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CEMUMHAP MNEPBbIN: BOKPYI" AJIEKCAHAEPIJIAL,

(Ha3zeaHue nepeoli yacmu — "kHuz2u" — pomaHa "bepnuH AnekcaHdepnnay", 1929, u camoe Ha4yano
pomaHa):

ERSTES BUCH

Hier im Beginn verldfSt Franz Biberkopf das Gefdngnis Tegel, in das ihn ein friiheres sinnloses Leben
gefiihrt hat. Er fafst in Berlin schwer wieder Fufs, aber schliefSlich gelingt es ihm doch, worliber er sich
freut, und er tut nun den Schwur, ansténdig zu sein.

Mit der 41 in die Stadt

Er stand vor dem Tor des Tegeler Gefangnisses und war frei. Gestern hatte er noch hinten auf den
Ackern Kartoffeln geharkt mit den andern, in Straflingskleidung, jetzt ging er im gelben Sommerman-
tel, sie harkten hinten, er war frei. Er lieR Elektrische auf Elektrische vorbeifahren, driickte den Riicken
an die rote Mauer und ging nicht. Der Aufseher am Tor spazierte einige Male an ihm vorbei, zeigte
ihm seine Bahn, er ging nicht. Der schreckliche Augenblick war gekommen [schrecklich, Franze, war-
um schrecklich?], die vier Jahre waren um. Die schwarzen eisernen Torfllgel, die er seit einem Jahre
mit wachsendem Widerwillen betrachtet hatte [Widerwillen, warum Widerwillen], waren hinter ihm
geschlossen. Man setzte ihn wieder aus. Drin sallen die andern, tischlerten, lackierten, sortierten,
klebten, hatten noch zwei Jahre, finf Jahre. Er stand an der Haltestelle.

Die Strafe beginnt.

Er schittelte sich, schluckte. Er trat sich auf den FuR. Dann nahm er einen Anlauf und sal8 in der
Elektrischen. Mitten unter den Leuten. Los. Das war zuerst, als wenn man beim Zahnarzt sitzt, der eine
Wurzel mit der Zange gepackt hat und zieht, der Schmerz wachst, der Kopf will platzen. Er drehte den
Kopf zuriick nach der roten Mauer, aber die Elektrische sauste mit ihm auf den Schienen weg, dann
stand nur noch sein Kopf in der Richtung des Gefangnisses. Der Wagen machte eine Biegung, Bau-
me, Hauser traten dazwischen. Lebhafte StralRen tauchten auf, die SeestraRe, Leute stiegen ein und
aus. In ihm schrie es entsetzt: Achtung, Achtung, es geht los. Seine Nasenspitze vereiste, liber seine
Backe schwirrte es. "Zwolf Uhr Mittagszeitung", "B.Z.", "Die neuste llustrirte", "Die Funkstunde neu",
"Noch jemand zugestiegen?" Die Schupos haben jetzt blaue Uniformen. Er stieg unbeachtet wieder
aus dem Wagen, war unter Menschen. Was war denn? Nichts. Haltung, ausgehungertes Schwein, reild
dich zusammen, kriegst meine Faust zu riechen. Gewimmel, welch Gewimmel. Wie sich das bewegte.
Mein Bragen hat wohl kein Schmalz mehr, der ist wohl ganz ausgetrocknet. Was war das alles. Schuh-
geschafte, Hutgeschafte, Gliihlampen, Destillen. Die Menschen missen doch Schuhe haben, wenn
sie so viel rumlaufen, wir hatten ja auch eine Schusterei, wollen das mal festhalten. Hundert blanke
Scheiben, laRk die doch blitzern, die werden dir doch nicht bange machen, kannst sie ja kaputt schla-
gen, was ist denn mit die, sind eben blankgeputzt. Man rif} das Pflaster am Rosenthaler Platz auf, er
ging zwischen den andern auf Holzbohlen. Man mischt sich unter die andern, da vergeht alles, dann
merkst du nichts, Kerl. Figuren standen in den Schaufenstern in Anzligen, Manteln, mit Rocken, mit
Strimpfen und Schuhen. DraulBen bewegte sich alles, aber — da hinter — war nichts! Es — lebte — nicht!
Es hatte frohliche Gesichter, es lachte, wartete auf der Schutzinsel gegeniiber Aschinger zu zweit oder
zu dritt, rauchte Zigaretten, blatterte in Zeitungen. So stand das da wie die Laternen — und — wurde
immer starrer. Sie gehorten zusammen mit den Hausern, alles weiR, alles Holz.

Schreck fuhr in ihn, als er die Rosenthaler StraBe herunterging und in einer kleinen Kneipe ein
Mann und eine Frau dicht am Fenster salRen: die gossen sich Bier aus Seideln in den Hals, ja was war
dabei, sie tranken eben, sie hatten Gabeln und stachen sich damit Fleischstiicke in den Mund, dann
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zogen sie die Gabeln wieder heraus und bluteten nicht. Oh, krampfte sich sein Leib zusammen, ich
kriege es nicht weg, wo soll ich hin? Es antwortete: Die Strafe.

Er konnte nicht zuriick, er war mit der Elektrischen so weit hierher gefahren, er war aus dem Ge-
fangnis entlassen und muRte hier hinein, noch tiefer hinein.

Das weil ich, seufzte er in sich, dal’ ich hier rin mufd und dal} ich aus dem Gefangnis entlassen bin.
Sie muften mich ja entlassen, die Strafe war um, hat seine Ordnung, der Blirokrat tut seine Pflicht. Ich
geh auch rin, aber ich mdochte nicht, mein Gott, ich kann nicht.

Er wanderte die Rosenthaler StraBe am Warenhaus Tietz vorbei, nach, rechts bog er ein in die
schmale Sophienstralle. Er dachte, diese StralRe ist dunkler, wo es dunkel ist, wird es besser sein.
Die Gefangenen werden in Einzelhaft, Zellenhaft und Gemeinschaftshaft untergebracht. Bei Einzelhaft
wird der Gefangene bei Tag und Nacht unausgesetzt von andern Gefangenen gesondert gehalten. Bei
Zellenhaft wird der Gefangene in einer Zelle untergebracht, jedoch bei Bewegung im Freien, beim
Unterricht, Gottesdienst mit andern zusammengebracht. Die Wagen tobten und klingelten weiter,
es rann Hauserfront neben Hauserfront ohne Aufhéren hin. Und Dacher waren auf den Hausern, die
schwebten auf den Hausern, seine Augen irrten nach oben: wenn die Dacher nur nicht abrutschten,
aber die Hauser standen grade. Wo soll ick armer Deibel hin, er latschte an der Hauserwand lang, es
nahm kein Ende damit. Ich bin ein ganz grof3er Dussel, man wird sich hier doch noch durchschlangeln
kdnnen, finf Minuten, zehn Minuten, dann trinkt man einen Kognak und setzt sich. Auf entsprechen-
des Glockenzeichen ist sofort mit der Arbeit zu beginnen. Sie darf nur unterbrochen werden in der
zum Essen, Spaziergang, Unterricht bestimmten Zeit. Beim Spaziergang haben die Gefangenen die
Arme ausgestreckt zu halten und sie vor- und riickwarts zu bewegen.

Da war ein Haus, er nahm den Blick weg von dem Pflaster, eine Haustir stieB er auf, und aus sei-
ner Brust kam ein trauriges brummendes oh, oh. Er schlug die Arme umeinander, so mein Junge, hier
frierst du nicht. Die Hoftlr 6ffnete sich, einer schlurfte an ihm vorbei, stellte sich hinter ihn. Er dchzte
jetzt, ihm tat wohl zu dchzen. Er hatte in der ersten Einzelhaft immer so gedchzt und sich gefreut, daR
er seine Stimme horte, da hat man was, es ist noch nicht alles vorbei. Das taten viele in den Zellen, ei-
nige am Anfang, andere spater, wenn sie sich einsam flihlten. Dann fingen sie damit an, das war noch
was Menschliches, es trostete sie. So stand der Mann in dem Hausflur, hoérte das schreckliche Lérmen
von der Stralle nicht, die irrsinnigen Hauser waren nicht da. Mit gespitztem Munde grunzte er und
ermutigte sich, die Hande in den Taschen geballt. Seine Schultern im gelben Sommermantel waren
zusammengezogen zur Abwehr.

Ein Fremder hatte sich neben den entlassenen Strafling gestellt, sah ihm zu. Er fragte: "Ist Euch was,
ist Euch nicht gut, habt lhr Schmerzen?", bis der ihn bemerkte, sofort mit dem Grunzen aufhorte. "Ist
Euch schlecht, wohnt Ihr hier im Haus?" Es war ein Jude mit rotem Vollbart, ein kleiner Mann im Man-
tel, einen schwarzen Velourshut auf, einen Stock in der Hand. "Ne, hier wohn ich nich." Er muR3te aus
dem Flur, der Flur war schon gut gewesen. Und nun fing die StraRe wieder an, die Hauserfronten, die
Schaufenster, die eiligen Figuren mit Hosen oder hellen Striimpfen, alle so rasch, so fix, jeden Augen-
blick eine andere. Und da er entschlossen war, trat er wieder in einen Hausflur, wo man aber die Tore
aufriBl, um einen Wagen durchzulassen. Dann rasch ins Nachbarhaus in einen engen Flur neben dem
Treppenaufgang. Hier konnte kein Wagen kommen. Er hielt den Geldanderpfosten fest. Und wahrend
er ihn hielt, wulSte er, er wollte sich der Strafe entziehen [o Franz, was willst du tun, du wirst es nicht
kdnnen], bestimmt wiirde er es tun, er wuldte schon, wo ein Ausweg war. Und leise fing er wieder
seine Musik an, das Grunzen und Brummen, und ich geh nich wieder auf die StralBe. Der rote Jude trat
wieder in das Haus, entdeckte den andern am Gelander zuerst nicht. Er hérte ihn summen. "Nun sagt,
was macht |hr hier? Ist Euch nicht gut?" Er machte sich vom Pfosten los, ging nach dem Hof zu. Wie er
den Torfliigel anfaRte, sah er, es war der Jude von dem andern Haus. "Gehn Sie doch los! Was wolln
Sie denn von einem?" "Nun nun, nichts. lhr dchzt und stohnt so, wird man doch fragen kénnen, wie
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Euch ist." Und durch den Tirspalt driiben schon wieder die ollen Hauser, die wimmelnden Menschen,
die rutschenden Dacher. Der Strafentlassene zog die Hoftiir auf, der Jude hinter ihm: "Nun nun, was
soll geschehn, wird doch nicht so schlimm sein. Man wird schon nicht verkommen. Berlin ist grof3. Wo
tausend leben, wird noch einer leben."

Ein hoher finsterer Hof war da. Neben dem Miillkasten stand er. Und pl6tzlich sang er schallend los,
sang die Wande an. Den Hut nahm er vom Kopf wie ein Leierkastenmann. Von den Wanden kam der
Ton wieder. Das war gut. Seine Stimme erflillte seine Ohren. Er sang mit so lauter Stimme, wie er im
Gefangnis nie hatte singen dirfen. Und was er sang, dal} es von den Wanden widertdnte? "Es braust
ein Ruf wie Donnerhall." Kriegerisch fest und markig. Und dann: "Juvivallerallera" mitten aus einem
Lied. Es beachtete ihn keiner. Der Jude nahm ihn am Tor in Empfang: "lhr habt schén gesungen. lhr
habt wirklich schén gesungen. Ihr kdnntet Gold mit einer Stimme verdienen, wie lhr habt." Der Jude
folgte ihm auf der Stralle, nahm ihn beim Arm, zog ihn unter unendlichem Gesprach weiter, bis sie in
die Gormannstralle einbogen, der Jude und der starkknochige, groRe Kerl im Sommermantel, der den
Mund zusammenpreRte, als wenn er Galle spucken mufRte.

Noch immer nicht da

In eine Stube fuhrte er ihn, wo ein Eisenofen brannte, setzte ihn auf das Sofa: "Nun, da seid Ihr.
Setzt Euch nur ruhig hin. Kénnt den Hut aufbehalten oder hinlegen, wie lhr wollt. Ich will nur jemand
holen, der Euch gefallen wird. Ich wohne namlich selbst nicht hier. Bin nur Gast hier wie lhr. Nun, wie
es ist, ein Gast bringt den andern, wenn die Stube nur warm ist." Der Entlassene sal} allein. Es braust
ein Ruf wie Donnerhall, wie Schwertgeklirr und Wogenprall. Er fuhr mit der Elektrischen, blickte seit-
lich hinaus, die roten Mauern waren sichtbar zwischen den Baumen, es regnete buntes Laub. Die
Mauern standen vor seinen Augen, sie betrachtete er auf dem Sofa, betrachtete sie unentwegt. Es
ist ein groBes Gllick, in diesen Mauern zu wohnen, man weil}, wie der Tag anfangt und wie er weiter
geht. [Franz, du mochtest dich doch nicht verstecken, du hast dich schon die vier Jahre versteckt,
habe Mut, blick um dich, einmal hat das Verstecken doch ein Ende.] Alles Singen, Pfeifen, Larmen ist
verboten. Die Gefangenen missen sich des Morgens auf das Zeichen zum Aufstehen sofort erheben,
das Lager ordnen, sich waschen, kammen, die Kleider reinigen und sich ankleiden. Seife ist in aus-
reichender Menge zu verabreichen. Bumm, ein Glockenschlag, Aufstehen, bumm finf Uhr dreilRig,
bumm sechs Uhr dreifig, AufschluR, bumm bumm, es geht raus, Morgenkostempfang, Arbeitszeit,
Freistunde, bumm bumm bumm Mittag, Junge, nicht das Maul schief ziehen, gemastet wirst du hier
nicht, die Sanger haben sich zu melden, Antreten der Sanger fiinf Uhr vierzig, ich melde mir heiser,
sechs Uhr EinschluR, guten Abend, wir habens geschafft. Ein grolRes Gliick, in diesen Mauern zu woh-
nen, mir haben sie in den Dreck gefahren, ich hab schon fast gemordet, war aber blo Totschlag, Kor-
perverletzung mit todlichem Ausgang, war nicht so schlimm, ein groBer Schuft war ich geworden, ein
Schubiack, fehlt nicht viel zum Penner.

Ein groRer, alter, langhaariger Jude, schwarzes Kdppchen auf dem Hinterkopf, sal} ihm schon lange
gegenUlber. In der Stadt Susan lebte einmal ein Mann namens Mordechai, der erzog die Esther, die
Tochter seines Oheims, das Madchen aber war schén von Gestalt und schéon von Ansehn. Der Alte
nahm die Augen von dem Mann weg, drehte den Kopf zurlick zu dem Roten: "Wo habt lhr den her?"
"Er ist von Haus zu Haus geloffen. Auf einen Hof hat er sich gestellt und hat gesungen." "Gesungen?"
"Kriegslieder." "Er wird frieren." "Vielleicht." Der Alte betrachtete ihn. Mit einem Leichnam sollen sich
am ersten Festtag nicht Juden befassen, am zweiten Festtag auch Israeliten, das gilt sogar von beiden
Neujahrstagen. Und wer ist der Autor folgender Lehre der Rabbanan: Wenn jemand vom Aas eines
reinen Vogels iRt, ist er nicht unrein? Wenn aber vom Darm oder vom Kropf, so ist er unrein! Mit sei-
ner langen gelben Hand tastete der Alte nach der Hand des Entlassenen, die auf dem Mantel lag: "lhr,
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wollt Thr Euch den Mantel ausziehen? Es ist heiR hier. Wir sind alte Leute, wir frieren im ganzen Jahr,
flr Euch wirds zuviel sein."

Er sald auf dem Sofa, er schielte auf seine Hand herunter, er war von Hof zu Hof gegangen durch die
StraBen, man muRte sehen, wo sich etwas findet in der Welt. Und er wollte aufstehen, zur Tir hinaus-
gehen, seine Augen suchten in dem dunklen Raum nach der Tir. Da driickte ihn der Alte auf das Sofa
zurlick: "Nun bleibt doch, was wollt Ihr denn." Er wollte hinaus. Der Alte hielt ihn aber am Handgelenk
und drickte, driickte: "Wollen doch sehen, wer starker ist, Ihr oder ich. Wollt Ihr sitzenbleiben, wenn
ich sage." Der Alte schrie: "Nun, Ihr werdet schon sitzenbleiben. Ihr werdet schon horen, was ich sage,
junges Blut. Nehmt Euch zusammen, Bésewicht." Und zu dem Roten, der den Mann bei den Schultern
griff: "Geht Ihr weg, weg hier. Hab ich Euch gerufen. Ich werd schon mit ihm fertig werden."

Was wollten diese Leute von ihm. Er wollte hinaus, er drangte hoch, aber der Alte driickte nieder.
Da schrie er: "Was macht Ihr mit mir?" "Schimpft nur, werdet schon noch mehr schimpfen." "Ihr sollt
mich loslassen. Ich muf’ raus." "Vielleicht auf die Stral3e, vielleicht auf die Hofe?"

Da stand der Alte vom Stuhl auf, ging rauschend durch die Stube hin und her: "Lal8 ihn schrein, so-
viel er will. Lal8 ihn tun und machen. Aber nicht bei mir. Mach die Tir auf fir ihn." "Was ist, gibt doch
sonst Geschrei bei Euch." "Bringt mir nicht Leute ins Haus, die Larm machen. Die Kinder von der Toch-
ter sind trank, liegen hinten, ich hab Larm genug." "Nun nun, welches Ungliick, ich hab nicht gewuf3t,
Ihr mUBt mir schon verzeihn." Der Rote faRte den Mann bei den Handen: "Kommt mit. Der Rebbe hat
das Haus voll. Die Enkelkinder sind krank. Wir gehn weiter." Aber der wollte nicht aufstehn. "Kommt."
Er muRte aufstehn. Da flisterte er: "Nicht ziehen. Lassen Sie mich doch hier." "Der hat das Haus voll,
Ihr habt gehoért." "Lassen Sie mich doch hier."

Mit funkelnden Augen betrachtete der Alte den fremden Mann, der bat. Sprach Jeremia, wir wol-
len Babylon heilen, aber es liel§ sich nicht heilen. VerlaRt es, wir wollen jeglicher nach seinem Lande
ziehen. Das Schwert komme Uber die Kaldaer, tGiber die Bewohner Babylons. "Wenn er still ist, mag er
bleiben mit Euch. Wenn er nicht still ist, soll er gehen." "Gut gut, wir werden nicht larmen. Ich sitz bei
ihm, Ihr kdnnt Euch verlassen auf mich." Der Alte rauschte wortlos hinaus.

Belehrung durch das Beispiel des Zannowich

Da saR der Strafentlassene im gelben Sommermantel wieder aut dem Sofa. Seufzend und kopf-
schiittelnd ging der Rote durch die Stube: "Nun, seid nicht bdse, dald der Alte so wild war. Seid lhr ein
Zugereister?" "Ja, ich bin, ich war — " Die roten Mauern, schone Mauern, Zellen, er mulSte sie sehn-
slichtig betrachten, er klebte mit dem Riicken an der roten Mauer, ein kluger Mann hat sie gebaut,
er ging nicht weg. Und der Mann rutschte wie eine Puppe von dem Sofa herunter auf den Teppich,
den Tisch schob er im Sinken beiseite. "Was ist?" schrie der Rote. Der Entlassene kriimmte sich tber
den Teppich, der Hut rollte neben seine Hande, den Kopf bohrte er herunter, stohnte: "In den Boden
rin, in die Erde rin, wo es finster ist." Der Rote zerrte an ihm: "Um Gottes willen. Ihr seid bei fremden
Leuten. Wenn der Alte kommt. Steht auf." Der liel8 sich aber nicht hochziehen, er hielt am Teppich fest,
stohnte weiter. "Seid nur still, um Gottes willen, wenn der Alte hort. Wir werden schon fertig werden
mit einander." "Mir kriegt keener weg hier." Wie ein Maulwurf.

Und wie der Rote ihn nicht aufheben konnte, kraute der sich die Schlafenlocken, schlof8 die Tiir und
setzte sich resolut neben den Mann unten auf den Boden. Er zog die Knie hoch, blickte vor sich die
Tischbeine an: "Nun scheen. Bleibt ruhig da. Setz ich mich auch hin. Ist zwar nicht bequem, aber wa-
rum nicht. Ihr werdet nicht sprechen, was mit Euch ist, werde ich Euch was erzidhlen." Der Entlassene
achzte, den Kopf auf dem Teppich. [Warum er aber stohnt und dchzt? Es heiflt sich entschliellen, es
muld ein Weg gegangen werden, —und du weilt keinen, Franze. Den alten Mist mochtest du nicht und
in der Zelle hast du auch nur gestéhnt und dich versteckt und nicht gedacht, nicht gedacht, Franze.]
Der Rote sprach grimmig: "Man soll nicht so viel von sich machen. Man soll auf andere héren. Wer sagt
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Euch, daR so viel mit Euch ist. Gott |a3t schon keinen von seiner Hand fallen, aber es sind noch andere
Leute da. Habt Ihr nicht gelesen, was Noah in die Arche getan hat, in sein Schiff, als die grofRe Sintflut
kam? Von jedem ein Parchen. Gott hat sie alle nicht vergessen. Nicht mal die Lause auf dem Kopf hat
er vergessen. Waren ihm alle lieb und wert." Der winselte unten. [Winseln ist kostenlos, winseln kann
ne kranke Maus auch.] Der Rote liel? ihn winseln, kraute sich die Backen: "Gibt vieles auf der Erde,
man kann vieles erzahlen, wenn man jung ist und wenn man alt ist. Ich werde Euch erzahlen, nu, die
Geschichte von Zannowich, Stefan Zannowich. lhr werdet sie noch nicht gehort haben. Wenn Euch
besser wird, setzt Euch e biSche auf. Das Blut steigt einem zu Kopf, es ist nicht gesund. Mein seliger
Vater hat uns viel erzahlt, er ist viel herumgereist wie die Leute von unserm Volk, er ist siebzig Jahre alt
geworden, nach der Mutter selig ist er gestorben, hat viel gewuRt, ein kluger Mann. Wir waren sieben
hungrige Mauler, und wenn es nichts zu essen gab, hat er uns Geschichten erzahlt. Man wird nicht satt
davon, aber man vergif3t." Das dumpfe Stohnen unten ging weiter.

[Stohnen kann n krankes Kamel auch.] "Nun nun, wir wissen, es gibt auf der Welt nicht bloR Gold,
Schonheit und Fraiden. Wer also war Zannowich, wer war sein Vater, wer waren seine Eltern? Bettler,
wie die meisten von uns, Kramer, Handler, Geschaftemacher. Aus Albanien kam der alte Zannowich
und ist nach Venedig gegangen. Er wulSte schon, warum er nach Venedig ging. Die einen gehen von
der Stadt aufs Land, die andern vom Land in die Stadt. Auf dem Land ist mehr Ruhe, die Leute drehen
jedes Ding herum und herum, Ihr kdnnt reden stundenlang, und wenn |hr Gliick habt, habt Ihr ein paar
Pfennige verdient. In der Stadt nun, es ist auch schwer, aber die Menschen stehen dichter beieinander,
und sie haben keine Zeit. Ist es nicht der eine, ist es der andere. Man hat ka Ochsen, man hat rasche
Pferde mit Kutschen. Man verliert und man gewinnt. Das hat der alte Zannowich gewuRt. Hat erst
verkauft, was er bei sich hatte, und dann hat er Karten genommen und hat gespielt mit de Leut. Er war
kein ehrlicher Mann. Er hat & Geschaft daraus gemacht, daR die Leute in der Stadt keine Zeit haben
und unterhalten sein wollen. Er hat sie unterhalten. Es hat sie schweres Geld gekostet. Ein Betrliger,
ein Falschspieler der alte Zannowich, aber einen Kopf hat er gehabt. Die Bauern hattens ihm schwer
gemacht, hier lebte er leichter. Es ist ihm gut gegangen. Bis einer plétzlich meinte, es ist ihm unrecht
geschehen. Nu, daran hatte der alte Zannowich grade nicht gedacht. Es gab Schlage, die Polizei, und
zuletzt hat der alte Zannowich mit seinen Kindern lange Beine machen missen. Das Gericht von Vene-
dig war hinter ihm her, mit dem Gericht, dachte der alte Mann, wollte er sich lieber nicht unterhalten,
sie verstehen mich nicht, sie haben ihn auch nicht fassen konnen. Er hatte Pferde und Geld bei sich
und hat sich wieder in Albanien hingesetzt und hat sich ein Gut gekauft, ein ganzes Dorf, und seine
Kinder hat er in hohe Schulen geschickt. Und wie er ganz alt war, ist er ruhig und geachtet gestorben.
Das war das Leben des alten Zannowich. Die Bauern haben um ihn geweint, er aber hat sie nicht leiden
mogen, weil er immer an die Zeit dachte, wo er vor ihnen stand mit seinem Tand, Ringe, Armbander,
Korallenketten, und sie haben sie hin und her gedreht und befihlt, und zuletzt sind sie weggegangen
und haben ihn stehen gelassen. Wit Ihr, wenn der Vater a Pflanzchen ist, so mocht er, der Sohn soll &
Baum sein. Wenn der Vater & Stein ist, soll der Sohn & Berg sein. Der alte Zannowich hat seinen S6hnen
gesagt: Ich bin hier in Albanien nichts gewesen, solange ich hausierte, zwanzig Jahre lang, und warum
nicht? Weil ich meinen Kopf nicht dahin trug, wo er hingehdrte. Ich schick euch auf die grol3e Schule,
nach Padua, nehmt Pferde und Wagen, und wenn ihr ausstudiert habt, denkt an mich, der Kummer
hatte zusammen mit eurer Mutter und mit euch und der nachts mit euch im Wald schlief wie ein Eber:
ich war selbst schuld dran. Die Bauern hatten mich ausgetrocknet wie ein schlechtes Jahr, und ich war
verdorben, ich bin unter die Menschen gegangen, und da bin ich nicht umgekommen."

Der Rote lachte fiir sich, wiegte den Kopf, schaukelte den Rumpf. Sie saRen am Boden auf dem Tep-
pich: "Wenn jetzt einer hereinkommt, mdchte er uns beide fir meschugge halten, man hat ein Sofa
und setzt sich davor auf die Erde. Nu, wie einer will, warum nicht, wenns einem nur gefallt. Der junge
Zannowich Stefan war ein groRer Redner schon als junger Mensch mit zwanzig Jahren. Er konnte sich
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drehen, sich beliebt machen, er konnte zarteln mit de Frauen und vornehm tun mit de Manner. In Pa-
dua lernen die Adligen von de Professoren, Stefan lernte von de Adligen. Sie waren ihm alle gut. Und
wie er nach Hause kam nach Albanien, sein Vater lebte noch, freute der sich tber ihn und hatte ihn
auch gern und sagte: »Seht euch den an, das ist ein Mann fir die Welt, er wird nicht zwanzick Jahr wie
ich mit den Bauern handeln, er ist seinem Vater um zwanzick Jahr voraus.< Und das Jiingelchen strich
sich seine Seidenarmel, hob sich die schénen Locken von de Stirn und kiiSte seinen alten gliicklichen
Vater: »Aber lhr, Vater, habt mir die schlimmen zwanzick Jahre erspart.< >Die besten von deinem Le-
ben sollens sein¢, meinte der Alte und streichelte und hatschelte sein Jiingelchen. Und da ist es dem
jungen Zannowich gegangen wie ein Wunder, und war doch kein Wunder. Es sind ihm Gberall die Men-
schen zugeflogen. Er hat zu allen Herzen den Schlissel gehabt. Er ist nach Montenegro gegangen, zu
einem Ausflug als Kavalier mit Kutschen und Pferden und Dienern, sein Vater hat Freude dran gehabit,
den Sohn grof’ zu sehn — der Vater ein Pflanzchen, der Sohn ein Baum, —und in Montenegro haben sie
ihn angesprochen als Graf und Flirst. Man hatte ihm nicht geglaubt, hatte er gesagt: mein Vater heif3t
Zannowich, wir sitzen in Pastrowich auf einem Dorf, worauf mein Vater stolz ist! Man hatte ihm nicht
geglaubt, so ist er aufgetreten wie ein Adliger aus Padua und sah aus wie einer und kannte auch alle.
Hat Stefan gesagt und gelacht: Sollt ihr euren Willen haben. Und hat sich bei den Leuten fiir einen
reichen Polen ausgegeben, woflir sie ihn selber hielten, fir einen Baron Warta, und da haben sie sich
gefreut, und er hat sich gefreut."

Der Strafentlassene hatte sich mit einem plétzlichen Ruck aufgesetzt. Er hockte auf den Knien und
belauerte von oben den andern. Jetzt sagte er mit eisigem Blick: "Affe." Der Rote gab geringschatzig
zuriick: "Dann werd ich a Affe sein. Dann weilR der Affe doch mehr als mancher Mensch." Der andere
wurde schon wieder auf den Boden heruntergezwungen. [Bereuen sollst du; erkennen, was gesche-
hen ist; erkennen, was nottut!]

"So kann man also weitersprechen. Es ist noch viel zu lernen von andere Menschen. Der junge Zan-
nowich war auf diesem Weg, und so ging es weiter. Ich habe ihn nicht erlebt, und mein Vater hat ihn
nicht erlebt, aber man kann ihn sich schon denken. Wenn ich Euch frage, lhr, der mich einen Affen nennt
—man soll kein Tier auf Gottes Erdboden verachten, sie geben uns ihr Fleisch, und sie erweisen uns auch
sonst viele Wohltaten, denkt an a Pferd, an @ Hund, an Singvogel, Affen kenn ich nur vom Jahrmarkt, sie
mussen Possen reifen an der Kette, a schweres Los, kein Mensch hat solch schweres,— nun, ich will Euch
fragen, ich kann Euch nicht bei Namen nennen, weil Thr mir Euren Namen nicht sagt: wodurch ist der
Zannowich weitergekommen, der junge wie der alte? lhr meint, sie haben ein Gehirn gehabt, sie sind
klug gewesen. Sind noch andere klug gewesen und waren mit achtzick Jahren nicht so weit wie Stefan
mit zwanzick. Aber die Hauptsache am Menschen sind seine Augen und seine Fiile. Man muf} die Welt
sehen kénnen und zu ihr hingehn. So hort, was Stefan Zannowich getan hat, der die Menschen gesehn
hat und der wuRte, wie wenig man sich vor Menschen flirchten muf. Seht einmal, wie sie einem die
Wege ebenen, wie sie fast dem Blinden den Weg zeigen. Sie haben von ihm gewollt: Du bist der Baron
Warta. Scheen, hat er gesagt, bin ich der Baron Warta. Spater hat ihm das nicht geniigt, oder ihnen
nicht. Wenn schon Baron, warum nicht mehr. Es gibt da @ Berlihmtheit in Albanien, die war lange tot,
aber sie feiern ihn, wie das Volk Helden feiert, er hiel’ Skanderbeg. Wenn Zannowich gekonnt hatte,
hatte er gesagt: er ist selber Skanderbeg. Wo Skanderbeg tot war, hat er gesagt, ich bin ein Nachfahr
Skanderbegs, und warf sich in die Brust, hiel3 Prinz Castriota von Albanien, er wird Albanien wieder groR
machen, sein Anhang wartet auf ihn. Sie gaben ihm Geld, damit er leben kénne, wie ein Nachkomme
Skanderbegs lebt. Er hat den Leuten wohlgetan. Sie gehn ins Theater und héren ausgedachte Dinge an,
die ihnen angenehm sind. Sie bezahlen dafiir. Kbnnen se auch dafiir bezahlen, wenn ihnen die ange-
nehmen Dinge nachmittags passieren oder vormittags, und wenn se selbst dabei mitspielen kdnnen."

Und wieder richtete sich der Mann im gelben Sommerpaletot auf, hatte ein tribes, faltiges Gesi-
cht, blickte von oben auf den Roten, rdusperte sich, seine Stimme war verandert: "Sagen Se mal, Sie,
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Sie Manneken, Sie sind wohl iibergefahren, wat? Sie sind wohl tiberkandidelt?" "Ubergefahren, viel-
leicht. Einmal bin ich ein Affe, das andere Mal bin ich meschugge." "Sagen Se mal, Sie, wat sitzen Sie
eigentlich hier und quatschen mir vor?" "Wer sitzt auf der Erde und will nicht aufstehn? Ich? Wo ein
Sofa hinter mir steht? Nun, wenn es Euch stort, hor ich schon auf zu sprechen."

Da zog der andere, der sich zugleich im Zimmer umgesehn hatte, die Beine hervor und setzte sich
hin mit dem Riicken gegen das Sofa, die Hande stiitzte er auf den Teppich. "So sitzt Ihr schon be-
guemer." "Nun kdonnen Se also sachte aufhdren mit dem Quatsch." "Wenn lhr wollt. Ich habe die
Geschichte schon oft erzahlt, mir liegt nichts dran. Wenn Euch nichts dran liegt." Aber nach einer
Pause drehte ihm der andere wieder den Kopf zu: "Erzahlen Sie man ruhig weiter die Geschichte."
"Nu seht. Man erzahlt und spricht miteinander, die Zeit vergeht einem leichter. Ich wollt Euch ja nur
die Augen aufmachen. Der Stefan Zannowich, von dem lhr geheert habt, hat Geld bekommen, so viel,
daR er damit nach Deutschland reisen konnte. Sie haben ihn nicht entlarvt in Montenegro. Zu lernen
ist von Zannowich Stefan, dal8 er wuldte von sich und den Menschen. Da war er unschuldig wie ein
zwitscherndes Voglein. Und seht, er hat so wenig Angst vor der Welt gehabt: die grofSten, gewaltig-
sten Menschen, die es gab, die flirchterlichsten waren seine Freunde: der sachsische Kurfirst, der
Kronprinz von PreuBen, der spater ein groRer Kriegsheld war und vor dem die Osterreicherin, die Kai-
serin Therese, erzitterte auf ihrem Thron. Vor dem hat Zannowich nicht gezittert. Und als der Stefan
mal nach Wien kam und an Leute geriet, die ihm nachschniiffelten, da hat die Kaiserin selbst die Hand
erhoben und hat gesagt: Lal3t das Jingelche frei!"

Vervollstandigung der Geschichte in unerwarteter Weise und dadurch erzielte
Kraftigung des Haftentlassenen

Der andere lachte, er wieherte am Sofa: "lhr seid ne Marke. Sie konnten als Clown inn Zirkus gehn."
Der Rote kicherte mit: "Nun seht lhr. Aber still, die Enkelkinder vom Alten. Vielleicht setzen wir uns
doch auf das Sofa. Was meint Ihr." Der andere lachte, kroch auf, setzte sich in die Sofaecke, der Rote
in die andere. "Man sitzt weicher, man zerdriickt sich nicht so den Mantel." Der im Sommerpaletot
fixierte aus der Ecke den Roten: "Sone Kruke wie Sie ist mir lange nicht vorgekommen." Gleich mitig
der Rote: "Vielleicht habt Ihr nur nicht hingesehn, es gibt noch. lhr habt Euch den Mantel schmutzig
gemacht, hier putzt man sich nicht die Schuhe ab." Der Entlassene, ein Mann anfangs 30, hatte mun-
tre Augen, sein Gesicht war frischer: "Sie, sagen Sie mal, womit handeln Se eigentlich? Sie leben wohl
auf dem Mond?"

"Nun, das ist gut, jetzt werden wir sprechen vom Mond." An der Tiir hatte schon etwa finf Minuten
ein Mann mit braunem Krduselbart gestanden. Der ging jetzt an den Tisch, setzte sich auf einen Stuhl.
Er war jung, trug einen schwarzen Velours hut wie der andere. Er fuhr mit der Hand im Bogen durch
die Luft, liel seine gelle Stimme los: "Wer ist jenner? Was tust du mit jennem?" "Und was tust du hier,
Eliser? Ich kenn ihn nicht, er nennt seinen Namen nicht." "Hast ihm Geschichten erzdhlt." "Nun, was
gehts dich an." Der Braune zu dem Strafling: "Hat er Aich Geschichten erzahlt, der?" "Er spricht nicht.
Er geht herum und singt auf de Hofe." "So laR ihn gehn." "Es kiimmert dich nicht, was ich tue." "Hab
doch zugehort an der Tir, was gewesen ist. Hast ihm erzdhlt von Zannowich. Was wirst du tun als er-
zahlen und erzahlen." Brummte der Fremde, der den Braunen fixiert hatte: "Wer sind Sie denn eigent-
lich, wo kommen Sie eigentlich hier rin? Wat mischen Sie sich in den seine Sachen?" "Hat er Euch von
Zannowich erzahlt oder nichts Er hat Euch erzahlt. Mein Schwager Nachum geht tiberall herum und
erzahlt und erzahlt und kann sich allaine nischt helfen." "Ich hab dich doch noch nicht beansprucht
flr mich. Siehst du nicht, daR dem nicht gut ist, du schlechter Mensch." "Und wenn ihm schlecht ist.
Gott hat dich nicht beauftragt, schau einer an, Gott hat gewartet, bis er kommt. Allain hat Gott nicht
helfen gekonnt." "Schlechter Mensch." "Haltet Aich von dem fern, lhr. Er wird Euch gesagt haben, wie
es dem Zannowich und wem sonst gegliickt ist in der Welt." "Willst du nicht bald gehn?" "Hor einer
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den Schwindler an, den Gutestuer. Will mit mir redden. Ist es seine Wohnung? Was hast du nu wieder
erzahlt von deinem Zannowich, und wie man lernen kann von ihm? Du hattest Rebbe werden miissen
bei uns. Wir hatten dich noch ausgefuttert." "Ich brauch Eure Wohltaten nicht." Der Braune schrie
wieder: "Und wir brauchen keine Schmarotzer, die einem am RockschoR hangen. Hat er Euch auch
erzahlt, wie es seinem Zannowich zuletzt gegangen ist, am SchluB?" "Lump, du schlechter Mensch."
"Hat er Euch das erzahlt?" Der Strafling blinzelte miide den Roten an, der die Faust schiittelte und zur
Tur ging, er knurrte hinter dem Roten: "Sie laufen Sie doch nicht raus, regen Sie sich nicht auf, lassen
Sie den quasseln."

Da sprach der Braune schon heftig auf ihn ein, mit fahrigen Handen, mit Hin- und Herrutschen, mit
Schnalzen und Kopfzucken, jeden Augenblick eine andere Miene, bald zu dem Fremden, bald zu dem
Roten: "Er macht die Leute meschugge. Er soll Euch erzdhlen, was es fiir ein Ende genommen hat mit
seinem Zannowich Stefan. Er erzahlt es nicht, warum erzahlt ers nicht, warum, ich frage." "Weil du a
schlechter Mensch bist, Eliser." "Ein besserer als du. Man hat [der Braune erhob mit Abscheu beide
Hande, machte schreckliche Glotzaugen] seinen Zannowich gejagt aus Florenz wie einen Dieb. War-
um? Weil man ihn erkannt hat." Der Rote stellte sich gefahrlich vor ihn, der Braune winkte ab: "Jetzt
red ich. Er hat an Firsten Briefe geschrieben, ein Fiirst kriegt viele Briefe, man kann aus der Hand-
schrift nicht sehen, was einer ist. Dann hat er sich aufgeblasen und ist nach Briissel gegangen als Prinz
von Albanien und hat sich in die hohe Politik gemischt. Das war sein boser Engel, der ihm das gesagt
hat. Er geht zur Regierung, stellt Euch vor den Zannowich Stefan, das Jingelchen, und verspricht ihr fiir
einen Krieg, weil} ich mit wem, hunderttausend Leute oder zweihundert, kommt nicht drauf an, die
Regierung schreibt ein Briefchen, danke schon, sie wird sich nicht auf unsichere Geschafte einlassen.
Da hat der bose Engel dem Stefan noch gesagt: nimm den Brief und leih dir darauf Geld. Hast doch
einen Brief gehabt vom Minister mit der Adresse: An den Herrn Prinzen von Albanien, Hochwohlge-
boren, Durchlaucht. Sie haben ihm Geld geliehen, und dann wars aus mit dem Betriiger. Wie alt ist
er geworden? DreiRick Jahr, mehr hat er nicht bekommen zur Strafe fiir seine Ibeltaten. Er hat nicht
zurlickzahlen kénnen, sie haben ihn angezeigt in Brissel, und dabei ist alles herausgekommen. Dein
Held, Nachum! Hast erzahlt von seinem schwarzen Ende im Gefangnis, wo er sich selbst die Adern ge-
offnet hat? Und wie er tot war — & scheenes Leben, & scheenes Ende, man soll es erzdhlen —, nachher
ist der Henker gekommen, der Schinder mit einem Karren fir die toten Hunde und Pferde und Katzen,
hat ihn aufgeladen, den Stefan Zannowich, und ihn hingeworfen am Galgen drauBen und Miill aus der
Stadt Gber ihn geschittet."

Dem Mann im Sommermantel stand der Mund offen: "Das ist wahr?" [Stohnen kann ne kranke
Maus auch.] Der Rote hatte jedes Wort gezahlt, das sein Schwager herausschrie. Er wartete mit ge-
hobenem Zeigefinger vor dem Gesicht des Braunen wie auf ein Stichwort und tupfte ihm jetzt auf die
Brust und spuckte vor ihm auf den Boden, pih pih: "Das ist fiir dich. Da8 du so einer bist. Mein Schwa-
ger." Der Braune zappelte zum Fenster: "So. und jetzt red du und sag, es ist nicht wahr."

Die Mauern waren nicht mehr da. Eine kleine Stube mit einer Hangelampe, zwei Juden liefen her-
um, ein brauner und ein roter, hatten schwarze Velourshite auf, zankten miteinander. Er verfolgte den
Freund, den Roten: "Sie, horen Se mal, Sie, das ist richtig, was der erzadhlt hat von dem Mann, wie der
verschiitt ging und wie sie ihn umgebracht haben?" Der Braune schrie: "Umgebracht, hab ich gesagt
umgebracht? Er hat sich allein umgebracht." Der Rote: "Wird er sich schon umgebracht haben." Der
Entlassene: "Und was haben die denn getan, da, die andern?" Der Rote: "Wer, wer?" "Nun, werden
doch noch andere gewesen sein wie der, wie der Stefan. Werden doch nicht alle Minister gewesen
sein und Schinder und Bankiers." Der Rote und der Braune wechselten Blicke. Der Rote: "Nun, was
sollen se machen? Zugesehen haben se."

Der Strafentlassene im gelben Sommermantel, der groRe Kerl, trat hinter dem Sofa vor, nahm sei-
nen Hut auf, putzte ihn ab, legte ihn auf den Tisch, dann schlug er seinen Mantel zurlick, alles stumm,
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knopfte sich die Weste auf: "Da, kucken Se her, meine Hose. So dick war ich, und so steht sie ab, zwei
starke Fauste Ubereinander, vom Kohldampfschieben. Alles weg. Die ganze Plautze zum Deibel. So
wird man ruiniert, weil man nicht immer so gewesen ist, wie man sein sollte. Ich gloobe nicht, daR die
andern viel besser sind. Nee, det gloob ick nicht. Verriickt wollen sie eenen machen."

Der Braune tuschelte zum Roten: "Da hast dus." "Was habe ich?" "Na, einen Zuchthausler." "Wenn
schon." Der Entlassene: "Dann heil’t es: bist entlassen und wieder rin, mang in den Dreck, und das ist
noch derselbe Dreck wie vorher. Da gibts nichts zu lachen." Er knopfte seine Weste wieder zu: "Das
sehen Se daran, was die gemacht haben. Die holen den toten Mann da aus dem Bau, der Schweinekerl
mit dem Hundewagen kommt und wirft eenen toten Menschen ruff, der sich umgebracht hat, so ein
verfluchtes Mistvieh, dal® sie den nicht gleich totgeschlagen haben, sich so zu versiindigen an einem
Menschen, und es kann sein, wer es will." Der Rote betriibt: "Was soll man sagen." "Ja, sind wir denn
nichts, weil wir mal was getan haben?. Es kdnnen alle wie der auf die Beene kommen, die gesessen
haben, und die kdnnen gemacht haben, wat sie wollen." [Was bereuen! Luft muR man sich machen!
Drauflosschlagen! Dann liegt alles hinter einem, dann ist alles vorbei, Angst und alles.] "Ich wollt Euch
bloR zaigen: lhr sollt nicht héren auf alles, was Aich mein Schwager erzahlt. Man kann manchmal nicht
alles, was man mdochte, es geht manchmal auch anders." "Das ist keene Gerechtigkeit, einen auf den
Mist zu schmeillen wie einen Koter und schiitten noch Mull rauf, und das ist die Gerechtigkeit gegen
eenen toten Mann. Pfui Deibel. Jetzt will ich mir aber verabschieden von Sie. Geben Sie mir lhre Flosse.
Sie meinen es gut und Sie auch [er driickte dem Roten die Hand.] Ick heeRe Biberkopf, Franz. War schon
von lhnen, dal8 Sie mir uffgenommen haben. Mein Piepmatz hat schon gesungen auf dem Hof. Na, prost
Neumann, et jeht voriiber." Die beiden Juden schiittelten ihm die Hande, lachelten. Der Rote hielt seine
Hand lange fest, strahlte: "Nun, ist Euch wirklich gut? Und wird mich freuen, wenn lhr Zeit habt, kommt
mal vorbei." "Dank schon, wird bestens besorgt, Zeit wird sich schon finden, bloR keen Geld. Und gri-
Ren Sie auch den alten Herrn von vorhin. Der hat lhnen Kraft in der Hand, sagen Se mal, der war wohl
friiher Schlachter? Au, wollen noch rasch den Teppich in Ordnung bringen, ist ja ganz verrutscht. Aber
nein, machen wir alles selbst, und der Tisch, so." Er arbeitete am Boden, lachte den Roten von hinten
an: "Haben wir unten gesessen und uns was erzahlt. Ne feine Sitzgelegenheit, entschuldigen Se man."

Sie begleiteten ihn zur Tir, der Rote blieb besorgt: "Werdet lhr auch allein gehen kénnen?" Der
Braune stieR ihn in die Seite: "Red ihm doch nicht nach." Der Strafentlassene, aufrecht wandernd,
schittelte den Kopf, schob Luft mit beiden Armen von sich weg [Luft muR man sich machen, Luft, Luft
und weiter nischt]: "Machen Se sich keene Sorgen. Mir kdnnen Se ruhig laufen lassen. Sie haben doch
erzahlt von die FiRe und die Augen. Ick habe die noch. Mir hat die keener abgehauen. Morgen, die
Herren."

Und Uber den engen, verstellten Hof ging er, die beiden blickten von der Treppe hinter ihm her. Er
hatte den steifen Hut im Gesicht, murmelte, wie er Gber eine Benzinpfiitze trat: "Olles Giftzeug. Mal n
Kognak. Wer ankommt, kriegt eins in die Fresse. Mal sehn, wos nen Kognak gibt."

Tendenz lustlos, spater starke Kursriickgange, Hamburg verstimmt, London
schwacher

Es regnete. Links in der MinzstraBe blinkten Schilder, die Kinos waren. An der Ecke kam er nicht
durch, die Menschen standen an einem Zaun, da ging es tief runter, die Schienen der Elektrischen
liefen auf Bohlen frei in der Luft, eben fuhr langsam eine Elektrische riiber. Sieh mal an, die bauen Un-
tergrundbahn, muR doch Arbeit geben in Berlin. Da war noch ein Kino. Jugendlichen unter 17 Jahren
ist der Eintritt verboten. Auf dem Riesenplakat stand knallrot ein Herr auf einer Treppe, und ein duftes
junges Madchen umfalSte seine Beine, sie lag auf der Treppe, und er schnitt oben ein kesses Gesicht.
Darunter stand: Elternlos, Schicksal eines Waisenkindes in 6 Akten. Jawoll, das seh ich mir an. Das Or-
chestrion paukte. Eintritt 60 Pfennig.
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(Pycckuli nepeeod: Anbgpped [ébnuH. bepauH AnekcaHoepnaay. M.: Jladomup 2011; eocnpous-
sooumcs nepevliii pyccKuli aHoHUMHbIl nepesod 1935 20da.)

KHUIA TTIEPBASA

B Hauane ee ®paHy bubepkong nokuoaem mropbmy 8 Tezese, Kyoa npusena e2o npexHas becrnym-
HaA #U3Hb. EMy mpyoHo cHosa ycmpoumscsa 8 bepsiuHe, HO 8 KOHUE KOHY08 3mo emy yoaemcs, Yemy
OH HemMaso paod, u oH daem cebe Kaamay 6bimb MopsaG0YHbIM Yes108E€KOM.

Ha 41-m HoMmepe B ropop,

OH cToAn 32 BOpoTamu TIopbMbl B Terene, Ha cBoboge. Buepa elle oH Konan KapTOLKY BOH Tam Ha
oropoae, BMecTe C ApPYrMmu, B apecTaHTCKOM NNaTbe, a TeMepb OH B KENTOM JIETHEM NabTO; Te TaM
NPOAO/I*KalOT KonaTtb, a OH cBoboaeH. OH nNponycKkan TpamBai 3a TpaMBaeM, MPUCIOHACb CMUHOM K
KpacHoM orpage, 1 He yxoaua. KapaynbHblil y BOPOT HECKONbKO Pas NpoLLes MMMO HEro 1 yKasan emy
HYXXHbII HOMep TpamBasi, HO OH He ABUranca ¢ mecta. MTak, CTpallHbii MOMEHT HacTynuA (cTpall-
HbI, ®paHL, NoYemMy CTPALLHbIN?), YeTbipe roga UCTEKAN. YepHble KenesHble CTBOPbI BOPOT, Ha KO-
TOpble OH NOrNAAbIBAN BOT Y}KE Lebli rod ¢ BO3pacTaBLUMM OTBpPaLleHNnemM (OTBpaLleHMeM, Novyemy
oTBpaLLeHMeM), 3aX/IONHYANCL 338 HUM. Ero cHOBa BbICTaBMAM BOH. Tam, BHYTPW, CUAENN OCTaNbHbIE,
CTO/IAPHUYANU, YTO-TO NAKMPOBAMU, COPTUPOBAJIN, KJIEUIN, KOMY OCTaBasioChb elle ABa roga, Komy
NATb NIEeT. A OH CTOAN Y OCTAaHOBKM TpamMBas.

HakasaHue HauMHaeTcs.

OH nepeaepHyn nae4yamm, NPornoTnAa catoHy. Hactynun cebe Ha Hory. A 3aTem cobpanca c Ayxom
n odyTuaca B Tpameae. Cpeaun noaen, Hy, aasai! BHayane 6b110 Takoe ollylieHne, 6yato cuanilb y
3y6HOro Bpaya, KOTOpbIA YXBAaTUA LMMNLAMW KOPEHb U TalLMUT, 601b pacTeT, ro10Ba roToBa /IOMHYTh.
OH NoBepHYyN rosIoBy Has3az, B CTOPOHY KPaCHOM orpabl, HO TPamBa MOHECCA C HAM MO pesibcam,
M TONbKO r0/I0BA €ro 0CTaNach eLe NoBEepHYTOM MO Hanpas/leHU IO K Tiopbme. BaroH mMHoBan naas-
HbI MOBOPOT, — AE€PEBbA U A0Ma 3aC/IOHUAM TIOPbMY. [TOKa3anncCb OXKMUBJIEHHbIE YKL, 3eelTpacce,
04N BXOAWAWN U BbIXOAUAU. B HEM YTO-TO B yrKace Kpuyano: 6eperucb, bepernco, HaunmHaetca. Hoc
Yy Hero okoueHen, weku noinann. "Usenbd-yp-mutrarcuantyHr”, "be Llet", nocneaHun Homep "Un-
moctpupte", "®yHkwTyHAe", — "KTo ewe 6e3 6uneta?". BoT Kak, Wyno Tenepb B CMHUX MyHAMpPaX.
HuKem He 3ameyeHHbIl, OH Bbilles U3 TPaMBas, CMELLasica ¢ To/inoi. B uem aeno? Huyero. [lep*uco,
N3ro/IoaBLUAACA CBUHbA, HE pacnycKalica, He TO 4aM NOHI0XaTb MOEro Kysaka. YTo 3a Tonyes, 4to 3a
naBKa! Kak Bce aTto gsuxertcal Mou mMo3ru, BEpoAaTHO, COBCEM BbICOX/IN. Yero TyT TONbKO HET: mara-
3MHbl 00YBW, MarasmHbl WAAN, SNEKTPOSAMMNOYKN, Kabaku. Hy aa, HyKHa e nogam obysb, pa3 Um
NPUXoANTCA CTONbKO beraTb, y Hac BeAb TOXe Oblsla canoXHaa MmacTepcKas, He Hago 3abbiBaTb. COTHU
6necTawmx OKOHHbIX cTekon. Hy u nyckal cebe cBepKatoT, Heyero ux 60ATbcA, BeAb t0b6oe MOXKHO
pa3buTb, MPOCTO OHM YMUCTO BbiMbITbl. Ha Po3eHTanepnnay, moctoBas Obila pa3BOPOYEHa, OH e
BMeCTe C APYrMMM NOo AepeBAHHOMY HacTuay. CTOUT TO/IbKO CMeLLaTbCA C OCTa/ZIbHbIMM, M BCE XOPOLLO,
N HMYEro He 3ameyvaellb, APyXulle. B BUTpMHAX KpacoBasMCb MaHEKEHbI, B KOCTIOMax, B NasabTo, B
tobKax, B Uysikax, B 6almakax. Ha yauue Bce npebbiBano B ABUMKEHMUN, HO 3@ 3TUM — He Bbl1I0 HMYero!
He 6bi10 — Xun3HU! Y ntogein Becesnble nLa, NIOAN CMEAIUCH, K431 NO ABOE UAK MO Tpoe Y TpamBai-
HOM OCTAHOBKW HanNpoTMB pecTtopaHa ALUMHIepa, KypuamM Nannpochl, NepenuncTbiBanm rasetbl. M Bce
3TO CTOSI/IO HA MEcCTe, KaK ¢poHapHble cToNbbI, U LieneHeno Bce bosblue n bosblie. Bce aTo BMecTe ¢
AOMaMK COCTaBASANO O4HO Lenoe, Bce — 6benoe, Bce — AepeBaHHoe.

Ero oxBaTun mcnyr, Koraa oH wen no PoseHTanepliTpacce; B MaseHbKOM Kabayke y Camoro oKkHa
CUAENN MYXKUYMHA U KEHLWMHA: OHU nMAK cebe B IOTKY NMBO M3 IMTPOBBIX KPYMKEK, HY U YTO XK, NYCTb
cebe NbioT, NbIOT — TO/IbKO U BCEro, Y HUX B PYKax Oblan BUNKW; OHU BTbIKA/IM MU KYCKM mAca cebe B
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POT, U — XOTb b6bl KanenbKa Kposu. Cya0poroi CBesO ero TeNo, 0X, i He BblAEPIKY, Kyaa AeTbca? U yTo-
TO OTBEYaNo: 3TO — HaKaszaHue!

BepHyTbCsA OH He MoOr, OH 3aexas TaK Aa/fieko Ha TpamBae, ero BeAb BbIMYyCTUAN U3 TIOPbMbI, OH
OONKeH 6bln MATU cloga, BCe Aanblue U ganblie.

370 A 3Hato, B3A0OXHYN OH Npo cebsd, YTo MHe HaZo UATU CIOAA U YTO MEHS BbINyCTUAN U3 THOPbMbI.
MeHsA BeAb He MO He BbINYCTUTb, MOTOMY YTO HAaCTyNWA CPOK; BCE UAET CBOMM Yepenom, U YNHOB-
HWK BbINOJIHAET cBOM Aonr. Hy, s u nay, Ho MHe He Xo4eTcs, ax, boXKe MOM, KaK MHe He XOo4YeTcs.

OH npowen no PoseHTanepwTpacce MMMO YHMBEPCANbHOIO MarasnHa Tuua U CBepHyN Hanpaso,
B y3Kyto CodueHwTpacce. Nogyman, 4to 3Ta yAnLa TeMHee, a rae TeMHee, Tam Jiydwe. ApecTaHToB
cogep:KaT B M30/1ATOPE, B OAMHOYHOM 3aK/IIO4EHUM N B 06LMX Kamepax. B n3onstope apecTaHT co-
OEPXKUTCA KPYI/ble CYyTKKU, HENPEPbIBHO, OTAE/bHO OT APYrMX 3aK/M0YeHHbIX. [Py OANHOYHOM 3aK/t0-
YEeHWN apecTaHT NOMeLLLAeTCA B OANHOYHOM Kamepe, HO BO BPEMSA NPOryaKu, y4ebHbIX 3aHATUM 1 60-
rOCNyXXeHUA MMeeT 0bLLeHWe C APpYrMMK. BaroHbl TpamBasa NPoA0/IXKaAM FPOXOTaTb U 3BOHUTb, U OAMH
dacag Aoma ToTYac Ke CMEHSNCA ApyrMm. A Ha gomax Gblin KpbllwuM, KOTopble Kak byato napuau
HaZ HMUMMK, rnasa OpaHua 6ayKaanmM NoBepxy: TONbKO Obl KPbIWM HE COCKO/Ib3HY/IU, HO Al0OMa CTOS/U
npsamo. Kyaa mHe, ropeMbl4HOMY, UATU; OH NAENCs BAOAb CMJ/IOWHOM CTEeHbl AOMOB, OHA Ka3a/sacb
beckoHeyHoW. BOT A Aypanen, oTcioAa e MOXKHO BblOpaTbCs, elle NATb MUHYT, AeCATb MUHYT, a No-
TOM BbIMUTb POMKY KOHbAKY M NocuaeTb. Mocne 3BOHKa 3aK/I04eHHble HeMeA/IEHHO NPUCTYNatoT K
paboTe. MpepbiBaTh ee pa3peLllaeTcs TONbKO ANA NPUEeMa NULLKM, NPOTYAKM U y4ebHbIX 3aHATUI B Ha-
3HaYeHHoe Bpems. Ha nporynke 3akntoYeHHble A0MKHbI AepKaTb PYKU BbITAHYTbIMU U Pa3MaxmBaTb
UMK BNepesa v Haszag,

Bot nom, ®PpaHL, oTopBan B30p OT MOCTOBOM M TONIKHYN BXOAHYO ABEPb; U3 IPyAM ero BbipBanoch
neyasbHOe BOpY/IMBOE 0X-X0-X0. OH 3aCyHy/1 PyKM B pyKaBa, TakK, bpaTeL, TaK, 34eCb He 3amep3Hellb.
PacKkpblnacb ABepb CO ABOPA, U KTO-TO NpoLen MMMO, BO/I0YA HOMM, @ 3aTeM OCTaHOBU/ICA 33 HUM.
®paHL, 3aKpAXTEN, eMYy HPABMNOCh KpAXTeTb. [lepBoe Bpems B OAMHOYKE OH BCEraa Tak KPAXTen 1 pa-
[O0BA/ICA, YTO C/bILLUT CBOW FON10C, 3HAUYUT, ECTb eLLLe YTO-TO, 3HAYMT, He BCe elle KOHYeHOo. Tak NocTy-
nanan MHOTME U3 CUAEBLUUX B U30/IATOPE, KTO — B HAaYa e 3aK/II0YEHMA, KTO — NOTOM, KOr4a YyBCTBOBa-
1 ceb6s 0 AMHOKMMK. BOT OHM M NOKPAKKMBAM, 3TO BbIN0, KaK-HMKaAK, YTO-TO YesloBeYeCKoe 1 yTelano
nx. UITak, Haw repow CToa/ B BECTUOIONE YYXKOTO AOMA M HE C/bilaa YXKAaCHOro WymMa yauubl, U He
6b1710 Nepes, HUIM 06e3yMeBLLMX OMOB. BbINATUB rybbl M CTUCHYB Ky/1laKK, OH XptoKan n noabaapusan
cebn. Ero naeun B KeNToMm IeTHEM NasbTO OblIM NPUNOAHATHI, KaK Obl AN 3aLNUTDI.

He3HaKkomeLl, OCTaHOBUCA PAAOM C ObIBLUMM apecTaHTOM U CTan ero pasrnagbieatb. 'C Bamu yto-
TO cnyuymnocb? Bam HesgopoButca? Y Bac YTo-HMOYAb 60nT?", TOT, 3aMeTUB ero, Cpasy *Ke nepecra
KpaxTeTb. "Man Bac myTuT? Bbl XKuMBeTe B 3ToM gome?" ITo 6bin eBpelt ¢ 60nblIoM pbixken bopoaon,
HM3EHbKOTO POCTa, B YEPHOW BE/IIOPOBOM LWIANE, C NasIKon B pyke. "HeT, A 3aecb He xuey". Mpuwnocb
YyATU, a BeAb B BeCTUOtone 6b110 HeaypHO. M onaTb NOTAHYNACh yAuMLUa, 3amenbKann dacaabl LOMOB,
BUTPMHbI, CNeLaline Yyenoseyeckme Gpurypbl B GproKax UaM CBET/IbIX Yy/IKax, Aa TaKkue Bce bbiCcTpble,
IOPKME, eXKECEeKYHAHO HOBble, Apyrune. A Tak Kak Haw PpaHL, Ha YTO-TO PeLInCs, OH 3allen B npoess,
04HOrO I0Ma, rae, O4HAKO, KaK pas cTa/iM oTNupaTh BOPOTA, 4TOb nponycTnutb aBTomobunb. Hy, Torga
CKOopee B COCeaHUI AOM, B TECHbIA BECTUOIONb PAAOM C NecTHUUEN. 34eCb-TO YK HUKAKOM aBTOMO-
61nb He nomewaeT. OH KPErnKo yXBaTU/CA 3a CTONOUK nepun. U, aepKacb 3a HEro, 3Has, YTO HAMepeH
YKNOHUTbCA OT HaKa3zaHus (ax, PpaHL, YTO Tbl XOUellb CAENaTb? BeAb Thl e He CMOoXKelb!) n Henpe-
MEHHO 3TO cAeNaeT, Tenepb OH 3HAET, r4e UCKATb CnaceHuns. M TMXOHbKO CHOBA 3aBe/1 CBOKO MY3bIKY,
CBOE XPIOKaHbe U ypyaHbe, U He nonay A 6onblie Ha yauLy. A pbiXKUI eBpelt ToXKe 3allen B A0M, HO
CHayana bbl710 He 3aMeTuN YesioBeKa Bo3e nepua. NoToM yC/bIWan ero XKy*aHbe. "Hy 4To Bbl TyT
aenaete? Bam Hexopowo?" Toraa ®paHy, nowen Npoyb, BO ABOpP. A KOraa B3a1CA 3a PyYKy ABepu, To
yBUAEN, YTO 3TO ONATb eBpen u3 Toro goma. "OTcTaHbTe Bbl OT MeHA! YTo Bam HyKHO?" — "Hy-Hy, HU-
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yero. Bbl TaK KpAXTUTE N CTOHETE, HEY}KEM He/b3A CMPOCUTb, YTO C Bamn?" A BOH TaMm, Ha yauLe, YK
onATb MasyaT AO0Ma, CHyIOLLAA B3a4 M BNepesa To/na, cnossatolme Kpbiwn. PpaHu, pacnaxHyn Asepb
BO ABOp. EBpent —3a HUM: "Hy-Hy, B uem geno? He Tak y»x Bce naoxo. Huuero, He nponagete. bepanH
BE/IMK. [4e TbICAYM XKUBYT, NPOXKMBET U eLle oanH".

