn't go to it. I've had my fill of c()nferences.'\037

And truly't he did not understand what was happening arollnd

him. Trubla)levych co,nsidered it
pointless

to explain things to

him: he would not understand in
allY

event.

The employees 'A/ere beginning to show up, and a few clients

appeared as well. Donda
put

on his suit coat. The working day

began. Someone knocked softly on one of the wickets of the

partition.

l.'ls it possible to see the secretary?'\"
The client was in,quiring about

TrubJayevych't
and so he

went to his wicket and began his customary tasks.
It was routine work for him, bLlt now it all seemed strange..

petty, and of little consequence.
Sonle kind of discounts,

receipts, debits, credits, at a tinle when every nerve of I ife was

shuddering, and life itself was agitated and tossing about like)))
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an infuriated sea. Mercantile money matters at a time \037rhen

the fate of Russia-a Russia that only recently had still been
sOIl1nolent-was being decided throughout

its own cities and

villages, as well as on the Manchurian step'pe and mountains.
But he knew that all these discounts\037 receipts\037 ,debits, credits..

and all sorts of other transactions could not be dispensed \\\\.rith\037

an,d so 11e kept on \\'t/riting, signing white documents decorated

witll colourful ftollrishes, and passing them on to others.

Tea was served to the employees. Then the mail arrived\037,

and a letter was brought to Trublayevych. He glanced at it and

recognized his sister's
han,d\037'riting.

It \\\\\"as the second letter

that he had rec-eived from her this \\\\/eek. Alarm stirred in his

heart, but he unhesi1atingl)l picked up'
the letter and tore open

t11e envelope: no matter what infornlation it contained\037 he had to

know what it was.

He feared that the letter Ylould sayr
that his brother had

been killed or injured at Mukden'l ,or that his mother \\\\.ras on her

deathbed and that he had to gO and see her. And he \\\\/as not tar off
......

the mark\037 His sister had written that he had to come hon1e. There
was no news about their brother. Their mother insisted that she

go through all their
newspapers

and those of their neighbours to

read all the reports that listed Ylhich officers had been injured or

killed. She was sure that her son had been killed: she dreamed

about him, and was \"lasting a\\\\\"ay. She COllld no longer \\\\'alk on

her ow\"n.. and she just sat in an arlncl1air.
And all arollnd them peasants \\\\,rere

rising up in rebellion.

They were felling trees in the lords\037 torests\037 and taking avvay

grain and stra\\v from th,e barnyards. Yesterday they had cut
down t\\\\lO pear tre,es and an apple tree in their orchard. T11eir
manservant was threateniIlg to set their farn1stead on fire.

Trublayevycl1 read tIle letter'l carefully refolded\" and placed
it in his side pocket\037

It was in1p,erative tor hil11 to leav'e at once. He had not seel1
his l110ther for fOllr years__ and e\\len back then she l1ad beel1 ailing
for some tinle. When he imagined 11er sitting in all arnlchair\037

weeping and listening to the lists ()ftllose \",rho Ilad b,een killed\037 11e

felt acllingly sorry for her. He, the nliserable and egotistical man
tllat he was\037 Ilad seemingly forgotten all about her these past fe\\\\l

years: his n10ther \\vas living on a farnlstead\037 was not
demanding)))
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money., and that nleant she \\\\\"as not in need of anything. He was
use,d to' tee ling alone and independent tt but no\\v he realized that

he had falnil y
r

melnbers \\\\thOnl he sl10uld 11elp.

B,ut hO\\\\llj in \\\\rilat \",ray?

It \\V'as not difficult to get there\037 but what would 11e do onc.e he

arrived? Ho'A\037 \\\\/ould he comfort his nl0ther\037 what would he say
to the ser\"rant \"'lho \\vas threatening to burn down the farmstead..
to the peasants \\\\J'ho 11ad felled tIle trees in tIle orchard?

Banking clients constantly interrupted his thoughts. And he

talked \\-'lith them\037 \\\\.rrote out documents and signed them, all the
\\h\"hile thinking about what he Sllould do.

\037

He angrily admitted that he and all of his
acquaintances\037

so-called liberals.. found it easy to sit around in warm living
quarters and solve\037 by talking\037

all sorts of problems, both social

and politicaJ. Th,ey argued., debated theoretical issues, but never

had to take a hard, realistic stand on anything. And in their way
oJ'

thinking, people \\\\lere divided into two Ieve]s: on the one
hand-the comnlo,n

people\037 democracy, the proletariat, alld on

the other 11and\037the lords\037 the bureaucracy., and the bourgeois.

The former \\V'ere pure, undefiled
angels\037

while the latter were

viev.led as odious snakes\037 deserving
to be destroyed. And now

the angels v.'ere beating up the councillors, robbing
the lords,

destroying forests and orchards, and preparing to set fire to an

inconsequential farmstead along with an elderly person who

possibly \"\"'as already
on her \\-vay to God.

So where was the justice in all this, and how was one to

figure out the tangled mess?

Trublayevych thought about it and could not concilide

anything from his thoughts. He did feeL, however., that there was

some gross misun,derstanding in all of this.
He decided to ask for a leave of absence to visit his nlother.

He rose to his feet to go and see Donda to c()nsult witll l1in1

how to handle the leave, when he heard a womall's shrill voice.

She was screeching like a crow: j.j,IvaI1
Mykhaylovych!

Ivan

Mykhaylovych! A moment of your time! Come over here.'\"

Trublayevych
turned back unwillingly. Madam Valeryanova

was calling him. As soon as he saw her\037 it seemed to him that he

could smell a pharmacy., because the odour of pharmaceutical
products always

wafted from her., and her nanle rell1inded one of)))
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n1edicina] renledies. She gulped them dow'n, \\Ai'as saturated with

their l)dour, and was extremely high-strLlng. She spoke rapidly,
as if scattering p'eas,

with all manner of winks and nods\037 and she

considered herself to be very attractive. It seemed to her that all
men ought to fall under her spell. She was addicted to morp,hine.

It'} 've come to you with a petition. . . or rather.. \"lith a protest.

I hope you'll assist me in gathering signatures at the bank. As

you can see\037 I've already gathered about a hundred signatures__
and I want to gather a thousand; Vv'e\03711 send the protest to the

Governor and a copy of it to the
ne\\\\/spaper

Tile 501'1 \037/' tIle

Fatherland. For God's sake, is it possible to li\\\"e this \"\"ray any

longer? The rabble is beating up the intelligentsia and attacking
provincial councillors, and tl1e police are looking the other \\\\'ay.

If things continue this
way\037

\\ve'll ruin aLl of Russia!'\037

She spoke passionately and at length.
Trublayevych took the protest f'rom her and read through

it\037 He glanced at the signatures and tound many tanliliar names

among them. \"\037SO, you want my signature? Well.. here it is.\037\"'

He picked up his pen and signed the protest.
'-I.I need not only your signature\037 but those l1f )lOur associates

as well. . . SLIt here I have still another. . . nlessage . . .\037't She
\037

dug
around in her voilimill0us purse. Itlol. m asstllning that )lou\037ll

sign it! It's absolutely iIlcredihle and unheard of! Do
)lOU

kno\\\\'

what the Dubraye\".sky women are up to-both tIle n10ther and
tl1e

daughter?'\"

And, without giving Trubla\037le,rych an t)pportunity to sa),'
a single \\V'ord.. slle rattled on: \037\"Just think hl1\\v loathsol11e it is:

the elder Dubrayevska \037\037orks \\vitll the secret police\" and she

reported on all of our
people!\"\037

Valeryanova\"
\\vith \\videly staring eyes and raised eyebro\\'vs..

lowered her v,oice to a whisper and Cl)Iltinued
speakillg: IoIoYou

know, there were searches e\\lery\\\\.r}lere! Thev took a\\\\'av' our
w \037 .

dear Lyuba H()\\'oretska, Zen1bulat, Pal)'v()da\037 Cl1abanenko\" and

otJ1ers. Everyone on her list \\vas searc}led. And you kno\\\\,r\" last

flight, becallse of that'l e\\lery single \\\\rindOVtr ill her hOllse 'W'as

sl11ashed! AI1d do YOll know \\Vll0 did it?H

Valeryanova stuck her llead tllfougll the \\vic.ket and spoke
even n10re

softly\037
as if she did tl0t \\-vant anyone to 11ear ller, but

her face' \\\\,'3S beaming \\\\.ritll a pleased sn1ile\037)))
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\037\037It's Otlf young people who did that! That should teach her a
lesson! And no\\\\.' \\\\,re \\\\J'ant to send h,er a \037message ofcondolence'!

Bilohrud \\V'rote it. Read it and sign it.'\037

\037t.I \\\\rj II neither read nor sign that 111essage,\" Trublayevych

replied tersely.
\037-Wh,/?\037'

..,i

.'Becallse suell a deed is not worthy of decent people.'\"
Valeryano\\l3 junlped a\"\\lay

frol11 the wicket as if she had

been scalded. \037\"Ho\\\\/ so?..\037

.\"In tIle first place, \\\\7L1ere is the proof that Dubrayevska is a

spy? It's all rumours. And theIl again__ e\\l'en if she is what you say
she is., it\037s not proper to use violence against her. You just had
me sign a protest against

the violence of the rabble agail1st the

intelligentsia.. and no\\\\t you're doing the same thing, and to top it
all off\037 you\037re hiding under a veil of 11ypocrisy by con1posing a

.message of condolellce! -'I\"

\037

.-you \\\\/on't sign it?\"\" Valeryanova asked curtly with a

glo\\\\'ering )()ok.)

\"'''

N
.'\"

o.

\037\037Others \\vill sign it!\"

.\037That \037'ould be too bad.\"

Hastily gathering up h,er
papers

and her purse., Valeryanova

\\\\lent off to see the other bank el11ployees.A few of them signed

both do'cuments\037 but tl1e
majority\037

after running a Cllrsory glance

over them, did not sign either one.
Wilen Valeryanova approached Donda, 11e gesticulated

irritably: \037\037God be with them, all those pr10tests and petitions!
I've never signed one in

my life, and I won't Sigll thenl now.'\037

\037.Why is that?\"

Donda just shouted: \037\037A h!\" and he waved llis hand

dismissive]y. \037C.I 've grOWJl sick and tired of signing even bailkiI1g
documents!

\

The last bit of information that Dubrayevska's windows

had been smashed deeply troubled TrubJayevych. It se-emed to

him that there must be some misunderstandi11g in this instance.
The elder Dubrayevska had a vicious tongue, and she had made

enemies of half of the city's inhabitants, but he could not give)))
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credence to the possibi]ity that she had done \037rhat she was nO\\\\l

being accused of doing.

He asked some of the other banking statl\" about the incident..

and tound OlLt that it had happened because the younger
Dllbrayevska

had warned some of her acquaintances on the

evening before the search had taken place. They said that she still

had a kind heart') and that after
finding

out about her mother's

intention and reading her Ijst\037 she had secretly informed a fe\\\\t

people
about the impending search.

Upon hearing this, Trublaye\\t'ych concluded that in this
instance ii\"no one knew who \\vas doing v.;'hat.'\037 He was a\\\\\"are of the

Dubrayevskys\037 convictions; and surlnised ho\\\\' the information

about the searcl1es had reached them. In a place from \",:here

people left to work the night shift.. there ,vas a certain man \\vho

could have warned them and who had \\varned them earlier. And
instead of thanking them, their 0\\\\/0

people
had smashed their

windows and c-onlposed a loathson1e
\"\"n1essage\"\037

for thenl.

When Trublayevych left the bank\" he \\\037lent to the

Dubrayevsky home and found only th,e nlother there. She \\vas

infuriated like a \\\\lasp, and her anger consumed her. She raged
both at those who had brought this shame dO\\\\,in

upon
her and at

her kind-hearted daughter \\\\'ho had gone about to\\\\!n
\\\\\"arning

people without telling her that s11e \\vas doing so.
'

\037\037May they all be done away \\\\Iith: there \\\\\037ould be little regret

if they were!'\" she said and she sifted so resolutely through all

her acquaintances who nlight ha\\/e belen associate,d \\vith \\\\(hat

had happened to her that Trublayevych ,vas alarmed. And it

occurred to hinl tllat if they did indeed send her the Hnlessag,e of

condoletlce..'\" her anger Inigl1t calise her to
o\\\"erstep

the bounds

of civility and do son1ething t11at \\\\'35
trllly despicable.

Assuring her that there \\:vas some n1isunderstanding\" that

everyt]ling W'l)l11d be explained 311d take a tllrn for the better\" he
left her and \\Vellt to see Bilollftld. He spoke and argued \\\\f'ith him

for a long tiJl1e__ until he finally succeeded in con\\lincing hin1 to
destroy the n1essage tllat

Valeryanov'a '\\las circulating through

the city al1d leave the matter as it \\vas \\vith tIle expectation that

tl1illgS would gradually s()rt themselves out.
At dllSk, wl1ell

Trublaye\\lycll \\vas napping after dinner\" he

was a\\vakened. Mykola Petrl)vych.. Lyuba's f'ather\" \\\\I'anted to see)))
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him. He had just returned hOll1e and found out about
Lyuba\"s

misadventure. He Vlas greatly distressed\" and it seemed that

during his trip he had lost 11is energy\037 his capacity to think,

and all that remained ,\",,'as his habit of maintaining a proud and

dignified b'earing. He had beconle 11ardenedin this n1o,uld
long

ago\" and it \\V'as in1possible for him to instantly break out of it.

.\037What's going on? Tell Ine\037 \\\\'hat\"s going on, no\\\\-' it's 110t only
f'rom Je\\\\/ish nooks and crannies that they\037re snatching all sorts
of . . . \\\\'.ell'l vlho kno\\\\ls what kind of riff-raff. . . but now they've

e\\len tak'en . . . nlY daugllter!'\" he flung hinlself at Trublayevych.
Trub,layev'ych

tried to quiet him down. He expended much

energy trying to explain to hinl hO\\\\l nlatters stood. But Mykola

Pctro\".ych simply could not comprehend that now people were
landing in

prison not only for thievery, that not only a person
ff'Dln 10lrJewish nooks and crannies'\037 could land there, but even

someone from the house of the vice-president of a bank. . . He

argued and tried to pro\\.'e that even though \"\"Jews'\037 and \037-all sorts

ofriff-raft\037\037 might be dissatisfied \\\\:ith the current situation\037 what

did all that have to do vlith his daughter? Had he ever refused

her al1ything? Had sl1e ev:er wanted for anytJ1ing?
hWhat more did she need'! Unless it was some bird's milk!

And she did not give any thought to the shame that she would

bring dovY' n on her father\037 her nlother. 0 ch i Idren, ch j Idren!\"

After Myk,ola Petrovych calmed down slightly, he explained
that he had come to see

Trublayevye-h
so that they could go

together the next day to look in on Lyuba. The ITIother 11ad not

been in a position to go and see her and had not yet passed her
anything,

in the v-lay of linens\037 a pi I low\037 or e\\'en tea and sugar.

Trublayevych told him \\'y\"hat tl) do and how to do it; he

himself \\}..7ould have liked tt1 have avoided nlakillg a secolld trip
to the prison. It

put
him in an awkward position to see Lyuba

once again, but he did not have the strength to tell Mykola

Petrovych everything just now., and to cast still another brick at

his troubled head. It was diffie-ult to tel] him that it was allover

between Lyuba and him\037 because in the depths of 11is soul there

still remained 11idden a glin1mer of hope that he was mistaken,

that everything could once again be as it had been. And so he

agreed
to go with Mykola Petrov.ych. As soon as the older man

heard this, he instantly calmed down considerably.)))
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HThe poor feIJ()w was afraid to go to the prison himself, he
dido;t know how to go about it,'\037 Trublay,evych thought.

AIld a bitteT feeling came over him: hO\\\\1
grand

and elegant

these sleek gentlemen looked when they sat in their directors'
cllairs and signed documents composed and written by their

ell1ployees, a_nd how wretched they were \\\\rhen they had to face

up to an unforeseen event
beyond

the 'Alal]5 of the bank ot beyond

the walls of their own residences. After seeing his guest to the
door., Trublayevych pondered what he was to do.

The final word had not yet been said., but it had to be said.

If she did not love him\037 he had to knOVi that., he must hear it

,directly from her lips, and not guess at it through hints. In his

heart he was half reconciled to \\\\Jrhat had happened.

He loved Lyuba dearly, but his ]ov,e Vlas not blind. His mind
was always standing on

guard and, like a functionary' at an

auction sale\037 it pounded on his consciousness \\\\'ith a hammer:

HYou mllst do this, you must not do that. . .'\"

Lyuba was of an entirely different nature. She \\\\\037as
fiery\037

and impetuous. Her feelings often knocked her mind off central

stage and, in its stead.. assumed a dictatorial position. She

unhesitatingly sewed things together\037
and then\037 \\\\Iithout gi\\Ting

matters much thought\037 ripped them apart again\037 an\037
cut thenl up.

And strangely enough\" this \\\\'as \\vhat appealed ml)st abl)ut her to

tIle staid Trublayevych.
Now he decided to write }1er a letter in order to put the

question bluntly to her: \\\\1'ere
things

to continue bet\\\\,reen thenl as

they had been.. or were they to part consciously.. calmly\037
\\\\rithout

any animosity. And so he \037lr()te a letter that he could hand to her.

Then he paced the room__ reread tile letter\037 and ripped it up. The

letter sounded prosaic and cold\" like an \037.office nlemoranduln.'\037

He set about \\vriting another letter. He \\\\frote for a long

tinle. He recalled ti1e llnfolding of t11eir lo\\'e. He referred to the
\037

current circun1stances\037 opened 11is soul to her.. told her of his
lack of faith\037 and pleaded \\vitll her to sit in judgment on him:

given recellt events\037 COllld she.. or could she nt1t unite l1er tate
with the fate of SllCll a person? If not, then tl1at's hO\\'l it \\\\'ould
be: \"'Jllst as streall11ets flo\\\\' together and then part once again't so
too llave \\\\'e co,me together, alld so too \\V'ill we part,'\" he \\vrote in
C()llClllSiol1. ---I will always renletl1ber YOtl as the most wonderful)))
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\\\\1'On1an that I had the opportunity of meeting in nlY YOllthful

days\037 and I shall bless fate for this opportunity.'\"
He into,rmed her that he was taking a leave of absence from

his \302\245f'.ork.. and he ga\\le her the address where he would be.
It \"\".as late \\\\\037hen he put out the light.)

VI)

On this day Trublaye,\"ycll got up early and splashed cold

\"rater around tor a long tinle as he washed himself. He
placed

his head under the tap., let the \\\\'ater stream over 11is head, and

s11uddered \\\\lith pleasure as he felt the cold current make its
way

through his hair to his scalp, flo\\v over his forehead., course past
his ears and then\037 eOlning together again after filtering through
his moustache\", rUII into the sink in a

singJe
trickle.

His head was ref'reshed after being bathed in this
way\037

and

he felt energized and invigorated.. ready to work.. even though
his conscience\037 racing

about like a phantoln deep within him,

seemed to be clipping the sprouts of this vigour. The renlnants

of his troubled sleep still bothered him. He had suffered greatly
in his dreams this past night

and had awoken several tinles with

a sinking feeling that his heart was dying.
Even now }le felt uI1easy and was in a heightened, agitated

state. He dreaded meeting Lyuba.
He dreaded it because he did

not expect anything good to come of it. He did not want to reread
the letter he had \\vritten the previous evening., for he did not

\\vant to destroy it after lookillg at it with a fresh milld. Let it be

as he had \\vritten it.

At the bank Trublayevych ha-d to wait for quite son1e till1e

for all the directors to arrive so that he could ask for a leave of

absence. He did not feel up to doillg any work, and today Donda,

who was in a foul mood\037 was finding fallit with the junior

employees. When he was in that kind of a mood it was difficult

to remain in the same room witl1 him. He cursed.. was erratic
in his demands\037 unfair to those around him and, falling into a

fit of anger, was
capable

of' going to the directors and telling

theln many loathsome and untrue things about his coworkers. At

times like this, everyone in the bank detested llill1.)))
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HHo\\v many y'ears have you been work ing in the bank\" and

yet you still don\"t know h()w to balance the books!\" Donda
thundered at his assistant as he tnre\\v a batch of papers at him.

HTllere's a whole day's work gone to naught!'\"

TIle sheets of paper flew in all directions. The assistant
silently gatJlered up the papers\037 his teeth were clenched and his

cheeks tensed visibly. Donda had served in the bank for
fort\037l

years..
and because the entire operation of the b,ank dev\"ol\\led

on him, he felt that he was the master who \\'iaS in controL The

directors listened to him\" and the employees feared him.
to'if

only
I can get aVlay from here as

quickJ\037l
as possible\037\"\037

Trublayevych thought. \\o40To
go

to my native parts__ to get a\\\\'\037a)'

from the unending telegrams\" conversations. arguments\037 petty'

gossip; to get away t'rom newspapers, from
politics\"

from protests

and declarations. It's all become so loathsome! This bank has
becoll1e loathsome.. and so has this bureaucra,c)'.. this Donda!....

When tile directors met.. Trublayevrych
asked them to grant

him a leave of absence, and they appro\\led
his request. Donda

became n10re incensed: his workload \"'QuId increase, and he had
not been asked it\037 suell a leave COllld be granted to Trubla\\le'-\\lch.

....... .- .

HI need a leave as well\037 my
ner'ves are also shot'l--\" he grumbled__

and he snorted and kept adjusting his pince-nez on his reddened

nose. The pince-nez kept slipping off.

Trublayevych was getting ready to lea've the bank.

'''Will you drop in 11ere' again before
yrl)U

lea'/e?--\" Donda

asked curtly as he turned to glo\\\\ler at hin1 \\V ithout his pince-nez

frolll under his grey eyebro\\\\.'s.
\037\037Yes.. I will! 1\03711 take care of e\\lerything.\"\037., ....

\"'\"S u re, S II re!
't\"

Trublayc\\rych was ctlrious as to \"'lhat had aggra\\\"ated Donda
so

badly\037
but he did 110t have the ner\\,\037e to ask l1inlot nor did he

have the time: Mykola Petro'v'ycll had asked h in1 to get a pass for

both of thel11 to go and see Lyuba.
He drove off to see the prOCllrator. When he arriv'ed. 11e \\\\ras

asked to wait in tile reception rOl)ll1.. because tl1e procurator \\\\laS

seeing Sl)nleone. An officer \\\\Jras
sittillg

in the reception room. It

seenled to Trublayevycll that he \\\\\"as a gendarme\037 but he could

n(1t be Sllre\037 because the l11an \",ras sitting \\vith his back to\\\\/ards....
h illl. W hen he

fil1ally
tllrned arollnd, Trublayevych recognized)))
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him: he \\\\ras tl1e one \\JV110 had taken away L.yuba\037s letters when

his li,,'ing qllarters had been searcl1ed.

They exchanged glanc.es
and nodded tt) Olle another alnl0st

imperceptibly'. They both felt aVlkward\037 and they sat silently for

a fe\\\\o' minutes\037 as if they did not see one another. They were both
110pingthat the procurator \\vould COOle in soon and put an ,end

to the uncon1tortable situation in which they found themselves.

From an inner rOOl11 came tIle sOllnd of two voices going
on and on \\vithout a break. The discussion was proceeding

passionately\037 but it \\\\ras
impossible

to hear what was being said.

TI1e officer rose to his feet. It seemed as if he wanted to

stretch his legs.. but then 11e
unexpectedly turned around., came

up to Trllblayevych\037 and extended 11ishand to him.
\037\037We--ve met before. . . Forgive me: I feel guilty for wJlat I

did! Those letters. . . you ]lad the right not to give them to us.
And I regret that I took them. But it was

n1Y duty. . .'\037

Tru_blaye\\,rych looked up at hinl al1d did not know what to

say. HWell, it--s O\\ler and done witl1 . . . you can't ulldo the past!

You didn'tt take me at my word.\"
\\O\037I d1dn\037t ha'le the right to dOl so\" according to the law.\"

\037iOAnd according to your conscience?'\037 Trublayevych asked.

The officer looked at hinl silently, and ill his eyes

TrubJayev\037ych saV.i a plea for forgiveness. \"\037You know, in life you

sometinles have to . . .\037\037And he just gestured helplessly and ,did

not finish what he \037'as saying. \037l.lt's my job!'\037 he said bitterly.

\\o\037So why did you take that job?\"

The officer snliled. .\"It sonletinles happens that life chases

a man into such a blind alley tllat the only way
out for hinl is to

fire a bullet into his head, l1f do whatever ,else he can. . . Do you

think that we gendarmes aren'lt human-that we have 11either a

heart nor a soul? Do you think it's easy to read letters like tIle

ones that we took from
you\037

or the ones tl1at were confiscated

from your fiancee? Do you think that all of us do not understand

what is happening eyrerywhere around us? That we aren't aware

that the blood of our brothers is beillg spilled in Manchuria?

That
they\037re

in prisons? Oll\037 if ollly it was like that!'\"

This unexpected confession of a person fronl an entirely
different stratulTI of society, the dark abyss of this soul that

suddenly opened up
b,efore him., both all1azed TrublayevycJ1 and)))



72
I Mykola ('hernyavsky

alarmed 11inl. He wanted to shout. \"\"Then why don't you quit that

job?' But he refrained fr()m saying anything.
IofoYou know,\" the officer continued\037 \"\"we haven't slept for a

week now, and we don't have any
idea \\Alhen \\ve'll finally b.e

allowed to
sleep\037

We've crammed the prisons \\\\lith people but \\ve

know t}1at by doing so we haven't done anything to \\\\!eaken those

against whom \\ve are fighting. Even now the colonel is trying
to

get
the procurator to agree to let us search a hun,dred more

houses. By telling you
about this I'm conlmitting an offence

against n1Y profession, I\"m
breaking my \\tro\037,.\037 but . . . it doesn'lt

matter! YOlI can\"t turn back the clock-only the colonel belie\\,'es

that it's possible to do so.\"

Trublayevych knew the colonel. He Vias lold, corpulent\037
and

bald. He had a long carroty beard shot through ,,'ith grey streaks,
a toothless mOllth that was slightly ske\\\\led\037 thick\037 protruding

frog-like lips tl1at were al\\\\/ays gaping., and dark glassy' eyes. He
was a

very pious man, and he had t\\\\lO
gro\",rn daughters., as kind

and meek as young novices in a nunnery. Trublaye\"rych
did not

consider the colonel to be an e\\,'il nlan-perhaps because of the

i01pression created
by

his daughters.

\"] hope that you\"ll understand me\037 and not judge me \\\\\037ithout

. ,..

S.Ol11e con1paSSlon . . .

Trublayevych silently shook his hand. Still anot}ler broken

human being in a place he least expected to find such a person\037

At that mon1ent the colonel and the procurator appeared in
the doorway. TIle cl)lonel ,vas glancing al1xiollsly all around and

wiping his balding head \\\\,rith a handkerchiet\037. His face \\\\,ras as

red as a large pepper. Ioior n that case.. I\037n1
absol\\\"ing 111y'self of an)l

responsibility!'\037 he said.

It occllrred to Trub,)ayevycll that this n1an \\vas also

llnfortunate to SOl11e degree.. bOllnd by orders and instrtlctions\"\037 -

by the routine of the rl1tte11 structure ot\037 life.

'''Don't be concerned, e\\lerything \\\037rill be fine,,\"\" the procurator

said as 11e bid hi 111 fare\\llell.

A few nlilllites later Trllblayevych left the procurator\"s otllce
witl1 perl11ission in l1and to go and see Lyuba. He dro'le to the

bank to pick IIp Mykola Petro\\lych.. and then, after stopping by
the Hovoretsky hc}use to pick IIp tIle things that Vira Stepanivna
11ad gathered toget]ler for her

daughter\037 they drove to the priSOt1.)))
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They rode in silence. Tile wlleels of tile carriage were

bOllncing about on the
p()tI1oles

in tile paved roads, and th,e

runlbling noise filled the ears of both lnen. 111 f'ront of the prison

they\037
ran into a grollp ot\" detail1ees \\vl1o were being led into tIle

city. HO'v'oretsky glanced at tllem 311d then turned away.
It occllred to hit11that

L,yuba
too nlight be led through the

city in this nlanl1er to the derisioll of all their acqtlaintances.

Wl1ile they 'A'ere dra\\ving near the prison he glanced around:
\\\\,'as tllere an\037lone \\\\lho c,ould see hinl going there? But they were
in the Inidst of open fields, and it wa-s only in tIle distance that

a funeral procession \\\\ras wending its way to a cemetery., and

fragments of a 11'lmn drifted in: 0 Holl' 1,.nn10rtal One. . . The\037., .'

procession
\\\\J'as already passil1g through the stone gate of the

cenletery. and only a fe\\\\.' of t11e accompanying carriages could

still be seen.

The coachman turned off the nlain road towards the prison.
The f\"ather's heart

cramped\037
and when he felt the soft earth

under the \\\\-!heels instead of the hard, cobblestone road\037 it seemed

possible to hinl the ground Inight cave in under the carriage. He

gripped
the carriage tigl1tly.

After going through passageways that were already fall1iliar
to Trublayevych, they

ended up in the same room in which he

had been on his first visit. It was the prison's reception room.

And once again t}ley had to \",rait for quite some tit11e for Lyuba

to appear.
She \\\\,'alked in looking calnl and reserved, and just a tiny

hint of a snlile flitted over her pale, and now sallow., ta,ce as she

responded to her father's greeting: HHello\037 father!\"

She greeted Trublayevyc-h silently. He walked away to a

corner of the room to let the father and daughter speak freely.

There was no guard in the room this tinle. He was now statiollcd

olltside the door.

.\"My dearest Lyuba, what has happclled to
YOll?

What llave

you done?\" Mykola Petrovych addressed his
daughter\037

and for

the first time, Trublayevych detected a note of sincerity in the
()ld man's voice.

\"Nothing, daddy,\" Lyuba replied.

''-What do you mea-n-nothing? Why have they brought you

here?\" Hovoretsky took his daughter by the hand. She did not)))
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remove it, b,ut neither did she reply to the pressure from her
father's hand.

\"\"F\037or tile same reason that they've brought others here. Do

you suppose that there aren't a lot of us here?\" she asked.

\037foWhat do I care about the others\037 It may well be that I myself

would have hanged half of the villains \037rho are in here\037 but as

for you. . . you.
. . my d,aughter? You got the idea of

rebe]ling\037

you
had some odious books in my home? What is the meaning

of all this? What were you lacking? Can you recall even a single
instance when you were denied something that

you
\\V\037anted?\"

\"That's just the point: some have e\\'erything\"l ,,\"hile others
have nothing. Some are drowning in luxury, ,\\rhile others are

swelling with hunger!\" Lyuba said
sharply\037

and the corners of

her mouth trembled.

HS O wl1at? Not everyone can be rich. Someone has to be

poor. That's the
\\\\lay

the \\vorld is.\037\"'

\037\037And that kind of system has to, be
changed.\037--

l.\"Oh, sweetheart., that \"rill never happen!\037\"

\037'Yes it will!'\"

Mykola Petrovych shook his head4 \037\037Do
Yl1U

remember the

late Paraska Pankrativna, do you recall ho\\v she used to say:

\037There can never be equality aITIOng people. I f
all\"

the vvealth in

the world was gathered together and app,ortioned equally among
all the people, by tomorro\\v there OIlce again \\\\\037ould be those \\\\\037ho

are wealthy\037 and thtlSe \\\\rho are pOl1f. Because one person \\\\Torks

and earns money\" while the next one drinks and does
110thing\037\"\"\"

Hovoretsky expected to conv'ince Lyuba \\\\lith this argument.
But she just snliled. iO\037Tllis \\\\las said by a person \\vho in her entire
life never raised a finger to do

any '\\lork\037 and \\\".ho li\\led ot'fthe

interest on her nloney. It\"s tl1e pI1il()sophy at'sleek\" secure people.
I f there is no such eqllality, then it Ollist be created. Because it is

ill1possible to go on livil1g as
pel)ple

are
li\\\"ing

novl.\037\"

\037'Well\037, if SO\037 then let tJ10se \\\\l110 desire this equality fight for
it\", what's it to

YOl\"?\037\037

\037\037

I a Iso des i re it.'\"
\037\037

W 11Y do Y()ll \\\\l ant it?\"\"

\"'Because 'W'ithout it, a 1110rsel at' bread sticks in my throat!'\"
Hovoretsky fell silent. He realized that he was not sayil1g

what 11e should be saying\037 and tl1at it was neither the time nor)))
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tile place to try to con\\i'ince Lyuba.. and that 11ewould never be
able to conv'ince her because his Lyuba was not at all the kind of
person that he had taken her for. And sorroVvf\037 lnixed with anger

and moral injllry\037 struck l}is heart.

\\oitHere\037 your ll10ther has sent you. . . what you need,\" he said

sternly.

\"'Thank
you\037't\037 LYllba responded without looking at the parcel.

And the con'versation broke off once again.

..itlt\037s not g,ood tor you to be here. . . I'll do what I can to get

you out on bail.\"\037

\\o-There's no need to do that,'\"

I.-What do you mean?\"
\"\"Just \\\\,.hat I said: there's no need to do that!\"

\"\037Why,
do you like being here so much?'\" Hovoretsky asked

in an exasperated tone.
\037\\oThere \037s no need to do that, because I don't want to separate

my fate f\"rom the tate of the others who are incarcerated here.
y,QU can't put up bail for all of them\037 so there's no need to do so

tor nlY sake.\"'t

..What do
Y'OU

care about them'?\" Hovoretsky shouted. \"'A]]

this riff-raff-are they your brothers\037 sisters, father\037 mother?H

\037\037They
are my brothers and sisters,\" Lyuba replied firmly.

\"\037Ifthat's the case, then. . . if. . .\" Hoyoretsky stopped short.

He \\\\/as about to say something biting and cruel, but he restrained
himself and turned beet red.

'\037Well, then.. \\AI\037hat do you need?\" he asked., regaining a

measure of his self-control.
\037.I don\037t need anything.,\" Lyuba said, and she emphasized the

\\\\-'ord I. \037'\"Thank you for coming to see me.'\037

She turned to look at Trublayevych. He was standing by the

\\vindow with his eyes fixed on her. Now their glaIlces crossed

for the first time.

\037\037Is it true, Ivan MykhayIovych., that thugs beat up the

deputies and smashed Dubrayevska's \\V'indows? There are

h
,\037

Turnours ere...-

\037\037Yes., it's true,'\" he replied. C.'But Dubravyevska\037s windows

were not smashed by thugs. She's considered a
spy.\"

'-4.That's not true.,\" Lyuba said after thinking for a moment.

\"'Pass my regards to Solomiya Frantsivna.'\037)))
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\037'I'll do that.
H

Hovoretsky rose to his feet. Lyuba also stood up.
\037\"So\" you're saying that you don't want to . . . go ho'me?'\037

\037\"No\037 J do want to. But just noVY' . . . that's impossible. Kiss

mother and Hanusya for me. Tell them not to worry ab,out me.\037\"

The father alld daughter exchanged kisses silently.

'Trublayevych clutched his letter in his hand and also walked

IIp to her. He pressed her hand tightly and held it for a moment

in his own. Feeling the letter in her hand\037 Lyuba
shuddered and

tried to avoid taking it, but Trublayevych squeezed her hand
even more tightly and said distinctly: \037\037Farew.ell! I \037m

going a\\\\'.ay

on a leave of absence.'\"

She looked up at him. Their eyes met\037 and the fam iliar sparks

flashed between them. And it seemed to them they understood
one another without saying a single \037.'ord.

Trublayevych
turned around. . . Lyuba picked up her parcel

and walked out of the room.
Hovoretsky

follo\037\037ed her.

They remained silent as they drove
3\\\\,ray.

Hovoretsky
was as cold as ice\" and he \\\\\"as

breathing hea\\\037i]\037i.

Trublayevych also seemed to be petrified.

They travelled do\\\\'n several streets in this manner.

Couriers rllshed up to them at a crossroads \\\\.'ith the latest

telegrams: ....A royal manifesto! A royal manifesto!'1\037

One lad almost leapt into tile carriage as he sho\\.red the

telegram at Hovoretsky.

Hovoretsky angrily pushed it
a\"'\"ay'.

.\"Get a\\vay fronl

n1e! You\"re fOre\\ler cra\\\\lling underfoot like dogs \\\\rith your
.

.,\037

warmongerlng\037

\037\037B
uy

it! It's interest
ing\037\037'

Hovoretsky
ainled his cane at hilll.

\037.Ha-11a-ha! Well, have you fOtl11d yourself a buyer?\037' The

lad's friends nlocked 11in1.

\037\037Oh\037 get
out of 11cre! An interesting telegran1!\037\037

l1e
yelled\037

and catc11ing sight of a gentlell1an \\vitl1 a long nlousta'che\037 he

rushed aCf{)SS tIle road.

\037\037lvan
Mykhaylo\\/ych! Ivan Mykhalovyc11!\" tile 111an \\\\lith tIle

IOllg 11101lstaclle called out and \\-'laved at Trublayevyc11.

It was Donda. Trublayevych descended from the carriage,
bade farewell to

H()voretsky\037
and walked aV\037tay witl1 Donda.)))
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Donda appeared to still be very agitated, but his anger 11ad
abated. \"\037Do

you
knO\\\\l \"\"hat happen1ed to nle?\" he asked\037

hWhat?\037'

4oloThey\"ve arrested Iny SI1urka!'\"
t..

Wh
..)\037,

en.

t.\037Last night.\037'

No\\v Trublaye\\rych realized why DOl1da Ilad been so upset
this nl0rning.

--I don\"t knov/ \\vhat\"s going on . . .
They\037re beating people,

smashing 'A/indo\\\"ls\037 taking a\\1lay W'holl1ever they come across!
What\037s

going on?\037\037 Donda \\\\i'av'ed \037rildly and blinked rapidly.

HWell. they \\\\\037on't take you!n

....Who knows? It\037s t11e times we\"re living in. Over there,

e\\,'ery' night they scatter leaflets call ing on us to beat
up

tile

Je\\\\/s. But they\037re not beating the Jews\", you see, they're beating
the councillors and the students. Let thetTI beat the Jews.. or

whatever\037 let them \\'ent their anger on them!\"

Trublayevych shuddered. \037'\"What are you saying? Aren't the

Je\\vs also
people?\037\037

.'-Oh, the dev'il take it! Ifthey\037re to beat a-nyone, let it be the

Je\\\\\"s. It\"s all their fault.'t' Donda lowered 11is voice. \"40Just take a

look how the Je'A\"S bustle about and run things in our bank. OUf

Rusyns are left far behind!\"

'\037But \\,\\t'ho is to blame that vlise ones aJnong Jews end up
tllere, \\\\lhile our si lent fools prefer to I ie abed.\"

Io40We)]\" that may be,! but nevertheless . . . Now they've

organized some kind of self-defeIlce. They say that a caclle of

bombs\037 revolvers, and whips was fOUIld in Dr. Zelll1an's hon1e.\"
4o\"Well what are they to do, if everywhere in Ukraine our

Christian folk murder them first here and then there.\"

\037\037And they'll get what\"s coming to them froll1 us as well. H

Donda had forgotten all about his Inisadventure wheIl the

conversation turned to the Jews. He hated tllen1 with his entire

being, but at the same tinle, no one curried favour fro111 them in

the bank as nluch as he did. Trublayevych recalled this fact and

he felt disgusted as 11e listened to Donda.

He came up with a reason for parting company with him and

bade hinl farewell at a crossroads. He
promised

that he would

drop in at the bank the next
day.)))
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\037'And J\037m 011 nlY way to see Vernyshapka to see \\.\\/hat can be

done abl)ut Shurka,'\" Donda said in farewell.

Trublayevych snlilcd
in\\\\\"ardly:

so much ignorance and

11liSllnderstanding resided in that grey, rounded head. And ho\\\\\"

l11uch of more of that could be found in the heads of the
people

wl10m he kne\\\\l in this city!)

VII)

Trublayevych was on his way honle. For the first fifty .versts

the wheels of a public stagecoach had groaned o'ver the frozen

ground, but now the wheels of a train clacked on rails\037 and his

thoughts swarmed in keeping \\\\/ith th,e clacking.

Everything that he had seen and heard recently\037 in the past

few days, emerged like fragments out of the darkness.. rose up

before him\037 and then vanished again into parts unkno\\\\\"'n. It \\\\iaS

as if a boisterous wind was flinging tattered patches of fog out of
a dark

abyss
and then\037 \\\\lith rene\\\\,red force\037 was breaking up the

agitated, inconstant fragments\037 ripping thenl apart\" an,d
blo\\\\-ing

them away.

The wheels \\\\lere rumbling., and his heart \\vas
beating e\\renly:

elick-clack. . . EverythiIlg \\V'as as it should be. Inc-omparable in
its cruelty, that unfortunate \\\\rar-the \037lar on t\\\\ro fronts\037 both

il1 the Far East and at home\" all tIle misunderstandings'\\ all the
\037,

superfluous\037 unnec.essary '/ictiI11S-it all had to be the
\\\\;ay'

it

was.

Life cannot stand still\037 bllt it had been forced to mark time

in the san1e spot for
forty years. . . like all elep11ant in a Mosco\\\\.'

zoo. It 11adbeen lulled to
sleep.. shackled\" but sooner or later it

l1ad to tear aSllllder all its chains. Al1d so no\\\\/ it \\vas shatteril1g

tllem!

And 110\\\\/ it nc) ll)nger \\'laS as it had beel1 forty years ago.,
that. . .)

. \037 . *the great cllain of serfdon1

Was broken., and it strllck
T11e lord with Olle end

And the peasant wit11 the otller . . .)))
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Hundreds of chains w\037ere
cracking

and breaking daily\037 and

flailing randomly\037 striking the righteous, strikil1g the guilty,
striking out

blindly'.

Life had beconle agitated\037 al1d it surged in waves like a
darkened.. enraged seal\\ and here and there, menacil1g billows

emerged from it. They arose\037 gathered momentum'l and roared.

And then they \\.ranished\037 only to turn up somewhere else:

Kysh\037ln
i\\' . . . Zhytomyr . . . Petersburg . . . Katerynoslav . . .

Baku. . . Kursk. . . and so on.. and so forth, without end.
E\\rery\\\\,rhere\037

lite \\\\las awakening angrily, with a jolt. . . And

the stormy' petrels \\vere
screeching and groaning, foretelling

someth i
ng

terri ble . . .

The \\vl)rkers . . . Th,e peasants. . . Confusion was swirling!
The stormy petrels \\\\lere screeching and divining the wrath

of 1 i fe\037 and ill the dark east not a speck of light was to be seen,

not a single ray. . .

Hey\037
will you break through this darkness, 0 light of day?

The \\.\\lheels rumbled. The passenger cars thundered. The

train \\\\ras
flying

fOr\\\\lard.

And the heart says: yes-yes!
But \037ras it yes?

\037\037nd
Trublayevych

came to with a start.. only to sink once

again into a reverie\037 just as Mount Elbrus sinks into the clouds

in the e\\'ening.
The stormy petrels 'vvere screech ing., and other birds picked

up their cry. C\"rows cawed, ha\\Vrks shrilled.. alld sparrows chirped

agitatedly. Even staid hens were clucking irritably and were

ready to
dig

their cla\\vs into anyone \\vho dared to touch them.

There would be a storm!
The hUIldreds of chains that \\\\'ere breaking here, there, alld

everywhere, were striking everyone'l wounding everyone. And

there \\\\J'as 110 end to the peopJe wll() were bei11g beaten. A nd there
Vlere wounds everywhere, and blood and tears everywhere. And

he, also wounded., \\\\las
go,jng

to \\\\J'llere his afflicted Il10ther was

dying, where his sister was suffering, w'here . . .

HOI 1 '! there's no end to this suffering!\" a scream erupted in

Trublayevych's mind, and his thoughts awakened him.

It was gloomy in the day coach. Everything looked grey: the

walls, the
peop,le,

and even the- light emanating fron1 the
lamp.)))



XO
I Mykota (1hernyavsky

A c.lc)ud of to,bacco sllloke hung over everyone. And the people
were sitting lifelessly,

as if totally crushed., and some \\vere

sleeping, and sonle were do,zing. And nearby only the red
glo\037i

of a cigarette continllcd t() flare from moment to moment. And
over there in the shadows., t\\'l'O people \\vere conv'ersing sottly.

\037'What are they talking about?\037\037
Trublayevych \\\\i'ondered,

and then his own thoughts enveJoped him once again.
He was not a stormy petrel.. he \\-vas not a

fighter\037
he \\\037laS a

staid, 110nest worker. He believed that human progress \\\\\"as to be

attained not by the nlilitant cries of stormy petrels, but
by'

the

hands and minds of common workers.. by their dogged., endless

work, and, if
necessary\"! by their blood. Progress \\\\tas achieved

by human masses that evolved very slov'lly\" \\\"ery\" deliberatel)l,
but

with certainty, without regressing.

\"Human masses. . . But hey, V\\that's that?\"\037

The window next to him had turned red. There \",-as a fire

sooleplace. He glanced thro,ugh the frosted glass and sa\\\\' that

the conflagration was close by. He stepped into the vestibule of
the car.

The train w'as running alol1gside a ,tillage that \\\\ras situated

in a swampy area. Trublayevrych cOllld see only the
otltl\037ling

cottages and the domes of a church.

Large stacks of sheaves \\vere
burning

at the edge of the

village. Tllere \"\"'ere sev'eral of then1\" but so far
onl)'\037

t\\\\ro \\\\tere

blazing\037 t11c ones that \\\\lere in the \",\"ind. They ,\037/o,uld all bllrn.

There was no one in sight.
UIt's arson.,\037\037 said SOtl1eOl1e ill tIle group ()f passengers \\\\,'ho..

1 i ke Trubla,yev'ych\037 had stepped out of the coach.

HThe lord's wealtll is bllrning . . .\037..
4..-

HJust as it ShOllld!'\037

HIfwe can't 11ave it\037 tllen you can't 11a\\lle it either!H

Trublayevycll looked arl1und and sa\",\" peasant faces that

were flooded w itll the red 1
igl1t.

Tiley were laug11ing.

\037\"Bllt
nlight

it t1()t ha,,'e beel1 possible to act in Stlc11 a
\\\\ray

that

both he and YOll could ha\\'e Ilad son1e?'\" he asked.

HApparently it iSll\"t
possible!\"\"

HAlld if SOn1e()ne \\\\/110 \\\\J'as
poorer

tllall you did something
1i ke th is to YOll., what 'v\\'Ollld YOll say?'\037 Trublayevych asked.)))
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....There..s no one poorer than we are.'\"

4..But n1ayb'e there is . . . Think about it.\"

lo\037Oh\037 \\\\'hat\"s the point of talking abtlllt it: the times are now
such that it\"s

inlPossible
to fig lIre anything out!\037'someone called

out f\"rom the gro,up', and they all. fe II si lent.

The train kept rushing on\\\\.rards.

Trublayevych Vv'ent back into tl1e car. The red tongues of

tl1e flames still blazed in his
eyes\037

and he could not shake the

impression made upon him by the reflected brilliance of that fire

in the eyes ot'the people \\\\\037ho' had stood with him on the lip of

the passenger car.
i\\. lack of understanding\037 an incapacity to understand. . .

A terrible nlisunderstanding.
He sat dov.rn

again
and lost himself in his thoughts., and

the \\\\/heels of the passenger car
kept

on rumbling: \037\"Mis-under-

standing! Mis-un,der-standing'!\" And it continued without end.
\037\037When \\\\rill we all understand one another?\" Trublayevych

asked hi rusel f.

There \\\\/as no response.

it\037An uncultured.. ign10rant nation.. ignorant from top to

bottom! You slept in ignorance until the thundering of cannons

awake'ned you\037 and the blood flowed frolll hundreds of thousands
of' your

sons! And now you 'Ire beginning to stir\037
and you\"re

grabbing hold of \\\\-'11atever you can., and YOll're beating up and

trampling both
your

enell1ies an,d your friends!'

\"40Now you're launching *Nero's fiery banquets and
la,ying

Vv.'aste to the wealth accUIllulated by the sweat of' your brow!
And in the springtime your cattle will starve to death and Yl1u'll
have nothing with whicll to p10ugh furrows on your l11eagre

field! When will knowledge enlighten YOllr
minds? When will

you learn to value both the attainlnents of culture alld
YOllf

OWll

labou r'?'\"

Trublayevych was unable to find answers to these
questions.)))
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Part Tlt1/o)

I)

Hemmed in on both sides by thick, ca\\,'jty-ridden \\\\'illo\\\\\"s\037

the broad road that stretched from Kyiv to Mosco\\\\\" through

fields and meadows\037 hills and
S\"\\lamps\037

forests and glades hid for

a mornent in a small grove., and then rushed out of it and kept on

running ever farther northwards into the distance through still

more fields and meadows.

An unobservant traveller would scarcely havre noticed that
this was no

ordinary\"
uninhabited grO\\le\037

and that there \\\\\"as a

small manor tucked away in it\037 Just off to one side of the road..

behind some young pines and birch trees\037 a rather small gre)'

manor house stood sheltered by some old birches.
The house had settled and't tilting to one side\037 it took on the

Iro.--

appearanc-e
an old\037 feeble\037 \",rorried person. Next to it\037 also among

the trees, there were rundown stables.. outbuildings\037 barns\037 and

a few cowsheds. All the buildings were hidden among the trees_

and if a stranger had looked at this scene he \\\\,'ould ha\\l.e thought

that it was an abatldoned manor yard that \\\\tas
being o\\Tergro\\\\.'n

by the forest., just like something that is no longer needed is
overgrown by

weeds and grass.

Everything around the n1anor stretched up\\vards to\\\\'\037ards the

sky, alld only the buildings dropped their gaze do\\\\.n\\\\,rards to

the ground. Next to the 'Alell.. a tall crane\037 bent o\\/er under its

own weight I ike a fishing line\037 also looked
up\302\245lards_

and only

occasionally bent its scra\\\\lny neck to get a bucket of \\\\/ater for

the inl1abitants of'the nlanOT.

This \\\\'as the ancestral honle of tIle Trublayevych fanlily.
There were

very few people ill it. This past \\\\tiI1ter\037 \\\\.r}len the

old birch t.rees 11ad 11l1nl111ed an(i creaked in tIle ,\"rind at night
and grazed the rOl)f of tile manor h,ouse \\\\rith frozen, drooping
branches that resembled bony fillgers\037 only the old lady and her

,daugl1ter l1ad lleard then1. And on nights like that\037 it seemed

to them that son1e lltlkno\037'n\037 e\\lil giants had \\\\landered in from,- \"-,

somewhere and \\vere trying to force their way inside.)))
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At such times\037 lanlps burned all nigllt long in all tl1ree of the
n1ain seigniorial rooms:

large pil1k., red\037 and blue votive laillps
flamed in front of old iCOl1S darkened by age. T11e wicks in the

lan1ps crackled softly and the flames
leapt upward, creating

pink\" red\" alld blue streaks that raced over the walls.
Usually, only the red lan1p burned every night in the larger

room-the
li\"Ting

roonl-but on turbulent nights, all three lamps
\037!ere lit. And on those nights the old lady and 11er daughter were
rarely able to sleep and so they brought their servant., the widow
Petri\\rna\037 from the bakehouse into their quarters. Only the

manser\\,rant Tereshko \\vas left in the bakehouse. But Petrivna

\\\\las of littJe help to t11em: she would
instantly

fall asleep and

begin to snore loudly and spasITlodically. But evell at that, her
snoring

indicated that there \037las someone in the house, and it

\\\\ras not as scary as \\\\,rhell they \\\\i'ere all alone.
On such nights even old

Kudlay
\\vas uneasy\037 and he barked

and ran in circles around the manor house. And when he
stopped

doing that\" he sat under a gable Willdow, pointed Ilis snout into
the \\\\rind, and hOV\\'Tled mournfully. H_e howled, and the mother

and daughter listened and fainted with fear and a foreboding tl1at

SOITlethillg unknov.,rn and terrible was about to happen.
\037'Shura,\" the mother said., \037\037w'ake

up
Petrivna.\"

Shura tugged at the servant's shoulder or head.
.\037Huh? What is it?\" Petrivna woke up \"lith a start, sat bolt

upright on her bed-a wool blanket spread by the hearth-and

set about scratching herself noisily and for a long tinle.

\"Why is Kudlay howling?\" the lady asked.
\037'Huh?'\"

HI\037m asking, why is Kudlay howling like tllat?\"

i.\"Who kll()WS
'\"\\lIlY?'\"

Petrivna replied. She momelltariJy

stopped scratching\037 as if listening carefully to Kudlay.
HDo you

hear him?\"

\"Yes, I hear him\037 There are probably wolves wandering

around near Kordubivka.'\"

\"Are all of our buildings locked up?\"

'''Yes.''

Petrivna sat dozing for an h()ur or so as she leaned against
the

fireplace,
and tllen, sighing heavily, she once again lay down

on her makeshift bed and instantly fell asleep.)))
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And Kudla-y kept on howling and howling. . .

'-I.A-()o-oo-oo! A-oo-oo-oo!\" he cried, starting on a high note

and lowering }lis voice until the sound exp,ired like a
yay/no

\"'Oh, nlay you drop dead!\" Petrivna grumbled in her sleep
as she tllrned over.

It was always depressing and daunting to li\\le in the manOT.

But after the war
began..

it became even more depressing and

daunting after disturbances flared up allover\" and after the

nearby sugar factory
was burned ,down, and the smoke from the

conflagration spread along the rivrer 'valley to Trublaye\\lych's

grove ,and settled on it, covering the sky and darkening the sun,
it seemed that this smoke would never go aVv'ay.

The smoke weighed heavily on the hearts of the ,old lady and
her daughter: if they burned do,wn the sugar factory\037 they'\037ll

so,on

be burl1ing down the lords' manors. Khoma Haydun, or perllaps
the peasant who delivere.d their coa1\037 \\\\lould come in from the

village ofKordubivka\037 grab a bunch of stra\\\\\037\037 \\\\redge
it under the

thatched root\037 of anyone of the co\\\\rsheds.. and set it on fire\037 And

what could you do about it?

And Haydun was capable of doing just that\037

\037'\"Why
did I insist that he haul that stack of Shea\\leS that \\\\\"as

nearest to Kordubivka closer to my yard?'\" the lad)' could not

l1elpthinking at night. I,\037I knev./ that he had taken th\"e best Shea\\leS

to that stack, and I knev./ that they \\\\rere the biggest Shea\\ieS that

he tied. . . well, I sJl0uld just ha'le just let him take them! He
has a large fan1ily,

and I \\\\louldn\"t have become any poorer. But

there you 11ave it . . . it's as if I'd been telnpted to fall iIlto sin!
\037Well, I \037ll n1ake sure tl1at you rell1erl1ber Ine!

\037

}le said\" and then

he cursed me so vilely\" as
OIlly

all angry peasant can\037\"\"'

The lady feared that tllis \\'ery same Haydun \\\\rould burn

down Iler manor. He \037rould go to a barn \\\\!here tIle CO\\VS \\\\'ere and-

set it on fire. Alld \\\\lhen
Kudlay \\\\:as ho\\vling at tIle other end of

tile residence\" she l)ften begged hil11in 11er thoughts: \037\"RUI1 o\\/er

to the cow shed alld IOl1k beyol1d it to see if Haydun is lurking
there. And it W()llid be e\\J'en b,etter if you w'ould take a quick look

tllrougl1out the entire grove: 111aybelle'is
11iding sonleVv\"llere out

there an10ng tile trees.\"

Tllese were sonle of 11ertl10ughts\037 the rest of them e-entred
\037 -

on Andryk.)))
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The lad had just beCOl11e an officer when that cllrsed war
began. . . For Olore than half\037 a year the nl0tl1er had been worried

that at any minute she ,vQuldreceive a letter t'rom Andryk telling

her that he \\vas being sent
a'W'ay

to the war. Several times he had

\\\\,.ritten to her saying that he 11ad drawn lots\037 but that each time

luck had been on 11is side; and then in the fall he had informed

her'! this til11e f'ronl MOSCO\\\\l
already,

tllat he was going to the war

as a \\lolunteer-.\037for it \\\\'ill be better that way.'\"

At first the ne\\vs had struck tl1e mother like a thunderbolt:

her boy' had gone to the \\\\I'ar as a v ,olunteer-Iler Andryk who

\\vas s() quick to respond to anger or kindness?
He V'ias going to kill'! and he would be killed . . . For what

reason\037 \\\\i'hy? And she thought for a long time, for days and
nights about \"\"'hat had made him do tllis. And the words: hIt wil1

......-

be better this \\\\lay\037\"-bored into her mind like a drill\037 and every

turn of the drill echoed painfully in her heart.
-.]t \\\\,'ill be better this way.\"

For 'hthom?

For him\" for Andryk?
And ho\\\\'.\037 exactly\037

would it be better? There was no answer.

What had torn him from
peaceful

Brest-Litovsk and flung

him \\\\'ay ov,rer there on tIle *Sha River\037 in some kind of Syao-

kishin-pu? A desire for glory? But it had been evident from

the \\'ery beginning of the \\\\lar that there wl)uld be no ''\"glorious

heroes'\" on our side, and moreover, what kind offo'-glory\" could be

attained by a sec,ond lieutenant in the infantry who was nothing
more than cannon fodder! All he could attain was 111utilation,

a lifelong illness, or death. . . He might 111anage to earn a little

cross or a badge. But what good were they to hinl?

No, that was not Vv'hy Andryk had gone to the banks of the
Sha.

Perhaps
he \037'ent to war out of\" a sense of sl1anle, so as not to

be seen as freeloading at the
publ

ic trough?

But were there not many freeloaders who ()ccupied 11igh

positions in all kinds of bureaucratic nooks and crannies? First

of all it was the generals and admirals, colonels and
captains

who

should be forced to do their jo,bs, but as for second lieuteJ1ants-

they did not feast much at the public. trough.

No\037 it was something else, something different that Ilad

driven Andryk to go to war.)))
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And her mother't s heart\037 her woman'5 heart\" told her that it

nllist be love, an unhap'py, unreciprocated love. . .

That's what it was. It was not Vv'ithout reason that he had
been so anXiOlJS to go to Kyiv from Brest.. it \\\\\"as not \\\\'ithout

reason that he ha,d written such joyous letters from
Kyiv\037

\\\\rhen

he 11ad the opportunity to spend three days there.

Love! Unrequited love!
And the mother cursed that unknown girl in Kyiv

r
viho had

barred the wrorld for Andryk. But there \\I,Iras
nlothing

that could

be done about it. Andryk \\-vas already
on the Sha: he had been

in the trenches on the front lines for twenty-o,ne days, and in the

reserves for twenty-one days.
She had begged him to write her

ever)lthing\037 e\\'ery'thing that

he experienced., and he obeyed her and 'h\037rote to her.

And at times those letters \\\\,'ere like deathbed confessions.
The mother understood and * . . she \\vept\" she \\\\rept bitterl),r

over those letters \\\\'ritten in pencil; e\\/erj' d,ay
she reread all of

them, from the very first one to the last one. And
through

those

letters she experienced with hinl all that he had gone through ot

and her heart was with him in all his post1ngs.
His letter fron1

Lin-chin-pu\037
dated the third ot\" Februar)'. in

which he described his march to the front lines\037 \\\\'\"as dearest to

her heart. It read in part:)

1 \\A/rote to .l\"l)ll not long ago, bllt 1'111
\037\"\\'riting ag(1i'-1

heCQI1Se !'m sitfi11R in tile trellc/les. tJlere's
IIOt/li.'l\302\243?; to do,\037 \037-

and it '8 i\037possib'e to sleejJ. fJ,'71e,.1 .VOll l\\\037rife, tIle fir/Ie

glJeS b.v fl'l(Jre qllickzv, llntl}'()ll dOl1
\037t,leel

S(J sa,l.

On tlle,first o..t'Febrl-/ar.\\\" \\ve Cllfl'le 11t)re.lor tile sef\037Oll(i

time. tlJ tile \037tf-onl I il1es, jc)r (J/,-lotller t\"'e\"'ltl-\037-()Ile CIL1VS. /
\037 . \037

call't sa),' th(lt 1 \\1.l('1S l-I /lefltllllS iasfi(\037 {lh(Jll t CO /1'1 i
fIg

Jlere.

()1\"1 the contrtlr,\\-', I ha(:f reste(./ lip il1 tile bil'OliQC (111\302\243.1

vvas
beginninc.\037 I() ,Ieel (fepressed abollt sitti'-lg arOllf-l(f

1,\037/itJ1
nlJthil1g Ie) ,10. Here, tllere Of-lce agaifl is a nerVOIIS,

danger()lIS e:x:isfetlc--e. tJle
!Jr(XXif11i(v o.t\037

tIle ellen1J-', an\302\243J

the ,!eelil'1g fIla! \"Vall .l'\037Olirse(t' are tile el1e1n\"V 0..1\"
lJlose

people M/h() (lre siltiflg acrlJss../i\"Oltl..VOli in tJ1eir trel1clles.
Ab110rn1al as this

rtla\037v seel11. it e:rcites all
\037_f llS, .forces

l-IS to lJe on gllClf\"ll, hl?CallSe IJ()tll \0371-'e al'le7 tile}' Ilave cOlne)))
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11ere
k for the precise reason

o..t\037 attackil1g
\\1t,'ith all Olir

might G1ld COmi1'lg ()ilt qf ti,e belt/Ie (IS \"victors or 10 la:v

dO'r\\tl1 Ollr lives ifl tile e.[!ort.
J1

l
e \0371\037jll not retreat: vt.'e \\'e.t\"allen back plen(v oj'times

alreal-jl\037. I, at least, \"--\037ill not tztrn fnv back to the enemy.\037 \037.
Tllese tre/lclles \"1-\037ill be

In,1\037 grave,
and I\037ve alrea\037v corne

10 like (I,enl.

I '11
probabl.l\037

f1,ever .forget m.J'Lfirsf march to this

place, to this POStil1g. It \\-i'QSt as J wrote to wYOlJ, on the

Ilt'elfth o.f Decelnber.

OtZ fllat
da\037r Ol./r regil11el1t Vt,.\037as to

OCCUPJ'
the trenc.hes

in order to relie\"ve OlJr secofld brigade. We \".'ere ordered

to set Ol/t at eigl1f 0 '(./ock in the eveningfrom our bivOLIQC'

11101 \\11QS abOl/t ..fOlJr 1-\037ersts .from the\037(ronllines. At seven

vve 11Qclour Slipper, dOL/sed l11e fires t got dressed\037 and

prepareli ol-lrsell'es
\037for

fl1e march. We left at eight. The

regil-11el1f stretclled
\037tor

almost a verst. It \\'vas dark and

('()Ill. .41first \".ve talked a bitt laughed as \",'ve slnoked Ollr

cigar,ettes GIld pipes. and groaned under the !\\1/o-*po()ci
li/eigllt o..f\037OlJr eqziiplnent.

It \\1/QS qlJiet . . . There \".'ere no shots tv be heard.
TJ7ere \"rvas on\037\\' fl1e SOIJJld o.fboots tllumping on tl1e.frozen

gr()l./nd a'nd tile clinking o..fthe c,allldrons. Convers,ations

gradlla/(l' ceased, the
glo\"'ing

embers qf\037vl/r ('igarettes

and pipes died
a\"\"'a)\"\037\037\"}e

sensed the nearness
o.f\037

the

position. We \"vvenf on for another
t\\1/o\037and-a-hlllj\037

versts

and halted. The leader \037rth'e COllJlnn had come lip to the
Ucomrnz.tnication Irenc\"11 JJ. TIle communicatiofl Irenel1

led secret!.v to Ol/r position. . .

The dull sOllnd\037
(if

shots in the distaf1ce began to

reach us. The moon rose, ,and \\1;'e could s'ee, bIlt it yvas

\037rogg\037v\037
The wear.v soldiers .\037'at d{)}1/t1 on the grolJnd to rest.

It yvas qZliet9 All fila! could be 11eard\"\037as tile occasional

st\037fled cougJ1ing 0.[ th()se \"..\037ho had c.()/ds. Fina/(v vve

started Oll! again and \\tt.'e
stepped

into the trenc/l one

at a time. The ditc.h was narrovv, and the
hea\"vi(v

laden

soldiers were,forced to l1J alk sidev.lQ..Ys.

The shots now sounded closer and closer. . . Pea!.\037T

o.f
moderate salv()s echoed. The.fog lifted.)))
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And 110\"\" s(Jmething \302\273,hizzed by {Illite near l-/S, and

then l,'ornething \",'hist/ed
hry

even more closel..v. ..Someone

groaned. . . A Jlostile hlJllet had.found its victim. The

Yt-.1ollnded man }t.vas
pZJIJed

(Jllt o..f the trench, placed on a

stret(\037her, and the medical orderlies coarried him
a\\tva.\"'.

We kept on going. The shots )1,'ere clearer no.1/. the

blillets screamed ever more
\037rreql,lellt(v.

The soldiers were hZ-inched over in tIle trencihes t

keeping
their heads out qf sight. It yvas qZliet: there

was /10 sound qf thl-lmping .feet, 011(\037\037
the tinkling 0.(

metal cooking p'ots as the},} bllmped against the \\Ii'alls

of
tl1e trench. and the )1;,histling \037r

a grot1'ing nZ-inlber

of bullets J each one \",'ith its OM.-'n distinctive sOlJnd,

each one in its o\"-,'n manner. One sOI.lnt.is J.list like at1

infant that is cr_ying J another bZ.izzes b.-v like a (irone, a

third one whistles past .VOll sharp(v
and Cllrt(r, and still

another, slamming llne.xpected(v into tIle embal1kn1ellt
with a crashing noise, makes

.:rOl./
S}llidder all ,Ol\037er.

The soldiers sqlJatted ill the trel1cl1. J.\\lost o.f tllem

were terrified. It \"-'as
.fe,arsonze

. . . Filla'I.'\" tIle SJ1()IS

sounded
\\'er)\037

(\037lose. The}., rang oi/I itl.front o.f'llS anli.t\"rOf'1'l
both sides. We had come to Ollr

position.
Jf-e e/ltere'd tl1e

trench one at a timt? It \\t'/(lS lieeper and l1'ider.

The \"100f1 \037't-\037as shinit2g; tl-le clir \"ras .ll.
JO

os!.l'. Pressillg

against the
\037rront

\",.rall
\037f\037

file trelIcl1 s100(7 Slla(io\\11J\037

\037figz-lres SYt,'lltl1ed in Lfantastic attire. ..4bove tile/II tJ,ere
\0371/ere It/minolls spots, aflii ifl tJ1()Se spots .flas/leli IOllg

.fingers. Al1d tJlen
SI-ldclerlZv: (\037r-r-asJl!-rigJlt

above (Jflr

ears. t() the le..!f, to tJ1e rigJlt . . . ..41'1\302\243.7 a
reSOltl1dil1g eC/I0

rolled be..vofld Ih'e frel1clles ill tllli1\"l(lerillg sall'os.
This is 'A\"Jl(11

olirpositiofl
is like. Tlle

L!al1f(1stic Lfigz-/r\"es

lIre s(J/cliers lrt/rllppeti ill qllilts to 1-1-'llr(/ o.tf tile cold: the
Illminolls spots-tile loopll(Jles;

tile ..flasJ7il1g \037_fingers ill

them-the
r\037fles,

a1\"I\302\2431 tl-le rlllinder-tlle salvo and tJ1e

ech() lJe.}'ond tIle fret2c-.lles o\\'er tile SI1ariver, lft'J1ere l{-'e

are 110H/ standil'lg llnll \",t/1ere. like O1-lr ancestors \"'110
once sto(J(i on the

*Ka.va1a Ri\\,'er, \\-1/e are beco1ning

info\037\"(ic(lted
bJ\"

tile bloot/ t}laf is
Lflo1-1.\037ing

like red \\A.Jj,1e all

arOl--fnc! tiS.)))
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Here, even in f110re pea(.\037f\"ill periods, a da.-v rare(v
goes b)}

\"'itll0111 S0111eOl1e being killed.

So tl1ere }?Ol.l ha've it, file Ltrol1t fines-the realm of
deaf/1.' Here, death 110lds svvaJ/ over ever-,vthing. The

SllQ(io\\1,,}..1 &{igzJres-t}leJ-'
are {featl1 's sente11ce on people

qj\"
anotJler c%llr, a1\"lotJ1er 11ationf Here, everrvthing

belof1gs to deatJl/ Here. deafl1 reigns supreme, and
ever).\037tI1i'lg

elnits fl1e odol/r o..f death/)

* * *)

When the mother finished reading the letter to this point, a
hail of tears fell fron1 Iler eyes.

Dropping 11er 11ead to the table, she clasped it in her hands

and.. \\veeping loudly\037
shouted terrible curses at those who had

called forth this misfortune and summoned tl1e terrible tsarytsya

of death froln her accursed lair. . .

When the initial acuity of her
pain, griet\037

and anger abated,

she continued reading.)

Tllere is tl1e stencIl v.fcorpses in the trench_ r becl/use

it lIas been dZJg in tl1e
ver.\"V spot

kno'rvn Lfor fIle fightjng

011 file 5;ha Rjver.

Tllere {Jre C()lJlltless
c.orpses

here,: SOffle are /]l./ried

hapI1aZard\037}' in the .frozen groufld, bl/.t
l11al1\"V

!lave n()t

been bLlrie{/ (It all. . .

In manrl) fJlaces in tl1e trencl1es\037 ..VOl.'
C{ln see clleg in

a torn boot protrtldif1g jroln tile ground, (Jr a petr\037fied

arm in (J soldier's gre..v greatcoclt . . .

lVot long ago, in the ver)-' SjJot )1,here soldiers \\-vere

bre\\1-'ing
some tea ll11d heclting IIp their dinner 1 an

llnbllried corpse 1-1/QS<-(Oll11dr The.Jl,jolJnd ()Ill ab(Jl-/f it onl))
heCGl./se the c.urpse lJegan t(J rot vvhen tIle fire Mlarlned

the gr01JJ1d.)

* * *)

At this point tears choked the grieving nl0ther, and, \\vith

renewed strength., she shouted angrily\037 despairingly: HOh, nlay

you be damned! Why has the ground not swallowed you?\)
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.C.TI1e poor lad, the poor lad!\" she said after a while as she
Sll()ok 11er head and held the letter that was damp from her tears,
and it was difficult to say whonl she was pitying-her son\" ,or

the soldier ()n whc)se corpse they had I it afire to bfe\\\\\037 some tea.

Her daugllter tried to comfort her, but she did not listen to

those \"'lords of solace. And when the horrible battle of Mukden

began, when the Japanese captured
the trenches from v...rhich

Andryk had vow,ed not to retreat't the mother\"s grief and tears
kneVl no bounds.

Every day no\\\\\"\" Tereshko rode the sev'en v'ersts to the post
office ill the village ofStepanivka to fetch letters and neVlspapers.

The newspapers kept coming.. but there \\vere no letters. A nd the

newspapers seemed to focus on1y on the rout at Mukden. . . But

then, the old lady did not read anything except for reports about
the war.

She searched painstakingly for ne\\vs about the tellth

*Novoingermanlandski regiment, but there ',\\-.35 nothing
\302\245lritten

about it. And she did not kno\\\\{ if all the soldiers in the regiment
\"-

had been killed\037 or if tl1ey had been
captured\037

or 11ad escaped

beyond *Telin. She could scarcely \\\\,'alk through the manor house

now, and she never ventured outside at all. She just sat
b\037l

a

window and waited llntil dusk to catch a
glimps\037

of Tereshko

among the birch trees, to find out if he 11ad
finally. brollght either

a letter or a telegram [ronl Andryk.
But Tereshko \\vas in no hurry tl1 rettlrn to the nlanor. He

was disgusted wit111ivir1gthere\" and so he tarried ill Stepani\\,.'ka.,
and in Kordubivka, and indulged it1

length)'v conv'ersations \\,\"ith

people that he met on tile road. He brtlught back a lot of 11e\\\\\037S

that he relayed to Petri\"\"I1a in tile bakel10use, and sl1e passed it on

to tile nlanor. But t11is ne\"ls did ntlt cheer IIp the ladies\037

Every\\vhere.. ill all the v'illages\" people \\vere discllssing \\\\.rhat

\\vould be happenitlg in tile springtiole \\\\lith respect to tIle lords
atld tllei r land: sl1L1uld they rellt tIle land\" or should they sinlply
take it and chase tIle lords 3'h.'ay to tile city or some other place..
or w}1at? If tlley rented it frol11 t11elll\037 \\'/hat sl1t)uld tl1ey pay? If

tl1ey took tile lal1d, 110\\\\/ 'W'ere tlley to di\\lide it al110ng the111selves?

This 11ews and other bits of infoflnation
\",'eig11ed heavily on

the ()ld lady's heart\037 and one nl0rl1il1g slle could not get out of
bed on 11erow'n: Iler

right
art11 and leg were l1Ut11b. And after tl1at)))



Spring Flood
I

91

happened, the n1anor gre\\'l eve11 nlore depressing and daUt1til1g.
One tlnle after this e'lent\" Tereshko returned hon1e drunk fron}

Stepanivka: he
sang\037 cursed\037 and threatened that he would burn

do\\vn the entire Il1anOf.. so that nothing at all would remain\037

11e \\\\rould burn the Hold dames,\"\037 and tl1en he would go away to
destroy sugar

refineries.

That v.ras \\\\rhen Shura had written to her brother tllat he
should come home. She knew that let.ters reached *!vas only on

the fourth
da)'\037,

and she figured out when he might be arriving.
And SO\037 to\\\\rards e\\lening on the day \"'Then she thought l1e migl1t
be coming. she told her mother that s11e was going outside to

take a stroll in the yard and then set out in the direction frolll

\\1ihich he \\\\/ould be approaching. She wanted to see him first

in order to hav'e a talk \\\\lith hin-l, so that he would be
apprised

of \\\\that \\vas happening in their home\" and to \\1larn him to be
careful \\\\rhen

dealing
\\\\.'ith their mother.

Shura left the 110use\037 \\\\'alked out onto tIle road\037 followed

it out of the gr()ve.. and halted\037 her eyes were gazing into tl1e

distance \"there the e'vening was expiring. The reddish rays of

the e\\/ening sun illuminated her thin, dusky face, and the biting
frost gave her \\\\.'asted

ap'pearance
a fresh new youthfulness,

and at that moment of heightened expectation she looked
quite

attractive'l even though she was almost thirty and had lost all_

hope
for any in1provement in her spinster status. She resembled

her older brother lvas: she 11ad the same aquiline nose., heavy

eyebrows running together on the bridge of 11er nose\037 and an

insignificant chin.

She stood there.. looking and listening. It was deserted aJI

around., \\vith not a single person in sight. The f()ad shl1wed

up darkly against the whjte\037 snow-c.()vered field\037 The snowfall

had been heavy, and in the course of the winter it had settled

onto the road into a hard., blackened crust of ice. In Kordllbivka

c()ttages were heated at night and smoke was rising froI11 a dozen

chimneys. The evening rays tillged
those plunles of snloke with

a reddish hue, and it was pleasant to watch tIle skeins from these

plumes stretch into the distance like the melody of a sad\037 drawn-

out song.

Shura felt sad and apprehensive. Her heart was poundil1g
in anticipation of something unknown., something that Illig}lt)))
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happen Sl1on.. ()r perhaps not at all. Her spirits had dropped over
this

past winter, and she had begun having attacks-rarely at

first\037 and then with increasing frequency-that she had never

had before: if anything troubled her, a
lump

would rise in her

throat, choke her, and make her cry and
lau,gh.

Afterwards\"

she felt unhinged! And she feared that lump and kept a close
watch on herself, to detect it if it should begin to rise. And nov.,r

it seemed to her that this terrible
lump

\\\\laS stirring
in her chest\"

and so she averted her eyes from the smoke.
Behind her, from the other end of the gro\\/e, came the sound

at'male voices. Shura could hear several men approaching.

She darted back into the grove like a v'lild
goat\"

an,d hid in

a thick stand of young pine trees. She Vias all ears.. because she

recognized Haydun's voice\037

'''Why wait to see what others think,'\" he \\\\t'as
saying irritably\037

\037'ifthey don't want to, we\"ll do it ourselves!\"\"
\"'You're saying that

you\"ll
do it here!--\" a stranger obser'ved

in disbelief.

C.'Of course we'll do it! If the peasants from Amosenko\037s

rnanor don't w,ant to.. \\\\ore'l]
plan something \037\037ith the ones from

Stepanivka-they\"re in need of land as \\\\\037ell.H

'''They have a lot of their o\\\\;'n!'\"

'''They have as mucll as \\ve have.. and Polupayenko, is tearing

their hide off for it!\" Sllura once again heard Haydlln\"s ,,'oice.

\"'It would be best it' the entire neck of the 'h\"oods agreed
4\"...-

to take all the lords into its clutches!\"\" a third \\loice rumbled.
'\037\037All of'them, all of the \\vealt11Y ones should be under our fist:
Amosenko, Polupayellko.. Shratll\037 Bl1rdonis . . . and this old lady
as well . \037 .'\037

Shura realized that they \\vere talking about her 1110t11er.

to\"\\\\le'll say: if you \\Val1t to livTe and go on
eating\037

then give

us y,our land at stIch and stIch a price.. because if. you don\037t.. then

you'lll have only YOllrsel\\J\037es
to blall1e.\037'

t.\037There\"s no dOllbt about tl1at! But if only everyone 'A/QuId

,.,

agree. . ,\"

\037'We\03711
agree. There's no turning back no\\\\r.\037'

\"\"It \\\\'\037ouJd be e\\J'er s() \\vonderful!\" the third voice rurnbled
once again and then laughed 110arsely.

The peasants walked on.)))
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These n1en \\vere f\"ronl Kordubivka\037 and it seemed to Silura
that she knev.i the man \\vho l1ad lallghed hoarsely: he had shaggy
hair and a large beard\037 and he walked like a bear. But it was dark\037-

already
in the grov'e and she could not see him all that well.

But all the same: no matter \\vho, it had been that had said it,
it seemed that \\vhat Tereshko had told Petrivna was true-the

peasants \\\\\037ere
planning

to take the land away froln tIle lords.
\037-And \\\\lhat are \\\\i\"e to do-die of hunger?\" she l11entally asked

tIle rabble that \\\\-'as moving do\\vn the road\037 and anger seethed in

her heart.

\037\037Damn you!'\" she shouted after them\037 a,nd slle felt that the

lump \\\\Tas already rolling into her throat.

And she wept and burst Otlt laughing. . *
By

the time she

calmed do\\vn\037 it \\\\las dark already. There was no one to be seen
or heard on the road. Her brother had not arrived.)

II)

Trublayevych came home the next day.
Shura did not manage to

go
()ut and meet him. After getting

out at'\" the sleigh and fending off Kudlay who did not recognize
him at first\037 he walke,d into the main room. Q'uickly shedding his

overcoat, he walke,d into tl1e parlour.

His mother was sitting in an armchair by the table and\037 up()n

seeing him, cried out softly and lea-ned forward tC)
greet him, but

she could not turn her head and reach out to J1im with he-r l1and.

\"'Glory to God! You've come after all!\" she said, pressing
her son \037s head to her withered breast and kissing his forehead

and hair. \"'Glory to God\037 You can see what I've beconlc . . ..,\037

And she started to cry.

Trublayevych kissed his mother, raised her healthy 11and,
and pressed it to his lips.

\"What's happened to
you\037

nlother? What is it?'\" he murnlured\037

struggling to hold back his tears and not quite able to cl,o so. For

he felt that something had been ripped apart in his chest. He had

not seen his mother f()r a few years., rarely thought about her, had

not spoken of her for months at a stretch, and now he was seeing
her in her present condition.)))
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\"My dearest mother! What's happened to
you?'\037

4o\"I\"m getting ready to die\037 my
dear son. . .\"

And both of them began weeping in the parlour. and Shura\037

upon hearing their sl)bbing\037 ran into her bedroom and buried her
face in the

pillows
to stifle her wai]ing and her accursed\037 absurd

laughter. After a while she calmed do\\Vrn., Dusk \\1laS falling.

Petrivna lit the lamp.

Shura, her face and hands damp from her tears\" \037/alked into

the parlour.

\037r.We were expecting you to come last year\" \\\\\037hen Andryk

came home,'\" the mother said to her son as she held his hand.
\037'I intended to come . . . but it just didn't \\\\lark out....'\\

Trublayevych replied, and he heard a sharp rep'foach in his
mother's words, and a falseness in his O\\\\in: he had ne\\/er e\\len

thought about going to see his mother after she had asked hinl

to come, because there, in the big city \\\\rith its stone buildings\037

in his circle of acquaintances, among his friends and enemies\037

his o1other's desire to see her son.. her desire to have her entire
family

at her side and to li\\'e together for a fe\\v
da)lS\037

had seemed

to him as nothing more than an amusing sentimentality.
Now he felt a h,eavy reproach in his heart: ho\037. cruel and

egotistical he was. And 'Alishing to appease his guilt at least

partially, he once
again

kissed 11is mot1 1er 'ls hand.

l.\"Andryk was ,,'ery sorry then that he didn\037t
get

to see you''''-

his mother said\037 freeing
her hand and stroking her son\037s hair.

'\"'it
Who knows,\" he said.. 'if\\\\/e'lll ever see eac'h other again..\037\037-.

\"'WelL. the war will end soon\037 and he'll con1e ho,me:\"

I.\037Oh.. if on Iy! But for some reason 'W'e 11a\\ren \"t heard fronl

hiol,,\"\" the o10ther suddeI11y gre\\\\l
troubled. IoloHe \\\\.'fote letters.

promised that if11e rernained ali\\Jre after the battle.. lIe \\\\rould send

ate leg r a In. B 11 t . . . its till h a sn
..
t co 111e! My 11 e art is fi II e d \\\\\" it h

torebodi tlg . . .....

Tile ITI()ther once again seen1ed 011 the 'verfle of tears. The
\037 .....'

son and daugllter conlforted 11er. Bllt hO\\\\l \\\\\037ere
they to convTince

her when tlley tI1cll1sel,,'es \\\\rere
plagll1ed by doubts.

4oIoWe.ll C011tact the bureau in charge ot'\\'lar
prisoners\037 maybe

he'ls been captllred..'\" Trublayev'ych said.

HOll\037 if only God would grant that!.... the mother latched on to
this

thOllg11t
like a drO\\\\'lling man reaching for a stra\\\\l.)))
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The son prornised to \\\\lrite to the bllreau tile very flext day.
Will \037'ie e\\len sllbscribed tl) the newsletter of the Red Cross;

there are lists in it ()f the wounded, the ill, an,d the dead, but
the lists printed ill it are fron1 t11e previous months, and there's

nothing about those \\vho fell at Mukden. Bring the past issues

here\037 Shura.. and let Ivas look throllgh tllenl.\"

Trublayevych ref\037used to do so.

\"\037What for, mother? It'Yl1u didn't see Alldryk's nanle in thenl,
the!l I \\\\'on'lt see it either. May God grant that he's still alive., and
that he'lll soon send us ne\\\\IS about hinlselt\037.''1

And they all fell silent. The votive lanlp sputtered softly and
flickered under the icons. Petrivna brought in the samovar.

Trublayre\\lych rose to his feet and began pacing the room. His

trip had left hin1 feeling chilled\037 and shivers were still running

up and do\\\\\"n his spine. His mother followed him with her eyes.
\"\037First it\037s

Andryk\037
and now it\037s the peasants!\" she said.

uThey\"re conling up \\'lith ideas that have never been heard of

since the beginning of time. They want to take the land
away

fronl the lords.\"

.\"WeIJ\" mother, that can't happen,\" her son said as he came to
a halt in fro,nt of her\037 \"\037I f they buy the land from the lords, then it

will be theirs, or if the country buys it from those who now own

jt\037 it will be CrOv.ln laIld. That would be better. That would be the
so-called nationalization of the land.

n

\"\037No\"t they just \",'ant to chase the lords into the
city\037

and

divide the land up among t}lemseJves\037'I' the mother said, and she

tipped her head to one side and s}look it worriedly.

I.C,And
yesterday

I heard that peasants from K()rdubivka were

conspiring with those from Amosenko and Stepanivka, and witll

others as well, to set their own price for renting the land.\"

HThat may well b,e. It's only the peasants who work tIle lal1d.
If they refuse to plough and sow, tllen the land will remain fallow.

And so, it'they truly ,do b,and together, they can eitller refuse to

rent land from the lords, or set their own price for doing so.\"

\037'May they never live to see that day!''' the nlother shouted.,

flaring up in anger. \"'That has never been, and it Ilever will be!

They'll swell from hunger!\"
Shura

signalled
Ivas to stop talking\037 He realized tJlat he llad

recklessly started this conversation, and that his r110ther, even)))
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though s}le was old and sjck\037 had retained her fiery nature and

her old-fashioned ideas.

\037-'Well\037 of course that will not happen\037 I'm just saying
tl1at's what they want.,\" Trublayevych

tried to smooth over the

conversat ion.

\"'What they want! There's not much that
they

don\"'t w.ant!

As f\"ar as 1'111 concerned they can devour my land and me as

wel]: I'm about to die anyway! They're already started chopping
down the orchard. . . This week they stole turkeys out of the

coops. . . Let them gobble them up-may they choke on them!

Why didn't God take me to Him sooner. so that I v./ouldn-t ha\\.'e

to see what is happening everywhere now'.'\"

The ailing woman\"s anger dissol\037red into tears.

HLet therTI take everything! They\"\\\037e already
taken my' son\037

tl1ey won't bring him back * . .\"

\037'Mother! Motller!\" her daughter cried pleadingly. -\037Calnl

down!\"

HWhy are you c.arrying on: \037Mother! Moth'er!\037 I kno\\\\- that

l'n1 your nl0ther. Strangers have torn out
m\037,r

heart\" and you\"re

finishing ITIe oft\037 \",'ailing
over n1Y head. You\037d do better to go

and see wllat's being done in the bakehouse!\"\037

Shura got up and \\\\.'alked nleekly out of the room so as not to
a-ggravate

her mother e\\fen further.

Trllbla}'evych did not kno\\v ho\\\\\" to handle his ITIother. He

11ad never been aroun,d sick people\" and he had no idea ho\\\\\" to

approacll thelll or COlllfort thenl.
\037,

T his is \\\\iT hat I \\v' ant to say toy 0 II \"t my'
so n \" \\\\1 h i 1e I

--

m s till

alive,'\" the l110ther tUflled decisively' to face hinl. -.IoThose
peasants

will chase our fatl1ily 011t ofllere:
tlley\03711

driv'e n1e into n1Y gra\\re!

Alld YOll'll have to take that crybab:y a\\vay
\\vith )lOll. Sell the

lal1d for \\vl1atever you call get for it.. sell it either to these 'villains

or some otller vj1laills\037 Cllt do\\vn tile gro\\'\037e and sell tIle \\\\'ood\037

all of it.. to tile very last tree! Alld tllen burn dl)\\V'n the Il1anor

house and every tiling in it, so that not a trace \\\\till be left here

of the Trublayev'ych fan1ily. BeCalJSe that's exactly \\\\,.11at tl1ese

blackguards will d()\" and tlley--II burn you up alive as \\\\Irell!\"

TIle SOIl tried to call11 tile nlt)tl1er down.. saying that 110thing
like t11at could e\\\"er 11appen\037 tl13t in titlle everything would settle

down\037 take a tUftl for tile better; but the mother did not want to)))
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listen to w'hat he was saying.. and so., in order to call11her dOWll.,

he finally had to say tl13t he would do as she wislle,d.
\037\037So that not a trace will be left! The Trublayevyches lived\037

planted
the grO\\le'l and \\vorked honestly., and then

they\037re gone,

as if they had ne\\'er ex isted. Let tl10se peasants be left here by

themsel\\,res\037 let them devour each other, let them graze tl1eir own
cattle 011 their o\\vn fields'! let t11ell1 cut down their own orcllards,
let them burn do\\vn their 0\\V11 houses!'I\"

Trublay'evych listene,d to his nlother's words and
rUlllinated about the discord that holds sway over people., the

n1isunderstandings. They had been building up for entire

centuries out of droplets\037 out of bagatelles; they were made up
of great injustices\037 legalized

if1 written and unwritten codices.,

and they had resulted in people becoming enemies of their own

brothers\" justifying the savage Latin proverb: Hc)mo homini

lz/plls
esl\037a man is a wolf to another man. . .

And this \\\\'\037olf does not stop to think about whom 11e is

ripping apart-a righteous man or a
guilty one, a l1ealtllY man or

an ailing one.. an old man or an infant. He is consunled by anger,

and he has teet}l., and so he slashes indiscriminately. * .

And t11is wolf d\\\037lells not only in those unenlightened

peasants-he inhabits the hearts of en 1 ightened lords, he is

lodged in the heart of his dying mother.
The class

struggle.

./oBut mother, after all, tllere is God. You belie\\/e ill God,
don't you? Do you suppose that He \"viII allow. things to COOle to

that\037 to be as you're saying?\"

The son uttered tl1ese words as a
generality\037

\\vithout putting

undue \\veight on thenl\037 but his \\\\lords dropped on his mother's

heart like water on a fire. She calJlled d.own at Ollce and begall

crying again\037
but no\",' she \037las weeping softly, htllnbly.

\037'No, God won't let things come to that. No, He won't!\"

The mother wept, but the son remained silel1t, stern alld

thoughtf\037uJ.

Kudlay was barking and racing art)und madly
ullder the

windows.)

* * *)))
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The winter night fell quickly. In the manor house the)'
llsually

went to bed early\" and after tea and a bite of
supper\037 they

extinguished th,e lights. Only the votive lamps w'ere left burning.
Trublayevych llndressed and lay down on the bed.. but he could

not fall asleep: he
lay

there and listened to the sounds of the

hushed house and examined the memories and the impressions

of recent days and times.

On his way home.. all he had hear,d \\vere conv'ersations about

the war and the ubiquitous riots, and no one '}las happy
about

that war or about those disturbances\037 and everyone asked
\\vhy

it was necessary to fight, since the war \"\037as entirely superfluous

and was taking such a terrible toll in human li\\res.
Wh\037y

\\\\iere

riots erupting allover, since they benefitted no one\037 neither the

victims, nor the ones who perpetrated th,e beatings.. the robberies\037

and the killings? What purpose di,d it all ser'le? And e\\.'er)/one
felt that there was a single reason behind all of it\037 but ho\\v could

it be set aside?

And now, lying in bed.. Trublaye\\'ych felt that just by using

the word '4-misunderstandings\"'-a \\\\J'ord that had often crossed

his mind in recent time's-yo,u could not sol\\le such a complicated

and immense question that had been put forth by the times.
And the in1mensity and tl1e cOIT1plexity of, the problem

terrified hinl. There w'as no dOllbt that his nati\\;e land \\\\'as going
\037 .....

throllgl1
a process that '\\las protoun,d alld 110t \\vell understood

as yet. All of the old strllcture\037s hinges 'A\"ere creaking: plaster\037

boards.. and bricks \\\\1'ere breaking a\\\\lay and crushing e\\'erything
on whicll they fell. But \\vhat \\VOllld be built t,o replace t}lat

structure\037 and 110W \\\\lOllld it be bllilt? He could not reach allY
conclllsilJn about that.

Trublayevycll bitterly tll()ugllt
about ho\\v sinlple a task it

}lad seemed to hitll and to 11is
acqllaintaIlces to restructure tIle

entire emp,ire. It had se'emed tllat it \\\\.rould suffice to come up
with a sensible basic law alld release it ill a suitable 111al1ifesto\037

and everything linder tile Slln alld tile tl100n \\vauld be renew'ed,

and everyone would be Ilappy and Cl)ntent. But OO\\\\l he could see

that it was not at all as sinlple as it 11ad Seetl1ed\037 and that the ne\\v

order of life \\\\l()uld ha've tl) step 'O\\ler 111any corpses., first of all\037

over tile corpse l)f 11is
v\037eryl ()'''Il1111other\037 of his sister. . . For they

were.. after all . . . yes.. tlley \\,\"ere . . .
parasites!)))
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Those were his thOllghts. He would have liked not to
think abollt anyt11ing.,to fall

asleep.
But sleep would not

come. He recalled that \\vhen the train had been going past
the

conflagration\037 his neighbour\037 a squat.. corpulent 111erchant \\VTho

had been av/akened by the other passellgers\037 simply blinked
\\\\lhen he looked at tile reddened \\\\lindow and then dropped off

again, sn10ring \\\\,rith his head resting on his chest. As long as he
\\\\las not on fire\" \\V'hat did tl1at blaze matter to him!

HMay tllat merchant be ,damned! It's because of people like

him, people 'Wrho tear the hides off others, that everything that is

happening no\\v has come about'l\" he thought.

And \\\\ras not he\" )\\'an Trublayevych\" also to blame in all that

v.,ras going on? Had he not cast nlany a stone under the chariot of

the glorious god o.f\037 brotherhood\037 equality, and harnl0ny?

Trublayev.ych groaned.

.\"Are you sleeping\037
Ivas?''1)

\"\037

N

....

o.

.-Then come to me.\"\"

Trublayevrych
threw on some clothes and went to see his

mother. In the rosy ligllt
of the votive lamp.. he saw his mother

sitting slumped over on some
pillows

in an armchair; and sh,e

looked so feeble\037 so crippled by life\037 by illness.. and by her

thou'Jlhts\" that his filial hea-rt was suffused with searing blood.
i....-- 4.....,..

He wanted to say something nice and noble.. to warm 11er
heart 'W'ith the fire of hope.. to press her to his bosom. But he '''/as

incapable of doing that. He
just pulled up a small chair, sat down

quietly at her feet\037 and huddled closely at her knees.

\037'I'm not pressing too hard on you like this\037 am J?'\037)

lid.

N
,'\"

0.-

They remained silent for a few 111inlltes.

Hlvas!\" the mother spoke up softly
and kindly.

'\037What is it, mother?'\"

\"'Why don't you tell nle sOlnething about
yourself?\"

she

asked, and she reached out gently for his forehead with her

\\\\farm handa

\"'What am I to tell you? So far I'nlliving quite normally, and

I'm not complaining about nlY fate. . .\"

\037'Well, that's good to hear.'\"

They were silent
again.)))
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....And you have no plans to get married?\"

Ivas shuddered. \037\037No, nlother.\"

\037\037That's too bad\037 that's too bad. . . time is slipping by.\"

\"4.1 know, mother., but such is my fate! I havre to \\\\rait a while

longer.\"

\"Get married, my dear Ivas\037 find yourself a good g,irl \\\\lith

a kind heart. Love her and watch over her like the apple of your

eye. And she will love you in return\" and take care of you.\"

The mother stopped speaking for a m,oment.
HI'd so love to see your children! It seems to me that if I sav./

them, it would be easier for me to die.'\"

Another silence.
.\037And as for Andryk, my poor luckless son\" it looks as if he

did not meet. . . his fate. It se,ems to me . . . I feel in m\\l heart.
01'

that it was because of unrequited IO\\le that he V.lent off to \\\\\037ar\037\"\"

\"Who can say, mother! Things happen. Perhaps it\"s better

that
way,\"

he said, thinking about Lyuba.

\037'What's better?\"

\037\037Just that\" the way things happen in life.\"\"

\037'God only knows!\"

The lamp was flickering. It \\\\\"as
quiet

in the house.

Trublayevych wanted to tell his mother
e\\lerything\037

to quietly

tell her everything, as if at confession. But he restrained himselt-.
Why burden he'f already broken heart \\vith ne\\'l \\vounds? She

had enough of then1 as it was.

\"MotI1er..\" he asked after a vihile.. \037.do yo,u e\\\037er ha\\le a doctor

COOle to see you?'\"
4.'Tlle doctor froll1 Stepani\\lka came a

couple
of times\" but I

didn \"t send for 11il11 again.\037'

hWhy 110t?H

HOl l , I\"m
going to die anY'hray!'\"

'''How can you say that\" nlother? That\037s not
right\037 you n1ust

try to find some treatments, and tl1en
you\037ll get

better. While I'm

here with
you\037

have 11im COll1e. It \\\\rell111ay be that you don\"t ev\037en

need tilat mllch in tl1e \",ray of nledicines.'\"

\"\037YOll know wllat?\" 11c asked\" after a pause. \"When you get
better., I'll take you and SI1l1ra

a\"\"\037ay
'\"\\lith me. I'll rent a nice

apartlllent\037 and \"le\03711 set
IIp Ollr household and li'le together.

