Societe des ecrivains des Nations Unies a Geneve
United Nations Society of Writers, Geneva
Sociedad de escritores de las Naciones Unidas

Ex Tempore

Revue litteraire internationale
Volume XVII - décembre 2006

An International Literary Journal
Volume XVII - December 2006

Revista literaria internacional
Volumen XVII — diciembre 2006

Nations Unies, Geneve United Nations, Geneva
Naciones Unidas, Ginebra



Table des matieres/Contents

Impressum
Prologue
Essais/Essays/Ensayos

. Petrarch: Father of Humanism (Ita Marquet)
. How Do You Kill a Myth? (Nedd Willard)
. Voltaire et la gent feminine(Raymonde Morizot)

Théatre/Theater/Teatro

. Dreamworks (Aline Dedeyan)
. The Eagle Flies on Friday (Ronald Neal)

Réflexions/Reflections/Reflecciones

. Purple Cows (AdeZ)

. Sagesse des Nations (Abdel-Rahman Mustafa)
. Reflections (Nicolas Rozeau)

. Libre & vous (Remi Salin)

Nouvelles/Short Stories/Cuentos

. Being Had (David Walters)

. Off the Bridge (Bob Echols)

. The Loud Reader (Zeki Ergas)

. Ma Liste de Priorité (J. Alexis Koutchowmow)
. J’ai encore revé d’elle (Nicholas Rozeau)

. Neglected Roses (Walid Al-Khalidi)

Pages poétiques/Poetry/Poemas

. Spring, Siesta (Alexander Klokov)

. Congratulations, How could I forget you? Pale Emotions,
After getting together, If I could, The Imitation (Walid Al-Khalidi)

. Destin(Alex Caire)

. Wenhui

. Congratulations on Wenhui (Xiao Zhou)

. Sentiments on New Year’s Eve, Casual Thoughts (Han Xiaoxin)

. Kronberg of Denmark (Qiao Zhicheng)

.Vu alatélé, . « R », Favorite (Cécile Elshami)

. Peuples (Alex Ezana)

. People (VCS)

. Femme, Les Filles et les Roses (Michaud Michel)

. La plume du Phénix (Thais Dobberstein)

. Sans Oiseaux (Roger Prevel)

[op N S

10
13

16
24

33
38
44
44

46
50
54
57
60
62

64
65

70
71
72
73
74
75
77
78
79
82
83



. Miroir (Alex Caire)

. Petite Fleur (Hoang Nguyen)

. Summer Was Passing, Down a Well (Nedd Willard)

. Job Application (Maureen Gumbe)

. The Fallen Hero (Ngozi Ibekwe)

. Matrimonial Variable (Richard Scheeler)

. Blue Rose (Vatsala Virdee)

. Passing Fair Isle at Dawn, Earth Shine, Waiting for the Train (Alistair Scott)
. Only, In Search of Statues (Karin Kaminker)

. And the Moon (Zeki Ergas)

. Manichaean Games (AdeZ)

. Gulls, Past the Season, Sanctuary (Beth Peoc’h)

. Flashback, Commuter World, Nocturnal Paranoia (Bohdan Nahajlo)
. Moods of Music, Roses (Ginny Rogers)

. Word Bites (Alexa Intrator)

. Bureaucrat’s Poem (Peter Auer)

. Stormy Weather (Victoria Slavuski)

. Brave New World (Zafar Shaheed)

. Raven’s Song (Sygun Schenck)

. Reptilian Eye, Granny Wisps (Samar Shaheed)

. Loves, Lost Lanes and more L’s (Camilo Antonio)

. The Mud Puddle and the Moon (Ray Barry)

. Europa and the Bull (KeK)

. Elysian Rune (Mauricio Gancefort)

. Barcelona, Incertidumbre (Martha Beatriz Rodrigues)
. Desaparecidos (Noemy Barrita Chagoya)

. A Filida, (Maria Elena Blanco)

. Hocusfocus (Dick Moens)

. Ewiges Wissen, Der Menschen Liebe (Johann Buder)

Translations/Traductions/Traducciones

. The Précis-writer, 2006 U.N. English Language Service Poetry Translation
Contest (Andre Barré, Nigel Lindup, Jean Rose-Benoit, Vicky Oliveira)

. Burning Houses (Ebenezer First-Quao)

. Nature (Rafael Rodriguez)

. Steps, translation of Hermann Hesse ““Stufen” (AdeZ)

. Sous tes ailes, Le collier, Clandestins (Francesca Rosati)

. The Kremlin Gravedigger (Galina lvanova)

SCAT-Staff Cultural Activities Thursdays

84
85
87
89
90
91
92
93
96
101
102
103
106
108
110
111
112
113
115
116
118
119
120
121
122
124
126
127
128

130

133
134
135
136
139

155



United Nations
Staff Society of Writers

President Karin Kaminker
Vice-President Carla Edelenbos
Secretary Alexa Intrator
Treasurer a.i. Janet Weiler
Editorial Board Walid Al-Khalidi
Ximena Bohm

Aline Dedeyan
Irina Gerassimova

Beth Peoc'h

Nicolas Emilien Rozeau
Founder and Editor-in-Chief Alfred de Zayas
Honorary President Sergei Ordzhonikidze

This is the seventeenth issue of Ex Tempore, which has been published since 1989. We
are grateful to all who helped make this number possible, and invite all members of the UN
family, staff, retirees, members of the diplomatic corps, press corps, NGO-community,
consultants, fellows and interns to become our readers and supporters.

The Editorial Board is proud to publish in this seventeenth issue contributions from 58
authors, in Arabic, Chinese, English, French, German, Russian, Spanish and Vietnamese. For
its eighteenth issue, the editors welcome the submission of crisp, humorous or serious prose
and poetry. Essays, short stories, science fiction, plays, poems, reflections or epigrams may
be forwarded in electronic form to Karin Kaminker (kkaminker@gmail.com) or to Alfred de
Zayas (zayas@bluewin.ch).

Ex Tempore is not an official United Nations publication and responsibility for its
contents rests with the Editorial Board and with the respective authors. The final choice is
made on the basis of literary merit and appropriateness to a publication of this kind. The
copyright remains with the authors, who are free to submit their manuscripts elsewhere. Some
articles may be published under pseudonym; others do not identify an organization but use the
acronym UNSW/SENU to indicate membership in the United Nations Society of
Writers/Societé des Ecrivains des Nations Unies. Financial donations to assist Ex Tempore
with its expenses and membership fees (SF 30 per year) may be forwarded to the UNSW/SENU
account No. CA-279-100-855 at the UBS, Palais des Nations, United Nations, Geneva.

Publishing: A. de Zayas, K. Kaminker, Jean-Luc la Planeta
Cover design: Diego Oyarzun-Reyes
Artwork: Polina Ivanova, Bernard Bouvier, Remi Salin, Touvu, Dick Moens
& Sana Fenniche
Photos: Cécile Elshami, K. Kaminker, A.de Zayas, Michael Gerrard
ISSN 1020-6604



PROLOGUE

In 2006, Ex Tempore has been celebrating the bicentennial of Elizabeth Barrett
Browning, the centennial of Samuel Beckett, the 250 anniversary of the birth of
Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart and the 400" anniversary of the birth of Rembrandt van
Rijn.

In 2007, we shall mark the centennials of Daphne du Maurier (Rebecca, The Birds) and
of W.H. Auden, who in a poem entitled “September 1, 1939”, deplored the outbreak of
the Second World War. The poem ends with the resigned and yet affirmative lines:

“All I have is a voice

To undo the folded lie,

The romantic lie in the brain

Of the sensual man-in-the-street
And the lie of Authority

Whose buildings grope the sky:
There is no such thing as the State
And no one exists alone;

Hunger allows no choice

To the citizens or the police;

We must love one another or die.

Defenseless under the night
Our world in stupor lies;
Yet, dotted everywhere,
Ironic points of light

Flash out wherever the Just
Exchange their messages:
May I, composed like them
Of Eros and of dust,
Beleaguered by the same
Negation and despair,
Show an affirming flame.

This affirmation of Logos, reason and life is still needed today, as we continue to be
beleaguered by injustice, senseless wars and violence.

In 2007, we shall also honor the bicentennial of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, who
condemned the concept of ethnic cleansing, before this term was coined in the former
Yugoslavia. Longfellow devoted his epic poem “Evangeline” to the 1755 “ethnic
cleansing” of 15,000 peaceful French-Acadian farmers, whom the British Governor of
Nova Scotia decided to expel, splitting families forever, separating spouses from each
other and from their children. The Acadians were banished and scattered throughout
the other British colonies, where they would never see each other again:



“This is the forest primeval, but where are the hearts that beneath it

Leaped like the roe, when he hears in the woodland the voice of the huntsman?
Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home of Acadian farmers,--

Men whose lives glided on like rivers that water the woodlands,

Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflecting an image of heaven?

Waste are those pleasant farms, and the farmers forever departed!

Scattered like dust and leaves, when the mighty blasts of October

Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle them far o’er the ocean,

Naught but tradition remains of the beautiful village of Grand-Pré.”

May 2007 bring us less war and more justice. Quod bonum, faustum, felix fortunatum
que sit (Cicero, "De divinatione" 1, 45, 102) Wat goed, gunstig, gelukkig en gezegend
zij. Was gut, gunstig, gltcklich und erfolgreich sei. Ce qui soit bon, favorable heureux
et prospére. Que sea lo bueno, feliz y préspero. May it be good, generous, felicitous
and blessed!
Alfred de Zayas, UNSW/SENU
et Président du Centre Suisse romande
du P.E.N. International

VT

A.de Zayas joins K.Kaminker in a reading of her bi-lingual poem
«Apu, the Mountain God» at a recent Ex Tempore literary soireée.
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FATHER OF HUMANISM:
Francesco Petrarca (1304-1374)

I recently returned to the Eugeanean Hills in Italy to take the waters that
are available in the nearby small thermal towns of Abano and Montegrotto. The hot
springs that flow from I Colli Euganei to the spa centres there help to bring feelings of
health and well being to body mind and soul, good for young and old.

It was also an occasion to revisit the medieval village of Arcqua Petrarca
to learn more about the Italian poet and humanist, Francesco Petrarca. He already
inspired me to write about his life and work in Italy and in his spiritual home of the
Vaucluse in France. Described as the first humanist, he is widely honoured in tomes of
literature, library-museums and many other places too.

Petrarch and the past

In his own time Francesco Petrarca was recognized most of all for his
Latin writings and not for his Italian poetry. It was, in fact, for his Latin epic, Africa,
and for not his Italian rime that at the age of thirty-seven he received the crown of the
poet laureateship in Rome in 1341. He saw Rome for the first time early in 1337, and
the ancient ruins deepened his admiration for the classical age.

Father of Humanism, the complete bibliography of Petrarch, first
attempted in Trieste 1828, forms a considerable volume. The Basel edition of 1581, in
folio, is the basis for all subsequent editions of his collected works. Oxford World
Classics has a translated edition of Selections from the Canzoniere, or Song Book, and
other works by Petrarch. Its select bibliography covers translations, editions, criticism,
and Petrarch’s influence. Cyberspace has opened a vast window on the life and writings
of Petrarch. Much of his classical and so-called popular work, with iconography, is
available on-line as is comment and analysis by historians and scholars worldwide.

Petrarch and the present

In November 2003 it was announced that pathological anatomists would
be exhuming Petrarch’s body from his casket in Arcqua Petrarca in order to verify
nineteenth century reports that he stood 1.83 metres, which would have made him very
tall for his period. The team also hoped to reconstruct his cranium in order to obtain a
computerized image of his features. Unfortunately, DNA testing in 2004 revealed that
the skull found in the casket was not his, prompting calls for the return of the skull.



To mark the 700" anniversary of the great man’s birth, exhibitions,
musical, literary, poetry and other major cultural events were held in Italy and in
France. With official patronage of the Italian Embassy in France, and the Department of
the Vaucluse, an international colloquium was held in Avignon (22-24 January 2004)
on the theme of Defence and Illustration of Humanism, in which many international
historians and scholars participated. It was a public event and its proceedings are
expected to be published in due course.

The closing event of the celebrations took place on 24 August 2004 at L’Ile-
sur-la-Sorgue, a short distance from Fontaine-de-Vaucluse, with a poetic-musical
dialogue of Petrarch’s “Lettera amorosa” to his beloved Laura de Noves.

On 6 May 2006 in Geneva at the Forum Theatre, Meyrin, there was
another poetic-musical event of excerpts from Francesco Petrarch’s work Il Canzoniere
played and sung in Italian by Huelgas Ensemble from Belgium, conducted by a star of
Renaissance music. Performed in madrigal style, the Renaissance instruments, including
clavecin, added authenticity to the concert drawn from 366 love poems in the Song
Book, written and dedicated to his beloved Laura de Noves, about whom literature
continues to discuss as his real or imaginary love.

As Father of Humanism, events past and present will keep the life and
influence of Francesco Petrarca to the fore in the 2Ist century and well beyond.

Ita Marguet, ILO (retired)
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HOW DO YOU KILL A MYTH ?

A myth is not a fairy tale about Snow White and the seven dwarfs or Atlantis and
its vanished kingdom. A myth is something that influences the way people feel and,
most importantly, the way they act. Myths can give you the feeling that you belong to a
superior race, that your country is racially pure, or has some inalienable right to govern
over others. There are some myths of our recent times. Many of them have died. Some
are unfortunately very much alive.

Myths that are confined to small populations or poorly armed citizens are not too
dangerous, except to their immediate neighbours. But the current myth about he Way of
Life, symbolized by the American Cowboy, has a worldwide impact that has proved
lethal in effect.

Signs of this myth are all around us. Every time you see someone, most
frequently a teenager, light up a Marlboro cigarette, you are seeing the myth in action.
In fact, draw a cowboy hat in Lagos or Katmandu, and, of course, in Europe, and
recognition is immediate, although individuals pretend that it has no effect other than to
help them choose a certain brand of cigarette. But why that cigarette?

One way to kill a local myth is to get the fact of a more objective history across.
For example, it should be better known that a rainbow of invaders has conquered all the
countries of Europe over the past four thousand years. Thus the gene pool has not
remained ‘pure’ but in reality has been greatly enriched. It is still vital to get this bit of
history across to all the members and would-be members of the European Union.

But the myth of the cowboy is more insidious, and continues to be promoted on a
scale of magnitude, aided by all the media, never seen before. Put simply: the myth
convinces people that there exists a country on earth where the way of the cowboy
reigns even into the 21% century. The cowboy there is a free soul, alone on his horse and
armed at all times. He decides who i1s good and who is evil. After he encounters the evil
ones, rather than bothering the law or judges, he exterminates them and so wins the
eternal gratitude of the more cowardly citizens of the village he liberates.

It is worth noting that the cowboy has no wife, no job, never works, and if he
makes money, it is the reward for capturing or killing villains. He never stays behind to
go about the dull business of daily life. He is pure man, or macho, the kind so many city
dwellers of the world enjoy being in their imaginations. (An unsolved mystery is why
the cowboy also appeals to women smokers.)

The best illustration of this myth and its international outreach are “Western”
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movies. Those that used to be made in Italy and Spain by Sergio Leone starring Clint
Eastwood or Charles Bronson are good examples. Their plots are simple to the point of
inanity. A cold-eyed stranger on his horse arrives somewhere. Villains are seen doing
their villainous deeds. The stranger then kills them all in a variety of imaginative ways.
Dead bandits even fall gracefully from the open windows of the saloon hotel, where
they had been cowardly sniping at the Stranger.

Most serious historians estimate that the saga of the free ranging cowboy in the
United States probably lasted about thirty years. They were hardworking men and most
of them died dirt poor. It was not the cowboy but professional gamblers, many of them
pimps, and gangs of disbanded soldiers left over from the civil war, who did the
shooting.

Mark Twain, who lived out West when it most resembled the myth, painted an
acid picture of one of the most notorious among them. This brute had killed a number of
men, but on one occasion his adversary had the drop on him. He challenged him
boastfully by saying, “If you aren’t a coward, put down your gun. If you aren’t a
coward, fight like a man with your fists”. The other man put down his gun, put up his
fists, and Slade then shot him dead on the spot in cold blood. So much for Western
chivalry.

The myth of the cowboy also has been stretched to include any man or woman
who acts cool, in other words, betrays no emotion -- whatever the situation. So do
psychopathic criminals. Slowly drawing on a cigarette or clenching a cigar between the
teeth adds to the picture.

It is hard to know how to kill this myth, but the reason for doing so should be
evident. The killer cowboy has mutated into the cold-eyed killed soldier, the ruthless
undercover agent or vengeful armed policeman. This myth encourages police states
where both the law and the peaceful individual are silent. Recently, emphasis has
shifted from the lone cowboy to the tough two man buddy squad, who despise law and
compassion just as much as the killer cowboy.

If we cannot kill this myth, it will go on killing us. Police states are partially
maintained by it and their number has increased in the twentieth and twenty-first
centuries. The myth is a menace to democracy and helps strangle what is left of
democracy in its unguarded cradle.

The problem is how to put it to rest. Those who promote the myth make most of
the films shown on the movie and TV screens in our world. Lawless states are aided by
paid intellects, and academics of various stripes, whose seemingly scholarly ideas in
favour of powerful elitist nations are little more than camouflage for unjust societies



12
and ruthless practices.

Ending this myth will not therefore be an easy task, or even pleasant. It should
begin with more factual history about those men who make their own laws and enforce
them and show contempt for ordinary citizens. None of us should accept armed men
who claim they can distinguish who is good and who should be assassinated. Nor
should we accept any country’s behaviour based on such assumptions. Even in
conversation, we should stamp on this ugly myth whenever it appears. And we had
better start today.