[BOP TEMHbIN U OKPYKEH BbICOKMMM cTeEHaMU. PpaHL, 0CTaHOBUCA BO3/1E MyCOPHOM AimMbl. U Bapyr
BO BCHO [NIOTKY 3ane, NpAMO B cTeHy. CHAN WAANY, KaK LWapMaHLLMK. 3BYKM OTPayKaancb OT CTeH. ITO
6b110 Xopowwo. Ero rosioc 3seHen y Hero B ylwax. OH nen TakMM rPOMKMM FoJIOCOM, KaKMM eMy HU 33
YTO He NO3BONNIY Bbl NETb B THOPbME. A UTO OH NeJ Tak, YTo CTeHbI ryaenn? "HeceTca Kiny, Kak rpoma
ryn". Mo-BoeHHOMY YeTKo, pUTMMUYHO. A 3aTem npunes: "tOBMBanne-pannepa”, us apyron necHu. Hm-
KTO He 0bpallan Ha Hero BHMMaHuA. Y Bbixoda ero noguenun espeit: "Bbl xopoluo neau. Bel B camom
Aene o4yeHb xopolwo nenun. C TakMm roloCom, Kak y Bac, Bbl MO/ 6bl 3apabatbiBaTb 60/blIME AEHb-
rm". EBpelt nowen 3a HUM Mo yAuULE, B3AN Nog, pyKy M, 6e3 ymonky 6ontas, notawmn snepes, noka
OHM He CBepHyAN Ha fopMaHHLUTPAcce, eBpel U LUMPOKOKOCTbIM, POC/IbIM NapeHb B JIETHEM NanbTo U
CO CTUCHYTbIMM ry6amu, CNIOBHO €ro BOT-BOT BbIPBET XKeNUblO.

OH Bce eLwye He npuwen B cedbs

EBpeit npuBen ero B KOMHaTy, rae TONWAACh XKefe3Han neyka, ycagun Ha aueaH: "Hy, BOT Mbl 1
npuwnu. Mpucaxknsaitech. LLnany moxkeTe ocTaBUTb Ha FON0BE UKW CHATb, Kak Bam yrogHo. A a cein-
4yac KOro-To N030BY, KTO BaM NOHPaBMUTCA. [les10 B TOM, YTO Cam A 34eCb He KMBY. fl 34eCb TONbKO rocTb,
KaK 1 Bbl. Hy, 1 KaK 3T0 6bIBaeT, 0AMH roCTb NPUBOAUT APYroro, €Cn TONbKO KOMHaTa Tennas".

ToT, KOro To/IbKO YTO BbINYCTUAN HA cBOHOAY, OCTANCA CMAETb OANH. HeceTca Kauny, KaKk rpoma ryn,
KaK 3BOH Meuyelt 1 BoAH npuboii. [la, BeAb OH exan Ha TpamBae, rMAAen B OKHO, U KpacHble CTeHbI
TIOPbMbI 6bINM BUAHbI 33 AePEBbAMM, OCbINANCA KENTbIN ANCT. CTEHbI BCE eLe MeNbKan y Hero ne-
pen rnasamu, OH pasrnsafbiBan UX, CUAA Ha AMBaAHe, pPasr/AaAblBan, He OTpbiBaAch. Bonbloe cyacTbe
— XMWTb B 3TUX CTEHaX, N0 KpalHel mepe 3Haellb, KaK AeHb HAYMHAETCA U KaK npoxoauT. (PpaHy, He
cobupaellbeca ke Tbl NPATATLCA, BEAb Thl YXKe YeTblpe roga npsaTtanca, npuoboapuchb, NOrNsan BOKpyr
cebs, Koraa-HMbyAb AONKHA Ke 3Ta Urpa B NPATKM KOHYMTbCA!) MNeTb, CBUCTETb M WYMETb 3anpelLua-
eTcA. 3aK/0UYEHHbIe AONXKHbI MO CUTHaNY K NoAbEMY HEMEAJ/IEHHO BCTaTb, YOpaTb KOMKM, YMbITbCS,
npuYecaTbCA, BbIMUCTUTb NNATbE U 04EeTbCA. MblJI0 A0IKHO OTNYCKATbCA B 4OCTAaTOYHOM KOJIMYECTBE.
Bym — Ko/loKo/1 — BCTaBaThb, B NATb TPMALATL, OyM — B LUECTb OTNMPALOT Kamepy, bym, bym — cTaHOBUCb
Ha NOBEPKY, NONyYal YTPEeHHIoW nopuuio, paboTta, nepepsbi; bym, bym, bym — obea, 314, Tbl, He CTPOM
POKK, Y HAC He Ha YBOM KOPMAT, KTO YMeeT NeTb, BbIXOAN BNepes, ABUTbLCA Ha CMEeBKY B NATb COPOK, 1,
[03BONbTE A0NI0XMUTb, HE MOTY NeTb — OXPUI, B LECTb KAaMepbl 3aNMpPatoTCs, CMOKOMHOM HOYM, AeHb
npowen. [a, 60/blLIOe CYACTbE }KUTb B 3TUX CTEHAX, MHE-TO 340POBO NPUMAA/IN, MOYTU KakK 3a Npea-
yMbllW/ieHHOoe YOUicTBo, a BeAb OblN0 TONbKO YOUMCTBO HEYMbILW/IEHHOE, TeNeCHOe MoBpeXaeHue
CO CMepTeNbHbIM UCXOA0M, BOBCE HE TaK Y¥KaCHO, a BCe-TakM A cTa 60NbWNMM NOANELLOM, HETOASAEM,
YyTb-4yTb HE XBATWU/I0 A0 3aKOHYEHHOrO Mep3aBLa.

CTapblit, BbICOKOrO pOCTa, A/IMHHOBO/IOCHIN €BPEN, YepHan epMO/IKa Ha 3aTbI/IKe, A@aBHO YXKe cuaen
HanpoTuB Hero. B ropoae Cy3e Kua HeKkoraa My no umeHu Mapzaoxei, U BOCnuTan oH y ceba B some
Scdupb, AoYb cBOEro A4aan, 1 bblia 3Ta AeBYLIKA NPeKpPACcHa AMLOM U cTaHoM. CTapuK-eBpen oTBen
rnasa ot ®paHua 1 NOBEpPHY/ rosI0BY B CTOPOHY pbixkero: "OTKyaa Bbl ero Bbikonanaun?" —"/[la oH 6eran
M3 goma B AOM. A Ha O4HOM ABOpPe OCTaHOBWUACA M cTan netb". — "MeTb?" — "[a, congaTckue nec-
HK". — "OH, BepHO, 03a6". — "Moxkanyn". CTapuk NpPUHAICA ero pasrnaabiBaTb. B nepsbili AeHb Macxu
JMLWb HEBEPHbIE MOTYT XOPOHUTb NOKOMHMKA, Ha BTOPOM A€Hb MOTYT XOPOHWUTb U CbiHbl M3paunnsa, To
¥Ke BEepHO U ANA nepBbiX ABYX AHeW HoBoro roga. A KTO aBTOp C/leAytoWmx cnoB yyeHmna PabbaHaH:
KTO BKYCMT OT NaBLUEl NTULbl YUCTON, TOT HE OCKBEPHUTCA, HO KTO BKYCUT OT €e KMLIOK UK 306a, ToT
OcKBepHUTCA? ANMHHOM XKenTo PyKon OH AOTPOHY/ACA A0 pyKM PpaHua, nexaslue NnoBepx NaabTo.
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"MocnywanTe, He XOTUTE N CHATbL NanbTo? Beab 3aech *KapKo. Mbl ntoaun ctapble, 356HEM Kpyr/bii
rog, a ANA Bac TyT C/INLLIKOM *KapKo".

®paHy, cuaen Ha gMBaHe M UCKOCA NOMNAAbIBAA HA CBOK PYKY; OH XOAWMA MO yAULAM U3 ABOPaA BO
ABOP, HAJO e 6bl1I0 NOCMOTPETb, YTO AeNaeTcA Ha ceeTe. M eMy 3ax0TeNocb BCTaTb M YMTU, F1a3a ero
WCKanu ABepb B TEMHOM KOMHaTe. Torga cTapuk cuUi0M ycaamn ero obpatHo Ha AmBaH. "[la ocTaBaun-
Tecb Xe. Kyaa Bam, cobctBeHHO, cnewmnTb?" Ho emy XxoTenocb Npoyb. A CTapuK AepiKan ero 3a KUCTb
PYKM M CKUMan ee, CKUMan: "MocmoTpum, 0O4HaAKO, KTO cuabHee, Bbl K A. OcTaBaliTechb, pa3 A Bam
roBOPIO, — U, NEPEXOAA HA KPUK, — A Bbl BCE-TaKM OCTaHEeTECh. W BbiCAyLLAEeTe, YTO A CKaXKy, MOIOA0M
yenosek. Hy-Ka, gep»kutecob, Henocega". 3atem obpaTUNCA K pbiXKeMy, KOTOpbIM cxBaTun PpaHua 3a
nne4yn: "A Bbl, Bbl He BMeLIMBanNTeCb. Pa3Be A Bac npocun? f C HUM M OANH CNpaBatoCh".

Y70 3TUM NHOAAM HYXKHO OT Hero? OH XOTeN yMTU, OH NbITa/ICA NOAHATLCA, HO CTapUK BAABUA €0 B AM-
BaH. Torga oH KpuMKHyA: "YTo Bbl CO MHOM Aenaete?" — "PyraiTech, pyrantecb, noTom byaete ewe 60/1b-
we pyratbea". — "Myctute meHs. A xouy npoyb otctoga”. — "YTo, onsaTb Ha yauLy, onaTb No Asopam?”

TyT CTapuK BCTaN CO CTyNa, WWYMHO NPOLLENCA B3aA-Bnepes No KOMHaTe 1 ckasan: "fyckan Kpuuur,
CKONbKO eMy yroaHo. lMyckan aenaet, 4To xo4eT. Ho TonbKo He y meHA. OTKpolt emy agepb". — "B uem
aeno? Kak byato y Bac HMKorga He bbiBaeT Kpuka?" — "He npuBoaute B Mo AOM Ntogen, KoTopble
WwymaT. Y goyepu Aetv 60bHbI, 1EeXKAT BOH TaM B KOMHATE, TakK Y MeHs LWyma A0B0oJibHO". — "Hy-Hy, BOT
rope-To, a fi M He 3Han, Bbl MeHA YK npoctute". Pbixkunii B3an PpaHua nog pyky: "Maem. Y pebe 3abot
NonoH PoT. BHYKKM y Hero 3abonenun. Maem ganvwe". Ho Tenepb TOT pa3aymasn BcTaBaTb. "'[a naemre
Ke". ®dpaHuy NpMLWNOCh BCTaTb. 'He TawmTe MeHs, — cKkasan oH wenotom. — OcTaBbTe MeHsA 34ecb". —
"Ho Bbl e cablwanu, 4to y Hero B gome 6onbHble". — "[103B0/IbTE MHE eLle YyTOYKy ocTaTbea".

Co cBEPKAOLWMMM ra3amMm rAaLen CTapuK Ha HE3HAKOMOTO YE/TI0BEKA, KOTOPbIN TaK npocu. loBo-
pun Nepemusa: Ncuenmm BaBunoH, HO TOT He Aan ceba ncuenntb. MOKUHBTE ero, n KaxAablii U3 Hac oT-
NpaBUTCA B CBOO CTPaHy. M Mey ga nafeT Ha Xanaees, Ha XuTenel Basunona. "Yto Xk, ecnv oH byaet
BeCcTu cebsa TUXO, NycKal ocTaeTca BMecTe ¢ Bamu. Ho ecim ByaeT wymeTb, TO NycTb yxoaut". — "Xo-
POLUO, XOPOLO, Mbl He Byaem WymeTb. A MOCUKY C HAUM, Bbl MOXKETE Ha MeHA NoNoXUTbeA". CTapuK
MO1Ya yAQUACA.

lNoyyeHue Ha npumMmepe LlaHHOBUYA

NTaK, TONbKO YTO BbIMYLWEHHbIM U3 TIOPbMbl YE/I0BEK B YKENTOM JIETHEM Ma/IbTO CHOBA CMAEN Ha
AnBaHe. B3abixaa M B HEAOYMEHUM NOKAYMBaAA FO/I0BOM, PbIXKUIA XOAWUA B3a U BNepes No KOMHaTe:
"Hy, He cepauTecb, YTO CTapuK noropadYmaca. Bol, BepHo, npuesxkunin?" — "Ma, a... 6bin..." KpacHble
CTEHbl THOPbMbI, KPacKBble, KPEeMNKUE CTEHbI, KaMepbl, — O KaK MPUXOAUTCA TOCKOBATb Mo Bam! BOT OH
MPWAMN CMIMHOM K KPAaCHOM orpaze, YMHbIM Ye/I0BEK ee CTPOW/, OH He yxoaun. U Bopyr OH COCKO/b3-
HY/, TOYHO KYK/a, C AMBaHa Ha KOBep, CABUHYB NpY NafeHum cTo. "B uem aeno?" — KpUKHYA pbiXKUNA.
®paHu 13BMBaACA Ha KOBpPE, WANA NOKATMUIACh U3 PYK, FON0BOM OH BM/CA 0 NoA M CTOHan: "B 3emnto
ynTK Bbl, TyAa, rae TeMHee, yUTK..." PbIXKniA fiepran ero Bo Bce CTOPOHbI: "Paau 6ora!l Bbl ke y 4yrKnx
ntogeii. Toro v raamn, npuaeT cTapuk. [la BcTaHbTe »e'". Ho TOT He gaBan cebsa nogHATb, LEenasaca 3a
KOBep M NPOoJo/IXKaN CTOHATb. "[la ycnokowTech, paau 6ora. YcabllWWT cTapuK, Toraa... Mbl ¢ Bamu yK
KaKk-HMOyapb cTonkyemcs". — "MeHA oTcloaa HUKTO He 3acTaBuT YTu..." M — Kak KpoT.

A pbIXKMA, yOeanBLUNCH, YTO HE MOXKET ero NOAHATb, MOKPYTUA NENCHI, 3anep ABEPb U PeLUUTENbHO
ycencsa pagom ¢ STUM YeNIOBEKOM Ha nos. O6XxBaTMB pyKammM KONEHW M NOMAAbIBAA Ha TOpYaBLIKE Mne-
pes, HUM HOXKM CToNa, ckasan: "Hy, nagHo. OctaBanTtech cebe TyT. [laBainTe-Ka 1 A noacaay. XoTb OHO
M HeyaobHo, HO noYyemy bbl M He nocnaeTb? He XxoTUTe ckasaTb, YTO C BaMM, TaK 1 CaM Bam YTO-HUOyAb
pacckaxy". BbinyLWweHHbI U3 TIOPbMbl YENOBEK KPAXTE, NPUNAB rosIoBoi K KoBpy. (Ho noyemy ke oH
CTOHET U KPAXTUT? [Ja NOTOMY, YTO HaZ0 PELNTLCA, HAA0 U36pPaTb TOT UM MHOM NYTb, @ Tbl HUKAKOTO
He 3Haewb, PpaHL. BepHyTbcA K cTapomy Tebe bl He XOTeNOCh, B TIOPEMHOMN Kamepe Tbl TOXKe TONIbKO
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CTOHAN U NPATANCA U He Aymar, He ayman, dpaHu.) Pbixkuii cepamTo npogonxan: "He Hafo Tak MHOTO
BoobpaxaTb 0 cebe. Hapgo cnywatb apyrux. C yero Bbl B3s/1M, YTO BaM TaK Yy nnoxo? focnoab BeAb
HUKoro n3s CBoMX pyK He oTnyckaeT. EcTb Begb ewie v gpyrve niogun. Passe Bbl HE YNTaNN, YTO B3aA Hol
B CBOM KOBYEr, KOraa Cay4ymaca BcemmpHbli noton? OT Kaxkaol TBapu no nape. bor HUKoro He 3a6bi.
[ake ronoBHbIX BLIEN — U TeX He 3abbin. Bce Emy 6b1nM ogmMHakoBo ntobbl M goporn”. A TOT TO/IbKO
¥anobHo nuwan. (Y7o XK, 3a NUCK geHer He 6epyT. MnwaTtb moxeT U 601bHanA MbiLb.)

PbIkniA gan emy BOMO NULLATL M nodyecan cebe weKkn. "MHOro 4ero ecTb Ha CBETE, U MHOIO O YeM
MOKHO NopacckasaTb, Koraa bbiBaellb MONOA U KOraa cocTapuwbea. Hy, Tak BOT, A Bam pacCKaxky Npo
LlaHHoBMYa, CTedaHa LlaHHOBMYA. Bbl 3Ty MCTOpUIO, HAaBEPHO, elle He Cablwanu. A Koraa Bam noser-
YaeT, TO caAbTe YYyTOUKy npsmee. Beab TaK y Bac KpoBb NPUAMBAET K ro/1I0Be, a 3TO BpeaHo. Moit no-
KOWMHbIV OTel, HAM MHOTO Yero PacckasblBa/l; OH HEMasio NOCTPAHCTBOBAN No 6eny CBeTy, Kak Boo6LLe
HalW CONNeMEHHUKN, OOXKUN A0 CEMUAECATU NIeT, NepPerrna NOKOMHULY-MaTb U 3HA/ Maccy Bellen
M 6bl1 YMHbIM YenioBeKom. Hac 6b110 ceMb roNIogHbIX PTOB, M, KOraa Heyero bblao ecTb, OH paccKa-
3blBas HaM pasHble nctopumn". Mmu cbiT He Byaelub, HO 06 3Tom 3abbiBaelb. [1yXOM CTOH Ha NoAy He
3atuxan. (Y7o K, cToHaTb MOXeT 1 bonbHoM Bepbatog.) "Hy-Hy, Mbl 3Haem, YTO Ha CBETE He TONIbKO
BCE 30/10TO, KpacoTa M pagocTu. UTak, Kem ke 6bin 3ToT LLlaHHOBMY, Kem bbin ero oTel,, Kem 6bian ero
poauTenn? HUWKUMU, Kak BONbLIMHCTBO M3 Hac, TOprawiamu, MeNKUMU TaBOYHMKAaMM, KOMUCCUOHE-
pamu. CTapuK LlaHHOBKUY 6b1n1 pogom 13 AnbaHum n nepecennncs B BeHeumto. YK oH 3Han, Yyero paau
nepecenunnca B BeHeunto! OaHM nepecenatoTcs ns ropoda B AepeBHIo, Apyrue — U3 AepeBHU B rOPOA.
B nepeBHe crnokoliHee, Ntoau OLLYMNbIBAOT KaXKAYHo BELLb CO BCEX CTOPOH, U Bbl MOXeTe yroBapuBaTb
UX UEeNbIMM Yacamu, a ecan noseseT, To 3apaboTaeTe napy npeHHUroB. B ropoae, KOHEYHO, TOXKe
TPYAHO, HO Nt0AM MAYT FyLLEe, U HU Y KOTo HET BpeMeHW. He oaunH, Tak apyroi. E3aaT oHM He Ha Bonax,
a B KO/IACKAX, Ha pe3BbIX /IolagKax. TyT NpourpbiBaellb 1 BbIMrpbiBaeLlb. ITO CTapuk LlaHHoBKUY npe-
KpacHo noHaAn. Cnepsa OH NpoAan BCe, YTO MMEeN, a MOTOM B3A/1CA 3@ KapTbl M CTan UrpaTb. YenoBeK oH
6blN1 HE OYeHb YecTHbIN. [10/1b30Ba/ICA TEM, YTO Y /IOAEN B TOPOAE HET BPEMEHM M YTO OHWN XOTAT, UTOO
nX 3aHUMann. Hy, OH UX 1 3aHKMMaN. ITO CTOMNO UM HeMano aeHer. MayTom, wynepom 6bin cTapuk
LlaHHOBMY, HO rosioBa y Hero bbiia — oli-oi! C KpecTbAHaMKU-TO eMy 3TO He 0COBEHHO yaaBaioch, HO
34ecb Aena ero Wwan HegypHo. [laxe, MOXKHO CKa3aTb, AeNa Y Hero WaM oTAnYHo. MNoKa Bgpyr KoMy-To
He NoKa3anocb, YTo ero obupatot. Hy a ctapuk LlaHHOBWY 06 3TOM Kak pas n He nogyman. MNpousowwna
CBa/IKa, NO3Ba/IN NOJINLMIO, U B KOHLLE KOHLOB CTapuKy LlaHHOBMYY NpULIAOCH CO CBOMMMU AETbMU
YAMPaTb BO BCE /IONATKU. BeHeunaHCKMe BAacTM xoTenn bblio npecnenoBaTtb €ro Cy4oM, HO KaKue,
AYMan CTapuK, MOTyT ObITb PA3roBOpPbI C CYA0M, BeAb BCE PABHO CyA, HUKOraa ero He novimet! Tak ero
M HE CMOI/IM Pa3bICKaTb, A Y HEro OblIN IoWaAN U AleHbIM, U OH BHOBb 060CHOBA/ICA B ANBGaHUK, Kynun
cebe Tam UMeHMe, Lenyto AepeBHto, Aan AeTAM Xopollee obpasoBaHue. M Korga coBcem cocTapuics,
TO MUPHO CKOHYA/ICs, OKPYXKEHHbIM o0bLwmnm noyetom. TakoBa 6bina XKM3Hb cTapuKa LlaHHoBMYa. Kpe-
CTbsIHE OMN/IaKMBAIN €ro, HO OH TePMNEeTb UX HE MOT, MOTOMY YTO BCE BCMNOMMHAA TO BPEMSA, KOrAa CTOAN
nepesg, HUMKM CO cBOMMM Be3aenywKamm, Koneykamu, Bpacietamm, KOpaaioBbiMU OXKepPenbsiMmu, a
OHU Nepebupann 1 BepTeNn B pyKax BCE 3TU BELLM U B KOHLLE KOHLLOB YXOAUMN, HUYEro He KyMuB.

M 3HaeTe, Korga oTtel, — ObI/IMHKA, OH XO4YET, YTOb ero cbiH Obis1 60MbLIMM AepeBOM. A Korga oTew, —
KameHb, TO YTob cbiH Hbl ropoit. BoT ctapuk LLaHHOBMY CBOMM CbIHOBbAM M cKa3an: "lNoKa s Toprosan
3gecb, B AnbaHuu, ABaauaTb neT, A 6611 HMYTO. A noyemy? MoToMy YTO i HE HeC CBOO ro/IoBy TyAa,
rae en Hactoswee MecTo. A NOoLW/Ito Bac B BbICLYHO WKoOAy, B Magyto, — Bo3bmuTe cebe nowaaein n no-
BO3KY, @ KOra KOHYUTE y4eHbe, BCMOMHUTE MEHSA, KOTOPbIV 6osien AyLioto 3a Bac BMecCTe C Ballen Ma-
Tepblo M HOYEBa C BamMM B /iecy, C/IOBHO ANKMIA Benpb: A cam Obl1 BUHOBAT B 3TOM. KpecTbsiHe MeHs
NCCYLLIMAN, TOYHO HEeYpOXKalHbIM rog, 1 A normb 6bl, ecnu 6 He ywen K N04AM, U TamM A He nornb".

PbIxKMin nocmenBanca npo cebs, NoTPsAXMBaAA roNIoBOM, packaumeasca Bcem Tynosuwem. OHu cuae-
JIN Ha noJly Ha KoBpe. "Ec/in bbl Tenepb KTO-HMOYAb 3allen cloaa, To NpuHAN 6bl Hac 0b6omMx 3a cymac-
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Wweawmnx, TyT eCcTb ANBaH, a Mbl YCENUCb Nepes HUM Ha nony. Hy aa BNpoYyem — 4TO KOMY HPaBUTCH,
noyemy 6bl U HET, ecin YenoBeky xodeTtca? Tak BoT, mosnogon LlaHHoBuY, CtedaH, elue oHowel net
ABaauaT 6bin1 6onbwMM KpacHob6aem. OH ymen NOBEPHYTLCA U TaK, U CAK, YMe/ NOHPaBUTLCA, YMEN
ObITb TACKOBbLIM C KEHLWMHAMK M 334aBaTb TOH C My*KUMHaMW. B Maaye asopaHe yynnuce y npodec-
copos, a CtedaH yumnca y 4BopsH. M Bce OTHOCUUCL K HEMY XOPOLLO. A Korga OH npuexasn Ha no-
6b1BKY oMo B AnbaHuio — oTel, Toraa ele bbin KMB, — TOT TOXKE 0YeHb Nobun ero, ropamaca um u
ropopu: "BOT, CMOTPUTE Ha HEro, 3TO — YE/TI0OBEK, KOTOPbIN HyXeH mupy. OH He CTaHeT ABaauaTtb et
TOpProBaTb C KpecTbsiHaMK, OH onepeamMn CBOero oTua Ha ABaAuaTh feT". A loHOLwa, NOraXKnBasa CBOM
LLIEIKOBbIE PYKaBa, OTKMHY/ Ha3ag co Iba MmArkne Kyapu 1 nouesnoBas CTaporo c4acT/IMBOro oTLa co
cnoBamu: "[la Beap 3TO *Ke Bbl, OTel,, M36aBMIM MeHA OT ABaguaTy naoxux net". —"a 6yayT oHU nyu-
LWMMK B TBOEWN KU3HU!" — MONBUA OTeL, NacKasa U MUYs CBOE AETULLE.

N B camom gene, y monogoro LlaHHOBMYA BCe NOLW/O, C/IOBHO B BONLEOHOW CKa3Ke, HO TONIbKO 3TO
6blna He cKaska. Jlloam K HeMy Tak U NbHyAu. Ko Bcem cepalam oH Haxoamn Kawod. OgHaxKabl OH Co-
BEepLMA Noe3aKy B YepHOroputo, Kak HacTosLWMI KaBanep, — Obiv y HETO U KapeTbl, U KOHW, U CAYTU.
Y oTua cepaue paaoBanoch Ha CbiHA NP BUAE TaKOro BEIMKOIENUA (UTO XK, oTel, — BbIIMHKA, @ CbIH
— 6onblioe gepeso!), a B YepHoropum ero NpmMHAAK 3a rpada UM KHA3A, eMy Aarke He NoBepuamn bbl,
ecnu 6 OH CKasan: moero oTua 30ByT LlaHHOBWY, a XKMBeM Mbl B AepeBHe [1acTpoBULIE, YEM MO OTel,
Hemano ropgutcal Emy npocTo-HanpocTo He NoBepuan Hbl, HACTONBKO OH YMeN AepHKaTbCA KaK ABO-
PAHWH 13 MNaayu, Aa U NOXOX OH BbiN Ha ABOPSAHWMHA U 3HaN KX Bcex. Toraa CtedaH, cMeachb, CKasan:
nycTb 6yaet no-sawemy! N ctan Bblgasatb ceba nepes Ntoabmm 3a 60raToro NoisKa, 3a KOTOPOro OHK
M CamMu ero NpuHMUManu, 3a Hekoero 6apoHa BapTy. Hy, u Te 66111 40BONbHLI, U OH bblN AoBOsIEH".

YenoBeK, TONbKO YTO BbileAL NI U3 TIOPbMbI, BAPYT PE3KUM ABUMKEHMEM npunogHanca u cen. OH
CUZEeN Ha KOPTOYKax U CBEPXY BHM3 UCMbITYHOLLE MAAEN Ha PacCKasyMKa. A 3aTemM XON0A4HO YPOHUN:
"Ob6e3bsaHa!" — "Obe3bsHa, Tak 0b6e3bsAHa, — NpeHebpeXnTeNbHO 0TO3BA/ICA PbIXKKUIA. — Toraa, 3HauuT,
obesbsHa 3HaeT 6onblue, Yem MHOM YenoBek". Kakaa-To cuna cHoBa nosepria ero cobecegHMKa Ha
non. (Tbl 4OMKEH PACKaATbCA; OCO3HATb, YTO C/IY4YUNIOCh; OCO3HATb, YTO Tebe Haao caenatb!)

"Ntak, 8 mory npoAo/ixKatb. MOXHO €eLle MHOrOMY Hay4ynTbca y Apyrux nogei. Monoaoi LlaHHo-
BMY BCTYNW/ Ha 3TOT NyTb, M TaK OHO M MOLW/O Aasblue. -TO ero yKe He 3acTan, Aa U MOW OTeL, ero He
3acTasn, Ho NpeacTaBUTb ero cebe BoBce HeTpyAHO. Ecaum s, Hanpumep, cnpoLly Bac, XOTA Bbl TO/IbKO
yTo 0603Ba/IM MeHA 006e3bAHON, — MeXAY NPOYMM, He cnedyeT Npe3npaTtb HU OAHO KMBOTHOE Ha
CBeTe, MOTOMY YTO OHWM OKa3biBalOT HAaM MHOro barogesHuin; BCNOMHUTE XOTA Obl iowwaab, cobaky,
neBYMX NTUL, Hy, a 06e3bAH A 3HAK TOMIbKO MO APMapKe: UM NPUXOAMUTCH, CUAA HA Lenu, noTewaTb
ny6aunKy, a 3TO TAXKENasA y4yacTb, U HU Y OAHOIO YE/I0BEKA HET TaKOM TAXKE/IOM y4acTu... TaK BOT 5 BaC
(He mory Ha3BaTb Bac MO MMEHMU, NOTOMY YTO Bbl MHE ero He coobLunnu), A Bac U cnpawmneato: bnaro-
napa yemy LlaHHOBMUM, KaK CTapuK, Tak U MONOAOM, — CAENaNN TaKylo Kapbepy? Bbl AymaeTe, 4To y
HUX MO3T Bbl/1 UHAYe YCTPOEH, YTO OHU BbiNK BonbluMe YMHULbI? Tak yMHULAMMK BbiBann 1 gpyrue, Aa
BCE-TaKM BOCbMUAECATU NeT He A0CTUranm Toro, uto CredaH — ABaauaTtu. HeT, rnaBHoe B YenOBeKe —
3To rnasa u Horn! Hago ymeTb BUAETL Ntogein U NoaxoanTb K HUM.

A BOT nocaylante, yto caenan CrtedpaH LlaHHOBKMY, KOTOPbLI YyMen BUAETb OAEN U 3HAN, YTO UX
Hevero 6oaTbcs. ObpaTUTe BHUMAHME, Kak OHM MAYT HaM HaBCTPeYy, Kak OHM YyTb /I HE CaMU BbIBO-
AAT cnenoro Ha gopory. Yto oHn xotenu ot CtedaHa? Tbl — 6apoH BapTa. — Xopolulo, ckasan oH, NycTb
A byay 6apoH BapTa. [loTom emy, UK Ke UM, CTano u 3Toro mano. Ecam y»K oH 6apoH, Tak noyemy 6bl
M He elle nosblwe? B AnbaHum 6bl1 0ANH YesI0BEK, 3HAMEHUTbLIN, KOTOPbLIN YK AaBHO YyMep, HO KOTO-
pOro Tam NoOYMTaloT, Kak BOObLLE Hapoa, NOYMTaeT CBOMX repoes, 1 3Banu Toro Yenoseka CkaHaepber.
Ecnm 6bl LaHHOBMY TO/IbKO MoOT, OH 6bl CKasas, YTO OH M ecTb TOT camblit CkaHaepber. Ho Tak Kak
CKaHzepber AaBHO ymep, TO OH CKasas, YTo OH — NOTOMOK CKaHaepbera, NpuUHAN BaXKHbIM BUA, Ha-
3Bas1 ceba npuHuem Kactpnotom AnbaHCKMM M 3aaBUA, YTO CHOBA caenaet AnBGaHUIo BEIMKOM U YTO
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€ro NpuBepKeHLbl TONIbKO KAYT 3HaKa. EMy ganun aeHer, 4Tobbl OH MOT KUTb, Kak Nog0baeT NOTOMKY
CkaHpaepbera. OH AOCTaBWA NHOAAM UCTUHHOE YA0BONLCTBUE. Beab XOAAT Ke OHUM B TeaTp U CayLaoT
BCAKME BblAYMaHHble BELLM, KOTOPbIE UM NPUATHbI. U naaTaT 3a 3T10. Tak noyemy Obl UM He NAaTUTb,
KOraa Takoro poga NpPUATHbIE BELLM CNYYAOTCA C HUMW HEM UK YTPOM, Tem Bosiee Koraa nogm camu
MOTyT NPUHATb y4acTue B urpe?"

M cHOBa YeN0BEK B YXENTOM JIeTHEM NasbTo NPUNOAHANCA € Nona. J/Ivuo y Hero 6bl10 neYvanbHoe,
CMOPLLEHHOE, OH NOMAAEN CBEPXY BHM3 Ha PbIXKero, KaliaHyn U U3MEHMBLUMMCA TO/I0COM CKasan:
"CKarknte-Ka, 4yenoBek 60XKnii, Bbl HE C IYHbI CBAINANUCDL, a7 Bbl, BepHO, c yma cnatuamn?" —"C nyHbl cBa-
nannca? Yto XK, noxanyn. To 1 — obesbsHa, To — ¢ yma cnsatun'. — "HeT, Bbl MHe CKaKuTe, Yero Bbl, COb-
CTBEHHO, TYT CMAMUTE U rOpPoAMUTE TaKyto Yywb?" —"A KTO CMAUT Ha MOy U He KenaeT BCTaBaTtb? A, uto
n? A mexay Tem pagom ameaH. Hy, nagHo! Ecan Bam He HpaBuTca, A 6onblue He byay pacckasbiBaTtb'.

Toraa TOT YeNoBeK, OMMAHYBLUUCH KPYTrOM, BbITAHYA HOMM U NPUCIOHUACA CIMHOK K AUBAHY, a py-
Kamu ynepcs B KoBep. "YT0, Tak byaeTt yaobHee?" — "[1a. U Bbl MoXKeTe, NoXKanyin, NpekpaTnTb Tenepb

Bally 60nToBHI". — "Kak Bam yroaHo. fl aTy UCTOPMUIO Y*Ke YAaCcTO pacCKasblBas, TaK YTO A HUYEro He
notepsto. A Bbl — Kak xotute". Ho nocne Heb6onbLwoOWN nay3bl TOT CHOBA 0B6EPHY/ICA K PAcCKasumKy U
nonpocun: "Tak n 6bITb, AOCKaAXKMTE Bally UCTOpUIO A0 KoHUA". — "Hy, BoT Bugute. Korga uto-HMbyab

PaCcCKa3blBaloT UM Pa3roBapmBaellb, BPEMA NPOXOAMUT KaK-To BbiCcTpee. Beab A XOTeN TONbKO OTKPbITb
Bam rnasa. Mtak, CtedaH LLaHHOBKY, O KOTOPOM ceiyac bbina peyb, NONYYUN CTONBKO AEHET, YTO MOT
noexatb C HUMM B [epMaHuto. B YepHoropum ero Tak 1 He packycuaun. M noyuntbea cneayet y LiaH-
HoBMu4a CTedaHa TOMy, KaK OH 3Han ceba n ntogen. TyT OH OblN HEBUHEH, KaK WebeTyHbA-NTMYKa. U
0bpaTMTe BHUMaHWE, OH COBEPLLUEHHO He BOANCA NloAEeN; CaMble BEIMKUE, CaMble MOTYLLLECTBEHHbIE,
camble rpo3Hble BbIN ero gpy3bamu: KypPOPCT CAKCOHCKUM, @ TaKKe KPOHMPUHL, NPYCCKUIA, KOTOPbIM
BNOCNEACTBUMN NPOCNABU/CA KaK BEIMKUIA NONKOBOAEL, U Nepes KOTOPbIM 3Ta aBCTpUAYKa, MMNepa-
Tpuua Tepesus, Tpenetana Ha cBoem TpoHe. Ho faxke n nepes HUM LlaHHOBMY He TpeneTan. A Koraa
CredaHy cnyumnnocb NobbiBaTb B BEHe M CTONKHYTLCA TaM C /Il0AbMU, KOTOPbIE NOAKaNbIBaMCh NOA,
Hero, cama MmnepaTpumLLa BCTYNUAACb 32 HEro U cKkasana: He obuskaiTe atoro toHowy!"

HeoxugaHHblit ouHan aToro pacckasa, KOTopblii BOCCTaHOBU AYyLUEBHOe
paBHOBecHe YenoBeKa, BbiNyLLEHHOrO U3 TIOPbMbl

Cnywartenb pacxoxoTancs, 3ap»Kan y amsaHa. "Hy n Homep! Bbl mornum 6bl BbICTyNaTbh KI0OYHOM B
umnpke". PoixKnin cmeancs 3a komnaHuto: "BoT Bugute? ToNbKo, NOXaNyNcTa, NnoTuwe, He 3abbiBaiiTe
0 60/1bHbIX BHYKAX CTapuKa. A 4To, He CeCTb /1M HaM BCe-TaKM Ha AMBaAH? YTo Bbl Ha 3TO cKaxkeTe?" ToT
paccmenncs, 3abpanca Ha AMBaH U Cen B YrONOK; PbIXKKIA 3aHAN gpyron yron: "Tak-To 6yaet nomarye,
W NanbTo He NnomHeTcA". YenoBek B IeTHEM Na/ibTO B YNOP MAAEN U3 CBOErO yI/a Ha pbixero. "Takoro
yyaaKa A JaBHO YK He BCTpevan", — ckasan oH. "Bbl, MOXKeT 6bITb, MPOCTO He 06pallanv BHUMaAHUSA, —
paBHOAYLUHO OTO3BA/ICA PbIXKUIM, — NOTOMY YTO UX eLle A0BO/IbHO MHOIO Ha cBeTe. A BOT Bbl 3aMaykanu
cebe nanbTo, TYT BeAb HUKTO He BbITUPAET Hor". Y yenoBeka 13 TiopbMbl, eMy 6bi10 net 30 ¢ Hebob-
LWMM, NOBECENIENM 1333, Aa U INLO CTaNo Kak byato ceexee. "CKaxKuTe, — CMPOCU OH PbIKEFo, —YeM
Bbl, COBCTBEHHO roBops, TopryeTe? Bbl, BEPOATHO, *KunBeTe Ha nyHe?" — "MycTb byaeT Tak. YTo X, Aa-
BaliTe rOBOPUTb O JiyHe".

Tem BpemMeHeM B ABepPAX YKe MUHYT NATb CTOA/1 KAKOM-TO MY»KUYMHA C KalUTaHOBOM KypyaBoit 6opo-
non. Tenepb OH NOAOLLEN K CTOMY M CEN Ha CTyA. 9To Obl1 MOMIOAO0M elle YENOBEK, B TAKOW Ke Bento-
POBOW WAANE, KaK Y pbixkero. OH onucan pyKot Kpyr B BO34yXe U MPOH3UTE/IbHbIM FO1I0COM KPUKHYA:
"370 KTO Takoi? Y10 y Teba c HMM 3a gena?" —"A Tbl YTO TYT Aenaelwb? A ero He 3Hato, OH He Ha3Ban
cBoero umeHun". — "M Tbl pacckasbiBan eMmy BcsAkMe Hebbianubl?" — "A xoTb 6bl M Tak? Tebe-To 4To 3a
nedvans?" — "3HaunT, OH paccKasbiBan Bam HebbIINLbI?" — 06paTUACA IATEH K YE/TOBEKY U3 TIOPbMbI.
"Ila oH He roBopuT. OH TONbKO BpoaunT Mo yanuam 1 noet no gsopam". —"Hy n nyctb cebe 6poant! Yto
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Tbl ero gepuwb?" —"He TBoe aeno, uto a genato!" —"[la a ke cabllwan B ABEPSX, YTO Y BAC TyT Obis0.
Tbl emy pacckasbiBan npo LlaHHoBKWYa. [lpyroro Tbl HUYEFO U HE YyMeeLlb, KaK TO/IbKO paccKasbliBaTb Aa
paccKasbiBaTb". Toraa He3HAKOMeL, U3 TIOPbMbl, KOTOPbIN BCE BPEMA HE CBOAMA a3 C WaTeHa, BOp-
ynmeo cnpocun: "Kto Bbl, cCO6CTBEHHO, Takon? OTKyAa Bac NnpuHecno? Yero Bbl BMELLMBAETECH B €ro
aena?" —"Paccka3biBan oH Bam npo LlaHHoBMYA nnum HeT? PacckasbiBan. Mow wypuH Haxym Bce xoauT
03 XOAWUT 3@ pacCKasbiBaeT BCAKME CKA3KM M TO/IbKO camMoMy cebe HMKaK He MoxKeT nomoub". —"A Tebn
BOBCE He MPOCKUA MHe NOMOoYb. Ho pasBe Tbl He BUAMLLb, YTO EMY HEXOPOLLO, CKBEPHbIN Tbl YenoBek'".
—"A ecnu faxe eMmy M HEXOPOLO, TO YTO Thbl 3@ NocnaHel, Boxuit BbiMcKanca? Kak e, bor TonbKo Toro
W xpan, utobbl Tol ABMacal OgHomy 6 EMy HU 3a 4TO He cnpaBuTbea”. — "Hexopowui Tbl Yenosek". —
"CoBeTyto BaM AeprKaTbCA OT Hero nogasblue, cablwmnTe? HaBepHO, OH Bam TyT Hanaes, Kak NoBesno
B XM3HU LlaHHOBMYY 1 HeBecTb elle Komy". — "Ybepelubcs n Tbl, HakoHew?" — "HeT, Bbl nocaylianTe,
YTO 33 MOLUEHHMK, 3TOT 6rarogetenn-to! U oH elwe pasroBapusaet! [la pa3se 3To ero kBapTupa? Hy,
YTO Tbl ONATb TaKoe HabonTan o LlaHHOBUYE M O TOM, YEMY Y HEFO MOXKHO NOYYUTbCA. IX, CNEeA0BANO
6bl Tebe caenatbca paBBUHOM. Mbl 6 TebA YK Kak-HMbyAb Nnpokopmunn'. —"He Haao mHe Baluel 6na-
rotBoputenbHoctn!" — "A Ham He Hago Napa3MToB, KOTOPbIE BUCAT Ha YyrKou Liee! Pacckasan nn oH
BaM, YTO CTa/10Cb B KOHLLe KOHL0B C LlaHHOoBMYem?" — "[JpaHb, CKBEPHbIN Tbl Yenosek!" — "Pacckasan,
a?" YenoBek 13 TIOPbMbl YCTa/I0 NOMOPran ra3amMu, B3IIAHYA Ha PbIXKEro, KOTOPbIN, FPO3A KYN1aKoM,
HanpaBuaCcA K Asepu, n BypkHyn emy Bcneq,: "lMocToiTe, NocToiTe, He yxoauTe. Yero Bam BO/IHOBATb-
ca? MNyckali cebe 6onTaeT".

Toraa WwaTteH ropA4Yo 3aroBopus, 06paLanch To K HE3HAKOMLY, TO K PbIXKeMy, B3BOJIHOBAHHO *Ke-
CTUKYNNPYA, ep3as Ha CTyne, NPULLEKMBAA A3bIKOM, NOAEPrMBasa rofioBOM U MOMUHYTHO MEHSA Bbl-
paxkeHue nuua: "OH nogen ToNbKo coMBaeT ¢ TONKY. MycTb-Ka OH A0CKaXKeT, YeM KOHYUIOCb AeNo ¢
LlaHHoBMYem CtedpaHOM. TaK HET, 3TOro OH He PACCKa3biBaeT, a MOYEeMy HE PAaCcCKa3blBaeT, noyemy, A
Bac cnpawwmeato?" — "[loTomy 4TO Tbl HEXOPOLWMKI YenoBek, Inunzep!" — "Monydwe TebA. A BOT noyemy
(waTeH c oTBpaLLLeHMeM BO34eN PYKU U CTPALLHO BbiNy4n rnasa): LlaHHoBMYa BbirHanu us ®GnopeHumm,
Kak Bopa. Moyemy? MoTtomy uTO ero pasobnaunnn!" PbiKU yrporKatoLLe BCTan nepes HUM, HO LWaTeH
TO/NIbKO OTMaxHyAncA. "Tenepb roBopto A, — NpogoMKan oH. — OKa3anocb, OH NMcan NUCbMa PasHbIM
BNAAETENbHBIM KHA3bAM, YTO K, TAKOW KHA3b MOJly4aeT MHOIO NMCeM, a No NOYEepKy He BUAATb, YTO
3a yenosek nucan. Hy, Hawero CtedaHa 1 pa3ayno TLLeCNaBMEM, HAa3BaNCA OH NPUHLUEM AIBaHCKUM,
noexan B bptoccenb M 3aHANCA BbICOKOW MOAUTUKOM. ITO, BMAHO, CTedaHa nonyTan ero 37101 aHren.
ABMACA OH Tam BbICLUMM BNACTAM, — HeT, Bbl cebe npeacTtasbTe LlaHHOBMYA CTedaHa, 3TOro MasnbynLLKY,
— W npeanaraeT 4N BOMHbI, HE MOMHIO C KEM, HE TO CTO, He TO ABECTU TbICAY — 3TO HE BaXKHO — BOOpPY-
YKEHHbIX Ntogen. Emy nuwyT 6ymary 3a npaBuUTeNbCTBEHHOM NeYaTbio: MOKOpPHeWLwe 6aarogapum, B co-
MHUTE/IbHbIE CAENKM He NycKaemcs. M onsaTb 3101 aHren nonyTtan Hawero CtedaHa: BO3bMU, FTOBOPUT,
3Ty 6Bymary 1 nonpobyi nonyuntb nog Hee AeHbrmn! A Obila OHa NPUC/IAaHA emMy OT MUHUCTPA C TaKUM
agpecom: Ero BbicoKkobnaropoamio custenbHOMyY NpuHUY AnbaHckomy. Janu emy nog 3Ty bymarkKy
OEHer, @ NOTOM-TO OHO M BbILLJIO HAPYKY, KaKOM OH adepuct. A CKONbKO NeT emy 6b110 B TO BpemA?
Tpnauatb, 60nblie eMy U He NPULLIOCL NOXUTb B HaKa3aHWe 3a CBOM NPOAEKU. BepHyTb AeHbIN OH
He Mor, Ha Hero noganu B cya B bptoccene, TyT Bce n 06HapyKnnocb. BoT KakoB 6bia TBOM repoii, Ha-
XyM. A Tbl pacckasa/s Npo ero nevyanbHbll KOHeL, B THOPbMe, F4e OH caM BCKpbin cebe BeHbI? A Korga
OH OblN1 yXKe MepTB, — XOPOLLUEHbKas ¥U3Hb, XOPOLUEHbKUIN KOHEL,, HeYyero ckasaTb! — npuwen nanav,
KMBOAEP C TENEKKOWN ANA AO0XNbIX CObaK, Kowek M nowaaen, B3ganmn Ha Hee CtedaHa LlaHHOBMUYA,
BbIBE3 33 rOPOA, TyAa, rAe CTOAT BUCenuubl, bpocun, Kak naaasb, 1 3acbinan mycopom".

YenoseK B IETHEM ManbTO AaKe POT pasuHyn: "I1o npasaa?" (4YTo *K, CTOHATb MOXKeT n 6onbHas
MbliLb.) PbIXKWI CUMTAN KaxKa0e CI0BO, KOTOPOE BbIKPUKMBAA €ro 3aTb. [0AHAB yKa3aTeNbHbIM Nanel,
nepes camMbiM NMLIOM LIATEHA, OH Kak OyATo »KAan onpeaeneHHOn pensinkv, Tenepb OH TKHYA ero
nanbLUeM B rpyab, CMJIOHYA nepeg HMM Ha non — Tbdy, Tody! "Ha Tebe! BoT Tbl uTO 32 Yyenosek! U ato
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— Mol 3atb!" LLlaTeH HEPOBHOM NOXOAKOM OTOLEN K OKHY, 6pocuB pbixkemy: "Tak! A Tenepb roBopu Tbl
M CKaXkK, 4TO 3TO He npasga’.

CteH 6onblie He bbino. OcTanacb TO/IbKO OCBeLleHHan BUCAYEN NaMMNON MasieHbKas KOMHaTa, U
no Hen H6eranu ABa eBpes, WaTeH U PbIXKMUIA, B YEPHbIX BEOPOBbLIX LWAAMNAX, U CCOPUIUCD MEXKAY CO-
6010. Yenosek 13 THOPbMbl 06paTUICS K CBOEMY APYrY, K pbixkemy: "locnylwanTte-Ka, 3To npasaa, 4To
TOT paccKasbliBaa NPO TOro YeN0BEKA, YTO OH 3acbinasnca 1 Y4To NoTom ero younu?" —"Yéunu? Passe

rogopun "yomnnun"? — KpukHyn warteH. — OH cam NOKOHYMA ¢ coboin”. — "Hy, NycTb OH cam MOKOHYMA C
coboi", — cornacuaca pbixkuit. "A uto Xe caenanu Te, gpyrne?" — noMHTEepPecoBancs YeNoBeK U3 TIoPb-
Mbl. "KTOo 31O Te?" — "Hy, 6b11n Beab Tam elle u apyrue, Kpome camoro CtedaHa? He Bce e bbiin

MUHUCTPaMM Aa Kusogepamu aa baHkmpamm?" PoiXKUiA 1 WaTeH nepernaHynmcb. Poixkuia ckasan: "A
yTO UM 6b1N10 Aenatb? OHM cmoTpenn”.

YenoBeK B KENTOM SIETHEM MaNbTO, HEAABHO BbIMYLWEHHbIM U3 THOPbMbI, 3TOT 340POBEHHbIN AEeTU-
Ha, BCTa/ C AMBAHA, NOAHAN WAAMY, CMAXHY/ C HEE Mbl/ib U MONOXKMA Ha CTOJ1, BCE TaK YKe He FOBOPA HU
C/I0BA, PacMaxHy/ NanbTo, PACCTErHYA KUAETKY U TONbKO TOrAa CKasan: "BOT, M3BONbTE B3MNAHYTb Ha
MOM BptoKK. BOT A Kakol Obln TONICTbIN, @ TEMEPb OHU, BUANTE, KaK OTCTAIOT — LE/IbIX ABa Ky/laKa npo-
Ne3atoT, BCE OT F0/104yXM1 3TOW NPOKNATON. Bce ywno. Bce 6ptoxo K yepTy. BoT TaK Tebs n MypbIxKaT 3a
TO, YTO He Bceraa bbiBaelwb TakMM, KakMM Bbl cnegosano. Ho ToNbKO A He gymato, 4Tob apyrue 6bian
HaMHoro ny4yuwe. HeT, He gymato. TONbKO ronoBy Yesi0BEKY MopoYaT".

"Hy uTO, BUAMLWL?" — WenHyA pbiXkeMy waTeH. "Y1o Bngetb-10?" —"/[la 70, YTO 3TO KAaTOPXKHMK". —"A
X0Tb 6bl M Tak?" — "MoTom Tebe roBopAT: Tbl CBOBOAEH, MOXKELLb MATN 06PATHO B rpA3b, — NPOAOANKAN
4yenoBeK, BbINYLWEHHbIN U3 TIOPbMbl, 3aCTErMBan KUIeTKy. — A rpA3b-TO BCe Ta XKe, YTO M paHbLue. U
CMeATbCA TYT Hevemy. 3TO BUAHO M Ha TOM, YTO caenanu Te, apyrue. Npueskaet 3a MepTBbIM TEIOM B
TIOPbMY KaKafA-TO CBOJI0Yb, KaKOMN-TO, byAb OH NPOKAAT, Mep3aBeLl, C cobayben TenekKkomn, bpocaeT Ha
Hee Tpyn YenoBeKa, KOTOPbIV CaM MOKOHYKUA € COBOM, N — AEN0 C KOHLOM; U KaK 3TO ero, noaaeua, He
pacTep3ann Ha MecTe 3a TO, YTO OH TaK COrpeLln/ Nepes YesloBEeKOM, KeM Obl TOT HU Bbin?" — "Hy uTo
BaM Ha 3TO CKa3aTb?" — COKPYLIEHHO NPOMONBUA PbIXKMA. "YTO K, pa3Be Mbl 6oNbLIE YK U HE NtoaM,
€C/IN Mbl COBEPLUMAN YTO-HMBYAb Takoe? Bce moryT onATb BCTaTb Ha HOMM, BCE, KOTOpble CUAENMU B
TIOpPbMe, YTO Bbl OHM HM Hagenann". (O yem Kanetb-To? Hapo pasBasatb cebe pyku! Pybutb ¢ nneya!
Toraa Bce ocTaHeTcs no3agu, Toraa Bce NponaeT — U cTpax M Bce Takoe!) "MHe To/IbKo XoTenoch A0-
Ka3aTb, YTO BaM He cneayeT NPUCAYLIMBATLCA KO BCEMY, YTO pacCcKa3biBaeT MOW WYpUH. MIHOM pa3 He
BCE MOXHO, YTO XOYETCS, @ HaA0 YCTPOUTLCA Kak-To no-apyromy". — "Kakana K 3To cnpaBeaiMBoCTb —
H6pocuTb YENIOBEKA HA CBAJIKY, Kak cObaKy, Aa elle 3acbiNaTb MyCOPOM, pa3Be 3TO CNpaBes/IMBO Mo OT-
HOLLEHMIO K MOKOMHUKY? Tbdy Tbl, 4epT! Hy a Tenepb A ¢ Bamu pacnpoluatock. [arite mHe Bally nany.
BuiKy, Bbl KenlaeTe MHe f06pa, 1 Bbl TOXKe (OH MOXKan pyKy pbixemy). MeHs 30ByT bubepkond, ®paHLu.
OyeHb MU0 C Ballel CTOPOHbI, YTO MEHA NPUIOTUAN. A TO A YK coBCcem Obln roToB CBUXHYTbCA. Hy Aa
nagHo, nponget". Ob6a eBpes c yAbIGKON NOXKaNU eMy pyKy. PbIXKUI, CUAA, ONTO TUCKAN €ro NaA0Hb B
cBoel. "BoT Tenepb Bam B CAaMOM Zle1e CTas10 /ydlle, — NOBTOPSA/ OH. — Ecin byaeT Bpems — 3axoguTe.
byay oueHb pag'". — "bnarogapto Bac, HeNpPeMeHHO, BPEMA-TO HANAETCA, BOT TO/IbKO AEHET HE HalTK.
M NOKNOHUTECb OT MEHS TOMY CTAapPOMYy FOCMOAMHY, KOTOPbIA B6bla TYT € BaMKU. Hy 1 cununwia y Hero B
pyKax, CKaxuTte, He bl 1M OH B NpeXKHee Bpems pe3HMKomM? [laBaliTe-Ka A eLle }KUBEHbKO npusesy
B NOPAZOK KOBEP, OH Yy Bac coBcem cbusca. [a Bbl He becnokonTechb, A MOry oauH. A Tenepb CToA,
Ta-ak!" OH nonsan Ha YeTBepPEHbKaX, BECENO NOCMENBAACH 3a CMIMHOM pbixKero: "BOT TyT Ha Moy Mbl
C BaMmu cnaenun n becegoBanun. 3ameyaTtesibHoe, NPOCTUTE, MECTO As cuaeHba". Ero nposoauan Ao
Aepein. Pbixkuii 03aboyeHHo cnpocua: "A Bbl cmoxkeTe AT oguH?" LLaTeH noATONKHYA ero B 6OK:
"Y10 Thi €ro cmyuwiaeLb?" YenoBeK 13 TIOPbMbI BbINPAMUCA, TPSIXHYA FrON0OBOM U, pa3rpebana nepes
coboi pykamum Bo3gyx (nobonblue Bo3ayxy, Bo3ayxy, bonblue BO34yxy — TONbKO U Bcero!), ckasan: "He
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6ecnokonTecb. MeHs Bbl TEMEPb MOMKETE C IEFKUM CEPALLEM OTNYCTUTL. Bbl Ke pacckasanm o Horax u
rnasax. Y MeHs OHM ellle ecTb. X y MeHsl HUKTO He OTHAA. [lo cBMAaHbA, rocnoaa’.

M Noka OH Lwen No TeCHOMY, 3arpOMOXKAEHHOMY ABOpPY, 06a MAAeNN C NeCTHULbI emy Bcnea,. Lns-
ny OH HaZIBUHY/ Ha [N1a3a W, NepeLuarHys Yyepes Nyxy b6eH3nHa, npobopmoTan: "Yx, rafgocTb Kakas!
PIOMKY KOHbAKY 6bl. KTO nogBepHeTcs, Moay4uT B MopAy. Hy-Ka, rae 34ecb MOMKHO A0CTaTb KOHbAKY?"

HacTpoeHue 6e3fesaTenbHoe, K KOHLY AHA 3HaUMTeNIbHOE NajeHune KYpcoB, ¢
Fambyprom Bsano, JloHpoH cnabee

LWen poxab. Cnesa, Ha MioHULWTPacce, CBEPKaaAn Ha3BaHMA KMHOTeaTpoB. Ha yray 66110 He npoii-
W, 10N TOANUAKCD ¥ 3ab0pa, 32 KOTOPbIM HauyMHaNacb rMyboKasa BbleMKa, — TPaMBaliHble pPenbChbl
KaK 6bl NOBUC/IM B BO34YyXe; MeAIEHHO, OCTOPOXHO MOA3 NO HUM BaroH. Mwb Tbl, CTPOAT NOA3EMHYHO
[opory, — 3HauuT, paboTy HanTK B bep/iHe elle MOXKHO. A BOH M KMHO. [1eTAM MOJIOXKe CEMHaALATH
neT Bxop, BocnpeuieH. Ha orpomHom nnakaTe 6bin n30b6paxkeH APKO-KPACHbIN AXKEHTNbMEH Ha CTy-
NeHbKax NeCTHULbI, KaKasa-To rynAawas gesmua obHMMana ero Horn; OHa fiexkana Ha NecTHUUE, a OH
CTpOUAN Npe3puTenbHyto GpruanoHomuio. Huxke 6b110 HanucaHo: bes poguteneit, cyabba ogHoOM cupo-
Tbl B 6 gencTBuAx. YTo K, AaBai, MOCMOTPUM 3Ty KapTUHY. OpKeCTPMOH 3aamBascs BoBCto. Bxoa 60
NEHHMUTOB.
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CEMWUHAP BTOPOW:
BEPJIMHCKWUE CKOTOBOMHW U BEPJIVH KAK BABWJIOH

(HaszeaHue yemeepmoii KHu2u pomaHa "bepnuH AneKcaHdepnaay" u ompbIBOK U3 3moli KHu2u o
cKomoboliHax u bubnelickom Noee):

VIERTES BUCH

Franz Biberkopf hat eigentlich kein Ungliick getroffen. Der gewdéhnliche Leser wird erstaunt sein und
fragen: was war dabei? Aber Franz Biberkopf ist kein gewéhnlicher Leser. Er merkt, sein Grundsatz, so
einfach er ist, muf8 irgendwo fehlerhaft sein. Er weifs nicht wo, aber schon daf er es ist, grdbt ihn in
allerschwerste Betriibnis.

Ihr werdet den Mann hier saufen sehen und sich fast verloren geben. Aber es war noch nicht so hart,
Franz Biberkopf ist fiir schlimmere Dinge aufbewahrt.

<.>

Denn es geht dem Menschen wie dem Vieh;

wie dies stirbt, so stirbt er auch

Der Schlachthof in Berlin. Im Nordosten der Stadt zwischen der Eldenaer StralRe liber die Thaer-
straRe weg Uber die Landsberger Allee bis an die Cotheniusstralle die Ringbahn entlang ziehen sich
die Hauser, Hallen und Stélle vom Schlacht- und Viehhof. Er bedeckt eine Flache von 47,88 ha, gleich
187,50 Morgen, ohne die Bauten hinter der Landsberger Allee hat das 27 083 492 Mark verschluckt,
woran der Viehhof mit 7 Millionen 682 844 Mark, der Schlachthof mit 19 Millionen 410 648 Mark be-
teiligt ist. Viehhof, Schlachthof und FleischgroBmarkt bilden ein untrennbares wirtschaftliches Ganzes.
Verwaltungsorgan ist die Deputation fir den Vieh- und Schlachthof, bestehend aus zwei Magistrats-
mitgliedern, einem Bezirksamtsmitglied, 11 Stadtverordneten und 3 Biirgerdeputierten. Im Betrieb
sind beschaftigt 258 Beamte, darunter Tierdrzte, Beschauer, Stempler, Hilfstierarzte, Hilfsbeschauer,
Festangestellte, Arbeiter. Verkehrsordnung vom 4. Oktober 1900, Allgemeinbestimmungen, Regelung
des Auftriebs, Lieferung des Futters. Gebihrentarif: Marktgebuhren, Liegegeblihren, Schlachtgebih-
ren, Geblhren flr die Entfernung von Futtertrogen aus der Schweinemarkthalle.

