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OKOHYCH IIKBaJIOM aIllJIOAMCMEHTOB HEIIOHATHO KOMY U HECTIOHATHO

3a4cCM.




B MUDE.

U BOT mocneaHNi KOCSIK UAYIINX HA CMEPTh MEPECTYIIII
nopor. [Ipodeccop HEKOTOPHIX CTYIEHTOB BUAEI Yy Th JIM HE BIIEPBHIE.
OHo U sy4Iie, 3TH X0Ts OBl He pa3apaxaroT. «l ocrona, mpoxoauTe,
MIPOIITY BAIllA TyOYCHI, IIOKAKUTE YePTSKH. XOTs, HeT. BoT BHI,
MOoXKaTy#cTa, MPOCTO OTKPONTE KPBIMIKY, HalTe crofa TyOyc. Xopomruit
TyOyC, TaBaiiTe-Ka IOCMOTPUM, HE BBIM/IET JIK U3 HETO XOPOIICH
no30pHOM TpyOBI. UTo-TO TYyT TeMHO y Bac, B TyOyce-to. {715t TpyOBI
He croguTcs. A uepTex, Bpoe, Huuero. Uersepka Bam coitner? Bot u
cnaBHo. [IpucaxuBaiiTech K OCTAIBHBIM, OEpUTE KapaHAAIIMK U JIHCT,
MEPEPUCOBBIBANTE KAPTUHOYKH C JOCKH. A BbI, TOCIIO/Ia, KJIAAUTE Ha
nont yeptexku. Tak. Tenepps Tomuute. Xopomo-xopouio. Bot Ber
OTIIMYHO TOMYUTE, 1 Bam "ueTBepKy moctasiio. A Bel yx 4T0-TO cOBCeM
JieHuBBl, BaM TosbKO TpoiiKy, n3BuHuUTE. JlocratouHo. bepem
KapaHJallK U JUCTOYEK, CAAUMCs 3a IapTy, PUCYEM.

Becs kypc cTaparenbHO nepepucoBbiBal gury. Be€, kak Ha
Jnocke. Kak Tonbko KTo-To IpUHOCHI CBOIO ury npodeccopy Ha
MPOBEPKY, KAXKBIM pa3 HaXOAWJICS HOBbII HegoueT. ['ope-cTy1eHThI
OJIMH 33 OJHUM OTIIPaBIUIUChHA «IIEpepucoBKY». HekoTopsle cuaenu
yxe OaThiid yac. KTo-To 4uyTh 11 HE CO ce3aMu Ha Tiia3ax MOJIUI O
MOIAJIE ¥ IPOCUI OTIYCTUTD, IPU3bIBAs K MIPENOIABATEILCKOMY
Musocepauto. «Ho Bl ke cTOIBKO BpeMEHH CIKOHOMMIIN, HE TIOoceIas
MOH JIEKIUH, OyIpTe TOOPHI, MPUCIIbTE, MOTPAThTE HA CTApUKa
HEMHOTI'O CBOETO APAarolleHHOIO0 BPEMEHI».

IIpouwno eme nBa yaca. Haposa Havasl CUJIbHO HEPBHUYAT.
«Cnaem paborsl. Tak. Cnaem 3auetku. Tak. Cunum nokay. [Ipodeccop
YTO-TO YEpKaJl Ha JIUCTaxX ¢ (PUraMH, CTeCHSSICh COOCTBEHHOH YIbIOKH,
yJIBIOAJICS, pacIuChIBaJICs B 3a4eTkax. «Bcem cmacn6o. [lozabasumm
nena.llo3apasisiio ¢ yCHEMHO IpOCIyIaHHBIM KYpCOM I10
HadYepTaTeILHON reOMeTprH. 3a4eTKH Ha cTojie. Pazoupaem». U,

3aKypHB CHTapeTy MPsIMO B ayTUTOPHH, OH BBIMIEN. JK3aMeH ObLT
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Foreword
“Writing makes a map, and there is something about a journey that
begs to have its passage marked.”

Christina Baldwin

Sponsored by the Bureau of Education and Cultural Affairs at the US
State Department, Between the Lines is in its fifth year. Yet this an-
thology also marks a new beginning for the program, as its pages
contain a mingling of Russian and American voices. Sixteen students
came from big cities and small towns on two continents to share
themselves and their stories. Together, they make up the first class of
Between the Lines Russia.

For many, this was their first visit to the United States, while for one,
it was simply a matter of crossing town. Despite the distances trav-
eled, Between the Lines continued to offer new opportunities for par-
ticipants to learn, to grow, and to proudly proclaim, “I am a writer. f
nucarenb. ” They join a large and very special multigenerational and
international family of writers and readers who call lowa City a liter-

ary home.

This home is indeed one that expands, and it has been enriched by
the creativity and lively dedication of the group whose writings fill
these pages. The community of friendship and support they have
built for themselves is aptly demonstrated on the cover of this book-
let, where the much-beloved Russian character Cheburashka waves
an American flag. It is a privilege to have played a part in bringing
this particular group of writers together, and as always, our hope is

that they will continue to encourage each other in the years to come.
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banaran

[NepBas ceccust. 1 mepBbIM SK3aMEHOM, YEPT €ro JepHu,
OKazajach HaueprareibHas reomerpusi. Hukto He Oosuics. Bee,
KOHEYHO K€, XOJWJIN Ha Ka)KA0€ 3aHATHE, TOHUMAIH KaXI0e
IIPENOJaBaTeNbCKOE CIOBO C MOJYCI0Ba, HIeJIecTeNd OyMaXKaMH,
CKpEXEeTaIl pyuKaMH, B OOILEM - C YIIOCHUEM CITyIIAJIN JIEKIUH.
Koneuno xe!

[To msiTHUIIAM Ha JTOCKE BCeraa ropJo Kpacopaiack ¢ura. C
yTpa WAellb B UHCTUTYT, COJHIIE TaK XOPOILIO I'PeeT MOPIY, ThI
MBICJICHHO YK€ Ha BBIXOJHBIX, 3allapXHBaclllb HAWBHOW 6a004KOH B
ayJUTOPHIO, a C JOCKH Iepenaet npuset tede ¢ura. ymaems npo
ce0s1: «ITo THI, APYKOK, HAaBEpHOE, HE BOBpeMs 3aiemn». CKydaels.
Uepes ThICAYY JIET 3BEHUT 3BOHOK. YXoauiib. 11 B
CJICAYIOIIYIOISTHHUILY YK€ HACTOPOXKEHHO TaK IIE€PEeCTyHaellb IOpor
ayJIUTOPUH: CAINIIBCS, HACTPANBACIIBCS, IOJIHUMACIIb TJ1a3a, a Ha
JIOCKe, uTO ke Ha ocke? dura!

Banaran Hauaincs cpasy nocie neporo ceHTs10ps. Cemoit
mpodeccop UTO-TO C KapOM TaJIBIYII Ha MAPCHAHCKOM, 3apUCOBBIBasI
¢uramu Bcio 1ocky. CKyyHee CTaHOBMIIOCH OT ISITHULBI K IIATHHIIE.
Psanpl penenn. Cy660Ta Tenepb Npuxoauia paHblle HA OJUH ACHb.

Bectauku ¢ ¢ppoHTa, 0OTBaXKHBIE OOPIIBI C JIEHBIO, TE OpaBbIe
MY>K4YHHBI, YTO OTYASHHO CTAPAIMCHIOCEIATh JOOPYIO NOJIOBUHY
JIEKIWH, OHAXK]IBI TPUHECITH NeYaIbHOE JIOHECEHBE: K IK3aMEHY OyJeT
JIOIYIIEH JIIIb TOT, KTO IpUHECET YepTexu. «Ilepeceuenue
MUPAMUJIBL ¥ TDIOCKOCTHY. «IlocTpoeHre BhIpe3a B KOHYCE».
«Pa3BepTka mepeceKkarouxcs MOBEPXHOCTEH MHOTOYTOJIBHUKOBY.
MyxukH, y Hac 6oibiine npodaemsr!