Nedd Willard, WHO (retired)
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VOLTAIRE ET LA GENT FEMININE

Il n’est pas plus misogyne qu’une femme. Qu’on en soit assuré, parole de
femme : la mere préfere sans vergogne son fils a sa fille ; ces dames sont d’une jalousie
implacable entre elles. Il est bien connu qu’il n’est de paix qu’entre hommes, sauf
lorsqu’ils font la guerre, ce qui n’est pas rare du tout.

Voltaire, qui plaida fort bien la cause des femmes, s’était-il apercu de tous leurs
défauts ? Fort peu. Sa célebre lucidité fut-elle aussi infaillible qu’on le dit ? Que non
point lorsqu’il est pris au piége de ses sentiments, Voltaire/Candide devenant alors le
plus vulnérable des hommes. Etre 1’écrivain de son siécle n’implique nullement que I’on
soit heureux en amour et il ne le fut pas. La liste de ses déceptions amoureuses serait
longue et ennuyeuse mais elles portent toutes la méme empreinte : quels que soient la
durée et le style de la liaison, Voltaire est immanquablement objet de trahison et supplie
humblement qu’on lui garde quelque amitié.

Il ne fut pas toujours le vieillard édenté que Jean Huber se plut a ridiculiser en
fin de vie. Son charme ne manquait pas d’atouts quoique 1’on en dise et en dépit des
considérations de mode devenues déplacées et tenant souvent a la perruque pour le
Patriarche de Ferney. A I’époque ou régnait le bon gofit, son élégance était indiscutable.
Son esprit était compris, recherché et admiré. Son regard briilait d’une fiévre autant
attribuable a la mauvaise santé qu’a la passion. Mais lui, qu’avait-il a offrir a ces dames
au-dela des pirouettes de salon ou le devoir de I’homme bien ou mal né consistait a
« faire sa cour » aux laiderons et beautés péle-méle dont les ages étaient variables ?

Amoureux transi, il vivait sa passion d’une maniére toute cérébrale. Son manque
de confiance en lui a I’égard de I’autre sexe est indiscutable et tient & une absence de
virilité résultant de son état chétif. Hypersensible comme [’artiste dramaturge qu’il était,
son caractere était pour le moins difficile. Il elt fallu bien de 1’abnégation a une
compagne au long cours, sans oublier I’essentiel : le soutien moral dans ses luttes contre
I’Infame. L’abnégation est généralement bien portée au féminin mais il ne rencontra
aucune dame qui en flt pourvue, pas méme la célebre marquise du Chatelet quoique
I’on en dise et qui lui dut tout de la célébrité en question !

Cessons de fantasmer sur cette vedette féminine dont on continue de trop parler.
Son prestige trouve ses racines dans le mythe de la femme intellectuelle qui sévit
actuellement. Peut-&tre aussi dans le zele que Voltaire mit a la rendre aimable envers et
contre tout, probablement pour s’en convaincre lui-méme. Non moins intéressantes sont
ses liaisons avec les femmes artistes, qu’elles soient actrices ou aristocrates. C’est chez
la marquise de Bernieres qu’il retourna mourir dans cet hdétel parisien ou il fut son
locataire et amant quelque 50 ans plus tot. La correspondance avec Marguerite-
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Madeleine du Moutier présidente de Bernieres (une trentaine de lettres) n’en reste pas
moins le seul dossier qui subsiste de Voltaire amoureux et trahi, a défaut de la
correspondance avec Emilie du Chatelet qui fut détruite par un mari qui avait aussi le
droit d’étre 1a. Les billets de rendez-vous en italien adressés a la niéce ne mériteraient
guere cette qualité. Parlons-en de Madame Denis ! Sa vénalité connue de tous nous
pousse a dénigrer celle qui sut réchauffer les sens de Voltaire vieillissant et le materner,
lui qui garda toute sa vie la nostalgie d’une mere trop tot disparue. Glissons cependant
une exception a la liste de ces femmes traitresses : la comtesse de Bentinck qu’il connut
en Prusse. Tout porte a croire qu’il y eut loyauté et solidarité réciproques, la séparation
due au départ de Berlin les ayant ¢loignés définitivement.

Nul ne contestera néanmoins que Ce qui plait le plus aux femmes est leur gott du
commandement nous rappelle Voltaire. Mais il ne vit pas que c’était 1a leur seule
compensation, le pouvoir n’ayant jamais €té partagé. Il admira les femmes chefs d’Etat,
voulut éduquer les filles mieux que les nonnes, ce qui n’était pas difficile. « Et s’il me
plait @ moi d’étre battue ? » s’obstine a nous répéter Moliére que Voltaire admirait tant.
Il voulut que ces dames fussent des €tres pensants a part entiére, renongant au role
dégradant de poupées. Et s’il leur plaisait a elles d’étre poupées ? Toujours champion
des causes perdues parce que prématurées dans la conscience collective, Voltaire ne
pouvait qu’étre pay¢ d’ingratitude.

La femme moderne, quant a elle, a bien compris que le réle de poupée est
infamant. Mais Voltaire serait certes bien décu de la voir se déguiser plutot qu’elle ne
s’habille pour affirmer sa qualité pensante. Ces femmes en jeans savent-elles ce qu’elles
doivent a Voltaire ? Elles lui reprocheraient sans doute sa Zaire un peu pleurnicharde si
elles I’avaient lue... Toujours ingrates.

Demandons-nous encore ce qu’il serait advenu des sarcasmes voltairiens que
nous redoutons tant leur vérité nous remet en question s’il avait été donné a Voltaire de
vivre un épanouissement affectif quelconque... Car enfin quoi de plus banal que de
mordre a défaut d’étre aimé ?

Raymonde Morizot, BIT (Retraitée)
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DREAMWORKS

Duaisy : Jeune femme blonde, épouse et mere de famille, réve d’étre star. Son idole
«Marilyn Monroe »

Smart : Femme, la cinquantaine, intello/écrivaine désabusée, nostalgique de la scene.
***k

Un studio de théatre. Entre en scéne Daisy répétant: « Qui a pris mes boites de
supréme de poulets. Ou sont passés mes cuisses de poulets, etc. Apparait Smart,
imitation G. Garbo faisant des « do ré mi fa sol la si do » intercalés d‘airs d’Edith
Piaf. L’impression qu’elles se préparent a une audition.

Smart — (exaspérée) Arrétez donc avec vos « qui a pris mes boites de supréme de
poulets... » ! Ca suffit, non ? C’est tout ce que vous avez dans votre répertoire ? Des
histoires de poulailler ! Ca donne la nausée !

Daisy — (tapant du pied) Et vous alors avec vos « do ré mi fa sol la de cette voix
¢raillée! C’est infernal ! Vous démolissez la pauvre Piaff! C’est ¢a votre audition ?
(Reprenant son monologue) Quand on n’a pas 'oreille parfaite, on ne fait pas du
chant !

Smart — (allant chercher une cigarette) Et quand on a une langue aussi mal pendue, on
ne parle pas ! (Se retournant brusquement). Mais, est-ce possible ? Il me semble que je
vous connais ! C’est bien Daisy ? Daisy !

Daisy — Smart ! Impossible, je réve !

Smart — Non, Daisy, tu ne réves pas! C’est bien moi, Smart! Dieu, quelle
coincidence ! Je n’en crois pas mes yeux. La belle Daisy. Mais qu’est-ce que tu fais
ici ?

Daisy — Et toi, ma grande Smart ? J’imagine que t’es l1a pour une audition ? Pourtant,
je croyais... j’étais slire que tu avais quitté Geneve pour de bon ! C’est fou comme tout
le monde se rencontre dans cette petite ville.

Smart — Ben oui ! (Répétitif) C’est fou comme tout le monde se rencontre dans cette
petite ville ! Geneéve ! Oh! la vache, mais ¢a fait un bail ! Le hasard, qu’est-ce que tu

veux, il a fallu, enfin, je suis retournée...

Daisy — Je t’entends encore dire que tu ne resterais pas un jour de plus ici ! Que Genéve
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¢tait une ville maudite pour les esprits révolutionnaires. Je ne me rappelle plus de tes
mots exacts mais que c’était une sorte d’enfer ...

Smart — Pour les artistes, les créateurs, les dissidents, tous ceux qui veulent aller au-
dela des lieux communs, s’insurgent contre la médiocrité, le nivellement par le bas ...
quittent impérativement cette ville pour se réaliser, s’accomplir ...

Daisy - Oh Ia la, ah, oui, je me rappelle maintenant ! Et maintenant qu’est-ce que tu
fais ici ? J’imagine t’es la pour te présenter au e casting du réle de la femme qui « apres
avoir sombrée ... »

Smart — « Finit par retrouver le chemin des coulisses » ! (Elles éclatent de rire). Ben,
oui ! Quelle mémoire ! Tu te rappelles du fameux atelier théatre prés de Montréal !
Notre sé¢jour dans une ferme désaffectée et 1’interminable voyage dans le bus ? Rien
que nous deux en se demandant dans quel trou on allait atterrir. Oh la la ! Qu’est-ce
qu’on avait rigolé !

Daisy — Bien str ! La fameuse Smart qui se roulait par terre tout le temps! Mon Dieu
que le temps passe!

Smart — Daisy, t’as changg, t’es superbe ! Mariée, des enfants, des propriétés ?

Daisy — Si tu devines juste. Un premier mariage. A deleter. Dont mes deux filles,
magnifiques, mes petits chefs-d’ceuvre a moi ! Ensuite une rencontre bouleversante. Un
certain Benoit qui m’enléve & ma ville et @ ma vie ... et, comme tu devines,
m’emmene a Geneve !

Smart — A Genéve ! You've come a long way, mam! (Un temps) Dire qu’a 1’époque on
¢tait des comédiennes chauffées a bloc, les Wild Sisters : Miss Smart et Miss Daisy,
deux petites folles de la scéne. On voulait monter au top, briler les planches, devenir
des stars, célebres, adulées! Et aprés tant d’années, nous voila dans ce studio suffocant
a se poser des questions ... a attendre... a se dire « on repart, tovarisch! »

Daisy — Méme si le temps passe, les illusions restent, le désir aussi ! Pas vrai, Smart ?
Cayest, j’ysuis! Le role de la vieille militante, c’est pour ¢a que tu es 1a, n’est-ce
pas ? Tu sais que la premiére fois que j’ai lu le texte j’ai pensé a toi sans jamais me
douter que je te rencontrerais ici aujourd’hui ! Un dréle de pressentiment.

Smart — Les imprévus, il arrive qu’on les sente, qu’on les anticipe méme ! Je ne
pensais pas te trouver ici non plus, mais au fond de moi-méme je savais qu’il fallait que
je me présente a cette audition ! Méme sur les chapeaux de roues (Se regardant dans
un miroir imaginaire) En me demandant si je pouvais encore m’imaginer sur un
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plateau, chanter, apprendre des textes, me relooker, devenir une comédienne rompue au
feu sacré. ..

Daisy — Bien siir ! Smart, I’éternelle, I’imbattable ! Au fond pourquoi te poses-tu toutes
ces questions maintenant ? Quand je t’ai connue tu ne parlais pas comme ca !
Rappelle-toi, tu étais la seule a nous redonner du punch quand on baissait de régime !
T’as changé ...

Smart — Laisse tomber, Daisy. Aucune importance ! Je vois des ombres un peu partout
! Raconte—moi plutdt ta vie, parle-moi de ta famille !

Daisy — La famille, ah ! Oui ma famille ! C’est nickel, Smart ! Refaite, re-soudée,
on s’entend a merveille ! (Un temps) A Montréal, avant de venir ici, je commencais
juste a percer dans le monde du show biz. Un pied dans le théatre, 1'autre dans le ciné,
je courrais d’un casting a I’autre ! J’avais plein de petits rdles, je veux dire des roles
secondaires, mais c’était positif. J’avancais. Et puis, j’avais mon boulot, mes
collaborateurs. En venant ici, il a fallu tout recommencer a zéro! Pas facile de
réintégrer un cadre professionnel ...

Smart - Et le théatre ?

Daisy - Le théatre ! La galére ! Je me suis mise a taper a toutes les portes. Si tu veux
vraiment te produire faut absolument appartenir & un gang! Sinon, méme si t’es en
avance et bien dans ta peau personne ne s’intéresse a toi! On se méfie de ta
différence et surtout de ton talent. FEt gare si tu veux dépasser les autres, les
conventions ! C’est la panique, on t’¢jecte d’office. Quant au niveau je suis plutot
sceptique, il y a de la recherche mais...

Smart — Do ré mi fa sol lasido ! Je connais la musique !

Daisy — Ca y est, je retrouve mon Smart ! Ma grande délurée ! Et toi, qu’as-tu fais ?
Il me semble que t’avais des contrats avec ’ONU ?

Smart — Ah, oui ! Mes contrats avec ’ONU, des courts et des longs! Comme des
blogs. Missions en Afrique, en Asie, au Moyen-Orient, le face-a-face quotidien avec
le sous-développement a 1'état brut! Toute une période ! Méme si au début je me
sentais perdue et déboussolée, j’ai finis par m’y habituer. Ensuite a réfléchir. Comment
changer la mécanique de ces sociétés, amener de la démocratie, de 1’autonomie ? En
supposant qu’elles le veuillent....

Daisy — Et tes relations ?
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Smart — Bordéliques et intéressantes ! Que te dire ? Tu essayes, tu t’accroches, les
fameux ICC : improvisation, composition, compromis, et un beau jour tout craque !
Les reperes fichent le camp. Tu ne sais plus comment réagir. Alors tu te laisses
dériver ... vers je ne sais ou. Disons que c’est de l'expérimental d'un bout a l'autre ...
méme si parfois t’as I’impression de toucher terre ....

Daisy — Et pas un seul individu qui tient la route ?

Smart — L’homme parfait! Tu plaisantes ! Routine et conventions ou le no man’s
land ! Daisy, tu sais bien que je suis vissée a I’éphémere ! (Elle chantonne) Quant il
était Ia, je révais d'au-dela, mais quand il n'était plus 1a, je me mordais les doigts ...
(ou une autre chanson, « someday he’ll come along, the man I love ...”")

Daisy — Et pourtant, une battante comme toi ... !

Smart — Je n’aime pas les refrains, ¢a te colle a la peau...

Daisy - Mais quel refrain ?

Smart — Un méme discours qui se termine dans I’impasse ! J’ai fini par quitter ’ONU
et le milieu international, Daisy ! Du moins temporairement. Et petit & petit mes
rapports avec le travail, le temps, mon entourage, l'ordinaire de l'existence, tout a
changé ...

Daisy — Tu as eu des pépins ?

Smart — J’ai méme abandonné le théatre!

Daisy — Ah! Ca! Mais pourquoi? (Silence génant) Tu ne veux pas répondre?

Smart — Tu sais bien que j’écris, Daisy. C’est devenu une urgence, un mal. Je
gribouille sans cesse, comme une forcenée, une obsédée.

Daisy — Mais c'est génial! Je parie que tu écris sur les femmes? Allez raconte, ¢a
m'intéresse !

Smart — Les femmes, oui! Et avant tout (ensemble) la femme arménienne!
Symboliquement! En court-circuitant le passé et le présent, en les fusionnant en une
seule réalité. L’image d'une arménité moderne au sens personnel et politique ... 1l
fallait replonger dans mes racines, laisser parler les tripes, [’irrationnel, le fond du
fonds...
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Daisy — Wow ! (S'adressant au public) Ma vie est réglée comme une horloge suisse.
Tic-tac, tic-tac, tic-tac: Debout chaque matin a 6h.15! La grande tasse de Nespresso.
Un instant de chaleur et de plaisir avant que commence la routine d’une journée
d’obligations. Et ce réve qui revient ! Cheveux au vent, je file au volant d’un cabriolet
sport rouge, siéges en cuir, sur une route sinueuse, a flanc de montagne, au creux d’une
immense vallée avec I’infini comme horizon et un soleil radieux caressant doucement
mon visage. Je suis heureuse, j’anticipe le changement, un nouveau chapitre dans ma
vie qui s’ouvre vers I’inconnu, se prolonge, me fait pousser mes limites, je le sens ...

Smart — «A dream come true », Daisy!

Daisy — Et pourtant, il y a des nuits ou je me sens dans un brasier. Je fulmine comme
un volcan en irruption... il suffirait d’une étincelle pour que tout explose. Tu
comprends ¢a, Smart ? Le manque, I’envie, ce désir inexorable d’étre sur scéne, de me
transformer en égérie, d’embrasser le public...

Smart — Le démon du théatre ?

Daisy — (en riant) le grand, le méchant, le gourmand!

Smart — (Idem) Qui ne laisse aucun répit tant qu’on n’est pas franchi le seuil de la
passion qui ravage et qui dicte tout, son corps, son esprit, son imagination ...

Daisy — (riant encore plus fort) j'ai besoin de m'éclater, Smart. Ca se passe non
seulement dans la téte, mais comme tu dis partout dans le corps. Un appétit féroce
d’arpenter les plateaux sous le crépitement des flashes, le bruissement dans les
coulisses, les regards avides du public ...

Smart — Direction Hollywood ou Billancourt ?

Daisy — (Dos & dos) Une vingtaine de projos braqués sur moi ! Scéne vide, silence de
plomb, sensation de chaleur, d'intensité, le temps d’un dernier Kick et je déboule sur les
planches, la téte et le visage en feu transpirant 1'angoisse ultime!