Die Eldenaer StraRe entlang ziehen sich die schmutziggrauen Mauern, oben mit Stacheldraht. Die
Bdaume drauBen sind kahl, es ist Winter, die Baume haben ihren Saft in die Wurzeln geschickt, warten
den Frihling ab. Schlachterwagen karriolen an in schlankem Galopp, gelbe und rote Rader, leichte
Pferde vorneweg. Hinter einem Wagen lauft ein mageres Pferd, vom Trottoir ruft einer hinterher Emil,
sie handeln um den Gaul, 50 Mark und eine Lage fiir uns acht, das Pferd dreht sich, zittert, knabbert
an einem Baum, der Kutscher reildt es zurtick, 50 Mark und eine Lage, Otto, sonst Abfahrt. Der unten
beklatscht das Pferd: gemacht.

Gelbe Verwaltungsgebaude, ein Obelisk fiir Gefallene aus dem Krieg. Und rechts und links langge-
streckte Hallen mit glasernen Dachern, das sind die Stélle, die Warteraume. DraufSen schwarze Tafeln:
Eigentum des Interessenverbands der GroRschlachtereien von Berlin e. V. Nur mit Genehmigung sind
Bekanntmachungen an dieser Tafel gestattet, der Vorstand.

An den langen Hallen sind Tiiren, schwarze Offnungen zum Eintrieb der Tiere, Zahlen dran, 26, 27,
28. Die Rinderhalle, die Schweinehalle, die Schlachtraume: Totengerichte fiir die Tiere, schwingende
Beile, du kommst mir nicht lebend raus. Friedliche StraBen grenzen an, StraBmannstralRe, Liebigstra-
Re, Proskauer, Gartenanlagen, in denen Leute spazieren. Sie wohnen warm beieinander, wenn einer
erkrankt und Halsschmerzen hat, kommt der Arzt gelaufen.
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Aber auf der andern Seite ziehen sich die Geleise der Ringbahn 15 Kilometer. Aus den Provinzen
rollt das Vieh ran, Exemplare der Gattung Schaf, Schwein, Rind, aus Ostpreul’en, Pommern, Branden-
burg, WestpreuRen. Uber die Viehrampen mahen, bldken sie herunter. Die Schweine grunzen und
schniffeln am Boden, sie sehen nicht, wo es hingeht, die Treiber mit den Stecken laufen hinterher.
In die Stalle, da legen sie sich hin, liegen weil, feist beieinander, schnarchen, schlafen. Sie sind lange
getrieben worden, dann gerittelt in den Wagen, jetzt vibriert nichts unter ihnen, nur kalt sind die
Fliesen, sie wachen auf, drangen an andere. Sie liegen lbereinandergeschoben. Da kimpfen zwei, in
der Bucht ist Platz, sie wiihlen Kopf gegen Kopf, schnappen sich gegen die Halse, die Ohren, drehen
sich im Kreis, rocheln, manchmal sind sie ganz still, beien blof3. In Furcht klettert eins tiber die Leiber
der andern, das andere klettert hinterher, schnappt, die unten wiihlen sich auf, die beiden plumpen
herunter, suchen sich.

Ein Mann im Leinenkittel wandert durch den Gang, die Bucht wird gedffnet, mit einem Stock tritt
er zwischen sie, die Tur ist offen, sie drangen heraus, quieken, ein Grunzen und Schreien fangt an. Und
nun alles durch die Ginge. Uber die Hofe, zwischen die Hallen werden die weiRen drolligen Tiere ge-
trieben, die dicken lustigen Schenkel, die lustigen Ringelschwanzchen, und griine rote Striche auf dem
Ricken. Das ist Licht, liebe Schweinchen, das ist Boden, schnubbert nur, sucht, fir wieviel Minuten
noch. Nein ihr habt recht, man darf nicht mit der Uhr arbeiten, immer nur schnubbern und wiihlen. Ihr
werdet geschlachtet werden, ihr seid da, seht euch das Schlachthaus an, das Schweineschlachthaus.
Es gibt alte Hauser, aber ihr kommt in ein neues Modell. Es ist hell, aus roten Steinen gebaut, man
konnte es von draullen fir eine Schlosserei halten, fir eine Werkstatt der einen Bliroraum oder fiir
einen Konstruktionssaal. Ich will andersherum gehen, liebe Schweinchen, denn ich bin ein Mensch, ich
gehe durch diese Tur da, wir treffen uns drin wieder.

StoR gegen die Tir, sie federt, schwingt hin und her. Puh, der Dampf! Was dampfen die. Da bist
du im Dampf wie in einem Bad, da nehmen die Schweine vielleicht ein russischrémisches Bad. Man
geht irgendwo, du siehst nicht wo, die Brille ist einem beschlagen, man geht vielleicht nackt, schwitzt
sich den Rheumatismus aus, mit Kognak allein gehts nicht, man klappert in Pantoffeln. Es ist nichts
zu sehen, der Dampf ist zu dicht. Aber dies Quietschen, Rdcheln, Klappen, Mannerrufe, Fallen von
Geraten, Schlagen von Deckeln. Hier miissen irgendwo die Schweine sein, sie sind von driben her,
von der Langsseite rein gekommen. Dieser dicke weille Dampf. Da sind ja schon Schweine, da hdangen
ja welche, die sind schon tot, die hat man gekappt, die sind beinah reif zum Fressen. Da steht einer
mit einem Schlauch und spritzt die weien Schweinehalften ab. Sie hangen an Eisenstandern, kop-
fabwarts, manche Schweine sind ganz, die Beine oben sind mit einem Querholz gesperrt, ein totes
Tier kann eben nichts machen, es kann auch nicht laufen. SchweinsfiiRe liegen abgehackt auf einem
Stapel. Zwei Mann tragen aus dem Nebel was an, an einem Eisenbalken ein ausgeweidetes gedffnetes
Tier. Sie heben den Balken an den Laufring. Da schweben schon viele Kollegen herunter, gucken sich
stumpfsinnig die Fliesen an.

Im Nebel gehst du durch den Saal. Die Steinplatten sind gerieft, sie sind feucht, auch blutig. Zwisch-
en den Standern die Reihen der weiRen ausgeweideten Tiere. Hinten missen die Totschlagsbuchten
sein, da klatscht es, klappt, quiekt, schreit, rochelt, grunzt. Da stehen dampfende Kessel, Bottiche, von
da kommt der Dampf. Manner hangen in das siedende Wasser die getdteten Tiere rein, brihen sie,
schon weil ziehn sie sie raus, ein Mann kratzt mit einem Messer noch die Oberhaut ab, das Tier wird
noch weiller, ganz glatt. Ganz sanft und weil}, sehr befriedigt wie nach einem anstrengenden Bad,
nach einer wohlgelungenen Operation oder Massage liegen die Schweine in Reihen auf Banken, Bret-
tern, sie bewegen sich nicht in ihrer gesattigten Ruhe und in ihren neuen weiRen Hemden. Sie liegen
alle auf der Seite, bei manchen sieht man die doppelte Zitzenreihe, wieviel Briiste ein Schwein hat,
das missen fruchtbare Tiere sein. Aber sie haben alle hier einen graden roten Schlitz am Hals, genau
in der Mittellinie, das ist sehr verdachtig.
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Jetzt klatscht es wieder, eine Tiur wird hinten gedffnet, der Dampf zieht ab, sie treiben eine neue
Schar Schweine rein, ihr lauft da, ich bin vorn durch die Schiebtiir gegangen, drollige rosige Tiere,
lustige Schenkel, lustige Ringelschwanze, der Riicken mit bunten Strichen. Und sie schniiffeln in der
neuen Bucht. Die ist kalt wie die alte, aber es ist noch etwas von Nasse am Boden, das unbekannt ist,
eine rote Schliipfrigkeit. Sie scheuern mit dem Rissel daran.

Ein junger Mann von blasser Farbe, mit angeklebtem blondem Haar, hat eine Zigarre im Mund.
Siehe da, das ist der letzte Mensch, der sich mit euch beschaftigt! Denkt nicht schlecht von ihm, er
tut nur, was seines Amtes ist. Er hat eine Verwaltungsangelegenheit mit euch zu regeln. Er hat nur
Stiefel, Hose, Hemd und Hosentrager an, die Stiefel bis lber die Knie. Das ist seine Amtstracht. Er
nimmt seine Zigarre aus dem Mund, legt sie in ein Fach an der Wand, nimmt aus der Ecke ein langes
Beil. Es ist das Zeichen seiner behordlichen Wiirde, seines Rangs liber euch, wie die Blechmarke beim
Kriminal. Er wird sie euch gleich vorzeigen. Das ist eine lange Holzstange, die der junge Mann bis
zur Schulterhohe Uber die quiekenden kleinen Schweine unten hochhebt, die da ungestort wiihlen,
schniiffeln und grunzen. Der Mann geht herum, den Blick nach unten, sucht, sucht. Es handelt sich um
ein Ermittlungsverfahren gegen eine gewisse Person, eine gewisse Person in Sachen x gegen y. — Hatz!
Da ist ihm eins vor die FliRe gelaufen, hatz! noch eins. Der Mann ist flink, er hat sich legitimiert, das
Beil ist heruntergesaust, getaucht in das Gedrdange mit der stumpfen Seite auf einen Kopf, noch einen
Kopf. Das war ein Augenblick. Das zappelt unten. Das strampelt. Das schleudert sich auf die Seite. Das
weild nichts mehr. Und liegt da. Was machen die Beine, der Kopf. Aber das macht das Schwein nicht,
das machen die Beine als Privatperson. Und schon haben zwei Manner aus dem Brihraum heriberge-
sehen, es ist so weit, sie neben einen Schieber an der Totschlagbucht hoch, ziehen das Tier heraus,
das lange Messer zum Scharfen an einem Stab gesetzt und hingekniet, schubb schubb in den Hals
gestolen, ritsch ein langer Schnitt, ein sehr langer in den Hals, das Tier wird wie ein Sack gedffnet,
tiefe tauchende Schnitte, das Tier zuckt, strampelt, schlagt, es ist bewuBtlos, jetzt nur bewulStlos, bald
mehr, es quiekt, und nun die Halsadern ge6ffnet. Es ist tief bewul3tlos, wir sind in die Metaphysik, die
Theologie eingetreten, mein Kind, du gehst nicht mehr auf der Erde, wir wandern jetzt auf Wolken.
Rasch das flache Becken ran, das schwarze heiRe Blut stromt ein, schaumt, wirft Blasen im Becken,
rasch rihren. Im Korper gerinnt das Blut, soll Pfropfe machen, Wunden stopfen. Jetzt ist es aus dem
Korper raus, und noch immer will es gerinnen. Wie ein Kind noch Mama, Mama schreit, wenn es auf
dem Operationstisch liegt und gar keine Rede von der Mama ist, und die Mama will gar nicht kommen,
aber das ist zum Ersticken unter der Maske mit dem Ather, und es schreit noch immer, bis es nicht
mehr kann: Mama. Ritsch, ritsch, die Adern rechts, die Adern links. Rasch rihren. So. Jetzt 1aRt das
Zucken nach. Jetzt liegst du still. Wir sind am Ende von Physiologie und Theologie, die Physik beginnt.

Der Mann, der hingekniet ist, steht auf. Die Knie tun ihm weh. Das Schwein muf§ gebriiht werden,
ausgeweidet, zerhackt, das geht Zug um Zug. Der Chef, wohlgenahrt, geht mit der Tabakspfeife hin und
her durch den Dampf, blickt manchmal in einen offenen Bauch rein. An der Wand neben der schwing-
enden Tur hangt ein Plakat: Ballfest erster Viehexpedienten Saalbau, Friedrichshain, Kapelle Kerm-
bach. DrauBen sind angezeigt Boxkampfe Germaniasale, Chausseestrale 110, Eintrittspreise 1,50 M.
bis 10 Mark. 4 Qualifikationskdampfe.

Viehmarkt Auftrieb: 1399 Rinder, 2700 Kalber, 4654 Schafe, 18 864 Schweine. Marktverlauf: Rinder
in guter Ware glatt, sonst ruhig. Kalber glatt, Schafe ruhig, Schweine anfangs fest, nachher schwach,
fette vernachlassigt.

Auf den ViehstralRen blast der Wind, es regnet. Rinder bloken, Manner treiben eine grolRe briil-
lende, behornte Herde. Die Tiere sperren sich, sie bleiben stehen, sie rennen falsch, die Treiber laufen
um sie mit Stocken. Ein Bulle bespringt noch mitten im Haufen eine Kuh, die Kuh lauft rechts und links
ab, der Bulle ist hinter ihr her, er steigt machtig immer von neuem an ihr hoch.
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Ein groBer weiller Stier wird in die Schlachthalle getrieben. Hier ist kein Dampf, keine Bucht wie
fir die wimmelnden Schweine. Einzeln tritt das grolRe starke Tier, der Stier, zwischen seinen Treibern
durch das Tor. Offen liegt die blutige Halle vor ihm mit den hangenden Halften, Vierteln, den zerhack-
ten Knochen. Der grof3e Stier hat eine breite Stirn. Er wird mit Stécken und StéRen vor den Schlachter
getrieben. Der gibt ihm, damit er besser steht, mit dem flachen Beil noch einen leichten Schlag gegen
ein Hinterbein. Jetzt greift der eine Stiertreiber von unten um den Hals. Das Tier steht, gibt nach,
sonderbar leicht gibt es nach, als ware es einverstanden und willige nun ein, nachdem es alles gesehn
hat und weil3: das ist sein Schicksal, und es kann doch nichts machen. Vielleicht hélt es die Bewegung
des Viehtreibers auch fir eine Liebkosung, denn es sieht so freundlich aus. Es folgt den ziehenden Ar-
men des Viehtreibers, biegt den Kopf schrag beiseite, das Maul nach oben.

Da steht der aber hinter ihm, der Schlachter, mit dem aufgehobenen Hammer. Blick dich nicht um.
Der Hammer, von dem starken Mann mit beiden Fausten aufgehoben, ist hinter ihm, tGber ihm und
dann: wumm herunter. Die Muskelkraft eines starken Mannes wie ein Keil eisern in das Genick. Und im
Moment, der Hammer ist noch nicht abgehoben, schnellen die vier Beine des Tieres hoch, der ganze
schwere Korper scheint anzufliegen. Und dann, als wenn es ohne Beine ware, dumpft das Tier, der
schwere Leib, auf den Boden, auf die starr angekrampften Beine, liegt einen Augenblick so und kippt
auf die Seite. Von rechts und links umwandert ihn der Henker, kracht ihm neue gnadige Betaubungsla-
dungen gegen den Kopf, gegen die Schlafen, schlafe, du wirst nicht mehr aufwachen. Dann nimmt der
andere neben ihm seine Zigarre aus dem Mund, schnauzt sich, zieht sein Messer ab, es ist lang wie
ein halber Degen, und kniet hinter dem Kopf des Tieres, dessen Beine schon der Krampf verlassen hat.
Kleine zuckende Sto6Re macht es, den Hinterleib wirft es hin und her. Der Schlachter sucht am Boden,
er setzt das Messer nicht an, er ruft nach der Schale fiir das Blut. Das Blut kreist noch drin, ruhig,
wenig erregt unter den StoRen eines machtigen Herzens. Das Rickenmark ist zwar zerquetscht, aber
das Blut flieBt noch ruhig durch die Adern, die Lungen atmen, die Darme bewegen sich. Jetzt wird das
Messer angesetzt werden, und das Blut wird herausstiirzen, ich kann es mir schon denken, armdick im
Strahl, schwarzes, schénes, jubelndes Blut. Dann wird der ganze lustige Festjubel das Haus verlassen,
die Gaste tanzen hinaus, ein Tumult, und weg die frohlichen Weiden, der warme Stall, das duftende
Futter, alles weg, fortgeblasen, ein leeres Loch, Finsternis, jetzt kommt ein neues Weltbild. Oha, es ist
plotzlich ein Herr erschienen, der das Haus gekauft hat, Straendurchbruch, bessere Konjunktur, er
wird abreiflen. Man bringt die groRe Schale, schiebt sie ran, das machtige Tier wirft die Hinterbeine
hoch. Das Messer fahrt ihm in den Hals neben der Kehle, behutsam die Adern aufgesucht, solche Ader
hat starke Haute, sie liegt gut gesichert. Und da ist sie auf, noch eine, der Schwall, heiRe dampfende
Schwarze, schwarzrot sprudelt das Blut heraus Gber das Messer, tGiber den Arm des Schlachters, das
jubelnde Blut, das heiRe Blut, die Gaste kommen, der Akt der Verwandlung ist da, aus der Sonne ist
dein Blut gekommen, die Sonne hat sich in deinem Korper versteckt, jetzt kommt sie wieder hervor.
Das Tier atmet ungeheuer auf, das ist wie eine Erstickung, ein ungeheurer Reiz, es rochelt, rasselt. Ja,
das Gebalk kracht. Wie die Flanken sich so schrecklich heben, ist ein Mann dem Tier behilflich. Wenn
ein Stein fallen will, gib ihm einen StoR. Ein Mann springt auf das Tier herauf, auf den Leib, mit beiden
Beinen, steht oben, wippt, tritt auf die Eingeweide, wippt auf und ab, das Blut soll rascher heraus, ganz
heraus. Und das Rocheln wird starker, es ist ein sehr hingezogenes Keuchen, Verkeuchen, mit leichten
abwehrenden Schlagen der Hinterbeine. Die Beine winken leise. Das Leben réchelt sich nun aus, der
Atem |aRt nach. Schwer dreht sich der Hinterleib, kippt. Das ist die Erde, die Schwerkraft. Der Mann
wippt nach oben. Der andere unten prapariert schon das Fell am Hals zurtick.

Frohliche Weiden, dumpfer, warmer Stall.

Der gut beleuchtete Fleischerladen. Die Beleuchtung des Ladens und die des Schaufensters mus-
sen in harmonischen Einklang gebracht werden. Es kommt vorwiegend direktes oder halb in direktes
Licht in Betracht. Im allgemeinen sind Leuchtkdrper fir vorwiegend direktes Licht zweckmaRig, weil
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hauptsachlich der Ladentisch und der Hackklotz gut beleuchtet werden miissen. Kiinstliches Tages-
licht, erzeugt durch Benutzen von Blaufilter, kann flr den Fleischerladen nicht in Betracht kommen,
weil Fleischwaren stets nach einer Beleuchtung verlangen, unter der die natirliche Fleischfarbe nicht
leidet.

Geflllte Spitzbeine. Nachdem die FiiRe sauber gereinigt sind, werden sie der Lange nach gespalten,
so daR die Schwarte noch zusammenhangt, werden zusammengeklappt und mit dem Faden umwi-
ckelt.

— Franz, zwei Wochen hockst du jetzt auf deiner elenden Kammer. Deine Wirtin wird dich bald raus-
setzen. Du kannst ihr nicht zahlen, die Frau vermietet nicht zum SpaR. Wenn du dich nicht bald zusam-
mennimmst, wirst du ins Asyl gehen missen. Und was dann, ja was dann. Deine Bude l{iftest du nicht,
du gehst nicht zum Barbier, ein brauner Vollbart wachst dir, die 15 Pfennig wirst du schon aufbringen.

Gesprach mit Hiob, es liegt an dir, Hiob, du willst nicht

Als Hiob alles verloren hatte, alles, was Menschen verlieren kdnnen, nicht mehr und nicht weniger,
da lag er im Kohlgarten.

"Hiob, du liegst im Kohlgarten, an der Hundehitte, grade so weit weg, dald dich der Wachhund
nicht beilen kann. Du horst das Knirschen seiner Zdhne. Der Hund bellt, wenn sich nur ein Schritt
naht. Wenn du dich umdrehst, dich aufrichten willst, knurrt er, schieSt vor, zerrt an seiner Kette,
springt hoch, geifert und schnappt.

Hiob, das ist der Palast, und das sind die Garten und die Felder, die du selbst einmal besessen hast.
Diesen Wachhund hast du gar nicht einmal gekannt, den Kohlgarten, in den man dich geworfen hat,
hast du gar nicht einmal gekannt, wie auch die Ziegen nicht, die man morgens an dir vorbeitreibt und
die dicht bei dir im Vorbeiziehen am Gras zupfen und mahlen und sich die Backen vollstopfen. Sie ha-
ben dir gehort.

Hiob, jetzt hast du alles verloren. In den Schuppen darfst du abends kriechen. Man fiirchtet deinen
Aussatz. Du bist strahlend Uber deine Giiter geritten und man hat sich um dich gedrangt. Jetzt hast du
den Holzzaun vor der Nase, an dem die Schneckchen hochkriechen. Du kannst auch die Regenwiirmer
studieren. Es sind die einzigen Wesen, die sich nicht vor dir flirchten.

Deine grindigen Augen, du Haufen Ungllick, du lebender Morast, machst du nur manchmal auf.

Was qualt dich am meisten, Hiob? Dald du deine S6hne und Téchter verloren hast, dal du nichts
besitzt, dal® du in der Nacht frierst, deine Geschwiire im Rachen, an der Nase? Was, Hiob?"

"Wer fragt?"

"Ich bin nur eine Stimme."

"Eine Stimme kommt aus einem Hals."

"Du meinst, ich muR ein Mensch sein."

"Ja, und darum will ich dich nicht sehen. Geh weg."

“Ich bin nur eine Stimme, Hiob, mach die Augen auf, so weit du kannst, du wirst mich nicht sehen."

"Ach, ich phantasiere. Mein Kopf, mein Gehirn, jetzt werde ich noch verrickt gemacht, jetzt neh-
men sie mir noch meine Gedanken."

"Und wenn sie es tun, ist es schade?"

"Ich will doch nicht."

"Obwohl du so leidest, und so leidest durch deine Gedanken, willst du sie nicht verlieren?"

"Frage nicht, geh weg."

"Aber ich nehme sie dir gar nicht. Ich will nur wissen, was dich am meisten qualt."

"Das geht keinen etwas an."

"Niemanden als dich?"

"Ja, ja!l Und dich nicht."
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Der Hund bellt, knurrt, beifft um sich. Die Stimme kommt nach einiger Zeit wieder.

"Sind es deine S6hne, um die du jammerst?"

"Fir mich braucht keiner zu beten, wenn ich tot bin. Ich bin Gift fir die Erde. Hinter mir muf8 man
ausspeien. Hiob mufl man vergessen."

"Deine Tochter?"

"Die Tochter, ah. Sie sind auch tot. Ilhnen ist wohl. Sie waren Bilder von Frauen. Sie hatten mir Enkel
gebracht, und weg gerafft sind sie. Eine nach der andern ist hingestiirzt, als ob Gott sie nimmt an den
Haaren, hochhebt und niederwirft, daR sie zerbrechen."

"Hiob, du kannst deine Augen nicht aufmachen, sie sind verklebt, sie sind verklebt. Du jammerst,
weil du im Kohlgarten liegst, und der Hundeschuppen ist das letzte, was dir geblieben ist, und deine
Krankheit."

"Die Stimme, du Stimme, wessen Stimme du bist und wo du dich versteckst."

"Ich weild nicht, worum du jammerst."

"Oh, oh."

"Du stohnst und weilt es auch nicht, Hiob."

"Nein, ich habe — "

"Ich habe?"

"Ich habe keine Kraft. Das ist es."

"Die mochtest du haben."

"Keine Kraft mehr, zu hoffen, keinen Wunsch. Ich habe kein Gebil3. Ich bin weich, ich schame mich."

"Das hast du gesagt."

"Und es ist wahr."

"Ja, du weilt es. Das ist das Schrecklichste."

"Es steht mir also schon auf der Stirn. Solch Fetzen bin ich."

"Das ist es, Hiob, woran du am meisten leidest. Du mochtest nicht schwach sein, du mochtest
widerstreben kdnnen, oder lieber ganz durchléchert sein, dein Gehirn weg, die Gedanken weg, dann
schon ganz Vieh. Wiinsche dir etwas."

"Du hast mich schon soviel gefragt, Stimme, jetzt glaube ich, da® du mich fragen darfst. Heile mich!
Wenn du es kannst. Ob du Satan oder Gott oder Engel oder Mensch bist, heile mich."

"Von jedem wirst du Heilung annehmen?"

"Heile mich."

"Hiob, Uberleg dir gut, du kannst mich nicht sehen. Wenn du die Augen aufmachst, erschrickst du
vielleicht vor mir. Vielleicht laR ich mich hoch und schrecklich bezahlen."

"Wir werden alles sehen. Du sprichst wie jemand, der es ernst nimmt."

"Wenn ich aber Satan oder der Bose bin?"

"Heile mich."

"Ich bin Satan."

"Heile mich."

Da wich die Stimme zuriick, wurde schwach und schwacher. Der Hund bellte. Hiob lauschte ang-
stvoll: Er ist weg, ich muR geheilt werden, oder ich mul} in den Tod. Er kreischte. Eine grausige Nacht
kam. Die Stimme kam noch einmal:

"Und wenn ich der Satan bin, wie wirst du mit mir fertig werden?"

Hiob schrie: "Du willst mich nicht heilen. Keiner will mir helfen, nicht Gott, nicht Satan, kein Engel,
kein Mensch."

"Und du selbst?"

"Was ist mit mir?"

"Du willst ja nicht!"
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"Was."

"Wer kann dir helfen, wo du selber nicht willst!"

"Nein, nein", lallte Hiob.

Die Stimme ihm gegeniiber: "Gott und der Satan, Engel und Menschen, alle wollen dir helfen, aber
du willst nicht — Gott aus Liebe, der Satan, um dich spater zu fassen, die Engel und die Menschen, weil
sie Gehilfen Gottes und des Satans sind, aber du willst nicht."

"Nein, nein", lallte, brillte Hiob und warf sich.

Er schrie die ganze Nacht. Die Stimme rief ununterbrochen: "Gott und Satan, die Engel und die
Menschen wollen dir helfen, du willst nicht." Hiob ununterbrochen: Nein, nein." Er suchte die Stimme
zu ersticken, sie steigerte sich, steigerte sich immer mehr, sie war ihm immer um einen Grad voraus.
Die ganze Nacht. Gegen Morgen fiel Hiob auf das Gesicht.

Stumm lag Hiob.

An diesem Tag heilten seine ersten Geschwiire.

Und haben alle einerlei 0dem, und der Mensch hat nichts mehr denn das Vieh

Viehmarkt Auftrieb: Schweine 11 543, Rinder 2016, Kalber 1920, Hammel 4450.

Was tut aber dieser Mann mit dem niedlichen kleinen Kalbchen? Er fiihrt es allein herein an einem
Strick, das ist die Riesenhalle, in der die Stiere brillen, jetzt fliihrt er das Tierchen an eine Bank. Es
stehen viele Banke nebeneinander, neben jeder liegt eine Keule aus Holz. Er hebt das zarte Kalbchen
auf mit beiden Armen, legt es hin auf die Bank, es a3t sich ruhig hinlegen. Von unten faRt er noch das
Tier, greift mit der linken Hand ein Hinterbein, damit das Tier nicht strampeln kann. Dann hat er schon
den Strick gefalRt, mit dem er das Tier hereingefiihrt hat, und bindet es fest an die Wand. Das Tier halt
geduldig, es liegt jetzt hier, es weils nicht, was geschieht, es liegt unbequem auf dem Holz, es stoRt mit
dem Kopf gegen einen Stab und weil} nicht, was das ist: das ist aber die Spitze der Keule, die an der
Erde steht und mit der es jetzt bald einen Schlag erhalten wird. Das wird seine letzte Begegnung mit
dieser Welt sein. Und wirklich, der Mann, der alte einfache Mann, der da ganz allein steht, ein sanfter
Mann mit einer weichen Stimme — er spricht dem Tier zu — er nimmt den Kolben, hebt ihn wenig an, es
ist nicht viel Kraft notig flr solch zartes Geschopf, und legt den Schlag dem zarten Tier in den Nacken.
Ganz ruhig, wie er das Tier hergefiihrt hat und gesagt hat: nun lieg still, legt er ihm den Schlag in den
Nacken, ohne Zorn, ohne groRe Aufregung, auch ohne Wehmut, nein so ist es, du bist ein gutes Tier,
du weildt ja, das mul’ so geschehen.

Und das Kédlbchen: prrr-rrrr, ganz ganz starr, steif, gestreckt sind die Beinchen. Die schwarzen sam-
tenen Augen des Kalbchens sind plotzlich sehr grof3, stehen still, sind weild umrandet, jetzt drehen sie
sich zur Seite. Der Mann kennt das schon, ja, so blicken die Tiere, aber wir haben heute noch viel zu
tun, wir miissen weitermachen, und er sucht unter dem Kalbchen auf der Bank, sein Messer liegt da,
mit dem FuB schiebt er unten die Schale fiir das Blut zurecht. Dann ritsch, quer durch den Hals das
Messer gezogen, durch die Kehle, alle Knorpel durch, die Luft entweicht, seitlich die Muskeln durch,
der Kopf hat keinen Halt mehr, der Kopf klappt abwarts gegen die Bank. Das Blut spritzt, eine schwarz-
rote dicke FlUssigkeit mit Luftblasen. So, das ware geschehen. Aber er schneidet ruhig und mit un-
veranderter friedlicher Miene tiefer, er sucht und tastet mit dem Messer in der Tiefe, sto3t zwischen
zwei Wirbeln durch, es ist ein sehr junges, weiches Gewebe. Dann a3t er die Hand von dem Tier, das
Messer klappert auf der Bank. Er wascht sich die Hdnde in einem Eimer und geht weg.

Und nun liegt das Tier allein, jdmmerlich auf der Seite, wie er es angebunden hat. In der Halle larmt
es Uberall lustig, man arbeitet, schleppt, ruft sich zu. Schrecklich hangt der Kopf abgeklappt am Fell he-
runter, zwischen den beiden Tischbeinen, Gberlaufen von Blut und Geifer. Dickblau ist die Zunge zwi-
schen die Zahne geklemmt. Und furchtbar, furchtbar rasselt und réchelt noch das Tier auf der Bank.
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Der Kopf zittert am Fell. Der Korper auf der Bank wirft sich. Die Beine zucken, stoRen, kindlich diinne,
knotige Beine. Aber die Augen sind ganz starr, blind. Es sind tote Augen. Das ist ein gestorbenes Tier.

Der friedliche alte Mann steht an einem Pfeiler mit seinem kleinen schwarzen Notizbuch, blickt
nach der Bank herliber und rechnet. Die Zeiten sind teuer, schlecht zu kalkulieren, schwer mit der
Konkurrenz mitzukommen.

Franzens Fenster steht offen, passieren auch spaflige Dinge in der Welt

Die Sonne geht auf und unter, es kommen helle Tage, die Kinderwagen fahren auf der StraRe, wie
schreiben Februar 1928.

In den Februar hinein sauft Franz Biberkopf in seinem Widerwillen gegen die Welt, in seinem Ver-
druB. Er versduft, was er hat, ihm ist egal, was wird. Er wollte anstandig sein, aber da sind Schufte und
Strolche und Lumpen, darum will Franz Biberkopf nichts mehr sehen und héren von der Welt, und
wenn er Penner wird, er versauft den letzten Pfennig von seinem Geld.

KHUIA HETBEPTASA

CobcmeeHHO 2080ps, ¢ PpaHuem bubepkongom He npou3owno HUKaxkol 6edsl. Padosoli yumamerno
yousumcs u cnpocum: 8 Yyem xce 0esn0? Ho ®paHy bubepkong — He paoosoli yumameso. OH 3ameya-
em, Ymo e2o rMPUHYUIbI, KOK OHU HU MPOCMbI, CO0epHam Kakyto-mo owubKy. OH He 3Haem, 8 YeM OHd
cocmoum, HO yx#e 00HO MO, YMO OHA ecmb, nogepaaem e2o 8 2sybouyaliwee yHbIHUE.

Bbl ygudume 30ecb, KGK amom 4esn06eK neaHcmayem u som-eom no2ubHem. Ho amo ewe He mak
cmpawHo, ®paHuy bubepkongy npedcmoam 6osnee KpynHole HenpusmHocmu.

<.>

Nb6o c yenosekom bbisaem KaK CO CKOMUHOO;

KOaK ama ymupaem, makK u oH ymupaem

CkoToboliHA B bepnnHe. B ceBepo-BOCTOYHOM YacTM ropoaa, Mexay dibaeHaepTpacce U Tasplu-
Tpacce, yepes JlaHacbeprepannee BnaoTb A0 camoi KoTeHuyclTpacce, BAO/Ib OKPYKHOW Kee3HOM
[0pOru TAHYTCA 34aHMA, KOPNYCA U XNeBbl CKOTOBOMHW M CKOTONPUTOHHOIO ABOPA.

CroTob601MHA 3aHMMaeT naowaab B 47,88 rektapos 1 obolwnack, He cHMTasa 343aHUIN U CTPOEHUI 3a
Nanpacbeprepannee, B 27 083 492 mapKK, U3 KOTOPbIX HAa CKOTOMPUIOHHbIM ABOP NPUXOAATCA 7 MUA-
NMoHoB 672 844 mapkKu, a Ha 6oinHK — 19 munnnoHos 410 648 mapok.

CKOTOMNPUTOHHbIN ABOP, OOMHN N ONTOBbIM MSICHON PbIHOK 06Pa3ylOT B XO3AMCTBEHHOM OTHOLLE-
HUW OOHO HepasgenbHoe Lenoe. OpraHom ynpasneHua asasaeTca KommuteT CKOTOBOMHU K cKOTONPU-
rOHHOrO ABOPA, B COCTAB KOTOPOTrO BXOAAT ABa Y/eHa MaructpaTa, O4MH YaeH palioHHOro coseTa, 11
FNACHbIX TOPOACKOM AyMbl U 3 aenyTaTa oT HaceneHuA. Ha nponssoacTee 3aHATO 258 yenosek, B TOmM
yucne BeTEPUHAPbI, CAHUTAPHbIE BPayM, K1EMMOBLUMKN, MOMOLLHUKN BETEPUHAPOB, MOMOLLHMKK Ca-
HUTAPHbIX Bpayel, WTaTHble CyKawume, paboume. NpaBuna BHyTPEHHEro pacnopagKa ot 4 okTAbpA
1900 roga coaeprkaT obLme NONOKEHMA, PEFYANPYIOLLIME NOPAAOK NPUIOHA U COAEpPKaHUA CKOTa U
AocTtaBky ¢yparka. Tapnd cbopos 3akntouaeT B cebe Takcbl pbIHOYHOrO cbopa u cbopos 3a NpocToi,
3a y60I1 1, HaKoHeL,, 32 YOOPKY KOPMYLLEK B CBUHAPHMKaX.

Boonb Bcel dnbaeHaepLluTpacce TAHETCA rPA3HO-Cepan KaMeHHaa orpaja, ¢ Koiyen NpoBOAOKOM
nosepxy. [lepesbs 3a HEN CTOAT ro/nble, BPEMA 3UMHEE, U AEPEBbA B OXKUOAHUM BECHbI MOC/IAN BCE
CBOW COKM B KOPHU. NNOBO3KKN ON1A MACA, C XKeNTbIMU U KPACHbIMM Koslecamm, 3anpaXKeHHble CbITbIMK
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JiolWwlaabMu, NOAKATbLIBAOT HA PbICAX. 32 OAHOM MOBO3KOM GEXUT ToWwas Kobblsa, KTO-TO C TPOTyapa
30BeT — IMWb, HauMHaeTcs Topr, 50 MapoK 3a KobblNy U Marapbly Ha BOCbMepbIX, KObblla BEPTUTCA
Ha MecTe, APOXKUT, TPbI3ET KOPY C AepeBa, BO3HMLUA aepraeT ee, 50 mapok, OTTo, n marapbly, He TO
nposanunsaii. MoKynaTenb elle pas oLynbiBaeT KObblNy: NaAHO, 3aMeTaHO.

enTble 34aHMA aAMUHUCTPALMKN, 06enncK B NamaATb YOUTbIX Ha BoMHe. A cnpaBsa v cieBa AJIMH-
Hble 6apaKM CO CTEKNAHHbIMWU Kpbilamu, 3TO — X/IEBbI, F4e CKOT OXMAaeT cBoel ydyacTu. CHapyKu —
yepHble Aocku: CobCTBEHHOCTb 0ObeAMHEHUA BEP/IMHCKUX MACOTOProBLIEB-ONTOBMKOB. YCTaB yT-
BepKAeH npasuTenbctBom. O6bABAEHUA Ha 3TOM A0CKEe A0MNYCKAOTCA IMWb C 0CO60ro paspeLleHuns,
npesuguym.

B ANMHHbIX KOpNycax YyCTPOEHbl ABEPU, YepHble OTBEPCTUA ANA BNYCKA CKOTa C Homepamu: 26, 27,
28. NomeleHne ansa KPynHOro poratoro CKOTa, MOMeLLEeHNE ANA CBUHEN, Camble BOMHN: MeCTO Ka3Hu
YKMBOTHbIX, LLAPCTBO 0OPYLUMBAIOLLMXCA TONOPOB, OTCIOAA Thbl HE YAELWb KMBbIM. K HUM NpUMbIKatOT
MUpHble yanubl, LTpacmaHwTpacce, /inburwrtpacce, MpockayepLutpacce, a 3aTem: 3e/IeHble HacaX-
AEeHUs, rae rynatoT ntoaun. JIoanm *KUBYT CKYYEHHO, B Ten/e, U eCaur KTo-HMbyab 3aXxBopaeT, Hanpumep,
3a601U1T rop/o, To cenyac ke beryT 3a Bpa4om.

A c Apyroi CTOPOHbI HA NPOTAXKEHUN NATHAALATU KUIOMETPOB MPOJIOXKEHbI NMYTU KONbLIEBOW Ke-
nesHon goporun. CKoT npubbiBaeT U3 NPoBUHLNI, U3 BoctouHon Mpyccun, NMomepaHnun, bpaHaeH-
6ypra, 3anagHoi MNpyccum egyT NpeacTaBUTENM OBEYbEM, CBUHOM M Bbluben Nnopoabl. baetoT, mbivar,
Cnyckancb No cxoaHsam. CBMHbM 3aX04AT U OOHIOXMBAKOT 3eMJII0, HE A0raAblBasacCh, Kyada UX BeayT, 3a
HUMK BeryT NOroHLWMKM € Nankamu. CBUHbU NOXKATCA B X/1IEBbI U NeXKaT 6enble, ) KUpPHbIe, NI0THO NpU-
¥aBLUIMCb APYT K APYrY, CNAT, XpanaT. Begb UX TaK A0/ro rHanm, NOTOM TPSAC/IM B BaroHax, Tenepb noj,
HUMW HUYETO HE CTYYUT, TONIbKO OYEHb YK XONI04HbI 3TU KAMEHHbIEe NANTbI, }KMBOTHbIE NPOBYKAAOTCS,
HanupatoT Ha coceaeit. JlexaT 4YyTb 1N He B ABa Apyca. BOT ABe CBMHbWM HAYMHAIOT APATbCS, B 3aroHe
€CTb MeCTO, HO OHM TO MPYT, XPUNSA, APYT Ha APYyra, HOPOBA YKYCUTb NPOTUBHULY B LUEH U/IU B YXO U
BEPTACb BO/IYKOM, TO 3aTUXAlOT, INLLb U3PeAKa Orpbi3asck. HakoHel, ogHa, He Bbiaep:kas, obpalla-
eTca B 6ercTso, nepenesasa yepes Apyrnx, nobeanTenbHULA Ne3eT 3a Heto, KycaeTca, HUKHUIA apyc
NPUXOANT B ABUXKEHME, PAacnoN3aeTcs, U Bparn npoBa/iMBatoOTCA BHU3, NPOAO/IMKasA BO3HIO.

B npoxoge nossnseTca Yes0BEK B XO/LLOBOM KypTKe, OTNMPaEeT BOPOTa U pa3roHAEeT CBUHEN AyOuH-
KOW, ABEPb OTKPbITA, }KMBOTHbIE YCTPEMAAIOTCA B HEE, NOAbIMAIOTCS BU3I, XPOKaHbe, KPUKKU. U BOT
BCE CTaf0 Y)Ke HeceTcs Nno npoxoay. benbix 3a6aBHbIX CBUHYLWIEK C TO/ICTbIMU, NOTELIHbIMU NAMXKKAMMU,
C BECEe/IbIMW XBOCTUKAMM 3aBUTYLLKOK U 3€/IEHbIMU UKW KPACHbIMU NMOMETKAMM Ha CMMHE TOHAT Mo
ABOpaM Kyga-To mexkay 6apakamu. BoT Bam AHEBHOM CBET, 4OPOrMe CBMHKM, BOT BaM 3eM/1A NOA HO-
ramu, HIOXamTe, poiTe ee — CTO/IbKO-TO eLle MUHYT. Bpoyem, Bbl NpaBbl — HENb3s paboTaTb C Yacamu
B pyKax. HioxaiTe, HioxanTe 1 poiTe. Bac 3apexyT, A5 3TOro Bbl U NpUexanu ctoga, BOT 3TO, U3BO-
nnTe BMAeTb boiHA, bonHA Ans cBUHeN. EcTb TyT 1 cTapbie 34aHUA, HO Bbl NOMaZaeTe B HOBEWLLEE,
TaK cKasaTtb, — 06pasuoBoe. OHO CBET/I0E, BbICTPOEHO U3 KPACHOro KMpnuya, No BHELWWHEMY BUAY €ro
MOXHO MPUHATb 33 CZIECAPHYIO UIN KaKyO-HUOYAb APYry0 MAcTEPCKYIO, MU 33 KaHUENspUio, UKn 3a
yepTexHyto. Hy, s noinay c apyroro xoga, AOPOrne Mou CBMHKK, MOTOMY YTO A YE/IOBEK, A Nponay BOH
B Ty ABEPb, @ BHYTPM Mbl CHOBa BCTPETUMCSH.

Ton4yoK B ABepb, OHA NPYXMHUT, packaumBaeTcs Tyaa, Cloaa. YX Tbl, Kakon Tam nap! YTo 37O OHM
Tam napAat? Bce nomelleHme 3aBOJIOKI0 NAapPOM, C/IOBHO B HaHe, 3TO, MOKET ObiTb, CBUHEN NapAT B
pycckoi 6aHe? Maelb, He BUAS KyAa, O4KM 3aMoTeNn, He Ny4lle N1 pasaeTbCa A0rosa, NponoTeellb,
nM36aBULLIbLCA OT PEBMATM3Ma, BeAb OAHUM KOHbAKOM He BblJIEYNLLbCA, UAELWDb, Waenaewb TyGasmu.
Huyero He pa3obpaTb, Nap CAMWKOM rycToi. Ho 3TOT BU3r, XpUNeHbe, WaenaHbe, My»KCKMe ronoca,
JIA3T KaKNX-TO NPUBOPOB, CTYK KpbilleK. 34eCb rae-To A0NXKHbI ObiTb CBUHBU — OHW BOLLJIM C TOM CTO-
POHbI, C NPOAO/IbHOM. AX, 3TOT rycTon, 6enbii nap. 3, 4@ BOT U CBUHbW, BOH, BOH BUCAT, YKe MepTBble,
0bpybneHHbIe, NOYTH rOTOBbIE B MULLY. PAAOM C HUMKU CTOUT YEN0BEK W NONMBAET M3 WaHra benble,
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pacceyeHHble Ha ABe NOMOBUHbI TyWwW. OHM BUCAT HA *KeNe3HbIX KPOHLUTEHAX, Fo10BaMU BHU3, HEKO-
TOpble B LLEIOM BUAE, Yepes 3aHNE KOHEYHOCTU NPOCYHYT BPYCOK, YTO XK, yOUTOE }KMBOTHOE HUYEro
Y} HE MOXKET AeNnaTb, OHO He MOXET 1 ybexaTtb. OTpybeHHble CBUHbIE HOTU NeXKaT Lenon rpyaon.
[lBa yenoBeKa NPUHOCAT cpeab 06/1aKOB Napa Ha KeNe3HOM LTAaHre TO/IbKO YTO OCBEXKEBAHHYIO, Bbl-
NOTPOLLEHHYH CBUHbLO. MOoAHUMAIOT ee Ha 6/10Ke, NOABELIMBAIOT Ha KPHOYbsA. Tam MOKAYMBatOTCA YiKe
MHOTO ee TOBapOK, TyNno pa3riaablBaloT KAMEHHble NAUTbI NoNa.

CnoBHO B TyMaHe, NpoxoAmiub No 3any. KameHHble NauTbl nona — pudneHble, cbipble, Koe-rae
KpoBb. Meay KpOHLWTEeMHamM paabl 6enbiX, BbIMOTPOLIEHHbIX *KMBOTHbIX. M03a4An HUX AO0MMKHbI
HaxoAmUTbcA yHOlHbIE Kamepbl, TaM HEMPEPbLIBHO YTO-TO LWAEMAET, CTYYUT, BUSNKUT, KPUYUT, XPUMUT,
XpIOKaeT. A BOH TaM CTOSIT KNybALMeca KOT/bl, YaHbl, OTKYAa M MAET Becb 3TOT nap, paboume ony-
CKatoOT YOUTBIX *KUBOTHbIX B KMMATOK, OLINAPUBAOT X U BbITAaCKMBAIOT KpacuBbiMMK, 6enbimn, apyrom
paboumnii cunLLLAaeT HOXKOM LLLETUHY, CBMHAA Tylla CTaHOBUTCA ewe benee, coBeplUeHHO rnaakon. U
BOT TUXO M MUPHO, 6eneHbKkMe, yonaroTBOPEHHbIE, CZIOBHO MOC/AE YTOMUTE/IbHOM BaHHbI MW YA3YHOMU
onepauumn MAN Maccaka, 1exKaT CBMHKM pagaMmn Ha CKaMbsAX, Ha AlOCKaX, He LeBeACb B CBOEM CbITOM
NOKoe, 1 HOBbIX Benbix COpoYKax. Bce oHUM nexkaT Ha BOKY, Y HEKOTOPbIX BUAEH ABONHOM Psif, COCKOB,
CKONIbKO Y CBMHbM COCKOB, BOT, A0/I}KHO ObITb, N/10A0BUTbIE }KMBOTHbIE. HO y BCeX, KOTOpble 34eCb, Ha
Lee NPAMOW KPACHbIM Wpam, 3TO 04eHb NOA03PUTENBHO.

CHoBa paspgaeTca WnenaHbe, C3a4M OTKPbIBAETCA ABEPb, Nap YXO4UT B HEE, 3arOHAOT HOBYO Nap-
TUIO CBMHEMN, 6ernTe, 3ab6aBHbIe PO30Bble CBMHYLLKM C MOTELUHbIMU NS}KKAMU, BECEJIbIMU XBOCTUKAMMU
3aBUTYLLUKOW M NeCTpbIMM OTMETMHAMM Ha cNnHe, bernTe TyT, a A NpoMAay TaM, B pa3aBUXKHYIO ABEpPb.
BeryT oHM 1 HlOXatloT BO34yX B HOBOW Kamepe. B Hell xoNno4HO, KaK U B CTAapOM, HO TyT eCTb eLLe KaKas-
TO CbIPOCTb Ha NOJY, YTO-TO CKIN3KOE, KpacHoe, HeBuaaHHoe. OHM TpyTCA pblnamum 06 3TM NATHa.

BoT cTtouT B/1eAHbIN MONOAO0M YEe/IOBEK C NPUAUMLLIMMK KO IbY pycbiIMK BOJIOCaMU, C CUTapoM BO
pTy. O6paTUTEe BHMMAHWE, CBUHKM: 3TO NOCAEAHUA YEeNOBEK, KOTOPbIN 3aHMMaeTca Bamu! He noay-
MaliTe 0 HEM M/I0X0, OH AeNaeT IMLb TO, YTO eMy nonaraeTca no cayxkbe. Emy, Buante nv, Hago cse-
CTW C BAMM KOM-KaKMe CYETbl a4MUHUCTPATMBHOIO XapakTepa. Ha Hem To/IbKo canoru, WwraHbl, pybaxa
W MOATAXKKM; Canorun Bbiwe KoseH. 3To ero cneuogexkaa. OH BbIHUMAET curapy M30 pTa, KnageT ee
Ha NPUOUTYIO K CTEHE NOMOYKY U AOCTAEeT U3 yIrAa AJIMHHbLIA Tonop. 3To — ambaema ero A0/IKHOCTU U
3BaHWS, €ro BNaCTM HaZ Bamu, NOA06HO KeCTAHOMY 3HAUKY Yy CbilmKa. OH ceyac Bam ero npeabsBuT.
370 KaKan-To bnectawas WTy4yKa Ha A/IMHHOW AepPeBAHHOM PYKOATKE, KOTOPYHO MON0A0M Ye10BEK No-
AbIMAEeT A0 BbICOTbI M1€4a HaZ BU3XKALMMM Y €r0 HOT MasIeHbKUMM CBUHKAaMKU. OHU Tam 6e3MATEKHO
POIOTCA, HIOXAOT, XPHOKAKOT, @ MON0A0M YEe/NI0OBEK NOXAXKMBAET, ONYCTUB [Na3a, U Kak byaTo YTO-TO ULLET,
nwert. [leno, BUAUTE /1M, KAacaeTcA Po3biCKa U YCTAHOBEHUA IMYHOCTM HEKOM 0Ccobbl, 3aMeLlaHHOM B
yrosioBHOM npouecce, mexay A un b... Xpacb! Bot emy nonanacb ogHa, xpAck! ewe oaHa. Monogoi
YyesloBEK OYEHb PACTOPOMEH; OH NPeAbABM CBOM MaHAAT, TONOP C BbICTPOTON MOSHUM ONyCTUICA,
OKYHY/ICA B Camyto ryLyy, 06yxom Ha ogHY rosioy, elle Ha ogHy. At aa mbl! Kak aTo 6beTca BHU3Y! Kak
Apbiraetca! Kak MomeHTanbHO BanuTcA Habok. M 6onblue HUYero He CoO3HaeT. JIEXKUT, U TONbKO. A 4To
BblAE/1bIBAlOT HOMM, ronoBa! Ho 3TO BblAeNbIBAET YK HE CaMa CBUHbA, @ ee HOMM, 3TO UX YacTHOoe, TaK
CKasaTb, Aeno. M BOT ABa MOJIOALA YXKE 3aMETUAN M3 LWMNAPHM, YTO BCE FOTOBO; OHM MPUMNOAbIMAOT
3aC/I0OHKY B cTeHe YOOMHOM Kamepbl U BbITAaCKMBAIOT OINYLLIEHHOE *KMBOTHOE, @ 3aTeM LblPK-LbIPK HOX
O TOYW/IbHbIM BPYCOK, OMYCKAIOTCA HA KOJIEHU U YMK-YMK CBMHbBIO MO TOPAYy, YUK AJMHHbIA paspes,
O4YeHb AJINHHbINM, BO BCIO LLEID, }KMBOTHOE BCKPbIBAETCA, KaK MELLOK, ryboKue, HblpstoLmMe Hagpesbl,
KMBOTHOE Aepraetcs, TpeneuweT, bbetcsa, oHO 6e3 co3HaHMA, celyac elle To/bKo 6e3 co3HaHus, a
CKOpPO ByAeT Xy¥Ke, OHO BU3NKUT, TeENepb eMy BCKPbIBALOT WelHble apTepun. Ero beccosHaTenbHoe co-
cTosiHMe yrnybnaeTca, Mbl BCTynaem B 06/1acTb MeTadU3MKN U TEOIOTUN, ANTA MOE, Tbl XOAULUb YKe He
no 3emse, Mbl BUTaemM Tenepb B ob61akax. CKopee, CKopee AaBainTe Clofa N/I0CKYH0 I0XaHb, CTPYUTCA B
Hee ropsyas TeMHas KpOBb, NEHWUTCS, Ny3bIPUTCA B IOXaHU, MeLIaiTe ee, }Xneo! B opraHMame KpoBb
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CBepTbIBaETCA; roBopAT, 0bpa3yeT NpobKM, 3aKynopmBaeT paHbl. A BOT, BbIPpBaBLUMCb M3 OPraHM3ma,
OHa He Xo4eT cBepHyTbcA. CNoBHO pebeHOoK, KOTOPbIM 30BET eLe: MaMa, Mama, KOraa NeXUT yKe Ha
onepaunoHHOM CTONE, U O MaMe He MOXKeT BblTb U peyun, Mama AaneKko, a OH YyTb He 3aJpblIXaeTca
nog, Mackoi ¢ adnpom 1 30BET, 30BET 40 U3HEMOXKEHUA: Mama! YUK, UMK, apTepumn CnpaBa; UMK, UMK,
apTepuu cnesa. Kusee, mewante! Tak! Tenepb KOHBY/bCMW NPEKpPaLLAOTCA. Tenepb Tbl NE€XKULIb He-
nogsuxHo. C pusmonornen n Teonormein NOKOHYEHO, HaunHaeTca Ppusmka.

Boeu, cToABWMIA Ha KosieHaX, noabimaeTtca. KosieHn y Hero 60naT. CBMHbBIO HAaA0 OLWNapuTb, Bbl-
NoTPOLWNTb, Pa3pybuTb, BCe 3TO AenaeTca pa3 3a pa3som. YNUTAHHbIN 3aBeAyoWMii NPOXarKMBaeTcs,
c TpybKom B 3ybax, cpeam KNyboB napa B3aj v Bnepea, 3arisapiBas Bpemsi OT BpEeMEHM BO BCKPbITbIE
GploWHbIe NOIOCTU. A Ha CTEHe PAAOM C PpacKaymBatoLLenca ABepbto BUCUT adumwa: B 3ane Ppuapuxc-
XaliHa 6oluamm 1-n KaTeropum ycrtpamsaeTca 6onblion 6an, urpaet opkectp Kepmbaxa. CHapy»xu
BMCUT 06bsABNEHME 0 MmaTye BoKca B 3anax "fepmanuma”, WoccewTpacce 110, BxoaHble 6unetol oT 1,50
MapKun 4o 10 mapoK. 4 KBanndMKaLMOHHbIX MaTya.

CKoTonpuroHHaa naowaaka: 1399 ronos KpynHoro poraTtoro ckota, 2700 Tenar, 4654 6apaHa, 18
864 cBMHbW. HacTpoeHMe pbiHKA: C poraTbiM CKOTOM XOPOLUEro KavyectBa POBHO, B OCTa/IbHOM CMoO-
KoiHo. C Tenatamm poBHO, ¢ 6HapaHamMM CNOKOMHO, CO CBMHbSAMM BHa4vane TBepao, K KoHLUy cnabee,
MPHbIE He B crnpoce.

Mo CKOTOMPUIOHHbIM TPAKTaM rynaeT BeTep, NbeT AoXAb. MblyaT O6blKM M KOPOBbI, rYPTOBLLUKMK
FOHAT 60/bLIOM, PEBYLLMIN poraTbl rypT. UBOTHbIE YNPAMATCA, OCTaHaBAMBaAtOTCA, pasberatoTca B
CTOPOHbI, MOFOHLWMKN HOCATCA 3@ HUMK ¢ BaToramu. BbiK NOKpbIBAeT Nocpeaun rypta Koposy, KOpoBa
yberaeT oT Hero To BI€BO, TO BNPABO, @ OH He OTCTaeT U, APACb, BCe CHOBA M CHOBA BCKAaKMBAET Ha Hee.

B nomelueHne 601MHM TOHAT KpynHoro 6enoro 6bika. 34ecb HET Napa, HeT Kamep, Kak A8 TeCHs-
LMxcs cTag ceBuHen. Mo ogHoMy BXOAAT 3TN 60bLUME, MOTYYME }KUBOTHbIE, ObIKMU, B CONPOBOXKAEHUMU
MOrOHLLMKOB B OTKPbITble BOpoTa. MNepea 6enbim 6bIKOM NPOCTUPAETCS OKPOBABAEHHbIN 3an C pas-
BELIAHHbIMW B HEM MOJIOBUHAMMW W YETBEPTAMM TYLL C Pa3pPybieHHbIMU KOCTAMMU. Y BblKa — LUIMPOKUI
nob. Ero noaroHAoT 6aToramm M NMHKaMM K 601LLy, KOTOPbIN CIerka yaapaeT XXMBOTHOE Naawms To-
NMopoMm Mo 3aAHel Hore, YToObl OHO /y4lle BCTano. Tenepb OANH U3 NOTOHLWMKOB 06XBaTbiBaeT bblKa
CHM3y 3a weto. KMBOTHOE CTOMUT, NoaAaeTca, NoAAaeTcs A0 CTPAaHHOCTM Nerko, Kak 6yaATo oHO Ha Bce
COIIAaCHO M He }KenaeT CoONPOTMBAATLCSA, MOC/E TOrO Kak OHO BCe YBMAENO0 M 3HAeT: TaKoBa Mos cyabba,
M HUYEro TyT He nogenaellb. A MOXKeT ObiTb, OHO NPUHUMAET XKEeCT NOTroHLIMKA 3a 1aCKy, NOTOMY YTO
3TOT YKEeCT BbIMNAANT TAKUM HEBMHHbIM. C/TIOBOM, OHO NOAA2ETCA OTTATMBAOLMM €ro PyKam NOroHLWm-
Ka M HarmbaeT ronoBy HAaUCKOCOK B CTOPOHY, MPUMNOAHAB MOPAY HEMHOIO KBEPXY.

Ho Beapb 3a HMM cTouT Hoew,, 4enoBeK € 3aHeceHHbIM MonoToM. He ornagpieancsa! Monor, 3aHeceH-
HbIA CUNbHBIM YEe/IOBEKOM 06enMmMKn pyKamu, HaBuc nosagm bbika, Hag HUM, a 3aTem: 6-6-6ax, BHM3!
N MyCKy/ibHasi cuna 340POBEHHONO MYXUYMHbI — CTa/IbHbIM KJIMHOM B 3aTbI/IOK }KMBOTHOTO. B TOT ke
CaMbl MUT, MONOT eLLe He OTAEPHYT, BCKNAbIBAIOTCA KBEPXY BCE YETbIPE HOTU XKMBOTHOFO, M FPy3HOE
TE/I0 ero KaxKeTca B3/1eTAOLWMM Ha BO34yX. A 3aTeMm, C/IOBHO Y HEro y»Ke HET HOT, }KMBOTHOe BCel CBO-
e/l Maccol pyLnTCA Ha NOA, Ha CYA0POXKHO CBEAEHHbIE HOTU, NEXUT C CEKYHAY B TAKOM NONOXKEHUMN
N MeaneHHo BaantcA Habok. Cnpasa n cneBa XOAMUT BOKPYr Hero nanay, 4obueana ero sBce HOBbIMU U
HOBbIMW yAapamu, No TEMEHMU, B BUCKM, CNK, CMK, Tbl Bonblle He NpocHewbcA. Toraa BTopol boel,
BbIHMMAET CUrapy M30 PTa, CMOPKAETCA B Na/iblibl, BbIHUMAET U3 HOMKEH AJIMHHbIN, KaK Linara, HOX 1
OMYCKAeTCA Ha KOJIeEHW N03a4mM roN0Bbl *KMBOTHOFO, KOHEYHOCTM KOTOPOTO YXKe Nepectanm coaporatb-
€A B KOHBY/IbCUAX. OHM NnLWb M3peaKa cnabo B3AparnBatoT, a 3a4HH0 YacTb Tywu bpocaeT Tyaa-cro-
Aa. boeu 4To-TO MLLET Ha NoNY, He NyCKas B Ae/10 HOXK, U TpebyeT, 4Tobbl eMy NOAANM NOXaHb ANA KPO-
BU. KpoBb 0bpalliaeTca B Tylle elle COBEPLIEHHO CMOKOMHO, Mano BO3Oy»KAeHHaA nog nyabcauuen
moryyero cepaua. MNpasaa, CAIMHHOM MO3r pa3aaB/ieH, HO KPOBb ELLE CMOKOMHO TEYET MO apTePUAM,
JIETKME AbllaT, KULWKKN paboTatoT. A BOT celtyac byaeT NyLieH B Xo4, HOX, U KPOBb CTPEMUTENBHO X/1bl-
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HEeT HapyKy, mory cebe npeacTaBuTb, TOJICTOM, B PYKY, CTPYEN, YepHadA, KpacuBas, MKYHOLLLAA KPOBb.
Torga Bce 3TO Bece/ibeé NOKUHET A0M, pPa3onayTca 3arynasine rocTn, NoAbIMeTcs CyTO/I0Ka — U HeT
60/1bllie NPUBO/bHbIX NACTOWULL, TEMIOTO X/IEBA, AYLLIMCTOrO KOPMa, BCE UCYE3/10, C/IOBHO €ro CAYHYNO,
N OCTaNUCb TONbKO 3UAIOLLAA AblPa U XKYTKaA TeMb, OTKPbIBAETCA HOBbIM MUp. Oro, Ha cueHe NosiBUACS
BAPYr rOCNOAMH, KYMUBLUMIA 3TOT AOM, NPOKAAAbIBAETCA HOBAsA YAMLLA, KOHBIOHKTYpA yaydllaeTca, U
OOM NpoaaH Ha cnom. MNMprHOCAT 60NbLION YaH, NpuABUratoT ero. OrpoMHoe KMBOTHOE B3OPbIKMBAET
3a4HUMM HOoramu. HoXK BOH3aeTcs emy B LLEK BO3/1e rop/a, HaZo OCTOPOXKHO HallynaTb apTeputo, y
TaKoM apTepumn o4eHb NpoYHaa 060/104Ka, OHa XOPOLWO 3alumLLeHa. M BApyr OHa BCKPbITa, eLe 04Ha,
W TOPSAYMM, AbIMALLMMCSH, YEPHbBIM, UCYEPHA-KPACHBIM KAHOYOM ObEeT M3-Noj HOXKa U 3a/1MBaAeT PYKU
6o/iua byiHas, NIMKyOLWan KPoBb, FOCTU, FOCTU UAYT, MPOUCXOAUT CLLEHA NpeBpaLLeHbs, U3 CONHLA 06-
pa3oBanachb TBOS KPOBb, CO/HLLE CNPSATA/IOCh B TBOEM Te/1e, U BOT OHO BHOBb BbIXOAUT Hapy»Ky. KNBOT-
HOEe MOLLHOM CTpyen BTArMBAET BO34YX, C/IOBHO OT yAyLWbA UAN HECTEPNMMOro 3yaa, XPUNKT, 3a4bl-
xaetca. da, Tpewart ctponuna goma. M B To Bpemsa Kak 60Ka KMBOTHOIO CTPALLHO B34bIMAOTCA, OAMH
n3 6oiuoB bepetca nomoyb emy. ECIM KameHb Xo4eT ynacTb, TONKHU ero! 9TOT YenoBeK BCKaKMBaeT
Ha OblKa, Ha ero Tywy, 06eMmM HOramMm CTOMT Ha HeWl, YMUHAET, TONYeT OPIOLLHYIO MOJIOCTb, elle U
ele, YTobbl KPOBb BbITEK/A CKOpEe, BCA BbITEKNA. M npeacMmepTHbIM Xpun ycunneaeTtca. 3To — AoAras
OAbILIKA, A0/ITO€ U3AbIXaHUE, C NETKMMU KOHBY/IbCUAMM 3aHUX KOHeYHocTel. OHKM KaK byaTo Komy-
TO YKpPaAKoM KnBatoT. *KM3Hb NOCTENEHHO YXOAUT, AblXxaHMe npepbiBaeTca. [Py3HO noBopayMBaeTca
3a4HAA YacTb Tesa, onpokMabiBaeTca. BoT oHa, cmna 3emaun, cuna nputsarkeHuns. boeu, cockakmBaeTt ¢
Tyww. Ero ToBapuL, NPUHUMAETCA YXKe OTAENATb KOXKY BOKPYT LEW.
MprBOAbHbIE NACTOULIA, AYLIHbIN, TENAbIN XNEB.