CynHbIi IeHBIPAHYJ cpasy ke MOCIIe SIHBAPCKUX MbSHOK.
Bropoii yac sk3aMeHa nmoaxoaun kK koHny. [lannka Hapacrana.
Ckounb3kue 0T I0Ta TyOyChI TO M JIeJI0 C TPOXOTOM najanu noi. Hukro

HE BBIXOIWII U3 ayAUTOPUH, I'’IC IIPOBOAUIIACE CaMasd CTpallHas IbITKa

71



Moscow, Russia
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Summer 1995

Summer 1955, 1, Sybil Stewart, found myself in Quincy, Alabama. The
train had pulled into the station at half past ten in the morning, leaving
me in the simmering heat of the midmorning sun. It was deserted, the
station was. | had expected crowds of women decked in light flowing
pastel colors and large brimmed hats that kept their dainty faces fair and
southern gentlemen waiting to open doors and help me down from the
steel train steps. But that wasn’t the case. Instead I stood on a decaying
wooden platform all to myself with the sun beating down. The heat was
sticky and oppressive. I could already tell it was going to be an amaz-
ing summer. My grandmother was supposed to pick me up. But my on-
ly company was the worn leather suitcase at my feet. I did have the ad-
dress of the house written down on a scrap of paper, somewhere. I
scrounged around in my skirts pockets until I found the crumpled piece
of paper: 302 Pleasant Road Quincy, Alabama. Granted, I had no idea
where Quincy, Alabama was, but I figured the dirt road leading away
from the station under the cotton would trees was the best bet. It was
either find the house, or die of heatstroke. So I picked up the old leather
suitcase and began to march down the road with the dust gathering at
my feet. At first I was pleased with my own initiative, thinking for my-
self for once, proud of my own maturity, but as the morning wore on, [
began to doubt myself, as well as the fact that my grandmother was
actually alive. It seemed like it had been hours. I had expected my
grandmother to drive up the road while I was walking. Did she forget
that her only grandmother was coming? From what I remembered of
my grandmother from childhood she looked like she would stab anyone
who forgot something important. So the old hag had probably died in
that old house of hers. And now I was stuck here to die. I looked down
the road. Tall scraggly trees lined the road, as well as the scaly, dead-
ish grass reaching up to the sky. I knew Quincy was 7 miles from the

11



station. But I felt like I had defiantly walked more than 10. And who
built the Quincy Train 7 miles from town anyway? I strained my eyes to
see further down the road. Could it be? Civilization? Looking down at
my soaking blouse and skirt dripping with sweat as [ was momentarily
ashamed. But the small house gave me hope. Finally! Finally! Finally! I
was there. [ would be stuck at my grandmother’s all summer, but [ was
there. NO! a deserted shack, sunken and gray, with open dusty win-
dows. I heard a creaking behind me and jumped. In my malplaced ex-
citement about the disappointing shack I had failed to notice the town
of Quincy Alabama.

12
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Xpam Bacunust bnaskeHHOTo 111 MEHSI HEUTO CTOJIb YAUBUTEIBHOE,
yHHKaJIbHOe! Beb OH coBceM He MOX0Xk Ha CBOMX coOpatbeB. Te
W3MIPEBJIC CTOSAT CKPOMHBIC CO CBOMMH HEOPOCKHMH, OJIeTHO-OEITBIME
creHamu. A cobop uto Ha PBy B MockBe OyaTo 1 He OpaT uM, a
caMo3BaHeIl 1y )Ke3eMHBIH: TaKk ¥ KpacyeTcst IPKUMH KyITOJIaMH B
Pa3HOLBETHBIX y30pax U CTEHaMU U3 KpacHOro kupnuya. Hert, He B
POJIHIO OH MOLIEN...TAaK U XBACTAE€T CBOMMHU BOCEMbBIO MTPUUYJTUBBIMHU
Oamenkamu. Kynona Ha HUX HATOMUHAIOT BOCTOYHBIE KOH(ETHI
Ooraroro Kymua, MprBe3LIero HeBUJaHHBIE CIACTU U3 3HOHHOH A3uu.
3HAYUT, €CTh YEM XBaCTaTh 3TOMY BEJIHKOJIETHOMY TBopeHuio! OH Tak
U paJIyeT Tiia3 TypucTa CBOUMU COYHBIMH KPackaMu, B KOTOPBIX Uy IaK-

XYJIO’)KHUK pa30aBriI HEMHOTO COJIHIIA.

68
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Today I've met the heaven-infant,

SD I saw at once it was an infant
TY For it was delicate and pure,
A A And lovely-pale, and soft-lightblue.
ccC The child was swaddled with the clouds
E H By thoughtful Nature - loving mother.
It's breath was full of swallow's sounds
Y E But still serene: it wasn't bothered.
N
If you would like to get acquanted
K With this huge but little child,
O Let the dawn get you awakened

And, I beg, be in a lovely frame of mind

As all children feel so keenly

How you treat them, what you think.
If you're kind, they look affectionately
And it seems as though you sink

In a world that is so light,
Truly genuine and kind.

Moscow, Russia
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The Spirit of Currier Hall

Dear BTLer, if you crave

A tale of ghosts and gloom
And, if you are truly brave,

Go to the Multi-Purpose Room.

Near the entrance, to the right

Mounted on the wall

There is a story that will fill you with fright
Of the Ghost of Currier Hall

It tells a tale of three young girls
and their untimely fall

And how a spirit forever haunts
The dorms of Currier Hall

I've met this ghost. I do not lie.
While singing in the shower stall
I heard the hollowing reply

Of the Ghost of Currier Hall.

I thought my life was at an end...
That wasn't true at all!

In fact, I managed to make friends
With the Ghost of Currier Hall.

And so the story ends, my friend.
Remember this: the ghost

That haunts the dorms of our Currier Hall
Is an amazing host.

15
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Letter to Christina from Iowa City

The painting is trying to tell me a scream.
I have written a poem like a Chagall horse,

Taller and bluer than any town

Or black like a Rhinehart in three parts

But on the farm I pull weeds and
My hands are just hands —

Fat instruments of life

When the sun set over the Grant
Wood hills and we rode on bales

Of hay back up to the house, everyone
Said the sky was lovely, but I thought,

“I planted every god-damn tomato
in this field,” and from suffering
came fierce, protective love. |
believe in art as prayer. I believe
in farming as prayer — a multi-
hued chard field and a broken
Picasso vase laid out on a
Sacrificial altar, guided from
Inception to consumption by human
Hands. Farmers, fire-makers,
Runners though tall grass —

We are more alive than you and
We know it, thick calluses grace
Our palms. We have smelt sweat
In the sun and sat for days on end

Telling a bed of lettuce or a blue horse

How to scream.

64

T'ox cnycrs

CrpanHoe Ha4yano cKy4qHoro aHsA. CoJlHEe4HbIe TyYd CBETOM
yAapuIId 10 MOUM TTa3aM. U s mpocHycs.

Ha 6ynmuinpamke 05110 8:56. EMI€ ueThipe MUHYTHI CHA HE
MOMOTJIH ObI MHE BbIcTIaThcst. CKUHYB OJIESUTO, S TOIHSUICS Ha HOTH.
Ormnsiien KOMHATY ¥ MPUCITYIIANICS K TUIIWHE. YTPOM B MOEH
KBapTUpe OBUIO OYEHb TUXO, KaK U THEM u Bedepom. Ha momy
BaJISLJIaCh KHUTA, KOTOPYIO s 4MTal 3Toi Houbto. HaBepHoe, oHa
Obu1a nHTEpecHoi. Ho 51 9Toro He MOMHII, KaK U BCETO OCTAJILHOTO.
MosxeT OBbITh, 4ail BEpHET MHE MaMsTh... [IpoBepuM. OTKpEIB 1BEPH
CBOEU KOMHATHI, 51 TOYYBCTBOBAJ apoMat BeCHbI. HexHbIH, TeprnKuii
Y IOBOJIbHO TEIUIBIA BO3AYX 3allOJHUI MOH JIETKHUE.

3aBapuB cebe 4aro, s BEpHYJICS B KOMHATY U cel 3a ctoil. OH
OBLT 3arpOMOKAEH KHATaMH, JOKYMEHTAMHU, PUCYHKAaMH U Pa3HBIMHU
KaHLITOBapaMH, a CIpaBa ObLIa OJCTaBKa MO/ YallIKy, TPUBE3EHHAs
KeM-To [t MeHs u3 Ounnsaaanu. B yriy kpacoBanucek unpossie
gacel. C MOMOIIbIO HUX S Y3HAJ JaTy U neHb Henenu. Cy60ora -
BrixomHoii. MHe B30peno B TOJIOBY, YTO HAJI0 OTKPHITh MO0
3alUCHYI0 KHIKKY W BBISICHUTH IPUYUHY TaKOTO PAaHHETO MOIbEMA
B BBIXOJIHOM JIeHb. Mou Ti1a3za mpo0ekalnch 10 BCEM 3aIHCIM,
oM 0 MoclieaHel u3 HuX. Jlelr Ha ceroaHs He ObLI0. Y IMBJICHUE
npo0exao Mo MoeMy TEIy cO CKOPOCTBIO CBETA.

"A rae moii renedon?",- cnpocun s ceds. Ctapsii, He
CEHCOPHEIH, HO JOBOJIHHO YAOOHKIHN TenedoH ObUT B MOSH XOIOTHOM
pyke. YX, Tbl, COOOIICHHE.

Or: /InaHsl.

"Ipyr MOM, Thl, KOT/Ia PEIINIILCA OTAATh MHE MO KHUTY?
JlaBaii 3aBTpa 9acoB B IECATH BCTPETUMCS B HAIlleM JIF0OMMOM Kade,
B IIEHTpEe HaOEPEKHOM, U Thl MHE €€ oTHanb?"