W 11 e n yo tl \"r e ,\"' it 11 111e \037 yo ll\"11 be a b let 0 re st.
' \037)))
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\037\"I\"ll rest in my gra\\'e! And what about the n1anor? IfYOll go
aYiay for e'len only as n1l1ch one day't there will be 110thing left
her1e__ not so much as a sliver. They'll drag everything away in
all directions!\037--

The house\\vifely instinct a\\\\'oke once again in the old
mistress. She could not even entertain the

thought
that the

ancient.. long-occupied nest of the Trublayevyches might be left

without adequate supervision. And in her mind's eye she saw the
peasants tearing do\"'n the outbuildings, the barns, and breaking
iI1tO the house . . .

Haydun \\\\las tearing up the floorboards with

a pickaxe. . . And over there__ they were destroying the orchard\037

cutting
do\\\\/n the birch trees, the pine trees, and even the three

fir trees that she had recently planted and that were now growing
quite nice1y. No__ the n1anor could not be abandoned.

\"\037Then sell it.\"\037

\037\037And it viould be a pity to sell it. Shura won't live with you
fore\\rer. . . Maybe she'll still be ab]e to find a decent man. They
could settle in the n1anor, and run the farm. No, it can't be sold.
\\Vho knows what will happen next. But here.. regardless of how

things are., there still is a place to call one's own.\"

They sat\037 and talked\037 and pondered as to what should be

d,one. And Trublayevych decided that he would most certainly

call the doctor and try to cure bot}) his mother\037 and his sister-

because his sister was also unv\037rell. She had wasted away to

nothing. Both of the women had to have their nerves settled.
He would have to talk with the peasants who had rented the

land for
many years\037 and reach an understanding with theIn, give

them some priv'ileges., and appease them as well as his n10ther

and sister. He had to find out about his brother, to
get

inforll1atiot1

from the bureau of captives't or ffoln the regimental staft\037

He resolved to write a Jetter the next day to both places,
take them himself to the post office in Stepanivka, step in to

see the doctor., inquire about his n10ther's illness, and ask him

to stop by and see her more frequently an,d to prescribe a course

of medication.

And when he thought of the post office, hope stirred in his

heart that he might find there a letter frolll Lyuba . . . But 110\037 tllat

was not possible: too little time had
gon_e by.

Even if Lyuba had

written a letter, it could not arrive i11
Stepan

ivka by tOlnorrow.)))
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He figured ()ut when a letter could be expected to arri'ic..
and the thought ab()llt the letter and about Lyuba stayed \\\\t\037ith

him when he said goodnight to his mother and \"'lent to sleep. He

thOllght
about Lyuba and felt that he stilllov'ed her as he always

had, if not more. And he \\\\/anted to belie\\.'e that ever)rthing that

had transpired in the last while w'auld pass aVlay\"
be forgotten..

and that when he returned from his leave of absence\037 Lyuba

would be out ot'prison., and their relationship \\\\lould be the same

as it had been until recently. He would marry' her and\037 as his

mother said, he would look after her like the apple of his eye.

For he loved her, he adored her., he could not live \\\\lith,out her. . .

How happy he would be Vt\"hen everything
\\\\ient back to the

way it was! He fell asleep thinking about
L)lUba.)

I I I)

Snow. What was likely the last snov./fall of the
\037lear

\",ras

drifting gently to the ground from the darkened sky. It \\vas

falling
in large, fluffy tufts\037 and it quickly' spread a \\\\-hite

coverlet over the earth.. and the
gro.ves\037

and the icy path \",\037here

the Kaydanka River flo,wed. It also clung to
Trubla)te\\lych

\\\\,rho

was walking along lhe Kaydanka to the spot \\vhere it flo\\\\red into

the Uday River. It was not very tar-only abollt three \\,Tersts\037 and

Trublayevych felt an urge to go and see sonle familiar places.
He wanted to iI1haie the t\"resh air\037 to feel llnfettered\037 to be

alone. He wanted to rid hinlselt: for at least a little \\\\.'hiIe\" of the

problenls and ,,\"orries that assailed him from all directions and

weighed heavily 011 11is nlind. He longed to reStlrrect the
past\037

his carefree childhood, those distant\037 precious hours that had

slipped by so quickly.
He walked over tile icy sllrface of tile ri\\\037er that \\\037lo,und

tllfOUgh the 111eado\\\\ls and the forest__ bent itself into an arc and
t11en

straightened out only to bend Ol1ce again in the opposite
direction.. and so on witll0l1t end. These t\\vists and tllrns nlade

the path much lOllger to tl1e
Uday\"

\\vhere
Trublaye\\'ycll \037ranted

to go, but he did not regret the fact that 11e had not gone by a

more direct route. It felt good to give in to the caprices of the

little river\037 to trust it\037 alld to follo\037\037 it to the spot where it was)))
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going. It seemed to hinl that the closer that it got to the Uday., the

more the Kaydanka Ri'v'er \\\\7anted to avoid reaching it., and so it
n1eandered and kept changing its course, hiding bellind hillocks

and concealing itself\" under trees.

-\"Th,e little ri\\?er doeSI1't want to bO\037l to its fate, to be blended
\\\\\037ith t11e

Uday\037\037\037 Trublayevych thought. hIts own individuality,
its uniqueness is precious and dear to it. For when it flows into

the Uday\037 it \\viII cease to exist: tl1cre w ill be only the
Uday.

But

the Kay'danka is also needed.'\"

And Trublaye\\/'ych took great pleasure in tracking the path
that the

Kaydanka
chose for itself. Over here it pressed closely

to the right bank., undernlining it., exposing stones, and then it

suddenly \\leered to the left and spread in a ratl1er large tract near

a luxuriant old oak. It circled the don1iI1ant positioll that the old

giant occupied\037 and then set out
again\037 describing pictllresque

CUT\\ies as it flO\\A/ed ol1wards.

.\"What a beautiful\" eccentric little river,\" Trublayevych

tllought\037 .\037but to replace it Lord Bellamy would certainly dig a
ditch as straight as a rod. And in it there would be only enougll
\\-vater to reach a sparrow\"s knee, while here, as you can see \037 . ..,.,

He came to a rather large clear tract. Slender pine trees stood

on its bank, and one of them, undermined by the water., was

leaning so precariously that it would probably topple over in tile

first spring flood.
\"\037It \\\\'ill die\037\" Trublayevych thought., \037-but if one were to

dig a ditch, would tew'er trees be rooted out? Life should not

be prescribed by narrow', unbending doctrines. It should 110tbe

placed on a *Procrustean bed. An organisnl should not be bOUl1d

in chains\037 it s110uld be helped to develop freely in accordance

with its nature. Life is tile greatest and most sagacious creator.\"\037

That\037s what he \\\\las thinking.
But suddenly other thoughts,

like shadows of the first l)neS, rose before Trublaye'vych.
To

think like that was Ilot moral. That \\\\lould permit everyol1e to

do what he himself deemed to be beneficial. It was to justify

that regime, that status quo that held back the developnlent of all

entire nation, of hundreds of nations., for a long tilne. It was to

grant authority to the strong over the feeble!

No, not like that. There had to be some natural law that

directed life.)))
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A law? There was one. Darwin said that it is the struggle for

existence; and that was like the Latin Jl0/no homini
/l.tp'liS

est.

Trub,layevych could not agr'ee with that. And he felt that he
was stallding at a crossroads. That he could see society div'ided

into two camps -
the old one that had gna\\\\lcd at and destroyed

Russia like termites, and the ne\\\\/ one that \\\\\"anted to make it

whole again. But what if the leaders ot\037this camp, fol1o\\ving the

exalnple of Bellamy, began to bind life in ne\\\\l chains?

And once again an old thought resounded \\\\,'ith a sharp pain

in Trublayevycl1's mind: \037'You lack faith, you are a p'erson of

little faith, you are neither cold nor hot.'\"

It was true that he was a person of little faith. And he sensed
this at

every
turn. Take even the conversation jtesterdayr vlith

the doctor. What a deep faith in a better life had to reside in that

small, dusky, bearded n1an! He belie\\led that this anarchy-the

war and the ubiquitous riots\037\\\\\"ould end in something good.

They 11ad travelled together to the nlanor
yesterday'\"

and the)l had

talked about this.

HO O
you

know what 1'01 going to tell
you?\037\037

the doctor said.

'\"'All that's happening now reminds me of a spring flood. The
eartl1 was bound for a long time by frost.. ev'erything gre\\\\/ numb

on it, bec.ame insensible.. and a lot of muck \\vas accull1ulated.. and

that muck was mixed ill w'ith the SJ10\\\\;\037 and it took on all sorts

of forms. But thell spring COInes. Slo\\\\.rly and gently it ullchains

the eartl1, breaks the ice.
Mllddy\037

but li'\037el)l\" murnluring strea01S

appear everywhere. . . every\\vhere! They gna\\\\: and undernline

everything tl1at they n1eet alol1g tIle
\\\\'a)/. They flo\\v into one

another. . . And then t}ley roar\", bllfst fl)rth\" break e\\lerytl1ing

t}lat }1appens to stand in their
\\\\.'ay\037

and carry e\\lerything for\\\\\"ard,

ever forward! TI1ey carry a\\vay all that filt)1. TI1ey tear
up

and

carry away tIle fertile soil as well. SlIt
Y01I

kno\\\\t that after it's

allover, May \\vill COll1e. And both tl1e
sky.'

and the earth \\\\'il1 be

resplelldent .'\"

Tile .doctor lallghed. '\"\"You see\", even I 'lave bec,ome
poetic!'\037

And Trublayevycl1 lal1g11ed in turn al1d said: 4oiolt' only it \\\\.rere

so! But \\\\lllat if tIle sky is
resplendellt\037

but the earth is cO\\lered by

fog illstead of ice?'\037

HWell\037 tog is not all tllat terrible: the Stln will swiftly burn
\302\267

f

\"\"

f
--'

,.,
It l) .)))
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At that monlent and even no\\\\'\" Trublayevych envied the

doctor for his bright outlook on life. WI1at a fortunate person!
He resolv'ed to' get to kno\037' hilll better while he was at the manor.

He \\:vas still \\\\,ralking along the Kaydanka River, but he could

already see \\\\'here it ended\" and before him, through the forest's

edge\" unfolded tl1e panoranla ofth,e
11illy right bank of the Uday

Ri'/er. There\037 on the crest of a hill, grew a forest that stretched all
the

\\vay
to the horizon\" to tIle place \\\\\"here the Uday vy.as flowing.

The surface of the
Uday\"

and the groulld'l and the forest were

cO\\lered \\\\/ith snow'. Flakes were swirling in sott single stars.

Ii Vias \\Varnl and still. A peaceful lyrical mood enveloped

Trublaye\\')lch. Yes'! the spril1g flood would cleanse
everything

and rene\\\\t the earth. The sky and the earth would smile, and
those Vv'ho \\vould be living on it would be happy. And wl1at
about those that the spring floods

swept away? But why think

about the1TI-Such is their fate! In life there are neither inI1ocel1t

people,
nor guilty ones.

Trublayevych sat do\\vn on a steep bank and rested. The walk
had \\varmed him up\" and he undid his coat and deeply il1haled
the gentle S\\\\leet air.

I n life there are none 'WTho are innocent, and none who are

guilty. And Andryk also, \\vas neither innocent nor guilty-

Andryk\037 who was now sitting somewhere in a trench and thinking

perhaps abollt his mother'l about the nlanOf, and possibly, even
about him. But that was unlikely. Their relationship was cold

and insincere. And
yet\037

ho\\v mUc.ll warlnth and sinc.erity AI1dryk

possessed!
This morning Trublayevych had read the letters tl1at Andryk

had written to his mother. They moved hinl\037 tOllched his heart,

and he resolved that if Andryk came home alive fr001 the war\037 he

would come to see him\037 talk frankly with him, and live \\\\lith hinl

1 ike a brother, so that they would not be the strangers to each
other tllat they

had been up to now.

He recalled how once, long ago\"
when they were still little't

he and An,dryk, also walking over the ice and snow, had come to

this very same spot, and had sat here for a w'hile. The Uday 11ad

not yet froze-n over, and the water was dark\") as if diluted with

soot, and it created a very pleasing contrast with the white banks
and hills. It looked like molten lead flowing over the snow.)))
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They sat and talked about what they would be \\'yrhen they

grew up. (vas said that he w(luld be a professor. but Andryk
stared at the water, thought for a long time.. and finally said that
he wanted to be a monk. All black and sternly solemn'! hie \\\\lould

walk grandly past people. . . past life\037

That's what they had imagined. And no\\v ,one \\,/orked in a

bank, and the other was in the army. What an irony of life. . .

He sat for a while longer by
the Ud,ay and then set out for

hOllle\037 Now he took a direct route, and his mood \\\\/as different.

The next day he talked with th,e peasants. Sev'en householders.

long-time renters of Trublayevych land.. came from Kordubi\\.'ka

and asked the young lord to come out to see them.

He went out with some apprehension, for he feared that he
would not be able to come to an understanding \\\\lith them. He-

had never had the occasion to deal \\\037/ith
peasants.

The peasants stood in a group by the porch. Kud]a\037l. fa\\(ouring

his left leg, barked angrily at them, but did not come near thenl.
One of the guests had struck hil11 \\'lith a \\1lalking stick.

They exchanged greetings.
'foWe've come, you see, to talk about \\\\,'hat \\vill be happening

with the land in the springtime. Spring \\\\,'ill so'on be here,,'\037 one

of them began the conv 7
ersation.

Fro,m what he had heard from his n10ther and sIster\"

Trublayevych guessed t}1at he Inust be Hayrdun.

fo'Well, let's talk,'\" Trublayevych responde,d.
The peasants relllained s1 lent.

HYou see\" my YOllng lord'l or Sl10l1ld I
say'__ m)t J,ord?\037\" one

of tIle villagers., a
scraWl1Y\037 grey-haired nlan.. snliled and asked

diplomatically. UWe've been renting the land from your mother
for a long tit11e. We ploughed.. \\\\.te sO\\\\led . . . We rented it for

nl0ney.. al1d we rented it for shares. Nl)\\\\,r the tin1es are such that\"

YOll know. . . it 'Is tillle to give the land O\\ter to us con1pletely.\"\"
i.\"What do y{)U Il1ean?'\" Trllblaye\\7ych asked.

it\037It's
lluite Sitllple, give tiS the land\" and that\"s that!'\037

Haydun

shouted.

it'Wait a In()ment\037 it's not like that,'\" the diplomatic old n1an
turned to hin1. \037'Tllis is how it is, y()U see. . . We plougl1ed, and

sowed. And no,w tIle times are SlICh that people everY\\\\lhere will

be taking th,e land away frol11 the lords.. and so this is \\\\that \\\\re're)))
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saying: let the Trublayevyches give us their land as well\037 first of

allot for five vears.'\037
\037

\\o\037But
you\"'''\037e been renting the land for n10re than twenty

years\037
and

you\037v'e taken yo,ur crop-s11are, so 'W'hy wouldn't we

gi\\/e it to
YOll

for another five years?'\"

\037\037Well.. you see\037 \\\\re paid 1110ney for it, but now, we \\\\t'on't

pay you aI1ything for tIle next five years. It will be ours. We'))
plOllgh\"

and so\037/\037 and everything. . .....

IoIoThat'ls not p{)ssible! What are my mother and sister to live
on? What are they to do-s\\\\'ell witl1

hunger?'\037

\037.Why should they swell \",'itllI1unger . . . After all, can\037t you

help them?'\"

HI don\"'t figure in any of\" this. But tIle land belongs to my

mother, and she should benefit from it.\"\"

HShe's benefitted enough!\" Haydun shouted. \037\037We have to

benefit from it too\037 \\\\le also have families!\"

HBut the land is not yours. What would you say iftonl0rrow
son1e

stranger
came to you and said: \037You've benefitted t\037rom

your
land all y,Qur I ife, and that's enough. Let us benefit from it

for fi\\le
years.'

Ho\\\\/ \\vQuld that strike you?\"

I.40That\037s an entirely different matter. But we have ploughed.,
d

\"''t

so\\ve ...'

\037\037Listen, my young lord, to what I'm going to say to
you,'\"

one of tile villagers, \\vho had previously said very little, finally
spoke up

after the arguing 11ad gone on for quite some tinle.
\037\037Your land\037 if it isn't fertilized, will not yield anything.

Well\037 \037'ho is going to fertilize lan,d that d,oesn't belong to him?
This year I nlay not spare any effort, I'll fertilize it., and then in
the spring the

lady
\\\\Jrill rent it out to someone else. Well\037 we., to

be SLIfe, hauled very little fertilizer on your land, al1d there will

be little profit from it both for us, and for your 1110ther.
\037'In

my opinion, we should settle things this way., in a holy
manner: rent the land to us, to the Kordubivka villagers\037 and

to no one else; we will then
spare

nc) effort to fertilize it. We'll

plough it ourselves, sow' our own graill and
reap it.. and we'll

give your mother every fourth sheaf. And there wil] be
grain

both for us and for you. And there will be feed for the cattle. Let

it be t)1is way for five years, and then we'll see how tllings
stand.

We don't want what doesn't belong to us.'\)
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Trublayevych thOllght about it and agreed. E'len though his

motl1er and sister might not be able to eke out a living off the

fourth sheaf: he would come to their assistance. At least they

would be sure that they would have every fourth sheaf: and that

they
and the manor would remain unscathed.

The peasants shook hands with TrubJayevych, said their

farewells, and went home. HWe're confident that your \\\\/ord is

as good as the word of the old lady, and that there \\\\'ill be no

changes ill what llas been agreed to!\"

Trublayevych promised that he \",'QuId
keep

his \\\\'ord.

His mother and sister were waiting impatiently for him in the
house. SI1ura had seen through the \\\\'indov./ that some agreement
had been reached, that Ivas had shaken hands \",rith the peasants\037

but neither she nor her mother had expected that things \\\\lould

turn out as they did.

Terrified by all sorts of fears\" they \\\\'ere expecting something

unheard of, and when they found out that
e\\,rer)lthing

\\\\rould be

fine, that the land would be theirs and that they. \\\\\"ould ha\\.e e\\.'eryr

fourth sheaf, they \\\\1rere very happy. And if the peasants truly
would fertilize tIle land well, then the grain \\\\?ould gro\\\\- b,etter,

yield more, and they Ylould
nlanage

to li\\\"e one
\\\\\"ay'

or another.

Evening came and went quietly and
peacet\037ull\037l\037

and the manor

seemed to gro\\v rTIore cl1eerful. The)'r decided to fire Tereshko,

and find all0ther male servant., sonle'011e \\vho did not drink and
Wl10 was more tractable. 111 additioI1.. from his discussions \\\\\037ith

the peasants\037 Trublaye\\'ych found Ollt that Tereshko had lied to
them about the

Trllblaye\\lyclles
and had told then1 that the lady.

had threatened not to give them any land at all in tIle spring.

The 11ext day Trtlblaye\\lycl1 again \\\\lent
alol1g

the Kaydanka

River to tile Uday. Alld 00\\\\,' a clear, slig11tly nlelallcholy mood

seized hold ot- hinl, alld 11esang as he \\\\,'alked
along:)

All unknOWtl po\\ver lures 111e

To these Illourl1ful bal1ks . . .)

And 11c truly was dra\\\\ln to theln\037 and to the forest, and to

tile river, and to the hills tl1at rose beyond it. Th,e
morning was

warn1 and calm, and a gentle, wispy o1ist enveloped the earth.
Trublaye\\lycl1

felt serene and at peace\037 and today life did not)))
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seem so cold\037 gloomy\037 and complicated. He had already con1e to

an understanding \\vitll tIle peasants. He \\\\7alked along and sang.
But then a crackiI1g sound and a

rustling caugl1t his ear. He

halted Vv\037here 11e \\\\-'as on the ice and looked at tl1e otller bank fronl
\\\\\037here the noise V.las emaI1ating.

A man appeared there \\'lith an oak cudgel freshly
broken

from a tree. Wearing a cloak flung over a sllirt and white pants
made out of coarse linen.. h,e \\\\'as walking barefoot over the snow.

The cloak was undone., and his
lo,ng

hair was covered by large

patches of sno\\\\.t that had fallen on 11isbare head when he broke

off t11e cudgel. The man\"s eyes \037/ere
angry

and penetrating. He

'h\037alked to\\\\lards Trublayevych witll his cudgel at the ready, as if

he wanted to strike him.

Trublayev'}rch kne\\\\l the demented man who was called

.\037'hrhoa-\\\\,rhoa Soma,'\" and who ca111e from the neighbouring

'lillage of Amosivka.

Trublayevych stepped out of his path.
\037'What a siIlger!\" Soma muttered angrily as he walked past

Trublayevych.
And he

kept glancing back over his shoulder until he

disappeared around a bend in the Kaydanka.
Trublayevych's JyricallTIood

was s11attered.

Things in this \\vorld were far different from what they had

seemed to hinl so recently. Not all evil could be avoided\" not all

problems could be solved.

Take this nladman, for example. Chi ldren taunted and

laughed
at him\037 and when he chased after thenl and hit thein,

their parents beat him up. And several times he had almost been

beaten to death. But he
always recuperated,

and then.. dressed in

the same mantle he would once again walk ab,out barefoot and

mutter angrily when he met up with peoplea Eventually people
stopped teasing

and beating hjlll\037 and now., according to Shura,

some people even viewed hin1 as a saint. At the nloment he lived

in the home of two women who agreed to take him in. And sick

people, l10ping to be cured, came and listened to tile 111utterings

of '''whoa-whoa Soma.\"

There you had it-the other side of life!

Trublayevych returned home feeling sad and dispirited.)))



110
I Mykl)la ('hernyavsky)

IV)

A week went by, then a nl0nth. Life in the manor
plodded

on gloon1ily, monotonously, like slo\\\\ily dripping drops of \\\\\037ater.

Instead ofTereshko, they now had another ser'/ant: Hordiy. After

th,e meeting
with the peasants from Kordubivka\037 some \\\\\037omen

came and demanded that they be charged less for the land that

they rented tor gardens. An agreement \\vas reac.hed__ and they

went home satisfied that their demands had been met.

Trublayevych made trips to get the mail and fetch the
doctor. The doctor Canle., examined the ill '\\\\\"oman__ engaged

in conversations\037 and \\\\\"ent home. Her health did not impro\\-,e.

All slle thought about was Andryk. She \"ras con\\rinced that

sonlething had happet1ed to hin1\037 and e'/ery day' she expected

to hear about it. The otllce in charge of \\var
prisoners

inform,ed

then1 that Andryk's name was not on anyr list of captured soldiers.
As the days passed by, Trublaye\\l}'ch began to lose hope that

his brother was still among tIle living. _Before gi'\"ing his mother

::t newspaper, he' looked througl1 it
carefull:y

to see if there \\vas

any news of' Andryk being killed so that he could prepare his
mother in some way before slle read abollt it.

He had come to an agreement about this \\\\!ith S11ura.
.......

This year the \037rinter Vv'as quite long\037
bllt after the last sno\\\\tfall

when Trublayev'ych 11ad gone \037\037alking along
the Uday, a tha\\\\,' set

in. Day after day., and night after
night\037

the sno\\\\r softened and

melted. The eart}l was \\\\-'rapped in fogs and Inists\037 and tIle manor

birch trees., envel<.)ped in this 11aze\" dropped copious tears. It \\vas

as if they Vv'ere
grieving for S())11etl,1ng . * . But for \\\\rhat? For

what had already transpired or tor \"\"hat \",rould still happen?

Trublayevycl1 \\vould \\valk out of the 110llse.. sit dovin on
the

porch.,
and gaze at tl1ese bircl1 trees. Grief\" \\\\;as gna\037ring at

his heart. It entered his heart in1perceptibl\037l\037 as if finding its

way tllere along with the tl1ist tllat 11e \\\\-'as inhaling. He read

the newspapers daily, follo'Wring caret\\llly tl1e events
by

which

society was slowly\037 step by step\" winning back its freedom__ but

he took no joy in it. TIle steps \"\"'ere
v'ery sn1all\037 and they were

takell witll great difficliity . . . and they \\\\lere still so uncertain!)))
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But \\\\lhat worried him most was the fact that he still had not
received a letter fronl Lyuba. Was it possible that sl1e would not

reply? Was it
possible

that she wTould not tell 11in1 in so many
words that she \\\\!as

breaking
off al] ties with him? And the more

Trublaye\\'ych thought about it\037 the n10re convinced h.e becan1e

that he \037\"ould 110t lose Lyuba\037 that she loved him and would
becon1e his \\'life. And he attributed her long silence to her inner

struggle\037
and he \\\\!aited for t}lat struggle to end.

He sat around and \"./aited for a letter., and the birch trees

lo\\\\/ered their
long\037 supple

bra-nches over hiln, swayed above

him., and shed their copious tears.
TheIl came a

day
\\\\,rher1 there \302\245/as a warm heavy rain that

\\\\.rashed a\\\\'ay the last 'vestiges of winter. Spring was
arriving.

At n ight__ frost still bound the earth, and in the morning wl1ite
hoarfrost co'/ered th\037 trees and last year's grass, but spring was

in the air\037 and the sun shone more cheerfully and more kindly.
One time \\vhen

Trublayevych
did not mak,e his usual trip to

the post office, Hordi)r brought him a letter.

The letter \\\\'\"as fronl Lyuba. Trublayevych took it, but he did
not go into the house to read it\037 nor did he read it in the yard; he

\\\\lent into the forest., sat down under a birch tree on the bank of
the Kaydan ka\037 tore open the letter\037 and began readillg.)

ror/?ive lne
,f(J'r

11()f lvriting to rVOlJ \037ror
sz.ich a long

finle. 1 deliberated and Ihol./gI1t tllil1gS ()ver at
leflgth

before
/ final'..v got U!J the nerve to \"'\037rite tllis letter.

JtTllen rvol-l1e.{t (Jur 110me lJ1l11 eVeniJ1g \037fter
the

prOVi,.lf\"jal

assenlblv. if seemed I() me tll(ll it \\1VllS allover betti/ee11
..'

us. I savv thaI Oltr COf1victions V\\)ere dissimilar, that \302\273,pe

y1/0lJld not be able t(J reconcile tt1/0 sl./cl1 differing 't1/(Jrld

vie\0371-\037S. A nd so I decided t(J tell J)(Jll that sfraigI1(jorlt1}(lrd(}'
(It Ol.lr

\037rer\037\037-\037
ne_xt meeting.

Things happ'ened a little d{rferentl)l. An(i vvhat did

happen pushed me even .further Q\\1}ay,from Y()l./.
'That

incident \itI1")
m...v

letters. . . Why' didn 'I }J(JU hl-lrn fhefn?

Bllt no\",.\037, as I sit itl prison, 1
t

ve 11ad l] IlJl 0.1. time to

think things over and 1 can see that
..V()u

did tJ1e right

thing. the best possible thi/1g .for b()th
(\037r liS, 'r1/hen .you

passed me -,your letter.)))
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A ray of hope flashed in Trublayevych's mind.

Y(Jll opene(I.vollr
heart trJ re\\;'eal

J,\037our thoughts
to

me, and I must be as
\037rr(lnk

'vvith _V()l-l. 11 }1,\"ill be best Illat

\\-'VG)l.
and so I'm sa},'ing to )/Ol-/: I lo\"'\037e

JlOll,
hllt 1 also

love another fnan. And that /o\"ve is stronger atld !\"lOre

povl)e\037fz.,I. There is nothing strange or llnzlslial ahol.-lt

this_, and even more so, th,ere is nothing immoral abOIJt

it. Myfeelings are
pz./re,

honest t and deep. , .

Mv' dear one, J love vou Q'nd ['II cJ1erish menlories
()f\037v..... .

YOll
all m.:v life,' I love

.-vo\037/
as a decent. honest person, like

the alrler brother that I }1el\037er Ilad. 1'10. I love .:rOZi 1nore

than a brother. and if ltt.,hal
happened

11ad /10t happene(f\037

I \",\037Ollid
ha'Y'e.joined m}-'fate 10.volirs, GI1d }ve \\1,'ol-lld 11a-ve

been happ}'. I am con..fident abollt fllat.

Bllt another person has come ber\"\"veerl liS. }-Oli kJ10'\\+

\"H-,ho it is, That perSOll has set
1r1o'V

heart on .fire \\\037'jlJl tile

desire tofight, }vitll the desire to de\\-'ote 111J-'selfCOfl1plete(\\'
to the calise of ensllring fllat all people, e\\\037er)-'011e9 Catl

enjoMl' a better life in this 1,1/or/(I. J 1-1'aS nearsigllteli al1d

egotistical. I tJI0l.lgJ1f on(l' abollt !n.vse(f. abolit
11'1.V

011:n

happil1ess_,
hz,,! Olle mILS! /101 live fJIClt

lra.r. lO'l-/ .\\.()l-irse(t\037

know\" this, even thOlJ;<J1 .VOli are li/lable to tllr01t' CQlitiol1

to the \",\037ind anti J.Oifl tllose people, fllat Ca''f-ljJ. to \0371.lli(-.ll

In.,V
heart is dra11:\037n.

I believe ifl thos{? people. I belie\"ve fllat tri./tll is 0'1

their side. OJ1, 'VVllV clrel1't \037Y)l.' at Ol.I\" siele, (111(1 \\.\\11-1l\037 is if..-.. ..

that VOll can ft be 1y1,'itJ1 lotS /
0'

Forgi,/e n'1e\037perJlaps I've qffe\"-ltled J-'Oli, bZlt it is 110t

InJ\"
\302\273'is /1 to o.ffe 1\"1 d .rOll,

Lt () r .1' 0 l-l are (1 J) (1 r t o..f \"'\"1 J' P (1 S t, a

part 0.( m\302\273)
SOIl!. fVitJl tIllS letter I \\1'{111( to

sa.\\\037
to .VOl,/:

pleas,e trrv to t/fldersfl1'-lli fIle al\"1(/ to ..!orgi\\'e 1'11e fiJr tIle

pain fllat / aI111.I'llvilling()\037(\"allsing .\\t01L {f)\037OII ca'-1, forget

abOl.lt lne. It \\1\"'01//'1be best
tt\037lre

(iie1 flot see Ot\"le Qllotller,

lJl-/t {f)1,'e SIIOl.'/'!
Il(IJ}petZ

to 1'fleet, tllef'l I beg )\037Ol-I:
let i-iS be

like good o/ll acqz-/llif1taflces. I k'lOl\\} }1-'ll(lt.rOll are like.
anlJ I can

e_tpect
no less ..fronl ..\"VOl.I.

011(\\e fl1(Jre, 1 beg J'Oll

fa Lforgive me
Lfor

tl1e pail'1 fila! / am callsillg .l-Oll.

There was 110signature\" and none was needed.)))
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Well, here it \",ras-the long-awaited lett.er! Now there was an
end to all his dreams. The knot \037ras undone\037 completely undone.

Carefully\037 e\\len \\\\lith tel1derness.. he had been pushed away; he-
\\vho w.as neither cold nor hot\037 he-who '\037las lukewarn1; he\037who

al\\\\lays took the neutral middle ground! He could not c,on1e to a

boiling point \\\\/hen life demanded it of him, and life splashed
him out like tepid \\vater that is incapable of either warming a

person frl)Zen fron1 the cold.. or of cooling parched lips in the

heat.

Neither cold nor hot-that \\vas his curse! It was the stamp
that the period of reactioIl had branded on his heart and on the

hearts of mil lions.

He had
al\\\\'ays

been an honourable hun1an being, 11e had

alv..a)rs \"rished the best for others, but he had lived as if he

\\vere chained. He feared to cross the line., he feared to stand

out among others so as not to evoke punitive nleasures fronl the

administration.. so as not to irritate an oppressed society with his

daring. And he had dried up and Ylithere,d.

And \\1ihen there callle a time that called for
truly

brave

deeds.. he \\vas no longer capable of doing them. He knew only
how to

analyze\037
seek out shadows.. and find fault with the actions

of others\037 and disil]usionment settled in his 11eart. And he was

cast like an unbelie\\'er onto that neutral middle ground. . .

ioj,A piece of tras}1!\" he said out loud to 11imself. \037\037You're

worth less!\"

He sat and pondered. And an inveterate thought began
\\\037leaving

its inveterate web. He had done nothing to benefit

humanity, but it still remained to be seen what Zembulat and his

ilk YtlQuld a-ccomplish.
Wou]d they ever actually do anything?

It \\vas easy to spout ilnpassioned sp,eeches'l
but it was far 1110re

difficult to put even tIle mc)st insignificant detail into action.

And a sharp anger flared up in him against Zembulat: the
entire reason for his misfortune lay in this upstart who was so

capable of brilliantly spouting a cascade of liberal words and

who could flirt so insolently with his bulging eyes! Oh., if only

he could meet up with him right now!

But at the very same moment, a traitorous thought crept up

to him t\037rom another direction and pointed out to him that even

if he did meet
up

with Zelnbulat he would not do anything to)))
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111ell10ries ()f her out of his mind, to forget about her. But \\V'as it

possible to do that? When he could stil] see her standing before
hilll in his mind's eye.. when she silently reproached him!

For what? He was not guilty of anything. She \037'as guilty; she

was the traitor! She had deceived him. She had ne\\'er lov'ed 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\037 onJy

11irn-the one who had no friends.. no colleagues \\\037lith \",rhorn

to share his thoughts, his convictions: the one \\\\-\"ho \\vas neither

cold\" nor hot!

At this thought., anger welled \\\\t'ithin Trublaye\\\"ych '5 heart.

4oIolt is because you are neither c,old nor hot that she has cast you
out of her heart!\" he thought. HBecause she is passionate.. and

she needs someone who is equally passionate.'1--

He laughed. Indecent thoughts, en1erging in\\,Toluntaril\037/ from

the dark corners of his heart\037 arose before him and taunted hin1.

And Trublayevych felt
pained\037

and disgusted\037 and ashamed\037

but he did not ch,ase the thoughts a\\\\lay.
He \\\\lanted to humiliate

himself to the nth degree.. to indulge in something loathsome
because he hated l1imself. He imagin,ed Lyuba and Zeolbulat in

impossibly shamef.ul poses., mentally forced them tl)
engage

in

tIle most repugnant acts; he sneered at them.. but all the \\\\-hile he

sensed that he was jeering at hin1self. . a

He was at the river no\\,/, Ollt on the ice. The \\,\"ind drl1ve

tile snowy waves over the slippery surface\037 scattered them\" and

then gathered then1 togetl1er once agaill. Trllblay.e\\\"'\037lch
\\\\,.alked

along a road that had been beatell do\\\037vn
by \\\\,rheels and horses\"t

110Dves, because it \037,ras too slippery' tl) \".I'alk else\\\\;here. Along

this road covered wagons groaned and people strained
nlightily

as they Plilled sleds piled 'hritll reeds t\037ronl the islands. He passed

by thenl and c()lltinued \",ralking until he crossed tile ri'ver.

The path \\\\-tent on do\\\\rn a streanl alT10ng the islands. On the
banks on both sides.. willo\\\\ls and reeds rustle,d in the \\\\'ind. But

Trublayevycl1 did not listen to tl1e rustling.

He \\\\laS seeking isolation. . . he \"\"'as seeking oblivion. . .

To tIle left he 110ticed a small creek and he turned towards it.
He walked for a long tinle Vv'it110l1t any thoughts, \\\\Iithout any
desires, and tllen, with a

hea'lY heart\037 sat down on the bank.)))

110use and il1veigled Shura to come \\\\rith
........

Ilinl. They walked along the forest above the Kaydanka River.
The ground had dried

already.)))
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They \\\\ralked in silence.
io--What do you \\\\rant to tellll1e, Ivas?H Sllura asked 11im after

they had gone a fair distance t'rom the house.

HI did not havre anything in n1ind to tell
you, I just wanted to

go' for a \\\\lalk \\\\\037ith you. We stay in the house so nluch\037 and my

lea've is en,ding Sl1on. 1\"11g'o back 'hrithout even havillg taken a
\\valk \\\\.1 ith you.....

\"\037But it seems to me that there was something that you
\\\\7anted to tell me . . .Wj\"

HWhat_ am I to tell you.. Shura? I\"ve been \\\\lorried about

Andryk this last \\vhile. There hasn\037t been any ne\0377s about him,\"

Trublayeyrych said\037 turning aw'ay from his sister as if he wanted
to break off a branch on a birch tree.

The branch on the birch snapped, and for the first time after

reading about his brother's death.. he felt as if something had

broken in his heart as \\\\/ell. He felt that he might break into tears

at any moment.
\037\"I think that something must have happened to him,\" he

added and then fell silent.

\037.I think so too,\037' Shura said thoughtfully. '\037l see him in my

drealTIS., and he's usually cheerful and ever so friendly. I wake

up and J w,ee'p.'\"

They did not speak for a few moments.
\037ioWhat would you do\" Shura, if Andryk did die in the war? It

could actually happen.\"

\"What could I do? We, God willing, would cry for some

time, grieve., and then slowly reconcile l)urselves to the idea,
but as for nlother . . . She would not be able to live through
something like that!n

.\037Is that what you think?\"

\037.I\"m sure of it!\"

Shura teared the same thillg that Trublayevych feared-that

meant that their mother truly could not be t()ld.

But as for Shura . . . should he tell her?\"

And Trublayevych decided that he nlust tell ]ler.

They were walking near a moderately high bank.

\"'Shura, my dear, let's sit down! It's dry over 11ere\037\"

Trublayevych
said and he dangled his feet over the edge.

Shura also sat down.)))
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-'\"I won't keep it a secret from you any Junger. . .H

Shura looked fearfully at her brother.

\"-You have to know s()oner or [ater.'\037

\"'W Ilat?\"

\"Andryk is no longer among the living.\"
HIvas! What are

YOll saying?\"

4.'
It's true. It\"s in today\"s ne\\\\/spaper.'\"

'''I knew it all along. . . 0 my God, my God!\"

SI1ura collapsed on the steep slope and
\037Iept bitterly'.

Hearing her weeping and seein_g ho\\\\\"
distraught

she \\\\,-as.

Trublayevyc11 could not ret'rain from bursting into tears himself.

(\"Shura, my
dearest Shura, don\037t take it so hard! You can\"t

change what has
happened\037\"

he said\037 but he himself realized

that his words were futile and that logic could ne\\,rer
assuage

the

grief that was looming over their family and that \\\\\037as already

crusl1ing him and his sister.

TI1ey took a l011g time coming home't and they decided not

to say anything to their mother about Andryk \037s death because

telling her now would be tantan10unt to killing her4
P,erhaps

after

tlley had prepared her somewhat., they \\'vo,uld be able to tell her
later on tllat he had died. Theyr \037randered about the )lard until

evening, coming into the house on I)' briefly' so that their mother

would not be able to see ill their eyes tl1at they \\vere hiding a

secret from her. In the evening they \\\\rent to sleep earljr.

Tl1e 11ext day \037/11ell the m()ther noticed that Shura\037s eyes

were red, s11e asked her vlhy she had been cry'illg. Shura said that

she }lad not been crying., but tl1at her 11ead had ached all night\"

and that she had not been able to sleep. It seenled to' her that her

n10ther believed l1er. BlJt \\\\r}len H,ordi y

'

brought the next
day\037s

newspaper,
and yesterday's '\\las still Il0\\\\1'11ere to be fl)Ulld\037 tl1e

lTIotl1er greVv\037 even n10re cOllcerned: \\\\\037hat if they 11ad concealed

it from her?

SI1e did not say anytl1il1g to anyone.. but she \"las agitated

all ev'ening and did not sleep at nigllt. 111 the rnorning her face

looked waxen.

\"'lvas.. could
YOll go to tile post office today and ask if tl1at

edition of our
ne\\\\lSpaper

,,,'as nlisplaced some\\\\/here?\037\037 she asked.

\"Why do you need it? OIle ne\"/spaper \037'as
n1isplaced,

and

so be it!'\)
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Io'No, \\\\le must find it, or we must get it from the neighbour.
There might be Ile\\VS aba,ut Andryk in it.\"

\037\037Well\037 fine, 1\"11 go.\037'

It seemed to hinl that his nl0ther calmed down.
But \\\\'hen he came back t\037ron1 the post office, he did not bring

the ne\\vspaper v'lith him, and she once again started fretting
about it. And it seeIned to 11er that both her son and her daughter
\\vere

hiding sonlething fronl her. She could see it in Shura's eyes,
and in the

\\\\lay
that Iv'as and Shura silently exchanged glances

and \037'alked out ot\"the house.

And the nl0ther decided to look for the newspaper at hOl11e:

it had to be here, and they \",rere just not showing it to her.

One time.. \\\\'hen neither Shura nor Ivas was in tIle house., she

called Petri\\lna and ordered her to search everywhere for the

ne\\\\'spaper.

Petrivna brought her all the newspapers, but the one that
she needed was not among them. Then the lady ordered her to
look through all of Ivas\037s pockets, and all his boxes, and alll1is

suitcases.
Petrivna rummaged around for a

IOIlg
time until she finally

found a crumpled ne\\\\lspaper in one of his suitcases and
brought

it to the lady. The lady glanced at the date and number on it and

silently ordered Petrivna to leave the room.

The ne\\v.spaper was the one that had
disappeared. Why had

it been hidden? It must contain news of some kil1d!
A

terrifying
and long-dreaded presentiment overcatne tIle

ailing woman\037 and it s,eemed to her that Iler hair was standillg
on end, She opened the

ne'Wrspaper
with h,er one good hand and

searched through it for the list of the dead and the wounded.

The list was there, and it was quite long. She began reading
it

slo'htJy,
because the letters were jumping before her eyes.

She
\\\\'eakly dropped

tIle newspaper for a moment on her

knees, and throwing her head backwards, closed her eyes for

a moment to calm herself. But OIlly for a moment, and then she

began reading again.

She was now searc}ling for the surnames tl1at began with

the letter to'\"T\".

\037'\"Trokhymenko . . . Torubayev . . . Trublayevycll! Andriy

Trublayevych!
\)
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She had to lo()k back at the heading to see if Andryk had
been killed or only wounded.

\037.He was killed!'\" she shouted. \037\037O my God, what can this

nlean, what can it mean?\"

The newspaper fell to the floor, and the mother flung herself

back in her chair. She could not breathe.
.'Petrivna!'\037 she yelled so loudly in a voice so unnatural that

the maid heard her in tile bakehouse and can1e running.

\"He's been killed!\"

\037\037Who?'\037

\"Andryk. . .\" The n10ther could barely talk because her tears
were drowning her words.

HO Lord, accept his tender soul!\037'

\037\037Oh, what have they done\" and \\\\rhy did theyr do it? Where is
the justice in this world!\" the n10ther \\\\railed.

1010

0, my son__ my son,

my falcon, what have they done to you? Petri'ina!\"\037 she turned

abruptly to her maid. \"'\"Help me make the sign of'the cross!\"\"

Petrivna took the sick old \\V'oolan'5 right hand.. and crossed
her with it\037 jllst

as little children are crossed4

\"'0 Lord\037 accept
the soul ot\037your ser'lant

Andri\037l..\"\"
the mother

,;aid, raising her weeping eyes. ....0 Lord.. let his soul rest in
peace!

And as for all of you who c.aused his death\"- \\\\rho instigated this

war-may you be dan1ned! May you be danlned both in this

world and in the next one!'\"

The 1110ther wept grieYously\037 uncontrollably.
And it seemed

to Petrivna tl1at sl1e even nlov'ed her paralyzed leg and arm.

HMy dear lady.. dOT1\"t carryon like that! Havre sonle care for

yourself!\"

Id.Why ShOllld I care for nlyselfv'lhen . . . \\,\\JT11en . . .
....

she could

not finisl1 w11at she was saying because of her tears. --\"Call
Iny

eh i Idren to n1e .\"\"

Petrivna ran to fetch lvas and Sl1ura.. but they \\\\rere not il1 tIle

yard. She ran Into the grove and begall Sl10uting.
Ivas responded.
\037'The young lord 11as been killed!'\" Petrivna called out when

S]le saw tile brother ,and sister
througl1 the trees.

\037'What? What YOUtlg lord?\037\037
tlley asked her in chorus.

\"\037Andriy Mykhaylovycll . . .
Andryk!'\"

\037\037Wllat? Who told you?'\)
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\037'The lady told me\037 She's calling for you. . .\"

The brother and sister exchanged looks.
\037

\"\037Ho\\,/ did she find out?\"\037 Ivas asked.

\"-She read it in the newspaper., the one that was in your
. \037..

sU1tcase.
-

\"-So you\"re the one \\\\lho gave it to her?\" lvas pounced on her
\302\245lords.

\037-Th'e lady ordered n1e to look everywhere and to bring her
all the

ne\\\\/spapers.
She ordered me to look in the suitcases as

\\\\,rell. And I fo,und it . . .\037\037

1o\\'Oh.. so that\037s \\vhat happened. . . We'd better go to her at
once!....

They almost ran into the house.

HWhat\037s this? So you wanted to conceal it from your
mother?\" the mother greeted them.

\037

\"\"Mother dearest!\"

\"'My precious mother!H

The mother shook her head.
\"'It doesn't matter. I found out anyway\037 you couldn't hide it

from me . . . 0 God, dear God, what am I to do? It would have
been better to have choked hinl with my own hands when he

was a little
baby\037

so that I'd at least know that he's buried in the

ground\037
that he isn\"t lying unburied, that dogs aren't gnawing on

his bones. Oh\037 damn you!\037'

Evening descended. The votive lamps were lit in the main
rooms. The lady

ordered that 'h'ax candles be lit before th,e icons

and she sat in her arIllchair, as if at the side of a deceased.

The house was quiet, and al I that could be heard were 11er

sighs. Ivas and Shura sat silently in corners and when they

suddenly 11eard their mother's voice., they slluddered.
\"'You're lying, my dear son, in the steppe., in the frost. . .

Your tender white hands have turned numb, YC)llr swift, precious

legs have stiffene,d, your sweet\037 welcoming lips have turned

silent!\"

She shook her head as if she was bent over her son's
corpse.

\"You're lying right there\037 my son, where you fe] 1 . . . Alld

there is no one to lift
you\037

to bind your bloody wounds, to staunch

the gushing of your warm blood. And it has frozen in the fierce

cold . . . The blood of my blood has frozen!\)
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The 1110ther shuddered violently, as if chilled by the cold.
\037'It is *Rachael crying over her c.hildren\037'-- Ivas thought. '--It

is that biblical mother who is crying and who\037 all alone\037 bereft\037

Cal1nl)t not be. comforted.'\" And he came ()ut of his corner.. sat

at his mother's feet\037 kissed her hand\037 and dampened it \\\\/ith his

tears, because h is heart had melted, like \037/ax in a fire.

But the mother appeared not to notice either him or his tears.
A fter remaining silent for a moment, she began lamenting again.

C.'Death has mown down
my precious flO\\\\ler., cut him do\\vn:

do not blossom in the frost! The w'hite snovv has no need ofyou\037

the cold stone has no need of you! Oh\037 my son\037 my son!\"
E\\\"er)'\037

word fell like a droplet of blood and scalded like molten lead.
\"Rachael is

weeping
over her children and cann,ot be

consoled. . . And everywhere, throughout all of Russia\037 man\037/

Rachaels are weeping. But while Rachael can only \\veep..
her

sons ought to be thinking about hO\\\\l to dry those tears fore\\.rer\037

so that her children ,,\"ill never again be killed!'t' I,ras thought.
And the mother's

every
\\\\lord evoked anger in the son\"'s

heart, anger at himself and at all thos,e \\\\rh,o slept safel),r\037 sa\\\037ed

their skins.. and allowed their nati,re land to be destrO\\led. No\037. J

it was not possible to live thus! To remain silent and to sit
by'

meekly-that was equivalent to taking the side oftl1e enemies ot'
the fatherland, and to \\vound afresh the heart of Rachael.

No, it was imperative to go there.. \"ihere Ly'uba had gone\037

where Zembulat and others \",'ere going. It \",-as better to be dead

than to live withollt t\037reedon1\037 Because a sla\\,re\"s life \\vas not

worthy of a htlnlan being!)

v)

The candles bllrned tInder the icons. T11e votive lan1ps
flan1ed. It was hot and stuffy in the 111ain rooms. And it seen1ed
that grief had entered these tl10,dest\037 lo\\\\r-ceilinged

rooms and

Ilad settled in, never again to leave. It sat in the corners, looked

around, and blinked its indif1erent eyes from every shado\\\\1\037 and

it felt cOlnfortable and safe in t11is decaying old house.
It sat and looked ,vitl1 uncaring eyes at the unfortunate old

woman wh<.) refused to lie dO\\\\ln in bed and continued sitting,)))
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propped up, by pillows\037 in an arnlchair\037 It looked at the weary,
fatigued

son and daughter of that won1an . . . and it bl in ked, and
seemed to be

\\\\raiting
for SOl11ethi11g\037

.\\tBe damned! May you be damned! From all t11eCOfl1ers of

our land YOll havre taken a\\\\'ay sons t\037ronl their Illothers, children

fronl their parents\" husbands fron1 t11eir wives\" and sent them
to their d,eath. You are spattered by their blood! Look: you're
Cll\\lered in blood! You\"'re covered \\vitll the blood of\037 your own

brothers! And you \037/il] never wasil it off for all of eternity!\"
.\037Mother!

\",

She did not listen
and\037 after a nl0nlent's silence, began

keening again\037

.\"They
\\\\?ill arise, they \\viil corne to

you\037 wounded, slashed

to pieces, \"lith torn oft\037 arms and heads, with lacerated sides and

backs\037 they \\\\-.rill COl11e to you and they will ask: 4.Why have you
l<illed us? OUf blood is on YOlI and on your children. You are
damned\037.'\037

\\t\037Mother.. nlother dearest!\"

The flames in the votive lanlps shuddered and leapt, and
grief blinked fron1 the darkened corners.
'-\"

\037IoA mother had a SOIl, but he was sucked into a bloody
maelstronl, and now he is no more. . . Oh, woe is me. Oh, woe

is me!'\037

Woe heard that cry, but it did not
respond\037

it only blinked

indifferently. Why would it be concerned? It had done wl1at it

Vlas supposed to do, and\" 'A/hen tIle right moment came\037 it would

do so again.

A clock ticks, tappil1g out the seconds. People do not count

them, but woe does count theIn, and it ''\\/aits
patiently

until its

time has come\037 the time for a new victinl.
But \\vho wou]d be the next victim? Who of the tllfce would

it be, or would it be all three together?

They were all prepared. The mother and tIle daugllter had

been ready for a long time 110W, and as fc}r the son . . . he too

had long been ready! He was sitting as if turned to stone. His
mother\"s words were branded on his brain, and he recalled what

he had read today in a lett.er written by the doct()r's brotller\037 a

1etter that arrived from tllat wretched country after tile battle of
Mukden:)))
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We've lived thr()ligh a Ivt. I can't llnderstclnd h()v,/ the

hand o.f'dellth has passed me
h}\037J

hecal/se 1 haven't even

been wuunded. From the 22nd to' the 28th our entire

regiment M-'QS engaged
in batfles. Sl\037fJice it to saJl that

het\"'1)een morning and evening on the 22'nd oj' FebrZlar}.'

)1le vvent on the attack seven times, anlr! \"te lost 1,3_54

soldiers, [lnd out o.f 54 commissioned
D._fficers, o'n(v

1/

are lefi, and three o.f'those have lost their nlincis.

Everyone all arollnd tiS vvas c(Vil1g ,from bz//lets.

grenades, mortar shells, Qlld machine-gllnfire. \037f
1 \"\\1'ere

a believer J J \ol-\037ld") have said God \\{\037as
protectil1g

me.

A battle-is he/I. \03741/ arolind tllere 's <.\037r()al1ing, the

din '0.1' hatred, of anger, \037r fear, \037r re.ioicing.. tloise,

1rt,'histling, \\1-tailing, hissing, thlJnder, the gnashing of
teeth, weepillg'Lfits, cllrsing, pleas, the Lfrenz..v \037r pra}\037er,\037

destrIle-.lion, disorder, corpses, bloodied bal1dages.

.falling dovvn, the fincli agon}' 0.( deatllt
cro(lkillg\037

tears

ofJ.o.y,
a ,frenzied fear. (1 cieatllZl' palel\"less. 11er()istrl-af

times, more o.ften-panic . . . \0374f1d blootl. B/(Jod allover

and everJ)\"rVJlere/
1 \302\273,Ponder

\037f
all o.f tJlis is .illSf a drearrl? Becallse tile

riddle
\037f'l\037fe

is beil1g solved here. 4.4'11/ all o.l'it IJas its O\037t'11

ethos. . . And vV.h\302\243?11
..rol-l've

seel'l :V()Zlr 0\\-\\'17 blo,Oli spit/el7.

VOII )t1/QI11 I(J see anc)tlJer m'(1n's blooti . . . ..-4J-lli it \\-t'(lS,./

frightening, and horr\037fic, (7']'(/ cJ1eeJ\037tlll, llnel ple(lSatlt.)

HOh, what anitnals \"\"re sti 11 are-all of lIS human beings!
What animals we still are.. \\vhat 11eartless anin1als!\"\037 Trubla)re\\l}'ch

thought, and he reckoned that on tIle t\\\\,renty'-second of February
his brother\"s reginlent \\vas supposed to g() on lea\\le\037 to take a

rest, bllt i 11stead\" it w'ent into battle.

And who knows it\037
Andryk \\\\'as killed \\vitll one of the first

bullets.. or if he replilsed all the attacks and \\vas about to retreat,
l)f if.. perhaps, in the general panic..

he \\\\ras fated to be \"\"\037ounded,

to fall dOWIl and die llnder the feet of 11is o\\\\,rn con1rades-in-arms

\302\267\302\267\302\267To plead, to stretch out his hands, to grab at the legs of
savage, rnaddened

people, and to die witll a final curse on his

lips. Who could say?
Shllra was sitting n10tiollless.)))
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She fixed her eyes on a corner of the roonl and did not even

blink\037 as if she \\\\tas charl11ed by the grief that was staring at

her \\\\'ith a thousand eyes out of that corner and through all the
cracks. And all those eyes pierced her heart and c-o,oled it oft\037

draining a\\Va)l her strength drop by drop. It seell1ed to her that all
this \\1laS a dream.. a delusion of some kind\037 that the door would

open in a nl0ment and Andryk \\\\JTould \\valk in., but he would not

\\\\ralk in ali,/e\037 onl),r
a shado\\\\T of his. Alld she V.las atraid to look at

the do,or. She \\\\.ras afraid to raise her eyes to the window.

Iot-He'\"ll COOle in right a\037\"ay! He'll come in right away,'\" a voice

\\\\Thisp,ered.

The door opened and Andryk walked in. He was 111issingan
arm arId a shoulder. . .

He looked at her and lauglled. \037\"l 've come, ha-ha!\"

And he instantly collapsed at her feet.
\037.Oh!--' she shrieked in an unworldly voice and, leaping to

her feet, she tottered on wooden
legs

to the adjoining room and

tumbled down on the tllreshold.
The mother also screamed in

surprise, jumped up with a

start, and fell out of the armchair onto the floor.

..10

SllUf3 ! Mother!\"

Trublayevych ran up to his mother, picked her up as if she

\\\\,rere a chi ld and, amazed at how light she was., sat her down
again

ill the armchair, while Shura thrashed around spasnlodically.,

crying and laughin,g.
HMother\037 what's wrong? Did Shura frighten you?\"

But his mother did not reply; she wanted to
say sOInething\037

but could not. The thought flashed through Trublayevych's Inind

that his mother must have had allother stroke.

'''Petrivna! Hordiy!\" he ye] led from the doorway. '\"'Get the

doctor as quickly as y()U can!\"

But no on'e responded from the bake-house. They
had been

asleep for some time now.

Trublayevych rushed in, \\\\foke
up Hordiy and ,ordered hinl t()

fetch the doctor. Hordiy, breathing heavily., got up
and sat down

on the bench: he was groggy with sleep and could not fathom

what was happening.

\"Harness the h,orses right now and go to Stepanivka to
get

the doctor!'\)
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\03740Horidy! Hordiy!\" Petrivna poked him in the shoulder. HThe

young lord is saying: go get the doctor!\"

Hordiy finally woke up. .\037Fine.\"

\"'Petrivna, my dear, come with me\037 mother is sick, and so is

Shura . . .'\" Trublayevych begged Petrivna. '-Sring some water!\"\037

And he rushed back to that room where a terrible monster-

grief-held sway. . .)

* * *)

Dawn was breaking. The doctor \\\\Jras standing by the sick

woman's bed and talking with Trublayevych.
\"'There's nothing that can be done . . . it\037s the throes of

death-the final struggle between life and death. It's as I feared

would happen: another apoplectic fit. Don't touch h'er\037 don \"t

move her!\" He took a chair, sat do\\\\,rn by
the bed\" and looked

silently at the dying woman.

Trublayevych stood at the head of his mother\"s bed and

watched her ragged breathing, and her \\\\!heezing \\\\.rrenched his

heart. What would he not give nO\\\\l to bring his mother back to

life. . . How h,e would caress and care for her\037 he \",rho had seen

her once every four years\" and vih() had not thought about her for

years
at a stretch.

But there was no such p,ower that could re\\litalize her.
\037'You know., truthfully speaking there\037s \\/ery little hope that

she will recover. The end has to COI11e Slloner or later,\"'1 the doctor

said thoughtfully. \03740This is jllst one nlore \\!ictim of the spring
flood. . . do you recall it?\037\"

Trllblayevych agreed, nodding llis head. The con\\rersation

died down. And how could Trublaye'lych talk no\\\\,' about some

kind of a spring flood\037 \"\"hen his nl0ther \"\"ras dying?
But it was as if the doctor\"'s 'h'ords Ilad a\\voken his imagination,

and it seenled to hil11 tl1at SOt11et11inggreat\" unkno\\vn.. and

invillcible, sotl1et11ing trllly like a turbulent spring flood \037\037as

washing over life\037 snlaslling every\037t11ing tl1at happened to lie in

its path, and taking it away to parts llnkno\\\\lll . . .

Shura walked in\037 broken and crumpled like a crushed blade

of grass. She went up to her motl1er\037s bed\037 looked at her., and

shook her head.)))
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\037-Sit do\\\\rn.. Oleksandra Mykhayli\\lna!\" the doctor said. and
he mO\\Ied a chair toviards her.

The chair scraped along the floor and startled the stillness
for a mon1ent. Then e\\terything fell silent once again. and all t11at
could be heard \\'laS the hoarse breathing of the ill woman.)

* * *)

Three days Iater\037 in the grove that stood by the road\037 a fresh,

slightly rounded grave appeared among the old ones, and a
funeral dinner \\\\las

being
held in the manor house. At the table

,\",'ere seated a priest, a deac-on, a cantor, a fe\\\\'
neighbours, and

Trublaye\\tych. Shura did not join them at the table; she was
serv'ing them.

The
c)erg)'

ate and drank with gusto., conversed loudly, and

clattered the dishes as
it\037they

had been invite-d to a holiday repast.
The fumes from the censer mixed with the tobacco, smoke, but

it seemed to Trublayevych and Shura that the heavy odour of a

corpse still lingered in the room.

The guests did not seem to notice it. The deacon had already

begun recounting a humorous anecdote., but the priest stopped
him and started a conversation centred on current events. He

llad a subscription to The ij'orld and was a
great patriot.

HWhat's the situation like witll peasants do,wn south where

you are?\" he asked Trublayevych as he gnawed on a chicken

bone. HAre they stirring, or not?\"

Trublayevych
looked up. 41\037lt\037s lik_e it is every'where.,\" he said.

HYes\037H the priest said.. throwi11g away the bone and wiping
his greasy lips.

\"father Jvan., Jet's have another round\037'\" the deacoll said.

\037\"Go ahead and pour it. Yes. . . Well., and do you think that

there \\-viII be uprisings?\" he asked Trublayevych.

\037'It's hard to say what will happen,\037' Trublayevych replied.

\037'But I know that there will be!\" Father Ivan said, sinacking
his lips. '\037The willows will be done away with entirely in Ollr

kingdom.\"
The deacol1 and the cantoT laughed uproariously.

\"They'll cut them all down when they begin to sOllndly
thrash the rabble-rousers,\037' Father [van continu,ed. 4.\"If you have)))
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any willows along the Kaydanka\" guard them \\\\,rell: you'll get

good rnoney for them.\"

\"Tee-hee-hee'!\" the deacon chortled.

uCorporal punishment is forbidden by la\\\\/, and no one has

tIle right to thrash people,\" Trublayevych responded sternly\037
he

was scarcely able to contain his wrath.

\"The law doesn\037t mean anything,\" the deacon said. Iolopeasants

in three villages have already been thrashed at trials: in Sob)'ntsi..

Hnyla, Omukhanivka. ,FOT burning dOVt/n a sugar refinery. . .'\037

\037'That's an illegal act\037 and it mllst be punished.'\037

\037'Oho.. an i11egal act! And isn't burning do\\\\rn factories illegal.
and isn't it

illegal
to rob the lord's storage rooms and b,arns?.

Father Ivan flared up angrily. HIf
peasants

break the la\\\\r__ then

the authorities must also. If\"
you please: there\"s a \\var going on

in Manchuria\037 everyone should give their last penn)'
to support

it, they should spill their blood for the honour and
gloryr

of\" their

native land\037 but they\037re rebelling. . . I--d thrash thenl all to bits\037\"\037

'I.Tee-hee-hee! Roll up your slee\\'es.. Father\037 and get dO\\\\'ll to

work!''' tile drunken deacon smirked.

HAnd so I will!\037' Father Ivan shouted in exasperation. \"\"And

I'll thrash you first of all!'\037

\037-You don't say! SLit your arn1S are too short!'\037

\"We'll see.\037'

Io'Why are you so angry?'\037

\037.We kn()w why!'\"

\"It would be interesting to find Ollt.'\037

\"'lfYOll kno\\\\\" too much.. YOll\"ll gro\\\\'\"
old too SOl)n . . . Ha\\-\037e

you
ever heard that?\"

HYes, I 11ave. So, nlaybe \\ve\"ll 11a\\'e another drink?\"\" the

deacon tried to smlloth things over.
HGo ahead and

pl)Ur
it! The clergy are drinking\037 so \\v11Y

aren't tile lay people follo\\\\\"ing
Sllit? Let\"s all drink to tile repose

of Olyn1piada.. the ne\\vly deceased ser\\rant of Go,d.\"\037

They downe,d tlleir drinks and ate. They 11ad all eaten a lot.
Father Ivan stood IIp ill a dignified tl1anner and rattled througl1 a

prayer: \"\"Both the li\\/ing and the dead are in Your care. . ....,

'-'Lord, grant a blesse,d repose to Your
departed

servant. . .9j\037

the deacon sang in a bass voice as he gulped dOVln the last bit of

meat.. Hand n1ake her mel110ry eternal.....)))
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\037\"EterI1al menl0ry, eter-r-r-r-nal n1emory., e-e-e-eternal

men10ry..'-- all the clergy sang in chorus.
The dinner el1ded. The clergy and the neighbours sat around

for a little \\\\.,'hile
longer, talked__ sIl10ked, and then departed.

Trublaye\\lych opened up all tile windows and walked Ollt of

the 11ollse. Evening \\\\-\"as
approaching.

In the west., spring clouds

\\'lere taking on a rosy hue and the birch trees\037 unfurling their

long buds\037 \\\\!rere standing a reddish light. The young'er trees were
already turning green.

Trublaye\\lycll \\\\,ralked out to his mother\037s grave. It gave him
a strange feeling

to see the fresh mound of sandy soil and to
admit that this \\\\las his nlother's grave., that all t11e thoughts., the

pain\037
the suffering of a precious being had come to an end in this

pile
of ra\\v earth.

He picked up a \\vithered pinecone from the grave and tossed
it aside. Then he picked up and tossed away other cones and
lea\\les that \\\\!ere mixed in with the sa-nd. He wanted the grave to
be clean and imn1aculate..Sl) that th,ere would be nothing on it

that \\\\rould remind one of disorder\" ot\037 untidiness. Then he picked

a te\\\\l co\037/slips that \\\\tere not yet blooming and placed them on

the grave at the spot where he thought his mother's breast was.

It ,\"vas quiet and cool, the fresh spring air enveloped
everything-the ground,

and the plants, and the trees. And it

seemed to Trublayevych that it was better that his mother was

110\\\\l resting
and lying there.. in the ground, in the coolness\037

it would be nlore peaceful for her there. Her thoughts would
not torm,ent her\037 her aching heart would not be breaking., her

exhausted nerves \\A/QuId calm down. Because there are limits to

ev,erything., and everything must come to an end. There
()ught

to

be an end to human suffering as well.

And at that fil0ment it seemed to Trublayevych that death

was not terrible.. and may evell be desirable, that death was not

evil, but a blessing, like the natural end of existence.
\"'Eternal memory to

YOU., my dearest nlother! Sleep

peacefully. We'll join you soon.\"

He went into the forest and roamed about in it until dusk,

and he kept thinking about life and deatll, about the great riddle

that has puzzled people throughout the ages and will rernain
unsolv,ed by

them forever.)))
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VI)

When Trllblayevych returned from his leave of absence, he
felt as if he was crippled both physically and

moral\037y.
He fled

from the manor as soon as he could after his mother's funeral.
Shura stayed behind alone for the time being to care for the farm
before coming to the

city
for a rest\037 or perhaps e\\;ren to li\\re there.

They had not yet made a decision about that.,

For Trublayevych his daily routine began again: the bank\"

reading 11ewspapers and journals, con'versations about current

events, arguments and quarrels\037 egotistical insults-all that

nervous tension that constitutes the life ot\"a an intelligent person.

He lay down to sleep with a heavy head in the evrening\037 and

woke up with a h,eavy head in the nl0rning, and his heart al\\:vays

felt as if it was oppressed by something.

And, as before, his life w'as turbid and restless. and it

fermented like new wine.
It was still

inlpossible
to foresee definite perspecti\\.'es\"

although it was clear that the en,d of the reactionar)r period \\,\"as

drawing near, that the bureaucracy had been caught up in the

sprin,g flood, and it \\vas being \\\\\"ashed
a\\\\/a)\037

and pulled apart\037

and it could no longer 1101d up against tile pressllre ,of. the bold

and invillcible new curretlts. It \\\\!as still111ustering its strength,- '-
it was still stri\\Iing, it \\\\-ras still engaged in a \\var that had been

lost long ago both here at 110111e.. and o'ver there\" in the Far East_

it had sent its last
squadron\"

had pllt at risk-in a desperate\037
hot-headed step-its last gold coin al1d \\\\las 110ping that blind

luck would take its side. AI1d that squadron.. be\\\\railed and buried

befo,re tIle fact in the waters of\" the ocean by its O\\\\tn people and

strangers., by friends and flles alike\037 \\\\ras
\\\\'andering aimlessly

SOtllewhere over t11e distant seas.

And everYOl1e \\-vas
,\"'aiting

for a sea battle.

TIley \\\\rere \"\",'aiting in terror.
And in the Tlleal1tinle

society \"vas regrouping, programn1es

were being fornlulated\" partners11ips were being struck, both
legitill1ate and illegitinlate ()nes. And all ofthenl had as their aim

tile freeing of the people froI11
political bondage\037 tile acquiring)))
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of civic rights. Against tl1ese forces other., antithetical
powers

were grouping, and here and there bloody fires flared.
The city where Trllblayevycll1ived had

long
been a peaceful,

somnolent place. but now it too awoke'! and all the latest

currents resonated in it. Even Donda\" after what was for him
the ul1expected arrest of his son, becan1e il1furiated with Bthe

bureaucr.acy.... and defamed it no less than the Jews. Even though
in his opinion it \\\\\037as tIle very san1e Jews who were to blan1e for

ev'erything . . . And he \\\\'as expecting that at any mo,ment now

the)! \\\\I'ould be taken to task.

Trublayev'ycl1 \\\\!as once again slowly drawn into that
turbulent life\037 but no\\\\' he did not analyse every incident't ev,ery
fact so'

oI1e-sidedly\037
nor did he seek out the Achilles heel in

progressi\\'e mO\\lements-he kne\\\\.r tllat they existed in every

case. He told hin1self once and for all tl1at progress is better than

retrogression, that freedom is better than servitude, and that it

is necessary to do whatever is required to attain the goal that

e\\.reryone
sa\\\\.\037 so clearly. . .

He n,a longer Jlad anyone to worry abo,ut or anything to

fear: fate had taken a\\vay llis mother, his brother, and Lyuba. If

anything should happen to 11im now., it would not affect anyone.
And so he amazed his former like-minded associates and

enemies \037/ith his boldness and irrevocability. He got togetJler

again with Bilollrud and established ties with
youth groups.

He sensed that the spring flood was seizing hilTI
wholly,

al1d

he abandoned himself to it cOInpletely. \037'W11at will be\037 will be\037\"

he thought\037 \037\037Let this long-awaited floo,d carry me oft\037 but it will

bring others a new' Jife, a better life, and those who \\\\Irill come

after us \"\"rill breathe n10re easily and live more
freely.H

Lyuba
had been released froll1 prison quite some tillle ago.,

because no real guilt could be imputed to her. Slit Trublayevych

had not met with her, because SllC had left the city to go to

Odessa, to stay with relatives there.

Trublayevych kne\\v full well tllat it had been Iler fatller who

had finally succeeded in his endeavours to
part

her frolll Iler city

acquaintallces. Her father hoped that in another city, under the
watchf'ul eye

of her aunt, she would have a change of heart.

Zembulat was still in prison, but Tumour had it that he too

would be released soon.)))
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Trublayevych tried not to think about
Lyuba\037

he kept chasing

away any l11elTIOries of her.. but he was unable to, do so. Neither

Ilis involvement in the community nor his work at the bank could

capture Ilis attention completely. Not a day \\\\.rent by that her

image did not flash before him, smiling at him\037 casting
a serious,

thoughtful look at him, searing him vlith an unexpected spark

from under her dark eyelashes. And when he \\\\las ,alone-be it in

the park, or on the boulevard, or in his home-she \\\\'as
al\\\\\037ayrs

with him. In his mind\037 they communicated in halt:'phrases\037 \\\\/ith

single words, fell silent.. and then conversed once again.

Trublayevych's heart ached and pined: there \\\\\"35 no
\\\\'\037ay

that

he could bring her back\037 she belonge,d to someone else. And yet

he could not renounce her. . .

There Vv\"ere a few tinles that he \\\\ranted to go to Odessa.. to
see her., to talk with her, and'! perhaps, to \\\\tin her backr But he

immediately chased that
temptation a\\\\'ay: he could ne\\ler go

there while Zembulat was still in prison. Zell1bulat \\\\'\037as dearer

to her now than he had ever been. He \\-\\:as a hero for her r _ . Her

thoughts were al\\\\lays with Ilim. An,d
Trllbla),re\\l)'\037ch

\\\\.ished that

he too was near and dear to sonleone.
Once while he \\\\'as sitting alone in a dark corner of a cit,,\037\037 .

park and thinking about LYllba. Dubraye'lska came up to him.
She was dressed

lightly
and

attractivel\037y\037 and she looked quite

appealing. Her long, nicely Cllt hair ga\\,re her an added air ot\037

intelligence\037
and her delicate

gait\037 giv

r
el1 l1er ratller imposing

figure, spoke of her physical strength and good health.
Trublayevych rose to

greet 11er\037 and then tlley sat do\\\\\"n

together on the san1e bench.

\037\037So this is \\Alhere YOll are!'\" Dubraye\\'ska said\" looking at

Trublayevycl1. hI like this spot as \\\\rell. It\037s
pleasant here.\037\037

\"\037Yes., there are tinles \\\\r}1ell I sit here for a
long\037 long \\\\:hile.'\"

\"\"When. . .'\" Dllbrayevska pronlpted him\037 and she raised her

eyebrows as she \\\\raited f()T 11ill1 to fit1ish \"rhat he \\\\\"as
sayingr

\"'Her eyes are kind and
eI1gagiI1g\037'\037 Trublaye\\'ych thought.

And tl1en lle smiled as Ile said: \037.When I feel like it.
H

\0374.Well, of cOllrse! But YOlI \\\\lere about to say sonlething else.
Nevertl1eless, I understand. . .'\" she said \\\\/ith a knowing smile.
\"At one tinle it used tl) be pleasant to sit here . _ . and not by

YOllfself.. but nOVl . . . s\\veet l11enl0ries!\)
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....Why would you say that there are Inemories?\"
\03740Just becallse\" but then . . . YOll\"'re in a better position to

kno'\\/.\"\037

..toI don't understand....,

\"\037y au dOll\"t understand? We,ll., if you wish, I can tell you a

fairy tale. . . S,o\" do you want file to?'\"

....Go ahead\" I 'm listening.'\037 \"'-

Dubrayevska once again assessed hin1 carefully for a long
n10ment as she tried to determine how. best to start her story.

\".But )lOU \\\\Ion\"t be angry \\1lith me?'\037 she asked.

Io.No\037 not if . . . you don\037t make me angry.'\"

Dubraye\\'ska laughed and leaned back against the bench.
'HShe\"s

really quite attractive and cheerful,\" Trublayevych
observed\" and a strange n100d canle over him: Jle wished that- \037

Dubraye\\lSka \\vould tell him that she loved him.

\037\"But the devril take that stipulation,\"\037 he said. HYOLL tell me a

fairy tale\037 and I'll tell you one.\"

..Fine!\037' Dubray'e,/ska replied\037
and she winked in a friendly

manner. \037\037Fine. Listen! In ,a certain city there liv,ed a man. . .\"

ItIoYes: in a certain city__ there lived a man . . . But was there
only one man?'\"

..Ivan Mykhaylovych\037 don\037t interrupt me\037 or 1\03711 be angry!\"

\037\"And
you

YiOn't finish te]ling Ole your story?'\"

Dubrayevska laughed. \"\037Well, so there once lived a man. He

\\\\/as young and handsome, but he was IOllely and he appeared to
be severe\037 even though he was not like that at heart.\"

'\"\"We'll take note of that: he was not like that at heart.\"
\"\"Ivan Mykhaylovych,

don't interrupt!\"

u'Or ,else you'll be angry?H

\037'Yes, I will be.'\"

\037\037Well then, I won't.\037'

'-It

Fine, just watch yourself. I n that city the nlan had no
faJnily\037

no people to \\\\lhom he fe]t close, no friends, and so Ile lived as if

he were in a ,desert.\"\"1

\037'Your story certainly has feeling!'\037

Dubrayevska did not pay any attention to Trublayev'ych's
interjection and continued talking: '-'There was no one in that

desert to whom lle could give his heart, and then he caugllt

sight of a wild turtledove\037 and he tamed it. He told the wild)))
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turtle,dove about his life, about his sorrows, told her how hard it

was for solitary people like himself to live in the desert\037 and the

turtledove, while her wings were still gro\\ving., hopped around

him, cooed, and
gazed

int() his eyes. And he
grev\037/

to' love this

wild turtledove like his own soul. But one day in the tree under

which the turtledove was cooing, a w'ild dove cooed his own

song. The turtledove fluttered up to the \\vild dove and fte\\\\' far\037

far away, and did not return to the lonely solitary man. And after
that, his life became even lonelier and sadder.\"

Dubrayevska paused\037
HWhat's next?\" Trublayevych asked., and there no longer

was even a hint of jocularity in his voice.

''\"What's next? That man still lives in that
city\037

and he--s still

grieving\037 and he'll continue griev'ing until he forgets about that
turtledove .\"

'''Yes.\037'

HWell, now tell me your story.'\"
HI forgot it.\"

\"Oh., no\037 you must recall it!'\037

'''Well then, 1 isten.\037'

Trublayevych stopped to tl1ink.

Dubrayevska had touc}led upon tIle m()st sensiti've string in

his heart, and it rang out and filled his sotII \\\\rith sadness.

\"\"My story will be about that Satlle man. When tIle turtledo\\re
flew

away\"
tllat man grieved mightily\037 and then one night

someone left him an instrllment of sorne kind. The instrun1ent

was similar to a hun1an heart\037 and \\vhene'ver someone touched

it\037 StIch nlournfltJ sounds enlanated fr()n1 it that the man
\\:vept.

At times, evil people strun1nled that instrllnlent\" \\\\-rhile at other

titnes it was strllmmed by t11l1se \\\\\"}10 '\\/ere sin1ply cllrious. And

even wl1en only tile wind ble,,\" on it\" so rrO\\\\l t\"'u I n1elodies and

sounds were evoked. One titlle 311 attracti\\.re
blJtterfl)l fle\\\\,' in

and alighted on it. It tenderl\037l touc-hed tile
strings\037

and they rang

Ollt even nlore sorrowfllily thal1 \\\\'11en
they w,ere touche,d either

by evil people or by those Whl) were curious but indifferent. . .\037'

\037\037]van Mykhaylovycl1! That\037s enough, don't go on w-ith your
story'l\" Dubrayevska said and her face gre\\\\l sad and troubled.

'\037Why?'\037

HJust becallse. It\"'s very sad.\"\)
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\037\037Itjust seems like that to you:' He smiled and took 11er11and.
She pressed his hand

tightly. HForgive file \037 . . I didn't want

to . . . I didn \037t
,expect that. . .\037'

\037\037It\037s
nothing, Solomiya Frantsivna, it n1ay well be that when

that man forgets about his turtledove.,11e'llalso throwaway that

.
,\037

Instrulnent.'
.

\037.May
Gl)d grant it!'\037

\037\037Really?\037\037 Trublayevych sI11ile,d.. turning what had happ,ened
into a joke.

Dubrayevska flushed and also smiled. She
pressed

his hand

once more and then p,ulled her hand away.
HMay God grant it! The world is wide and cheerful, and

instead of that desert-city there are good people and cheerful
if- + ., .,

cltles.-
-

HShalI \\\\le go and find such a
city?'\037 Trublayevych asked, and

it \\\\tas in1p,ossible to tell if he was joking or not\037

\"40L,et\037s go!\" she replied in the same tone.

\037'Rea]
ly?\037'

\037\037

RealI v.'\037

HAnd \\vhen shall \\ve get ready to go?'\"
\037-'Whenever you \\\\/ish!\"

He took her hand and pressed it firmly. uWe\03711 wait a while,\"

he said frankly and warmly\037 in a brotherly manner. \"'Let that

man's \",rounds heal at least a little bit.\"

\"\"Fine.\"

E-verything
had happened so suddenly and unexpectedly,

that after Trublayevych saw Solomiya home and he found

himself alone in the street\037 he had to ask hill1self: had it really

happened? And he had to admit that the rudder on the boat of

his life had veered sharply in another direction ot and that tIle boat

now had to take another path.
After that day, TrubJayevych met more frequently with

Dubrayevska\"t but neither he nor she ever mentioned that
conversation in the park. It was as if they had silently agreed not
to talk about what

only
the two of thern knew\037 and this secret

drew them closer together.
Dubrayevska had decided to wait patiently until \"the wounds

of the grieving man had heaJed.\"

But the wound was not healing, and she could see that.)))
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She was aware that Trublayevych had travelled to Odessa

after their conversation, and she knew' for whom he \\\\/as

searching and whom he had hoped to see. But he did not have

the good fortune to meet up with Lyuba, and this fact
aggra\\lated

his wOllnd even more.

He became still sadder, and anyone \\vho looked at him \\\\i'ould

say he was ill.

And life did not settle do\\vn due to the *Tsushima catastrophe.

The squadron on which so many hopes had been placed b\037'
those

who had sent it was destroyed at Tsushima. The armoured ships
sank to the bottom of the sea one after the other like broken cast-

iron pots, and the ones that remained afloat lo\\\\:ered their flags

and surrendered. Now the dead and the drovio.ed \\\037vere no, longer '-

tallied; only the armoured ships and cruisers \\\\lere counted.

There had not been a more shameful disaster since the
war had

begun.
But no\\V', such an event barely perturbed the

community or caused it to worry. NoVv' even the blind could see

that the war \\vas lost on all fronts 'I and that not e'/en a shred of

hope remained. And their thoughts turned
a\\\\iayr

from Manchuria

and came back to what \\\\las happening at home.

Everyone understood that the reason for such unheard of

failures was not to be found out there\" in the Far East\037 but right
\"-

here.. at home. Tllere could be no doubt in an',tl)ne\037S mind about
...

that. And once again everything gre\\\037v agitated
and stirred \",.rith

a newfound strength.

People were waiting for son1ething tl1e likes of \\vhich the}'

had never seen before. They \037rent to bed thinking that they

might wake up in a totally dit\037ferent situation\037 in different

circumstances\037 TIle ner\\lOllS tensiOI1 was reaching its zenitll.
10.--

Trublayevych continued going to the bank\037 but it seenled

to 11iTTI that anytllillg cOlJld 11appen., that tOlll0rrO\\V or the day

after tomorrow\037 instead of going tl) the bank, he \\\\lould ha\\'e to

do something Il0vel\037 great\037 and terrif)ling. And \\\\rhen l1e t}10ught

about it., he wanted t() be beside Lv'uba\037 to stand shoulder to
,.)

shoulder v\302\245'ith her. At those tin1es 11e fl)rgot about Solomiya and

regarded the con'versati()11in tl1e park as a n1istake.

And Trublayevych once again set out for Odessa.
He travelled at

night\037
on a quiet starry night, and he paced

the deck of the steatllship until daw\037n, thinking about Lyuba and)))
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carrying on an internal con\\'ersation with her. Now he decided

that he absolutely had tl) find 11er and to disCllSS the directions\037

that their lives \\V'ere taking. Now Zembulat was also a free nlan,
and so he could rest easy' 011 that account: tlleir chances were on
an equal footing

no\\\\'. If he had been unable to devote himself
to social caus,es back then\037 now 11e was able to do so. Now., the

thought of making the ultimate sacrifice no longer frightened

him.

But an inner '/oice kept saying that he was making the trip

ifl 'iain; that his hopes \\1lere futile, and his 11eart was heavy and
he felt ashanled of himself.)

VII)

Trublayev)'ch arri\\'ed in Odessa in the nlornillg. On the way
to the hotel he heard from the coachman that tl1e bakers in the

city had gone on strike\" and that some mechanics were planning
to sabotage the horse-dra\\\\ln streetcars. But h,e ignored what

he 'Alas hearing\037 for such events l1ad become commonplace itl

recent times. He paid for a room, changed, drank some tea, and
'A'ent out to look for Lyuba.

Ii\"Yo,u\"re visiting us again'?\" tIle doorman asked as 11e
opened

the door of the hotel. \037IoYou'tre not afraid?'\037

'-What is there to be af\037raid of?\"

\"'Be careful, it\037s not a]] that safe in the city. You know\037 the

bakers. . 4 the tradesn1en. We're hoping tl1at nothing happeJ1S, a

riot of some kind.'\037

\"\037You think it's possible?\037'

\"\037We all think it's possibJe, and we're warning our guests.\"

\037j,Well, that's fine. It doesn't really matter. . . I won't be here

long,\" Trublayevych said, aJld he walked out into the street.
It was still early, much too early to go to Lyuba's aunt\037

moreover, he did not know Iler address. He had to find it. He
went to the

appropriate
bureau where he was able to get the

information.

The aunt's apartment was nearby, and he did not have to

hurry to get there, but Trublayevych thought that if Ile arrived

too late, he might not find L.yuba at honle, and so he set out at a)))
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111l)derate pace t() lo()k fc)r the street and the apartnlent number
that he had been given.

Along the
\\\037/ay

he looked at the cro\\vds of people and

saw notl1illg unusual: they were all rushing
some\\vhere vlith

preoccupied looks on their faces and without paying attention
to anyone else, and only the newspaper and telegram vendors

approac-hed individuals that they thought might buy
from them\037

reachin,g out with their freshly printed sheets of paper.
\"'Today's newspap1er!The latest telegrams!'\037

Trublayevych bought a ne\302\245ispaper and skimmed through it.

There were reports, alth,ough they \\\\lere doVt\"nplayed some\\vhat\037

that sOlne tradesmen were on strike and that they \\\\'ere demanding
. .

a raIse 1n pay.

Having located the apartment of L)lUba.s aunt.. Trubla\037le\\/\037lch

rang
the doorbell.

\"Is Lyuba Mykolayivna Hovoretska at home\" and mal' I see

her?\" he asked the maid \\vho ans\\vered the door.

io\037No't the young lady isn't in..'\" the girl replied.
\\O\"When will she be in?\037\037

\"\037I don \037t know.\"

And asking a few more questions and indicating \\\\\"ho he

was, Trublayevyrh found out that L)lllba had not been hOll1e for

two days no\\v.. and that no one kneVl \\\\;\037here she \\\\'as.. and that the

aUllt was very concerned.

-\"Has this ever happened before?\037\037
Trublaye\\;y'ch

asked.

\"'It has happened once before.'\"

Trublayevycll shrugged. He pron1ised to con1e
by again

in the eve11il1g and then \\vent off to \\valk around the city. He

se'cretly 110ped tllat l1e n1igllt encounter 11er St)nl'e\\vI1ere.

He walked tl'fOllgh the busiest streets__ \\'/ent dO\\\\tn to the
\\0..-'

boulevard tl1at bordered t11c sllore.. and l()oked out at the seaO\\ at

tl1e port. It allll)okeu very ordinary\037 people \\vere rushing about\037

steamships were \\\\lhistling\037 hl)rnS \\\\\"ere blastiI1g\037 and the iron

pulleys 011the steatl1Sl1ips\\\\-,'ere tllundering as they seized piles
of boxes or canl1011 balls.. lifted them

llpwards,,,
alld then lO\\'lered

tl1e01 again. And the el1tire port \",Tas
en\\'eloped

in sinoke.

After sittil1g for a fe\\\\' minutes on the boulevard\037 Trublayevych
went to a restaurant to 11avesonle breakfast. He found a spot in a

corI1er.. sat dO\\\\/11,. and waited for 11is l11eal to be served.)))
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HMr. Trllblayevych! l\\taI1 Mykhaylovych!\"\037 someone shouted.

Trublayevych looked around the room. He did not recognize
anyone.

AIld thel1 a mal1 got up from one of the tables and
approached him.

Trublayev'ych
realized that it was Dr. Levalldovsky, a friend

\\\\,rho had mo\\.'ed from his city tl1ree years ago and settled in
Odessa.

HYou d,on\037t reco,gnize nle?H he asked.

\037\037Yes\037 I do.'\037 Trublayevych replied, as he stood up and

extended his hand to greet the doctor. HBut I most certainly did

not expect to meet up w'ith you here.\"
HHuh! A mountain may not meet up with another mountain,

but people are
al\\\\,rays gadding

about it1 the same place.,'\" the

doctor called out clleerfully. ....Howlong do
you plan to be here?\"

UA couple of days.\"
\"\037Then I\037m

in\\.'iting y()U to come to my home this evening.
We'll sit and chat for a while.'\"

Trublayevych prolnised to drop by if he was free.

Levandovsky gave him his address. He had already had llis

breakfast and no\\v\037 Sll100thing down 11is long pitch-black beard,

he \\\\'as preparing to dash off\037to work.

I.\"So., I'll be \\vaiting tor you,\" he said., as he took his straw hat

and \\\\lalking stick frOJll a lackey.

'liff I can.. I'll certainly c,ome..\" Trublayevych
assured hin1.

\".You know'., \\ve're living in very interesting times!'\"'' the

doctor added as J1e bade farewell to Trublayevyc11.
And he walked out of the dining roonl, swiftly

and agilely,

belying his years.

Trublayevych had known him for a I011gtinle. He was a ] ively,

passionate person. He responded sensitively to everything that

happened, was interested in everything.,
and wherever lIe went

he brought with him a pleasant aura of excitement. Whenever

arguments flared., no one could settle them as quickly alld as

effectively as Dr.
Levandovsky. Trublayevych

decided that he

would most certainly go to see him.

He wandered through the
city

all day long, looking intently

at every passing face, but he did not run into
Lyuba. A11d, even

it\037 she were in the
city\037

it would have beell difficult to spot her if

she did not want anyone to see her or to keep an eye on her. But)))
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then again she could simply have left the city to go to someone\"s

summer cottage. That was the most likely scenario.

In the evening Trublayevych \\\\-rent to visit Le'iando\\lsky.

\037\037You know., there are m()fC people here from your city.
Not so long ago I met up Vv'ith Z-embulat and a young lady\037\"

Levandovsky said after they greeted one another and \\\\\"ent into

his study.

\037'Zembulat? So you know him?\" Trublayevych asked in

surprIse.
\"'Of course! He studied at our university. He's a good felloVv\"..

and a great leader. I asked him to stop by this e'/ening.. and he

just might
come.\"

Trublayevych wanted to ask about the YOllng lady \\\\rho v./as

with Zernbulat, but he did not \\V'ant to do so right a\\\\\037a)r.
He

feared that Levandovsky might notice that he \\-vas interested in

that YOllng lady.

But after some time had gone by he asked: IoIoDid
\037{OU happen

notice the young lady who \\\\tas \"vith Zembulat?\037\037

\"She's not someone that I know. I don\"t think she\037s a local

girl; she's attractive, dark\037 and quite tall . . . and her hair is

luxuriant.'\"

Trublayevych did not respond.. but he concluded that it had

to be Lyuba-. Zenlblilat had come here to see her.. an,d it \\\\'\037as

possible
that slle had run a\\vay fronl her aunt \\\\rhile he \\\\ras in

town. And perhaps that vvras flOt the on l)i reason t113t she had left
her aunt\"s J10me: a

la-rge
disturbance \\\\/as expected in the city

and it was possible that she \"ras i11'vol\037red in it.

But Levandovsky did not give him 01UC}1time to ponder the
matter. He asked hi111 ho\\\\r matters stol)d \\v ith the \\\\/orkers in

Trublayevyc-h\037s city. And.. after fi11dil1g out that
Trllbla)\037e'\\lych

had recently travelled to his home\037 he asked hO,\"i
things \\\\;rere

in the villages\"I and tllen he told 11ill1 hO\\\\1 the situation \\-vas

llnfolding in Odessa.

After the events at TSllshill1a\037 events \\\\7ere once again--

erupting w'ith renewed eIlergy. Tl1e 'variOllS \\vorking classes \"'lere

restless'! and sorne grollps a11d tnobs were already on strike, but
all the

power 1ay
in the

port\037
and it too Vvras beginning to rumble.

'\"'I dOll.t k110\\v' how it is elseV\\rhere.. but 11ere the Tsushima

catastrophe wi] 1 have serious repercussions'l\037\" Levandovsky said.)))
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.\037They\037re
all infuriated by it\037 like

\\\\rasps. And besides that\037 nlany

Odessa residents died there.....

As lle listened to the doctor.. it occurred to Trublayevych that

HO\\lOretsky had acted recklessly by sending his daughter llere at

this time.

.
HBut

,\037vhyr
are you so sad and apathetic'?\" Levandovsky

suddenly asked hilI1. \037\"Have you lost sOlnething.. or are you

looking for something.. or waiting for
sonlething?\"

\037\"I? I\"m just as I al\\\\/ays atll.\"
.-'

N

..

t

..'\"

o\037voureno ...\"..

But they did not conclude that line of conversation because
at that moment a tall\037 scra\\\\>rny nlan.. \\vith gangly arms and legs
like a colt.. burst into the doctor\"s apartment. He looked as if he

\\vere
\\\\ralking

,on sti1ts\037 and his bony arms were continuously

\\\\la\\.ring
about.

It \\-vas Zolotnytsky\037 an acquaintance ot\037 Levandovsky.

The doctor introduced him to Trublayevyc_h.

\"'\"Have y'ou heard about it?\" Zolotnytsky shouted as 11e

crossed the threshold.

\037\"Ha'le
you

read it?'\037 and he pointed at a paper in 11ishand.
\037\"What is it?\037' the doctor asked.

lo\037These v'erses.'\"

u'What verses?'t'l

.\037Latansky\"s
verses. . . The hymn of death.'\

\"'\037

N

\037,

o.

\"\"

W II h I
.

,.,'e I
\037 t en., , I sten .

Zolotnytsky 'Arent over to a lamp so t}lat he could see the

wTriting on the paper., stood at attention\" and without further ado

began reading:

*Morituri te salutant)

Morituri te salutant\037

o grim phantom of war
Morituri te salutant\037

A 11 of us who are dying innocently:

\037'You-the absurd, angry, wild one
Who stands in a bloody mist.

May you be damned for all ages
Both in the heavens and on the earth!\)
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Morituri te salutant,

All of us whom you have not yet killed4
Morituri te salutant . . .

\037'\"Do you hear the gnashing of their teeth?

D'o you hear the wailing and the groaning,

The insane laughter and the yelling?
It is legions of people shouting:
\037'\"Be damned, be damned forever!\

Morituri te saluta-nt

And all your accomplices
Morituri te salutant
And

along
with you all those

Who are strong and
pO\\'lerful\037

Who hold sway over the people
And cast into the flames of \\A/ar

Entire armies of our brethren!)

Morituri te salutant!

Their cries rise to t11e heavens'l

Morituri te salutant:

Be dalnned forever and e\\/er!

Be damned-by our tears
By our blood., by

our grain, b y
r

this \\\\/orld\037

And by tIle earth, and by tile hea'leI1s-
Be damned

by every tIling!)

Levandovsky' and Trllblaye\\/\037ycll \\vere listeIling as if they
were mesnlerized.

UWell?\"
Zolotnytsky asked\037 looking at tIle t\\\\/o of then1 al1d

blil1king l1is eyes as if freeing 11in1self from a hypnl)tic spell.

HIt's Sllperb!' It\"s \\\\/OI1derftll!\037'I
Le\\.randovsky cried as he

reached out for the poelll. \0374.Let l11e 11a\\'e it.'\037)

You-tIle abSllrd\037 angry, \\vild 011e

Wll0 stallds ill a bloody mist.

May YOll
be danlned for all ages

BOt}l ill the l1ea\\lens and on the earth!)))
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Hlt\"s po\\\\rerful.. wonderf.ully w'ritten! Oh., 110W
t11any

of thenl

greet that f'rightening I110nster as
they\037re dying,

and how many

n10re there \\\\7ill still be before tl1is human insanity conles to an
end!

,\037

\"\037Let ITIe copy those verses\037\" Trublayevych said. \"'Please\"

nlay I?\037\037

\037i.Why
not? Of course YOll may\037'\037 Zolotnytsky replied.

Io.Tlley\"re making the rounds everywhere.\"

Trublay'e\\!ych copied them. The verses had made a great
impression

on him\037 and it seemed to him that tl1ey supplemented
the letters that his brother 11ad written from the war.

Perhaps Andryk\037 \"'Then he \\vas
Inortally wounded., had seen

the fierce phantom in his dying n10mellts and had uttered these
v'ery

sanle curses at it.

\"\037Well, verses are' just verses\037\" Zolotnytsky said as he paced
the room\037 -\037bllt life is life: if not tomorrow, then the day after\037

something is about to happen the likes ,of which we have never
seen before .\037..

And he told them \\\\rhat people thought would happen in the

city'. He repeated 'W'hat
Trublayevych

had already heard from the

hotel doorman and fraln Levandovsky. Everyone was saying the

sanle thing. A threatening cloud was rolling in and everything
had fallen si lent, suspended, as if gathering strength for an

onslaught.

As he returned to the hotel later that night, Trublayevyc-h

walked guardedly do\\\\,'n the hushed streets; as if fearing to shatter
the stillness, to awaken sonlething, even though tl1ere was no

actual silence: th,e city in all its vast expanse was
rumbling

and

rattling from tIle thousands of wheels that were rolling through
it, and the pounding of h()oves-but it was a softer

rUll1blillg\037

as if the city were dreaming. r n the port\037 steamships called out

to one another with their hoarse bass voices as if they were

conspiring about something. . .,

In the morning\037 Trublayevych again resolved to look for

Lyuba-even though he held out little
hope

that there would be

anything in it for him even if he did run into 11er. He wallted to

bring the matter to a close; he wanted to see her, to look at her.