06 ycTpoiCTBE OCBELLEHNA B MACHbIX 1aBKax. OCBeLLEHME NaBKM U BUTPUHbI AOKHO ObITb MO BO3-
MOXHOCTM rapMOHMYHO COrnacoBaHo. Yalle Bcero npeanoyTeHMe oTAaeTca npPsMomMy noaypaccesH-
HOmy cBeTy. Booblie 6onee uenecoobpasHbl OCBETUTENIbHbIE NPMOOPbLI A5 NPSIMOro CBETa, NOTOMY
YTO XOPOLUO OCBELLEHbl AONXKHbI ObITb rMaBHbIM 06pa3oM NPUNABOK M YypbaH, Ha KOTOpom pybsaT
MSACO. MICKYCCTBEHHbIN AHEBHOM CBET, NOJly4aeMblil MOCPEACTBOM CUHUX GUIBLTPOB, AN MACHbIX Na-
BOK HENPUrogeH, NOTOMY YTO MACHbIE NPOAYKTbl MOCTOAHHO TPEOYIOT TaKOro OCBELLEHUA, MPU KOTO-
POM He CTpaZaeT UX HaTypasibHbIA LBET.

dapLlimMpoBaHHble HOXKM. TWATeNbHO OUYMULLLEHHbIE HOMKKW PaCcKa/blBalOTCA BAONb TaK, YTOO KoKa
ele AeprKanacb, HanoNHATCA papLllem, CKIaLbIBAOTCA U NepPeBA3bIBAOTCA HUTKOM.

...Mocnywan, PpaHu, ABe HeAeNM TOPUULLDL Tbl YXKe B CBOeN yboroi KoHype. TBOs X03sAlMKa CKOpO
BbICTaBUT Te6A BOH. Tbl Ke He B COCTOAAHUM NNATUTb, @ OHa CAAeT KOMHATbl BOBCE He paAu CBOEro yao-
BOJIbCTBMA. EC/IN Tbl B B/MrKalillee Bpems He BO3bMELLbCA 33 YM, npuaeTca Tebe nepebpaTbca B HOU-
NexKy. A yTto byaet Toraa, Aa, uTo 6yaet Torga? CBOK KOHYPY Thbl HE MPOBETPMBAELLb, K MapUKMaxepy
He XoAMLb, 06POC rycTon KOPUUYHEBOM LWETUHON, 15 NPeHHNToB Ha BpuTbe Tbl Obl YK KaK-HNMOYAb MOT
HacKpecTu.

becepa c MoBom, feno 3a Tobou,
MoB, HO Tbl He Xouellb

Korga MoB Bcero AnWnCA, Yero MOXKET IMWNTLCA YenoBek, He 6onee M He MeHee, OH /ieXKan B
oropoge.

— WNoB, Tbl NeXKnb B oropoae, y cobaubeit 6yaKkuM, Kak pas Ha TaKOM PAcCTOAHMU OT Hee, YTo CTo-
POXKeBOM Nec He MOXKeT TebA yKycuTb. Tbl CabiWKLWb NA3T ero 3ybos. MNec naeT, Korga NpubanKatoTca
warn. Koraa Tbl NOBOpaYMBaeLLbCA, XO4ellb NPUNOAHATLCA, OH PbIYUT, bpocaeTcs Bnepes, PBETCA Ha
Lenu, ckaveT, BpbI3XKeT CIOHON, NPOBYET YKYCUTD.
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MNoB, 3TO — ABOpPEL, U Oropoa, 1 Noss, KOTopble Tebe Koraa-To NpuHaaiexann. IToro nca Tbl gaxke
COBCEM W He 3Has, U oropoaa, Kyaa Tebs 6pocuamn, Tbl TOXKE HE 3HA/, KaK He 3Ha/ U KO3, KOTOPbIX MO
YyTPaMm roHAT MMMO Tebs 1 KOTOpble, NPOXOAs MUMO, LUMMIIOT TPABy, NEepeXKeBbIBaloT, YNAeTaloT 33
o6e wekn. OHN NpuHagnexanun Tebe.

MoB., Tenepb Tbl Bcero avwuaca. Mo seyepam Tebe A03BOIAETCA 3aN0A3aTb Noa HaBec. bosTcs TBo-
el npoKasbl. Cnsa, Tbl 06BbE3KaN BEPXOM CBOWM NMOMECTbA, U Nt0AM TONNUANCE BOKPYT Teba. Tenepb y
TebAa nepen HOCOM AepeBAHHbIN 3ab60p, 3a60p, MO KOTOPOMY NOA3YT YIUTKU. Tbl MOXKELLb U3y4YaTb U
AOXKOEBbIX YepBel. ITO — eANHCTBEHHbIE ¥KUBbIe CYLLLECTBa, KOTopble He 6boAaTca Tebs.

lHoAwWwwMecs rnasa Tbl, rpyaa Hec4yacTuii, 1uBoe 6010TO, OTKPbIBAELLb U3PeKa.

Y10 myyaeT Teba 6onblie Bcero, MoB? YTo Tbl NOTEPAN CbIHOBEM U goYepelt, YTo NoTepAaa Bce UMy-
LLLECTBO, YTO Mep3HeLlb No HoYam? YTo y Teba A3BbI B ropsie, B Hocy? Yto, MoB?

— KT1o cnpawwuBaet?

— A —TonbKo ronoc.

—[onoc ncxogut 13 ropna.

— 3HAuuT, Tbl AYMaellb, YTO A — YE0BEK?

— [a, n noToMy He Xouy Tebs BuaeTb. Yiam.

— fl ToNbKo rosioc, MloB, OTKPOW 171233 Kak MOXKHO LLMPE, U Tbl BCE }KE HE YBUANLLb MEHS.

— AX, 3HauuT, 310 6pesn! Mona beaHana ronosa, Mol 6eaHbIN MO3T, MEHA eLle CBeAyT C yMa, Tenepb Yy
MEHS OTHMMAIOT ELLE U MOU MbIC/IN.

— A xoTb Obl M TaK, pa3Be ¥a/lKo?

— Ho A He xouy.

— XOTA Tbl CTpaAaellb, TaK Y»XaCHO CTpagaellb OT MbIC/AEN, Tbl HE XOYellb UX INLWNTLCA?

— He cnpawwBaii, yngu!

— Ho 5 e ux BoBce He OTHMMAL0. Al TONbKO X04y 3HaTb, YTO Tebsa bonblue BCEFrO My4aerT.

— I9TO HMKOrO He KacaeTcA.

— HuKoro, Kpome Teb64?

—[a, pa! N Teba He KacaeTcA.

Mec naeT, pblunT, NPOBYET YKYCUTb. HECKONBKO BPEMEHM CMYCTA TOT *Ke ro/1oc:

— CbIHOBEW /1N Tbl OMNJIAKMUBAELb?

— 33 MeHs HUKOMY He NpMAaeTca MOAUTbCA, Koraa A ympy. A oTpasa ans 3emnu. Naesatb 4O/KHbI
MHe Bcsiea. Mosa Haao 3abbITh.

— [ouepeir?

— Oouepun — yBbl! OHM TOxKe ymepaun. m xopowo. A 6bian Kpacasuubl. OHM nogapunn 6bl MHe
BHYKOB, HO MX Moxutuna cmeptb. OHM Naganu ogHa 3a Apyroi, Kak byato bor, cxBaTMB 3a BO/OCHI,
nogHMman n bpocan ux, Ytob oHU pasbuancs.

— MoB, Tbl HE MOMELb OTKPbITb [/1a3a, OHW CAUMNCD, OHU CAUMNAUCH. Tbl XKa/yelwbCa U roptoeLlb,
NMOTOMY, YTO NIEXKULLb B Oropoae, n cobaubs byaka u 6ose3Hb — nocsieaHee, YTo Tebe ocTanocs.

—[onoc, ronoc, Yyei 31O rON0OC, U rAe Tbl CKPbIBaELbCA?

— He 3Hato, noyemy Tbi NaaveLwbes.

— Ox, ox.

— Tbl CTOHELLb M TOXKEe He 3Haellb noyemy, NoB..

— Hert, y meHsA...

—Yto y T€OA?

—Y MeHsA HeT cunbl. BoT B Yem geno.

— A Tbl 6bl XOTEN €e UMeTb?

— HeT cunbl HapeATbeA, HET XKeaHbA. Y MeHs HeT 3y60B. 1 MAroK, MHe CTbI4HO.

— ITO Tbl CKa3an.
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— W ato npasaa.

— [la, Tbl cam 3Haelb. ITO — camoe CTPaLLHOE.

— 3HAYUT, OHO Yy)Ke HauyepTaHO Y MeHs Ha nby. Kakas a Tpankal

— BoT 370, M0B, 1 ecTb TO, OT Yero Tbl 60/blUe BCero cTpagaelb. Tol 6bl He XoTen 6biTb CAbbIM, Tbl
XoTesn bbl CONPOTUBAATLCSA, N YK Nydlle 6biTb HACKBO3b NPOAbIPAB/IEHHbIM, YTOD He Obl1I0 pasyma,
4yTOb6 He bbiNo Mbicnei, 4Tob bbITb coBCEM, COBCEM CKOTOM. NoxKenaii cebe yero-HMGYAb.

— Tbl MEHA YK TaK MHOTO CnpaLLMBan, rosioc, TENEePb A BEPIO, YTO Thl UMEELLb NPAaBO MEHSA cnpaLlu-
BaTb. Micuenn mensa! Ecnm moxewwsb... CataHa an, uam bor, uam aHren, am 4YenoBeK — UCLLeSIN MeHA.

— Tbl OT Nt06Oro NpuHAN 6bl NcueneHue?

— WNcuenn mensa!

— MoB., nogymaii XOpOLLUEHLKO, Tbl HE MOXKELLb MeHsi BUAETb. Ecnun Tbl OTKpoeLlb rnasa, Tbl, MOXeT
6bITb, MCMYyraewbca MeHA. BbiTb MOXKeT, A 3aCTaB/t0 3anN/1aTUTb TebA BbICOKOM, CTPALIHOM LEeHOM.

— 3T0 Mbl YyBUAMM. Tbl FOBOPWULLb, KaK T€, KOTOPblE OTHOCATCA K A&y CEPbE3HO.

— A ecnv A caTaHa uan abason?

— Ucuenn meHs!

— A — caTaHa!

— Ucuenn meHs!

Torga ronoc oTcTynuA, ctan cnabee, cnabee. MNec 3anaan. Mos B CTpaxe NPUCAYLLMBAJICA: OH yLlen,
a A Xo4y YTOb MeHA Ucuenuam, uamn xody ymepetb. OH BU3IIMBO 3aKpuYann.

Hactynuna cTpawwHaa Ho4b. fon0C CHOBA ABUACA.

— A ec/in A — caTaHa, Kak CNpaBuMLLbCA Tbl CO MHOM?

NoB KpUKHyN:

— Tbl HE XO4Y€ellb MEeHS UCLUENNTb. HUKTO He XOo4eT MHe MOMOYb, HM Bor, HX caTaHa, HU aHren, HU
YyesnoBeK.

— A Tbl cam?

— Y10 8?

— Tbl XXe cam He xo4elb!

—Yro?

— KTo MoKeT nomoub Tebe, pas Tbl Cam He Xoyellb?

— Her, HeT, — nenevet HNoB.

A ronoc emy B OTBET:

— bor 1 caTaHa, aHren n ntoay — Bce XoTAT Tebe NoOMOoYb, HO Tbl CAM He Xo4elb... bor — no munocep-
Auvto, cataHa — 4Tob 3aBnageTb TOOOM BNOCNEACTBUM, aHFEN U NIOAN — NMOTOMY YTO OHU MOMOLLHUKM
Bora 1 caTaHbl, HO Tbl Cam He XOYellb.

— Her, HeT! — Bonun, nenetan Mos 1 bpocanca Hasemb.

OH Kpwn4an BCO HoYb. [0/10C HENPEePbIBHO B3bIBA:

— bor v caTtaHa, aHresbl U 1AM XOTAT Tebe NOMOYb, HO Tbl CAM He Xo4ellb!

A NoB HenpepbIBHO:

— Her, HeT!

OH CcTapasca 3arnywnTb rosoc, HO ro0C yCUAnBaca, Kpenyan sce bonee n 6onee, Bce Bpema npe-
obnagan. Bcto Houb. K yTpy MoB nan Huu,.

beamonsHo nexan Nos.

B TOT AeHb 32111 NePBbIE ero A3Bbl.

n Yy BCeX O4HO AbiXaHue, U 'y YesioBeka HeT npemMmyllecrtea nepen CKOTUHOIO

CKoTonpUroHHana naowaaka: cemHen 11 548 wTykuM, KpynHoro poratoro ckota 2016 ronos, Tenat
1920, 6apaHos 4450.
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A 4TO AenaeT BOH TOT Ye/N0BEK C XOPOLIEHbKMM TeneHoYkom? OH BedeT ero Ha BepeBKe, BOT U
OrPOMHDbIV 33/, B KOTOPOM PEBYT ObIKK, YENIOBEK NOABOANT TENEHOYKA K CKamMbe. TaKMX CKameek Tam
Lenbl psag, U BO3Ne KaxKA0W NEXUT AepeBsaHHas AyornHa. O6emMmn pykamu OH NoAbIMaeT Te/lieHo4YKa
M KNageT ero Ha CKambio, KMBOTHOE NOKOPHO /1I0XKMTCsA. OH NoAXBaTbIBaeT ero ele CHU3Yy 1 npuaep-
KMBAET NEBOMN PYKOM 3a4HIOI HOXKY, UTOD OHa He Apbirana. A 3atem bepeT BepeBKy, Ha KOTOpPOM
NPWBEN CBOIO XKEePTBY, N KPEMKO NPUBA3LIBAET e K CTeHe. TeleHOYEK TepnenBo NeXuT u xKaet. OH
He 3HaeT, YTo C HUM DOyAeT, HO eMy Heya0bHO NeraTb Ha AepPeBAHHOMN CKaMbe, OH KOJIOTUTCSA FO/I0BOM
O KaKoM-TO TBEpAbIN NpeaAMEeT M HUKAK He MOMKEeT MOHATb, YTO 3TO TAaKoe, a 3TO — KOHYMK AyOuHbI,
KOTOpPasn CTOUT Ha MOJIy M KOTOPOW emy CKopo byaeT HaHeceH yaap. 9To byaeT ero noc/jeAHMM Conpu-
KOCHOBEHMEM C CUM MUPOM. W AeACTBUTENbHO: 3TOT CTapbIi, NPOCTOM Ye/I0BEK, KOTOPbI CTOUT TyT
COBEPLIEHHO OAWNH, 3TOT 1ACKOBbIN YE/I0BEK C MATKMM FO/I0OCOM — OH YroBapuBaeT Te/leHOo4YKa — bepeT
Ay6MHY, He OYeHb BbICOKO 3aHOCUT ee, pa3Be MHOro TPebyeTcs CUbl A8 TAKOro HEXKHOMO CO34aHuA,
M C pa3amaxy onyckaeT ee 6eCnoOMOLLHOMY }KMBOTHOMY Ha 3aTbl/IOK. COBCEM CMOKOMHO, TaK, KaK OH
npuBen clofa TeNeHoYKa M yroBapmMBas ero fiekaTb CMMPHO, OH HAHOCKUT yAap Mo 3aTbl/Ky, 6e3 3106b!,
6e3 60/1bLIOro BO/IHEHMA, HO U 6e3 BCAKOIO COXa/IeHMA, YTO XK NoAenaellb, Pas YK TaK 3aBeZleHO, a Tbl
Y Hac XOpOoLWWIA TeIeHOYEK, Tbl 3Haellb, YTO TaK AOMKHO ObITb.

A TeneHouek: dp-p-p, p-p-p, U COBCEM-COBCEM LIEMEHEET, 3aMMUPAET, U HOMXKKM Ero BbITATMBAIOTCS.
YepHble, 6HapxaTUCTble rnasa ero CTaHOBATCA BAPYr 04eHb 60nblIMMM, 3acCTbiBalOT, 06BeAeHblI 6enoi
KaliMoW, a NOTOM MeA/IEHHO 3aKaTbIBalOTCA B CTOPOHY. YenoBeKy 3TO yXKe 3HaKOMO, Aa, TaK rmaaart
ybuTble KMBOTHbIE, HO CEroAHA NPeACTOUT ele MHOMo Aena, HaZo TOPONUTLCA, M OH WapUT nog, Te-
JIEHOYKOM MO CKamelKe, rae NEeXUT ero HOX, NPpUABUraeT HOroM NI0XaHb A1A KPOBU. A 3aTEM — YUK
HOYXOM MonepekK Lewn No ropay, o4HUM B3MaXOM NepepesaHbl BCe XPALWMKN U LWeliHble MYyCKY/bl, BO3-
Ayx cBO6OAHO BbIXOAMUT, r0NI0Ba TEPAET ONOPY U OTKUAbIBAETCA Ha3ad, Ha CKaMblo. BpbI3XKeT KPOoBb,
TEMHO-KpacHas rycTan *}MAKOCTb C Ny3blpbKaMu Bo3ayxa. Tak, C 3TUM Ae/0M NOKOH4YeHo. Ho yenoBsek
CNOKOWMHO, He MeHsA 61aroQyLWHOro BblpaXKeHUA NLA, PEXKET BCe ybxe U rybxe, YTO-TO Hally-
NbIBaeT HOXKOM B INyOUHE, TKaHU ellle TaKMe MOIoAbIe, HEXKHbIE, N BCOBLIBAET ero MexAay ABYMA Mno-
3BOHKaMM. 3aTEM OH OCTaB/IAET }XMBOTHOE B MOKOE, C LUIYMOM BpOCaeT HOX Ha CKaMenKy, MOET PyKu
B BeApe U yXoamT.

M BOT TeNIeHOUYEK CUPOT/INBO NIEXKUT Ha BOKY, Kak ero npmesa3ann. B 3ane cabileH BECesbln LWyM:
Tam paboTaloT, YTO-TO TAaCKatOT, NepeKAnKatoTca. Mexay HOXKKamMM CKaMbM YPOA/IMBO CBUCAET Ha Mo-
JIOCKeE LWKYpPbl OTAENEeHHas OT Ty/I0BMLLA F010Ba, 3a/1MTad KPOBbIO M CAHOHOK. Pacnyxwmnii 1 nocuHes-
UMM A3bIK NPUKYLLIEH 3y6amu. U cTpallHO, CTPALLHO XPUMUT Ha CKamMbe 3ape3aHHOoe *KMBOTHoe. [010Ba
TpenewleT Ha NONOCKe LWKypbl. Ty/IOBULLE Ha CKaMbe CBOAUT CyA0poron. HoXKM ApbiratoT, 6pbiKator,
No-AEeTCKU A/IMHHbIE, KaK Yy pebeHKa, y3n0BaTble HOXKKW. Ho rnasa coBeplueHHO HenoABUMKHbI, CAensbl.
3T0 — MepTBble rasa. 3TO — yMmepLlee }KMBOTHOe.

BnarogyWwHbIN CTapUUOK CTOUT C YePHOM 3aMUCHOM KHUMKEYKOM B PyKax BO3/ie KONOHHbI, U3aanu
NornAAbIBaeT Ha TE/IEHOYKA M YTO-TO MOACHMTbIBAET. TAXKeNble HblHE BPpeMeHa, TPYAHO YTO-HMbyab
HacuUTaTb, TPYAHO YrHATLCA 3@ KOHKYPEHLUMNEN.

Y dpaHua 0TKPbITO OKHO, Hy U 3a0aBHble Xe BellLy C/lyyaloTcs Ha cBeTe

Co/HLEe BCXOAMUT M 3aX04MUT, AHU CTAHOBATCA CBET/IEE, MO YINLAM Pa3be3KatoT AETCKME KONACOUKM,
Ha aBope — ¢eBpanb 1928 roaa.

[o nepsbix uncen pespana nbaHcTByeT PpaHL, bubepkond ns oTBpalLeHMA KO BCEMY MUPY, C rops,
TaK CKasaTb. [ponunBaeT BCe, YTO Y HEro ecTb, emy 6e3pasnnyHo, 4To byaeT Aanblie. OH xoTen bbiTb
NopALOYHbIM YETOBEKOM, HO HAa CBETE eCTb TaKMe NoA/eLbl, Mep3aBLbl U Heroaau, 4to PpaHu, bubep-
Kond He KenaeT HUYEro HU BUAETb, HU CNbIWaTb U3 TOrO, YTO NPOUCXOANUT BOKPYT, U ecnun bbl Aaxe
€My NPULLNOCH CTaTb FOMHMKOM, OH NPONbET CBOW AEHbIM A0 NocnegHero NpeHHura.
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(Ompoieok u3 Mamoli KHU2u poMaHa 0 Mupe KaK Ha0e8u2aroWemMca Ha Yeno8eKa maHke):

FUNFTES BUCH

Eine rasche Erholung, der Mann steht wieder da, wo er stand, er hat nichts zugelernt und nichts er-
kannt. Jetzt fillt der erste schwere Streich auf ihn. Er wird in ein Verbrechen hineingerissen, er will
nicht, er wehrt sich, aber er muf$ miissen.

Er wehrt sich tapfer und wild mit Hdnden und FiifSen, aber es hilft nichts, es geht liber ihn, er muf3
mlissen.

<.>

Die Welt ist von Eisen, man kann nichts machen, sie kommt wie eine Walze an, auf einen zu, da ist
nichts zu machen, da kommt sie, da lauft sie, da sitzen sie drin, das ist ein Tank, Teufel mit Héornern und
glihenden Augen drin, sie zerfleischen einen, sie sitzen da, mit ihren Ketten und Zdhnen zerreilRen sie
einen. Und das lauft, und da kann keiner ausweichen. Das zuckt im Dunkeln; wenn es Licht ist, wird
man alles sehen, wie es daliegt, wie es gewesen ist.

Ich mdchte weg, ich mochte weg, die Gauner, die Hune, ich will das gar nicht. Er zog an seinen Bei-
nen, das war ja gelacht, wenn ich nicht wegkonnte.

KHUIA MNMATAA

Jeno 6eicmpo udem Ha nonpasky, Haw 2epoli CHosa cmoum mam, 20e CMOoSAs, HUYeMy He Hay4uscsa u
Hu4Yezo He no3Hasa. U eom meneps Ha He2o obpywusaemca nepswili maxkul yoap. E2o emazusarom
8 npecmynseHue, OH ynupaemcs, HO 8bIHy#0eH MOKOPUMbCH.

OH My»ecmeeHHO U Om4YaaHHO ombusaemcsa pyKamu U Ho2amMu, HO HU4Mo He momMmoz2aem, 3mo 8blwe
€20 CUs1, OH 8bIHYy#(OeH MOKOoPUMbCH.

<..>

Mwup caenaH u3 xenesa, U HUYEro Heb3si C HUM NoAenaTb, OH HaABUraeTcsa Ha Bac, Kak OFPOMHbI
KaTOK, HUYEro He nogenaellb, BOT OH 6anke, 6anxKe, 6EXUT NPAMO Ha Bac, 3TO Ke TaHK, U B HEM CU-
AAT AbABO/bI C POraMu U FOPALLMMU F1a3aMu, TeP3atoT Bac, PBYT 3ybaMu 1 KOrTaAMU. TaHK BeXKuT Ha
BaC, U HUKTO HE MOXKET YT OT Hero. ToNbKO UCKPbI MObIXaloT B TEMHOTE, a KOraa CTaHeT CBET/N0, TO
BUAHO ByAeT, Kak BCe NOMEr/0 U KaKUM OHO Bbino.

Al xouy Npoyb OTCOAA, NPOYb, CBOMIOYM, MEP3aBLbl, BEAb A }KEe BOBCE HE XO4Y 3aHMMATbCA TaKUMMU
aenamm! OH 130 BCeX CUA CTapasicA NepeaBuHyTb HOMM, CMELLIHOE [1€/10, HEYMKENN HE YATU?
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(Ppazmenm o BasunoHckoli 6aydHuye u dpaHye bubepkonge kak Uoee):

SECHSTES BUCH

Jetzt seht ihr Franz Biberkopf nicht saufen und sich verstecken. Jetzt seht ihr ihn lachen: man mup sich
nach der Decke strecken. Er ist in einem Zorn, daf8s man ihn gezwungen hat, es soll ihn keiner mehr
zwingen, der Stdrkste nicht. Er hebt gegen die dunkle Macht die Faust, er fiihlt etwas gegen sich ste-
hen, aber er kann es nicht sehen, es muf8 noch geschehen, daf8 der Hammer gegen ihn saust.

<..>

Erhebe dich, du schwacher Geist

und stell dich auf die Beine

<.>

Ein hollisches Ding, nicht, das Leben? Hast es schon einmal gewult, im Lokal von Henschke, als sie
dich rausschmeien wollten mit deine Binde und der Kerl dich angriff, und du hattest ihm gar nichts
getan. Und ich hab gedacht, die Welt ist ruhig, es ist Ordnung da, und es ist etwas nicht in Ordnung,
die stehen da driiben so schrecklich. Das war im Moment, hellseherisch.

Und nun komm her, du, komm, ich will dir etwas zeigen. Die grolRe Hure, die Hure Babylon, die da
am Wasser sitzt. Und du siehst ein Weib sitzen auf einem scharlachfarbenen Tier. Das Weib ist voll
Namen der Lasterung und hat 7 Haupter und 10 Horner. Es ist bekleidet mit Purpur und Scharlach und
Uberguldet mit Gold und edlen Steinen und Perlen und hat einen goldenen Becher in der Hand. Und
an ihrer Stirn ist geschrieben ein Name, ein Geheimnis: die grolRe Babylon, die Mutter aller Greuel auf
Erden. Das Weib hat vom Blut aller Heiligen getrunken. Das Weib ist trunken vom Blut der Heiligen.

Franz Biberkopf aber zieht durch die StraRen, er trabt seinen Trab und gibt nicht nach und will
nichts weiter, als mal ordentlich zu Kraft kommen, stark in den Muskeln. Es ist warmes Sommerwetter,
Franz zieht sich von Kneipe zu Kneipe.

Er weicht der Hitze aus. In der Kneipe fahren vor ihm die groBen Mollen Bier an.

Die erste Molle sagt: Ich komme aus dem Keller, aus Hopfen und Malz. Jetzt bin ich kiihl, wie
schmeck ich:

Franz sagt: Bitter, schon, kihl.

Ja, ich kiihl dich, ich kiihle die Mdnner, dann mach ich ihnen warm, und dann nehme ich ihnen die
Uberflissigen Gedanken weg.

Uberfliissige Gedanken?

Ja, die Mehrzahl aller Gedanken sind Uberfllssig. Etwa nicht? — Ob. Recht sollst du haben.

Ein kleiner Schnaps steht hellgelb vor Franz. Wo haben sie dir hergeholt: — Gebrannt haben sie mir,
Mensch. — Du beiRt, Kerl, du hast Krallen. — Nanu, dafiir bin ich dochn Schnaps. Hast wohl lange keinen
gesehen: — Nee, war beinah tot, du Schnapschen, ich bin beinah tot gewesen. Abgefahren ohne Re-
tourbillett. — So siehste auch aus. — Siehste aus, quatsch doch nich. Wollen dir mal nochmal probieren,
komm mal ran. Ah, du bist gut, du hast Feuer, Feuer hast du, Kerl. — Der Schnaps rieselt ihm durch die
Kehle: son Feuer.

Der Rauch von dem Feuer steigt in Franzen auf, macht ihm den Hals trocken, er muf3 noch eine Mol-
le nehmen: Du bist die zweite Molle, ich hab schon eene genommen, was willst du mir sagen? — Dicker,
erst schmeck an mir, dann kannst du reden. — Also.
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Da sagt die Molle: Pal8 mal auf, du, wenn du noch zwee Mollen trinkst und noch een Kiimmel und
noch eenen Grog, dann quillst du auf wie Erbsen. — So? — Ja, dann wirst du wieder dick, wie siehst du
denn aus, Mensch? Kannst du denn so unter die Menschen laufen? Schluck nochmal.

Und Franz packt die dritte: Ich schluck schon. Kommt eene nach der andern. Immer Ordnung hal-
ten.

Er fragt die vierte: Wat weeRt du, Liebling? — Die grohlt bloR wonnig. Franz giel3t sie sich hinter:
Glaube ich. Alles, was du sagst, Liebling, glaub ich. Bist mein Schafken, wir gehen zusammen uff die
Weide.

KHWUIA LLECTAA

Tenepb 8ol yxc 6onblie He sudume, Ymobsl PpaHy bubepKong NbsHCMeo8a Usu CKpbisascs. Ternepo
8bl 8UOUME, YMO OH cMeemcA: No odexcKe npomsaausali HOXKU. OH CMPAWHO 3AUMCA, YMO €20 K
YeMy-mo npuHyousU, OMHbIHe HUKMO e20 bonbwe HU K Yemy He MpuHyoum, xomsa 6l u cambll cuns-
Hobll YenoseK. TeMHOU cusne OH 2po3um KynaKom, OH 4yecmeyem — 4mo-mo pomusocmoum emy, HO
OH He 8 COCMOAHUU PAcrno3HAamMe amo, U Momomy O0/MHKHO ewe CAy4umscsa mak, Ymo mosom obpy-
wumcs emy Ha 20/108yY.

<>

BocnipsaHs, moli cnabeili 0yx,

80CMPSAHb U Kpern4ye 8CMAHb HA Ho2U

<>

AACKanA WTYKA XKU3Hb, He NpaBaa Nn? 3TO Tbl yYXKe 0A4HaXKAbl NO3Has, B NMBHOM [eHLWKe, Koraa Tebsa
XOTE/IN BbICTaBUTb BOH BMECTe C TBOEM NOBA3KOM M Ha TebA fie3 TOT A0/IroBA3bIN, XOTA Tbl EMY HUYEro
He caenan. A Tbl Ayman, 4To MUP YCNOKOW/ICA, YTO B HEM NOPAAOK? HeT, BUAHO, YTO-TO pa3naamnoch
B 3TOM MUpeE, YK 6ONbHO rPO3HO CTOS/IN Te Tam, nepes Tob60to. ITO Obl/I0 KaKoe-TO MrHOBEHHOE Mpo-
3peHue, He Tak nun?

A Tenepb nogonam coaa, Tol, Nogonam baunxke, A Tebe Koe-uto NoKaxky. Benukyo 6ayaHuly, uma
e el BaBUIoH, cngalyto Tam Ha Bogax MHOTUX. U Tbl BUAMLLDB KEHY, CUAALLYIO Ha 3Bepe barpsHom,
NPEenUCNnoNHEHHOM MMeHamKu 6oroxyabHbIMM, ¢ 7 ronosamu n 10 poramu. M oHa obneyeHa B nopoupy
M barpsaHULYy, YKpalleHa 30/10TOM, AParoLueHHbIMU KaMHSIMU U XKEMUYYTOM, N AEPXKUT 30/10TYHO Yally
B pyKe cBOel. M Ha Yene ee HanNMcaHo MMs, TallHa: BaBUNOH BEIMKUIM, MaTb MEeP30CTAM 3EeMHbIM. U
YKeHa ynoeHa KpoBUIO NpaBegHbIX.

®paHu, Bubepkond waserca no yamuam, TPYCUT METKON PbICLLOI0 U HE CAAeTCA U HUYEro Apyroro
He XOYEeT, KaK TO/IbKO XOPOLLEeHbKO HabpaTbcA CMA U OKpenHyTb. Moroaa Tennan, neTHasa, u paHu, Ko-
JIECUT 13 NMBHOW B NUBHYIO, U3 Kabaka B KabaK.

370 OH, BUAUTE K, yberaeT OT *Kapbl. B NMBHOM nepes HUM NOABASAOTCA OO/bLUNE KPYXKKM NUBA.

MepBan KpyrKKa roBopuT: A BCA M3 XMensa U conoaa, npsamo c norpeba, ceerkan. Kakosa A Ha BKyc?

A ®paHu, oTBevaeT: [opbKoBaTan, NpUATHaA, CBEXKaAnA.

[a, oHa cBexkan, OHa OCBeXKaeT NtoAel, a NOTOM PacnanfaeT Ux, OTHUMAET Yy HUX INLLIHME MbIC/N.

JInwHme moican?

[a, n6o 66nbLwan YacTb Mbicnei — AMWHAA. Heyxkenn ke HeT? Hy, nyckal byaet no-sawemy.

Tenepb nepes PpaHUemM CTOUT MaNeHbKasa POMKa CBET/NI0-KEeNTON BOAKM.
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3Ta oTKyAa B3Anach? — M3 xneba HaKkypuan. — YK 1 Kycadas ke oHa! TaKk ropso v gepet, TOYHO Kor-
Tamun. — [1a Hy! Ha To oHa 1 BogKa. [lo/iXKHO 6bITb, 6paT, AaBHO He Npo6oBan? — TO-TO M OHO, BOA0YKA,
YTO Mbl YyTb HE MOMEP/IM, YYTb HA TOT CBET HE OTNPaBMUIUCL 6e3 nepecagkn. — OHO 1 BUAHO! BuaHo?
NagHo, norosopum Tam. — A BOT Mbl Tebs elle pa3 nonpobyem, Hy-Ka, AaBan-Ka. Ix, xopppowa! C
OTHEeM, C OTHeM, cecTpuua. — Boaka nbetca B roTKy: OroHb, Aa v TONbKO.

[bIMm 0T 3TOro orHA nogpiMmaetca B PpaHLe, CyLUT eMy rop/io, 3aCTaB/sAET €ro 3aKasaTb ELLE KPYK-
Ky NnBa. 34paBCTBYN, BTOPAA KPYMKEUKa, OAHY Mbl YxKe nponycTunun. Hy, 4to ckaxelb? A KpyrKKa:
CnepBa, TO/NICTAYOK, Tbl MeHA NpUrybb, a NOTOM YK 1 cnpawwmean. — JlagHo!

Toraoa Kpy»KKa roBopuT: MMel B BUAY, €C/IN Tbi BbiMbeLllb ellle ABE KPYKKW NUBA, eLle OAMUH KIOM-
Me/b 1 ellle CTaKaHUYMK rpora, Tbl pa3byxHellb, Kak ropox. — [la Hey»kenn? — BepHo roBopto. Tbl ONATb
CTaHelWb TO/ICTbIM, @ TO HA KOTO e Tbl ceryac Noxox, muaara? Heyxkenn tebe He CTbIAHO B TAaKOM
BMAE NIOAAM Ha rnas3a NokasblBaTbca? Hy-Ka, x1ebHu ele pa3ok.

PpaHu 6epeTca 3a TpeTblo, byoHUT: A 1 To xnebato. OaHy 3a apyron. Kaxkaol cBo yepea,

A yeTBepPTYIO OH crnpalmBaeT: Tbl YTO 3HaELWb, AyLeHbKa? — Ta TO/IbKO YTO-TO 61a*KEHHO NONOoYeET.
®paHy, B1MBaeT ee B cebA, npuroBapmeasn: Bepto, ronybyLika, Bepto BCEMy, YTO roBOPULLb. AX Tbl MOSA
APOYKa, Mbl C TOBOM BMeCTe NOMAEM Ha NYHKOK.

(bopbba BasunoHckoli 6aydHuybl u Cmepmu 3a ®paHya bubepkondga):

NEUNTES BUCH

Und jetzt ist Franz Biberkopfs irdischer Weg zu Ende. Es ist nun Zeit, daf$ er zerbrochen wird. Er fillt der
dunklen Macht in die Hénde, die Tod heifst und die ihm als Aufenthaltsort passend erscheint. Aber er
erféhrt, was sie (iber ihn meint, auf eine Weise, die er nicht erwartet hat und die alles libersteigt, was
ihn bisher betroffen hat.

Sie redet Fraktur mit ihm. Sie kldrt ihn liber seine Irrtiimer, seinen Hochmut und seine Unwissenheit
auf. Und damit stiirzt zusammen der alte Franz Biberkopf, es ist beendet sein Lebenslauf.

Der Mann ist kaputt. Es wird noch ein anderer Biberkopf gezeigt, dem der alte nicht das Wasser reicht
und von dem zu erwarten ist, dafs er seine Sache besser macht.

<>

Abzug der bésen Hure, Triumph des grofsen Opferers,
Trommlers und Beilschwingers

In der kahlen Landschaft, vor den roten Mauern der Anstalt, auf den Feldern liegt schmutziger
Schnee. Da trommelt es und trommelt weiter. Verloren hat die Hure Babylon, der Tod ist Sieger und
trommelt sie davon.

Die Hure keift und spektakelt und sabbert und schreit: "Was ist mit dem, was hast du von dem Kerl,
Franz Biberkopf, koch ihn dir sauer, deinen Gottlieb Schulze."

Der Tod schladgt seinen Trommelwirbel: "Ich kann nicht sehen, was du in deinem Becher hast, du
Hyane. Der Mann Franz Biberkopf ist hier, ich habe ihn ganz und gar zerschlagen. Aber weil er stark
und gut ist, soll er ein neues Leben tragen, geh aus dem Weg, wir haben hier beide nichts mehr zu
sagen."

Und wie sie bockt und weiter geifert, bewegt sich der Tod, setzt sich in Fahrt, sein grauer riesiger
Mantel flattert auf, da werden Bilder und Landschaften sichtbar, die um ihn schwimmen, ihn von den
FliBen bis zur Brust umwinden. Und Schreie, Schisse, Larm, Triumph und Jubel um den Tod. Triumph
und Jubel. Das Tier unter dem Weib scheut, schlagt um sich.
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Der FluR, die Beresina, marschierende Legionen.

Marschieren an der Beresina die Legionen, die eisige Kalte, der eisige Wind. Sie sind aus Frankreich
heriibergekommen, der groRe Napoleon fiihrt sie an. Der Wind blast, der Schnee wirbelt, die Kugeln
sausen. Sie schlagen sich auf dem Eis, sie stiirmen, sie fallen. Und immer die Rufe: Es lebe der Kaiser,
lebe der Kaiser! Das Opfer, das Opfer, das ist der Tod!

Und Rollen von Eisenbahnen, Kanonen krachen, Platzen der Handgranaten, Sperrfeuer, Chemin des
dames und Langemarck, Lieb Vaterland magst ruhig sein, lieb Vaterland magst ruhig sein. Die Unter-
stande verschittet, hingesunken die Soldaten. Der Tod rollt seinen Mantel, singt: O ja, o ja.

Marschieren, marschieren. Wir ziehen in den Krieg mit festem Schritt, es gehen mit uns 100 Spiel-
leute mit, Morgenrot, Abend rot, leuchtest uns zum frithen Tod, 100 Spielleute trommeln, widebum
widebum, gehts uns nicht grade, so gehts uns krumm, widebum widebum.

Der Tod rollt den Mantel und singt: O ja, o ja.

Ein Ofen brennt, ein Ofen brennt, vor einem Ofen steht eine Mutter mit sieben S6hnen, das Stoh-
nen des Volkes ist hinter ihnen, sie sollen den Gott ihres Volkes abschwdren. Sie strahlen und stehen
friedlich da. Wollt ihr abschwoéren und euch unterwerfen? Der erste sagt nein und erleidet die Qualen,
der zweite sagt nein und erleidet die Qualen, der dritte sagt nein und erleidet die Qualen, der vierte
sagt nein und erleidet die Qualen, der flinfte sagt nein und erleidet die Qualen, der sechste sagt nein
und erleidet die Qualen, der siebente sagt nein und erleidet die Qualen. Die Mutter steht da und er-
mutigt die S6hne. Zuletzt sagt sie nein und erleidet die Qualen. Der Tod rollt den Mantel und singt: O
ja, oja.

Das Weib mit den sieben Képfen zerrt an dem Tier, das Tier kommt nicht hoch.

Marschieren, marschieren, wir ziehen in den Krieg, es ziehen mit uns 100 Spielleute mit, sie trom-
meln und pfeifen, widebum widebum, dem einen gehts grade, dem andern gehts krumm, der eine
bleibt stehen, der andere fallt um, der eine rennt weiter, der andere liegt stumm, widebum widebum.

Jubel und Schreien, Marschieren zu sechsen und zu zweien und zu dreien, marschiert die franzosi-
sche Revolution, marschiert die russische Revolution, marschieren die Bauernkriege, die Wiedertau-
fer, sie ziehen alle hinter dem Tod einher, es ist ein Jubel hinter ihm her, es geht in die Freiheit, die
Freiheit hinein, die alte Welt mul} stiirzen, wach auf, du Morgenluft, widebum widebum, zu sechsen,
zu zweien, zu dreien, Brider, zur Sonne, zur Freiheit, Briider, zum Lichte empor, hell aus dem dunklen
Vergangenen leuchtet uns Zukunft hervor, Schritt gefaRt und rechts und links und links und rechts,
widebum widebum.

Der Tod rollt den Mantel und lacht und strahlt und singt: O ja, oja.

Die grolRe Babylon kann endlich ihr Tier hochzerren, es kommt in Trapp, es rast Gber die Felder, es
sinkt in den Schnee. Sie dreht sich um, heult gegen den strahlenden Tod. Unter dem Tosen bricht das
Tier in die Knie, das Weib schwankt (iber dem Hals des Tiers. Der Tod zieht seinen Mantel zu. Er singt
und strahlt: O ja, o ja. Das Feld rauscht: O ja, o ja.

KHUIA AEBATAA

Terepsb 3emHoU nyme ®paHya bubepkornga okoHveH. Mopa emy Ha ciiom. OH nonadaem 8 pyKu mem-
Holl cunbl, Komopas umMeHyemcs CMePMbHo U Kaxemcsa eMy nooxo0awum npucmaHuwem. Ho oH y3-
Haem, KaKo20 OHA O HemM MHeHUSA, Crocobom, KOmopo20 OH HUKAK He oxudasa u Komopeil rnpesoc-
xo0um ece, Ymo rnocmueaso e2o 00 Cux rnop.

OHa 2080pum ¢ HUM Ha4ucmomy. OHa OmKpbligaem emy 271030 Ha €20 OWUbKU, HO e20 8bICOKOMepuUe
U HecozHamesnbHocMb. I makum obpazom meprium KpyweHue cmapeolli PpaHuy bubepKong, Hu3HeH-
Hoell myme e2o obpbisaemcs.
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3mom yenosek pazbum, yHuumoxceH. Ho eam nokaxcym opyz020 bubepkonga, Komopomy npexcHul
U 8 MoOOMemKuU He 200UMcs U 0mM KOmMopo20o MOXHO OXUOAMb, YMo OH ay4lie crnpasumcs co ceoeli
3a0ayel.

<>

OmcmynneHue 310l 6ay0HuUUbI
U mpuyme 8esuKo2o 3aKa1amens,
b6apabaHWUKa u 2pomMmosepHcya

B oroneHHoM MecTHOCTU, BOKPYT KpacHOM orpaabl NCUXMATPUYECKON BONbHULbI, TEXUT HA NONAX
rpPsA3HbIN cHer. CabllWnTCcA HeCMOoIKaeman bapabaHHasa apobb. MNpourpana geno 6ayaHnUa BaBuaoH,
CmepTb ocTanacb NnobeanTenbHULEN U TOHUT ee, NpecnenyeT 6bapabaHHbIM 6oem.

baygHuua 3n106HO pyraeTtca, H6pbI3xKeT CAtoHOM M KpuunT: "Hy yTto Tebe c Hero, Ha 4YTo OH Tebe
AaNcA, 3TOT HecyacTHbI PpaHy, Bnbepkond? Tak 1 6bITb, BO3bMUK ero cebe, LaLKaica ¢ HUM, C 3TUM
noabipem".

A CmepTb BbibMBaeT Ha bapabaHe apobb: "MHe He BUAHO, YTO y TebA B Yalle, rTmeHa. DTOT YeNoBeK,
®paHu Bubepkond, 3aechb, Nnepeaso MHO, A ero coBcem pasbuna. Ho TaKk KaKk OH cu/ieH 1 gobp, nycTb
HeceT HOBYHO ¥M3Hb, MPOYb C AOPOrK, Ham obenm 6osblue Heyero ckasaTb'.

A TakK Kak 6aygHuMUa Npoao/KaeT apTaunMTbCa U U3pbiratb xyny, CMepTb NPUXOANUT B ABUNKEHME,
HaCcTynaeT, pa3AyBaeTcA ee OrPOMHbIN CePbIN NAall, U CTAaHOBATCA BMAHbI KapTUHbI M NaHAWadTbl,
paccTunatowmecs BOKpYr Hee M 06BMBatOLLLME ee C HOT A0 rpyaun. M BOKpyr Hee — KIMKK, Nanbba, Wwym,
BOCTOPT M IMKOBaHMe. 3Bepb Nog 61yaHuMLEN nyraeTcs, HaunMHaeT 6pbIKaTbCs.

BoT peka bepe3unHa, n oTCTynatouime neruoHsol.

JlernoHbl nepenpasnAroTcA Yepes bepesnHy, B 3MMHIOK CTYXKY, Npu negeHawem setpe. OHM NpuLl-
v ctoga us PpaHumm, Beget ux Benvkuii HanoneoH. Betep BoeT, cHer 6elweHo KpyTUTCA, Nyan CBU-
ctat. CongaTtbl O6bIOTCA Ha NbAy, MAYT B aTaky, NagatoT. M HecyTca HeCMosIKaemble KAnku: [a 3gpas-
cteyeT umnepatop! [la 3gpascTeyeT umnepaTop! MepTtBa, KepTBa, 370 U ecTb CMmepThb.

Mnun BOT: rpoxouyT noesga, byxatoT MyLWKKU, C TPECKOM PBYTCA Py4Hble rpaHaTbl, 3arpaguTenbHbli
oroHb, LLimeHnae-Aam v JlTaHremapK, OT4M3HA, COXPaHUM NOKOMN, OTYM3HA, COXPaHM NOKoM. PasBopoueH-
Hble CHapagaMun 6AMHAAMKN, CKOWEHHbIe paabl conaat. CMepTb pa3maxmBaeT naalom, npunesaet: O
na, o aal

Bnepeg, mapw, mapw! boapbim Wwarom B noxos, ¢ Hamu 100 my3bIKkaHTOB MAET. M B 3apto, 1 B 3aKaT
BUAMM paHHel cmepTn B3rAa, 100 my3biKaHTOB MrPatoT: Tapapam, Tapapam, Ko/b He byaeT yaauu,
TaK N/J1I0X0 BCEM HaM, Tapapam, Tapapam.

CmepTb pasmaxmaeT naawom n npunesaet: O ga, o Aa.

APKO NblNaeT neyb, APKO NblNAET NeYb, a Nepes, Het CTOUT MaTb C CEMbIO CbIHOBbAMMU. Kpyrom cTo-
HYT ntoan. OHM AOMKHbBI OTPeYbCA OT Bepbl OTLOB. OHM CMOKOMHO CTOAT, LA UX CUAIOT. MX cnpawwm-
BAlOT: XOTUTE OTPEYLCA M MOKOPUTLCA Ham? NepBbI TOBOPUT HET M MPUEMET MYKY, BTOPOI FOBOPUT
HEeT M NPUeMNET MYKY, TPETUI TOBOPUT HET U NPUEMIET MYKY, YETBEPTbIN FOBOPUT HET U NpuemneT
MYKY, NATbIN FOBOPUT HET M NPUEMIET MYKY, LLECTON FTOBOPUT HET U MPUEMNET MYKY, CEAbMO FOBOPUT
HeT 1 NpuemneT MyKy. A MaTb CTOUT TyT e u oboapseT cbiHoBel. oA KOHeL, U OHa rOBOPUT HET U
TOXe npuemneTt MmyKy. CmepTb pa3amaxmsaeT naawom u noet: O ga, o Aa.

bnyaHWLa NOHYKaeT 3BepA C CEMbIO F0JIOBAaMM, HO 3BEPb HE NMOAbIMAeTCA.

Bnepen mapuw, mapw! bogpbim warom B noxoa, ¢ Hamu 100 My3bIKaHTOB MAeT. My3bIKaHTbl NAYT,
B bapabaHbl ObIOT, Tapapam, Tapapum, MHOMY yaa4ya, HO MJIOXO APYrMM, OAMH OCTAeTCcs, HO TPYynbl 3a
HUM, OAWNH BEXUT Aanblue, APYroi HeABUKUM, Tapapam, TapapuM.
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KAWKK M NnKoBaHbe, WaratoT no WwecTepo M No ABOe M No Tpoe B pAg, NPOXoAuT dpaHLy3CcKan
pPeBONIOLMA, NPOXOAMUT PYCCKan PEeBONOLMA, MPOXOAAT KPECTbAHCKME BOMHbI, NPOXOAAT aHabanTu-
CTbl, BCE OHM MAYT cnegom 3a CMepTbio, 33 Hel byliHOe NMKoBaHbe, Bnepes K cBoboae, K csobosae,
BECb MUP HACUNbA Mbl Pa3poeM, 3aCBETUCH, NyYLLIEN XKU3HM 3apAa, Tapapam, TapapMm, No wecTepo,
no Agoe, no Tpoe B paa. Cmeno, ToBapuLLM, B HOTY, AYXOM OKpenHem B 60pbbe, B LapcTBO cBOOOADI
O0pory rpyabto Nponoxum cebe, B HOry, 1€BOM, NPaBOM, Tapapam, Tapapam, Tapapam.

CmepTb pazmaxuBaeT nnawom, cmeetca u cmas noet: O ga, o aa.

HaKoHeLl, BennKkon 6ayaHuLe yaaeTca NoAHATb 3Bepsa, OH MYCKAeTcAa BCKayb, MYMTCA MO MOMAM,
npoBanunBaeTca B cHer. OHa obopaumnBaeTca, U3pbIraeT Xyny Ha nobegoHocHyo CmepTb. OT aToro bec-
HOBaHMA 3BepPb NafaeT Ha KONEHMW, U }KEeHLMHA CNOM3aeT MU NOBMCAET Ha Wwee 3BepA. CMepTb 3anaxu-
BaeTtcAa B naaw,. OHa cuaet u noet: O aa, o0 Aa.
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U3 pomana "NOPbl MOPA U TUIFAHTbI"
(1924; pycckoe usp. 2011; nepeeopg, T. backakoBo#)

(Cmamyu »epmeeHHbix 6bikoe 8 bepnuHe XXVII eeKa, c. 167-168):

Die Stadtschaft hatte zahllose weite Platze und riesige StraBenkreuzungen. Machtig wirkte an den
groRen oOffentlichen Stellen das feierliche Bild eines Stiers, der in die Knie gebrochen war. Ein armlan-
ges Messer stak in seiner linken Flanke. Einmal am Vor- und Nachmittag brillte die Saule, stark wie
eine Schiffsirene, tauschend dhnlich in Schrei und gliederlahmender Angst dem Ton eines sterbenden
groRRen Tiers. Sie brillte unregelmaRig unvermittelt in dieser und jener Stadtgegend. Dann mufte je-
der auf Minuten die Arbeit verlassen, die nicht dringend war.

B camom rpagwadte 6bI11M MHOTOYMUC/IEHHbIE LMPOKUE NAOLLAAN N OXKUB/IEHHbIE YINYHbIE Nepe-
KpecTKku. BneuyatnaiolLe BbIrAAeNn Ha NAoWaaax MemopuanbHble n3obpaxkeHna bbika, ynasliero Ha
KosieHU. HOK, O/IMHOM C YenloBEYECKY0 PyKy, TOpYan B ero fieBom 60ky. OaAnH pas B NepsBoli NoI0BK-
He AHA U OAMH pa3 BO BTOPOW CTaTys peBesia — FPOMKO, KaK Napoxo4Han CUPeHa, — TOYHO MMUTUPYA
KPUK YMMPAIOLLETO XMBOTHOrO, OXBa4Y€HHOI0 Napanusyowmm ctpaxom. CTaTyn peBenn HeperyiapHo
N HEOXUZAHHO — TO B OHOW, TO B APYroi YacTu ropoda. Toraa KaxKablii YenoBek, ecan Mor, Ha napy
MUWHYT bpocan paborty.

(Buonoz Mapoyk, ymobbl 3axeamumb KOHCY/bCKYIO 81acmb 8 2padwagpme bepauH, ybusaem
C80UX NMPOMUBHUKO8 8 sonwebHom necy, c. 176, 178):

Der Wald knackte unaufhorlich. Die unten standen lagen liefen sich zusammendrangten auflosten,
wurden Uberspritzt von der klebrigen leimartigen Feuchtigkeit, die wie Schleimpatzen aus Vogelschna-
beln auf Gesichter und Hande fiel, oft fein wie aus Réhren spriihte. Zu dem Knistern trat immer wie-
der ein Sausen und Sprudeln, wie aus einer gedffneten Flasche, das zuletzt erstickte. Die Baume ver-
schrankten Ast in Ast, verschoben sich umeinander. Die Dunkelheit nahm zu. Ein Dach, eine holzerne
Decke bildete sich langsam Uber den Menschen. Der Wald verdichtete sich zu einer engen, immer
engeren Kiste, von deren Deckel es heruntersickerte. Die Luft garend bitter muffig, mit Schwaden der
stechenden reizenden Gase. Der Boden aber, vorher noch eben, wellte sich, ringelte, schlangelte sich.
In Wilsten schwollen die Wurzeln hervor, armdicke Adern, von denen der Sand abrollte. Der Boden
wurde hoher. <...>

Das mammutische triefende krachende Wachsen zerprefSte klemmte malmte manschte die Men-
schen, knackte die Brustkorbe, brach die Wirbel, schob die Schadelknochen zusammen, gol3 die
weillen Gehirne Gber die Wurzeln. Die Stamme berihrten sich. Wurzel Stamm Krone eine Masse, ein
verschmolzener wogender wilthlender dampfender Klotz. Oben barst er, zischte. Unten trieb schluckte
drang es auf, drang seitwarts bis an die Mauer.

Jlec HenpepbIBHO NOTpecKMBa. Jlloam BHU3Y CTOSIM iexKanm 6poaunm, CXoauanch U pacxoauamch,
HO MpPM 3TOM UX BCe BpemsA 06PbI3rMBano NMNKON, MOXOXKEN Ha KNen XUAKOCTbIo, KoTopasd, byaTo Ko-
MOYKM CNU3U, 0BPOHEHHbIE U3 NTUUYLUX K/OBOB, Nagana UM Ha /IMLa U PYKM, a 4acTo U B CAaMOM dene
6pbi3rana, CIOBHO M3 TpyboueK. K NoXpycTbiBaHMIO NEPUOAUYECKU NPUBABAANNCH LUMMEHME U KNOKO-
TaHbe, KaK U3 OTKYMOPEHHOW BYTbINKK; BO34YX CTan yaylWAMBbIM. [lepeBbsa nepensetasmncb BETBAMMU,
4yTb /I He 06BMBaANM APYr Apyra. TeMHOTa cryuanack. Kpbllwa — AepeBaHHbIN NOTONOK — MOCTENEHHO
CMbIKanacb Ha ronosamm ntogen. Jlec ynaoTHANCA, MPeBpPaLLanch B TECHbIN, Bce 6onee TeCHbIN UMK,
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C KPbILKM KOTOPOro BOBHYTPb YTO-TO Kananio. Bo3ayx 6bia 3a6poamBLIMM-TOPbKOBATLIM-CNEPTLIM, C
Knybamu eaxoro Bo3by»KAalOWEro rasa. 3emns Xe, elle HeaBHO POBHasA, MOPLLMIACh, CKPy4MBa-
Nnacb, 3Meusacs. M3 Hee npocTynanu, Habyxas, KOPHU — XKWUJbl TONLWMHON C PYKY, C KOTOPbIX OCbINaaca
necokK. YpoBeHb No4Bbl NOBbICUACA. <...>

3TOT MaMOHT — COYaLLAncA TPECKyYas HeMnpepbIBHO paspacTalollanca ApeBecHaa macca — Cnito-
LLMBAN 3aLWEMNAN U3MENbYAN NOAEN, Pa3AaBAMUBaN UX FPYAHbIE KNETKKU, T0Man NO3BOHKM, CTUCKUBA
yepenHble KOCTU TaK, YTo 6enblii Mo3r pa3bpbi3rmBanca No KopHAM. CTBOJIbI PaHO MW NO3AHO CO-
npuKacanmcb. KopeHb CTBON KPOHA CTaHOBWIWUCbL €AMHOW MacCOMi — CMEeKLENCca KOoNbIWyLEencs Ko-
nowawenca apiMawienca rmolboi. CBepxy YTO-TO HEMPEPbIBHO 10MaN0Ch, WKneno. BHU3y — nyckano
noberu, roTtano, TAHYN0Cb BBEPX, PACMPOCTPAHANOCH B CTOPOHbI 40 CAMOW CTEHbI.

(fopoo bepnur e XXVII eeke, c. 184-186, 188-189):

Der Konsul, im schwarzen Seidenmantel, die groBen ernsten Augen gesenkt, zog am friihen Morgen
gleichmaRig seine Schritte durch die Stadt. Es wehte heiller Wind. Flieger jagten mit dumpfem Rollen
in der Luft. Die riesenhaften Pladtze. Die metallenen Riesenstiere, Messer in den Flanken, hingesunken
schweigend auf den Steinpiedestalen. Das Gewiihl umspiulte ihn. Die halb in der Luft schwebenden
Triblinen, offenen Hallen, auf denen Madchen und Manner Balle mit Stocken trieben. Es hatte sich
nichts seit dem Beginn seines Konsulats gedandert. Die grellrot bemalten, mit Masten und Wimpeln
versehenen Hauser, in denen die kiinstlichen Nahrstoffe ausgegeben wurden, auf den Dachern lie-
gende gewundene Kennzeichen fiir die Frachtflieger. Die Hauptausgange der unterirdischen Bahnen
in der Nahe des Nahrungsspeichers; Heraufdréhnen und Surren der Zige, die aus Fabriken und zent-
ralen Speichern liefen, der Zlige, die in tieferen Stockwerken radial und peripher die Versorgungsbe-
zirke abstreiften, Schacht und Aufzug zu jedem Haus. Das kecke Wandeln der Madnner von siidlichem
Typus. Nonchalantes Trotten Pfeifen Rauchen von Mulattennachkdmmlingen mit grauen Gesichtern,
gedriickten Nasen; das sieghafte Strahlen der weiRen Frauen; stumpfes geschaftsmaRiges Herumge-
hen der lange Ansdssigen, ihre apathische Ruhe im Dasitzen vor den Trink- und Rauchstatten, leise
Stimmen, wenig verdanderlicher Gesichtsausdruck. <...> Jonathan, goldgelb in Seide wie ein Priester,
den braunen Kopf bloR, trat leicht neben Marduk, lachelte, als der ihn fremd ansah. Jonathan wollte
zur Stadt hinausfahren; Marduk hielt ihn: "Erdulde dies. Entzieh dich nicht, Jonathan. Ich verstehe
dies. Der ungeheure unausdenkbare Bann, in dem wir leben. Blicke um dich."

In der Ferne horte man das schaurige Gebriill eines Metallstieres. Es wurde im Augenblick auf
den StraRen still, die Menschen verlangsamten die Schritte, standen; sahen auf die Steinplatten des
Bodens. Marduk blickte zwischen sie, hielt Jonathans Arm, war sichtlich seiner nicht Herr; seine Schul-
tern zitterten, die Augen blickten verschwommen: "Du kennst das nicht. Kennst du nicht die Stadt?
Das ist wie ein Wind, der mir an den Mund fahrt und mein Gesicht fafit. Ich fahre durch den Wind. Sieh
diese Manner an, die Frauen die Bahn die Flieger die StraRen, du hast den Stier gehort. Das Mekihaus,
Marke, der blinde Konsul, ich hier, du; wie das begliickt. Wie es mich begliickt, fiillt, seelenselig macht.
Trunken, Jonathan." <...>

"Ich biete dir eine Ehe mit mir an, Jonathan. Wie denkst du darliber. Du hattest keine Pflicht weiter
als da zu sein, mir dein Gesicht zu zeigen. Es ist nicht notig, daR du mit mir sprichst. Regen und Warme
sprechen auch nicht, und man braucht sie doch. Du sollst auch nicht mein Diener sein. Nicht einmal
mein Gehilfe. Und nicht einmal mein Tischgefahrte. Sondern, wie ich schon sagte: nur da sein. Es ist
nicht notig, hier. Aber doch oft bei mir."

"Sonderbar, Marduk. Ich dachte, du willst mich als Gehilfen." Marduk nahm den Fuf3 nicht herunter.
Er gdhnte: "Also, es ist abgemacht."
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MARDUK WAR mit einigen hundert Mann in die unverteidigte Stadt eingezogen. Er lie} noch am
Tage seines Einmarschs eine Kraftzentrale in dem ersten, sogenannt Griinen Rathaus der Stadt errich-
ten, in dem er sein Quartier aufschlug. Angriffs- und Abwehrwaffen, die er mit anderen seiner Grup-
pen aufbewahrt und vorbereitet hatte, wurden im Augenblick in der Nahe des Rathauses versteckt
und an Marduks Zentrale angeschlossen.