Smart — Pour s’embraser des vicissitudes d’une humanité bigarrée ... conflits et
dérives, haine et amour, envies et lassitude ... violence... faim .... Faim de tout! Des
personnages extravagants ...

Daisy — Réels ou imaginaires ! Je les vis, je les dévore ...

Smart - Grandeur et obscénité, I’absurde et 1’esthétique...
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Daisy — J’en veux, encore et encore, Smart, une métamorphose de chaque instant ...

Smart — La bomba! Olé! Ol¢ ! Quelle soif de gloire, ma chére Daisy ! Dire que moi
aussi ... dans le temps ... Tu portes le méme virus ! Indélogeable ! Rien que les
sommets, Daisy ! The best of ..., dans un méta espace ...

Daisy — Tu ne savais pas que j'avais le show biz dans la peau? Une double vie, Smart !
Ah, une crise permanente ! (Soudain se reprenant) Smart, oh la la, c’est presque
I’heure ! On va nous appeler incessamment. As-tu rempli le formulaire ? T’es préte ?

Smart — Quel formulaire ? Je n’ai rien rempli, Daisy ! Ca cafouille dans ma téte ! J’ai
une sorte de trouille inexplicable... Vas-y, toi! Tu décrocheras le rdle, j’en suis sire.
Moi... moi j’ai encore mon bilan a faire ...

Daisy — Quel bilan ? De quoi tu parles ? T’as plus le temps de cogiter, ni méme
d’hésiter, tu le sais bien ! Prépare-toi ! Tu risques méme de passer avant moi !

Smart — Je ne sais pas si je vais me présenter, Daisy ! Je ... je ne me sens pas ... je
crois que je suis au terminus. Que le moment est venu de m’éclipser, de tourner le dos

Daisy — Quel terminus ? Y’a pas de terminus ici! T’es 1a, a c6té de moi, et tu parles
de tourner le dos! Tu ne te rends pas compte que si tu laisses passer cette derniere
chance il n’y en aura peut-étre plus ! On va te rayer de la liste ! Franchement, tu
déconnes ! T as un autre projet, c’estca ?

Smart — Si j’ai un autre projet ? Mais comment peux-tu imaginer ¢a, Daisy ? J’essaye
de trouver les mots ... Le seul autre projet que j’ai est de renoncer a tout, de boucler la
boucle et de me laisser glisser dans le néant! C'est trop tard pour revenir en arriere, tu
comprends ? (Un temps) J’ai fait un effort pour venir ici, mais a présent tout me
lache ! Comme si j’avais une boule dans la gorge, dans le ventre, qui m’empéche de
bouger, de parler, de respirer ... j’ai I’impression de ne plus exister ! (Se reprenant)
Pourtant j’ai révé d’une derni¢re chance de monter sur scene ... de jouer le réle d’une
femme qui ...

Daisy — ... dans le désespoir final retrouve le chemin des coulisses? Oh 14, 1a, Smart,
toi qui détestes les refrains tu ne cesses d’en fabriquer! Ras le bol de t’écouter !
Surtout quand tu parles comme une has been ! Tu ressasses le passé comme alibi pour
ne pas avancer ! C’est ’horreur ! Je ne peux pas te voir comme ¢a ! On s’en fout du
passé, Smart ! Ton terminus, ton néant, ca n’intéresse personne. Alors écrase ta philo
et regarde devant toi! Je suis convaincue qu’on ne s’est pas rencontrées pour rien, je
veux dire le hasard n’est pas aussi gratuit que tu le crois ! Tu réussiras le casting, je te
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dis ! Allez, vas-y, accroche-toi !

Smart — (ramassant son sac sur la table et se dirigeant vers la sortie) Je m’en vais,
Daisy ! Break a leg, babe! Te souhaite gloire et succeés. T’es parmi les grands,
n’oublie pas! A bientot, Daisy ! C’était magnifique de te retrouver, dingue ...
dingue...

Daisy — (bloquant la sortie) Non, Smart, tu ne vas pas te dégonfler comme ¢a a la
derniére minute, je ne te laisserai pas partir! Tu ne peux pas baisser les bras !
Smart défaitiste, ¢’est impossible ! Je t’interdis de quitter ce studio avant ton audition,
compris ? (Elle la conduit de force vers une chaise) Assieds-toi, respire, léve ta téte
et regarde-moi, oui ! Maintenant ouvre ta bouche et chante. Allez chante, chante,
chante, je te dis ! (Elle se met a chanter) Allez, avec moi (les deux) Non, rien de rien
... (Baisse des lumiere. Daisy sort.)

Smart — C’était & Sydney, retour de mission d’Indonésie, routine check up. Une
infirmiere, des médecins, une chambre blanche. Une longue attente. Le mot chirurgie
qui revient ! Tout de suite. Une biopsie ! Demain, non, ce soir ! Vous avez de la famille
? Vous faites de la sophro ? Détendez-vous, c’est rien. Une petite intervention. On
enlévera la méchante boule avant qu’elle ne se propage ... environ une semaine a
I’hosto... Apres c’est plus dur ... Ca vous coltera plus cher ... Vous préférez rentrer
chez vous ? Pourtant ¢a parait urgent, vaux mieux... On vous fera une péridurale...

Daisy — (revenant) Smart, ¢a a été, dis-moi tout !

Smart — T’es une vraie championne, Daisy ! Grace a toi ... je n’en reviens pas ! Ouff'!
Sur les planches une fois de plus! Wow ! Ce n’est pas de la rigolade, tu sais! Faut
travailler, sérieusement ! Je vais encore changer, Daisy ! Et toi ? T’as le rdle de
Marguerite, str ?

Daisy — Tu le savais, hum ? C’est gagné, ma chére ! Je suis folle de joie! (Elles
dansent) shoubi doubi, dou... (Se retournant vers Smart) Parait-il qu’on va chanter
Piaf ensemble, c’est drdle, tu ne trouves pas ? (Se posant au milieu de la scéne elles
chantent Piaff dans un style cabaret).

Non ! Rien de rien

Non, je ne regrette rien !

Ni le bien qu’on m’a fait

Ni le mal tout ¢ca m’est bien égal !
Non, rien de rien

Non, je ne regrette rien

Car ma vie, car mes joies
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Aujourd’hui ¢a commence avec toi !

FIN

Aline Dedeyan, UNOG (retired)

Photo: Louise Lombard and Aline Dedeyan performing “Dreamworks”during the 10" annual
United Nations Society of Writers literary soirée on Friday, 27 January 2006
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THE EAGLE FLIES ON FRIDAY
Synopsis

It’s the turbulent 70’s in CHICAGO, amid the turmoil of the war in Vietnam,
ethnic unrest, college protests, and rank-and-file dissent, that confronts the aspirations
of OSSIE ROBOTHAM, a Jamaican €émigré. OSSIE ROBOTHAM, an apprentice pipefitter in
an affirmative action program, discovers America the immigrant way—on the job
(where he faces racial and labor strife), at home (where he challenges the Pan-African
philosophy of his cousin M’TOOLY MBAAH), and at play (where he learns that payday is
playday). In his encounters with the very real characters of the USA—from the one-
eyed Polish radical CITIZEN KOSCIUSKO to MELISSA, the feminist intellectual—OSSIE
ROBOTHAM, though seemingly unpolished and rural in origin, remains true to his
analytical nature, refusing to accept without struggle the ‘givens’ of his status, nor the
consequences that inevitably ensue.

Act I immerses us in the rough underbelly of CHICAGO: an old-line union hall
with all the trappings of bluster and bloodletting. JONATHAN NAKAMURA, business
manager for A-OK Construction, addresses newcomers to the industry on the
advantages of working with the company before giving way to labor leader “BIG BILL”
BAILEY and his team (composed of IRA GREENE; SAM ‘NBA’ JONES; and the ominous
specter of THE ENFORCER). “BIG BILL” BAILEY, under the guidance of
advisor/consultant IRA GREENE, lectures the apprentices—largely recruited from
un(der)employed ethnic minorities and women—on the value of playing the game and
thus furthering the social peace program of management and the labor bosses.
Orientation, as it were, proceeds according to plan until the unscheduled appearance of
the enigmatic CITIZEN KOSCIUSKO, who disrupts the gathering by accusing both
management and labor of blatantly disregarding safety standards. He then engages the
RANK-AND-FILE DISSIDENT in a lively, though unfocused, debate on the burning social
issues of the day: trade unionism, speed-up, martyrdom, Black Power, the media,
WASP rule, working stiffs, special interest groups, and ‘“the people.”  OSSIE
ROBOTHAM, a West Indian participant in the building trades, offers his perspective as an
outsider looking in, but CITIZEN KOSCIUSKO, hell-bent on mayhem and oblivious to
reason, launches a tirade against everything in sight, concluding the scene by ripping to
shreds the image (in the form of an oversized poster) and legacy of Samuel Gompers,
legendary American union boss.

When Act II opens, we have been transported from the chaos and confusion
along Ashland Avenue to the relative serenity of a college campus (which, according to
popular legend, is a great place “for finding out what other people don’t know”).
M’TOOLY MBAAH, a part-time student whose full-time ambition is to lead a Back-to-
Africa movement, embraces our attention as he performs an elaborate ritual designed to
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Enrapture his flock of ‘true believers’. Unobserved, OSSIE ROBOTHAM, distant cousin to
M’TOOLY MBAAH, enters, then stands in the shadows and spars—verbally—with the
precepts, half-baked truths and denunciations of The Big Black Book. Ultimately,
M’TOOLY MBAAH, bedecked in a dashiki and carrying an ivory cane, awakens from his
trancelike state to behold OSSIE ROBOHAM and the two vow to renew the ties of kinship
and friendship.

Scene II of Act II provides a second glimpse of university living—with the
additional accoutrements of a water bed, SONY stereo, color television and modern
couple. MELISSA, blonde and chic in the New York vogue, expects to receive a Ph.D. in
the social sciences, which she will use to advance the cause of feminism; her live-in
boyfriend, RICHARD OLNEY TALMAN III, is pursuing a Master’s degree in Business
Administration, after having rejected a career in physics (the hard sciences) for his true
love in life: money (the more, the merrier is his motto). Their relationship—tenuous, at
best—revolves around the mutual disrespect they have for each other’s careers. Just as
another argument is about to erupt on Friday night, M’TOOLY MBAAH arrives to
introduce OSSIE ROBOTHAM, enabling MELISSA and RICHARD OLNEY TALMAN III to put
aside their differences so that a foreign visitor may be properly entertained. And our
foursome spends the evening partaking in mock-serious battles, provocative
conversation, and assorted fun and games before realizing that their collective cups are
empty; in other words, the party’s over.

By the beginning of the third and last act, the curtains have been drawn for the
tragic dénouement, CITIZEN KOSCIUSKO strikes a self-pitying pose in Scene I of Act III,
as he recounts his personal life to the best friend of the working class (‘good ole Jack
Daniels’). However, the Polish radical is forced to take cover when he overhears IRA
GREENE and ‘BIG BILL’ BAILEY plotting to eliminate undesirables and malcontents. On
the other side of town, OSSIE ROBOTHAM is giddy with joy over the paycheck in his
pocket; immediately, he heads for the streets and a taste of Chicago’s nightlife. Bright
lights, high-flying banners, and TV cameras command center stage in Scene III of Act
III, as local politicos, the media, and A-OK Construction Company personnel are
scheduled to appear at a ceremony honoring the successful apprentices. MELISSA,
M’TOOLY MBAAH, and RICHARD OLNEY TALMAN III join the celebration on behalf of
OSSIE ROBOTHAM, who beams with pride. But the aura of optimism and euphoria is
short-lived: the Senator fails to materialize; CITIZEN KOSCIUSKO and the RANK-AND-
FILE DISSIDENT slip through a security net; and the MASS MEDIA REPRESENTATIVE
expresses disappointment at the lack of “action”. It doesn’t take long for doom—in the
form of an industrial accident—to descend. The explosion that occurs blinds OSSIE
ROBOTHAM and kills a second worker, leaving the audience dumbstruck. As a
kaleidoscope shines on each character, individual versions (and scapegoats) for the
events that transpired are offered. In the background we listen attentively to The
Temptations singing about how “the eagle flies on Friday,” as the MASS MEDIA
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REPRESENTATIVE puts the death-knell on the festivities with the ironic remark, “And
that’s our lead story for tonight!”

Dramatis Personae:

Ossie Robotham Jamaican, pipefitter, apprentice in affirmative
action training program; speaks in lilting West
Indian voice

M’tooly Mbaah Afro-American, very tall and thin, distant
cousin to Ossie Robotham, garbed in a
dashiki to fit Pan African outlook

Richard Olney Anglo-Saxon descent, bespectacled, former

Talman III physics student now studying for a Master of
Business Administration (MBA) degree,
live-in boyfriend of Melissa

Melissa Feminist, long blonde hair, New York chic in
dress and attitude, doctoral student in social
sciences
The ethnicity, where indicated, should be maintained for the sake of authenticity.
LOCALE
The play takes place in Chicago, circa 1970.

ACT II SCENE I

The set is a studio apartment in a campus dormitory. Dark bulbs are used to keep light
out. The room appears to be one huge map of Africa, with statues, photographs, and
other items imported from Nairobi, Kenya dominating. On the wall is a conspicuous
ivory cane, apparently to aid in walking. M’tooly Mbaah, wearing long robes, sits in
the center beneath a map of the world with Africa as the center. He kneels and then
commences to perform some Pan African ritual during which he intones, “Gora sahib,
gora sahib” rhythmically clapping as he goes along. Incense fills the air. A door on the
far right is where Ossie Robotham enters unobtrusively, preferring to converse in the
shadows, as it were.
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M’tooly Mbaah (to audience)—See what a soul brother must endure at
the hands and shifty feet of his brothers!

Ossie Robotham (loudly)—RUFUS—

M’tooly Mbaah—M’TOOLY MBAAH!

Ossie Robotham (softly)—ENto Bah?

M’tooly Mbaah—M’TOOLY MBAAH!!!

Ossie Robotham—Cousin, in my native Jamaica, reunion always brings
tears because what the eyes forget, the heart remembers.
Friendship may well be a renewable bond that spans the bridge
of time; but when it is not, it is like the slow ferry: the second
time around brings you down.

M’tooly Mbaah (gestures, while cradling a book)—

How long ago indeed—

When the idea of Pan Africanism was but a seed,

Little did the Establishment know

That knowledge of one’s self and people had to grow.

Beware AMERIKKA! Your vicious assault on color
humanity has sparked a movement that’s on its way:

For necessity demands that we seize the day.

Ossie Robotham—M’tooly Mbaah, if we alley cats remain mute at the
placemat to paradise, please purr with us. No one enters the
temple of love without surrendering to salvation or damnation.

M’tooly Mbaah—MOTHER AFRICA, soar highest in your

resplendent majesty

Because you alone and above all others gave birth
to humanoid tapestry.

Let us return to the great traditions of Noni,
Timbuktu, Zimbabwe, Dahomey and the Masai,

Remembering Nat Turner, the Mau Maus, Touissant
L’ouverture, Lumumba, Denmark Vesey, the
Ashanti—they knew how to die.

Turn the white aggrunti into a self-inflicted
Maelstrom,

And annihilate them with the battle cry:
‘Semper Malcolm’, ‘Semper Malcolm’.

Ossie Robotham—Ask me about depression, and I’1l tell you how it
oppresses; ask me about oppression, and I'll tell you how it
depresses. Nothing oppresses like depression. Nothing
depresses like oppression. There has to be a way to see
what’s coming—to probe, to prepare and to prevent. If we
study seriously, man, I believe things not in our favor will be
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better understood, made ready for reversal. Events don’t
just happen—you know there’s a how, a when, a why as well
as a who out there somewhere. The disadvantaged don’t
have to be hopeless. Life can be as good as it looks. Life,
like the good doctor bird, can sing a sweet tune.

M’tooly Mbaah—Analysis! Analysis!

Paralysis! Paralysis! Analysis is paralysis.

Build the African nation

Without excuses, backstabbing or hesitation.

Take aim on the gym shoe set (running and jumping and
playing games) that lives the sporting life of
round balls,

For wasting our time in between hot dogs and donuts—

Outside the arena there are no curtain calls.

Ossie Robotham—Third World peoples—whether they come from

Panama or Pakistan, Liberia or Lebanon—must ask
themselves why some develop, why others underdevelop.

We have to deal with our own failures and others’ successes.
The more you love your country, the more determined you

are to correct its weaknesses. When we West Indians fail, we
blame ourselves; when you Pan-Africanists fail, you blame the
white man. The cripple will never learn how to walk until he
throws away his crutch.

M’tooly Mbaah—Reclaim your distinctive music, ebony brother;

Take my word, it’s better than any other.

The Aryans defined Kultur as Mozart

But Coltrane’s the superior art.

Opera, symphony, ballet—notice how the haughty
Europeans claim to have invented it all.

Surprise! when we created JAZZ there ended the myth
and there began your downfall.

Ossie Robotham—Imitation’s the craft of artless people. The

secret 1s to be wise and mighty. It’s right there in the
history books. Watch Japan watch China; watch Japan
watch America. Speak French!—only if you’re Russian,
aristocratic, and cultured; speak French!—only if you’re
British, aristocratic, and cultured.

M’tooly Mbaah—They were gun-toting ‘settlers’, demonic

missionaries, rejects, misfits, convicts—nothing
but a wolfpack of hairy savages,
With such unmitigated gall to think our Fatherland



(through subterfuge) might be conquered or give
in to Dark Age ravages.