And so that day he once again went to see Lyuba's aunt,
and

from the same servant he found out that Lyuba had come 110nle)))



] 42
I Myk()la l\037hemyavsky

towards evening, btlt tllat she had gone out once again and had

not spent tIle night at home. These days she \\-vas visiting a female

friend at her sumnler cottage., but y,.rhere tJlat cottage was\037 and

wl1at the friend\037s naIlle was\037 she could not say.

Trublayevych wanted to ask the aunt about that\" but she \\vas

not a horne. He set out again to \\vander through
the city.

He walked to the outskirts in one directio,n't and then returned
to the

city
centre. And then he went to the other end of the

city\037

and walked back again. After that he boarded a streetcar and set
out without even asking \\vhere it \\\\,rould take him.

He found it pleasant to sit\037 to rest\037 and to look at the buildings
on both sides of the street.. to look at the people \\1lho \",ralked past

them like insects, and not to think about
anything\037

because his

head was weary from pondering.. and his mind needed a rest.
He rode for a long time to the end ot\" the streetcar line. The

city was lett behind, and summer cottages came into \\/ievl. H.e

decided to go down to the sea.. and he descended along a road

that he knew well. Soon he \"\"ras on the \\ler:y shore of the sea.

The brilliant\" gre,enish sea stretched out into the distance
from the low carroty-red coast and blended 'h-ith the

Sk)T
on the

far horizon. It was slightly agitated and in places it took on an

azure colour, and sparkle,d and shimmered \\\\rith
turquoise hues.

The waves reacJled the shore\037 raced l)\\.rer its SI1100th expanse to

the sea wall and flung then1selves against it \\\\\"ith a thundering\037 \037 -

noise as tlley spilled over it in a pr()ftlSion ot'\",.hite foam.
And far ,off in the distance, steamships spread their smoke..

as sonle of tl1enl gradually disappeared into the vastness of the

sea while others emerged frOtl1 it. Not far fronl the shore.. boats

were rocking-fishernlen \\\\I\037ere
catching fish. There \\\\\037ere similar

boats on the shore\037 pulled up' 011 the sal1d. People \\vere
n1illing

around then1.. and barefooted cl1ildren \\vere runniIlg along the
shoreline\" dashillg into tile \\\\Iater.. and then rllnning up the beach

allead of tile waves.
The \\\\laves

splashed on the sll()rel ine and roared.. as if t}ley
were calling out: \037'Oh, oh!\037\037

On the strand above the \\vater\" people.. walking and sitting
on bel1ches

Si11g1y
and in small groups ot't\\\\'O or three\" were

looking out at the sea.
Trllblayevycl1

fOUtld an eillpty bellell and sat down.)))
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Born and raised in another part of the Coulltry, he saw the sea
OI1]Y rarely. But it always inlpressed him greatly every time that
he did see it. He did not like it \\\\rhen it was raging and storming,
but it enchanted hilll when the ,,,\"eather was good-it was so

expansi\\\"e\" so free.. and so gently caressing. He sat by it and was

not e\\ten a\\V'are as its calmness ellveloped hinl entirely.
He loved it from his student days.. wilen, he had been required

to spend a year in Odessa in order to con1plete his university
courses. And no\037' he sat and sank into c-ontemplative thoughts
that \\\\I\"ere as expansive and as serene as the water that he was

gazing at.
When a short and stout grey-haired old man attired in

light\\\\,reight \\vhite clothing sat down next to him\037 he only glanced

at hin1 and n1o\\'ed o,,'er to make room.

\0374.My\037
but the sea is splendid today!\" the old man said\",

squinting slight]y'.

Trublayevych ,did not respond.

\"\037Yes.. yes
it is. . . It\"s so nice. Do you see. . . excuse me . . .'\"

he turned to Trublayev)'rch., '-L. . . that streak way over there? Do

you see how' b,Jue it is? It's truly splendid!\"

Trublayevych glanced at his neighbour. There was something
familiar about the old man, both in his figure and his face. And

he then recognized Konchak__ a fortner professor of his.

....Nykon Pylypovych?<\" he a,ddressed him.

\037\"Yes. And \\vho are you?\" he turned to Trublayevych. '\"'Are

you Portnyansky?n

Trublayevych told him his name, aIld tile old professor
recal]ed who he \\-vas. He was very old now\037 and had been on a

pension for some time.

They started to tal k.
Their conversation qLlickly

came around to current events.

The old professor told him ho\\\\' everyone was talking about \0374.the

spring,'\"
about that great movement that had arisen everywhere.

He looked at everything optimistically and
expected

that before

long everything would change to a better, more desirable order.
\"It won't be long now\037 and J believe that I'll still live to

see another regime,\" he said. \"'But if there hadll't been a war.,

nothing would have changed, everything would have stayed the
, v

Y

\"

same. I es . .. es...)))
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It\037Are YOll saying that it took al1 the victims of that unfortunate
war in order to awaken society?\" Trublayevych asked. \037'Must

a better fate for tomorrow be bought \\\037,lith the blood of people

today?\"

\"Ah . . . yes. . . yes. . . That's the la\\\\l of life, the la\\\\l of

11istory.\"

And the professor snliled. \037'Humanity has attained e'lery

step of its progress at the expense of blood\037'\" he added.. as he

looked closely at a young lady
and gentJeman \\vho'\\ ha\\ling come

u_p
to where he and Trublayevych were sitting just as he \\vas

finishing speaking\037 had now walked slightly ahead and\037 standing

next to a ravine, were looking out at the sea.

Trublayevych also glanced up
at the young couple and blood

rllshed to his temples.
It was Lyuba and Zembulat.)

VIII)

'-40Today there's a rumour that the *PoteJl1ki,1has con1e into

the port from Tendra.. and that all 1S nl)t vlell on board. Take a

look-is that it?\" K_oncllak pointed at a ship that had left the port
but was now coming back.

SlJt Trublayevych was not interested in the ship.
HExcuse me\037 I n1ust lea've YOll for a n10ment'!\037\037 he said\037 aI1d he

rose to his feet and \"rent up to
LYLlba

a11d Zell1bulat.

\"Good day to
you\037 Lyubo\\r Mykola\037li\\rna!'I\037 he addressed her

as 11e approached her and extended his hal1d\037

She slluddered in sllrprise al1d quickly' turned around to face
hinl.

\"OIl.. ho\\v YOlJ friglltened ole! Where \\vere YOll? I didn\"t see

you.\"
\"'1 was sitting over there, on th,e benc11.\"'\037

Trublayevych exchanged greetings \\\\rith Zenlbulat4

\"\"Ivan Myk11aylovych was ill a cap that nla,de hill1 invisible..

and now he's taken it oft:\037' Zenlbulat said.

Both Lyuba and Zen1bulat felt ul1comfortable.. and

Trublayevych noticed tllis at once. He also -noticed that Lyuba\037
like a little turtledove, was dravvn to Zenlbulat \037/ith her entire)))
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being__ and now he was convinced without any words being
spoken that she IO\\led Zembulat passionately and wholly., and

that he did not belong here.
He decided not to

try to talk about what he had wanted to
find out\037 and the reason why he had come here.

\037

The three of thenl felt a\\\\1
r

kward as a silence descended.

Zembulat \\\\\"as the first to speak. He also directed their attention
to the ship.

But neither Lyuba nllf
Trublayevych pic.ked up on what he

\\-vas saYing.
hYou\"\\re changed ever so much in this last while,\" Lyuba

said to Trublayevycll. \"\"Did something happen at home?\"

\037\"My
brot}ler v\037/as ki lled in the war, and tny tnother died,\"

Trublayev'ych said\037 and he felt like adding that it was har,der for
him to lose her\037 than to lose his n10tl1er and brother.

He looked at her. She seemed to have grown even nlore

attracti'/e. The joy ()t\"'
being

in love \\\\las n1aking her more

beautiful. That joy shone in her
eye's\037

and its brilliance had been

so familiar to him until quite ree-ently. but now it was so strange\037

so hosti Ie.

Trublayevych recalled that all his acquaintances had told

him that he had c}langed, grown old, and he himself was aware
of tllat\037 every day he noticed more and more grey hairs in his
beard't that cursed grey hair, the herald of ol,d age.

HOO
you plan to return h,onle soon?\" he asked Lyuba when

Zemb'ulat walked
a\\Vray

from them to look in the direction of the

port, at the co1umns of smoke that had begun to rise above it.

\037.I don't knoVv
r

. Valeryan Vasylovych is planning to find a

position here, and \\\\/e
TTIay stay here for go,od.\"

ioC.Look\037 look \\\\l'hat's ha.ppening over there,\" Zenlbulat

shouted, pointing at the smoke. '\"'It's coming f\"ronl the port. TIle

port is on fire!\"

Lyuba and Trublayevych looked in the direction in which

ZembuJat was pointing\037 Columlls of black and red smoke had

spread over half\" the horizon. Lyuba grew alarmed.

\"That's something unusual! Let's go' there!\"

\037'Let's go!\"

Trublayevych
wanted to say: I'll come with you, but he did

not say it. He was superfluous.)))
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They quickly bid their farewells and rushe,d uphill to the
streetcar. Trublayevych was left a]one. tIe watched them leave

and then turned his eyes once again towards the smoke.
\03740Do you see what's going on in the port?\" a voice beside

him said\037 and Trublayevych started in surpTise. It Vvras Konchak.

Trublayevych looked around.

The entire shoreline \\\\!ras filled with people milling around:

there.. on the hill., men., women\037 and ,children 'h\037ere rushing to,

the city, trying to outrun one another. And on the shore\037 several

men were hauling boats into the water to go out there.. where

something extraordinary
was happening. A fe\\\\i boats had

already moved away from the bank and \\\\t'ere rocking on the

waves as they headed for the port.
\037'We'd better make our way home as \\vell\037'!'! Konchak said.

\"'Where are you staying?'\"

Trublayevych told him the name of his hotel.
\037'Then we're going in the sa-me direction. Let--s

go!\037\"1

They started climbing up\\Jvards. They came to the streetcar

stop and waited a long time before a streetcar pulled up.

They had almost gi\\len up hope that it \\\\\"ould e\\'\037er arri\\re\037 The

conductor and the coachman looked very tr,oubled and seemed
to be hesitating whether or not they should go back into the city.
Finally the streetcar mO'ied forward.

At first they passed through quiet streets and there \\vas

not nluch traffic on them. But tile closer that t11ey came to the
centre of the city, tl1e more evident it became that e'leryone
was walking and running to the port. Theyr

\\\\rere rushing there

in large groups. TradesI11en \\\\rere
ftInning, talking loudly and

calling Otlt to each other f'rom one side ot\"' the street to the other.

HIt really is SOl11ething out of the
(Jrdinar).\"....

Konchak said.

The streetcar \\\\laS
n10ving slowly tlp\\\\.'ards\" and \\\\rhen it came

to a level spot.. it
stopped cOlnpletely.

\"What--s the matter?'\"

HWe can't go any farther.'\037

\"'Ho\\v so?'\"

'''Take a look.\037'

They jUl11ped out ()f the streetcar. Up ahead alo,ng the tracks
the road was barricaded with son1ething. They rushed there. An
overturned streetcar lay on the road.)))
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\037IoAha! No\\\\' \"re\"ll havre to walk. We\037ll stick togetl}er.,\"
Konchak said\" taking hold

ofTrublayevych\037s
arrn.

They walked on tile sidewalk. NO'\\l tlley were no longer
\\\\ralking s\\\\iiftly.. they. \\1lere trotting. Because everyone was

running ot e\\leryone was getting all tangled up.. jamming together
and then separating agaill.

..Slo\\\\\"ly! Slo\\\\lly!\"'t Konchak said, hardly able to breathe, but

he maintained his pace.
At a crossroads

tJley
eanle to a sudden stop. Tl1e road was

blocked
by'

a ll10b of people Jooking to the left. Trublayevych
raised himself up on tiptoe and saw that a large group was

rushing in from a side street't and above tllis mass of 11umanity,

red kercbiets\" raised on high.. were fluttering. The
police\037

both

tll0se on horses and those on foot\037 were vainly trying to block

the path of that group.
There \",:as a terrible din, cries, the pounding of hooves. . .

People \\\\.'ere
yelling

. . . Somewhere in the distance., there \"vas

singing. . . And suddenly all the people \\\\1'ho had been standing

in front (1f Trublaye\\'ych began retreating and scattering in all

directions . . .

Sornething resounded
shrilly\037

as if dozens of firecrackers

\\vere crackling in the air. . .
A man, \\vhite as a sheet, fell on Trublayevych\037 and grabbed

hold of his shoulder. . . Blood was gushing over his fingers. . .

And then everyone who had beel1 running into the street

from \\\037/hich Trublayevych and Konchak had conle began turning
back. They rushed arc)und the COTner.

\037\"The kozaks!\"

A person \\\\\"a5 knocked down, another was trarnpled . . . All

injured Inan fell and rolled under the 110rses' hooves. Bullwllips
whistled in the air.

.'Move aside!'\"

And everyone scrambled to get (Jut of tile way.

Trublayevych grabbed Konchak by the arlTI and pulled hi nl

along.
The old man could no longer walk. H is feet were giving way

under him. He was shaking violently. Trublayevych glanced

back. The mob that was approaching frOITI the left was catclliI1g

up to thenl.)))
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At the head of it, he caught sight of a ta)], scrawny man who,

was waving his arms around madly. He recalled that he had seen
this mall at Levandovsky's home-it was Zolotnytsky.

At t11at very moment, Zolotnytsky took a
couple

of steps

forward and then, as if he had run into
something\037

his arms

flLlttered and he fell to the ground.
He tried to get up

. . .

He raised himselt\037 slightly, waved, and crying out \\1iith a

deathly pale face. . . he collapsed. . .)

Morituri te salutant)

Again whips cracked and s\\vished . 4 . And a human roar

drowned out the noise of the melee, and the
buildings

seen1ed to

shudder at the sound.

Something seared Trublaye\\lych's spine . . .
pushed

hin1

forward. . . and he fell to the' side\\\\lalk . . .

He wanted to get up, to yell. But something \\1iarm and salt),

gushed out of his throat and kept him fr,om
shouting

. . . Green

circles filled Ilis eyes, and tl1fOUgh them flashed Konchak\"s

terrified face as it bent over him.

\037'Ml)rituri te salutant!' That\037s ho\\v it is!\037\037
Trubla)re,'\"ych

said

as he lost consciousness. \"\"The spring flood. . .\037...

He did not finish \\\\rl1at he \\\\ras saying.
The old professor grabbed his tormer student and tried to,

pull him ot'f the road closer to the buildings... but he \\\\-ras unable

to do so . . .

SOl11eone YOllnger and stronger lifted the injured nlan uI1der
the ar1115and Plllled hill1 over to tile side.

The old man bent o,\\/er 11im, shielding 11in1 \\vith his body.
And all arl)und tllem e\\1erytl1ing \\vas

roaring\" thundering...

and overflO\\\\liI1g \\\\Tit}t hatred and rage\" \\\\,rith rancour and terror.)))
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'''Listen\037 Mykola\" if it's not a secret-if you can confide in

me\" a former comrade-then tell me all about
yourself. . . tell

me everything\037 everything that you possibly can.\"
\"-But \\Vllat am I to tell you? First ,of all., you tell me about

yourself. . . Ho\\v did you end up here?\" the other man said in
the darkness, responding to the

request
with a question that was

put in the sanle tone ()f voice.
\037\"There's

nothing to tell\037 my friend,\" the first voice spoke

up againot and in the corner from which it emanated there was

a heartfelt sigh and the sound of someone
turning heavily

on a

bed. '.Jt'5 a common story.. my friend!' And n,ot at all interesting.\"

\"'But v.ihy not? On th,e contrary, I'm very interested ill it.
And I've often thought about you.\"

8,oth \\'oices fell si]ent\037 as if the men to whom they belonged
were resurrecting the past in their minds. Jt was nighttime, and

the room \\Jy'as
pitch

b]ack. On a nearby wall, a clock ticked in a

dignified manner, and outside, a cricket chirped softly under the

window.)

\037'Unfortunately, my friend, it's a very co'mman story. . .\" the

first voice, a dry baritone, spoke up sadly once again. \037!olt could

have been different, but then\037 that's how it is! That's how things

turned out . . .'\"

And he sighed once again.

The second voice did not respond.
\"You know, I truly longed to go to university, I thought and

dreamed about it . . . but you can see for yourself where I ended
\"

up
. . .

\"'That's why I'm interested to know how things turned out
the way they did.\)
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l.'\"lt a] I
happened very si nlply. I c()lnpleted my studjes\037 and

r said to IllY father: \037'I can't be a priest-I don't have a calling

for it.
I-Ielp

Jlle go to university.' Well't as I expected\037 my' father

was dead set against that.
\\0

j'v'e spent a lot of money on you as it

is,' he said,
40

an d anl l now to pay for you to attend university? I

won't give you even a *kopiyka. Do as. you \\\\,\"ish.'t

\037-I thought about it. Wllat \\vas I to do? I decided to beco,me a

teacher. I'd work for one year, for anl)ther year\037 gather tog,ether

some money\037 and then take oft\" for Tonlsk. E\\len though I didn\"t

want to Inake the IOI1g trek to that isolated
place\037

I couldn't see

any other way out. I didn't even consider going to Warsa\\\\'. I had

heard ho\\v hostile th,e Poles \\\\'ere tOV\\lards the likes of US\037 an,d I

sinlply cannot abide hostility. And then a position just happened
to turn

up
in a city.. in Pavlohrad. I thought I\"d li,,\037e in a cit\037l

anlong intelligent people., I\"d read and I \037d learn. .A.nd SO\037 in the

autumn, I rnoved there.'\"

The narrator \037vent on to describe hO\\1i he li'/ed and taught,\037

and just like droplets of water dripping from a \\\\.'eeping \\\\til1o\\\\.-

drop by drop-every \\\\lord of. his \\\\ras filled \\\\tith sorro\\\\' and

enervation.
The school Vlas Sllftocating\037 botl1 ph)lsicall\037/ and morally\037.

The cit), and t'he club. . . botll \\vere equally' unenlightened pt101s

of mediocrity. Long, autuilln and \\\\rinter
e\"\037eniIlgs! Reading and

more reading. . . tt) tIle point of boredorTI\" to stupefaction. And

when morning came-more of'the sal11e.
\"\"The

year passed by in this \\va:y . . . and tlleIl allother. Fi,,'e

years flowed by. I didT1 'It put al1y nl011e)'\037 together\" for there \\\\\037as

none to be 11ad-there \\'/as IlardI}' enollgh tt) eke out a li\\ling.
The dreanl of

going
to ul1i'lersity faded further and further into

the background. I started to pllt 011 \\\\reig11t'l to lose 01)' 11air..alld I

grew increasingly iIlditlerent and e\\tren 110stile to everything that
was

C()111nlel1dable\037 idealistic. B11t \\v11at else could the regiI11e......

that reigned ill our COllntry at tl1at tinle 11av'e taught nle? You- \037

nlust recall the trasll that'l like an evil sp,irit, reigned everyw'here
back t11en . . .\"\037

I.I.lt's true, tl1at \\-vas a bad titne\037'1\" tl1e second voice responded

g I 00 mil y, all d t 11en it f'e II s i Ie n tag a i 11.

HWell, tl1at\037s 110W I lived: I lived and telt that I \"'\"as sinking
ever deeper and deeper illto the 111Ud. I 11ad to abandon all)))
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freedom-Io\\ling goals and plans, all thoughts of working for the

benefit of the people. . . I could see tl13t I was of no use to myself
or to anyone else. I COllld see that other people\037 even if they did
not lead lives that benefited others. \037rere at least able to benefit

from life thenlselves. But I was just stagnating there\" and like a

log in a forest I \037l,as
becol11ing ever n10re overgrown with moss.

And to make things e\\\"en worse, Iny school was situated by a

road on \\\\Ihich the deceased \\\\lere carted off to a cemetery. They
took them there

e\\/ery day
. . . and every day you saw coffins,

church banners\037 and black sac-erdotal vestnlents.\"

The narrator sighed and cougl1ed, and the clock on the wall

began chiming t\037\"elve o\"clock loudly and confidently.
\"\"And I '}laS overcome by such sorrow, such boredom,\" tl1e

voice continued after waiting until the clock fell silent, -'that I

must admit I \"\"'anted to do away with myself. I lived with this

idea in my mind for about a year. And then I said to myself:

e\\'\037eryone else is leading a normal life-they're all happy and

11ealthy\037 they have \\\\liv'es and cllildren., and they don't experience
this damned sorrow\037 this debilitating boredom. Am I the only

degenerate who is fated to rot away in this manner? An,d if I

\",'ere to li've as all the other
people

are living, WOll1d that cause

tile earth to spin out of its orbit? All
my

comrades-l did 110t

know about you, where you were or what was going on in
your

Ii fe-al] my comrades, I'm saying.. had already become priests.
No matter which one you met up with they were all healtl1Y.,

happy. I \037las the only one who was withering away. . a

iI'Well\" I decided that before I \\\\J'as carried straight ffOOl

the school to the cemetery\", I'd follow the road that others have

taken! And so I up and got married\037 right there in Pavlohrad., and
now I'm serving as a priest here. And that's IllY whole story. . .

So\037 \\\\I'hat ab,out you?\

\"'I also have nothing to brag about,,''t the other voice-lligher
and clearer-spoke IIp,

and you could hear that this other man

was now sitting up and rustling abo,ut in the darkness as 11e

talked. HIt's hot; I can't I ie here any longer. \302\267.\"

\"'Wait a moment\037 I'll ,open the door to the nlain rOon1.,and

maybe that will
help

it to cool ofl\037 a bit\037\" the otller voice said,)))
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and tl1C man who had spoken could be heard getting out of bed\037

gr()ping
his way along tIle walls, and padding on bare teet to the

door.
He

opened
the door and then, trea,ding heavily over a \\vell-

worn wo,oden floor, returned to his former
spot.

\"My wife is probably boarding the train right no'w\037'\037 he said

as he sat down on the bed and s,cratched his chest and back. \"\037It

really
is hot in the house

today.'\037

\"When does the train arrive at your station?\" his comrade

asked him.
HAt six. I have to send the horses at fi\\,re.'\037

\"'Well, I'll have to leave at around four. . . Forgi\\/e me Kost\"

for coming here like this., You must havre guessed by no\",.' that

I'm an \037illegal person.' But I came to your place \\\\,rithout anyone

seeing me, and furthermore\037 no one kno\\\\/s me in this \\!i11age.
And I'll leave

very early. . .H

\"Why are you talking like that\037 Mykola!
Aren\037t you ashamed

to say such things?'\037

\037'No, I'm speaking truthfully. I heard that you \\\\rere li'ling

here., and when I left Rlltchenkova\037 I thought I\037d drop in and see

you. We used to be cOll1rades . . .\037\"t

HWcll, thank you for not forgetting about Ole. _ . for stopping

by. It makes l11e very happy. . . Would
)iOU

like some *k\\rass? A

man gets thirsty after
supper.\"\037

\"\"Do YOll have any?\"

Io'Yes.. I do\037 my \\-'life n1ade SOnle qllite recently. 1--11 get it

right away. . . You kno\\\\r\037 at first I ,didn\037t recognize \037lOU.
And of

course.. it \\vas dark already. I listened-and tile \\roice sounded
familiar, but I couldn\037t quite tell \\\\/ho you \\\\'ere. And then I heard

you say-Ivanytsky. Well\037 I recalled you then at once. So\037 just
.

., 'Ii

walt a moment. . .\

Fr. Kost once again made 11isway into the main roan1,struck
a match\037 lit a lalnp.. and took it \\\\/ith hill1 into an a,djoining room.

Ivanytsky sat on the c11aise lounge and follo\\\\led l1is f'riend
witl111is eyes: 110\\\\/

big
al1d stout he had becon1e.. but hO,\"l slender,

110\\\\/ trin1\037 and how delicate in every way he had been in his
stlldent

days.)))
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Tiley had studied together for five years in tIle sen1inary, and
they had been friends during that entire time, until Ivanytsky
left after the fifth year to prepare for

university. They both had

read and discussed the same books. They botll had been equally
bored in the senlinary and had fervently longed to leave it. In the
springtinle they

both used to make their way into the thickets
of the great Poten1kin orcllard\037 lie down o'n the fresh untouched

grass that \\\\raS intertYlined witll periwinkle and\037 as they listened

to the \\\\iarbling of the
nightingales\037

talk about 110W tlley would

livre after finishing their studies first in the semiIlary and then at

the uni'lersity.

I\\/an)ltsk\037l recalled all this 'lery vividly\" but now it seemed so

distant\037 so puerile. It YiaS as if none of it had ever happened, as if

it had all been just a dream. And now Kost \\\\'as a stout, unkempt,

balding priest, just an ordinary village priest. But what about

himself? Had he e\\,'er thought that his life would turn out the
\\\\rav that it had?

.I

H 1S train of thought \"\\las interrupted by the light from the
candle that Fr. Kost

brought
back with him as he carried in two

bottles of kvass.
The host

placed
the candle on the table, got out a corkscrew

and t\"tO
glasses\"

and they set about drinking the kvass.

One of them was tall and corpulent, with curly reddish

hair. The other o,ne was by nature slight and
s\\\\'arthy\037

with thick

eyebrows and a short\037 trimmed beard; now lle looked scrawny

and pallid with jaundiced clrc]es clearly defined under 11is eyes.

His shirt was old and had not b,een washed for a long time.

His \\vhole figure appeared to be fraiJ, unfinished in sonle way.,

and only llis large dark eyes shone., radiating wisdon1 and a

powert\"ul
will.

'\"'Well, put out the
light,\037'

he said, when they had finished

drinking their kvass. '\"\037It will be better that way.\

They lay dO\\\\ln 011 their beds once again and C-olltinued their

conversation. They did not fee] like sleeping. Ivanytsky related

the story of his life*

It was obvio,us to his listener that he was not revealing a

great many things, that he was skilTIlning quite superficially')))
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over many events, as if\" he did not trust him. This offended Fr.

Kost sOl11ewhat, but he ,did not let on for he was well aware of

tIle great rift that divided them. And he told himself that things

11ad to be that way., for is it
possible

tor a p,erson who has thro\\vn

hinlselfinto tile flames o.f'battle to re\\'eal everything to a \\'illage

priest whose life is centred on marriages, christenings\" and
funerals\037 \\vho has given himself over entirely to a corp,ulent \\\\,'ife

with lio1ited intelligence, to kerchiet\"s\037 *palyanytsi.. chickens. . .

And so\037 even thougll the sting of insult stirred surreptitiously
in his breast, Fr. Kost felt that it could not be oth,er\\vise.. and he

listened mostly in silence, responding onl)l int\037requentl)\".

\"As I said earlier\037 after I finished uni,,'ersity\037
I began ser\\/ing as

an excise officer,'\" Ivanytsky said. \"\"But neither the shiny buttons

nor the sOleI I of' whiskey that pervaded e'ler)\"thing protected me

from the all-seeing eye of the gendarmes. I co,uldn.t sit around

quietly witllout doiI1g anything\037 nor did I \\vant to. And so I

organized a workers\037 union in a
\\\\\"inery.

And then one gloomy

autumn morning several familiar guests came to \\/isit n1e . . .

They seized me . . . and began dragging me through one priso,n
after anot11er. They recaJIed and reCOllnted e\\lerything that had

happened, alld much that had never happened . . . and finall\037l I

went ott'to see what a glorious city *lrkutsk
\037\037as.\037\037,

\"'So tllat\"s how it was. . . l1ITIrn!.... Fr. Kost responded.

\"'But I didn\"t stay there long. I thought about it and decided:

lite is short\037 and as for the \\\\lork . . . there\"s no end to the \\\\,-ark

that ShOllld be done, ever)' day is
preciolls\037

I\"m not going to ser\\/e

the rest of my sentence in tllis 1101e: I'll go back hOl11e right no\\\\t.

Al1d so I ran away.

j,'Our people gave me sonle nl0ney and a passport. I
n1anaged

to n1ake IllY \\\\fray
to the Urals. . . I had planned to go farther,

but as tllings turned out., I
stayed tllere. I becalne a \\\\lorker in

a foundry. . . I learr1ed tile trade little b)l little.. and I bec.ame a
caster. And tllat., IllY friend__ is Illy' profession no\\v.'\"

He sl11iled.

IoloS 0 that's 110\\\\/ tlling.s are!\037\037

\037'And you kll0W I feel better 110\\\\' than if I \\\\/ere the chief

il1 charge of sonle excise district. I deal \\\\-ritll dedicated people,

crucial callses, and have an iml11easurably broad field for
COlltilluing my \\'iork.\037\037)))
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After remaining silent for a short while\037 Ivanytsky began

speaking once again: \037\"I don\"t know what your position is now

regarding the idea of socialisnl. . . .\"\"'- \"-

He stopped for a nl0ment, as if\037raiting to get a reactioll from
Fr\037 Kl)st\037 but the priest did not respond.

And so he continued: IoIoFor me__ it's the only faith, the only

religion in nlY heart.\"\037

-\"That means that you Sl10uld be happy.. for it is said tl1at tl1e
Kingdonl of God lies \",rithin you\037H Fr. Kost said.. a-nd he realized

at once that he had not responded appropriately.
4o\"No\037 the kingdolll of brotherhood and human equality is still

far ot\037f\037 and neither \\\\re nor our grandchildren will live to see it.
But \\vhat

you\"ve said is true: I'm happy, because I believe in

\\vhat I\037m
doing.

The \\\\,'ork that I do Inay be insignificant, but I

kno\\\\' that it\037s genuine work\037 that people will benefit t'rom it.'\037

UWhat is it exactly that you do?\" Fr. Kost asked\037 and

something unkind, unworthy of' him\037 stirred once again in his

breast-something 1ike jealousy.. or ill-will towards his fornle'T

comrade\037 and at the same time, an old wound that had been
healed seemed to be

slo\\vly reopening-discontentment with

his own life.

\"\"What do I do? Everything tllat I can: over here, I agitate;

over there, I
organize

workers\" llnions; and in still other places I

simply
arouse the consciousness of the people.\"

\"Do you organ ize strikes?\"
\037'I \037ve done that as \\A/el L\"

\037\037Well\037 'h,hat about the police? Don\037t they try to catch you?'\037

\"\037What do you think? 1'111 on the run from them rigJlt now\",

and it may well be that they're on my trail even now.\"

\037\037So-o-o . . .'\037 Fr. Kost said\037 and then he fell siler1t.

His night ,risitor also remained silent. It seemed to him tllat

s,omething unc-ertain and unspoken had passed between t11enland
divided them.. something stronger

than their former friendsllip,

and that one COllld expect anything from this well-fed priest.
He was ashamed.. but he sensed that the all too farniliar fear of

being persecuted was
slowly a\\vakening

witllin him and putting

him on guard.
The thought even crossed his nlind that he should leave tl1is

house immediately and co,ntinue on the path that lay ahead of)))
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him. But he feared that he would not be able to find his way at

night, and he did not want to ask Fr. Kost for directions. And so

he just lay there without closing his eyes, ready to
leap

out ofb,ed

at any moment.

Fr. Kost also fell silent, and he too did not sleep\037
and from

time to time he turned over noisily on his bed.)

It was quiet in the house. Th,e clock ticke,d intrusi'V'ely\"

monotonously. In the distance..
dogs

barked in the 'lillage\037 and

from that direction could be heard the faint pounding
of horses\037

hooves.

The sound gradually drew nearer. It became clear that riders
were approaching.

Ivanytsky jumped
out of bed and grop'ed his

\\\\ray
to the

window that was closed from the inside '\037lith shutters. Fr. Kost

also opened his window a bit.

The galloping was
dra\\\\ling

nearer.

\037'It's the border guards,'\" Fr. Kost said\" ha\\.ring spotted them
first.

\037'Yes . . . that\037s \302\245/110 it is\037\"\037 Ivallytsky' said\037 staring intently at

the group of riders,.

He wanted to say that
they

\\\\rere in pursuit of him\037 but he

refrained from saying anything and began dressing.
t.'What are you dt)ing? Are you gettiIlg

dressed alread y
r
? It \037s

still early!\" Fr. Kost said.

HNo, it's tin1e.\"

UWait a moment, 1-'11
gll' outside and l1a'le a look.\"\037

He didn't say why he \\V1as going outside and at \\vhat he Vlas

going to be
looking\"

but l'v'anytsky kne\\v the reason \\\\,'it110ut

asking. He didn't say a word.
Fr. Kost put o'n llis boots and cassock in the dark and ,,,'alked

out ,of the house.

Ivanytsky \\\\.\"as also ready to, go ()utside.

A fanliliar 11erVOl1S tensiOll gained cOlnplete control of llim.
His heart was beating n10re quickly\037 and his ears caught even the
sl iglltest rllstle.

He 11eard Fr. Kost go be11ind the house to the fenc-e and come
to a

stop
there.)))
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He even th,ought that he heard SOl11e noise in the in1mediate

neighbourhood. But then everything grew silent.
A short while later Fr. Kost came back indoors.

\037\"Yes, it's the border guards that have come from
Rlltchenko\\/a!n he said with a smile, and in his voice there was
a tinge ot\"

curiosity, and somethillg bordering on kindness.

\037IoThey've stopped
at the village office. . .'\"

HThey\"re looking for me\037'\037 Ivanytsky said straigl1tforwardly.

.\"1 must flee.\037\"

4.l.But \\\\rhy? You can stay here for a while.\"

\".No\" that \\vouldn't be right. Someone may have seen me
con1e to your place.\"

\"\"Well., so \\\\J'hat? Don't lots of people come to see me? You
came, and you \\,\\-tent . . . What business is it of mine?\"

\037'No\037 it isn't possible. . .\"

Fr. Kost took hold of his hand. All of\" a sudden he felt very

sad and 'very sorry for his comrade.

\037'My
dear friend\" we 11a'\"en't finished talking yet. . . It may

\\\\relI be that we'll] never see each other
again\037\"

he said sincerely,

pressing Ivanytsky\037s fevered hand.

HIt can't be helped! That\"s 110W life is\037\" Ivanytsky said\" and

he felt ashall1ed that only a short while ago he had aJrnost feared

his c.on1rade, had not believed in his sincerity. 4o\"Farewell! If you

can, take me by a back
\\\\lay past

the gardens so that I can get ,on

the road to O]eksandrivka.\"\037

\037\037How quickly
this has all happened. . . You showed up so

unexp'ectedJy and now you're going. My dear Mykola! I don't

know. . . I feel so sorry. Let Ole at least light a candle, so that I

can take a good look at you.\"
\037\"Don't do that, Kost. They might spot it.\"

'\037Well, as YOll
wish. . . But wait here, just a tTI()men1 . . . I'll

be right back.\"

Fr. Kost let go of Ivanytsky's hand and went into the next

room. He rummaged through a few things there, as if 11e was

searching for something. Then he came back.

'-\"Wel1.,
let me at least exchange kisses with you ill

IllY

house,\" he said\037 clasping Ivanytsky to his chest. HDon't judge

me, Myko1a . . . You can see what I\037ve become. I'm as11anled

before you, and ashamed before nlyself.\)
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t.'-Come now\037 what are you saying't and why are you saying
it? I haven't heard anything bad about

you\037
because if I had\037 I

wouldn'tt have come to see you!'\"
'''Well., thank

YOll
. . . thank you for that! I don \037t knO\\\\l . . . it \037s

almost as if we're in 110stile camps now\037 b,ut I swear to God that

I am not an enemy. . . And I too would like to do things to help
our people. . .\"

\"'I believe
YOtl\037 Kost, and I don\037t consider YOll to be an

,\037

enemy.

\"If that's the case, you know \",\037hat? Take this from me . . .

my
widow's mite. . . from a former comrade. . . for the cause.'\037

He pressed a packet of m,oney into Ivany'tsky'ls hand.

.\"That's not necessary,\" Ivanytsky said.
--\"Why

are you doing

th i S?H

\037\037What do you mean-why? Take it . . . It\037s for ffi)l sake-

not for yours. I\037m tile one \"\"rho needs to do, this. . . This money'

belongs to our people.'\037

Ivanytsky took it.

\037'So then, farewell!\"

'\037F are\\\\i'e II!\"

They embraced and exchanged kisses\" one man big and
stout, the otl1er small and scra\\\\in)', an,d both of then1 \\\\rere

equally moved.

They walked out of the hOlls'e.

In th,e porch., Fr. Kost made l\\lanytsky ,\\/ait \\\\thile he \\\\'ent

into the yard and led into a s11ed th,e dog that \\vas tied to a \\\\rire

that reached fro111 one end of the yard to the other. When he

caIne back the two of them made their \\\\raV across the 'lard to
\037 .

the tllreslling floor. There they clan1bered O\\ler a fence and \",rent

down a lane that led thenl Ollt of'the v'illage.
.....-)

The n igllt \\\\'as caIrn and starlit.

The village was sleeping in a
sil'very n1ist\037 and a fog appeared

to be spreadiIlg tllfOUgh the 'lalley t113tthey \\\\'ere
approaching.

By the pond there \\vas a clun1p of willows., bllt it \\\\ras not visible.

On the l1ill beyond the
valley\037

coke ovens that looked like the

gaping mouths of dragons w'ere burning.. and beyond then1 shone

t 11e 1i g h t sin the 01i n e s .)))
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.\"No\037r
you

can find the road yourself,'\" Fr. Kost said as he
canle to a halt. HGt) down into the valley, across a dal11 under the
\\\\rillOVis\037 and tl1en turn to the right. T11e road goes uphill, above-

the ravine.\037\"

\037'Go,od\037 I\037ll find it. Once again. . . farewell. Who knows if

\\ve'lll see each other. . .\037'

....We \\\\:ill!\"t' Fr. Kost responded confidently.

They embraced and excl1anged kisses.
And tlley both sensed that

they
were seeing each other for

the last time. . . that their paths \"\\lQuId never cross again.

I\\,Tanytsky \\\\talked
aWTay.,

and Fr. Kost stayed where he was

and \\J,latched him descen,d into the valley. Gradually\037
his figure

disappeared in the darkn,ess.

Fr. Kost turned to go home, and at that n10ment a horse

\037\037hinnied- Another horse responded.
\037'\"It\037s the guards' horses,\" he thoug11t. \037\037I wonder if Mykola

can hear them'?\"

And grief constricted his heart-his comrade had always
been that

way'!
even in the sell1inary, alw,ays so fervent and

sincere., so staunch and straightforward.
What kind of an end awaited hin1?)))
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They set out, brimming with faith and hope.

In their calloused., work-hardened labourers\" hands they
carried the ico,ns before which their great-grandfathers\" their

grandfathers., and their fathers had bo\\\\'ed do\\\\rn lo\\v\037 and before

'Wllich they too inclined their heads in reverence.
T11eseicons were to protect theIn, to speak for them ot to tell

,others tl1at they were going forth in humility and in
peace\037

that

they were worn out by their backbreaking labour\037 by
their jo)'less

lives, by the unjust wretchedness that they' suffered under the
oppression

of the nlighty and the \302\245licked.. and that they \",'ere

setting out to plead-to plead for the ,,'ord that \\\\rould lift the

heavy burden from their toil-worn should,ers\" f\"rom their stooped

backs, that would bring light and joy into their dark.. gloomy
hovels.

So that if not tIley, at least ttleir chi ldren e,ollid
gro\\\\\" up

to be

people who were strong, happy, and free.
Because wl1en all is said and done\" the 111311 \\\\T}10

spins
a

wheel, who pounds a 11anlmer., \\vho digs the soil-that man
also needs

light.. t'reedo'nl.. and happiness.. just like the n1aI1 \\\\,-110

drinks fronl a golden chalice.

He needs the san1e frolll life-\\vitI1 no difference. And so
they were walking alo11g

\\\037vith tIle nai.'le tllitl1 tllat at least a drop
of tllat good fortune \\v(Juld fall 0'11 tlletl1.

'I....-

They \\vere \\\\lalk i 11g \\\\T itllOllt \\\\\"eapons.

TIley \037rere met \\\\lith \\veapons.
Riddled w.itll bullets, tile icons of

hUl11ilit)/ toppled to the

ground, never to be raised again . . . Ne\\,'er to be raised again
in tl1ei r 11earts, or ill tl1e hearts of tlleir chi Idren., or their

grandcl1 i Idren.

Riddled witl1 bllllets.. tlley too fell to the ground-they had
beeIl walking itl htlddled

groups\037 and they toppled over into)))
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huddled heaps: strong young \\vorkers\" old IneO., ITlothers, and

sisters drained of tl1eir strel1gtll by wearisonle toil, alld little
children-the flo\\vers of 110pe of every nation.

And they dyed the \\v'hite sno'\037/
richly

with their crinlson

blood . . .

And as for those \\\\l}10 remailled alive-tl1ey relnaine,d to

keep tl1e
111emOry'

of this day alive.

So that \\\\'orkers'l chests \\\\.'ould never again be riddled by

hea\\TY bllllets.

So that \"\"Olllen \\\037:ould not collapse wailing on the corpses of

their slain fathers., husbands,.. S(1ns.
So that childrell.. vi\\.racious and clleerfullittle children-the

flo\\\\,rers ot' hope of
e\\\"ery

nation-could chatter merrily\037

So that they ,\"tould
grO\\'\" up

to be strong, happy, and free.

So t11at all this 'A/QuId be achieved firmly, immutably, forever.

It all happened there, where blood dyed the white snow red.)))
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As soon as Yevhen Koretsky.. the schoolteacher from

Ladynka, awoke in his cellon November 18..1905\037 it occurred

to him that it was exactly two months to th,e day
since he had

been incarcerated.

He had arrived in Kyiv on Allgust 6\037 the '/ery da)/ that a

manifesto was issued about the con\\'ening of the *National Duma.

Everyone understood that after all that had happened-the

bloody war in Manchuria\" a year ot'intense struggles at home. a] I

tl1e rallies, strikes, uprisings'l conflagrations and blood\037 frenzied

pogroms and nlass riots-after all that.. this proclamatio,n \\\\.\037as

mucll too little.. much too insignificant. E\\leryon,e understood..

everyone was aware that this manifesto could not satisf\037l any'one..

that all the countries\037 all the nations that \\\\,.ere still bound tightly'

by old chains in this lluge ell1pire \\VOllld not be pacified b)l this

inconsequential attainIllent\"l aIld that nothing \\\\-'Quld
change.

. .

People teverisll1y read the proclalnatio,ns ill \\\\7hich
explanations

were given as to why this ref()rm COllld not and should not satisf
y

l

anyone
. . .

It was witll a proclall1atioll like that in his
pocket\"

a small

package of 11ew books on political topics'l an,d son1e
paper\037

pencils\037
and textbooks 11e had purchased for his school\037 t]1at

Koretsky returned frOtll Kyi'i; alld \\\\!hen he stepped out of the
day coach at tile train stati()n of a rather sOlall cit)r near the

village of Ladynka-he \\vas
inlnlediatelyr arrested.

At tIle illterrogation he \\-vas told in Russian: \"\"All.. SO )'OU

were drawing lip constitllti<.)nal decrees there! National

representatives! UkrainiaIl SCll001s!Cl1ntrl)1oftl1e bureaucracy!
Well, sir-yoll had b,etter \\'/ait lip a bit:

YOtl
\\\\rere in l11uch too

big a hurry!\"
It \"vas obv1iotlS that tIle prinlary reas,on for 11is arrest had

bee11 tl1e n1atter of the I,l,constitlltional decree.\" It was a well-)))
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kno\\\\/n fact that for son1e time the district police otncer had

been demal1ding that the schoo,} council relieve Koretsky of his

teaching position. His arrest at that tin1e., however, had resonated

loudly in the small city. The progressive menlbers of the
city

il1telligentsia had becol11e interested in KOTetsky an,d 11is village.
The Il1atte'r e\\/en nlade it into the newspapers-well., obviously,
all this had to be taken into consideration\037 and Koretsky had to

\"\"\\\\.rait
up

a bit,,\" and he had been \\\\'aiting for two months now. . .

During thos,e tVlO months he 'A/as allowed to see his wife
only once\037for ten minutes in the presence of a gendarme. . .

They had not allowed his children to come in, even though his

wife Talya had brought both of them with her. . .

At that time\037 they had not yet dismissed her from the school
\\\\\037here she served as his assistant\037 but that was only thanks to
the inter\\'ention of

Molo\\lsk}'
'A:I10 had stood up for her at the

school council meeting. . . The next time he nlight not be there'l
and then. . . Hov.,r \\\\\"ould they support themselves? Perhaps this

,question \\\\las one that could already be ask,ed? How was he to
kno\\v?

It had been so long since he had received any news frOITI the

outside world! At first he had kno\\\\rn a bit of what was happening
out there'l because newly arrested people kept arriving in the

prison. He kne\\v that peace had be,en made with Japan'l that there

had been a.ll sorts of revolts. . . But no new detaillees 11ad been

brought into the prison for three '\\leeks now, and they had even

taken away the n1en who had been in the eel1 with hinl-there

\\\\/ere no newspapers, no people: he knew nothing about wllat

\\\\,ras happening beyond the stone walls of the prison.
He only knew that life was seetlling ()ut tJlere 1 people were

fighting\037 trying to aC}lieve something. His heart was on fire, alld

it longed to be out there witll thelTI . . . He wanted to work and to

fight, and he missed Jlis village terribly.
He had worked for nine years in the village school. And

among his students there \\vere many
WilD flocked around hinl

and Talya to form a single spiritual fanlily. He had read s() many

books with them, had so many conversations wit}l then1! And
sOlne knowledge had been imparted t() then1 . \302\267\302\267

He and Talya had given generously of tlleir own personal
selves to then1, and these students had becol11e like fanlily-how)))
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could he not be sad to have had to abandon them? Especially at

a time like this., when the entire nation was stirring, striving to
attain a better life; when all of them needed so much help-help
that he could give them both with words and Vv\037ith deeds. . . To

be sure-)

A heart once filled with goodness
Will never

grow
cold!)

-nothing could destroy completely the national and political
COl1sciousness that the two of them had inculcated in their

students, but still, people lived in such terrible darkness that it

was easy to lose your way,\037
even for someone \",rho supposedly'

knew where he was going!
And he so wanted to see all of them . . .

especially
Petro and

Yakiw.

But h,ow would it be possible to see them\037 'V-lhen not evren

Talya could visit him. . . not even his O\\1f'n children! Why.' hadn \037t

they let the children con1e to see him'? W-hat could those t\\\\-O

little ones have possibly done? And \\\\rhere \\\\TeTe Tal)'a
and the

children now? Were they in good health? Never before had he felt

so miserable, so achingly sad \\\\lithout them. . . )\\'ithout Talya\"'s

serene eyes, withollt the cheerful chattering of the ch i Idren . . .

If onl)r he could see them for a mon1ent\037 a sil1g1e n10ment!

Grimy, grey stone \\\\'alls-cold\037 befouled. bespattered\037
pressed in on hinl fronl all sides. And it \\\\,\"as

only up there'l

through the grates of a small windo\\\\/ almost under the
ceiling__

that it was possible to see a patch of bright bllle
Sk\037l

\\\\,.ith a \"\"\"ispyr

trail of a white cloud as transparent as a \\leil. The autumn dayr

had turned out to be \037/arm and sunny\" and to Koretsky__ confined

in the dirty.. gloonlY cell.. it seenled n10re like a spring day than

an alltllml1 one.
The very tI1()ugllt

of spring in\\loluntarily e'voked images of

cherry trees covered in \\vhite blossonls.. of fragrant, shiny birch

leaYes\037 and of l()ng silvery \\\\'illow branches leaning out over
tIle fresh

n1UrlTIllring
wa\\'es of a clleerful river that \\\\round its

'hray tllrollgl1 a boundless green meadO\\\\l
sprinkled \\VTith yellow

flowers. How lovely it all ,vas, 110\\\\t
imnleasurably beautiful,

spriTlg-like. . .)))
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Ho\\\\\" was one to live without it? Was it actually possible?
Was it

possible for a fish to li\\'e \\\\rithout water? Dh, now he could
empathize__

he could trlily empathize with th,ose unfortunate

ones-the ones \\\\/ho Vlere drawn by an irresistible po,wer to get
o,ut from these stone \".'alls,who tried to escape without

taking

heed of anything\037 \\vho dodged th,e bullets of guards, suffered
fronl hunger as they wandered through tIle Siberian taiga, an,d

\\\\rho remained undeterred. even by the threat of their own death
or someone else\"s, in their attempt to see the expansive blueness

ot'the h,ea\\lenS abO\\le them\" to feel an untettered wind blowing

upon them\037 to fall dO\\A/n on the ground, press their weary ch,ests

against mother-earth, and kiss her, kiss her with frenzied kisses,

\\\\,'hile burying their faces in the f\"ragrant young grass! Oh, for

just
one day like that it V-las possible to attempt anything, to do

anything!

Keys jangled by the door, and the bolt clattered. The daily
morning tea \\\\las being brought in.

\037.Here\"s son1ething to warrTI you up!\" tile soldier-guard said,
as he

placed
a tin teapot and a French bun on the table.

Koretsky did not respond. Mechanically,
without giving

any' thought to what he was doing.. he busied himself with the
tea\037 downed it quickJy\037 as if doing son1ething that he could not

avoid, and then
lay

down on the bed\037 closed his eyes, and begall

daydreaming once again.
But vlhat if he actually attempted to do it? Not all escapes

ended disastrously_ And there was no way of
knO\\\\ling

how long

he would be kept here. They Jnight even send hin1 sonlewllere

up
north.. or to Siberia . . . somewhere among tile Yakuts - - .

Was the threat ot'death any less imminent over there? If a coarse

despotic jailer wanted to demonstrate his coarseness to a slightly

greater ,degree\" and if a prisoner protested agail1st it\037well, that

situation had all the makings of a Yakutian tra-ge,dy . . . SLit

what if one were to escape out there right now\037into the green

meadows\037 under the sunny sky! Oh!

He leapt out at\" bed and paced the stone walls of his cell,

examining them carefully. Oh my, they were ever so sturdy! He

stopped by the window and gave the matter sonle
thOllght

\302\267- \302\267

Of course, if he could saw through the grates, and if he had a

strong rope, he could lower himself to the ground. . - But below)))
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the window there was the prison yard\037
and he had to get outside

of it. So how could it be done?

Koretsky tried to recall what he had seen as he had \\\\Jtalked

through the prison yard\037 calling to nlind the
\\\\ray

that the yard

w,as laid out, but he simply could not figure out \\\\rhere he \\\\lould

land if he cl inlbed through the windo\\\\.', slid do\\\\\"n a r()pe..
and

ended Lip ill the yard. He seemed to remember that his \\\\,'indo\\\\!

was in the gable end of the building. I f that \\\\.'as the case\", then,

Q'nce he hit the grollnd, he \\\\lQuld hav'e to go to the corner of the

building, cross the yard to a middle gate\037, go into another
yard\037

get through another gate\" and only the'n \\\\-'ould he be free.

Yes. But a guard \\\\-ralked to and t\037ro directly'
under his

window., and there was another guard by the first gate. And the
gate

was locked, and the gatekeeper had the key . . . and the
san1e was true of the second gate. Moreo'ler\037 outside that final

\"-

gate,
there was also a guard. . .

What \037las he to do about all these guards? First of all. the
\037,

guard
tl1at was stationed under his \037rindov,r.

Koretsky got lip and walked to the \\\\lindo\\\\\" . . .

The guard\"s footsteps \\vere clearly audible. He kept \\valking
around a certain part of the building: he

passed by the \\\\-indo\\\\7\037

rounded the corner, and then came back past the \\\\,.indo\\\\/ and

went to the other corner Vv'llere he filet up \\vith the other guard.

So\037 it was necessary tl1 . . .

But wait a minute\037\\vhat \\\\las that racket out there, out in the

street, in the free world? It sounded like a 111arket or a bazaar.

However-and lle knew this tt) be a fact-there ne\\ler \\'vere

markets or bazaars near the prisoll . . . There \\\\.'3S\", nonetheless\037

a loud racket.. as if large throngs of pel)ple \"rere
talking and

shouting. . . No . . . It seelned to hav'e (lui,eted d'Ov.ln.

So then\037 he had to take advantage of the tiJlle \\\\lllen the guard...... .....-

rounded the corner t)f the prison and COlJld not see his \\\\,.iI1do\\\\i.

Would he have Cll0llgl1 tlnle?

SLit \\vait\037 the IlUbbllb o lit il1 tile street \\\\'as not d)ling
down. Individual sl10uts COllld be heard no\\v\037 but they \\\\lere

unintelligible. Ah yes! He fiIlal1y figured it Ollt: it
probably\037 \\\\\037as

n()t o'ut in the street\" but in the prison yard. A large group ot\037

prisoIlers \\vas either being brollght into the prison or taken out.,
and tlley had cro\\vded together in tIle yard and \\vere creating a)))
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racket for sonle reason or other. . .
Maybe they were quarrelling

anlong thenlSel\\les . . . or nlaybe they were arguing with the
authorities..

\037.proclainling
t11eir illnocence,,\" as t11e guard put it., or

mayfbe they \\\\'ere
simply yelling for no reason at all.

Well then.. he had to figure out 110\\\\[ much time the guard

spent out of sight after he rounded the corner ot'L the building.

He \\vaited until it seemed to hill1 tilat the guard had gone around
the corner. and then he began to count. One, two, three . . . He

counted up to one hUlldred and thirty-one. So.. he 'Wrould have

to have the rope ready\" securely fastened. . . He could hit the
ground in ab,out 15-20 seconds\037 just \\Vhel1 the guard was behind

the corner\" and then he could make a dash for the gate. . .

\"\"And run rigllt illtO tIle second guard stationed at that
gate,\"

he said to hinlself. .-'No, it\"s a nonsensic-al idea, and notlling will
come of it.\"\037

Did that mean that his entire plan was ruined, and that there
f) '\"

\\\\/as no \\va)/ out \037

But \\\\!hat 'Alas that? Tllere was nl0re shouting, and it was
e,,'en louder nO\\\\f

r

. . .

HHurrah!\037\037

Why \\\\.'cre the prisoners cheering? He sin1ply could not

figure it out! It had to be sonle kind ot\037 nonsense!

C\037ould he dig his
\037ray

out? Oh sure-from up on the sec()lld

flo()r!

Well, he could always make a hole in the wooden floor alld

lovler himself to the first flo,or . . . that's where the criminals

\037/ere imprisoned. . . and th,ey would also have to agree to try to

escape . . .

Hmm . . . There was an elenlent of danger when it caille

to them: even if
they agreed with his plan.. there was always

the possibility that they might slit someone's throat or strangle

someone. . . some
guard\037

or what have you. . . But as tor him-

just the thought of killing someone. . .

No.. no-it would be best n()t t() have anything to do with
them\037

Well then, what other l11eans 'h'ere there? Simply walk down

the corridor?
\"IoBut there is no way of' avoidillg the gates and the

gllards.,'\"

he stopped himselt'L again. HNo matter how YOll try to get out of)))
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here, you always end up in the pris()n yard.. and it's
impossible

to

avoid tile gate and the guard. . . It's impossible,\037' the depressing

thought kept repeating itself.

Hopelessness crept into his heart and stuck fast to it, sucking

at it like leech.

He lay down on his cot, clasped his hands behind hjs head\037

and closed his eyes. He did not \\\\I\037ant to think\037 he did not v/ant

to feel anything. . . But he did feel it-he felt the leech that \037\037as

sucking at his heart. . .

How mllch longer would he have to stay here? A month? Six

months? A year? Until the regime fell?

Until the reginle fell!

He believed that it would fall\037 that it \\V'as ine\\ritable\037 but

when would it actually happen? E'ierything comes to an end

eventually, but \\\\lhen \\\\Jrould this regin1e end?

But to die in here, or out there in the Siberian tundra\" far

away froll1 your native home!

The lock on the cell door rattled, and the bolt rumbled as it

was sh,oved aside. Why \\vere
tlley coming in-again? Usuallyt the)'

did not C-Ollle in at this tin1e.,but today they'
\\\\!otlld not lea\\7e hinl

in peace!

He did not stir and did not e\\'en
open

his eyes \\\\--'hen someone

walked into the ceiL
'

4o'-You\037re wanted in the office,\"\" a ,,\"oice said.

Koretsky opened his
eyes\037

one of tIle guards \\A/as standing
before hinl.

\037\037Why?\"

.. \037

I don't k no \\\\l . . . y () u
'
re \\'/ ant e d . . . and qui ck I

y
. . ...

\037

\"\037Maybe
the police conl111ander l1as COI11e?H

!tit

1 don't kno'h' . . .
H

Koretsky rose to Ilis feet
lazily\037 un\\villinglyr\037 picked up his

straw hat and walked Otlt of the cell \\\\.rith the gllard hard on his

he,els. TI1ey \\\\\"alked dO\\\\/11 tile corridllf and descended into tile

yard. It was empty. Wllere.. then.. \\\\-\037ere the prisoners \\vho had

been making such a racket?

\"\037Wllat was the claI11ol1r in the yard about? Was it tile

prisoners \\\\'ho \\vere
SI10l1tin,g?\037'1 he asked t11e guard.

!t401 d()n\"t kno\\\\\\'1'1 the guard replied with 11is customary

response, at1d tllen\", after ren1aining silent for a Inoment.. he)))
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added: HIt \\VaSn \"t in the yard. . . it \\\\Ias out t}1ere't in the street.
\"'[he

shouting\037 t hat is . . .'\"

..Why \\\\i\"ere they shouting?'\"

The guard shrllgged. \037\"The
people don\037t know what they're

doing. .. Thev\037re taking liberties. . .wt'l
\037 \037 \037.

He might have said more, but at that n10111eJlt the senior

guard \\\\-falk,ed
up

to tllem't and he stopped talking. The three of
thenl \\\\.ralked

IIp
the stairs, and a mOInent later K,oretsky found

hiITISelf in the office-a rather sn1all., grubby room.

On the \\\\-'alls there \\vere two ancient portraits of tsars
and son1e framed instructions, but flies had spotted them so

thorollghly that it \302\245las impossible to read them. There was

a half-opened cupboard stacked with documents . . . and two

desks covered \\vitl1 blue blotters splotched with ink and piled
high \\\\lith

p,apers.

Behind the larger desk sat the prison's chief adtllinistrator-a

corpulent\037 flabby
tnan w.ith a son1nolent face. He glanced at

Koretsky.
It40There's a document here regarding you\037'\"

he said in Russian

as 11C pulled out a piece of' paper and looked at it. UYou're being

re leased. . .\037\"t

\037\037What'?'\037 Koretsky asked\037 not believing what 11e had heard.

-1.1 said j:ou\"re being released. . .
Sign

l1ere to confirm that

)'QU have received a] I
your money and your watch. . .\" And l1e

t}lfUSt a register at Koretsky.

Koretsky didn't bother to read it, signed it with a trembling

hand__ scooped up the money and shoved it into his pocket along
\\vith his \037latch.

\037'Take him away-let Ilim gather up his belongings,'\" the
administrator ordered the senior

guard.
4o'And then let hinl

leave-he is free to gO.H
When he returned to his cell., Koretsky did not pack }lis

belongings-he flung them into a basket and could hardly wait

for the soldier to finis)l tying it up. And thel1, instead of walking,
he raced so

swiftly through
the corridor and down tile stairs tllat

the soldier carrying the basket had a hard time keeping up with

him.

As soon as they were in the second yard, Koretsky could

hear a c-omn10tion out on the street behind the
gate4

But he paid)))
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nl) attellti()n t(J it. He watched impatiently as the sluggish guard
unl1l1rriedly

and nleth,odically stuck the key into the lock with

his chubby fingers, and then
s]O\\v)y

turned it to unlock 11 . . . He

finally unlocked it\037 pul]ed
off the lock\037 and clanged the bolt as

he shoved it aside . . .

While he was doing all that, Koretsky bent dO'h7n\037 took hold

of the rope binding the basket\037 picked
it up off the grolund\037 and,

as soon as the gate swung open\037 stepped
out into the street.

He instantly found himself in the middle of a throng: a mob

that was crowding around the gate-men., young ladies. . . He

stopped in surprise and stared at them.

'6.Koretsky!\" someone shouted t'rom out of the cro\037'd.

\037'\"Hurrah! Koretsky! Hurrah!\"\037

And at that moment someone grabbed the basket from

him\037 and hands\037 many hands\037 seized him\037 and before he kne\\\\/

what was happening, he was
s\037\037aying

abovre the heads of t11e

large crowd that flooded the entire square in front of the prison.

Directly opposite hil11 flew a huge \\.\\lhite
flag

\\vith an inscriptio11

written on it in red letters:
\"\"Amnesty.'\037

Farther on.. there \\\\'ere a

few more flags-smaller ones-with the san1e red inscription
on them.

.'Hurrah!\" the shouting thundered e\\ten more
loudly\037.

\037'Hurrah\037 Koretsky! Long li\\.Ie freedoIll !\037\037

\"'Gentlelllen\037 what are you doing? Don\"t tear the man to

pieces!\" Koretsky heard a tan,iliar ,/oice sa)'. .\037We need a

coachman!'\"

HA coachman! Let\"s get a coachman!\"'f a fe\\\\I' \\roices shouted\037

excitedly.

Koretsky was lowered to the grollIld. The cro\\\\!d parted\"
making a

passage\\\\.'ay\"
and at the end of it Koretsky sa\\\037v a

phaeton.

\037\"If'
you please\037 Yevhen Petro'/vch\037'\" the saIne fanliliar \"Toice

said, and Koretsky was taken
by

the arm by a black-bearded

nlan-the lawyer Yakovenko-whl1 \\\\\"as \\\\'ell-kno\\\\ln to him.

Walking bet\\'v'een the t\\\\/O ro\\\\'\"s l)t\" people con1prised of

gentlemen., workers\" older ladies'\\ and younger ladies\" they
reached tl1e

pllaetoIl. Koretsky seated 11imself in it along \\\\\037ith

YakOVet1ko, a11d two nlore men settled in opposite them. They
all Sllook

Koretsky\037s hand\037 greeted hiln, and congratulated him)))
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on his .\037release into freedonl\037\037\037 bllt Koretsky did not know the

other t\037/o nlen.. and he had 110 idea as to wllat was going on.
I.\037To the Duma!'\037 Yakovenko ordered. \037\037Quickly!\"

T11e horses Illoved forward. But the' throng stayed with the
phaeton., surroun,ding it., an,d the coachman had to proceed at a

\\\\\"alking pace.

\037toWell\" God be praised-we got \\vhat we wanted!\" Yakovenko
said. \037-'You kno\\v: the procurator and the gendarnles were dead

set against releasing you. But I told them. . . I was delegated

by the rall)t . . . I said: it will be better for the authorities if you
releas.e hinl than if you allo\\\\t tlle matter to conle to an unfortunate

conclusil1n. Atter all\" there is a large crowd before the prison
that is prepared to break dov.,'n the gate at any moment. . . They

thOllght about it for a \\\\lhile . . . And then they agreed. Now we're
proceeding directly

to the rally. . . Everyone is dema-nding that

you be presel1t at it, they w\"ant to see you . . .\"

HWhat kind of
rally?\037\037 Koretsky

was hardly able to speak.

\037I.Why
is it being held?\037\"

'\"\"What do you mean: why?H Yakovenko asked in surprise.
1I.0h'l of course! You d,on't kno\\\\' anything about it., you poor
fello\\v! You didn't read the telegrams. . . Gentlemen\037\" he called'-

out to the cro\\\\,rd. \037j,He hasn\037t read the telegram. . . Give him a

telegram! Quickly!'\037

\037\"A
telegram\037

A telegram!'\" the \\vords rolled through tIle

cro\\vd, and several hands holding large sl1eets of paper reached

out to tl1e phaetoll. Yakovenko took one of them and passed it to

Koretsky.

\03740Here\037 read it: \037A Most ImportaI1t Manifesto. . .' It's the

C onst itution!\"

Shaking as if he had a fever, Koretsky began reading. His

eyes would not obey him\037 they kept jumping from word to word,

and a fog seemed to be covering the letters. . .

\"'Read it out loud! Have someone read it out )OLld!\" shouts

were heard. ULet someone read it again!'\"
Yakovenko took another sheet ()t'

paper
from someone's

hand, stood up in the phaeton that was barely crawling through

tIle crowd and\037 holding on to the coach box with Olle Jland, he

raised the white she,et of paper in 11isother Ol1e and began to read

the Russian-language manifesto.)))
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'-4.

. . . to grant the p()pulation the solid to.undations of civic

freedom on the
principles

of true personal immunity., freedom o'f

speeCll., of assenlbly, alld 0'[ unions.\"
TIle loud reading

reverberated in Koretsky\"s ears'l but it \\Jt\"as

suddenly
drowned Ollt by stilllo.uder shouts: hHurrah! Long live

freedom! Lo.ng live the C\037'onstitution!\"

..\037

. . . to establish, as an inalienable
right\037

that no I a \\\\,' can

come into power without the approval of the State Duma.'--

'-'Hurrah! Long live the State Duma!\"

But Yakovenko was already reading another telegram.

Excerpts from it drifted to Koretsky's ears.
\037,

4 . . tIle news about the signing .of the C.onstitution has

spread throughout Petersburg 4 . . They had just gathered \\\\-hen

copies of the manifesto w.ere brought from the printing press.
It was proposed to honour the people \\\\:ho had courageouslyr

fought for the newly gained freedom.\037'

'HHurrah! Long liv,e the people! Long li\\\037e t\037reedom! A\\\\'ay'

with prisons! Amnesty! Anlnesty!'\037

Koretsky was choking \\-v'itl1 emotion, and he felt that if he

did not control hinlself, he '\"\"QuId burst into tears. He shut his

eyes al1d gritte,d his teet11.
The procession slowly

moved fOf\\\\lard, and in the n1eantime

Yakovenko informed Koretsky: ....We recei\\:ed the Jl1anifesto in

the editor--s offic.e last nigllt, and \\\\le at Ollce decided to ptlblish it

as a separate poster . \037 . By tel1 o\037clock it \\\\ras already distributed

througllout tile entire city . . . The pe()ple poured out into the

street-well, quite understandably.. it Sp()11talleousl\037l tUfl1ed into
a fa

Ily
. . .

\037It\037rlley
started

talki11g. An1nest)l-t11at \\\\.'3S the \\lery first

word 4 . . 'Gentlemen,'1 Dr. La\\lrenko said\037 \037b'efore anlnest\037l is

granted by Petersburg-do not forget that in Ollf
prison

there

sits a fighter for freedonl-Koretsk y'. Let us demand that 11e be

released!\" Well, ul1derstandably,. at 1110ments like that a cro'W'd
does not spend Jl1Ucll tinle tl1illking . . . And off they rushed to
the prison \037 tlley wanted to use pl1ysical tl)fce.. but \\\037ie convinced

tl1em to use legal nleans . . . And so a delegation of three \\vas
elected: I\037 Dr. Yurkovsky, and PavIa Sen1enovych . . .\" and 11e

pointed at tl1e t\\\\lO nlen seated across fronl them.. and it was only
tile.1 that Koretsky realized who

they were.)))
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And YakO\\lenko continlled talking. Speaking 11urriedly.,
in snatches\037 he told Koretsky about the e\\lents of the past two
months: the conferenc.e of rural and urban activists, universal

rallies\037 riots in .cities and villages an,d'l finally,
the huge strike of

the iron ,\\'orkers and other labourers that halted and
paralyzed

the econOll1ic bustle of the entire elnpire . . .

Koretsky heard all this, but at first he understood DIlly part of
\\\\rhat he v.,ras being told\037 only bits and pieces. . . Then slowly he
started

abs.orbing
all that had happened, he began to understand

\\vhat had transpired and to appreciate the role that he had played

in all these recent e\\lents.

An unutterable joy enveloped hitll, and in the depths of his

soul SOI11ething grand.. magnificent.. and invincible started to
unfold. . . And it \\\\.'anted to burst out freely, to reveal itself in

some \".iay-through a shout-any way at all\037 just
so it could

reveal itsel f'.

..Stop! Stop!'\037

The phaeton e-ame to a halt, and Koretsky noticed that the
cro\\\\rd had gro'\037/n in size.

--Let's get out. 0 . We've arrived,'\" Yakovenko sai,d.

Koretsky stepped out.

Yakovenko took him by the arl11 and began to push his way

through the cro'W'd.

4oioLet us through. . . Let us through., gentlemen!\" the lawyer
said. \"\037Let us get through to the platfornl-it\"s very important.\037\"

The people reJuctantly created a narrow passageway to

let them through-it was no lTIOre tJlan a crack., and it closed

instantly behind them.

It took a long time for Koretsky and Yakovenk() to Illake tlleir

way through this passageway and to finally run into sometlling
with their feet that resembled stairs.

4.\"Careful . . . careful . . . don't fal] ! There's a step here,'\"

Yakovenko said, and he held on to Koretsky's hand as he pulled

him upwards through the massed crowd.

Trying to stay upright, Koretsky groped with his teet and,

amid all the other feet, found sonlC boards; lo()king down

constantly and being very careful, he kept clinlbing up the

boar,ds ever higher and higher.
.-Well., here we are!\" Yakovenko said.)))

. . . I don 'It knO\\\\l \\\\lhat to do..
wl1ere to get the strength to go on

li'ving\"
for I . . . for I could

not ]lave dOt1e that. It\037s trlle, I sense tl1at I care too much abo,ut

myself to do \"\"That
my sister Zosya did, to draw a lot and go to)))
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Koretsky raised his Ilead and saw a table that had been

placed
on a platfofIll

of sorts, and seated behind that table there

were some gentlemen\" . . He recognized Dr. Lavrenko at once..

and realized that he must be the chair ,ofthe rally. Alongside him

at the table were two other men: one \\vas seated\037 and the other

one-a young., sVlarthy\037
thin-faced man \"\"'horn Koretsky did not

know-was giving a speech.
And tl1en suddenly., on all sides\037 shouts erupte,d\" moderately

at first., and then ever more loudly: \\O\"Koretsky! Koretsky has been

brought here! He\"s been re]eased! He's been freed! Koretsky!
Koretsky!\"

Lavrenko, the chair of the rally., turned around and sa\\\\T

Koretsky.
He quickly got up and shook his hand.

\037-I'm so happy. . .'\" But his vfoice br,oke'l and the shouting all
around them was gaining in strength: \037IoKoretsky'! Koretsky!\037\"

The swarthy speaker fell silent. La\\:renko \\va\"\"ed both hands

at the throng\037 gesturing theol to be quiet. \\\\lhen the shouting died

down a bit\037 he called out loudly\037 for the entire square to hear:
HCitizens. Freedom has truly arriv'ed .' . . The first dayf of our

life under tIle ConstitutioI1 is already fraught \\vith
significance:

one of tIle fighters for freedoIl1.. for our national g,ood fortllne
is no longer in prison. he is here'l standing before )rou--Ye\\,'hen

Petrovycl1 Koretsky.''1

to\037Hurrall\037 Koretsky!
Hurrah! Long li,,\"e freedom! Hurrah..

Koretsky!'\"

Koretsky sa\\v a sea l)f 11eads in front of hin1.. and abo'ie it-

bathing in the goldell light\037 \",raving and billo\\ving all o\\,rer the

square\" he sa\\\\/ red flags \\Vit}l illscriptiollS on theln . . . And Q\\t'er

there-a white one\" the one tllat b'llre the \\-'.lord: to\"Anlnest\\l\"\037. . .
001

and a black one. . . The flags \\vere billo\\\\'\"ing.. the sea of l1eads
was

undulating'l
l1allds \\\\lere raised high\" \\vav'ing stra\\\\! hats..

\\\\1r h ite kercl1 iefs . . .

And all arollnd\" 111 all tIle
nearb)\037 bllildings-ill the \\\\,'indo\\vs,

on the porclles.. and e\\leI1 0,0 tile root\"s-people \".rere also ll1assed\"

waving kerchiefs an,d flags.. and the nlighty voice of tile liberated
pel1ple

thundered to, tile radiaIlt\037 joyous\037 fortunate sky: .-Long
live freedom!\037\"

Gradually
tile S110lltS died do\\\\rn'l tIle 11ands holding the stra'\\l

flats and kerclliefs
gre\\v \\veary from waving. Koretsky \\\037\037as)))
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given a seat at the table. The
sw'artllY speaker could flOW finisJl

his speech.

Koretskyr looked out over the crov/d. It had spilled out over

the entire square as \\:vell as tile ends of the adjacent streets that
ran into it. Students\" berets.. workers' straw hats, won1en\"s hats,
the expensi\\.'e hats of lords\037 even cylindrical hats-tl1ey were all

mixed into one in1nlense jun1ble . . . He spotted a few peasant

caps-probably' those of peasants frolll nearby villages. And
there \\A/ere three \\\\rhite kerchiefs of Red Cross nurses. . .

And e've'fywhere, evrerywhere there were red ribbons-in

buttonholes, on stra\\\\.' hats\037 and on ladies' hats. . . There was

one little boy \\\\.'ithout a cap. He had clilnbed up a light post and
\"\"as

tying
a s\\\\rath of red taffeta around it. And there were two

men in officers' uniforms. . . no\" they were army doctors. . . and

even they had red ribbons in the buttonholes of their coats. . ...

As Koretsky gazed out o'\"er the crowd, the swarthy speaker
talked about the significance of this moment'l about tile great

task of liberating the proletariat\037 but it seemed that the crowd
was not paying much attention to him, and as soon as he fell

silent-new shouts burst forth.

\037ioKoretsky! We Vlant Koretsky to speak! Let Koretsky
speak!

\"

Lavrenko turned to Koretsky.

HYou must
speak.\"\037

Koretsky turned pale but., without arguing, rose to his feet.

He did not kno'hl
what he would say, but he sensed that sonlething

grand and magnificent was growillg and
filling

his SOll1 and

w'ould suddenly burst out and fly forth freely. He stretched out
his hand\037 and the entire square fell silent.

\037\"Citizens!\" he began. \"'You do not need to be told by Ine

about the holy tears and the noble blood with which the path to
freedom has been saturated. . . Never before, unti] now, have so

many tears and so much blood been shed\037 but t}len\037 never before

have we strived for the kind of response that we are striving for

now. It is the first time that we have heard the word that reminds

us of what it is that \\\\/e want. So far, it is only a word., written on

paper\037
and it is up to us to make 11 a reality. . . And in order to do

this we must be prepared to dedicate to freedonl all our strengtl1,
all our intellect, and all our love.\)
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As he spoke\" he suddellly noticed something familiar over

there, in the nliddle of the crowd. . . A blue veil ()n a simple
straw hat, and under it . . . CouJd it really be she? 'C\037ou]d it really

be Talya? Yes, yes\037it is Talya; it most certainly \037fas! She \037las

looking at him\037 laughing, nodding to him. . .

An imlneasurable joy enveloped him\037 and he smiled \302\245lith a

wide, joyful smile, alld the Vv'ords fle\\\\/ out of his mouth of their

own accord.

\"'Here, in our city, perhaps in the very same square 'A\037here

we have now gathered to celebrate the da\\\\ln of our ne\\\\,r I i fe\037 a

*Kozak Council used to gather, a council of a free\037 of a liberated

Ukrainian nation. It was through hard \\\\\"ork that our nation

gained its freedom\" cast off its chains.. in order to realize the

ideals of public freedom\037 of equality in its nati\\re land. It is true

that we lost the struggle back then: the
po'W\037ers

of darkness and of

subjugation, the powers of harsh despotism \\vere stronger than

our young, newly-born freedom-and so they V\\rere able to crush

it . . . But those ideals for \\\\lhich our nation fought \\\\rithout sparing
lives-those ideals could not be crushed in Ollr hearts

b\037l any'

despotislll\037 by any darkness. And the great transtorlnation that is

occurring now is no stranger to tIS: \\\\/e a\\\\taited it.. \\\\\037e
hoped

for

it in the dark slavery of serfdom.. in the
hea\\,'y'

disillusionnlent

after the end of serfdl)m\037 \\ve fought for it-and here it is. the one

tl1at is dear to US\037 the one tllat \\ve hav\037e 1l1ng a\\\\.raited.
\037

j,foAnd if\"t}lere was a time \302\245lhen our people \\vere at odds \\vith

the intelligentsia'l that tin1e is no\\\\-\" in the past: our nation has

n1atured, Ollf nation 11asbecoll1c the consCiOtlS creator of its o\\\\'n

destiny aI1d tl1at consciousI1ess llnites us \\vith the intelligelltsia

into Olle large fanlily. And t11is fal11ily of figl1ters is going fortl1

to nleet the goldell Slln of t11e liberation of the
\\\\Torking nlasses'l

the liberation of its own nation and of all tile nations still caught
in tl1e rusty chains ot'the old ensla\\remellt . . . It is flanling\037 it is

already shini11g and calling Ollt to tIS: For\037iard! Higher! To the

heights of a \\vorker\037s Ii fe that is 'ligor()llS\037 happy__ and free!\037\037

A storn1 ()f applallse\" shouts: .\"Bravo! Glory!\" thulldered

across the square\" and kerclliefs and
flags

\0377ere
\\\\J\037a\\ling

once

again., and joyous eyes \"\"'ere sl1ining fron1 under a straw hat with
a bllie veil.)))
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E\\lening \\vas descending ,as Koretsky rode honle with his
\037rife. They had stayed in t11e square until the rally had ended,
and then\037 together \\\\'ith Yakovenko\037 they had ended up in the
editorial office of a

11e\\\\lSpaper.

Koretsky 11ad v\037rorked for this newspaper on occasion,

sending in reportages and short articles., and he went there now

to a meeting of ,co-\\\\.rorkers: they \037lere to discuss how to handle

matters f-'rom here on in. It was decided: to take a firm stand

that the manifesto of Novenlber 17 had introduced freedom of
speech.. and therefore the

ne\\\\'spaper
'A/QuId no longer be sent to

the censors before being published.
Koretsky undertook the task of

translating the manifesto into

Ukrainiall and of explaining it., so that it could be printed the next

day.. sent out together Ylith the newspaper'! and, in this n1anner,

circulated anl0ng the populatiol1. Yakovenko guaranteed that, in

accordance \\\\lith the manifesto., the print shop would not ret\"use
to publish the newspaper-he had even dropped in to the shop

on the
\\\\lay

to the nleeting, and had beglln sonle preliminary
discussions to that effect.

It was clear that tIle press would 11ave a very important role in

all future e\\lents.. even more iOlportant than up to now. Koretsky
llnderstood this very well, and he g]ad]y agreed to assist in the

vlork. He was confident that before
long

he would be able to

return to his students\037 and he was really looking forward to that.,

but at the moment\037 the newspaper was a matter of the greatest

import. In it he was to
speak mainly to the people ill the villages ot

and he obtained permission to write in Ukrainian.

After that meeting., Koretsky was invited to attend anotl1er

gathering, but though it was
tempting\037

he wanted to go h()nle

even more. And so now they were travell i
ng

home together. The

postal coach clattered on the road., and tIle postmaster's young
son alternately cracked the whip' and muttered sonlething under

his breath.

Talya was telling Koretsky about what had happened at

home and in the village while he was in prison. The children)))
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were in good health.. and so \\vas she. So far., no other teacher

had been sent to their school., and she v./as
coping

as \\-vell as she

could with all the work.

It was all for the best: if another teacher had been sent\037 it

WOllld have been more difficult for Koretsky to return to his
former position. Still, he would not be seeing the pupils the next

day: she had found out about the manifesto at noon and had

told the pupils at once that'l in recognition of such an important

event., tomorrow would be a
holi,day.,

and then she had dismissed

them and hurried into the city.
How had the children reacted to the' arrest of their teacher?

Oh\037 very positively! He cannot imagine ho\\v much a\\vareness

about the c-urrent situation had grown in their 'village.

Does he remember \\\\lhen the doctor\037s son_ a student. \\'\"as

searched and then arrested a couple of years ago? At that time the

ignorant villagers had said: I,tfHe \\\\ras making
counterfeit mone)\037.\037-

Now, however, when he, Yevhen, \\\\,ras arrested_ e\\'\037eryone
in the

village was saying: HIt happened because he stood up for the

freedom of th,e peasants.\" The youngsters heard this talk., of
course . . . and they loved hinl greatl)l . . . The fact that he \\\\:as

returning would bring them much joy-he \\}/ould see that for

himself. . .

How was their organization? Oh.. it \\vas in \\\\\037onderf'tl1 spirits!

There had been a few get-togethers. They had met three tin1es
in the forest where Petro, had his apiary. She had not been at all
of' tIle meetings\037 but that did not matter: Petro \\\\\"8S in charge of

everything now. He was tile same as e'/er: h,e thought a lot.. but

did not say nluch\037 \\v)len he did speak'l ht)\\\\:e\\'''er\037 \\\\,.hat he said \\\\ras

always to the POillt. Oh.. he truly kI1e\\\\l hov./ to run things-he

had succeeded in bringing all of them e'vren clo,ser toget}ler.

And as for Yakiw . . . He \\\\las suet1 a talented lad'l \\vittv..
...

but often bitillg1y sarcastic and not \\lery tactfuL But it did not
matter-Petro al,ways knew\037 hO\\\\l to smooth things O\\ler. He \\vas

proving to be the best informed and Illost steadfast of theIl1 all.

\"'You k110W\037 Yakiw and Ivan-Petrenko\"s Ivan. . . they \\V'ere

interrogated-they \\\\tere asked about you. . .
Why they picked

on thenl\037 and none ()t'the others-\\\\le couldn\"t figure o,ut . . . They

conducted tllen1selves honourably__ an,d no\037r
they--re making fun

of their illterrogators . . .'\)
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\037\037And ho\\v are the villagers in general?\" Koretsky asked, and
he bent over Talya and eI11braced her closely, ever so closely.

\037.Don't . . . the postman. _ .\037'
Talya said\037 trying to push him

aVlay.
\037\037He \037s

dozing\037'\037 Koretsky replied laugl1ingly as he kissed her

eyes. ....So\037 how are tile \\lillagers in general?\"

\037\"Oh't that\"s \"\"'here our strength lies! OUf organization doesn't

even ha\\\037e three dozen people. . . but it was able to draw in
the entire

v'illage
\037 . .

Onl:y
a fe'Yi rich ones\037 like Semenyuta,

Starostenko_ Karpenko-only those reillain hostile and stand
apart . _ . all the poorer ones are \037lith us _ . . At the village

gath,erings.. the entire community always follows our lead. . .
Oh., I 11a'ien't told you yet! Ho\\v t110ughtless of me! Not long ago
the entire community decided to demalld your release and to

11ave you come back to the school. . . They wrote out a resolution

and sent it off. . . The rich men and their associates-the *Black

Hundreds\037\\\\\037anted to protest\037
but the cOlllffiunity shouted them

do\\vn! Tl1eir days are ov\"er! OUf people have come out on top.

Dh, *Henya!\"

Talya\037s
'/oice trembled joyfully as she related all of this

to hinl\037 And she truly was overco,me witl1 an immeasurable

11appiness for a number of reasons: Yevhen was returning honle,

and then there was the Constitution, al1d then\037 on top of it all,

everything \\vas going so well in their village.
HOh, Henya!

Do you understalld? It's 110t at all like it used

to be! Not at all!\"\037

And she tugged at Yevhen's lland and kept talkillg and

talking, pouring out her emotions, and makiI1g
him quiver with

a joyous trembling. And then, in the 111idstof her discourse, sl1e

sudd,enly laughed, and interrupted herself.
4.\"

No It yo
U h a v e no ide a . . . It's 110thillg s h 0 rt 0 f a nl i r a c Ie!

Stepan Valyushny . . . you know who I mean-Stukachi'i'S son-

in-law . . . Well\", one time he came up to Ole. . . \"Give me a

socialist-democratic proclamation..' he says.
\037

111ave no socialist-

democratic procJamations,' J say. \037That'ts too bad\037\037 he says,

-you should have one because our party supports a delTIocratic

republic.' 'And exactly which
party

is your party?' I ask. \037What

do you mean., which party? OUf socialist-denlocratic Russian

party . \037 . An agitator travelled here and orgallized it for us.\037)))



1 XO
I H(}rys Hrinchenko

\037\"I thought he was lyil1g, the way he always likes to stretch
the truth. So J asked 11im nlore about it-and it turns out that

he waSl1't lyil1g. He had served flJr a n1onth'l or possibly t\\\\/o or

tllree, ill the city. . . either in a factory, or as a v...'atchman-I

really cal1't say. . . And he came back to the village \\vith some

pan1phlets\" and then\037 hard on his heels an agitator sho\037,red up

here twice tl) organize the villagers. . . At the second gathering,

there were a few of our people among them as \\vell . . . but they

didn't join tl1at party.\"

Talya glanced at the
postman\037s

son \\\\.'ho \\\\/as dozing on the

coachbox and tllen, cuddling up closely to her husband's chest.
she said nlore softly: \037\"That agitator also canle to see me . . .

He tried to convince me that we should go O\\ler to them. . . O'f
\037

course., I said t11at we w'ouldn\037t . . . But he kept tr)/ing to con\\'.ince

me: all the people are consciously going ov'er to the socialist-

democratic mo'vemetlt, and soon\037 he said__ )lOU and )'Four small

contingent will be left all alone\037 \"thrO\\\\lO o'lerboard . . .\037 1oThat\037s

what Yl)ll tllink!' I said to myself. . .\037\037

\0374.Are tl1ere n1any people in their grollp?\"-- .Koretsky asked.

.\"TIley say that they have more than a hundred. . . But Petro

fOllOd Otlt definitely that they hav'e onl)r fort)l-Se\\/en:'
\"\"Sti II. that's quite a fe\\\\\037 in stIch a short time.'\037

''100l1, they're \\/ery active! They rush around\037 'bllstle about__

call toget11er Jl1eetil1gs OIle after the other\037 and
they\037 ha\\le a lot of

pri nted nlaterial . . .'\"

Io\037Do you happen to knovl ,,\\/hl) is \\vith tllen1?\"\037

Talya
nall1ed a fe\\v pe,ople.

\037\"Tlley're S()-SO
people\037\"\" Koretsky

said. \"IoWell\037 at least they\"re

tllakillg people sit IIp and think\037 al1d that--s all tl) the
good.\037\037

\037\037

Yes \037 t 11 at i s g t) ad . . . b II t t 11e bad t 11 i 11 g is t hat the y
--

re h a \\/ in g

altercatiollS \\vitll liS,. Alld the:y\"re 'very stubborn.
Val)rushn)\037

even stated Ollce: IoWe kno\\\\r all abollt )'our parliall1entarisnl.\"
loW hat is it that

\037fl)ll
kno\\\\r?'1 Petrll asked. 4olt\"s a supren13CY of t11e

l10l1rgeoi s..' 11e said\" --alld ,ve \\\\ir i 11 abol ish you!
\037,.,

Ye,l)lell and Talya bot)l lallghed as they conjllred up tl1e

in1age l1f
Valy

r

llSl111Y
\\,/itll his blliging eyes'l \\-\\lith his nai.ve belief

tllat calldles bllrll ()11 treasure-trl)VeS at night-and tllat therefore
.f,....

lle \\Vl)uld indeed find a treaSllre l111e day-alld \\\\lith l1is pl1f.ases

ab()llt \"\037parlianlentarisll1\"\" and \037\037the
suprer11acy of the bourgeois.\"\)
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It \\\\_ras
groy/ing dark. Cuddled closely together, they rode

through the darkness on the soft, level road. The postman's

son\037 sVlaying on the coac),box\" had been dozing tor some time

already\" and the horses \\\\rere
trotting along the fan1iliar ro,ad on

their o,\"\"n\037

And no\\\\! the flickering lights in the cottage windows in the

\\\037illage
of Ladynka \\vere glimmering allead of them, and a short

time later t11eyrode into tile
village.

The postman's son woke up,
\\vhistled at the horses, cracked his

whip\037
and the horses trotted

more quickly.

Despite the fact that it 'hras an ordinary \\\\leekday\037 there were

a lot of people out in the street\" fil0Stly men, and they were all

talking aninlatedJy about something. Koretsky realized that this
lTIUst be the reaction to the events that had transpired that day.
He \"\"QuId have loved to stop and talk with them, b,ut he was even
more eager to

get
honle. And so., after exchanging greetil1gs with

some of the people, they quickly drove
past

then1.

Se\\leral of the nlen recognized Koretsky, and voices could
be heard in the darkness: .\037Look! It's the teacher! He's come

back! They've let him out already!\"
At

long last.. they could see the sch,ooL The half of the

building that housed the classroom \\\\'as dark, but tIle other halt'

\\vhere they lived was looking out at them with
large..

we]I-lit

vlindows. People \\'iere waiting for them there.

The horses came to a
stop'

in frol1t of the veranda. Koretsky

\\vas the first to race up the stairs and rush into tIle house. Blinded

by the light, he halted for a moment. . . The room was full of

people. . . The table was set out in the nliddle of the room, and

there Vlas a samovar steaming on it.

\"\"Yevhen Petrovych
has arrived!'\" their maid, old granI1Y

Khymka, cried as she struck her hands
together

ill joy.

\037\037Daddy's here! Oaddy's here!\" the fair-haired little Lida

chattered as she wound hersel f around her father\037s knees\037

Koretsky scooped her up in his arms and kissed ller cheeks.,

her large grey eyes, her tiny hands. . .

Then he lowered her to the floor\037 turned to old granny

Khymka and exchanged kisses with her\037 catching sight of the

grey-bearded face of Tereshko, the old school watchnlall, he alsl)

exchanged kisses with him.)))
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Suddenly he heard a child\037s serious voice: \037\037How is it.. daddy.,

that you're greeting everybody., but you haven't noticed me?'\"

Dark-haired six-year-old Volodko was registering a complaint

about the lack of attention being paid to him. Amid the general

laughter\037 the insulted little boy was s\\\\looped up intt) his father's
arn1S,and 11e hugged his father's neck tightly. Still carrying hirTI

with one hand\" Koretsky used the other one to shake hands \\\\\"ith

Petro and Yakiw and to exchang,e kisses with them.

By this time., Volodko was struggling to free himself:

\037'Come 00\" let me go: I'm not a ]ittle tel 10\\\\\" to be carried about
. .\",
111 someone s arms.

Laughter filled the room again.
\037'We've all been waiting here for you for a long time....\037 the

guests said.

\037'But how did you find out that I \037d be coming?'- Koretsk y
'

asked.

\037'Well\037 w'e were at the rally in the
city....\037

Yaki\\\\-' said. .\037And

Ivan Petrenko \\\\laS with us as well. . . But he sta)led behind in
the city,. while we came home

right
after the rall\037i. The entire

village knows that yoU'\\le been release,d:\037

They had scarcely sat down at the table \\\\'hen there \\\\'as a

thun1ping in the porch and three more conlrades \\\\,'alked in: one

of them., like Petro and Yaki\\v\037 \\\\laS Koretsky\"s former student.
.,

but now he was already a young father: the other t\\\\,.o \\\\\037ere older

householders who used it) con1e to listen to the teacher read.. and

who later joil1ed their group. More greetings \\vere excha11ged4
Then they all sat down to ha'le SOl11e tea. . .

They talked ill fragn1ents\037 junlping fronl one topic t() anotller\037

hllrrying
to tel] Kl1retsky ev'erything that l1ad happened. . . Peter

a-nd Yaki\\\\l had thorougll1y enjoyed tl1e rally'.

\037\037Oh, if only we cOtlld hl)ld a rally like tl1at 11ere\037 in
Lad)/tlka!\037\037

tile fiery Yakiw said\037 al1d his eyes blazed \\\\\"ith sparks of energyr
and joy. \037'H()\\\\l

go()(i
it \\\\rOllld be-to infofl11 the people about

everything.'\"
And Petro\037 ever the silent 011e'l \\\\las bealning., and his

somewl1at unattractive face and his
deep grey eyes '\\lere glowing

with excitelnent.

As uSllal\" his powerful b'ody was slurnped over the table.,

and lle said: \037\037We must do it! We truly must do it! The people all)))
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\\\\'ant to be inforn1ed . . . A few l)f tIlell1 who were at a bazaar in
the city brought back the news about the l11anifesto., and some of

them \\vent at once to the
priest\"s

110n1e to ask hirTI w'hat kind of

Inanifesto, about freedom had been proclaimed.'\"
HAn,d \\vhat did the priest say?\037\037 Talya asked\037 as she poured

son1e tea.

HI don't kno\\\\l.'\"

\037\037But I kno\\v\037\037\037 Panas said. Tall and with a trimmed beard, he
\\\\\037as one of the older men present. \"'\"Two 0,[ them went-Demyd

and Korniy . . .....

\037\037Ah\037 Demyd!'\037 Koretsky interrupted him. hHow is his

injured arm? Has it healed \037lel1? Because I didn't 11ave time to

finish looki11g after it properly. . .'\"

.\037Yes. it\"s healed-he's \037lorking already. He says that thanks

to your help he's back on the'
path

of becoming a householder
. ,.,

once agaIn. . .

\"'And does he attend the readings?\"
\037i.No\037 after you \\\\'ere gone\037 he didn't show up a single time.\"
\037\037That's too bad. . . But what did the priest say?'\"

\037\037Well, they went to him, and I
tagged along: I'll listen, I

thought.. and see 'A/hat the priest has to say. He said: t.It's all a

pack of lies; there is no manifesto.\037\"

.-Really?'\037 Koretsky
\\vas shocked. 4o\037Did lle really say that?\"

i.\0378ut don\037t you
know what he's like?H

.'Yes\037 I do knov'i\037 but t() say t113t there is no manifesto-I

never thought that he'd COOle out with something like that.\"

\"\"And as for our rich fellows,'\" Panas continued, \"'tlley also

don't want to admit that there is a nlanifesto; they say that the
lords and the democrats dreamed it all up.\"

Laughter rocked the house.
\037'Dreamed it up! Well, they w'ill see soon enough tl1at it isn't

a pipe dream!'\037

Koretsky
felt someone scratching at his knees. It was Lida-

she was trying to crawl into his lap witl1 her favollrite ,doll. Her

father sat her down on his knee.

They started talking again\037 but the I ittle girl kept sqllirming

and poking her father.

\"'What is it, Lida? Why are
YOll giving ITIe your doll?\"

\037\037So daddy
can play with her&\037\)
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Everyone in the room laughed, but Talya said quite seriously:
UShe\"s

very happy that her daddy has come home, and she's

givillg him her doll.'\037

I--Ier father thanked her and promised that he most certainly
would play wit}, her doll, but a ] ittle later on.

But Volodko, standing opposite his father\037 leaned against

a cupboard and said seriously and a trifle condescendingly:

HDaddy can't
play

with your doll. Men don't play \\vith dolls. I

have a book with pictures in it for daddy.\"

\0374.What kind of\" a book?\" Koretsky asked.

\037'It\"s a book that I made; I drew and coloured a lot of pictures
for it, so that you would have something to look at. I \037ll

giv'e
it to

you tomorrow, because today is not the time to do it . . . But not

a doll . . .n

And then\037 eyeing Lida, he added: lo-Little girls really do like
to crawl around on people's knees.'t\037

.'Well, my big fellow__'\037 Koretsky laughed\037
\037\037it \\\\fould be good

if you also c.ame over here to nle.\037\037

The big fellow hesitated at first\037 but then, llnable to resist\037 he

climbed up on his father\"s other knee.
Old granny Khymka brought

in another heated samo\\,\037ar\037 and

while slle was setting it on the table\037 something ,began t\\\\,'ining

around Koretsky's legs.

''\"Kata}', Katay has COIner' Volodko called out
happil y

r
as he

leapt clawll t\037rom his father\037s knee.

\037'\"The
dog jllmped in: I left the door

open!\"\037
old granny

Khymka cried Ollt.

A 11uge blac-k dog \\vas
happily \\\\.ragging its tailtt sho\\.rillg its

nose at Koretsky\037s knees\037 and Plltting its large thick pa\\vs on

tlleln.