Ha cheaytowmii AeHb, paHHUM YTPOM, KOHCY/1 B YEPHOM LLEIKOBOM NasbTo, onycTuB bonblume 3a-
AYMUMBbIE 1N1a3a, POBHbIMW WaraMu wen no ropoay. Ayn rennbii setep. C rAyxmm poKOTOM NPOHOCKU-
JIMCb Ha A, roNo0BOM eTaTtesibHble annapaTtbl. OrpoMHble naowaau. MMraHTcKkMe meTanamnyeckme 6biku —
C HOXXOM B DOKY, ynaBLUMe Ha KONEHM — MOSIYANM Ha CBOMX KaMeHHbIX NbeaecTtanax. Tonna obtekana
Mapayka. TpubyHbl, 6yaTo Napsawme B BO3AyXe, OTKPbITbIe CTaANOHbI, Ha KOTOPbIX AEBYLUKM U MY¥XKYU-
Hbl TOHAIOT Na/IKAMW MAYMU... BbIKpalleHHble APKO-KPaCHOM KPacKolM A0Ma, C MAYTaMU 1 BbiIMMenamu,
rAe pasaatoT MCKYCCTBEHHbIE NPOAYKTbI, Ha KpbiWaxX — U30THYTble MasKK A5 rpy30BbIX /ieTaTe/IbHbIX
annapaTos... BbiIxoapl CTaHLMI NOA3eMKM NOBAN30CTM OT INAaBHOTO NPOAOBO/IbCTBEHHOMO CK/1aAa; Ha-
pacTatloWMi ryn U XKYK*KaHKe Nnoesnos, Maywmx ot GabpurKk 1 LeHTPasbHbIX CKNa[0B, — U TeX ApYrux
noe3aoB, C HUXKHUX APYCOB, KOTOPble NepeceKatoT palnoHbl npogobecneyeHma No paguanbHbIM BET-
Kam unam ob6xoaaT no nepndepum n oT KOTOPbIX MOXKHO NOAHATLCA NO WaxTe K itnbomy gomy. [lep3Ko
NPOryMBAIOLLMECA MYXKUYMHDI FOXXHOTO TUNA. HebperkHasa NnoxoaKa, NOCBUCTbIBAaHME, CUrapeTa: 3TO Mo-
TOMKM MY/1IaTOB — C CEPbIMU NNLLAMU, NPUNIOCHYTbIMM HOCaMK; No6eA0HOCHOE BenKoenme 6enbix
YKEHLLMH; TYNO-4eN10BUTOE MeNbTeLLeHMeE TexX, KTO 34eCb y»Ke NO0OBbIKCA, MX anaTUYHOE CNOKOWUCTBUE,
KOraa OHU CUAAT 3@ CTONIMKaMK Kade, NbIoT UM KYPAT: UX TUXME FON0Ca, NOYTM HE MEeHsAOLWMECs Bbl-
paXeHua nuL,... <...> MoHaTaH, 061a4eHHbIN B 30/10TUCTO-KENTbIN LWEeK (KaK CBALLEHHWUK), C HEMOKpPbI-
TOM KalUTaHOBOM FON0OBOWM, NIETKO LLAraeT pAAOM C KOHCY/I0M, y/iblbaeTca, NoMMaB ero oT4yKAeHHbIN
B3rna4. NoHaTaH xo4eT yexaTb U3 ropoga; MapayK ero oTrosapmBaer:

—MNepeTepnu aT0. He oTcTpaHancs, MoHaTaH. XoTa 5 NoHUMato Teba. Mbl BCe KMBEM NOA YyA0BULL-
HbIM NPUHYXAEeHWEM... OTNAHUCL BOKPYT.

N3paneka OHOCUTCA KYTKUIA peB METaNIMYECKOro OblKa. B TO e MrHOBEHbE LYM Ha yAuLax CTU-
XaeT, Nto4M 3aMeaNAtoT War, 0CTaHABAMBAIOTCSA; BMEPAOT B3IN1A4 B KAMEHHbIe NAUTbl MOCTOBOW. Map-
AVK, CBEPKHYB [/1a3amu, xBaTaeT MoHaTaHa 3a pyKy, OH ABHO He B cebe; nieyun ero TpAcyTca, rnasa
KaXkyTCA ONyXLWUMM:

— Tebe Takoe HeBegOMO. Tbl BeAb 3TOT ropos, He 3Haelwb? OH KaK BeTep, KOTOPbIN 3a1eTaeT MHe B
pOT, XBaTaeT 3a IMUO. Al nay CKBO3b BeTep. [TOCMOTPU HA 3TUX MYXKUMH U KEHLUMH, CTAHLLMKN NOA3EMKM,
YAULbI, NeTaTenbHble annapaTbl... OblKa Tbl TONbKO YTO cablwan. lom Meku, cnenoit KoHcyn Mapke, A
Cam, CTOALLMI 34eCb, Tbl: KaK BCe 3TO ocyacTiMBanBaeT! Kak Bce 3To ocvacmausausaem meHs, aenaet
HaNO/NHEeHHbIM, AyLWeBHO-6naXKeHCTBYOWMM. MbAHbIM, MoHaTaH! <...>

— Al npeanarato Tebe, MoHaTaH, BCTYNUTb CO MHOM B 6pak. YTo Tbl 06 aTOM Aymaewb? Y Tebs He Oy-
AET MHbIX 06A3aHHOCTEN, KPOME KaK 0CTaBaTbCA PAAOM, YTOObI A MOT BUAETb TBOe NLL0. B Tom, 4To6bI
Tbl TOBOPW CO MHOW, HYXKAbl HET. C 40X AEeM U TEMJION NOro40M TOXKeE He NOroBOPULLb, HO II0AM B HUX
Hy»aatoTca. Tebe He npuaeTca 6biTb MOMM Cyron. Mam NomoLHUKoM. Nan aaxke coTpanesHUKoM.
Ho, Kak A y»Ke ckasan, oT Tebsa noTpebyeTca oaHO: 6bITh 3aeck. He 0ba3aTenbHO — Bceraa psgom co
MHoOM. Ho Bce-TaKu: AOBOIbHO YaCTO HaxoAUTbCS NOBGAN3OCTH.

— CTpaHHO, Mapayk. A gyman, 4to NpuroxKycb Tebe MMeHHO Kak MOMOLLHUK.

MapayK He CHA HOry CO CKamMenKu. OH 3eBHYA:

— 3HA4YnUT, 4OrOBOPUIUCD.
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MAPAOYK ¢ HECKONIbBKMMU COTHAMU MPUBEPIKEHLEB BTOPICA B HE3ALWMLLEHHbIN ropoa. Y:Ke B AeHb
BTOPKEHMA OH BefieN YCTPOUTb LLeHTPa/IbHY SHEProCTaHLUMIO B MOMELLEHUN NepBOM, TaK Ha3biBae-
MOV 3eneHol paTylu, rae u cam nocenmncs. HactynarenbHoe u 060poHUTENBHOE OPYKUE, KOTOPOEe
OH, BMecCTe C APYrMMW YNeHaMKn CBOEM rpynnbl, COXPaHWA U AepKan B rOTOBHOCTU, BblN0 TOraa e
CnpATaHo No6M30CTU OT paTyLLM U NOAKMOYEHO K 3HeproctaHuMm Mapayka.

(3maHcunupoeaHHasa weHwuHa: Mapoyk u MapuoH bannadecka, c. 216, 219, 221-222. /lioboe-
Hasa ecmpeya MapdyKa u bannadecKu npoucxooum nocsae nocmuauie2o ee 601bWO020 HecYacmos:
cmepmu 00H020 U3 08yX poxOeHHbIx eto Oemeli):

Als er rief, lachelte sie, lachte trdumte. Sie horchte, umfaRRte mit dem linken Arm seine Schultern.
Marduks Gesicht verzerrte sich. Er muBte mit Gewalt seine Wut festhalten. Wahrend er sich spannte,
dachte er: dies ist merkwiirdig, was hier geschieht. Durch ihn trieb ein Gefihl, das zuckte bis in seine
Zahne: man mufR sich auf ein Flugzeug setzen, die Steuerung fallenlassen und durch die Wolken hin.
Man muR tollkiihn sein. Und dabei war eine Schwache in seinen Lippen Armen. Und noch tiefer in
der Brust. Das bewaltigen. Sein Grimm stieg. Er schluckte und schlang. Er hatte schon den rechten
Arm um sie gelegt, die weiche durchwogte lachende Balladeuse. Da veranderte sich sein Gesicht. Die
Spannung war verschlungen, versunken. Er lies den Arm nicht los, der linke Arm legte sich Uber ihre
vor- und riickwarts schwebende Brust. Das steuerlose Flugzeug war da, das ihn forttragen sollte. <...>

"Du haltst das wohl fiir ein Spiel”, stohnte sie, "mein Lieber, da irrst du. Du glaubst wohl, ich sei ein
verliebtes Weib, das sich hinwirft. Du irrst. Ich habe Dutzende Manner gehabt, sage ich dir, farbige und
weilde, schone zarte und starke. Die haben mich alle angefa8t wie du. lhr seid mir nichts. <...> "Ich will
mit dir ringen, nicht mit dir sprechen. Du dummes Mannstier. Du, was bist du denn. Haha, ich fihle
dich, zottiger Kerl, bist du stolz auf diese wiiste Brust, daR dir ein Bart an den Lippen wachst. Lal8 dich
in den Bart ganz einhiillen. Ich habe schénere Dinge als du. Ich habe einen Busen, an dem Kinder ge-
trunken haben. Meine Haare sind lang. Fein und lang und weich sind sie. <...>

Und sie. Die Feueresse sie, die stumme Uberflutete, sagte nicht "Seligkeit"; der heile Atem stromte
langsam aus ihr, aus diesem ruhenden Leib, die Luft stromte ein, feucht glanzten die weiRen Zahne.
Weg rif8 es ihn im Nu. Er schmolz. Das blitzrasch im Zickzack durch die grauen Wolken irrende Flug-
zeug. Was ist Leben und Sterben. Sein Mund stand offen. "Jetzt stirbst du, Marduk." "O Marion", sagte
es aus dem heraus, der Marduk geheifRen hatte, "ich werde jetzt sterben. Du — bist die Seligkeit. Gott
verzeih uns beiden." <...>

Nein, sie war nicht vor Marduk erlegen. Das, das muRte etwas anderes sein. Das war etwas ande-
res, Entsetzliches. Sie sank vor der Bank auf die Knie, sank flach Giber den Boden hin. In den Handen
etwas zu haben, etwas Weiches eine Puppe ein Kind. Sie streichelte den Boden. "Auf, auf", weinte es
in ihr; "ich will nicht leben."

Sie taumelte, ging sehr leise auf den nackten Sohlen.

"Wer geht da? Du, sieh dich vor an den Wéanden." "Ich will nur an das Fenster gehen." Am Fen-
ster aber stand sie, winselte schluchzte die Balladeuse im geschlossenen Mund, trommelte mit den
Fausten gegen die Wand. Wimmernd dchzend rif§ sie das Fenster gegen die schwarze Nacht auf, lag mit
dem Leib halb tGber der Umrahmung; tauchte, den Kopf voran, sich tiefer. Hob die Beine an, kreisch-
end. Als Marduk anlief, kippte sie; schlugen die Beine hoch. Das schwarze grol3e Fenster war leer.

MARDUK STAND mitten im Zimmer. Schiittelte den Kopf. Ging zum Fenster, strich am Brett. Schiit-

telte an sich. Dann. Runzelte die Stirn, hob die Fauste, zog sich, das Kinn anhebend, knirschend auf
den Boden ein. Er blickte sich mit dem Mund auf den Boden, driickte den Mund an. Sein Kreischen
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drang durch. Die Wache lief an auf dem Gange. Der Hauptmann der Wache klopfte schlug an die Tir,
offnete trat ein. Hob Marduk, zuspringend, auf, der mit gerunzelter Stirn an ihm hing, vor sich stierte
und schrie. Er setzte ihn auf das Bett, kleidete ihn an. Fihrte den schiittelnden zitternden drangenden
Mann durch das Zimmer. Der ging nur bis zur Zimmermitte und dann rasch zuriick, fragte immer: "Was
tu ich hier." Pl6tzlich krampfte er sich zusammen, machte sich steif, lieR den Hauptmann los, schrie
die Arme weitend: "Wache, Wache!" "Konsul, ich bin hier." "Larm. Larm. Ich will Larm." Und gegen die
Metallriickwand seines Tisches schlug er mit der Faust: "Ich will Larm. So. Larm."

Koraa oH cTan 3BaTb ee, OHa ynblbHyNacb, paccmennacb-pa3meyTanach. Bcaywmsanacb, 06xsatus
NeBOW pyKol ero naeyun. Jinuo Mapayka CKpMBUAOCb. EMy NpULLNOCL NPUAOKUTL YCUANE, YTODbI MO-
0aBUTb FHEeB. BHyTpeHHe HanpsArwucb, OH AyMan: KaK yousumesibHO mo, Yymo 30ecb rnpoucxooum.
CKBO3b HEro ABWranca TOK YyBCTBa, MOAEPrMBANNCH AaKe Nasiblbl HOF: HYXKHO CeCTb Ha CaMOoneT,
OTKa3aTbCA OT yNpaBAeHUA U NPOCTO HECTUCb CKBO3b Ty4W. bbiTb 6e3paccyaHo-cmenbim. Ho Beap B
rybax pyKax owyLliaeTca Kakas-To ciaboctb. U ewe rnybxke — B rpyau. MNpeogonetb 3to. Ero apoctb
ycununacb. OH oxHyn 1 06xBaTtua. O6xBaTW/ ee NPaBoM PYKON — MATKYHO KOJ/IbILIALLYOCSH CMEOLLYOCS
Bannagecky. U TyT ero anuo nsmeHunocb. HanpsaxkeHue, Koraa oH CrA0THYA, CXblHYAO. MpaByto pyky
OH He OTHMMan, a NeBasn Nerna Ha ee To B34,bIMAOLLYHOCA, TO ONYCKAIOLLYHOCA, HA ee NAPALLYIO TPyab.
MoTepsABLIMIA yNpaBaeHWe CaMoneT — NYCTb ero YHOCUT NpoYb oTctoaa. <...>

— Tbl, MOXET, AyMaellb, 3TO Urpa, — CTOHAa oHa. — Munbii, TyT Tbl owmnbaewbces. lymaelwb, HaBep-
Hoe, YTo 1 — BNobneHHan 6aba, KoTopas BelaeTca Tebe Ha weto. Tbl owmbaelwbea. 1 cnana c gecaTka-
MW MY}KUYMH, TOBOPIO Tebe — LBETHbIX 1 HenblX, KPACMBbIX HEXKHbIX U CUAbHbIX. OHKM BCE NPUKACANUCD
KO MHe, KaK NpuKacaelbca ceiyac Tbl. Bbl 4NnA MeHsA — HUYTO. <...>

— Al xouy 6opoTbca ¢ Tob6OM, a He 6onTaTtb. Tbl, FynblA camel,. Tbl, YTO Tbl BoObOLULE Takoe?! Xa-xa,
A TebA YyBCTBYO, KOCMaTbI/ 3BepPb: KaK Tbl FOPAMULLLCA 3TOM NYCTOM FPyAbl0 U TEM, YTO BOKPYT ryb y
Teba 6opoaa M ycbl. Moxellb XOTb 3aBEPHYTbCS B CBOKO 60poay. Y MeHAa ecTb Koe-yTo nosydyue. Y
MEHA eCTb rpyaun, K KOTOPbIM NPUHMKANU MAageHubl. Mou Boiocbl ANIMHHbIE. BhecTawme, U Msarkue,
W O/IMHHbIE. <...>

M oHa... OHa, aAbimoBas Tpyba — HemMas, 3ax/71ecTHyTaa BOJIHOW, — HE NMPOM3Hec/a C10BO "bnarkeH-
CTBO"; *KapKaa CTPyA AbIXaHWMA MeA/IEHHO BbITEKNA M3 NMOKOALLEroCA EHCKOro Tena, NoTom BO34yX
YCTPEMUCA B HEE, BNAXKHO CBEPKHYN benble 3ybbl. M MapayKka B MITHOBEHbE OKa PBaHY/I0 NPOYb.
OH TaAn. Heynpasnsemblilt CaMo/IET, 3Ur3arom pPBaHyBLUMIACA CKBO3b Cepble Ty4n. YTo 3Ha4aT KM3Hb U
cMepTb? POT ero Tak M 0CTancsA OTKPbITbIM.

— Celyac Tbl ympelub, Mapayk.

— O MapMoH, — CKa3aaoCb U3HYTPU TOro, KOro npexae 3sann Mapaykom, — nyctb ympy. Tbl... Tbl
camo 6nakeHcTBO. focnoam, NpocTn Hac obowmx. <...>

HeT, MapayKk He nobeaun ee. Jeno B 4em-To aApyrom. bbino yto-to gpyroe, ctpawHoe. OHa co-
CKONb3Hyna c TabypeTa, ynas cnepsa Ha KOJIEHW, MOTOM PACMPOCTEP/IACh HUYKOM Ha nony. MNoaeprKatb
6bl YTO-TO B pyKax, YTO-TO MAFKOEe: KyK/y, pebeHKa. OHa nornagmna non. "Mopa, nopa", — naakano 4to-
TO B HeM; "A He xo4dy 6onblue KuTb".

OHa nogHANacb M NOLWAA, NOKAaYMBaAACb, OYEHb TUXO NepecTynaa 60CcbiMU CTYMHAMM.

— Kyaa 1b1? OCcTOpOXKHEEe, He HATKHUCb Ha CTEHBbI.

— Al XO4y TONbKO MOAOWNTU K OKHY.

Y oKkHa bannagecka ocTaHOBMAACh: CKY/IMA BCX/IUNbIBANA, He pa3kuman ryb; 6apabaHuna Kyna-
Kamu B cTeHy. OXHYyB-3aCTOHaB, pacnaxHy/sla OKHO B YEPHYH HOYb, N1er/1a }KMBOTOM Ha MOAOKOHHUK;
HaKNOHWNACb rON10BOW BNepea, HuKe. MoaHANa HOMK, NPOH3UTENbHO BCKPUKHYB. Korga Mapayk noa-
6erKan, OHa y¥Ke ONPOKUHYNACh: HOMM BSMETHYINCb BBEPX. YepHbI OKOHHbIM Npoem bbin nycT.
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MAPAOYK CTOAN cpean KomHaTbl. TpAXHYA ronoBoi. MNogoLuen K oOKHY, NPOBea PyKOW Mo NOAO0KOH-
HUKy. CogporHynca. Motom. Haxmypun nob, nogHAN Kynaku; BAPYr, B3AepHYB NoA60pOA0K U B3BU3T-
HYB, NOBA/ZINACA Ha NOJ. BbIrHYB CNUHY, YTKHY/ICA PTOM B NApKeTUHY, NpuKaaca rybamum K gocke. Ero
KPMKW MPOHUKAM CKBO3b CTEHbI. [10 KOpNAopy yKe 6erann oxpaHHMKKU. [exypHbliA KanuTaH cTyyan
KO/IOTUA B ABEpPb, HAaKOHeEL, B31oman ee. Moackoums K MapayKy, NO4HAN ero, a TOT, C HAXMYPEHHbIM
N6oMm, NOBUC Ha KaNWUTaHe W, YCTaBMUB HEBUAALLMIN B3NS4 B NPOCTPAHCTBO, MPOAO/IKAA KpuyaTb. Ka-
NMUTaH ycaaun ero Ha nocTenb, oaen. [loTom NoBen 3Toro TpAcyLWerocs Bo30byKAEHHOro YenoBeKa ye-
pe3 KOMHaTy. Ho TOT AoLwen ToNbKO A0 cepeanHbl U HbICTPO BEPHYACA Ha3aa, CHOBA M CHOBA CrpalUun-
BasA: "YTo MHe Tenepb Aenatb?" BHE3anHO ero CKpyTuaa cyaopora, HO OH 0BiaAes cobol, oTnycTun
NAe4yo KanuTaHa 1, PaCKUHYB PYKWU, KPUKHY:

— OxpaHa, oxpaHal

— Al 3gecb, MOW KOHCyA.

— Wym. Wym. Xouy, 4Tobbl 6b11 WIYM.

N OH yaapua Kynakom nNo MeTasiIMyeckon 3agHel CTEHKe NMCbMEHHOro CToNa:

— Xouy 6onblie wyma. Bot Tak. Y106 6b11 Wwym.
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_ CEMWHAP TPETUN: )
NOKTOP OEBJIMH U CO3OATEJIb "AEBJIMHU3MA”

("MoceaweHue"” k pomaHy "Tpu npoixxka BaH-/lyHa" [1913, onybaukosaH 8 1916-m; pycckoe u30.
2006; nepesod T. backakosoli]. Peyb 8 pomaHe udem o Kumae XVIII seka, Ho "lMoceaweHue", Kak
/1e2KO NMOHAM®b, 8MosHe cospeMeHHoe U bepnuHcKoe):

ZUEIGNUNG

DASS ich nicht vergesse —.

Ein sanfter Pfiff von der Strase herauf. Metallisches Anlaufen, Schnurren, Knistern. Ein Schlag gegen
meinen knochernen Federhalter.

Das ich nicht vergesse —.

Was denn?

Ich will das Fenster schliesen.

Die Strassen haben sonderbare Stimmen in den letzten Jahren bekommen. Ein Rost ist unter die
Steine gespannt; an jeder Stange baumeln meterdicke Glasscherben, grollende Eisenplatten, echo-
kauende Mannesmannrohren. Ein Bummern, Durcheinanderpoltern aus Holz, Mammutschlunden,
geprester Luft, Geroll. Ein elektrisches Floten schienenentlang. Motorkeuchende Wagen segeln auf
die Seite gelegt Gber das Asphalt; meine Turen schuttern. Die milchweisen Bogenlampen prasseln
massive Strahlen gegen die Scheiben, laden Fuder Licht in meinem Zimmer ab.

Ich tadle das verwirrende Vibrieren nicht. Nur finde ich mich nicht zurecht.

Ich weis nicht, wessen Stimmen das sind, wessen Seele solch tausendtonniges Gewolbe von Reso-
nanz braucht.

Dieser himmlische Taubenflug der Aeroplane.

Diese schlupfenden Kamine unter dem Boden.

Dieses Blitzen von Worten uber hundert Meilen:

Wem dient es?

Die Menschen auf dem Trottoir kenne ich doch. lhre Telefunken sind neu. Die Grimassen der Hab-
gier, die feindliche Sattheit des blaulich rasierten Kinns, die dunne Schnuffelnase der Geilheit, die
Roheit, an deren Geleeblut das Herz sich klein puppert, der wasserige Hundeblick der Ehrsucht, ihre
Kehlen haben die Jahrhunderte durchklafft und sie angefullt mit — Fortschritt.

O, ich kenne das. Ich, vom Wind gestriegelt.

Das ich nicht vergesse —.

Im Leben dieser Erde sind zweitausend Jahre ein Jahr.

Gewinnen, Erobern; ein alter Mann sprach: "Wir gehen und wissen nicht wohin.Wir bleiben und
wissen nicht wo.Wir essen und wissen nicht warum. Das alles ist die starke Lebenskraft von Himmel
und Erde: wer kann da sprechen von Gewinnen, Besitzen?"

Ich will ihm opfern hinter meinem Fenster, dem weisen

alten Manne,

Lid Dsi

mit diesem ohnmachtigen Buch.
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NMOCBALLLEHUE

YTOBbI MHe He 3a6bITb —

TUXWI CBUCT AOHOCKTCA CHU3Y, C yauLbl. MeTannmyeckoe No3BsKMBaHUe, ryaeHune, Xxpyct. Noacka-
KMBAET Ha CTO/1e KOCTAHOM YepHUIbHbIN NpUbop.

YT106bI HE 3a6bITb —

O yem 6ULWb A7

CnepBa Haao NPUTBOPUTL OKHO.

Ynuubl B nocneaHue rogbl 0bpenn CTpaHHbIe ronoca. PelweTkn NpoaosKeHbl Nog, TPoTyapamu; BCto-
Ay, KyAa HU MAHb — Ky4yn BUTOro CTekna, rpoOMbIXaloLLee INCTOBOE Xene3o, ry/iknue Tpyobl bpaTbeB
MaHHecmaH. lMepeTacoBbIBalOTCA, C FPOXOTOM MPOHUKAsA OAHO CKBO3b ApYyroe, AepeBo, YyryHHble
TNOTKM-}Kepna, CNPeccoBaHHbIM BO34yX, 06/10MKM rOpHbIX NOPO4,. INEKTPUYECTBO UrpaeT Ha dpaelTax
penbc. ABTOMOOUMIM C aCTMATUYECKMMM TIETKMMM MPONJbIBAOT, HAKPEeHUBLWKUCL Ha BOK, no acdanb-
TY; U MOU ABepu apoxKaT. MonoyHo-6enble ayrosblie ¢oHapu, NOTPECKMBAA, 3abpacbIBalOT LWNPOKME
JIY4YN KO MHE B OKHA, HEMPEPbIBHO 3arpy*KatoT CBET B MOM KOMHaTbI.

Al He ocykpato 3Ty 6ecTonkoByto BUBpaLmto. MPoCcTo MHe AenaeTca KaKk-To He no cebe.

He 3Halo, B YUbMX rosiocax TyT AeN0, YbMM Aylam NOTPeOHbI 3TU TbICAYETOHHbIE Pe3oHMpylowme
apoyYHble NepeKpbITUS.

3T10T ronybuHbIN NoneT asaponnaHoB B HebecHom adupe.

3TN NeTAAIOLME MeXKAY dTaKaMm TpyObl HOBEMLLMX OTOMUTE/IbHBIX CUCTEM.

3TN MOTHUM CNOB, NEPEHOCALLMUXCA HA COTHU MUJIb:

Komy 310 Hago?

3aTo ntoden Ha TpoTyapax A 3Hato. Mx 6ecnpoBoioYHbIN Tenerpad — AeNCTBUTEIbHO HOBLUECTBO.
A BOT rpumacbl An4yHOCTH, HeaobpokenatenbHan MpecbiWeHHOCTb € BbIGPUTBIM A0 CMHEBbLI NoA60-
POAKOM, TOHKUI NpUHIOXMBatOWMIACA Hoc MoxoTn, HecToKoCTb, Yba KeneobpasHaa KPOBb 3acTaBAsET
cepaua ApoXKaTb MeNKOM APOXKbio, BOASHUCTbIN KobenuHblii B3rnag, Yectontobus... 3T yyaosmwa
TABKA/IN Ha NPOTAXKEHUN MHOTUX CTONETUI, U UMEHHO OHM NOAAPW/IM HAam Nporpecc.

O, A-TO 3TO XOPOLLO 3Hat0. f, KOro NpMYecbiBaeT CBOMM rpebHem BeTep...

[a, Ho A xoTen o gpyrom —

B *KM3HW Halwen 3eMnn ABe TbICAYM 1IeT NPOHOCATCA, KaK OAMUH roa,

MpuobpecTn, 3axBaTUTb... OANH CTapbli YenoBek cKasan: "Tbl naelb, He 3HasA Kyaa, CTOMLb, He
3HaA Ha Yem, ellb, He 3HaA noyemy. Bo BceneHHOM cuibHee BCero Bo3ayx v cuna Tenna. Kak ke mo-
Yellb Tbl 06PecTu UX U UMK BnageTb?'"?

Al Xo4y NPUHECTN emy NOMMUHANbHYIO XepTBY (415 YEro 1 3aKpPbl OKHO), NPUHECTU KepPTBY 3TOMY
MYZPOMY CTapuKy, Jleu3sbl?, NOCBATUB €My CBOIO HE CMOCOOHYH YTO-TMBO U3MEHUTDL KHUTY.

! UnTaTa M3 4a0CCKOro Knaccuyeckoro TpakTata "Jleuswl" (nep. /1. NMosaHeesol).

2 Nleusbl (/le HOiKoy) — npeanonaraemblilt aBTop TpakTaTta "/leusbl', XMUBLWWIA, BUAUMO, B 4 B. A0 H.3. Bbixogewl, U3 LapcTBa YKaH.
CornacHo TpakTaTty "Y»KyaH-usbl', 6bl1 6egHbIM OTWENbHUKOM; NPUAEPIKMBANCA AOKTPUHbLI "HepeaHua" (y-Bai), yumn "ueHuTb
NycTOTHOCTL".
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(PomaH "Topbl MOpSA M rUraHTbI",
MocesAw,eHne. HanucaHo B bepnune, B Llenengopde):

ZUEIGNUNG

WAS TUE ich, wenn ich von dir spreche. Ich habe das Gefiihl, als dirfte ich kein Wort von dir ver-
lauten lassen, ja, nicht zu deutlich an dich denken. Ich nenne dich "du", als warst du ein Wesen, Tier
Pflanze Stein wie ich. Da sehe ich schon meine Hilflosigkeit und daR jedes Wort vergebens ist. Ich will
nicht wagen euch nahe zu treten, ihr Ungeheuren, Ungeheuer, die mich auf die Welt getragen haben,
dahin, wo ich bin und wie ich bin. Ich bin nur eine Karte, die auf dem Wasser schwimmt. |hr Tausend-
namigen Namenlosen hebt mich, bewegt mich, tragt mich, zerreibt mich.

Ich habe schon Vieles geschrieben. Nur herumgegangen bin ich um euch. Mit Angst habe ich mich
vor euch entfernt. In meiner Demut vor euch war Angst vor Lahmung und Betdaubung. Immer habe ich
euch, ich gestehe es, als Schreckliches in einem dunklen Winkel des Herzens gehabt. Da hatte ich euch
verborgen, hielt die Tire zu.

Jetzt spreche ich —ich will nicht du und ihr sagen —von ihm, dem Tausendfull Tausendarm Tausend-
kopf. Dem, was schwirrender Wind ist. Was im Feuer brennt, dem Zlingelnden HeiRen Blaulichen Wei-
Ren Roten. Was kalt und warm ist, blitzt, Wolken hauft, Wasser heruntergief8t, magnetisch hin- und
herschleicht. Was sich in Tieren sammelt, in ihnen die Schlitzaugen nach rechts und links bewegt auf
ein Reh, daR sie springen schnappen, die Kiefern 6ffnen und schliefen. Von dem, was dem Reh Furcht
macht. Von seinem Blut, das flieRt und das das andere Tier trinkt. Von dem Tausendwesen, das in den
Stoffen Steinen Gasen haucht, raucht, sich lost, verbindet, verweht. Immer neuer Hauch und Rauch.
Immer neues Prasseln Verschmelzen Verwehen.

Jede Minute eine Verdanderung. Hier wo ich schreibe, auf dem Papier, in der flieBenden Tinte, in
dem Tageslicht, das auf das weil3e knisternde Papier fallt. Wie sich das Papier biegt, Falten wirft unter
der Feder. Wie die Feder sich biegt, streckt. Meine flihrende Hand wandert von links nach rechts, nach
links vom Zeilenende zurick. Ich splire am Finger den Halter: das sind Nerven, sie sind vom Blut um-
spilt. Das Blut lauft durch den Finger, durch alle Finger, durch die Hand, beide Hande, die Arme, die
Brust, den ganzen Korper, seine Haut Muskeln Eingeweide, in alle Flachen Ecken Nischen. So viel Ver-
anderung in diesem hier. Und ich bin nur ein Einzelnes, ein winziges Stiick Raum. Auf meinem Tisch,
dem weilRen Tuch verwelken drei gelbe Tulpen, jedes Blatt daran uniibersehbar reich. Daneben griine
Blatter von Weilldorn Rotdorn. Unten auf dem Rasen Stiefmiitterchen VergiBmeinnicht Veilchen. Es
ist Mai. Ich habe nicht gezahlt, wie viele Baume Blumen Graser in den Anlagen stehen. An jedem Blatt
Stengel Wurzelschaft geschieht sekundlich etwas.

Da arbeitet das Tausendnamige. Da ist es.

Singen der Drosseln, Rasseln Schmettern der Schienen: da ist es.

Stille, mit einer Bewegung gefiillt, die ich nicht hore, von der ich doch weiR, dal sie ablauft: da
ist es. Das Tausendnamige. Sich unaufhoérlich Walzende Drehende Aufsteigende Zuriickfallende sich
Kreuzende.

Ich gehe auf dem weichen wippenden Boden am flachen Ende des Schlachtensees. Driiben die
Tische Stihle der Alten Fischerhitte, Dunst Giber dem Wasser und Schilf. Am Boden der Luft gehe ich.
Eingeschlossen in diesem Augenblick mit Myriaden Dingen an dieser Ecke der Welt. Wir sind zusam-
men diese Welt: weicher Boden Schilf See Stlihle Tische der Fischerhiitte, Karpfen im Wasser, Miicken
daruber, Vogel in den Garten der Villen von Zehlendorf, Kuckucksruf Graser Sand Sonnenlicht Wolken
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Angler Angelrute Leinen Haken Kdder Kindergesang Warme elektrische Spannung der Luft. Wie blen-
dend tobt oben die Sonne. Wer ist das. Welche Masse Sterne toben neben ihr, ich seh' sie nicht.

Die dunkle rollende tosende Gewalt. |hr dunklen rasenden, ineinander verschrankten, ihr sanften
wonnigen kaum ausdenkbar schénen, kaum ertragbar schweren nicht anhaltenden Gewalten. Zittern-
der greifender flirrender Tausendfull Tausendgeist Tausendkopf.

Was habt ihr mit mir vor. Was bin ich in euch. Ich muR sprechen von euch, was ich fiihle. Denn wer
weill wie lange ich noch lebe.

Ich will nicht aus diesem Leben gegangen sein, ohne dal’ sich meine Kehle gedffnet hat fir das, was
ich oft mit Schrekken, jetzt stille, lauschend, ahnend empfinde.

NMOCBALLLEHUE

YTO XKE MHE OE/IATb, ecnu A xo4y pacckas3aTtb o Tebe. YyBCTBYtO, YTO He BNpaBe MNPOU3HECTU O
Tebe HWM CNoBa, He BNpaBe Aa*Ke oTYeTIMBO O Tebe nogymatb. 1 HasBan Tebs "Tbl", Kak ecnum 6bl Thl,
nogo6HO MHe, Obl1 HEKOEN CYLLLHOCTbIO, }KMBOTHbIM pacTeHMemM KamHemM. Ho yxKe B 3TOM BUXKY CBOHO
6ecrnomMoLLHOCTb, W... YTO /Il0H60Ee CN0BO TLIETHO. 1 HE OCMENMBaloCb NOACTYNUTLCA K BaMm 6/IM3KO —
Bbl, Yy40BULLHbIE, YyA0BMLLA, HECLUME MEHSA MO CBETY U A0CTaBUBLUME TyAa, FAe A eCTb KaKow ecTb. A
TONbKO UTpasibHan KapTa, N/biBYyLLasA No Bode. Toraa Kak Bbl, TbicAYeMMEHHbIE Be3bIMAHHbIE, — T€, KTO
nogHMMaeT MeHs, NPMBOAMUT B ABUKEHWE, HeCeT Ha cebe, UCKpalLMBaET.

Al y»ke MHoro 4ero Hanucan. Ho Bac A obxoaun ctopoHoi. Co cTpaxom OT Bac otaansanca. [a, B
MOEM CMUPEHUN Nepes BaMKn Bblaa U TONIMKA CTpaxa — nepes, oueneHeHnem, oaypPMaHEHHOCTbIO.
Mpur3Halocb, Bbl BCEraa NPUCYyTCTBOBA/IM, KaK CTPALLHOE, B TEMHOM 3aKOYy/IKe MOero cepaua. Tam A Bac
CNpATan Korga-To, a ABepu 3aKpbin.

Tenepb A CKaXKy — He XO4y rOBOPUTb HU Mbl, HXU 8bl — O HEM, TbICAYEHOroM-TbicAYepyKOM-TbicAYe-
rnasom. O Hem, KOTOpPbIV BPOAE CBUCTALLLEro BeTpa. KOTOpbI OFTHUTCA B OTHE: A3bIKACTbIA-ropsYnii-ro-
Nnybomn-6enblii-kpacHbln. KOTopbli Xono4eH 1 ropsay, NOTPSACAeT MOJIHUAMM, rPOMO3AUT 0b6naKa, beTt
Ha Hac cBepxy BOAY, MarHeTU4YecKu WHbIpseT nosctoay. KoTopblit nputanaca B XvWHUKe, ABUraeT
npopesun ero r/1a3 B/IeBO-BMNPaBo, HaLLe/IMBasA Ha NaHb, — YTOObI TOT MPbIFHYA-CXBATUA, YTODbI Yesto-
CTU OTKPbIZINCb U 3aXN10MHYAMUCb. KOTOPbIN BHYLWaeT cTpax NaHAM. Mepen nx cobCcTBEHHOM KPOBbIO,
4TO NPONbETCA M ByAeT BbiNUTa ApYrnm 3Bepem. Mepea TbicAYENNKMM, KOTOPbIM AbILWWT, UCNapsAeTcs,
pacnagaeTcsa, coeguHAETCA, pa3BemBaeTca, byayyn BewecTBOM KamHemM rasom. Beakmin pas — Hosoe
AbIXaHWE U HOBOE UcnapeHue. BcAKKIA pa3s — HOBOE NOTPECKMBaHbe-CNeKaHne-pa3BemBaHbe.

Kakayto MUHYTY 4UTO-TO MeHseTcA. 34ech, rae A nuuy: Ha bymare; n B TEKYYMX YEPHUAAX; U B XapaK-
Tepe AHEBHOrO CBETa, KOTOPbIN NaAaeT Ha b6esblii NOXPYCTbiBatOLWMM ANCT. Kak mopLumTca 3Ta bymara,
obpasys nog Nnepom cKnagku... Kak crubaetca u pasrmbaetca camo nepo... Moa pyka, KoTopas Ha-
npas/ifAeT ero, NepemMeLLaeTca c/IeBa Hanpaso U, 40OpPaBLUINCH A0 KOHLLA CTPOKM, ONATb BO3BPaLlaeTcs
HaneBo. fl NanbLaMM OLLYLLAI PYYKY: bnarogapsa HepBamM, OMbIBAaEMbIM KPOBbHO. KpoBb TeYeT BHYTPU
nanbua, APyrux nanbles, NagoHWN, obeunx nagoHen, NPOHU3bIBAET PYKU U TPyAb, BCE TEJIO C KOXKEW
MbILWLAMW BHYTPEHHOCTAMM — NONaAan Aake B OTAANeHHeMWwne NoA0CTM 3aKOYNKN HUWK. Tak MHOTO
U3MEHEHWI B CUAALLLEM 34ECb cyllecTBe. A BeAb A — TONIbKO OANH-€ANHCTBEHHbIN, KPOLLEYHbINA KyCo-
YyeK npocTpaHcTBa. Ha moem cTone, NokpbITom 6enol CKaTepTbio, YBAAAIOT TPU KENTbIX THO/IbNaHa,
KaXKabl UX IMCTOK — Heobo3pumoe boraTcTBo Aetanen. Pagom 3eneHble INCTbA 6G10ro U KpacHoro
60ApbIWHKMKA. [og, OKHOM, Ha ra3oHe, — aHKOTUHbI M1a3kK, He3abyaku, dmnanku. Cenyac mait. f1 He
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CYMTaAN, CKO/IbKO AEepeBbeB, LLBETOB, Pa3HbIX TPAaB NMOMELLAETCA B CKBEpax M napkax moero ropoga. C
KaXkAbIM IMCTUKOM, CTeb1eM, KOPHEBULLLEM EXKECEKYHAHO YTO-TO MPOUCXOANT.

3710 paboTtaeT TbicAYEMMEHHOE. ITO M eCTb OHO.

MNeHne Apo3[0B, rpoMbIXxaHUe-gpebeskaHne pebcoB: 3TO U eCTb OHO.

TUWKWHA, HANONIHEHHAA ABUKEHNEM, KOTOPOTO A HE C/bllWy, HO KOTOPOE, KaK A 3Hato, He NpeKpaLla-
€TCA: 3TO U ecTb OHO. TbicAuenmeHHoe. HenpecTaHHO NepeKaTbiBatoWeeca BpaLlaloLLeecs B3abiMato-
Leeca nagatouiee nepemeLlnBaoLLeecs.

Al May no pbIXxnoi NpyxuHALLEN 3eme, No naockomy bepery LLnaxteHsee. Ha gpyrom 6epery —
cTonbl 1 cTyNbA "CTapoi pbibavbei XMKKHbI", AblMKa Had, BOAOW, KamMbiL. [1o AHY BO34YLLIHOIO NOTOKa
nay A. BKAOYEHHbI B celMYyacHoe MrHOBEHME BMeCTe C MUpUaZamMu ApYrux Belein, OTHOCALLMXCA
K 3TOMY Yrosiky mupa. Mbl BMecTe U COCTaBAAeM 3TOT MUP: PbIXaaA 3eM/IA KaMbllW 03epo, CTy/NbA U
CTONbl PbIOHOrO pecTtopaHyYMKa, Kapnbl B BOAE, MOLKM HaZ HUMM, NTULbI B cadax LeneHaopdCKux
0COBHAYKOB, KPUK KYKYLUKM, TPaBa NECOK CONHEeYHble ly4n obnaKa, pbibaKku ya0UKM NECKU KPHOYKMK
HaKMBKa, NOOLLLAA MasblWHSA, TEMNIO0, SNEKTPUYECKan HaNPSAXKEHHOCTb Bo3ayxa. Kak cnenuT apsawee-
€A BBepXy conHue. KTo 3T0? Kakme coHMuMLLA 3B€34, HEBUAMMbIX SN MEHS, APATCA OAHOBPEMEHHO C
HUM?

TemHanA, HEYTOMOHHO KaTAWAACA cuAa... Bbl, TeMHOOYNMCTBYOWME, APYr C APYTOM CUenneHHble!
Bbl, HEXXHO-6N1aXKeHHbIe HEBbIPA3MMO MPEKPaACHble HEBbIHOCMMO TAMXKesNble HeyaepKumble cunbi!
[porKaliunii XBaTaroWmMm }KyK¥Kawmn TeicayeHor-Tbicadyeayx-Toicayeronos!

Yero Bbl XOTUTE OT MeHA? YTo A Takoe B Bac? A fO/KEH BbICKa3aTb Bam, Y4TO YyBcTBYt0. M60 He
3Hato, 4ONTO NN eLle NPOXKMBY.

fl He Xo4y YXOAUTb U3 3TOM KM3HU, HE MOMbITABLUUCH BbIPa3nTb CBOM YyBCTBA: NPEXKAE YaCTO CO-
NPAraBLIMECA C YXKACOM, Tenepb — C TUXMM BCNYLUMBAHMEM U AOTaAKAMMU.
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Acce "IMUNOI" (1948; B kHure "bepnuH AnekcaHgepnnay,”;
nepesop T. backakoBoMn):

<...> Was wollten diese Biicher? Ich erinnere mich noch. Ich, der ich mich noch als "lch" fihlte,
wollte nichts mit ihnen. Es wurde nichts mit ihnen bezweckt, gewollt, beabsichtigt. Da fesselte mich zu
irgendeiner Zeit eine Meldung, ein Bericht. Es muR wohl allemal eine besondere Nachricht und Schil-
derung gewesen sein, denn wenn sie ziindete und wirkte und ich sie festhielt, dann erwies sie sich als
Keim in einer Mutterlauge, einer Ubersattigen Losung: nun schossen die Kristalle zusammen.

Ich kann auch sagen, mir fiel ein Faden in die Hand, er erwies sich als das Ende eines Knauels, und
ich fing an, das ganze aufzurollen, bis ich ans andere Ende gelangte. Was ich aber aufrollte, was da in
Bildern aus mir flof3, natirlich, das war ich, meine Art zu dieser Zeit, und dann noch mehr: etwas, was
unpersonlich, als Natur in mir arbeitete und sich im Geistigen, im Phantastischen zu formen beliebte,
ein Meteor, eine Steinbildung, die sich aus meiner Substanz |6ste.

Am Schlu8 war ich allemal zufrieden, dal es vorbei war. Das Uberfiel mich ofter, im Abstand von
Jahren, und Dinge dieser Art gehéren (man liest davon) zur Alltagspsychologie der "Produktiven".
Nachher mochte ich die Geburt, mein "Produkt", nicht sehen, und wenn es mir in die Hande fiel, er-
kannte ich es schlecht wieder und schob es von mir weg. Ein bichen ekelte mir davor.

Eigentlich die Befangenheit, die "Aura", in solcher Periode. Sie verlieh ein eigentiimliches Wissen,
eine Hellsichtigkeit.

Was wuRte ich von China oder vom DreiBigjahrigen Krieg? Ich lebte in dieser Atmosphare nur wah-
rend der kurzen Spanne des Schreibens. Aufdringlich, grell stellten sich dann plastische Szenen vor
mich hin. Ich griff sie auf, schrieb sie nieder und schiittelte sie von mir ab. Da standen sie dann schwarz
auf weil. Ich war froh, nichts mehr mit ihnen zu tun zu haben. <...>

Das also wurde in den Jahrzehnten hingeschrieben, und ich kann darauf blicken und soll sagen:
"Das bin ich".

Eine Art Denken ist das Ganze, manchmal (ausnahmsweise) abstrakt, meist gebunden an tausend
Fakten und Begebenheiten. Das Denken mag nicht nackt gehen, es reildt eine Unmenge Tatsachen
an sich und zieht sie wie eine Kapuze tber den Kopf. Fragen kann ich stellen und Gedanken fassen.
Das Ganze aber, diese Maskerade und warum diese und nicht jede Maskerade, diese Mixtur ist etwas
besonderes. Es ist Dichtung, Verdichtung, Wachstum, die Bildung eines Gewdachses und gehort in das
Gebiet des geistigen Keimung, Sprossung und Bildung von Ablegern. (Das Wort "Kunst" ist dunkel.)

Produkte dieser Art durchbrechen die Form des Individuums. Wie in Korperlichen sich bei Ge-
schwulsten Metastasen bilden, so stiilpt der Geist solche Produkte aus. Das vorangehende abstrakte
Denken lieRRe sich als Reiz vor der Knospenbildung deuten.

Ob hier irgend etwas EinfluB auf andere, auf das "Volk" hat, habe ich nie gefragt. Aber ich war mir
bewulSt, dall, auch ohne dal man auf die Umwelt blickt, sie immer gegenwartig ist. Man wachst nicht
allein. Sogar wenn man erloschen ist und nicht mehr Knospen treibt, wirkt man in dem ungeheuren
geistigen Gewebe und ist gegenwartig.

Vielleicht traume ich alles.

Was weild ich eigentlich? Ich weil}, dal’ wir in dieser Weltara, gestoRRen, verstolien, gebannt in den
diisteren schweren Kreis dieses Aons, da® wir Menschen es schwer haben. Wir scheuern uns wund an
den Mauern, die uns umgeben. Wir schlagen gegen sie und héren unsere Hande klatschen und wie
wir schreien. Wir suchen auszubrechen aus dem Bagno, und das ist der andere Sinn der "Dichtungen”,
solcher "schopferischen", denkerischen, poetischen Bemiihungen.
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Aber wir geben keine Ruhe. Wir kdnnen uns nicht bescheiden. Unser verruchter Geist kann nicht
still sein. Es ist sein Kainserbe. Jeder unserer Tage wiederholt den Stindenfall. Unser Geist traumt und
hofft dennoch, er erreiche etwas, er weil8 nicht was.

Satan geht zwischen uns. Man darf nicht daran zweifeln. Man lasse sich durch die Helligkeit des
Tages nicht betrligen. Auch die Elektrizitat gibt nicht das wirkliche Licht, und die Atombombe sprengt
nichts.

Aber es gibt den ewigen, gitigen und gerechten Gott. Nur vor ihm wird der Graus verstandlich. Wie
sehr wir uns von ihm abgel6st haben, wird deutlich. Die Beklemmung, Trostlosigkeit, die Erbarmlich-
keit hier ruft nach ihm.

Wie Sonne und Freude als Zeichen und Reste himmlischer Vollkommenheit da sind, so ist der ganze
Himmel da, und der ewige Gott — "Jesus" unter uns genannt — hat sich einmal in unser Fleisch gesenkt
und in diesem wiisten Gehause das alte Feuer angeziindet.

Nur Gott preisen, nur die Himmlischen loben sollte man, und zuerst diese Bewegung, die uns vor
dem Nichts schitzt: Jesus von Nazareth, getragen von der siiRen Gottesmutter, gelegen in der Krippe,
erwachsen, Gnadenspender, Wundertater, Lehrer unter den Menschen, der sich geradeaus auf das
Marterholz hin bewegte, um unsere Garung und Verfaulung, die menschliche Verwesung aus der Welt
zu schaffen. Denn er sah: wir kdnnen uns nicht helfen.

Was kann die Existenz zum Inhalt haben, welche Aufgabe kann sie uns stellen, wodurch die distere
Art unseres Daseins rechtfertigen — wenn nicht dies: Reinigung, Erhebung, Aufrichtung verschaffen,
die Befreiung von dem Bosen vorbereiten, sich 16sen aus der Verstrickung, aus der schandlichen Er-
niedrigung durch den Bosen.

Wohl dem, der mehr hat als seine Augen, mehr als seine Logik und seine Mathematik. Glickselig
der, der muhelos reifen konnte. Aber wohl auch uns, die wir zeit unseres Lebens gefragt, gesucht und
geirrt haben, wohl uns, wenn wir auch als Wrack noch in den Hafen einlaufen und am Ful} des Leucht-
turms stehen oder liegen, den unser inneres Auge immer erblickt hatte.

[Ons yero co3naBanncb 3T KHUMM? O6 3TOM 5 elle MOMHIO. f, MOKa Mo-NpeKHeMy oLyl
cebs Kak "a", Hnuero umm He gobuBanca. A He co3gasBan UX C oNpeaesIeHHON LLeNblo, HUYEero He Xo-
Ten, He HaMepeBasICA HUYero AoCTUYb. MPOCTO B KAKOW-TO MOMEHT HEKOe COObLeHNe NN PaccKas
NPWKOBbIBA/IN K cebe moe BHMMaHMe. ITo B 1t06OM cnyyae AoKHa bblna 6bITb 0coban MHPopMaLms,
ocobbim ob6pa3om nogaHHan, — Mbo, Korga oHa BCMbIXMBasa, U BO3A4EMNCTBOBA/IAa HA MEHS, U 51 3a Hee
XBaTa/iCA, OHa NPUHMMAA Ha ceba ponb A4pa B NepeHacbILLLeHHOM MaTOYHOM PacTBOpe: U HaunHaN-
Csl NPOLLECC KPUCTANN3ALLUN.

Al mor 6bl CKa3aTb M MHAYe: YTO MHe B PYKW Nonajgana LWepCTUHKA — KOHYMK CMOTAHHOM B KNy6OK
HUTK, — U A pa3MaTbiBa/ 3TOT KAYHOK, NOKa He Aobupanca go Apyroro KoHua. To, YTo A pa3maTbiBas,
YTO BbITEKA/IO U3 MEHA B BUAE NO3TUYECKUX 06pa3oB, Obl10, KOHEYHO, MHOLO e, MOen ToraallHemn
HaTypOMi, HO N YEM-TO CBEPX TOr0: YEM-TO TaKUM, 4YTO pPaboTano BO MHe 6e31nYHO, Kak npupoaa, u
npeAnoYMTano BblparkaTtb cebs B AyxoBHO-daHTaCTUYECKMX popMax: NogobHO meTeopy, TO ecTb Ka-
MeHHOMY 06pa30BaHMIO, OHO OTAENANOCH OT MOeN cybCcTaHUMu.

B KOHLe A Kaxabli pa3 bbln AOBOMEH, YTO 3TO Y)Ke No3aau.

C rogamum Takoe C/ly4anocb CO MHOM BCe Yallle, BeAb NoAobHble Bewm (0 YeM MOKHO MPOYUTaTL B
cneumanbHbIX HayYHbIX UCCNef0BaHMUAX) OTHOCATCA K NOBCEAHEBHOM NCUMXONOTMMM "NPoayKTUBHOrO"
Tpyaa. MoTom A y»Ke He XOTen BUAETb 3TO MOE MOoPOoXAeHue, Mol "MpoayKT", a ecin OH BCe-Taku
nonagancs MHe B PyKW, A C TPYAOM ero y3HaBan U otoasuran ot cebs noganblue. OH Yy MeHs Bbl3bl-
Ba/1 OLLYyLLEHME SIErKOM TOLWHOTbI. XapaKTepHO A5 TaKUX NePUOAOB BpeMEeHHOe YMCTBEHHOE Nnome-
LaTenbCcTBO, MM "aypa". OHa Hagenana meHa ocobbim 3HaHWEM, YEM-TO BpOAe ACHOBMAEHMA. YTo
A 3Han o Kutae unum o TpupguatmneTHen BoiHe? A Xun B aTmocdepe TOM M APYron AaNEeKOM 3Moxum
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OYeHb HeAo/Iro, TO/IbKO MOKa N1can KHUry. Ho Bce 3To Bpems nepeso MHOM Ha30MAMBO, C KpUYaLen
OTYETNIMBOCTHIO TECHWU/IUCL NACTUYECKUE CLEHDI. fl X XBaTan, 3anNMCbiBaa U CTPAXMBaAN ¢ cebs. N oHn
OKa3blBaIMCb 3aPMKCMPOBAHHbIMK YePHbIM No 6enomy. A s pagoBasca, YTo 60/blue HE UMELD C HUMU
Huyero obulero. <...>

MNTak, BOT 4YTO 6bINO HAnNMCaHO MHOK 3a Npollelive AeCATUNETUS, W, OMMAHYBLIMCL Has3ag,
npuaeTca npusHaTb: "970 U ecTb 1",

Bce B uenom npeacraBnsetr cobol poa MbIWAEHWUS, MHOrAa (B MCKAOUUTENbHbIX CAy4asx)
abCTPaKTHOro, a Kak MPaBMAO CBA3AHHOTIO C TbicAYaMMn GAKTOB M AaHHOCTel. MbiwieHne He ntobut
OTNPaBAATLCA B NyTb 06HAMKEHHbIM, OHO 06bIYHO XBaTaeT HECMETHOE MHOMKECTBO GaKTOB U HaNAMBaeT
nx cebe Ha rosoBy, Kak KantowoH. A ymeto 3a4aBaTb BONPOChl U GopMynMpoBaTb Mbicaun. Ho uenoe —
3TOT MacKapag, (noyemy MMeHHO TaKoM, a He Apyroi?), aTa nectpasa CMecb — eCTb HEYTO COBEPLUEHHO
ocoboe. 9T0 N033uMs, TO €CTb YNJIOTHEHME, POCT, 06pa3oBaHNEe HAPOCTOB, — GEHOMEH, OTHOCALLMICA K
061acTM AyXOBHOIo NpopacTaHuMaA, NPouspacTaHns n obpasoBaHMA oTBOAKOB. (A c10BO "1CKyccTBO" —
TEMHOE, OHO HW O YEeM He FTOBOPMUT.)

MpoAyKTbl Takoro poaa B3NambiBaloT Gpopmy MHAMBMAA. Kak B TenecHoW TKaHW MpU OMyxonu
06pa3ytoTcA MeTacTasbl, Tak XXe U AyX BbiTa/NKMBaeT M3 cebs Takue npoayKTbl. MpesliecTByoLLyto
sToMy a3y abCTPaKTHOIO MbILI/IEHUSA YMECTHO UCTONIKOBATb KaK CTUMYAATOP, HeobxoamMmblin Ans
NoAo0bHOro NoOYKoBaHMA.

Al HMKOrAa He 3a4aBa/ca BONPOCOM, BAMAET M 3TOT NpoLuecc Ha Apyrux Aoaen, Ha "Hapoa". Ho
BCErAa CO3HaBaJl, YTo, AaXKe eC/IN YE/IOBEK HE CMOTPUT Ha OKPYKAIOLWMN MUP, MUP STOT HEU3MEHHO
CYLLECTBYET pAAOM C HUM. YeNoBEK He pacTeT B oaMHOYecTBe. [larke eCc/M OH yxKe nepecTtan pactu u
6o/blle He AAaeT NoYeK, OH OCTAaeTCs BMNAETEHHbIM B HECKOHEUYHYH AYXOBHYIO TKaHb W MPOAO/KAET
NPWUCYTCTBOBaTb PAAOM C HAMM.

Mo>KeT, BCce 3TO MHe TO/IbKO rpe3nTcs.

YT1o A, cOBCTBEHHO, 3HAD? A 3HAl, YTO HaM, KUBYLLMM B HbIHELIHIOK MUPOBYIO 3MOXY, HaM,
M3rHAHHbIM, OTTOPTHYTbIM, 3arHaHHbIM B MPAYHbIi U TATOCTHbIM KPYr 3TOr0 30Ha, — YTO HaM, I0AAM,
npuxoauTca Henerko. Mbl CTUpPaeM B KPOBb PYKM, XBaTaACh 32 OKPYKatoLMe Hac cTeHbl. Mbl KONOTUM
Mo HUM KyNnaKamu, C/blla yaapbl HALWKUX Ke KY/TaKOB U TO, KaK CaMu KpUYMm. Mbl NblITaemMca BblpBaTbCS
M3 CBOEM KaTOPXKHOM TIOPbMbI, 1 B 3TOM 3aK/IH04aETCA BTOPOM CMbIC/A C10Ba "Mo33mna": Tak Ha3bIBaOTCA
BCe TAaKOro poaa "TBopyeckune", ymcTBEHHbIE, NO3TUYECKME YCUIUA.

Ho mbl He 3Haem nokosi. He AoBOALCTBYEMCS AOCTUIHYTbIM. Hall HeYyecTMBbIM AyX He »Kenaet
YyTUXOMMUpPUMBATLCA. ITO ero KanmHoBa nevatb. B Kaxabli M3 AHEN Halel XU3HM MnoBTOpseTca
rpexonageHue. [lyx e Hall rpesuT 1, BONpPeKu BCeMy, NPOAO0/IKAET HaAeATbCA, YTO AOCTUTHET Yero-
TO /Iy4LLEro — OH CaM He 3HaeT, Yyero.

CaTaHa 6poauT mex Hamu. HecomHeHHO. M He obmaHbIBalATECH Ha CeM cYeT, BUAA CBET AHA.
JNEeKTPUYECTBO TOXKe AaeT CBET, HO He NOAJ/IMHHbIN; B3pbiB aTOMHOM 60Mbbl Hac He ocBo6OAMT.

Ho cyuiectByeT BeuHbI, 61aroi, cnpaseanmsbiii bor. TonbKo npeactas nepea HUm, Mmbl 0CO3HaéM
BECb Yac CBOero nosoxeHus. MNoHMmaem, Hackoibko oT Hero otaanunaucb. MoaaBnAeHHOCTD,
6e3HaeKHOCTb, YOOXKECTBO 34ELUHEN XM3HN — BONUIOT K Hemy.

Kak conHue M pafocTb elle COXPAHAKTCA 34eCb B KayecTBe 3HAKOB M OCTAaTKOB HebecHoro
COBEpPLUEHCTBA, TaK e CYyLLEeCTByeT Haj Hamu Bce Hebo, U BeYHbI Bor — KOToporo mbl UMeHyem
"Mncycom" — oaHaXKapl y*Ke CNycKancsa B Hally NOTb U CHOBA 3a)Ker B 3TOM OMYCTEBLUEM KUAULLE
OrOHb.

TonbKo xBanuTb Bora, ToNbKO MPOCAaBAATb HebecHble cuabl NoaobaeT YenoBEKY, U FNaBHbIM
06pa3som 3TO ABUXKEHMEe AyliM 3awmuaeT Hac oT Huuto: Beab Muncyc HasapeAaHUH, BbIHOLWEHHbIN
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KpOTKOM boropoauuein, nexkaslmin B Kosibibesn, NoB3pOCaeBLUNIA U CTaBLWIMIA AapuTenem bharogatu,
4yZOTBOPLUEM, YUNTENEM CPEAU NtOAEN, B3OLIE HAa MyYeHUYECKUIA KpecT, Aabbl OYNCTUTb Hal MUP
OT T/IeHa 1 BPOXKEHUA — OT YesioBevyeckom rHnan. Mbo oH BMAEN: CaMU Mbl HE B cuiax cebe Nomoub.

KaKoli elle cMbIC/ MOXET MMETb Halle 3eMHoe bbiTe, KaKue 3a4a4n nepes Hamu CTaBUTb, YEM
OnNpaBAbIBaThb HaLLy TEMHOTY, €C/IN HE 3TUM: Mbl BCE 0/T}KHbI O4UCTUTHCS, BO3BLICUTLCA, BbINPAMUTLCA,
NOAroTOBUTLCA ANA OCBOOOMKAEHMA OT 3113, BbIMYTAaTbCA U3 3TON IOBYLIKN — U3 NOCTbIAHOIO YHUMXKEHUA
3/10M.

XopoLlo ToMy, KTO NPUBbIK Nonaratbcsa Ha b6osbluee, yem cOBCTBEHHbIE 1/1a3a, YeM YenoBeYyeckas
JIOTMKa M maTemaTtumka. C4acTAuB, KTO NOB3POC/IEN, HE MPUKNAAbIBAA K TOMY YCUANI. HO XOPOLLIO 1 Ham,
Ha NPOTAMKEHUU BCEMN KU3HN MYUYMBLUMMCA BONPOCAaMM, MCKaBLUMM OTBETbI Ha HUX M BAYKAABLIMM B
NOTEMKAX: XOPOLUO, €C/IN Mbl, NYCTb AAXKe KaK »KepTBbl KOpabneKkpyLieHns, BCe-TakM nonagem nog,
KOHEL, B HaZle}KHYI0 raBaHb M CyMeem MpPUAbHYTb K NOAHOMWUIO Masika, KOTOPbI Bceraa ocTaBascs
3PMMbIM 19 HaLWWero BHYTPEHHErO OKa.
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Upuwckuin mopepHuam B Belimapckom bepnuHe

Among Refugees

Coming home from the streets of Berlin one hot July day, | found my family tense and agitated.
Their faces were pale and very frightened.

They promptly informed me that a stranger had been waiting in my study for over three hours, a
young man... a Jew.

"He's sort of —"

"Very impatient..."