Coo0rienre npumuio B mATHUILY. To ecTh BUepa.

" Ila st moMH?0 TIpo Kade, Ho JluaHy He OueHb, JIaTHO Oy Iy
cobuparscs.",- moayMal s ¥ MBBIPHYJ TeJIeOoH Ha
He3amnpaBICHHYIO KPOBATh.

Kade 0p1110 Ha Bocemb cTyneHel Bhilie HabepexxHor. 1 MHe
OBLTO BUAHO BCeX, KTO Mpoxo i MuMo. Ha cTone HapucoBanach
yamka koge u suaHuna. S cuaen u HaGmogan 3a MPUX0J0M yTpa B
HarreM ropoze. S gocTan u3 noptdens KHUKKY, KOTOPYIO JOJKEH
on11 oTaTh. "T'ox cmyctsa” ums aBTopa ObII0 cTépTO. Ha mepBoii

17



CTpaHHHIIEC ObLJIA aHHOTAIIHS.

"BrI He oOpamiany BHUMaHUE Ha BaIlld TIOCTYIIKH, CJIOBA,
gyBcTBa. M Kak K 3TOMY OTHOCSTCA Apyrue. HpaBsaTcs oHu M nin
Het. Kak u Ham repoit. Tenepb Bbl MOKETE IOCMOTPETD , K UEMY
3TO IpUBOAMT B OyaymieM. OH caM ero co3jal, U y Hero He Oyzer
BO3MOXHOCTH HUCIIPaBUTH CBOIO KHU3HB."

Hennoxo 66110 651 MOCMOTPETH Ha OyAylliee ri1a3aMy MPOIIIOro.

Ha 06o)xke KHUTH KpacoBaIHCh CTAPUHHBIE YaChl C COBPEMEHHBIM
uudpoBeIM HudpepdbaaTom. Bpems Ha HUX ObUIO Takoe ke, Kak U Ha
HACTOSIINX. A CTpeJIKa HACTOSIINX yKe MepeBajiiia 3a MOJIIEHb.
3aMeTHB 3TO, 5 TOCTAN U3 KapMaHa TeleoH 1 HaméEn HoMep
Juanbl. Bpi3oB.

I'ynox pas, I'ynok nBa, I'ynok tpu.

- Ao, - HEeXKHBIH ¥ 3BOHKHH TOJIOC MPO3BYYaT B MOEM
JTUHAMUKE.

-31paBCcTBYH.

-Jlxon?! Kakoro ué€pra Thl MHE 3BOHHUILB? - TETIEPH B IOJIOCE
MOSIBIJIACH HOTKA 3JI0CTH.

-Te1 xoTena 3a0paTh KHUTY. S CHKY U KOy B Kade y
HaOEpEKHOM.

-He cmemrro JIxon! Kaury Te1 MHE yrke oTnan. Cracu6o!- 31o
CJIOBO OHA BBIJICIIHIIA, KaK OyATO 51 ObLIT OYeHb BUHOBAT, KOT A
oTJaBall 3Ty KHUTY.- bosbiie cioga He 3BoHH. 3a0yab STOT HOMeED!

- Ho... s He moroBopwui, a pa3roBapuBath ¢ TeIePOHHBIMH
TyJIKaMH He OBUIO JKeTaHUs.

Uro nmpouzonuio?! moaoxkui nepes coooi TenedoH u
MIPOAOJIKII CUAETH 3a cToJMKOM. JIroneit Ha HabepekHO cTano
OosbIe.

JIBe IeBYIIKH OCTAaHOBHIIUCH HAIIPOTUB MEHSI.

-CMOTpH- Ka 3HAKOMBIE JINIA- CKa3aya OJlHa U3 HHX.

-Ara, 9TO e ero 3aHeclo croa’- ckasaya BTopasl.

- A TBI YTO CKaXKelllb, a?- naHHas (pasa ObuTa oOpalleHa KO MHE,
HO OBUIO OBI IITYTIO OTBEYATh YEJIOBEKY, KOTOPOro He 3Haelllb; - Thl
YTO Oraox?

-JlaBaii K HEMy TIOJIOWIEM; - IPEJIJIOKUIIA BTOpas, U OHU CEJIU 3a
MOM CTOJIMK, UX JHLA ObLIM MHE 3HAKOMBI, Ja’KE OUCHb.

- K0 BBI? - pacTepsiHHO cipoCcuI 1.

-To1 yxe cBOHX ApY... - IOCIEI0BalIa KOPOTKAs 1May3a;- OBIBIINX

18

Shambaugh House, Morning

The mist hung low against
The river, brushing its lips, |
Was cold. I could not tell
Apart the shadows of the trees
On the water from the mist on
The water, I was running but
I forgot I was running and began
To dream. These high
Branches of love, we climb
And saw and bellow, catch
Apples when they drop. 1
Have used two forbidden words —
I know, am sorry. The

First poem of the day is a
Cold sore on the mouth

Of death. Sometimes

I no longer remember

Images and wake in a

Well of mists, running,

The taste of apples

On my tongue.

63



Advice

On the Plymouth of rivers, that pinnacle
Where eagles fall and vines tackle
Only to be blown like so much fluff
By the wind — on that peak, when

Fog is raining sideways and the

Sun practicing death, standing
Peering at the scrape of rocks

And the tumult of greying air, you can,
If precipitates form in your open palm
And you imbibe new lamb’s blood,
Remember your birth.

You may watch a bird dive,

Cut and flatten the stripped,

Flaying air. You may, if you choose,
Eat the berries that grow at the

Cliff’s edge —

But that is unnecessary. Walk down
Through the forest and

Forget the precipice — it is no good.
You would do better to shut

Your eyes and walk around,

Banging into rocks.

62

Ipy3ei He y3Haelb? - CIIPOCHIIa TiepBasi, KaXKeTCs, S TaxKe
BcrioMHMN € mms, Capa...

-Jla OH UAMOT, UTO C HETO B3ATh?- OTBETUIIA BTOpasi, €€ UMs
osuto Hamux.

-JlaBaiiTe 6e3 ockopOnenuii! A Bac He momHr0. Ho BEI MeHS na.
Pacckaxure MHe KTO s, 1 mouemMy J/luaHa Tak Ha MeHs o0uaenach?

-Jla Kak ThI MOXKEIIb TOTO HE TOMHUTH! 3a0BITh TAKOM
UIMOTCKUH IMMOCTYITOK BooOIe Henb3s! J{naHa u3 3a Takoi
0e3MyIIHOM CBUHBH KaK Thl MeCTa cebe He HaXOIUT YXKe IeIblil rox!
- Capa BcTana u yuuia.

Hanwua kuHYB Ha MeHs 3700HBIN B3TIIA, ClieNaja TOXe camoe.

S Hryero He MOHUMA... B34B B pyku TenedoH, s Hada peIThCS
B HEM U HaIéN Kyuy poTok ¢ Auanoii (yBuues 3ty dororpaduto, s
y3Hai e€)

Mpg1 6butH GoJTBIIE YeM Ipy3bsiMu. Hamuoro Oosbmre... JaTer
¢dororpaduii Obiu cBexkuMHU. OHU OBLUTH CHICTAHbBI B 3TOT YETBEPT.
Ho 4to Morio cayuuThes 3a OAUH JEHB?

3amnaTuB 3a 3aBTpaK, S BBIIEN U3 Kade U MOJ0IEN K 000YrHe
HaOEPEKHOM, 32 KOTOPOH PACIIONOKHIIOCH MOPE.

-Jl>xoH!- MeHs oknuKHyH- J[>xoH! S 31€Ch,- MOCMOTPEB Ha 3BYK,
st yBuen napHs et 17. KoTopelil HanpaBisijicsi B MOIO CTOPOHY; -
[TpuseT JI>x0H.

-31paBcTBYH.

- Ha Tebe Her nuia, uro- To ciayuymnocs? Vnu mpocTo KOHYMIKUCH
CHUTapEeTHI? - yCMEXHYJICS TTapeHb.

-1 He KypIO...

-Hy na KoHE4HO,- s1 He MOT MOJTHOCTHIO BCHOMHUTD €0 UM,
TONIEKO TiepBhIe nBe OykBHI J[k.. - [locme Bameii ccopsl ¢ [lnanoit Tb1
IBIMUTIB KaK ITApOBO3. YK HEINbIA roJ] OT Te0s 3a KUIOMETP HECET
HUKOTHUHOM.

- Ho rox Hazan g €€ maxke ge 3uan!

-I'ox Ha3ax BBI y)Ke€ aKTHBHO BCTpedaInCh! A TIOTOM 3Ta ccopa...
- rosoc JI>xeka crai TpycTHee.

- A u3- 32 4ero Mbl ¢ HEil MOCCOPUITUCH?

- Te1 cam momkeH 310 3HaTh. Jla uto ¢ ToOOM, YEPT BO3bMH?