Colonialism and slavery (and the attempted extermination
of our Mongoloid brethren tepee by tepee) they
offered as trick or treat, calling it a
constitutional thanksgiving...

Until black warriors spilled da Mastuh’s blood and crushed
these subhuman devils, who, fearing the rage and
revenge, pleaded with the valiant and were accorded
an undeserved forgiving.

Ossie Robotham—M’tooly Mbaah, calm yourself, mon—

M’tooly Mbaah (agitated)—Bludgeon the brazen beast! He’s a
dirty race-mixer behind closed doors but invokes
lynch-law to save Mary Jane’s purity.

What possessed our pitiful ancestors to endure slavery,
torture, rape, mass murder, poverty, hunger to
maintain Uncle Sam’s security?

You insult us with your Coon theory of ignoble birth,

As if we can’t recapture the future and make dear Frantz
the prophet destiny discovered in The Wretched
of the Earth.

Ossie Robotham—My brother—
M’tooly Mbaah—O misguided children of New Mali! Abandon
the Bantustan mentality,

Don’t you understand liberation’s the unavoidable
reality!

Every negro is an African by special breed;

Believe me, I’ve heard enough about how the Cape
Coloureds bleed.

Ossie Robotham—Tomorrow cannot come before yesterday.
M’tooly Mbaah—Imperialism’s influence extends all the way
to the braided rings of Saturn.

No matter! When vultures covet true riches, they
look to the cradle of civilization for the quick return.

Repay the West for bringing the jungle to our
unsullied shores,

Where once stood a free continent ablaze in glory
there fell a whole world to the plunder of
geopolitics, subject to the dictates of “French”
Somaliland, “Portuguese” Guinea, the “British
Protectorate” in Kenya, the “Belgian” Congo,
“Italian” East Africa, the “Spanish” Sahara and
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the South Africa of Boers.

Ossie Robotham—They call it the age of nationalism; they call it the
age of internationalism. It’s a strange nationalism that says
hate everybodys; it’s a strange internationalism that says
love everybody. Since I’'m not an American I can’t explain why
the nationalists hate everybody and why the internationalists
love everybody.

M’tooly Mbaah—Neo-Africa is the fearless flagship of Garvey’s vision
Sent to unite our redemptive homeland—Mongo and Kongo,

Zulu and Hutu—against kinship division.

Through the plains of Serengeti, down Lake Tanganikya
and across the Zambesi we trek to rediscover mineral
wealth, natural resources, and the forbidden
Treasures of Ghana.

Awaken, noble tribesmen, awaken for these gifts are
yours as the booty on becoming bwana.

Ossie Robotham—Social change is an intractable brute. It defies us
as it bruises us; it disarms us as it frightens us. If we try to
leap into the future, it shoves us back into the past. The
things you didn’t do take away from the things you want to do.

M’tooly Mbaah—Chant! Chant! Hum! Hum!

Be a leader, not a bum!

Ossie Robotham—I’1l never understand the urban game of style and
sophistication. I can’t keep up with what’s popular in fashion,
what’s unpopular in art, [’'m not made to sip tea in the Pomp
Room or chitchat about the experimental ballet. I’ll always
be a real rural ramblin’ on to Shantytown. I can dig the soft
words...I’m in a mellow groove...

M’tooly Mbaah—Ujaamaa! Aisha!!

Ossie Robotham—Relaxing with reggae...

M’tooly Mbaah—Revolutionize the revoluion...revolutionize the
revolution...

Ossie Robotham—Bye Bye Babylon...(claps his hands, then
snaps his fingers at M’tooly Mbaah)

M’tooly Mbaah (shakes head—as if awakened from a trance)—
Ossie, sweet cousin, are you really here with me? Bring
yourself out of the darkness.

(They embrace warmly and with unabashed emotion.)

Ossie Robotham—Yes, I also bear light.

M’tooly Mbaah—How does it feel being in the walls of ivory?

Ossie Robotham—Well, I like it fine. There’s incense in the
air...good vibrations everywhere...and I’'m a college man!



M’tooly Mbaah—Hand me my cane (points to an object, which
Ossie dutifully retrieves), pretty please. I can see you
need an education. So many people these days have
an exalted opinion of academia.

Ossie Robotham—Am I exalted?

M’tooly Mbaah—Let me give you the lowdown. Colleges are
great places for finding out what other people don’t
know. After you dispense with the dull professors and
the sterile textbooks, you’re left with the college of
hard knocks ouside the classroom. That’s the school
I’m trying to graduate from.

Ossie Robotham—In other words, if you’ve been to college, you need
to be re-educated.

M’tooly Mbaah—Right on! Get down with the get down. What have
you been reading?

Ossie Robotham—Sounds like the little red book, does it?!?

M’tooly Mbaah—Chairman Mao took the Chinese through one stage,
but we’ve gone to another level with THE BIG BLACK BOOK
(waves it proudly)...Did you hear what I said? THE BIG
BLACK BOOK!

Ossie Robotham—So that’s your bible.

M’tooly Mbaah—Yep, this is the word.

Ossie Robotham—Is it filled with truth?

M’tooly Mbaah—The truth is tricky. We touch upon the truth
when it’s relevant.

Ossie Robotham—Where, oh where, are the troops of truth?

M’tooly Mbaah—Truth troops? (joking) You’re full of horseflush.

Ossie Robotham—Excuse me, sir. I had a thorough horseflush this
morning. Hah! Hah!

M’tooly Mbaah—Sit down for a spell...we’ll reminisce...then I’ll
hip you to what’s going on.

CURTAIN

Ronald V. Neal, UNHQ, NY
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PURPLE COWS
Cicero, Chichero, Kikero, Sisero, Tsitsero — one famous name, and no one really knows
how to pronounce the consonants, or where to place the accent.

We might live happier by not questioning received falsehoods, but would only grow old
without growing up.

Freedom of thought is prior to freedom of expression.

Serendipity goes beyond carpe diem, carpe noctem, beyond grasping at fortuity. It
means winning the game and holding on, remaining alert to fortune's many moods.

Tomorrow is one day more — and one less.
Some old politicians remain obstinately adolescent.
There are in-built lies in daily discourse.

Waking up from a bad dream is like escaping from purgatory. Waking up from a good
dream is like seeing your ice cream melt in the sun.

You do not feel your chains until you try to move.

The frontier between good and bad goes through the human heart.
Those who want find ways, those who don’t find reasons.
Disenchantment follows infatuation.

Growing up means burying illusions, one by one.

There is no growing up without mourning.

Men are not as unfaithful as they would like to be. Women are not as faithful as men
expect them to be.

Prejudices are psychological protection mechanisms.

If you strip people of their myths, you leave them naked and vulnerable. Beware they
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do not weave worse mythologies to wrap themselves in!
The prostitution of the mind is more prevalent than the sale of one’s body.

The war on terrorism is as much a rhetorical war as the war on poverty Thus far
poverty is winning. If we do not change our strategy, terrorism will win too.

There are many forms of criminality and only some are legally prohibited.
Wars cause greater moral than material devastation.

The most pervasive harm that a belligerent can visit upon the enemy is to undermine its
culture.

The most lasting sequel of wars is the confusion of values.

Some crimes are too gruesome for classification.

Every human being possesses dignity transcending quantification.

The use of statistics in competing victimhood is obscene.

You feel your age when you refuse to read a mode d’emploi.

Thank first, complain later.

Culture can and often does coexist with savagery.

Misery and glory cohabit in the same heart.

In danger, pray. Curse later.

Right-wing and left-wing are artificial labels. The non-manipulated human being is a
combination of both, possibly with an added green-wing. Any intellectual worth
listening to will fly with many wings.

If we spent more time admiring what the world offers freely to all human beings, we
would probably hate each other less.

In the cosmology of war, the good and the bad intertwine.
History 1s more than a beauty contest.
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A “failed State” is not just a State with a troubled administration. It is also a State that
cannot live in peace with its neighbours.

Life is not making a career. Life is living.
Everyone has a watch, but no one seems to have time.

If we take time to enjoy what we do have, we will have less time to bemoan what we
still lack.

It takes years to realize the preciousness of the moment.

Love is accepting your loved one’s vanities.

A bit of vanity improves the personality cocktail.

When you see the green pastures of Switzerland, you almost want to be a cow for a day.

Politicians and generals go into history books. Musicians go into the hearts of
generations of listeners. Napoleon is dead. Beethoven lives.

Perpetual progress is a myth. All around us life emerges, grows and dies, civilizations
rise and fall. Mesopotamia, Egypt, Persia, Greece, Rome all knew progress and decline.
We will too. All we can do is to devise contingency plans for survival.

The Economy ought to serve Mankind, not Mankind the Economy.

Education entails learning to ask questions, not just how to regurgitate answers.

The historian is not a priest who propagates dogma and administers sacraments, but an
agnostic in search of truth.

In sport you learn to lose and win, to observe rules, to respect the referee. You can
make mistakes without long-lasting consequences, for tomorrow there is another game.

Even a cesspool can reflect heaven.
Truth is a haphazard commodity.
Useful truth becomes dogma. Dangerous truth is heresy.

It is more important that politics follow the law than that the law follow politics.
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International law is not an a la carte bistro.

World architecture without Greece would be but walls and roofs.The world’s museums,
parliament buildings, temples and other official buildings are mostly copies of the
Parthenon.

Tragedy needs no adjectives.

A good baker makes more people happy than any accountant.

Prizes honour the organizers more than the laureates.

A melting pot sometimes boils over.

The modern world is neither polytheistic nor monotheistic, but rather moneytheistic.
A good lawyer also knows when not to apply the law.

Growing old just happens. Growing up may not.

As we grow up, we abandon our role models, one by one.

Role models are 50% real and 50% what we put into them.

Hero worship should end with adolescence.

Better be a living saint than a dead martyr.

Aspiring to martyrdom is unhealthy.

The Second World War was also Lili Marleen.

It takes temerity to step out of moral certitudes.

It is easier to take candy from a baby than a bone from a dog.

Most people find it easier to close their eyes than their mouths.

Knowing when it is over opens opportunities for a new start.

A country with many laws is not necessarily a country under the rule of law.
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The more knowledge, the more doubt.
The ignorant know many certainties.

An adolescent may think that dying for a cause is fine. A mature person knows that
living for a cause is more important.

Our goal can be less than changing the whole world. Helping a few people is of value
too.

The world of human rights activists is replete with predators who instrumentalize
human rights for political motivations and for career advancement.

To educate means not merely imparting information but rather developing in the student
the faculty to think independently, to apply criteria and arrive at judgments which may
well be different from that of our peers. Indoctrination, by contrast, entails just learning
how to follow higher authority and become a consensus-conformist.

Instrumentalizing failure can pave the way to success.

You are well-to-do when you have less time than money.

Religion is a form of poetry.

A single candle can light a million more.

When you point at someone, three of your fingers point back at you.

Sadism is a human trait. Wild animals kill to eat, but they do not torture.

Demonizing one’s own shadow does not exorcise the megalomania within.

Sunsets are majestic kitsch.

In the desert you are closer to God.
AdeZ,UNSW/SENU
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SAGESSE DES NATIONS

Quatre-vingts proverbes et dictons soudanais

La langue d’origine des proverbes et dictons dont on trouvera une traduction dans les
pages suivantes est le dialecte qu’on appelle communément I’arabe soudanais,
principale variété dialectale du pays, qui se parle non seulement au centre du pays mais
aussi dans les villes et les centres urbains de tout le Soudan septentrional.

Les proverbes sont par excellence des spécimens linguistiques charges de « référents
culturels », d’ou la difficulté de les transposer dans une autre langue. La traduction que
nous en faisons est assez large, ce qui permet de les rendre dans une formule plus ou
moins condensée et d’éviter ainsi des paraphrases ou des explications trop longues.
Cependant, pour éviter toute ambiguité, ou lorsque le « message » du proverbe ne nous
parait pas suffisamment explicite, nous avons dd, dans certains cas, faire suivre le
proverbe d’une petite phrase explicative, et dans d’autres, ajouter a I’énoncé du
proverbe des éléments, donnés entre parentheses, pour éclairer le contexte.

L’oeil ne se placera jamais au-dessus du sourcil.

Il est indigne du faucon, lorsqu’il tombe dans un piége, de se débattre. (Dans le
malheur, il faut garder sa dignite)

Mieux vaut étre tué (par ’ennemi) que d’entendre crier sans cesse : « I’ennemi
arrive ! » (Mieux vaut mourir que de vivre dans I’inquiétude)

Le dromadaire ne voit pas la courbure de son cou.
(Nos défauts sont mieux vus par les autres que par nous-mémes)

On ne peut pas applaudir avec une seule main.
(On réussit mieux a plusieurs que lorsgqu’on est seul)

On ne redresse pas la queue d’un chien.
(Il est difficiles de se débarrasser de certains défauts invétérés. Qui a bu boira)

On ne menace pas un requin de noyade.

Avec la crue viennent les crocodiles, et avec la nuit viennent les reptiles.
(Il n’y a pas de bienfait absolu, pas de bonheur sans mélange)

S’il n’y avait pas de fissure, on n’entendrait pas de craquement.



(Il n’y a pas de fumée sans feu)

(Seul) un loup est capable de reconnaitre le hurlement d’un autre loup.

Dans un pays sans crocodiles, c’est le varan qui se dandine.

Mieux vaut la toux que la bouche cousue.
(Mieux vaut quelque chose que rien)

Le repaire d’une hyéne ne saurait étre totalement dénué d’ossements.
i\/[ieux vaut étre dans ’attente (d’un bon diner) que d’avoir déja diné.
Aux yeux de sa meére, un singe est (aussi beau qu’) une gazelle.

Une tortue sait ou mordre une autre tortue.

Si ton frére était du miel, il ne faudrait pas le lecher entiérement.
(1l ne faut pas abuser de la gentillesse de ses amis)

(Pour se nourrir) le termite a (tout) essayé, (y compris) la pierre.
(11 ne faut jamais désespérer)

Un homme s’attrape par la langue.
(Un homme qui ne tient pas sa parole n’est pas digne de ce nom)

On ne fait pas garder les chévres par une hyéne.

Ce sont les grands arbres qui portent la gomme.
(La sagesse se cherche chez les personnes d’age mdr)

Qui a une dent en or a le rire facile.

Un malchanceux trébuchera sur son ombre.

Un malchanceux trouvera de I’os dans un mets de tripes (littér. « poumons »).
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(De méme que) le trou d’ une aiguille ne tient pas deux fils, (de méme) le coeur ne

« tient » pas deux (amours).

Qui joue avec les chiots ne sera pas a I’abri des égratignures.
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(Quand on s’adonne a des occupations peu sérieuses, on peut le regretter un jour)
Dans un pays qui n’est pas le tien, tu peux te promener tout nu.

Offre ton samedi, tu recevras le dimanche (en échange).

Lorsqu’un aveugle retrouve la vue, il aménera un désastre sur les siens.

(On peut craindre le pire lorsqu’une personne d’origine modeste accede subitement a

la richesse ou au pouvoir)

L’autruche aurait bien aimé voler aussi bien qu’elle court.
(On ne peut pas tout avoir a la fois)

Un bateau a deux capitaines finit par couler.
Mieux vaut demander a quelqu’un qui a eu une maladie plutét qu’a un médecin.
Au pays des aveugles, le borgne fera figure de guide.

Le feu enfante la cendre !
(Se dit du rejeton rateé d’un illustre pére)

Ne cherche pas a devenir poutre d’une maison sur le point de s’écrouler.
(1l faut bien calculer les risques avant de prendre une grande décision)

Toute « qubba » (= mausolée) n’abrite pas (1a tombe d’) un saint.
(Les apparences sont parfois trompeuses)

Point n’est besoin de pousser un enfant qui vient de perdre sa mére a se lamenter.

(Subir) une injustice (de la part) d’un proche est aussi dur que (de) croquer des
cailloux.

Nos pieds nous raméneront la ou notre coeur a battu d’amour.

(Certes) nous ne sommes pas encore morts, mais nous avons déja traversé un
cimetiére. (Certaines choses sont tellement évidentes qu’on n’a pas besoin de les
expérimenter)

On marche mieux aprés un trébuchement.

Lorsque ton fils grandit, traite-le comme un frére.
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Par (souci de) propreté, l1a femme du savant se met a laver les livres de son mari.
(Se dit pour critiquer I’exces de zele)
Méme si la mort t’épargne, la vieillesse ne te laissera pas (jouir de la vie).
En voulant mettre du khol sur les paupiére d’une femme, un parfumeur lui a crevé
les yeux. (Se dit d’une personne sur qui on a place de gros espoirs pour résoudre un
probleme, mais qui échoue lamentablement)

Si tu ne peux D’atteindre, lances-y des pierres.

A quoi sert de tater un mouton (pour apprécier la qualité de sa chair) apres qu’on
I’a égorgé ?

C’est a celui qui marche dessus que la braise ardente fait mal.
(On a beau compatir avec une personne affligée par un malheur, c’est cette personne
elle-méme qui ressent le plus de peine)

Un mur trop bas est facile a sauter pour les chiens.
(Se dit d’une personne sans défense qui est traitée comme bouc émissaire par son
entourage)

Quiconque monte sur deux selles tombera, et quiconque embrasse deux chemins
s’égarera. (Se dit pour critiquer I’indécision)

L’hyéne ne s’attaque qu’ a la brébis éloignée (du troupeau).
(Une personne est plus vulnérable lorsqu’elle est isolée)

Qui a connu la morsure d’un serpent aura peur de la trace d’une corde (sur le sol).
(On est plus avisé quand on a vécu une expérience pénible)

Un noyé s’accroche méme a une paille.