They had told the young man that | wouldn't return before evening. But instead of answering, he
had gone right into my study and had sat himself down. They had made it clear to him: it would be
better if he came back later on. At first, he hadn't taken in their words; then a bewildered look had
come over him. And he had answered coldly: "No, it's better if they don't see me coming and going
here too much.... You might have problems with the police."

| went in to have a look at the young man. But he was a stranger to me too.

He seemed to be in his mid-twentics. He was sitting hunched over in a corner, in the farthest easy
chair, as if drowsing.

His eyes were narrow, his shoulders stooped. His whole body reminded me of the gray dust on the
far roads of small towns, and he gave the impression of someone who had breathlessly traveled a long
distance.

| asked him whether it was really | he wanted to see. Not fully awaking, he answered, as if in rebuke:
"Of course! Otherwise | wouldn't have come here. But please don't tell anyone. | have to do something
here in Berlin.... I'm... Well, how should | put it?... I'm a Jewish terrorist."

| didn't understand.

"Are you in a political party?" | asked.

"No!" He made a face. "I hate political parties!"

| was clearly dealing with someone who had come to me along twisted and confused roads. What
could have brought him here? | left him alone for a while. But, sitting at the dining-room table, |
couldn't put his face or his appearance out of my mind for even an instant. | was haunted by what my
family had said upon my return:

"He's sort of —"

"Very impatient...."

There are people who look dusty even though you won't find a speck of dust on them — the young
man was such a person. He had high checkbones, which were uneven and made his cheeks look dispa-
rate. The right cheek was the same as on all faces — a cheek that wants to enjoy the world, that says:
"I want to be with people."

His left cheek, however, was crooked; it looked as though it were his, and yet.... It was like a cheek
at war with the world — it had fallen out of favor with life, and therefore life had fallen out of favor with
it. The left cheek made the young man look ugly, but apparently he had sided with it. He reminded me
of a mother who has a beautiful child and a freak — for justice,' sake he was on the side of the hideous
left cheek and bore its badness within himself. Because of the ugly cheek he wore a moustache. He
wanted it, no matter how slightly, to cover the crookedness. | spotted the moustache instantly and
thought to myself: "The right cheek isn't pleased with the moustache because it has the unusual color
of dirty brass. It commands your attention and it announces: 'Don't bother me, I'm nasty. It would be
better if you went your way and | went mine.""

All these things were sharply etched on his features. Sitting in the other room, | was very ill at ease.
| kept feeling his eyes boring into me through the thick wall.
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When | went back, he was still sitting in the same place, indifferent. Two bright embers were blazing
in his eyes — akin to the flames of memorial candles lit early in the evening. But perhaps they glowed
that way because of the sunset.

Outside, beyond the long curtains, | could sense the gigantic, checkered streets beginning to come
alive, to teem and swarm, to radiate the huge dry heat they had been breathing the whole long day —a
day like a year, a day like a long, long road. On a day like this, looking back, you think to yourself that
you've walked a tremendous distance. A day like this drives all the lonely eccentrics outdoors, and
they haunt the streets like mute, restless ghosts.

Once, in the park, on a day like this, a lonely person had sat down on my bench and had started
saying that you're never so lonely as among people, and that you're never so thoroughly "among
people" as in a big city. | couldn't help remembering that incident as | gazed at my visitor. | asked him:
"Are you a refugee?"

"A refugee."

"From where?"

He named a large city in the sandy areas of Volhynia. He glanced around to make sure the door
was tightly shut, and he showed me some documents to prove that he really came from the city and
also that he had been a pioneer in Palestine. Next, he mentioned the name of a notorious Ukrainian
pogromist. He asked me whether I'd heard about that man's terrible butcheries. He glared hard at me
with the blazing flames in his eyes, and | sensed that the difficult and terrible thing he had to tell me
was beginning. So far, he had been polite — he had been speaking on behalf of his right cheek. But now,
he would be speaking on behalf of his left cheek, the crooked one....

We sat facing one another in a remote corner of the room. He uttered the name of that notorious
pogromist and he began with these words:

"Listen... he's here now... in Berlin."

He glared at me even harder and he started telling me the whole story.

* ok ok

Listen, for nearly three weeks now I've been living "with him," here, in this city, in a squalid room-
ing house. |, in room number three. He, in room number five — our doors facing one another. I'm a
stranger here. No one knows me. He doesn't know me either. But | know him very well.

Sometimes: we bump into one another in the corridor. At the entrance there's a worn red door-
mat — both of us wipe the dust off our boots. You understand — on the very same mat.... And then: as
he passes, he glances at me. | bolt into my room, and | can still feel his glare right here and here.

[The young man quickly smacked both his cheeks.] My eyes dart into the mirror. | wonder what the
pogromist saw in me. A sordid young Jew. Sometimes | don't shave for days on end. | gaze with tired,
bloodshot eyes. I'm often pasty, like someone who's been fasting and fasting. That's all, isn't it? What
else can he possibly see in me?

But I know him from back home. I've known him since my childhood: from every Jewish trouble, from a
lot of different troubles. He aroused the populaces of four whole provinces. You think he's like Puriskevitch,
who led the anti-semitic faction in the Russian Parliament, who founded the Black Hundreds? You think
he's like Krushevan, who was the chief instigator of the Kishinev Pogrom? He's a lot worse. He led po-
groms himself, the recent ones, the most terrible ones. He vanished each time, then resurfaced, leading
a new slaughter of Jews. He wore a beard, he spoke simply, so that the peasants would take him for one
of their own and believe him. But here, abroad, he's shaved off his beard and he dresses up. He's become
an aristocrat again. He's strong, tall, his face is ruddy, full. His moustache is cheerfully twirled out. His eyes
are nasty and they have a venomous twinkle. The venomous twinkle of his butcheries.

Next to him, I'm pale and bent. Do you see? Not so much short as bent. Ever since childhood, my
face has been squashed and twisted as though it had been run over, | wear a moustache, see?... I'm
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not attractive, especially in profile.... It runs in the family.... You think | don't realize it? Of all the young
men | know, I'm the ugliest. And | was the ugliest back home, in my town. That's why | lived apart from
the other children, all alone, like an orphan. Picture me back then on summer evenings: a twelve-year-
old schoolboy with brass buttons, a schoolboy running off to synagogue after his pious grandfather
to say evening prayers, like a puppy finding refuge with him. And not because others are biting the
puppy, but because the other schoolboys never notice me. | can stand among them, and it's as if no
one were standing among them. To go to synagogue, you have to walk along the Boulevard —that's the
main thoroughfare. On a summer evening, schoolboys, you know, like to get all dressed up and stroll
about five or six abreast. The schoolboy running after his grandfather halts. He looks at the strollers,
they don't notice him. The schoolboy takes fright and runs fast, fast, after his grandfather....

And | really was an orphan — from the age of eight. My grandfather's children died young. He was
short, gray, with a hairy face. Waxen features, with hair in his nose and his ears, with smacking lips and
cold, black little eyes, darting every which way like a monkey's eyes. But there was no hair growing
from those eyes. When he spoke, very few people could understand him. People seldom visited his
home, but they did come to pay him money, interest. His mansion was huge and deserted.... It stood
on the Boulevard, at the very end. The only inhabitants were Grandfather, myself, and an elderly maid
from way back.

Now Grandfather had a bizarre habit: every time a child of his died, Grandfather would buy a clock
and set it up or hang it in one of the rooms. By the time | was fourteen or fifteen, the clocks were
everywhere: a clock in every room — all of Grandfather's children had died. At dawn, when Grandfa-
ther got up, he would first wind all the clocks, like a mother who starts the day by feeding all her chil-
dren. Grandfather hums, he has no voice. When he sings, it's like a cat snorting under the table. Our
whole family is like that. And so am | — | can't carry a tune, | have no voice. Grandfather's hairy face
is like a clock — the nose is the hand, the eyes are two numbers. The clocks strike, Grandfather hums.

And right across the Boulevard, likewise at the very end, is where the Pinskys live. A large family,
a merry one. Almost every week they enjoy some new success. They give banquets. And Pinsky's
younger son, Zorah, lives right across from our windows, which are always shut. But the windows over
there are always open, always merry; so are the balconies. Zorah has nothing but daughters, nothing
but young girls, nothing but schoolgirls in dark-brown dresses with well-ironed white collars, nothing
but lovely, charming, dark-haired girls. With the scent of Palmolive soap, especially the youngest, with
a dimple below her two front teeth. You know? The way it happens sometimes? And right there, with
that dimple below her two front teeth, is where it all begins: all the beauty in her face, in her body,
in her movements, when she rides a bicycle like all her sisters. They play piano over there. Even now,
whenever | hear a piano playing somewhere, | remember: Ahhh! It's the Pinskys. They're having a
birthday party, schoolboys are arriving — we can see everything from Grandfather's window.

In our house, the clocks are striking. Somewhere, in one of the rooms, Grandfather is humming over
a holy tome, snorting like an old cat. And | wander among the clocks. Every clock is a grave, a memorial
candle. I am a schoolboy. | study hard, all day long, all summer long. And what do you think? What do
| think about? | think about doing something for spite.... Do you understand? About doing something.
A thing that no one across the way, over on that merry balcony, would do. And for spite, you can do
something ugly. For spite, you can do something lovely —it's all the same, so long as it's for spite.

Then the war caught up with me, but | didn't try to get out of it, as others tried — do you under-
stand?... As though for spite. But right after the war ended, my feeling of spite likewise ended, almost
by itself. | felt a sorrow at my loss.

Where is my spite? That's why | was one of the first to leave my town after it was ravaged by a
pogrom, and | became a common laborer in Palestine — as though for spite. But later on, when lots of
children from prosperous families in my town, including some of the young Pinskys, started moving to
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Palestine, | left Palestine and came here, to this city. Here, at the very same time, | began to go hungry
and to write. And | thought to myself: "People like me are the kind who want to blow up the world
with dynamite. | won't let it happen. On the contrary: I'll break in on the other side."

| thought up a story, not about me, but about someone else. The story begins by describing a cer-
tain Jewish pauper in our town. Every Thursday (as is customary among Jews), he goes begging among
the rich Jews who live in the gentile neighborhood. The pauper is greatly despised by the Christian
children there. They can't stand him. The moment they spot him, they pelt him with rocks and sic their
dogs on him. Loud yells arise all over the Christian neighborhood. The air is full of cries, a trampling
of feet, a barking of dogs. The pauper is terrified of dogs. His teeth chatter. Yet he is glad. Because
the yelling and barking inform everyone that the pauper has arrived in the Christian neighborhood.
The alms are brought our to him from every Jewish home. He doesn't have to waste time knocking on
each Jewish door individually. When the pauper arrives in the Christian neighborhood, he halts in the
middle of the street and starts to cough, so that the children will see him and sic their dogs on him....

| wrote the story in one breath. Those were the opening chapters, and | instantly felt that the pau-
per was myself: do you understand? Again myself.... The Christian neighborhood, that was my town in
disguise, my life. But no one is sicking dogs on me. They don't even bark at me, and yet | can feel them
barking. My cough — that's my military service, my going to war, my leaving for Palestine as a common
laborer.... The act of spite that I've wanted to commit ever since my childhood — that's my way of beg-
ging for alms.... But since | actually want to give on my own... you understand? To be a rich man just
once in my life, to cast out alms like this, with an open hand — just look.... And in those days when I'd
thought such things (I couldn't sleep night after night), I'd heard a faint noise in the rooming house cor-
ridor early one morning, and the noise was mixed with the sharp sounds of Ukrainian. | looked out into
the corridor, and first | saw a chambermaid. She was carrying two heavy valises; and then | saw him in
the flesh, with his cheerfully twirled moustache. He was respectfully followed by some younger man.

"Oh, yes?" he asked the younger man in Ukrainian and he sniffed the air. "Aren't there any Jews
here?"

| was standing by my door. | watched the chambermaid take him right across from me, to room
number five. | was stupefied. And suddenly a feeling of lightness came to me in my daze, as though
| weren't alone anymore. Some portion of me had arrived. | felt so much lighter, though | still didn't
know what this lightness was. It wasn't until later that | asked myself: "Just why do | feel so joyous?
Why?"

There was a knock at the door of my study. They were calling me to the dining room. And then it
started darkening in my studio as though evening were settling in. The young man asked for some
water. He held the glass by its edge. His hand shivered slightly; he gazed very pensively at his feet as
if trying to see whether he had lost something down there, something of what he wanted to tell me.
He said: "What was my purpose in telling you these things? | want you to understand who | am.... Now
you'll believe me because no one could make up such a story out of thin air. | don't sense I've left an-
ything out, have I? I've told you about Zorah Pinsky and his daughter, haven't I? Yes, | have. That was
everything, everything that happened to me back then, until | felt | was going to kill him. You under-
stand? Among so many Jews, |, of all people, I, to whom the entire story happened. Just think: Who
else if not I?"

In the darkness of the room | could see the two white spots in the corners of his mouth. White
spots caused by a lot of talking. He put down the glass.

We were again sitting face to face in the corner of the room. | asked him a question, and the two
memorial candles in his eyes started going out and flaring up over and over again, like fires with which

mariners signal at sea. He began talking again.
* 3k 3k
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Why do you ask when | decided to kill him? What difference does it make? And anyhow: Does a
man decide a thing like that? | remember the first thing | decided on was the place.... One day | left
my room and stepped into the corridor, and | saw him: He was stranding there, talking on the phone.
He was obviously hearing bad news. As he held the receiver to his ear, his eyes began to widen, the
savage venom blazed stronger in them. He asked: "Whaaaa?" And the "what" was drawn out and
terrified. | stood aside and someone within me thought: "Right there by the phone is the best place,
right there. You could kill him with one shot." You understand? It wasn't | who had those thoughts, it
was someone else.

True, in one of the slaughters for which he alone was responsible, they killed my grandfather, the
old man with the waxen face and the two cold eyes that darted every which way, like a monkey's eyes.
But the pity I've always felt for my grandfather is not really mine either, it too belongs to someone
else.... "So then there! Right by the phone," | thought. "There's no better place possible."

And as | thought this, | felt myself imbued with joy. | suddenly wanted things to be joyful. | went to
a restaurant and ate lunch, spending nearly all the money | possessed — a lunch with a glass of wine.
My heart felt it was carrying something that hadn't been in my heart earlier and that no one around
me had. | saw, as if for the first time in my life, that it was a beautiful summer day. Lots of people were
sauntering about in the streets, lovely people.... My feeling for them was like that of a man who has to
go on a long trip and is having a difficult time saying goodbye to his family: he hasn't even managed to
embrace them, as is proper, to hug them tight, as is proper, but he does have to leave. And that was
how | felt about all those people, all of them without exception — like shadows. | haven't really clasped
them properly and | already have to leave them.

| walked around a whole day with that feeling in my heart, and then, by the time | got home, it was
already evening. Our two doors glared at each other harshly. | tell you, the only doors that can glare at
each other like that are the doors in a rooming house where that thing has to happen. Door number
three glared at door number five and appeared to be saying: "My man, who lives behind me, is going
to kill your man, who lives behind you."

Have you ever seen such doors? You sleep in your room all night long. You seem to be sleeping very
soundly, but in your sleep you remember their numbers — number three glares at number five....

And then suddenly, | awoke very early, at sunrise. | peeped into the corridor and saw that our boots
had been put out for shining: mine at my door, and his at his door. Mine —worn out Jewish boots with
sagging elastics (they've already been to Palestine); and his — solid goyish boots with shafts that go up
under the trousers.

"He's here at home," | thought to myself.

And | felt good at the thought, as if | weren't alone anymore. | looked at the place by the phone —
the best place....

And again | wanted everything to be joyful around me. Back in my room | opened the window fac-
ing the street.

The sun was coming up.

Deserted streets.

A few sleepy, freshly scrubbed faces.

Workers going to work, one by one.

"Tu-whit, tu-whit!" The whistling of a bird came into my room from a nearby tree, a whistling more
reminiscent of life than any others; and at the sound of that "Tu-whit, tu-whit," | felt the same as I'd
felt the previous night about people, as if | were about to leave on a long trip, and were having a dif-
ficult time saying goodbye to that "Tu-whit, tu-whit."

From then on, | started watching him in the rooming house.
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It was good to know that he was there, in the room across from me, behind door number five. And
| always felt desolate whenever he went off somewhere and his room remained empty. The hours
would stretch and stretch, and the minutes too.

I'd shuffle about my room and through the corridor, and I'd feel; "If he doesn't come back in the
next few minutes, my heart will explode!..."

| have to tell you:

He signed his own name, personally, in the rooming house guestbook. Under his name there's the
flourish of a man who's satisfied with himself. He came from Copenhagen. A ghost town, Copenhagen.
Jews there are preoccupied with their own bits of life. Nobody was even hunting for him there.

| look at the flourish under his name and I'm annoyed at his peace of mind. He'd never dream of
keeping up his guard. We're like bedbugs in his eyes — |, you, all the victims he's massacred.

He's got a lot of visitors.

The young Russian comes, the one who first brought him to this rooming house. Someone else
comes, an older man, with a beard, and someone else, a young woman in black.

And you can hear him then, across the corridor.

Snorting with a hard, cheerful guffaw.

And then late at night, when | lie awake, | feel such a strong desire to go out into the corridor with
a knife and do something.... Even if it's just to cut a hole in his boots there.

Just like that. So he'll know that someone's after him. It wouldn't disturb his peace of mind....

| don't do it... simply because that would ruin all my plans and because both of us are guarded by
that place by the phone — that place now controls us both.

He comes to the phone several times a day, and | already know:

The thing will take place by evening, at least no earlier than in the afternoon.

Although | don't think about it beforehand. It came precisely, automatically, as if someone had
given me an assignment and had said: "You have to do it by such and such a time, in such and such a
place."

And that's why | didn't worry about anything, as if someone had prepared everything for me in
advance. All I'd have to do is accept it and carry it out. And it was only then that | remembered, once,
at night—"1 have nothing to do it with."

You understand, don't you? A knife is no good. A knife often barely leaves a scratch. The surest
thing is —a gun. I'm a veteran. I'm strong and | can shoot. But I'm a stranger in this city, this cauldron.
There's no one | can get a gun from. And besides, I've very little money, just enough to get by on for a
few days. The money won't suffice, but even if it did, where could | buy the gun? In a weapons store?
That's no good. With someone of my appearance — just look at me — with someone like me, they'd
instantly realize that I'm buying the gun with my last few pennies, and that | want to do something
with it. Assuming you can buy firearms in a store, without a license. But in a city like this, a cauldron,
the police certainly never stop hunting for various "elements" that are preparing to do something. And
if the police hunt for them anywhere, then what better place than a weapons store? Suppose they
apprehend me there. They won't find anything on me, but there'll be a great commotion. As far as the
police here are concerned, my papers aren't quite in order.

They could come and inquire about me at the rooming house.

He could find out and vanish.

| could ruin the whole thing.

I'm such a bungler!

I've got to hit on a solution and do something, but it's already hard for me to think. You under-
stand? | mulled quite a bit before | started preparing the thing. Now I'm like a drunk doing everything
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in his power to keep people from realizing he's drunk. A man like him feels that with every move he
makes, everyone around him will catch on, catch on.

What would you do in my place?

Just imagine — you're sober....

You'd certainly ask someone for help. But you must realize: | have no family in the city, and no
friends either.

There are several people here from my home town, but | never see them. | don't even know where
they live.

There's a man here from my home town, Beryl Hum —that's what he was called back home, though
his real name was Boris Blum. That's what he was called, Beryl Hum, because he was always buzzing
around the Zionists and writing for their Russian newspapers. He's a capable man, he knows several
languages, he always hits it off with perfect strangers, even Christians.

He's already ingratiated himself with the editors of a few German gazettes, and now he's writing for
them. He runs around with a briefcase under his arm.

There's someone else here from my home town — Zorah Pinsky and his daughter. I've already told
you about her. She was the most beautiful girl in town, and you can imagine what happened to her in
the pogrom.... That's what people said, although no one ever heard it from the Pinskys.

People said that among the Pinskys every swelling goes down; the Pinskys wipe their lips. | was told
they'd come out unscathed. They've got their wits about them, even in times of pogroms....

The Pinskys are here now — | knew it even before | left Palestine. But | don't want to ask for their
help. | don't even want them to know I'm here. Do you understand? It's more important to me than
anything else. It's my secret.

| go to the big park every day. | sit on a bench. | think about finding a solution. And while | sit there
and think, I'm glad that the Pinskys don't know anything about it. They'll find out later, as soon as I've
done the thing. They'll learn about it at dusk, from evening prayers. It will be cloudy out. It will be rain-
ing. Or else the sky may be clear, the sun may be setting. No matter: every future moment of my life
seems strange, every moment that will come later, after | do the thing. All people, whether strangers
or from my native town, seem indifferently near and indifferently far. They're all scrambled in my mind
with the vesper sounds of a distant church, reaching me in the big park after I've sat on a bench all
alone, through a long, long day, thinking that I'm going to do the thing.

And at such times, what do | care about this whole foreign cauldron of yours with its hubbub and
with all the people scurrying around in it and filling it up? What do | care about them even if she is
here — Pinsky's daughter — one of the people for whom I'm going to do the thing?

All | care about is the days when I sit on and on in the city park.

| can't tell you how long it went on. Perhaps a whole week and more; perhaps just three or four
days. | no longer count the weeks. Or the days. I've stopped.

But once, when | was sitting near a lively avenue in the park, who should come passing by but Ber-
yl Hum, or rather, Boris Blum, which is his real name. He strode quickly with his briefcase under his
arm, with the sweaty little forelock of a man who has to scurry all over the city cauldron every day. He
turned to me with his darkly tanned face and with the white handkerchief in his lapel pocket, ready to
wipe his wet forehead. He spotted me with his bewildered eyes, greeted me, promptly settled at my
side, and, astonished, began asking: "How long have you been in Berlin?"

"Not very long," | said, "not very long."

"Why, | heard you were in Palestine."

"I came here from Palestine."

"You have a job here?"

"No," I said, "I don't have a job here."
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| can't recall everything we talked about. | noticed him scrutinizing me in a bewildered way. He was
staring at my clothes and my overall appearance.

| didn't like it, and that may have been the very reason why | told him everything I've told you so
far, but much more briefly. He remembered me very clearly from back home. He knew my grandfather
and he could believe every word | said.

| told him that now the whole thing depended solely on him. And so our meeting should not remain
a chance encounter, because the thing I'm going to do is not just my thing. Precisely because I've got
no one else to help me, he himself will have to obtain everything for me, everything | need tor the
thing. And besides, he's always involved in Jewish groups here. He associates with them, and they
associate with him. As a result, he has more responsibilities than a speculator or a simple man in the
street. Who should I turn to if not him?

| saw that even though he was very busy and very bewildered, he was nevertheless listening to
everything | had to say, and he wasn't hearing me coldly — there was sympathy in his large, bewildered
eyes.

"That's incredible!" he said. "Simply... why, in Palestine, if an Arab kills a Jew, then a couple of hours
later, you'll find a dead Arab. And here, among so many Jews, all these pogromists are running around
scot-free, and there's not a single Jew around to get rid of even one pogromist. A strange people!
What a strange people!"

And he started gazing at me again in bewilderment. He looked at my face, at my overall appear-
ance, even at my shoes and my hat.

"It's simply incredible!" he said. "Simply incredible! A knife certainly won't be of any use for a thing
like that. A Jewish student once used a knife on a Jew-baiter, and all he did was scratch him. You really
have to have a gun.... Too bad.... You fought in the war.... You know how to shoot.... Wait a moment....
Wait a moment...."

And he rested his chin on his hand and he started thinking. "Fine!" He suddenly stood up from the
bench and shook my hand. "I'll take care of it. I'll get it for you. But wait a moment —when? Tomorrow.
Give me your address.... Tomorrow morning you'll get a note from me.... OK? No, it would be better if
we met someplace. Where? Right here in the park would be best, right here on this bench. Tomorrow
afternoon, at the very same time, 3 P.M."

He took off with his briefcase under his arm. | saw him hurrying for a while and then looking back at
me. He hurried again for a while, and then again he looked back at me. That's the way it was....

The next afternoon, at the stroke of three, to the very minute, | was already sitting on the very same
bench in the park. | kept waiting and waiting for him. | just sat there, waiting. | was sure he wouldn't
come. But | still kept waiting there.

Suddenly, around five o'clock, he showed up on the promenade. He didn't come over to my bench.

"C'mon," he beckoned to me with his eyes, in passing. "Follow me."

And off we went. He first, and | a few yards behind him, as if we didn't know one another. He board-
ed a trolley, and so did |, still as if | didn't know him.

He sat in one corner of the trolley, and | in the other. We thus rode on, for a long, long time, and
perhaps it only seemed long because | was so impatient.

| thought to myself: "Where is he taking me?" We were already downtown, the streets were crowd-
ed.

We kept going — the streets were still crowded.

We got out, he first, | behind him. Again an unfamiliar street, a narrow one, and then another
street. We stole into a courtyard, crept up a stairway. We entered through a door —a small, dark, dusty
corridor.
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| instantly realized: It wasn't his home. It looked like some kind of commercial office where you
don't work past 3 P.M., and then you lock up and leave the space empty.

In the second or third little room after the corridor, there were about five men sitting around a
table; and by the way they were sitting there, | could tell they had gathered specifically because of
the thing | was going to do. | understood that they were important figures in the community, and that
Beryl Hum had summoned them because he didn't wish to take full responsibility by himself. The men
were no longer young. One of them had gray hair, a second one was tall and chubby and he was com-
pletely bald. His sharp, bulging eyes gaped severely, his chin jutted out, and he looked like a man who
is always puffing his cheeks. Imagine: | was confused enough, but it suddenly hit me that he is always
fighting with his wife — | mean the man with the bald head — | really don't know why, but it simply
struck me that way, and he kept gaping at me incessantly.

And nobody said anything to me. For a while, we sat around the table wordlessly. | waited. They'd
start talking to me any moment now.

But instead of talking to me, they kept summoning one another into the next room, to exchange se-
crets. From the very start, they kept whispering there in pairs, then in threes or fours, and all of them
with Beryl Hum. They kept returning and then summoning one another to talk in private....

| noticed: The group was slowly shrinking, the men were exiting one by one.

| heard; They were stepping into the corridor one by one and hurrying down the stairs.

But why was Beryl Hum one of the first to vanish? | simply couldn't understand....

And when all but one of them had gone, only the tall, chubby man was left, the one with the bald
head and the severe, bulging eyes.

| noticed: He kept shifting closer and closer to me, his sharp eyes gaped right into my face, and so
severely that | could feel his bulging gape in my eyes, in my heart. But he kept shifting closer and closer
to me. And when his chest was already grazing mine, he abruptly said: "Listen!" he said to me. 'l am a
doctor... a psychiatrist...."

He gaped even more severely into my eyes and he said more boldly: "I am a doctor... a psychia-
trist...."

What could | answer him? | shifted away, and my heart started pounding even though he was still
talking to me.

Then something pushed me toward him, and not so much me as my hand... this very hand.... Do you
see my hand? My arm is muscular.... It was in the war.... And it wasn't till later, when | was down in the
street again, that | felt it hadn't helped me at all — | mean slapping his face so vehemently.... Because if
they think I'm out of my mind, then the fact that | slapped him will just convince them all the more....
And besides, my sorrow won't be any the less for it.

Beryl Hum had really made a mess of things. A few big, pot-bellied Jews got together — for what?
For curiosity's sake? To size me up? One of them was Beryl Hum, who only yesterday had said: "In-
credible! It's really incredible! In Palestine, when an Arab kills a Jew, they promptly kill an Arab, even
if he's a perfect stranger!"

Then why am | out of my mind if | want to kill a pogromist who's guilty of so much bloodshed?

Walking all alone, | immediately began sorting out the words that the tall, bald man had spoken
when he had shifted so close to me. He had said something about a sanitarium where | could "rest"
for a few weeks.... About prosperous people from my town who were here now and who'd expressed
their willingness to pay for my sojourn in the sanitarium....

But just who are those prosperous people from my town if not Zorah Pinsky and his family? Does
this mean that Beryl Hum had discussed the matter with them too, that they too regard me as being
that way? And suddenly | had a fit of depression, as never before in all my life.
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| was pained by everything around me, everything my eyes caught along the way — the street, the
cars, the noise. And most of all, | was pained by the time of day... the evening hour, 7 P.M. At this time
of day, he stands there, in the corridor, by the phone, every day.... All night long, I'd paced up and
down my room. | was certain that today, finally, at this time, by the phone, | would make an end of it....
What was there left to do?

And | felt all the more strongly about doing the thing, so people would read about it in the evening
papers. Let them all read about it, all of them, the five important men, Beryl Hum, and the Pinskys —let
her read about it.... She was one of the people for whom I'd be doing the thing....

| began thinking: "Isn't there a Jewish group around here, a group that would help me." | thought
to myself: "Is there anybody at all — possibly a writer?" Writers, | thought, were the conscience of the
nation. They are its nerves. They present their nation to the world. People read a writer's works be-
cause they want to learn how his nation lived in his time.

And so I've come to you. I've told you everything. You must know — tomorrow, or the day after, he
may suddenly get up and vanish from the rooming house. And now that I've told you everything, you
are as responsible as | am, and even more than | am because you're a writer.... I've been sitting with
you here, in this dark room, and for a long time I've been wanting to ask you: "Please switch on the
light. | want to see your face."

k ok 3k

Almost in a daze, | stood up to switch on the light. | did it as though the young man's last few words
were no more than a joke, than the words of an eccentric with peculiar ideas. But | forget those feel-
ings the moment | switched on the light and saw the young man's face.

His crooked left cheek was burning as though with a dark, steely fire. His right cheek was drowsy
right up to the eye and was practically out of the running. It seemed lifeless. The burning left cheek
was in control with its entire crookedness. And the young man himself was no longer speaking sim-
ply. It was as though he were quarreling with me, demanding his due from me. And the thing he was
demanding was minor: a gun.

Staring at me with the fire that was in his drowsy left eye, he was arguing, virtually screaming. And
| kept gazing at the fires that were in his eyes.

The young man told me: "Listen, if you prefer to refuse, then don't refuse immediately. Think it over
first. I'll give you all night. If you decide to do as | ask, then send me the gun. I'll give you my address.
Il wait."

Several days later, | received a note from the young man with the crooked cheek:

"I've found a solution. Behind the mirror that hangs in my room, number three, in the rooming
house, there is a hook. The rope on which the mirror hangs is strong enough.... | understand everything
now: I'm a refugee... among refugees... | don't want to be one anymore...."
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In The Wine Cellar

And whenever the carrier who carries our earth-and-world upon his back grows weary of carrying,
he hands it over to someone else, a friend of his with nothing to do, and the carrier goes off drinking...

One evening, when it was dark and eerie, he came to a large and respectable town. There, just
off a bustling street, lay a deserted alley. And there, in a brick building you can find a storage cellar.
You can enter the cellar by going down a few narrow steps. People gather there in several old rooms
with low ceilings, and the walls of these rooms are covered with enamel, a shiny black, and on these
walls, on the blackness, there are old pictures painted red. Inside these rooms you'll find old tables,
leftovers from the past, plain wood, and scoured white, and next to the tables old benches, likewise
plain, and long, so that several people can sit on them, and the ceilings are low, and from the walls the
old portraits of old-time drunkards, great men and visitors, are gazing down.

When the world-carrier arrived in the evening, the little rooms were already filled, couples were
sitting at every table, but in one room there were only men to be found, and here he found a place at
a table, sat himself down, and asked the waiter to serve him wine. So he served him, and the clientele
was already drunk, the faces were red from wine and drinking, and their eyes couldn't see straight,
they were blurred and bewildered. And every so often one drinker or another would jump up from his
seat to clink glasses with the man across from him, or simply, in his drunkenness, let out a yell.

At one table, there was a bunch of young men, young scholars who hadn't left their school benches
yet, and among them rich children, and people who hang around the rich: Cheap dreamers and chintzy
drinkers, who think they can make the world over and talk away its present condition. And they yell
and they rage as they drink, and they shout and carry on, no one listening to anyone else, and one of
them, the hottest head, sticks out from the crowd and carries on more than anyone else, and hollers
and shrieks at the world:

"The world is up to its ears in debts, and even its hair is not its own."

"Send it to prison —it's bankrupt!" others shouted, banging their fists on the table.

"Pawn it," one of them threw in, "sell it to the owner of The Blind Man." (That was the name of the
tavern!)

"Put a hole in it, stick in some powder, blow it up!" someone else hollered.

"Hey cousin!" a souser turned to the world-carrier, who, at his table, was sitting aloof. "Who are
you and what are yon doing here?"

"I'm the carrier of the world!" was the answer.

"Who?!" The souser didn't quite get it, and didn't quite believe what he got.

"The carrier of the world!"

"Hahahaha!" He burst out laughing and, turning to his boon companions, he cried:

"Gang, get a load of who's sitting here with us! The carrier of the world!"

And the gang dashed over to the world-carrier, surrounding his table in drunken mockery, they
thought he was crazy and they advised him to carry the world gingerly, and warned him not to drop it,
or else it might break, God forbid!...

"Okay!" the carrier agreed.

"What a waste of effort, no one's gonna pay him for his trouble," said one of them.

"There are certainly better lines of work around," said another.

And the drinkers eventually gave up and left him there to sit and be crazy, they went back to their
places and their drinking, on and on, into the night, until they had all gone to sleep where they were,
some with their heads and arms on the table, some on a neighbor's shoulder, and some just sitting up
straight. They fell asleep, and no one awoke them, because no one ever throws you out of The Blind
Man, it's open day and night, and people can carry on as long as they like. At midnight, the rooms are
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actually cleared out, but whoever is staying simply stays, whoever is drinking drinks, and whoever
isn't — can just sit.... So the carrier sat on, and there was no one left in his little room except for those
who were fast asleep, and the other rooms were also empty, and the night waiters, idle at the table
corners, were napping, and the bustle in town had faded out, and the alley outside The Blind Man was
deserted, only the occasional feet of someone going home late and passing the low windows could
be heard...

At this point, into the carrier's room walked the night-wanderer, unnoticed by anyone and passing
the napping waiters. And there he halted at the threshold. He was wearing a sort of tigerskin, like a
sleeveless jacket, and the tiger's tail came after him, lifeless and dangling. And he himself looked red
and puffy and bloated from constant drinking, and was still in his cups, which he had drained some-
where else and not just one. He stood there at the threshold barely holding himself up, but he knew
what he was after and his face showed someone here was of interest to him. The moment he saw the
world-carrier sitting at his table, he went over to him as though they were old friends, came to his
table, and sat down opposite him, shaking his hand.

"How are things?" he asked the world-carrier.

"Fine, going uphill."

"And what are you so happy about? The fact that you're carrying these drunkards without pay?"

And the wanderer pointed to the nightbirds sleeping all around them.

"No," the carrier answered him, "what about you?"

"Bad!"

"How?"

"The pious are dead and gone, and the people still left are being grabbed up by, how do you say,
the devil."

"And who are you left with?"

"I live with a distant relative?"

"Who is he?"

"He's small and slight, skinny and bony, and his face is yellow and wrinkled, and there's earth in
the wrinkles. His eyes are messy, the whites have flooded the blacks, the sockets are filled with a gray
liquid, and if he ever gets dreamy-eyed he looks other-worldly. He has nothing to do in this world,
whatever he's had he's spent, whatever energy he had he devoted to wine and women, and that's
how he is, and every evening he's afflicted by hallucinations...

"Whenever he comes home at night to his bachelor's quarters, he closes the door behind him,
switches off the light, and stays all alone in his room, and soon the opposite wall starts to move, a
pale shadow appears to him, at first feeble and faint, but then a man emerges before him — tall and
neat, his hair smooth and carefully parted, his manners impeccable, and with a monocle in his eye.
He appears to my relative, sits down at the table, opposite him, crosses his legs, remains informal and
relaxed, and my relative has gotten used to him, he's never frightened by him or his unbidden arrival,
he just waves...

"Recently though, he visitated my relative with his visit. He sat down, and kept silent for a spell,
and my relative noticed he was holding a peculiar book: black covers and black pages, with a bizarre
format.

"'What's that?' he asked him.

"'l brought it for you, | wanted to show you.'

"'"What is it?"

"'What they wrote about us.'

"'Who about whom?'

"'A few millenia from now about our millenium.'
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"And the man handed him the book, and my relative took it and peered inside. And the book wasn't
anything like our books, it wasn't printed with black ink on white paper, but the other way around —
white on black. And my relative couldn't read the writing and he couldn't make out the book at all. So
he gave it back for the man to read to him. And the man read: It was all one to him — a writing from
thousands of years ago, a writing from thousands of years from now, and he said that the book came
from a black human race that took over the present world, without a single trace remaining of the
whites, and only the history of the whites somehow or other flickers about in their memories and
sometime or other someone remembers them.

"And the book says: 'After great battles and wars between the whites, when a great despair came
over them because they saw that they would never achieve the peace they had been longing for,
and that they would never become any better than they were, and that they had already given away
anything good they had had, and that their time was drawing to a close, and that their blood and
their mission were coming to an end, and that others, stronger ones, were to inherit them, and that
these others might not be any better — then they brought their best and most carefully chosen minds
together for a conference, and then, for the survivors, for their big and little nations, they passed a
resolution: THE END! Let it be, there was no way of doing better, and there was no one left to bother
about, let everyone end his life however he wished, it was senseless to worry about another group or
another individual.'

"And the historian adds, and goes on to say:

"'And it became a normal and regular occurrence, the magazines wrote it up, and you could read
about it in the daily newspapers: Sometimes here and sometimes there, one after another, those sages
who had passed the resolution were being found, every morning, in their homes, in their bathrooms,
in their tubs, undressed and sitting in the water, quite dead, with the water full of blood. They had
opened their arteries, thereby settling their accounts with the world..."

"The man finished reading to my relative, closed the book, and exchanged glances with him.

"'What about it?' my relative asked him. 'Are we supposed to follow their example?"

"'Uhhh..."' the man stammered, 'l mean, it's time... there's no hope for our world..."

And the night-wanderer added:

"My relative and his man are already won over, and I've joined them myself."

"So what do you want?" the world-carrier asked the night- wanderer.

"We don't think you're any more foolish than we are, and so I've come to propose the same thing
to you."

"For preventing cruelty to animals?"

"Call it whatever you like, it doesn't matter."

"No!" answered the world-carrier.

"And what about your joy, and your 'things are going uphill'?"

The carrier didn't answer. He merely clutched his winecup in his hands and turned his wistful face
toward his hands, and The Blind Man was filled with a great nocturnal silence, and the young men
sleeping at the carrier's table were sleeping now in truth, and the waiters as well, the ones who had
stayed for the night, were drowsing and dozing, and sitting down on the corners of tables, for just a
while, they remained seated, and the night-wanderer sat facing the carrier, sat there and waited for
him...

"Ha! =" the carrier awoke from his quiet mulling, and more to himself than to his opposite he
exclaimed:

"My joy? Yes... Not long ago, from the farthest corners of the universe, at night, | heard something
like a quiet shot. Was it a world going under, was it a world encountering, colliding with, another
world, | couldn't see...However, | did see a window on earth, in a little house, respond to that shot
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with a light shiver. And a man woke up there and got out of bed, and washed his hands and looked at
God's universe, and said: 'Something has happened out in the world, we've got to pray, and we've got
to think.'

"And he stood there and said:

" '"What's happened up there? | can't tell whether a heavenly body has exploded or a new sphere
has been born, it's not clear; but whatever it is, it's happened, and it's linked with eternal life and
divine death, and perhaps it doesn't have any mouth, and someone has to be its mouthpiece, and
I've been found worthy, and | heard it in my sleep, and | am already standing before God, outside his
mansion and window, and the waking world-carrier is occupied, bearing his burden and labor, and
who shall speak for what has happened?"

"And | was the carrier at the time, on the world's beaten path, and | heard the singing of rare
spheres, and | was carrying my weighty burden, my holy and heavy load, when | caught the words of
that man, and | bent my shoulders more and took the yoke more deeply upon myself, my yoke and my
labor, my love and my joy...

"We've heard the like from you before," the night-wanderer broke in, "have you nothing new,
world-carrier?"

"Doesn't the old mean anything to you?" the carrier asked angrily.

"No, I'm sick of it... and your man is a fool and he spouts foolish things."

"And what would you have said?"

"I would have spit and gone to bed..."

And both remained silent for a while. The carrier again dropped his eyes to his cup, and the night-
wanderer looked at him as though pitying his foolish innocence. At this point, the night watchman
came over the threshold, and he also entered unnoticed, from the quiet street into The Blind Man,
all bundled up in fur, roly-poly in his clothes, with a watchman's whistle dangling on his chest, in
case anything were ever to happen, were ever to stir up the street — to whistle and inform the other
watchmen. And in he came, a man of few words, an old friend of the carrier and the wanderer. He sat
down at their table and filled out a place with his bundled-up-infurness — and the wanderer and the
carrier were happy to see him, and the two of them turned their eyes and their attention to him.

"What do you say, watchman?" the wanderer turned to him in a joking mood.

"Say, say," replied the watchman, "say what you like, people hear you a lot, they sleep as a matter
of course."

And the watchman fell silent, and earnest and watchful in his silence, and the wanderer turned
away from him, and addressed the carrier:

"Talk to us, carrier, it's still too early to go home, the night is still enormous, and you've had
experiences, the carrier mulled foramoment, and remembered something, and said: 'Listen, wanderer,
and understand.'"

And the carrier began to talk.

Just the other night, he said, he had run into Aquarius, the water-bearer, with his pole and his pails
across his shoulders, and the pole stretched across the breadth of his back, and the pails were bobbing
about, and idly water-bearing he came walking toward him.

"And so | peered into the pails, and | saw they were parched and thirsty. So | looked at him and
asked what was going on, it appear as though the pails had run dry, and how long hadn't they seen a
well? Whereupon he replied: 'Virgo the Virgin is getting married, and | want to pass her by with empty
buckets... | was the one who got her to heaven, | got her a place among the constellations, and she's
marrying someone else.’

"'What do you mean?""
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Aquarius' Tale

Her father was a fallen angel, he lived with an earthwoman, they had a child, and he coveted
and was satiated, and thought of the heavens and earth as his own. But then, upon such angels, the
punishment fell, and heaven had to close to them, and they were condemned not to return — they
were given a tiny moment of time, and whoever wanted to use it could. Many of the angels, however,
were busy with their earthliness and their wives, and thus they missed their moment, and wailing, and
akin to men, they were left behind, and only a few of them perceived, and bethought themselves of
the time, and up and back, in that moment, they went. Among these few was the virgin's father, and
he didn't want to go back up alone, he wanted to take his wife and the fruit of her womb, so quickly
and first he handed up his child, and | happened to be standing in the sky, watching him doing the
handing, and | grabbed from his hands and took it over, and he wanted to boost up his wife, and then
himself, but that very moment the heavens closed up, and the angel with his wife in his hands in the
air found himself standing before a sky that was shut and bolted up.

And now the child was in my hands, and at first | didn't know what to do, but gradually it got used
to me, and | was its father and mother. And | brought it up, and | got to like it, and it was always around
me when | worked, and when | drew water from the well and showered the world with rain and plenty,
and | always kept it at my side, and | never left it as a waif.

And when she was growing up and the other constellations saw her with me, they watched her and
praised her to the skies, and some were even envious of her, and then of me for having her so close
all the time.

Now in those days the heavenly spheres and constellations were still unsettled, and every now and
then a star would slide away and would fall from the zodiac and be gone, it really happened every so
often, and a constellation would stray from its path and wander off, perhaps into some gulf, and in the
zodiac a tenant was gone, a place stood vacant, so the other signs got together and resolved to give
that spot to the child | had raised and — fine, there was nothing to be ashamed of, she shone no less
than the others, and she was lovelier than the others, and the child took the place, and she became
an equal among equals.

And | grew so fond of the child, and | felt closer to the child than anyone else, and she never did a
thing without me, and she came to me for the least little thing, because, as I've said, she barely knew
her parents, and | had taken the place of her parents.

And | would teach her how to look down, and how to hold herself in the zodiac and not to get dizzy, and
sometimes she would ask me, the waterman, to show her what to douse, and | never said no, | gave her the
bucket, the child already knew the earth, and she knew the summer and winter, and what to do in summer
and winter, and often, as she held the bucket, she would lose herself in daydreams, and douse too little or
douse too much, like a child, and | would smile and forgive her for what she had "done to me."

And the child kept growing, and | grew to love her, and she took on forms as a certain kind of those
children do, and she began attracting me, and frequently and secretly | would watch from the side,
and she didn't know, and she didn't guard against me, but | did guard against others, and guarded her
against anyone else: How did they act toward her, how did they look at her, who glanced at her, and
to whom did she pay the most attention...

| didn't notice anything except her loyalty and devotion to me, and | was glad and | was cheerful,
and deep down | looked forward to the time when she would grow some more, and | would grow close
to her, and | would explain to her what was impossible then, and in the meantime | guarded her, and
allowed no one else to look at her. And the years wore on, and | kept looking after her, and she kept
looking down at the earth, and she didn't really like the earth, and often she would call to me and
show me in back and below.

"Uncle Aquarius, what doesn't grow of yours?"
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"What doesn't?"

"Something you water and keep watering: Those grasses and those trees of yours."

"But the trees are tall."

"You call that tall? How come they never reach the sky?" "That's as high as they're fated to grow."

And she would turn away from the earth, and walk away from me, hurt and disappointed, and she
would go to the other constellations, to pursue another interest with others and not with me... And
they would tell her things and spend a lot of time with her, and all of them told her what they knew
and brought out the loveliest things they had, and told about bygones and made up never-was's, and
she heard and hung on their every word, and she believed anything, especially the unbelievable, and
they thought up things that she had never even seen any traces of on the earth or found any signs of
among the constellations; she fell in love with the tales of higher-stars, and they provided her with
such, and they never spared their fantasies.

Now she became a stranger and hardly ever came to me, and no longer took any part in my earth
work, and she would sit in seclusion, and it was hard to get her out of her seclusion. And in the
evenings, after sundown, she would sit down on her star bed and for hours on end before falling
asleep she would stare at the sky and the faraway stars...

At this point | felt it was the right time, and | wanted to let her know how | felt, because | could see
why the constellations were so occupied with her and why the constellations were so attentive to her,
because she brought them all such joy, and everyone was so happy to be around her; so, one evening,
when they had all gone to bed, | whispered in her ear —that when all were asleep and all in the zodiac
was still, she was to come out to me, | would wait for her, | wanted to talk to her at the well...

She didn't understand, she looked at me, and stared at me in amazement, unwontedly, and yet,
unsuspectingly, she promised to come and she kept her promise... | waited at the well, and a moon went up,
and summer night drew over the earth, and from there a lot of good things and earthliness came wafting
up, and secret fragrances from secret woods and rivers; and then she came and asked me something:

"What is it, Uncle Aquarius? What did you have to say to me?"

"Nothing," | could feel her estranged question, | answered it and looked at her in the moonlight.
"Sit down."

And she sat next to me on the edge of the well, and | reached out my arm and wanted to put it
around her —

"You're all wet, and you smell of water, Uncle."

And she pushed away my arm and gave it back to me. And | couldn't say a thing to her, but then | did
say that | couldn't sleep nowadays, and that | was very fond of her, and that she ought to spend some
of the evening with me... and she spent it as best she could, and she sat with me until she felt sleepy,
and | told her to go to bed, and | looked after her long after she left, and thus, remaining with nothing
at all, I mulled that evening for a long, long time.

And the constellations kept telling her stories, and they looked at her from all around, and she
didn't notice, and in her unawareness of herself was more than happy; and she herself was happy, and
her beauty rejoiced in her, and her beauty was prepared for others, and not for me and not for any of
the constellations: her prince was a higher constellation.

Once, looking up at the sky, one evening when | couldn't sleep, | caught sight of a woman in veils.
With a thin web across her face, and fully wrapped and fully covered, she was standing and staring at
other constellations. | could see that her hidden gaze was fixed on Virgo, guarding her sleep, watching
her bed, and coming into her dreams... | couldn't understand it because what | saw was so out of the
ordinary, it seldom occurs even in the heavens, so | stared and | never turned my gaze, until she went
away from where she was... The next morning, she whom | yearned for came to my well, and because
| was lost in thought when she arrived, she called to me and called my name:
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"Uncle, hey, Uncle!"

"What's up?" | started and caught sight of her.

"I had a dream last night."

"What kind of dream?"

"My mother came to me, all dressed up and in veils, and | couldn't see her face, but she stood over
my bed, and talked to me, and said to me:

" 'Daughter, your father wanted to raise me to the skies, and that was why he had to stay on earth,
and you were privileged, you were set among the constellations, now see if you can do something and
raise us too.'

"'And what should | do, Mother?' | asked.

"'Love the lofty,' she answered. — "What did she mean, Uncle?"

"I don't know," | replied, and | became earnest.

And she walked away and she went to ask the other constellations, and they explained it all to her,
the way they felt they ought to explain it, and they all set her thinking that her time was coming, that
her time for love was coming soon, and all eyes were rejoicing with her, everyone loved the way she
looked, and her mother had come to tell her it was time, and that she had said she ought to seek her
love among the lofty.

And she thought to herself, and looked up at the welkin, and looked around among the stars, to find
some explanation for the question of her youth...

And after a certain time had gone by, | saw him one night, next to that star, her father standing,
a man like any man, but with the face of a former angel, and he had, no wings, as angels have, but
instead of wings he had a bag—he looked like an earthly penitent, and he was standing there, and
staring at his daughter, and in the morning she came to me again and with a new dream:

"Uncle, my father appeared to me!"

"And what did he say?"

"'Love is aloft and love is below; there's no need to fall into great love.' — | don't understand, Uncle!"

"Neither do I."

Then she went to ask others again, and they told her what they had to tell. And she was starting
to understand, and to reach the very beginning of that awareness... She started casting glances about
and in that time and in great youth she saw herself, and she had already heard of such things, and had
understood more than she had heard; and | found that time was the very last, and if not now then all
was lost. In the first case, whatever came her way, she would go and leave me, and let herself be led
away at the first call of a stranger, anyone... And | saw that the stars knew what | meant, and that they
were laughing at me below. And having despaired of attaining her love, they were bursting with envy,
and wanted to destroy my chances too...

So | found a time, and once, when walking with brimming buckets, | caught sight of her and | asked
her to halt witli my buckets, and | stood before her, and standing there | revealed to her all the things
that were in my heart. And so on, and so forth, and ever since she had come to the sky my gaze had
always been turned to her, and ever since she'd been growing up | had never let her out of my care,
and guarded her against all other eyes, and longed, and yearned for the time to come, and now my
well was for her, and the welfare of the world was hanging on her given word. And if she became
the mistress of my well, it would pour all its goodness upon the earth and turn the world back into a
Garden of Eden, and she was the world to my well, and my well loved her more than the world...

She stood there and heard what | had to say, and she seemed to be lost in her thoughts, and then,
when | took her pensiveness for approval, for fondness, and | remembered the things | had done for
her, | wanted to put the buckets down, and set them aside and go up to her, | knocked the buckets
over, and the water poured out, and she burst out laughing and sobered me up from my haste:
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"Ha ha ha, Uncle, you've spilled your water... Hahaha, Uncle, what did you say?"

| couldn't go up to her and | couldn't move, and she went away and vanished from sight, and from
then on we didn't meet, and each of us avoided the other, and our paths would never cross, and we
never spoke of it again...

And the constellations found out, they managed to guess, she never told them anything, they
shouldn't be told, and whenever | happened to be walking past, they would point their fingers at me,
and smile, and their eyes would wink at one another...

And she remained free for a while, and didn't belong to anyone, until one day she laid eyes upon
him, saw him and rose in love with him, saw him, and with all her heart and soul, the way a young girl,
and a girl like her, can fall in love...

He was the star, the one near whom her father and mother appeared to her, and it happened at nightfall
again, when after a day of work, | was wandering around our constellation garden, around the fence, and
| kept looking inside, but | wouldn't go inside, because she was inside, and spending her time by herself,
rather than going to bed as usual. And the garden was filled with a peculiar evening-tree-hush, and even
more than in the trees the hush was resting on the white, sandy paths, and the garden was fragrant with
constellations, and with earthly goodness that the earth had brought up from its depth. | saw that next to
that star a child had appeared, an infant, a little messenger, and the child was holding a lantern, and the
lantern was burning, and the child was holding it as though preparing to start on a journey. And the star
became bigger than a star, and grew, and grew out in his roundness, and yet he was covered and darkened
up, but on one of his sides, and right on the edge, a thin round blade of light was sharpened and honed,
and it looked like the roundness of the sickle of a moon during the early days of its being. — The brightness
illuminated the star, and a face in the star began to appear, and that very moment, |, on my side of the
garden, and she, on her side of the garden, we noticed the face, and she lifted her hands up to her head,
and brushed back her hair, and felt slightly embarrassed and shifted her eyes from looking there, and the
star was looking at her, and he saw me too, and he felt a little embarrassed then, and the child with the
tiny lantern separated from its place, and then down, and to us, and straight to the garden, and to her, in
her embarrassment, it came. And the child was coming, and lighting the way, and every so often she stole
a glance, and noticed the child and its coming. And she was nervous and couldn't stay put, and the child
kept coming from aloft, and it came directly to her in the garden. And the child then called her aside, and
hid somewhere in the trees, and she hesitated, and at first she walked unsteadily, and you could see her
follow the child, and not so much the child as him who was standing above and peering below — the star.
And then she came into the trees, and | don't know what she did with the child, there was something it
told her, and there was something it gave her, but what it was 1 couldn't tell. Then, when the child rose
back up in the air and started back with its tiny lantern, | saw her emerge from the trees, and swiftly and
quickly abandon the garden, stealing through the gate and closing it behind her, and silently, as she closed
the gate, she raised her head one last time, and had another upward look, a single look and then away,
and then she raced back to her home and her bed...

And she became a different person, and | knew what had happened. And other constellations that
didn't know could also tell, and she kept smoothing her hair with her hands and she would suddenly
blush, as though embarrassed about herself, and from then on and often | would notice her coming to
the well when | wasn't there, and bending over the well, and silently and hastily catching her image in
the well and its depth... And in the garden too she became a frequent guest, and in that place among
the trees, as though forgetting something, she would come and seek: She would conceal herself there
with the picture of the star, with what the child had brought to her, and what she had concealed from
everyone else, and | was the only one who knew, because | had peered after her and noticed it...

| was saddened, and | neglected my work, and my buckets would wait and wait for me, and | would
forget them for a while. And huge droughts came upon the earth, and the trees and the grass were
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pleading for drink, and the fields were parched, and forests were smoking, and rivers dried up, and
the beds of creeks lay empty, and | didn't notice, and the constellations kept reminding me, and even
then | would work so lazily, and | did my job so listlessly.

And she was always in good spirits, and a great joy shone from her eyes, and the constellations
beamed with pride, and their spirits became as good as hers, and they didn't know the why and how,
but they did know that her time was upon her...

And fairly soon, on another evening, the star's messenger-boy came bearing gifts: necklaces and
adornments of pearls, earrings and rings for her fingers. And these were things that she couldn't conceal,
and everyone saw the gifts she was wearing, and they all surrounded her and estimated the value of the
jewels, and she didn't know what to do, what should she say, what should she answer, and they all began
to interrogate, and to encircle her with questions, and she ran from the well and she ran to the garden,
and then from the garden to the well, and back and forth, and her young legs carried her...

And | lost my head, and | envied the star, and | didn't speak a word to her, and she always evaded
me. And she didn't want to show her joy before me, and | was unable to look at her joy, and so | kept
to myself, and | also avoided the constellations. And then, on an evening, the sky-beggar came, and he
came and called the constellations together, called them together and said to them:

"Prepare yourselves, you constellations, Virgo the Virgin will be taken from you!"

"What's happening?"

"She's ascending, she's being given to a great star. Prepare yourselves, you'll all be asked to the
wedding."

The constellations began to prepare, and they've been preparing themselves ever since, and they
surrounded the bride with love, and they all provided her with the loveliest things, and she remained
quiet and gave herself over to their devotion, and they're teaching her, and advising her, how to
behave, and conduct herself. And all their hands are busy at work, to prepare themselves and prepare
the bride, and they're looking forward with great expectations, they're unable to part, and they're
giving her the best they can, the best of all good things and whatever constellations possess... I'm the
only one who can't go to the wedding, I'm the only one who can't lose his envy, and (this is only for
you) I've secretly made up my mind to pass her by with empty buckets...

And the present state of the earth —it's all been caused by my neglect. My abundance is closed
off, and that's why your world is as it is — and the earth has to drink — though it drink blood for water,
and people have to eat, though they eat people for bread, and spirit enters the houses and eats the
garbage and dry pieces, and human seers are struck with eye diseases, and certain world-providers
get drunk in the taverns, and poets mock, and certain writers, when they hear the constellations
blowing their noses, they think it's thunder and portentous events — ugh! — and now I've been told
that worst of all, the night-wanderer is hanging around in taverns, and among people like him, among
the senile and infirm, he's recruiting members for a society, for preventing cruelty to animals.

"'And there you have the story, wanderer,' And that's what Aquarius said to me... That was quite a
stone in my garden," said the night-wanderer.

"Yes, not bad," smiled the world-carrier."

"Well, and what about you and the wedding?"

"I've been invited, and I'll go."

"And what about the empty buckets?"

“I'm not afraid."

"What's going to happen?"

"The sky-beggar showed us a way. This is what happened:"

Recently, as | was walking along with the weight of the world on my shoulders, with my head in the
clouds and lost in thought, and providing purposes for my things, and my heart was heavy and filled
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with rue, thinking about the times, and | felt so desolate, and a mountain of questions hovered above
me, and | recalled the questions that people keep asking me, and all the mockers and laughers came
to my eyes, and there was one question | couldn't get rid of: It's all in your hands... One wrong move,
and the ball will fall, and — that will be all, and the past will be past, and the future won't come, and so
why bother holding it, where will you bring it, if the road is marked out, and the path is revealed, and
there's no way of going out of your way... ?

"There's a way!" something suddenly said in my ears. | turned my head to see where the sudden
voice was coming from, and | saw the sky-beggar, in a cheerful mood, with a merry face, and he quickly
spoke to me:

"World-carrier, you're invited to heaven, to attend the marriage of Star and Virgo, and don't wait
to be coaxed." "How can | go," | said to him, "and how can | think of marriages now that Aquarius has
done away with our abundance? Aquarius has made his well run dry, and he's abandoned his job, his
buckets are full of holes, and soon we won't have anything left."

To which the beggar replied: "Don't be afraid, something is going to happen at the ceremony... The
Seven Wayfarers and the Seven Beggars will attend... And that will be a propitious time, and everyone
in need will be asked to come, and in regard to you and your burden, you'll both no longer depend on
your star; and what you've yearned for all these years, you'll get; you're going to be raised and you'll
stand higher than the constellations..."

"What do you mean?"

"It's possible, just be sure to come... And here's the road, it's all uphill, and if you'll follow it you'll
avoid the waterman with his buckets..."

And so | started out on the road, and made my way upward, and soon | heard the winds of the
spheres, whirling remote and strange, the likes of which | had never heard, and | heard the singing of
alien suns, and their wheels of fire were dazzling, and | also sang out, and on the way | kept meeting
people like myself, and all of them were invited too, walking along in sublimity, and in front the
Elephant, shaking his heavy head, and with mountains of wealth, and with wedding gifts, to make the
bride and groom rejoice...

"And that," said the world-carrier, "is my joy and my uphill," and now, wanderer, I'm leaving..."

And the world-carrier arose from sitting at the table, from sitting and from telling so long, and the
night watchman in his furriness also got up, and nothing was written on his face, he had come that
way, before the story, and even now, even after the telling, he still looked the same, and watchmanlike
he straightened his fur, and the watchman's whistle was on his chest, and he turned around to the
window there, and he saw it was true, it was dawning soon. He gave the wanderer a nasty glance,
and the wanderer vanished from his sight, and the world-carrier left the room, and just before he
left for good, he looked at the drunkards asleep at the table, and he left them in silence, and the
watchman after him; and the day was already blossoming, and one by one, from the courtyards, with
their brooms in their hands, the janitors started coming out, to sweep the yards and clean the streets,
and the carrier said good morning to the watchman and took his leave, and the watchman went off,
to his house, to his home, to spend the day resting for the night...

And that morning, when the day was broad and bright, when the sun was high in the heavens, and
a huge bustle in the streets, and the streets had been cleaned again to be dirtied again by the day and
the din; and the carrier and the world had gone far, with his heavy weight to carry uphill, and to strain
with it — it was only then that the drinkers awoke, the ones who had spent the night, in the tavern,
in The Blind Man, they awoke and rubbed their eyes, and they were nocturnally pale, and had pale
smiles on their lips, and they left the room in The Blind Man and came out on the street, and first they
went to an unclean place, they went there and stood there facing the wall, stood there and yielded
their nightly drinking...
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Opening

All those who have set their souls on the word YAHWE, the Lamed-vovniks, the thirty-six secret
saints, go about at the edge of the world, alone and isolated.

In the darkness, they suddenly come to a halt, they sense each other from afar, but no one sees
anyone else. They walk about at midnight, at the edge of the earth, tall Jews with long staffs, hunched
over against the blueness of the sky.

And on the Day of Doom, they come with their disheveled beards, in their fur coats and boots,
clutching their birch staffs. And they ask nothing. They come and sit at the foot of the Throne of Glory.

They put one sleeve in the other and warm themselves in the holiness of the Almighty.

And they smoke their pipes.

The Almighty sits on the Throne of Glory and smiles. He likes his simple saints.

The Miller

Once there was a miller in the land of White Russia.

His wife died and his son was taken off into the army.

The mill was overgrown with mosses and weeds.

The roof crept down like a fur over the mill until it touched the ground.

The countryside was deserted.

Only magpies were flying around, just poor magpies.

The miller didn't know what to do.

He went into his stable and saw that of all his livestock only his cow was left.

He felt so lonely and miserable that he sat down on the threshold of his house and wept bitter tears.
His name was Benye.

What Happens When a Man Lives Alone

| once read in an ancient volume that a man should be careful not to remain alone. At first he thinks
it doesn't matter. But then his mind turns to dismal thoughts. His voice changes and he walks about
in a daze.