\037\"Leave him alone, leave hiIn!'\037 Volodkll said to Khymka
Wll0 \"'as ready to cl1ase tile dog outside. I.-He caine to say hello

to daddy! MOll1nlY, gi\\le
hin1 a bun * . . After all, daddy 11as come

back hoole-and Katay sl10uld have a bun as w'ell.\"\"

\037\037And a slice, . . al1d a slice of sausage!'\037 L.ida jabbered.
There was a lot of noise and confusion. Finally Katay \\\\las

allowed to stay in tile rO()t11\037 t11ey ga\\'e llim a bun and a slice of

sausage\037
and lIe lay do\037'n at Koretsky's feet ,and busied himself

with his
stlpper.)))
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The door opened.. and Ivan Petrl1vyc11 can1e in with two
t-riends.

.\"00you kno'h
l

\037\037hat\037s
happel1ing

in tile city?\" 11e asked after

a hasty exchange ot\037
greetings.

\037\037What?\037\037

.\"There are hooligans \\\\,ralking about the city and they're
saying that the n1anifesto isn't

genuine\037
tl1at the democrats

dreamed it up . . . And they dreamed it all up because they want

to give the land not to the peasants, but to the Jews, because all

the democrats are eitl1er Jews't or th,eir close associates. . .'\"

HWhat a bunch of nonsense!'\037 Yakiw shouted.

HWell, the)....re saying that in the democratic documents it is

\\\\.'iitten that \"the Jews are to have equal rights,' and tl1at the land

is for e\\leryone-and that means it's also for the Jews. . . But

do you kno\\\\/ ho\\\\/ many Jews there are? So now\"t because of the

Je\\x/s\037 the peasants \\viII get only half\" as much land . . . They were

saying this to our villagers who \"\"Tere at the bazaar. ioYou know,'

they said, -how' many chi Idren the Je\\\\lS have, and if you give

then1 land\037 they'll have t\\vice as
111any\037

and before the peasant

,e\\'en realizes \\\\\"hat's happening\037 they'll take over all the land. . .

atld the peasant will have to \"\"'ork as a servant fOT a Jew. The tsar

\\\\.'anted to lla\\\"e all the land given to tile peasants, but as for the

democrats-they \\vant it to be distributed equally to th,e Jews

as well. . . That's \\vhat they'lre spouting to the vi] lagers, ,and to

the city folk
they\037re saying that the Jews dupe you and interfere

\\\\lith your trade, and that some\\\\/here outside the city., they were

shooting at an icon and at a portrait of the tsar. . . And there are

policemen, or some kind of authorities with those hooligans., and

they're saying: yes, yes, tllat\"s how it is . . .\"

\037\037They're fabricating the devil knows \037\037hat kind of lies!\"

\037\"The hooligans are saying: .We have to beat up all the Jews
and the democrats. . . and all those who are for the de1110crats

and for the manifesto. . . We have to carry out a pogronl . . .\037--

HOh, no, we won\"t let them carry out a pogrom,\" Koretsky
said. .-We certainly do need to hold a rally in Ladynka to explain

everything to the
people.'\"

They began conferring when a rally should be 11eld. The next

day was a Wednesday, an ordinary working day-and the people

would be busy with their various tasks. . . It wou]d be better to)))
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110ld it on Sunday. . . How,ever, there was aJways the p,ossibiJity

tllat the Blac.k Hundreds might start doing something harmful

before then. . . Well.. fine, let's try to hold it tomorrO\\\\l after

dinner. . . Koretsky
would make a quick trip to the editorial

office, stay there an hour or so, and in the nleantime, Petro and

Yakiw would inform the villagers about the rally. They began

planning how tile nleeting should be set
up\037

\\\\lho vlould be

talking about what.. and in what order they \\vould be speaking. It

was late when the gLlests finally \\\\'ent home.

Koretsky was let\037t alone in his abode. The lan1p on the table

warnlly i11uminated the cosy room., the shelves laden \\\\/ith books

. . . the portraits of \"'\"fiters on the \\\\traIls . \037 . a large framed pri nt

of Raphael's Madonna seated in a chair \037iith the Christ child in

her arms. . . a white bust of *Shevchenko on the desk. . .

Koretsky went into the adjoining roo,n1. There \\AlaS nothing

on the table now; the children 'A/ere fast
asleep\037

and he could see

only a fair head and a dark one peeking out from under t}1eir

bedcovers.

Talya was not tllere.

He stepped out into tile orchard and \\\\,ralked dov;n a path.

Tile night was fresl1, but not cool. The distant stars t\\\\'inkled

with kindly rays.

Koretsky went all the way to tl1e elld of the
path

to a spot

where there was a bench under son1e larg'e trees. On that bench\037......

he saw a dark figure.

HIs it you, Talya?\"\"
he asked as he \\valked up to the bench.

It was she, but she did not reply. He sat do\\vn beside her
and took hold of 11er hands. An,d stlddenly he heard t}1at she \\\\!as

sobbillg.

\"'Talya\037\".
he said in alarl11. \"-'Wllat is it s\\\\reetheart? Are \\lOU

.I

crying?\"

Talya fell against 11is cllest and sobbed e\\len more.

\"\"My
dearest Talya.. s\\veetheart! Tell l11e\" vlhy are you

cry i
ng?'\037

\"\"0 Lord, can it actllally be true. . . can it?'\" she whispered

tllrollgh her tears.

\"\"Wllat? Can what be true?'\037 he asked\" not understanding.

\037\037Can it actually be true tl1at there won \037t be any of this

anY1110re'?\)
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\037\037Ot\" \\\\' hat?\037\037

-\037Of all this . . . Of prisons . 4 .
people being exiled . . .

subjugation. . . torture. . . the gallows. . . blood. . . And that

people \\\\.'ill live
t\037reely\037 like people.. and not like slaves. . . but

like brothers. . . And all of those other things will never come
back? Ne\\rer? Havre \\\\'e

really lived to see that 11appen?'\037
And she once again began sobbing and

trembling.

He pressed her to his bOS0111, stroked her head and kissed
it and\037 \\:vithout realizing that his own tears were falling on

Talya\"s facel\\ said: .\037No there \\\\'oo\"t be, sweetheart., there won't

be suhjugation any more! Its reign has co,nle to an end. . . Tl1ere

\037\037ill be a ne\\\\/ life. . . a life of freedom. . . a brotherly life. . . a

happ)'
life filled Yiith good fortune 4 . .....

And they both \\\\'ept tears of great joy\037
the tears of subjugated

people \",rho\037 exhausted by oppression\037 are set free at last ...
And above them the stars twinkled with their affable

radiance and it seemed that they also werle saying: \"'Nt), there

Vv\037on't be . . . there \\\\ron't be any su'bjugation!\

III)

As soon as he got up the next day Koretsky went out into

the orchard that belo,nged to the school. The comnlunity had

given the schoo]
quite

a large plot of land-about one and a

half
*desyatyny__

,and during his nine-year stay in the school

Koretsky, both through his own efforts and by working together

\\1litll his pupils.. had transformed the plot into quite a
presentable

orchard. For the past three years the young apple trees'l pear
trees\"t alld cherry trees had borne a lot of fruit, and every year on
the Feast of the Transfiguration Koretsky held a little celebration

for the pupils \"\"ho \",'orked ill the orchard and divvied
LIP

the fruit

among them.

He walked down the path among banks of dewy grass uI1tii

11e reached the edge ot\" the orchard.

It \\\\'as in this place that a few' old oaks and a linden tree.;

growing here from ancient times., had created a pleasallt shady

spot\" and it was here tl1at he had anchored a table and a long

bench in the ground.)))
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He recalled that yesterday he had found Talya sobbing here,
and all at once that entire day came al ive in his mind's eye. The

day
had been like a fairy taJe\037 magical

and \\\\londrous . . . the kind

of tale that made even the most fantastical tales that he knew'

turn pale by comparison. A poor lad \"\\lho went to a cit)l looking

for work and unpredictably became a tsar could not feel half

of what he, Koretsky, had felt \\\\lhen\037 after being unexpectedly

released from prison, he had gone to a rally to address a freed

nation!

He walked to the edge of the orchard ot to the fence. Just past

the fence there was a ravine., and on the other side of the ravine..

opposite the orchard\037 stood the half-ruined buildings of an old
brick

factory.

It was in one of these old sheds that they had taken co\\.'er-
he, and Talya, and the children-when they had been caught

unexpectedly in a downpour. They had been going home from

Petro's house when the rain started coming do\\\\rn in sheets\037 and

they had to take cover at once. Crarnn1ing themsel\\\037es into the

farthest corner w}1ere the rain could not reach thenl\037 theyr
had sat

there on a pile of old straw'., laughing all the \\\\:hile.

The ravine made a turn right here ot belo,,; the 'lillage.. belo\\v

the gardens, and a ro\\\\' of houses-the backs of \\\\-'hich could

be seen from here-also nlade a turn\037 and the street took on

the appearance of a huge bo\\\\r, with the school at one end of it\"

and with Petro's house-of \"\\lhich onlyr the roof could be se,en
from

here\037directly opposite it.. quite far a\\\\tay' at tl1e other end.

Koretsky stood and gazed at tl1e
village\" and then he strolled

through the orchard again. It was \\'larn1. He glanced up at the

azure blue sky.. at tIle sun that \\\\las
already

at 11igh noon\" and he

involuntarily begal1 to recite:)

*The blue sky floats on
high\037

It\"s blue.. but strangely bille;

Tile golden sun bean1s dO\\\\ln..

B II tit S \\\\' a r 111 t 11 is not t rue.)

HNo, its warnlth is trlle!'\" he
thOllght..

and he smiled \\\\,'ith

pleasllre as t11e warll1 rays of th,e sun permeated his body. \"'But

how cOllld it not be shining \\varmly-especially no'W\\ when)))
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freedom is shining brightly on the oppressed?'\" he added, and
he laughed joyously. HEven

though nattlre is indifferent to our

human joys and SOrrO\\\\lS.. at times like this it has to rejoice as
\\\\rell!

\037..

And.. still smiling.. he took a deep breath.. inhaling the cool,
t\"'ragrant air.-

A line from one of *Nekrasov's verses about foreign
countries that enjoyed freedonl

popped into 11is head: \"It's easier

to breathe.. with three-quarters of your chest. . .\"

-\"But '\\le \\\\lant to breathe with our w110le chests, and we will!\"
he said out loud to hinlself.. and then he laughed ,onc-e again.

The sound of a con1motion..of
barking..

reached his ears. He

glanced back at the school and saw a trio running down the path
to\\vards hinl: big black Katay was in the lead, Volodko, hanging
on with one hand to the dog's back, was hurrying after him\037 and

a little farther back\037 [air-haired Lida was rapidly pounding along

on her stubby little feet. Katay was barking with sheer joy\037 the

children \\\\fere screaming, and all three of them were rushing
straight at

K,oretsky.

\037\"Mommy's calling you to come and have SOlne tea!\" Volodko

yelled\037 trying
to drown out Katay's barking.

USo'me tea. .. Mommy! Some tea. . .
Mommy!\"

Lida also

cal led out shri ll)l.
\"'Bo\\\\/-VtlOW-\\VO\\v!''IKatay's voice added to the clanlollr.
Katay jumped up

on Koretsky\"s chest and wiped his gri.my

pa\\\\lS
on him.. and then the children flung themselves at their

father.
At\037ter calming

do\\vn all three of them\037 Koretsky set out for

ho,me. Talya was alr,eady walking towards them-her overly

thin face ,\"'as flushed., and she was trying to shield it fronl the

sun that was beating down on her; her blond hair looked
goJden

in the sun's rays.

When he sat down at the table., Koretsky found a notebc)ok

with a painstakingly printed inscription on the first page: HMy

,Gift to Daddy Koretsky!\"

It was Volodko's notebook filled with drawings that 11ad

captions
under them: \"'Daddy, on his way to sclloo1..\" \"'Mommy

is 'Nalking with Lida,\" and then there was Volodko l1il11self, and

old granny Khymka with old man Tereshko, and
Katay-and,)))
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they all looked very much alike except for one small difference:
when it came to Katay\037he was drawn horizontally.. while all

the others were drawn vertica]]y.
Koretsky would have been happy to continue looking at the

pictures while talking with his chi Idren\037 but it \\vas tl,me to go to

the editorial office in the city. He reluctantly picked up
his cap

and turned to go; but just then Petro\037 pale
and looking \\vorried..

appeared on the threshold.

\"'What's wrong, Petro?\" Koretsky asked in
surprise.

\"'Haven't you heard anything, Yevhen Petro\\'ych'!\"\"

\037'No\037 I haven't. . . What is it?'t\037

\"'They're beating up Je\\\\'s in the city. . .\037'

\"'That can'lt be true!'\"

'''I've just come back from the city. Hooligans are
\\\\!alking

around with clubs\037 with cudgels. They.re breaking into stores.

dragging out whatever is in them\037 or smashing things to bits

and pieces. . . When they come across Je\\\\\"s\037 they beat them

mercilessly. . . I myself sa\\\\\" one that \\\\,'as bludgeoned to death.\037\037

'\"'What about the police?'\037

\037\"The
police.

. . In the city they'''re saying that permission has
been granted to beat

up
the Je\\vs for three days. . . The police

are following the hooligans around\037 '}/atching
\\\\\037hat the}'''re doing

. f . and laughing.\"

Koretsky looked ivery troubled . . . It \\'laS an ob\\'ious

provoc.ation . . .

\"'But there are bad things happening here__ as \\llell\",\037't Petro

continued. \"\"A fe\\\\r of those hooligans ha\\,re rLIsl1ed here, to us . . .
4\"\"..

They've gathered at Senlenyuta \037s honle . . . And tl1ere are others

with t11en1: Karpellko, and Starostenko\037 and Val)1Ushny . . ...\037

\037'\"Really? ValYllshny? SLIt lle . . .'\"'

L'Oh., tllose days are long gone! No\\\\\" he ShOlltS \\\\..ith the rest

of them: -The del110crats \\\\.'ant to tear the land a\\\\\037av frOl11 us
....

al1d give it to the Jew's-bllt \\\\.'e \"/on\"t let t11at 11appen!\037 The)l\037re

walking lip and do\\vn tile streets\037 carryiI1g
a \\\\lhite banner. The

police C0111111issary arrived and \\Vellt to Illeet thenl: \037Well\"t tello\\\\rs\"

Wllich c()lnpany is \\Vinlling: the red, Olle or the black one?\" -The

black one.. Your Excellency!
\037

\037Who is tile n1ain instigator here?'

And they all said: '\"Koretsky.. the teacher!\"
.Well\037 fellows\" teach

hinl a lesson!\037 'We\"II teach llim so well\037, Your
Excellency\037 that)))
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he--ll be pllshing up daisies!\" -No, WilY do that-we don't want

anything bad happening: just give
11iITI a good thrashing!' \037Oh,

\\ve kno\\\\/ \\,\"hat to do: he w\037on't be speaking at rallies anymore-
he \",ron \037t be talking at all!\" .Well., do as you know best! Stand
firm. . . Hurrah!\037 aIld then they all shouted: \037Hurrah!\" He drove

of\037f.. and they \\'t'ent to the ta\\/ern and started drinking . . . We
ha've to hllrry.. Ye'vhen

Petro\\lyc.h\037 because they Inight be l1ere
\"...

soon . . .

-\"Ye\\'hen\037 \\vhat\037s going on?,11 a tren1bling voice asked, and

Koretsky' 53\\\\/
Tal}'a's ashen face and her ,\",,'ide., staring eyes in

frollt of hinl.

Koretsk\037i
\\\\ras also mOll1entarily stunned,.. but he quickly

regained his self-control. After remaining silent for a moment

he said: \"\"Talya., you must take the cl1ildren and get away from

h

.,..

ere.'-

\"\"And \\vhat about you., Yevhen? What about you?'\"
It.

1\"11 relnain here.
'1\"1

\037'\"But just
think about it, Yevhen: they'll kill you!\"

HNo.. they \",'on\"t . . . I have to stay here to stop them, to

persuade them\037 to calm them dO\037Jn . . . to protect the scJl001 . . .

But )'OU I11USt go!\"
4.\"No\037 if that\037s how' Illatters stand\037 I Sl10uld be here as well.

I \037nl
staying!\"\037

\"\037But have you forgotten about the children.. Ta]ya? The men

may terrify them so
badly,

that they'll be scarred for the rest ,of

their lives.,'\037 Koretsky said.. as he pointed at Lida Wlll) was caln11y

playing with the
dog.,

and at Volodko who was listening in on

their conversation.

Talya glanced at the children and bowed her head. . .

HBut what about you! Come with us,!n Sl1C said, seizi ng 11is

hand.

-ioI can't, s\\\\'eetheart,\" K()retsky replied softly as he gently

freed his hand. ''\"Don\037t waste any time . . . take p,ity on tIle

children! Go to Petro's home. . . Take Kllytnka with you-she
can carry

Lida . . . And Petro will see to it that you get there

safely. . .\"

'-'We must tell the others in our group,\" Petro said. \037\"I
stopped

in at a few homes on the way Ilere, but as luck would hav,e it\037

neither Yakiw nor Panas were in . . . Vasyl
and Dnlytro are in)))
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the city\037 and Ivan has gone off somewhere. . . I ha\\o'e to go to a

few nl()re honlcs . 4 .\"

'-'-But first of all, tak.e my fami ly to your place. . .\"

The children were ready, and they could have been on their

way. But Talya hesitated once
again.

'-\037Yevhen! What will happen to you?'\037

\"\037Nothing
will happen.

. _ }'I] talk to them\037 and e\\o!crything

will be fine _ . . Go!'\037

He kissed his wife, his children-who did not understand
what was going D,n-and led them out of th,e house into the

orcllard. They did not go by \",ray
of the street., but turned to go

through the ravine.

Koretsky stood at the gate and \\\\latched them go. He \\\\Taited

until they crossed the ravine once, again
in a second place.. and

then disappear,ed in the gardens beyond the \\\037/illo\037/s-and it \\'vas

only then that he turned arollnd and \\\\'ent back to the house.

T11ere was no one there because that mOToing old nlan
\037.

Tereshko had asked for pern1ission to attend to some matter at
home.

Koretsky went into tl1e classroom.. circled it silentl)\"r\037 returned

to his roan1, walked through it.. touched the sheJ\\.:es \\\\/ith the

books. . . crossed over to Talya's roan1, looked at the children\"s

beds, tried tIle bolts on the \0371 indo\\\\'\"s . . \037

And then he came to his senses:
\\\\lhy'

\"\\las he \\valking around?

Instead of walking arollnd and looking at
tllings__

he ought to be

thinking about what 11e s110uld do next.
He went back to l1is room and sat .do\"\".'n at the table. He had

tried to reaSSllre
Talya..

bllt lle hinlself \\vas uneas)r. He 110ped that

he would be able to dissuade then1 frolll harming hinl but. . .
\037

If his students, tile c.Oll1rades t'rl)111 his group \\\\tere 11ere\037 it

Illigllt be possible to repliise t11e assailants: there t11l)St certail1ly
could not be that

nlany
of tllenl . . . But the)\" \\vere 110t 11ere . . .

and he had 11l)t11i11g \\\\J'itl1 \\\\lhich to defend hitl1Self-and it \\\\tas

not possible t() defend ol1eself ,\\lith bare hands.

No, it'he V-las tl) subdlle tllern\" it would 11av\037e to be by talking

to t}lem . . . 110t jllSt by talking, but by dra\\\\ling attention to

everything that 11ehad done thus far in his life., by renlinding

tllem about wl1at he had dOl1e alld what }le \\\\Tas still d.oing . . .

Afler all, the COnlITIUnity had thanked hill1 Il10rethan once. . .)))
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Yes.. tIle community. . . But he \\\\/ollid be dealing not with the
comnlunity\037

but with pillagers, t11ugs-with habituaillooligans
or people \\\\tho had been driven to beconle hooligal1s after hearing
the lies that tIle lalld 11ad

already
been given to the Jews. . .

And l1e \\\\r,Quld be facil1g tl1UgS WllO \037'ere drunk. . . Of what

consequence \\\\las his lite and all that l1ehad already accomplis)led

to people like that?

Ne\\'ertheless\037 it \\\\'as 110t possible to sit without doing
anythil1g: he Inust do s()nlething__ prepare 11il11self to fight!

Prepare himself to fight. . . against wl10nl? Against the very

people \\,\\rith whom he \\\\ranted to join forces to defend their right
to, li\\ie like human beings?

No__ it \\\\las not possible! How could it be p'ossible that these

people an10ng \\\037/hon1 he had lived for nine years, for WhOlll he had
,\"rorked untiringly., that these

people
who knew him intimately

and \\\\,fho \",\"ere aVvrare of his unfailing dedication to t}lem-that

these same people \\-vould come to beat him up? It was inhulnan,
unthinkable\037 unfathomable. It simply could not be!

But in his l1eart he knew that it could be\037 he was sure tl1at the

moment \\\\'as drav.ling near. . .

A commotion could be heard out in the street. . 4 Muted at

first\037 it kept gro'h\"ing louder and louder. . .
He got up

and walked over to the window. . .

The din \\\\ras increasing in volume, and he could hear
numerous voices, but he could not see anyone beyond the bend

in the street.

Koretsky walked out to the veranda and fron1 there he at

once saw a mob about fifty feet away.
At the head of this mob a tall, scrawny man with a

dishevelled blond beard-bareheaded, with his clothing askew\037

and obv'iously drunk-was yelling and striding purposefully. He

was shaking his fists an,d shouting over and over again: \037C.I'll kill

him! ]'11 kill him!'\037

It was HaVv'rylo-Koretsky recognize,d hinl. Next to him

walked a sturdy young man ill a jacket a11d a cap slung down
on the

nape
of his neck-it was Mykhaylo-the-firstborn, a thug

and a drunkard. They were followed
by

a group of older and

younger men-about a dozen in all-who also were
obviollS1y

tipsy.
Some of them carried cudgels, and above them,

flapping)))
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on a stick, was a wllite -banner with an inscription that Koretsky'
c()uld not make out. 8ehin,d them, a I itt]e farther b'ack, there were

another twenty or so men., and still farther back and fleshing

out the sides there were children who \\vere curious about this
unusual event.

The entire cro\\\\ld was yelling, mi 11iog about\" and approaching
tile school quite quickly.

Koretsky stepped
down from the 'veranda and stood on the

ground.
\03740There he is! He's standing right there!\037\037 voices could be

heard. The crowd moved forward a trifle more slo\\\\,rlv and halted
....

a few feet from Koretsky. The noise died do\\vTI.

\037\037Greetings\037 my good people!'\" Koretsky said. hWhat\037s the

good new\"s you\"re
about to tell me?'\"

They all remained silent-no one had the co,urage to respond.
Suddenly,

a voice spoke up from the centre of the cro\\}.,.'d. \037.We

want to tell you: don't raise a ruckus!--\"

'''DOll't raise a ruckus! I'll kill
you!\037\" Havlf)7lo shouted\" and

he waved his fists threateninglyl at
Koretsky\037

\037'Who is raising a rllckus'?\" Koretsky asked. ....I\037m standing

quietly by nlY house.. and YOlI',/e come to me \\\\\"ith fists clenched\"

holding cudgels. . . So \\vho is raising a ruckus?\"\"

The cro\\'id fell silent again., and
KOTetsk)f

continued

speaking: \"\"Perhaps I\037ve
wronged someone? Then tell me, nly!

good people! Every lnan n1akes mistakes: and if I ha\\/e
\\\\,rronged

sOITI,eone-tell rne. Let's start \\'.lith Vl)ll'l Denrvd..'1\037 he tllrned to
\"\" '*

th,e young rnan \\\\lith a dark beard \\\\l}10 \\\\\"a5
holding

a cudgeL

4o'Have YOll sl1111etlling to say to me? But first'l ho\\v is )lour arm?

Does it still hllrt? Can
YOll

Lise it to do \"\"'hat you need to do?....

Denlyd flushed and replied \\\\1itll sonle enlbarrassment:

HWell, yes. . . tllanks tl) YOll . . . after you healed it__ 1 ,can do

everythil1g again. . .
May Go,d grant YOll good Ilealth!\037\"

UGod be praised! AJld \\Vilat abollt you.. Selnen\037 is Semenyuta

still exacting th()se fi fties fronl )t'llU?....
HNo\037 every tiling is fine 110vV . . . Thank you for taking the

trouble to 11elp me in tl1ecity back then-tllere no longer are any
demands beil1g 111ade 011 nle . . .

It

4,\037So then, tell n1e, IllY good people\037
\037\037hom have I e\"\037er

wronged., and 110W did] do it?\"--
Koretsky

asked once agait1.)))
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\"\037You hav'en't . . . YOll 11aven\"t \\\\,rronged us . . . Thank you!
You\"ve al,,'ays helped liS. . . And we thank

YOll
tor tl1at . . .\"

individual voices in the crowd nlurn1l1red.

'\"'Perhaps I didn't teach your children as ] should have?

Perhaps I
taught thenl to steal, to

drink,\037
to disrespect their

parents?'\"

.\037No.. \\,/e thank you for teaching our children. . . The children

are just fine. . . You did a good job of' nurturing our children.\"

\"'Why are you listening to him?\037'
Hawrylo

shouted as he

mo\\/ed for\\V'ard threateningly.
But others stopped him:

.-StoP\"i stop screaming! Let the man

speak! We have time enough to do what we came to do it'. . .\"

\037j,What's there to
say!\"\037

Senlen cried angrily. \"\037No wrongs were

committed! You haven--t wronged us in any way! We've been led

astrayr\037
and that's all there is to it . . . With that manifesto!\"

\037\037With the manifesto?\037' Koretsky interrupted him. \"It's a fine

manifesto that the tsar has given us, and there's no need to be

angry! \\\\rith one another or to fight-we should be uniting like

brothers. The manifesto says that no one is to be mistreated.. that
those elected

by
the 'people must introduce a better order. . .\"

1o.And \\\\.'hat about the land? Isn\037t it you, the damned democrats

that have c-ome up with the idea of giving the
peasants\037

land

to the Je\\\\'ts?'\037 a voice screamed\037 and Koretsky saw Valyushny's
face directly in front of hill1, all t\037'isted with rage.

HThe land to the Je\037/s! The land to the Jews!\" Hawrylo

shouted\037 waving his fists.

\037C.My good people. . .\"\" Koretsky
started to say.

HBeat him up, beat up the liar!'\037 MykI1aylo-the-firstbofll

screamed, and mustering all his strength\037 he struck Koretsky on
the

tempJe\037

Koretsky swayed, but he grabbed 110Jd of'tlle picket fence for

support and managed to stay on his feet.

At that very monlellt., however\"i a sho\\ver of. fists fell on his
head, his face, and his back.

He raised his hands to protect his head, and suddenly he

saw Demyd before him; his face \\AlIas contorted by a venomous

bea,s1liness and he was holding a cudgeilligh up in the air.

Koretsky
saw the cudgel flash through the air and come at

his 11ead-and he instantly lost consciousness.)))
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The sun was beating down merci
lessl\037\"

on his head \\'lhen he

a\\\\'oke.

But there was no sun shining above him-and
yet

his head

was burning as if it were being seared by a summer sun. He

wanted to touch his head, but realized that it '}laS p,ainful to
move his 11and. He finally managed to raise it and to feel his

head; somet11ing wet and sticky ha,d
congealed

on hls forehead.

He looked at his hand-it was covered \"'lith blood.

He struggled to understand \\\\'here he \\'ias\037 and \\\\,'hat \\vas

wrong with him.

The sky above him was covered with
grey'

clouds. They \\\\-\037ere

moving slowly, crowding together and then cra\\\\.'ling apart-

nauseously and disgustingly_ He stared at them and could not

comprehend t'rom where they had c,ome.

Finally h,e concluded that he Vias not indoors't but out in the

yard. Near him\037 oft\037to one side, he sa\\\\t\037 a p,icket fence: he groped

around and realized that he \\\\laS
lying

on the ground. Surprised..

he quic.kly tried to get IIp,
but his head pOllnded

s\037
badly\037

that he

fell back again and remained lying do\\\\!n for some time. Then

he slowly raised hin1self and sat
up'\037 leaning against the pickets.

He glanced over at the school and sa\"./ broken \\vindo\\\\rs. And

he instal1tly recalled e'lerything: the drunken cro\\\\.rd. the fists'l

the cudgel in Demyd'g hand. . . and then'! there n1ust ha\\te been

a pogronl . . .

He sat for son1e time., and tllen he forced hin1selfto stand up.
H is head was

tllrobbing\037
and he sa\\\\\" tile 'h\037orld

darklyr\037 through

a tog. Slowly\037 flanging on to the
railing\037

he Illade his \\va)\" up the

stairs to the verallda alld walked
tllfOUg'h

it into his roan1.

On the tllresllold there ',\\'ere jagged shards from lamps that
had been filIng to the floor, lea'liIlg a reeking puddle of kerosene.
A s11elf\037 slnaslled into pieces\037 lay abal1dol1ed in the middle of'the

room., and instead of books\" piles of torn\" crunlpled.. trampled

pap'er were 11eaped everywhere.
The desk\037 left with a single leg.. tilted sorrowfully to the floor,

and everything tllat had been on it-docun1ents\" an inkstand, a)))
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framed photograph., a bust-was lying shattered on the floor\037

\\:vhite plaster fragnlents of Shevchenko's bust 11ad been trall1pled
into the black puddle f\"rom the inkstand.

The entire roanl was strev\037tn \\\\/ith a jumble of pieces of

\\\\lood__ scraps
of paper'l drinking glasses, stuffing f\"rom a ripped

mattress\" and other things so
badly snlashed, ruined, and

trampled'l that Koretsky cOllld not 111akeout what they were. It

looked as if a terrible\" in1mens,e iron flail had thrashed the entire
room to a

pulp.

The books \\vere especially badly vandalized-Koretsky
could not see a single one that had be,en left intact-just wads

of paper and broken spines. Throughout the roanl were scattered
large pages from an illustrated edition of Dante., and on a pile
of broken \\,'ials fronl the school apothecary lay a segment of the

boo,k: Tile
Histor}.\037 o..f\037Cliltl.lre-he recognized it by its pictures.

Stepping over this rubbish he cam,e
up

to the do,or of the other

roo'm and right there\037 in the doorway, he saw the frame from

the large picture of Raphael's Madonna: it had been torn from

the \\\\\"all and flung down so forcefully that one end was jammed
against the threshold\037 while the other had been punctured by a

large boot. The boot had severed the heads of the Madonna al1d

the Chi)d\037 and left behind only their mutilated, headless bodies.

Koretsky picked up the picture., looked at it, and then unthingly

placed it on top of the pile of rubbish.
Then he

stepped
into the other rOOI11.

At first glance, it looked like snow. When he took a closer
look.. he saw that it Vyras the white down from ripped pillows. The
dO\\\\/TI covered the entire wooden floor as well as a pi Ie of debris
that

lay heaped
on the floor.

The two iron beds of the children were broken alld twisted,!

scrunched up like cripples il1 the middle of the room., wlliJe

chun ks of the nlattresses.. chopped by an axe.. were scattered

throughout the room. On one of\" the pieces, the doll that Lida

had brought him yesterday was lying askew, nlillllS a head and

with outstretched arms; fragments from its Ilead were lying by

the wall: someone must have smashed the doll against tile wall
and then tossed it aside. The chest of drawers was toppled over

D,n the floor: its back was smashed in., and the elTIptie,d drawers

\\\\rere lying
beside it. The armoire was also empty__ alld its dOl1fS)))
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had been yanked a-ut; scraps of torn clothing \\vere scattered here

and there throllghout the room.

He glanced arc)und the kitchen as he \\\\ra1ked through
it-

there was a heap of broken crockery in it.
He went out into the orchard.
From the windows, wh.ite s,\"\\laths ,of feathers \\\\'ere blo\\ving in

tile air. And farther on . . .
Farther on there was no orchard at all. The flO\\lierbeds had

been trampled, and the gouged soi 1 gJ istened darkly. A large

numb'er of young trees., yanked out of the
ground\037 mournfull),r

exposed their tender torn rootlets, interlaced \\vith soil, to the
coolness of the autumn sky. Only the trunks of the larger tr,ees

were left standing; they had tufts of smaller branches at the

top., but all the lower branches had been broken oft- or smashed

with cudgels, and piles of branches \\'lith either green or
y'ello\\\\:

withered leaves were expiring around the base of eV'er)l tree.

Only the stately oaks an,d the linden tree stood untouched:

but under them\037 all that remained of the table \\\\'as the stand that
used to anchor it.. and the bench was ,chopped in half. The same

bench on which yesterday evTening\037
under a star-lit Skjl,. he and

Talya had wept with happiness that t11ere v./Quld be 0,0 more

tyranny and suffering't no Il10re \\liolence and blood . . .

He walked t\037arther on and passed through the gate. The path
raI1 downwards.. vlinding its \",,ray o\\'er the steep sides of the

.

ravine.

Stepping carefully Koretsky \\va1ked all)og this path. On it

he saw a knife and fork\037 a little farther do\\\\/n glearned the C-O\\ler
II-

fron1 the sanlovar.

\"\"They n1ust have carried it do\\vn here. . .\"'14 Koretskv thoUQht. '-\"

to himself.

At the very bottonl of the path 11e fOllnd one more thing that

11ad been lost: Talya\"s aZllre kerchief.
I--Ie 11alt\037d, pic.ked

it lIP\" looked at it.. and tried to recall

son1ething . . .

Talya . . . There was somethil1g t11at he had to do . . .

Son1ething \\\\litI1
respect to Talya . . . But \\\\phat was it exactly? He

raised l1is hand to his forehead f4 but theI1\037 feeling the blood there\037

lo\\V'ered it . . .

Talya . . . Talya . . .)))
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Oh\"t yes! He 11ad to fin,d out \\V'hat had 11appened to Talya, to

the children. . .

He mO\\l.ed tOf\\\\rard swiftly., clambering upwards along the

steep path. He quickly n1ade his
way

to the top and stood by the

abandoned brick
factory\037

but tl1e pounding in his head began
once again\" and a feel ing of \037reakness overcame 11inl. He was

scared that he \\\\.rould fall down.. but he did not want to lie out in

tl1e open.. so he \\\\tent into a dark shed.

S\\\\\037aying unsteadily on his feet.. he n1ade l1is way into its

t-'arthest corner\037 t11e spot \\\\/here 11e had once hidden t'rom the rain
\\\\ritll his \037rife and children; he collapsed on some straw and lost
con SCl0usness.)

* * *)

TVlO faIl1iliar voices: --Well, 11e isn\"t here,'\" one of them said,
and Koretsky l1ad no trouble identifying Valyushny.

\037\037Oh, may
the devil take his father\037 We really blew that one!'\"

the other one responded. It was Mykhaylo-the-firstborn. HHe's

fled! We should have gone back right then and there to check if

he V.las still warn1.\" or if he had croaked already.\"
HBllt \\\\/e had to take all that stuff home,\" Valyushny

countered.

\"\037We started taking aw'ay all that junk, and forgot wllat we

\\\\lere
suppose,d

to be d,oing . . . I took his watch-and that was

enough for nle: I'm not going to be hauling haole all s()rts of

garbage.'\"
HBut that Zakharko! That ZakI1arko!'\"Valyushny roared

with laughter.

HHa-ha-ha!'\037 Mykhaylo joined in. \037I.He
dropped

his b,anller

and grabbed the samovar!'\"

.'And off he ran . . . ha-ha-ha! Through the gardells!\"

Valyushny could not stop laughing. '\"\037And the water was still

gushing out of-it!\"

io'Well, my friend-we really gave that teacher a
good

thrashing! We may not 11ave finished hinl off\037 but we sure let

him have it. And our fellows g.ot somethirlg out of it as well. \302\267\302\267

His jacket fits me like a glove. . . Alld how is 11iscap on
you?\"

4o\037It's a good fit,\" Valyushny said.)))
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\037\037It\037s a good cap,\" Mykhayl0 said approvingly. \037'It should last

another ten years. . . But someone to,ok the nloney out of his

wallet. . . only the devil kno\\vs who! I found the wallet, but

sOlne so,n-of-a-bitch had already tak,en the
ITIoney

out of it . . .

Because the teac.her had to have had some money. . . WelJ.\037 my

friend, let's be on our way! We'll root around some m,ore . . .

Oll\037 if only we could find him: I most
certainl\037l

\037rould gi'le hinl

a good pat on tIle head with this ,iron rod.'\037

\037'It makes a good weapon. . .\"

\"'Let's gO!H

They left. Their footsteps gradually' fade,d
a\\\\ray.

Koretsky understood that they \\\\rere looking for him. But
he no longer felt

any fear\037 or had a ,desire to flee.. or to defend
himself. He felt a crushing indi fference . . . and a great \\\\\037eariness

. . . Sleep was overpowering him . \037. He shut his eyes and

instantly fell asleep.
WIlen Ile awoke, it was completely dark. Staring out into the

darkness, he was able to discern in the clouded hea\\'\037ens onl\037l a

scrap of lighter sky that was visible
thr,ough\"the

door at the other

end of\" the shed. He raised his 11ead and then stood up-he felt

stronger now. His head \"las not throbbing as badly. He could

walk now. But \\\\lhere was he to go?'--

And tl1en all at once 11e recalled e'lery,t11ing. He did not kno\",\"

where Talya and the children \\vere, or \\\\'hat had happened to

thenl. Fear for their safety over\\\\'.helnled hinl. He rushed ,out of

the shed into the open air.

He glanced across tl1e rav.iIle at the SCllool: not a single

window was 1it in it. SIte \\vas not at llome\037she still had to be

at Petro \037s
place.

He glanced o'/er at tile spot \"\"'here he thought

Petro's hOllse sl10uld be\" but it ,\",'as dark O\\ler tllere as \\vell. eQuId

he possibly l1ave slept so long that it \\vas no\\v' the dead of\" night?

He wanted to look at his \\\\'atch\037 but COllld not find it. Then 11e

recalled that Mykllaylo 11adbragged about
ha\\t'ing

his \\\\!atch. So

tJlat was 110\\\\l tl1ings \\\\\037ere: tlley \\vere tr)'ing to find hiln.. and

they l11ight kill him. . . Ile l1ad to be careful. . . But all the san1e

11e had to go to Petro \037s 11ol11e to find Ollt about Talya and the

ell i ldrell.

Suddell1y he noticed tl1at on tile other side of the ravine\037

by
tile SCll0ol.. there seen1ed to be something . * . like a n1an)))
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on horseback. . . He 'W'as riding around the orcl1ard., turning
this

\\\\ray
and that \\vay. And thell anotllcr mall on 110rseback

appeared\037
and after the tv./o of them met up., they turned around

and vanished in the darkness\037

He tried to figllre Ollt \\\\'hat was going on., but could 110t. And

then his thoughts \\\\rere cut off abruptly by a soulld-a mournful,
hopeless sound. . . It penetrate,d the silence and trailed off in the
air like a

long
dra\\\\'n-Qut thread. . . It \\\\laS coming from over

there\" fronl the school. . .

\037\"A-oooo! A-oooo!\037\037

There \\vas so much sorrow and despair\" so much pain in
that

ho\\vling,
that it left you with a sinking feeling. Koretsky

recognized the 'voice: it was Katay. AbandoIled, all a1one, he was

lamenting in the ruined yard. . .
He \\\\\"3S

\\\\/eeping
. . . he felt sad. . . But as for those. . . those

\\\\rho had perpetrated the destruction. . .

Walking quickly\" he headed straight for Petro's house.

He came to the spot where tIle ravine made a turn, clilllbed

do\\\\.rn\\vards and then clambered up again right into Petro's
garden.

He crav\302\245'led over the fence and\" stumbling througl1 some

dry cornstalks., came to the threshing floor, and from there 11e

\\vent through the gate into the yard.
There was no

light
in the house. The dog barked and lunged

at Koretsky., bLlt then he recognized him and, falling silent,

began to fawn on hiITI.

\"\037Who's walking around out there?\" Petro's voice drifted in

softly to him, and a dark figure stepped away f'rom tIle house and

nl0ved forward to meet
Koretsky\037

\"\037It's me, Petro.\"

Petro rushed up to him, seized his hand and\037 witl10ut saying

a \\\\lord, led him back to the barn by the threshing f)()or.
Tiley

went inside, and Petro cJosed the door and silently led Koretsky
through the darkness into the farthest corner.

'-'Sit down here!\" Petro whispered as he tugged at Koretsky.
They both sat down on some sheaves.

And then, leaning in closely to Koretsky's ear, Petro said

in a husl1ed voice: C.\037Orders have been given for your arrest.

Kozaks on ho,rseback are riding around the village and
looking

everywhere for you. . . They've been at my place already, at)))
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Yakiw's'l alld at Panas's. . . They're saying\037 if \\\\le catch hjm\037 he

won't get away al ive. . . .\"\"

Koretsky 110W knew who the riders by the school had been.

\"\037And where is my \037ri fe\037 Natalya Mykolayi,/na\037 and the

children-where are tlley?\"

.'Doo't worry \037 . . They're
alive and \\\\/ell . . .\"

\"But where are they?\"

-\037I drove thenl .. . to Hayky . . .\"

Hayky
was the manor of Talya's \\vealthy kozak father: it

bordered the large village of Hrabivka.

\"'We thought\037''! Petro continued \\vhispering\" .'-that e\\/en

though they were not bothering Natalya Mykolayiv'na
here\037 it

nevertheless would be better for her to be farther a\\vav fromJ

Ladynka. At first she did not \\\\.rant to lea'le-she ,,'\"as
\"\037ery

concerned about you . . . she wanted to go looking for you . . .

But I convinced her. . . It'she \",rent looking for YOU.. the kozaks
\"-' ..

would be right on her heels. . . And\037 to tell the truth\037 I told her

a little white lie: I said that you hadn \037t been touched. . . that you

were in the forest now. 6 . She believ'ed me \037 . . She \\vrote
\037lOU

a

llote . . . I\"'ve just COOle back f'rom taking her there. . .....

\"Thank you\037 Petro! Were the children badly' frightened b\037i

the kozaks?\037'

'\037No., they weren't . . . Lida didn\037t understand \\\\/ho the)l \\\\-ere\037

and after they left Volodko said: '.W'ell\037 I

\037

I] sho\\\\\037 thenl.. \\\\rhen I

grow up!'\037'

''\"They
dido\"t bother Natalya Mykolayi\\.rna at all?\037\037

\"'No., not at all. They probably didn't realize \\V110 she \\vas\037

and they dido\"t ask al1Y qllestions . . . Were
)lOU

beaten badl)l\037

Yevl1en Petrovycll?....

..C.A little. . . I was hit very hard on the head. . . Ho\\ve\\>rer__ it\"s

notlling .' . . What about tile school?\037\037

\"C,Everything
there \\\\'as destr()yed . . . B)r tIle tillle that I

finished driving Natalya Mykolayivna, and then rush,ed to sonle
of the conlrades . . . by tIle time that \\ve daslled 11ere and tllere-

we ran up to the sC}l()ol\037 and found that the 110rde had already
beell tllrollgh it . . .

Only old man Tereshko was there\037 3I1d he

was weepillg as 11e \\valked tllfoug11 the rooms. . . We rlls11ed

about trying to find you-you \\vere no\\vhere to be tound . . . We
tried to do it in such a vlay that \\ve wouldn\"t be seen, so that we)))
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could find you and hide you\" or maybe take you to a doctor. . .

You \\\\reren\"t any\\\\rhere around. . . Where were
you?\037\"

\037\037At the brick factory' . . . in a sOlall shed. . .\"

\037\037So that\"s Vv\037here you \\\\lere! But when we saw Mykhaylo and

Valyushyn COllle from that direction, we concluded that you
\\\\'eren't there . . . and so \\\\'e didn't go there . . . I found som,e

papers in the school and I gave them to
Natalya Mykolayivna.\"

-'\037What about the letter t'rom her?\"

\037-Here it is . . . But \\\\7e must not strike a light here., because

the kozaks might see it: they're still
riding up

and down the
....

streets . . .

\037\037That\037s true. . .''4

j,\"You have to get a\\\\lay
t\037rom Ladynka, Yevhen Petrovycll;

you nlust go someplace else.\"

Koretsky pondered the Inatter . . .

\"--There's nowhere for me to go, but to Kyiv . . . Because

tl1ere I can find the most SeCtlre place to hide. . . How late is it

already?\"

\037.lt \\\\'i 11 soon be midnight .'\037

Io'SO.. the train has
gone.\"\037

---You must not go illto the city now. . .H

lo\"Of course not! I'll go to Horobeyka\" and catch the train
there. It's about twenty *versts froln here, isn't it?\"

'''Yes., about that. . . Maybe even a bit more. . . Can
you

walk

that far?\"

'-\"Yes\" I can.\"

\"'Because it's easier to spot y'OU.,
if you're riding. . .\"

\"\037Of CQ'urs,e . , . And J don't want to go on the morning train\037

because it would be easy for them to see me . . .\"

t.\037You\"ll wait for the evening train?\"

\"\037Yes. But not here \037 . . It will be better if I go into the forest
. \037..

to your apiary.

.

\"\037Yes, it's safer there. . .\"

....I'll spend the night and the day in tJle hut, and in the evening

I 'Ii get on the train.\"

\037\"Do you
want to go right away?\"

\"'Yes.. at once. . . But if you could at least give
ITIe a cap..

Petro\" because I have nothing of my own with nle \302\267\302\267.\"

4o\037['11 be right back. . .\)
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Petro left\037 aJld K(}retsky stayed behind to wait for him in the

dark barn.
Tl1ere was no doubt that it would be best for him to go to the

apiary. Petro had
already

taken the bees a\\\\ray for the wTinter\037 so

no Olle would be going there\037 and even if someone did sho\\\\;' up\"

he could always hide in the forest. . 6 And from the apiary to the

station in Horobeyka it was also at least three v'ersts closer. . .

Petro c.ame back\037 bringing with him a cap and an overcoat.
The coat fit

Koretsky very \\vell, but he found it painful to put on
the cap, because his head was still throbbing painfully.

\037'And here's a little something tor you to eat. . . Go ahead

and eat it!'\"

\037'No, I'll eat it later. . . in the apiary. . . and I can e\\\037en eat as

I walk. . . But now there's no reason for me to \\vait around here:
it will be better it'I leave as quickly as possible.\"

'\"'Then let's
go\037l'm going

with you.\"

\"But why?\"

'''I want to make sure that you make your \\\\la)' safely to the

hut. . . Once \\\\i'e
get there, there'ls less danger\037 but \\\\\037ho kno\\\\Ts

what can happen along the way. + :\037..

'''But you might get into trouble as \\vell-is that \\\\\037hat
)rou

want?\"

\"Not.hing will happen. . . I'n1 going!'!'

'''Well, fine-it will be 1110re pleasant for me. We\"ll
go

through the ra\\line?\037\037'

.\"Yes, we're less likely to be spotted in tl1e ra\\line.\"\"

They came Olit of the barn and looked around-there \\\\.ras

no one to be seen anywllere. They once again \\\\/ent
through the

garden, tllen d,ovvn to the ravine.

Petro \\\\'alked allead\037 carrying the bllndle\" and Koretsky
followed 11im. They walked ill silence.. because it \\\\.'as dangerous

to sp,eak.

Up above the111 the sky \\\\las
cloudy\037

with only a fevl patches
where it \\vas clear, arld in tl10se patches the stars

glimll1ered

sadly. TIle dark sides of the ra\\lirle rose up steeply\037
and it was

pitch-black ill its (iepths. It \\\\IOllld have been difficult for anyone

to catcl1 sight of theI11.

TIley made every effort to walk as quietly as possible, and

tl1ey were advancing slo\\\\i'ly.)))
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Suddelll)' Koretsky shuddered.

.\"A-ooo! A-ooo!'\" the wailillg sound echoed through the
darkness.

And all the time that tlley were making their way throllgh
the ra'line\037 the 110\\\\/ls of the lamenting dog drifted through the

air\037 leaving
t11em \\\\rith a feeling of 110pelessness.. and making

tl1em \\vant to ho\\\\/1 along with Katay . . .

They \\\\'alked for half an 110ur througll tile ravine. As they
\\\\-'ent farther\" the ra,,'ine became less deep; its sides becan1e

lo\\\\rer and.. finally it ended as a narro\\\\,r trench in the steppe. The
t\\\\.'o men glanced all around the field. At first., K.oretsky did not
see

anything\037
but Petro touched his arm and silently pointed to

tIle right.
,..\"..

There.. in the distance__ a large mound loomed in the darkness.
After peering more intently in the diol light from the few stars,

Koretsky made out sOlnething tall on the mound.
.\037Kozaks on horseback.,\" Petro whispered.

Yes! They \\'\\!ere trying to catcll him even at nigllt.

They had to turn back.

They turned around and plunged once again into the

darkness of the ravine.

\037\"To the wi1Iows,\" Petro whispered.

KOlretsky knew the way. The ravine branched out into a field,

but w'illo\\Vrs grew in clumps there\037 and all sorts of shrubbery was

scattered over about one-an,d-a-half versts-so it was easier to

hide in them and move farther away fronl the village, and tllen

proceed into the forest by way of another path.
Once again they walked, quietly, carefully, stealtllily. When

they got to the fork in th.e ravine, they turned into it. It was 1110re

difficult to walk here, because the path was not well trodden,.
and bushes

kept getting
in their way. They had to go even more

slowly., so that they would not make a rustling or a tllunlpillg

nOIse.

Just as they were approaching the end of tIle ravine, tllCY

sudden Iy heard voices above thelll.
Two kozaks, riding above the ravine., were drawing quite

close to them.

Koretsky and Petro fell to the ground and lay \\lery quietly,

with,out moving a n1uscle.)))

in the

dark and oppressed by
a hard fate-alld they endeavoured to

demonstrate this love in every possible way
\302\267. \302\267)))
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I,I,How mucJl longer are we going to be riding around?\037' A

voice speaking Russian cOLlld be heard right above them.

\037\037The devil only knows. . . He must have fie,d. . .'\037

Ip.Should we ride through tIle ravine?\"

'\037OI1, the devil take it! We'll break the horses\037 legs.
. . Give

me alight, my friend!\"

A match was struck., a light flared, and there \\vas the smel]

of tobacco . . .

TI1en there was the pattering of horses\" hooves once again..

as they slowly moved away at a walking pace.
Koretsky and Petro stayed where they Vlere until the ,,'oices

and the sound of the horses' hooves faded and then die,d av.lay

completely.

They waited for another quarter of an hou[\037 and then Petro

poked Koretsky.

\"\037Stay
here!\"

And he quietly crawled upwards. Koretsky Sa\\\037i his dark

figure move through the ravine\" and finally he co,uld s,ee Petro \"s

head poking up above the bank. He peered for a long time into
the distance-and then he nlade his \\va}' back just as

calltiousl)\037.

\037'There\"s no one to be seen nov..'-let\037s go!\"\".....

And\037 still trying to make as little noise as
possible\037 the)'\037

came

out of the ravine into the field. Koretsky looked all around-
there was

nobody anywhere-unless son1eOlle had purposely

concealed himself. Hunched o\\/er and dropping at tinles to the
groul1d., tlley wOllnd their \\\\ray in and out among tIle clumps of
bushes and the willows for about a \\\"erst-llntil they reached an

open field.
Tl1ere \\vas no way of gllaranteeing that here.. on the path to

the forest'j they wall Id not 111eet up \\\\l it}1 sonle kozaks__ but there

was no other way of getting into the forest.
They \\\\ralked s\\\\riftl)i

tl1fough the field.

And still ftJllo\\\\ling then1.. the distant
ho\\vling

of the dog

echoed all around then1-1ike a mournfullanlent on the ruins of
the

destroyed
scll001 . . .)))
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When the \\N'ind blew on the trees they rustled sadly and
gloomily't

and then\037 growing more subdued., they whispered

mournt'ull:y as if complaining abOtlt someone. At tim,es, the

\\\\-,'ind drove the rain do\\'\\/n in a fine.. impenetrable sheet, but when

it died do\\\\\"n the raindrops pattered on the leaves and on the hut
\"lith a monotonous, irritating dripping sound\037 and it seemed that

they \",'ould never stop tailing.
Huddled on some stra\\\\/\037 Koretsky looked out into the

darkness and listened to the steady pattering ot'the wearisome
autumn rain. It Vias cold.. damp., and hopelessly depressing. So

hopelessly depressillg that you no longer felt like coo1plaining.,

or ev'en shouting with
pain\037 you just wanted to huddle even more

closely\037
curl up like an old\037 ailing dog in this rain, shut your eyes

to a\\\"oid seeing anything\037 anything at all-and to die.

Nine years of \",\"'ork! Ot' dedicated\037 unceasing work., the kind

of \\\\\"ork that all of the joys and pains connected with it became
their personal joys and pains. E.ven their love\037 their matrimonial

matters \\vere so tightly bound to this work., intertwined with it.,

that it al] cOlnbined to make one complete whole-sometimes
bitter and hard to bear.. but at the sanle time s,o beautiful\037 so

gilded 'W'ith the radiance of their joyous hopes!

And it had all perished!
All by himself at first\037 and then together with llis wife, he

had raised a generation of young people
\\vho were illunlinated

by the light of knowledge and by civic consciousness. With their

actions, with their O\\\\ln lives\037 he and his wife had always strived

to be true to what they were teaching the
people\037

w'henever it

was at all possible they 11ad tried to help everyone, wh()ever
needed their assistance, and they did so n()t only because their

idealistic sense of duty told then1 that it was the right tiling to do\037

but beca,use they tl10roughly enj()yed ill1mersing themselves in

the national sea and soothing th.e aches and pains of its people;

because they loved these people who had been
kept

in the

dark and oppressed by a hard fate-alld they endeavoured to

demonstrate this love in every possible way \302\267. \302\267)))
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Perhaps they had dOl1e badly? Not done enough?
WI10 could say . . . But they

had spared no effort\" done

everything that they could. . . And it had seemed that their \\\\Jork

\\\\/as not in vaill. It had seemed that they \\Iv'ere already creating

around then1selves a promising circle of people \\vho were
li\\-ring

flew.. better, and more meaningful lives. . . It had seemed that

the broader conlmunity also understood them and demonstrated

good will towards them. . . even quite recently\" \\\\I'hen he had

been in
prison\037

the community had resolved to make every effort

to obtain his release and to have him returned to its school.

But all it had taken was a bit of nonsense-a trumped-up
absurdity that someone wanted to take the lan,d that should

belong to the peasants an,d
givre

it to th,e Je\\\\.s\037to ha\\Te

everything change, to have the tear of losing their land
befog

the peasants' heads, to make them lose their sense of \\vhat \\vas

right and what was \\\\lfong. And that \\rery same Semen ,or Demyd

who, probably more than twenty tinles\"l had recei\\ted sincere..

brotherly assistance from him, both in words and in deeds-that

same Demyd had raised a cudgel O\\ler his, head with the
\\ler\037/

arm that Koretsky had healed for him so that he could engage in
honest lab,our.

Could there possibly be a situation that \\\\ras more terrible\"

more hopeless?

And was that true only ,ofDelllyd? There \\\\\037as
already\"

ne\\vs-

Petro had told 11in1 about it-that there had been pogron1s in

Kyi\\l
and in other cities. Ho\\\\.r 111uch sufferingl\\ ho\\v nluch titanic

work an,d struggling\" hO\\\\l many incredible sacrifices had been

111ade in the name of love ot\" freedoIll and of one--s nation__ and

110W-just when the first ray of liberty and of
110pe for a better

life had fillally flashed, those same people in \\,\"hose nan1e all the

previolls struggles had been Lilldertaken, responded to this ray
with

pogrotns\037 by killing tlleir defenders and their al1ies\037 and by

obediently walking on a tether behind those \\\\rho had
al\\\\rays led

them around ill a 11ea\\1'Yyoke.
Like a yoked ox\" the subjugated people had clearly

den10nstrated no\\-v that not only had they been serfs from time

ilnnlenlorial\" bllt tl1at they Vlere fated to remain slaves without
llope forever.

And he recalled the words:)))
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*And the s-un \\\\Irill rise

And incinerate the defiled earth-)

And only \\\\rhen the migllty sun conSllmed this defiled earth

in flames\" \\vhen it destroyed tile brood of eternally servile serfs

and gave birth to a ne,,', assertive race-only then would it be

possible to expect anything
better. But the sun-it would not

come,! and it \\\\lould not incinerate the earth., and things would

continue to be as they had always been: there would be a serf and

there \\\\lould be a lord., and there would b.e bloo.d.. and pogroms,

and chains!

If \\\\\037hat he had just lived through had not happened, if he
had remained ill

prison\037 or even if he had been sent to Siberia
to do penal servitude of the hard.est kind-that would have been

easier to bear than what he was experiencing now. And even if

he had died there\037 he would still have died happy in the belief

that the day \\vould come whe'n th.e sun of freedom and of true

humanity \\\\Iould shine over his corpse.

But nov'l-ho\\\\'\" could he believe in that now?
To die\037 just

to die-and not to know or feel anything!
The monotonous rain pattered annoyingly on the hut, the

trees complained mournfully, as if softly sobbing, and the dark,
ilnpenetrable night oppressed

his soul. He huddled, curled

hin1sel f up ever more tightly and grew insensible from the

llnceasing.. immeasurable\037 numbing, and hopeless pain. . .

He did not sleepot but he also was not fully conscious.
When he regained control of his senses, the

grey light of a

gloomy morning was already peeking through tIle cracks in tile
hut. He

got up and walked out of the hut on unsteady feet.
It was no longer raining\037 but the earth\037 the forest, and the sky

were all wet\037 grey\037
swaddled in clouds and fog.

He was shivering from the cold.
Some\\\\/here deep

withi11 hilll something was aching dully

and disgllstingly., but now he knew what was causing
that pain\037

his head also ached., it felt heavy an.d did not wallt to comprehel1d

anytl1ing. He sat down on a stump by the hut and trembled

involuntarily_ The cold air was slowly reviving him. He wellt
over to a little well to wash up. On the left side of his head his)))
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hair was matted with b)(}od, and it had hardened to resen1ble the
bark on a tree. He washed off the blood as best he could\037 and

tidied 11inlself up a bit. After he had finished\037 he returned to the

11ut and put on p'etr()\"s overco,at to warm up.. but it did not help.
It was then that he remembered TaJya\037s letter.. and he pulled

it out to read it. She had written that she and the children w,ere

well., and she begged him not to worry about th.em, and not to
come and visit them at this time., but to go directly to Kyi,,': she
was sure that she was being vlatched, and that they \\\037/ould seize

him if he came to see her. Because of that.. she \\\\'as going
to

Kyiv-it would be easi'er to see him there \\\\rithout
putting

others

on his trail. . . She was happy that the pillagers-thugs had not

hurt him (it was Petro who had told her this), and she encouraged

him and tried to convince him that in a short \\-vhile things \\\\tould

take a turn for the- better. . .

C,loFor the better!\037' Koretsky smiled bitterly. \037-'Where does

she get all this hope? Especially since the situation is so utterly'

hope less!'\037

Better! When he could not even guarantee that the thugs
would not go to her father's manor to pillage it and to smash the
skulls of

Talya
and the children.

And as for him . \037 . he could not do an)lthing't because ev'en if

he could go there and defend then1 \\V'ith \\\\r'eapons\037 it \\\\:,ould onl)/

make things even worse for thenl . . .

He groaned with heartfelt
pain\037

and \\vhimpered like Kata)/\037

over there, on the ruins \037 \037 \037 He was ready' to slash hinlself . . .

He felt like banging his head on an oak tree\" sfi1as11ing
it into

Sl11ithereells, so that it w'ould stop thinking\037
so that his heart

would stop aching \037 . .

He went back into the hut once again., cra'W'led onto the stra\\\\/

in the far c-orner, dre\\\\l his legs up to l1is chest\037 and lay there. . .)

* * *)

He COllld see tl1at now it \\\\las
lighter outside. He \\,talked out

of the hut. In the eastern
sky\037

tile sun \\vas trying to break through
the clouds. At first it

appeared
like a pale dull circle, then it grew

sn1aller\037 dissolved\037 flashed 'once. . . t\\vice . . . hid again\037 and then

flashed anew and began to shine in a clear patch of azure
sky.)))
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He sat down in the sun and tried to warm up. The warmth
permeated

his body and\037 along wit!1 it, some of his strength
started to return.

It \\1laS already noon \\\\lhen he heard footsteps\037branclles were

cracking underfoot. The sound was drawing nearer\037 and it was

possible to tell that it \\vas only one man who was approaching.
Finally

a figure holding a bll0dle stepped into the glade, and

Koretsky sa\\\037l that it \\\\las Yaki\\\\J'.

At first\037 the lad did not see his teacher, because Koretsky
\\\\iaS

sitting
ot-'[ to Olle side behind the hut., and so he called out

softly: \037\037Yevh'en
Petro\\lych!\"

u'l\037n1 here\037't\" Koretsky responded.

Yaki\302\245/ had already caug}1t sight of him.

.\037I\"\"'e brought you some lunch. . .\"

.\"Thank you! Sit do\037rn!\037\037
wi

Yaki\\V' placed the bundle by the hut and sat down beside

Koretsky on a
piJe

of wet straw.

11he teacher peered intently into Yakiw's pale face and
noticed that his

lips
were

t'W'itc-11ing nervously; and then, all at

once\037 tears started rolling down the young man's face, one large
teardrop after another.

\037\"Yaki\\\\l, what's wrong?\" Koretsky asked. \037\037WI1at's

happened?'\037

'''It's nothing., nothing.,\" Yakiw replied, scarcely able to

speak.
.\037

It's noth ing . . .\037'

.\"But why are you crying?'\"

.\037I \\\\'as in the school. . .\"

And., leaning his elbows on his knees., 11e clutc11ed his head
and wept quietly, silently. . .

And Koretsky felt something roll into his throat\037
and his

lips also began to tremble, and a hot tear-Ilis first tear\037rolled

do\\vn over his fac,e to the cold ground.

They sat together., the teacher and the student, and they wept

silently. . .

Then th,ey stopped crying. And both of'them seell1ed a bit

embarrassed at this unexpected outburst of tears.. aIld for SOllle

time they sat without speaking.

Yakiw \\\\las the first to say something-he talked about what

was happening in Ladynka.)))
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TIle pillagers 11ad rejoiced yesterday, drinking and carousing
al]

nigllt long., but today they had calmed down and did not crawl
out of their

yards.
He had run into Valyushny out on the street-

and the latter had turned away, IOV\\J'ered his head, and quickly
walked away: he was ashamed to look Yakiw in the face.

There were also reports of pogroms in neighbouring
villages. In

Soltykiv
the villagers had gone pillaging and had

slain a doctor with an axe-because he \\\\-'as a democrat\037 and

they had almost killed a teacher. Then they \\vent off to pillage

the lord; they wanted to ki II him\037 but he Inanaged to flee before

tlley got tllere.

After that, the villagers went to the neighbouring \\lillage of

Horobeyko and, together wit}l those
villagers__ they pillaged the

lord there. They were saying: ....Allthe lords are against the tsar:
we'll kill then1 all, to the very last one, an,d then the land \\\"pill

b
,.\037

e ours.
.

And the lords rushed to see the Governor.. to ask hilll to send

kozaks to help them.

The kozaks had already departed from Ladynka. Petro had
heard thelll

talking among themselves out in the street: they \\\\,rere

saying
that the teacl1er must ha\\'e fled on the train. Maybe theyr

had already been sent over there.. wrhere the lords \\'\\'\"ere
being

destroyed; and maybe they might rush back to Ladynka again\037

but you could breatlle easier for at least a cOllple of da)ts.
Their entire

group
wras greatly saddened. The)t \302\245lere

planning

to come here today-they \\\\tanted to at least see their teacher.
As

i<.oretsky
listel1ed to 11ill1\037the siI1cerit)l in his \\toice made

his heart feellig11ter, as if the llIlceasing pain in the depths of \"his

S()lll was beiIlg lu11edto sleep by\037
v\037/11at l1e \"\"'as hearing.

\".1 brollght you son1e IUI1Cll,,'\" Yaki\\\\/ ren1inded hil11 as he

pointed at tile bUIldle.

\037C.I sti II l1av'e the fllOd t]lat Petro gavpe ole.\"''' Koretsky said \\\\rith

a faint snlile.

UYl1U n1ean to say t}1at you 11a\\,'en\"t eatell
an)rthing? For the

secol1d day? SlIt YOlI'll gro\\v \\veak!\"

HId i d n
'
t fe ell i k e eat i 11 g . . .

' ..

\"'Let's 11ave sonlet11ing to eat rigllt now\037 because I llaven't

had any Illncll either\" and they'll bring us Illore food later in the

aft e fll 00 11.
,\037)))
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He began bustling about, spreading a cloth and setting the
food out on it . . .

Koretsky realized that he was hungry as well., and he started
to eat.

After
they had eaten, Yaki\\\\l asked K,oretsky if the wound on

his head hurt.. and he suggested that he might want to lie down
aI1d rest: after all\037 he 11ad not slept during the past night\037

and he

\\,'\"ould hav'e to tra'vel on the train to Kyiv all night.
Koretsk)' truly

did feel overcome by weariness. He lay down
on the straw\037 and quickly tell into a deep.. untroubled sleep \037 . .

Whe'n he a\\\\'oke, he glanced up at the sky through the door-
it \\\\\037as

gro\\\\ting
late.

.'.Vaki\\\\f'!
\"

he called out.

\037'''We''re ov\037er here!\" Yaki'h
l

responded
outside the hut.

Koretsky \",,talked out and saw Petro and Panas with Yakiw.

They
l1ad COIl1e a short while ago.. and they were expecting

other comrades to arri\\!,e quite soon. And indeed, a little while

later.. Ivan Petrenko canle\037 and he even had his wife with 11im-a

cheerful\" tair-haire'd young woman who was also Koretsky's
former pupil. They sat in a group and recounted what they
kne\\\\\" about \\\\l'hat had hap'pened yesterday in the village. More

comrades kept cl1ming, singly, and in pairs: they 11ad to be

careful not to alert the pillagers about tl1eir
111eetillg.

Graduall)l, most of the group gat}lered tog,ether . . . Six of

thenl did not show up: two of them w'ere not in the village just
then\037 and one did not come because they had neglected to ill tor III

him about the meeting\037 but as for tile three otllers . . . no one

knew why they had not come. . . And they did not want to think

about them just then. . .

They stood and sat in a group.. crowding around K()retsky-
and almost all of them had young\037 sincere faces\037 there were only

five older bearded men, and among them was Pallas, one of the

group \037s most ardent supporters . . .

Petro was speaking with Koretsky, and as he spoke, his

serious, somewhat prematurely old face seerned to grow evell

older from the sorrow tl1at was settling on him.
'''And so you're leaving us\" Yevhen Petrovych, you're going

away from us, and we're
remaining

here. . . Like orphans. \302\267\302\267

We have only ourselves to blame-we dido't look after you as)))
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we sh()uld 11ave, we didn't help you. . . It happened so fast\037 that

before we knew what \\vas going on\037 it was allover. . . Do not be

angry with us for that, Yevhen Petrovych!\"
\"\037I'nl not angry.\" Koretsky said quietJy and sincerely. \"\") can

see tllat there was 110 other way that it co,uld have
happened.\037\037

\"'But Inaybe there was another
way\037\"

Yakiv./ responded't .\"If

we had been better. . .'\"

uWell, you can't turn the clock back!\" Panas sighed. .'.But

we don't want you to think, Yevhen Petrovych,
that just b,ecause

things happened as they did.. that \\ve ha'le changed. become

dit1erent . . . No\" now' that you have sho\\\\rn us the
\\\\/a)\"\037

e\\len if a

wagon were to rollover us., we \\\\\"ould not depart from that path:

we will try to attain our goal. . .H

\"\"But you must teach us\037\" Petro picked up on his \\\\,'ords.. \"\037hov,;

to go on without you, ho\\v to stay to'gether as a group, and \\\\.'hat

we should be doing. . .\"

\037'Tell us everything that \\ve should be doing! HOVl to fight

against the Black Hundreds!'\037 all the comrades started speaking
at once . . .

\"'And tell us where you \\\\1'ill b'e, tell us so that \\\\re \\\\\".]] kno-\\\\/

how to reach
you\037

it\037 the need should arise. . .....

And a long conversation llnfolded about \\\\.'hat to do and ho\\\\\"

to do it. They had to stie-k together at all tjmes\037' ne\\rer have a

fallillg out\037 and alw\"ays continue going dl)\\Vn the san1e road that

they had been on
up

to no\\\\\" . . . Tiley must not let aO)lOne s\\vay
them from that road-and they Inust

al\\\\rays keep in mind that

until such time that tllere 'hras trlle t'reedom.. it \"'/as not possible
to do anytl1ing for the COmlTIl1n

gOtld . . . They n111st spread these

ideas, tl1is
knO\\\037lledge e\\t'ery\\vhere . . .

Tllis period of pogroI11s-it \\\\'Ollid pass\" as all f\"urnes
pass

away . . . And \\'\\J'}1en tI-lese fUll1es dissipated\037 lleads that \\\\'ere

cleared of tIlell1 WOliid once again be able to understand \",.'hat

was rigllt. Koretsky explailled the la\\\\/s that \\vere included in the

nlan i festo, told t11ell1 110\\\\/ to fight for these rights so that they
w()uld all be enacted. . . He told them 110w tl1ey could contact
11 i n1 inKy i \\/ . . .

TIley cf()wded tightly around him and listened intently to
catch his every w{)rd. They felt guilty and they wanted to atone
for the wrongdoing by \\vorking

evel1 n10re fervently and with)))
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n10re dedication for the ,cause about wh.ich he' was telling thenl.
They belie\\red in him\037 and the eyes of these few dozen people,
who had gathered covertly in the midd.le of\037 a forest to be with

their hounded teach,er\037 sho,ne witl1 great grief: faith and hope.

T\\\\,rilight \\\\Tas
descending when they began to leave. . .

They

exchanged kisses offare\037'ell\037 not knowing when or if they would
e\\rer see their teac}1er again . . . And t11ey left one or two at a
time__ so that hostile eyes \\\\.rould not spot them. . .

Koretsky silently' watc}1edthem.. as they walked
away

and

vanished among the trees\037 and he felt that the warm waves of
\037

the familiar feelings of hope and
pO\0377er

were rekindling a fire

\\\037/ ith i n hilll.

Only Yaki\\\\,' remained with him-they were to go together
to the train station.

They
kindled a small fire out of some

brush\\vood\"l and in the light that it cast\037 Koretsky wrote a few

\\\037lords to his \\\\/ite. He advised her to stay at her father's home-
at least until this period of their lives was over. He had about a
hundred *karbov'antsi.. and this sum would tide him over for the
next \\\\!hile . . . If things changed in such a way that they would
ask her to return to her teaching position\037 and if she was sure

that it w'as safe to go back to Ladynka, then
perl1aps

it nlight be

best for her to do so. He kissed her and the children, included

some sincere and tender \\\\lords, and tried to renew' 11erfaith in a

better life. . .

The brush\\\\lOod finished burning and the fire died out. He

gave the Jetter to Yakiw, and they s,et out on their long trek.

They \\A/alked seven versts through the forest and field

\"\"rithout any problen1s. And then they saw the lights of the train
station twinkling in the darkness. Kl)retsky stayed some distance

behind\037 \\vhile Yakiw went on ahead to buy a ticket.

Just as he came back with the ticket\037 they heard a rllnlblillg

noise: the train was approaching. Its tvvo
11uge\037 fiery eyes were

piercing the darkness: they shone\037 came cJoser., and sllddenly

a lengthy dragon\037 shooting off fire and snloke, bllfst out of t1,e

darkness and, clanging and groaning, screeched to a st()P at tile
station.

Koretsky shook Yakiw's hand and, avoiding the stat jon,

jumped into the last coach. There happened to be a vacant seat

right by the window in the corner beh ind the door.
Koretsky)))
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glanced out the window and, a little way off in the distance, he

saw a dark figure-it was Yakiw.

The train blew its whistle and started
moving.

The young

man's figure and the station lights flashed past Koretsky\037s eyes..

and tl1e train plunged into the darkness of the autumn night.
\"But this train will carry me into a brighter day. . . into a

brighter day ot\037 realized
hopes\037'\037 Koretsky thought.

He no longer felt that dull, hopeless\037 disgusting pain.

Everything that had happened seemed like just a fleeting moment
in an event of far-reac-hing importance\037 the conclusion of which

could never be in doubt. . .
And even though this moment was painful.. they had to livre

through it in order to be tempered like the strongest steel . \037 .

The train was rushing powerfully fOf\\\\lard.. p,enetrating the

darkness. . .)))
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..4s told
b\037v

M. F. D.vachenko)

I'lm a peasant far n1e r'l descended fronl generations of

peasant farmers, and l\"m registered under the name of
Mykola

Dyachenko in the records kept by my church in the village of
Ivanytske in the Romen district.

Ollf 'lillage is not poor but neither is it wealthy; however,
Ylhen it con1es to being ignorant and uninformed, there is none
that can claim to be its equal.

The peasants living in it are peaceful, humble, and
submissive:

t11ey
doff their caps before everyone who wears

sparkling buttons\037 tl1ey respect a priest, regardless of what he is

like\" as it'he \",'ere their father or mother\037 and they greet a ,district

police officer as if he were the governor himself. And that is

probably \"\"Thy every police henchman abuses our peasants to his

heart's content.
It used to be that when the district

police
officer arrived

to look into some matter he would keep all the men out in the

freezing cold with their caps off for two hours or more and, in

addition, publicaJly curse everyone individually or even puncll
out the teeth of a few of them. And while this was 11appeIling,
the peasants wouJd not utter so much as a single w{)rd, even

though there \\A/ere among then1 a good number of grey-haired
men so advanced in years that the police officer could have be,en

their grandson.
My heart ached back then when J witnessed that kind of

brutality\037 and later on it ached even more when I obse-rved tile

arbitrari ness ot\037the
rapaci.ous

hordes ofpr()fiteers alld govern ment

officials.. because f\"rom a young age J had the op'portunity to read

nlany good books and froln them I learned that not alJ countries

look upon their peasants as being cattle, as they are viewed in

our land. And that is precisely why I've been made out to be a)))
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crill1il1al, why 1- was severely punished\"l and why my family has

beell left without a c.rust of brea-d.

TIley say th,at 01Y uncle, M. F. Dyachenko, a deputy to the
*National DUlna\" sent a formal iIlquiry to the Minister to find out

wIlY
the Governor of Poltava had arrested me and giv'en an order

that 1 be evicted from Poltava-but in my vrie\\Ai, it\"s pointless

to trouble tIle Governor! Even thOUgJl he boasted that he \\vould

arrest C\037hrist Himself if He w'ere to come to the province of
Poltava to instruct the

people,
\"\"hen it came to my case\037

he just

washed his hands of the whole affair like Pontius Pilate\037 and I \\\\laS

punished by voluntary \037\037*okhranyteli\037\037-Myko]a Semeno\\.'sky,

the priest in Jvanytsky, and Yakushev', the administrator of

PritlCe Levin'5 estate, and e\\ren they did not really kno\\v
\\vhy

they were punishing me.

1 \037ve alrea.dy mentioned that our \\/illage \\vas unen] ightened\"
311d that is why the

priest\037
for the six years prior to the

unprecedented \037-freedom\" of *October 17\" ruled the roost in

accordance wit1} his O\\\\ln w'ishes. Young., ignorant\" hot-headed,

unnlercifu] towards peasants, and a n10ney.-grubber on par \\\\,-ith

the best of thern.. he descended like a dark clou,d on
I\\.'an)Itske

and went on tl1e attack from the moment that he arri\\/ed
The temporary living quarters assigned to the

priest by' the

comtTIunity did not appeal to }1it11and so\" \\\\!ithout any hesitation

whatsoever\037 he wilfully settled in tIle district school. . . and li\\,,'ed

in it for fiv.e years. We tra\\/elled to the district adn1inistrator\037

complained to the governnleI1t, cursed al1d s\\\\.'ore\037 and th,e

younger nlen evell wallted to forcefull)l thro\\v the priest and all
his

belongings
out of the school\037 but they didn\037t do it because the

district admillistrator and the district police officer \\\\rere on tIle

priest's side.

And during all that time t11e c11ildren fro'ze in a cold.,
abandoned llovel tllat llsed tl1 be tile v\"illage l)ffice: it \\\\,.as dark as--

a dUl1geon and as narro\\v alld cro\037\"ded as the road to tile heavenly

kingdon1. The children had prt)blell1s \\,/ith their e)leS\037 tlley \\\\lere

dropping dead like fties\037 al1d those \\vho did sur\\,ive learned \\J'ery

poorly because they were cran1nled ill so
tiglltly

that tlley l1ad to

take tUfl1S sittil1g and stallding.
After t11e district adnlinistration retused to

help
us., we

suffered in silence because \\\\Ire were accustol11ed to respecting)))
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a priest4 But when the peasants realized that tile priest was not

respecting hi msel f'\"--that 11e was se II i ng tI1e whiskey that he
demanded fron1 the peasants for

officiating
at baptisnls, chasing

his \\\037iife around t11e \\lillage s,quare with a cudgel, behaving

in1properly \\vith his female ser\\'ants., and giving rise to shamef--ul

things being said about him and his wife-they stopped even

doffing their
caps

before him.

And then \\ve found ,out that the priest had stooped to stealing
money

that belonged to the church by forging the signatures
of the people in charge. Well., in our view this was completely

llnacceptable\" because \\\\ire didn \037t think that it behooved a

spiritual person to in,dulge in falsifying signatures. It's true that

he paid back the money as soon as he was found out, but in our
minds the blo\\v

against
our church remained just the same! And

that\037s v./11en our patience gave out and we sent a complaint to the

archbishop in \\vhich \\\\re begged him to remove from our vi Ilage
tllis money-grubber clothed in a cassock.

I adnlit that I \\\037laS
deeply

involved in pursuing this matter

and that I even took it upon myself to deliver the
complaillt

to

the proper authorities, and it was because of this that the priest
concei\\'ed a deep hatred towards me-may G,od prevent anything
like it! He continually cursed me and called me a usoc,iaJist,\" but.,

if truth be known, ] didll\037t really know back tllen what a socialist

\\\\las.

Nevertheless, the priest had to move out of the school on
the order of the

archbishop
and there was an investigation into

his behaviour. But don\"t we all know how an investigation is

conducted when it comes to a priest? You take a
turkey

to tIle

church provost__ and that's the end of the investigation! In ()ur

case\037 the provost did not even hold a
meeting\037

he just asked a

few questions of the people whom the priest had invited to his

home., then he had some tea, enjoyed a tasty dinner\037 and tl1e case

was closed.

Because of that investigation, we once again sent a conlplaint

by telegram from the entire c()mmunity to the archbisl10P but,

unfortunately for US\037 the archbishop died and he ITItlst have taken

the complaint with hinl to God, because our case grew cold.

After all that had happened our priest becall1e vindictively
cruel

and even in church he instructed people not t() follow the .\"advice)))
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of the inlpious,\" and he would look directly at me \\\\then he said

that. It was at that time that he struck up a friendship \\}lith

Yakushev, the administrator of Prince Levin's estate and became

related to him through a
marriage

bet\\\\leen their families. From

that time on the two of them supported one another.
And Yakushev, God forbid he should hear me\037 \\'las an

experienced extortionist \\\\/ithout a shred of conscience.. and the

prison had been
pining

for him for a long time already. It is said
that an enemy is a tainted witness\037 so I'll keep quiet about \\\\/hat

I know about him, and instead I'll just fecal] a fe\\\\t deeds of this

gentleman that were described back in 1903 by a correspondent

to the St. Petersburg Gazette.

From these observations we can find out that on Prince

Levin's estate that is administered by Yakushe'\"\037 \\\\lorkers \\1lere

fed meat from sick cattle that finally had to be
slaughtered\037

and

given l11eat for cooking that stank so badly and \\\\tas
s\\varming

w\037ith so many maggots that even dogs didn \"t \\\\:ant to eat it.

All of the above is true\037 because e\\'en no\\\\.' \\\037'e ha\\le a butcher

who used to be called to the manor e'lery time that an ox \\vas

close to collapsing while hard at \\vork, and the lord\"s drudges
wo,uld curse hinl soundly if the beast actuall)l dropped dead

before he managed to get there. We complained to the district
administrator about that, but arc you going to recei\\'e

an)\" justice

when he\"s a friend of Yakus11e\\/?

It's true that there Vlas one tinle that a ne\\v district police

officer.,
_ accompanied by a doctor\037 rushed to the 111anor and

dragged up from the cellar 40
*poods

of meat that \\\\'as so spoiled
that it was nallseating to ev'en look at it. They poured \\\\ragon-

grease on it\037 buried it in tIle ground, and the district police
officer wrote up a report and then . . . he had a tasty dinller at

Yakushev\037s 11on1e'l and that \\V'as tl1e end of that.

In our parts that rotten Oleat \\vas not soon forgotten\" and

I have to adll1it tllat I tornlented Yakuslle\\l abollt it for n10re

than a year. As soon as 11e \\\\l()uld begin to jeer at US\037 I \\\\'Quld

imnlediately renlind 11inl about the meat.. and that would nlake
hinl ease

up
. . . but only after 11e gritted his te.eth. And so it was

sti II
possible

to 1 ive in the village\037 because back then all sorts
of 4040freedonls'' had not yet had ti111e to see the ligl1t of day., and
people were not sentenced to

prison
without cause.)))
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BlIt then they brougllt tr,ouble down llpon us by sending a

guard to lvanytske. Lord\037 ho\\\\-' terribly h,e abused the people al1d
hO\\\\l he stuck like a little puppy to Yakushev, trying to ingratiate
himself\037 \\\\,rith the n1an. He spent the days and the nights in tile
manorll pla)/ed

the master in the village as ifl1e were an authority
of SOUle kind,\037 and arrested people without any reason at all other
than to inlpose his will.

The
guard

\\vas a wretched fello\\\\l\" a police hanger-on from

Romen\" but tl1e ignorant people were not aware of that and at first

they did not argue with hinl. And so this guard, in accordance
\\1lith the \",rishes of the lord and tile administrator canle up with
-\037a

politicalillatter\" just to defame me.

In actual fact it \\\\las a trllmped-up denunciation, and because

they feared that they \\\\lould be punished for making it\037 the lord's

associates got Sav'luchynsky\037 a minor who worked for Yakushev
as a drudge for t\\\\/o *karbovantsi a month, to do it for them.

This precocious spy had been
expelled

from his first year

in a district high schoo,) and then from a city school in his third

year; his dream \",,'as to eventually become a government official,
and that\"s

why
he eagerly agreed to write the denunciation.

Upon receiving the denunciation., a few gendarmes, a

procurator\" and an investigating judge rus11ed into the village,
searched

my
home and raised a scandalous hllilaballoo.. but

that's where the matter ended.
Th,e

prie.st
was hissing with anger and he publically sl10uted

at the gendarmes: HWhy
are you pussyfo()ting around with this

peasant? Loc.k him up and throwaway the
key!\"

HWe don't have the right to, do that! OUf search didn't turn

up anything!\"
And so I remained in the village like a cataract on t11e eyes

of the I()rd and Yakushev, and it's hard to believe how closely

they watched me.
Whenever 1 went to church, the priest would read t}1e riot act

\\\\rhile
keeping

his eyes 011 me.. and they say that for several days
afterwards he wOllld continue to spread ill-founded fllnl0urs

about me.

One time it so happened that my neighb()ur
asked me to be

a godfather, and so at the christening I
put

down 3() *kopiyky

on the table for the
priest\037

but I did not give hin1 the bottle of)))
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\\\\lhiskey that he expected\037 and from that time on'l the priest
braIlded me a \037\037*Tolstoyan.'\"

Actually'l I still don't know: ShOLlid I.. as an Orthodox

Christian\037 be paying for sacraments with wh iskey? I really
don \037t

thil1k SO\037 for it isn't fitting for a priest to resell that vlhiskey
as he was often prone to do. But., be that as it

may\037
the upshot

of this incident \\-vas to finger nle as a member of the Tolstoyan
moven1ent.

All this happened towards the end of 1905\037 just
before that

\"'freedom\" came, but I had no idea ho\\v dangerous
it \\\\rould be to

be identified with all sorts of '\037subversive'\037 labels after October

17\037 and so I COI1tinued standing up for my con1ffiunity.
It was at that time that Yakushev

placed
his daughter as the

teacher in OLlf school. Oh my God__ hO\\\\l sh,e abused the children

and the peasantry, how she railed at them\037 and beat them until

they were
bloody\037

and pulled them by the hair\037 And\037 to make

matters even worse., she taught very bad ly.
I couldn't tolerate the situation\037 and] began sa)ling to others

that we were paying to have our children tortured and crip'pled\037

and the community YlaS
just

about to \\\037lrite to the district council

with a request to have YakushevT\037s dallghter rem,o,/ed t-rom our

schoo] when those '\"\"freedoms'\037 c-atTIc.

The people were buzzing like bees in the spring sunshine
as they discussed the manifesto froIll all angles_ and then they

finally elected Ole and *uncle Maks)\"n1 to go to see the tsar\037 tll,

thank him for the .\"freedon1s\037\037\" and\037 in addition\037as th,e say'jog

goes: if
you\037re givil1g 110ney to a Gypsy\037 gi\\!e it \\\\:ith a spoon-

tJley iJlstructed us to ask 11it11 to gi\\/e the peasantry eqtlal status

with tIle other classes in society.
And so we set out and ended up staying a lTIonth in tllat

Petersburg, but we l)nly nlanaged to l11eet \\\\rith Lord Hurko ,
\"\\ the

n1an who was rllll1(ll1red to 11a\\te prattled a ll)t of nonsense in the
Dunla abollt tI1C peasants aI1d tile land.

He treated us sllabbily and sl10uted at us: -.IoWhat other kinds

oft\037reedoll1 do YOll still need'? What kind l1f \"equal treatment\" are
you asking for? YOll\" tile peasantry.. lla\\le been rooting around in

the soil up to this tinle.. so k,eep on rooting around in it forever!'\"

Obviously\"\\ Ll)rd Hllrko \"\"as
comparing

us to pigs., but it was

pointless fc)r lIS to argtle \\\\\"ith himl\\ tor the Illatter did not have)))
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the S\\\037leet smell of honey about it: that \\\\i'as the time when Uthe

conqu,ering of Russia\"\" began.
We came home with nothing, but the p'owers that be were

already \",-aiting for me: they immediately took me away and
locked me up in a jail in Ro'men.

it turns out that \\1ll1ile I was in Petersburg, the priest\037

Yakushev\037 and the district police offic.er, in league witl1 the

guard\037 tOl1k ad\\,.'aI1tage of the shifting new direction of Russian
pol itics\" and once again fabricated some kind of accusation

against me. They \\\\-rere
supported by several ignorant peasants

such as Petro y\"aroshenko, Fed Hnatkiw, and Naumenko who
\\\\lould sell Christ to gain fav',our with the lords, and so I was

packed into a jail cell.

I sat in the Romen jail for three months without l1aviI1g any
kind of an accusation b'rought against me, and in the meantime

uncle Maksym finally managed to
get

to see the tsar because

he had been elected as a ,deputy to the Duma from tIle province

of Poltava. That news did not make life any easier for Ine or

th,e others\" because we knew a)] too well that we would be
kept

behind bars for a long time.. that there was no one to review

our cases because the bureaucratic workers, as tile saying goes,
have no time to either drink or eat for they are kept busy signing
documents to send prisoners up

north into Siberia, Hwhere there

is neither illness., nor sorrowO\\ nor sighing.'\"

And so we went on a hunger strike to draw the attention of

the overworked authorities to our plight. We suffered for tllree

days't but finally they
4. lt

took mercyH upon us and gave us the real

\\'erdict (once again without any kind of accusation)\037 as part of it't

the Lord Governor exiled l11ef'rom the province of Poltava for a

period of two years., but that was to have been expected.

Sitting on cushioned sofas, travelling in carriages witll

springs., washing down
tasty

dinners with expellsive wines, was

it possible for him to understand that he was utterly destroyil1g

a family \"\"hen he sent its sole worker into exile, espec.ially
a

worker who had done nothing wrong?

And so now 1'01 wandering beyond the provincial borders

of\" Poltava without a job a11d with the \037\037seal of CaiJl'\037 also known

as \"'a court c.ertificate,\" and back home I have an old mother, a

\"\"rife and four little children-and who is to feed t}lenl? Will
,)))
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it be Lord Hllrko with his \037'\"food rationing comll1ittee\037\" and his

I.-land exploitation conlmissions?\037\037

I
place my only hope on anlnesty.. because even though uncle

Maksym asked tIle Minister about me, the Minster, as we've

already seen in the case of the
people\037s fighter

A. Shcherbakov\"

is unable to, do anything and his word isn't worth so much as a

plugged Ilickel, because after the police pogrom Yle \\vere no\\\\\"

placed
in '''a general-governor's yoke.\"

The minister asks the
governor\037

the governor asks the

provincial police officer\037 the provincial police officer asks ,either

the district administrator, who is a friend of Yakushe\\/.. or the

district police officer who wants to become Yakushev\"s son-in-

law, the district
police

officer asks the v'illage policeman \\\\\037hom

our village has labelled a torturer, the village policeman consults
with the priest at whom evel1 the chickens are laughing in our

village, and tl1e reply, going back along the same route, \\\\/ould

get
to uncle Maksym and the Duma only if\"the Duma lasted that

long.
So would it not be better if the Duma 'A/QuId put the question

directly to Fr.
Mykola Semenovsky, the priest in I\\ranyrtse and to

administrator Yakushev-\\\\I'hat do you think?)

I listened to the sad story of Mykola Fedoro\\'ych D),fachenko\037

loo,ked at 11is gloomy, thoughtt\"alil face.. called to mind the Dunla
with its

\"'parliamentary'\" procedures, and could not come up
with a response. . .)))
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E\\/ening
\\vas falling. The last sheaves of golden rays en1erged

fron1 behind the cloud that 11ad spread over the rosy western

horizol1\" and the bright, pellucid azure blue heavens\037 viewed

against the splendour ,of the wondrolls reddish sky, seemed even

brighter. Q\\/er tIle large valleys of the Kuban steppe, a land of

murmuring\" turbid l110untainstreams\037 light
slladows had already

fallen\" and t\037ull-throated birds 'hfere fallillg silel1t as they prepared

to rest after their daytime cares. Just a few more minutes\037 and

110cturnal darkness \\\\/ould replace the brief southern evenillg
aIld reign O\\ler an earth exhausted from the heat.

It \\,\"as
exactly

at that tillle that my brother alld I were

returnillg from a neig11bouring village in tIle same manner tllat

nl0st dejected o,\\\\.'ners of old motorcycles return from a distant

journey-t}lat is\037 \\\\.re rode for three *versts, and then measured

the remaining six \\)/ith our feet while dragging our defunct

machines behind us. I can't say that such travels really appealed
to us and, taking into consideration the fact that the first brilliant

stars oft11e southern country \\vere already beginning to twinkle
and \\\\Ie still had quite a distance to go\" it is understandable how

happy we \\\037iere to hear behiIld us tIle runlbling of the ubiquitous
C\037aucasian cart and a hearty ringing voice:

\037\037May
the devil take

you, you villains! Where the heck do you think you're tllrning-
may your heads be turned right off your 11ecks!\"

\"\037A fellow countryman!\" Iny brother cried, and we flalted

abruptly 011 a slope and stared with great Ilope
at the steep sllin)'

path that wound behind us like a snake and hid itself sonlewhere
at the b,ottom of the valley.

A short while later there appeared a
pair

()f bullocks

harnessed to a cart that was spread with fragrant stepp'e grass.
In it sat a typical Ukrainian peasant woman wearing a kercllief

and a nice new bodice. Next to her sat a tall Inan with
long\037)))
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distinctive whiskers\037 and \\\037/jse.. mocking eyes; his straw' hat and

wl1ite shirt were clearly delineated against the grey background

of the darkelling sky\037

\"\037Good health to you, *uncle. Would you give us a lift to
U

spen
ke?\"

The man\037 swishing his
\\\\J'hip lightly\037 stopped next to us.

!O'But you have your own horsesr' he responded in a some\\At'hat

bantering tone. \"\"After all\037 it\037s more convenient for you to hUff)'

along to the village on motorcycles, isn't it?'\"

'\037It would be more convenient if these demoniacal horses

were in sound health., but
they\037re

resti'/e: ine\\/itably \\1lhen yo,u\037re

halfway to where you want to go you have to lead them there by

their reins.\"

HOh, that's really unfortunate! Well\037 i f that\037s the case_ sit

down as quickly as you can on my cart.. and
put your horses on it

as well: praise God.. the cart is a good one-there \\\\.rill be enough

room for all of us!\"

We thanked him\037 settled in the spot that he \\\\,'as
Pl1inting at\037

and then asked hin1: HWhere is God taking- y'ou?\037'

'\"\037Huh! Would to God that I didn\"'t ha've to talk about it! This
is the third time that \\ve\"re making the same trip to get our o\\\\tn

money!\"
The man filing a light coat o\\'er his shoulders and

settled in more
comtortably\037

\037\037You see.. the \"ray' tne \\vorld is no'v,,'

you almost hav'e to take what belongs to
)\"OU b)' ripping it out

with your claws!\037'

It\037Are' you engaged in trading?'\037

.'No\" not at all! This is tile tenth
yrear

that \\\\'\"e--,.re bee11 in the

pottery business.\037\"

\037-Oh.. and is there a good profit ill t}lat?\037\037

\037j,WeJ 1., \\ve'd 11ave 110 reasorl to conlplain.. if ollly \\ve received

the 1110ney ()\\\\,lning to tIS fronl tIle sl10pkeeper \"rho takes in our
pots\037

but by the tillle you bllY S()llle ordinary lead\" SOI11ered lead\037

alld tll is al1d tllat-and t}lere goes all yrOllr profit!
't\"'

\037\037That's really sometlling to go on about!'\" the \\\\/OI11an butted

in llnexpectedly into tl1e Cl)n\\lersation. \037\"We \\\\lork from n10rning

to night, we tlever stop, alld ill tell years w'e \037ve
barely nlanaged

to scrape up enough 111011ey for a pair of bullocks and a Ilouse.
if only God would see to it 1110re quickly that \\\\\037e

get some land__

we'd abandol1 the potter's trade at once.\)
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\037\037Are you really expecting to get some land?\037' I asked

curiously. \".Are you expecting it [ron1 the *Duma?''1
.I.Oh; no! The Dun13hasn \037t had time to think about tl1at\037 and.,

\\Vtith th,e kind of respect t11at it gets fron1 the lords, most likely
it never \\V'ill! There't s a lot of foam there.. but very little beer!\037'

the man spoke up. -'i.We have no one at all on whom to
pin

our

hopes!\"\037

.\037Well_ on \\\\,'hat is your wife pinning her
hopes?\"

.\"On sheer nonsense! The day before yesterday we received.,
for the tenth time_ a dOCUl11ent from the authorities, and in it was
Ylritten: \037

Wait!

'I

. . . and so she \037s
\",raiting.'\"

\037\037Oh'l you're always like that., Karpo!'\037 the woman interrupted
hin1. .''It''s \\\\lritten

quite plainly in tllat document, that not too far

from here., in the Caucusus\037 they\"ll
soon be giving away free

land\" and so they \\\\'on \037t
pass

us by . . .\"

-\"!\"'ve heard about that many a time already: they made my
father

happy
for fifteen years \\\\lith those kinds of promises.. and

now it's already the twentieth
year

that they've been making me

happy!
\"\"

HBut \\vho promised you the land?'\037 I asked the man in

astonishment.

\037.Oh, that was a long time ago! If 1 try to recall everything
in the

way
that it happened\" there \\V'on\"t be time to finish my

\"I\"

story.-

.

Io'Why
not? We\037re stil] quite far [rOITI the village, and

otherwise \\hire' I I just be dozing for almost a whole hour.\037'

The man thought about it for a moment.