- S He 3Hal0... s HUYETO He TIOMHIO, HE MOMHIO Halel ¢ Jluanou
ccopel, moyeM y Capol u HanuH Tak 3761 HA MEHS, U TIOYEMY ThI
JlyMaelib, 9To 5 Kypui? MHe, KOHEYHO, TOHATHO, YTO CETOIHS ...0e
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Arpens 2011 oro roga, 3To BC€ B 4€M sl TOUHO YBEPEH, - B
nocieHeM s Bc€ Tak ObLIT HE Mpas....

-Kakoro roma?! Ceiiuac ...oe Anpens 2012 rona, 1pyr Moii!-
nonpaBu1 MeHs J[xek; - [Tonoxxau kyaa Te1?!- KpUKHYT OH
yOeratorieii ¢purype.

- MHe Hamo Koe- 4To y3HaTh! YBUAUMCS TIO3KE, - OTBETUN A
eMy | mogymMain " A MOKeT OBITh U paHbIie."

Kax mor nezameTHO mipoiiTu 1ienbiit roa? U uro xe Bcé- Taku
ciyunsioch? Ckonbko Bonpocos.... Hago nornate Capy n Hagus.

JI€rkas mpoOeskka 1o HabepeKHOI 3TO XOPOIIo, HO Oexar s
OBICTPO M3- 3a Yero ycTan u 3anbixajics. Dy, dornan, Ho Capa
1A YXKe OJIHA.

- Capa! [logoxau!.

-Yro, BCIIOMHMI?

-Her, HO THI OJDKHA MHE TOMOYb B 3TOM.

- 4 Trebe Huuero He nowkHa! ThI pa3dmn Moel moapyre cepaie
- KpuKHYIa MHE B U0 Capa, yCKOpPHB IIar.

-51 xouy 310 ncnpaButk. Tonbko He 3HatO uTo " DT0".

- TBou npobGemMsl!- e€ Ge3pa3nnudre B rojJoce OKOHYATEITHHO
yOMIIO MEHSI.

- Ho s 1106110 €€, - mouTH meénoToM ckasai s; - JIrobmro; - s
3TOTO HE MOMHUJI, HO YyBCTBOBAI.

CrneBa kpacoBaJiack OJJUHOKAsA ckaMelika. 5l cenm Ha Heé u
3aKpPBUI TJ1a3a JIaJOHSIMHU.

-He ybOuBatics. CHITKOM MO3HO ThI OTIOMHHMIICS,- To10¢ Capbl
MPO3BYYaJl TAK HEOXKUJAHHO, YTO CMOT HAITyTaTh MEHS, HO 5
ciyian e€ oueHb BHUMAaTEIbHO- Bbl moccopunuch ¢ Jlnanou uz-
3a FOnmanel. Tel cka3an eif, 94To y TeOs HeT AeBYIIKHU, U BB
BCTpeTWIHNCh C Hel B ToM Kade, 3a TeM CTONHMKOM, TJE TOJIKHBI
ObuTH YBHIETHCS ¢ JlnaHoi. YBHIIEB Bac, OHA 3aIUTaKaa.

- Kto takas FOnuana?!

- He 3Hato, - orBeTnna Keiit u npomoikuia pacckas;- Thl
nmoIOMIEN K Hel 1 Havall ycrokanBarh. FIMEHHO TOT/1a BB U
MOCCOPUINCH. ThI MBITANICA €M CKa3aTh, YTO BbI C HEH JIPYy3bsl, HO
370 OBIIO Oecrone3Ho. B 310 Obl He OBEpHII HUKTO. - Jlaxe s cam
OBI B 3TO HE MTOBEPUIT; - OHA OTTOJKHYJIA TeOs U cejla Ha 3Ty
ckameiiky. OHa IonTo TuTakana. A Korza OIIOMHHMIIACh U OTKPBLIA
IJ1a3a, OHa yBHJIENa KHUTY, KOTOPYIO ThI JOJKEH ObLT e 0TaTh.

- Kakas ke s1 CBUHBSI.
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Marooned

In the place with no wind I wind,

Snakelike, from shrubbery to

Shrubbery in search of the water

That passes through me in milky streams

At the seams of the canyons where

For many years, it seems, I

Have made my home. 1

Have been lost for so long wilderness

Has become my refuge and when the sky

Is rude I am rude right back - with

Wisps of hand I clench and unclench

The cactus. Give me your flesh! Flesh out

A dream and you know it’s broken, we

Have not spoken for many years and nearly

I have given up on the taste of a home-

Cooked meal — rocks are my father and the dirt,
my mother, and the coyotes at night,

with their remnants of howls, they are no relations
of mine. Mind you don’t loose your way. In the
Place with no wind I wind, stirring the air,
Saying, “Pillows! Bookshelves! Hats!” to the walls
Of the canyon streaking up to the top.
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- CornacHa, - ckazaia Capa, Korza s TOJJTHAIMAJICSI CO CKaMEHKH.

51 BepHyJicst ToMOit. BeiTammmn kHUry u3 noptdens u Havai eé
quTath. M onsTh 3acHyI.

Sl mpocuynes ot cBoero tenedona. Ha xoropsrit mpummio CmC.
3T0 OBLTO TOXE camoe coodieHne oT JIuansl ¢ MPockOoit
BCTPETUTHCS.

I'mazam He Beputcs! ...oe Ampens 2011 oro 'oma! Cynsba
MpeiocTaBrujia MHE IaHc Be€ ucrpaButh! U s 3HAN 9TO NMEenats.

-JloOpoe yTpo muiblit [I)k0H,- OTBeTHIIa MHE TI0 Telle(hOHY
IOnuana.

- Jlobpoe. FOnmana n3BuHHU, HO 5 TeOS OOMaHyII. Y MEHS €CTh
JEBYIIIKa, KOTOPYIO 5 Mobmo. U 51 mymaro, 4To HaM HE CTOUT
Ooutblre 00IATHCS,- CKA3a 5.

- AX, 161 cBOT09b! Kak Tel MOT MEHS OOMaHBL... - S TOBECHIT
TpYOKy.

VX, 1 8:56, Iopa coduparscsl.

A mopomén x xade. M yBuzgen, kak B MoéM moOuMoM Kade 3a
MOMM JIFOOMMBIM CTOJIMKOM CHIUT MOs itooumasi J{uana. S crosn u
cMmoTpen Ha He€. OHa OBEpHYJIa roJIOBY M yBUena MeHd. Mexny
Hamu Obuto 10 1maroB u BoceMb cTyreHeil. MBI MONUTH Ha BCTPETY
IpyrT k apyry. Choenas 5 maroB u npeooiieB 4 CTyleHH, Hac
OTJIeJIAsIa TOJIBKO OJTHA CTYTIEHbKA.

E€ BeceHHee m1aThe MPEKPACHO CMOTPEIIOCh BMECTE C €€
BECEHHEH YIIBIOKO.

-3Haemb 51, KaKeTcs, 32a0bIT KHUTY... IPOCTH.

-I'maBHOE 4TO THI IPUILEN,- €€ TONOC TAKOM 7K€ HEXKHBIN U
3BOHKHHU KaK U B CIICAYIOIIEM roy.- MHE MPUCHUIOCH, YTO ThI
3a0BLT PO MEHSI M CHIEN B 3TOM Kade ¢ ApyToH.

- Kak TebGe mMorio takoe npucHuThCA? S HUKOTAA He 3a0yay Ipo
Te0s1, - MHE TaK XOTEJIOCh 100aBUThH CJI0BO "Boblie", HO OHO MOTJIO
CIIMIIKOM CHJIBHO TIOBIHSATH Ha OyayIiee.

Ona czenaia mar HaBCTpeuy KO MHe, U sl OOHSUT e€.

-ITo- MoeMy TBI U3MEHMJICS... C TPYCThIO CKa3aia oHa;- Ho MHe
9TO HPABHUTCS- M Ha €€ JIMIIe BHOBB 3aCHsIa YIBIOKA. ..

OTOT MHUT OBLI CAMBIM Ba)KHBIM B MO€H »KHU3HHU, KaK U J000M
Ipyroii mur, koraa J{uaHa Oblia psaoMm...
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There was a little goblin

A little stone goblin

I saw him sitting there

On dry and yellow lawn

He didn’t look so scary

So I came back, I dared... —
To find that he was gone!
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Boston

Mr. Thomas Thurmer stood on a wet sidewalk, his trench coat
dotted with plops of rain, and his long flop of hair dripping. In actuality,
Mr. Thomas Thurmer’s hair was not very long at all, but it was a few
healthy inches down his neck. Mr. Thomas Thurmer had kept it this
way since an accident that occurred four years and five months ago,
when he backed into a steel post at his place of work and embedded a
nail in his flesh. A worrisome scar could be seen if Mr. Thomas Thur-
mer’s hair was wet, such as today.