If Benye had known, he might not have stayed all by himself in the mill, he might have moved to a
nearby town or else married again.

Life in the country is too hard for an elderly person.

Every day, Benye would cook his bit of food alone, milk the cow alone, and then stroll around the
mill with his hands behind his hack, or else recite the psalms, as lonely people tend to do.

One day, he came to wash at the well, and in the water he saw that his lower lip was hanging down.

Never before had Benye's lower lip hung down.

He realized then and there that it came from living alone. He went back into the house, took down
the mirror from the wall, and lo and behold, his lip was really hanging down. Furthermore, his eye-
brows were growing denser, and all in all, he was hairy, shabby, and shaggy, like a polecat. Benye
clutched his lip, and it was as dry as clay.

And even though the evening was warm, he climbed up on the oven, snuggled under the old
clothes, and fell asleep.
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Benye Feeds the Cow

A forest of firs stood behind the mill.

It was the season of foggy days in White Russia, and the rains were drenching the entire countryside.

In the gray dawn, Benye took the cow to pasture.

They walked along the loamy paths, over the foul-smelling fields, and into the old forest.

Benye led the way with the rope in his hands and the cow at his heels.

They climbed through the thicket and among the trees, and the wet branches soaked them with
water, but Benye was so lost in thought that he paid no heed.

Thus they went from one thicket to the next.

From time to time, the cow would nibble a few wet blades of grass by a root, and that was her
refreshment.

The tree stumps were huddling and rotting in the ferns.

The moss covered everything, it touched the earth and the trees all over. And in the petrified still-
ness, the cold noises of the woods were mingling and fading out.

Benye led the cow along the road, through the rainy spaces.

They trudged along, worn and weary, their heads hanging down, loaded and heavy from not thinking.

Benye was used to having thoughts without the effort of thinking.

It was silent, his bare feet were red with cold and caked with mud. The cotton was spilling out of the
dirty coat. Benye stopped, looked over his clothes and the clothes of the forest.

Benye, the fir trees have lovely garments!

Levi the Moneylender

Levi the moneylender, a brother of Benye's, had moved from Zamkevitz to Vilna, the capital of Lith-
uania. He quickly acquired power by doing business with generals and wealthy men.

He had a daughter and she was so beautiful, the most beautiful girl in Vilna.

He hung a sign in front of his house: Here | live, Levi Patashnik.

Levi dealt in lumber and grain.

At night, in his study, he would sometimes have his servant open his business books.

His beautiful daughter would read the figures to him.

His grain was being freighted along all highways.

His lumber was floating down all rivers.

Gold was being sown in his garden.

Gold was being laid by his chickens.

Levi Patashnik smiled.

"That's enough for now," he told his daughter, "you can go to bed!"

And all night long in his study, he walked up and down his soft

carpets, thinking:

"Gold is, evidently, gold! Gold is, evidently, gold!"

The Three Guests

Benye was sitting out in front, looking at the road. It was a white evening in White Russia. Opening
his eyes, he saw three men coming along the road.

He stood up and began walking toward the three men.

Three hairy Jews in furs, with bags over their shoulders, were trudging along from the forest.

Benye reached the travelers on the road and said hello to them, and the Jews returned his greeting,
they stared at him and mumbled something in a hoarse tone but didn't say a word.
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(There are people who are destined to keep silent.)

Benye led the guests to his house and opened the doors up wide.

The three Jews bowed as they entered, for they were large and tall.

Indoors, it was already night.

The guests slowly put down their bags and staffs. Their clothing smelled of pitch and the fragrance
of the woods.

Benye stared at his guest curiously.

They sat down on the broad benches around the table, and their large bodies hulked in the dark-
ness like the stumps of old trees.

Benye asked them: "Where do you come from?"

The eldest of the guests raised his brows, took out the clay pipe from his pocket, and said:

"White Russia."

Benye had nothing else to ask because his thoughts had grown into his flesh.

And in the gloomy darkness, the blue windows were shining, and the Jews spread their furs on the
benches.

Benye kindled a pine splinter. The visitors turned around in the darkness, casting strange shadows
on the walls. The cow in the stable sensed something, she left her warm stable and stuck her head
through the window of the house. She was listening.

Benye quietly sat down at the table with his visitors, staring and making a great effort at framing a
thought, but he was fully unable to do so.

All at once he turned to the guests:

"Friends, what should | do?"

The visitors looked at him stupidly, and a bit later the eldest of the three asked him:

"Do you have any food?"

"I do!"

"Don't do anything."

"Really? But what's the sense?"

"There's no sense."

And the eldest guest, who had answered him, now stretched out on the hard bench with his back to
Benye and covered himself up in his fur from his feet to his head, just like the other two guests. They
wanted to go to sleep.

Benye was standing over him.

He stood over him for a long time. Then he put his hand behind his back and quietly paced up and
down the room, and the cow watched him from the window.

Suddenly a thought came into his mind and gave him a sharp jolt. He dashed over to the guest and
started yanking his leg.

"What happens after this? Do | die?"

The visitor tried with all his strength to pull his foot back out of Benye's hand, but Benye wouldn't
let go, he merely shouted even louder:

"What?! Do | die?!"

And he burst into tears:

"Die?"

The visitors sat up on their benches, and Benye wailed, grabbed at the walls, ran across the room,
threw his clothes off breathlessly, and roared in pain.

At midnight, the guests got up, washed their hands, and took out their psalters.

All four Jews sat down upon the ground.
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The clay floor was cold in the cool dawn. The cow was still standing at the same window and freez-
ing. The air was icy.

The men recited the psalms in their hoarse voices with a gloomy enthusiasm.

They closed their eyes and gazed out of this world.

They didn't hear the voice that was squeaking, only the dark stillness that remained within and
couldn't leave.

The prayer of a poor man who was hidden.

And he pours out his heart to God...

And in the night, the first flames were already darting out of the dawn.

Toward morning, Benye was somewhat purified, his long arms were dangling about his body like
alien things, pointing into the psalter, bony and cold. He stared at the guests and slowly leaned over
to the man sitting next to him.

"What kind of work do you do, sir?"

"I'm a water-carrier."

"And you?"

"I'm a musician."

"And you?"

"A chimneysweep."

Benye liked these fine trades.

Meanwhile, the guests had already gotten up from the ground and were preparing to get underway
again.

Benye was stumbling around them, not knowing what to do next. Each guest silently kissed the
mezuzah and went out into the red darkness.

A stork came flying past with its red legs tucked in, soaring from one meadow to the next. Its flap-
ping wings nearly grazed the heads of the Jews.

The third guest, a grumbler, who had kept silent all night long, suddenly started talking a blue
streak. He was furious at Benye, babbling that Benye would not resist. He touched the confused mill-
er's sleeve and pointed at the scraggy bird in the sky:

"That bird is a bird." He peered straight into Benye's nose. "And you — are a jackass."

The third guest was a nasty man, he spit angrily, didn't look arround, and wrathfully took off. Benye
stood there dazed, not understanding a thing.

Now the eldest visitor came over to him and, saying farewell, he murmured:

"You will have temptations to resist, Benye."

And the three guests followed the road back to the woods.

The Prayer

The prayer of a poor man who was hidden.

And he pours out his heart to God.

Why are we so tormented, Lord!

Wherever | stand | am too much present, and wherever | go | carry
The smell of darkness.

| envy the bird who is better off than we are,

And the clay which is better off than all.

What shall | do with my hand, which is useless,

And with my heart, which is useless?
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Knowledge

The miller spent the whole next day lying on the loamy hill that stood behind his home. He grad-
ually understood the clay of his body, his face was buried in the sand, and his crooked fingers were
clutching the roots.

He felt terrible.

He lay there with the hill and it was as though he had been poured into it; and if a blade of grass
were to spring up anywhere, it would grow out through him, out of his back.

And it was as if the clay were breathing and shaping up in hands, feet, head, chest, and there were
no difference in the world between Benye and the clay of the earth.

He spent whole weeks lying on the hill.

The cow wandered alone over the fields, hungry, and feeding on grass and indolence.

Benye had forgotten everything, he was nearly lifeless.

Sometimes, at dawn, a magpie would come flying out of the mists, it alighted on his back as on a
hog, and he didn't care, for he was almost asleep and unable to tell reality from the dreams passing
through his mind.

Nor did he know whether he was a human being or a stone lying on the road and overgrown with
lichen.

One evening, he was sitting there, faint, at the edge of the hill.

His feet were hanging down and dangling against the clay, and he himself was gazing, not thinking,
just sitting quietly, and gazing.

He didn't know why something inside him was urging him to see everything, but it did give him a
great pleasure. Slowly a feeling of amazement passed through Benye, his eyes bulged and gaped, big
and round. For a while, he forgot how to think.

The world stretched out before him, vast and cold, and God was in it. The world echoed like a blue
cavern of ice, and he crawled around in it like a muddy bear.

He stood with his front paws on the cold clods, gazing and gazing. He was looking for Him, for God,
who was hiding from him.

The sparkling ice in the cavern shone a bright blue.

And here...

Here he saw Him, God, but then God was gone again.

But he had seen God!

And a great joy poured through his body, a fine, bright joy. He smiled; a yoke had fallen from his
heart.

Benye stood up, beaming with joy and goodness, and suddenly a shriek tore from his heart, a dull bel-
low, like the bellow of his cow. He stood with his arms akimbo, and the setting sun was gilding him red.

Benye the miller was transfigured.

Off to the west, under the sunset, there were flayed red oxen as at the Covenant of the Pieces,
God's covenant with Abraham.

Now he understood the world in the very marrow of his bones, in the burning skin of his body.
He smirked at the clothes he was wearing. Single strips of cloth were hanging on him, single strips of
cloth.

Benye came down the hill. The old mill had become shaggier and older, and a sapling was growing
from one wall.

He came to the door and was about to go in, but all at once he stopped. He could hear a voice full
of tears and joy.
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Levi Patashnik

One gloomy evening, Levi Patashnik was standing at his open iron cabinet as though at an open
Holy Ark, where the Torah scrolls are kept in the synagogue. The fading light of day was spread over
the shadowy wallpaper, shimmering, and spotting bright areas on the dark floors. Inside the cabinet,
a heap of hot coins, imperials, was glowing, bleeding, stabbing his heart. Breathlessly Levi thrust both
hands into the coins.

He slowly sifted the gold in his hands as though letting a white sand pour through his fingers, and
he listened keenly to the clatter, the true clatter of gold.

His pudgy hand was rosy from the waning daylight, it softly caressed the coins, grazed them tender-
ly, the way a boy touches a girl's hair.

A deep, secret crooning emerged from the cabinet. Gold!

Wellsprings of gold are throbbing in the earth, and the eyes of man sparkle golden.

High up, above the golden stars, God sits on His royal throne of gold.

Levi Patashnik gently closed the heavy door of the cabinet, clutched the upper molding so as not to
fall, and his heavy head dropped upon his chest.

The huge evening settled hauntingly in the room.

Levi stood there with his hot head lowered, leaning against the cold iron of the cabinet. His knees
were buckling with fatigue, his eyes were shut, and deep in his breast, a thick drop was oozing out,
heavy and glowing. It fell down his inner darkness and scorched his bowels with a sharp pain.

At the door, the eldest guest was standing in the shadows.

Simkhe Plakhte

Not far from the mill, just a few miles away, there was a Jew living in the forest. His name was Sim-
khe Plakhte.

Simkhe's work had been very hard. He thought to himself: It's hard enough living as it is, so I'll sim-
ply live in the woods.

He built himself a shack of branches and weeds and plastered it with clay inside and out.

Now Simkhe Plakhte was a cheerful man, he ate all sorts of vegetabes, drank water, and smoked an
herb that he himself prepared.

Simkhe raised chickens and doves. The chickens because they lay eggs that are good to eat, and
doves because they lay eggs that are not good to eat.

He never met anyone, and was cheerful just the same.

He was always smiling: smoking his pipe, drowsing with half-closed eyes, and smiling — who knows
at whom. He would talk aloud though he was always alone.

In wintertime, he would sit in his hut and crack jokes to himself. In the summer, he would look for
fresh meadows in the forest and dance all kinds of dances.

He was a great dancer!

In the springtime, he was completely intoxicated. Even though he was sixty years old, he would
scramble up a tree with the strength of a boy.

He didn't act rational at all.

Simkhe liked to eat the blossoms and the buds in the trees, climb through the dense branches, and
sing like a canary.

That was how he lived in the woods.

Yes, Simkhe looked like a Christian peasant, he wore a straw hat on his head and, on his feet, shoes
of birch bark; but he did have a beard, an enormous Jewish beard, that was bright gray.

His beard was beautiful!
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As a boy husband, Simkhe had been a water-carrier. Later on, in his old age, he became a Hassidic

rabbi, as everyone knows, kept a pious table and lived grandly, very grandly. But living among people
was too difficult for him, so he ran away and settled in the woods as a hermit.

And, when the wind blasted the treetops and broke the branches, what did Simkhe Plakhte do?
He perched on an uprooted tree inside the thicket, his pipe in his mouth, listening and listening:
The nests were tumbling from the trees.

The female birds soared maternally to the ground, but the fledglings were already lying there dead.
A rare featherless wing trembled here and there.

Simkhe would perch in the thicket, listening and listening. His hair bristled and fluttered on his

body. His teeth shone in the thicket, and his eyes burnt from the storm.

And when a long, blue crackle of lightning sprang through the woods and tore through the trees,

like a hot whip, what did Simkhe Platkhe do?

He would stand up, stretch his arms to heaven, and try to grab the lightning in its course. His beard

was tousled, and a vapor arose from his hairy chest.

Simkhe Platkhe was alone in the woods!

But when it grew still:

The wet responsive woods echoed the whooping of the cuckoos,

The strawberries, like drops of blood, were splattered over the grass.

Then, oh then!

Simkhe Plakhte walked through the echoing woods, with his hands behind his back.

His head held high.

And he hummed and crooned.

And he clacked his tongue.

And he swung his feet.

Humming and crooning!

The man had no sense of modesty.

And that was his life in the woods.

It was a lovely day in summer.

Simkhe Platkhe walked out of the woods toward the town on the main road, and then along a side road.
On the way, he came to a low ground and saw a cow browsing on the grass. What was she doing

here? He went farther and came upon a Jew lying in the mud, right in the mud, and the Jew had a big,
swollen head and long arms down to his ankles, he was holding a psalter, and reciting, and rocking,
and he was as gloomy as a cinder.
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What was the matter?

Simkhe stopped and asked a question.

"Why sit here of all places?"

And the Jew snuffled, but then he replied:

"Where else should I sit?"

"Where else should you sit? In heaven, my friend!"

The Jew in the mud told him all the whys and wherefores: He was Benye the miller.
And Benye stood up, gazed at him with pleading eyes, and said:

"Help me, my friend!"

But Simkhe was already asking something else, he was asking Benye about the cow:
"Does she give milk?"

"Of course she gives milk."

"Could I taste a little of her milk?"

Benye replied that he didn't have a milk pail along.
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Why did he need a milk pail? Who needs a milk pail?

And Simkhe Plakhte stepped over to the cow, went down on all fours beneath her, like a calf, and
began to hungrily suck the milk from her udders.

He turned red and the sweat came gushing from him.

The Ten Sefirot or Emanations of God

There are thousands of worlds in the mystery of the ten emanations.

A human soul wanders through the crystal of the worlds and echoes the tone of each emanation
that it traverses.

And know, the thousands of worlds reside in the glow of every emanation alone and all the ema-
nations together. That is the mystery of the ten that are one and the mystery of the one that is ten.

The Infinite, which comes in the raiment of the ten emanations, includes the numbers and it in-
spires with the holiness of eternity, and the holiness of eternity does not enter the level of measure
and quality.

And know that just as we cannot distinguish between the numbers of the ten emanations by the
inspiration of holiness, we like wise cannot know or distinguish the area of the emanations.

The saying "The mystery of the ten that are one and the mystery of the one that is ten" refers not
only to life that moves in succession, but also to life that moves hand in hand, that is to say, the num-
bers of thought are like the numbers of substance. That is why we do not say like the ancients: Our
world is the world of action, which lies on the lowest level of the effluence of holiness.

The "mystery of the ten that are one" requires that our world contain the Emanation of the Crown,
which is the crown of the Revelation of Holiness.

There are people in our world who find themselves under the power of the Emanation of Beauty.
Their gait is different, their voices are different!

| have seen people whose souls were radiant with the light from the Emanation of the Crown.

The soul bursts asunder, it wants to absorb the light of eternity, it wanders through the crystal of
the worlds and echoes the tone of every emanation that it traverses.

And know that the soul of a child that was born today, is as old as the soul of a dying man, and if you
ever come to a festivity for the birth of a child, and you see the people rejoicing, say to them:

"Fools, what are you rejoicing about?"

And if you come into a house where a cleaned corpse is lying, and you see the mourners sitting on
the ground, inconsolable, say to them:

"Fools, what are you mourning about?"

Man does not know the mystery glowing in Creation.

If you come to a city, do not look at the buildings and high towers. They are all smoke that will waft
away.

Do not look at the people running around the streets, scurrying about as though they were busy.
They are nothing but vanity and delusion.

If you come to a city, stretch out on the ground, place your ear to the earth, and listen to what the
city is saying in utter secrecy.

And know: Benye, in his simplicity, saw the hidden things, he understood the millions upon millions
of worlds and the Name:
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YAHWE

It was a vast, a cold night, aglow with stars around and around.

Benye left his house, it was too dark and stuffy. He walked out into the deserted field and sat down
beneath a tree.

The branches hung overhead in long rods, and the darkness came tricking down.

A hidden hush emanated from the earth, and Benye sat there, tattered, under the tree, his arms
folded on his chest.

The heavens overflowed into one another, like rivers, and they were enveloped in a great coldness.
And then Benye saw something.

The moon floated out, white and big, as in a wheel on the sky, and silent wheel.

The moon came floating from one side of the sky, and a shrouded figure was sitting on it:

The Archangel Raphael.

And the figure sat there, leaning over the moon, and peering through the darkness at the other
side of the world.

And from the other side of the world, a star came floating out. It was Mars, dark and red, and blood
was oozing from it, and a dark, shrouded figure was sitting on Mars:

The Archangel Metatron.

And the figure sat there, leaning over the star and peering into the great brightness at the other
side of the world.

It was clear and cold in the abyss of the heavens, there wasn't a wisp of a cloud, and the space be-
neath was astir with echoes, like a house that has been untenanted for a long time.

And now the two stars came together and they poured patches of light and clumps of fire over the
entire countryside.

The world was boiling with hatred!

And the landscape could hear a bitter weeping and a deep joy.

Benye fell upon his face and felt the universe crumbling overhead.

A keening sounded above him.

And suddenly he felt a wrench, he lifted his head and was amazed to see a tall, pure man emerging
far, far away from the darkness on the earth.

He was approaching with soft steps, faint steps, his gait was light and without weariness. And the
man approached Benye, who was so frightened that he dropped his head back upon the ground.

Benye could feel the palpable light from the man's clothing, he could hear the soft steps of the tall,
thin man overhead.

The man walked softly over him.

Benye wanted to peer after him, he wanted to kiss the hem of his coat, but he couldn't lift his head,
it was too heavy, and with his face to the ground he laughed joyously inside himself even though a dim
longing enveloped his soul like a warm breath.

Benye lay there in the cold all through the night, never lifting his head.

At daybreak, he was all white and shrouded in frost, like a morning branch in autumn.

Levi Patashnik and His Visitors

It was late in the evening when Lord Vrublevsky, a Polish squire, left Patashnik's home. He had just
sold him a forest of timber, the forest in which Simkhe had built his hut.

On the porch, Vrublevsky ran into Leah, Levi's daughter. Leah was startled because the man had
such long eyes, and they lashed out like black rods. She curtsied and then breathlessly dashed into the
hallway and slammed the door.
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Levi was sitting in the leather armchair, his fingers dangling over the soft arms. He had one more
matter to settle after Vrublevsky.

Today, one of Patashnik's men had fallen under one of the saws, the poor fellow had gotten all
sawed up, and now he was coming to present his grievance.

Levi Patashnik was sitting heavily in the chair, his head buried in his hands, and the man was lament-
ing: "It was horrible!"

It had hurt terribly: After all, if you tumble under a saw, it hurts.

Hahahaha!

Levi Patashnik was sitting in the dark parlor with the chandelier sparkling in its rainbow glass
throughout the gloomy space.

Levi Patashnik didn't care for light!

Wide highways opened in the darkness, long distances. Walking from road to road, you would run
into people, an old brother, long forgotten, or Lord Vrublevsky, or a man who was all sawed up.

The door opened slowly, and in walked three elderly Jews, with sacks on their shoulders and staffs
in their hands.

The newcomers stopped at the door, Levi was too busy to notice them. The three guests could
barely be seen in the darkness.

Levi just sat there, thinking about his problems and arguing. Suddenly he started up, there seemed
to be someone here, and he looked around toward the door:

"Who's there? What do you want?"

The three men stood there, wordless, like wooden beams, not answering. Then the eldest of the
three blurted out quietly:

"Nothing."

And Levi got up from the easy chair, barely standing on his feet because of his heavy belly. He
peered deeper into the darkness, and asked:

"What did you say? | can't hear you."

The eldest visitor replied a bit louder:

"We were passing by, and we thought we should come in."

Levi turned crimson with rage, clenching his soft, effeminate kinds into fists. He strode over to the
Jews and stuck his head in their faces.

"Are you going to talk to me or not?"

And his yelling left the visitors speechless.

Leah, blanching, hurried in from the other room. Pausing at the door, she could barely make out
the shapes at the wall, and, with her white hands at her throat, she crept into a corner of the room,
peering terror-stricken through the darkness.

However, the eldest guest finally answered:

"Why bother with words, Mr. Patashnik, there are no words to express it."

Levi screamed, he ran across the room and screamed: "I can't hear you, damn it, | can't hear you!
What are there no words for?"

The eldest guest said to him, quiet and gloomy:

"There are no words for the grief, Levi, for the grief that passes to Him, to the long, pale face..."

But Levi did not understand.

"What face? Whose face?"

The eldest guest refused to answer, he hesitated, and then he slowly leaned over toward Levi,
gazed at him, and, dreadfully quiet, he said:

"The Messiah! The Messiah's face!"
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Levi was stunned, he felt a sharp jab through his body, deep inside, and he stood there for a while,
staring at the visitor's face, staring, because he understood nothing.

Gradually, he turned away, clutched at his own short, yellow brown beard, bit his lip, and started
pacing the large room.

And the visitors stood hunched over at the door.

The only sound was the soft clapping of Levi Patashnik's slippers across the floorboards.

He was pacing to and fro with broad steps, pausing for an instant in the middle of the room, and
then starting off again, angry and hasty. All at once, he turned around and stood face to face with the
guests, and then he took the eldest visitor's sleeve:

"Come!"

And he took them into the other room. The door remained open. Leah leaned over to the open
door, peering in and watching as her father led the visitors into a corner of the room.

The darkness was broken by a grating noise when Levi opened a lock. He was opening the door of
the cabinet for the visitors. A heap of gold sparkled and shone, burning like a deep fire, glowing in the
darkness of the cabinet like an eternal light in a synagogue. Levi stood up straight and boldly pointed
at the gold:

"This is the Messiah!"

One of the visitors, dark, hairy, and angry, let out a roar. The eldest turned and murmured some-
thing to him.

But Levi was exultant with victory, he stood there, short of stature and with his big belly jutting out,
his arms akimbo, and his eyes sparkling.

His innards were swelling, and he thought he had put an end to things, but then the eldest of the
guests said to him:

"Levi, gold is sin, gold is the fire of hell!"

"What is gold?" retorted Levi.

And he strode toward them with his mouth foaming:

"You beggars! Have you ever had a penny in your pockets?! Daydreamers!

"Tramps!

"Fools!"

"Gold is sin? — Then why do you want alms?"

And he slammed the door to the cabinet:

"There are no alms here!"

The angry guest, Ber Ben-Tsippe, raised his brown paw. He wanted to bring it down on the short, fat
man, but the eldest guest pushed him away harshly, and said to Levi in a cold tone:

"Remember, Levi, gold is soaked in blood!"

And the third guest, tall and foolish, and as skinny as a beanpole,

waved his hand, and stammered:

"It really did hurt him!"

Levi jumped at him:

"You impudent fool! Who got hurt?! "

"The man who fell under your saw!"

Levi's eyes bulged glassy:

"What saw? Huh?! That saw? How do you know? Tell me!"

He grabbed his own head, turned pale, and dashed into the other room.

The visitors remained by the cabinet.

Leah, trembling, ran over to her father in the darkness, trembling. She fell upon his neck, embraced him:

"Papa, what is it, papa?!"
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And she began to cry softly.

Levi looked around, greatly upset, not knowing what was happening. He gradually got his daughter
away from him, took a deep, hard breath, and peered through the open door into the other room.

"What's wrong, Leah? Don't you know?"

He calmly buttoned his robe, and suddenly he was taller. Standing up straight, he remained there
for a while, and then he strode back into the other room.

The guests were standing by the cabinet, gazing at him coldly, apparently waiting for him to return.
He muttered calmly:

"It hurt him, gentlemen, because it had to hurt him. Now, leave!" They didn't answer. He told them
to go, and they followed him, but they were boiling with rage. Levi stopped at the door and let the
visitors pass.

"Leave," he said, "and tell them that |, Levi Patashnik, say: Who cares!"

"Did you hear? Who cares!"

And he slammed the door. He walked back and forth across the room several times, lost in thought,
and then he sat down again in his easy chair as though nothing had happened.

And sitting there, facing the window, he called out to Leah who was standing somewhere behind
him. He told her, the grown daughter, to sit down on his lap:

"Did you play the piano?"

"Yes."

"Did you take a walk in the garden?"

"Yes."

"And do you want a new dress, darling?"

But Leah, greatly distracted, didn't answer. She said:

"Papa, their Messiah is better!"

And she was frightened by her own words. Levi stared at her with terror in his eyes. She moved
away and hurried into the next room.

Gimpel the Philosopher

"You know, Benye, in late summer, when the fruit is fragrant through the world, it's not so bad to
live on the earth." These words were spoken by Simkhe Plakhte.

Benye didn't answer. He was standing on a log by the oven, boiling potatoes. Simkhe was sitting
behind him at the closed window, with a pipe in his mouth, staring out at the road.

The road was glowing in the sun. The gravel was twinkling in the sand.

Simkhe Platkhe was sitting and gazing into the distance because a man had emerged on the road.
A thin man was walking in the distance with a staff in his hand.

Whereupon Simkhe said:

"Looks like a man coming along the road."

But Benye didn't answer, he was cooking the potatoes.

Simkhe opened the window and looked out. The man waved at him.

He was a very merry wanderer, jigging along, and the lovely songs he was singing could be heard
from far away.

Gimpel Zamkevitser was his name, a clown, a "flossafer."

Walking toward the mill, he sang a cheerful ditty.

Then he entered the house as if it were his own. He leaned his staff in a corner, put down his sack,
and said:

"Good morning, fellow Jews!"

"Good morning to you."
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He spun around on his high heels, tied the red cloth around his throat, and asked with a smile:

"Do you have anything to nibble on, friends?"

"To nibble on? You'll get something soon enough, but just who are you, my fine feathered friend.

Gimpel had no steady trade and so he devoted himself to idleness, but no matter, he knew what
to say:

"I'm a philosopher, a great philosopher!

And pay no attention," he went on, "to the fact that my knees are worn. My suit was once dotted
with dots and striped with stripes, yes indeed!

"And girls love me because I'm so handsome. It's too bad that Mr. Simkhe is old, he doesn't know
about girls anymore." And he sang a verse of his ditty!

Simkhe was confused and was so embarrassed by the song that he began rubbing his hands. Gimpel
was on his high horse now. Overjoyed with his victory, he began to chatter:

"I, Gimpel, discovered a new star in the sky."

All at once, Benye turned around to him and yelled as though his breath had been cut off:

"Two stars!"

"No, just one, and it's going to be called Gimpelinus."

"Two stars," yelled Benye, there was a white man sitting on one and a black man sitting on the
other."

"No, there were no people." He had discovered one star and without men.

Benye spat and angrily went back to the stove, where he bustled around the fire. In a little while he
said aloud to himself:

"The guy's a liar!"

Gimpel was stunned, he had been caught. He was so abashed that he rubbed his eyes and began
changing his story:

"It could be that there's another star somewhere that still remains to be discovered. |, Gimpel, am
certainly not a stargazer, I'm a philosopher. I've got my entire philosophy written out, right here in my
breast pocket.

"Later on, when I've had a bite to eat, my thoughts will be clearer, and I'll be able to explain even
the most difficult parts of my philosophy."

And while sitting at the table and devouring the hot potatoes, Gimpel said:

"There is no human being in the world. Everything exists, but there is no human being here, and
that is the difference between me and a man named Schopenhauer. Man is a dream of matter."

And from his breast pocket, he took out a pack of papers, leafed through them, and gave Simkhe a
note written in tiny letters.

"Here, read it."

Benye came over, and the two men sat down at the window and began toiling.

The Note

The mind is now against nature, which has no mind.

Behold, how small is the notion that man has of himself, in contrast to the mountain that has no
notion. Man, renounce your mind.

We should curse God, for the sea is more beautiful than God.

Behold, God was invented to beautify nature, but in so doing, they merely annoyed him.

There is no soul and no matter, both things are inventions of man's mind.

Oh, just occupy your area, because the area outside yourself is stronger and more wondrous than you.
It is not the fire emanating from the soul that knows the world; it is the body that knows the world
while we restrain it.
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If we keep from thinking, we can find out the ultimate truth.
The world has to go through me, just as | go through the world.
Oh, the proper notion is: not to know that | understand.

Dr. Lionson

And Gimpel laughed, it made him feel good, but Simkhe and Benye didn't laugh, evidently because
they hadn't understood.

The sun was about to set.

The house became hot and dark, and as Gimpel came over to them with a new note, he looked like
a long, narrow stick. Grinding his black teeth in pleasure, he looked even skinnier, like a Frenchman in
Russia.

"Just read this."

They didn't feel like reading anymore.

"This is about the fact that we're all a dream. It stands to reason that we don't exist."

But they didn't feel like reading anymore.

He stood before them furiously, the way a man stands before a huge audience, and he began to
speak aloud, in a lovely voice, like a Germanized Jew:

"Gentlemen!"

There was a hush, the spectators sat there, all ears, their hands in their laps.

"Please be so good as to listen quietly to my lecture. You have asked me to explain the system of
irrational thinking... ."

And he burst out laughing, and laughed so hard that Benye began to smirk, but Gimpel kept talking:

'When we reject reason, we also do away with the categories of rational thinking: space and time.
We acquire an understanding of the world only when we refuse to give in to the traditional conception
of pluralism and individual entities. The body does not comprehend pluralism, everything is one for it,
inalterably and unchangeably.

"Gentlemen, just one moment!"

"Knowledge occurs the moment the body realizes that there is no void between itself and the
world. It is the object without a subject, like the world itself. When man becomes the subject, he stops
knowing."

Simkhe stood up laughing, not because he liked what he heard, but simply because he felt like
laughing, and he wiped his hand across Gimpel's face:

"Philosopher!"

But Gimpel shook him off, the thoughts kept pouring from his brain, leaping like fleas, running off
to all sides — he wanted to gather them in one bundle.

"Gentlemen, may | ask you to maintain silence! You fail to comprehend me, gentlemen, now that
you're involved in living, and your heads are working, but you shall understand me at night when you
are asleep, you shall understand when you are dead or asleep.

"Dear friends, the world itself is the subject of its own object, space presupposes pluralism and
individual entities, and just as the body cannot comprehend any pluralism, there is thus, according to
correct knowledge, no such thing as space. Time is abstracted spatiality, gentlemen, and there is no
such thing as motion, because there is no such thing as pluralism or individual entities. If motion does
not exist, then neither does time, because we cannot imagine time without motion. Ergo, ladies and
gentlemen, the world exists, but man does not exist! Hooray!"

Gimpel stationed himself before them with his hands at his sides, earnest and haughty, and all
three men started gazing at one an other like roosters, gazing and gazing, until they exploded.
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Simkhe laughed himself under the table, gasping choking, panting with tears in his eyes, and Gimpel
moved down to him, tickling his armpits. Simkhe couldn't stand it anymore and from under the table
he yelled:

"You monster!"

Benye smiled too.

And at night they were stretched out on Benye's wide benches, fast asleep.

Simkhe Plakhte was lying in his furs with his face up and his hands under his head, and he was sno-
ring away, but every so often he would suddenly burst out laughing like a thin bolt of thunder.

Benye was huddled up under the rags in his bed, facing the wall and softly sobbing, but every
so often he would suddenly yell that someone was killing him. Gimpel was the only one lying there
peacefully.

His skinny legs were sticking out from under the cover. Then, softly and sleepily, he got up from his
bench.

Gimpel was a sleepwalker. He stood up on the bench with his pale hands stretched out before him.
Softly, with quiet steps, he moved from bench to bench.

Benye was weeping hard.

The simple philosopher strained his entire body listening to the muffled weeping. Then he slowly
climbed on the table which was lit up by the moon.

His short blouse reached down only to his belly.

He stood there with parted lips, pale in the moonlight, like an outsider, and he was murmuring
something, whispering softly, speaking voicelessly to Simkhe Plakhte and Benye.

In their sleep, they were listening, catching every word, and answering with their terrified bodies:

"We understand, Gimpel, we understand... you... and the moon... and the field..."

Benye was crying, and his tears blended with the moonlight, which Gimpel and Simkhe Plakhte
were absorbing.

And the dreaminess that came wafting from behind the moon was spun about the shadowy men,
and they were all living the same secret life.

The Cow

The cow came out of the stable and trotted off.

The cow was so overcome with loneliness that she started out to wander through the world, into
her diaspora.

She wandered from one place to the next, and wherever she came she saw that life was a tohubo-
hu, waste and wild.

In the daytime, she would sleep in the shade of a willow tree or in a birch grove, and at night in a
ditch by the side of the road.

But the cow spent most of her nights wandering about.

Benye once awoke from his sleep, and in the darkness he crept over to the window and saw, far, far
away, at the edge of the earth, looming against the sky, the cow, trotting along.

All alone, holding her head up, her ears taut, and her tail tucked between her legs.

She wandered along, a pious cow, a tsaddik, listening to the sorrows of the world.

And then, one moonlit night, she suddenly trembled, her eyelids opened, and in a far land, on a
riverbank, she saw seven lean cows, her ancestral mothers!

They were lit up by the moon, haughty and helpless, and the strength of the earth was coursing
through their bones with a hot, stormy darkness.
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Their big bones stuck out like chunks of wood, and their rigid bovine eyes took in the entire world,
for even cows yearn for the silent earth, they envy the mountains that stand quietly, and even cows
curse the day they were born.

The cow's legs collapsed beneath her, and in the middle of the night she lay down, bellowing and
lamenting that she had ever been created...

Lilith

And in the night, Benye was lying on his bed at home, as in a deep grave. He was barely breathing,
and he was drenched with sweat, he lay among the foul rags, disheveled and stretched out like a car-
cass.

He held out his hands in the darkness, trying to grab on to something, to keep from falling, a stench
arose from him and the drool was running from his mouth.

Benye, the saint of his generation, was drooling.

He untangled his hands from the darkness, and he stretched his hands into the darkness, but then
he quickly pulled them back.

Benye seemed to have touched someone next to his bed.

He peered deep into the room. Someone was really standing not far from him, a stiff shape, a tall,
warm shape.

Benye sat up in terror.

It was obviously a female, her hips and breasts were curving out of the stiff, black cloth.

He asked her softly:

"What are you doing here?"

She didn't answer. Slowly, unhurriedly, she walked over to the door, where she turned around to
face him and remained standing in that position.

A yellow radiance poured through the room like a fine dust.

"Benye," she said, "once you summoned me."

Her voice was burning hot, it was lulling and it drew his body to her.

npon

"Yes, once, when you were still a little boy."

Benye stuck out his tangled beard.

"I? | was a little boy?"

"Yes, yes, Benye, you were wandering around the cows in pasture, you had a big swollen belly and
calflike eyes. Do you remember? Whenever a bull would lust for a cow, you would wring your hands,
and weep in pain, and start counting on your fingers to see how many years it was till you could marry."

Benye began recollecting, but he didn't want to answer.

"Benye, you summoned me then.... But | don't come to little children," and she added with a smile:
"Now you're a solid adult, a man... A strong, handsome man... Handsome and dear! | want to put my
head on your young chest... | want your hot hands embracing me, darling! | want to feel the fresh
breath of your body..."

Benye's calflike eyes bulged in the dark. He stammered:

"Woman, you must be mistaken.

"Look," she cried ecstatically, "you're the only man for me!

Look at my fresh young body..."

And wordlessly she began tearing off her clothes.

"Benye, my hips are still chaste, virginal, solid, and my thighs are supple and straight... The nipples
of my breasts are stiff, and my breast have never suckled a child... never suckled... never suckled..."
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And she wept with passion, wept, glowed, and her naked body sparkled in the yellow darkness, like
the scales of a serpent.

Benye heard the benumbing voice, and in the yellow twilight he saw her, Lilith, standing at the door,
bending slightly, her hands over her head, framed in the doorposts.

Benye grabbed the sides of the bed and clenched his teeth. He felt drawn to her. He was choking,
and suddenly he screamed, and an alien voice yelled out of him:

"Get out! Get out of my house!"

He started throwing the rags and the pillows at her.

"Go away, you monster!"

He spat, tore his shirt, all at once he sprang from the bed and, in confusion, began beating his head
and his chest.

Lilith stood at the door in silence, staring gravely with a grave smile on her lips. She was waiting
until Benye calmed down.

"You whore! Get a way!"

Benye realized he was practically naked in front of this woman, so he jumped back into bed, pulling
the covers over him, closing his eyes, and turning his face to the wall.

He groaned softly.

Lilith stood there quietly for a while, then she slowly tiptoed over to him, and gently tickled his
armpit.

Benye bit his lips, the pleasure ran through his entire body, every nook and cranny. He wouldn't
turn around, but he gradually stopped groaning.

Lilith sat down on his bed, smiled, and began tickling the soles of his feet.

It was so delicious that it dazed him.

Benye knew that Lilith was sitting next to him, so he held back his deep laughter, and lay there as
mute as a wooden beam.

She began stroking his hair, and her slender fingers curled up the disheveled strands. He couldn't
bear it anymore, he turned around to her, and his thick yellow teeth were grinding with his sweet suf-
ferings.

He tittered like an old goat: "Darling, sweetest... !"

Lilith said: "Your beautiful face drives me crazy, Benye, darling! Don't smile at me like that!"

Suddenly Benye realized it was Lilith, and he started laughing and grinding his teeth all the harder,
to drive her away.

She moved away from the bed.

"You slut!"

He leaped after her, dropping his rags in his excitement, but she managed to elude him.

"I'm going get you, Lilith," he shouted, "I'm going get you."

Benye dashed after her through the yellow light, storming like a wind, panting, screaming, until he
caught her with his right hand, in a corner.

He dug his brown, dirty fingers into her white body and thrust his tangled beard into her face. Lilith
curved away from him, but he pressed her closer and yelled with foaming lips:

"Deborah, you Deborah, you!"

For his dead wife's name was Deborah.

Lilith tried to fight back. She was delighted, but she fought back. Suddenly she grabbed his dirty
beard and kissed him so hard on the thick parched lips that Benye nearly fell over, then she lifted him
up on her hot shoulders and carried him off to his bed...

"Oh God! Oh God! And the rooster hasn't crowed!"
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It grew dark in the room, their breath merged, sparks were flashing in the darkness, and slippery
limbs were wrapped around the body with green eyes, and with a faint flickering... There is no salva-
tion, oh God!

And Benye was struggling, he didn't know with whom, he fell down and reached out in the darkness
to take hold of something, he dashed off the bed, but it was quiet in the room, and no one was there.

And his blood stopped in his veins, it curdled, froze.

Lilith, fresh, young Lilith, the wife of Satan, had killed him.

Adam's first wife.

Benye dragged himself across the room, climbed up on the oven, and then climbed down again. He
sat naked, as he was, on the floor, sat and sat, and then stood up again with his head drooping, crept
over to the pail of water, thrust in his hands, and then kept dragging around the room...

He stumbled over to the door and opened it. The cold air refreshed him. He opened the door to the
porch and stepped out. A cold, silvery blueness enveloped his face and naked body.

At first he didn't notice that a Jew was standing there with a sack and a staff in his hand — it was one
of the three guests that had once visited him, and now the man touched his hand.

"Benye, you didn't resist!"

Benye remained cold, he didn't care, but then all at once he turned to the guest, and his eyes filled
with blood:

"Thieves! Damn you all!"

And he burst into moans:

"Why don't you leave me alone?! You monsters!"

And he dashed back into the house, grabbed a stick of wood, and ran out again to the porch. But
the guest was gone.

Benye hurried down the road after him.

Leah

Grandmother was sitting at the window, and the girl sat opposite her, pale, with a book in her lap.
Bending over to the old ear, she asked:

"Is he handsome?"

"A delight, Leah, he's out of this world."

"And where is he, Grandmother?"

"He lives alone in his home, secluded and remote, where there are no people."

"Alone, all alone?"

"Yes, he walks around, all alone, in the ancient woods."

The cool blue fires of evening drew around the world, frozen and fine, making reality look like a
dream.

And Leah, Levi's daughter, longed for the Messiah. The long pale face that the guests had spoken
about floated like a radiance through the vast house.

She felt it in the rustle of the empty rooms.

She avoided the large mirrors on the walls, she was frightened of the dim reflections of the furnish-
ings.

"Maybe he's resting somewhere with that hidden face of his."

Levi remained in the dim room, more somber every day. He kept silent, stopped in his tracks, not
knowning why.

Leah would avoid him, and if they met she would lower her eyes. She wanted to tell him something,
but she couldn't find the words. She wanted to tell her father, Levi Patashnik:

"Father, | have to go to him..."
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And her father would reply:

"Silly! Respectable girls aren't pious, girls shouldn't be pious at all."

But she would retort:

"No, Papa, I'm not pious at all."

He would then leap up and shout:

"Well, then what do you want?"

"I want to go to him. | have to go to him."

"But he doesn't exist, silly!"

"l know he does exist, he has to."

And her father came closer and stroked her hair:

"But Leah, I'm old. What will | do all by myself?"

She didn't answer, she had nothing to say.

"Don't go away, Leah darling, don't go..."

But at lunch they would sit like mutes, never uttering a word. Levi would mumble something in his
beard; he was afraid to express what he was thinking. He threw the dishes... Got up in the middle of
the meal and angrily hurried to his room.

At the table, they could sense someone, a third person, who drove them apart.

And haunting days and nights wore by, without rest or sleep.

It was past midnight. Leah was wandering through the rooms, dressed only in a nightshirt.

The place where the visitors had spoken his name, that was where He must be...

The rooms were filled with a silent darkness. He couldn't be heart. The place where the visitors had
stood was empty.

She slowly opened a door into the next room... Half-naked, holding a candle, Levi was standing
there, bending into the open cabinet... counting, counting...

Leah quietly hurried to bed and began weeping, whispering incomprensible words to Him... to
Him...

And one evening she put on her coat, took her umbrella. Silently she crept out of the house, never
to come back again... Outside it was raining...

At the corner, a squire was standing, with a feather in his hat, a rifle over his shoulder, and a
drenched hound on a leash.

In the Forest

Simkhe Plakhte and Gimpel Zaskevitser were lying by the hut in the woods, which were blue deep
into the thickets.

The fir trees were stretching out their strong branches, hung with cobwebs, and the redness of
evening was dripping from them.

The sun was just going down.

Dark Jews were passing between the trees, they were soaked in the redness and dipped in the
shadows.

No foot had ever trodden through the forest. What were these Jews in furs doing here, with their
lambskin hats and their staffs, walking in single file, foolish, hidden? If they met anyone, they would
slip behind the trees.

"Maybe they're Cabbalists," said Gimpel.

"Hey! Out of my woods!" yelled Simkhe into the thickets. "Out!"

The Jews vanished for a short spell into the bushes.

"They're giving him a hard time, they're making fun of Benye!"

"Is Benye one of them?" asked Gimpel.
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"Yes."

"A Lamed-vovnik?"

"A Lamed-vovnik."

"Do the Lamed-vovniks want to turn the world upside-down?" "Leave me alone, you monster!"

They were lying on the earth, chewing straws, wallowing and talking.

Where had they driven Benye?

"They drove him to the devil, Gimpel. They tortured him, damn their eyes!"

"A peasant saw him at night, riding a cow."

"Really?"

"Is that Cabbalah, too, Simkhe?"

Simkhe Plakhte didn't answer, he sat down, hugging his knees, and just gazed into the woods.

"Gimpel, you're a fool. Why don't you go back to town? We and those people in the trees, we've
all got old blood!"

"So what?"

"So old blood stinks."

Gimpel propped himself up on his elbows and cocked his ears.

"If only you didn't talk so much, you monster. All those men among the trees bear the yoke in si-
lence, like an old forest. But you talk too much, Gimpel, much too much."

"My mind has worn me out, Simkhe."

"Too much mind, you're right."

After a silence, Simkhe Plakhte began talking again.

"Now once | was a Hassidic rabbi, | had a large, pious following, | delved into the secrets of the To-
rah. But then | couldn't stand it anymore, | fled here, to this hut."

"Why couldn't you stand it?"

"There was no one | could really talk to, Gimpel. Too much intellect!"

And Simkhe turned red with anger, leaped up, and yelled at the Jews in the thickets:

"Hey! Get out of my forest! Out!"

And then he said to Gimpel:

"That's my forest. It's grown up around me. My forest. If you want to come to me, you have to
pass through the thickets, walk between the trees, on tiny paths, and you'll find me at home in my
hut. Gimpel!" He took hold of Gimpel's jaw. "Don't come to me in a storm. |, Simkhe Plakhte, would
be struggling along with the forest, and every dead bird would be lying dead here, right here, in my
heart."

"You must be important, Mr. Simkhe.""Important?" cried Simkhe Plakhte. "Some day, they'll be
coming to me in carriages!"

Gimpel broke in excitedly:

"Really? When?"

"When our friends in the woods are no longer in the world."

"Oh really? And who'll come?"

"Not snotnoses like you. There'll be others coming. Lusty men."

Meanwhile, a Lamed-vovnik came up behind them, a tiny little Jew, a famished creature. He asked
for water.

"What do you need water for?"

The Lamed-vovnik in his meekness answered:

"To drink."

"So go, you little creep, to the right, you'll find a little spring,

drink, and praise God, but don't come to me."
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The little man walked off wordlessly into the darkness of the forest.

It was very late now. The dew was settling on the grass. Gimpel was stretched out, with his head in
his hands, staring at a beetle crawling through the haulms.

Simkhe went over to the hut, he sat down on a log and sprinkled seeds for the pigeons. The
Lamed-vovniks, somewhere deep among the trees, were finishing their evening prayers, they began
scattering again one by one, each with his winter hat and his secret.

Each one chose a tree in some corner, sat down all by himself beneath the branches, slipped one
sleeve into the other, and waited. What does a Lamed-vovnik wait for?

Perhaps for Him, the man sitting at the gates of Rome.

His footsteps are burnt out by fire in the high mountains.

He's taking His time, the man born in torment, but He has to come any day now, He has to come.

A dry darkness was burning in the woods. The leaves were softly veiling the trees. Here and there,
glowworms were glowing. Gimpel was all rolled up in the grass, sound asleep.

Simkhe was sitting at the threshold of his hut, his burning blue eyes flashing into the forest.

A dull heaviness hung over the trees.

A cry rang out deep in the forest. A Lamed-vovnik was singing tearfully with an old, hoarse voice,
lamenting, wailing from the forest darkness, and it was mirrored in his voice, the way he lay there,
with his face to the earth, bowing to the old sacred city, which had been destroyed:

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

We hung our hearts on your walls,

We built you with our tears,

Your stones are our bodies

And our eyes — your caves.

Jerusalem, Jerusalem,

City of priests, of kings and prophets,

You lament over us like a storm,

And tear the blood from our burnt hearts.
We bear the yoke upon our bony shoulders Of your towers and your bridges,
And with the foxes of your ruins we grieve:
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, Jerusalem!

With his burning blue eyes, Simkhe Plakhte peered sharply into the darkness. The voice choked, it
was throttled in the thickets.

Suddenly Simkhe leaped up as though something had bitten him. He turned his broad shoulders,
stretched out his arms, clenched his fists, and let out a scream that was cast in copper:

"Crows, hey crows!"

And he dashed up a tree, like a cat, soft, and with sharp nails, grabbed hold of the branches, and
then leaped from tree to tree, from one treetop to the next...

In the stillness, he glided over the heights of the forest, screaming through the night, waking the
birds and storming, as before the start of day.

Lord Vrublevsky

Lord Vrublevsky had a palace near the town of Lebereve.

In the evening, people could see him walking around in the vast blue fields, a tall, thin man, with
his rifle over his shoulder, and a long hound running ahead of him on a leash. Gloomy and lonesome,
he would wander over his ruined estates.

Benye's mill was his property.
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The woods, his ancient woods, were standing ready to be chopped down, and his villages, all ruins,
lay in the valleys with protruding beams, like petrified birds.

Lord Vrublevsky, at night, would take his dog and poke around the Jewish villages, looking round in
the farms, peering into windows, eavesdropping.

He fancied Jewish girls!

He had a marble palace, it was empty, the beds were untouched, the heavy curtains drawn across
the windows, and he, the lonesome master, wandered through the blue fields, poking around, eaves-
dropping... The palace stood empty. But at times, once a year, the windows would light up, the flames
of large lamps would flash through it, and the palace would resound haughtily in the night. Lord Vru-
blevsky was celebrating.

And now, what was he after?

Walking through the darkness almost every night, looming firmly against the blue sky, the Gentile
was seeking a salvation for his Gentile soul.

And once, in early winter, during his nightly wanderings, he came to the edge of the sky and met
the angry guest, Ber Ben-Tsippe, walking out of the world.

Ber, the dark, angry vagabond. They faced one another, stonestill, like two gray wolves.

Vrublevsky's dog, about to pounce upon the vagabond, remained in midleap, with his front paws
raised and his body stretching through the air.

And Jewish hatred clashed with Gentile hatred.

Towns... Towns...

Rainy days had come. The little Jewish towns were shaking, house against house. The muddy streets
were rocking, the ancient roofs, one atop the other, were dancing with the thick rains, swaying back
and forth, gray and soaked.

Shoemakers were banging their hammers. Bathhouses were heated up, chimneysweeps were
standing on the roofs.

From White Russia to Zhamut, from Zhamut to Lithuania, the little towns banged and yelled to one
another, like huge clocks scattered across the plains...

Draymen traveling through the countryside heaved their shoulders against their wagons, which
were heavily loaded down.

Psalms were recited in all homes — a sea of psalms.

Kyril, the Gentile who took care of the bath, was preparing the rubbing brooms for the pre-Sabbath
cleansings on Friday. He sat, sickly, on the ground, staring at his big toes. He was tormented by the
mystery of creation.

Velve the water-carrier, a Lamed-vovnik, was walking with his shoulder board on his back, drudging
with his body to understand the world. He caught sight of Motte up on a roof, with his smoky beard in
a chimney. Velve set his full pails on the ground.

"Motte, hey Motte!"

And he raised the long tangles of his beard up to the sky:

"Velve, is that you, Velve?"

And the two drudging saints conversed from roof to ground, comforting one another in the midst
of their toil, looking at one an other, but their thoughts were somewhere else.

"Motte, hey Motte!"

The tall, thin cap-makers were measuring the peasants for enormous caps, Gittel, the beadle's wife,
was standing at the window, casting down food to the magpies. Hammers were clanging in smithies.

Big, silent blacksmiths in leather aprons were standing and dreaming, in the tiny smithies, they
were so tall they looked as if they might surge through the roof at any moment.
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Seven silent blacksmiths in Zhamut, Lamed-vovniks.

But unexpectedly, and gradually, there came a hush — tick-tock, tick-tock, and then nothing.

Velve stood there with his beard raised to the roof.

The magpie was unable to fly down from the pig.

The draymen on the roads stood up straight, rubbed their eyes, and gaped all around. A peculiar
hush.

And from the foggy fields, into the little town, Benye came riding on his cow.

A shred of clothing was hanging from his naked body, his miry feet were dragging along the ground,
one hand was holding on to the back of the cow, the other was clutching — a piece of clay.

The rain ran down his body in muddy drops.

And Benye's eyes? Like the eyes of a pike when it's hauled in from the water.

The cow with her craning neck, with her stiff tail between her legs, was carrying a man more dead
than alive, heavy and worn out - an atonement for a cow, for grave sins, for a wretched life.

And Benye was babbling, rattling to her from his parched throat...

Benye was riding through the little Jewish towns with the tiding on his lips.

Velve, moaning, heaved the pails up on his shoulders. The narrow streets began shaking inside,
from house to house.

The hammers were clanging in the smithies.

Kyril sat there, staring at his big toes, and all at once his calflike eyes opened wide and he saw:

Somewhere on a main road, there was an ancient crucifix soaked by the rains.

And from it, Jesus came climbing down, God's son, he looked around at the autumn fields, sighed,
and started off through the world.

On the Way

Leah traveled by train, by wagon, on foot, and everywhere she met shrunken Jews, who spoke to
her compassionately. They were standing along the main roads, but Leah didn't need the signposts,
she knew the way instinctively.

The fine autumn drizzles splashed through the ragged mists, and the clay squeaked underfoot.

Once, at a crossroads, she ran into a village tailor, huddled under an ancient crucifix.

The wooden cross was leaning over him, like a weeping willow branch, the kind used in the Sukkoth
ceremony. A tin garland was attached to the wood, and inside it, nailed to the cross, hung Jesus.

The painted deity had faded in the rains, his loincloth was rotting, and it fluttered in the wind.

Leah stopped suddenly. Jesus and He, both had been thrown down from heaven. Who knows, per-
haps He too would be hung up on crossroads for the sins of mankind?!

The wind blew apart the ends of the black shawl that stiffly enveloped her white face. Her widened
eyes gaped at the worn-out deity, at the tin crown suspended over him.

"Is that God?"

Leah trembled, with tears in her eyes she stared at him and absorbed the solitude of the crucified
Jesus.

The tailor, half-dazed replied:

"Daughter, the cross goes throughout the world, from land In land, like a shadow of God, it is the
gospel of Him who has to come, He will pass through gallows and crosses... through dead forests... to
us...

The tailor broke off, dissolving in tears. He huddled more into himself under the cross, frozen and
soaked through; shuddered with muffled sobs and wiped the tears on his sleeve.

"My daughter, | have been sitting right here under this cross for twenty years now, waiting. It keeps
rotting and bending more and more from year to year... But He... He doesn't come."
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The tailor drew up his knees, buried his head in his lap, and fell silent.

Leah, willy-nilly, and with a heavy heart, bent down before the cross and murmured something,
praying quietly, whispering wordlessly, and the wind toyed with Jesus' loincloth.

A man came walking down the road, Vrublevsky. In his green hunting outfit, he looked like spring
dew on the autumn field. His black eyes sparkled like pitch, he stopped before Leah, stood there mute,
and began undressing her with his eyes.

Leah, terrified, began to back away. She thought the man had suddenly leaped down to her from
the cross.

The tailor was huddled up, he didn't turn around, he seemed unaware of the aristocrat's arrival.

Leah, blanching, ran out into the field, she tried to scream but couldn't, and she felt the aristocrat
behind her, following her, coming closer...

The eldest guest appeared on the road. Calm, and with great strides, he went over to Leah, took her
hand, and gently led her to another road.

Simkhe Plakhte Says That Gimpel Is Right

Indeed, why should Simkhe Plakhte care? — The Hassids yearn for their spiritual leader the rebbe,
and come to him like calves to their mother's nipples.

There were two old Hassids sitting at the reader's desk in the synagogue, talking about the rebbe's
deserting them and going off to the woods.

But why should Simkhe Plakhte care?

He was lying on his fur in a treetop like a stork in its nest, and the wreaths of smoke from his pipe
were curling up to the sky.

The lush countryside faded far away into a foggy blueness.

The streams gurgled along, through the fields, up and down the hills, the way people go to God
over mountainous roads, uphill and downhill, to God.

You, oh you, who are so overcome by the world that God yells out of you, you, the terror of the
fields echoes in your bones, it echoes in your voice, why should you really care, after all?

Isn't Man a vanished forest, an upheaved stone? Doesn't Man wash by, like a wave over God, like
water over the shores?

Gimpel, oh Gimpel. We have to curse God, because the sea is more beautiful than God!

Yes, Hassidism is a heroic cloak, but I, Simkhe Plakhte, go about naked!

No one opened up for me, and | stepped in all alone and did not find soul, only a steamy field and
laughing earth in my body...

And as long as |, this clod of world, have a loaf of bread in my shack and a sheepskin, why should |
care?

And singing proudly, he climbed down from the tree, danced off into his shack and flung open the
window.

"Holiday! Holiday!"

He kicked off his bast shoes and sprang like a goat, intoxicated with the summer.

Look! The body is a motherly earth! Does the earth breathe?

Doesn't the misty earth live, doesn't she think?

No one opened up for me, and | stepped in.
Raw, irritated branches,

Soaked moss,

fragrances, like faraway violins,

blood,
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sleepy stones.

That is a strong, radiant weeping from me, Simkhe Plakhte, through dampnesses, wails, roots,
veins, sucking out the fragrances, benumbing, crushing marrow, and passing, passing, like light in all
things.

Gimpel, oh Gimpel, we have to curse God, because a bird is more beautiful than God!

And then a peasant girl trudged past with a bundle of wood on her back. She didn't see Simkhe
although she sensed a man nearby, and he beamed proudly, with his rosy eyes shining, delighted at
what he saw.

The tawny breasts were fresher than the forest, her bare feet, with their springtime gait in the high
grass, hurried to the window.

Simkhe laughed, a laugh like thunder, and he yelled out:

"Hey, Marilia! Haven't you seen, haven't you looked at God?"

And the strapping, radiant peasant girl answered: "What haven't | seen, what haven't | looked at!"

He leaped through the window, took her in his arms, danced with her, and spun her around.

The peasant girl laughed, struggled, tickled him saucily, and they tumbled down into the grass,
heady with the wet earth like trees in springtime, and their hot faces drank up the cold dew of the
grass haulms...

Gimpel, oh Gimpel, the mountain has no power of conception!

Yes, Simkhe had been a saint among the Hassids, he was the piety of the world, and perhaps, who
can say, he might have been the Messiah of the House of David.

He committed no sins,

He knew no hatred,

He knew no love,

He never desired or needed justice,
No war,

No peace.

While the earth was raging in his blood, and his limbs were scattered by God among the trees in the
forest, the waters, the cattle at pasture, the fields and the plains.

Gimpel, perhaps you're right, the world exists and man does not exist!

And he came with heavy strides, Simkhe Plakhte, into the thicket, and stopped by a dark meadow
in the forest.

The earth shook dull beneath him, something was working dully on the dark, isolated meadow, a
writhing of clods of earth, tree stumps, a silent joining of unmolded limbs.

And now, a heavy piece of coarse cloth stirred, and then crept grossly, crept from the earth, a cruel,
gray, earthen head was creeping, the earthen man.

The gray eyelashes — nettles; the eyes — waters; the nose — earth; tangled hair — like branches;
teeth — stony; and the lolling tongue — clay.

Not grieving, not smiling.

And now, slowly, the head was creeping forth, stuck without a link on the wooded shoulders, his
chest matronly, and his arms, twisted into the trees of the forest, intertwined with the roots and
herbs, it spread out to Simkhe.

And then out from the earth all the way to the knees, but still interkneaded with the motherly field,
and the clay tongue snuffled something to Simkhe in the eternal language, and he, understanding the
blossoming voice, fell into the crooked lap and nestled in the bosom, disheveled and stirred up, like a
bird in a storm...
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And suddenly Simkhe felt a radiant presence overhead, he was so intoxicated he could barely open
his eyes: The Prophet of Tashbe was standing next to him, looking like the eldest guest. The venerable
old man was not grieving, not smiling. He barely grazed Simkhe's shoulder:

"Simkhe, son of Stetye, what is the matter?"

And Simkhe burst into tears and tumbled upon the earth's lap:

"Oh, God! | want to live, why did you make me a human being?

| want to live, live..."

The Great Assembly

In the middle of the night, the Lamed-vovniks gathered at Benye's home. Simkhe came too. A scant
fire stick was burning by the oven.

The Lamed-vovniks trudged into the room, the water-carriers with their yokes on their shoulders,
the chimneysweeps with their brooms, the draymen holding their whips.

Gimpel, a heretic, was not permitted to attend. But he began hollering, and so the Lamed-vovniks
had to give in.

The eldest guest put his bag on the table, and then sat down gravely and rested his head in his
hands.

The Lamed-vovniks sat down on the benches and the beds, others climbed up on the oven.

The seven silent men sat down on one bench in a corner, big, strong, tan Jews in large fur coats —
the seven from Zhamut.

Kyril, the Gentile in charge of the bathhouse (Abraham son of Isaac), stretched out at the threshold.
He too was a Lamed-vovnik,

And all that was visible in the darkness were the tangled beards, the ragged knees, and eyes filled
with a turbid fire.

Simkhe was sitting somewhere, hidden, with his pipe in his mouth.

The hot leaden air weighed down on the heads, it smelled of the sweat on furs and bodies, and a
sorrow was gnawing deep inside the hairy chests.

The eldest guest, Wolf the son of Bird, quietly asked for politeness' sake:

"Where is the host?"

Gimpel, who had been waiting for this, blurted out:

"The host is away, he's ridden off on a cow."

No one replied.

Wolf raised his head and looked at the others. They were sitting crowded together, around the
room. The silent ones were silent, the oven-sitters stuck out their heads. Wolf cleared his throat, ap-
parently about to speak:

"Masters and friends!"

But the air suddenly turned foul, the Jews looked every which way, Wolf held his nose and peered
around. A tiny Lamed-vovnik, upon whom suspicion fell, defended himself:

"I swear, as sure as I'm a Jew, it wasn't me!"

It was the same one who had asked Simkhe for a drink of water in the forest.