'\037Our
peasant

life isn't all that interesting! One day is like

another, and one person resembles aJlother. We have the sanle

grief, the same joys: if we have land-we say glory to God! J f

there is no land-we live ill poverty! And as far as who,
got

the

worst of it.. well, it has to be us_ tile peasants of Poltava . . .\"

A mountain cart was cooling tow'ards us and tIle llngreased
wheels loudly spun out their unending monotonous song4

The slim figure of a n10untain man emerged out of tile grey

fog and then vanished somewhere behind us it1 the darkellcd

steppe.

\037'Why are you complaining so bitterly about the fate of
Ukrainians?\" I asked the man; n1Y curiosity was piqued.)))
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j,j,Well, Yl)U see, after the freedom that \\vas
proclaimed

in

.1861, many people in Ukraine were left without any precious
land at a11, and so tl1ey Ilad to feed themselv'es by' working on

the
larg,e

estates of the *Muscovite lords. All the former court

people, the +Mykolayivski soldiers, and the greater part of the

\037defenders,' did not have their own farms and were forced to

subsist on 1he kindness of the lords. M'l father \\vas the son of a
\"I

soldier and he subjugated the Hungarians for *Mykola I-maybe

you've heard about that?\"

HYes, I have, I have!'\"

HAnd so my father had to trample their fields't destroy
their

villages\037 and orp.han their children only God kno'\037ls \\\\rhy.
And as

soon as they had subjugated the Hungarians\" our soldiers Vlere

sent to Sevastopol to new tortures\037 and it\"s impossible to relate
what horrors they experienced

there.

\"'And it was only towards the end of the v.rar that my father

got lucky: a bullet crushed his leg.. and he came home\037 and

even though he was crippled.. at least he came home. And being
crippled

wasn't all that bad: instead of. \\\\Talking on t\\,.o legs\" he
walked on three. Within a year my father married a \\\\,.ido\\\\', and

before long they had their O\\1in little
armyT

in their hon1e__ ,one

that was 11appy and constantly hungry'. There
\\\\\"\037s

an tlnending

racket, crying, fighting: 'Daddy.. I \\\\rant to ,eat!\"
\"Mon1m\037', gi\\/e

me some milk!'

4.\037My
father didn't worry about that. he just \\\\\037orked. because

11e was a good shoemaker.. and he cOllldn\"t handle all tile \\\\,fork
\"-\"

that he \\\\laS getting. And then came that freedom that took
a\\\\ray

almost all the land from tl1e Mvkolavi'iski soldiers. The \\\037illage.. .. \037

farms in1nlediately shrank, orders in the smaller trades \\vere

drastically redtlCed'l and nlY father\037s forn1er profit \\vas no n1ore.

He became very sorrowful alld because ot' his great sorro'\\\\,T he

started going to the tavern. But finally our Merciful Lord looked
dOWll

upon
lIS and ,did not allo\\\\' us to die a hungry death: in 1868

the Gracious Manifestl) can1e out. . .'\037

\037.Which oI1e'?\" I asked in surprise.

HBut 11a\\'en't YOll heard anything about the Grac-ious
Manifesto'?\" TIle n1an Plliled Ilis pipe out of his p,ocket and began
tanlping it and packing it \",'itl} tobacco.

\037\037

I t
\037

s the fi r s t t 11 at I
\037

veIl e a rd of it!
..,)))
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The \\\\,'on1an suddenly ttlrned her thoughtflll face towards us
and said:

HWhy
WOllld you kno\\v about that manifesto, when it

\\\\ras tor the peasants? Do you have the same \\\\Torries as we do?\"

\"40lt\"s not IIp to you, 'W'ife., to clap your tongue!'\" the peasant

interrupted her.
\"\"They

have to know everything, bec-ause this

matter applies to them as well.'\"
He lit his

pipe
and did not speak for a moment.

lot-Back then\037 you see, a \",tar had just taken place in the
Caucusus.. and the

people
\\\\lho had lived in the n10untains had

resettled by the thousands in Turkey, and so the authorities began

asking our peasants to settle there. And the Gracious Manifesto
promised to

gi\\le
all the Mykolayivski soldiers parcels of land

and to register them as *kozaks if they went to the Caucusus.

Permission \\vas also grallted to use your own money to
buy

land

in Kuban ,\",here it \\\037/as
being

so,Id at ridiculously low prices\037

from t'AlO to three *karbovantsi for a *desyatyna.
\037-My

father \"\"as ov'terjoyed- he ilnmediately started selling
off some of his belongings and packing the rest of them to take

\\'lith him to the Kuban steppe. The neighbours all made fun of

us, as if we were the most stupid people in the entire village. . .

You'ld go out in the street-the children \\\\lQuld tease us as being

little kozak children\037 my father would head for the tavern-and
there he'd

inevitably
end up quarrelling or fighting bec.ause of

that manifesto.
HBut it was our in-law Tereshko Zuda who tormented 11im

the most. He'd lean on our fence and start badgering him. 40Are

you going\037
In-lawr?\037

......Ves we're going, we're going!'

\"\037My
father would keep on bustling around the yard.

.\037'Are
you packing up your p()verty and taking it with you., or

are you leaving it here?'

jtlo\037Let it stay here with you., in-law! I'm not stingy and I won\037t

regret leaving it behind.\037

\037'\"\037But
\\Vrhy

would you regret leaving it? The devil knows you
have more than

enough!\"

B'L,et me be\037 I beg you! WilY are yo,u botheri ng me?'

'-40'1 feel sorry for a person., and so I bother him.'

\"'The in-law \\\\rould go home for an hour or so.. and then he'd
come

right
back again. \"And will you register as a kozak?')))
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u\037Yes\037 I will!'

H\037And you say they're going to give you some land?'

1o'''Yes, they will, because they've promised to do so.\"

H\037That's
strange.

And who promised you that?'

HMy father would start to
grO\\\\l angry\037

\"The tsar promised it..

that's who! I served faithfully and honourably for ten
years\037

and

that's no joking matter! So 'now that the Gracious Manifesto has
conle out, they'll give

us something!

'I

\037\"The in-law would just laugh. \037Open up your pocket a

little wider! Let's hope that everything goes according
to that

manitesto\037 for once they start setting their sights and taking aim__

you'll see that they won't hit the mark that the tsar \\\\,ranted them

to hit. After all, back in sixty-one \\\\le all got a manifesto about

*free labour and I, a former ser\\i'ant at a court\037 and a 1 iterate one

at that, now have to sell my work to householders becallse I don \037t

11ave nlY own land\" and when I look at our people.. I don\"t see an)\"

free labour.'

Io'Then my father would ask: \302\267

Well.. Ylho is stopping \037/ou
from

going to the Kuban if things are so tight for
y'QU

here?\"

\037\037And the in-law would reply: \037My
mind \037ion\"t let me! If it

weren't for my mind I'd \\\\lander off just to find Otlt for ho\\\\' much

they're selling a scoop at' n1isery nO\\'l. But
m)t

mind tells me

that in Kuban and beyond Kuban.. and
e\\lerY\\\037lhere.

it is equally

difficult for all people v.,rho don\"t ha\\.'e their ()v;n land or \\\\'ho

have small plots ot\037 land, because all ot-' us ha\\/e enough greed)t
masters for \\VhOn1 we have to \\Alork-so \\\\\037here am I to try to find

free labour tI1ere?\"

\"\037My
father started to think and 'A'alked arollnd gloomily'

like a dark cloud for a fe\\\\.'
days..

and tllen he up and say.s to

111Y
n10ther:, \"That literate sOllndbox Tereshko has beconle \\lcry

smart! I-Ie reads all sorts of boa,ks and then he starts Sillging\037 \037

services fl)f tile dead: it\037s bad for him here\037 and it\037s bad for him

everywllere.. and there\"s 110 sal\"ration tor him
atl\037l\\\\rhere.

That's

enougll listening to his nonsense, it's til11e to li\\le
according to

(Joe's own nlind.\"

HAnd 11C once again started doing his O\\\\ln
thing.

We sold oft\037

everything tl1at we COllld and departed for Kuban. . . Oh, it was
so sad to leave that happy land.. the green gro'/es\" the t'ragrant
orcllards, the qlliet, clear streams. . .\)
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uAnd where exactly are you from?\" I asked the man.
\"\037From

Kruty Berih below Poltava-do you perhaps kl10W
that place?\"

.\037Why
wouldn\037t I? I lived in Poltava for the past five years.\"

..Real1y?'\037
the man rejoiced. \037\037Well, what's it like there now?

I s it n ice?\037\037

\"\"It\"s nice.. very' nice\037 but
\037'ery

crowded!'\"

\"\037That\037s it. 0 Merciful God! If it weren't for the diabolical
cro\\\\rding I

4t

d go back there at once.'\"
\037 -

\"\037Sure\", that\"s \\-\\lhat you say,\" the taciturn won1an spoke up. HIt

al\\\\lays
seen1S better there.. where we aren\037t!\"

.\037A lot you kno\\\\l!\" the man interrupted her. '\"'You see, she's

from these parts,''1 11e explained, \037\"so she doesn't care about

Polta\\ra.''1

..Well you said your father fled from there, so it couldn't

11a\\le been all that good there,'\037 the WOll1an c,ouldn't refrain from

getting in a dig.

\"\037And have you found any tiling better here? Oh\037 sure you

have! W\037\037re almost redu,ced to being beggars!\"

\"\037Why
didn't you f1egister as a kozak?\" I asked in an attenlpt

to end the quarrel.
..Oh.,the devil take tllem! We actually travelled all tIle way

to Laba \037rhere new kozak divisions were being formed under

General Zassa, and for t\\\\/o nights we stood watch with all our

belongings in the middle of tile
steppe\037

and then we escaped. It

seems that all the riff:rafff'rom right across Russia Ilad
gathered

there: drunkards., robbers\037 11lurderers-we were robbed on the

first night. My father thought and thought about it and then took

off for Dagestan, \\\\lhere unoccupied lands were being sold. But

we \\\\lere too late.. because all the land Ilad been already taken.
\"\037Well, we returned to Kuban., and began pestering tl1e

authorities \\vith requests: we passed thenl on to the *otalnans\037

to the ministers, and in the tsar's name-atld we received the
same

reply
from all oftl1em: ioWa it!' It was very difficlllt f()f us,

very hard indeed. Whatever we earned went for food, and so we
didn't have enough clothing; if you bought SOlne clotlles, you

had to go hungry.
HThere was nothing that \"Ie could do-we 11ad to becoll1e

hoard,ers4 And this, if
you

,don \037t know it, is also a forll1 of)))
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serfdom. We lived ()n the lord's land\") ,\"Ie worked the land__ but 'h\"e

didn't have any profit from our work, because we had to pay the

lord annually fl)r every tiling: for the house-ten karbovantsi;
for a horse-three karbovantsi; for a cow-tv./o karbo'vantsi\037

for a pig\037one-and-a-half karbovantsi; for chickens-fifty
*kopiyky; for the land-a third of the harvest\037 a third of our

garden produce.. our straw., our chaft\037 our \\\\i'atermelons-a third

of everything that God lets us grow. And then you still had to go

to the manor and work off a day for the lord.

\"'My
father grew worried and \\\\lalked around like an autumn

cloud. And then that winter there \\V'as some kind of a plague and

all n1Y brothers and sisters
died\037my

father's pride and joy. My'

deceased father often used to say: \"My
w'orkers \037ril] gro\\\\' up

and they'll feed us ev'en if \\VTe don\037t have an)r land.\037 The eldest

son was about nineteen and they \\\\:ere getting ready to see hinl

get married\037 but fate did not let him li\\'e
long enough to ha\\re a

wedding. And not too long after tIle children died \\\\:e sa'\\\037 nlY

motl1er off on the long road to God to l()ok for justice there.
HAnd so just the two of us-my father and I-\\\\lere left to

await for the blessed land that had been promised to us
b),'

the

Gracious Manifesto. Whenever Sunday or son1e feast da)r came

along, 111Y
fat11er would shut\037fle ot1\037 to the vrillage office to see if a

document had arrived But that document ne'ver did arri\\re. And

if. there ever was one, it always said the S3t11e
thing:

\"Wait!\"

\\\"My father v'laited and waited\037 and then he
gre\\'v

tired of

waiting and 11e lip and died. El1.. I
thOllgllt\"' there's nl) use relying

on the Gracious Manifesto! It'I can 'It hav.e any laI1d\", I\"d better
\"'\"

work at son1e trade. And so I got tnarried and began n1aking- \037 \037

pottery
w'ith my father-in-la\\\\,f. 1 \037ve been doing that for ten }.ears

now and I'm not cOlnplaining abollt
n1Y

fate: praise God '.\\Te ha,re

our own hOllse, \\\\'e 11ave enough to eat., \"re don \037t bo\\v before

al1yone for a crllst of bread, and tllere\"'s no point thinking about
the land

any more.

HNot long ago everyone \\vas talking about it-about the land
that's like a Il10ther to us-when tIle DUllla assembled, and t11e
wife said:

4>Maybe tlley
,,\037ill give us some after all. . .\037

HBllt I recalled the Graciolls Manifesto,\", and I thundered at
l1er: \037Don't

jabber n()l1sense like that! You\037re getting your hopes

up for no reason at all!)))



The Graci()us Manifest()
I

233

\037\037And what do you suppose? I \\\\las right: that Dllina is long
gone, and the land seems to have slipped. even farther away from

us . . .

---No wonder nlY late father said as he \\\\-'as
dying:

\037Wllen a

manifesto comes out\" my son ll trllst it, but don \"t
rely

on it, because

ev'ery Graciolls Manifesto can be executed very ungraciously.
Manifestos alone cannot

dry
a person's tears., an.d they can't

suddenly change an old
\",'ay

of li\\ling and set out on a new path.
Thro\"\"'\037 a stone into some mudll and maybe the mud will splatter
a bit\037 but only a fe\\\\\" steps a\037'ay from it.. every tiling will remain

the same as 1t
al'W\037ays

\\vas,\037

\"\037Yes\037 that\037s the way it is! But just look\037 while we were talking

\\\\re made it all the \\\\lay to your Uspenke!\"\037 he said as he turned to
lIS and reined in the bullocks where \\\\re had to get off.

\037'Thank
you\037 uncle\037 for a most enjoyable trip! Have a safe

journey!\037'

\037\037Thank
you\037\"

he replied. HAnd 1 offer you my sincerest

\\\\tfishes: may' you al\302\245iays encounter travellers with the simplest
of carts if you should ever

again
wander off somewhere ,on your

motorcycles!
,..

We laughed and turned to go to our home. The cart and
the bullocks quickly disappeared

in the darkness of the nig11t,

and behind us only the wheels creaked for a few more moments

before an enchanting stillness covered everything with its

mysterious blan ket.)))
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One warm sunny morning I was approaching Horodyshche\037
a village I had not seen for more than t\\\\/o years. A shaIIo'h'..

pleasant little ravine
overgrOV'ln

with thick luxuriant grass and

fragrant field flowers wound its way through the forest together

with a cheerful babbling brook that ran alongside my path. Full-
throated birds were warbling in the summery air'l calling out

to one another in the branches and chirping
in the green grass.

There was not a c-loud in the sky. The
play-ful

\\\\\037ind had died

down\037 the rustling lea'les had fallen silent. And my thoughts
were soaring one after the other. . .

What had transpired during these past fe\\\\r
)\"ears

in our

peaceful village, in this cheerful nook? Had it been touched

by the waves of uprisings that were no,\",' rolling o\\tTer the entire

country, or was it still dro'hrsing as it had
fOf,mer1)'

dro\\\\-sed

without being aware of the ilnpending disaster?

For many years the peasants had li\\,red as if\" in a safe 11a'ien:

they rented some land\" plollghed.. Sll\\\\,red.. paid their taxes\037 and

11ad no idea that things COllld be any different. And truly_ could

it 11ave b,een any different in this rel110te
spot \\\\There the nearest

large city was forty *versts
a\\\037vay'l

and \\vhere representati\\-\"es to

the *Dttl11a \\\\lere elected ()n tIle basis of their
11eight

and the beard

that they sported: HSO that the tsar can\"'t
say

that \\\\\"e don\"t lla\\/e

any proper people here.'\"

Tile landscape spread before n1e in its entirety as if it \\ltlere

()n the paln1 Ofl11Y hand: a large v'alley surrounded by n10untains
covered with forests\037 lllSh greel1 n1eado\\vs.. a meandering narro\\\\t

river\037 snlall orcl1ards\037 and a cheerful 'li Ilage nestled anlong
cillsters l)f trees. On tIle far side of the village the narrov./ fields

l)f the peasants stretched all the way to the foothills flanked

by expansively filIng seigniorial leas't seiglliorial pastures.. and

seigniorial forests.)))
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All this land \\\\ias contracted out to dukes WIlD in turn leased

it to the peasants fOT a tidy sum\037 but during the past few years the

peasants had begun demanding that the l11aIlor lady either sell or

lease her land directly to the cOllln1unity.
As I

approached
the boundary I saw a group of }1erders with

\\iillage horses, co\\\\,rs\037 al1d geese on the seigl1iorial pasture.
\"\037Is it p,ossible that the peasants have acquired some land?'\"

I \\\\londered as I directed n1Y footsteps to the three men who
\\vere

sucking on their pipes \\\\lith gusto as they lay right on t11e

boundary'.

\"\"Well'! \\\\that a surprise!'\" one of the nlen shouted\037 HHello

there! Do you recognize an old comrade?\"

\"I.Yes\037 I do.. I do\037 but I don't recognize the seigniorial land.

Wh y
r

is the entire \\.rillage grazing its animals on seigniorialland?
Has the manor lady taken

pity
on you?\"

....Oh__ Inay she be struck dead! All she does is cause
people

to tall into sin! That blood-sucking spider of ours, that bug-eyed
Odamenko., got frightened and backed away from signil1g a

contract for the land, and so the lady became t-\"urious and WOI1't

lease us anything. We were offering her 80 *karbovantsi for the

pastureland, but she leased it to Shestopal for 70 rather than let

us ha've it \037 . \037 So now Vv'e're herding the animals 011 land that

doesn'lt belong to us-after all., we can--t let the animals die!\"

\"\"What about YOllr own pastureland?\"
\037\037Ours has been barren for a long tinle already. And there's

no grass anY\\\\1

r

here., that's the problem! No one will lease the

seigniorial islalld to the peasants., and the lady doesn\"t send

anyone here-\037re simply don\037t know what else to do! And tllel1

there \"las a rumour that the
lady

was selling l1er land. Well., we

thought\037 now we'll perish like the *Swede at PoJtava! Sonleone

may buy it and then stop us from renting it to grow our grain. We

rushed to the lady to buy it ourselves. We agreed 011 a price of

240 karbovantsi each and went to her with the deposit. But t11at

old dog Od,amenko had been there already, and so the
lady

said

to us: \037Give me all the money and an additional 300 karbovantsi
for a. *desyatyna!'

What a Ylicked person!

HWhen our proxies canle back and told us everything,
we

all shouted: \"If that's the case, we \"II just
mow the grass without

paying anything!')))
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\"40And so now botll the nlen and the \\\\/()men mow and reap

wherever they want to-but \\A/hat will come of that \\\037ie really

don't know! Rumour has it that the police commissary is

threatening to come here with so,me guards.\"

lo'Are you saying that you have guards here as \\\\'ell?'\"

Io\037No, tl1ank the Lord we don't havre any here, but at Prince
Shcherbatoy's place in Terny

as many as 50 men have been hired

as guards!\"
HAnd so have things settled do\\\\'n in Terny?\"
\"'Not at all, things are a lot worse no\\\\'! One time a drunkard

was going down the street't and he pro'loked a guard,
and that

guard stabbed him in the stomach. . . The people called in the

village chief and complained to him.. but he didn.t ev'en \\\\,.ant to

1 isten to them .\"t,

\037\037Well then, you should have complained about that
guard!\037\037

'\"'That's not something \\'tie sinners can do! The
\\\\,'ay things

are happening in the village\037 you really hav'e to \\\\'atch
)lOUr step.

A brother will denounce a brother\" a t-ather \\\\\037ill
report

on a son\"

and heaven only knows how' many spies there are no\\\\-! In our

village, for example\" Petro Tsorulyk and Odamenko act like
Judases towards their fellovl peasants. As Sllon as on.e of them

hears something he rushes to inform the
v'illage magistrate.

And

if you dare to say a \"'lord to hin1 about it\037 l1e says: \"Shut up or I\037ll

denounce you, and then you'll find out \\\\'here bedbugs are ted!--\"ot

\"'\"Well, you shouldn \"t talk to those he'nchn1en and then

everything would be fine!\037'

\"'No it wouldn't be! There's no, harnlony among us: this one
does that.. and that one does something different. Tllese n10\\V' the--

seigIliorial grass.. and those flln to tell the 111agistrate!yrou--ll see

that soon el10ugll for yourselfr'

I bade farewell to tIle nlan and \\valked on.

Before long I came to tile l1uge island-70' desyat)lny in

size-overgrown \\\\ljth tall lush grass. And\" in actual fact\037

scythes and sickles \\\\'ere flashing here and there, and peasa-nts
were carrying off tl1e grass in large sl1eav'es.

011 tile otller side of the islat1d..a meadow abutted the
\\Iillage

c-Iosely
and only a SI11ali dal11 set apart the seigniorial lan,d tlIat

encirc-Ied it like a s11ake: there was no way to \\\\talk or to ride

out-you could barely take a
step

out of tile village.. and
you)))
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were already on son1eOl1e else\"s land, and t}1en you were facing
an appearance in court and a fine. It was a difficult situatioI1 for
the peasants and there \\\\las nO\302\245lhere for them to appeal. And so it

\\\\.ras n,o wonder that they listened so attentively to any bit of news
that

l1appened
to

fly into this renlote spot.
I had not yet 11ad tinle to rest up after my journey when

the nlen in the \\.'il1age gathered around me with their persistent

questions: \\o\"Well\037 \\\\l11at\037s the DUlna doing? Will we be getting
some land?\037--)

* * *)

\037\037Ho\\\\r can you not be ashame,d?\" I asked them after a wl1ile.
HAre you saying that

y'ou
still don't kntlW anything at ,all about

\\\\I'hat's happening ill God\037s world? Can't you subscribe to a

decent ne\\\\/spaper of sonle kind? You eould read it and pass it

on to ot11ers-but the
\\\\lay things are now't it's as if you're living

in a
dungeon.'\037

hOh sure\037 reading \\\\rill do us a lot of good! Even if we
subscribed to a hundred newspapers, no one will believe wJ1at's

written in them.\"\037

\"\037But you'll believe what's in thern!\"

\037..W hat good is that? We stu,died in school, but others say: all
books are the ,,'ork of the Antichrist! Even the gospe] has been

held up to ridicule
by being

rewritten in the peasants' language!\"

\03740Wllat utter ignorance! But where in the world did you get
hold of that gospel?'\"

HThe teacher sent us two of them! Everything in them is said
so well and it's so easy to understand that you could listell to it

forever. But that doesn't sit well with some fools. They shout: we
nlust close the school, because heaven only knows where all t]lis

literacy will lead us!\"

\037\"Well, the school won't be closed! It won\"t l1appen 11ere like

it did in Kllrmany!'\"another man interjected.

hln Kurmany?\" I exclaimed in astonishnlent. Hln such a

large village? How could that have
11appened?\037\"

\037'It just happened! The older men demanded it. They said

that it was the root of all evil: that it gave rise to the riots, and

that we\037re not getting any land because of it, and that tl1e strikes)))
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were caused by it. Pe()plc were better off \\I./hen there \\\\ras no

1iteracy!'\"

HAnd there are many people in our
v'iJlage

as \\\\Irell who are

sharpenin,g their teeth against the school!\" a young man w'ith a

blond beard added.

\"'I don't understand!\" I interrupted them. Hln \\\\'hat
\\\\fray

has

the school ever harmed you? You haven\"t had any riots or
any'

strikes. You live peacefully. . . so hO\\}i is the sch,001 to blame?'--
\037\"Ask them.,\" the blond man spoke up again. -\"T'he\037r' say

that

litera,cy will not lead to any,th.ing good\037
that life ,,'\"as better

without it. But just look at then1: they livre like sheep\037 they don\037t

understand anything, and anyone \\vho 'A/ants to can lead then1
around by

the nose. Do you remember Ulyana Tsorulykho\037,'a?\037--

\"U lyana? Of course I remember her!\" And I called to mind
a

slovenly,
dissolute young 'hroman \037'ho \"\\las insolent and half-

witted.

\"Well, she's the one who runs the entire
\",Pillage

no\\v!'--

I was truly astonished. HWhat in the \\\\Torld is going on? Ho'\"

did that happen?'\"
\"'Here's 110W! She \\\\lake

up
once \\\\,'ith a hangO\\ier and began

to prattle that the Mother of God had COl11e to her and tat1ght

her how to cast spells., and s,o the people started flocking to her.

She spits.. whispers some nonsense-and 10and b,ehold\" there\"'s a

*palyanytsya. She got IIp one nl0rning and said: -TIle Mother of
God told 111e that our woman secretary' is a \\\\'itch!\" or .y\"ou don't

know who stole Babak\"s linen cloth\037 but the Mother at' God told

Il1e tl1at it \"las Mykyta!
\037,,,

HAnd do the people bel ie\\,re her?\037\037

HWhat do you Sllppose? More than tlley belie\\\"e a book! And
when she begins to babble abollt the Duma'l \\\\re all roar \0377ith

laughter!\037\037

\"It'that's the case\037 \\VllY
don\"t you put ller to, shan1e?\"\037

\037-'Oll, the dev'j I take l1er! 1 f YOll nless \\\\rith carrion it \\\\\037ill
a,nl)l

st ink \\\\'orse!'\"

1.-'1 can see that things are in a bad
\\\\tray

11ere. There's neither

Jig11t nor enlig11tenl11ellt. I f only you'd il1forlTI yourselves about

some matters and tllell p,ass that infortllation on to others!\"\037

\"\037You can\037t expect sinners like us to do tllat!'-- a taciturn man
fronl the reserve soldiers

spl)ke up. '\"'\"We \\\\I?ere hoping you'd bring)))
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As time went by, the members of the association grew lazy\037

began drinkillg heavily, and treated other peopJe badly. But

tlle11 Olle day
the p()lice unexpectedly came rushing in along

with some *kozaks and the district
pol

ice officer, and a round of

arrests was begun. All this happened \\vhen one of the peasants

was celebrating a wedding at v.lhich the association \\\\ras
enjoying

itself wholeheartedly. Everyone \\A/as already inebriated \"\"'hen the

house was surrounded
by kozaks, and the folloYiing day many

of the guests had to sober
IIp

behind bars. They arrested the

bridegroom Semen Senko, his best men't Klym\" Prokop\"
and

Andriy Senko\037 along with Khvedot Senko.. Mykola Dyachenko\037

Ilko Svyrydiv, Ivan Kovalenko., Vasyl Ha\\vrysh__ and Trokhym

Hursky.
The gllards looked after the arrested men so \\\\te] I that not

long afterwards Vasyl Ha\\\\rrysh gave up his soul to God. The

rest of the detainees \\vere sent to a jai I in Ramen \\\\\"here the)'

were still waiting to go to trial.
After this

happened., things
V.lere quiet in the \",rillage for a

while, but on the eve ot'the
Epiphany

there \\\\Tas an unfc)rtunate

incident. More than a 150 peasants \\\\,'ent Ollt on the seigniorial

fields where beets were stored in h,eaps co'vered \\vith earth and

began to take matters into their o\\\\'n hands. Th,e lord\"-s guards

rushed up and began shooting; fi\\'e ,of the peasants \\\\Iere \\\\'\037ounded

and the rest ran off\037 in all directions. The lord ga\\re e\\ler\037/ guard

15 karbovantsi and dropped the n1atter for the tinle being.
And then

sp-ies began croppillg up in the '/illage al1d once

again there was a big n1ess: tIle names ot\037 the peasants \",.rho stole

SOl11e beets \\\\rere rev.ealed along \\\\'ith tIle 11al11es of all those \\\\rho

had burned the lord's 11ayricks and made threats
against

him__

and more than 150 n1en were detained in jail. The \\vord \\1laS out

that it was K11vedot Lykhno and Mykhaylo Zaparynny ,-\"rho \\\\lere

spying, and it did Seetl1 likely tl1at this run10ur might be true
b,ecause

Zaparynny had gro\\\\'.n \\ier)l lazy.. drank heavily.. and

threatened his eneillies\037 WhO-\\\\lithout \\varning-\\\\iere taken

away one after the other!

HThat's freedoll1 for
you!--\037

the villagers were saying. I\"f.We

wisll to God that \\ve had ne\\ler seen it. NO'\037l
you hav.e to be

careflll even abOtlt your walls.. because the devil will pull then1
dc)wn to find out if they can speak!'\)
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HGi\\'e something to a government official or a police officer,
and

you\"ll
come Ollt a \",'iI111er,,'\" one rna-n boasted to me. Io\037I've

shaken out more than one fiver for tl1el11 Inyself! Someone told
them that I had gi'/en n10ney to buy weapons, al1d so they came
after me: \\oGive us something if you want to be left alo11e\037 or else

\\\\le\"ll \\vrite a report and
you\037ll

be sent of\"fto a place \\\\lhere you \"II

be feeding bedbugs!

--

And so I spat on it all and gave them what

they' \\\\ranted! I'm telling you exactly how it is: there\037s no point in

living in a village 00\\\\,'. Our only hope lies with our Duma-our
Duma-mother. Well\037 tell me, hOVl is it doing? Will it be giving
us an)lthing at all?\

On the fourth day I left the village feeling de'eply grieved by
this spiritually broken nook.. and on the fifth day a government
official \\\\,'as already conducting an investigation there and

....instilling loyal thoughts\037'
in tIle peasants.)))
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Three of us were riding in the sleigh: a stout, \037\037ell-to-do

mercllant with a ruddy mug resembling a copper pot\037
a broad__

varicoloured nose, and a woollen fur-lined coat \\\\lith a huge

collar; a sallow peasant in a shabby sheepskin coat\037 and I.

The wind w'as gro\\V'ing stronger b)r the minute. It \\\\735

sweeping up huge heaps of dry., stinging snO\\\\t_ s\\\\.'irling
it

wrathfully and ferociously around US\037 flinging
it upviards \\\\\"ith

a savage wailing, and tearing over the expansi\\le steppe in

\\vild pursuit of someone unknov\037ln. White butterflies, \\vhirling

through the air, 'W'ere
blinding

our eyes, blank,eting the sleigl1_

and causing the horses to stray from the road.
B\037l

no\\v.. hO\\\\Te\\rer__

we were very close to the train station and so the blizzard did not

concern us in the least.

Only the coachman., old and capricious\" \\\\/as out of sorts

and kept nluttering angrily under his breath: \037\037What diabolical

weather! I sin1ply can\"t \",'ait to kill (11)l11angO\\ter \\\\,oith a drink.

but the horses are moving as if the)' \\\\-.'ere on their \\\\,Oa)l to a

cemetery!'t'!

HDon\037t
get upset\" you\"ll still hav'e time to tie one on.\037. the

l11ercllant said as he pulled a large red handkerchief approaching
the size of a tablecloth out l1f his pocket.

HOh't if only 111ad the \",'here\"\",rithal to do that,'\" the coaclln1an

said as he tllrned to\\\\Iards lIS. Io40But nlY earnings 110\\\\.radays ha\\le

dwindled to nothing. The Cl)st of bread, hay__
and all sorts of

provisions is constantly going IIp and up-you can barely afford

to bllY enllugh food for yourself and yo'ur horses.'\"

\"4.You're right!'\" the 111311in the
shabby sheepskin

coat

affirnled. \037\"And tllere's absolutely no h,ope let\"t for tl10se of us

who aren't from these parts. You have to rent a place to live\037 teed

your faIl1ily\" provide clotlling-and \\vhere is a fello\\\\l to get all

that
Inl)ney?'t\037)))
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\"'-Truer \"lords \\V'ere never spoken\037 my friend!\" tl1e old
coachn1an started in again. '-IoTI1e Christnlas holidays are over..

but as to ,\",then
they ended I really can\"t say. There\037s not a crumb

lef't in the house'! and there\"s nowhere to borr()w any n10ney-so
if you d,on \"t nlake a trip to tile station\" you \\\\/oo't 11ave even a
crust of bread.\"\"

Io6tThat\037s \\'lhy you ha\\/e to rid yourself' of a hang-over the next
da)'\037\"\"

the merchal1t spoke up. \037\037You don't have anything to eat,

but there's al\\vays enough money to drink.'\"

\037'-It\"s not like that at all\037'\037 the old 111an laughed. 4.'Yesterday 1

got drunk for the first tinle in a long time\" and I didn't do it on

my o\\\\rn money: I \\vas called over to my sOll-in-Iaw\037s
place

for a

disCllssion.'\"

\"4.Well\037 you can talk all you want to, but don't drop the reins
because

you might run ov\"er sOlneone.'\"

The old man turned back to the horses and began to shout:
Io\037He-e-ey, you

there! Watch where you're going!\"

A figure\" caught in the blizzard's blinding sno\\v, turned

aside from the road and stopped abruptly in a snowdrifte It didn't

seem likely that the grimy old cap and tattered grey military
greatcoat \\-'lith its turned-do'hrn collar were doing much to warm

the
scra\\\\/ny<\\ sickly person that we caught a gliolpse of beside

the sleigh.
From under the

cap peered
a youthful face with large, gentle

eyes that seemed thoughtful and a trifle frigl1telled. But his lips

smiled like those of-a child as he hastily whipped
off his cap and

began saying hurriedly: \037'\"How do you do! How do you do! How

do you do!'\037

\"'-Hello, hello, young fell()\\\\',\" our coachrnan responded.
IiltYou'd better get a n10ve on or you \"II nliss the train. . .\"'''

I turned around and saw that the tra\\'eller bowed a few nlore

times to us betore he
got

back on the road.

HWho is this strange person?\" the well-to-do nlerchant
asked. \"'Is he in his cups\037 or is he drunk without having had any
whiskey-it looks as if\037 he's not all there.\"

'\"'Huh!\" tIle old coac.hman responded. HArel1't tllere a
good

number of fellows walking around like tl1at now? He grows lazy
and feeds on easily earned bread by begging! And }le furtively
sneaks looks at what other people have to see if there's something)))
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that 11C can profit from. . . Oh, I have no pity for them! One

*khakhollike tllat stole a brand ne\\\\/ horse-collar from my shed.'\"

We all remained silent for a few moments.

\037\037No, no,! don't say things like that!'\" the shabby sheepskin

coat entered into the conversation. \"'He's not that kind of a man

at all! He's been living in our village for t\\\\/O \\\\reeks nO\\\\l and he

hasn't harmed a soul. He walks around in
rags\037

eats whatev'er

he's given, gives out coins to the children., and smiles e\\ler so

kindly at everyone-just like that *God\037s fool that they \\\\trite

abo,ut in books.\"

\037'I 've seen those God's fools!\" the merchant spoke up once

again. \"He
pretends

to be a fool to entertain gullible old \\\\.'omen\"

and they feed him in return. Ne\\,rer fear.\037 if you pro\\/oke him

wilen you're with him one on one\037 he'll gj\\,Te you a lot more than

you ever bargained for.\"

HWell, you didn't get that one right!'\" the peasant in the

sheepskin coat continued. \"'\"He\"s 11ad all so,rts oJ\"things happen to

him in our village, but he minds his O\\\\ln business. The forester

brought him in from the forest by the Mykolayiv Road. He said

he went out in th.e evening to see to his cattle., and that\"s \\\\,'hen he

saw a strange person trudging about under the \\\\rindo\\\\'s. And so

the forester asked hin1: IoWhat do you \\\\.Fant?\037

\037..Who? I?'

\"j,\037Yes., you!\"

\"'He just snlile'd and didn\037t
respond.

\"'The forester gre\\\\l f\037rightened. -Why' did YOll conle here.. and
where are you going?'

U\037To see the sO\\lereigI1,' he said and he \\\\,'alked on into the

porch.
\"\037The forester cuffed hinl on the ear\037 and the fello\037r sat

down in tile snow and began to
\\\\Thimper

lik,e a little c11i ld. T11e

[orester\"s \\vife canle Otlt of the llouse and the children ran out

as well, and
th\037y

could all see tllat t}1is nlan Vias not in his rigl1t
n1ind. They let hilll into the 11ollse.. and it1 the morning they took
11 i ll1 i n tot 11e v i II age .

\037\037

4o\037W11at does that 11lean: JoTo see the
so'vereign?'\037\037

the merchant

was cllrious to know.

'\037God
only kno\037\"s!\" tile peasant replied. HHe's trying to save

11is s()ul., and so Ile
says

all sorts of things.. and sometin1es
you)))
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can\037t figure out \"\"hat he's saying. We didn't ask him too 111uch

because \\\\re didn\037t \\\\\037ant to offend hinl-he\037s like a little child: at

times he just sits and
sits.. and then he begins to weep.'\"

The horses trotted up to the train station\037 and I \"vent into the

\\\\laiting room to \\\\'\037arm
up.

This station.. like all Russian train stations\037 was muc-h too
small\" much too cold\037 and n1uch too drab. As in every such
station all the \\'lorkers-beginning with the stationmaster and

his assistants and ending with the lowliest servant-received a

paltry salary and had to look tor other sources of income.
The stationmaster o\\rersaw the passengers. For his efforts

lIe al\\\\rays recei'ved a *karbovanets from the railroad\037

H

a _s much

as possible\" from the conductors\037 and perhaps even something
from those \\\\;iho

ho'pped
on b,oard the train without a ticket.

T()gether \\\\rith his assistants.. he made a profit on kerosene and

hard coal because \\vhenever workers loaded freight cars they

never forgot about their superiors.
At the station it was always cold and dark., but in the

neighbouring villages the priests, for a trifling outlay of nloney,

had good fuel and inexpensive kerosene.
The servants\" however, did not have the san1e access to

such \037\037sinless'\" income, and that is why they had to resort to
various sinful deeds. Sacks of wheat frequently disappeared at

the station, and occasionally some mercllandise vatlished t'ronl

freight cars.. and \\vhenever that happened, a gendarnle would

gleefully rub his hands as he wrote
up

a report that unfailingly

ended with the same words: '\037Measures have been taken to

investigate the matter.'\"

Tllese words were absolutely true., because it is said that in

every instance the gendarme did in fact take his own \"'111easures\"

along
with h is share of the profit.

There was only one time that some
unexpected

turbulence

stirred up this quiet c()rner for several days-but soon afterwards

it quickly settled down again.
In the vicinity ()f the station there

was an outbreak of robberies and murders; an investigator
was

sent out, but all the citIes had been completely obliterated as
the most daring hothead among

the servants at tl1e station had

taken ofT tor parts unknown, and there was
nothing

that could

be pinned on the ones who remained. After this incident the)))
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gendart11e was recalled and p'eace and qlliet once again reigned
at the station.

When I entered the Yv'aiting room.. the stationmaster's

assistant.. a bug-eyed man w'ith 3 reddish beard and attired in a

red beret and a greatcoat \",\"ith shiny buttons\037 \\vas just finishing
a business deal with the local miller-manufacturer. They \"\"'ere

arguing heatedly and barely stopped to say hello to me.
.\037Well\037 judge

for yourself!\" the miller \\-vas shouting.. and his

saliva was flying. \037\037I
gave

them plenty of spirits to seal a deal

witl1 them to ensure that
they

\\vould give me t\\\\lO freight cars for

my flour\037 but they sold the cars ot1\037 to Borysenkor\037

'-\"Don't talk nonsense!\" the offended red beret screamed.

....Borysenko ordered two
freight

cars earlier on.. and am I to

blame that they just happened to arrive today? Maybe yours
\\\\,\"jll

also show up soon!\"

.\037Go and tell that story to your uncle\037s \\\\,rif\"e! The day\" before

yesterday when you ,,\"'ere enjoying my \\\\line., you said that :you\"d

definitely have the cars for me today\" but Bor)rsenko must ha\\\"e

come along ,and stuffed a fiver in your teeth.. and so he ended
up'

getting the freight ca.rs.\"

\"'You're a real pig!\" the assistant flared up. -.IoYou
just

\\\\:oo\"t

believe me that \\ve're expecting your freight cars to conle along
. .,.,

al1Y mInute no\",,' . . .

I don't know what the nliller \\vould have said in response..
because just then the stationnlaster \\valked into the \\\\\"aiting

roonl and gave an order to start issuing tickets. Seizing the

opportunity
to contitlUe v\037ociterating his endless complaints..

the n1iller-manllfactllrer ran
IIp

tt1 the stationn1aster and stuck to

]linl like a burr on a
s11eep\037

\\\\,11ile I \\\\lent into the ticket office to

watch the people as they bOllght
their tickets.

TIle assistant \\vas still in a vile 1110od\037 and so the ticket

buyers 11ad to listen to 'volleys of abusi\037\037e ,\"\"ords because there

waSI1't enolJgl1 cllange in tIle cash register\" because the ink bottle
had overtllrned t)n tile table\037 and because the Iniller had spoken

harsl11y to, )lilTI. The coarse grey peasant cloaks and tattered

overcoats listelled tlleekly tll the assistant's abusive language as.,

one after the other\037 they walked IIp docilely to the op'en wicket.

An1011g the ticket bllyers I
spotted

the unkno'W'n man whom

we had n1et on the road. Seen t'rom
up close, the man appeared)))
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to be about twenty-five and he had tl1e typical soldier\"s face on
\\\\lhich the main tenets of the n1ilitary catechism seenled to be

pern1anently reflected:
HYes.. sir!\"\" and .t.At your conln1and\037 sir!....

He had a cleanly shavred chin.. neatly trimmed whiskers,
and his thick hair \\\\-ras cut closely ill a brush cut.. but it was his

eyes that \\\\trere his n10st outstanding feature: when he gazed
aimlessly into the distaI1ce they were like' the sad, mournful eyes
ot\037 a beaten old nag\037 but \\\\then he raised them to look at us they
chang,ed

at once to become like the carefree and cheerful eyes of
an innocent little child.

He \",'as clutching his cap in his hands\037 but it was difficult to

Sa)l \\vhether he '\037las
doing

this because of a natural or acquired

ser\\.'ility\037
or simply \\\\lithout thinking.

-\037w here are you heading?'\" the stationmaster's assistant

asked \\\\,'hen the stranger leaned into the wicket.

.'I?\
I,.4.V ,..\037

I es.

\"'I'm going. . . tar away.'\"

\037\037And where is it that you\037re going?'\037

\"'\037Who\037 I?\"

....Ves!\"

The man laughed: .'Where am I going? I am going to Russia.\"

HAnd to what place should I issue a ticket?\"

HTo \",'hat place. . . a ticket?\"

HYes'! Why do you keep on asking things over and O'ler

again?'\"
the assistant \\\\/as losing his temper.

\"'A ticket. . . well, let it be to Rostov.
H

'\037That will be three rubles and eighty kopiyky.\"
The man stood and \\\037laited with an indifferent look 011 his

face.

\"'Give me the money, you gaper!'\"
\"Who? I?\"

\"'Yes, you of course!'\"

'.1 don't have any money!\"
The assistant remained si lent for a moment. . \302\267

The unusual travelJer was also si lent.

But it must be that the noble greatcoat
with its shiny buttons

perceived something that was rather special in the tattered)))
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ignoble greatcoat, because the assistant appeared to s,often and

11easked nl0re gently: \037C.And whom are you going to see there?\"

\037-w ho? I?\"

\"'Yes!\"

The man hesitated for a moment. . .

Then his face suddenly lit up with a childish smile an,d his

pale cheeks took on a reddish glow.
\037'I\037m going to see the sovereign!'\"

\"The sovereign?'\"
\"\"'Yes.\"

The assistant looked long and hard at the
pale\037 sickly face..

and then said: \"They won't let you see him.\037\037

The man just tittered strangely and said confidently': -'\037Yes't

they will: there's a certain \\\\lord that I know\037!''1

'\037Ah-h-h! Well, that's another matter! But here\037s ho\\\\>\" things

are, my good man\037I can\037t
give you a ticket unless you pay for

it: the authorities wouldn't forgive me it-I Vv\037ere to do that!'\037

\037'He'll pay for it!'\037

\037'Who?;'

\037'The sovereign ,\",ill pay for it!\".

The assistant smiled and then calml)' began saying again

that the man had to pay for the ticket right then
\037nd

there.

For a ITIOment the traveller\"s face \\Jtanished frOITI the \\\\\"icket__

but the grey military greatcoat did not go a\\\\'ay
from the ticket

booth.

And then the man once again leaned into the open \\\\\"icket.

'41Take a look il1 your office records: nlaybe the money has
come

already.\"\"

'\037FrOlll whom?\"

HFronl the sovereign!\"

The assistant replied seriollsly once nlore: ....Na,it\"s not there;

I \037ve
already

looked.\"

The traveller just stared at him incredull)usly.
\"\037Fronl \\vhere llave you come?'\"

\037'Who? I?

HYes, YOtl of courser\037

\037\"

F TO 111 Pya t
yo

h 0 r
sky\"\037

'I

\"'And why were you tllere?\"\037

\037'Huh?'I')))
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\0374.Why
\\v'ere you there?'\"

\037\037Who? I?'\"

.'Yes!n

\"\037I \"'''as being treated!\"\"
......

The man bent his head and pointed at a spot where there
n1ight ha\\le been a serious wound.

\037

\037jpA od \\\\/here \\\\,'ere you wounded?\"

\037\037Who? I?\037\037

.\037Yes!\037'

.IoIn *Port Arthur.'\"-

\037.And why did you end up in Pyatyhorsk?\"
\037.My

tather lived there. . . l\"m not from these parts.\"
..And \\V'here is your father no\",,\"?\"

.\037My
father?'\037

!o..yes....

.\"He \\\\rent back home. . . to Kharkiv!\"

The stationmaster's assistant tl10ught for a moment.

\037j,Listen\037 my good man., you can get on the train without a
ticket and you'll be taken \\V'here you want to go.\"

The man from Port Arthur looked at him silently, as if the

assistant \302\245lasn't talking to him.

HGet on the train. Go on.. get on it! The
sovereign

has given

orders that you be taken there without a ticket. I'm not fooling
you..\"

The man shuffled his feet a fe\\\\l times., glanc-ed once more at

the \\\\J'icket\" and walked away.

\"'There you have it!\" the assistant turned to me.
HTI1ey

cripple
a man in a war.. make him lose his mind., treat hin) for

whatever they can\037 and then send him\037 deranged
as he is\037 on }lis

way. . . And you should be aware tl1at more than a dozen ofthenl
have come through here t\037ronl the Pyatyhorsk hospital: this one

is off to see the sovereign and that one's
heading

to see God\037 but

not one of them is going home. For does an unfortunate tello\037'

like tllat actually have a honle to go to?
UJust

stop
and think how ev.ery one of thenl is going off tl1

see sonleone, be it ev'en to see the s()vereign! Take this crippJe:
where has he been? Through which villages }1as he wandered?

What has he been eating? And
why

is he going in exactly the

opposite ,direction from Pyatyhorsk?)))
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'c.Alld what about the police? Oh, they know ho'h' to catch

vagabl)llds
without passports, they kno\\v hoy/ to detain every

dallgerous person') but tlley do not \\vant to have allY thing to do

wit}l these unfortunate madmen \\vho are roaming around train

stations as they look for roads that lead \037to the sovereign.

\037\037,

-40AJld why do you suppose this chap from Port Arthur is

going to see the
sovereign?\"

he added.

.\037Well, \\VThy?\037'

\"'You should ask him: it's either to lay a
complaint\037

or to get

a reward.
n

With these words he step'ped out ,of the ticket booth. The

people \"rere already going out on the platform because the train

\\vas approacl1ing the station. We also made our Via}' closer to
tIle tracks, but the deranged man Vv\037as no\\\\,rhere to be seen in the

crowd.

As wa-s usually the case, there \\\037/ere many passengers e\\ren

thoug11 not many tickets had been issued'! but the station had a

special platforn1
for those \\vho hopped on board trains \\\\'ithout

tickets.

When a train came in\037 the conductors \\\\,rould stand beside

the coaches and begin shouting as loud as the)' could: HWhere

do you think you\037re going? Wllere's your ticket? You don\037t ha\\'e

one? Get out of here!'\037

And then they \",'ould quietly add:
HHop

on board on the

other side. Why are you pushing your vlay here in front of the

authorities?\"

And the astonished passeI1ger \\\\:ould board the train from
the other side. There were a lot of people tl1ere\037 but no one asked

for tickets on t}1at side. There \\vas l)nly a \",\"eary conductor \\,.rho

was saying to everyone: \037\037Take
your seats quickly.. or the train

wi 11 leave \\\\l ithout y'ou!'\"

Before long the second bell rang 41 and I \\\037vas read)' to get

on board wl1en an llllusllal scene attracted
filY

attention. The

lLll fortlillate nlan fr()nl Port A rthllf \"ras trying to board the first

coach\" but a \",'ell-heeled, corpulellt conductor '\\las sho\\/ing hill1

away while screall1ing at hinl at the top of his lungs so tllat
the statil1nmaster could hear llil11: \"\037WI1ere do you tl1ink you're

going? S110\\\\l l11e your ticket! You don't Ilave one? Get a ticket

before you COllIe here!\)
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The madman \\vas clutching his e-ap on his chest and waving
11is free hand around as if he was pleading \",\"ith the conductor to

let him get on\037 he \\\\las even bo\037'ing down lo\\\\r before him.

All the tra\\l'ellers turned their attention to this scene. And
this made the conductor even

angrier.
-.I'm telling you, you can't

tra\\rel \\v ithout a ticket! Go get a ticket!\"\"
'---

The assistant stationnlaster was hurrying to come to the
assistance ot-- the unfortunate soldier fronl Port Arthur\037 and he

\\vas shouting as he ran: \03740Let him get on.. let him board the train!'\037

But just then the third bell
rang\037

the people began jostling

to get on board\037 and a blaring whistle drowned out everything.
'The train started moving.
I \\1/3S standing on the step's of a coach and staring with

inexpressible grief at a spot up ahead where an old grey military

greatcoat sho\\\\Jred
up darkly_ The conductor must not have heard

the assistant\037s \\\\lords and probably thought that he was being

reprimanded for letting a passenger get on the train without a

ticket.. because he was roughly shoving the madman away as the
latter tried desperately to grab onto the coach.

A moment later the madman flew a few *arshyns away from

the train, \\vhile the conductor jumped up on the steps of the

coach and rode oft:

Curious people from all the coaches were looking out at the

platform \\vhere a sOlall grey figllre was sitting hunched over in

great grief.
When our wagon

drew up alongside him, I could clearly see

how tightly the demented man was
clasping

his cap to his cl1est

as he stretched out his other hand to us and cried out like a little

child as copious tears rolled down 11is face.

The station had long since been lost t() view.. but my heart
still ached fiercely.. and it seemed to nle that the wheels ,of the

indifferent train were pounding out tIle \\\\-fords: HHow Il1allY,
how

many are there\037 these men from Port Arthur?'\)
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\037'This situation, you know, does not fit in \\\\iith our plans at

all. If times were different-it would not matter in the least!

We would simply spit at it. There would be a fe\\v.. or e'ven a

few dozen who would drop dead-forgiv'e me for
putting

it that

way-and our problems would be over. It \\\\\037ould be of no great

consequence! But now. . . The government\037 you see, \\\\lants to

borrow money from European ban ks.. and so \\\\re ha'ie to be \\'ery

vigilant. As you can see.. I am speaking very frankly v.'ith y'ou.

After all, it- only one or two dropp,ed dead\037 it \\\\'ouId be possible

to cover up the matter. But there are eighteen of them, and they

are all threatening t,o commit mass suicide; and your son is the

mainstay in this affair. He has-it must be admitted-some

kind of power within him. It is unfortunate that he did not direct

this power into proper channels: he could ha\\/e attained great

heights. But now. . . he w
r

il1 only make it to the highest. . . tee-
hee-hee . . .\"

He notices that she is deeply upset. .itBut that's not the point.
I summoned you here to tell you that )'Ollr son's con,dition is

very precarious. Very precariolls indeed. OUf prison doctor

says that your son could die at any nl0n1ent-perhaps as soo,n as

today or tomorro\\v. And that is very a\\'lk\\\\rard for us.. because..

as I stated earlier, tl1at COllld trigger a mass suicide. It is some

kind of a devrilish solidarity. I have had this position.. God be
praised.,

for a long till1ell but I have never b,efore seen such like-
mindedness. Well, sometimes it does 11appen that the prisoners
\\vant son1et11ing or l)ther.. al1d so they ShOtlt\" smash \\\\rindo\\vs,

and, at tilnes., threaten to do even more\037 but the experienced eye

can see tl1at it is all just idle talk\037 and certaiIl indi'viduals can be

spotted in tllat \037nlass\" 111o,venlent, and you know allead of time

what has to be done\037 and \\\037lhat the result will be. But in this

case-the devil only k11l)WS \\\\lllat your son has inspired them to)))about people who were cold and people who were hot. Not so)))
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do. They are all ot'one n1ind\037
IfYOll attack one of them, you will

knock all of them down. I anl telling you this very frankly\037\"

After a pause he continues: HI feel sorry, so sorry for your
son. He is a \\'ery talented young man\037 in fact, I would 110t

hesitate to call him a genius. Do not think that I am saying this

just because you are his 111other-no'l I s\\vear on my honour, that

is not the case at all. I am
speaking seriously. But now we must

tackle the matter at hand4 1 have been so bold a.s to approach

you\037 because I kno\\\\' you to be a \\V'ise and sensible woman, and

I think you can help n1e. Let me draw
your

attention to the fact

that I atll talking to you not as a f\037unctionary, but as a person
\\\\'ho., like you.. has a heart and a soul. I am asking you to wield

your influence o\\'er your son . . . Use your maternal logic to

make it clear to hinl that what he is
doing is utterly insane, I am

appealing to you in the name of humanity. . 4\"

\"\"Excuse me for interrupting. What is the r,eason for this

hllnger stri ke?\"

\037\"You see 4 . . Somethin,g unfortunate happened here. . . A

female political prisoner wh,o suffered 1---rom neurasthenia hanged

herself. . . That kind at' thing does happen occasionally in the
c]lfonology a,f a prison. And because it. happened at a time when
I was ill charge., the political prisoners are demanding that I 'be

discharged. . . and that's all there is to it.'\037

She., looking straight at him: HAnd is there any truth in what
is being said in the city, that

you\037 supposedly. . . raped that girl,

and she hanged herself and left a note for her colleaglles?\"

He.. raising his hands: \037'O
my God., n1Y God! What vileness,

w-hat malice! HO\\\\J' could you ever consider me capable of such

a loathsome deed? After all\037 I alTI an intelligent person't I 113ve a

wife\037
children. . . Oh,just think to what lengths human baseness

will go!\"\037.

\037\037Yes . . . We))\" be that as it may. Let us return to tIle matter
at hand. So\037 you are attempting to use tIle ploy of exploiting

my maternal influence? Well., this tactic has been used before

in your \037criminal chronology,' s() you have not come up with

anything neW4 And exactly what, according to you, am I to say
to my son?\"

\"What? Well, actually, nothing extraordinary.
Just tell him

that most of his comrades have begun eatil1g, and t}1at he is)))



254 IHnat Khotkcvych

torturil1g himself in vain. By doing SO\037 you
will help not only

hiI11\037 but als() all the poor youths who are emulating him by

staying 011 a hunger strike.

HYou and I are both adults\037 and we understan,d that no

hunger strikes, no self-motivated actions\037 no individual acts \037Iill

accomplish anything or change anything. We are talking about
an entire reginle here! It is not to be taken lightly\037 is it? There

is a huge governmental apparatus, a colossal machine-and

standing in opposition to it there are the lachrymose protests of
some youngsters. It

goes
\\\\,'ithout saying that the machine \\\\Till

crush them. It will crush them \\vithout even taking note of them.
But how much grief that will cause fathers and mothers! I am

not trying to convince
you

or to agitate you: I am simply sa)ling
what I think. In the historical epoch in which \\\\re are li\\/ing.. the

protests of yo,ur s,on., or of his comrades, or of hundreds't or evren

of thousands of analogous youths-\\\\Irill be of no
consequence__

absolutely none.

.-L.et us take the present, concrete case ,as an example\037 Theyr

want my dismissal. AI1d I would leave\037 I \\\\1'ould be happy\037 to lea'le\037

because, to tell the truth, I am sick and tired of being \\.'ie\\ved b,.'- \037 \037

people as an ogre of some kind. But I \\'lOn --t be allo\\\\'\037ed to lea'le:

they will force me to stay\" because I must uphold the prestige of

the authorities.
'

I.'Let us say.. 110wever., that I did lea\\:e-\\vhat good \\\\lould

that do? There are ten candi,dates \\vho are more than ready and

willing to take my place. In \"that
\\\\,Fay

\\vill they be any better

than I an1? They won't be. I ev\037en dare say that they \\Vrj 1) be far

worse. Bec.ause I have done SOl11e
reading\037

I ha't'e seen a thing

or two, but as for those fellows-\\vell'l you )'ourself knO\\\\l \\\\,.hat

they are like: ignoranlUSeS., failures.

\"\"TI1ings did 110t go \\vell for him in the regin1ellt\037 or }le got\"-, \037 ---.

caught stealing\037
or something else 11appened-\\\\,rell__ he won\"t be

tried for it\" because the honOllrofthe uniform nlust be maintained.

And so he has to leave tile reginlellt. But wl1ere is he to go?\037 \037,

Tllere is nowhere for hin1 to go except to join the gendarmes.
And so that kind of pers()n-a person lacking in intellige11ce__
with a sllilied replltation.. and bitter abOtlt his failure-comes

here. And he takes it Ollt on the \"\"rretched political prisoners. Is
that not the case?)))
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\"\"As you c'an see.. I am speaking frankly to y,ou. And here you
havre these eigllteen young people who have been on a hunger
strike for nine days in order to replace a more or less 'palatable'
gendarme \"lith another one who is of a lower sort. Is tl1is a
reasonable thing to do?'\"'

\037

She \\\\\"as a\\\\-'are that the logic of this clever man was

COl1fusing her. She herself had said more than once: \"'Beware

of' Greeks bearing gifts.\"\"
And she kne\\\\l that you should never

I isten to allytl1ing that was said from \"\"over there.\" In tl1is
instance\" hO\\\\le\\1er.. the game \\vas overly subtle, the net was very
diaphanous\037

and it \\vas imperceptibly entangling her.

She s\\\\liftly said her good-byes and left\037 saying
that she

\\\\/ould gi\\/e him her decision the following day.
She thought about it all night. She did not sleep. And she was

a\\\\tare that o'ver there.. 11er son, exhausted by his nine-day hunger
strike also \\\\/as not sleeping. . & There could be no question that

s}1e \\\\lould gladl)l giv'e her soul to ease his
suffering.

But 110W

'h'as she to do it? Was she to go and say the things that the clever

gendarme had told her to say?
She paced the room

agitatedly.,
not knowing what to do, 110t

knO\\1iing \\\\lhat to tell her son the next day. At Olle nl0ment\037 it

se,emed to h_er that she sho,uld go there and strengthen Ilis resolve!o

t}1at she should be like a *Spartan won1an, like the mother of tl1e
*Gracchi\037 and the \\.'ery next moment she ridiculed herself for

being ready to sacrifice her son's life simply for appearance's

sake.

It was with an aching head that she began her day, and

even though it is said that tIle morning is always wiser than the

evening, even the morning did not help her. She walked aroulld

in a distracted daze, unable to decide what she would sa,Y. One

moment she felt that she should say one
thing..

and the very next

moment it seellled to her that S}lC should say something entirely

different.

The time came for her to go. She
got

dressed and \\vent. Alld

she still did not know what she would say. But as she walked

past the display window of a patisserie, she stopped and stood
stil] for a moment, and then sl1e stepped inside alld ordered

three sandwiches spread thickly with butter. She
put

in her order

mechanically, and when it was given to her\037
she drew back with)))
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a start. All at once it seemed to her that it was the gendarme \\V'ho

was passing the food to her.
She took the sandwiches and rushed out of the shop.

'\"'I 'nl despicable,\"
she whispered to herself, and she glanced

around to see if tl1ere happened to be a dog running by so that

she could toss the sandw'iches to it.
Up ahead, a dog did sho'h'

up, but instead of'throwing th,e sandwiches to jt\037 she tucked them

into 11er muft-. A small corner of the paper \\\\!rapping protruded

from it, al1d she shoved it farther in.

She arrived at the prison.
The colonel greeted her politely\037 but not

o'/erl\037{ familiarly\037.

His eyes rested knowingly on her muff, and his lips t\\\\l'itched

sardon ically.

He gave an order to take the lady to cell No,. 7. In response

to the startled look of the superintendent-as long as the prison
had been in existence, pri'vate citizens had ne'ler been taken to
the cells-he repeated his order.

They walked down the corridor. There \\\\\037ere locked doors on

eitl1er side of it . . .

A guard greeted them \\vith an an1azed look on his face.
Then he understood that .\"this is ho\\\\.' things are to be dOIle\037\"\" and-

4o.r

he paced IIp and down at some distance from the cell \\'lith an

exaggerated indifference.

Now they were in front of the door.
On it there was a huge lock hanging on an imnlense latch,

as if a hundred elephants \\vere
being kept llnder guard behin,d

that door.

Her heart contracted in pain. . .
With an aCCllstolned gesture\" the superintendeI1t unlocked

the lock\037 filIng
t11c door open \\\\'idely\037

ad 111 itted her into the

room, 311d closed the do()r OI1ce
again.-

Then he quietly took up a

position near the door and listened.)

. . . Slle had inlagined tl1at 11e \037\037ould
fling

hill1self into 11er

arms with a despairing cry: \037'Mother!\"\"' But 11e only raised his

11ead frOlll t11e pillow and'l as it\"' s11e 11ad just been there no nlore

that a half hour ago, said: \037'\"Ah\037 is it you?\037' And tllen he let his

head fall back on the
pillo\\\\\037

once again.)))

door \302\267\302\267\302\267

They stood silently for a minute.)))
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In that single n10ment, she sa\\v a terrifying face., in1possibly
eIllaciated. His

eyes blazed for a nl0ment like th,ose of an insane

person, alld tllen they instantly
dimllled.

All the \\\\lords that she llad been prepared to say about the
sarlctity

l)f the deed.. about the great futllre ,of their native land,
about the debts that \\\\,re o\\ve to our nation-all that got stuck in
her throat and instantly became superfluous. She saw before 11er

a skeleton tllat v\037/as e\\ler so dear to her\037 and wit11 a heart-stricken

\\vail she fell to her knees beside the bed.
Later

they
sat side by side\037 and he did all the talking. He was

ob\\tiously
tense\037 and his \037rords got nluddled, but he did talk. And

the sole
topic

,of his conversation was-food. It was in vail1 tl1at
s11etried to steer tile con\\\"ersation in another direction, he could

talk about nothing else. Not about his father, or 11is sister, or the

latest re\\lolutionary ne\\vs-or abollt anytl1ing else.

iul sense\037 motl1er, that I will collapse very soon. . . I will not
be able to endure it

any longer. . . and I will become. . . either

I \\v i I] beconle despicable in the eyes of my comrades, or I will

smash nlY head against this \\\\,rall . . . I cannot go on,. motller . . .

My comrades are stronger than I am, because they were raised

by parents \\\\'ho Vlere workers, peasants. . . You were the one

\\vho raised me't but you did not instil in me the Spartan ability

to \\\\rithstan,d hunger and thirst. You ga\\'e me only shattered

nerves-and now I feel that I am about to lose lllY mind. . .

'''And
they\037 they

. . . those devils have drained all my

strength. Do you know Vv'hat they do? Every day they place the

most excellent fare on my table., tasty
roast meat, t\"resh bread. . .

borshch. . . Oh\037 110W wonderful it all smells! Mother, J can't stand

it any longer. I gnaw' at my fingers, cover
nlY moutll, Iny nose, but

that aroma- insinuates itself everywllere., it permeates the entire
roonl; my

clothes are saturated with it, IllY hair., everythillg. And

at night, when I am alone, and no one can see me, whell the elltire

prison is sleeping, both the tormeJlted and their tornlentors-my

suffering becomes intolerable. Because the food ren1ains here,
they do not take it aVv'ay., they just continual]y replace it . . . No

one can see. . . no one will know. . .

'''0 mother, n10ther\037 if\037
only you knew how wonderflll it

smells! Yesterday there was a goose stuffed with apples.
. . The

apples were so nicely roasted. . . tl1e gravy. . . tile soft, white)))
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HListen! No one can see us . . . no one can hear us . I .

Look what I brought you. . . Their food., the food brougllt by
the gendarlnes '\037lill remain untouched.. bllt you will boost your

strength\" a strength that you need not
Dilly

for yourself\037, but also

fOT your con1rades.\"

And\037 shielding
his face \\\\-..ith her mantilla., she raised a piece

ot\" bread.. thickly spread \\\\rith butter\" to his mouth.

\037.4fl(f 11e took o.f tIle .!rllit . . . 01'1(J ate thereqf'. . .

At that moment the door
opened\037

and t\\\\'Q of his comrades

trom a n,eighbouring cell appeared on the threshold. . .
And one of them spat l1arshly: \037\037Scun1bag!'\)



In a Free Country
(19()6))

I found myself quite by chance in a foreign country.
I ended up far away from the usual forms of oppression to

which I was accustomed.. far a\\\\lay from the indigenous povertyT\037

from all the phenomena, antagonisms, and other things that

\"\"'ere
intelligible

to me. I found myself, as I \\\037laS informed., .'in a

free country . . .'\"

In a free one!

But it is possible that \\\\Joe do not understand the \\\\'ord

Hfreedom.\" We associate that word writh endless other \\\\/ords\" and

concept.s, and
hopes\037 up

to and including .\037personal happiness.'\"

But that is just like associating the \"lord
..priest\037\"t

\\\037/ith the

concepts of
H

I10Iy,\" \037C.sincere\037'\037 \"honest..\" and so on. And ,,\"hi Ie \\\\Te

have already pulled priests down from their pedestals.. freedom

still remains enthroned.
But the time has come! The time has come to ll)ok \\\\\037ith

sober eyes at this impostor-the \\\\/orst ,of all impostors-that is
so ingratiating and

delightful
at first glance.

It is time tl1at it \302\245las understood-not by those \\\\rho are being

deceived, they will realize the trllth soon enough, but
by

those

who are doing the deceiving, \\\\tho are decei'ling thenlsel'les-it
is time tllat it was l.lnderstood that the \"lord \\o\"freedom\037\" is quite

p()ssibly tIle nlost naked of \\Vl1rds., evten tll0l1gh it llolds forth
the promise of IUXllriolJS

garr11eI1ts\037
it is the most faI11is11ed of

words Ol even tl10ugll it sets Ollt to feed e\"'eryone\037 it is the most
impoverished of\" words\037 even tll0Ugll it appears to encompass
the entire \\\\'orld.

Let us do away \\vith all romanticisln-and let us wrest
freedom . . . fron1 freedom! Do not hang jingling baubles on

a sacf,ed tree.. and d() not attire yoursel,,'es in the clothing of

shamans as YOtl wail like jackals before the idol of freedom.
Let us have 1110re realistl1 and understallding! It is not for

poets)))
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that we are striving to attain t\037reedom.. for poets have no need of

freedom.)

And so ] found n1yself in a \037\037free country. . .\"

I \"leltt to the post office to mail a letter. Ahead of me stood
a s()ldier of the ....f'ree country\037'-he wanted to send a telegram.

The t'unctionary counted the number of words and then

requested payment.

The soldier blushed furiously. . .

A beet-red flush flooded his kind., naive fac.e. Someone must
ha\\'e told him that soldiers\"' telegrams were sent t\037ree of charge.,

and he had belie'led it.

The functionary rudely flung a few insulting words at him.

The soldier grew even more embarrassed. He picked up the
telegram \\\\/ith his large., reddened hands and shifted awkwardly
from one foot to another.

And I recalled that people flushed just as helplessly in IllY
servile country. Back there, a

person.,
driven to distraction by the

circumstances of his life\" stands just as despairingly before an

official beJlefactor, all the while kneading his
cap

in his hands;

and the eternal parable about the poor man is illustrated in tile

same way-the poor man from whom his very last lamb is taken
to feed a rich man\"s guests.. the eternal disproportion in taxation,

botll moral and material.
Andjust v...rhen will you, my poor soldier\037 finally stop' paying

taxes? Taxes for eating, and for
being alive., and for breatlling,

and for gazing at the moon at night and at the sun during the

day? When will yo,u stop paying taxes with the blood of your

sons, as you send them off to die for those WIlD do not have

any right at all to, lord it over
YOll?

When will you stop paying

taxes with the bodies of\" your daughters whom you cherish and

lovingly raise only to have a
putrid buyer take advantage of their

virtuous young flesh?

Alas, 0 soldier, 0 soldier! I will not forgive you for flushing.

I wanted to see you proud and free., I wanted to admire an

expression of human dign ity on your face, [ wanted to have the

right, after returning horne, to say to my w'retched brethren:
HThat is how people are supposed to live!\)
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SLit you, 0 soldier., have turned out to be just
ljke the one

t hat I sa \\\\r b a c- k the re, at h () me. C-' rip pie d, \\\\l it h a h 0 lei n his c he st

where his heart Slll1Uld have been.. he sat in the sun and hoarsely
croaked away his final days.

And ev'ery morning he prayed for

the Tsar., and every evening he once again prayed
for the Tsar.

\"Our Father the Tsar has been feeding me for nothing
for thirtyr

years already!'\037

4o'You old fool!\" I wanted to shout at him. \"\037And for hO\\\\l man).'

hundreds of years have you been feeding the Tsar for nothing?\"\037

And so it seems that
you\037

0 soldiers\037 are all alike. A cripple

like that one back home will weave a tale that there exists some

kind ot' di'v'ine order, that there is something higher than a

human being, and you believ'e that.. and are afraid to kick do\\vn

the prison that has been erected.
Do not be afraid! Topple it boldly! It is

)'TQU yoursel\\.'es
\\vho

hav,e built it. And if you learn hO\\\\l to scatter all those delusions..

you will see that the bricks of that prison are the bones of )lOUr

brothers, the cement is comprised ot\"'their blood and their s\\veat..

and the uppermost embellishments on it resemble the trophies
that savage leaders hang around their necks\" trophies

made out

of the teeth and the skulls of their conquered enen1ies.
So unite more quickly\037 0 you proletarians of all countries!

And so that
YOll

are able to unite\" first of all create a
countryr\037

your own country. It is not the proletarian \\vho does not 11a\\le

a country-it is the bourgeois. To a bOllrgeois it is all the same

where, he trades or in what language he signs a promissory note..
and his international coat is sold tor the san1e price both in

London and in Brllssels. But the proletarian has nl) tl111e to learn

EUfopeall langllages\037 his only ,\037\037ish is tl1 learn l1is o\\vn language

well enollgh so that 11ecan bring the
light

of kno\\\\'ledge into his

hon1e.

Create your o\\vn
COllntry\037

Sl) that e\\lentually tile proletarians

of\" all countries CaJ1 unite. Will over adherents and people of like
mil1ds\037 for tl1ere are I11()re of thelll than it n1ig11t seem at first
glance. All th()se \\\\rho are pitied, \\\\lI10 are given \\VTork<\\ Vv'ho are

benevole11tly given a plac.e to spend the night\" \\vho are graciously
givel1 sOlnet11ing

t(J eat. All \\\\r}10 have li\\led for at least a day on
SUCl1 benevole11ce\037 all Wl10 11ave eaten at least a crust of bread that
\\\037laS

graciollsly given to tllen1\" all w110 ha\\/e crossed another's)))
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threshold \\\\'hile begging-all of these are yours. Just learn how
to find the \",ray t() their hearts\037 learn Il0W to l11ake the strings of
their being resonate\037 do not revile tl1em with disdainful words,

do not stand apart like rnelnbers of a sect-and your ranks will

gro\\\037v
in nunlbers.

Your neVl allies \\\\J'ill
bring you the gift of their insulted

diginity\037 their flan1ing cheeks, along with tlleir words of

gratitude. And the)'\" \\\\rill bring the bitterness of the titnes when

they'
\\vere unemployed\" and the coldness of strangers, and the

heights that could not be scaled. They will add new notes to your

songs\037 they
\\\\till join their hands with yours-an.d it is then that

the long-anticipated day
\\Alill fly down more swiftly to the earth!)))



The Three

(A Sketc'h Based on
L\037'le

ill
*

Ha(vch\037l'na)

( 190\037))

Three youths were sitting in a coffee house in L\\\"i\\l. Their

faces were pale-it was clear that they did not find life eas)'

in these times. Their heads w,ere tilted in the same direction-

tJ1ey
were listening as one of them read. And they \\vere so 1ntent

on what was
being

read that they forgot 'Arhere
they\037 \\vere\037 they'

forgot that tlley were surrounded by hundreds
ofpeople\037

and that

the waiters were \"'latching all the guests to ensure that no one
ran off\" without paying\037 they forgot that this \\vas a public place\037

and that reveali_ng your soul in it \\\\!as as improper as sticking out
your tongue . . .

They
listened as a nervous__ slightly hushed ,\"oice read:)

There is a new' station on our nation\037s
to\037turollS path

to its historic Goigotha\037 a ne\\\\' blood}' sacrifice has been

placed by
our peasantry on the altar of freedonl. Beastly

in tl1eir
anger\037

the Pharisees are ceaselessl\037l shollting:

\037-Crucify him! Crucify him!'\037 And all sorts of Pontius

Pilates are washing their hands l)fthe
iI1nocentlyT spilled

blood.

Tile nl0re ne\\\\\"s that beconles av\"ailable abollt the

Koropets nlurder\" the clearer it beeOITIeS as to \\Vllat

was done in tile
,,\"illage

of Koropets ....in the nanle of tile

la\\\",\"-the nl0re OJle\037S blood freezes in one\"s ,.reins\" and

it is impossible to explain how SOllletlling like this could

have happened ill a c()nstitutional c.ountry it1 Central

Europe\037
and even nl0re SO\037 uI1der a go\\'ernmet1t based on

a national parliall1ent t)13t is elected through a
general

vote!

TIle vi llage ,of Koropets lies in a district \",There\",

after long years of felldal servitude, the peasants finally)))
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began to, t'ully appreciate tl1eir rights as citizens and
to recognize the

political oppression
and economic

exploitation they had endured. From distant times., the
people in Koropets have

engaged
in industry and trade,

\\vhile at the sall1e time beco,ming renowned for their love

of freedotn\037 and their discipline in organizational lite.
In t11ev'illage there is a .Prosvita reading room where

almost the entire COffitTIunity gathers \\\037litll tl1e exception

of the insignificant pro-*Muscovite faction that is

grouped around the reading roanl of the Kac.hkovsky

Society. In addition\037 our people have a savings bank and
a store. and also an Agricultural Union that is very well

organjzed.'---

All the elements that are hostile to our nation
have grouped thel11selves around the local lord, Count

Stanislav-Henrik Baden\037 who is running against us in
the elections to the regional parliament. Foremost in l1is

campaign \\vere Il1anor personnel who worked ceaselessly
to

organize
all kinds of. patriotic manifestations to

make fer\\lent Poles out of those Ukrainians of the Latin

rite \\vho did not know how to speak Polish. Working
alongside theIl1 were Polish priests and all manner of

Poles-male and female teachers, the district doctor.
The

police precinct also fulfilled its mandate. And as a

result a Polish public reading room came into existence

and even a sfl1all bank \037\"as founded to undermine our

institutions. It was inevitable\037 of course, that additional

support \\vas also garnered from the call1ps of so-called

khruny, betrayers
of their own nation\037 among them, for

example, was the current reeve\037 Mykllaylo Melnychuk\"

who placed himself at the servic.e of the manor.
Poland grew and strengthened, and there were

growing numbers of provocations and all sorts of abuses

perpetrated against
our people; but at the same tinle,

our peasants were also becoming nl0re organized. The

leader of the community in its fight with the local Polish

powers was Marko, the son of Vasyl Kahanets. It was

not because of his wealth that he rose to this position in

the community-for 11e had only a cottage, a quarter of)))
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a *Tnorg of land for a
garden\037

and two, ml)rgs of fields-

but because of his intelJect and his love for his people.

He had led the commun ity for several years: everyone
respected and obeyed him, while he\037 in turn\037 detended

and instrllcted the citizens every step of the
'h\037ay

\\vith

an incomparable self-sacrifice that'! in the final
anal)'sis\037

sealed his death. . .

Preparations were being made for the ejections to the
regional parliament.

The manor and the riding in Yihich

the local lord tt Count Baden, was the candidate\037 made

every effort to thwart the Ukrainian national cause\" and

the first step was to falsify the electoral lists so blatantly..
that the peasants, under the leadership of Marko

Kahanets., filed no fe\\ver than se\\lenty-fiv'e complaints.
At a meeting, the

community
council decid,ed to set up a

comn1ittee comprised of five of its members to look into

the complaints.

The secretary was not present at the
meeting__

and

so the reeve stated that the resolution Vv.ould be recorded
at a later date in the ot\037ficial record book. The next

da)'f\037

however\037 a rumour swept through the village that the
reeve did not want to have tIle resolution recorded in

the minutes., and that rneant that the entire matter of
the resollition would come to notl1ing: the manor\"s

faithful adherents\037 who did not e\\\"en ha\037re the right to--

vote, would elect tIle representati've\" ,,\\rhile honest people

and householders with legal status \\\\i\037ould be denied that
........

right.

Marko Ka11anets \\\\lent to see the ree\\le.. and the latter
confirmed the rtlnl0Uf__ basing

his argun1ent on tl1e fact

that the resl)lution sllpposedly \037ias \\vithin thejurisdiction

of the county head. It \\vas in 'vain that Marko tried
to convince the reeve otherwise b)'T showing him the

relevant paragraphs in \037-4
COlnpe'-ldil-ll11 o.t'\037.4til11inisfrati\\,'e

LaY1-)s\037 the reeve, aware that he had the backing of\"' the

Inanor on this point'! stubbofl11y stood his ground. It was
decided tllat a telegram should be sent to the county
office with a prepaid response-and that was ,done. But

the COllnty office did not reply on the same day, and so)))
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Marko decided to drop the Inatter oftl1e complaints until

the follo\\\\/ing day.

T11e' flext
day\037

Marko \\valked out ot' his house and.,

after meeting up \\vith a I1eighbour, they decided to go
to the comlllunity office to find out what was J1appening

,,'vith the complaints. Marko's wife, aware of tIle manor
people's hostility and

police threats\037 had not wanted him

to leave the house. Marko had tried to convince his wife

that he had 110thing to fear because he had done nothing
\\\\\"rong\037

and that \\vas why he intended to go; but his w-ife.,

instinctively feeling that son1ething was not right, went

\\-\\lith her husband. Along the \\vay they met Marko's sister

Yustj'na and a fe\\v other \\'illagers who were also curious

about the respOllse fronl the county office. And so, in all'!

about eight to ten people set out, but they were wa.lking
separately\037

and not in a single group.

A \\\\,'ide stream called the Koropchyk flows at the end

of the square. It is spanned by a long, wide bridge, and

just beyond it stands the chapel of St. Jan, and the village
otllce behind the chapel is reached by turning left from

the mai n bridge onto a smaller bridge that conceals tIle

street below it. A barrieT divides this smaller bridge into
two halves\037 the half that is closer to the large bridge
leads to the public square, while tIle ()ther half leads

directly to the office by way of a n,arrow path ellclosed

by
a balustrade.

And so., when the people were approaching the

snlaller bridge that led t,o the office, two policelnen caIne

out and swiftly approached the group.
TIle senior officer halted three steps away fronl

then1.. and addressed Marko and his neighbour: HI am

arresting you in the name of the law. Please step into the
counci1

building.'\"

The arrested men did not protest'! and the policemen

began leading t]1emaway.
Marko\037s brother Ivan was also among tllose gathered

there,! and he shouted:
'\037My

friends! Let's go with the)11!\"

And everyone started moving in the direction of tIle

bui Idi ng.)))

plantations begins, th,e production apparatus stirs and comes

to life. Before the arrival of spring, tl1e railway casts out
yellow)))



268 IHnat Khotkevych

Outside the building., more men and women who
were curious about th,e charges had already gathered.

When the policemen reached this group, they
abandoned

the arrested men, pushed their way past the people and

made their
way

to the office door.

Turning to face the crowd, they took up positions by

the door, and a third policeman \\valked out of the office
and issued an order: \037\037In the name of the la\\\\\"\037 I ask you

to disperse, or I will begin to shoot.\037\037

'To avoid a confrontation \\\\lith the police'! the

peasants turned around and began to make their \\\\'a)l

back to the road. The police follow,ed them. Marko \\\\ras

in the middle of the group and his \\J/ife, his brother Iv\"an\037

and his sister \037lere with him. The peop'le v./ere \\\\:alking
calmly, but they obviously could not disperse until they

got past tl1e narrow' path \"'lith the balustrade that led to

the road, and then from the road-ov'er the large bridge
and back into the village. . .

Suddenly, one policenlan rushed into the midst of

the crowd, and, tor no reason at alL. struck Marko on the

head witl1 the butt of his rifle.
Marko sl1outed:

\037\037Help! Help
me!\037\037

,

His wife and sister grabbed hold of him so that he
would not fall.

Tile policeman waited llntil the other t\\\\'O policemen
reaclled l1im after forcing t}1eir

'hTa)' through the cro\\vd..

and then the three of them jllmped o\\'er the balustrade

on the little path and, runl1ing ahead of the
peop,le\"

once

agaiIl shollted at tllem to disperse.
\"\037Where are \\\\re to go.. if you 'Ire standing in tIle

\\\\ray?'t\037

the villagers asked. .\037WI1Y l1ave you blocked our
patll?'\037

But tile policen1en just stood in a ro\\v alld pointed
t}1eir

baY()llets
at thenl. ....In tl1e nanle of the la\\\\.... \\\\,'e ask

you to disperse or \\ve \\\\rill
begin SI10oting.--\037

At tlIat IllOlllent the situatioll1ooked like this. Marko
was among those who were in tile lead\037 11is sister\037 \\\\JTho

was holdillg llis hand.. was al1ead of hinl\037 his \\1life \\V'as

clasping l1is neck on tile rigllt l1and side, and his brother
was

grippiI1g
h.is right should,er. Upon 11earing the Sl10Ut)))
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fron1 the policeInen\037 the people up front, including
Marko\037 l1alted.. but t110se behind them had 110t 11eard

anything, and so tl1ey continued pressing forward-and
then

something terrible happened. As t11ey let tile other

people go past them., all tllree policeInen simultaneously

attacked Marko, and only Marko. One stabbed 11imwith
his bayonet on the

rig11t
side of his chest.\" right between

the hands of his w'ife and sister. . .

\037\037My
friends. . . the blood is gushing out of Ine . . .\"

the unfortunate victin1 groaned, and just then the senior

policeman stuck 11is bayonet into Marko's stomach,

once.. t\\vice., and a third tinle . . . Marko took two steps,
and

dropped
dead . . .

The p,olicenlen \\\\1iped the blood from their bayonets
\\'lith handkerchiefs. . . Nothing else l1appened, no one

else \037ras assaulted, no one V.las arrested-the policemen

had killed their enemy and that 'vvas it. And all because

Marko had taken part in many political processes in

\\}.lhich he a1\\vays \\\\rOn out over the policemen, because

Marko had stood
up

for the commtlnity.

TheIl t\\\037lO of tIle policenlen \"lent away and only the

senior one remained (it was a very dangerous situation

for the pol ice),\037
he \\'\\,'anted to shoot a-n()ther enlightened

Ukrainian-Mykyta Vasylok\037 but a group of Jews
surrounded hilTI to protect him. And when the dead

man's brother and a couple of other l11en wanted to carry

Marko\"s b,ody to his house., the policelllan forbade then1
to do so-and the body lay on the road. The po1icemaI1

stripped the coat oft\037 t11e dead n1an, undid his shirt, tore

off a piece of it near the collar, took a bandage out of

his bag, and staunched one oftl1e wounds ()n the corpse.

The local priest ran out of his 110use and prayed over
the dead man. Sonle of the pe()ple fell to tlleir knees.,

others raised their arms to tIle heavens as they prayed,

and all of th,elTI were
weeping\037

but the policeJl1an did not

Sl10W any respect even at this momellt\037 and Jle shouted:

\"]n the nanle of the law., please disperse!\"
And the body of tile national martyr layout on the

road for about four hours.)))
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Three days later the funeral was held. Almost six

thousand It)cal people and strangers gathered to pay

their final respects to the fighter for national freedom.)

* * *)

They continued reading.)

On a simple sleigh there w\037as a platform co'vered

with dark rugs__ adorned with pine and little crosses. The
coffin was swathed with coverlets\037 at its midpoint there

was a wreath of' flowers, and at the head\037a martvr\"s
.,

wreat11 of thorns\037 Four horses adorned \\\\>'ith ribbons

pulled the sleigh, and youths\037 dressed alike in \\\\rhite
e-aps

and wool c-oats, and draped ,,\\lith national banners\" rode

on the horses.
A peasant honour guard; attired in neat \\\\.'001

coats and fur
caps\037 accompanied

its leader on his final

journey. At the four corners of this solemn
processio,n\"

men c.arried nation,al flags\037 and three peasants drap,ed in

national banners flanked both sides. A
peasant carr)'\037ing

a cross headed the honour
guard\037

and fi'le prie\037ts \\\\'-alked

behind it.

In the' first row behil1d tIle coffin \\\\Talked the deceased

man\037s brother., 11is \"lido\\'i,. and his sister-mourner \\\\\037ho

had thrust her cllest out to\\vards the
ba\037/onets\"

and they

were follo\\\\'ed by an immense tilfOI1g comprised of

representatives frOIll hllndreds of neighbouring \\tillages.

And when the procession neared tIle spot \\\\/here tIle

murder occurred., a great w'eeping and
\037\037ai11ng

shook the

people like a starn1: HHere.. it \\\\las
fight

here that he \\\\.ras

slai n!'\

At this p()int tIle readi11g abruptly ended.. as if someone had

Cllt a thread.

The tllree fell silent. The Il1indlessness ot\037 the crime.. and

the harshness of the conditions of life tilat could result in such

111isfortul1eS., oppressed all of then1 alike.)))
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The youthful heads \\VTere bO\\\\led . . . Should they shout?

Should they cry?
And all the \\vbile the coffee Il0use humnled with its own

odious\037 humdrurD noise\037 the sn10ke from cigars and frOITI

cigarettes hung heavily like a grey cloud, and all the voices
seemed to be nlired in it__ unable to reac.t1 the ceiling. Somewhere

in a corner., an inv'isible orchestra, el1gulfed by
tile SJ110ke\037 playe,d

sadt\",.. and a shattered\037 ruined tenor wailed a tender romantic
.' .

song.

The three remained silent. . .

And then there was a heavy sigh\037
and the voic.e that had been

reading\" \\\\.rhispered:
1010

0 Lord! Whose curse has bound us to this

nation t\037rom tin1e immemorial?\"\037)))
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The viceroy's door.
The bailiff has already passed through it to intorm him of

the next name, and then he will open it again.

And in these few moments-there are a thousand\037 a million

emotion s.)

To begin with, he did not kno\\\\t \\vhat to do \\\\:ith his hands.

An.d yet, never before had he found himself lacking in dexterity\".

His heart was pounding so loudly that he \\\\,'as sure that e'iery'One

could hear it. Indeed\"l it seemed to him tllat
e\\rer)\"one

\"'as staring

at hinl, and that they could even see \\\\'hat h,e had in his pocket.

Another mon1ent-and they would all be shouting: '-\"Sound the

alarm! Grab him\037 hold him\037 hal1g on to him!'\"1
. '-'

And despite himself, the blood drained fronl his face\037 and

all his muscles tensed\037 ready to do battle\037 to fight back\037 nlaybe to

lacerate them with his teeth, or nlavbe . . . after meekl'l bo\",'ing- p \037

his 11ead, to give hilnself up \\\\-rithOllt protest-it \\vras a lost cause

ill any event.

But at the same nlonlent tllat he \\vas
thinking

these thoughts\"

11e was trying to COl1viI1ce hinlselfthat, in acttlal fact.. n,o one \\vas

paying tIle slightest attention to him. He \\\\,ras
just

a young n1an

who probably had conle witl1 a personal reqllest\" or \\\\rho had been

sent on sonleone else\037s be11alf. And if he I()oked a bit pale and
appeared to be

sligJltly Iler\\lOlIS, that '\037/as qllite llnderstandable:

SllCl1 iIllportant officials are 110tapproached on a
daily

basis.

No.. no one cOllld see the stornl raging \\\\rithin }linl'l the

frenzied preSSllre ()fhis thougl1ts\" tile irrational tension of all his
nerves, of' }lis el1tire organism. No Olle could knO\\\\l that e\\'ery
n10111enta thousand

tl10Ughts
were careenil1g through his brain\"

and that it seemed tl1is f'llrious kaleidoscope \\\\Jrould be elldless\037)))



Facing the Door 1273

one moment his chest felt as if it were constricted into a single

insignificaI1t c,ell in \\\\/hich even the sn1all chunk ot-\"flesh that was
his 11eart felt

cran1ped\037
and in the next moment it expallded so

greatly that the \\vhole \\\\lorld could fit into it-and there would

stj11 be rOOlTI left over.)

J an1 bearing an illegal intention on behalf of my nation,
and that is

\\\\thy
I am trembling so' inteI1sely. All of my ancestors

\\vere
la\\\\r-abiding to the y'ery depths of their souls\037 they licked

the lord\037s boots that kicked their faces and smashed them into a

bloody pulp. At times \\\\/hen a knife should have been plunged
into a chest., the most daring among

them gathered petitions.

And thus \\\\,-e were the *Orpheuses among wild beasts\037 but we did

not havre a charn1ed lyre.

An unla\\vful idea conc.eived by a new generation has been
entrllsted

\\\\/hol1y
to me. My people have conlmanded Ine to go

co\\!ertly to commit a bloody deed-but the servile opportunism

of generations \0371eighs heavily upon me. And this is what
\\veakens me\" makes my hands shake.. divests my movements of

confidence,! and drains the colour from
my

face.

The situation is different in other nations . . . There, tIle

forbidden thought has aJways lived alongside the permitted
thought, and there have

al\\\\'ays been fighters who caIne forward

to do what I am doing now. But in our case there is no one who
has gone before me.

J am the first to approach that door with a pistol in
IllY

hand.

As I stepped into a streetcar with Miss Olya., some boor
ahead of us took the 1ast seat.

\"My God!'\" Miss Olya said to me. -\"You're so useless!\"

I'm useless-bec-ause I wasn't able to grab the last available
seat on a streetcar. But what if she had known that at that time I

already
had \037'his\" portrait, and that I had sp-ent entire days and

nights looking at it; that during the
day

1 went out itlto the fields

to learn how to sho,ot a *Browning., and that at night horrible

nightmares suffocated me't and when I awoke I bit my hand to

stop myself from crying out loudly and awakening the entire
household. . .)))
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*0 gentle world, 0 land s<) dear,

o Iny belove,d Ukraine!'

Why are you so sorely plundered?
Why are

you perishing,
Mother?)

That's wllat 1 wrote on a blotter in the library. Even no\\-\\\" the

blotter is lying there on a table. Perhaps some fer\\lent Pole \\vi1]

read it-but he won't know that it \\\\J'as I \\\037lh,o wrote it.

I! There\"s already s()mething sp,ecial in that \\\\/ord. Yesterday

it was only' a student's microscopic J\037 but today it has matured

significantly because I now have a pistol in my pocket. . . A small

object, to be sure, but it makes me feel as if I\037m disco\\rering
a

great new lav.l ot' nature, as if I \037m getting to knovl one of its most

treasured secrets. Probably e\\leryone y....ho is the first to take on a

deed like this feels the same
\\\\ray.

And in this instance-J am the first!

A sturdy door blocks the road to my nation\"s
happiness.

Armed people are always standing by that dOOT\037 guarding it. I

kill the leader of those people, the cowardly guards flee in all

directions, and ,I kick open the iron portal and shout: *\"\037We \\\\rill

light
a fire and set every soul aflame. . . so that on the rene\\\\/ed

earth there will be no executioner and no
enenl)'\037

so that hunlan

beings will inhabit the eartll!\037\037

Oh what naIve thoughts! For both the history' and the
civilization of a nation ha've t11eir o\\vn ironclad la\\vs and is it

possibLe that
YOll,

a YOllng Inan.. can O\\lerturn them? You \\\\lOn\"t

overtllrn anytl1ing except YOllf 0\\'/0 life\037 and the life of
y\037our

family,
the lives of those who are nearest and dearest to

)IOU
. . .

What anl ] doing? Into \\vhat kind of an abyss anl I thrusting

11lyself, 01Y dear n10ther., n1Y sisters? And \\\\'illlife beco-rne easier
for

anyone because of th is? No\037 J10t for anyone. not in any \037ray.

l'il only be placing an illcalclilably dreadful burden on my dear
motller\037 on 11er t\037rail shoulders.

o n1Y dear n10ther! A while back\037 ,,,'e \\vere talkiI1g about

exploits., ab()ut great deeds., and because I \"'las already nursing

my idea within file\" I asked you 'W'hat you would say if your son
went to his Golgotha-and you replied:

\037'\"[ 'W'Quld be proud of

hi 01 !
,\037)))
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Those w'ere noble words-but how bitterly you will weep
because of them!

And ,0
my

sisters . . . my dear b,eloved sisters . . . Will I

not be depri\\'ing you of your nlundane hUnla1] happiness? Will I

not be standing in your way like a silent apparition, like a high

threshold\" like a dark curtain that has curtailled off your peace
ofrnind?

o h! ] t \"s the b a i I i ff . . .

He's con1ing . . .
The bailiff is coming. . . the door is

opening.
. .

I hear nlY name-I\037m beillg called. . .

] \"m goi 11g!

Mother-farewell!)))
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He will come today!

Dh, why does he keep coming? It \\\\lould be better if he did

not!

But I have to admit that he brings \\-\\lith himself a great and

unusual idea.

Everything that has transpired passes before my eyres.
As jf

it had happened just yesterday . . .

Warsaw. . . A conspiratorial meeting. . . Comrade M.\037 ..a

technician,'\" is preparing a bomb. He says that it \\vill be \037\037like a

d
,.,

can Y\"

\"But., my precious young lady\037 you
must keep foremost in

n1ind three things: vigilance, \\'igilance\037
and more 'v'igilance. It\037

you
remenlber this\037 all Vvri 11 be \\'ie 11.'\"

And on that day . . . My heart feels Sl)
col,d\037 empty\037

and

expansive., ever so expansi've . . . The \\v1101e \\\\/orld cl)uld fit in

it-but there is no room there for tyrants.

1 am standing. . . Near n1Y breast there is the coldness of the
n1etal

projectile.,
and in IllY t110ug11ts-a prayer. . .

uo my native laIld! Ollr insurgents placed their noble hearts
on the altar ot'yollr freedonl. With their shack]ed legs they traced

bloody roads t11fougl10ut Siberia\037 the Orenburg Steppe\037 and the

sh()res of tIle distal1t Nort11ern Sea. They raised n10nunlents to

then1selves tllat \\vere not made by hun1an hal1ds; t11ey created tor

you., 0
n1Y

native land\" tIle glory of an eternal revolutionary., of a

pioneer of free
th()ug11t\037

of a perSl1n ready to die for YOll.

Oh, yes\037 yes! TJ10se \\v110 are ready' to die for you havre not
bec.oll1e extinct\037 and as lOl1g as you are bound ill chains.. as long
as

YOll
are trampled by a conqueror., as long as you are a slave

i 11 yo 11 row 11 1an d., t 11 e ins II r g en t s p i r it \\\\0' i ] I not die a way. We \\\\' i 11

always rise IIp! I n 111asses\037 and indi\".'idually! We ,vrill fight for
freedol11! For our l)\\Vn free nati'le land!'\)
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And these- tll0Ughts emboldened Ole.. made me feel warnler\037

and the cold metal ot\037 the b,omb nestled even more closely on my
breast. It was ajoyful feeling to' be going to one's death-as long
as it \\\\las a lite for a lite.