He had been born in an ordinary hospital at an ordinary time
(8:01 P.M.) from an ordinary woman (whose last name was decidedly
not Thurmer). He had always carried a dopey look about him, as though
he was quite not there but there enough. (Observe, for example, his for-
getting an umbrella on a day with a clear chance of rain, 80 %.)

A dull childhood led way into a dull adolescence with no bouts
of “finding oneself,” and that brought dear Mr. Thomas Thurmer to the
bus stop, on the way to his dull job that was sometimes dangerous, alt-
hough Thurmer didn’t recognize it when the conditions changed.

Mr. Thomas Thurmer lived his meticulous life all in one city
with hardly any desire to leave at all, and that city was Boston.

Boston, incidentally, happened to house the one thing that
would give spark to Mr. Thomas Thurmer’s odd, unfocused gaze. It
was a band entitled “Boston,” and the beginning of the one-sided love
affair occurred in a night of late July, when Mr. Thomas Thurmer, be-
ing completely and totally himself, walked into a bar by accident. This
bar was showing the then-unheard-of Boston, and he stayed inside the
entire night to listen, save for the few minutes spent vomiting on the
sidewalk. (Thurmer’s stomach was not strong; never had been.)

The band’s first album, “Boston,” came out a mere six months

later, at which point Thurmer was traveling across the state of Massa-
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chusetts to hear the same songs over and over and over. When the
album came out it was an instant hit; Mr. Thomas Thurmer was quite
delighted that his one true love had earned the recognition he thought
it deserved. Boston’s first album was put together quite nicely, neat
and orderly, although it thrummed with a sort of energy Mr. Thomas
Thurmer could never feel beyond the music.

However, Boston’s albums after that, while quite popular,
never lit up the music stage the way “Boston” did. Thurmer re-
mained a fan, though, with his stringy hair and unchanging eyes and
long line of beginnings abandoned. He never was anything but Mr.
Thomas Thurmer because no one had ever wanted to take the effort
to become close enough to warrant a “Tom” or “Tommy.” And thus
the only way Mr. Thomas Thurmer pretended to live was through
Boston in their one album “Boston,” that one set of songs speaking
to him until even that went away.

As for Mr. Thomas Thurmer’s death, he went before his love
faded; in fact, on the very same morning we spoke of, he was hit by a

bus.
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And if God

One day will allow us to grow,
please,
let me know.

46 c10B 0 Oe3pa3IMUUH

3a COTHU MUIIb OT MEHS €CTh Iu1anera. Ha Hel HeT HU TeOs, HU
meHs. 1 Tam HUKoOrja He uayT A0Kau. U cMesThest TaM Helb3s. U
MHUCaTh MUCHbMA, a MOCHIE KAJIETh O HAMMMCAHHOM. TaM HUKTO HE
POXKIAeTCs U HE MOTuoOaeT.

A 5 371eCh U MHE...BCE PaBHO.

* % %

[Iar BneBo, war BOpaBo — KakK IIIyIIO.
Mgl ¢ TOOOH B YHHCOH HE MPABHI.
’KagHo mbeM MbI U3 CTOYHOW KaHaBBI,

ITheM U TIOEM, CHOBA ITEEM U pyTaemcs rpy0o.

[ITar BaeBo, mar BOpaBo — KakK B BaJbCE,
Koraa u3 3acaasl nansT HeAAHO MO TAHLIOPaM.

Msi ¢ T06010 MOTYIM. MOJTYAM XOPOM.

U B mprcisax numb: «Cratics mae. Craiics.

[ar BneBo, miar BpaBo, 1ar B Oe3/IHy.

[ar 3a rpank MOUX OJIETHBIX CTPOK.

Tot, kTO ciayuaifHo cienai Oojblile, Y4eM MOT,
I'myxo prigaer oT TOro, 9YTo €My TECHO

Ha npocropax 310l roppKOii ITyCTOTHI,

U 1 KOHIQA, HU Kpas...TOJIbKO g U Thl.
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(In)consolable

Comparing to wind, we're stones,
grey,
unbearably heavy,

unmoved.

Comparing to skies,
we're fragile small bones
of mice,

just beginning to rot,

as clean as mud

and disgusting.

Comparing to stars,

we're crumbs

of stale bread wrapped by must,
and by dust.

We're rancid and poisonous,
we're inedible

even for black starving vultures.

But comparing to ashes, we're roots.
We're hidden in ground,

tiny, weak, but not buried,

reaching out for light, reaching out for breath,
denying disasters and death.

This could be the end of the story,

but it's not.
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Moscow, Russia

AijioBa- Cutu. UoJn.

[lecTs yacoB . Bce nBepu eliie 3akphIThL. [ 1e-To Henaneko, 4yTh HUXKE
CITOKOWHBIX COHHBIX YJIIOYEK, CTPYUTCS U 30JIOTHTCS TTOTHUMAIOIIAMCS
COJIHIIEM peKa, Oepylias Hauallo OT APEBHUX JIeTHUKOB. [IpuOpexHble
3apOCIv, KYCTBI X KPOHBI JIEPEBbEB MIOCTENICHHO HAIIOJIHSIIOTCS
PasHOroJIockIM 3By4anueM. [1o MocTy, MSTKO mIypia KoJecaMH,
npoexaina MammHa. [Ipoexana Tak THX0 U aKKypaTHO, Kak OynTo
0osimack pa3doyauTh Oenbie U KpacHbIe JoMa, cOeraromuecs K Oeperam ¢
obenx cropoH ropoja. Yepes nopory mepebdexana 6enka. [Ipsiras,
MOTAIIIIIA OPEXU U3 TTapKa B CBOE KHIIUIIE, 3aTEPSBIIEECS B BETBSIX
ny0a Bo3Iie KOTTeka HanpoTHB. [louTanboH TEHHBO MPOKATHIICS Ha
BEJIOCHIIE/IC TIO POBHBIM JIOPOKKaM, pa30opocaB 110 3eJICHBIM JTyKalkaM
cBexyto «Daily lowany. /IBe 1eBUylIKH — camMble paHHHE NTALIKH-
MEIJICHHO OpenyT NpsSMO MO MPOe3KeH YacTH, NEPEKUABIBAACH BpeMsl
OT BPEMEHH Napoii CIIOB. A BOH TaM KTO-TO YK€ OTIPaBHJIICS Ha
MPOOEKKY, CTAIO OBITh, TOpPA MPOCHYTHCS BceM. JKyHoKaHUE TIEITbI
Haja krymOoit. KopoTkas 6oapas Tpenb nTHIBL. 3am03/1a10
packpeiBIIHiics OyToH. [ToBOpOT KITFOYA, M OTKPHITA ABEPh. Y TPO.
TIpotiner enie HECKOJIBKO YacoB, MPEXK/IE YEM KU3Hb PA30IBETCA MO
yJIunaM, OOpyIINTCs BECEIBIM IIYMOM Yepe3 OKHA M CTEKJISTHHBIE
JIBEPH, MIPEXKJIC YeM OHA YCIIOKOUTCS U MOTEYET HETOPOIUIHBO U
HIMPOKO, KaK Ta peKa BHU3Y. 31ech Bce HACTYIMAET MOCTENEHHO,
CIIOBHO PEBHHMBO COOJIIOAET CBOIO OUepeib. 3aBOIATCS MAIIMHBI, U
HauMHAETCsl JEIOBUTOE ABHKCHHUE 110 MPSIMOYTOIBHUKAM U poMOam
nopor. COHHBIE CTYJIEHTBI MUYaTCsI 32 aBTOOYCOM, TAKMM OOJIBIIIAM U
0€33a00THBIM IO CPABHEHHUIO ¢ HUMH. TpaBa Ha ra30Hax JIOBUT KarlIl
Bojbl. Cobaku cTaparoTcst OeKaTh BIIEpEAN X03sWHA, 0OpBIBas
moBoKkH. [[axHeT MOIOKOM 1 TIoKapeHHBIM XJ1eboM. Hukto He
CJIOHSIETCSI IO YJIUIIAM TIPOCTO TaK, BCE TOIBKO TOPOISTCS, 3BOHSIT,

YCTpPamBalOT U OTMEHSIIOT. BYpYHIyKH U T€ TITyOOKOMBICIICHHO H
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COCPEIOTOYECHHO POIOTCS MO AepeBhAMU. Tenepb y Bcex CBOM Jeia U
uenu. [lonness.