C’est devant son poulailler qu’un coq chante le mieux.
(Nous sommes plus a I’aise dans les milieux familiers)

Tout oison est bon nageur. (Tel pere, tel fils)
La servante d’un dévot ne saurait s’abstenir de faire la priére.

(Se dit devant une obligation peu réjouissante a laquelle on ne peut, de par sa position
ou du fait de certaines contraintes, pas se soustraire)
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Un homme de petite taille ne peut étre que dépositaire d’une grande sagesse, ou
(au contraire) source d’interminables troubles.

Un chameau affamé commence par manger le coussin qu’on met sur son dos.
(Il faut se méfier des réactions d’une personne désespérée)

Sur la rive, nous sommes tous bons nageurs.

Donne ton pain (a faire cuire) au boulanger, méme si (tu sais qu’) il en mangera la
moitié.

Le venin d’un serpent ne lui nuit pas.

Qui a de la farine, ne manquera pas de moyen de faire le/du feu.
(Quand on a I’essentiel, le subsidiare importe peu)

L’ombre du ronier se jette loin (de son tronc).
(Se dit d’une personne qui profite davantage aux gens éloignés qu’a ses proches)

Un affamé réve de pain.

N’étire pas tes jambes plus loin que ton matelas !
(Il ne faut pas se surestimer)

Quand on est déja mouillé, on ferait mieux de nager .

L’aiguille saute (de joie) lorsque on vante (les mérites de) I’acier.
(Se dit d’une personne qui affiche une fierté non méritée)

Pour qui aime danser, il est inutile de cacher sa barbe (de dévotion).

Tout (ce qui sert a nettoyer) est du savon pour les nomades.
(Se dit a quelgu’un qui fait des distinctions trop subtiles)

Ne sois pas une téte, de peur qu’on te coupe, et ne sois pas une queue, de peur
qu’on te piétine.(Se dit pour précher la modération, le juste milieu)

Quiconque est incapable d’avaler salive sur salive ne pourra pas retenir un
compagnon.(ll faut pardonner les petits défauts de ses amis si on veut les garder)

Lorsque le taureau tombe, les couteaux se multiplient (pour 1I’égorger).
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(Un héros déchu trouvera toujours beaucoup de détracteurs)

Avant (de choisir) ta route, (choisis) ton compagnon (de route), et avant (de
choisir) ta demeure, (choisis) ton voisin.

Nul poison ne survit au feu.

Les chevaux de race n’apparaissent qu’a la sortie du (dernier) tournant.

(Les qualités d’une grande personne ne se laissent discerner que dans les moments
décisifs)

Un automne pluvieux (littér. « mouillé ») est reconnaissable dés ses premiers

orages.

Lorsque tous les remedes échouent, on ne peut pas éviter le cautére.
(Il'y a des moments ou on est obligé de recourir aux grands moyens/ de crever I’abces)

(En marchant) I’éléphant piétine les grains que les fourmis ont amassés (au
prix de grands efforts). (Les petits sont souvent victimes des actes — volontaires ou
non- des grands)

Tu vois bien I’é1éphant mais tu attaques (littér. ""perces ») son ombre.
(Se dit a quelg’un qui, au lieu de s’attaquer aux vrais problémes, se contente de
«tourner autour du pot»)

Tout ce qui n’est pas cuit a point doit retourner au feu.
(On ne peut pas aller loin en opérant avec des demi-mesures)

Abdel-Rahman Mustafa, UNECA
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REFLECTIONS

Tout a commencé par le dépassement de soi,

au-dela d’eux-mémes,

les aventuriers sont devenus poctes.

Puis, livré a lui-méme,

a la fois si loin des hommes et a la fois si proche d’eux,
I’individu est devenu Homme.

De¢s lors, le réve d’Icare ne fut plus un songe enchanté¢,
mais une réalité en expansion :

la liberté de I’esprit par-dela la densité de la maticre.
Les grandes figures de ce monde sont toutes des oiseaux migrateurs.
Souvent dans les airs, parfois sur mer,

et toujours sur Terre aux commandes de leur propre vie.
C’est ainsi que le sang d’encre de cceurs vaillants

s’est déversé sur les traces de la Vie.

Nicolas-Emilien Rozeau, UNOG
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BEING HAD

That people on the brink of death may re-live a lifetime in a flash, backwards,
Arnold Black could easily believe. Hadn't he experienced something of the sort when
he almost drowned, aged ten, or when their coach roly-polied down that escarpment
near Agra?

So what was up right now? Clearly his eighty-odd years were coming up for
review. But coming mostly forwards and at manageable speed, so presumably there
was no cause for immediate alarm.

He braved the discomfort in his stiffening neck to glance at his ward-mates —
three old crocks patently ready to go the way of all crockery. He felt young by
comparison, though he would have preferred to feel less young in a private ward, which
is what they'd led him to believe his coverage entitled him to. He'd been had by the fine
print. Nothing new.

As the spool of memory jerkily turned, so did a churning impression that he had,
in fact, been had all along the line.

It started, as things do, at the start. Even before, in a way. His folks had fed him
on the myth that the embryo due to be dubbed Arnold was the first fruit of an ideal love.
Only much later, understanding more about life, love and his parents, did he realize that
his advent stemmed rather from their belief that having offspring was the proper,
unavoidable thing for a married couple to do. And somebody had to come first.

And that subsequently, in the name of that ideal love, he had been swindled and
blackmailed into becoming "a good boy".

(A propos of myths, Santa Claus was a kind of deception in reverse: he'd been
assured there wasn't one before being told — from less credible sources — that there was.
So in a way he'd been diddled out of the magic of Father Christmas.)

How Santa's reindeers led him to sex wasn't clear. But they did. Ah, sex! Were
some fast ones pulled on him in that slippery area! The fastest was no doubt the first:
on holiday with cousin Ron, also thirteen. They chanced on a book in a remote corner of
the boarding-house purporting to explain the Facts of Life. Little did they suspect that
the guilty thrills it elicited came not from the text or the anything-but-thrilling pictures,
nor from reading something they weren't supposed to be reading, but from a sudden
onrush of their burgeoning hormones. It took years to cotton on that the wretched
volume had been secreted there by the grown-ups. Too inhibited to talk to the boys
face-to-face, they had planted this Book of Revelations, engineered to give young lads,
at the dawn of their entanglements with Eros, a joyless, screwed-up headstart.

As lance-corporal Black, in the Cadet Corps, he turned out — to his own surprise
— to be a crack shot, proving he was divinely appointed to defend his motherland, to
honour Big Ben, the playing-fields of Rugby, the Sussex Downs, Cornish clotted cream
and all that, by training to aim bullets at the ugly heads of England's foes. Good boy
ripening into patriotic man.
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Then whoops, back to sex again. Always back to sex, even at his age! A march-
past of the women he had had — at least those still tucked away in the alcoves of his
mind. Why always put it that way? Why not the women who'd had him? Machismo?
Some had indeed had him in both senses, without his always having managed to have
them. Complicated, language, especially when you're nearing the end of the spool.
And who would have thought Renée capable of such meanness over the divorce
settlement!

Feminine faces sidled by — from juicy Jennifer, his first lay (if you could call it
that!), who had ditched him, at sixteen, for Terry, his best friend, all the way to Paula,
who had taken him in (again in both senses) not all that long ago. Not that he could
altogether blame her (or some of the others). Good boys don't always make good
lovers.

Good consumers, yes. All those gadgets and contraptions he'd been goaded into
purchasing! Useless, costly encumbrances for the most part. That parquet-polishing
monster was a shining example. To think some of that junk was still in his possession!
Possession... No longer his problem. Disencumbrance. Long live dying!

(A pungent smell suddenly intruded. Mr. Jenkins in the next bed had vomited
again.) By rights Patient Black should have been able to afford not only private
quarters but even a transfer to a smarter clinic. That he couldn't was the work of those
sharks in the garb of financial advisers. Their faces had faded, but not that same
persuasive voice. His bank manager to begin with. Plus the insurance brokers, the
purveyors of savings schemes, Mutual Funds,Trust Funds. What difference? All he
knew was that his own fund of trust had plummeted with his money. The nest egg
scrambled.

To the point where he was forced to sell off a lot of his belongings — well below
their worth. (Paintings and semi-antique furniture proved easier to dispose of than
parquet-polishing machines — even only-used-once ones.)

Getting rid of books was not the wrench he had anticipated. Those stacks of
fiction — safer of course than living life for real! Yes, literature had also led him astray,
instilling fancy ideas about women and a belief that life was like a novel, with a
coherent plot and a plausible — if not necessarily happy — ending. And preferably, in
some manner, uplifting.

(Mr. Henderson groaned in his sleep. So much for uplift! No more lift-ups for
him. Just a trolley-out. But that was everyone's lot; no need to take it to0 personally.
Universal and no escape, like getting had by politicians.)

Nor could he see his itinerary in terms of autobiography. The story-line was
wobbly and he couldn't get a handle on the character of the main character. Who was
he now? Arnold Black — the has-been who'd been had. With nothing left but language
to play with. And playing alone, as so often in his childhood. If life had to be given a
literary genre, Shakespeare came closest with his "tale told by..." no, not an idiot.
Rather a con-man.

Poetry, maybe? Yes, there had been moments, after all, that could only be
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described as... well, yes, poetic. That night on the Lago di Nemi, or waking up in the
night-train to his first glimpse of the Alps...

At least he had held his own against all those religion freaks — the worst con-
persons of the lot. (Even though he still felt a twinge at the way he'd let down Mum and
Dad by shedding the persuasion they'd brought him up in. That was really naughty!
And they never forgave him for saying what he honestly thought of the Bible.) An
afterlife, as they wanted him to believe? They'd know by now. And if there was none —
as he strongly suspected — it was pretty maddening to think he would never have the
satisfaction of yelling at all those pious faces of his past, "You see!"

This body of his had also turned against him. After all he'd done — or heroically
abstained from doing — to keep it ship-shape! And now about to scupper him
altogether, ditch him just as juicy Jennifer had done six-and-a-half decades back.

He was growing drowsy. Ah well, you live and learn! Or do you? They also
say "once bitten, twice shy". But the shyer he became, it seemed, the twicer he got
bitten. Other voices and images dribbled back: promises unkept, loans and objects
never returned ...

Yet on balance he wasn't really taking all those grudges with him. For one thing
there were the counter-examples: the French truck-driver who had towed him to safety,
or that manageress who had risked her job by taking his side... And how often had he
been remiss? (Why hadn't he reacted by ringing his own bell this morning, when he
saw Mr. Jenkins groping in vain?) Who (he knew it should be whom) had he had in his
time? No doubt, most pointedly, himself. But from the summits of this public ward,
those affronts to his person in the valleys of memory were losing their importance. And
it's easier to forgive what's not important. Even himself for being such an inveterate
mug!

And now this insight: that if he hadn't made his dreams come true, maybe it was
because he never got round to waking up. Wide-awake persons don't get had, do they?
(Not an insight that would stand him in good stead much longer, but still, you never
know...)

When all was said and done (as it practically was), he guessed he felt readier to
go than those three goners. "To go' meaning 'to die'. 'To leave' would be a more fitting
euphemism. Going means going somewhere, and he wasn't at all sure he was going
anywhere. But can you leave anywhere without going somewhere?

His thoughts slithered back again to birth. We say a woman had a baby. That
doesn't mean she doesn't have it any more. 'Had' here is not simply the simple past of
'have'. It stands for 'bore'. So by being borne the child is being had. Precisely! So by
dying we get ourselves un-had, so to speak. Beyond double-dealing. Shakespeare
again with his 'consummation devoutly to be wished'. Wonderful, no, no longer to need
anyone's approval? Not even one's own?

No, not yet awhile, the final flashbacks. Otherwise would he still be playing
with language? Language... A pity to let that go! But it's rather language that lets us
go, once we're quietened for good. (Good?) The living will always be there to keep it
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alive, using it, misusing it...

Drowsier now. But okay. Even strangely elated, one might say. Comfier. The
breathing was coming easy, bringing deep gratitude for the breathing coming easy. 'No
future' had its beautiful side too: no need to worry whether good things would last.

And the pain in his neck had subsided. He gazed at his three companions, Mr.
Jenkins, Mr. Holmes and Mr. Henderson, curious now to know their first names. He
mused a moment from lower down, beneath the zone where letters coalesce into words.
Yes, to be sure, there was a place forever immune from the universal pain in the neck!
Elated, down here on the ground floor of St. Bride's Hospital! (Terminal cases — ground
floor. Less trolleying, and anyway they didn't need the view.)

The nightnurse trundled in without knocking. "Time for your tablet, Mr. Black."

She never knocked. Nor would she ever say what the pill was supposed to do for him.
Testing something out for a pharmaceutical firm? A placebo? A drug to shut him up
for the night?

He gulped it down like a good boy.

"You know best, nurse!" said Arnold, with a wink from the distant past.

David Walters, UNOG (retired)
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OFF THE BRIDGE

Silent, she stood gazing down into the dark water. Ruminating perhaps on the cold
seductiveness beckoning below? My step, though soft, betrayed my presence as the
hoary head swiveled, and our eyes locked with an almost audible click. Her attempt at a
smile was more like the sad remnants belonging to a museum display of ancient teeth.

“Spare a quarter, mister,” She implored. “...Or maybe fifty cents?” I noted her quick,
surreptitious appraisal of my overcoat and calculated how long it would take her to
adjust her original quote. About two seconds.

“I only need another dollar...” she says, appreciatively eyeing my shoes. “...Then I can
get myself a meal and a cot down at the shelter, ya know, ‘cause it’s too cold to sleep
out tonight.”

Inwardly, 1 thought of you and how we met on this same bridge on a similarly cold
October afternoon. I recalled how unromantic I found your discourse on the
disappointments endured by the many lovers drawn to this bridge; how you viewed
them as pathetic in the face of their basic human inability to hold loneliness at arms'
length; and to the extent their failed affections remained only so much testimonial
graffiti on the bridge. Emotions. They bind us, and then wound us.

“Maybe just a dime mister. Ya see, | just needs a little more for the shelter...I tries to
help myself iffn’ I can.” As she spoke, her eyes drifted to the far shore and fixed on
another era. Her arms, layered in the sleeves of at least two coats and a cardigan, hung
thickly at her sides. Her hands, I noticed, though dirty and with gnarled fingers, never
stopped moving.

“We tried to rent a house once, over there between them two little hills, Wilbur and
me.” She said. “Of course, that was a ways back, just after the war. I used to work
behind the ice-cream counter at Finch’s Drugstore in them days an’ Wilbur worked over
at the brickyard. We had a little money saved too, ya know, until Wilbur’s accident...”
While her attention stalled at the rush of bygone memories, I recalled those warm,
August days spent at the shore; when I first waded into the uncertain, blue-green depths
of your eyes and envied the Pacific’s salty tongue licking your strong, tanned legs as
you strode back through the surf to the most blessed blanket on the beach.

“What with losin’ his eye an’ all, and the damn insurance people refusin’ to pay on
account of a ‘technality’ in his policy, shoot, we lost everything.” She paused, shifted
her weight, and stared down into the chilled, muddy soup below. “But I'll tell you
what, mister...” She turned her head and spat cleanly through the suicide rails. “Wasn’t
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no ‘technality’ in his policy or nuthin’. Shoot. I knowed that even back then. It was
cause Wilbur was black...same as you.” I vaguely began to wonder how much loose
change I had.

“See, back then...wasn’t like these days,” she nostalgically explained. “I mean, black
an’ white could work together an’ all, but a black boy an’ a white girl livin’ together?
Shoot. Not in them days, sugar, no sir!”

As she warmed to her recollection, the old woman offered again the devastation that
was her smile. “Ya know, last summer I lived in a little tent, down by the duck pond, at
the park an’ one day, I saw a black boy and a white girl on a blanket between the
wishin” well and the footpath. She was layin’ on top of him, kissing him and grindin’
her hips real slow like. Now, he seemed kinda nervous, ya know, kept on rollin’ her
offa him every time somebody’d come up the path.”

“But she didn’t pay it no nevermind, no sir, she just laugh and carry on an’ soon they
starts to kissin’ again an’ she climb right back on top of him.” She chuckled wistfully at
the recollection but seemed to slump as if overcome by the memories of great sadness
and disappointment.

I recalled the trip we took to San Francisco, and how you found the Golden Gate bridge
to be unaffectionate, unromantic; I remembered your refusal to speak to me after |
suggested that your appreciation for bridges lies only in their ‘flight potential’; I thought
about our walk along Fisherman’s Wharf, on a bright, windy morning arguing the
validity (necessity?) of the “K” artists. You chose Klimt, I preferred Klee.

Sighing deeply, the old woman leaned against the suicide rail, and for a second I
thought she might keel over, but instead she stood up straight and shot a malevolent
stare at the far shore “Shoot, Wilbur an” me couldn’t even hold hands when we was
yonder side this here bridge.”

My mind drifted back to how you laughed as we lay in our cheap Northbeach hotel bed,
attempting to match different styles of music to the various pitches and rhythms of the
passion penetrating those wafer thin walls. I remember asking if you thought love was
a metaphysical mystery and how you softly kissed me and looked amusedly, but matter-
of-factly into my eyes and explained that the ‘whole, carbon based, life on earth as we
know it, thing’ was the mystery, and that what we were up to was one hell of a lot less
transcendental. And later, when we made love, our symphonic virtuosity cancelled all
other carnal concerts for the evening.