\037toWe \037rill embrace, 0 tyrant! I will kiss you with the kiss of
death\037 I \\\\I'ill entangle you like a *Medusa, and we will tumbJe

together deep into the abyss. And the news will be carried from

the royal capital to all corners of the earth: -The
tyrant

has

d
.

d '......Ie .

And \\vith this shout: \037I.The
tyrant has died,'\037 I threw the bomb.)

But th.e tyrant did not die.
The

girl\037s
hand \\\\-'as shaky\" and the tyrant remained alive,

and she also remained alive.
She \\\\Tas ashamed to face her comrades when they were

spiriting her across the border.
.40I\037m

fleeing
without having accomplished anything. . . I'm

so ashan1ed . . .'\"

Her comrades comforted her\" saying that sonlething like

that could have happened to anyone.. that she had demonstrated

her bravery. . . and so o'n, and so forth. . .

Krako\\\\r at last! Only an hour or two by train from Warsaw-
but it is as if you are entering another world. Here, her native

language is
spoken everywhere\037 no one hauls you off to the

p'oJice station for
saying

a \\vord in your native tongue; no one

persecutes you just because you are a Pole.
With tears in her eyes she listens to the lilting Krakow

accent.
\037\037Pol kurnik-a-a-a,\" a little boy unaffectedJy warbles a cllild's

song as he plays.
The Mariacki tower. . . Sukiennic.e . . . Wawel, the eternal

Wawel-all this is so dear to one's heart, bound
up

with every

nerve, sprinkled into one's very sot!I.

o Poland, Poland! When will
y,our

entire land be f'ree?

But the living tyrant wanted to demonstrate that he was still

living. He stretched his fingers across the border and groped with

then1, like an octopus. The Russian gover11ment was demanding

that she be handed over.)))
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But that effort could be laughingly dismissed. It turns out

that those who arc all-powerful over there., where you are\" a

tyrallt, have no power at all beyond the narro\\\\/ strip
that is called

8- border.

For official reasons.. Hfor the sake of national decorum,,\"\" a

trial was held. But it was more I ike a judicial farce. Or it \\\\tould

be better to ca] 1 it-a poster. They flung it out into public \\'iev/

only to write on it in bold letters, yet one more time\037 a curse

directed at the autocratic regime\037 to shout once again to the
whole world: \037'Death to tyrants!'\"

And the trial was turned into a triumph. They feted the

girl who was guilty of the assassination attempt as a n,ational

heroine, greeted her \\\\'ith
applause\"

flocked to meet her.. escor1ed

her everywhere., and thre\037/ flowers at her feet. And \\\\,-hen the

eloquent lawyer compellingly cried out: .\"Whosoev'errises
up

against
the enemy of his people-that person is not a murderer..

but a hero!'\" the co,urtroonl shook viith applause, and the court

unanin10usly pronounced a verdict a,f
acquittal.

She \\\\las borne away on the shoulders of the cro\\\\\037d. She \\\\,.as

smiling, but she did not feel happy. Her heart \\\\ras fille,d \302\245/lth

anguish: \037\037Al1 of this is undeserved\" but I must accept it . . .

And after all.. it is a sign of freed,om froll1 tyrants.. an indicator
that there is still a place ',\\lhere the Polish langllage can resound

freely and where tyrants do n'ot hold S\\'lay . . .\037-)

And not long after this.. in *L\\.'i,\037.. a city that \\\\'\"35 far aVlay

and unfamiliar to Iler.. a shot rang Qut-a VOllng student killed a'- .. \037

Pol isl1 tyrant.

She had 110t yet 11ad tinle to tllink thrl),ugh tllis incident\037 but

everyone around l1er \\\\\"as
already' buzzing tlnaninl0usly.

\037\037What? Tile Ukrainians? Those ,,'ho are obligated to us
t.-

ill every possible \037ray? Those \\V110 under *Russian occupation
do not have even olle-l1Ulldredth of the freedonls that \\\\\037e hav'e

given thell1? 011.. it's the *haydall1aka blood in their veins-
they Canll()t exist witllout tlleir consecrated w'eapons. Butchers

and nlurderers frol11 tinle inlnlenl0rial. And tllat young *Gonta

s}10uld be PUllislled in the sanle way as the old one was. The
gallows are flot

pllnishll1ent enougl1 for hinl.\037')))
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These comments and others sin1ilar to the!11 resounded at all
the crossroads\037 in all the coffee houses__ in theatres.. and at public
and private gatherings.

But as for her.. she could not make up her mind about the
matter.. and so.. uncertain as to 110'\0371 to react, she did not react at

all. On the one hand, she did n,ot want to think that Poland-the

Poland that 'N'as so dear to her heart, the
lloly and great martyr

Poland-could give birth to
tyrants\037

that from one and the same

root could grow both insurgents and Polish *Skalons. But on the

other hand . . . it \\-vas all too glaringly disturbing to read\037 in

the same ne\\vspaper., about the weeping in Poznan and the royal
kingdonl\037

and then., right next to it\037 tirades saturated with a deep

hatred for Ukrainians\037 den1ands for the gallows for that youth\037

that terrorist.)

And that ,vas when he came. Who he is-she still does not

kno\\'\\:. Most probably\037 he is a Ukrainian, but maybe. . . maybe
he is a Pole after all . . . She only knows that he has turned her
soul inside out.

It \\vas late in the evening when he had come to see her the
first tilne. She \\\\-[as surprised\037 and even slightly frightened.

.\037What is it that you want\037 sir?H

He sat do\037/n without responding. His eyes were fixed on her

face. But she quickly recovered her self-assurance and looked

straight at him.

UMy consc.ience is clear\037 and I can look everyone directly in

the f'ace,'\" her eyes seeme,d to say.

But after some time, she felt that something was taking hold

of her\037 gaining control of her. She felt Ii ke l()wering her eyes
before his

searing\037 steely gaze and it was with great difficulty
that she stayed the course.

HDid
you\037 my young lady, read the paper?\"

'\"\037Yes, I did.\"

\03740And did you\037 my young ladyOj read about the trial of the

young student who shot to death the tyrant in Lviv? And did

you, my young lady, read how the people shouted: \037Hang him\037

Hang him! His b.lood is on us and on our eJlildren!' And did

you, my young lady, read how they smashed the windows of)))
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the U krain ians t() upJl0ld Poland's hOnOlJr, threw ink bottles

at tile windows o,f\037 a Ukrainian bookstore\" incarcerated people

for praising his deed, and confiscated ne\\vspapers for citing

passages from *Mickiewicz? Did you read that? Well\037 did y'ou?

Did y'ou? And did you, my young lady, read that the
nev'lspaper

in which your deed was compared to his \037las confiscated?'\037

h
I read all that, but. . .'\037

'\037And did your face not flush in shame? And did you not
feel like shouting? And did the spirit of protest not mO'ie you to

act? How is it that back there, in Warsa\\\\'\" you \\\\rere capable of

p.erceiving the tyranny of tyrants.. but here\037you
are not? Does

the border smooth things over? HO\\\\l is it that you \\\\rere capable

of standing up for the oppressed \\-vhen you \\'/ere there.. but no\\\037/

that you are here, you calmly read ne\\vspaper articles about the

ignominy, the greatest shame
perpetrated by your 0\\,\\/0 nati\\!e

land-and remain silent?''t

\"What am I to do?'\"

HProtest!\037' he shouted furiously.

\"Against what? There is no tyrann)r here. There is freedom
h,ere . . . a constitution. . . Surely you heard\" sirtt \\\\\037hat \\\\\"as said

at my trial?\"

4.'Rea-ea-Ily? There are no tyrants here? Only Russians and
Gerl11ans can be tyrants? A Pole\037 even it\"\" he is a tyrant.. can\037t

be called that? So then.. \\\\lhat ShOtlld he be called?
*'\"Stancz\037lk--?

*\037Narodowy democrat'? Or ho\\v does it Sllit nlY young lad)\037
to

call hin1? No! A tyraI1t Il1tlst be called a tyrant\" and tyranny' must
be called tyranny throughout the \\vo'fld and thr()ughout al1 ages.
The essence of the

cOIl.cept
is tile same for al1 nations and for all

eras. AI1da tyrant is a
tyraI1t\037 be 11e a Rllssian\" or a Gero1an\" or a

Pole\037 Do not be a hypocrite!\037't

\"\037But a P()le cannot be a tyrant!'\037'
\"'He can\037t be? Y(1l1're saying that 11e can't be? That's perfect!

Poland is a *Matka Boska\037 a Madl)nna forever radiant, grie\\!ing\037
in a \\\\lreath of thorns\" \\vitll tears in her eyes! But conle up to
her from behind\" al1d

YOll w.ill see hO\\\\l your Madonna keeps
t11e Ukrainian peasants llnder cOlntrol with \\Vrllips\037 and how sh,e

winks encollragingly at tile Austrian police to run
up

more

swiftly with their bayonets. Look at the 11ands of your Madonna.,
and you will see that they are covered with blood. Look under)))
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her feet\" and you \\\\,'ill be seized with terror\037 bec-ause those holy

feet are tran1pling corpses.
\"\037ln order to attain a Polish mandate from th,e Austriall

parliament.. Ukrainial1 peasants are slaughtered in the villages;

in order to n1aintain the power of the nobility, the entire country
is

being
sacrificed ee.onon1ically to a foreign tribe; in order to

strengthen the landed gentry, they are
torcing landle-ss Ukrainian

peasants from their native land t}lat is soaked wit11their blood,
and replacing thelll \\V'ith Poles that they are bringing in from

Podhale.

\037'\"Oh\037 none of this is tyranny! And those WilD are doing this
are not t)lrants. It is Skalo,n \\\\J'ho is a tyrant! But it was the enemy,
a

conqueror\037
an autocratic tyrant of millions that installed

Skalon in Warsav./ ,against tIle will o,f'the
people;

and our tyrant,

the Polish \\liceroy., sat on the throne ,on behalf ot\037 the party, in

a constitutional country. The administrative apparatus used
Ska)on to their

ad'lantage\037
and the vic.eroy of HalychYI1a himself

took ad\\/antage of the Austrian administrational apparatus.
\037\"It \\vas not the government that forced a political straw man

on us, it \\\\-,'as the party that put forward his c-andidacy-that is,
it \\\037iaS you an,d I, and \\\\le are all to blame for what happened.

Because governments maintain their power by e-anl10ns,whereas
parties are

kept
alive by the lifeblood of the people. To take away

tIle
po\\\\rer

of a g()Verllnlent, it is 11ecessary to have a revolution,
but to take

a\\\037lay
the power of a party it is only necessary to

stop gi\\ling
the organization the lifeblood that it requires to stay

alive. And if we have a
party

that creates tyrants, that means

that we ourselves are n() different, for we permit such things to

happen!'\037

He rose to his feet and waved h is arms about, and his cape

undulated like the widespread wings of a gigantic bird.

.'Skalon . . . Skalon set out against his enemies, but we

are setting out against a brotllerly nation with w}10nl we have

live,d ()n the same land fOf 800 years. Is this n()t the worst ()f all

tyrannies? O'h, it is a disgrace, an everlasting disgrace\037\"

He covered h1s face in a
gesture

of' inexpressible grief.

\"No!' We must cleanse our name! So that it
truly

will be

spotless. So that our *Matka Polska wi] I n()t be a lying, theatrical

Madonna, but a veritab,le one. It is only then that we will retl10ve)))
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11er wreath of thorns. When she shatters the chains that she
Ilas

placed
on others\037 the chains that bind her will fall away as

well. Wilen she stops inciting the p()lice to go after those \037/ho

are \\A/eaker, she herself will not be gobbled up by those \\\\lho

are stronger. If she grants others freedom\037 sh,e \037lill gain
it for

herself.\"

And all of what he said w'as like nothing that she ha,d ev'er

11eard anyone ever say before. It \037las something terrifying. She

had not been as terrified when she had gone to h,er attack position

and stood t}1ere ,,\\lith a bonlb as she \"'as nov./.. standing
face to

face with this person who had such great IO'ie . . .

Everything that is great-is terrifying. A great sea., and

great mountains., and great hatred., and great love.

After he left.. she collapsed on her bed and
lay'

there like

a stone. And when she got up-her comrades found it hard to
recognize 11er.

\037'What has happeIled to you? Are you ill? Do )rou long to be
ill prison? Do you regret that Skalon is not in the kingdom of

shadows?'\"

Sl,e did not respond., because a furious thought stirre,d in

her heart: HYou\037re-tyrants! We're-tyrants'! The Russians

are figllting for tIle freedom of
e\\leryone\037

but as ,for us-\\\\\"e're

only fighting for our O\\\\ln fr\037edonl. And \\vhere\\!er \\\\,re get it. \\\\:'e

ourselves become tyrants.
iOlo

These thoughts \\vere terrible.. and the)' seared her \\\\,rorse than

blazing flaoles.

A few days later't the stranger canle again. And slle had
known that he WOllld con1e. She silently opened the door, and he
walked in \\vithout

speaking
and sat do\\\\rtl.

They sat tl1ere . . . On tl1e Mariacki to,\\rer the hourly' bugle-
call resounded nlo11rnfully't and a hllndred years \\\\rere exhaled in

those s()unds\"I and tl1ey echoed and sallk il1tO etern ity.
4.'-We ren1ait1ed true to ourselves\037'\" 11e started speaking in a

sepulchral 'v'{)ice. t.40We stood our grollnd to the end, and. . . \\\\Ie

sentenced that student to death 011 tIle gallo\\vs . . . I thought. . .

I kept hopillg that tIle good genius of
my' people

\\\\rOllld a\\\\/aken,

\\-vauld say its word of gl10dness and of justice . . . but there you
h

.\"
aye It . . .

Suddenly lle leapt to l1is feet.)))
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\037\"YOll! YOll-YOU Polish 11eroine! WilY aren\037t
you protestillg

against your laurels? Why don\037t you fling your freedom in the

face of those who gave it to you at the cost of the gallows for

)'our brother? Why don't you go into the public square and

shout: j,Hey, fello\\v countrymen! How call it be that for one and

the same dee,d you place one person on a
pedestal\037

and drag

another one off to the gal lows? I f that's tl1e case, do you have

t\\VO
logics\"t t\\\\\"o truths.. t\\\\lO faces? ShoVv' Ole then: what is your

justice like\037 \\\\.rhat is your true fa,ce like? Or are both of them,
perhaps\"I

mendacious?
\"....

She \\\\las trembling uncontrollably. And he\037 like an implacable

god\"t continued flinging his thunderbolts at 11er\037 reaching
into the

\\?ery depths of her soul.

\037\037You w-ill li\\'e, study.. talk with friends\" and g,o to the

theatre.. \",-hile he., your comrade, your co-worker., your fellow

traveller on the road to liberation w'ill be hanged. . . Go ahead

and enjoy y'ourself! Take delight in your triumph! Live
freely

in a free country.. among free and grateful people. Lie to one
another and

justify yourselves to one another: the people before

YOll\"
and you before them. But you should know that even if

YOll

killed ten Skalons.. your nation would not stop being a nation of

tyrants\037
until people with power similar to yours turn to )lealing

their O'\037in sores. Because tyranny is a sickness. All of you want
to cure the Russian government of it, but you yourselves are

chronically ill \\\\lith it.'\037

\"'W hat am I to do?\" she cried as she wrung her hands in

despair. Her faith was weakened\037 the white gown of the Holy
Mother was stained.. and from under the mask snleared on the

Madonna peered the face of a gossipy.. ]ying hypocrite.
He glanced at her and said curtly: \\ol,lf

you yourself don\"t

know what to do\037 I'll tel] you. But not just now. First, we'll see

what they do to him.\

Never before had slle waited so ilnpatiently for the

newspapers as she did after that day. Not evell when she had

been reading about herself.

The verdict was sent to the Kaiser for 11is confirmation-the

matter was now no longer in Polish hands.)))
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The newspaper augurs tried to read the future in entrails:

would the Kaiser c()nfirm the verdict.. or not? If he confirms

it, that means that we are still powerful., and that the right of

oppression will still remain with us for a long time to come. If

he does not confirm it, it means that something is amiss in the

governmelltal apparatus., something needs to be
greased\037

one

has to figure out which way the wind is
blo\\\\'ing\037

and remedy the

situation, remedy it, remedy it!

The Kaiser did not confirm the verdict, and the death penalty

was commtlted to
t\\\\lenty years

in prison.)

On that day he came to her again.
\"Twenty years in

prison.
. . So that means he'll1 go to prison

as a young man, and he'll come out as a broken old man of forty'.

And during that time, you will marry a Russian ex-terrorist\"l and

you will beget many little terrorists.'\"

\"Tell me\" onc-e and for all: \\\\rhat is it that you \\vant me to do?'I'I

she asked, and she clenched her fists male\\lolently'.
He stared at her for a long moment\037

Now she was able to withstand his gaze.
Empathically\037 firmly,.

as if hammering out every' \\\\,'ord'l he

finally said: '\037\037Go . . . and do . . . \\vhat he ,did!\"

She blanched.
\"What? You \\vant n1e to . . . me . . . a Polish \\\\\"on1an?H

'''Precisely becallse you are a Polisl1 \\voman. And precisely'
because of WllO you are. I \\vould gladly' do it myselt\"L.. but if I did
it, the deed WOlild not 111ean anything\037 ho\\\\!e\\rer'l if you do it . . .

well! If you do it., the deed could be an important turning point in

our history., it could }lave an in1pact on our national
psycholog)'r\037

reorder the structllre of Polish life\"
s\"\037eep a\\\\fay some parties

fronl this \"7orld\037 and gi've rise to otl1ers to take their place. Oh..

YOll
have no idea\037 110 idea at all., of the

po\\,\\-rer
that

YOlJ no\\v hold

il1 your hands!

\037'Yollr deed there\037 in Warsa\\v.. \\VTas only child\"'s playr in

con1parison to t11is ()ne. I know of\037 no other instance in history
when so many threads caIne togetl1er in one

person\"s hands, and

female hands at tllat. A nd even if\037 I were to perish__ I will force

you\037 y,es. 1 \",'i11 force you to do it! Do you hear me? I will force)))
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you! For I am-a pathfinder. In a vast desert I find deposits of

prec.ious metals that can enrich our nation.\"
She stood n1otionless. All this was beyond her.

A small lamp niggardly lit the room.. and the marks of her
triumphs

looked down at her: dried \\\\lreaths, various decorations

of honour. Just like the ones an actress in a provinci.al theatre

might hav'e.

And he., the tyrant, was rushing about the room. He noticed

\\\\\037here the young \037loman'8 attention was focussed.

--Aha! You\037re
looking

at the marks of your heroic deed? In

your opinion, 'Alas it truly heroic? The way I see it-it was no
StIch thing. SLIt then again.. it really doesn't matter. It's just that
a sacrifice is alv/ays greater than a heroic deed., because a heroic

deed inevitably feeds one's pride, but a sacrifice does no such

thing. Heroes are honoured'l even fake ones, w11ile those who
..... -

sacrifice themselves may be spat upon. And I'm calling upon
you for that kind of a sacrifice. And you must do it! You must!
And vou \\viII do it\037 You will!\"

...

AIld he darted about in front of her. Thin, tal L The metallic

ring in hjs ,\"oice was replaced by an accusatory tone that was
brimming

\"lith tears.

HS ay that you will do it. Say that truly *jeszcze Polska nie

zginela + . . Say that Poles still do exist, and that great noble
deeds have not

yet perished
in their midst.\"

He\037 this damned demon, was himself boundlessly agitated\037
and wThen he ran out of the room he left behind a sea of emotions
in her heart. A desire to fight., and a hesitation, al1d an awareness

of her petty \037'heroism without a sacrifice.\" Now she hated herself\037

She had thought that she was standing on a pedestal of some

kind\037 but l1e had come aJong, torn down the decorations from it\"

and it had turned out to be nothing more than a stand for
slop

pails.

\037'Heroism had perisl1ed . . + The era of heroes has passed,

and the heroic has become ridiculous. There remains on Iy on,e

heroic act to be done in this world., and I ITIUst do it or . . . or else

I must stop living.\"

But then something tore at her heart and sl10uted: \037'-Come to

your senses! What are you doing?'\" And an even more decisive

response
resounded: HI c-annot do otherwise. . . I cannot \302\267. .\)
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The entire world became odious to her., and she could not

l()ok people in the face. It was as if an
abyss

had opened up

and was yawning at her feet, separating her fro,m her fello\\\\'

countrymen\037 from those who up to now had been so dear to
her. W hen she sat down to eat\" she could not swallow a morsel
of food, becaus,e she kept thinking about that ,one \\\\,tho \\-vas

incarcerated in a Stanislav prison, 'hrho YlaS doing penance for

her. He appeared to her in ,dreams. . . saying: lI\037Ho\\'i fortunate it

is to be a child of a privileged nation\037 It is only my brethren \\\\.\037ho

do not enjoy any privileges any\\\\there in the \\\\'orld., and that is

why I have been sentenced to' twenty years in prison.'\"
HAnd I am there \\\\lith you!\" she shouted in her sleep.
And when s11e awoke in the morning\037 she alVY\037ays sa\\\\\" a

bouquet ot' beautiful flo\\\\'ters: an admirer sent them to her e'ver)'
day. And these flowers-that until just recently had brought her

such joy-now painfully pierced her heart and made it ache.

\037\037Everything is for me, it\037s all for me . . . But all he gets is a

bowl of watery prison soup and the right to see his mother once

h
,..

a moot w..

She listened to her heart an,d \037ralked around as if condemned

to death.

Her friends grew alarme,d and sent a doctor to see her.. but

she did not want to talk to him. And then there came the
da\037y

when she vanished from Krako'W'.)

* * *)

III the large \\\\J'aiting room of the \\licera)\" in L\\ri\\,r\037 there were..

as al\\\\irays, a great 11lany petitioners. When she gave tl1e guard
her name't he looked her over curiously'\037 He ,\":as a *Galician
Pole whose fall1ily went back for centuries.. and that is \\\\!hy the

concept ofsonle kind l)fall arn1ed protest \\vas
cOInpletely foreign

to hin1, and so he looked at this gir1 as he \\'lould have looked at
......

tJ1e TsarivIla Nllnlitara-Ktlatab'a \",rho., after six and a half years,
rose fronl her grave.

HIs it
YOlI? Is it really YOll?\037\037

11e asked 11er \\'lith a guileless
naivete.

She jlJst sI11iled painfully. The civil servant was both
pleased

a11d a trifle disappointed. Tl1is 11eroine seemed to hin1 to be much)))
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too, . . . ordil1ary. She had neither a star on her forehead, nor
horns on the back of her head.

The viceroy.. llpon hearing her nanle, gave an order that she

be allo\\\\,red to junlp the queue.

\"\"Ah . . . my dear compatriot!'\" and he Sllook her hand as if
slle \\\\:\037as an old friend. \037\037I\"nl

very }lappy to see you, Iny young

la,dy. And I assum,e that
you\037ll greet

me a little dit\037ferently than

Y'OU greeted nlY colleague in Warsaw, tee-hee-hee!\"

And he
laughed\037

and once again reac-hed out to shake her

hand.. and it \\\\.ras only then that he noticed the pistol that she' was
holding.

........

He blanched. . . and his lips trembled.

\037\037But
vihy? Why?'\037 he asked weakly.

She groaned as she raised the Browning and fired almost

\\\\lithout ,ain1ing . . .

The \\liceroy toppled to the floor. . .)

* * *)

The entire country shuddered. Even if a volcano had erupted
in

Stry\037
a suburb of Lvi,,', it would not have had a greater impact.

No one kneYl 'hrhat to think., what to nlake of the situation. Even
the age-old reason that was

always given-Prussian intrigues-

could not be applied in this instance.

Once again the \\vindows of Ukrainian buildings were

sn1ashed'l and a few high school girls were beaten
up

f()r

speaking Ukrainian out in the street4 But the news that it was

a Polish \\Af'Onlan who had pulled tIle trigger prevented the Poles
from venting at I their anger on the Ukrainians.

There was total consternation.

f\"'inally,
one perspicacious person came to the fore with a

single word, and the ,entire country sighed with relief.
\"\"

Sh
' .

,\037

e S Insane. . .

\037'Well, of course! Why didn't we think of that sooner. . r

n

\037'I f that wasn't the case, it would be beyond belief. + .\"

\037\"Her triumph went to her head.. and so, well. . .\"

A professor of surgery at the University of Lviv wrote a

treatise: .\"Unusual Forms of Insanity,\" and ill the preface he

stated: '\"'Even though I am a surgeon, in a time of national need,)))
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if I were told to crow like a rooster from a professor's chair. I

w()uld dt) SO.H

In no year that had ended in the number 00 did
people

await the elld of the world vlith the same impatience as they
now awaited tile trial. The number of monthly ne\\\\\"sp'aper

subscriptions rose dramatically. The lVe\"-!
\0374ge promised

that it

would be published daily, and that in every issue there vvould be

a bonus of a Madagascar or Polynesian lottery.
And in the meantinle, the young female criminal 'Wras

rigorously interrogated in psychiatric hospitals. The most

eminent local psychiatrists unfastened the linen
flaps

at\" their

tomes and pored over them ten times over-but they still could
not find

any signs of insanity, even a temporary one. Finally. the)\"
settled on other tactics, and

began
to plead \\\\rith her\037 to adjure

her by the names ot\037 all the Polish kings.. up to and including

*Sienkie'h'icz, that she, of her O\\lln accord.. manifest SOlne

signs-no matter how small-of
insanit\037l.

UYou are killing us in the opinion of all of Europe! We
are losing the

synlpathy
of the entire ci\\Tilized \\\\'orld__\037\" one

psychiatrist said.

\037\037Perhaps YOll're thinking that\037 after \",\037hat y'OU ha\\:e done.. the

cOl1ditions in which you are to live will be miserable? Well\037 \\Jle

vow to you, by all the stars ab()ve\037 that \\\\le \"viII gi\\le )lOU \\\\.hate\\r\037er

you want; \\\\ire \",rill gjv'e you a fllrnished apartnlent fit for a queerl;
you will have everything that

\037,lOU desire..\"\"t a second one said.

\"Or.. if you so \"'ish, \\\\le will nlake it pl)ssible for
\037you

to

escape, al1d \\\\Ie guarantee that no one \\viII conle after
)/ou\037\037\"

a

third Olle said.

Slit it \"vas all in
vaill\037 she did not agree to an)' of their

proposals.

Finally\037
tile day of\" the trial arri\\'ed.

Adlnissiol1 tickets to the rOOl11 \\vere being sold at fantastic
4ro\".-

prices.
A rep{)rtcr frOll) the Ukrainial111e\\VSpaper TIle Deeli \\vas

beatell to death at the gate\037 while another one from TJ1e Polis!1

W(Jr() was greeted with cries of hllrrah!

Four adjoillillg streets \\vere jal111ned \"'lith people, and in
tile courtrooll1 itself

s()Jnething quite out of tIle ordinary Vlas

11appening. Half a dozel1 ladies taillted, and son1e
\\/eryr helpful

bachelors carried tlle111 out after first carefully searc11ing their)))
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purses \\vith the specific purpose of finding tl1eir adn1ission
tickets that they could t11en

give
to their acquail1tances tl1at were

still standing out ill tile street. But the ladies who fainted were'-

not entirely lacking in sense\037 and before their fainting spells,

they had l1idden their adn1ission tickets in the peasant fasl1ion-
in their stockings.

The trial began!

E\\'ery()ne \\\\ras seated. The police eI1deavoured to quiet things
do\\vn. At long last't the room did

gro\037/ quiet.

The usual lopening statell1ents. The indictnlent, written., as
\\\\ras the Polish fasl1iol1-. in a literary manner. In it there were both

po\\verful epithets
and colourful descriptions of the deed itself,

a deed t11at ,\",'as
e\\/entually put into verse form by *Kasprowicz;

but-strangely enougl1-it \\\037laS discovered later that this

docUll1ent \\\\.'as
sirnply

a copy of an earlier, analogous indictnlent.

The rnan \\vho did the copying \\\\las so caugllt up in his task, that
in sonle instances he retained \"'lords in it that gramtnatically

could not be used for a fen1ale. In the haste with whic11 it was

done, no one caught these phrases., and tlley were later read ()ut

at the trial.

The trial proceeded. Th,e \",ritnesses-wI1o viewed themselves
as

'very iIl1portant perso11ages\037
and who took inordinate pleasure

in the fact that they \\vere
app,earing

before suell all august

gathering-distinguished tl1emselves. And that is why every
\\\\\037itness

spoke
as long as possible. And because they all had

rehearsed their statements o'n their o\\\037/n in front of a m.irror.. and

then had a trial run before tile chairman of the court 1t the spe'eches

of these \\VI itnesses took on a finely crafted forn1at tllat charmed

the ear. During the entj re
procedure\037

the stellograpllers doodled

on their documents, because tlley had prepared everything well

ahead ()f time.

The procurator\"s speech was the epitome of oratory art.
He sealed the heights of pathos-and

raised hinlself up on his

toes; in the nlost cOl11pelJingpassages 11e
tugged

at his Jlair, even

though he differed f\"rorn *Sismark only in that he had four strallds

of hair on his head instead of thre-e. He said that *Lllclleni was a

saint in con1parison to such an unlleard-of transgressor.
\037'And she is Polish! A Polisl1 woman, yes indeed! It is a crillle

that could have been committed
by

a llaydamaka, a nlan who)))
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already has an inclination for slaughter in his b,lood and who

Sllpplies enough butchers for the entire world, for his nation is
unsuited for culture\037 so unsuited that even a nation like Poland,

experienced as it is in cultural propaganda\037 \\AlaS unable to bring

its influence to bear upon it in the course of the
past

fiv'e hundred

years. Please tally up all the noble acts that ftoVv'ed do\\\\.\"n upon

the *Rusyns by the auth,ority of the Poles during this time\" and

you will have a figure that is utterly incredible. For starters\037 I

shall just go back to the time ()f *C'asinlir the Great.\037\037

And the procurator, forgetting all about the topic that he \\\\'as

supposed
to be addressing, spent almost an hour elaborating the

topic that is the favourite one of all Galician Po,ljsh procurators..

until finally tIle presiding judge sent him a note 'iia a bailiff. The

procurator then came to his senses and changed the direction of
his presentation.

''\"And so, as I have said, if this deed had been done by a

representative
of that criminal., that murderous element of our

society, it would be understandable. It could e\\\037en be forgi\\/able.

if you want to put it that
\\vay.

E\\'en desired . . . I misspoke

myself. But it was a Polish \"./on1an \\vho did it. i\\ Polish \\\\'oman..

yes indeed!\"

And he thumped the pulpit.
The defence

lawyer
'-\037\\vho had been appointed\"t\"t spoke

briefly\037 disposing
,of Ilis speecll in a fe\\\\/

cursory \\\\/ords. He asked

that, \"keeping in 111ind tIle pre\\,rious nleritorious ser\\lice of the
accused,\" tJ1e punisl1nlent be lessened by at least halt\037that is__

to hang her on a 11angn1an\037s rope that \037las
only half the length -of

the usual one.

Finally the accused had Jler cl.1ance to gi\\/e l1er final statement.

The courtr()OITI grew Sll still that a
fl:y

COllld be heard.

4o\"Yes., I anl a Polish \\VOnlan! And nl)\\V\" I all1 nlore Polish

than I have ever beeIl throllghout n1Y
eI1tire life. And perhaps

even more so than any l)f tl1e pe()ple t}lat I kno\\\\'. Bec.ause my

cotllrades give their tives to lessen the pain of their nati\\J\037e land,

while I all1 givitlg Inille in l)rder to lessen__ at least partially\" a bit

of its exultation. All exultation that is built on \\liolene-e., on brutal

l)ppreSsloIl.

\"4.1 would prefer to see IllY Poland in a \\\\lreath ot'thorns than
in a

policenlan's unifornl vlith a clldgel of'violence in his hand.)))
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Because a \\vreath of thorns can be reI110ved in battle, but a
policeman's unifornl

grO\\\\lS
into the skin and eats its way into

the heart. I \\vant to see mY
T

Poland as an innocent 111artyr before

\\v11oln all knees \\\\\037ould be bent\037 all heads would be bowed\" and

not as a
ta\\\\ldry

actress \\\\'ho, on stage, dons a wreath of thorns\"!
but w'ho, at home__ slaps

her little sister on the cheek with her

slippers.
HAnd as for

YOll\037 my Galician brethren, you do not love your
nati\\'\037e land. You have besmirched its sacred national relics\037

spat
on its national hymns., n1ade a mockery of its national

holidays and turned them into a farce. You recall the name of

*Kosciuszko\037 \\\\/ithout comprehending that if he rose
up

from th,e

dead__ he \\\\lould direct his '/ery first salvos at you'! he would shoot
all of you\" all the internal enemies.. and only then would he turn
his attention to the external ones.

\"You have shan1ed the Polisl1 name before the entire world!
A Pole \"\\las a synonynl for a fighter'! for a son of the

revolution\037

because he did not ask in \\\\i'hich country barricades had been
erected\037 he just asked if they had been erected. Bec.ause he

spread the Great
Volodymyr

Road with c,orpses. That Pole is

not your brother. Your brother is a chauvinist\"! a rank, putrid boil

on the Polish organism.. a foul.. stinking tapeworm that sucks

out the lifeb]ood of our natjon\037 and its daring.. and its spirit of

protest..
al1d its hOnl)Ur!

\037\"But \\\\lith my deed., I am reinstating my nation's ]10nour!

With a single shot I am undoillg your work tllat goes back six

generations.. your work of ruining its national spirit\037 your work

of inciting disunity. And after nlY deed, my 111artyred country
\\\\rill once again stand in a white 'h'reath, and it will look once

again with clear eyes at the entire \\v()rld., and it will once again
be a sister to all who suffer.

\"'I have plucked my country fforn the can1p of the oppressors.
I have turned it back onto its rightful, its only path\037the path
of doing battle with the enclny. I have strengthened it with the

power of a brotherly nation that has been freed frOtll under the

Polish yoke! I have broken\037 0 01Y brethren, the Polish yoke! It

would be better for us to be bound in cl1ajns\037 than to f()rge them.

\"And now, kill nle, kill nle at once\037 if you do not agree wit}l

me! Hang me and bury me as fast as you can! Because if
you)))
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do not, J will stand with a threatening m.ien before each and

everyone of you., and I will curse you. In the name of the pure

garnlents of my own dear Mother. For her stolen wreath of

thorns! For shaping and constructing the Pol ish yoke!'\"
In view of the nlurmurs of sympathy that \\vere beginning to

spread among the [isteners\037 the presiding judge.. disregarding a

thousand-year judicial tradition, ordered that the mouth of the
accused be forcibly sl1ut, and in the newspapers the folloviing

day it was noted that the voices that \\\\-'ere heard in the courtroom

were the voices of Ukrainian haydamaky'l because no Po1e \\\\'ould

lower himself so far as to give credence to even the sl ightest

portion of the lies of the insane woman.. \\vhom only chance had
prevented

from being in *Kulparkiv. MOreO\\ler, e\\ren her first

deed had been
nothin_g

mOTe than a manifestation of her mania

for killing, for killing anyone at all, WhOe\\ler
happened

to b'e

around; and it was only servile friends of questionable nearness
who had trumpeted that deed of hers to the \\\\rorld as a highly
commendable political step.

No additional questions were put for\\\\!ard.

The jury unanimously voted
\037.guilty\037\037\"

because e\\'en though

there was one who opposed the '\\lerdict\037 he \\\\\037as offered a position

in the Hofflinger Candy Factory\037
and so his \\!oice ech,oed the

voices of the other voters.
The Kaiser confirn1ed tile v'erdict.)))
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No n1atter \\\\lhere
Kyrylo was, no matter what he did, he was

in\\/ariably surrounded by a dense and distinctive
atmosphere

that obscured nlany objects around him as if they sin1ply did not
exist. It \",'as a fev'erish, anxious atnlosphere, filled with danger
and struggle\"! a perpetual s\\\\linging

between misfortune and

triumph\" the blossoming of hope and then utter despair, a
feeling

of po\\\\'er follo\037\"ed by ennervation.. and an infinitely long road on
\\\\lh ich so many had already perished. . .

It was a road that seemed to have no end in sight-a long

line of sacrificial victims\037 the loss of the most noble and the

dearest\037 the scent of blood and the dance of death\037 a searing,

h,ostile breath that feverishly tracked you, and the
eternall.\037you

must\" that hounded you to build anew-that was the aura that

al\\\\rays
emanated from Kyrylo, like the fragrance of a flower.

It had estrange,d him from his family; former habits and the

imperati\\/es of a young Jife had vanished in it\037 and even his own

surname had disappeared. 'I.Kyrylo.,\" HComrade Kyrylo\"-had
he ever been called anything else?

The beauty of nature, the allurement of women, the cllarms
ot\037 music and of the written word-all rolled by like waves on a
distant sea, alien and invisible. Nature was reduced to either day
or night, winter or summer-a convenient {)r inc.onvenient til11e

for Vtlork; a woman was either a f\037rjend or a foe; a song was ,only

something that summo,ned you to battle.
And it was as if his twenty-three years, doubled by the

shadows on his emaciated face, by
the furrow on his brow,

had given up' their inalienable rights and had desiccated his

youthfulness.
. .

Tall\037 slim, and fair; blue eyes that were slight]y weary\037
a

dark shirt\037 a wide belt-that is how he looked when he arrived
in the

city.)))
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Kyryl() '.ovent to a secret location and gave the pass\\vord.
Good! Now he on Iy had to wait for a letter.

But in the meantime he \\vas led to a place on the outskirts of

the city where he could stay in relative safety.

They walked for a long time dO\\\\l'n
stiflingly

hot streets thick

witll dust until the sun set and the silhouettes of
poplars

and

roofs showed up darkly against a g()lden sky' that resembled
tile background of a Byzantine icon. The comrade \\\\ras talking

nervously, as if he wanted to reassure not only' Kyrylo but also
himself'that the case was interestin(!\037 at the same time\037 ho\\\\re\\\"er.-

his fad,ed figure and shabby ov'ercoat exuded an aura of guilt and

hopelessness.
A landlady nlet them at the apartment and sho\\\\red them the

room. It was no,,\\\" time to say good night. As soon as the letter
carne, he could get to work at once.

Kyrylo w'as left alone, and he watched indifferentl)' as the

night-black, dense, and
warm-enveloped

the orchard. He sat

on the thresh,old and smoked. It \\'iaS so calm. so quiet. The red

tip of his cigarette glo\\\\7ed
like a flO\\1ler of good fortune: in the

darkness it was possible to think more
clearly'

than one could

ever think when there was light. He thougllt about
\\\\r\037h)'\037

11e had

come and what he had to do\037 and the black spider ot\" anxiety

began to weave its web.

Unexpectedly\037 sonletl1ing suddenly interrupted the dark

silence. . .
something vibrant, happy'. and carefree. It darted about

on tl1e leaves., aVv\"akened the air.. jolted the ground.. and breathed

damply into one's face. It rllshed b}l \\vith a rustle.. \\\\rashed the

earth, and vallished. And theI1 the 11100nS\\\\Tanl l1Ut into the sky'.

Kyrylo \\\\talked out into the orchard and Sill1ultaneousl)I took
ill the trees\037 heavy-laden \\vltl1 \\vater like sponges__ the sil,,'ery
laughter of the \",let lea\\les, the \\\\rhispering of the raindrops among
the branches\" tl1e embraces of the shado\\vs \\vith their greenish

\037

glow
and the deep.. dark bille sky that ,\".ras clear and calm. Nature

sighed deeply_ and Kyrylo also sighed.
Was it

Pl)ssible that he had ne\"ver before seen this?

It felt strange.. but tl1ere \\vas also a rene\\ved sense of pleasure
to have cold raindrops tickle 11in1..to have a green light wash

()ver him, to 11ave a heart tllat \\vas as cain1 as the sky. . .

He COllld nl1t fall asleep for a long till1e.)))
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The next day he \\\\foke up late-and 11is very first thought
\\\\laS abollt the letter. He hurried to the landlady's quarters and

opened the dOl)f.

\037\"Good
nl0rning\037 Has anyone brought me a letter?\"

HOh!'\037

High-pitched\037 utterly fe'ninine\037 and sllarply clear, tllis \037\037oh\"

blended into a lightnillg flash \\\037/itll a pil1k body and the patter of

teet. A d,oor slalnnled\037 alld the fO'Dln \\\\laS left enlpty.
TI1e landlady' \\\\/'alked into the porel1 fron1 outdoors. No\037 the

letter had not con1e.

It \\\037laS odd that 11e accepted this response with such

indi fference.
He picked up his cap.
The

day' \\\\/as bri II iant\037 SUITIlnery. To the right, the smoke-
blackened cit)/ huddled w'ith its roofs and the chimneys of its

factories; to the lett\037 green
meadov.,rs and garlands of sinuating

forests spread before him. To the right? Or to the left? He

hesitated a moment-and set out for the n1eadows.

Nothing had actually changed
in the short tin1e since 11is

arri\\'al\037 but for SOITIe reason his eyes saw things dif'ferently\" and
11isthoughts \\\\rere not llis usual ones. It was as if he had dropped
samet]l

ing
and did not \\\\/ant to pick it

up\037
as if something had

been \037\037ashed off of him by yesterday's rain\037perhaps that was

\\\\/hy
he felt so light-hearted. It was pleasant to walk along th,e

well-trodden path, to feel the resilient nluscles of his legs at
\".'ork. One, tv./o! To raise your face to the sun and the wind, and
to \037ran,der

airnlessly,
without thil1kitlg about obligations, people,

work. To walk through the field, to bathe your body
in the golden

\037raves\037 and your eyes in the azure. Like a wild animal. Tllcre was
someth

ing
new' in all that\037 and something shamefully sweet. He

returned only towards evening., weary.,
blackened like a gypsy

by the sun, and with his han.ds full of flowers.
The

landlady\037s daughter
served hin1 his supper. This was the

Hob\" that 11ad been startled in the morning. Young, fair, with a

delicate figure., snub-nosed and blue-eyed.
Kyrylo

stretched out his hand.

HDid I frighten you this morning?\"
She burst out laughing and

pouted
with pink lips t]lat were

full and moist.)))
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And once agaill Kyrylo felt something strange stir v...ithin

11in1\037 11e was attracted by the line of her lips and by tlleir rosy
dal11pness.

Well, 11aturally,she had been frightened\037 she had been

tidying up, she \037lasn\037t dressed\037 and she hadn'lt expected anyone

to open the door.
He begged her

forgiveness.,
for he could not havre kno\\\\'n that

ill tllis 110me there \037'as such a . . .

\"'S UCl1 a what?'\"

\037j,Well\037 such a, SUCll a . . . Miss Olena . . .\037'

\037'Olena?\"

\"\"Haven't I guessed rigllt? Isn\"t her name Olena?\"'\"

\"'Ha-ha! But perhaps it isn't Olena?'\"

.\037Well, then it's Natalka.'\"

ioloOh sure! Ha-ha!'\"

'''I still 11aven't guessed? Well then.. it must be: Barbara\"

Nastya, Oksana, Mariya . . .\037'

No, no, he \\\\-'auId never guess, btlt__ for her part\" she kno\\\\rs

he is Petro.

HBut no, that's not right. . .\037..

\"It\"s Petro, Petro., Petro. . .\"

TI1e landlady called Ollt from the other room. \037

\037'Ustya, where l1ave you disappeared to?'\"

Aha, so 110\\\\/ tIle truth 11as COllIe Ollt\037 In honour of his first

meeting witll Miss Ustya\" he is giving ller t}lese flo\\\\.'ers.

t.\"These weeds?H

Well\037 iftlley're \\veeds\037 he\"ll take thelll back.

But Ustya had already grabbed the flo\\\\t,ers and run out of

tl1e r00111.

Tile letter did not conle l)n the second
day'

eitller. Kyrr)'lo ,vas

angry. The s\\vine! TIle loatllsonle creatures! He \\vas
\\\\\"asting

precious till1e\" and they \\\\I'ere sitting around \\\\\"itll their arms

folded. And tl1is \\vas called
\\\\\037orking

f()r the party! The devil

only knew \\\\rhat \\vas gl)illg Oil!

He paced tile hOllse with long.. lig11t strides\" as if his allger
was tearing

hilll a\\vay fr()111 tile grollnd, and fanl1ed the flan1e
of that allger ill order t() bIo\\'l it illtO a conflagration. But, at the
same tinle\037 springs SOJ11ewllere deep inside hilTI bubbled up and

extillgllislled the flatl1es. He c.augllt hilTISelf
being illsincere., and)))
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felt an aimless sense of\"
discouragen1ent shadowing him like a

s\\\\riftly flo\\\\.ring cloud. And this renewed his anger. He 11ad to go

into the city and fin_d out \\\\/Ilat \\\\,ras 11appening. He quickly got

dressed\" stepped out into the street and . . . tllrned off into the

fields.

But as soon as the greel1erv that rolled in luxllriant waves
'--- ... -

throllgll the meado'h 7
s and the forest filled his eyes., as soon as

the sky lo\\\\/ered itself and gently touched his face like downy
fluff: as soon as the golden liquid

of the air filled his chest, 11e

\\vas envreloped by a s\\\\reet
languor..

like a person who had arisen

frC)lll his death bed\037 and e\\,rerything that had motivated his life up
to no\\\\.\037-the passion for his \\Vfork.. the fire of danger, the fumes
of blood and battle- tUll1bled into an abyss. . .

He felt as if he had been born only yesterday, on the same
day as

yrouthful
nature. And he did not have the strength., nor did

he \\\\,rant to stop to pon,der what \\\\las happening to him; he sl100k
oft\037 all his thoughts and doubts just as geese shake the water
frOITI their \\\\!ings after tl1CY have swun1 across a river.

f1e [,oarned through the rye and looked all around with fresh

eyes . . . no\" not \\Arith f'Lresh ones.. but with eyes tllat had been

sleeping for a long tin1e under the \",\"eight of his inert eyelids. I-Ie

v.latched as bluish spikes of young rye rustled, overflowed\" and

beat in \\\\la\\/es against
the dark forest.

And the forest itself \\vas receding into the distance. The
pine trees., their tal] trunks lined up in rO\\\\/5.. were on the 111ove4

On their tips., yellow like
pineapples\037

dark crO\302\245lns perched like

shaggy C,aucasian t'ur caps. TIley 11ad come from far
away.,

crossing rivers\037 violet-shadowed paths, and deep swamps\037 a-nd

they had dirtied their
legs\037

for their trunks appeared grey half

\\\\ray up\037
as if caked with mud. They kept on walkiIlg aIld then,

farther on\037 vanished into the grey-blue mist.

When Kyrylo stepped into the forest, his feet glided over

the ground as if he were walking on a parquet floor, branches
contorted themselves whimsically above his head like balls of

coiled yellow sna.kes, shaggy boughs s\\vayed
like armchairs

where- the sun could rest., and small twigs and budding pille
branches

spread
out against the sky like expensive embroidery

on azure silk. And the sun flamed beh ind them as if it were

behind a Chinese screen.)))
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Beyond the forest the meadows lay dreamjng\037
like still

waters under a mat of duck weed. The shadows of flying clouds
wandered over them, and.. like

greyhounds\037 they bounded in.

sniffed, and vanished in expanses of mignonettes.
He came across small ponds

that sparkled and trembled like

the scales of a silve'f fish cast out of the water onto a
grassy

bank.

And larger ponds-with w'alls of blue reeds\037 'N'ith white-faced

water lilies., with S\\1lampy banks., dark and shiny like the wet

spines of hippopotami, and with the warm odour 0.[ \\-\\later and

slilne.

And everytl1iJ1g was so
healthy., \\\\rhole, and carefree\" and

everything was singing praises to the solitude. . .)

* * *)

Kyrylo no longer asked the landlady about the letter. But one
day, as he was

preparing
to go out\037 she handed it to him.

Aha! Was it for him? Well\037 that's fine\037 that\037s fine. . .

He took it mechanically and\" \\\\Tithout e\\ren looking at it..

stashed it in his pac.ket. What \\\\'3S she saying? Someone had

come to see him and l1ad not found hill1 in? Was it Miss Ustya

who had arranged such ,a
pretty bouquet? What\", \\\\'as that: He

11ad asked him to come in today \"\"rithout fail? Well\037 that\037s fine\037

that's fine. . . What w'onderful flo\\\\\037ers-and \\\",hat good taste
.....

Miss Ustya has.

Now he lay for days on end on the ri,:erbank__ gazing IIp

at the sky. He was intrigued b)' the clouds-this turblllent.
heavenly pOplllation

that he \\\\/as \\\\Iatching: it ,,;as perpetually
anjmated\037 perpetually in Illotion. At times there \\vere

uphea\\.7als

up tl1ere, national uprisings\037 The incensed n1asses\" black \\\\,rith

allger.. sped along., threatenil1g\" roaring__ 'W'ith the thunder ot\037

rifles., \\J\\lith fiery bombs\037 w\"ith red flags. The heavenly \\\\.rars \\vent

on and on\037 corpses fell\" and ne\\v ranks cOl1tinued trampling over

tlleir chests. And it \\vas in1pl)ssible to' say \\\\.rho, had \".ron.

At other tin1es, it \037'as peaceflll.. and the hea\\t'enly inhabitants

strolled abotlt as if on boule\\'ards. The happy throngs-tender
girls, grand w,on1en\" rosy-cheeked children-flo\\\\'\037ed along

jOyflllly and easily in \\vhite and blue veils.. and there was joy
alld

lallghter every\\\\/here.)))



On the Road 1299

Sometimes pale clouds appeared, lal1k and transparent, as if

they v/ere tubercular patients strolling about in a spa by a blue
sea.

Or
sheep grazed-whole floc_ks of wllite lambs-and the

golden sun \\\\'\037as their shepherd.

Kyrylo \\\\tatclled the creative processes trallspiring in the

sky. Someone unkno\\\\/n, a great Inaster, was moulding al1imals,

people, birds..
buildings\037

to\\\\lers\037 entire cities out of the grey
nlasses and freeing thenl to spread over the

sky.
But all of it was

molten and. \\\\,rithout time to harden, lost its form.
\037A.nimals changed into to\\\\l'ers., mountains arose out of people,

and birds out of cities; buildings took on Jlun1an forms., and these

in turn changed into cliffs that surrollnded deep lakes brilnmillg
\\\\lith \\\\later. Ma,gnificent temples toppled, snow melted on the

Alps\037
and splendid ruses lost their pink petals.

But the unkno\\vn master \\vas
becon1ing

frenzied-he created

dragons'l \\vinged horses\", griffins and e-Tocodiles, but these too
li,.red for only a moment betore they transformed themselves into

SOl11ething ne\\\\r. And then__ completely drained and in despair\037 he

stirred everythitlg together illtO a grey chaos while he himself
dissolved into sadIless.

TIle shado\\\037lS and their livres were also, interesting. Kyrylo
\\\\latched them closely as they shrank under bushes, the trunks
of trees\037 the bank of a ri\\'er. They found it cramped and painful.
And only \037rhen the sun becaIl1e \\veary and began to descend

frolll its pinnac.le of glory.. did the shadows slowly and carefully

straighten out their crooked limbs\" begin to' grow,
and crawl out

ever farther and farther. TO\\\\lards even i
ng\" they stretched out

full length and lay down in the valleys-en,dlessJy tall\" black

poplars.. windmills \\-vith slender wings, poillted bell towers, and
the chimneys of factories-an entire city

of .Cyclopes, black\037

silent., and vile.

Kyrylo di,d not hear any reproaches. He
greedily

in1bibed the

b,eauty of nature and its peacefulness as Sl)meOne thirsty drinks
V'later without giving it a second thougl1t. As sonlething that was

his due.
SOll1ething

that had been lost\037 and now had been found

again. Sometimes, from faT
away,

as from under the ground,

an echo of fami I iar signals reached hinl\037 but it was so taint\037 so

weak\037 that it perished at once. And 11e did not want to listen to)))
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it. But, because ()fthat, he was tortured at night. In his dre'ams it

seen1cd to hinl that he had to do
something\037

he absolutely had to

do something-but he could not. He did not ha\\\"e the po\\ver.
He

111ustered all his strength, strained his 'AliIL, s\\\\reated profusely\037

but 11e could not\037 Yet he had to . . . ]t was painful.

He woke up feeling shattered\037 exhausted.. but the first ray
of the sun that reached out to him through the 'hrinldo\037lpane

absorbed that nightn1are into itself and returned his strength to

11 i m .

Now Kyrylo no longer \\'lalked alone\037 Miss Ustya kne\\'/ some

wonderful crannies\037 oases offto\\Vrers.

She walked ahead of him.. fresh and pure\037 \\\\rith a blinding

figure, and she laughed happily and \",rarmly 1ike the sun. In the

forest she would sit down on a limb and s\\\\.ring her legs\037 her
L.- __

stro11g, young legs. Like a nymph.
UDon't look at me.'\"

HBut I wallt to.'\037

HBllt I don't want you to.'\037

\"\") don't care.'\"

' 10

1 '11 cover my f\037ace.H

HAnd I'll uncover it.\"

\037\"Just you dare .....

HI've alrea,dy dared.\"

\037'Oh!

,\037

And once again that \037\037Oll\037\"\" high-pitched\037 ticklish])\037 teminine\037

and silvery clear.

He held 11er 11ands.. and s11eclosed her
eyes__

11id her face\" and

laughter pOllred fron1 her throat like forest ntlts into a
crystal

vase.

They excl1al1ged \"vords, enlpty alld n1eaningless, just to 11ear
eacll other's voices, alld tile words stllck to tllem like burrs tllat

are difficult to pulll)ff one\"s clothing.

On the riverbank slle took off her slloes and \\\\laded in the

shallow water. The 'h.'ater tnade it possible to look at her teet..
ever so

pale\037
like little wreaths of narcissi. Light clouds floated

over tl1e azure \"\"rater and val1ished\037 and she seeIlled like one of

tI1elll-piJlk., transparent, gilded by'
tIle sun.

Kyrylo filleti 11is Illngs and let loose a shout that sped like an

arrow over tile bank: \037toU-u-ustya!'\)
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The tall bank and its ravines. the forest wall\037 and all of the

hills pursed the'ir lips like Kyrylo had done and echoed in
reply:

\037L.U
-u-ustya!\"

And U stya laughed\037

Together., like two birches gro,wing from a sillgle trunk, they

appeared first here\" then there\037 they gathered flo,wers, dug out
mushrOOI11S frOlTI beneath fallen leaves, bathed in both the sun
and the shade\" Of.. holding hands., sped down hills into succulent

\\'alle)'s. And h,e could not distinguish her fron1 the rustling of
the forest.. the

flight
of the clouds, tIle fragrance, the grass. Sile

\\\037laS so naY\\re\037 and yet so cle\\/er; she knew so little and so much.,
like the ant that blli Ids splendid palaces.. but lives in dark cells.

They lay in the tall grass amid a sea of flowers, and gazed

all around. There, at the lowest level., yellow lady slippers and

tiny cinquefoils \\\\lere like grains of golden sand, and above them
rose tall v\037eronicas, sonle greyish-blue, and some dark blue. Red

pompoms of clo\\'er stuck their brushes out like porcupines t\037rom

three-leafed saucers, and fragrant \\\\I' i ld thyme wove a heliotropic

rug do\\\\.rn the side of the hill. Trefoils
opelled

wide their little

umbrellas. Among their \\\\rhite tents fluttered the wings of bille
butterflies. Occasionally a beetle settled 011 a parasol and caught
the sun in the green mirror of its wings. Ustya would hold ller

breath so as not to frighten it.

Gloomy yarrO\\\\l
scattered piles of stars, bright yellow but

sad\037
like golden tassels on the black sides of a coffin, and next to

it a chicory plant bent its grey aIld knotty stenl over which blue

flo\\\\i'ers,
faded and uncombed, sparsely clalnbered. Franl the

grass, a camomile's eye peeked Ollt at Kyrylo. Tiny 11arebells., so

delicate and so tender that tlley tllemselves wondered how tlley

existed in this world\037 dispersed
themselves allover the meado\0371

and sO\\\\led sorroV\\J'. The unapproachable poison ivy\037 heavy witll

seeds like a bee with
pollen\037 whispered

in a housewifely Inanner

in its resting place.
And over there, a shaggy

cornflower extende,d its petaJs in

all directions., as if trying to fill the wide expanse Wlt)l t}1eir

bluish-pink hues. Farther away, horse sorrel, scorched
by

the Stln,

smouldered darkly like a funeral torch, and verbascum stood in

a
dignified

manner like the golden seven-pronged calldelabra ill

ancient temples. Kyrylo showed Ustya the valleys where
spurge)))
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secretly rolled 111ilk up its succulent and raw stems'l like the teats
l)f a cOW't from its dark piney roots to its round

yello\\\\'
rosette.

011 hillocks grey w()rmwotld grew like a jungle and intoxicated

tIle air witJl it bitter perfunle, thick and stifting4

And here and there pussy's toes reached to the sun, dry..

soulless.. soft\037 like velvet\" and among them the field mint gathered

together every pair of leaves into its belt of heliotropes. It seemed

to Ustya and Kyrylo that the naIve clo\\lre pink blushed in the

grass like children's faces, wllile abo'v'e them the \302\245lorried broom

grass bent its branches and \\'lept \\\\l ith yello\0371 tears. Th istles\037 so

blue that they were almost steely.. occupied huge expanses by'

t11emselves. TI1ey looked like' an abandoned fire that \\'iaS dying

witll a final azure smoke. And over there, covrering the nleado\\\\'s..

yellow dandelions shone like stars in the
sky'\037

bind\\veed t\\1lirled

on one leg, lllilfoil clung tightly to the
ground\037

\\\\.'ild roses vlaved

their grey branches, and v./hitish-pink\037 reddish-blue and hot

yellow flowers perched like blltterflies on the s\\veet peas. This

was an orgy of flowers and
grasses'\\

an intoxicated drear11 of the

sun\037 a riot of colours.. perfumes\037 shapes. . .

Ustya was lying face do\\\\rn llpon the gro,und and
che\\\\ring

on a stem; Kyrylo bent a bush l)t-- s\\\\\037eet calamus to\\\\,tards hiITISelf

and pressed his hot face into it. And then\037 ,,/ithout \\vords.. \\\\/ithout

allY conspiring\037 their eyes I11et like four ot\" the n1l)st beautiful

flowers, and their lips reaclled (Jut to one anl1ther. And.. together
with the sweet dan1pness.. the taste of the bitter grass blended
into one. . .)

* * *)

It \\vas att-er one of tllese days that SOlllething happened. In
the l11iddle of tile I1ight\037 \\vhen 11e w'as alone in his 0\\1,/11 room,

SOrne()lle fl ung a \\\\lord at 11iIll: \037\037Traitor.\"\037

Loudly and clearly_

A trait()r? WI10?

Kyrylo glanced aroul1d\037 but the shado\\\\\"s 'J./ere lying quietly\037
and tIle patterns of tile undistinguished wallpaper sl10ne

c.almly

ill tIle ligllt of tIle lamp.

He sat
lLp

on the bed and llncol1sciously grabbed at the pocket
where tile llnread letter still

lay. But he did not take it out. A)))

the

Japanese. Is that trlle?\037' the ()ld nlan ask
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hostility\037 an aversion began to growl within 11ill1 like a provoked
dog__

and his halld back fell impotelltly. He felt
weary\037

and }le sat

quietly and listened as the \\\\lord echoed in his empty breast-in

his breast, from w\037hicll the blood had suddenly receded, and tile

cold had rushed in as into a crack. Then he inlmediately felt hot;

a searing wave rose up from somewhere below and flooded that

emptiness__ struck his head__ and chased Kyrylo frail1 the bed.
The de\\'il take it! He had the right. He had the right to a full

lite-the right that g,oes with being twenty years old. . . The

right to a life that would never again be repeated. Who would

forbid it? Who COllld? Who could extinguish the HI,\" rub out the

colours\037 ruin the fragrance. . . even if that were necessary for

the good of thollsands of others? Otllers'! whon1 he does not even

kno\\\\r. The de\\'il take it! He would not give tl1emeverything. . .
he had the right to leave himself sometlling as well.

Everything \037lithin him was churning and chasing him

around the room\037 from \"\"raIl to wall.. from corner to corner.

Traitor! Just let them say this to his face! Then they would

see . . .

But this had b,een said to his face! TI1at \037'other\" that lived

w'ithin him\037 that genuine and implacable \037\037I.'\037 The '\"\037I'\" that burned

brightly within him . . . that consumed in flames everything

personal\037 impure'! bestial. But the Ufirst I\037' struggled., tought\037

\\\\,fanted to live., shouted about its rights and tugge,d at him.
The two were reconciled

by
exhaustion. (\037olourless and

muddy., it \037'as
lying dreamily sonlewllere in his depths, like a

fog under the \\-vater\" waiting for the chane-e to reach out with its

stic.ky enlbrace . . .)

* * *)

What \\-\\{as happening in the world? Did he know? He did
not even want to know. He did not read the newspapers., there

were no letters, and no one came to see him. At first, someone

had dropped by now and again but\037 after never finding Kyry'lo at

home\037 had stopped com ing.
In the

evenings\037
when the city \\vas glowing peacefully and

sighing gently after its exhausting day, he took
Ustya by the

hand and went there.)))
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They waIldered through the dark, canal-Ii ke streets, huddling

closely and stoppillg
under a windoVi to listen to some music.

They hid in the slladows and caught the sounds. Ustya liked

happy tunes; she sang along quietly and beat her heels in time

to the rhythm, aJld tl1e sounds flared like flames \037'ithin
K)'rylo

and blossomed like flowers at sllnrise. They floated on the \\Va\\les

of light that poured out fronl the v.iindo\\\\l and gave birth to a

longing.
For something beautiful and unkno\\\\'n.. so distant and

yet so near. . .

One time something black and unkempt blocked the light
an.d tore through the music.

\"'A h !
\"

\"\"Ah!'
,

'''Is it you?\"
'-V es.'\037

The black figure nodded its beard and its big stra\\\\r hat. and

shaking Kyrylo's hand\037 asked him ho\\},: he had come to be here.

Tile figtlre embraced him lightly around the \\\\'aist\037 and led

him away. Leaned o'ver and pleaded.
It was not possible? Nonsense. Their cottage in the countr)\037

was not far [ronl here. He \\\\lould see his \\vite an,d the life they
p

now led\037 they would recall old tinles. T\\vo
\037/ears .,.

. \037{es indeed\"

it was two years since they had seen one another. . .

Kyrylo's
hand lay in the other\037s han,d\037 and a friendly \\\\'arnlth

caressed him, but he felt a disinclination. Ah! Once again the-

newspapers. . . and those endless con\\'ersations . . . 011ce again

the black apparition tllat needed the sacrifice of blood and of
strength.

No., he cotlld not.

He re111enlbered that Ioi.bandit..'t\" fiery, brav'e., and
lo\\.'ing__

\\\\rho

tlllindered at Illeetings.. calling otllers forth to battle\037 and his

wife\037 so small.. so active.. w'11o only recently had still been at the

hllb of tl1illgS. \037Iol\"onlrade Mariya.
H

By
\\vThat nliracle \\vere they

still enjoying freedol11?

No, he did not wallt to end
up among them.

He was begged'\\ cl1erced'l and by n1t1rning 11ewas already at
their cottage.

They
were met by '-IiComrade Mariya\"\" in a housecoat that

slle hastily fastened on her bare neck. How fat and flaccid she)))
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had become\037 like a \\\\lell-fed goose! She \\\\.ras so happy to see 11ill1\037

but.. oh dear\037 the house '\\las such a mess!
Sl1e pressed his hand.. and then rushed up to the ta.hle; unread

ne\\vspapers s\\'littly tUll1bled in their
\\vrappers

into a cloud of

,dust.

Weren\"t they read here?

l\\tan laughed good-naturedly\037
and imnlediately changed into

a loose-fitting shirt.
......-

Ro\\\\'s of cabbages and a torest of corn pe,eked in through the
\\\\\"indo\\\\\"s.. and, some\\'lhere nearby'l a setting hen clucked in the
same

hOUSe\\\\lifely
fashion as \037\"Comrade Mariya.'\037

Tea \\\\\037as
\\\\raiting

for them on the balcony.
While they v./ere hav'ing their tea, Ivan, somewhat

hurriedly

and in a high-pitched voice\" started a conversation about current
e\\lents. Mariya pursed her

lips and, with an expression of

obstinate pain'\\ stubbornly stirred her tea.

E.\\lerything \037las
being

said much too lou,dly, as if the \\\\lords

were falling illto an empty barrel where they grew out of all

proportion. And there \",!as something futile and insincere about

them\037 as if one sick person were consoling another one on a
death bed.

E-,/eryone-Mariya, who was stubbornly stirring
her tea,

Kyrylo\037 with a hostility born of his weariness, and Ivan, who
was

loudly spouting
al] the right \\\\lords\037everyone felt as if

some\\\\lhere not far
a\037'ay.,

in the next room.. there was a corp'se
that should be forgotten, but which one could n()t forget. And

that \\vas the only reason why the conversation was
taking place.

E,,'en the setting hen clucked about tllis at their teet.. but

no one paid any attention to her. It was
OJ11y

after tile chicks

clanlbered up their legs, and from there ,onto the table where

they rolled about like little yellow balls anl0ng the glasses\037 tllat

Ivan\"s words dissolved into a srnile and tUI11bled down over his

black beard.

\"'Cheep\037 cheep, cheep . . .\037., Ivan tenderly chattered as 11e

blinked his eyes happily and 11ew()ve a little yellow ball illto his

black bandit's beard.

\"Cheep, cheep, cheep. . .\"
Mariya puckered her lips and

lovingly cuddled a yellow tuft of soft featJlers against
her rosy

neck.)))
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Th,e atma,sphere lightened\037 chairs moved freely., the

cC)llversatil1n immediately became animated\037 and s\\\\litched to

the topic ()f the different breeds of\" ch ickens.

They invited Kyrylo to have a look at their small farm.
TIle cow was called 4o\"Hashka;\" she had a \\\\/onderfuJ udder\037

and licked everyone's hands. Ducklings, grey and round like

little lumps of soi I, rolled around under their feet; trim chickens\037

lit\"ting their pointed tails immodestly, dug about in the manure

and laid eggs punctualJy\037 much to the delight of their mistress.
Maybe

he would like to examine the eggs? A red steer spread its

legs and stared
dully

at the fence, but he was of good pedigree:
it \"\"'as

truly
worthwhile to listen to his biography. A pig \\\\\"as

rooting
in the yard.

\"Don't be afraid, bend o,ver . . . Scratch it . . . gO ahead..
'--\"

scratch it . . . between its legs.. bec.ause it
reall\037,l

likes that. Oh\037

you dear little boar! He's a pure-bred Berkshire.. . .'--

HBut Iva.n-he's a Yorkshire. . 4\"

HHmm . . . it's strange . . .
you\037re al\\vays getting things

..

d
\037.,

mlxe up....-

Suddenly their eyes fell on the garden.. on the blue sea of

cabbages.

'''Marusya, do you see that?
,

HOh, God. .. . the pigs are in the garden. .. . Rlln_ head them

t
\"'

t

'\" .,.,

o .....

A stick cracked, and a body leapt up . . .
\037\037SOl)ey! Hey th,ere!'\"

Fe'et thun1ped, shirts flashed amid the greenery'. ---Sooey! Get!

Open the gate! Here\037 piggy. . .. Here, piggy!'\"

A solid\037 bristly creature tore through the air like a bullet. alld
bllnlped against

his legs. T11en there \\vas a gust of \\varm.. hUInan
steam\037 the \",thistle of rapid breat}ling.. tlusl1ed faces flashed by-
and it was oilly then that

Kyrylo
sa\037/ 110\\\\' nluch energyr the chase

had cost them.

All that was happening \\\\ras far remo\\red fronl anything that

Kyrylo l1ad feared wilen tle \\-vas
tra\\telling

to the cottage. There

was no need to have any worries here.
Why tlleIl.. instead at' enjoying peace of n1il1d., \"'''as there

sonlething unpleasant al1d irritating stirril1g in his chest? A sharp

qllestion jabbing him\037 goading him? Sonlething unexpectedly

disagreeable?)))
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On \\\\leekdays.. lvan \",.rent to work and returned hOl11e late..

at dinnertime. He railed against the current county council in

'W'hich he ser\\led, and nlade fun in a bad-tempered way of those
liberals Vt\037ho' so readily changed their sheep\037s clothing for that of
a \\volf. He gathered up all tIle dirt of contenlporary relationships,
the filthy and bloody scum at' lite-and one sensed he derived

all e\\lil pleasure in that. It was better this
way.

Let it be thus.

Wonderful!

He brought then) the latest news. Between spoonfuls of

borshch he passed on inforn1ation about deaths by execution.

Eight had been hung. Three had been sentenced to death. All

\\\\-fere young-they 11ad scarcely begun to live. The words were

\\'lashed do\\vn \\\\rith the borshch, and., during the entr'acte, tl1ey
found out that people \\\\lere

being
shot like wild game in the

\\!illages. And ever)fthing w'as stated calmly, even
c,oldly,

as if

these \"!ere facts from the Middle Ages that could be recalle,d but

could not be fathomed.

At times\037 Mariya was interested in tIle details-tIle legs
t11at had been torn off b,y a bomb\" the children who 11adbeen
crippled\037

the location of a deathly wound, but all of this was

imOlediately Pllshed aside
by

the concern that the pie was

overdone. Forgetting about the
Jegs

that had been torn oft\037 tile

dead children.. and the young people who h,ad been hung, she ran
to the kitchen to scold the help.

After djnner\037 they a]\\vays lay down to have a nap. To
sleep-

and after dinner! PerJ1aps they even snored-the fiery orator
Ivan and a . . HComrade Mariya!\037'

Kyrylo would run ,out of the house to avoid hearing it.

Kyrylo also
sJept\037well,

not during tile day, of course-bLlt

during the nights his dreams made him sutter. In tll0se persistent

dreams he felt there was somet11ing he had to do; he
sin1ply

had

to: it was painfuL. . He had to\037 but he lacked the streTlgth, and

did not know what needed to be done. . .

I n the evenings, a curly-haired student., exiled from

someplace.. came to their 110nle f\"r()m a neigJlbouring cottage.

She always brought along a bc)ok under her arnl., and a fantastic,

other-worldly enthusiasm on her face.

They greeted her joyfully\037Mariya with kisses, and Ivan

with slniles that c-ascaded in waves down llis black beard.)))
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It was as if they had been waiting all day for her arrival.

They at once sat down at the table and read
by Jamplight

it1 the sl11al) room that was like an island in the sea of night.

.Huysnlans' Against tl1e Grain and The Knapsack.. in Yihich

love festered like a wound and the \037IoI\"'t bloollled like a splendid

poisonous flower\037 an orgy of the spirit and the
body'l supernatural

instincts, and t}lat protest of everything against everything \302\267\302\267\302\267

Or else tl1ey argued.

Then their faces flame,d; the tips of Mariya's ears reddened
and her eyes blazed; Ivan paced the room \",lith an inspired look\037

and amazed everyone with examples of the finest
oratory\037

the

student listened with rapturous enthusiasm like a queen in an

underground kingdom.
And the f'urther that Ivan's thought or his imagination \\\\,-as

removed from the terror and suffering that en\\r,eloped reality\" the

more eagerly all thre,e of them fastened on to his \\vords as if they

were hurrying to sail \\'lith closed ey'es o\\'er the depths \\\\\037here the

pieces of a ship that had just been \\V'rec-ked no\\\\\" rested.

The readings finished late in the
e\\/ening\037

I\\,'an \\\\/ould \\\\'alk

the student 11ome, and \\\\lhen he returned\037 \\\\'ould find his ,,'ife- .

sitting by tile lamp. Stopping her ears \\\\'ith her hands\037 she \\\\lould

be feverishly finishing the book\" and the pages rustled in the
silence as if the \\vind were turning them.

It was tinle to go to be-dOl bllt they cotlld not agree \\\\,\037110 \\\\tould

take the book for the 11ight.'-
Io\"You'll fi11isll reading it tomorro\\\\.''1 becallse I 11a\\/e to go to

work ill t]1e
morning\037\"\037

I\\lall protested.

uYou only care about yourself. . .\"\"

'\037And what about y()u?\"

And there would be a scene.
Now no one raise,d

painflll\037 bllrning issues, as on the first

day when Kyrylo 11adarri\\led at the c()ttage. The houseguest had

already received tile hOllour t}1at \"'as due 11im,and \\\\'hat n10re

c-Quld be expected?

SLIt S0111et11ing, by \".ray of a contrast\" arose llninvited and
spoke

out.
S()mething indistinct\" depressing\" alarming-an,d it

\"vas only occasiollally t11at it seenled to
Kyrylo

that he \\V'as just

about to catch it, tllat 11e was jllst about to
figure

Ollt what it v.ias

tllat he 11ad to do \037 . .)))
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Every time tl1at Ivan.. \\\\.'aking up after dinner with
puf\037fy

eyes\037
a pale face.. and ruffled hajr\037 yawned deliciously over and

O\\ler
again\037 Kyrylo\037 shrinking from the sight.. fled from tIle house

in order not to see it . . .

After all, \"lould it not be the same tonl0rrow-work, the
cal'....es\037 symbolisln., and cabbages? Puffy eyes and yawning?

He ha,d had his fill of\037 such
-.peacefulness.'\037 He felt stifled by

that atmosphere__ and he did not e\\'en
stop

to tllink w]len he flung
the \\'lords out at thenl: \037ioHov./ can you? You. . . This stinks!\"

He \\A/as '/ery upset: 11is \\\\'ords came out witll difficulty, as
if from under a

pile
of ,dirt \\vhere they had lain for a long time.

\037-'Ho\\\\r can you. . . w'hen all around. * .'\"

Those \"\"ords\037 so short and understandable to both ot'them,
\\\\rere

painful\"
and t11ey did not strike only Ivan. They tore

tllrough all obstacles and burst out like rockets.

HO\\\\i could he! Ivan shrugged his shoulders. But what was he

suppose,d to do? At11id general ruination, apathy, exl1austion? He

\\\\tlas no 11ero . . . and \\vho had t11e right to demand heroism fronl
him! He had vlorked Yihenever it had been possible to work. . .

No one had the right. . . there could be no do,ubt about that., no
one had the right to

reproach
him. . .

They raised their voices, and both of them sllouted. Angrily,
crossly. Alld in each man it was his own pain, his own shanle
that \\\\/as shouting, his own ennervation . . . It was the need to

\\vauold hinlself, to lash out at the other who was shollting . . *

They parted angrily, and botl1 of thelll were very upset.
Kyry10 Vv'andered for a lc)ng tinle until he finally cooled off

a bit. Was he justified? Had he not offended Ival1 l1eedlessly?

No, it Vlas necessary to re-examine the whole 111atter once again

calmly, without anger. He must see Ivan right away. TIle poor
man \\\\fou1d most certainly be suffering after suell a terrible

scene.

He must go back there! It was quite close by . . . He could

already see the v.,\037hite walls, the fence, the blue cabbages. . . And

th ere . . .

He saw Ivan and Mariya. Bending
over at the waist., t}1ey

were weeding the garden.
On the green lowland, flooded by

the evening suo., DIlly their

rounded rumps could be seen anlong tIle cabbages,
a big black)))



On the Road I
31 0

one aJld a smaller blue one neatJy lined up and pressed staunchly
together

like an ell1b,lem of peace. And there wras so,mething so

revolting in that picture, so disgusting, that
Kyrylo

shu,ddered.

He did not go into the garden., but \\vent straight
to his room.

And the first tiling he did was to put his hand into his pocket and

plJI)
()ut the letter. All worn., crumpled, and grey. He tore open

the envelope and scanned the creased
paper.

No\" it \\vas not too

late yet.

He had finally found \"\"hat it \\\\/as that he must do! And \302\245ihile

he was deciphering the mangled letter in the duillight\037 Mariya's
voice drifted in from the balcony.

Io.Come and (lave some tea! Today we're ha\\,ring a
pie!'\037\037

\037'A pie-ie-ie . . .\"\" Ivan's bass v'oice rang out\037 he \\vas in a good

mood, as if nothing at all had transpired.
But

Kyrylo
did not answer.

He was girding himself for the road ahead.)))
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. . .
Why? And from where is this longing coming? Lite

has been left behind out there\037 beyond these stone bastions., and

11ere\037 \\vithin these damp cold \\\\ralls\037 death has locked itself in

\\\\J'ith me. I do not fear it. I called it to a just cause and it caIne..
took its ,/ictinl\037 and then.. like a grateful dog\" remained at IllY
feet. It is \\\\lith me now. Well., go ahead and stare at n1Y shadow
from the dark corners.. lie in \\vait fo,[ me with your bloodthirsty

e)res . . . Th i s is your re\\vard.

But I am still alive. I can feel the hard prison mattress
beneath me\037 I can see my body stretched a,ut on the cot., my big
feet shod in shoes\037 my hallds with which I . . .

A lalnp glimmers in the corner, and a hostile silence, grey
and

damp'!
hovers O\\ler it. But I do not want to see that. . . I do

not want to . . . [\"II shut my eyes. Fj,ery circles. They dance and

scatter sparks. . . And now. . . now the river of life is flowing.
For does it really matter that they 11ave locked me in this

cold dungeo'n when the entire beautiful world\037 all the colours,

all the bustle of Jife., are right here \\vithin me\037 in nlY head\037 in my

heart. . .

Oh, ho\037r I would like to draw up brimming 11andfuls of that

golden liquid. How I WOllld Jike to pick up a pen, dip it in tl1e

azure of the sky, in the murmuring water, itl the blood of my
own heart, and write down everything;

write down, for tIle very

last time, what I have seen, what I have felt. Oh., fl)r a scrap
of paper.. just a scrap of paper. . .

Hey there, guards\037' It's not

permitted? What? For a human being w'ho is about to die? Ha-

ha-ha! Well.. that's that!

Perhaps it's better this
v-lay.

I'll lie here and, without ink,

without paper, and without words\037 I'll threa,d the strings of Iny

thoughts like a coral necklace. For thoughts are swift and light,)))
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like birds, and words are like a snare in which one catches then1;
you

catch one and the rest dart up and flutter aVlay \037 . .

This will be my literary creation, better perhaps than those

that people have read; this will be a story fl1r a single reader__

for the n10st grateful and sensiti'ie reader. And this will be the

tllread tllat unites death \\vith life\037 and\037 \\vhile it is un\\\\.rinding\037 I

am still alive.

How quickly have all the voices echoed forth . \037 . HO\\\\T

quickly has the stream of life rushed into this tomb. . . Oh, \\\\,'hat

a crowd! No, I cannot do it this
\"'\037ay. Stop.

Let me catch you.

Aha!

They were all so serious, so pale and decisi've \\\\\"hen they

asked: \037\037Who will take the deed upon himself?'\"

'\"'I wilL\"

The \037(.I will'\037 burst forth from my chest 1ike stinging ice. And

instantly a wall arose bet\\veen me and
m\037l companions__

bet\\\\:een

me and life. A lock clicked.. and decisi\\/eness \\,\\o'as secured in

my heart. Embraces and kisses, and \\\\,rithin a fe\\\\-\" hours I \\\\ras

already on my way, that 4o\037unkno\\\\\"n one\037' \"rho. . . and so on. I

was without a name, without a lineage.. \\\\1ithollt a clan'! and it \\\\Tas

only my friend that everyone \\\\7ould ha\\/e been able to recognize.

He had a short name: *Browning.
It was an exceptionally cold 1110rning \\\\.'hen I arri\\ted. Yes..

it was cold. A fierce foe from the north.. clear and sharp as a

sword\037 had arisen an,d\037 glean1ing
\\vith all icy eyre_ \\\\ras blo\\\\'ing

billows of sn10ke over tile sky alld chasing their dark shado\\\\rs

over the snow. T11e sun \037las looking on helplessly.. indecisi\\.rel\037'.

It was even afraid to blink. TI1e trall1pled SI10\\V\" cOll1presse,d
and

unresisting., stuck closely to the
grotlnd\037 People

alld 110rses ,\"\"ere

fleeing as if pursued by a teroci,ous
eneI11)l__

the billo\\ving St110ke

was fieeil1g, alld even the steall1ing breath of people and aninlals
\\-vas

fleeing.

I felt 110 fear. It ,,,ras all \\/ery interesting. I looked closely at

the city,. no\\V' as fall1iliar to nle as a
grave\037

the city in \".rhich the

buildings 11uddled in a single n1ass like sheep whel1 it is cold;

lTIen tUfllCd grey fronl the frost\037 bllt \\\\\"Onlen's faces bloomed like
.

poppies.

] began Iny wanderings on that very first day. I blended

in with the cro\\vd and \\\\,ralked. Grey.. alien, unknown. Down)))
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unknov.rn streets\037 I rell1ained silent.. ever1 thOllgh I needed to ask

questions\037
ev'el1 though I needed to know a great deal. W11ere

does he li\\.re? When does he leave the house.. and wllere does he

go? When he eats.. goes to sleep\037 all of his habits. What is he like?
But

slo\\\\rly.
Not all at once. I didn\"t l1ave a plan. Where? Hov./?

When? Actually I had a thousand plans that spun around and

died
a\\\\lay

in my brain like s11eaves of sparks fronl a tl1reshing
machine in a dark field. . .

There \\\037laS
only

the certainty\" firm like a ro,ck: he will be
n1ine. And I toun,d the building where he lived. Yellow, huge,
cold. A state sentry box and a state sentry v.,tho rub.bed his 11ands

to keep them \\\\/arnl and crunched back and forth over the snow

like a dog on a leash.
\037\037Aha!

\"

Had I said that?

No\037 I had only thought it.

I sat do\\\\/n on the boulevard across from the building, and
the

d\\\\relling
\\\\lith its rO\\\\lS of cold, dark windows eyed me with

hostility. I \\\\J'anted to topple the walls with my eyes., to see the
nlan because of \\\\thorn

villages
were going up in smoke, and

people.. hunted down like animals, were being bled to deatl1.

Because he\037 th,ose villages\037
the people\037 the Browning\037 and J,

\\\\rere links in a single chain.. And the longer I sat across froln

tIle building\037 the more fiercely the icy block of courage seare,d

my
heart.

\037\037It has to be done.
H

Had I sajd that?

No, I had only thought it.
And once

again people
and the stream of life surround rne.

How azure-blue the sky is today.,
how clear and lofty! And t}1e

golden laughter of the sun! Hot steall1illg breatll billows frolll

horses, people rush about, and tIle frost is striking fires. And it is

anlusing to see, as if at a masquerade, mi Ik-white wl1iskers stllck
on youthful faces. . . and horses \",'hite and shaggy like laJnbs.

Ting-a-ling . . . Little bells sow transparent sounds\037 and sleighs

sail behind the swift legs of horses.
A

girl
is running towards Ole. Her cheeks are blazing, her

eyes are burning, and she catches Iny glance with a warmtll and

a devotion that only those who meet for a moment before parting)))
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forever arc capable of. An instantaneous romance-short and

sweet., like a
SI10()ting

starw I anl grateful to you. You thre\\\\t a

flower il1tO my heart, and I caught it\037 and perhaps 1\"11 carry it to

the grave4 To the grave? What grave?
Ah., yes\037

that's right. . .

And now., grey\"! alien, and unkn()\\vn, I'm among people
every day.

I'nl absorbing every tIling that I need to kno\\v., just
as the earth s()aks

up raindrops during a drought. From \\\\,'here?

Here, there, fron1 tIle air. Because everyone kneYl him., because

he was odious to everyone, harmful to everyone, and
e\\reryone

growled
at him just like a timorous dog \\vho is too scared to bite.

He sometimes goes for a \\\\,ralk in the morning. Aha! But not

alone, his guards are \\\037/ith him. At t\\vel'le 0 \037cll)ck he recei,,res

visitors, but strangers are frisked. I
already'

kne\\v that he had

a daughter, a beloved daughter., and that he lo\\,ted the theatre

even more. I kne\\\\l his 11abit of stroking 11is beard.. and his other
\037.

habit-hiding his fist behind his back.
Finall\037y,

I e\\ren kne\\\\,' \\\\'hen

l1e ate, went to sleep, got IIp. I kne\\\\r e\\lerything that I needed to

know and even things that \\\\'ere
superfluous.

It \\\\/as as if I \\\\:ere

preparing to write his biography or his
obituary'.

I still had not seen 11i 111\" but tIle theatre interested I1Ie. I

stopped
in front of the billboards\037 read tIle

posters\037
and tried to

guess w}lat attractions Fifi held\037 \\\\r110 Cecilia \\\\.ras\" and \\\\\"hich one

oftlleOl was prettier. ] e'ven attended tile theatre: I sa\\\\t Fifi.. I sa\\\\\037

Cec.ilia-but he \\Vrasn't there\037

Alld Ollce again I \\vandered. All1ne\037 grey.. and unkno\\vn.. like

a distant al1d pale S11ado\\\\l.

Finally\037
I did e-atch sight of 11il11\037 OIlce . . . I remen1ber 4 . 4

It \\V'as snl)wing that 111orl1ing. An e\\rell\" thick.. alld \\varm
snow. Tiny S110WY beings

that died it1 tIle sky and fell to, the

ground to tllcir eternal rest ill a quiet cemetery'. Ro\\vs of houses.,

rows ()f'trees receded like \\vhite shado\\\\/s illto the distance and

dissolved in a fog. A \\v}1ite ftl)l)d. All tIle soullds can1e trom

below., as fronl under \"\".'ater. Tile cathedral bell rang ho]lo\\\\,rly\037

the sllbmerged be]l sobbed mtlurnfully for a long tilne. Slush-
slusll., slush-slush-feet sp,las11ed by at a n1easured pace. It was
as if sOlnething huge \\\\laS

c)1ew'ing
under tIle \\\\-rater\" che\\\\ting and

sw'allo\\\\ling tIle soullds. And everything that moved in the fog

becan1e a s)ladow and vallished fl)rever.)))
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Suddenly\037 something wild and bizarre broke into this silence.
A *kozak.. hunched o\\'er the neck of his horse and breathing

heavily in ullison with it.. dashed by at breakneck speed. And

then horses\037 black and sleek.. Plliled a carriage past me at a gallop..
and in the clear

glass..
as in a frall1e.. were reflected a handson1e't

\\\\raxen
profile\" frowning eyebrows.. and a wl1ite beard. And while

I \\\\ras still gazing at this in1age.. everything val1ished.. dissolved..
and becalne a shado\\\\l . . .

What? A shado\\\\r? Yes. . . a shado,w . . .
Mother!
Shll . . .

quiet. . . I'm the unknown one. . . Ha-ha-ha!

Will anyone hear tile voice shouting in
n1Y heart.. in the

depths of nlY heart? Will anyone know that
'you

are n1Y mother,

and that I \037m
yo,ur

son? Mother\" don't cry. . . Your son will meet

death \\vith a pure heart and v./ith his head held 11igh.Because all

the blood., innocently' spilJed., is seething in 11is heart, because
all the tears of his people have poured into it\037 and the anger of

his nation has flared up' in flames. Kill me\037 executioner. You are

killing my nation. . .

. . . Never before had I
thought

t}1at the earth was so lovely.,
that a patch of

sky.,
a tree\" laughter.. a human voice could bring

SLlch deep joy\",
and that they are as vital to people as the air.

So does an
impoverished

rich man reach down.. pick up fronl

the ground and kiss the
scrap

of bread that he used to thro\\v to

dogs. Right nOVl I can see-and it makes n1Y heart rejoice-the
ftam,es of the lanterns burning in the thawing ruts\037 while tIle

snow is dark, as if blackened
by

smoke. The eaves are dripping.,

and ev'ery drop hUITIS and sparkles with fire in its flight. The

unpoJished w'jndov./s in the stores gleam like
pear]s\037

alld a silvery

aureole hovers o'vrer the city as over a saint. A saint or a
n1artyr.

And I \\valked-I could not renlain indl10rs-and
t11Y

thoughts\037
covetous and inalienable, \\vcre always following 11im..

step by step. I could see him. He is having brcakfast\037 his wide

chest is draped with a serviette, and his soft white beard tumbles

down over it. His eyes are
Silliling

at his daughter and at the pink

radishes that he also likes. Delicately picking up
the white stel11

of a radish with his waxen fingers, he is
pleased

tl1at everytllillg

is so nice, so clean\" so tasty, that it is warlll and
qlJiet

in the

house, that his beautiful daughter is beside Ilim, and tllat 11e)))
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himse]f is handsome and dignified. He rests for a moment. \302\267\302\267

A fiSJl is served-and he in hales the fragrant steam and places
a large portion on his plate. If only he doesn't choke on a stupid
fis11 bone! I'm so afraid. . .

And here is the office. He is scowling and reading attenti'v'ely\"

and frowns gather around his eyes and twitch angrily. A bell

rings, an official runs in, and hO\\\\l sorely he tries the patience
of the one in command! How I hope that there is no unfortunate

incident. . . I'm so frightened. . . I'm frightened that there might

be an accident, sudden death\037 for everything is possible. . . Vv'e1L\037

praise the Lord, the day has ended \\V'ithout a mishap. . .

A bedroom. A soft, green light falls gently on a ponderous
body, on a white beard, and on a noble.. elderly profile. Sleep does

not come at once; his thoughts ho'\"er, and his eyes see something

over th,ere, in the shadows . . .
perhaps\037

me? Go to sleep. Good

night. . .
perhaps

until tomorro\\\\.'?

I'm becoming more and more accustomed to him. I feel that

he is growing into me like a root
gro\\\\\"s

into the ground\037 that he

is becoming dearer to me. I do not separate my-s,eIt' fro,m him.

I c.an't. Something secret.. mystical is concealing itself in llur

bond\037 as if one of us is tl1e shadov-/ of the other: \\vhile one of

us is still alive\037 the other must also li'/e. And the Bro\\\\\037ning is
. '--

concealing t\\\\l'O bullets-one for him\037 and the other for me.

f dreamt of him last night: a handson1e\037 n1ajestic\" elderly
man with a waxen face. And duri11g the day uneasiness hissed

..... ..'

in my \037hest. Something irritated nle\"t something sucked at nlY
heart, something was

n1issiIlg.
No\\\\/ I kno\\\\t \\vhat it \\vas. The

des ire toll ea.r 11 is \"r 0 ice \\\\l a s be at i n g fi t fu II y \\\\r it h in III e. I 113d to

hear it.
And till1e dragged on.
. . . I met IIp \\\\,ith 11er l)nCe agai11. TIle one \\\\7ho had cast a

flower intt1 nlY 11eart. She glanced at file \\\037lith such a friend1y\"

tenderly curiolls eye, that the flo\\,Vrer can1e to life and emitted a

fragrance. And instantly it \\vas
springtime\037

the sun.. the joy\" and

the lallgllter all revived. . . 1 felt an urge to seize in my embrace
a sterl1-faced Il1an cotl1ing tl)\\vards me and to press 11im to illY
hea-rt: nlY brotl1er!

I saw you\" IllY dear nlother.. l11et1ding your dark clotlling by
lanlplight . . . so good and so p()or . . . so dear and so poor. . .)))
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and I listened to the din of life as if it were n1usic. Happy and

free once again\" a son of the earth once
again\037

no longer the

anger of a nation. . . And the hateful profile disappeared fron1

n1Y sight. . .

What? It '/anished? A,:vay \\vith everything that is crowding
into my heart! I am the unkno'wn one. . .

Now' I am here, amidst these walls\" like an animal in a trap.

It is you.. 0 blind eye, \\vho is watching me through the hole in

the door. . . it is you who has reminded 111e. . . But how? To

perish in here. . . in this sack. . . when there is freedom out

there. . . work. . . t\037riends . . . Where? Ha-ha! The window is

high? Yes.. it's high. . . What about digging my way out? Under

the v,.ralls? That\037s
impossible.

Smash nlY head against the wall?

Alone. . . all alone. . . ho\\v tedious. . . how tedious. . .

But perhaps?

No . . .)

* * *)

Ho\\\\/ strange\037 ho\\v extraordinarily strange. I can 11ear-

somewhere up above bells are ringing. The frozen trees, the tiny

t\\vigs., are covered \\A,'ith ice. With glistening ice., with transparellt

glass. And the \\\\lind\037 the old bel) ringer\037 having gathered together

a thousand threads., is shaking the branches and ringing them

o\\'er and over again . .' . Ting-a-ling ,. . . ting-a-ling . . . And

flaming sparks-green\037 red\037 blue-leap over the branclles . . .

Where 11ave I heard this? And when did I hear it? Back then,
when I was still little? When, when did J hear it? Ah., yes., it was

not so long ago. . . three or four days ago. . . Ting-a-ling
\302\267\302\267\302\267

Ting-a-I
i ng . . .)

* * *)

I burn with shaole at the very thought of it. ,Once. . .
yes,

once-and never again.

Once I
glanced

around because] felt the cold slimy trace

of strange eyes on
n1Y

ba,ck. Something was following me. An

overcoat. I turned and walked back. It was there. I walked more

quietly,. It was still there. I stood by a tree. It seemed to have)))



3] 8
I Mykhayl() KotsY\\lhynsky

stopped. Should I look back? No. I walked on more quickly. It

seemed to be racing after me. But maybe it VIlas my heart? Who

could tell. . .

Tllis was making me angry. I screw'cd up my courage'l turned

aroul1d, and came face to face \\\\.rith him. Our eyes met. Mine

were indiffere'nt., innocent., calm, but his \\\\,rere evil and sharp

as needles. With laughter in the corners. Well\037 fine. What next?

You're clever., but I\"m no less clever.
I tensed my nerves like a

ship\037s rigging in a storm.. and

walked on. He seemed to be lagging behind. Should I look

back? No. I whistle. Indifferently. What am I \\vhistling? (\037ould

it be the Marseillaise? More likely-a vlaltz. Why c,ontinue

walking? Would it not be better to
stay

alone at home and not

draw attention to oneself?

He seenled to be lagging
behind. I looked around. There \\\\735

no one there. So it's safe. I \\\\\"ent to the left.. into an alley' . . . and

bllmped right into l1im\037 into his sharp\037 cold lo,ok-a look like a

bayonet. . . Aha! You're in pursuit! YOll\037\\le already' found the

one you need and no\\v, calling for help, you\037re going after him.

Aha! You're out to catch him. . .

And suddenly coldness arose from belo\\\\F and__ like mercury..

rolled upw'ards to n1Y heart, to n1Y throat\" to
t,he

tips
at'\" my

fingers. It pressed on my braill and pushed it out of my skull.

Should I shoot? Run aw'ay? Where to? Ov'er the tence? It didn'lt

matter, a-s long as I got away. . .

And I became
light\037 weightless\037 and I sped blindl)r.. like a

scrap of soiled paper in a storm.. through strangers\037 gardens'l

over fences.. over the deep snow\" and something \\\\ras
pursuing

m e \037 w h i st 1in g'l yell i n g.. a 11 d s t r e t C' 11 i n g 0 II tit s a rIll Sa. .
It was nlY fear.

And only after tile darlger had
passed\037

\\v11en n1Y brain llad

settled again in 01Y Sk\\11J.. and tile blood coursed through my
body,

did I rcc-all nlY \\'ileness . . . I renlel11bered tl1at \\vhile

fleeing 111ad thrown aVlay IllY Browning. . . yes\" thrown it
a\\vay

11eed1essly,
like son1ethil1g hostile, sonlething dangerous. . .

I 11ad to go back! A bllrning sl1an1e ma.de n1e go bac.k over
the fences., thr()llgh strangers\" gardens, over tile deep sno,w\037 bac.k

to find it., no n1atter wllat kind of danger lllrked there.. even if
\"-

death itself \\\\-ras there. . .)))
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I still feel revulsioI1 . . . at tile recollection . . . and the

kno\\vledge that a
despicable\037 frightened

animal dwells within

Ine . . \037 sears illY heart. . .