Bce Tenniee, Tennee, nymuee. TepMoMeTp Ha yrily mokassiBaet 96.
Kv3HM cTaHOBUTCS JKapKo, €if XOUeTcsl MUTh, OHA 3aKPHIBACTCS B
JIOMax, BKJIFOYAeT KOHJUIIMOHEPHI U 3aCThIBAET. J[Ba KOTa B cTapoM
KHIW)KHOM MarasuHe CMOTDSAT JIpyTr Ha apyra, NpuilypuB ria3a. Ha HeOe
— CIIeJ] OT caMoJIeTa, MPOIUIBIBIIETO B CHHEBE ¢ Mmonyaca Hazaz. CoHie
0e3y4JacTHO BHCHT JAEHIEBOW IaJIOTEHOBOH JTaMIOYKO#H. bosich omamuTh
0 HEro CBOHU Nepbs U 3aIOJIBIXaTh ellle CHIIbHEee, HU3KO K 3eMJie
npoJieTena KpacHas nruia. JlepeBbsi MOKPhIBAIOTCS JTUIIKOW MbUIbIO,
KOTOpasi CMOETCsl TeNephb TOJIbKO OCEHHUMHU A0k IIMU. Cyxoil BeTep
noaOpackiBaeT Ha acanpTe, Kak Ha CKOBOPOJE, 10 KpyKeBa
U3TPHI3EHHBIE TYCEHUIIaMU JINCThs. Ha omycTeBiel yiuie 3By4uT
My3bIKa: UTPAIOT Ha MHaHWHO, OXJIaX/Aasd BO3AYX YHCTHIMH aKKOPAAMHU.
['nsHTIEBBIC KYKH TIPSITYTCS TIOJT KyCTaMH MSITHI, 3aphIBAIOTCS B
HCCOXIIYIO TpaBy Y 000UYMHBI. MIMITepHs *apbl BCTyIaeT B 3IIOXY
Tpuymda. JleHb.

Yacel TAHYTCsI 0€3KaI0OCTHO MeUIeHHO. VM ClI0’)KHO TpoOpaThest
CKBO3b 3aryCTEBLINH MTPOKAJICHHBIN BO3/1yX, HO BOT OHM CMOTJIH, U
0CTaJIOCh HECKOJILKO MUHYT. K0JIOKOJ ObET, M TOTYaC, MOYTH
OJIHOBPEMEHHO, BCE MPUXOANT B ABMIKEHHUE, UMEIOLIEE APYTOM CMBICT U
nestb. OnsaTh KaTATCS MallMHbI, HO YK€ HE JISJIOBHUTO, a pacciablIeHHO,
cam¥ 1o ce0e, OTAbIXas OT JHEBHOTO 3HOs. [103BsAKMBast cepeOpucThIMH
3BOHOYKAMH, €IyT BEJIOCHUTIE/BI, ¥ ITHIIEI BCTPEYAIOT UX PAIOCTHBIM
neHreM. Matb 30BeT peOeHKa, ¥ TOT OeKUT K Hel TI0 JOPOXKKaM,
MPOBOXKAEMBIN COJIHIIEM, YK€ HACBITUBIIUMCS CBOEH MOy IEHHON
KeCTOKOCThI0. OTpsTHAS CTAapyIIKa BBIXOAUT B CBOM HEOOJBIION
CaJIuK, YTOOBI IOCMOTPETD, HE HAI0 JIX IPOTOJIOThH H3SIIHO
odopMIIeHHBIE KITyMOBI IIBETOYHON MECTPOTHI. B crorieHun

LHCHTPAJIbHBIX MEPCYJIKOB U YJINUL ACCATKHA MAJICHBKUX Ka(i)e pa60Ta}0T
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from the curse of the writer: perfection. But it’s your prized artwork,
that beloved notebook, full of your insane thoughts. Ultimately, this is
why we’re all here, isn’t it? We’re obsessed.

We are figments of the world’s imagination. We are but particles of
God’s creation. We are the young writers of the world. Be proud to be

a writer.
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BOBCIO, yrouias Kode ¥ BAHWIBHBIM IIyAUHIOM. BOT U MBI mocuanM Ha
JIEPEBSIHHBIX Ka4elsiX, MOJBEIICHHBIX LETSIMH K TOTOJIKY TEPPAChI
crosieTHero goma. Beuep.

ComnHIie 3achIlaeT paHbllie BCEX, OCTABJISIs TOPOJT Ha ITOTIEYEHHE
cymepkaM. CyMepKu — ocJeIHUI BCIIECK ycTaBlIel cyeTsl. B aTo
BpeMsl, HEHa/10JITO, PE3KO MPOCKINAETCs BCE, 4TO CKopo ycHeT. Ha
BepaH/ax 3aropatorcsi poHapH, pa3OpbI3ruBasi MEIOBBIN CBET Ha
KpIOYKOBATHIE TEMHEIOIINE BETKU AepeBbeB. CIBIIATCS rojoca,
CJIMBAIOIINECS B €ANHYIO YEJIOBEUECKYIO €KEBEUCPHIOI0 MTOIHU(POHHIO
CIIETeH U coxaneHui. [TapagokcanbHas MEJIOIUYHOCTb 3TONH MY3bIKH
COTBOpEHA JIHEM, YTOOBI CyMEpKH ee 3aBepiii. Ha nmucsMeHHOM
CTOJIe BETEp IIEIECTUT CTPAHUIIAMH THEBHUKA, TUXO JAOMUCHIBAS JHH.
OpaHXeBOo — CHHE — 3€JIeHbIE HEOHOBBIE JIFOJM Ha TOPTrOBBIX YJIMLAX,
OCBEIICHHBIC BUTPUHBI — 3TO OKHA B MHBIE MUPBI, MUPBI 0€3 OJICKIHI,
¢yTOONBHBIX Msuei, kKHuT U papdopa. 13 riryOUHEI cajoB 1 TOMOB
HEXKHO J)KyPUHT KOJIbIOEbHAs . Ta, 4To MoeT ee, He MOA03PEBAET O TOM,
YTO YCBIIUIET HE TOJBKO CBOETO peOEHKa B MJIETEHOH KPOBATKE, HO U
Bce BOKpyT. Ha HeOe 00s3IMBO 3aKTITUCh CEMb KOCMHUIECKUX
cBeTWIIbHUKOB. Cusiii, cusiii, Xpymnkas poOkas 3Be3qa, CUsii, 1 MyCTh
TBOW CBET Oy/IeT YCIIOKOCHUEM JIJIsl BCEX, KTO JKeJlaeT CHa OOJIbIIIe, YeM
JKU3HU. B TeMHOIl TuIIMHE 3aKpBIBaeTCA NOCHeaHss ABeph. ['opon u3

¢anrazuiit Bpandepu norpysuics B HOYb.

29



Smolensk, Russia
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Authors Anonymous

Hi, my name is Annie and I am a writer. I have been writing
for an indiscernible amount of time — a long time. It started one day,
suddenly, when I got the uncontrollable urge to write. You know what
I mean? It’s that urge we get when the stories we read don’t compare
to the overactive imagination housed in our skulls. So, we pull out our
paper and pens and write. We write the first ideas that pop into our
heads, always following stories we’ve read or movies we’ve seen. We
forget about them for a new story, and another, and another, and an-
other. Our bookshelves fill with half-used notebooks and journals,
skeletons of young dreams left by the wayside. /¢’s just a phase, peo-
ple say. For a while, you agree. Then away go the dark-inked pens,
away go the notebooks, away goes the writers’ dream — all subjected
to the shelf. You may pick them up every once in a while to try a new
way of writing, to record some funny joke that you heard that day, or
just to see if you’ve still got it. You do. There’s a dash of excitement,
dulled, but excitement nonetheless. The once-beloved notebook that
was your constant companion once upon a time finds its way back
into your hands. You write, though your friends don’t know or under-
stand that side of you because for a while, being a writer is nerdy. The
bad kind of nerdy: it’s an embarrassment to show your writing or to
even say that you do it. Again, the notebook may return to the book-
shelf for short vacations but now, you’re on the road with no U-turn.
You’re hooked. You’re addicted. You don’t go anywhere without
even a scrap of paper or pen in case inspiration strikes. People who
see you writing still wonder, Is this really just a phase? Knowing
what they’re thinking, you want to laugh at them and say a smart, wit-
ty comment about writers. Maybe quote a famous author that they’d
never know. But no. Instead, you write it down. You don’t care what
anybody says about you and your writing habits anymore. You write
everything down in your handy-dandy notebook, full of ink splotches
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Haneso. Hanpaso. CHoBa HampaBo. [lepeceuenue nunmii. [1psimbie
yrisl. Bo3Bpamaemscs Ha3aj, 1 Kax10¢e "HajIeBo" mpeBpamacTcs B
"HampaBo". Tak u naems (HeT, HE WACIIH, TaXKe OCKHUIIID) IO ITOMY
JaOUPUHTY, OCIIETIIICHHBIN SIPKOCTBIO BUTPHH, M HE 3aMEYaeIlb HUUETO
BOKpPYT. DTO JIMIIIb JCKOpAI|H, JHIIL MUIypa. Bece Oyradopckoe,
HeHacTosIee, HeHy)kHoe. Kakue-To J0roTumsl, Mapku,
Ha3BaHus...beckoneunsle psjpl nosok. 3auem? I[Ipous orcrozal
Cxopee!