The bray of the ferry passing below abruptly returned me to the moment. I studied the
beaten down figure before me; the tanned and weathered face with deeply etched lines
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at the corners of her thin mouth and deep-set, theumy eyes; wisps of greasy hair,
streaked white with age, drooped from beneath the insanely green colored “kiss me, I'm
Irish” beanie on her head. An alarmingly violent series of coughs gripped her slight
frame but she seemed not to notice and again spat with the precision of von Richtofen
through the rails.

“We used to go over there,...” she was saying. “...ya know, separate like we didn’t
even know each other, then we’d meet up at Fisher’s Point, only in them days we called
it Look Out Point....” I wondered how long I’d been captivated by this history lesson.

“Anyways, we used to sit on that little ledge there just below the lip of the cliff and eat
pistachios and watch the sunset.” She paused, and wiped her nose on her thick sleeve.
“I used to think Wilbur was a little crazy on account of his always wantin’ to go over
there to watch sunsets and eat pistachios.” Her voice ebbed with the act of evoking too
many memories of long ago disappointments. Suddenly, she started to laugh causing
her coat-thickened shoulders to jiggle. “But then, Wilbur did love his pistachios,” she
said, exhibiting the ghastly grin.

“We used to stay till the last rays of the sun were just below the horizon, then we’d dash
back across this here bridge like a couple of ferrets, ya know, on account of Wilbur’s
not bein’ allowed on yonder side after the sun went down.”

She sighed heavily, I supposed from so many layers of coats or perhaps from the weight
of compiling so many memories. “The police never recovered the body,” she mumbled
“and they didn’t even try to collect suspects. All they ever found here on this bridge
was one of his shoes, and a bunch of pistachio shells!” Her voice, husky with age and
bitterness sank to a muttered whisper. “Damn fool went and got hisself kilt over a
sunset.”

Absently, I fumbled through my coat pockets for coins, before suddenly changing my
mind, and went to my breast pocket for my wallet. Her old eyes grew wide as |
extracted a ten-dollar bill. “Gee, mister, are... are you, [ mean, uh, that’s a tenner! Are
you sure?”’

The bug-eyed stare and the outstretched, dirty fingers are telling me they are eager to
claim the prize whether I’'m certain or not. “Gee, thank you mister. Thank you so
much, [, uh... God bless you...” she pivoted and began to walk, surprisingly quickly,
towards the far end of the bridge; looking back once over her shoulder, I guess checking
to see whether or not I had come to my senses. Finding me standing in the same spot,
she presented again the dental nightmare that is her smile, turned and hurried off.
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Ten bucks. I thought the price inexpensive to assuage a bit of guilt; for being
uncommonly successful in a land where Wilbur’s fate was still a sickening reality.
Paying my dues, maybe? For living on the once, even unthinkable side of this bridge;
for openly loving the pride of centuries of European breeding? Ten bucks can go a long
way... in the mind.

As I watched the old woman scurry off the bridge, she passed a tall, strikingly good-
looking, well-dressed woman. They spared not a glance for each other. Even at this
distance, your alluring smile cast its seductive warmth upon my wintry overcoatedness.
As you came closer, [ was drawn, as ever, into the pools of undiluted beryl that are your
eyes. The subtle scent of Chanel enfolded me microseconds before your arms. Your
kiss, still ripe with the memory of summer and wild strawberries, ended too soon.

You inquired about my day and asked if I’d noticed the old woman on the bridge. You
wondered if I remembered the ‘good ole days’ before there were junkies and street
people everywhere. With a sly grin, you asked how much I gave her. We turned and
began to walk towards the nearer end of the bridge. As you hooked your arm through
mine, something crunched underfoot. I looked down and froze. “What’s wrong,
darling?” you asked, hesitating, then looking down questioningly onto the steel path.
“It looks like someone stood here and ate pistachios, that’s all.” Then, pulling your
body tightly against mine and letting a slow, lascivious smile guarantee your future
intentions, you whispered in my ear “Come on baby, let’s go home.”

Bob Echols, UNSW/SENU
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THE LOUD READER

A thin rain fell and the low-hanging cloud cover almost touched the top of the massive
chestnut tree in the middle of the Parc des Bastions when I arrived that second Monday
of October at the Reading Room of the Bibliotheque Publique et Universitaire (known
as the BPU). I went there once every two or three weeks to check on the latest issues of
the Paris Review and the New York Review of Books. The place has not changed much
in the more than four decades since my student days. It is a small room with three tables
in it, on the first floor of the right side of the U-shaped old university building facing
the park. Big, wooden, old-fashioned reading stands sit on the tops of the tables and, in
the hundreds of pigeonholes on the walls, academic journals gather dust, being very
rarely, if at all, consulted by the students. A microfilm machine has been squeezed into
the corner behind a book case at the back. In an office space separated by a glass
partition two librarians work, mostly on their computers. One is a white-haired and
slightly hunch-backed elderly man; the other, new and young, has recently replaced the
other old librarian who reached the compulsory retirement age of sixty-five. He was a
very tall and skinny man with very thick and curly grey hair who walked as if he had
springs under his soles. Strangely, | sometimes miss him when I am in the library.

As usual, I glanced at the round clock on the back wall as I entered the room and saw
that it was five to four. That gives me two full hours before the closing time of six, I
thought feeling pleased. I also noted, with satisfaction that the place was empty, except
for a man sitting at the back table, next to the window. I decided to sit at the middle
table, facing the clock; I like to be able to check the time once in a while, to see how
much time I have left, and accordingly, organise my reading. I went, after putting my
briefcase on the table, to the relevant pigeonholes to pick up the latest Paris Review and
a couple of NYRBs. Back at the table, I had barely sat down and started to read -- a long
article on the Iraq war in the NYRB very critical of the neo-con gang of Bush & Co. --
when [ became aware of a droning noise. It did not take me long to locate it as coming
from the man at the back table. Amazingly, he was reading loudly from a bound volume
of old newspapers which he had placed on the wooden stand. From where I sat, I could
see only his head, which had thinning brownish hair; his cheeks were reddish and a
little swollen; he seemed to be middle-aged and wore no glasses.

I was annoyed -- a bit like when a big fly has entered the room and keeps flying around,
buzzing and hitting the windowpanes. As far as I could recall, it was the first time that
such a thing had happened to me in the old Reading Room. I asked myself what could
possibly explain that unseemly and odd behaviour. Was the man a refugee from Bosnia
who had just learned French? Or was he committing the text to memory, preparing for
a presentation? Whatever it was, I thought that it was not acceptable to disturb other
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readers in a public library this way. Clearly, I would have to take some action to put an
end to it. But what? I mentally reviewed my options. The simplest, and least
confrontational was, evidently, to change places, to put the largest possible distance
between us; thus the noise would be sufficiently reduced and the problem solved. I
stood up and went to the seat that was farthest from him, the one closest to the door,
but, alas, it did not make a noticeable difference. My second option was clearing my
throat loudly while simultaneously throwing angry glances at the man. I did that a few
times, but that too failed miserably: not only did the man not take notice of my
initiative, he never even looked in my direction! Third option: walk over and ask him,
politely of course, to read silently. I felt it would be the right thing to do, but something,
I did not know what, held me back. That left me with a final option: complaining to one
of the librarians and let him ‘deal’ with it. But, again, I hesitated, because it seemed a
contemptible and cowardly thing to do. So, in the end I did nothing. Unexpectedly, I got
used to the noise and was able to read without too much of a problem.

*

Suddenly, I heard the inevitable and familiar ‘Nous fermons, Messieurs Dames.” The
old librarian had come out of his lair and was announcing, as he did every day, with a
heavy Genevois accent, softly but also with undeniable authority, that it was five fifty-
five, time to close the Reading Room. I looked at the clock for confirmation. Then I
looked out the window and saw that the rain had stopped, and that the cloud cover had
opened near the top of the old chestnut tree just enough to let a swath of blue sky pierce
through. I prepared to leave, feeling good because I had been able to read a couple of
longish pieces in the NYRB, and an interview of Orhan Pamuk in the Paris Review (that
was before he won the 2006 Nobel Prize for Literature), and even to take extensive
notes. Also, silently, I congratulated myself on my civilised restraint, even though I also
felt vaguely upset, and a little hurt, that the man had completely ignored me.

I was folding the NYRBs, when I heard much louder, grinding and clattering noises
coming from the place where the man was sitting. He had stopped reading and was
scrambling to get up. He stood up eventually and started to walk, dragging and shuffling
his feet, throwing, one after the other, his legs and the crutches that were under his
elbows. I sat frozen, as if bolted to my seat, trying not to stare. It took him what seemed
a long time — in reality, not more than a couple of minutes -- to cover the seven or eight
meters that separated us. As he was about to pass me, I looked up, our gazes met and he
gave me a beautiful, luminous smile, which I returned as well as I could, feeling, all at
once, ashamed, relieved and grateful.

I remained seated for a while after he left, not wanting to overtake him — as a perhaps
misguided form of respect or consideration, or sympathy. At first my mind was blank,
but then, a memory deeply buried in the depths of my brain surfaced: I could see with
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my mind’s eye, with amazing clarity, a man that I had met some thirty years ago, at a
centre for the handicapped, at Berkeley, in California. I even remembered the name of
the street on which the centre was located: Telegraph Street, which was in those days
(still is, I suppose) a famous street in Berkeley, full of hippies who sold their wares in
open stalls. That man was on a wheelchair and had Multiple Sclerosis, or Multiple
Dystrophy, and I had interviewed him at some length. At the time I was doing a
research project on spinal cord injury for the American Paralysis Association. I have
always been awed by the incredible power of the human brain. The incredible things
that it can do, even though brain scientists say that an averagely intelligent person does
not even use 15 per cent of its potential power — Einstein is supposed to have used 25
per cent ... -- and the terrible consequences when something goes wrong with it — a
tumour, Alzheimer’s, Parkinson’s Disease.

Someone touched my shoulder. I smiled and squinted at the same time. I knew who it
was. I stood up and apologised. He shrugged his shoulders with a quizzical look on his
face, as if it to tell me that it was hard for him to understand my behaviour. Of course, it
was not the first time that I had lingered too long in the Reading Room, forcing the old
librarian to come out of his office for a second time to remind me that the library was
closed.

Zeki Ergas, UNSW/SENU
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MA LISTE DE PRIORITE
Un conte (allegro, vivace, ad alta voce)

Il était une fois, aujourd'hui, demain ou apres demain, cette batisse, que dis-je, cette
place forte de 30 étages sous terre, cette forteresse que je construis derriere des
palissades, des barri¢res bardées de vidéos, surveillées par GPS et autres équipements
mégalo. Des blocs de béton en bouchent toutes les entrées, toutes les sorties, des
moellons énormes sans failles ni fissures. Tout n'y est que fermeture: ni porte ni fenétre,
c'est sans aucune ouverture. Ni chemin y conduisant - seul un puits-labyrinthe - ni
cheminée exhalant soupir, vapeur ou fumée. Une suite de caissons l'un dans l'autre
encastré, que ni foudre, ni bombe ne saurait endommager,

solides, épais, plus qu'abris antiatomiques; murs que rien ne saurait briser ni bombes
sismiques, ni bombes intelligentes de nos tout meilleurs et talentueux scientifiques.
Désormais, en forteresse enfermé, me voila inaccessible, aux gens, aux éléments, je suis
tout ce qu'il y a de plus libéré, détendu, hors cible.

H¢, Hé, Hé plus aucun son intelligible n'a a sortir de ma bouche; je n'ai plus a parler.
D'ailleurs je me comprends a mi-mots, & mots couverts, a mots muets: parler a quelque
chose de désuet. Je tourne et tourne dans la forteresse, je marche sur mes pas, et ne me
retourne que sur moi. A suivre, je ne trouve que moi: ce ne peut-étre que moi - ces
bruits de pas — qui marchaient en avant de moi - me précédaient, je reconnais le pas: le
pas de mon pas, ferme et fragile a la fois. Si je monte tous ces étages j'entends mes pas
qui de palier en palier me précedent, me sonnent si familiers, et me rappellent a moi.
Oui, c'est encore moi qui devant moi trace la voie. Si je descends, déja, a certains bruits
de pas je m'entends plus bas. Toujours je m'entends plus bas que ne me porteraient mes
pas. Cela me rassure. Il n'y a vraiment plus que moi ici bas, si bas. Je m'étonne moi-
méme: avant d'arriver je me vois qui m'attends; ¢a a quelque chose de rassurant et
d'excitant, a la fois. J'occupe le tout, je suis: le tout-a moi. Le temps n'existe plus
puisque ma seule occupation c'est moi; ou si vous voulez je n'ai le temps a rien puisque
tout mon emploi c'est moi; je suis pris du matin au soir, je n'ai pas assez de 24h. ... pour
ne m'occuper que de moi.

II. D'ailleurs j'ai list¢ mes priorités pour m'occuper de mieux en mieux de moi, et de
moi. Sur ma liste des priorités... qu'est-ce que je vois ? Il y a, eh bien, moi, puis moi
encore moi et toujours moi. Ca vous occupe son homme; ¢a peut prendre des semaines,
méme des années, en somme. Dans les si¢cles autrefois on faisait des examens de
conscience, on prenait des résolutions pour des B.A. Aujourdhui on fait des listes de
priorités: je barre ceci je barre cela, je biffe celui-ci, je biffe celle-1a. De toute personne
libérée aujourd'hui: c'est le BABA. De vous a moi - le ratio investissement/rentabilité en
maticre d'indépendance et de liberté constitue l'abscisse et la coordonnée de toute liste
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de priorité. Excusez-moi, pour vous je n'ai pas un instant; vraiment regardez vous-méme
mon emploi du temps; je suis a la course, toujours, et tous les jours. De quelques cotés
que je regarde mes priorités, c'est encore moi: ¢a m'étonne toujours, parfois je m'en ris,
c'est bien moi ¢a. JE suis comme c¢a. Il faut m'accepter comme je suis: je m'accepte bien
MOI comme je suis. Aprés-demain, demain c'est tout pour moi. Alors sur ma liste des
priorités, excusez-moi, vous €tes, tout, tout, tout en bas. Alors forcément quand vous
m'appelez, sinceérement je n'ai pas le temps, rapport a tout ce qui a rapport a moi.
Excusez-moi je suis débordé, je me fais méme des heures supplémentaires a ne
m'occuper que de moi, rien que de moi. Si j'ai pas le temps pour vous, c'est tout
simplement que je vous ai bouté hors ma liste de priorités, hors de mon emploi, de mon
temps. Ma libert¢, ma vision du monde sont mes murs en béton, friables mais
infranchissables! Je me sens si bien, si bien cette peau en béton, si bien cette poitrine
sans cceur sans souffle ni poumon. Je n'ai plus de mots pour dire l'instant, la durée, le
mouvement, pour dire mon solennel encagement. Je n'ai plus a parler je me suis
enfermé dans mon enfermement. Peut-Etre me trouvera-t-on ici dans 500 ans a la fin de
I'ére du dragon !

III. ALLO, OUI VOUS EXIGEZ QUE L'ON ARRETE L'EMISSION ? BIEN, BIEN !
MESDAMES MESSIEURS NOUS SOMMES OBLIGES D'INTERROMPRE
L'EMISSION. BEAUCOUP DE  TELESPECTATEURS  PANIQUENT,
ANGOISSENT, SE SENTENT MAL. LE DIRECTEUR DE LA CHAINE EXIGE MA
SORTIE DE LA FORTERESSE POUR PERMETTRE A TOUS DE RESPIRER. JE
VAIS REMONTER JUSQU'A LA CHAUSSEE, DONNER A CHACUN DE L'AIR A
GRANDE BOLLEE.

Dans le mur je pratique une étroite €chancrure, je me faufile comme un éclair hors
fermeture. Et me voici, moi, tout embarrass¢ de moi, devant vous pour continuer en
direct la conversation. Mais méme a sortir de ma forteresse direz-vous je ne m'occuperai
encore que de moi.... Il n'y a pas de honte a ¢a; suffit de le dire, de se le dire, de le
savoir et de le reconnaitre. 1+1 = moi; 2+2= moi au carré, d'accord c'est vrai. PUIS-JE
SORTIR DE MOI ? SI OUI, COMMENT ? On sait ou on met le pied: c'est vrai,
toujours dans son soulier mais une fois qu'on le sait, ¢ca soulage et on n'en fait pas un
drame. Une fois qu'on le sait il y a moins de place déja pour les petits calculs du moi,
l'agitation du moi a s'imposer aux autres. Sur la liste des priorités inscrire: explorer
toutes les finasseries du moi; exploser le moi en ses arides retranchements, dynamiter
ses blindages de béton. Alors ouvrir toute sa Ré-cep-ti-vi-té, tout son Ac-cueil, toute
¢coute, toute voyance sans bruit ni éclat; réduire le moi a I'écorce du bouleau si fine, a
I'écorce de platane qui continlment tombe en morceau. Réceptivité qui est total
déroulement, dépliement, déploiement a I'échelle de 1'univers: a en redécouvrir les gens
et les éléments, a en repeupler 1'horizon. Redécouvrir en modestie la vive nature, notre
vive et profonde nature qui nous vient de si loin, d'avant les humains, avec toute la
chaine de nos lointains cousins et de bien plus obscurs soutiens; redécouvrir I'humain
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bigarré qui a tracé et trace en chacun de nous de si multiples et variés chemins, en
milliers de génération de hier et de demain, au quotidien. Par grand vent, regarder ces
oiseaux qui jouent, se laissent aller aux courants montants et ascendants, a la brise, au
zéphir. Se laisser aller & ces courants enveloppants de notre: naturelle générosité,
hospitalité, ancrées en chacun et qui nous viennent de si loin, qui est notre destinée,
notre nécessité, notre seul chemin, hors citadelle, hors forteresse, hors société corsetée,
hors panique et terreur programmeée.