Wolf began speaking. His voice was barely audible, and the Jews craned their necks, amazed, hang-
ing on his every word.

"Oh, the sadness that comes to Him, with the long pale face from eternity to eternity!

"He wanders about in the ten sefirot,
"Seeks to join the body,
"But,
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"But the body is mere clay, the members unmolded,
"No arms or legs.
"And the long pale face wanders from eternity to eternity."

Wolf was breathing heavily, he buried his face in his hairy hands, and in a trembling voice, he spoke
deeply, as though to himself:

"Who lacks the Divine Image?

The seas have the shape of eternity.

The earth and the heavens have the shape of eternity.

The stars drift from eternity to eternity.

"Only Man does not have the Divine Image."

And Wolf rocked and began weeping and spoke:

"Man on earth is seeking his face!

"He thought that Adam was his image, but Adam did not know the torment of being born."

"He thought that Moses was his image, but Moses did not know the torment of being killed."

"He thought that Jesus was his image, Jesus of Nazareth..."

Tears were pouring from the seventy-two gaping eyes, the listeners sat with bated breath, with
open mouths, drawn irresistibly to him. Wolf sighed and then spoke faintly:

"And here, Man stumbled."

Kyril, the son of Fedot, was sitting at the threshold with his head drooping, his fists rubbing away
the tears. His heart was heavy. Someone, a drayman, jabbed him to make him stop, they couldn't hear.
Kyril kissed the hand that had jabbed him, and stretched out his arms beseechingly.

All at once, Wolf began talking in a loud angry voice, pounding the table, rocking to and fro:

"Crosses stand on all roads, and on them hangs Jesus!"

"Woe to us, men have sinned, they have gone to him so that he would be tormented in their stead."

"And he, the fool, he took the gallows and went up to Golgotha." "Men say: We have sinned, now
someone must come to be tormented."

"Crosses stand on all roads, and on them hangs the Messiah, and the Messiah is nailed to them."

"And so they call him Messiah."

"Woe, the world has become clean, and the world has been purified, because he, the Messiah,
hangs on all roads."

Gimpel shot up like a spring, propped his hands on the table, and screamed with all his might:

"l protest!"

The Lamed-vovniks stood up, terrified, no one knew what was going on. Clambering down from
the oven, one of them knocked over the burning fire stick. In the darkness, they all bumped into one
another. There was a stampede, and Gimpel's shrieks drowned out everything else.

"This isn't scientific! This is fanaticism!"

The Lamed-vovniks were furious, Ber Ben-Tsippe, managed to grab hold of the "flossafer," and
Gimpel's poor bones cracked in the darkness:

"Shut your mouth, you shrimp, or I'll smash you!"

And the seven silent men of Zhamut dashed over, the way powerful rocks plummet in a storm. They
roared and pushed. Someone kindled the fire stick.

Simkhe was still sitting in a corner. He looked at the silent men, and when he saw that things were
going badly for Gimpel, he slowly got up. The little Lamed-vovnik was standing in his way, he grabbed
his scrawny neck and twisted the creature around, and then he quietly went over to Gimpel, took his
arm and led him back to the corner.

The silent ones glared at him fiercely. Ber grumbled into his beard, but they still felt reverence for
Simkhe — though they weren't sure why.

112



MCTOYHMKM K MUHN-Kypcy MapKa KannaHa

The Lamed-vovniks sat down again in their places, Wolf didn't even turn, he had propped his head
on his elbows the whole time as though not noticing anything.

It was already late at night, the exhausted men were dying to go to sleep, but Wolf wouldn't begin.
A tall, skinny beanpole of a man, the one who had spoken to Levi Patashnik about the saw, gave the
eldest guest a pleading look, leaned toward him, and said:

"Wolf, can you hear? Your listeners are waiting."

Wolf didn't answer, and the beanpole was so overcome with despair that he shrugged his shoulders
and sat down again.

The men lost all hope that Wolf would ever speak. They sat there, wordless and waiting. Simkhe,
however, smiled faintly. All at once, the eldest guest turned, straightened, and looked about for Ber. It
was evidently because of him that he wouldn't speak.

Ber was holding both hands on the table, he sat there like a log, his hat slouching over his eyes.

Wolf smiled, his face turned radiant, his eyes moist, as though from a faraway joy. He began rocking
with enthusiasm, his voice became purer and more joyful. The listeners became more relaxed, they
breathed more easily.

Listen, but we say: The Messiah of the House of David does not atone.

"But we say: Each man must take his gallows and go to Golgotha by himself, and every beam must
be taken from the wall, and every tree from the forest, for we shall hang ourselves on all roads.

"We!"

Wolf pointed his finger, he had broken into a strong chant of deep joy and enthusiasm.

"Gallows stand on all roads, and we are the ones hanging on them.

"The blood running down the wood of the crosses burns like an impure sunset.

"Our blood, our blood, is running down the wood of the crosses.

"And from this blood, He shall arise — the Messiah of the House of David!"

But now it happened, the thing that Wolf was afraid of. Ber lumbered off his bench like an ox, red,
with bloodshot eyes. His mouth was foaming, he couldn't speak.

The Lamed-vovniks retreated into the corners, and he began scurrying around the room. Suddenly,
he stopped, dashed over to the table, and pointed at his own chest:

"We?! We.?!"

And he wrung his hands at the ceiling, clenched his fingers, and let out a dark roar that sounded as
if it came from under the earth.

"Scoundrels! For whom?! Scoundrels!"

And he ran amuck around the table, pounding the benches with the full strength of his fists:

"Revenge! That's what! Revenge for little children. Revenge for blood."

A dreadful hush fell upon the room. Gimpel was so terrified he slipped behind Simkhe. The quiet
Lamed-vovniks wept, whining into their beards, and Ber tore himself bloody, tore the hair from his
head, and yelled:

"We want blood!"

He grabbed the little Lamed-vovnik on whom suspicion had fallen earlier. The Lamed-Vovnik writhed
and struggled in his hands. Ber clutched his mouth:

"You rebel, did you draw blood? Why didn't you draw blood?" And Ber spat in his face. The little
Lamed-vovnik twisted out of his hands, barely alive; he quietly crept into a corner and wiped his face
on his sleeve, on his coattails, on a cloth, there was so much spit on it. Ber didn't quiet down. The oth-
ers were terrified, they hugged the walls, Kyril crawled under the bed, frightened that Ber would take
vengeance on him for the Gentiles.

Suddenly, Simkhe got up, totally pale, his eyes gaping.

"Look!"
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He pointed at the windows. A strong, turbid white light was glaring through the panes. Blood was
running down the doorposts. The terrified Lamed-vovniks peered outside, they could hear the heavy
tolling of a thousand bells.

Ber was the first to run to the window.

Benye Rides His Cow

And that night, Benye, riding his cow, reached the edge of the world.

The cow dug in her hooves, poked her tormented head and stiff ears into the darkness, and her tail
curled upward.

Benye sat up straight, stopped breathing, the life in his heart came to a halt; he peered with dark,
empty eyes — gaping holes; his mouth opened, he gazed and stared into the dark void of the dreadful
beginning...

The cow stood with her legs wide apart, the disheveled rider and the cow looked like one single
creature.

The stony landscape, with its huge crags, loomed into the cloudy emptiness. Far, far off, among the
stones, a small silver calf was standing all by itself, radiating a thin blueness upon the edges of the
towering rocks.

Benye gingerly leaned over and peered into the chasm.

This was the chasm where Samael was falling head-first, heavy as a stone. Samael, the Angel of Evil;
he plunged with outstretched arms, on and on, deeper and deeper, and his long, thin legs thrashed
about, trying to land on something.

And all at once, his one hand grabbed a crooked thorn just at the side of the chasm and he twisted
his head up to Benye.

His crooked skull was covered with wooly, pitchy hair.

Samael saw Benye, he gave him an evil smirk, and ground his long, narrow teeth.

Benye was astonished, he gaped at him, gaped, and craned his neck, but suddenly the face looked
like that of his brother.

"Levi? Levi the moneylender?"

Sainael gazed straight up at Benye. He pressed his thin black lips together and spat at him — a tor-
rent of gold came pouring out of his mouth up to the highest edge of the chasm and stopped, he kept
falling headfirst, the Angel of Evil, heavy as a rock, deeper and deeper, his arms outstretched, his long
thin legs trying to catch hold of something.

The cow stood with her legs wide apart, her body alive with the terror of the world that has come
to naught...

And Benye gaped, gaped with bulging eyes.

The Spectacle

These things happened in a night without stars or moon. A bit of light flickered in the fields. No one
knew where it came from.

The tombstones and the thick fresh woods of our graveyards turned over, and out of the depths
came the bones — old men to old men, with wormy beards, women to women, foolish creatures, tiny
children, toddlers.

Hosts of the dead went out on the dimly lit fields, and they walked along the highways toward the
city of Rome.

All in step, all in step.
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Old men to old men, and the wind sighed out of their bones, the lovely girls nestled together, and
they were so modest that they covered their nakedness with their hands.

And the little children walked along, like flocks, in order, lamb by lamb.

Suddenly, an old man halted, a maze of patches, like an old Sabbath pot, he waited for the children
on the roads, the old man liked death in the world:

"The Holy Flock of the Jewish People!"

And the passing herds of children replied:

"Baah, baah!"

And the old man laughed and laughed, he danced a jig, and slapped their empty behinds.

"You little rascals!"

At midnight, they arrived in Rome from all parts of the world, and the corpses groped the walls of
the city — damp walls, they knocked on the gates, but no one would open.

"What should we do?"

The old men put their heads together, and the children put their little shoulders together, and they
clambered up the walls, and if a corpse, a good-for-nothing, lost an arm on the way, the hand would
stand up, climb on its own strength, and then, clever creature that it was, go through the city by itself.
And one executed cadaver removed the noose from his neck, and tied on his boot so that it wouldn't
drop...

And thus they all silently lay down on the rooftops, in the soft attics, on the warm porches, and
these heaps of the dead beleaguered the high towers of the city.

The church bells slowly began swaying, and then tolling heavily of their own accord. Vast peals,
heavy as stones, fell into the city. And a red turbid stream ran down from the bells, looking like blood,
oozing down to the earth in heavy drops, drip, drip, drip...

Rome!

A corpse was lying under every window, a cadaver under every bed. The old men, exhausted, sat
down in the cradles and covered themselves with the quilts: Goodnight, Father. And there were two
occupants in every bed — one living and one lifeless, for brotherhood. The girls modestly crept in with
the young boys, for love, and secretly, silently, they scraped their bony voices and snored into the
night:

"Vengeance... Vengeance... Vengeance..."

And far, far away, in the windows of Benye's house, the Lamed- vovniks were piled atop one anoth-
er, breathlessly watching the spectacle.

Ber was pressing his head against the window, forcing back his fears and cursing the Christians. The
others were choking and gasping were squeezed into the windows like herrings, with their eyes bul-
ging, and Gimpel stood higher than anyone, peering through his fist, as though through a telescope.

A piece of night tore open for the city of Rome, revealing the spectacle of the bones. Gimpel ob-
served every last detail.

"Look at that virgin!" he cried. "What passion!"

The little Lamed-vovnik ran over to Gimpel and nagged him:

Show me, show me! What is it?!"

Gimpel showed him, the Lamed-vovnik clutched at his own heart, screwed up his tiny face, and felt
such delight that he scratched himself.

"Why are you so excited, friend?"

The Lamed-vovnik pretended not to hear. Meanwhile, the distance grew darker, the scenes in that
depth began fading, all that was visible now was a white emptiness, far beyond the darkness.

Some of the Lamed-vovniks at the windows were dozing off. The elder ones, the Cabbalists, were
sitting barely conscious, staring at the white void and saddened by the long night.
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All at once, in the silent brightness, a shape appeared, it was Benye, he was leading the cow.

Benye was walking ahead, with the rope in his hand, and the cow trudged after him. They only
reached the mill at dawn.

The cow was carrying a mangled wolf on its horns.

The Town Blesses the New Moon

It was a cloudy night in winter. The snow warmly covered the roofs, and icicles hung from the thin
looming trees.

The whole little town was doubly illuminated by the snow and by the moon.

The Jews came out of their homes, sheathed in furs and wrapped in scarves. Silently, they moved
toward the courtyards of the synagogues and the white marketplaces to bless the new moon.

Through the dazzling whiteness they trudged like bundles of rags, past the houses and street corners.

The god of the town was sitting on a low rooftop, an old scrawny nag with dried-up hooves and a
ragged tail behind.

The Jews clustered in the marketplaces, rocking to and fro, and their long shadows stretched across
the clean, twinkling spaces of the streets.

The houses curved their roofs, stretching aloft with their crooked edges, like fearful humps.

The praying Jews raised their hands to God. The white bony fingers stretched out, across the moon,
and their shadows moved over the vast, white bluenesses.

The dark shapes of the Jews grew high, they were as thin as sticks of wood, with their skinny knuck-
les stretching in the snow, and with their flat heads looming in the sky, and the scrawny, narrow bodies
swayed across the entire landscape.

A yearning was blended in the snow, in the squinting eyes, and in the narrow little houses, whose
bright crevices stretched out longer and longer to the sky.

The god of the town stretched out on his low rooftop, trying to put his front hooves around the
moon, which was lying ready above the town, like a large, cold sickle.

A group of tall Jews emerged from a side street, hunched over, gloomy, a wordless flock, they made
for a corner of the marketplace, and hollered greetings at one another.

These were the old Hassids of the town, the ones whose spiritual leader, the rebbe, had recently
disappeared.

The Jews stretched their hands across the sky, beseeching help for themselves and salvation for the
man who had forsaken other men and gone to end his life in the fields and woods.

The heavy snow echoed out of its blueness, and a hushed yearning passed through it from the
other side of the world.

A man who was not celebrating peered out along the houses, it was Lord Vrublevsky coming into
town, with a lantern in his hand even though the brightness of the night was dazzling, and the snow
and the new moon were shining with a fresh radiance.

In the Palace

The windows of Lord Vrublevsky's palace were aglow. The Jews came from the corners of the town,
staring in amazement at the sudden light in the distance and not saying a word to one another.

Terrified, they went back to their homes, still silent, and locked their doors and shutters.

On the roads, buggies, coaches, and carriages were streaking through the night, cracking whips,
and racing with a solemn laughter to Vrublevsky's family celebration.

The huge lamps of the palace were blinding. Footmen were hurrying up and down the snow-cov-
ered steps, carrying the fur coats of the guests, whispering busily, bowing and scraping.
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Then Prince Lubomirsky arrived with his daughters, and Lord Vrublevsky welcomed them personal-
ly, smiling so politely, bowing, kissing the fingertips of the lovely girls.

The trains of their French crinolines rustled along the stained checkered floors, the thick moustach-
es of noblemen were rocking in the air.

And the wide doors stood open, the servants were bringing long platters with spiced geese, cakes,
wines in silver buckets.

The impoverished squires were sitting in readiness, holding their forks, telling jokes, greedily eying
the food.

And a Jewish orchestra was playing. Wolf, the eldest guest, who was standing in front with closed
eyes, began playing a fiddle. His soft, tired hand guided the bow, stroking, weeping secretly.

The prayer of a poor man who was hidden,
And he poured out his heart to God...

The officers strutted in, fresh and stiff, like roosters, their spurs sparkling on the floor, and their
smiles going out to everyone. They called to Lubomirsky's beautiful daughters in the distance.

A priest with a dry face was walking through the crowd.

The couples presented themselves for the dance. White and pink ladies in a long row, against the
black jackets of the men, their fingertips met over the heads of the women, the dancers turned slowly
in a circle, bowing ceremoniously and sometimes whispering amorous words to one another.

The bottles popped open.

The fat wives of landowners, with big bosoms, were dancing with young boys, the little gentlemen
led them about with both hands, pressing hard against the bosoms, forgetting everything, and not
abating.

The priest halted at the orchestra, listened for a while, and then came closer to Wolf:

"I don't really care for your music, sir!"

And before Wolf could even get a look at him, the priest hurried away, apparently frightened by his
own words. He caught sight of Vrublevsky at the corner of a table, the man was sitting all alone, a bit
sad, by an open bottle.

The priest sat down next to him.

An old aristocrat at the table ignored etiquette, he quickly tucked in a napkin at his throat, grabbed
a knife and fork, and, fiercely mumbling, he started carving the goose.

A few of the guests came from the ballroom.

The women were dazzling, they swished their white plumes with nimble hands, and smiled saucily
as they listened to the tender words of their escorts.

Lord Vrublevsky leaned over to the priest:

"What can | do, Father, | feel sick at heart."

"Repent, my son, confess your sins!"

Lord Vrublevsky scowled into the priest's face:

"But | don't believe in God, Father!"

The old aristocrat with his mouth full of goose felt obligated to join in:

"One must believe, Lord Ignats, one must believe."

But Lord Vrublevsky ignored him. He moved closer to the priest, took hold of his hands, and, even
gloomier than before, he shouted into his face:

"But | don't believe in God, Father!"

His nostrils were flaring. He grabbed the bottle from the table and smashed it on the floor. The
laughter in the room broke off.

The entire crowd was transfixed.
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From another corner, Prince Lubomirsky hurried over with quick steps. He began soothing Vru-
blevsky, stroking his head, and he turned to the company with a smile on his lips:

"It's nothing, a bottle fell down."

And the orchestra played and played without stopping. The musicians were on a platform, crouch-
ing, bending over their instruments, with their coats, their beards, like a swarm of spiders. They ig-
nored the sparkling all around them, the joyousness of the young bodies. They were absorbed in the
instruments and reciting psalms through the trumpets, flutes, and drums.

The company began to drink. Officers were quietly downing bottles of wine like water. Ladies were
telling one another marvelous things about their sons in Paris. The old aristocrat was gettig drunk.
With one hand on the back of his head, he guzzled down glass after glass, arrogantly shouting:

"What do you young pups know about drinking?"

And he would grab his long thick mustache and pull it down to his shoulder while refilling his glass
with the other hand.

Young girls were falling in love. One lordling was performing black magic, with gold coins vanishing
from his hands. And Vrublevsky ordered more wine, the oldest wine they had. Standing up to talk to
his footmen, he suddenly caught sight of Wolf in the orchestra. Something jogged his memory. Vru-
blevsky slipped away from his guests and, with a pale face, he went over to Wolf in the corner:

"Haven't | seen you somewhere before, sir?"

Wolf looked coldly into his eyes:

"I can't say."

"Wasn't it over on the crossroads, by the old crucifix?"

"I can't say."

The orchestra played on. Wolf joined in again with his fiddle. Vrublevsky remained before him,
transfixed. The melody had struck him to the quick, it drew tears from his heart, and he suddenly felt
as if he were standing in front of the orchestra in a coma, with his heart in his hands.

The old aristocrat joined the dancing. He banged the high heels of his red boots, squatted down,
stood up, bowed his head, flung out his hands like a cross, whirled in a wide circle, jigged about, quick-
ly, quickly, banged his boots again, while boastfully clapping his hands and panting like an ox.

The guests were gathering around him, egging him on, admiring his dexterity, making fun of him,
the impoverished landowner, who had to feast at other tables.

Lubomirsky was standing in the circle, holding his loveliest daughter, the youngest. She had a full
figure, and a birthmark on her lips. Lubomirsky's daughter, a decent person, realized she ought to
smile at the old nobleman, but she didn't feel well at all: "Unbelievers!""

The nobleman was dancing more wildly, he was so drunk he didn't know what he was doing, he
dropped his head and flung his arms about like a scarecrow. The guests moved away in annoyance,
they glanced around; the room became too quiet, the guests stopped talking... Someone was standing
at the door, a disheveled, barefoot Christian: Kyril.

He was gawking at the landowners, he couldn't understand what this celebration was all about. Di-
amonds from shapely female ears were glittering at him, gold on hands was scorching him, his breath
was cut off, his eyes were dazzled, he was so exhausted he could barely regain consciousness. Scratch-
ing himself with his long hands, he began to speak in a husky voice:

"Brothers, Jesus has climbed down from the cross, oh my brothers!"

The guests stood there mute. The old aristocrat was already lying on the floor with his head flung
back, but no one even bothered to glance at him. They stood at a distance, head by head, with round
eyes, and there was no air to breathe.

Kyril was talking as though out of a darkened room:
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"I swear by my life, | saw him on a rainy day, he climbed down from the crucifix at the crossroads,
and went out into the world... | swear by my life, brothers..."

And he crossed himself. The guests remained mute. A heavy, cold-blooded lady stared at the bare-
foot intruder. She had been the first to recognize him, and suddenly she burst out laughing:

"Why are you all gaping? That's Kyril, the bathhouse attendant!"

Now the priest, the Protector of God, came to his senses. With a pale face and tight blue lips, he
emerged from the crowd and stomped over to Kyril, and his dry face began showing red spots:

"You, stop profaning God!"

The guests bent toward them. Kyril gave him a sheepish stare, failing to understand what the priest
meant:

"Who, me?"

And the priest hollered out:

"You're profaning God, you bathhouse attendant!"

"Who, me?"

And Kyril suddenly flared up, the breath poured out of his nostrils like smoke from a chimney. He
came to his senses and pointed his finger at the priest:

"You, Father, you're the one who profanes God, you, do you understand!"

The guests burst into a roar and threw themselves at Kyril. Bitterly, he pushed them away with his
bony shoulders. The guests rolled on the ground, they were stunned, they choked one another, and
spat in the old aristocrat's face.

Lubomirsky's young daughter quietly took Kyril aside:

"Kyril, please, go back to your people, they'll kill you here... I'll come too, I'll come to you and your
people..."

Kyril stared at her in fright, and she smiled at him excitedly, instead of weeping. She led him out to
the door, and then all at once she clutched him:

"Come, Kyril, come..."

And the orchestra gave a fearful crash. The musicians ran into the crowd. Wolf tore his bow across
the strings, as he stepped over the heads of the prostrated guests. A shofar blasted darkly. A small
musician with a stiff hat over his ears exerted his last ounce of strength pulling and pushing the long
slide of his trumpet, puffing out his cheeks, and marching with military steps over the guests.

The company dashed out to the carriages.

The whips cracked, the furious horses charged away with their light buggies, over the foggy fields,
flew through the night. The confused guests threw off their clothes, moaned, tore their hair, screamed
for help.

That night, Lubomirsky's daughter disappeared.

An Incantation

And he, who came from the House of David, goes from land to land, from city to city, and wherever
he meets people, he says to them:

"Sons of man, why do you love one another?

"The mountain knows nothing of love.

"The field knows nothing of love."

What Lord Vrublevsky Did to Gimpel

And the dawn broke through, red. The worms got up. The soaked forest was smoking, and patches
of fog were hanging from the branches.
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Gimpel climbed out of the bushes, shaking from the cold, rubbing his drowsy eyes with his fists,
and yawning.

The grass was astir and arustle with creatures. Far, far away, the fresh morning air resounded with
the thudding of axes. They were chopping away at the forest.

Gimpel felt sick at heart. He put his finger to his lips and listened carefully. They were chopping
away at the forest! He took off on a path towards Simkhe, not knowing why he felt so awful.

Breathlessly he ran from path to path, and suddenly, in the dense ness of the forest, he saw Lord
Vrublevsky coming toward him with a feather in his hat, and with his dog trailing him.

Gimpel quickly struck off to the side, but Vrublevsky stopped him:

"What are you doing in the woods?"

"Nothing my lord!"

"What do you mean nothing? "

"Just that, absolutely nothing, my lord."

"Who mangled a wolf in the forest? Was it you?"

"Not me, my lord."

"Who?"

"A cow."

"What?!"

"A cow, my lord!"

Vrublevsky slapped him several times. With his cheeks burning from the blows, Gimpel thought to
himself that the man must be an anti-Semite. He touched his cheeks, lamenting:

"Why did you hit me, my lord? Why should | mangle your wolves! Don't | have better things to do?!"

But the lord was already creeping off into the bushes. Gimpel dashed down the road. He thought
the man was chasing him, and he ran into an enclosure. Plopping down on a tree stump, he wiped the
sweat off on his sleeve, breathed a sigh of relief, and then a keen thought jabbed through his mind. He
took out his pencil stub and a scrap of paper and started jotting down the thought.

A rabbit came leaping wildly out of the bushes, jumped over Gimpel's head, and then the hound
came shooting out of the thickets, and there was Lord Vrublevsky again. Gimpel sprang up as white
as a sheet:

"What are you doing in these woods?"

"Nothing, my lord!" "What do you mean nothing?"

"Just that, absolutely nothing, my lord!"

And Gimpel got two more burning slaps. Not looking around, he sensed that he ought to vanish
on the spot, and he dashed off into the thickets. The hound forgot about the hare and took off after
Gimpel.

Gimpel ran helter-skelter. He wouldn't stop, but the hound ground his teeth into Gimpei's calves
and tore off the legs of his trousers, which had once been dotted with dots and striped with stripes.
But he didn't stop, he ran straight to Simkhe.

He could already make out the hut from far away.

Gimpel reached the door with his last bit of strength and began pounding with his fists:

"Simkhe, help!"

Simkhe Plakhte was sitting inside, very calm. With no loss of composure, he asked:

"What's the matter?"

"Simkhe, the carriages are here!"

The door whipped open, Simkhe dashed out, pale, disheveled, horrified.

"What?! Where are they?!"
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He saw the philosopher with his calves naked, his trousers gone, and his birdlike face full of terror.
Simkhe calmed down again.

"Listen, Simkhe, do you hear?"

From far away, they could hear the dull thudding of the axes. Birds were flying from that direction,
their nests had been destroyed. Simkhe glared toward that area, listened hard, and then exclaimed
furiously:

"Levi the moneylender! May he rot in hell!"

And he trudged back into his shack, locking and bolting the door behind him. Gimpel stood there,
dazed, not knowing where to turn. He cautiously knocked at Simkhe's door:

"Simkhe, can you spare some trousers?"

"Can't you go without pants, you dandy?"

Gimpel stared a while at the door which had been slammed in his face. Then he lost heart, thrust
his hands in his pockets, and started off into the woods. The road was asparkle with dew, and Gimpel
burst into song:

The road merged into the highway. Each blade of grass awoke in the moistness of dawn. Never had
a daybreak moved him so deeply.

He strode proudly along the road, danced a bit, and sang the song of the idler.

At the edge of the woods he ran into the little Lamed-vovnik. The kind little Jew was shouting at
the bushes:

"Come on out, miss, this is the road."

And a young, black-haired girl, with a pack on her shoulders, leaped over the ditch. The Lamed-vo-
vnik stared at her with a bit of drool on his lips, admiring her agility. It was Leah.

Gimpel's passions were aroused. Leah slowly glanced at him and then modestly lowered her eyes
again. He clutched at his pants, felt as if the earth were opening under him, and then he cautiously
walked over to her, from the side, as red as a glowing ember, and introduced himself:

"Dr. Gimpel Abramovich Lionson!"

Leah shook his hand. The jealous Lamed-vovnik ran around to Leah's other side and his eyes bored
into the handshake.

"I must apologize for meeting you in my work clothes, mademoiselle..."

Leah put her arm into the Lamed-vovnik's. The little saint didn't resist, he actually kept time with
the music of her gait. Leah felt terribly good between these two men, she walked calmly, thinking
about Him and smiling. Gimpel was talking:

"But actually, my area of specialization is speculative science. With my philosophical system | have
succeeded in refuting the greatest thinkers in the world. Socrates was a bourgeois, he was unable to
rise beyond social life. Kant, you see, is a learned man —"

"Did you ever talk to him?"

"Who? Kant?"

"No, the man who lives in the mill."

"You mean Benye? He's quite backward, even though he does possess a certain intuition in regard
to universal understanding." Gimpel looked around at the sides of the forest, he had to run off into a
corner for a while, it was vital and crucial. He apologized and dashed into the thickets. It was already
noon... Returning into the depths of the forest, he felt a terror, and wanted to run back out, but it
was too late. Behind a tree, he caught sight of Vrublevsky with a feather in his hat and a rifle over his
shoulder, and cold as ice. Gimpel lost his voice:

"What are you doing in these woods?"

Gimpel was speechless.

"Why don't you answer?"

121



Upuwckuin mopepHuam B Belimapckom bepnuHe

Gimpel was speechless.

"Who mangled a wolf in these woods?"

Gimpel was speechless.

"Was it you, you wanderer?"

Gimpel was speechless.

"Who?"

Gimpel was speechless.

"Speak up!"

In the darkness of the thicket, sparks of phosphorus came flaring from hand to cheek. Gimpel real-
ized there was no way of dealing with Vrublevsky, and another fear caught hold of him, an unknown
fear, interwoven with the earth and the stars. The tip of his skull and the point of his nose began freez-
ing. Suddenly he burst into a run, screamed in terror, and leaped from bush to bush. He ran around
the squire in a circle and stretched out his hands to him.

The Ten Sefirot

Now, know that the myriad crystal worlds in the mystery of the ten sefirot overflow into one ano-
ther, an orbit into an orbit, like waters.

And the light that overflows from one world to the other echoes for trillions upon trillions of leagues.

Now, know that no human being ever born knows his road or the worlds through which he shall go
in and through which he shall go out.

Trillions upon trillions of radiant leagues in length and in height, and a black, thin man is crawling
along them.

He climbs up the dazzling walls from one world to the next, strains his big ears, opens up his eyes,
and scans the various resounding waters to find out who is listening. No one, no one is listening to
him, no one is listening.

Now, know that there is no one in the great world, no God, and no devil, no kith, no kin, no redeemer.

The crystal worlds are shining, sparkling for millions of leagues upon leagues, and the thin black
man knocks on a dazzling wall, puts his ear against it, and listens: And the loud enormous distances
respond with an emptiness, a splendid void.

And know that this is the secret of Infinity.

Leah Comes to Him, and He Also Claims that Gimpel is Right

The little Lamed-vovnik was standing by Benye's house, showing Leah the work she was supposed
to do. The daylight was waning.

Leah was pale, more pale than ever. She listened to the sounds of the countryside, looked about in
amazement, her heart racing. The Lamed-vovnik was comforting her, but Leah paid no attention, she
wanted to wait and see: Should she enter the house tomorrow, or should she keep out of it altoge-
ther? The Lamed-vovnik explained that Benye was one of our people, Benye would welcome her with
open arms, she could count on it, and he pinched her arm, the old lecher!

"You sly thing!"

The Lamed-vovnik had been accepted by the saints only because of his great meekness, although
he had committed a good many sins with women. He scurried around Leah like a rooster. Leah finally
got up enough courage to enter the house. She walked over to the door with her pack on her shoul-
ders, carefully raised the bolt, and then turned her face once again to the Lamed-vovnik. He waved
his hand:

"Go on in, silly, c'mon!"
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Leah entered the porch. It smelled of rotten sacks and tatters. In the darkness, she could make out
old, unnailed wheels up on the rafters, and a bagpipe on the wall. She saw the door leading into the
house and went over to it with soft, gentle steps, not daring to raise the bolt. She remained standing
at the entrance.

All at once, she opened the door wide. The house was pitch dark. The oven had gotten larger in the
course of time, it filled half the room. She looked for Him in the darkness...

Benye was sitting on a log in the corner, he had been wringing his hands and now they were clenched
together in his lap, his heavy head and tangled beard were drooping on his open, dirty chest. He was in
mourning. His thick lips kept closing, parting, closing, like the mouth of a fish, and single words came
rolling out, clumsy, mossy, like stones:

"I'm going to the earth... Gimpel is right... There is no God..."

Leah clutched at the wall. Her knees began shaking, and the whole room turned upside-down.
Burning dots flashed before her eyes, her head became heavy and fell to one side, she could barely sit
down on the bench against the wall.

Patches of darkness were weaving before her eyes, intertwined with bright spots, and her heart
was gnawed by bitterness and despair. She wanted to say something, but couldn't:

"Give me some water!"

Benye heard a voice asking for water, he got on his feet, trudged over to the wooden bucket stan-
ding by the oven, barely heaved it up, and lugged it over to Leah.

He stood in front of her for a while, holding the bucket. She raised her hand lifelessly and stuck it
into the water, opened her eyes, but they closed again, her head fell even deeper on her breast.

Benye stood and waited, he saw she wasn't drinking, so he carefully took her hand out of the pail,
and brought the water to her face.

He whistled heartily as though giving water to a horse, he wanted to talk her into drinking. Leah
turned her face to the water, drank, and felt a sense of relief...

The Lamed-vovnik was moving past the windows, surprised that the welcome was taking so long.
He was already suspecting Benye of a sinful act. He raised himself up to the window and peeked
through the glass, but it was dark inside. He slowly clambered up on the mound of earth surrounding
the house, pressed his face against the window, covered himself with his hand — he couldn't see a
thing. His heart hammering, he climbed back down with the intention of going in, but then he heard a
running from far away. It was Gimpel whizzing through the night, his naked calves shining in the dark,
he ran up to the Lamed-vovnik, panting:

"Where is she?"

But the Lamed-vovnik played the fool:

"Who?"

"You oaf! I'm asking you: Where is the young lady?"

"Oh, the girl. She's inside, with Benye."

Gimpel wiped his sweat off on his sleeve. He didn't want to have anything to do with the Lamed-vo-
vnik. He halted at the corner of the house, crossed one leg over the other, and whistled a tune. The
Lamed-vovnik looked at him suspiciously. Gimpel suddenly remembered something, he pulled out a
pouch of tobacco, poured some into a slip of paper, rolled it up, and smoked a cigarette. He held one
hand in his pocket, and smoked with the other, smoothed back his hair, and serenely blew the smoke
into the air.

The Lamed-vovnik held his beard, and stood there silently looking at Gimpel, and looking. All at
once he got up on his tiptoes and blurted right into Gimpel's face:

"That is pride, nothing more!"
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Gimpel put the cigarette in his mouth, turned his back to the Lamed-vovnik with his hands behind
him, and casually strolled past the house.

But then the door opened, Leah stepped out as white as snow, holding on to the doorposts, and
Benye came after her with the pail in his hand. Gimpel's heart froze at the sight of the wan girl. He
stared at her, and sudden tears poured out of his eyes, he couldn't hold them back. He ran over to her
and threw himself on the ground:

"Darling, | love you!"

And he hugged her feet and kissed her black shoes, he wept and twisted on the grass like a long,
thin worm. Leah mechanically stepped back to the wall and burst out crying, her whole small body
was trembling, and suddenly everything turned radiant before her eyes.

An Incantation

And he, the Son of David, comes to a city that is being built. He sees the masons on the scaffolds,
the bricklayers at work, the carpenters in the windows, and he is overcome with a deep joy, and he
says:

"Look, work comes out of men as a web comes out of a spider.

"Look, the water is working in the mountains for the sake of work."

Perhaps Simkhe Is Also a Saint

Simkhe was spread out like a piece of cloth in the autumn field, he was silent and bitter. Somewhere
people were eating the harvested rye, and here the pieces of straw were withering. The earth was
lying there deceived and forsaken, like a woman who had been promised things and then cast aside.

The brown gold of autumn was grieving, and the trees that were barely surviving, and the wet bony
rocks in the ditches.

Simkhe threw himself upon the earth like a mourner, he clenched his hand into the soil, pressed his
face and body into the ground, and wept bitterly for the vanished life of the earth.

The foggy countryside was grieving, and so were the rows of storks flying overhead through the
bluish wetness of the rains.

He could hear one branch after another dying, the millions of grass haulms languishing, and once
they had so silently been woven into the large brown body of the earth.

Simkhe was lying on a corpse — the earth was exhaling her final motherly pang, and she came out
to Simkhe in her warm grief.

Simkhe slowly got to his feet. A melancholy was gnawing at his bones. With his large body bowing,
he walked around, raking up the fallen yellow leaves.

He gathered together a heap of leaves in the middle of the field, like a huge hill, the fog embraced,
crushed, and extinguished the melting glow of the living body.

Simkhe sat down on the heap of leaves, took out his clay pipe, and blew out curls of smoke that
enveloped him like a cloud.

The thudding of axes echoed through the smokey blue forest.

Fresh logs were visible through the thin fog at the edge of the forest, fresh wood, with its bark
stripped off. A few enormous boughs with clumps of needles on them had been flung around the
wood, like limbs that have not been buried with the rest of the body.

Simkhe was sitting in his fur, which was wet with dew, he was squinting through the smoke into the
distances which had faded in the fog.

A shout came from nearby in the forest. Leah ran out of the trees, exhausted, with her hair flying,
she was screaming for help, and Lord Vrublevsky and his hound were raging after her.
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Leah dashed over to Simkhe in the field and collapsed, the squire managed to grab her hair with a
shriek of lust, clutched her in his arms and showered her breasts with kisses.

Simkhe quietly climbed down from the heap of leaves, his eyes filled with blood, he slowly moved
towards Vrublevsky.

He lifted one foot heavily and then put it down again heavily. The field bent beneath his tread.

Vrublevsky didn't notice him, he was bending over Leah, crushing her against his body, swaying,
with his lips on her throat.

Simkhe trudged over, grabbed Vrublevsky and lifted him high in the air while his foot pressed the
dog's head to the ground. Leah was lying on the earth, stretching her hands out to protect herself.
Terror-stricken, she looked at Simkhe, who was growing broader, bigger, with his solid, bony chest
swelling, and she looked at the green nobleman whom Simkhe was hoisting aloft.

"God, pour out Thy wrath on the Gentiles!..."

And then he flung him across the autumnal fields, hurled him with all his strength across the mead-
ows and woods up into the sky. His thin legs struggling to catch hold of something, he swam like a fish
through the fog, not knowing where, perhaps to the jagged and gloomy Mountains of Darkness. The
dog shot off, whining, after his master, who was plunging and whizzing like an arrow, and the poor
animal clutched his tail between his legs.

Levi Patashnik Looks for His Daughter

And in the middle of the night, Levi Patashnik began smashing the objects in his home, he knocked
out the windowpanes, splintered the mirrors, tore down the drapes and the pictures.

He scurried around the rooms, half-naked, calling for Leah, peering under the beds and in the clo-
sets. But no one answered.

The tufts of yellow brown hair were bristling around his bald pate like prickly straw, and his eyes
were shaking madly in their sockets.

From under a bed, he took out a sack which, as it turned out, had been prepared long ago. He slung
it around his neck and ran over to the open cabinet, and his hot hands raked all the gold into the bag.
But he couldn't rest, he rubbed his head, his short beard, and ran from corner to corner.

Suddenly, beneath a bed, he saw one of Leah's shoes, grabbed it, and then dropped it, as though
it were a piece of white-hot iron, into the bag. Whimpering like a beaten dog, he stood up and made
for the door.

Outside, there was a terrible darkness, a few scant windows were shining yellow under a roof
somewhere...

Levi passed through the streets, weeping, screaming, flailing his arms, clenching his fists at hea-
ven...

But no one heard him. Clouds lay on the sky, like lichen in old forests.

Levi rambled through the autumnal fields, shaking, his bare feet treading in clay, he wandered from
the roads to the isolated meadows.

The silent villages were sprawling over the dewy plains, they were so quiet, as if covered with moss.

They were indifferent to the wanderer.

He came into the villages, poked around the courtyards, looked into the stables, and tearfully
knocked on the walls of the peasant huts.

"Have you seen, have you heard, anything of my daughter Leah?"

No one had seen, no one had heard, anything of Levi Patashnik's daughter Leah.

Frightened sheep bleated in the folds.

The ignorant peasants sleepily crawled back into bed with their wives.
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A pointed moon slipped out from the clouds, it had eyes, and beams of light rained down on the
sides of the roads.

Levi trudged across the fields, munching and gnawing the silvery silence of the night... Somewhere
far, far away, in a dale, a dog was howling long and sorrowfully.

No other soul was awake. Levi climbed down into the valley to find this one living creature.

A long female dog was standing there, weeping her yearning for her master, who had been hurled
away, she didn't care about Levi although she knew the secret of his wanderings.

Somewhere in the moonlit night, her green master was plunging headfirst, plunging like an arrow,
and no one could help him.

Levi stood crouching near her, with the bag of gold around his neck, staring at the bony ribs of the
dog, while tears came gushing into his eyes.

And all at once — Levi turned to the moon with bulging eyes and began whining in the night, even
louder than the grimy dog.

A Light World, Nearly Like a Dream or
Gimpel Talks in Rhymes but Means Something Else

It was snowing, a dense, warm snow, at the end of autumn, reviving the countryside. Simkhe's
shack once again received a thick white cover, which gave it a festive air, and the white forest all
around it bore the bright, noble yoke joyously.

Simkhe, Leah, and Gimpel the philosopher were sitting inside the shack.

The snow had a healing effect on their lives, it opened many new eyes inside them, and they
watched as the world became transfigured, transparent, and its clear, quiet heart was open and would
tremble at the slightest rustle of a branch... white joy... white, sad joy...

Simkhe lay on the broad bench by the window, leaning on his elbows and staring into the festive
room, not thinking, but dreaming with his body, and warmly inhaling the breath of the cool golden
air seeping in through the windows. Leah was sitting next to him on the same bench, her bright clear
eyes staring into the woods, as she talked to Simkhe. He comforted her, assured her that the Messiah
shouldn't be handsome, and that Benye might well light up in his last hour, his hide would slough off
and he would appear to her fresh and young again.

Gimpel shook the pouch of tobacco over the table, snorted, and rolled a cigarette. He spoke word-
lessly, joyously, warm thoughts came from deep inside him, drifted through him like mists, talked silent-
ly in his limbs, as light with light. He fixed his moist eyes on Leah, and a white joy lamented within him:

"I, Gimpel, need no language; |, Gimpel, can get along without language."

And Simkhe lay comfortably on the oaken bench with his beard spread out on his chest, he was
gazing at the philosopher, who was sad because of the sweet dazzlement beyond the windows.

He sat opposite Simkhe, transparent, looking as if he might shatter into pieces at a single touch,
tinkling gently and blending into the airy world around him.

Gimpel smoked the cigarette, put his hand in his pocket, stretched out his legs, and, staring at Leah,
he began speaking in rhymes:

"Smoking this cigarette of mine,

"I quietly sit here and | feel so fine, so fine..."

Simkhe said to him comfortably:

"If you feel fine, then | feel dandy."

And Leah, peering through the window, folded her arms and cupped her elbows in her hands. She
didn't turn toward Gimpel though she did listen and clearly understood his dismal intention.

Gimpel had never been so pale and radiant, even if he cracked jokes and kept up the pretense of
speaking in rhymes:
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The above necessity

To wit, that accumulation brings noninfinity
Will someday be decorated by a man like me
With a bald pate for all to see,

With eyes — bags

And legs like crags,

And will bring me to the Almighty

— A person like me, who's very flighty."

"Fine, Gimpel, fine. You're a very flighty person."

But Gimpel didn't answer, he didn't feel like scolding him. He wasn't dealing with Simkhe. He was
sitting and, in his way, longing for Leah. He explained to the mistress of his soul that the two of behind
his back, he lifted his whiskers up to the tall guest and the world:

God is God! — A twofold substance,
In infinity,

A female possibility,

Dynamic and static,

An inference,

A birth pang and a song and dance.

He twirled the cigarette. His long fingers dangled on the table. He looked at the soft profile of the
mistress of his soul, who was even paler and more quiet because of the snow outside. Suddenly he felt
a slow twinge under his heart a tearful twinge. Very nobly, and with utmost devotion, he asked her,
using her Russian name: "Liza Leonovna, why are you silent?"

She turned to him with a doleful smile:

“I'm not silent at all."

And Simkhe stretched out on the bed and replied:

"Because you do enough talking for everyone else, Gimpel." "What a day," said Gimpel, "it's a tran-
scendental day, it is."

And Leah was silent.

"A snow, a springtime snow?"

"Yes."

And the thing he had wanted to convey was uttered past the words. Actually, he had already ex-
pressed it, and now he fell into a sudden gloom. He stood up from the bench and started walking
around, he felt as if he were a little too big, a little too present in this world. He stopped at the wall,
touched the plaster (Simkhe's work), meditated, and then began talking to himself in rhymes again:

A person like me who's very flighty.
A voice in the chasms began to call:
What is his name?

What is his name?

| don't recall.

A lazy fellow, oh God, an indolent...

Poor Gimpel felt hemmed in by the world, even though this day was lighter than crystal. He was
permeated with the yearning snow. His mind turned white, and tender as if prepared for the softest
sorrows around him. Then all at once, he couldn't bear it anymore, tears came gushing out of his eyes,
he burst into a bitter weeping, on and on. With bated breath, he shrieked:

"Will the Messiah come, or not?"
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"The Messiah!!"

He ran over to Simkhe, fell on top of him, and started hitting

him with his skinny little hands, writhed against his chest, lamented,

and tore the poor man's clothes:

"Make the Messiah come! Make Him come!"

Gimpel wept, Leah trembled and buried her face in her hands, she held her breath and froze. She
could see Benye before her eyes and smell his putrid smell, and now she remembered his chest which
looked like the mangy hide of a carcass. Simkhe sat on the bed, took Gimpel in his arms, and began
speaking softly, as though not to him:

"Why are you bawling, you poor devil?"

Simkhe was somewhat affected by what had happened, gingerly she started, turned to him, and
fell wordlessly upon his breast.

Simkhe softly caressed her hair, he was still holding Gimpel, and he said to them:

"My goodness, you're still children, little children!"

He gazed through the white window, far, far away... Among the soft, snowy trees in the woods,
Lubomirsky's daughter was wandering about, looking for the road. She clasped herself, shivering with
cold, in her summer clothing, which she had been wearing at the family celebration in Vrublevsky's
palace.

They Work Upon Benye

The Lamed-vovniks assembled by Benye's home in the morning cold. The mill, already looking like
a mountain of garbage, was covered with frost. The Lamed-vovniks were sitting with frozen beards on
the logs by the roadside, some of them clustered in groups, mournfully talking to one another.

He touched Leah, who was sitting with her back to him. Suddenly Princess Lubomirksy was stan-
ding on the road, not far from the mill, trembling with cold; she was peering at the windows. The
Lamed-vovniks had often seen her around the mill, wondering what she was doing there. None of
them spoke about her, though all of them had noticed her.

It was late autumn, the cold crept under the fur coats, noses were freezing, and red, swollen hands
cracked and dangled like alien things.

The village tailor was sitting on the seat of earth around the house, he had a sack of potatoes on his
shoulder. Jews were standing around him, trying to get him to say something, but he merely gazed at
them, sick and feeble, and kept silent. Wolf and the angry guest had gone into Benye's home at dawn,
they had argued with him, trying to tell him about redemption. The Lamed-vovniks kept waiting out-
side, but no one asked them in, no understanding was reached.

Simkhe and Leah appeared on the road, silently walking towards Benye's home. Leah was afraid
of Benye. She hated him, but she had to obey Simkhe and come along. The Lamed-vovniks were be-
coming uneasy, they paced around the house warmed their hands under their armpits, there was no
end to the waiting. The silent ones were annoyed, but the talkative ones were hoping: If only it would
end!

The tall guest, who looked like a beanpole, was standing in front of Kyril, counting off on his fingers
the delicacies in store for them on the table of the Messiah:

"Winey apples, pears, paprika, white bread, smoked herring, sausages..."

And the little Lamed-vovnik was standing there with his hands behind his back, he lifted his whisk-
ers up to the tall guest and beamed with ease and joy:

"And we'll drink, won't we, raisin wine or even cyprus wine.

Meanwhile, the tall guest, lost in thought, wandered off somewhere else, meditating, walking
about among the silent Lamed- vovniks. One had been a great Cabbalist, knowing the secret of the
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seven shepherds, but in his old age he had become senile. People would think he wanted to tell them
something and they lent him an ear, but all he did was to fill it up with nasal ramblings, and nothing
more. The silent ones were sitting on a log, like oxen, with broad necks, big, sheeplike eyes, not utter-
ing a word.

The eldest guest came out on the threshold and stood there for a while, thinking, wavering. He fi-
nally motioned them to enter the house. The Lamed-vovniks streamed over to the door, each one try-
ing to get in first, a pushing, shoving mob. The tall guest remembered something, he peered around,
looking for Kyril in the stampede. He could just barely make him out, and with all his strength he el-
bowed his way over to him and said:

"Yes, and ice cream too!"

The crowd burst into the room and climbed up on the benches, and windowsills, blocking out the
little light that came in through the panes. Benye sat on a log in the corner, wringing his hands on his
knees and not even looking about. The Lamed-vovniks thronged around him with bulging eyes, the
shorter men standing on tiptoe, and everyone shoving noisily.

Wolf waited until they quieted down.

The seven silent ones went out first, the men who had understood the world, like mossy stones in
ditches, who had not tasted of death or life, and knew the secret of creation with their oxlike shoulders.

Wolf distributed them around the room, he and the angry guest slowly walked over to Benye, plac-
ing themselves on either side of him like the men who lead a groom to a wedding canopy.

A hush fell, and it was so quiet you could hear the woodwork creak.

Benye was sitting with his head drooping, he was staring at his dirty toes and didn't see anyone, as
though he were already dead. Wolf began talking in a loud voice:

"Benye, son of Blume!"

Benye didn't answer.

"Benye, son of Shloyme. Because of the great torment of our life on earth, we hereby declare you
to be the Messiah of the House of Ephraim!"

Benye didn't answer.

"Benye son of Blume, tell us what you want."

With difficulty, Benye lifted his head, his open mouth was charred, he could barely reply:

"I want to die!"

The Lamed-vovniks turned around with a sigh, a few began crying, for all of them suddenly felt that
death was better than life, and that there was nothing left to lose anyway. But Wolf raised himself over
everyone else and kindled like a flame, his face radiated, lighting up the others:

"Benye, listen, | want us to be redeemed, | want us to rip off the

hide of the living world! Benye, listen, | want us to break through to God! Do you hear!"

But Benye didn't answer.

Gimpel Gives a Sermon on the Mount and Then Goes to Sleep

It was a hot, blood-red evening, crimson mountains floated out from the other side of the world
and loomed on the fields, and the sky burnt over them like blazing copper. The gory sunset stormily
flooded the countryside, the old forest was flaming in its blueness, spurting fire and darkness.

Gimpel Zaskevitser, dunked in the evening redness, was climbing the loamy mountain behind the
mill, he lifted his arms to the blazing landscape and spoke to the four corners of the world:

"Why shouldn't | use reason? If it were a bird, | would prepare it for dinner; if it were a necktie, |
would wear it to attract girls.

"My body works day and night to comprehend the world — reason interferes with me and my work.

"Oh God! Irrationality can understand irrationality.
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"Just look, the earth is alive, the earth thinks and works, and there is no divinity in it-and no ra-
tionality.

"What is life, God?—| want to comprehend my own area in the world.

"Here am |, Gimpel, all alone in the field. My power of conception soars over the plains and valleys,
but — it never lets my body know the secret of the world.

"Oh God! | want to throw my reason out the window!"

And he came down the mountain with his head flung back, the way a general gets down from a
horse after a war.

He walked down to the road, looking for a soft ditch to lie in and sleep. He felt around in the holes,
hoping that Leah would come to him in his sleep.

Somewhere, in a mossy hole, he snuggled up with his head on his hand, and went to sleep. The
moon shone on his back, warming him, the green light soaked through his clothes and lapped at his
body like a sweet water.

He smiled in his sleep.

Someone softly touched his shoulder, telling him to stand up. He got to his feet, holding out his
arms, and walked off across the silvery misty fields.

The moon was driving him.

He walked lightly, almost on tiptoe, whispering soft words, with his eyes closed, yet he saw the
white landscape clearly before him, the splotches of the trees and villages in the valleys.

Leah didn't come to him, so he went off in his sleep to scour the world. The drops of light fell heavi-
ly upon him, like drops of rain, and coursed over his body, and he felt as if he were walking across a
riverbed.

Suddenly he halted, there was a shoe lying in the road.

Gimpel bent over, keeping his head toward the moon, he took hold of the shoe and pressed it to
his heart. It was clear to him that the shoe belonged to Leah, she had worn it once, he could feel the
breath of Leah's body in it.

The road stretched on between shiny poplars.

Gimpel walked along with the shoe at his heart, his eyes were closed, and he was smiling at the
moon, he felt as if he were walking over the heads of people. No one knew about him, but he didn't
need anyone. He went out on the highest lunar fields, eyeless, and the earth bent out beneath him,
writhing, like a big river in the moonlight.

In the stillness, he could make out voices from the trees, the earth, the singing of heaven and the
ultimate secret of the world.

He raised his head; over him, someone was standing among the clouds, a long, green shape:

"What are you doing here?"

"Nothing."

"What do you mean nothing?"

"Absolutely nothing, Gimpel, just that."

Lord Vrublevsky was still floating over the world, and now — the roads were swaying, there was no
earth underfoot — a dream, a dream.

And the world was transformed for him into moonlight, the field was white smoke, Leah a foggy
sound emerging from him, from infinity, and Gimpel didn't exist at all.

The Trek of the Lamed-Vovniks

And then came the night of the annual Jewish Day of Judgment. Clouds from the farthest ends of
the world gathered overhead, brown and blazing. A thick, crooked rain lashed into the faces; and it
was so dark they couldn't see their own hands.
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At the mill, the Lamed-vovniks got into line, with Benye in front, he had no hat on, his hair was
soaked and snarled, and behind him stood the seven silent men of Zhamut. The Lamed-vovniks were
holding one another. Gimpel, half-naked, was also wandering among them.

The wind bent the trees over, tearing their boughs aloft, it ripped the furs and swept the coats up
over the men's heads, and the air was so thin they could hardly breathe.

Simkhe Plakhte and Leah went to the end of the row, with the cow behind them. But no one no-
ticed that Princess Lubomirsky had slipped in among the Lamed-vovniks. She walked through the
crowd, wringing her hands, crossing herself, and praying to God in her language.

The road led across loamy fields. Dense fogs emerged from the darkness and drifted over the land-
scape like enormous rags. The travelers would put down a foot, not knowing where. Water came
pouring down the mountains, and the jutting ridges were freezing. The winds tore into the clouds,
scattering dark shreds over the fields and pouring torrentially on the Lamed-vovniks. The cow, who
didn't have a hair left on her skin, kept lying down, she could barely keep up with the trekers. The land
became deeper and darker, each Lamed-vovnik was absorbed in himself, staring mutely into his own
darkness, praying to God for mercy:

God, God, have mercy on the boot tree,

On the tiny hammer,

On the needle and on the scissors.

Have mercy on our tiny little souls,

A patchwork of torment and tatters,

On our children, who want cake.

On our wives, who do not lust but have too many babies.
On our daughters whose blood has dried.

Have mercy on those who lie behind the ovens,
On the putrid,

On those with ruptures,

On those who go begging.

Have mercy on the broken-down horses,

On the traveling draymen,

On the hatters and the tailors...

God. God!

And the air was so thin they could scarcely breathe. They sighed in their misery, only the silent ones
held out their gravel faces and peered into the darkness with their calflike eyes. The little Lamed- vo-
vnik trudged along, with his coat folded up on his head, he was wringing his hands and weeping.

They came into the forest. The trees were tearing at their roots, a suffocating steam came up from
the ground and weighed on backs like a yoke. Simkhe's shack was lying on its side, the furnishings
were smashed and scattered. Simkhe didn't halt, he hollered into the weeping of the wind:

"I'll build it again!"

No one heard him. The wind was whining overhead, through the treetops, it struck against the
chests of the men and tugged on their beards. Its lament sounded like a human voice. The Lamed-vo-
vniks opened their mouths; somewhere, deep in a ditch, a man was screaming, wailing from the
earth, like an old branch. Wolf trudged over to the roadside and screamed into the darkness with all
his strength:

"You, who are you, you accursed man, come with us!"
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A man came crawling out of the ditch on all fours, with a bag around his neck. Leah shuddered, nes-
tled against Simkhe. In the darkness, no one could discern what the man looked like. The wind flung
him among the Lamed-vovniks, he merged into the crowd and remained silent.

And in the town, the Jews came trudging out of the houses, whole families, tattered men, women
wrapped in shawls, disheveled children. Out came the lame, the blind, the consumptive with swollen
bellies, the ruptured with empty eyesockets, asthmatic men in rags, men in sacks.

They gathered in the crooked marketplaces, along the sides of the streets, head to head, nestled
together, and the clammy rain lashed into the faces and poured over the bodies. The houses, ram-
shackle with age, were about to collapse, they cracked and leaned on one another, and on the low
rooftop sat the god...

An Incantation

And the Jews came out to him from the synagogues, the priests from the churches, the yeshivah
students, the women. They gathered around him, they kissed the tails of his coat.

"Messiah, what have you come to add to the Torah?"

And he replied:

"I have not come to you to add anything to the Torah, | have come to take back the Torah."

"Gimpel, do human beings exist?"

"No, human beings do not exist."

"What does exist?"

"There exists a body without eyes, a mouth that does not speak, and a heart that does not beat."

"But Gimpel, we believe that the body sees, the mouth speaks, and the heart beats."

"Because, Leah, our shapes are reflected in streams, because waters speak and trees bloom."

"Tell me, Gimpel, what does a tree dream about?"

"Leah, | am a tree and | dream about you."

Help, Lord of Heaven, Help

And the Lamed-vovniks arrived in the town. The wind banged them along like hammers, it wouldn't
let them go back. The seven silent men trudged and trudged, bowed over as though they were carry-
ing the world on their backs.

The houses moved closer to the marketplace.

Benye trudged at the head of his crowd, trembling, his hands dragging over the mud. The mouths
were full of rushing wind, the eyes sealed with cloudiness, and the tongues parched.

The marketplace stirred with the clatter of crutches — the cripples were trying to walk without
them, the blind men were yelling to their wives that they could see. Women were holding their bellies,
perhaps they had become pregnant. Dying men were being carried out on their beds, and the barren
women came dancing out, waving mannish hands toward the Messiah, jigging with long, dry bodies
like withered trees, lowering their heads in shame, and the wind accompanied them on the roof shin-
gles. The Lamed-vovniks entered the marketplace. Benye thumped his broad, bare feet over the miry
pavement, he saw the courage in the eyes, and he crooned his last prayer to God:

The prayer of a poor man, who was hidden,
And he poured out his heart to God...

There was someone walking next to him, the dark man who had sat on Mars. He looked at him cold
and taciturn. From time to time, Benye turned to the man, waiting for him to say something, but the
man showed him that he had no tongue and he continued to follow him. The women saw Benye from
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afar; screaming, they flung themselves toward him with flying hair; the men stretched out in the mud
before him; the cripples and the asthmatic came leaping toward him, the dying held out their arms to
him; and the blind, in tears, broke into a run toward the other side of the marketplace, not knowing
where he, the Messiah, could be, they stopped at the pump, dropped to the ground, and began weep-
ing to it and holding out their blind hands to it. And Benye was trudging somewhere else, there were
men lying at his feet, kissing the ground he stepped upon:

"Messiah, step on us!"

"Messiah, touch my womb, | have no children!"

"Messiah, take the hump off my back!"

"Messiah, | have no erotic desires!"

And he, the Messiah, walked over the heads of the men, over the drooping breasts of the women,
letting them kiss his feet. The Lamed-vovniks, mute and bitter, followed him, scanning the marketplace
with their calflike eyes, choking, and suddenly they screamed:

"Help, Lord of heaven, help!"

Benye was struck deaf, he turned around to the Lamed-vovniks, saw them lifting their hands to the
sky, their faces looking up toward God. Benye heard the weeping and shouting in the marketplace, he
was terrified. And suddenly he felt the torment of all these people, tears poured out of his eyes. He
lifted up the first woman lying at his feet and kissed her bare breasts, he healed the lame, he stroked
the heads of the scabby, he comforted the despairing:

"Die, my poor things, die!"

And the blind came running, with holes under their eyebrows, a foam gushing from their mouths,
they fell upon him, threw him down, gouged the eyes out of his face:

"Messiah, we were praying to the pump!"

Benye lay on the ground with bloody eyes, he no longer felt the people. He saw the great begin-
ning, which was nothing, like the time he and the cow had come to the edge of the world, and a great
joy overtook him, his soul was leaving him, it was being redeemed. The cripples attacked him with
their crutches, tore his legs from their joints, the hunchbacks jabbed him in the back, felt him to see
whether he had at least a tiny hump.

And the Lamed-vovniks prayed to God. Simkhe and Leah stood over Benye; in the darkness, they
couldn't see what was happening to him, but both of them sensed that he was nearing his end. Leah
tore out of Simkhe's arms. She felt all her hatred for Benye, he had deceived her. With her hands out-
stretched, she dashed across the marketplace, weeping; she wrung her hands and veiled at the Jews:

"Kill him! Kill him!"

And mobs of men and women ran over to where Benye was lying. The old crones threw rags at him,
they kicked him into the mud, the men beat him with sticks, they threw stones at him, struck him with
hearth broomes, rollingpins, paving stones.

"He deceived us, oh God, he deceived us!"

And Benye lay there, tattered in the mud. His soul left him, and all at once he became as big and as
strong as the earth, his limbs joined together with his body, they grew out for miles, permeated with
the icy soul of the world. He was lying in the town, in the fields, seeing with other eyes, lying, hear-
ing differently, amazed at the greatness of God. The Jews were crawling about on the earth, kicking
him, pouring out the anger of their despairing lives upon him. The rain was plunging in torrents, the
houses were cracking, collapsing in the storm, and the men, women, and children were ly- ing in the
mud, weeping, cursing their lives. Suddenly, Simkhe Plakhte rose up above the Jews, he struggled over
them, like a bright flame from a living sun, and a choking scream boomed across the town:

"Worms!"
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Simke trod over the Jews with gigantic paces; in the darkness, his huge body shone with a quiet
light. He trod away over the houses, huge, fearful, and solid, and returned to his shack. Now, the poor
cow was standing by Benye, hanging her head, with Kyril sitting next to her, his arms around his knees,
rocking back and forth, lamenting the death of the Messiah. Out of the night came Lubomirsky's
daughter, white and terrified. She fell upon Benye, kissed his bloody face, held him in her arms, and
wept over him, wept over him...

The Prayer

The prayer of a poor man who was hidden,

And he poured out his heart to God,

Why are we so tortured, God!

Wherever | am, | am too much present,

And wherever | go, | take along the smell of the darkness.
| envy the bird, who is better than we are,

And the clay, which is better off than anything else.

What shall | do with my useless hand,

And with my useless heart?
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