A B r0on0oBe KpacHbIM yHCOHOM Muraet Mbicib. Unes. Lens. Haiitu,
HaiTH, HaiiTu! YyBCTBYyeIIb, 4YTO OCTAJIOCH COBCEM UyTh-4yTh. UTO 3TO
yke 0113K0. BOoT-BOT MOXXKHO OyZA€T NPOTSIHYTh PYKY U AOCTaTh,
CXBaTHUTh TO, YTO HJICIIb Tak AaBHO. Ho HeT. 3a KaXkabIM IOBOPOTOM
BCE T€ e MeCTphle OrHU. Bce Te e 0MHAKOBBIE JINIIA C 3ayYeHHBIMHU
ynbiOkamu. Kak cranmpaptheie ¢poTorpaduul THIIMIHOW CUACTIMBON
CeMBbH B paMKax, IpoAaroIuxcs B MarasuHax. Bee moxoxu ogHa Ha
Ipyryto. Bce oquHakoBo mycThl.

Ho nyxnHo nuntu. Bee Bpemst nntu. He octanasnuBaTscs. Haneso.
Hampaso. U cHoBa HaneBo. [Ipamo. Teneps NOCTOSIHHO NPsMO.
Kaxnprit uem-Tto Topryer. Kro-To dpykramu, a kTo-T0 coboit. Kaxercs,
YTO 3/IECh BCE MOKYTaeTcs u mpoaaercs. AOcomoTHO Bee. Paznuma
b B 1ieHe. Tak 6exatp orciona! CHOBa Oexath!

KpacHslit myHcoH 3aropaetcs Bce sipue u sipue. [loBopot. Eme ogun
MOBOPOT, OBITH MOXET, MociegHuid. W ouepeHON TyHHENb U3 TOJIOK

OT 1oja Jo noroika. Hamego. HanpaBo. CHoBa HarpaBo.
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and wait to be picked up,

thinking any minute now, any minute,

and meanwhile your hope wanes,

and you must, like Julia, phone your friend

to phone the person who can get you off the farm
because your group abandoned you,

how does that feel? Like the big house cracking
its knuckles, the floor grinding

beneath you, or worse? Calls were made.

When I got back

my roommate, it was close to midnight.

They stepped out of the idling van.

That night, Danila and I lost

our keys to the bathroom, separately,

and found them, separately, after much urgency.
Someone said: three ghosts haunt this floor,

taking our clothes, locking and unlocking the doors.

48

Somewhere Else.

Sometimes I feel a pain in my heart.
It's so hard every time I wanna fall asleep.
And the only thing that I can do every time when it happens Is to fly
away. To stars and the moon.

I’m going to try.
But how to find a suitable place
That will be the best? Can someone answer?
I'm now sleeping and dreaming about perfection, Making up good plans
how to set up connections

And go there.
I'm so upset.

I can't let
Myself be free
And fly somewhere.
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Man With Dark Cowl

Wherever there is thunder,
Or just a simple rain,

People scared to stay outside.
They go home to avoid pain.

Cause he comes when bad weather
Starts a journey over town.

Man in suit of leather,

Who always wears a dark long cowl.

He always walks along

On the empty streets and parks.
Rain washes red tone

From his coat. It is a bloody mark.

He will do many bad things,

He will crush people's lives.
And will kill with sharp stings
First who looks in his blind eyes.

So stay at homes, you, nasty cowards.
I'll absorb your tricky souls.

No one can stay towards

My hot thunderbolts.

Cause I come when bad weather
Starts a journey over town...

I'm a man in suit of leather...

And I'll always wear a dark long cowl...

34

I cover up my excrement.
Jacob never came to this country
except to be buried.

Summer in Iowa

Someone shouted: everyone lock your doors!
Our two vans left the farm

at dusk in a storm of heat

and dust, following the owner’s car. Someone must have forgotten
to headcount; turned out Julia and Danila were still
photographing tomatoes. I, like so many

in our group of writers, am guilty of repressing instinct.

I had a real feeling something was wrong.

An hour passed before the news began to drip:

Julia and Danila had been stranded on the fifty acre farm in lowa,
USA

with two Buddhist dogs and several dumb, soft cats.

So they all enjoyed the air, separately, singing

separate songs of companionship

inside their separate skulls. A dog dreams of fences

to be jumped. A cat dreams of bone soup.

Later that day, dozing in the bathroom, I dreamed of missing shoes.
The sound of drilling woke me.

They were doing construction under our floor.

As one by one we gathered in the hall, all except for those absent,
I could feel the floorboards chattering underneath.

Danila and Julia had been left behind. Did you know?

Left behind! It was a phone call

that alerted anybody. How does it feel

to be left behind and to wait
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Jacob

Now I pull off the highway of my history
into the wind-blown cornfields.

Somewhere under these dark blue clouds,
fast changing, my namesake
great-grandfather turns

like a top

in specious stillness

centered,

all six legs crossed,

hard-shelled,

the antennae ever reeling in my thoughts.

But I am hungry

so [ peel an ear of corn

and swallow its lucent gold.

There is my great-grandfather

a tiny speck on that black and curling husk.
Him I will also swallow

to tender my muscles with his essence,

to bless my paroxysmal heart, the terminus
of blood cells, all with little suitcases of DNA
and foreign-sounding names.

Nudelman, the surname that has lived for how long?
Impossible to know—my father changed

but kept all the body

that gives thoughts home.

The cob is clean.

Then I need to go. I go.
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Voronezh, Russia

A Morning Walk

Night opens in Iowa City, a spotted moth
off oak bark

to flutter at my window.
Yesterday, my country celebrated
its two-hundred thirty-sixth
birthday without me.

Around the old capitol, the red-eyed
men and women strapped with vacuums

suck up straws and empty facepaint tubes

and the hundreds of glowsticks,
which have, overnight, whitened
like cocoons bulging with wings.

A Boulder

So singular, so feminine in shape and habit.
Its presence seems a criticism of plurality.

One says: pebbles, and means: hardened raindrops,
means the pits of peaches scraping bowl.

A boulder is to fill, weigh down, approach
infinite stubbornness. A boulder invites

the gravity of swelling women, is

a criticism of plurality: how mother and fetus

curl into one stone.
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[pomanue c ToOOM.

S nomHIO HOYB. S MOMHIO aBryCT,
YTo HEKHO 3J1aTO B BOJOCAX
TBoMX pacKkuIbIBaT HEOPEIKHO,

T'open mepuanueM B ouax.

3a gto 65UT0 yrogHo bory

JIuimute MeHst CBOOOIBI, CHa,
Bcenuts rHeTyIIyIo TpeBory,
UTo nucnuBaeT KpoBb 40 aHA?

Moe xenaHue, MOs Harpaja —
Te0s m1000BBLIO HAKA3aTh,
Y106 My4minach Thl, N3HBIBAJA,

Kax s mapy cexyHnm Ha3a.

Tenepp, M0OUMasi, B3LOXHH CIIOKOIHO,
Huuewm He moTpeBoXKy Brpeapb TeOsl.
Cynpba Tenepb CyJIUT HOKOH HaMm,

OTaenpHO cUacThe — I Te0S.

He Bce 116 paBHO, 4TO OBLITO TIPEXKIIE,
Kak ajgckuM miaMeHeM BCKHUIIaia KpOBb,
Kax 6panm MBI 11BETa IO/ CEPTIEM,
CmemmBasi Kpacku BHOBb.

LlBera sipue 0o, TEKYIIEH MO KHUIIaM,
Bera sipye HOUM, TEKYIIEH IO KUIaM.
OHHM TaK CTOHAJIH, OHM H3HBIBAIIH,

S uwyBCTBOBAT 3TO.
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JIr000Bb OCTaThCS HE XOTEIa,
B3sna nokoii u ynerena
B kpasi, rae ee HUKOT/Aa HE MTO3HAIOT,

Tyna, rae ee nuiib 0JIaXKCHHBIH MO3HACT.

JI1060Bb MOsI, TOOOM JBIIIAI S,
Tebs xenan s, IPOKIMHAT,
Ho nait ycHyTh, MOJIIO TEO0S 1,
Hait ymepers, npomry Teos.
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Here it goes, I think to myself. I'm cheap, I go with any decor scheme.
I'm a vintage classic. I'd be a wonderful surprise.

"Plus, you know, it goes with everything, it's just a classic vintage
piece. Bet your wife would love it," grimy man winks.

"Don't have a wife. Just a futon."

"Eh, well regardless. A fine lamp."

No wife! Oh good heavens, this is it. This is my moment. Right here.
Right now.

"Fifty bucks."

"Thirty."

"Forty-five."

"Thirty-five."

"Forty." They pause.

"Ok."

Yes! I would jump for joy if I could! He puts me in a truck and drives
away. Yes, yes, yes! He parks the truck, and drags me inside. Sure
enough, the house is bare and dark, with a lone futon on the floor. The
man plugs me in and tugs my chain, and I light up the whole room. For
once, for once, I can do what I was meant to do. Not sit in the dark, not
gather dust, but illuminate.