En chacun s'il est une forteresse emprisonnante; il est SURTOUT un espace infini,
multiples prés fleuris. Espaces pour simplicité, pour modestie qui attirent, si
délicatement, tant d'amis et amies. Une fois qu'on le sait il n'y a plus place que pour ... il
n'y a plus de place que pour ... moins de calcul, moins d'agitation a s'agiter, a s'imposer.
Tout ca si simple et si facile a vivre, libre. Et reposant.

Il était une fois, deés aujourd'’hui, slrement demain, inévitablement aprés demain
simplicité ... qui passe son chemin, simplicité qui n'entraine personne et n'insiste en rien.

Affleu-re-ment, effleu-re-ment. Délicate présence; souffle et vie de tous les sens.

J. Alexis Koutchoumow, UNSW/SENU
Ancien Président du P.E.N. Suisse romande
Ancien Secrétaire-Général de 1’Union Internationale des Editeurs
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J’AI ENCORE REVE D’ELLE

Elle n’est que 'ombre d’elle-méme. Son esthétisme et son allure irradient le
champ des possibles. Je me pose a ses cotés. Allongée sur sa natte, elle est absente. Les
vagues calmes déja m’appellent. Leurs lancinants va-et-vient sur les quelques pierres
affleurantes suffisent & me convaincre. Elle est comme dans ’attente d’une venue. Elles
épousent de leurs ondulations 1égeres et vertigineuses le dessein de I'univers. Je ne peux
lui donner un age. Une peau légerement halée, de belles mains, les ongles des pieds
vernis et ceux des mains incolores. Je ne peux lui résister. Un corps harmonieux et
ferme. Un visage délicat aux traits fins. J extrais une plume de ses racines. Elle semble
seule. Si seule que les mouvements de son corps sont ceux d’une petite fille aux prises
avec ses songes diurnes.

Puis, je vais a sa rencontre pour savoir si aujourd’hui, elle veut encore de moi.
Légerement recroquevillée sur elle-méme, la tristesse qui coule de sa peau me donne
envie de me fondre en son sein. J’enléve ma carapace. Je divague et deviens le cceur de
I’immensité. Plus rien n’a d’importance, vivre ou mourir, les battements de I’espace
unissent leurs élans pour éclairer mon chemin. Lorsque j’immerge, je ne sais plus.
L’eau ruisselle sur mon écorce. Je me noie dans le silence de sa chevelure solaire.
Dr’ailleurs a quoi sert-il de savoir lorsqu’il s’agit de s’unir a travers le sillage du cygne ?

En m’éclipsant un « Vous pensez trop ! » échoue & méme le sol. Assise sur des
rives lointaines, « Vous pensez trop !» résonne en elle illuminant son étre intérieur. Sans
me retourner, le chant du vent effleure les nervures des feuilles. Sa mélodie est souffle
d’oxygene sur un piano infini. Elle hésite a fuir le monde qui ’entoure. Avancer,
reculer, rester, partir, parler, se taire... J’aurais pu danser avec les mots déposés sur la
dorure de ses levres. Tombés de ma bouche, il n’en a rien €té, qui suis-je pour
¢clabousser de mon nectar les fleurs sauvages et jouer les savants docteurs avec les
papillons ? Le geste déploie ses ailes des lors qu’il sort du mutisme de son oraison
funeste.

Elle ne pense pas trop, d’ailleurs personne ne pense jamais trop. Mais bien trop
souvent en vain les idées accompagnent la raison. L’enfant se recroqueville sur lui-
méme cherchant la douceur et la tendresse de I’amour et de la vie en partance. Et rien ne
sert jamais de creuser les souvenirs, car la matiére est hermétique aux appels du cceur.
Devant ses yeux, le ciel bleu, le calme, le mouvement et la magie du lac. Epilogue sur
I’infini... Sa fragilité et sa douceur sont au bout de ses chevilles. Au-dessus d’elle, les
branches fines de 1’arbre jouent avec les filaments des nuages. Elle a remis la deuxiéme
piece de son maillot de bain marron. Son corps et ses variations corporelles ont révélé a
I’inconnu tout ce qu’elle n’ose dire et s’avouer. Certainement, demain, elle enterrera en
se levant quelque part cette partie d’elle-méme qui 1’attend déja de I'autre coté du
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miroir.

Je peux ouvrir les yeux maintenant. Ou ai-je rangé¢ mon cceur ? Il est I’heure de
s’extraire de la Lumiére. En proie a ses maux si doux, I’oiseau dort éveillé pour mieux
approcher son expiration. Elle est déja 1a. Toujours aussi calme en apparence, et aussi
agitée au dehors. Un jour, quelques jours, qu’importe, les cumulus s’effacent en
présence de 1’obscurité. Je sors cette plume déposée sur le monde. Et avant de plonger
pour toujours dans 1’ignorance de ma connaissance, je I’embrasse. Etonnée, elle saisit
I’espace qui I’entoure et lui dit : « Je vous la rends. Elle est a vous. »

Nicolas Emilien Rozeau, UNOG
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{Neglected roses on the pavement of memory}
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Korga 6 He cmabocTh pyk U HE COTOEHHOCTh BOJIHA
51 3akazan Obl Ky3HEIy IBYPYYHBIH OCTPBINA MeY.

U He OCTHIB e111e 0T HECTEPIUMO 00JIH,

51 Bo3:xenan Obl TOJI0BY HOBHHHYIO OTCEUb.

I'maBy MepTBSAILYIO JINXOIO BaCHUJIMCKA,

Yro B KaMeHb OOpaIaeT Iyl 1 cepaua.

K Hemy Obl 51, Kak Te€Hb, OJKpaICs OJIM3K0-0JIN3KO,
U pyOaHyn 4yI0BHILE OT BBIU 10 KPECTIIA.

BECHA (Spring)

U Tonbko Kpaem riasa npumedas
TpamBalluMK Ha HEUTPAJILHOU I10JIOCE,
CKOJIBbKy IO BOCXOZSIIKUM CTpyHaM Mast
Hagctpeuy cymacmienieit 6uprose.

W oTxneGHyB mapHOTo KUCIOpOaa

W3 307104u€HOr0 KOBIIIA,

BoccnaBur netHyro noroay

Mos HeneTHas ayuia.

CHUECTA (Siesta)

K nonyasro Bpems ycraer

U 3acTeIBaeT B cnagkou apemMe.
Tak myxa, morpy>asch B MeJ,
He 3naer Bblle cyacThbsi Kpome
Kpucrannuzanuu ee

Benomoii BEICIICH 1ICITBIO TIOTH.
3BEHUT OeCcCMEPTHS KOIbE,
Tockys Mo mociieTHEN HOTE.

* * * *

I'pycTb-TOCKA MOM 1yX TPEBOXKMUT.
Bwmecrto mpicneii - npebeneHs.
AX, Tpy»OK Tbl MOW IPUTOKUA!
Maue 6 Te0s BCero moJi-I0KKH,
Msme 6 TebOst BCero MmoyiKpoIIKH,
Mse 6 Te0st Bcero moJIKOLIKU
1o Tpu pa3a KaxJ1blil 1CHb.
Aaexcanap Kiokos (Alexander Klokov), UNOG
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{ Congratulating my sister Nasseemah for her Ph.D on
"Empowerment of Woman'}
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{How could I forget you !}
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{Pale emotions}
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{After getting-together}
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{If I could...1}
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{The Imitation}
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WENHUI

www.wenhui.ch

Wenhui ( {3C2t) ) was first launched by a group of Chinese language staff at the
Palais des Nations in December 1997. In the beginning, it was basically a 20-paged
hand-typed and photocopied literary magazine published in stapled form approximately
every three months. The idea for it came as some of the Chinese translators and
interpreters at the Palais des Nations began to feel the gap between living in a
cosmopolitan culture during the day and a Calvinist-French culture after five. Some of
the literarily-inclined yearned for a piece of soil to continue or give life to their
childhood interests in creative writing.

After several months of intensive preparation, in December 1997, the first issue of
Wenhui finally came to light. The newborn was a sensation at the Palais and soon many
Chinese employees of other UN duty stations joined in. The magazine took root and
flourished. It mainly featured poetry, travelogues and fiction, mostly in prose style, but
also some attempts in modern writing styles. In December 2000, Wenhui published its
first and only special edition, professionally printed and bound, financed by voluntary
donations, to commemorate its third anniversary and the advent of the new century.

In the meantime, at the request of both the readers and writers, a Web-edition of
Wenhui was launched in April 1999. The printed edition coexisted with the Web-
edition for 5 years, until November 2004. The main reasons for its discontinuation were
both financial and, more importantly, time. Publishing a printed magazine by hand,
however meager and thin, is surprisingly time-consuming and tiring. The workload was
weighing down even the staunchest enthusiasts.

In November 2004, believing that it would be less burdensome for the editors and
would bring more immediate pleasure for the writers to see their own contributions
published, Wenhui decided to go all-web. In reality it transpired that maintaining a
website is a “whole-new ballgame”. It literally takes hours and hours of work ... and
every day. What’s more, some readers began to complain about not receiving printed
copies. Although the financial costs of a website are minimal, for the voluntary editors,
the time pressure and mental stress actually increased.
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Notwithstanding, Wenhui, in its web-edition, has taken a foothold among the other
Chinese language literary websites and is actually enjoying a small reputation for its
seriousness, not only for its content but also for its clean presentation. To a large extent,
Wenhui’s survival owes much to the coming on board of its first lady and non-UN
editor. Thanks to her experience and skill, but especially due to her enthusiasm,
Wenhui’s readership and contributors have gone beyond the confines of the United
Nations and is scoring an average 2000 hits per day, including from many readers in the
remote provinces of China.

Wenhui now boasts 3 forums and 13 author-columns hosted by various editors and
writers. The latest feature has been the creation of the Poets’ Forum. The new forum has
the ambition to foster poetry appreciation among its readers and their skill at writing
Chinese poetry as well.

Examples of Chinese poems published on Wenhui:

Congratulations on Inauguration of a Poets’ forum on Wenhui website
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Sentiments on New Year's Eve
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Kronberg of Denmark
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Tranquilles tranchées

VU A LA TELE

Lire les journaux,

Regarder les images,

Ecouter les propos

D’un théatre dont on célebre la 2000¢me

Théatre de rue

Rideau rouge levé sur des survivants
Enlévements, amputations, monnaie d’échange
Des corps que I’on ne compte plus

Sous les obus et les bombes,
Drapeaux et vies calcinés,
Plus de signes de coeur, napalm plat constaté.

Théatre de rue

Animé et vivant

Sous nos yeux

Apologie d’un monde agonisant
Pieds et poings serrés

Dans I’attente d’un dénouement
Inexorablement de feu et de sang

Cette fois encore leurs acres relents
Ne font que nous effleurer.

Et spectateurs, nous revenons

A notre télé

Des figurants il y en a assez

Regardez autour de vous

Ne voyez-vous donc pas

Les coulisses sont pleines de bouchers.

75

Cécile Elshami, UNCTAD
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Tranquilles tranchées

«R»

On leur a vendu des ames (armes)
Ils s’en sont servis.

On leur a livré des canes (cranes)
Ils les ont multipliées.

On leur a pris leurs lames (larmes)
Ils ont étouffés leurs sanglots.

Reconstruction et démocratie
Sont bancales sans €re

Air pur a jamais pollué
Barbelés a perte de vue
Faute a ceux

Qui ont vendu des ames.

Cécile Elshami, UNCTAD

FAVORITE

J’envie tes courbes quand tu tournoies

Tes rondeurs ponctuées d’ébene

Quand d’un coup léger tu prends ton envol
Pour virevolter dans mes réves.

De rouge tu es vétue.

De mouches tu es parée

Non pas une, pas la discréete,

Mais savamment déposées

Dessus ton dos bombé couleur bonbon

On te dit béte a bon Dieu
Je te dis belle a damner

Ma coccinelle.
Cécile Elshami, UNCTAD



PEUPLES

Peuples des vallées,
Peuples des foréts,
Peuples des déserts
Peuples des grottes,
Peuples des cavernes

Peuples des rivieres et des fleuves
Peuples des mers et des iles

des plaines et des montagnes

des banquises et des terres de feu
Peuples des jours équinoxes

Peuples des jours sans soleil

Peuples des azimuths

Peuples des antipodes

Peuples nus, peuples enfourrés

Peuples emplumés, peuples peinturlurés
Peuples danseurs, peuples réveurs
Peuples songeurs, peuples chanteurs
Peuples pécheurs, peuples vendeurs
Peuples planteurs, peuples cueilleurs
Peuples chapardeurs, peuples fureteurs
Peuples fumeurs, peuples enfumeurs
Peuples guerriers, peuples prieurs
Peuples chasseurs, peuples pasteurs
Peuples lutteurs, peuples sauteurs
Peuples chanteurs, peuples incantateurs
Peuples tambourineurs, peuples siffleurs
Peuples empoisonneurs, peuples féticheurs
Peuples plongeurs, peuples orpailleurs

Vos chants habitent mes réves

Vos blessures peuplent mes cauchemars
Vos danses vivent dans mon ventre

Vos odeurs et vos couleurs

Emplissent mon souffle

Peuples riziculteurs,

Peuples sylviculteurs
Peuples des rivieres,

Peuples des déserts

77



78

Peuples sourciers,
Peuples pisteurs
Peuples planteurs

Peuples...
Peuples
de

Nous-mémes....

Alex Ezana, UNOG
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People by VCS, UNCTAD



FEMME

Simplement un rictus,
11 ne fallait pas plus
Pour partager ton infinie richesse
Et gotter a la fois I’amour et I’ivresse.
Tu portes en ton corps
Des rubis et des diamants pour éternels décors
Toutes ces gemmes semblent nager dans la riviére d’or
Qu’est ton corps.
Quand tu es 1a, je ne sors point dehors.
Une ceillade, un sourire, un rictus, voire plus fort
Un sanglot ou un éclat de rire
Qui réveille I’envie de vivre
La encore, cela suffit pour ne plus sortir
Mais rester prisonnier aupres de ton corps
Et c’est vrai qu’on a la joie de vivre
Car toujours on danse, toujours on chante
O ! Regarde comme elle s’étale la divine amante !
Ton corps, source de douceur
Offre dans leur infini I’amour, la joie et le bonheur
Mais ce corps qui est toute ta valeur
Pour le vénérer et lui rendre hommage
Je fais une libation d’eau pure et de vin
Devant I’autel sacré qui soutient ton image
Je reste a genoux avec mon esprit dans le mystérieux coin.
Que faut-il que tu donnes de plus
Au merveilleux amant ou bien a la vie
Comme offrande pour mieux convaincre encore
En partage de ce rare bonheur ?
Cependant et malgreé tout tu es une fleur
Car fragile et belle et qu’il ne faut que tu 1’oublies
D’autant, tu es une femme !
Ton moindre geste ou insigne de ton corps
Enchante, ensorcelle et enflamme
Je dis devant I’autel de ton corps
La plus sainte et la plus mystérieuse pricre
Pour encenser en toute dévotion ton corps
Dont les charmes se dissipent vers le ciel comme dans 1’univers.
La je me sens quitter la terre
Et monter avec toi dans un souffle léger
Dans la béatitude éternelle, O, toi que j’adore !
0, toi, agréable femme !

Michaud Michel, UNOG
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LES FILLES ET LES ROSES

Ce matin a ’arrivée des premiers rayons
J entre dans un jardin garni de fleurs
Des fleurs d’enivrants parfums et de tous les tons
La, il y avait plein de belles filles
Qui se confondent avec les fleurs
Ces filles sont rangées comme dans une quille
Et je profite pour cueillir une rose
Qu’avec un grand sourire je dépose
Sur le cceur de celle qui fera mon bonheur
O ! Qu’elles sont belles, ces roses
Qui apaisent ma douleur
Ah ! Comme elles sont belles ces filles
Qui fleurissent parmi les roses
Regarde, elles s’en vont a la ronde
Comme si elles dansaient tout au tour du monde
Elles fleurissent comme fleurissent les roses
Elles embellissent tout dans ce jardin
I’y cueille une fleur
Et c’est 1a, que je cueille mon bonheur !

Michaud Michel, UNOG



LA CONSTANCE DE L’AGE

J’ai ton age
Comme j’en ai celui du soleil.
C’est dans I’analyse de mes cartilages
Composés des atomes éternels
Que j’ai compris les dimensions de cette merveille
Qu’est mon corps a travers le temps.
C’est la composition de ma carcasse et de mes os
Qui me fait dire que comme mes ancestraux
Je suis vieux et heureux,

Et que comme toi, je suis jeune et heureux.
Les accessoires de mon corps, mes visceres,
Mes reins et mes arteéres en vertu de I’air
Que je respire et les aliments qui me fortifient
Déterminent la puissance de mes capacités
C’est ainsi qu’aujourd’hui en toute humilité
Je revendique d’avoir 1’age de I’humanité.
A vingt ans jusqu’a quatre vint dix ans, oul,
Messieurs, je ne revendique plus
L’ age de mes papiers qui hier nous a plu
Parce que j’avais un autre air
Et qui aujourd’hui nous a déplu
Toujours au nom des apparences. J’ai dit
A toi, qui que tu sois, que j’ai toujours ton age
J’ai aussi I’age de la terre
Aussi bien celui de I’Univers
Tout comme 1’éternité
C’est a croire que je suis heureux.