\302\267.. . The \\\\raxen profile\037 and the white beard. . . It was as if
11e \\\\rere rebelling \\vithiIl

me\037 as if he were very angry that 11e

had fto\\\\,'n out.. together with 111Y brain\037 for even a mOlllent. He
\\vas

gro\\ving larger in my c11est\037 11e was taking over nlY brail1,
oppressiI1g me, stifling l11e., and I wanted to get rid of hinl ever
so badly_

HAha'l you thought I \\\\ras yours.. but now-you are mine,'\" he
teased me.. laughing malevolently.

After all\037 \\\\rhat ,\".,'as he to Il1e? And in wl1at did our bond
ex1st?

I \\\\iaS the anger of the people and their retribution, the breatll
fronl the

lips
of truth, the fire from the black cloud of.lluman

injustice., the arrow from its bow. . .

. . . It \\vas as if 1 had kno\\vn. I gulped the air so greedily,

my chest breathed s'o
t-\"reely\037 my eyes stared so intensely-all as

if for the last time.
Hoart\"'\"rost . . . hoarfrost covered everything, and 11igl1t

descended, quiet\037
sensitive\037 and profound. Trees blossomed writh

cold fto\037iers\037 \\1/hite and filmy like bridesnlaids. A poplar, veiled,

sJe'nder and trembling, stood like a betr()thed on her way to l1er

marriage. She waited: a y,oung man would come.. take her hand

and lead her aVlay. Lead her among the wedding guests,. into the
azure silence tt amid the fires.

And the sky was dark and clea-r, and fragrant., as if Inade of
violets. And the wedding guests were there. All the stars came,
even the tiniest ones that do not come out on damp nights\037 tl1cy

huddled together in 11eaps, stood ill r()ws., sat by thenlselves.. pale,

quiet, modest and splendid, glittering and shall1eless\037 ellallging

their colour every minute. FrOITI distant streets flowed tIle 111usic
of hunlan hubbub, and little bel]s sped al()ng, clean and naked

like after a bath. . .
That was the wedding night\037 my wedding night. . . A flower

bloomed in nlY heart and a familiar face lured my eyes, WilD

knows from where. . . from the variable stars, fronl the blossoms

on the trees. . . The first and final night. . . It \\\\'as as if I had

known.)))
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There 111USt 11ave been something interesting at the theatre

because people were flocking
there. Happy'\037 animated, and

buzzitlg like s\\varrTIS of bees flying into a hive. The cold light

laugl1ed sllarnelesslY\"I and the dO()f slammed
rhythn1ically\037

Sleighs
were continuously floating by, horses \\\\/ere breathing\",

Wllistling, snorting, and flinging the snow around.

\"Do you want a ticket? Here it is . . .\037'

And I '01 caught up in the cro\\\\ld.

A feather boa tickles my cheeks . . . the \\varm scent ,of

perfUllle . . . a cold., angry look. . . a grovil: pardon! Before

IllY eyes
there is a grey O'lercoat., and\037 behind me\" s'omeone is

breathing down my neck. . .

Why have all these details impressed themsel\\-\037es on m\037l

brain? Why do these l11emories stick in it like thorns\037 \\\\,-hen the

main event-tile end and the beginning and the middle part
a.ll taken altogether-seenls to ha\\/e been s\\1iallo\\,,'ed by my

memory. I only renlember that I
began to tremble. Because the

oppressive profile., tl1e waxen profile exited from me . \037 . and took

its place not far froll1 Il1e.

He was stroking his beard and
hiding his fist behind his

back. And I heard his voic'e. No\",! that \\loice\037 sticky!\" dra\\vling\037

lives in my ears; it has plastered itself o\\rer
m)'

brain. . .

Did 1 s110ot? There w'as no sound,. A deathl\\r silence. TheJ

frowniIlg eyebro\\vs lifted
up\\\037vards

like \\\\!ings\" chased his

sorrowful eyes, meek and startled like those l)f a puppy.. from
his forehead, and becanle a shado\\v . . .

TIle great anger tl1at lived ,\\ritI1in nle fie,\\' out and did its

deed. Alld a c.old \\vind il11mediately ble\\v iI1tl)
illY enlpt)' breast\"

straight into the searillg \\VOUI1d . . . Just for a n1l)nlent. Then

there was nothil1g.
I d'Oll't kn,O\\\\l wThat canle next. . . a 1110111ent or eternity. . .)

* * *)

. . . The cold floor dug i11tO
rny cl1eek'l 1 sa\\\\r a boot.. big and

wet.. before
IllY eyes..

al1d a \\\\Ieight \\vas thrust upon n1e . . . knees.,

11aIlds, until) could not breathe\037 All at once t11ere \",,'as an
uproar\037

shouting
\037 . . Fo()tsteps on the stairs\037 doors slanln1il1g, and a thin

wailillg sOl-lnd'l like that of a fly. Tllen frost'! fresh air. 4 . and)))
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cro\\\\,.ds of people e\\terYVt'11ere,
all strangers to nle. Not people.,

but n1annequins fronl a store. . .

And then?

Then. \" \" a \\volf\037s lair.. and botl1 of us are ill it: my death and
I. Well\037 keep on waiting\037 keep YOlir bloodthirsty eyes on me . . .

fron1 o'ver there.. f.rol11 tile dark c,orners \" . . You\"ve earned your

re\\\\rard . . \"

What? Are they coming already? And are you approaching
as \\\\J'ell from the dark corners? J Ollist remain calm\" \" \" I 111USt

remain calnl . \" \" So call11.. that my heart will become a block of

ice\037 my forehead \037'ill be chained in pride, the grey morning itself
\\'./ill shu,dder\037 and the hearts of the executioners will smoulder

Ylith fear. . .

I go \\\\-ithout regret-it had to be done.

Ho\\\\/ beautiful nlY road is . . .
my final\" short journey. The

morning is splendid\" white and
hazy\037

like a funeral shro'ud.

Clink. \" \" c]ink . .. rattle the rifles slung on their backs, and
the men

carrying
thenl trample their own grey stares under their

feet.

Already? So soon? It has happened. There is no need. . . I'll

do it Inysel f . . . so that nlY eyes can see. . . And nlY OWll final

breath . . .

Mother! It is you in the sno\037rdrifts . . . You're swilnn1iI1g in

the snowdrifts like a grey shadow of suffering in order to seize

m)' final breath in your warm p,alms . \" . a sigh\037 dedicated to

others\037 but not to you? Don't I isten\037 mother.. alld don\"t look. . \"

Ping!)

* * *)

Ping!

Did I just imagine that I heard it? An1 I stil] aJive?

] touch the walls. . . Yes\037 the walls are cold, hard. . . and I

see my feet shod in my shoes . . . I can rai se mysel f, get up, fi II

my chest full of air. . .

Is the window high? Yes, it's Iligl1 \037 \037 \037 What about diggillg

my way out? What? It's impossible?
But perhaps. . ?)))
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He ,vas moving swiftly, as if being pursued\037
as if fleeing

from Tartars. Every time that he took a
step\" e\\lery

time that

he yanked his foot out of the deep snow'\037 the \\vind rushed
up\037

swirled around him., how'Ied\037 and completely co\\rered up his

footprint, and once gain every tiling
becanle smooth and dev'oid

of all markings, like the sea \\\\J'hen it is calm. A \\vhite, boundless

ocean, and he was out on it all alone, like a rickety boat struggling

against the looming darkness.
The dark clouds, which during

the day' had sped o\\-'er the

sky like black flocks of huge w.ild birds.. \\vere no\\v massed

together and spreading O'ler the horizon in a large silent carpet,
as

opaque
as a blind Ulan's eye. They had alread)r cO\\lered e\\'er)r

last bright spot in tIle sky.. and it \\vas impossible to see an:ything.

Occasionally.. a dried-up \"reed.. sticking out of the sno\\'.\037 creaked

mournfully.. as if\" complaining about its fate\" or a lone leaf tore
itself away from a brancll and

began fleeing to \\\\/arnler.. nlore

temperate clinles, or a stunlp crept out of a sOlall mound like

an animal out ot' its den\037 and then once again there \\'laS only
whiteness., a11d once again there \\vas

nothing.. only the \\\\t'ind

blowing\037 and the frost cl1attering its teeth.)

He is walking. He does Il()t Ileed to' see the road\" because his
t....'

11eart tells hilll where his village is. Let tile llight ren10'le
e\\ler)l

last bit of light frl)111 the
sk)/\037

let tile entire \"\"orld change into a

c ave , 11 e \\\\l 0 U 1 d s till fi 11d 11 i s \\v a y toll ish 0 me, to 11 is\\\\-,' i fe \037 to his

Clli ldren; 11e w'ollld celebrate CI1ristll1as E've \\\\.'ith them.

He has enough strengtl1. Back there\037 in that odious.. cramped.,

stuffy, dark 11ole\037 he 11ad lain for days 011 end\037 for many a sleepless

Ilight, thinking abl1ut \\\\ll)rk. He had rested. And he has no fear

of anill1als. He feels that lle could \\\\lrestle a bear to the ground.
'--)))
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But he does not want to n1eet up with anyone. He is fleeing
through the fields like a dog that 11as lost its 'h1

ay
and is af-raid

of coming across strange 11()unds. If only he can avoid
seeing

anyone until tomorrO\\\\l\037 so that 11e can spend a few\037 just
a few

hours \\\\/ith his \\\\rife and small c11ildren in his own house, like a

true rnan and a nlaster of his home!

And then? The border isn\"t far a\\\\o'ay. He will cross over to

the other side\037 and then-only his name will be left behind. He
\",,'ill

n1anage
one ',\\/ay or another.

All he has to do is to get to the ri\\rer., to the clear ice-and he

\",ill flv O\\ler it like a bird. . .
..

He tucks his 11ands into his sleeves, draws his head into his
shoulders\037 and continues treading, tran1pling the white snow

determinedly__ angril)\"\037 despairingly.

The \\\\,'ind is jostling 11im\037 pushing
him into deep white

pits\037

piling up heaps of sno\\\\.'\037 but 11e does not pay attention to any of

that-he keeps on going-he has to get there!
Here is the mound. Fronl it\037 you could usually see for

hundreds of *versts-'lersts that are sprinkled with villages alld

farmsteads\037 spread Vvrith grass\037 ruffled with meado\\\\ls, belted

\\vitil ri\\lerS, bedecked with flowers.
But no\\v there is sno\\v e\\/erywhere, darkness everywl1ere.

You could take a step, and it could be gan1e over. You could

tumble into veritable obscurity.
He presses hinlself

closely
to the top of the mound that 11as

had its white fur cap blo\\\\,'n off by the wind\037 and he listens, he

listens intently. . . It's the 'W'ind . . .

But sonle\\vhere far
away\037 very far away.. there are soullds of

life. The barking_ of dogs. That nleallS there is a village. . . But

\"\"here? To the right, beyond the river-so there are at least tel1
versts left to go . . .

And renewed strength surges through his body, renewed
desire fires

up
his breast. He is awash in a deathly sweat, but l1C

walks on\037 he keeps on going. And \\vhen, a long way IIp allead\037

he sees the first light in the
village\037

he flies towards it with tile

eagerness of a child.

The light floods his heart with brightness.
It is his Ilative

village\037 the one that he had vainly tried to catch a
g] impse

of

for so many months through the iron prison bars, the
village)))
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fr()m \\vl1icJ1 he had been forcibly torn
away\037 leaving

his wife and

c'hildren abandoned.

In another m,oment he would be with them. He w.ould sit

down to the *Holy Supper in his own \\\\'arm\"l neat house like ,a

man., like a householder\037 And tomorrow? Tomorro\\v let come
what nlay. He could not remain any longer in that filth\" in

captivity, in that hellhole. . 4

But he will not go through the village. He \\1lill enter it from

the fields, like a wandering ITIongrel that fears village dogs. On
this

day,
or for even t\\\\/o days\037 he does not y.,rant to meet up \\\\rith

people.
. .

He keeps on going. . .

Now he is in his own
yard\037

in the porch, in his ho,use.)

His wife was stunned v.rhen she sa\\\\l him.

'.How did you get here?\"

-'Just as you see.'\"

\"Did they free
you?'\"

\037C.May
God free them of their sins at the Last Judgement in

the same way that
tl1ey

freed me.\"\"

\037'You escaped?'\"

\037'Of course I escaped. . ...,

And her face that had mon1entarily brightened \\\\f-ith
joy

clollded over again \\\\'itll a ne\\v sarro\\\\'\".

\037'What will happen nO\\'l?\037'

\"I don\037t know. . 4 If you havre son1e food prepared__ give it to

nle, becallse I'n1 dying of
hunger.....

His wife rushed over to the ,o\\'en.. opened the dalllper\" and
the scent of borshch and cabbage rolls \\\\rafted tllrough tile roon1.

c,\"So
YOlt haveIl't eatel1 yet?\037'1

\"\\No\037 \\ve 11a\\, en 'lt. It didn\"t seem right to, eat bv oursel\\lTes.'\"
'-- .;

\"'And the cI1ildren?\037\"

\037\"They
were waitiI1g for tIle *first star to appear, and then

they got it in their l1eads that daddy was coming. They waited
and \\1laited., and tIlen fell

asleep.\037\037

He walked up to the bed and smiled.

\037'My,
but they\037ve grOYin\037 the poor dears. Mariyka looks like

you\037
and little Pavl0 is suet1 a *kozak-it's incredible\037'\037)))
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HHe takes after his fat11er\037'-- his wife said.

He stroked the children\"s round little
heads\037 sighed\037

and fell

deep into thOllght.

.\"Give me some decent clothes\037 so that the children don't see

me in this Iouniform\".\"\037

I.\037Oh, I \037,d
forgotten that they dressed you up in such fancy

clothing there.'\"
4.\"...'

She opened the trunk and passed him some clothes.

He \\\\/ashed
up,

combed hiITISelf, put on the fresh clothing,
and he looked like a different man. And then he rolled up the

prisoller\037s garb and threv. l
the bundle in the stove. He added

some kindling \"W'ood, lit it-and it caught fire and burned.

I.\037Oh
my\037 just look at tl1e sn10ke and the stench from it. Tfu!

It's really crackling.\037\"

From the mouth of the sto'le there poured forth such a thick
dark cloud of smoke that it seemed as if the house was on fire\037

and the sizzling noise woke up the children.

They rubbed their sleepy eyes with their
plump

little fists

and stared at their father in anlazement.

\037\037Dad,dy?<\"
the b,oy who was older asked.

\037\037Yes, it's daddy, my children, it\037s
daddy\037\"

and he litled thenl

out of the bed.

The boy sat down
by

his father on the bench, and the little

girl perched on his knees.
They began

to eat.

\037\037Where Vf'ere you for such a long time, daddy?'\037
the boy

asked.

''\"I was far aVv'ay, my son, may you never have to set foot
there yourself!\"

Then the little girl asked: \"WI1() cooked for you there?\"

And then they started talking in a rush of words.

HMother cried for you every day.'\037

\037'And I did too.\"

\"We have some small piglets.'\037

\"They're ever so white!\"
HAnd the reeve said., that you'd never conle back to us,\" they

babbled with happy, cheerful voices.

\"The reeve, my children, is a fool. Don \037t I istell to what he

says., If daddy goes away someplace, he'll always c-ome back to)))
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Yl)ll. Eat YOllr borshch., children, because if you don\"t finish it..

you
won't get any *kutya.\"

\0374.We dl1n't want any kutya.\"

-\037Oh! Why
is that?B

\"Because the kutya is bitter.'\"

io'How can it be bitter? Kutya has honey in it.. it\037s 5Vleet.\"

4o'But l110ther said that the kutya \\\\lould be bitter this
year.'\037

4o'Mother just frightened you by saying that\037 my children\037 eat

it. The kuytya is sweet.\"

They fell silent and ate. The wife
gazed

at her husband as at

an icon. . . He had not lost much
weight\037

but he had aged ot and he

no longer had an air of freshness ab,aut him. Only his
e)-res

still

shone just as they used to shine. When he looke,d at )'ou. it felt as

if hot embers were being stre\\\\>\037n on you.

A year ago, when he talked about freedom at the meeting.
sparks

like lightning flashes flew from those eyr,es.. ClOllds htlng
over his brows, and his voice roared like thunder. He \\vas

handsome and territying\037 so terrifying that
the)\"

had taken him

away and locked him up like a \\\\Tild anima]\037

4.\037Why
are you looking at me like that?'\037 he asked.. feeling her

warm gaze upon him.

'''Because it seetns strange to havre
you

here \\\\-\"ith us. It\"s as if

1'111in a dr,eam. It's a strange Cllristmas E\\/e
supper.\"\037

'''A strange OIle . . . Strange things are happening no\\\\' in this

world, and there\"s no end to tile strangeness. . . If onI\\l \\rou could- - \037

see the people \\Jvrho are rotting alive in
prisons\037

if you could hear

the kind of tortures that tlley ha\\te to end lIre.. )lOU ,\\\037ould
pray'

to

them as you pray to tIle h()ly nlartyrs.\037.

And he began to tal k passionatel)\" ab()ut \\\\.'118t he had heard

and seen. Tile small r()Onl \\vas
graduall\037l

filled \037rith people \\\\.rho

11ad been murdered, tortllred\" \\\\rho 11ad die,d an agonizing death

while Ilaving only one desire: freedom. Shrieks and groans n1ade

their way into tl1e rl)Oln fr()lll all corners\037 and a Il1ight)l blast of
anger and

revenge
ro,cked the house\037 like a storm shakes a tree

in the forest.
Chests heaved ever higller.. 11earts beat e\\ler faster. TIle

cllildrell's pupils \\\\,Tidened\037 as if they \\\\lanted to reflect in them
the \\\\1hole world \\vitil everything in it that they had not seen and
cou1d n()t see.)))
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Sllddenly: hMotl1er'l SOl11eone is corning!'!'t' tile boy said and
he clutched his tather\"s arIll.

'Quiet. . .

\037\"You just imagined it\037 my child,,\"\" the Inot11er said.

\".SomeoI1e \\\\las \\valking dO\\\\ln the street.\"

....Cover the \\\\i'indo\\\\,r., so that evil eyes can't look in.'\037

\"\"It \\\\\037ould be better if you sat in the corner\037 no one can see

you there .\"

He obeyed her and nloved over.. but 11e was still uneasy.
Something alarmil1g.. unknO\\\\ltl w.as prowling near the house.

They did not *cast the kutya up at the ceiling, the cl1ildren did

not *cluck in the
hay\037 they extinguished the lamp and sat in the

dark.
He told them about his

captivity..
how he had suffered and

grie\\'ed\" until he had finally reached the point that either he

\\ll0uld break Ollt of that tomb, or die by his own hand. Today,
because of the Holy Supper, they had been guarded less strictly,
the guards Ilad nlore to drink tl,an they usually did, and so no\037/

he \\\\,'as here\" beside her.

\037\"You<\\\"'e lo,st weight.. my poor dear, you look disheartened,\"
he said\037 stroking

her face w'ith his hand, and her heart with his
\\'oice. i,40Don\"t

worry:
it will all \\\\'ork out somehow.\"

And she responded not with words\" but with tears.

\037\037I\037ll celebrate the holiday beyond th,e border. And OI1ce I'm

there-they can search for the Vv'ind in the fields. I'll find work

on an estate\037 or in a factory-I\037II manage one way or another. In

the spring you'll go
to our Mykhaylo-have him re'nt the field

out to someone. Today everyone needs land., and they'll pay for

it\037 and MykhayJo will see to it that we're treated fairly. You'll tell
him to sow wheat on the dried-up pOlld, and rye on th,e Jlliddle

field., it \\\\J\037ill grow like bul1rushes. Don't sell the cattle. God

willing, a new law will COll1e into being, and 1'111 return., and YOll

knO\\'1 how difficult it is to be without any cattle.\"

They talked\037 and time kept passing by. And tilen the night

passed by. The wind calmed down\037 tIle stars tumbled out over

the heavens like sheep out of a pen.
Trees\037 silvered by hoarfrost, could be seen through the

\\\\lindow, and the well-travelled road that went down t11e lel1gth

of the village looked like an enlbroidered linen cloth that had)))
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bee)l washed and spread out to
dry\037 Cottages

,,\\lith SnO\\Al on their

tJlatched roofs stood alongside the road and gazed vlith their

lit \"'lindows at a church in a linden grO\\ie on a hillock. Smoke
swirled out of a fe\\\\l of them. They' bore a striking resemblance

to householders in white fur
caps smoking their pipes as they

n1ade their way to the church for an evening Divine Ser'v'ice.

There were the sounds of someone running from one yard
to anot)1er, of a gate creaking\037 of dogs barking. Q'ver h,ere the

neighbours were returning hOOle after taking the Ho1)' Sup'per

to the priest, over there Ivan Vias on his \037/ay home after \\/lsiting

Sofiya, and then there was Mykyta Hrim, the village's most

notorious drunkard who was on his way home from the ta\\\"ern,..

but he could not find his cottage. Hie toppled O'ler in front of the
blacksmith

shop
and began carolling. At the other end of the

village, people were singing. . .)

* * *)

\037'Someone is coming! Do you hear?\"

\037'Yes.. I do. Look out the \\\\rindo\\\\T, maybe )lou\037ll recognize
,,.

s,omeone .'

She stuck her head in the \\\\lindov.,'.

\"'It's the county policenlan and a fe\\\\\037 other nlen. 0 Christ

our God!'\037

\"Don't shout. Did you lock the door?\037\"

\"Yes, I did. 0 our Holy longsufferiTlg Mother\037 look do\\vn 011

us and 011 our Cl1iIdren.'\"
Co\"

S top \"\"\037a i I in g. 1ft hey com e\" tell t 11 e 111 t hat )i 0 U don\" t 1 et n1 e n

into your house at night. Do you llnderstand?\"\"

'\037Yes, I de). all., my wretched fate. Why are
Y.OU pllnishing

me

so cfllelly? Alas, 0 tate!'\"

\'nl") tellil1g Y01J\037
don't ShOllt\037 because you \"II \\vake the

children. Go to the door\" YOll can hear thenl knocking on it.\037\"

Someone strllck the door three times with a cane\" in the
manner of n1atcl1Il1akers.

Tile \\v i fe forced hersel f tl1 speak: \037j.W ho \"s tI1ere?\037\"

HIt's l11e, tile C-l1UI1ty pol iceman.. opell up!\"
HI'I11alone in the }louse\" and I don't let men come in at

night\037\"

she replied.)))
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L-aughter resollnded outside the door.

\037\037Just look 'W'hat kind of a sail1t she is! And what about the
one \037\037ho has been sitting \\\\lith you all evening., is he not a man?\"

She did not respond.

\0374.DOI1\"t
open tIle door.,\"\037 ller husband prolnpted her. '''Let thelll

break it dO'\\In.'\037

Hundreds of thoughts raced through his 11ead.

\037401 '1m ordering you to open the door in the name of the law!'\"

the policeolan said in a serious official tone.

\037\037And l't m telling you\037 my good people, that I don't let men

into my house at night. Come during the
day,

and stop scaring

n1y' children at this hour.\037\037

....We \037re not just an:y nlen\037 we're otncials\"! do you understand

that\037 Yl1U stupid \\voman? And if you don\037t let us in willingly\037

\\ve'lll use force to enter your house\037 becallse a comn1unity cannot

she Iter a con\\l ict . . .'\037

She felt as if she had been struck witll a sledgel1amlner.
\037\"A conv'ict!'\"

....Just you try and do
that,\037\" the man who had been offended

spoke up. UI\03711
greet you like tllieves that try to break into

son1eone else\037s house at night.

HAh\037 \\\\.re greet you V-lith tile holidays\037 Sydir. You see.. we're

saying that \\\\le want to have a talk with you., but your wife doeSI1't
\\\\/ant to let us in! We\037ve come ,on official business. Let us in!\"

\037'DOl1\037t let them in, don't!'\037 she begged\037 hanging on to 11im.

\"\037Well, what am 1 to do? Am I going to crawl out through
the chimney', or what? You can see tllat tlley've surrOUl1ded the

house. I have to go out.'\"

\"'Well?\" the pl)licenlan illsisted. .\037Are
you going to let liS it1..

or aren't you?\"
\"'First of all., send your people away.'\"

There was the sound of whispering by the door\037 and the

crunching of feet on the snow. A few men could be 11eard walking

across the yard., opening the gate\" and then closing it.

Sydir tied
up

his coat and put on his cap.

.CoO on \037t
go.

Listen to me. Don't
go!\037\037

his wife pleaded\037 cli11ging

to his feet. \037\037Don\037t
go!'\"

He gently pushed her aside and opened the door \302\267\302\267\302\267

They stood silently for a minute.)))
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One nlan was ill the do()rway, and the other \\vas on the path

leading to the house. Sydir-a proud, broad-shouldered man

with sparks flashing
in his eyes\037 and the policeman-scrunched

up and lookiJlg di ffident as if he is guilty-scravvl ing on the

snO'h
1

with his cane.

HS O , have you come to get me, as
you-d

come to get a

nlurderer?H Sydi r asked
haughtily\037

and he waited for a reply.

The policeman remained silent.

\037'Just like Judas betrayed Christ\037 you \\\\\037ant to gjv'e me up

to the authorities, me, who was your voice and your lips, \\\037/ho

wanted to gain freedom and land for you and your children! And
is that

why you've come together as a group to hunt me do\\\\'n as

you'd hunt down a wild animal?'\"

Anger was distending his chest.
\"'Tell me, have I ever harnled anyone in the 51ightest in the

community!;'
Grief surged into his throat and choked him so hard that he

was unable to speak.
The policeman replied cordially.

\037'No one is saying anything like that. E\\/ery child \\\\\037ill
testif\037/

to tl1e fact that you \\vere an upright hOllseholder and a good
neighbour.

n

\"Then \",,'hat do you \\\\Jrant 'W\037ith nle? Why are Y'ou attacking

111e in the dark of the
nigI1t?\"

\"Because that's the la\\\\\"., Sydir, that's the la\\\\.'. You kno\\\\' that

it's not permitted to shelter all escapee., that se\\/ere punishment

is Ineted out for that.\"

'-40And as to \\v11Y he has escaped-you\037re not interested ill

finding out
\\'lhy?'\037

HThat\"'s another nlatter. We\"re 11t)t to blallle for that.\037'

HThen \\vho is tl) blan1e-anl I?\"\037

'''You're 110t to blall1e as well. DIlly Hol)' God kno\\\\rs \\\\/110 is

to blall1e .'\"

'\037\037God? You\037re fools. Instead of 11elping n1e.. instead of

everYOlle standillg up for me\037 as I st()od up for all of you.. you
hounded me like hllntil1g dogs., YOll vile creatures\037'\037

HDon't be al1gry w'ith 11S\037 Sydir. Yl)U kno\\\\l tllat 'hre\"re not

,doing this of our o\"ln free \\'lill. The authorities tell us what to

d
..\037

o.)))
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\"\"Let t}1e authorities say wl1atever they want to, but here's
\",'hat I\037m

going to say to you. Go honle and 11ave a good Ilight's
sleep\037

and by tomorrow 1 'ill 110 longer be presel1t in the village.
A II

right'?\037\037

The policemal1 remained silent\037 he was scared to reply.
\037\037Well, ho\\\\' ab,out it? Tell me.\"

\037\"It car1't be done that
\\\\:ay\037\"

..\037

I t can \037t be?\"

\"\037No. The people kn'o\\v__ and they'll infornl the authorities,
and there \\\\.'ill be trouble. Get dressed and come with us to the

'lillage office; if Merciful G,o,d
helped you escape once, then

maybe He \\\\rill
help you a second tilne. Get dressed\037\"

.\"Sure\037 Holy
God is supposed to help me, but you won't, even

thOllgh I endured so much suffering for you, you vile, miserable
sla\\,res. Get out ot\"L n1y yard. I'll do as I have said. Get out., because
it's all the same to me no\\\\/-get out!\"

And he raised his powerful fists just like Moses in the icon

vvhen he raised the tablets \\\\/ith the comn1andments.
The policeman glanced at him \\\\fjth his sly, slanted eyes,

grasped \\vhat was happening, and without a second thought,
ramn1ed his head into Sydir\037s chest and simultaneously tried to

grip him as hard as he could.
Sydir yelpeda tottered\037 but quickly regained his balance., and

like a drummer striking a druln\037 swung his powerful hand and

struck the policeman \037s back. And\" just as from a drun1 there

comes a loud sound.. so from the policeman's cllest there issued a

dull, deep sound-huuu! He do,ubled over, like a Inan who d()ve

headfirst from a riverbank int() a river, and his nose dug into the

snow.

HMy back! Oh, nlY back! He's broken my back\037n
he shrieked

as he rolled over the ground.
\037'Be.at him up\037 beat him\037 oh, my back\037 0)1, oh\037 oh . . .\"

Several male bodies fused to form a single monstrous entity
that spun., roared, and groaned througl1

the yard, swinging its

fists, kneeling on its numerous legs., tearing s\\\\latches out of tile

dishevelled hair of its heads, and spitting Ollt curses and blood.

The policeman struggled to assist, but with every attetl1pt he

collapsed
even lower\037 and crie,d out more pitifully: HMy back!

Oh\037 my back! Beat him as long as he's breathing! Oh, Iny bac-k!'\)
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And the mOllstrosity\037 whirling through the yard ,as if\037 it had

lost its mind, gone nlad, was leaving behind a trail of
groans\037

blood, swatches of hair, and t10rn pieces of clothing.

Fluttering after it like a seagull on the Vla\\J'es\" a \\voman v-lith

her clothing in total disarray was
pleading

\\\\\"1 Idly \\vith bloodless

lips: \"Leave him alone! You'll kill him! Leave him alone! What

are you doing, people? Leave him alone!'\"

The children had awakened inside the house and \\vere)

.

screamIng.

The monstrosity rolled from the threshold to the
gate\037

and

then fell apart, like a chopped up snake.

A few men., bloodied and gasping for breath\037 stood o\\rer a

heap of human flesh.

\"My goodness., but he's strong-like a \\vild animaL\"

'\037He grew strong like that in
prison.\037'

\037'He sure gave us a good drubbing!\"
\"'Just look where

illY
teeth are!\"

\"He bit off my finger!'\037
'\037O)l-h-h-h-h!

\"

\037\037Oh, my back! I can't stand it!'\037 the dying policeman groaned.)

* * *)

Stars blazed in the sky. A bell rang out in the church.
Softlyr

at

first, as if sonleone was ligl1tly tapping l1n the gates of
paradise\037

and th\037n mo're lou,dly.. as if silvrer bullets \\\\\"ere
ricocheting

off

the donles of the chure1}, and tllen ev'en n10re loudl'l and nlore
.-

frequently.,
until the pllre sounds s(1ared over the

\\lillage\037
O\\ter

the fields., over the meado\\\\,rs\" announcing to the \".'orid the joyous
news that Christ was bart1.)))
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A May e\\'ening \"\"as approaching the village quietly and

imperceptibly. A
flan1ing

sun was setting behjnd a hillock and

its parting rays flickered on the crosses of the village church.

A pleasant coolness and a gentle.. charn1ingly enigmatic aura
permeated the air.

HUll1an voices died away, and the alluring sounds of a

spring night intensified: May beetles buzzed over orchards

and some\\\\lh,ere far off in the distance frogs were croaking,
nightingales \037lere singing. . .

On the horizon.. a flill n100n was rising serenely and grandly.
SomeYihere.. youths and maidens were breaking into song. TIle

e\\iening was becoming so
delightful.,

so cheerful. . .

But not everywhere. . .

At son1e distance from the
village\037

a cemetery trailed down

tl1e steep slolpe of a hill until it reached a pond. Dark, weather-

beaten cross'es, flooded by the pale rays of the mOOll., stood

gloomily in it.

Here and there, some of the crosses were crumbling and

falling
into ruin. The graves \\'yrere overgrown with prickly

shrubs, tall weeds, and wild flowers.

Down below by the
pond\037

silent willows, bowed deep in

thought and trembling lightly, were reflected in the silvery ripples.
The

many
diverse nocturnaJ sounds scarcely penetrated there.

Only screech owls., calling out
dolefully\037 occasionally disturbed

the deathly silence. Everything was sleeping, enveloped in a

quiet sadness.
But it only seemed that way. . .

At the very edge of the cemetery a recently-placed grey stone
cross stood all by

itself. On the fresh grave beneat]l it, young

grass was growing and bright-hued flowers were bloomillg. 111)))
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tIle midst tlf the prevailing silence and somnolence, it ,\\\\'as only

by tllis flower-bedecked grave that life was shaking v'iolently in

the painful embrace of sorro\\\\,' and grief.

An elderly mother was kneeling by the
gra\\le and., as she bent

down low over the flowers.. scalding tears from her faded
eyes

were falling like sparkling dew up'on them. The poor \\\\,:'oman

was sobbing softly. . .

After a while she raised herself: clasped her hands pray,erfuIly
and.. gazing intently at the starry hea\037\\irens, pleaded \\vith the

Highest One to grant her son, her one and only hapless son. a

better fate at least in the next world. And there \\Awl'ere moments

when it seemed to the poor \\\\lOman that the bright hea\\!ens

heeded her fervent prayers, and at those times her aching heart't

sinking into oblivion., found some
peace\037

felt a soothing relief'.

But the stone cross still stood betore her. . .

And onc.e again.. the pale image of the youthful suicide floated
out of tIle mist-and once again her heart cramped painfull\037l

\",\"ith unutterable grief.. and once again she \\vept inconsolably'
and pleaded with the heavens to take her up-there as \\\\-\037ell.. to take

her to her son.

It was no\037' late in the e\\lening. A resplendent moon ha,d

ascended high in the sky and \\vas jo,yrfully illunlin3.ting the

village scattered haphazardly' O'ler the hillocks. In the 1110on\"s

glow
the white c10ttages stood out vi\\!idly amidst the dark..

[fa-grant orchards.
It was quiet in the \\lillage. TIle lights in the cottages had long

since been extinguished. People..
exhausted by their hard \\\\lOrk\"l

were now resting; it \"\"as
only YOlltllS \\\\!ho \\\\rere still calling out

to one allother in the streets.
E\\lery

so lltten\" dogs that had been

alarmed by rustling sOllnds of on,e kit1d or another raised an

angry ruckus, and in the enchaI1ted orchards the amorous songs
of tIle nightingales rang Ollt.

It \"\"'as at this hour that the
\\:veeping nlother'l leaning 011 a

walking stick., slowly 111ade her vlay honle fron1 the cemetery to
tl1e

village\" accoll1panied by inconsolable grief and pursued by
si lent ang u isll.)

* * *)))
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The gra\\'e witl1 its stone cross and colourful flowers marked
the end of the sorro\\\\,rful

story
of one YOUIlg life. It began in the

con1fortable honle of a \\Jlell-to-do farmer. Its childhood years

passed by like rolling \\VTaves
Illov'ing

with the tide. Warmed

b)' the unstinting lo\\!e of a father and a mother, this young life

unfolde'd like a spring flo\\\\ler in the warm rays of the sun. The
poor flo\\\\rer! Little did it think that before long that same sun
\"'ould scorch it v\037rith its fire ot--- kindness.

Both the father and the caring Inother boundlessly loved and

indulged
their only son, their only hope and jo,y. They wanted

him .-to get ahead in the \\\\'orId,'\" and so they sent him away to

stud\037,r
in a high school. The gifted boy flung himself with an

unquenchable thirst at the healing fOllntain of It4.the living water\"

and drarlk av'idly of it. The
parents

could not take enough delight

in th,e dili1! ,
en,ce of their beloved son.

r....-

But in his keen mind there soon arose the eternal questions:
\"\037Who am I? Why am I liv'ing in this infinite world? Is there
another \\\\,rorld

b',eyond
the tomb?'\"

And these burning questions clung tenaciously to the

youth Ii ke e\\i'il spectres. He \\\\\037anted to forget about it all, to flee

some\\\\rhere far away. . . But is it
possible

to flee from one's

Sllado\\v? It \\\\\037ill chase you every\037'here until the Slln finally sets.

And
yet\037

all around hinl, people ytlere calmly shouJdering the

squalid burden of daily life and for them everything in tIle world

seemed so clear\037 the goal in life so easy to comprehend.
Troubled to the depths of h is being., the youth turned to

his father and mother for consolation. He spoke eloquently
and

passionately
to them about his painful and ever-recurring

questions and tried to get a
comforting

allswer from them.

But the elderly parents, unable to comprellend 11isthoughts,
\\vere alarmed by \\\\lhat he was saying, and they advised the

poor fellow to do his best to
j,\037get

allead'\037 and assllred hinl that

everything in the world comes from God\037 and that it was not

up to people to judge what is good and what is bad\037 they talked

of the evils of sin and the terrible punishment sillners wOllld

endure in the next world. . .

And afterwards, when the father was alone.. Ile would throw

up his hands in despair becallse he sinlply could not understand
what had

happened
to his Sashko.)))
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\037\037If only he dc)esn \037t eIld up with the *Stundists! Nothing

seems to please him, nothing seems quite right to 11im!\" the

father worried. But then he would immediately console himself:

\037'\"Many things happen in a lifetime! It \\-vill all pass-and

everything will be just fine.\"

And the mother wept softly and prayed fer\\/ently
that her

child would have a good fate.

The un fortunate Sashko felt ev'en ',\\.rorse after these

conversations. UGet ahead!\" Oh, if only' the)' knevi hOVt/

disgusting
it was fo,r him to look at these envious people among

whom he \037'as to \037\037'get ahead.\"
\"-'

lo'A sin!'\" But how was he to to find a perso,n 'A,'itho,ut a sin?

And the poor youth gazed \\vith anguish at the gul f that \\V'as

growing between him and his parents\037 and he felt so sad\037 so

pained that he could cry. He felt sorry for his father and n1other.
They loved him so much, admired him so

great])!\037
and had

vested all their hopes and dreams in him.
Theyf

\\\\rorked tirelessly'

for him., possibly even taking advantage of' others and sacrificing
their honour in the process., and they did all-this to make \037ioa man\037'

of their son\037 a gentlen1an.

And what about 11im? Could he respond it1 kind to their lo\\?e

and atfection? Was it possible for him to bin,d h is life \\\\,rith theirs

in the way that they had done? Oh\037 if onI)} it \\-vere possible for

others to understand h,o'h' painflll and difficult it is to kno\\\\' that

you are loved boundlessly\" t}1at someone li\\les
onl)' for you-

and., instead of feeling genlline gratefulness__ to hav'e only cold

disdain in YOllf heart! Oh, \\\\rhat a distressing sitllation it \\vas!

But whose fault \\-vas it?

A few years went by in this
\",ray.

Not ha\\.ring reCei\\led any

wor,ds of advice from his parents or fronl people that he kne\\\\r__

the YOlll1g 111an began to search for ans\\\\,'ers e\\/er ITIOre fer\\lently

in tl1e writings of \"-great dead 111en.'\" And not long after\\\\'ards\",

tile pink flalllt: of. a goal in life started flickering before his
sorrowf\037ul

eyes.

And as t11at flaille began to burn more and nlore
brightly\"

it filled his YOll'ng heart \\vitll an ardent desire to fight for what
he believed\037 with passionate hopes and the joy of being aliv\037e.

And in the YOl[th\"s visions of the f\"uture everything seemed so

splendid, so fllil of beauty and po\\\\/er . . .)))
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It \\\\.'as at this tinle t11at\037 just like a spring thunderbolt in the

nliddle of \\vinter., a storlny tumliit arose and the luckless nation

a\\\\/oke under its po\\verful impact\037 trelnbling witll joy, all who

lived and breathed gathered under a new
flag.

Young Sashko, \\V'as con1pletely caught up in these enthralling
\\va\\res. He forgot about everything: his OWll life., his father and
his mother. Ol11ytile

great goal of the lib,erating struggle blazed

before the young manl\\ and he soared to'Wrards it with his entire

being\" and there \\\\ias no abyss that could have stopped hin1. Dh.,
ho\\\\.r he li\\.red\037 ho\\\\,r he believ'ed!

But all too soon the ne\\\\r
songs began to fall silent.

Black snakes cra\\\\'led out of their dens and with the

sepulchral coldness of
..40

pac
ification\" they killed the splendid

blossoming of this new life. With an insane
ferocity

these black

\\,ictors buried everything that hindered them fron1 leading a

\\/egetati\037re
existence in this \\vorld. They understood that the sun

could not be extinguished, and so, falling into an even greater

frenzy., they' covered it \037/ith clouds.

Under the dark clou,ds that hovered so glOOll1 i
Iy

over the

country\037 *Oleksander\037s life disintegrated: in his penultimate
year in school he Vv'as

expelled
for ufree thinking,....,)

* * *)

Da\\N'n Vias breaking. A warm breeze was blowlng. Light
clouds floated in the

sky. Gradually
the crosses in t11e village

cemetery and the v\037ri]lows
by

the p,ond emerged out of tl1e

darkness.

It \\vas still cold, but the air was already buzzing with th,e

victorious songs of spring. Raging
streamlets raced down t.lle

hills\037 in ,drier spots the grass was turning green\037 by
the pOl1d tIle

\\\\tillows were budding. . .

A youthfuJ.\037 alluring p<)wer was trenlbling everywhere,

trying to free itself fronl a coJd embrace.

It was also trying to free itself\"' in the heart ot' a yourlg 111an

who was standing motionless, as if petrified, uI1der the willows

by the pond. Tall, thin, and pale, he lowered his head that was

exhausted from his thoughts, and nervously clutched a pistol in

his right hand.)))
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'-\"Why am I \\vaiting? Why am I hesitating? I can\037t go on

living-that's completeJy understandable!'\037

Sashko had said this to himself several times now\037 but he

wa-s still standing and staring into an invisible distance, and the

same paint'ul thoughts kept penetrating h is mind of their o\\vrn

vol ition.

UTa live at home-that would be to forego my spiritual
development, all

my
b'eloved dreams\037 to listen., day' in and

day out, to my [ather's reproaches, to
quarrel

\037\037ith him and to

watch my mother weep over
fit)/

fate? Oh, no, nev'er! That\037s not

possible! Poor mother! And I also feel sorry for
you\037

father. . .

After all, is it their fault that they cannot understand in \\vhat I

have vested my 11appiness, \\\\that I cannot live \\\\lithout? The poor

dears! What will happen to them after
my sudden\037 unexpected

death? But then., I'm not to blame that I am no longer able to li\\le

in this world!'\"

And in his mind\"s eye he saw the
e\\lening

\\\\'hen he had come

hon1e f.rom the city after being expelled from school. It \\vas only'

a day after it had happened. Seeing fron1 afar his nati\\re
vrillage

and his fatl1er's house illuminated by' the rays ot\037the setting sun\037

he had stopped and tl10Ught for a
long\037 long

tin1e: \\'iaS it right to

disturb the tranquility of this hon1e\037 of this \\,\037illage? i\\nd there

were moments Ylhen he pulled out his pistol \\\\'ith a tren1bling

hand\037 but thell he at once put it back again. The Slln had
alread)\"

set behind the mountain
peak\037

a pleasant breeze \\\\:as blo\\\\\037ing

from the Vvrest\037 and pink clouds \",rere rushing across the
sk\037l.

HNo, it's betteT tllat I keep on going and tell them
e'/erything\037

just
the way that it is: nlaybe they\037ll llnderstand: and if they

don't, then. . .\"\037 and he had continued on his \\\\/3)'.
The old folks were in their comfortable 110nle aI1d, as \\vas

their Cllston1\037 they were talking about their son. He \\\\rould finish

his studies\037 becoll1e a gentlel11an., aI1d lIe \\\\,r'Ollld not ha've t() bend

11is back llnder the
\\\\i\037eig11t

of
l1ea\\lY toil as they had done. . .

They had not \\\\lorked al1d sav'ed in \\!ain-at least tlley' 11ad a son
wh() would tllaIlk thel11 . . . And it \\\\,rould bring thenl so n1uch

joy to look upon 11is
gl)()d

tortune-tllat was \\\\rhat they had been

living for. . .

RllffiOllfS were circulating about all kinds of Hriots\" in

sc-hools, but God
\"vil1iI1g\037 they \\\\lould a.ll corne to an end\037 and)))
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after all, \\\\\"ould Sashko actually want to ruin both then1 and
hin1self?

At that n10nlent the dogs raised an angry fllCkus out in the
yard.. and the

eld,erly cOllple
had not yet had tIle time to look out

the ,,'indo\\\\r vlhen . \037 .

What \037Tas this?! All apparition?! Sashko, looking pale and

distraught\037
\\valked into the house. They both blanclled and flung

themselves at hitTI.

Calm and decisi\\'e \\vords: .t.They've expelled n1e from

school.. and they \\von't take me back. . .\"

HMy
dear ones..'\037 Sashko thought as he stood under the

willo\\\\\"s, \037.if only you could comprehend \\V'ho our enemies are,
\\\\tho has so cruel]y ruined my life and, along with it, yours as
\\\\,'eI1!\"

And tears welled in his eyes: he could alm,ost see his father

standing before him., his eyes flaming with furious anger, his

grey eyebro\\\\/s tensed in a grim frown, his 11ands
shaking:

\037\"Get

out of here!\037\037 he had shouted and groal1ed\037 .\037We lived only for

you., sla\\.ring a\\h\"ay and denying ourselves! And you? You? You

,,'illain! Get out of here! I never want to see you again!\"
His mother seenled to have collapse'd at first, but then slle

embraced hinl and \\\\J'ou[d not let him out of the house.

And when she was alone with him, she
reproached

him and

Vlept'l and simply could not understand \\vhat he was saying.
I.-Am I to liv'e at home and to see, every day, those tears, that

grievous sorrow? Oh, no, no, no! It's better to flee to the ends of

the earth! 811t who \\\\fill \\\\lelcon1e me al1ywhere, of what use anl

I to anyone? It's the same allover as it is 11ere. 011, you danlned
ones. . . Ho\\v wonderful the w'orld \\\\,'ould be \\vitll0Ut

you\037'\"
And

}le clutched the pistol} tightly in his hand\037 and his tearstained

eyes fI ared . . .

It \\-vas growing ]ighte-r by the pond . \037 . In the village the

roosters had long since crowed. Here and there fires 11ad already

been lit in cottages.

Sashko could teel his bo,dy shakiJlg\037
alld this seel11ed to

awaken him from slumber.

He fearfully asked hilTIself: 4o\037But why
an1 I waiting? People

will wake up soon, someone may come here. . . Am I really
so

faint-hearted? Dh, ho.w shat11eful!\)
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At that rnoment he saw the old church watchman start to
walk down t'l)wards the pond.

\"Oh . . . he's coming here! Farwell, world! Oh, alas \302\267\302\267\302\267

how I long to live. . . And over there. . . what\"s \037raiting for

111e there? Oh, this is being cov.lardly!
It's so shameful!'\037 the

youtll whispered through pale lips as he pressed the
pistol

to his

forehead. . .

His widely opened eyes no longer sa\\.\\' anything,
and in his

brain thoughts were replaced by frenzied apparitions.
The trigger clicked

loudly
and the watchman shuddered

with apprehension when he heaTd the shot.
He walked

swiftly
to the pond and then recoiled in horror

when he spotted the body all splattered \\\\lith blood lying under

the wilJows.

\037'O Lord, it\037s Sashko DoJenko!\" the old man said and. leaning
over the deceased, he

carefully
looked him over.

Then he doffed his
cap\037

crossed himself\037 piousl)r. and

muttered: HO my God! What has he done? Has he committed
Sllicide? There's no one else nearby. . . 0 -Lord! I--\\\"e li\\:ed for

a long tinle on God's earth but never before ha\\\"e I seen such a

misfortune. What could have happened?!.\037
And he rushed off to see the elderly Dolenkos.

It was quiet., very quiet around the deceased: only the rustling

of the branches of the reinvigorated \\\\tillo\\'/s and the splashing of

tile indifferent waves against the bank. And then the sun canle
\"-

out and benevolently cast its rays on the bloo.dstained face of the
suicide.)

* * *)

An autun1n day h,overs over the village. CIOllds ha\\'e cO'vtered

the sky\037 a fine rain is drizzliI1g.

The 110uses 11ave tllfl1ed dark\037 the leaves ha\\re fallen from

the trees.

At the cell1etery tile crosses havre takel1 on an even gloomier\"--

appearance\037
atld tIle leafless \\\\/illo\\\\/s are imbued w'ith ,even

deeper sorrow.
It is only 011 tile grave with the grey sto'ne cross that the

yellow ill1010rtellesand varicoloured asters are still
blooming.)))

e\\lil giants had \\\\landered in from,- \"-,

somewhere and \\vere trying to force their way inside.)))
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And ev'en thougll SOIne of th,em have wilted, and even

though the ones that are still bloon1ing are being set UpOll by tIle

cold and battered by the rain-tllat does not matter at all: they

cheerfully lift their beautiful little heads to the l1eavens.
And the immortel1es whisper to the asters: \037'Let the clouds

CO\\ier the sky. . . Let the rain fall thick and fast\037 and let the wlnd

ho\\\\tl. Let them! The long-a\037raited tinle \\\\t'ill COOle! Sun1mer will--

COll1e and the clouds \\\\Jrill vanisll\"1 for the sun will rise. It tnatters

not that \\ve \\viII \\\\.'ither alld fade a\\\037/ay . . . TIle time will come!\"

The flo\\\\.'er-bedecked grave is not as lonely now as it was in

the springtime.

Just a short distance fronl it, another grave.. recently heaped

up\"
looms darkly: it is the mother who has found h,er eternal rest

beside her ill-fated son.

And the dark clouds sco\\\\ll ever more gloornily as they cover

the' earth Wit!l oppressive sorrow.)))
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The acacia trees \\1lere blooming luxuriantly. Their bran,ches\037

covered in white blossoms\037 peered through the vlindows. It \\\\:a5

still early. The sun \\V'as blazing. It looked as if it might rain. The

acacia trees en1itted a strong fragrance. It \\vas
oppressi\\lely

hot

ill the house. The fragrance of the acacias \\\\laS irritating.

Mr. Vitold Dynovsky\037 a pharmacist, felt Ver)l UneaS)l. He

was waiting for the doctor\037 but the doctor. for \\vhate'ver reason\"

was taking his tin1e-he was no\\\\.'here in sight.

There \\\\'as no one in the pharmacy'. It \"'as unbearabl
y

f
hot.

Today there was a market in the to\\\\ln\037 and
\\\\/agons

rumbled past

the shop one after the other, raising C10llds of dllst.
Mr. Vitold closed the door so that less dust \\\\?ould drift

inside. And there still ,vas no sign of the doctor.
,,-.

Tl1e sOllnd of footsteps could be heard through the \\\\\037all.

The pharnlacist\037s son Vitya \"\"as \\\\.'alking in the adjoining roon1\037

pacing
the floor [r0111 one corner to t11e ot11er.

\"He\"s been paciIlg fl)f SiICh a long til11e. He didn\"t undress or

lie down all night. He jllst keeps v/alking
and \\\\/alking . . :\"4

And as he listened tl1 }lis son \037s
paciIlg\"

Mr. \\litold gre\\\\T e\"\037en

1110re agitated: \\VllY \\\\lasn\037t the dOCtllf cl1n1ing? He feared for

Vitya, and he was 11alt:expectillgthat another misfortllne.. a ne\\\\.'

grief\037
\",\"'ould b'efall hi 01 at allY 111{)lllent.

Vitya had retllrIled fron1 Warsa\\\\t in a strange 111ood. Mr.

Vitold COllld see that he \\vas nt)t \\veil\" that 11is heart acl1ed.. that

terrible thougl1ts Ilad taken 110ldof hill1.
And f\\,1r. Vitold\037s heart alsl) b,egan to ache and troubling\037

forebodillg thoughts crept l1neafter the other into his head. They

seared the elderly pharll1acist's l1eaft\037 shrouding it in sorrow and

dread.)))
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And Vitya c-ontinued pacing and pacing and pacing. . .
And e'lery footstep paillfully

wounded the father\037s heart and

f,e\\/erberated in it \\\\,'ith a
scalding pain\037

No\\v Mr. Vitold began pacing in tile pharnlacy. His footsteps
rattled t11e small bottles on the shelves.

The pharmacist paused and listened. . . Yes '. . . Vitya was

s till \\\\\037 a 1 kin g an d \\\\/ a I kin g . . .

\"\037O\\\"er there.. in that c,orner\" his footsteps can't be heard for
a n10ment. That\"s the spot \\\\\"here he turns around. . . But over

here.. at this en,d\"l they can be heard clearly. Now they can't be
heard again. Yes. . .

yes.
. . he's turning ar,ound.\"

As he listened to his son's footsteps, he tried to cl1ase away

his frenzied thoughts\037 but it YlaS hard to rid himself' ot'thenl . . .
Oh\037 ho\\\\' disturbing they \302\245/ere!)

The doctor finally arrived\037 tall and woeful
looking\037

He had

a long stride and he did not seen1 to be in full control of his
4..,...

mOv'enlents. This created the impression that it was difficult for
hitl1 to carry his 0\\\\/0 wasted.. lanky body, that sOl11ethit1g was

pressing dOWl1 on him., something heavy., reproachful. And the

look on his face \\\\-.'as
al\\\\,rays

so sad\037 so pensive: it seemed that

he could see right into his
patients\"

hearts and that he knew,

\\vithout an),thing being said\037 \\1lhat was h.urting thenl and wllat

they need,ed. That was pTobably why patients loved Dr\037 Stan islav

Marke
1

vych so dearly and preferred to go to }1inl than to the Stl1Ut

Dr. Vitvitsky \\\\lith his cl)ld, indjt'ferent eyes.

\"Good day, Mr. Vitold.\"
\"'Good health to you, doctor. Do sit dow'n.

f\037orgive
nle for

tro'ubl ing you.'\"

\037\"That's fine\037 I \"m a doctor, and everyone has the right to

trouble me. So\037 who is ill at your place?\"

The doctor slowly lowered himself into an armchair.
..But who could be ill at nlY place\"t docto'r? Vitya has COll1C

h
\"

orne . . .

\037'He has?'\037 Dr. M_arkevych asked somew'hat illdifferelltJy as

he set about lighting a
cigarette

in a long holder.

\"It's been three days now since he's cOlne back fro]TI Warsaw.

I noticed at once that he was ill., that his heart was troubled.\)
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U
H is heart? Tl1at's j list as I

expected.
. .'t\037

hYOll expected it?'n

Tiley both fell silent f(]r a few moments.
Mr. Vitold understood what the doctor was saying \302\267\" .

I.I.You see.. Mr. Vitold, I know your Vitya very \\velL He has a

gl10d, sensitive heart. He
always

was the nervous type.\037't

Tile doctOT seemed to be speaking half-heartedJy__ sadly't

drawing out every word in an enervated manner.

-\"And now, Dr. Stanislav, he has come home 'lery ill. He has

completed his training
to be a pharma-cist., he has taken his last

exam., but he's ill, very.. v-ery
ill. . * His heart is broken. I can see

tl1at he doesn't have the strength to live. You kno\\v.. Dr. Stanisla\\\037.

why he finds it so hard to live. . .'\"

The doctor looked up at M f. Vitold and remained silent for

a moment.

Then he said even more sadly than before: \037-I kno\\\\; . . * Well

yes., of course I know. . . So you're afraid that after the death of

your. . .\" The doctor's voic.e trembled. -'\037After the -death of YOllr

daughter Zosya . . . Vitya no longer has the\" \\\\\"i 11 to li\"!e?\"\037

\"'Yes, that\037s what I fear. . . Have a look at hinl'l ask hinl

what's wrong. You have the right to do tllat\037 you\037re
in a better

position to ask hinl, because
you\037re

a doctor.'\"

Mr. Vitold's eyes were pleading.
'-'He likes you. You kno\\v ho\\v to. . .....

'-'Fine.. 1\"11 look in on Vitya. Is he there\037 in his roorn?'\037

UYes. Just don\"t tell him that I sent for )lOU.....

The doctor wal ked out.

The pharn1acist heard 11ill1knock -on
Yity'a\"s door and greet

11im in a loud voice't bllt after that he could not llear any,thing.
TIley

were speaking qtlietly. DIlly Vitya raised his 'loice from

ti n1e to ti Ille.

A young n1arried W0111an Cat11e into tile pllaro1acy and_..

sobbi11g bitterly., 11anded Mr. Vitold a prescription that s11e untied
fronl her kercllief. The \\VOnlan

spoke
of her husband \\vho had

illjured hinlself a year ago \",,r)1en 11e \\vas \"vo-rking for the lord\037 and

I10W it looked as if he Illigl1t die: that he had not been
,accepted

into tl1e hospital becallse it Vlas overcro\\vded \"'lith patients. . .

The young WOll1an \\vept and talked on al1d on through her
tears about her grief, but this grief was foreign to Mr. Vitold and)))
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it did not pierce his heart \\1lith a sharp pain bee-ause his lleart was

already achillg from his 0\\\\\"0.. nlore personal anguish.

He set to '-'lork preparing the prescription for the young

woman.)

II)

Upon hearing the doctor's voice, Vitya halted in the middle

of the roonl.. looked at 11inl in astonishment, and then walked up
to greet him.

.-'Good healt}l to you\037 my dear Vitya.\"

\"\037Doctor . . . good health to you too. . .'\037

Vitya extended his hand to Dr. Markevych and, enveloped in
his sadness.. remained standing close to him. His eyes were fi lIed

\\\\lith \"'.Teariness, and sorrow, and grief. His curly blond hair fell

uncon1bed onto his pale forehead. His enti re small, lean figure
reflected the anguish of an afflicted heart.

He did not say anything for a few mon1ents, and then eyeing
Dr.

Markevych closely and coldly\037 he asked: '\037Did father send

you to see me? Ha\\le you come to heal me?\"

The doctor'! \\\\Jrithout replying\037 crossed the room, sat down on
the bed'! and looked directly at Vitya with the san.le cold look.

Their eyes met. Vitya found it hard to withstand the doctor's

self-assured gaze: he was peering right into his 11eart, stirring it

up-a heart that was broken and hea-vily burdened.

\037'Why
have you come?\" Vitya asked once nlore, and it was

evident that he was
becoI11ing upset.

IlCoHave you COllle to hear Iny

confession, or \\vhat? Why are you doing that. . . WilY are you

looking at me like that, doctor?''!

The doctor was silent for a InOlnent, and then lle asked softly:

HO oes your heart ache?\" And he patted tIle spot next to hinl 011

the bed\037

Vitya
sat down. He felt that an unknown power was drawing

him to the doctor, to this good\037 kind Dr. Markevych, in WhOtll

he had more than once confided his secrets and his worries frOlll

the time that he was a chi Jd. It seemed to Vitya tllat even if he

refrained from saying anything, the doctor would kllOW wl1at

was in his heart and would understand \302\267. .)))
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And he felt he had to tell him what was burdening him\037

oppressing
his heart like a sto'ne\037 he had t() tell him., because it

was weighing so heavily up'on him. . . because his heart w'as

dying from grief-a grief that was inexpressibly distressing, as

cold as death itsel f. . .'\037

i.4.Yes. [t aches. , . It aches so terribly\037 so terribly.. Dr.

Stanislav!\"

They fell silent again for a moment.

HWhat am I to do, my dear Dr. Stanislav?\037'

TIle doctor did not respond. He kept his eyes fastened on

Vitya, and his look-\\\\rarm and gentle, but penetrating,-pierced

Vitya's heart.

\037'I can\"t go on living! I don't hav'e the strength to go on
li\\ling

1 i ke t his!
' \037

And Vitya, in a distressed voice., began expressing his grief
in an unending stream, all the \\\\1'hile dropping his head to his

knees., and then raising it
abruptly.

'\037In my heart, something terrible is stirrillg . . . such an

implacable grief. . . Ahh! Doctor! You once clainled that )lOU
understand the human 11eart\037 that you could ha'le become a good

- \037

psychiatrist, so tell me, is it possible to li\\re \\\\,\037ith such a heart?

But tell me honestly\037 not like a doctor\037 but like a friend.\"\037

\037'What kind of a heart?\037\037

\037\037One that is crippled, deteated. yrOU \\vere planning to be

a psychiatrist., Dr. Stanisla\\l\037 so \\vhy do YOll need to ask file

questions? You know \"'hat is in
my heart.. I can see by your eyes

that you know. You don't kno\\\\'? Well.. then__ nlayrbe 1\"11 tell Y'OU

all about it . . .'\037

Vitya
fell silellt.. collecting his thoughts. The pain in his e}'es

revealed }10W difficllit it \\vas for hi 111to irritate tile \\vounds in his
heart with words.

\037'When I recall. . . \\\\lhen n1Y sister Zosya stands before Ille
witll tllat daring ll)ok on ller face\037 \\\\lith 11er disdain tl1r death,

sonlething wl1isp,ers to me.. reproaches nle, sears
my

heart \\\\,itl1

11arsh words: IoStIt YOll cOllldn\"'t do that\" you wouldn't ha\"\037e the

courage' . . . an,d tl1en I don't kno\\v . . . I don 'It knO\\\\l \\\\lhat to do..
wl1ere to get the strength to go on

li'ving\"
for I . . . for I could

not ]lave dOt1e that. It\037s trlle, I sense tl1at I care too much abo,ut

myself to do \"\"That
my sister Zosya did, to draw a lot and go to)))
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n1eet a certain death. And I am seared by flames of Shanle., and

my heart
\\\\\"eeps\037

but still. . . Well\037 tell me\037 my good\037 kind sir, is

it not seI1seless to die like that? She went, nlissed the
target,

and

shot herself. Are there no other patlls that can be taken?\"

HIt \\\\tould seen1 that other pat11s cannot be found.\"
\037'-Bllt \\\\!hat canle of it? For what did slle die? The nlan that she

shot at is still aliv'e\037 but Zosya\037s bravrery.. her disdain for death
fired up our brotller.s heart. . . and the poor lad. . . our Stas was

sentenced to do l1ard labour. And my tather and I have been left

orphaned. OUf hearts have been broken.\"
Vitya stopped abruptly.

HBut 'A/hat am I saying? What am I
saying,

doctor? I'm

thinking only about nlyself.. caring only about n1yself . . . {'In

ashamed of n1yself\037 Dr. Stanislav__ and this shame has split my

heart in t\\\\iro! No\" into more\" many more tiny fragll1ents . . . And

e'ier)' little fragment hurts
differently,

unlike any of the others-

it has its OYin
pain\"

sears me \\\\J'itI1 its own distinctive fire! Every

tiny fragment of
n1Y

heart.. doctor! Do you understand? There is

such an intolerable ache in my heart. I . . . I cannot find a way

out\037 I do not kno\\v ho\\\\/ to save myself!

\"\"D'octor\037 dear doctor, Ileal me so that my heart wi II not ache,

so that there \\\\lj]J not be so nlany little fragments, so much pain,
so much

sut\037fering!'\"

Vitya
leaned his head on Dr. Markevych's shoulder a11d

wept: quietly.. and then m()re
loudly.

And at that m(lment 11e felt

truly wretched., desperate.
\"Do you know how tt) heal nle, Dr. Stan islav?\" he asked

through his tears.'-
\"Yes\037 I de). But you must not carry ()n like this. You must be

calm.. and listen to me.\"\"

\037\037A nd I\"' II get better?'\037

\"'Yes\037 you
wil1.\"

.']'1] get better. . . Ha, ha . . . But I Ilave no right t() be

healthy, 1 ha\\le no right to live!\"

Vitya stood up and., as if seeing phantonlS, 11esitantly
brushed

them aside with a listless n10vement of his weary haJlds.

The doctor approached Vitya.,
embraced him\037 and took 110ld

of Vitya's hands with which he had covered his face.

\037'What is it? Are you imagining things?\)



348
I

Leonid Pakharevsky

\"\037lt's
nothiJ1g.

Now there\"s nothing. . . it\037s
g,one. Truly\" am

I nt1t a miserable useless wretch? A gutJess creature? No, no! I

shouJdn't go on living, I shouldn'tr\037

t.\037Yes, you ShOllld,'\" the doctor said confidently.

t.\037What for?\037'

\"For your father, for your native land.\"\"

HOf what benefit aln I to them? Does my native land need

people like me? Ha, ha . . .....

Vitya
once again began pacing the room.

Dr. Stanislav stood deep in thought. And then he suddenly

stepped up to Vitya as if he \\\\i'anted to tell him something., but he

lost his nerve and stopped himself.
\"Ahh . . .\" Vitya groaned in a

v./eary\037
exhausted v'oice.

,,\\0

Ho\\\\.1

it aches, how painfully my heart aches. . .\"

It was then that Dr. Stanislav came nearer\" placed his hand
on his shoulder.,

and spoke softly to him.

\037'Vitya, do you knO\\\\1 \\\\-'hat I.m going to tell
you?'\037

\037'What?'\037

\037'That my heart also aches.. just like
yours\037

and that J\" just

like you. . .'\037

Vitya
turned to face the doctor.

They \"'lere standing by an open \\'lindo\\\\\037__ and the sun \037s ray'S

fell on both of them. TIle doctor noticed that a jO)tful flall1e

instantly sparked
in V Itya'5 eyes.

.t.Your heart also aches? Of course, it\"s true that the hearts of

many people ache no\"'/. It's just as difficult for
111aO)'T others to

live as it is for me.'\" He \\\\las
speaking \\/ery quickly\037 as if clipping

his words.

But a 1110111er1t later th,at flame \\\\lent out. And Ollce again....
sorrow, al1d weariness'! and grief \\vere reflected on his face.

fo\"Vitya.. I sholl Id . . . I \\vant to te 11 YOll son1eth ing . . .\037'4

HWllat?\037\037 Vitya reSp()I1ded aln-l()st indifferently.

The doctor \"'as quick to catel1 this tOIle of \\.roice and the tact

that his eyes were e11veloped in sadness.
\"'N 0, I've already . . . 1\"11 talk to you about it son1e other

. ..,

tl111e.-

Vitya., hunched over\037 his head drooping\037 \\\\las pacing the floor.

To I()ok at l1iIl1\"\"'as to see the livillg enlbodiment of the sorrO\\\\l

tl13t had entered tIle r00111.)))
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Dr. Stanislav pressed his hand firmly in farewell.
\037\037Look at me.. Vitya\037 l.n1just like you, but J.m living. . . I'm

enduring it. W,ell\037 that\037s
enough. I'll write you a prescription to

caInl vou do\\\\/n.'\"
.I

Vitya accompanied him to the door.

\"'\037Come more 'often\037 We'll grieve and bemoan our fate

together.'\"
......

HI \\\\rill. Thank vou . . .'\"
-'

Vitya sat do\\\\'n on the bed and thought for a long time.
He

thought about the fact that he was weak, superfluous,
useless. \"\"But the doctor said that he was like that as well.\"

And Vit)la felt a little better.. because he now believed that he

\\\\-'as not alone in his sorrow. in his helplessness, and he imagined
that there \\vere hundreds, thousands of others just like he . . .

n1any\037 many crippled souls. . .

He layr dow'n and thought sonle more; he thought about the
d()ctor\037 and about his brother.

And as for Stas, his brother\037 and Zosya-most likely they

too felt like that.. but they knew how to hide their feelings, to

save themselves through their fervouf.

And that \\vas
why Zosya had gone to her death, and Stas had

gone to do hard labour.

Exhausted by his thoughts, his pain.. and his despair, Vitya
fell into a sound sleep. And he awoke only when the sun was
setti

ng.)

III)

Vitya got out of bed') picked up his violin, and began to
adjust

the strings. He felt stronger after his nap. He no longer fe]t the

sharp\037
terrible pain in his heart\037

He had not played for a long time, and the strings were badly
loosened.

As the setting sun was going to its rest, it flooded the orcl1ard

with its last warm rays. Stillness and gentle peacefuln,ess crept

in with the evening hours. And a tender, comforting trallqtlility
permeated the' heart. And simultaneously there arose a desire to

share one's grief with someone., to cry softly., quietly.)))
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Vitya played tIle sad mel()dy of a folk song. The strings sang,
and the violin spoke gently and tenderly to the soul. Vitya played
and, along with the melody\037 something precious, cOlnforting,

sllrfaced in his heart. Memories of the past came to 1ife.

Earl ier, Mr. Vitold had glanced in through the door se\\'eral

times, but seeing that
Vitya

\\-vas still sleeping, he had softly'

closed it again. Now he heard Vitya p,laYlng\037
and he entered his

room hesitantly with the filled prescription in his hand.

Vitya saw his father, but he continued playing. The more he

played, the more clearly and
sadly

the violin sang. The melody'

sobbed\037 grieved\037
and melded with the chords of the e\\rening

stillness and the fragrance of the acacia trees.
He finished playing but continued to hold the ,/iolin in his

hands, moving his
fingers

over the strings. He \\Alas thinking. It

was as if he had forgotten about his father Vv.ho \\vas standing

beside him, forgotten about everything., ev'erything.

\037'My
dear Vitya\037 here's your medicine. You ha\\,'e to take it

three tin1es a
day.'\"

HAha! Three times a day? Well\037 let\037s ha\\/e it . . . I \037ll take ita

H

Mr. Vitold poured Ollt a dose and passed it to him. Vitya

drank it and grinlaced-the medicine \\\\'as bitter.

His father took the spoon and turned around to go.. but then
he stoppled, apparently wanting to

say something.

Vitya was stallding near the \\vindo\\\\'\" \\vith his back to his

fatller.

\037'Listen\037 nlY dear
Vitya..\037\037

Mr. Vitold addressed his son

callt iOllSly.

\037'What is it\037 fatller?\037' Vitya tllrned around.

.\037Are
you feeliIlg better ll nl0re at peace?\"11

\037\037Yes\", I am\037 f\"atller\", but don't ask me any questions. . . I \\\\rant

to think. I dl1n\"t \\Vallt tl) say anything. l\037ll
just play'\" and play

so 111e 1110 re . . . I fee 1 goo d \\\\1' 11 e nIp lay..
't

\037\037

Well \037 I
j

II st. . .
H

j,'No\" no\037 father dear., please dOtl\037t be allnoyed\"l don\037t be

offended.'\037

Vitya was standing cl()se to his fathera

HWhy are there tears in your eyes? l\037ll tell you everything in

good time, everything. I'll just spend S0111etime thinking. I need

to tl1il1k . . . We\037ll
go

on living one way or anotl1er. We are
being)))
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told that \\ve I11USt live!' Well, you can go' now. There's no need to
look at me so mournfully!\"

Mr. Vitold started to leave
agaiIl\037

but then h,e turned around

and asked: uYou don\037t want to talk to the doctor eitl1er? He's

asking it' he can COll1e in to see you...\037

Vitya thought for a moment and tl1en put his violin down on

the table.

....Please ask him to come in.'\"

Vitya sat do\\\\,rn on a stool by the \\\\lindow and waited for Dr.

Marke\\lych.
The doctor \\\\,ralked in hesitantly, \\\\lith a troubled look on 11is

face.

-'\037I feel better\037 Dr. Stan islav!\037\"

--That\037s very good. Would you like to go for a walk with me

it1 the forest or by the riv'er?\"

-'\037No. I prefer tl) stay in the house.\"

-.We)1 then\037 I'll have a talk with you here.\"

Vitya glanced up at him with startled eyes.
\037'\"Don't look so worried. I won \"t talk to you as a doctor. You

nllIst remain calm\" Vitya. I told you that my heart also ached:

and that \\-vas the truth.\"

1t'\"1 believed you.

H

to\"Your heart aches for your sister. You should know tl1at it

\\vas your sister that J . . .'\"

Vitya shuddered.

\"\037My
heart aches for Zosya, because . \037 . I loved her. None ot\037

you knew that. She was my \\\\Jfife in everything but name.\"

IoIiZos y a? At seventeen?\"

....yes., yes! Stay calm.\"

Dr. Markevych clasped Vitya's hand in his.

\037\"Forgive
me: J loved her, J loved 11er dearly. . .\"

The doctor's voice trembled.

UBut I couldn't hold her back. She told me t]-lat she would

never be anyone's slave, that she wanted to be free. And that's

\\\\,'hy
she wouldn \"t marry me, and she remained free to the end

of her ljfe.'\037

Dr. Stanislav dropped Vitya's hand and stood b,eforc 11i111,

forlorn and vulnerable.
\037'But didn't you know that she was going to her deatlf?'\037)))
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Vitya asked the questi,on in a choked, hoarse voice.

uYes, I kllew. Zosya and I were ill the same organization., and

we drew l()ts for the assignment. The lot fel) to Zosya., and she

travelled to Wars,aw to carry it out. I pleaded \\\\lith her to let me

take l1er
place\037

I kisse,d her feet. . . 0 Vitya\037 my dear
Vitya\037\037'

the

doctor gro,aned.

And that groan attested to the intense suffering in his heart.
'4.But Zosya wanted to stay free, and she' said that\037 if she died\037

I should quit the organization.'\"

Vitya involuntarily glanced up at the doctor and stared at

hi]l1 in terror and despair.
-'\"She said that it'she died, my \\\\lork in the organization v.,\"ould

be tainted., because I would \\\\'ant to a\\lenge her death. And I

vowed that I would honour her \\\\1 ish. And no\",: I curse ffi\\J'self!,

If only one had kno\\\\'n ho\\\\/ burdensome it \\vas going to be\" ho\\\\\037

very painfuJ !\"

The doctor nervously Yialked over to another corner.
It 11ad grown darker, and in the dim light his tall\037 shado\\\\\/

figure Inelded with the twilight and imbued the room \\vith a

mood that was heavy, gloomy.

Vitya felt a sharp hatred flare
tlp

in his heart'! it \\\\'as gro\\\\\"ing

stronger and surging into his throat.. simultaneousl)t burning and

choking
it.

HDr. Stanislav.'\"

Vitya walked IIp to hin1 decisively' and Vvl1ispered: ..I\03711 do it

fOf you and for nlyself.'\"
\037\"

But you 111 U Stn' t .

,,,

\037j.WI1Y not?\"

..4.We have to honour Zosya's 111ell1ory.'\"
\037'\"But didn'lt Stas revellge hinlselftllf Zosya\037s death alld didn't

11e go to do hard laboll[ because of tllat? SLIt I\" the \\\\lorthless

wretch t]lat I 3111, sit arolllld, pin ing a\\vay.. t11inkillg . . . It\037s a

shall1e, a shanle!'\"

'-IiNo__ it's 110t a shanle. A sacrifice\" my dear Vitya, ShllUld be
as pure as a SllnL,eaIl1.\"

Vitya fell silent\037 sat dl)\\Vll Of1 tile bed, al1d let l1is head sink
tl) his knees.

Warll1 air, satllrated \\-vitI1 the strong fragrance of the

blossonling acacia trees\037 strean1ed in froln the orchard. This)))
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fragrance irritated both of the111.. and neither of tl1em wal1ted to
go on

li,,'ing.

They sat like that for a long time.

Finally the doctor rose to his feet and\037 in parting, said: ''\"I

I11USt go to see n1Y patients\037 tl) bring people back to life4 We all

must li\\ie. We are orphans.. 111Y
dear Vitya., and life is equally

difficult tor both of us.. but Zosya told 111e to live for her, to keep
her nlemory alive. We must go on

living\037 Iny
dear Vitya, there

is nothing else that \037re can do! You have your viol ill, you have

your father. . . but I have neitl1er a violin.. nor a fatl1er. I have no
pi

one. A star flasl1ed and then it disappeared., died away, leaving
behind a lun1inous trail. We must live, my dear Vitya. Goodbye
for nO\\\\7 . . .'\037

He left\037 and a monlent later he could be heard talking with
Mr. Vitold ill the pharmacy.

But \\/itya seel11ed to ha\\'e been turned into stone: his heart
\"'''as in the cold grip of fear\" and despair'l and impotellce, and he
had no desire to I ive. He felt utterly depressed.)

IV)

For a long time that night, the pharnlacist did not lie do\\vn

to sleep. The light \\\\<ras still on in Vitya's r0001, but he did not

conle out. Ml1re than once Mr. Vitold went up to the door and

cautiously opened it.

Vitya \\\037/as sitting at the table\") writing something aJld

o,ccasionally leaning back in his chair. It was evident that he was

thinking hard about what he was writing4
It was one o\"clock when Mr. Vitold., still very concerned

about his son, began to undress. He said his prayers, turned off

the light and\037 sighing heavily\037 got into bed.

He slept right next to tile thin \\,\\oral I that separated Ilill1 fronl

Vitya's room. Through this wall almost every I itt]e sound could

be heard.

TI1e pharma-cist held his breath and listened. A
toreboding

did not let him fall asleep.
H,e heard Vitya get up fronl the table and walk abollt the

r00111. Then he leaned out the w indow\037 probably checking to see)))
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ifl1is father's light was still on. He \",\"ent to the door\037 came back\037

st()od by the table., shllffled some papers, and \\vent out the door

once again; gently t>pening it and shutting it behind him. He

walked stealthily down the corridor and stopped momentarily at

his father's door.
Mr. Vitold wanted to call ()ut to hjm'l to ask hiIll to come

in, but he was seized ,,\\lith fear and stay'e,d silent an-d still. He

remembered that Stas had also \\\\landered through
the ho-use at

night, and in the mornil1g t11eycould not find him any'\\vhere\037 and

he had never cOlne home again. After remembering this\037 he \\\\!as

even more alarn1ed.

Meanwhile, Vitya quietly opened the door to the pharmacy
and \"'Talked in.

An even more terrible tl10ught seized Mr. y'itold. He
quickl\037y

leapt
Ollt of bed\037 threw on h is robe, and ran barefoot to the

pharmacy. He came to a stop in the dOOT\\\\/ay'.

Vitya had lit a candle and\037 standing \\\\:ith his back to his

father., was trying to open tile door to the cupboard \\\\\"here

p-oisons
were kept.

But t.he cupboard \\'laS ll)cked\037 and Mr. Vilold al\\\\'a\037,ls kept the

keys in his pocket.
Vitya \\V'as trying to tear tIle door oft\037 its 11inges.

Mr. Vitold ran up to him and grabbed his hand frOill behiI1d

his back.

The candle fell.. and tile roon1 plunged into darkness.

'\037My
dearest Vitya! Wllat \\\\Tere

\037,lOU going to do?\"-- t11e

pharmacist cried in terror.

'''Nothing, nothing. . .H
Vityra responded in a \\\\,rhisper.

\037\"Did you intelld to poison yourselt\037? Y\"l1U too? You dared to

tl1ink to abandon Ille as \\A.rell? But \",rhat about Ille? What \\\\'Quld

I do then?H

Vitya collapsed agaillst Ills father\037s chest and huddled closely
to him.

\0371.0h father\037 nlY dear father. . .\"\037 and tl1at 'WTas all t}lat could be

heard, for he was sobbiIlg 1lludly.. \\vailing.

As Mr. Vitold elllbraced his son\"s neck., he felt that he \\\\'as

holding
11is on Jy salvation in his artl1S. He caressed tIle dear

head with its soft c.urly hair.. kissed it\037 and wept O\\ler it \\\\rith old

fatherly tears.)))
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\"Iolt\"s so hard for nle'l I don\"t Ila've tile strength to live. WIlY
didn \037t

you
let me go there \037 . . to join Zosya?'\"

\"\"My dear
Vitya\037 you n1ustn't! After all\037 I\037ln

living.
. . Live

for file, IllY dear one.. nlY bel()'led SOt1 . . . The two of lIS will be

together. . .\037..
f...

-

And both Vitya and M f. Vitold
\037rept unrestrainedly in the

dark pharmacy.

A dark\037 sultry l1ight reigned.

A light breeze drifted in occasionally, carrying witl1 it the

fragrance of the acacia trees. And both tIle wind and the scent
of the blossoms

spread
a comforting tranquility over the land.

This nocturl1al peacefulness peered through windows at

\\,.eary'l aggrie\\'.ed people and \\\\1'hispered softly about better times

to come.. about brightly resplendent days
on eartl1, and exhorted

them to live!)))
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The manor yard is large-a fe\\\\' *desyatyny
in size\037 and

there is no fence in sight. The bui Idings.,huddling closely
to one

another\037 enclose the yard in a circle of red brick.
There are only two gates. The one for the cattle and the farm

workers is between the mill and the barn for the oxen., an,d the

other that serves as the visitors' entrance is located bet\\\\!een the

manor office and the building housing its employ'ees.
The main gate politely permits

the young lords and ladies of

the manor to walk through it and allo\\vs a carriage to dri\\re into

the manor yard.
The enclosed circle of buildings is broken ill OIle spot b\037y

a

colourful splash of aesthetically laid Ollt trees aod fto\\\\'ers\037 and

behind theln,. forming a white background\037 rises a nlanor house
built in a modern architectural style.

If one were to go from the cattle barns \\vith their anln10niacal

fragrances aCfl)SS the yard tt) t11at nlanor house'l Ol1e--s
e)res

\\VOllld

alight on the heavy'l skilfully car\\'ed do,or of the frol1t entrance
and the copper tablet affixed to it:)

FELIX FELIXO'\037YCH RAJ\\IP)

CHIEF ADMINISTRATt)R ()F THE STARl)ST'{\037 ESTATE llF THE)

C'()l,I\037TESS V()ZN'\037A Kl1Vl\\- D()N(\037H'{TS)

No icon l1as ever experiel1ced frorTI a human hand the kind
of respect SI10\037'11 to tllis tablet.

And tllat is w11Y its brilliance blinds the eye and focuses
Ol1e's attention 011 tl1e thick black letters:)))
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FELIX FELIXO\"\037YCH RA1\\'1P)

The eye quickly fastens itself. upon these three words and
the

petitioner\037s
hand presses the button of the electric doorbell.

Th,e icon-door is opened by
a fairly old and self-important

footman in a long frockcoat and a collar as white as snow.

The petitioner\"s knees begin to qtlake and his tongue ties
itself into a

hop,eful knot. TI1e knot has every intel1tion of leaping
into his

\\\\rindpipe..
but his brain.. like a broken gramo'phone, is

pounding\"! and he is only' able to stammer: \"'Is he . . . Is he . . .

Is he . . ...\037

Sudden1y, the li\\/eried footn1an.. having given the visitor a

quick once-O'ler and assessed his social standing., states abruptly:
\037\037My' good sir, you should come back in a week. . . The lord is

h
\"

not at orne.....

And even though the lord's voice can be heard
qllite clearly

\\\\;ithin the manor rooms.. the footnlan once agaill emphatically
states \\vith an inexorable firnlness: \"'No, he is not at home. . . In

k ''11

a \\-\\lee ....

After these \037rords are
spoken\037

it is not fitting for the visitor

to remain in the vestibule., and that is why the elderly lackey in

the frock coat starts to shut the door as if there already was no

one there. He steps on the visitor's tattered shoes and uses otl1er

diplomatic tactics that he has learned during his long service as
a footman to forcibly shove tile visitor out the door.

Finding himself out on the veranda, the l1ameless visitor

once again reads the inscription ()n the copper tablet, the knot in

his tongue gives up its attempt to leap into his windpipe, aJld his

hand.. that up to now has been trell1bling uncertainly., clel1ches

itself into a firnl fist.. and his tongue, freeillg itself from tile

po\037/erfu1 knot, begins to function formally: '\"'To hell with you!\"
His feet carry him resolutely out of the manor yard.)

Ramp is a foreigner, but his nationality is not known. His

surname would seem to indicate that he is Germall, but there
is nothing German about hinl. H is impeccable kn()wledge of

the Englis!l language couJd have given the
inlpression

that he is)))
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an Englislltnan\037-.i f it \\verc not for his
s\\\\/arth:y complexion

and

his dark, pr()vocatively aggressive eyes that reminded one of a

RUll1anian Gypsy. His habit of. alw'ays holding a long-handled

whip or having it tucked in the leggjngs of his lacquered bo()ts

during official conv-ersations emphasized his resemblance to
those

svvrarthy experts
of horse breeding\037

His character traits also gave rise to certain thoughts about
his lineage. Ramp

knew ho\\v to' take advantage o,f\037
any

situation

and this seemed to confirm the fact that the genealogical branch
from wl1ich he sprang was linked to a family tree in the benign
sec1usion of a

Gypsy
tent.

Ramp lived alone in a luxLlriously app,ointed apartment.
And he never talked about his kinfolk\037 e\\,ren though questions

about his parents '''/ere often posed to him.
Every Sunday guests arrived at the \\\\rhite mansion either to'

play cards or to go hunting, and
Ramp

treated all the neighbouring

landowners and the senior employees ot'\" the estates and sligar

refineries with ironic familiarity and an unconcealed disdain in
the

depths
ot\037 his dark eyes.

Ladies were of tell present in the COnlpan)'. Ramp addressed
pleasantries

to them., but the sardonic t\\\\rist of his mouth belied
his words.

In his
strlLggle

v'lith the semi-proletarianized peasantr)l\037

Ramp held as tractable armaments tens ,ofthollsal1ds ofdes)'atyny'
of land \\\\lith two sugar refineries on tl1en1. The countess had no
need to

\\\\IOrry
ab()llt her inconle: it flo\\\\red into her de licate hands

in a golden streanl
tllrough

the navigable ri\\lerS of the ban ks.

It seen1S that the countess \\vl10 (l\\\\!lled the estates and t11e

sugar refineries had l11ade a deliberate choice to
stay'

fc)re\\ler in

foreign spas instead of retllrning to StarostYll.
T\\\\lO

years prior to the 19()5 Re\\\037olution sl1e had put in an

appearanc.e in
Star()styn: she 11ad stayed tl1ere for only a fe\\\\/

days, bllt this brief \\,isit \\\\ras rell1enlbered tor a long tinle on all
40.-

the estates.

It ,vas on a fine spring day' tllat the countess'l accoll1panied
by Ranlp,

had gl1ne from her nlansion to the sugar refinery and
then t'rom there to the n1anor.

Everyone noticed that the COllntess was un happy a-nd

disturbed abollt sometl1ing.)))
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They \\vere ,,\"ont to recall that in the evening the countess
had sllnlffioned Ramp to her nlansil)n and, without mincing any

\\'lords\037 had shouted hysterically: .\037I \037m not at all pleased with you,
Mr. Ran1p . . . You don\"t kI10\\V hO\\\\l to run tl1ings 6 6 . Under your

supervision\037 even the refillery isn\"t working! And yet you keep
\\\\,rriting

to me that it's turning a huge profit!'\"'

During the exchange.. Ramp had
kept his whip in the leggings

of his boots\" but upon hearing tllese \\\037lords he swung it once and

sliced through a silk couch rigl1t down to its
springs.

He did not

say a \"'\037ord.. but his eyes were blazing ferociously, and his haI1d

\\vas
snapping

the \\\\.rhip handle into fragments.

The eyes of the countess froze and then rolled out of. sight as

she slid \\N'eakl)t onto the carpet.
The chambernlaid brought some water and cologne before

she \\\\/as curtly ordered to leave the room.

When the countess regained consciousness\037 Ramp\037 acting

as it\037
nothing

had happened\037 said politely: \037\037You, my illustrious

lady\037 are exhausted. You need to rest\" and I'll take the liberty of

focussing your attention on . . .\"

And Ramp spoke to the countess in a whisper for a long
time.

The chamb,ermaid could not hear t11e whispered words, and

so they remained a secret.
The next

day
the countess went abroad after sending the

main office a letter in which she gave Ramp permission
to take a

yearly stiPClld out of the income of the estate as a reward for his

excellent administration of }ler estates and the sugar refineries6
And a month later, a package containing dOCUJllentation

arrived in Ramp's name, and on the carved door tJlere
appeared

an additional tablet:)

FELIX FELIXOVYCH RAJ\\'11')

TRUSTEE IN ALL THE BUSINESS MATTERS (Jf' TilE)

Ci()UNTI\037SS VOZN Y A K()VA- D()NCH YTS)))



360
I

()leksa Slisarenko)

C-\037h{lpter r\\-1/())

The estate of the C\037Ollntess V()znyako\\la-Donchyts
stretched

in a wide swat11 from Domash j'\\l to Krasnopil, encompassing

hUIldreds of square kilometres of the Dom,ashi\\r and Krasnopil
districts.

Dozens of small villages a]ong \\\\lith t\\\\iO sugar refineries

were scattered over this
expanse\037

and in the centre of it'l like a

diamond, lay the main Starostyn n1anor \\\\lith the mansion of the

countess and the largest sugar refinery in the district. . . And

that was why the entire group of properties \"\"\037as kno\037/n as the

Starostyn Estate and was under the direct contra] of the main
administrative office located in Starostyn.

In the vast expanse of t}1e Starostyn Estate
only'

a small

hal1dful of land belonged to the peasants and to the petty
impoverished nobility\037

And over tin1e the lands 11eld by the
pett\037l nobilit)l kept

shrillking because t11e estate of the countess gobbled them up as
it rounded out its holdings. t,....

The impoverished nobility ended up on tarmsteads\037 ll)st its
distinc.ti'v'e class eharacteristics\037 and gradually' began \\\\Torking

the land. And if the grandfatl1ers still flaunted their tattered
courtly

uniforms and their COll1pletely useless credentials\" their

YOllng descendants \",'alked behind a
plougll and., l1n their \\\\.ray

110nle frot11 the fields., cheerfllliv \\vl1istled and sang the songs of
-' ....... \"-\"

peasallt youths. . .

TIle great railv'lay that linked t\\\\/O seas tra\\rersed the length

of tile Starl)styn properties., and 011 it\" as if flo\\\\\"ing througll a

giant artery\037
the lifcblo()d of illdllstry call1e a11d \\vent.

Fro 111 distal1t Chi le\037 it brollg11t saltpetre\037 fro 01 Moscow'\"

Inanllfactllred \\'iareS\037 fro III t11c Don\" coal\037 from New

York, 111ac11illes\037 fr() 111
Gernlany\037 kainite\037 fron1 Podillya,

sl1perphosphate; fr()lll
S\\VedeI1\037 \\\\!11itefisll nleal . . \037

All these varied l11aterials \"'lere digested ill tIle 111dustrial
stolnacl1 ()f tile estate and of tile slIgar refineries., and in their
stead StarostYll filIng

onto tile \\\\lorld lllarket sugar, \\XiI1eat., and

fatteIled ()xen.)))



Plantations
I

361

And the sugar\037 tl1e \\\\\"rheat\037 and the oxen were Iniraculously
transformed on the stock exchanges of Moscow,. New York,
London, Berlin\" and Q,dessa into *karbovantsi, francs, dollars,

sterling.. and tnarks.
\037-

The iron artery brought nlltrition to the industry and took
a\\\\ray

the products of its life processes. It took away more than
it

brought in__ because to ,everything \\}v'as added the labour of
thousands of\037

sen1i-proletarian ized peasants.. the riches extracted

from the earth\037 and the energy of the sun that was harnessed by
the green net\\vorks of the plantations.

From early spring to late autull1n\037 hundreds of thousands

of \\\\.'orkdays \\,'\"ere swallo\\ved up by the beet plantations on the

Starostyn Estate. Entire armies of diggers and hoers of beets..
unable to devote their labour to their own niggardly plots of land,

nl0ved out olnto the plantations. And wllile the older peasants

busied themselves on their small parcels of land, the younger
ones spent the entire year workillg off tIle two months of forced

labour on the lord\037s
plantations.

From the age of seven, childrell p,icked cockleburs, the

primordia) saboteur of sugar beets. As soon as they learned to

handle a hoe\" they \\\\\"ent out on the fieJds to loosen the soi I, to

get rid of 'hteeds\037 and in the fall., when '-\"'hole fanlilies took over

strips of ]and to
dig

out the beets by the *berkovets, these most

tender youngsters spent days on end out in the fine alltutnn rain

picking ov'er the cold wet beets with their chapped 11ands and

cutting off-'the stalks.

Babies were born out l)n the
plantatioI1S\037

Inothers snatched a

bit of time from their \037tork with the beets to 11urse their infants;

and the children, as they grew up\037
devoted their strel1gtl1 to the

same plantations.
And the sugar, refilled by the cracked.. roughened hal1ds

of people who had on]y a crust of bread and a small onion for

breakfast, painstakingly bypassed their small villages so that it

could be used to feed pigs
in faraway, enigmatic England.)

Long before the laborious productioll work on tile expansive
beet

plantations begins,
th,e production apparatus stirs and comes

to life. Before the arrival of spring, tl1e railway
casts out yellow)))
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sacks of superphosphate\037 j ute spheres fi lied \\\\l ith \\\\Jrh i tefi sh meal,

nlachillCS., and other material for the Starostyn Estate.,

Dignified oxen
pull large carts weighed dO\\\\ln \\vith fertilizer

to tIle sOlal] villages that are the smallest units of the production

organIsm.

I n the main Starostyn manor., \037reap'ons
are being prepared to

conquer the thousands of desyatynas of *chornozem.
Machine shops shriek with tension, hammers in the smithy

ring out cheerfully., planes in the carpentry shop
smooth \\\037lood

to a silken finish, and a circular saw \",tails as it
gna\\\\rs

its
'A\037ay

into a piece of wood.

In the spring the sugar refineries are glumly' silent.
Only'

their tall snlokestacks draV\\-: attention to them as the\\l look do\\\\:n- - -'

over their domains. The refineries are repairing their bodies that
had been tattered in the manufacturing process.

At the outset ot\037
spring..

the main adrninistration\037s attention

is not directed at them\037 all activities are di\\,rerted from the iron

organisms of the refineries to the do\\/e-coloured
expanses

l)fthe

fields.

It is only at the beginning of autunln\037 vlhen tl1e final berko\\/ets

of beets is delivered'j and the testi\\/ities mo\\re onto the street

where the sugar refineries proudly puff on their SID,okestacks as
they digest

the s\\Vreet pulp of the sugar beets\037

In late auttllnn the plantatiol1s become deserted. The
diggers\"

silhouettes are no longer seen in the Vlear)l autllmn driz-zle.. carts
creak

infreqtlently
here and t11ere as the fe\\v ren1aining sugar

beets are gathered lip..
and later onlyr flocks ot' cro\\vs disturb the

grey n11st l)f the darket1ed expanses.
Near the sLIgar refineries grO\\'i dark sausage-like mounds

f\"rol11 whicll beets are taken ill pllshcarts for processing. T11e

tracks for the pus11carts stretcll frt1nl the refineries to stifling

holding pits and then still farther on to
lOI1g

barns \\\\rl1ere oxen..

resembling grey giallts\037 are beiIlg fattened for slaughter.
In tIle autlll11n the old\037 exhallstedf\\ alld \\\\\"oro-out oxen are

\037'eede(i out and sent to be fattel1ed.
Only the

YOllng
l)Xel1 are left on the estate to gain strength

for tIle 11ardlabour in the spring.

The fatten ing-up process presents the oxen vlith their final

resting place. They 113\\le no\\v beell reduced to \\vaste nlaterial)))
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that n1ust bring in profit not by nleans of tlleir labour but with
their meat.

Fronl
early spring they pulled h,eavy ploughs, scrapers,

harro\\\\'s. In the sumnler they hauled heavy loads frolll one manor

to another\" and in the fall tlley made innuluerable trips with

grain
trom countless threshing n1achines. In the late autumn

these same oxen \\vith the large t\\\\listed horns pulled heavy carts

loaded \\\\J'ith beets fronl the plantations to the sugar refineries.

They struggled belly-deep in the
swampy

chornozem, roads'!

strained their muscles and cracked their ho,oves.
These horned animals are reno\\\\/ned for their strength,

patience and submissi,reness. And no\\\\', exllausted by their hard

labour, they enter long stables in whicll cement troughs are filled

\\\\tith lefto'vers froll1 the \037\037arm beets in order to close the circle of

their productive mission.
The sugar-beet pulp

returns their strength to them., they

quickly put on layers oftat\037 and soon after Christmas the central

office dra\\\\'s up contracts with businessmen in larger centres to
',\\rhom they sell hundreds ot\037 fattened oxen.

The slaughterhouse is the final stop for these OXeJl on their

path in the manufacturing process.)