The man sits with his legs crossed and lights a cigar. He takes a puff
and exhales, as if to say, Here's to you lamp. Years from now, when

this place is full of kids and crap and mementos, you will remember
when it was just you and me and the futon, bathed in your unnatural
orange light.

It's nice, I think, as the man settles down on his futon, to do exactly
what you were meant to do.
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Baltimore, Maryland,
USA

A Wonderful Surprise.

"Oh, it's hideous! Why on Earth would you buy it?"

"I thought you'd like it. I thought it was pretty. You really hate it?"

"Oh, John, of all the poor taste..."

"I'm sorry. I'll just put it in the attic."

John picks me up with a grunt and totes me through the parlor and up
two flights of stairs.

"Of all the poor taste!" he mimicked his wife, my shade banging into a
frame on the wall, knocking it askew. "For Christ's sake, you're not that
ugly," he mutters, opening the door to the attic and setting me on the
creaky floor.

Oh, I beg to differ sir, I think to myself. I am that ugly. You knew it
when you bought me. You knew she'd hate me. Look around, for good-
ness sake, is anything else in this house bright orange?

John closes the door and I hear him walk away, back down the stairs.
"No one's loyal anymore," I think to myself. I wait patiently, unnatural-
ly. The attic is quite dark. But I’m calm, and I wait. Cobwebs grow, and
the door stays shut. Seconds pass, or maybe decades.

Suddenly, a man in a grimy pair of overalls and a sweaty hat barges in
with about seven people who look just like him. "Pack this shit up, it's
all getting sold," the man barks, and the toys and games and frames and
golf clubs and jewelry and all the other forgotten things are packed into
boxes. I am too oblong, so I don't get a casket, but I end up in the same
place: another yard sale. That was where John bought me in the first
place. He wasn't the first. I have spent my life in a circle. Husband buys
me at yard sale. Husband surprises wife. Wife is disgusted. I go to the
attic, or the basement, or wherever the forgotten things go. Then some-
one dies, or moves, and I'm right back to the yard sale once more.
"Nice lamp," a man says to the grimy overall man.

"Pretty cheap too," grimy man says.

41



	Contacts

	Between
the
Lines

	Russia

	Acknowledgements

	Foreword



<<

  /ASCII85EncodePages false

  /AllowTransparency false

  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true

  /AutoRotatePages /None

  /Binding /Left

  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)

  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)

  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)

  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)

  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Error

  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4

  /CompressObjects /Tags

  /CompressPages true

  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true

  /PassThroughJPEGImages true

  /CreateJobTicket false

  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default

  /DetectBlends true

  /DetectCurves 0.0000

  /ColorConversionStrategy /CMYK

  /DoThumbnails false

  /EmbedAllFonts true

  /EmbedOpenType false

  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true

  /EmbedJobOptions true

  /DSCReportingLevel 0

  /EmitDSCWarnings false

  /EndPage -1

  /ImageMemory 1048576

  /LockDistillerParams false

  /MaxSubsetPct 100

  /Optimize true

  /OPM 1

  /ParseDSCComments true

  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true

  /PreserveCopyPage true

  /PreserveDICMYKValues true

  /PreserveEPSInfo true

  /PreserveFlatness true

  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false

  /PreserveOPIComments true

  /PreserveOverprintSettings true

  /StartPage 1

  /SubsetFonts true

  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply

  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve

  /UsePrologue false

  /ColorSettingsFile ()

  /AlwaysEmbed [ true

  ]

  /NeverEmbed [ true

  ]

  /AntiAliasColorImages false

  /CropColorImages true

  /ColorImageMinResolution 300

  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK

  /DownsampleColorImages true

  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic

  /ColorImageResolution 300

  /ColorImageDepth -1

  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1

  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000

  /EncodeColorImages true

  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode

  /AutoFilterColorImages true

  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG

  /ColorACSImageDict <<

    /QFactor 0.15

    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]

  >>

  /ColorImageDict <<

    /QFactor 0.15

    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]

  >>

  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<

    /TileWidth 256

    /TileHeight 256

    /Quality 30

  >>

  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<

    /TileWidth 256

    /TileHeight 256

    /Quality 30

  >>

  /AntiAliasGrayImages false

  /CropGrayImages true

  /GrayImageMinResolution 300

  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK

  /DownsampleGrayImages true

  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic

  /GrayImageResolution 300

  /GrayImageDepth -1

  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2

  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000

  /EncodeGrayImages true

  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode

  /AutoFilterGrayImages true

  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG

  /GrayACSImageDict <<

    /QFactor 0.15

    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]

  >>

  /GrayImageDict <<

    /QFactor 0.15

    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]

  >>

  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<

    /TileWidth 256

    /TileHeight 256

    /Quality 30

  >>

  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<

    /TileWidth 256

    /TileHeight 256

    /Quality 30

  >>

  /AntiAliasMonoImages false

  /CropMonoImages true

  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200

  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK

  /DownsampleMonoImages true

  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic

  /MonoImageResolution 1200

  /MonoImageDepth -1

  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000

  /EncodeMonoImages true

  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode

  /MonoImageDict <<

    /K -1

  >>

  /AllowPSXObjects false

  /CheckCompliance [

    /None

  ]

  /PDFX1aCheck false

  /PDFX3Check false

  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false

  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true

  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [

    0.00000

    0.00000

    0.00000

    0.00000

  ]

  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true

  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [

    0.00000

    0.00000

    0.00000

    0.00000

  ]

  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()

  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()

  /PDFXOutputCondition ()

  /PDFXRegistryName ()

  /PDFXTrapped /False



  /CreateJDFFile false

  /Description <<



    /BGR <>

    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065876863900275284e8e9ad88d2891cf76845370524d53705237300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>

    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef69069752865bc9ad854c18cea76845370524d5370523786557406300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>

    /CZE <>

    /DAN <>

    /DEU <>

    /ESP <>

    /ETI <>

    /FRA <>

    /GRE <>



    /HRV (Za stvaranje Adobe PDF dokumenata najpogodnijih za visokokvalitetni ispis prije tiskanja koristite ove postavke.  Stvoreni PDF dokumenti mogu se otvoriti Acrobat i Adobe Reader 5.0 i kasnijim verzijama.)

    /HUN <>

    /ITA <>

    /JPN <FEFF9ad854c18cea306a30d730ea30d730ec30b951fa529b7528002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020658766f8306e4f5c6210306b4f7f75283057307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103055308c305f0020005000440046002030d530a130a430eb306f3001004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d3067958b304f30533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a306b306f30d530a930f330c8306e57cb30818fbc307f304c5fc59808306730593002>

    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020ace0d488c9c80020c2dcd5d80020c778c1c4c5d00020ac00c7a50020c801d569d55c002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200035002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>

    /LTH <>

    /LVI <>

    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken die zijn geoptimaliseerd voor prepress-afdrukken van hoge kwaliteit. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 5.0 en hoger.)

    /NOR <>

    /POL <>

    /PTB <>

    /RUM <>

    /RUS <>

    /SKY <>

    /SLV <>

    /SUO <>

    /SVE <>

    /TUR <>

    /UKR <>

    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents best suited for high-quality prepress printing.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 5.0 and later.)

  >>

  /Namespace [

    (Adobe)

    (Common)

    (1.0)

  ]

  /OtherNamespaces [

    <<

      /AsReaderSpreads false

      /CropImagesToFrames true

      /ErrorControl /WarnAndContinue

      /FlattenerIgnoreSpreadOverrides false

      /IncludeGuidesGrids false

      /IncludeNonPrinting false

      /IncludeSlug false

      /Namespace [

        (Adobe)

        (InDesign)

        (4.0)

      ]

      /OmitPlacedBitmaps false

      /OmitPlacedEPS false

      /OmitPlacedPDF false

      /SimulateOverprint /Legacy

    >>

    <<

      /AddBleedMarks false

      /AddColorBars false

      /AddCropMarks false

      /AddPageInfo false

      /AddRegMarks false

      /ConvertColors /ConvertToCMYK

      /DestinationProfileName ()

      /DestinationProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK

      /Downsample16BitImages true

      /FlattenerPreset <<

        /PresetSelector /MediumResolution

      >>

      /FormElements false

      /GenerateStructure false

      /IncludeBookmarks false

      /IncludeHyperlinks false

      /IncludeInteractive false

      /IncludeLayers false

      /IncludeProfiles false

      /MultimediaHandling /UseObjectSettings

      /Namespace [

        (Adobe)

        (CreativeSuite)

        (2.0)

      ]

      /PDFXOutputIntentProfileSelector /DocumentCMYK

      /PreserveEditing true

      /UntaggedCMYKHandling /LeaveUntagged

      /UntaggedRGBHandling /UseDocumentProfile

      /UseDocumentBleed false

    >>

  ]

>> setdistillerparams

<<

  /HWResolution [2400 2400]

  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]

>> setpagedevice