Chapter Three)

To file /'../ovo-..5/obidskv

.4gricl,Illurclllnst itlJle)

Fronl tIle CJ1ie./\037Administral()r

o./',Jle l)tar()S(l'n Estate

lv/arcll 3, 1905
1'.'0. 273 \03768)

OJ1 beI1l1(/'o.!-Pthe C\037hiej'Aliminis'rator \0371}e Clre reql.lesting

that pYOll send liS a student )1/ho has c()mpleted his studies (11

the Institute and is prepared t() l/nderlake a praclicl-Im on

the
Sfclros1.vn

Eslate+)

Administral()r \037)ARANC\"HUK)))
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With a flollrish befitting an accomplished accountant, the

office adn1inistrator.. II]ya Matviyovych Saranchuk.. officially

stan1ped his own signature and passed the document to a junio'T
clerk.

\"Illya Matviyovych, you're being summoned by Felix

Felixovycll!\" a young courier announced at the door of Ramp's

office.

Saranchuk leapt to his teet and, bo\\\\\"ing obsequiously\037

walked througl1 the open door of th,e office.

Ral11p was rifling through some papers as he sat at his desk

and, without lifting his head, he asked: \".Ha\\/e you
\\\\!ritten to the

Instit ute?'\"

'-IoYes, I have, Felix Felixovych. I\037II be sending the letter to

the post office right a\\vay . . .'\037

'''Have the postman \\\\fait for a moment.. I

\037

11 send a letter as

well. . .\"

Notwithstanding the important position that Saranchuk

occupied, Ramp addressed him using the inforn1al
\037\037you_'\037

in the

same
\037lay

that he spoke to all his subordinates.)

Ovs(v Onle/\037v(1110VJ1cll.'

Send l'I'le a seriOli'S stllelen!. SOnleOl'le 11\037/10 kl10\\\\'S 110\\t':

1. to spea,k Englisll. 2. to ride 11orseback. 3. to
J}/'7.\"

cllr,!s

l1/e//. It \037Volillin'l J2llrt
{f\037

/le \\ras (Jlso \302\2431
gO()c!

hZ/Iller {1illl

marksn-l(Jn.

J \037ll 5;ell(1 a SIII/Ji{J anti CIZlmS)' stIll/enf JJQckiflg.)

Ramp)

Ralllp \037'rote Ollt tl1e address on the en\\'elope:)

O\\-\"s(v Onle\037V{lJl()l-\037_vcll f/'i'''lJ\\

Pr()-Recf()r,

The Nov(J-S/{)bi,lsk\037r \0374griclllfllr(1' Illstitute.)

_Rall1p and Virny had beel1 friends \\\\'hen they attended t}1e

Institute as studellts\037 but after graduating, Virny had imn1ersed
11inlself in fllrther studies \\\\,r11ile Ralnp }1ad tra,,'elled over three-

qllarters of tIle globe and undertaken t11ree-quarters ot\037 all

possible professions.)))
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In Crinlea he had sprayed insecticides on fruit trees and
packed t\"ruit in the orc11ards of\037

Chebukhtayiv\037 in the Caucuses

he had been in charge of shippil1g corn ac.ross the border; in

S'W'itzerland lle had bougllt up \\vatches in bulk\037 in Cairo he had

o,,/ned a ladies\" dress S}10p; in Brazill1e 11adlooked after herds

,of horses: in Canada he had been a member of a Doukhobor
,colony: and in one of the equatorial republics of South Alnerica

he had held a position of
great infllience as a cOI1fidant of the

president.
It \\Vras not kno\\vn \\\\1'hat 11e did in London and Petersburg, but

the recommendation ,of Prince Musnytsky-who had noted in a

letter to the Countess that Rarnp was his best friend-was proof

that the nlen1bers of the upper classes considered him to be one
of their 0\"'0.

It see01S that Y-irny was the only person \\vhom Ranlp

inlpJicitly trusted and \\\\rllOlll 11e did not treat with a concealed

disdain.

After sending the letter Ramp once
again

immersed himself

in his papers, but then }lis attention was ,diverted
b'y

shouts and

a hubbub in the office.

\037\037But I . . . \\vant to see him\037\" a shout rang out.

There was a response in a quiet voice., and then there \\\\las

another outcry: '\037Well.. the devil take him! Let JTIe go!'''

And then a troubled-looking Saranchuk raIl into the office
and said in a trembling voice: ''\"Felix Felixovych! Tllat . . . Khved\037

who you said should be fired. . . he \037s c.orne here, he\"s drullk . . .

and he \037s
s\\\\learing

. . .\"

\037\037Well; so what? Chase him out., and that's the end ofit!H
HHe has a knife! He's waving it around! He's saying:

\037

I '11

slaughter him!' It's you }le\037s
talkillg

about! ... Don't go out

there. . . We've phoned for the guards. . .\"

Cool fla-mes ignited i.n Ranlp's eyes, and UIlder his trilllnlcd

moustache there appeared an even deeper sneer of\" disdain, a11d

it was difficult to say if it \\vas directed at that Khved Wl10 had

come to wave a knife around in the main administrative office,

or at the cowardly little Inan \037lhose fear had nlade hinl lose his

aplomb as an administrator.

\037'You fools! 'We've phoned for the guards!,n Ranlp olimicked

Saranchuk. HA drunkard con1es, and they called in the guards!\)
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In five strides Ranlp was in the outer office.
Khved was cursing and swearing frenziedly beyond the

grating that separated the ()fficial section of the office from the

waiting roonl.

Khved spotted Ramp. \037'Ha\037 you Gypsy snout! So\037 you're

firing nle\037 are you?\" and a colourfuJ curse filled the air.

The accountant ran up to
Ramp

and \\\\/hispered obsequiously:

\037\037He's drunk, and he's got a knife!\"

Ramp, ignoring everyone,\\ \\\\1'alked
up

to the grated door.

The doorknob crashed to the tiled floor and in an instant the

chief administrator \\V'as standing face-ta-face \"vith the fired
stableman.

At first Khved appeared to be dumbstruck\037 but he quickl)'

regained his senses and, raising his knite\037 lunged
at Ramp. That

was his last conscious movement in the office. A m,oment later

he was lying on the floor, and the knife, fashioned from a
sC\037,lthe

and used to ,cut the stalks off beets., clanked G'n the tiles.

It was 110t the first tinle that
Ramp\037s training

in Brazilian

boxing had stood him in good stead.
\"S-s-scoundrel!\" Ranlp hissed in re\\\037ulsion and\037 op,ening the

door to an outer office shouted at sonleone: ....Take him a\\\\'a)r.. and

call a doctor for n1e!'\037

Ramp
had nliscalculated tile strength of his blov\037i and had

sprained a finger.

While the do,ctor fron1 the sugar refiner\037y
\\\\ras

assiduously'

examining the administrator\037s hand__ the unconscious Kh,.red
was lying on a bare bench in the SI11all rOl)111 of\" tIle office guard.

Khved, a landless peaSaJ1t.. \\vorked in tIle lord\037s stable\037 but

wilen Herod\" Ral11p's faVOllrite stallilln\" had son1eho\\v or otl1er

wOllnded his leg, Ramp had persl1nally' flay'ed Kh\\\037ed \\\\/ith his

GypS)' Wl1ip' and given orders tl1 fire hin\"l.

Khved\037s patiel1ce sl1apped. It is a \\-\\lell-kI10vln fact that lOIlg-
suffering is correlated w'ith olle\"s position in society-the lo\\\\rer

tllat p,osition, the more l)ne suffers.
Kl1ved had

long harbollred protests__ but 11ad not had the

nerve to express thel11. His
cOllrage

',\\'as drained by v'lork and

depressioll, so he ]lad to bolster it \"lith Vv'hiskey . . .

Yukhym spril1kled tile ullconscious Kllved \\\\lith water, and

tile latter opened his eyes.)))
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The eflects of the alcohol dissipated\037 and K'ilved grew
terrified of \\vhat 11e had done. TI1e spectre of hUllger.. poverty.,
and jail arose before his eyes. . .

Pressing his face against the

grim\037l
bench he \\\\rept soundlessly. . .

Yukhym bent his grey head over him and whispered to him:
..YtlU'rea fool\037 Kh\\ted__ a tool. . . Wl1at made you rise up against
a lord\037 especially

in full \\'ie\\hl ot\037 others? A lord must be beaten

up \\\\rhen he\"s alone. . . so that no one \\V'ill see. . . 'W'ith a brick.,

so he doesn\"t ha'ie tillle to pullout his revolver. . . And what do

you suppose \\\\\037il1
happen now?\"\037 Yukhym continued. \037'You'll be

put in jail, or maybe something even \\vorse will happen. . .'\037

Half an hour later\037 t\\\\/o guards led Khved away to the sugar
reft ner\\l,

\037)

Cllapter
F\"of,lr)

Anlong all the properties of the Starostyn Estate\037 the

Zelenets manor w'as probably the smallest.

And it \\\037laS for this reason that Ramp placed Yosyf

Mat\\/i)'ovych Varlamenko as the land-steward there-let him

Il0t strut around so proudly if he wants to get a good wage
managing a larger property.

As Yosy'f Matviyovych strode heavily down the o,rchard

paths that were still
dan1p

from the recent snowfall 11e v...\037as

thinking that the fiscal year had ended two weeks ago, but he
still had not prepared his yearly report.

Saranchuk 'A\"as
phoning

hinl on a daily basis, demanding the

report\037
and infofll1ing him that Ramp was becoilling angry \302\267\302\267\302\267

But in the office he had three idi()ts and that was that. . .

The path through the orchard led fronl tIle steward's

building to the main adm inistration office. Yosyf Matviy,ovych

strode down this path severaJ tinles a day, and when the office

door was closed behind hilTI by the otllc,e boy Syuska\037
his voice

could be heard going on and on through the dust-laden windows:
\"

Rum b Ie. . . rum b ] e . . . Blah . . . b 1 a h . . . b I a h . . . RUIn b 1e.. .

rumble. . .\"

The employees were bent over massive voluilles, entering

thousands of numbers and clacking 011 their abacuses as they)))
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COllllted up the *kop,iyky and karbovantsi that had passed through
their hands in the past year's production process.

The offic,e was calculating the annual balance sheet.
After

glancing
ovfer the rows of carefully entered numbers\037

Varlamenko went to his adjacent office and let his thoughts fly

over the work of the entire year.
It had been necessary to reseed the beets\037 the \\vheat had been

flattened, a pJaglle had taken its toll on the ox,en__ neighbouring

estates had greatly raised the cost of hiring \\\\.'orkers . . . The

110pes of seeing a profit margin Vv'ere in vain.

The agitated VarJamenko went out on the office
porch\037

looked beyond a pond at the field where harro\\\\/ers \\vere \\vorking..
and spotted Ramp's [ami liar carriage.

HDamn it! It's the devil himself that\037s
bringing

him here!\"

Varlamenko said Ollt loud as he \\\\lent
up

to the gate to meet

Ramp's carriage.

\037'Yosyf Matviyovych!\037\037 the chief administrator shollted as he

got down from the carriage. \"\"The de'vii only kno\\\\'\"s \\vhat\"s going

on! You still hav-ell't submitted your )\"early' report!
Aren\037t you

aware of'the orders frolll the nlain administration?\037'

Nervously clutching his
hea\\lY \\\\.'alking stick\" Yosyf

Matviyovych walked up to Ramp. HI don\037t think that there\"s a

need to S}10Ut ab()ut this Inatter throughout the entire
)Tard\037

Felix

Felixovych!'\" he ObSer\\led in a restrained manner.

Ramp's Vv

T

I1ip
twirled nl0re s\\\\\"ittly. ..1 demand that my orders

be treated
attentivelyr\037

VarlaIl1eI1ko could not restrain hin1self. He en1pathicall)'

spat at
Ramp\037s

feet and \\\\lent back into the office \\\\ritllout sa)ring
another word.

TI1e chief adn1iIlistrator
instantly jerked back sharply as if

he iI1tended to strike Varlan1enko\037 hllt lle controlled himself..

Agitatedly s\\\\!ishing his whip, he stepped into tIle carriage and
gave an order to depart.

When Varletl1enko \\vas seated at his desk'l he o'ierheard a

conversation bet\\\\leen the junior clerks. Comically copying the

Ran1p\"s voic,e and l11anneristl1s, ()ne of then1 was
saying:)

TI1ey mo\\ved the large meadow in Starostyn, and ,on
the next day it rained. And it also rained on the third)))
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day and on the fourth one\037 and Ramp is holed up in his

apartll1ent gro\\\\' i11g
lTIOre and 1110re nervous.

\037\037Mykha)llo\037\037\037
he Sl10UtS at tile lackey, \"'step outside

and see if it\037s
raining!'\037

HIt's rainin,g\037 sir!\037\037
Mykhaylo says \\\\J}len he comes

back in.

Ran1p sends the lackey outdoors half a dozen tiIlles

to see if it\"s still raining\037 and then he finally he grabs
his

*Bro\\\\lning
from the table__ opens the window., and

begins shooting at the
sky-bang\037 bang\037 bang-saying:

6o.Ifyoll\037re going to be assuming the role o,f\"a
god,

then go

ahead and act like one! The dev\037il take you!'\

The clerks roared \\\\rith laughter.
\"j,Mast certainly nothing came of that because of the absence

of\037 the addressee!'\" Varlamenko thought as he sll1iled.

Ralnp's brief but ternperamenta1 exchange with Varlamen ko

did not ha\\,re the most pleasant outconle for Ramp.)

Cllapter Five)

HJt's Inagical! It\037s
truly extraordinary!\" exclai111ed a sharp-

nosed youth wearing a stu,dent's peaked cap as 11e walked out

into the yard w'ith _Ramp from behind the flowerbeds.

Ramp was talking in a hush,ed voice with his young co-

con\\fersationalist\037 and a look of slick satisfaction was spreading

over his face.

It was obvious that he liked the student.
.\037No, just pay attention to this!\" And Ramp said a few words

in English. \037'That\037sjust
the point!\037'

\037\037That's marvel lOllS! Truly l11arvellous!\"

They went to the barn where they exal11inedthe retnarkalJle

horses that had more diplomas than the most highly educated

person in the world. Ramp, with the
proud

lo()k of a father WllO

is showing off his talented children to the \\\\1'orld., talked about

every horse in great detai I.

As they came out of the barn
they

met Varlamenko, and

Ramp introduced the student to him.)))
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\"'This is (}ur intern\037Avgust Petrovych V,olner\037\037'

They exchange,d a few words about the \\\\/ork that needed

to be done on the plantations. The time to do the
\\veeding

\\V3S

approaching.. and so the entire administration w.as
\\\\\"orking

i nten sively.

Sl)On afterwards Varlamenko T,ode out of the yard in his

buggy-he had to take advanta,ge of the hol iday to ensure that

the girl labourers would begin working on Monday.

''\"Aha, I forgot to tell
you\037 Avgust Petro'/ych\037 that today I'll

be having guests-Colonel Voznesensky and his daughter \302\267. ...,

A shadow flitted momentarily ov'er Volner\"s face\037 and then

he inquired: '\037\037And just who is this colonel'?\"

io\"Vasyl Pavlovych Voznesensky is a gendarme colonel. He\037s

supposed
to trade his hunting dog for my Laska!'--

\\o\037Is he from Domashiv?'\"

\"'Yes . \037 . about tVienty 'lersts from here. . .....

In the evening., before the sun had set\" a lacquered carriage
drove into the yard.

Two arnled gendarmes stood on the steps of the carriage
on both sides, and half a dozen men Illounted on horses \\\\\"ere

riding behind it. A sturdy man\037 clinking his spurs, stepped to the

ground and assisted a young blond ,,\"\"onlan out of the carriage.

Befo,re they could take a couple of
steps\"t R,amp

rushed

outdoors to meet his guests an,d condu,ct them into his home.
HToday YOll'11

find it son1ew'hat nl0re che,erful at our
place__

Nina Vasylivna: there's a partner \\vith \\\\\"hOnl
)lOtl

can play.

dominoes!
\"'i

4o'-Wll0 is it?'\" Voznesensk\037l inqllired.
to

\"It \"s Ollr ne\\\\l intern.. a l110st \\\\.ronderflll )loung man!\037\"

\037\"But \\\\1rho\037 exactly.. is he?\037' Voznesensky \\vas al\\\\ra),rs
interested ill ne\\\\\"

people.

\"\"Who is 11e'?\"\" Ranlp burst out laughing. ..He\"s a completely
trllstworthy person and, I tllink., he does 11t)t bear the sligl1test
resemblance to your type of clients\037 Colollel!\037\"

\"\037I.. of course, am not at all illterested in 11im fronl t}lat point
of view. . ..,.. the colonel observed \\\\/ith a smile.

HHe\"s of Gernlan-Engiish ancestry__ and his properties are
in Bessarabia, but he's interested in sugar refining. . . He says
tl1at he\037ll

liquidate his properties over there and buy something)))
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suitable in our parts,.... Ran1p explain,ed in order to satisfy the
colone }\"s

cllriosity.

Volner made a fa\\'ourable impression on tIle guests. Within
the hour Voznesensky was

saying
to Ramp: '-i.He's a nice chap., a

decent\" \\\\tell-bred youth!\"\"
\"\"Would lIe make a suitable son-in-la\\\\r?\" Ramp asked witll a

side-long glance\037

HWell no\\\\\037\" that\"s going too far tl)O fast!\" tile geIldarme
skirted the question.

More guests arrived. After a noisy supper they all dispersed
in various directions. The majority of them seated themselves
at the card tables, but Volner\037 after offering Nina Vasylivna his

arm., \037ient out into the orchard. There, as they strolled down

the dan1p lanes\" he told her about Bessarabia, about his trip to

London last
year\037

about his anlusing professors. . .

Nina Vasylivna \\vas laughing in a ringing vo,ice and, shying
a\\\\.ray

t\037rom the shrubbery., pressed lTIOre closely to Volner.

When the colonel\037s
carriage., accompanied by the horsemen..

rolled out of the yard later that night, or rather., in the wee 110urs

of the morn
ing\037

Nina Vasylivna said to her father: \037I.This Volner

is a most pleasant p'erson . . . He's so clleerful and polite. His

granny is living in London no,w! He travelled there to see her

last
year.\037'

\037\"Yes . . . He's a fine young nlan . . . well-b'red.\"

\"\037And it\037s ever so nice on their estate in Bessarabia! They

gro'W' grapes!'\"

Voznesnsky did not continue the conversation with 11is

daughter. He was thinking about sOITlething
rather unpJeasant-

yesterday a proclamation had been found in Starostyn and

brought to hin1 . . . He had his suspicions, but he 11ad to look into
them first. . .)

Chapter
Six)

Khved was not prosecuted.

When Ramp found out that he had already been held in jai I

for tw,o weeks, he said rather unwillingly: \".Give him a cuff on

the ear, and let 11im go!'\)



372
I

Oleksa Slisarcnko

They cuffed Khve,d., but 110t only on the ear. . . One eye \037ras

swollen sht.t.. and only a small slit rnarked its place.
The beets had already sprouted and they' stretched in green

strings all the way t() the horizon against the black background

of tIle plal1tatil1ns.
The day bent over the earth \\vith its blue bell\037l and stared

mockingly at Khved w'ith its \\videly opened eye.
To avoid being noticed\037 Khved \\valked along the olltskirts (If

the fi,elds on his way honle.
Khved's wife

Motrya
was busy in the y'ard \\\\,rashing clothes__

and a grimy child V'las
cra\\\\lling

ab,out at her feet.

UpOll seeing Khved, his \\\\i'ife
straightened up fronl the

washing troug11 and looked intently at him. No
cry'

of' jO)\037
fie\\\\-'

from her lips, and as soon as Khved dre\\v nearer.. her pa)e lips

stirred: \"\037You were beaten?'\"

Khved went into the house vlithout
repl\037ling,

and his \\vife

sobbed silently in the yard.. \\\\riping her eyes \\vith a soiled aprlln.

Th,e cllild was tugging at her skirt and pattering undecipherable
words. A short \\\\Jrl1ile later., his \\\\life \\,/iped her face and once

again began rinsing the clothes.
In the 110l1se Khved sat do,,,'n at the table and che\\\\:ed on a

crust of bread
sprinkled

w'itll salt. When his ,:vife came in, he

put down tile bread,
\\\\liped

his mouth and said: 9foThe yr're not
. \"'..

prosecutIng
me.

Motrya was ner\\lously kIleadillg her apron and looking at
the corner wllere tile \\\\;ine-cask \\vas kept.

I.\"Wllat are \",re goi11g tl) dl)?\"''' S11e \\vas thinkiIlg 11er bitter

n1aternal thoughts \037 . .

-1>1 '1] go a\\vay t(J look for Sl1nle ,,,\"ark. . . N() one n,earby \\\\.rill

h ire III e . . '.

.. \037

l>\"And \\vhat about llS?H

Khved did 110t respt1nd. He rose frl)nl tile table..
la:y

dl1\\\\\"n on

the floor.. alld tucked 311 a11cicllt slleepskin coat under 11is11ead.
Motrya 11ad \\\\!()rked fronl Cllildho()d on tIle plantatit)11S\037

W)len she was st ill 1 ittle\037 she Cllt t11e sta I ks off beets., and after

grO\\\\lil1g lip slle \"rielded a 11l1e.In the autllnln she
dllg

beets on

a strip of land with her paretlts. Just like her grandparents and
great gralldparents.

But 11o\\\\r Motrya \\\\ras \037Torried that she \\\037lould

no IOllger be perll1itted tl) do t}lis . . .)))
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She was sure that the foremen had been instructed not to let
her work . . .

After all, her husband. . .

Motrya's thoughts \\\\'ere interrupted by the rumbling a,f
\\\\lheels

by the gate; she saw a wagon stop out in the street, and

the portly lord from the Zelenets manor stepped out of it.
Varlamenko had not even had the time to open the gate when

Motrya ducked into the room.
.\"The lord from the ZeJenets manor is here!'\" she shouted.
And when the door opened and Varlamenko walked in right

after she said this, she did not know \",'hat to do ne'xt.

'HIs Khved at home?\"

Khved got up from the flo,or and smoothed down his tangled

hai f.

.\"1 've come to see you about a certain matter, Khved . . .\"

After saying this., Y.osyf Matviyovych sank down heavily
on a bench.

Kh\\red was standing directly in front of him.

-'\037The y/oman may leave nO\\'i . . . This matter do,es not

h
\"

concern er....

Motrya \\It\037alked out as if someone ha,d physically push.ed her

aYiay.
Varlamenko spoke with Khved for a ]ong time about the

fact that Khved and his family were fated to swell from hunger,

and then he finalJy said what he had come to say: HO,espite

e'..erything,
l'lJ give you ajob . . . You'll be my c.oachman . . .\"

Khved breathed deeply and sank down on a bench.

\"\037The
pay

\\At'ill be good. . .' and yo,u']) also receive some o'ats

for the horses. . . There \037'i:11 be gifts ()n the ho]idays . . . And,

in addition to everythin,g else, jf you agree to do one thing that

1 want you to do, I'll give you twenty karbovantsi . . .. Do you

understand?\"

Khvcd did not understand anythjng\037 b,ut nodded as if 10

say-of course I understand! It was unthinkable to risk losing

such a job.
\037'Come on Sunday. . .. and if you're hard up no\\v\037 here's a

karbovanets to buy the ch i ldren some bread . . . 8 ut don't fl
ap

your tongue too much about this job. . . Just say that you \\vere

hired, and that's it.\)
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When Khved showred Motrya the karbovanets\" she \\vas

dllmbstruck.
'\"\037

What'5 it for?\"

\"'On Sunday I'm taking on the job of coa,chman at the
Zelenets manor. . . It \037s a down payment. . .'\

Chapter J.)even)

\"The devil ,only knows what this is!\" Volner shouted as he

crumpled a piece of paper and threw it on the floor. After pacing

his expansive room a couple of times, he
picked up

the crumpled

letter and read it once again:)

Dear AvguSl/
1regret having

10 trouble
.l\037Ol./.

blJl1 can no l(Jl1ger keep

.VOll uninfo'rmed about certain malters.

Bor..va and
Ko\037va

have \037railed tJleir \037.final e_\"rams Ql1d

the}'ve been kept back in tile same class 1/1(11 the.v \\\\'ere ill

last \037\037ear. It seems that the\\' lvilllll1ve f() be t(1kel1 to rJ1eir
r -

aZint in lrklltsk: the:v sa..v it.s easier to.finis!l a classical
Jligll

school tllere.

The tZ,lfor 'r1.,'ho was Jlelpiflg fl1enl fllrne(/ 01/1 to be a
dishonourable person l\\'ll() even \\valkelJ G\\t'o.r 1\\'itJl tJleir

te.xtbooks. T/1e.v've gone 10 hi\"1 sel.'erCl! tinzes-bzit lIe

\\-von '( retzlrn thenl. TI1e devil Otl/V k,.,01\\\"S ,,\\'/1\302\24311 's 1;oiI7\037 011.' /. \037 \037

feel vey),' b{ld\037r ab(}ZI/ the \"\",IIole sitU(ltion. eSJJeC;{l 11.\\

,
ab{)lll

:vour te.-rtbooks-[ \\VtlS keepil1g tllel'l as (1 nlen-lellfo o.f)'our

sch()ol vears.

B.v tIle
l1/(I-\",,\"

lilat bllle-nOse(1 Cll(lracter (lske(l.tor .VOllr

address-/7e Jlrobabf.v \\\\-'llI1Is 10 llSk .\\'Ol././or S()n1e nlofleJ.-

b l' t I (Ii(ln '1 g i \\' e i 1 t () /1i /11 .

1 hClve/l't received an.vtllil1g .fj\"onl tIle estate
\037for

a IOI'lg

time n())v\037 It seenlS tlllli 11// is 11011vell tJ1ere.

I kiss Vall 11earti/\\'.. ..)

lOllr COliS in D/va.)

A fter reading the letter\037 Volner set fire to it \\\\'ith a match and
tJ1en threw the ashes Ollt the window'.)))
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HBerman and Kolodko are in
jail\037

but they're trustworthy

fello\\\\ls\037 and they \\VOll\037t re\\leal anything. But the papers! Wl1at

papers \\A/ere taken?\037'1

And Volner began examining in his mind's eye all the letters
that he had \\\\'ritten to his c-onlrades during the past year.

HI dl)n \"t think tl1ere' \\\\ras a11ything compromising in any ot'
then1__\037' Volner reassured hin1self.

The p'fo\\lincial organization., taking advantage of the

opportllnity\037
had sent Volner here, to Starostyn, to gather

together the remains of the routed forces . . . and he had been

fortunate that Virny had been able to facilitate his placement here
as a gentleman intern. It Vlas convenient\037 but at the sam.e time
tl1e position of an intern\" and a privileged one at that; was not

propitious for establishing ties \\\\'ith individual comrades. It was

necessary to nlake use of intermediaries.. but this complicated
his \\\\,fork.

.lilf only they don\"t find me out for at least three or four

months\037 it mIght still be possible to accoll1plish something.'\"
As he \037\"as

falling asJeep\037
a hun1orous thought flashed

through his mind about \"\037cousin
Olya.,'\"

who most certainly was

standing no'h\037 in a cellar behind all underground safe and., while

typesetting the next palnphlet.. was singeing his
rough

beard as

he bent over a candle. . .)

In the mornings, Volner rides out into tl1e fields., \\\\lllere

thousands of girls., boys., and \"\"'omen move ill cOll1pact lines
dO\\\\/Il the rows of green beets; behind them \\\\/alks the Io'barker'''-

the steward. It is he, this worthy man in high boots\" WilD has

c.ontroJ over hundreds of bent figures. It is his duty to bark at
these figures, and for this duty he is paid slightly l110re than a

camlllon worker.
The workers leave their bags and their babies in swaddling

clothes at the edge of the field in the care of children who are

so young that they are not even able to pick beetles. Grimy

little boys \\J./1thout allY trousers and little girls \"Vlll) are no less

grimy and who wear long dresses that trail to, their l1eels lo()k

after the infants. They are active participants in the production
process, and it does 110t matter at all that their entire vocabulary)))
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consists llf only a c10uple do,zen words, and even these words are

childishly misspoken.
The entire a,dlninistration\037 beginning \\J./ith the barkers and

all the way up to Ramp., is hard at work on the plantations. The

land-stewards., dashing about on horseback and on carts.. curse
tIle barkers and the girls\037 the regional manager__ driv'ing by in his
cabriolet with its lacquered

sides sparkling in the sun.. shouts

at the stewards and the barkers to vtlork harder., but he takes no

notice of the bent figure's.
It is Ramp, however, who is the driving fOTce behind all

this administrative energy. It is he v..rho
empo\\vers

the barkers

through a vast hierarchy of employees who g'o about on foot and
ride around in carts and cabriolets.

Ramp's two-horse phaeton energizes the administration the
moment that it

appears on the horizon.

The intern Volner often rides \\V'ith
Ramp.

He enjoy's a special

position., unlike interns from small villages \\\\\"110 ha\\'e completed

less-qualified schools and who begin their careers 'h'orking as
barkers. He is

\\\\fTearing gloves.
The shiny student llniform that

he is still wearing and his trousers \\\\rith their sil\\/er stripes gi\\le

him the appearance ot' an otncer.
The carriage is

s\\vaying
in the ruts__ the \\vell-fed horses are

frisky, and a desultory conversation is being carried on in the

pI1aeton,.

\037\037We'11 finish the \\\\reeding in three da)is . . .'--

\037\037The Sharkiv n1anor will probab
'

ly b.e late\037 because l\\\"aniv'ka

11as snatched IIp all the girls. . .H Volner ren1arks.

They fall silellt once again as they ride past fields of \\\\,'inter

wheat that braids the ground v.lith its green sprouts and dark
fallow land that looks like a fallen dark-blue \\ving. Farther 011

\"'\"'-

there is a grt)ve seelniIlgly' cut out ot\037 blue paper.

\"'Mykhaylo, ttlrn ar(lUlld and Ilead fllr h()n1e\"!'\" Ramp says to

the coachman.

They have travelled far enough today. The fried sun,
tilting

to one side, is dinlnled by dark-blue snl0ke.)

On the way back to Starostyn, Rarnp began
a circuitous

conversation that he had been preparing fronl the tin1e that)))
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Volner had expressed a desire to tral1sfer 11is wealth to the sugar
refining regions.

to\037'Wllat are you 11eariIlg fronl haole?\"

\"\"Nothing special . . . My trustee infofll1S Il1e t11at he has

a buyer for my properties . . . I'll have to nlake a trip there

quite soon. . . I'\\ie entrusted 11in1 to conduct the preliminary
discussions. . .....

\037..Do you think that you\"ll realiz.e a lot of money on the deal?\"
....No\" not all that much. . . t\\'iO or three 11undred thousand. It

could ha\\'e been more, but the vineyards haven't been kept up.\"

..y ou're a good partner to have.\"

-\"What kind of a partller?H Volner 'h'as confused.

\037toI'n1 looking for a partner. . . You see. . .\"
Ramp'

hesitated

mon1entarily. ..iOYou see\037 it\"s still a secret, but I can tell you.'\"
And leaning closer to Volner, Ramp, speaking confidentially

in English so that the coachman \\\\lQuld not understand, told him

about his accomplishn1ents.
The countess \\\\laS a foolish \\\\loman. He 11ad scared 11er with

his threat to thro\\\\{ all her wealth do\\\\/n the drain with one stroke

of his pen. The countess had been forced to give Ramp full

c()ntrol of her affairs, and he was not a fool to just stand by al1d

do nothing. . .

In short., within a nl0nth\037 Starostyn
with its sugar refineries

and half of th,e entire estate would be 11is . . .

But he \\vas not a cruel person. . . He did not wallt to reduce

the countess to a beggar-he would leave her a couple of
snlall villages and a fe\\\\i worthless items frool her patrinlonial

inheritance. . .

\"\"I'm sure you understand., Avgust Petrovych, that you will

not err if you invest your money
in a deal like this. . .\"

HI'11 be very pleased to become your partl1er in this nlatter!\"

Volner said, and he shook Ramp's hand fervetltly.

The sun was setting in a carroty-red haze whet1 the phaeton
of' the chief administrator came to a stop in the yard of the

Starostyn Estate.)))
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Volner was sitting in his ro()m and pondering the
stupid

position
in which he found himself.

Havitlg the position of a pri,rileged person on an estate did

not bring with it the advantages that his comra,des had eOv'isioned

back there, in Novo-Slobidsky.

Volner was thoroughly fed up \\\\lith
preten,ding

to be a

pampered young lord who bragged about his fictitious \\\\realth

and a granny in London.

\037'What's the good of all this? The comrades at the sugar

refinery loo,k upon me as some kind of a suspicious character
and conceal

everything
from me . . . They e'/en v'ie\\\\ted my'

\"official document'
suspiciously\037

even though it should not ha\\'e

evoked any doubts. . .

\037'And, may the devil take it\037 nothing
is \\\\torking out v./ith the

gendarme. . . There\037s only the possibility ol\037 using
Nina to some

advantage. . \037\"

Volner had explicitly begun courting the colonel\"s daughter
after he bec,anle convinced that he COllld Dot ferret an\\' -'

information out of the colonel.

What bothered Volner the most \\\\.'as the fact that.. in his

position, he could not conduct himself freely \\\\.'ith the \\\\iorkers.

111 order t(J remain incognito, he had to bel1ave at all times like--

a YOllng lord.

L.ate at night, \\Vhell everyone and e\\.rerything \\\\.'3S
sleeping\037

Volner climbed throllgh a \",'indl)\\v into the orchard and from
there he went Ollt into a field.

Sotllewhere behind hilll, dogs barked in the distance and a
watchlnan n1ade a rattling sound\"! blJt then all gre\\\\' qtliet once

again.

The nloon 11ad 110tyet risen. At an appointed spot
in a small

ravine.. t\\VO indi,,'iduals \\vere \\vaiting tor hin1.
*--

Volner coughed and 11eard tl1e saine kind of cougl1 in

response.
\037\"Have

y()U beetl waiting long?'\"

\"'No, we just gllt l1cre . . ....,)))
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All three of then1 1110ved closer in to one another and began
talking in

\037rhispers.

It\037
Ramp

had seen this group.. he \\1/0l1Id have been stunned.
His intern\037 \\\\,'ho \\\\\037ould 110t shake hal1ds with any enlployee
belo\\\\r the rank of a ste\\\\rard\" \037.'as now lying amiably alongside

the
lo\\\\.\037ly junior clerk Sulenko and the locksmith Yarovy [ronl

the sugar refinery\037
and they \\vere saying things to him that even

Ramp y/ould not have dared to sa)'.

'\"\"You ha\\len\"t done a single thing to assist us in the two
months tllat

YOU\037\\le
been here'l Avgust. And your stay here eould

be considered aln10st
incl)nsequential\037

if it weren't for one Inatter

abl1ut v'lhich vou can do something. . .'\037J _

\037.But I \037\\le told YOll
that having to become an in1poster has

placed me in an idiotic situation!'\"

-\037There\"s no need to get all upset like a young lady. We
understand that your position is a difficllit one\037 but some

advantages can be gained from it . . .\"

From \\\\.'hat Yaro'/y said., there was a very serious nlatter at
hand. There \\-vas a spy at the sugar refinery-he llad been l1ired

llnder the pretence of'
being

a worker. . .

\\o\037He's trying to ingratiate himself with us . . . Obviously

Voznesensky must know something about us . . .\"

Volner interrupted Jlinl.

\037\"From what sources could y,oznesensky have found out
about

you?'\"

\"'The devil only knows! But you ITILlst
go

after the dallghter..

because it isn\"t possible to find out anything frOll1 her papa.
. .\"

i.f.We ITIUst find out everything as soon as possible ... The

village is restless an,d there (nay soon be arrests. . .'\"

\"'But wl1at if Voznesensky also knows ab()ut 111e? What then?

The daughter is sure to have instructions from 1Ier papa
. . .

Nevertheless,\" and Volner slapped his forehead\037 '\037we nlust hope

for success. On Sunday I'll be in O()mashiv at the honle of the

gendarnle!'\"

'''Sonleone should go with y{)U . . . for contact purposes.'\037

After coming to an agreement about all the details\" Volner

walked out of\"the ravine and went back to the manor.

It was the third year that these tw,o comrades l)[ h is were

working in the region of the Starostyn sugar refinery.,
but they)))
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had not been able to conduct any \\videsp,read action. It had been

nlllstly propaganda work\037 but even that was not going very \\\037lell

after three Illen had been arrested f()r distributing propagandistic
1 iterature.

They had fo,cussed mainly on spreading the \\\\lord on an

individual basis, attempting to prepare in this
\\\\-'.ay

a nucleus of

enlightened people.

The provincial organizatio-n had longstanding ties \\\\/ith

Starostyn
and that is why it had sent Volner there, but this mo\\/e

had done little to further the cause. As he returned from the

meeting.. Volner planned
how he 1AlQuid approach the gendarme\037s

daughter.
'\"'If

only
I don'tt betray myself in some \\1lay. . .\037\037)

* * *)

These days Ramp \\,\"as \\\\ralking around in a cheerful nlood.
About a week ago a renowned lawyer from the pro\\lincial capital
had departed after visiting him and

assllring
him that e\\,rer)\037thing

would be fine and tllat \\vithin a month Ramp \\vQu]d recei\037.e the

documents that he wanted.

The feverish work on the plantations had \037nded\037 and the

broad leaves of the beets were glean1ing in tile sun.
It was 110\\\\/ tIle period tl1at usual1y dragged on for t\\V() or

three weeks before the mo\\\\'ing seaSlln began. Cheerful groups
of\037

gllests
came to the nlanor nlore fre,quently. Countless bottles

ot-\" beer \\\\'ere druI1k.. card tables \\\\,\"ere
brought

out on the v'eranda

ill tile evenings, alld card gan1es \\\\rere
pla)/ed

until n10rning.

They rode out in groups to hunt and.. \\\\rhen there \\\037laS no \\\\'ild

game to be fOllnd\037 they shot tile 'lillagers\037 ducks\037 and if an old
WOll1an started to wail-they thre\\\\r her a couple of coins and left

11er tIle duck as \",Fe 11.

Volner was gloomy.

They lallgJled at Ilill1 and teased hil11 for
being

in IO'v.e \\\\lith

Nina, and in his heart l1e rejoiced tllat his sadness \\\\tas
being

explained away in such a 11atural
\037ray.

But tIle real reason fl)T his sorro'W T

\\\\ras his lack of success in

DOll1aslliv. T11e sitllatioll 11ad turned out very unfavourably, and

Voiller 11ad 110t found Ollt anything.)))
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No\\\\.o\037 he \037'as looking for other \\\\rays and 111eans. He had a
goal tl1 find L)ut e\\lerything i[l the c0111ing week, and in order to
do this he had to conle

up
\\\\rith a plan to be on closer terl11S with

Nina.

During the t\\\\/o
days

that the gendarme came with his

daughter to celebrate a
holiday\037

Volner began his attack.

It turne,d out that Nina's heart was not at all the fortress that

Volner had in1agined it to be\037 and on the very first ev'ening the

gate to it\037 figurati\\,rely speaking, was welcomingly op,ened to

him. After that.. it \\vas necessary to step \"'lith the foot of a victor

into the seCOIld fortress-the secret drawer of\"' the gendarme.

Volner spent the entire next day hovering around Nina like a

dOvre'l readying himself to attack her in the evening like a hawk.
HOh

Avrgust\037
hO\\\\1 \\\\ronderful it is to be with you!\" Nina

me\\\\.red
langllorollsly

when they foun,d tl1elllseives alone in a

dark lane of the park. '-illt seen1S to n1e that it's my dear departed
mother \\vho is caressing me!....

Nina's mot}ler Ilad died a long time
ago\037

when Nina was just

a ]ittle girl, and the co1onel. having tasted family bliss once..

\\\\las not tempted to try it a second till1e, preferring to ren1ain a

w idol\\\\,'er.

HI\"'m afraid\037 Nina, that the way things are going, I too may

not be caressing you for much longer'l\" Volner said in a sad tone.
'\037What are you saying't A\\lgust? YOlL're alarmitlg me!'\"

hDon't be alarmed, my dearest., be brave. . . You can heJp
\"'\"

me . . .-

Vo1ner sensed that even if the enemy had not gone away..
the

position in which that enemy f()und itself was very awkward.
f.\037What? What? Tell nle how!\037' Nina squeezed Volner's hand

i l11patient Iy.
to'N i na, my dearest love, just don't be alarmed . . . because I

must tell you frankly-they want to kill nle.'\"

Nina pressed closely against hi'TI as if protecting Volner

from an unseen enemy. \037'Who?\"

\"I don't know. . . Only yesterday I received an anonynl0us

letter * . . They're demanding that I hand over five tll()ltSand to

the re\\Tolutionaries for their odious activities.. or else tlley'll kill

me . . . You must understand that if's not the nl0ney that botllers

nle, but I can't give money to criminals. . .\"\)
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i.\037My dearest\037 (iOll't be afraid. I'll tell daddy, and he\037ll catch

thell1\037he'll destroy the villains!\037'

HNo, any tiling but that!'\" Volner sprang up
in terror. io\037Ifthey

find out that I to\037d the gendarme\037 they'll kill me any\037ray . . .

They know everything. . .'\"'

Volner') to his own surprise\", was displaying quite a talent as
an actor and a diplomat., and the gendarme'ls daughter became

the first victim of his wiles.
He convinced her that he e,ould be saved only if he kne\\\\\" the

nalnes of all the people who \037/ere under suspicion in the district.

This had to be done discre-etly and w'ithout being obser\\ted
by

her papa\" as her papa, because of his military training\037
could

spoil everything.

.-You understand\037 my little
darling\037

that )\037ou\037re holding m\037l

life in these delicate little hands of
yours__

and if you let go of it\037

if you even drop a hint about our discussion. . . You must belie\\te

me, once I know the names\037 1'111handle the matter my'self as best
as 1 see fit . . .\"

A long kiss sealed the obligation not to say an)ithing . . .

\"'On Wednesday come to ,risit us as if
b),\037

chance. . ,'1'1

In the evening of that day\" Volner locked hinlself in his
room, and

spent
a long time at his table scra\037'ling \\\\rith a pencil:)

VO/I1er/

YOll 1111/s1 !J/Clce \037five
1110IlS(I'-1(/ ktlrboval'ltsi ill tIle

11()//()\\i'
\037f\037tJle

O/(llvil/()\\l\" b,,'\" tIle (/(111'1. TIle \"1(J 1-1
e.\\

,
is /\"leede(1

.tor rev(J!utiol1clr.v \"'llller.s.
{t\037prOlt

lio,1 t( ,f(J (11(21-_\\'Ol' '/1 dje.)

He looked at what he had \\vritten \\\\lith satisfaction and

sm i led.

Then\" picking IIp a pair of scissors\037 he cut out a crossed

dagger al1d pistol fronl a scrap' of cardboard\037 snleared the cut-

,out with ink, al1d statnped tIle nc..lte \\\\1' itl1 it.

4o\037WOl1derful!'\037 he praised hil11self.

4o.If the silly little fool blurts sonlething out\037 1'111 ha\\'e some

f
...

d
I

,\037

prOD
... a ,ocunlent.)))
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Kh'/ed had been \\\\.'orking as a coachn1an in Zelenets since
early spring.

Varlalnenko was pleased \\vith hi111, but as yet he had not
lllade any of the demands of hit11 that he had alluded to in

Kh'led\037s home.

But as soon as
t}1ey began hauling grain to tl1e threshing

machines\" and the hay stood dre.anlilj' in dark green sheaves in

ha)rricks near the Il1anor, Yosyf Matviyovych decided that the
moment had conle.

Riding
do\\\\rn the field with Khved in a cabriolet, he initiated

a conversation.
\"\"Well\037 Kh\\.red, there's a certain matter that you have to

attend to . . . T11at.s the reason that I hired you in the first place
and pulled your family

from the faJlgs of deatl1 . . .\"

IoIoHa\\re [ ever refused to do som,elhing? Just say the word,
and it \\vi II be done in a flash!\"

.\037The \037rork\"l my friend, is very special. . .\037'

.j.! '11 do whatever you say!'\"

\037\037But \",'ill you set fire to the haystacks at Starostyn?\"
Khved \\\\i'as dumbstruck.

\037.So that\037s what it's all about!\" the thought flaslled through
his mind, and he was seized with terror.

.\037Why aren't you saying anything? Are you sc.ared?'\037

.'Ye-e-e-s, sca-a-a-red,,\"\" Kllved managed to say.

i.40Well, if you 'Ire scared you can go to the devil three times

over and starve to death. . .'\037 And after a monlent of silence he

added: \037foTomorrow you'))
harness the wagon and clear out of the

estate!
,.,

The lord spat on the boundary, and the coachman was

staring past the horses into the distance. His head was void D,f

all thoughts except for the one sharp thOUgJlt about 11unger that

forced him to look for a way out.

HBut what if I'm caught?\" he nlanaged to wl1isper with his

dry lips.

Hlf,you do it right, they won't catch
you!'\037)))
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Varlal11cnko knew that the ,deed was as good as done. Khved
would agree..

for what else could he d()?

The steward thought: \037j.If they catch Khved-nlay the devil

tak,e hinl-I\037ll support his family if he keeps his mouth shut\037 but

if he says sonlething-I can a]ways talk my \\\\fay
out of it because

there is no
proof\037

. . . And even more to the point., the matter can

be explained very simply: Khved is angry with Ramp.\"

As they drove up to the Zelen,ets manor Kh'led said: \037\037l\037ll

burn down the devil of a
Gypsy\037

an,d his hayricks\037 and his ox

sheds.\" And his heart seethed \\\\\"ith hatred.

'\037You should have said that long ago! And \\\\re'll do it in such

a way that no one will ever find out about it.\"

After calling Khved into his stud)' and locking the door

behind him, Yosyf Matviyovych sho\\\\'ed him the dev'ice that he

had come up with-a little paper box \\\\1 ith a candle stub in it.

and some finely shredded paper around the stub. Kh\\red 'A/ould

put the little box under the hayrick., light the stub\037 close the box\037

and scatter some stra\\v on it. And he \\vould not ha\\'e to hurrv' ..

to get away-the stub \037lould burn until the flame reached the

shredded paper.. and th,en the fire \".'ould take O\\ler.

Khved \\\\las amazed at the de'vice.

\037\037And these can be placed under se\\leral ha)lricks at tile sanle
t

.
')H

Ime\037
-

\"\037Even under a hundred\037 and the best part is that
YOll\037ll

ha\\le
.

\"

time to get away. . .

When he was alone.. Varlall1enk,o thOllght: --After
e\\\037erything

burns down, Ranlp., the devi l\037s tather \\vill ha,'e you as a trustee!

The countess will hav'e you grabbed by
tile tail and flung straight

to hell .. .'\

CIICl/Jter Tell)

Volner \037\037unexpectedly'\" dropped in at Domashi\\l. Nina

greeted hit11 \037'ith an air of e'll1barrasSll1ent and Led llim into th,e

living rO()ll1.
HWould you like a glass of tea\037 Mr. Volner?'\" she addressed

11ilTI ill the t{)ne of a pol ite 110stess.
...]\\\\lon \037t refllse one. . .'\037 Volner said.)))
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At first it seen1ed to hin1 that Nina was behaving as if there
\\\\\037ere other

people nearby\037 but he s.oon convinced 11imself that
there \\\\'as no one in the neigh-bouring roolns.

Nina's flustered look \\\\,heIl 11e greeted her troubled him.

O\\'er tea Volner asked: HWhy aren't you acting the
way

that

you usually do?\037\"

And he stroked her hand.

Nina jerked her hand away somewhat nervously, as if

disgusted\037 tears glittered on her eyelaslles and, lowering her
head on tIle table, she began to wail.

Volner drevl his chair up closer and embraced her waist.
Nina pushed his hand away.
HI don\"t understand what's going on!'\037 Volner said in a choked

voic,e and, lighting a
,cigarette\037

he sat dO\\\\ln in an armchair and

\\vaited for a response.
Tw'ilight \\\\ras

approaching.
It was growing late, and Volner

\\vould have to leave the manor 50011.

Today
his comrades \\vould be waiting for him in the valley

and he '''/as to
pass

thell1 the information that he obtained frolll

the gendarme\"s daughter.

Recently the atmosphere in Starostyn had been tense because

nlany of the day \\,\\'orkers 11ad been paid a *11ryvenyk less than

they had expected. This shortt\"all had evoked a belligerent nlood

anlong the village yo,utll alld an outburst could be expected.
And

if this happened the gendarmes would first of all go after the

suspicious elements in the factory.

\"And I \\\\Iouldn \037t be able to \037rriggle my way out of tI1at,\"

Yarovy had said.
No\",,', sitting in the colonel's home., Volner glanced at 11is

watch and sa\"\"\037 that it was already past nine, and sl10rtly after

ten his comrades would be
waiting

for him in the valley in tIle

steppe.
\"I\037In demanding a response,\" Volner finally said after a short

silence.
Nina wiped her tears and stood up by the table.

\"\037You, sir, acte,d dishonourably . . . You fooled me and

everyone else around you. . . SlIt you should kllOW that I found

out tl1at you're an imposter. . . Papa knows all about you,
and

you're going to be arrested today!\)
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At first Volner was dumbstruck, but he quickly regained his

equaninlity and listened to Nina 'vvith a disinterested air.

\"'So, your papa has gone to arrest me?'\" he asked \",Ihen Nina

fell silent. He had found out earl ieT from the servants that the

colonel had driven off somewhere.

'-\037Yes, but \037 . . you'll be arrested right hrere . . . I \\V'on't forgi'\\/e
,..

you ...

Volner realized that he truly could be arrested here. After

all\037 there were always t\\\\lO armed guards at the colonel\"s home.

Obviously protestations of love WrQu]d not help in this instance.

He had to make some decisive mo.ves.
Volner reached for his Bro\\\\\"oing in his pocket and., leaning

towards Nina, said in a
whisper:

\037'-Ans\\\\rer all my questions. If

you call anyone I'll kill you on the
spot

and escape through the

veranda.\"

He placed the hand that was holding the
Bro\\'/ning

on the

table.

In the dusk of the summer e\".ening it \\vas
impossible

to see

faces.

Nina leapt from her chair and stood tall.
4ol.Sit down and be quiet!'\" Volner ordered as he pointed the

Browning at 11er.
Nina groped for the chair and sat do\\\\.'n.

'\037\037Where did your papa go?\"\037

Nina.. shuddering uncontrollably and tearillg the sounds

from the deptl1s of her chest.. said: to\"To Starostyn . \037 .\037\037

'\"'\"Will he be stopping ill any\\\\,rhere along the
\\1/a)I?\037.

\037'\"In Vilshana \037 . ...\037

\"\"So,'\" Volner thOllght__ .tothat n1eans that he intends to make
an unexpected arrival at

Starostyn at nigllt.

H

\037\037WhOlll else is he going tl) arrest?'.

'-\"I don'lt kno\\\\'.\"

\03740W hat did he say to YllU?H

Nina suddenly bllrst into tears. She \\\\las defeated and

destroyed. Her shoulders \\\\'ere s11aking and she sobbed

soundlessly.
Volner did not kI10\\\\l \\\\lllat to do next. He could get on his

\037'

horse ,and ride oft\037but tl1el1 Nina cotlld raise tl1e alarm alld he
WOllld be callght. There \\\\,ras only one way out-to try to

gain)))
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some tin1e by forcing Nina to ac-con1pal1Yhim to the outskirts
of the to\\\\/n.

\"\037Nina Vasyli\\,rI1a\037 you \\vill accolllpany nle out of the

neighbourhood. Whell \\1le
go outdoors\037 do not call anyone., and

do not talk. . . I have my' Browning at the ready.\"
Nina \\VJalked like a nlannequin beside V.oIner.

He untied his 110rse tl1at \\\\/as hobbled by the veranda, and.,
leading him

by
the reins.. J1e held on to Nina\037s elbow with his

free hand.

The \\\\.'ooden side\\\\,ralks of the county town creaked, and

there \\\\laS the scent of gillyflowers and fresh n1anure in the air.
The to'hrn \\vas sleeping.

WIlen they \\vere on the outskirts., Volner said:
\037i;Good-bye

until our next happy lneeting!'\037

And he jumped on his horse.

Ninajust stood tllere \\\\Jrithout saying a word.

Volner gave his horse a sharp tug and vanished in tJle nlurky

darkness.

Volner rode s\\\\/iftly \\\\lithout spari11g his horse. All along tIle

\\vay
he could not stop thinking about Yarovy and Sulenko. Would

the gendarme catch them at home, or would they fortuitously

nlanage to escape being arrested?
It \\1/as almost midnight when Volner halted in tile ravine

about three \\lersts from Starostyn.

He \",talked another verst to the appointed meeting spot but
neither

Yarovy
nor Sulenko \\\"lere there. So he sat dawIl and

\\vaited.
The moon had not yet risen. The

grass
was dall1p with dew:

a shaggy fog \\vas rolling into the ravi11e.
About a

quarter
of an hour later, a figure walked up fr0111

do\\'/o below and flalted.
Volner instinctively grabbed

his gun and froze.

The -figure drew nearer and Volner reca,gnized Sulenko.
H!'m over here,\" Volner said in a hushed voice.

Sulenko came up to him an,d bent over. . .

\037'Is it you, Avgust?\"

\037'Yes., where\037s Yarovy?\"

Sulenko looked disconcerted and then, without replying,
asked another question.)))
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\"What did YOll find out at Domashiv?\"

\"'They're going to arrest all of us today.\"

\037'And you as well?\"

UA nd me as well. . .\037'

Sulenko sat down close to Volner and listened as he described

his misadventure.
When Volner finishe,d, Sulenko said: -\037Yaro'lY is nearby'. in

the ditch . \037 . Tile gendarmes are already at the estate. . . We

barely managed to escape . . .\"

HThey're afraid of me,,'\" Volner thought., but he \\liaS not

offended. 4o\037They 're cautious fello\\\\!'s.'\"

He had to tell Yarovy allover again \\\\rhat had transpired in

Domashiv.

\037\037What are we going to do?\" Sulenko asked \\\\rhen the situation

became clear.

\"Dawn will be breaking soon\"t and \\ve can\"t get \\'ery' far

away. .. It would be best to \"'\037ait it out sonleplace . . .....
Yaro\\-)'

stopped to think for a moment\037 and then he added: !pj,It 'A/QuId be

best to hide in the hayricks . . . and the forest isn \037t too far from

there . e.'\"

There \\\\'as no other way out. They had to consider \\vhat the).'

should do in their situation and they needed SOIne tinle to do

this. Th,e comrades made their
\\\\lay

to the ha)'ricks through the

dewy beet field.

The tall stacks of the lord\"s hay had been carried from the

wet lowlands to a high e'v'en
spot

that COllld not be reached by
the spring flood. The stacks\037 tall and IOI1g.. like green cottages
without any windows and doors\037 stood in ro\\vs.. creating blocks

alld streets. Like a green village!
Volner.. Slilenko\037 and

YarO\\l\037l climbed IIp on Olle stack\037 Franl

it\037 through tl1e bluis}l 111ists of early' Il10rning\" they co,uld see
the estate\037 t}1e sLIgar refinery\037 and beyond then1-the \"Tillage of

StarostYll spread in a rav'ine.
Before dawn bro,ke\037 snlall silhollettes \\\\rent from tile ,tillage

to tl1e estate, and htlfSe patrols galloped by 11erding to the pens

the village cattle t11at they had in1poll11dedon the lord\037s fieldse

Later, \\\\i'hen tile StIll rose., the threshing machines began
belcl1ing smoke in various fields, and the ste\\\\fard's cabriolet

passed by.)))
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L.ife ,on the estate awakened.. thollsands of arn1S waved in the
air and there arose the din made by thousands of human voices,

by machines and by anin1als.
There did o,at seen1 to be anyone ,\",rho did not belong on the

estate.. and Volner
began

to have }lis doubts.

HIs it possible that \\\\'e\"ve created a panic over nothi11g?\"

\037-The dev\037il only knows! You may be right . . .'\037
Yarovy

respon,ded \\vithout taking his eyes off the estate. \037\"But the

gendarmes did come-I sa\\\\! thenl myself.\"

They fell silent.
.IoI\037nl

hungry..H Sulenko said to no one in particular.
Not more than half-an-hour after that.. their doubts were

dispersed.

A couple dozen men on horseback galloped over the dam
that led f.rom the sugar refinery to tl1e estate, and a short time
later a

carriage
dro\037re by followed by two horseback riders.

No'h! ,all three stared intently at the estate.
\037\037Gendarmes . . . the colonel's carriage. . .\" Volner reported

in a half-\\\\,rhisper.

HThey must havre searched the sugar refinery. Do you
suppose they found our hectograph?\" Yaroslav wondered.

.IoWhere did you hide it?\"

\037'U nder t.he porch of the count\"s gazebo in the park. . .'\"

\037\037Well, they \\von't find it there!'\037

The gendarn1es rode into the manor yard.. and the buildings
blocked them from their view.

\"But you fellows don't have anything tlley would want\037 do

you?'\037 Yarovy asked.

\"\037I left my pistol at home-the barbarians will be sure to take

it\037 but there\037s nothing else. . .
just

a dozen books. . .\"

\037'Oh, you stupid scribbler! To forget your pistol,\" Yarovy
chided Sulenko. \037\037I don't keep anything in the house . . .

Everything is in a safe hiding place.\"
All the literature was kept 11idden in Volner's qllarters,

because his comrades thought that he was above suspicion.
The carriage drove away

from the estate in the afternoon,

and the horsemen followed it in ranks.

The search w,as over.

Had they found
anything?)))
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Yarovy did not take his eyes off the balld of gendarmes until
it was hidden behind an oak forest.

\"And no\"\"'., conlrades\037 let's sleep-there's no point in coming

out of hiding untilllightfaIL\"
Sulenko,'s

proposition
was accepted.

The sleepless night had exhausted the fugiti\\,'es and th,ey fell

asleep on the fragrant hay.)

ChaJ)'f,er
Eleven)

Felix Felixovych Ramp was getting ready to, retire ,\037vhen he

heard the sound of horses' hOO\\leS and \\/oices out in the yard.
It was eleven o'clock in the ev'ening. It \\vas about an hour

after the young men's songs and whistles had died dO\302\245ln
be)rond

the manor., and the barrel-organ rented especially for the \\\\-'orkers

had finished whining its pathetic songs.

Ramp opened the windo\\V'. \"'Senlen! He)r\037, Semen!\"1t

Semen the watchn1an responded.
\"Who is it?\"\"

Ramp
asked.

\"\"It's the colonel with some soldiers!'\"

Felix Felixovych hurriedly put on his silk
jacket

and his

boots, and walked out into the
yard\037

On the path beyo.nd the

flowerbed he was met by the colonell)f the gendarmes.
'''Felix Felixovych\037 torgive Ole, bllt I must search Volner's

quarters!'\"
\"'What's this I10nsense all about? Wllat\"s t11e reaSt1n for it?'\"

Ramp asked in astonishnlent.

\"C.There\"s a reason\037''1 Voznesensky replied drily and l1e set out
for Volner's

li\\/iI1g qllarters
\\\\rith arn1ed gendarmes.

Ramp shrugged and follo\\'le,d hill1.

The door to Vo111er'srOOlll was halt:open, and \\\\[hen they lit

a lalnp and walked ill \\vith pistols at the read)r\037 Ranlp found the

sitllation 3111using.
\0374.But there's no one there!'\"

..t.He\"'s 110t tllere? Well\037 \\Vl1ere is Volner?'!' Voznesensky

glallced severely at Ral11p.
--'Volner left for Domashi\\/ after lunch.. and he hasn\037t come

back
yet.'\037)))
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.\037Why did he go there?'\037

.-'HO\\\\l \\\\/ould I kn,o\\\\.p?\"
Ramp's tone chan,ged from

bemusement to arrogance........-

The colonel turned around and nodded at the gendarmes:
\"\"Start the search!''t

A thorough search of the room \\\\7as
begun.

They Plilled out desk drawers and overturned the bed. They
did not find

anyt11ing
ill the be,d.. but they took a packet of letters

from the desk.
Tiley

examine,d the bookc.ase most carefully. The books

\\'/ere in German and in English., and they set these aside as being

completely innocuous.

Fina11y\037
one gendarnle got lucky. .'There's a political book

here, Your E.xcellency!\"
Voznesensky took the heavy volume and read the title:

Political Econom_v. A Te.):tbook
\037tor Higher Institutions 0.(

Learning. \0374ppro'ved h}' the MinistrJ J
0.1'

Public Education .for all

Ecil./(.(ltic)nal 1,1StitZltiof1S q{ the Rl/ssian Empire.
\037\"You fool! Put the book back where you found it.\"

This incident dispersed the heavy atmosphere
between the

colonel of the gendarmes and the cllief administrator.
.i.)sn't it

possible
that Voln.er is just as guiJty as that book?\"

Ramp asked with a sn1ile.
'\037He has sonle history \037I'ith us,\" the gendarnlc said a little

obscurely\037 and ordered a stop to the search.
Then he went up to a young gentle111an dressed in civilian

attire who had been bustling about the room all that time and

gave him a folded piece of
paper\037

\037\037And now to the sugar refinery, to get those ()thers . . . If the

need arises\" shoot!'\"

The gendarme and the spy walked out and the colonel went

arm in arm with Ramp to the study.
When they were sitting in arl11chairs across frOJ11 one

another.. the colonel began talking.
\037'It's a serious matter. Just between the two of us., Volner

is a dangerous revolutionary. He lied about his weaJth. J have

accurate information. He's the son of the emigrant-anarchist
Volnov and he changed his name to sound like a foreigner.'\"

'-'That can't be!\)
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'\037It's true. He wanted to use my daughter to steal some
documents, but

my
Nina has been brought up better than that

. . . He Ilas acquaintances here. . . They're being
arrested right

now, and then you\"J1 see for yourself what ties he has \037!ith other

people. . .'\037

Ramp, upset beyond measure'i was racing around the room.

\037\037ls it possible that I've been deceived?\037\037 and he sJapped
himself on th.e forehead.

\037'It sounds incredible\037 but it\037s a factr\037' the gendarme smiled.

'''Then send someone to Domashiv to hold him there.'\"

'\037\037It's all been taken care of, you needn't vlorry . . ..\"

Dawn was already breaking \"\"'hen the colonel \\\\laS informed

that neither Yarovy nor Sulenko had been found., and that there
was

nothing
of any interest in their li'ving quarters.

\037'They've escaped,
the wretches! Bring m\037l carriage

around!\037't

In the morning mist\037 the colonel rode ,oft\" to the sugar

refinery, and Ramp continued pacing his room for a long tin1e

until he finally fell asleep on the couch.
The gendarmes did not fin,d anything in Sulenko\"-s room

except a pistol that they entered in the
register

as material

evidence.

The colonel came back \\lery llpset. '-IoThe)'.
must ha\\le an

entire circle of spies here-other\\\\\037ise they could not }la\\'e

learned about the search.'\"

Ramp was conlpletely distraught. Forgetting about his guest..
he continlled pacing the rOOl11 and it \\\\\"as only' \"\",hen the lackey
announced that lunch \\\\!'as being ser\\red that he canle out of his

deep reverie.
Whell the colonel began getting ready'

to go 110Il1e after

lunch\037 he whispered tl1 Rall1p: Idol \"lllea'/e tV-/l) gel1darmes to assist

the l1ight watcl1111an. . .\037\037

Ranlp interrtlpted 11in1: \"\"There's no need. If anyrthing

happens, I'll take care of it
nlyself. . .H

\037\037Fine . . . T11at \\\\Jril1 e\037ven be better. . . I\"n1 relying on you-

but Iothose\037 wi 11 not be afraid. . .\037\037)))
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ClIGJJter Tl1'elve)

The \\'illage \\\\ras stirring angrily. Ramp l1ad declared that if
anyone dared to approach him for that additional .\037hryvenyk'\" he

\\\\-'ould \"\037punch him ill the ChOpS.H
He had made this assertion to two

youthful delegates who

had come to talk to hinl about the shortfall in the n10ney that 11ad

been paid out in 'W'ages.
After standil1g around for

quite
some titne on the threshold

of Ramp \037s office\037 the youths finally walked away.

\037\"Rit\"'f-raf'f!'\"
Ramp thought after he had sent the nlessengers

packing. ..They w'ant to rip off
everyone!\"

That \\\\I'as \\vhat the administrator was thinking., but 11e knew

full \\vell that e\\'en though he had given instructions to tell the
day-labourers that they \\\\-'Quld receive a daily wage of seventy

kopiyky\037 only sixty had actually been paid out. In this way the
estate had realized a profit of aln10st four thousand in just a

matter of a few days.
The conversation V\\o,ith the messengers had occurred just

prior to the search. While the search was being conducted, Ranlp

had forgotten about it\037 but no'Wr\037 after seeing off tl1e gendartl1es,
he recalled it\" and for some unexpected reason., this recollection

disturbed him.
\"'The devil o,nly kno\037/s what's wrong! Even such trivial

matters are upsetting me. Jt
app,ears

that 1\"11 have to tend to nlY
\"

nerves.

After getting dressed in his usual fashion\037 Ranlp ga\\fe
an

order to saddle a horse so that he could ride out to the
threshi11g

machines.

By the nearest threshing machine pe{)ple were milling
around in the dust

b,y
the straw shaker\037 the grease-covered stoker

was shoving firewood down the gullet of the steam engine, and

on the top of the hayrick., a dozen youths were 11eatly pilit1g tile

golden straw.
Without

dismounting'i Ramp
called out to the foreman to'

approach him: '''''How are things going here? How's the work

coming along?\"

\"Good. . . but the people seem to be agitated \302\267. .\)
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4.IoHow so?\"

t.\"They\037re threatening to take action. . .-.\037

t.'Is it because of that hryvenyk?\"

4.'Yes.\"

'''How mllch are we getting for sixty sheaves?\"\037

Ramp asked the last question to divert the foreman\037s attention

from himself and his own uneasiness, but he did not listen to the

reply
before riding off to the next threshing machine.

Half\\\\lay there, Ramp stopped, looked back at the manor..

and rushed off towards it.

When he got home\037 Ramp
resolved to get a grip on himself.

He went into the office and immersed himse-If in business

documents, but his thoughts kept flying a\"ray'
from the carefully

written lines, and the image of Volner in his \\:\\ihite
glo'les kept

twirling before his eyes. Now Volner smiled and made a
\\\\,\037itty

remark.

Suddenly the telephone rang sharply. Ramp put the receiver

to his ear.
\"W ho is it?'\037

A steward from a subsidiary manor ,,'as calling.
\"The threshing machine workers are agitated. . . We should

call for police protection . \037 .\"

Ramp, unexpectedly even for himself, gre\\\\! furious.

\037'You idiot, you hornless CO\\v! Villain! Get Ollt right OO\\\\--J
don't want hide or 11ai r ot\037 you let\"t in that manor! Who is agitate,d?
Punch them in the nlug, the worthless \",\037retches!'t\037

He slan1med down the receiver and collapsed in an arI11chair.
And then, overcome \\\\,rith disgllst.. and \\\\'ithout l,ooking at anyone\037tf... __ -' '

he stalked out of tile office.

At home he drank sonle bronlide and lav' do\\\\/n to relax on
-'

a couch.)

('Illipter TJlirfee'-7)

When the StlO \\vas setting, Volner and his t\\\\ro con1rades

climbed down to the gro,und and sat in the shade between two
11ayricks

and waited for night to fall\037 The darkness \\\\.las descending

indolently. Tl1e con1rades sat '\037lithollt
speaking, and wilen they)))
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heard the crunching of stubble under boots sOl11ewhere beyolld
the

}layricks\037 they
held their breatll.

Son1eone \\\\-'as
dra\\\\'ing

11ear to the 11aystacks., and before

l()ng\037
in the narro\\,\\r space bet\\\\leen two hayricks a human figure

appeared and call1e to a 11alt\037 Tller1 the figure went up to one

of the hayricks and., bending over\037 made a rustling noise with

son1ething.
.....

Suddenly
a mate}l flared and lit the person's face.

\037\037Khv'ed!\"
Yarovey exclaimed, unable to restrain himself.

The figure stood stock still alld the match went out.
.....-

Yaro'lY
\\\\;Tent up to Kh'led and grabbed hinl by the shoulder.

Kh\\'ed \\vas
tren1bling.

hDon't be afraid\037\"\037 Yarovy whispered softly into Khved's
ear\037

and then he led him to where Sulenko and Volner were in the
she]tered spot. \\o\037Don't be afraid\037 Khved\037 we won't report you. . .

Did you \\\\.\"ant to start a fire?\"

Sulenko knew Kh\\/ed the best.

.\037Oh, fello\\\\/s\037 just don't tell anyone!\" But when Khved found

out that none other than the
gentleman

intern was sitting next to

hinl'1 he clalnmed up in fear.
It took Yarovy a long time to convince Khved that he had

nothing to fear. . .
1ol>Varlamenko sent me . . 4 He said: if you set fire to theJn\037

they'll
think that it \\-vas the re ... vo ... lu .. .tion .. .aries\037'\037 Khved

said\" striv\"ing to his Utll10st to get out tile difficult word.
Khved did not know what to do now\037 and so he sat silently

beside a 113yrick \\vhiJe the others tal ked in whispers
about what

they should do\037

\037\037How many little burning devices do you J13ve?'\" SUICllko

asked.

HFive.\"

uGive them to us, we'll do everything
oursel'ves . . . And

you go home and don't say a single word to anyolle about
allY'

of

this!'\" Sulenko instructed him in a severe tone.

'-\037But what it' the lord asks me about tllem?'\037 Kllved asked

uneasily\037

\037\037Say
that you set the hayricks on fire. . .\"

Khved silently paced about in one spot for a sl10rt while, and

then went
away.)))
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Yar()vy fixed the candles and shared his box of matches with
his comrades.

An hour later, three figures \"\"'ere heading to\\vards the

village, bypassing the estate.)

Ch{lpter
FOl/rteen)

Night was fading in the east and rooster\037s 'loices \\vere

bursting out over Starostyn when a bell rang to sound an alarm.
The

people
nlust have been waiting for the sound of that bell..

because all at once grey figllres began emerging from yards.

They clustered in groups and, after standing around for a \\\\\037hile..

they set out for the manor\037 joining up \\\\lith other groups along the

way. Over there.. where the smokestack of. the sugar refinery \\vas

wedged into tl1e greyr paper of the
preda\\\\,'n sk)/__ flaming tongues

were leaping above the bui Idings on the estate and abo\\\"e the

distant hayricks.

The ox barns and the hay \",rere bllrning be)lOnd the manor.
The crowds

kept gro\\ving at the outskirts of the
\\,/iJlage\037

\\\\/ith

1110re men., women, youths'l and girls joining in. There \\vere old

men with bushy unkempt beards and pitchforks riding on their
shoulders and adolescents \\vho \\\\'ere chided for con1ing'l but \\vho

\037

were not c11ased away.

io'But where\"s the interIl?\"

It's not easy to recognize the intern \\\\\037hen he\"\\s \\vearing a

peasant's coarse wool coat!

A nlighty peasant force \\\\,ras rllnning_ not \\\\ral king.. through

the fields, and it was traillpling the beets \\\\lith bare teet.

HFellows., let's trample \\Vl1at belongs to tIle lord\037 because it\"\\s

tranlpl i ng llS!
\"

It 11ad been a long til11e since the plantations had seen

peasant po\\\\rer
nlanifest itself vlitll straightened backs_ and the

beets Vlere darkeIled by the de\\v.

T11ere was a great 11Ubbub in tIle 111anor yard.
TIle fire hose \\vas rnaking a sl11acking sound.. flanles \\V'ere

-.. ,\"\"-'

roaring ab()ve tile ox barns., 110rses \"lere neighing, and people,
as if gone Inad, rusl1ed abl)ut t11e yard shouting and not listening
to one another.)))
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No one \\'iaS payiI1g any attention to the hayricks-as if to
say: nothing can be done about tl1at.

Ran1p \",:as racing around tIle yard with 11iswhip and, seeil1g

the throngs ot\"lillagers shouted: .IoGet to the hayricks at once!\"
And when he sa\037! tl1at the people continued to stand there

clustered ill a cro\\\\rd and not nl0ving\037 he began swearing: t.4.You

stupid dolts! Villains! March off to the
11ayricks

tllis instant!'\"

A youth in a torn cap and jacket stepped out from tl1C crowd.

H is eyes \",.'ere blazing.

\037'-Beat him up, tello\\\\lS!'\037 and he lunged at Ramp witll a

pitchfork.
Ran1p junlped back\037 grabbed

his Browning, and before the

)louth kne\\v \\vhat \\\\7as
happening, the administrator fired at him

point-blank. . .

The youth appeare,d to take a step bac.kwards and, falling to

Olle knee, dropped his pitchfork.
Clutching at his chest \\-1,lith his left hand, he \\faliantly tried

to pull something out of his jacket pocket
with his right hand. A

frenzied tautness tensed his figure, but suddenly it
snapped,

and

the youth fell to the ground.
Someone in the crowd shrieked insanely, and

Ramp, takil1g

advantage of the teJnporary confusion\" raced through the yard
to\\\\\037ards his 110use.

Pitchforks, axes.. and hoes rose high above tile heads of tl1e

villagers, and the throng rushed after Ramp.

TIley knocked the ad nl in istrator off'his feet by tIle flowerbeds,
and he fell upside down under a trimlned acacia shrub.

'-4.put the Gypsy mug into a trunk!'\" a sharp-nosed old Illall

shollted.. and the crowd that had rushed forward to rip tile

administrator to shreds stopped in its tracks.

They bound Ramp's
arms with a whip\") alld tllen they dragged

in a trunk from
someplace

a11d threw some soil iIlto it to cover

the bottom.
\"'Get in\037 you disgusting creature!\" the sharp-nosed old man

ordered Ramp.
Powerful hands seized

Ramp
and flung him forcefully into

the trunk.

Ramp was silent; he pressed his
lips together tigl1tly and

glared fiere-ely at the people.)))
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It was only when they \\vere lo\\vering the lid that he shouted:
HVillains! Cattle! You. . .\" but then he could no longer be heard
over the crt)wd's roar.

The trunk was I ifted above the heads of the people and

it flowed with the crowd towards the dam\037 There tile people

stopped\037 gave the trunk a good s\\\\ling\037
and flung it from the high

danl into the water.
A terrified scream was heard from the trunk, and then there

\\\\las dead silence. The trunk sank to the b,ottom.

The people stood without mov'ing and \\\\,.atched as bubbles

sprang up over the misty morning
\"'later of the pond.

Geese began to gaggle under the \\\\irjllo'hls and then dO'le

noisily into the water.

On the other side of the pond restrained \\.'oices sounded in

the yard of the sugar refinery-\\\\/orkers\" terrified by the e\\\"ents

of that night, were running off in every' possible direction. . .
Before dawn the

plantations
on the sloping fields \\\\.rere

gleaming greyly in the ll10rning de\\\\\"\037 preparing
to drink the

sweet day.

The plantations.. having sucked in human SVleat and blood

in the springtime were now greedily drinking the sunlight: theyl

were heconling pregnant 'hrith sugar.

Slit \\\\J'hat was this?

Uneasiness and alarln leapt throllgh the cro\\\\'d like an

electric current: a nlan, v.ia\\I'ing his arn1S.. \\vas running f\"rom the
\037 -

manor.

It was the old man Yukhynl-. the office \\\\,\037atchn1an.

''-My good pe()ple! My good pe()ple! Tile soldiers are coming
from Vilshanka!'\037

And when he ran up closer, he explailled'i catching his
breatll: \"\"Saranc-lluk

plloned for thenl . . . I o\\rerheard h in1 . . . It\"s

only six versts-they'll be here in a flash. . .\037\037

The crowd stirred.

''\"Go back to YOllr homes!\"\" sonleone shouted t\037ronl tile middle

of the crow'd.

No one argued \\vitll this.
\"'Go honle!'\" a few n10re ,,'oices shouted and then tell silent.

Tile people began bustling about and the mass tl1at had been
monolithic

up'
to no\\\\' began to disintegrate rapidly.)))
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'Small groups oft\\\\/o or three il1dividuals were running off in
all directions\037 leav\"ing

behind a silent\037 halt'-burned dO\\\\ln estate.

Only t\\'lO men \\\\'alked towards the ravine in the opposite
direction\037

And the estate gre\\\\\" deserted and silent.
'--

The scarlet circle of the sun rolled out over the steppe, seelned
to

stop
for a moment\037 an,d then continued moving indifferently

O\\ler the blue field\037 generously gifting life to the ,earth.

The smouldering logs of the former cattle pens were sending
their blue sm,oke O\\ler the lOI1el\037,.'corpse of a blond youth in a torn

peasant jacket and ne\\\\'< student trousers \\\\lith silver stripes.

His rigid hand \\1laS near his jacket pocket out of which a

re\\/olver ,\"\"as
pulled halfvlay out. f-lis face was t11arked 'by a

courageous ferocity that no one 11ad ever seen when the intern

\\v ass till a 1 i \\t\" e . . .)))
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The
g/OSL-\\'(lr>J uj'selected terms and phrllses, some familiar. and some

obscure, is provilJed ,fur
the convenience oj'the reader }\\'}10 \037ri.)'hes to

gl-lin ,a,fi./ller appreciatiun 0.( the historical, SOCill/, linci political conte\037tlL\037'

0..[ the st()ries.For the convenience qf tJ1e reclcler, the plurals o.f
certain

Ukrainian \"lords in the stories are anglici=e{l. i.e., the Us\" ending
is usee/.)

1861 emancipation of the serfs in the parts oflJkraine
controlled by the Russian Empire

And the sun wil) rise from a poem by
*Shevchenko

arshyn about t\\\\lO feet

berkovets \\\\/eight equivalent to 400 pounds, or 181
kilograms

Bismark Otto von Bismark (1815-98) German statesman and first

chance]lor (1871-90) ofml)d,ern German Empire

Black Hundreds organ ization of monarch ist and ultranationalist
lando\\vners.. bureaucrats\" intellectuals. and cler2:'l--

Bro\\vning pistol designed by John
Bro\\vning (1885-1926),

Casimir the Great Casimir III (1310-70) Polish king kno\\\\!n tor legal

reforms and expanding the territory of POlland

cast the kutya Ukrainian tradition: at the start of the C\037hristmas Eve

Supper the' father casts a spoonfull)f *kutya IIp to the

ceiling to divine
prospects

tor the con1ing )'rear

chornozem rich., black soil [Russian: chernozem]
cluck in the hay Ukrainian tradition: hay'. syn1btl1izing C-'h.rist\"s

Inanger\" is scattered under the Christnlas Eve Supper

table an,d children scramble for treats hidden in it

'C\037yclopes [('lass. Myth.] giants \\vith a single round eye in the middle
of their foreheads

,desyatyna [pI. desyatyny] land n1easure\037 2.7 acres

Duma Ukrainian regional and national parliaments

first star Ukrainian tradition: the C\037hristnlas Eve Supper begins

l1nly after children see the first star in the hea\\rens

free labour unpaid labour required ofpeasantf)l by the nobility
(jalician Pole ethnic Pole in living in *Halychyna

God\037s fool a strange, humble, perhaps l11entally ill person: in old times

respected for religiosity)))
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Ivan Gonta (?-1768) leader of a rebellion of kozaks against
the Polish-Lithuanian ('ommon\\vealth

t\\VO Roman brothers circa 2 nd
c. BC; tribunes \"\"rho used

oratoric-al skills to push thr()ugh radical social and

economic legislation to redistribute land, relieve poverty

Halychyna [Galicia] historical region in southwestern Ukraine

haydan1aka [pI. haydamaky] 18 th
c. freedom fighter in Western

Ukraine: fought against P'olish oppression'! serfdom

endearing diminutive form ofYevhen
\"\"-

Mykola Hohol (1809\03752) [Russian: Nikolai Gogol]
Ukrainian novelist \\\\/110 wrote in Russian; his novel Tclras

Bulba\037 \\vas about a *kozak vlho led his sons into battle

against Polish lords

Holy Supper Ukrainian ('hristmas Eve Supper that consists of
t\\velve Lenten dishes

hry'venyk forrner coin equivalent to about 3 pennies
Huysmans Joris Karl Huysmans (1848-1907) Dutch novelist

Irkutsk place of exi Ie since the 18lh

century\037 capital of Eastern

Siberia since 1822

Ivan the Terrible Ivan IV (153l)-1584) Grand Prince of Moscow;

expanded the medieval state into an empire of which
he becaJne the first Tsar

Ivas endearing diminutive of Ivan

jeszc.ze Polska nie zginela . . . ,opening line of Polish national anthelll:

Poland has not yet perished
karbovanets [pI. karbovantsi] doHar in prc-1966 Ukrainian currency

Kayala River site of 1185battle as described in The Tale
(\037.f'Jhor:\037'

Campaign. an epic poem written in the 12 th
c by an

unkno\\vn author; b,ased on traditional minstrelsy the

unique \\\\lark is renowned for its rich language., folk

influences.. and (\037hristian l110ti fs

Kaspro\\vicz Jan Kaspro\\vicz (1860-1'926) Polish
poet\037 play\\\\rright,

critic

khakhol [pI. khakly; also khokho], pI. khokhJy] derogat()ry
Russian term for a Ukrainian person

Kosciuszko Tad,eus Kosciuszko (1746-1817) Polish soldier; led an

unsuccessful uprising against Russia in 1794

[pJ. kopiyky] hundredth part of a ruble; penny
Ukrainian for HCossack'\037; by this period the faillous

Zaporozhian Host that defended a free Ukraine had lost its

independence and been incorporated into the Russian army)

Gonta)

Gracchi)

Henya

Hohol)

kopiyka

kozak)))



Kozak (\037ounci] gathering of free *kozaks to elect their 0\\\\/0 leaders\"

and democratically determine political and military issues

Kulparkiv suburb of *Lviv \\vhere ther,e is a psychiatric hospital

kutya ancient ritual dish of boiled \"\"'heat, ground p-oppy seeds..

and honey: the first oft\\velve Lent,en dishes ser,/ed at the

Christmas Eve Supper

sour-sweet lightly termented beverage made from malt'! rye

bread, etc.

Lermontov Mykhayil Yurievych Lermontov f 1814-41) leading Russian

romantic poet and novelist

Luigi Lucheni (1873-1910) Italian anarchist; assassinated
the

Empress
of Austria in 1898

historical capital of *Halychyna and Western Ukraine:
cultural intermediary bet\"veen Western and Eastern Europe

Lyubov formal for Lyuba
Matka Boska Polish for Mother of God

Matka Polska Polish motherland

Medusa [Class. Myth.] beautiful maiden punished b)\037
the gods \\\\.ho

turned her hair into hissing serpents; \\\\,'hoever looked at her

turned into stone

Mickiewicz Adam Mickie\\\\ticz (1798-1855) re,\"ered as the national pl)et

of Poland

marg land measurement\037 the equivalent of about gne' al:re-

Morituri te salutant [Latin] Those \\vho are about to die salute you:
said by Roman gladiators upon entering an arena
Russian base in C\037hina, captured by Japan in 1905

native or inhabitant of Mosco\\\\'

[Russian: Nicholas I] (1796-1855) conservative Russian

Tsar under \\vhom the empire reached its
greatest

geographical extent

Mykolayivski soldiers soldiers of *Mykola I

Narodo\\-vy democrat reactionary Polish
party

Narzan (\037aucasian mineral water

National DUI11a see Duma

Nekrasov Nikolai N,ekraso\\/ (1821-78) reno\\vned Russian poet

Nero emperor -of RaDle, 54-68 AD.. said to have ...tiddled ,,\"hile

Rome burned....

Novoingermanlanski regiment in the Imperial Russian Army
October 17 Russian Tsar signed the October manifesto in 1905\037

granting basic political rights)
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k vass)

Luchen i)

Lviv)

Mukden

Muscovite

Mykola I)))



o\037 gentle \\vorld . .. frllffi a poerTI by Taras *Sh,evchenko

okhranyteli agents of the Tsarist secret police

Oleksander forma) for Sashko

Orpheus [Class. Myth.] poet \\vho
played

his lyre so wonderfully

that \\1iild beasts \\vere spellbound

[also hetman] leader of a *kozak army

[pl. palyanytsi] \\vheaten flatbread

Russian term for reorientation\037 reformation

\\veight equivalent to 40 pounds or 18.1 kilograms

[no\\\\.' Lushun] city in northeastern China\037 captured by

Japan in the Russo-Japanese w'ar\037 1904-05

Russian battleship \\-\",hose ere,\"' mutinied against their

Tsarist officers in 1905 in support of workers

Procrustean bed [(\"'lass. Myth.] Procrustes stretched or
amputated the

limbs of victims to rnake them fit his bed\037 an arbitrary

standard to \\vhich exact c-ontormity is forced
Ukrainian organization for the promotion of education and

culture

after the slaughter of male infants on Herod's orders in his

\\vish to kill the nevt/born C\037hrist, Rache]'s lamentation was

heard on high; symbolizes mothers who weep over the

deaths of their children

Russian occupation in this context refers to Russian imperial
control of

eastern Ukraine from the mid-17 th
to early 2()th c.

inhabitant oftraditionaJ Ukrainian lands; in this period
l11ost]y

used for Ukrainians in Austro-Hungarian Ell1pire

Sha River site ofnlajor battle in Russo-Japanese
w'ar in 1904

She\\'chenko Taras Shevchenko (1814-1861) his artistic talent bought him
out of

slavery,
but his inspired, visionary poetry in which he

championed the universal ideals of liberty and justice,

brought him exile and military penal servitude; revered as

the bard and castigating prophet of Ukraine, his profound
influence on its nati()na] and cultural life remains to this day

Sienkie\\Alicz Henryk Sienkic\\\\ricz (IR46-1916) patriotic Polish writer:

father's family actively engaged in the revolutionary
struggle for Po1ish independence

Georgi Skalon (1847-1914) governor of Warsaw Vv'ho

introduced martialla\\v leading to deadly protests; in 19()6\037

Polish Socialist Party member Wanda Krahelska bombed

his carriage, but he survived)

otan1an

palyanytsya

perestroika

pood

Port Arthur)

Potemkin)

Prosvita)

Rachae])

Rusyn)

Skalon)
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endearing diminutive for Solomiya

the Spartans ()f ancient Greece were reno\\\\/ned for their

rigorous discipline, courage, and austerity
memb\037r of a reactionary Polish party

menlbers of a Baptist sect that originated in Russia in the

the mid-nineteenth century

Swede at Poltava Swedish-*kozak army \\vas defeated by Russian forces

at Poltava in 1709; reference to ....a S\\vede a Pollava\"\037 means

total defeat

Telin an area in China
the blue sky from the poem ....Autmun\"'t \"\"rritten in 1883 by Ukrainian

Romantic poet Yakiv Shc.hoholiv (1823-1898)

the great chain. .. from the long satyrical poem ..Who Lives Well in

Russia?\" written in 1873-76
b\037l

*Nekrasov

follower of ideas of Leo Tolstoy (1828-1910)'t acclaimed

Russian writer of aristocratic descent \\vho advocated a

simple, religious life of manual labour

strait bet\\veen Korea and the Japanese island of K)IUshu:
Russian fleet \\vas defeated there by the Japanese in 1905

term used by peasants \\\\\037hen
talking about or addressing an

o.fder man, not nee-essarily a relative
verst land measure

e'quivalent
to .66 miles or 1.07 kn1.

We will light a fire. .. froln a poem by *She,'chenko)

Soma

Spartan)

Stanczyk
Stundists)

Tolstoyan)

Tsushima)

uncle)
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M)rkola Chernyavsky
( 1868-1946 ))

Mykola Chernya\\'sky \\\\.'as born into a village priest's family in eastern
Ukraine. He

graduated from the Katerynoslav theological sen1inary in

]889\037 taught in a church schaar in Bakhmut from 1889-1901, \\vorked as

a statistician in Chernihiv and Kherson until 1919, and then returned to

teaching\037 He embarked on his \\\\,rriting career in 1885 by publishing lyrical
poetry

that he \\\\lfote under the influence of *Shevchenko and Ukrainian
folk poetry\" and \\vent on to \\vrite historical poems, sonnets, short stories,
no\\\"ellas\037 and memoirs. Under Soviet rule he becanle less active as a writer

and translator\" and ceased publishing in 1933. Even though he distanced

himself from politics\" he \\vas accused of nationalism and persecuted
by

So'viet authorities. His \\vorks \\vere prohibited until after Stalin's
death\037 but even after his rehabilitation, not all his works were

published.)

Borys Hrincbenko

( I H63 -191 0))

Hrinchenko, the son of an impoverished noble in Eastern Ukraine \\\\lho

forbade his children to speak Ukrainian, becanle a prolninent Ukrainian

\\vriter\037 translator, ethnographer.. linguist, community leader.. and political
activist. He v/rote short stories'l novellas, and plays that f()cusscd on the

plight of peasants in Ukraine\037 translated the Vv'orks of Western European

\\A/Titers: establ ished a pub] ishing house in Russian-ruled lJ kraine that

published ethnographic materials and popular-educational books d'espite
severe censorship; and compiled a four-volume dictionary of the Ukrainian

language based on ethnograph ic records and literary \\\\'orks of the 19th

century. In his articles and books he expounded his ideas, based on his rnany

years ofcolnmunity work and poJitie-al activity, about shaping \037'out of the

Ukrainian nation one nationally conscious, enlightened C-OnlJllUnity\"
that

would eliminate the gap between the comlnon people and the
intelligentsia.)))
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Pylyp Kapelhorodsky

( J XR2-1942))

KapeJhorodsky was born in 1882 into the large famiJy of a landless

former serf in a village in the province of Kharkiv. A gifted pupil, he

obtained his schooling at crown expense by agreeing to enter a sen1inary

in 1897, but he voluntarily left it in 1902 after being identified by police

as a participant in revolutionary activities. Persecuted
by

the tsarist

authorities for the revolutionary' poetry that he began publishing in 1905\037

he \\\\ras forced to go into exile in Kuban. After the (Jctober Revolution

he returned to Ukraine where he \"\\larked for several
ne\\\\'spapers.

In

addition to writing poetry, short stories, novels and novelettes.. he

was a prolific satirist and publicist. Accused of being a nationa]ist\" be
was arrested in March 1938, during the persecution of the Ckrainian

intelligentsia. He \"vas posthumously
rehabilitated after the death of Stalin.)

\"oat Khotkevych
(1877-1938))

Born in Eastern Ukraine, Khotke\\rych \"varked as a professional railroad

engineer in Kharkiv. A man of many talents\037 he \\\\'as also scholar.. a highly

popular writer of short stories. nO'lels..and
pla)/s.,

and a prolific translator

of Shakespeare\037 Moliere\037 Hugo and Schiller. In add;tion\037 he gained
renoVvTn as a composer., a gifted bandura performer and teacher.. a theatre

director, an editor.. and a civic figure. FOf1ced to emigrate to \\\\Testern

Ukraine in 1906 after organizing and actively participating in a railroad

strike, he returned to Kharkiv in 1912\037 and later participated in Soviet
cultural life. One of the n10st ,\"videly read authors in Ukraine\037 an eight-

volurne collection of his \\vorks \\vas published in 1928-32.
Lfnfortunately,

he was arrested during the Yezhov terror in Ukraine (1937-38) \\\\\"hen

th,e intelligentsia \\vas decin1ated\037 and he perished under unkn,o\\vn
circumstances. He \\vas rehabilitated after Stalin\037s death.. and a collection
of some of his literary \\vorks \\vas published in t\\\\-'o voluIl1es in 1966.)

M,'khavlo Kotsyubynsk\"...... ......
(

1864 -1913))

One of the most talented U krainian vlriters\037 Kotsyubynsk y
'

\\-vas born in

Western Ukraine. In 1882 he \\vas
expelled from a theological seminary

for his Populist vie\",,'s and placed tInder police surveillance for the rest)))
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of his life. LJnable to obtain a higher education\037 he read voraciously to

satisfy his intellectual needs. In his short stories that he began pubJishing
in 1890\037 there is a progression from a realistic., populist style to one that
incorporates impressionistic techniques and ,devices. Drawing upon
his interest in man's internal spiritual states.. the horrors of the 1905

Revolution, and his perceptive observations of the people among

\\'y.-hon1 he was li\\!ing, be it in his o\\\\\"n land or during his work-related

expeditions to Bessarabia and Crimea\037 he explored both the dark side

of hunlan nature. and its optimistic'l Ii
fe-affirn1ing traits. A nunlber of

his short stories dra\\\\'\" on pagan demonology and folk legends\" and are
marked by a subtle psychological realism and a lyrical impressionisln.)

Bohdan Lepky
( 1872 -1941 ))

Lepky
\\\"iaS born in \\\\lestern Ukraine. After studying at universities in

Lviv., Vienna\037 and (\037raCo\\\\r\037 he b,ecame a professor at Cracow University in

Poland (1899-1914). He began publishing short stories in 1895 and poetry

a fe\\v years later. During the First WorJd War., he taught Ukrainians

interned in German prisoner-of-\\\\far camps and worked for the Union

of the Liberation of Ukraine. After the war he wrote historic-al novels

and\037 from 192]-1926, instructed courses organized by the Association of
Ukrainian Students in Berlin. In 1926 he returned to Cracow University
and taught there until 1939. A man of many talents, he devoted his

life to the promotion of Ukrainian culture. He published
nun1erous

articles on Ukrainian literature.. compiled songbooks.. primers.. and

poetry anthologies.. and translated Ukrainian literature into Polish, and

European literature into Ukrainian. He \\\\/as also an accolnplished artist

\\vho included anlong his works nlany portraits and historical
paintings.)

Yakiv Mamontov

(1 \037Oj8-] (40))

Mamontov was born into a peasant family in a small village in the county

of Sumy. His parents \\\037lere determined to see that their son receive an

education and they managed to send him to a high school near Kharkiv.

At this schoo] Mamontov
displayed

a great talent for drama, and it is in

this field that he earned himself a prominent place in Ukrainian literature

as a dramatist, a
professor\037

a theatre historian., critic, and theoretician.

In addition to writing his own
pJays

that centred on the revolution, he)))
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adapted a number of *Shevchenko's works for the stage and \\vrote librettos

for operas. Initially\" he also wrote some poetry and prose, and the story in

this book was the first one that he
published.

His plays Vlere very popular

and were frequently staged in the 1920s\037 in the 19305, ho\\vever\" they were

banned by Soviet cens,ors. Fortunately, Mamontov \\vas not arrested during

Stalin's repression of inteUectuals, and he continued
\\vriting

and teaching

in postsecondary schools in Kharkiv until his death in January 194{).)

Leonid Pakharevskv .'

( 1883-1938?))

Pakharevsky was born in a village near Kaniv in E-astern Ukraine. After

graduating from Kyiv University and the Lysenko School of Music and

Drama.. he embarked on a promising career in the theatre as an actor.

director, playvlright, and critic. In 1905 he began publishing short

stories in major journals and
neVlspapers,

and over the years his prose

style evolved from populism to impressionism. Like a nun1ber of other

authors, he stopped participating in the literary and cultural 1 i fe of

Ukraine during the Soviet period and traded in his career for a teaching

position in a school for workers in K)Tiv. It is generallyO assumed that

despite his attempt to lower his
profile\037

he suffered political persecution

during the Soviet terror of the 1930s\" and died in either 1938 or 1941.)

Oleksa Slis,arenko
(1891-1937))

Slisarenko is the pseudonym of ()leksa Snisar.. a poet and prose \\\\'riter

who grew up in a small village in the province of Kharkivo \\\\'hile

attending high school in Kharkiv\037 he becan1e an avid reader. He started

his literary career as a poet\" but in 1924 he introduced a ne\\v genre into
Ukrainian prose wheTl\037 under the influence of Alnerican and British

authors, he began writing thri Hers. In these prose \\vorks he focussed

on the unpredictable reactions of people vlho \\vere caught up in

unusual situations in the period preceeding.. during, and after the 1917

Revolution. His \\\\,rorks; \\vritten at a furious rate\" \\vere uneven in quality__

but they \037rere very popular \\vith Ukrainian readers. He \\vas arrested
in 1934 during Stalin;s

repression
of intellectuals and sentenced to the

Solovets Islands where he \\vas executed in 1937. In the late 1950s he ',\\'as

POSthUlTI()usly
rehabilitated and some of his \037rorks \\,\\'ere republished.)))
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