A tous moments, aujourd’hui comme hier
Je portais toujours bien mon age
J’exhibe devant la société
Mes papiers d’identité
Avec le sceau de I’éternité.

Nous sommes I’espéce qui n’a jamais eu d’age
Nous n’avons eu que des saisons
Nous ramenant toujours au nouvel age
Comme un refrain de notre chanson.
Mon age ressemble a un adage.
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LA PLUME DU PHENIX

C’est a I’heure du couchant
Que mes yeux spontanément
Par un ceuf vermeil furent attirés,
Jetant des feux par milliers.
Une flamme germa
La perle dorée s’embrasa ;

Pour laisser au milieu des cendres
Un oiseau que la magie engendre,
Au fond de I’ceil, le miroir du soleil,
A-t-on jamais rien vu de pareil !
Son bec d’ivoire s’approche de moi,
C’est un baiser d’ange qu’il m’envoie ?
Ses rémiges d’or me caressent la main
Avec une douceur intense,

Et 1a, en mon cceur de satin
S’éveille I’ame du silence.
Mais, vous le savez bien,

Les plus beaux contes ont une fin.
L’oiseau de feu soudain décolle,

Et mon inspiration avec lui s’envole.
Je ne sais si chez lui ¢’est une coutume,

Le phénix en partant me laissa une plume.

Thais Dobberstein, UNSW/SENU



SANS OISEAUX

Sur le miroir éteint de 1’étang solitaire

ou des réves d’oiseaux ont hanté tant de soirs,

la neige maintenant, aux jours crépusculaires,
viendra en se mourant dissoudre tout espoir.

Les chants qui vous bercaient se sont tus a jamais
0 pauvres mots d’amour ! ... Votre ancienne magie
n’a plus cours a présent ; ’angoisse désormais
mesure nos regrets et notre nostalgie.

II

Bel arbre musicien, si droit dans le silence

ou il n’est plus d’oiseaux,

je sais bien slr que tu refuses leur absence :

la froide nuit, les eaux

et I’égarante matité de ce brouillard qui tisse
ses informes terreurs

les ont fait fuir, 6 toit grand arbre qui te hisses
farouche en ta rigueur,

comme un vibrant témoin aux prises avec le sort,
au milieu des orages,

dressé contre le temps pour réfuter la mort,

et dominant les ages !

Roger Prevel, UNSW/SENU
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MIROIR

Quelle sera la robe que je mettrai pour lui plaire ....
Remarquera-t-il ce parfum que j'ai élu pour lui ....

Et mon rouge a lévres qui aime tant ....
Mes levres assoiffées pour son baiser ....

Mon émotion troublée par son regard pergant ....

Mon désir que je peine a contenir ....

Je laisserai mon corps flotter dans ses bras ....
Mes sens enivrés par son toucher,

Mon souffle atérir sur son thorax.

Il m'a dit qu'il aimait mes chevilles rebelles,
Les courbes de mes hanches,

La couleur de mon vernis,

Le crépuscule dans ma voix.

Quelle femme serai-je a sa rencontre ?

Alex Caire, IPU

Inédit, Extrait du Temps perpétuel, Horus Editeur, 2007
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DPo6a Hoa Ngoc Diép

Mot dda hoa vira no

Ung sdc mau cau vong

Trén nghia trang thanh phd
Thoang hién gitra chiéu dong

Mot dda hoa vira nd

Vong tiéng cudi than thuong
Thoat ngudn thién nién ky
Mat rung tram ngat huong

Mot doa hoa vira nd

Trong khoanh khic binh yén
Dap v6i con chim nho

Hop giot suong bay 1én

Mot doa hoa vira nd
Thap nén tdim nguyén cau
Chép tay hon hé mé

Do6n hat bui phéan sao

Mot doa hoa vira nd

Mong manh nhu cudc doi
Rung rung bong tuyét do
Phim phong cam nhe roi.

Nguyén Hoang Bao Viét, UNSW/SENU
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PETITE FLEUR

Une petite fleur éclose

Irisée de teintes de I’arc-en-ciel

Apparu brievement au coucher du soleil
Un soir d’hiver

Dans la voute du cimetiére de la ville.

Une petite fleur éclose

Ravive I’écho cristallin des éclats de rire adorables
De source immémoriale

Aux confins des foréts vierges de cajeputiers

Aux effluves parfumés des senteurs de nectar floral.

Une petite fleur éclose

A P’instant, dans cet atmosphére de paix
L’oiseau-mouche furtif se pose
Happant une gouttelette de rosée

Vite, s’envole.

Une petite fleur éclose

Un cierge allumé, des pricres du fond du cceur
Les mains jointes, I’ame pieuse entrouverte
Recueille le grain de pollen des étoiles, éparpillé.

Une petite fleur éclose

Toute fréle, toute fragile, tel son passage a la vie

Sous le ciel silencieux, s’effeuillent les pétales de neige
Sur un air désolé

Le clavier d’orgue épanche ses notes de regrets.

Doa Hoa Ngoc Diép by Nguyén Hoang Bao Viét, UNSW/SENU
Version francaise par Mme Hoang Nguyén
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SUMMER WAS PASSING

Did you feel it passing,
The last ardent wind?
Hurried and uncertain

Though rustling leaves

And bending small trees
Yet not yet whipping our blood
To the hardest work
Or wild acts of freedom.

Rather its invisible caresses
With their sweet taste of apples
Now growing wine-cider under their
Green-red skins,

Make us drunk and our
Dreams real in daylight.

The last ardent wind of summer
It was, offering last kisses and embraces,
Before the long quiet death of winter
With its uncertain hope of a spring
And a sort of Resurrection.

Nedd Willard, WHO (retired)
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DOWN A WELL

A well so deep
I could cover the sky with my hand,
A sky just big enough for a star
To float in.

Tired to death

But unable to sleep.

The morning is wet

With September’s first rain.

All time can be lost
In the process of staying fed
And warm
Exchanging signs of civility
Or earning a living
Instead of a life.

It takes a huge effort to rise and meet
The challenge of every new day.

Time haemorrhages away,

In minutes, in seconds, in hours,
So many days without purpose
So let us save
This day.

Nedd Willard, WHO (retired)



JOB APPLICATION

I’m a tropical sunrise, I’'m hues of yellow

I’m an island paradise, I’'m a spice mango

A song of calypso, Mighty Sparrow, the Caribbean
A steel pan, reggae tune, an old beguine

The lofty Roraima, St. Lucia, sands of the sea

Oh what shall I be?

Life’s cast a spell on me.

I’m rhythm and blues, I’'m Billie Holiday

I’m todays’ news, I’m sans arriere pensee

A giraffe, a flagstaff, a saxophone

An atom, beat of a drum, an old trombone

A tisket, a tasket, Ella Fitzgerald, Nina Simone
Oh what shall I be?

Life’s cast a spell on me.

I’m a job application, I’'m a midnight snack
I’m a timid lover’s declaration, I’m laid back
I’m spontaneous, I’m serendipitous, I’m erratic
A moody old hen, a shadow of then, I’m frantic
An impulse, a heart beat, ex tempore

Oh who shall I see?

To lift this spell from me.

Maureen Gumbe, UNHCR

&9
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THE FALLEN HERO
to Sergio

What happens to meteorites?

Tell me from heavenly heights
Because [ am enraged at destiny,
That clocking hand which decides
Our faith in the book of life:

The hour a meteorite detaches
How long its flight before it falls,
The land on which it impacts.

A meteorite detached from Brazil

Wheezed the atmosphere 55 years around

And landed in Babylon its magnetic surround,
The centre stage to accomplish its final voyage
Before that powerful glowing light flickers out;
Resplendent, it is too magical an encounter

In the footprint of time, too ephemeral

It is a life too tragic, too short-lived.

Oh! Babylon the land scourged with thirst
Mesopotamia the ancient land devastated
How outrageous, how unceremonious

How senseless, atrocious, how acrimonious
To pluck Sergio at the prime of life;
Human ignorance, your target was wrong,
The hand of death has struck with force
The meteorite to its devastating depths
Where it agonized and flickered out.

From “The Papyrus of Hunefer, Book of the Dead”
I quote “I have come into the city of God,

the region which existed in primaeval time

with my soul and with my double,

and with my translucent form,

to dwell in this land” — Babylon.

Sergio, as you join Bernardotte and Hammarskjold,
May your Soul find perfect peace at the Throne.
Ngozi Ibekwe, UNHCHR



MATRIMONIAL VARIABLE

my ex
*

Love
laden

All hands
to the hold.

*

you tear
I tore

we’re torn
my tear

*

Can I forget
before I get
too old for getting

all I can get
of what we got
together.

%

Can we forgive

so much we gave
all that we had
nothing was saved

legacies left
fortunes retrieved
talents endowed
bounties bequeathed

nothing begrudged
cheating the grave

to keep what we gave
each other

Richard Scheeler, UNCTAD (retired)

BLUE ROSE
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Bathe my body in blue rose
Spell me magic write me prose
Present me the poet who writes in rhymes
Show me a writer of passionate lines

Smile at me blue rose
The smile you gave when you proposed
Stun me with your possessive lips
Bathe my daydreams in poetic scripts

Shower me with petals plenty
Surprise me with a mysterious smile
Spin my heart into a fountain of frenzy
Come bathe with me for a while

Bathe aurora in blue rose
Bewitch me magic write me prose
Call me the poet who writes in rhymes
Declare me the writer of passionate lines

Vatsala Virdee, UNHCR

Drawing by Bernard Bouvier, UNOG



PASSING FAIR ISLE AT DAWN

The waves loom high behind us

rolling up like bowhead whales

hissing as they strike our stern

to pitch us forward, topsails bellied,
bow-down, running from the Arctic
pushed on by a force six north-west wind.

This is our four hours on deck.

We're Mizzen Watch and Charlie's at the wheel-
in another life he helps build Boeings in Seattle-
while Bjorn, a broker, now our lookout,

sits and shivers, scanning the horizon,

port and starboard, far away across the bows.

We've left the ice and seals and petrels.

Stocks and bonds and half-built Boeings

lie ahead. Away to starboard Fair Isle lies stretched
underneath a salmon sky, a lighthouse

blinking on her cliff-tip, seagulls

sheep and farmers still asleep.

Our pots and pans are dancing in the galley.

The rigging whispers, 'Heading home'.

Back down the world a few degrees of latitude

we're doctors, artists, lawyers, unemployed,

American and Brit and Norseman. Here we're sailors,

rolling with the ship that’s been our world for three weeks now.

And as we sail we softly talk of where we’ve been,
And what we’ve seen,

and how we came to be together here,

alive.

Alistair Scott, UNSW/SENU
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EARTHSHINE

The new moon holds the old moon tight.
Her dying partner glows with faint earthshine,
as by the lake the evening deepens, sucking up the light.

The old moon has not long now, just one night,
to whirl her final turn above the sharp skyline.
The new moon holds the old moon tight.

Across the darkening waters, gulls in flight
head down towards the sea, a slender line
that disappears as evening deepens, sucking up the light.

There was a younger moment when we might
have grasped the stars and twisted them to our design.
The new moon holds the old moon tight.

But in this instant we are timeless, blazing, bright,
As if intoxicated by the fumes of new-pressed wine
We drink as evening deepens, sucking up the light.

How can we know which choice is wrong or right?
Which star to wish on? There is no clear sign.

The new moon holds the old moon tight

as by the lake the evening deepens, sucking up the light.

Alistair Scott, UNSW/SENU



WAITING FOR THE TRAIN
(Warsaw 1942)

With his last
remaining coins
their father buys
one small stale
slice of rye bread,
and divides it
into six.

It is their
final meal
together.

Alistair Scott UNSW/SENU

Pieta (1937) by Kithe Kollwitz, Berlin
Photo by KeK,UNOG
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ONLY

The only expressway they have

1s ascent to heaven - descent to hell.

The only airline they have
is a rope bridge peak-to-peak.

The only schoolhouse they have
is a clearing in the underbrush.

The only hospital they have
1s a shaman's tent.

The only kitchens they have

are paddy fires in the marketplace.

The only theater they have
is a ring around the bonfire.

The only sleeping place they have
is a plain dirt floor.

The only air they have to breathe
is through a gas mask.

The only water they have
is dew drops on a leaf.

The only guardians they have
are other surviving children.

The only clothes they have
are soldier suits.

The only jewellery they have
are tattoos on naked skin.

The only worship place they have
is prayer rugs in a corridor.

The only roof they have
1s a cardboard box.

The only TV they have
is their imagination.

Karin Kaminker, UNOG
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Photo collage by Cécile Elshami, UNCTAD
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IN SEARCH OF STATUES

Under cloud cover, grey and ponderous
as Hannibal’s elephant

the Tunis Médina —
souk and emporium:
Punic, Phoenician

and the teeming present
in a time-warp mix.

Skirting its stuccoed perimeter and dry oued
littered with rusty carcasses,
sackings of modern-day vandals

pushing on into narrow streets
past tessellated Roman faces
in shades of limestone, jasper, carnelian

past tiles and more tiles:
on corridors or skifas
housefront or hammam
prayer hall or mosque;

tiles bordered, birded, beflowered

in black, red, amber

or blue and green,

repeated motifs on white or cream
gilt-free but shining in the shrouded sun.

Looking for a statue, the perfect souvenir ...
she tunnels deeper into the bazaar

under aromatic canopies

of incense, sea salt, harissa and lamb

past scorpions, bee venom

elixir of opium, floral poison
essence of angel, essence of eternity
sweet oranges, honeyed mandarins
thick, sugared black-mint tea



and the ever-present dates.

The western-dressed blend

with mannequins in storefronts

as local worshippers come flooding by,

hoods and veils offering only glimpses of olive skin.

In the shadows, under the arcades, occasional details stand out:
a tanned, goathide face in its deep, white-hooded cavity;

a fringe of black hair beneath a red, fez-like chéchia;

a grandmotherly form stooped, slippered, half-veiled

brocade sifsari clenched in her few remaining teeth.

“Heidi, Heidi!” a trinket seller calls.

Not wanting to act the tourist

but a tourist nonetheless,

an intruder disturbed by this real-life intrusion,
she responds with a glare.

Now in headscarf and sunglasses,

an invisible hand of Fatima over her flickering smile,
she tunnels deeper still, comforted strangely

by the pasty sightless eyes

of small gold-booted soldiers

hanging in troops on their puppet strings.

Past gold tin, silver tin

a tin smith hammering to the beat of a drum
to goat bleat and camel’s deep-throated groan
to donkey bray and rhythmic rattle of its cart
to timeless wafts of muezzin call

Shielded from contact, safe in her disguise,
why does the next merchant move her so?

His ware: Roman figurines
perhaps just more tin — copper-hued, aged with oxide
but with the feel of the real thing.

His eyes: almond islands in the mesmerizing whirl
of color, shape and sound.
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His voice -- too soft for the hard-sell
too soft even for the soft-sell —

too soft for any sale at all --

floats to her above the crowd.

"You don’t want a statue, Madame?"
and she hears herself say "No".
Seeing her surprise,

he lets the matter fall.

Emerging from the Médina,
traveling to Sidi Bou Said
with its blinding white facades
and signal blue shutters
calling out to sea

it’s those soft eyes that she remembers.
It’s that one soft voice that she’s hearing still.

Karin Kaminker, UNOG

Hand of Fatima by Sana Fenniche, UNSW/SENU



101

THIS YEAR

This year, the butterflies are
gone.

So are the fish,

the flowers and the bees.
In the leafless trees,

no birds are hopping

from branch to branch.
And, from the little pond
near the cafeteria

the wild ducks are missing.
There is no sound.

This year, the glaciers

have disappeared in the Alps.

The streams have dried up

in the countryside,

and, in the cities,

the air is foul and the water stinks.
No snow fell this year

on the surface of the earth.

This year, the ice cap
melted at the North Pole.
It raised the water level
of the oceans, and flooded
the low-lying lands.
Millions of refugees fled
the coasts of Florida

and the Bangladeshi delta.

No babies were born this year.
There is nothing to eat,

except Campbell Soup,

and nothing to drink,

but Coke.

This year, the human species
fell over the brink.
And the moon has left,
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in search of a better planet.

And, in the planet’s long history,
mankind will be

a blip on a radar screen,

there for a blink,

and then forever

gone.

Zeki Ergas, UNSW/SENU

MANICHAEAN GAMES

Manichaean games

in black and white

are played by ideologues
whose world is colorblind.

With certainties of good and bad,

they drive young soldiers to their graves
and carnage the civilians too

in name of just wars and democracy.

Fatigued old myths of patriotism

hide the slaughter in a haze of heroism.
Perpetrators play the role of victims,
Victims are maligned as perpetrators.

Top dogs dress as underdogs,
while underdogs await their turn.
In cycles guilt and innocence
are galloping to nothingness.

Janus-faced our world appears,
confusing yin and yang.

A chorus sings our requiem
while Lysistrata offers peace.

Alfred de Zayas, UNSW/SENU



GULLS

When gulls spill their cries

over my house I know trouble is coming -
maybe just thrashing wind

or high-flying dust, but I can interpret
their energy for a number of things:

a window painted shut, or a day
that starts terribly wrong;

falling out of a tree or out of bed;
a perfect peach with a worm;
when you undress yourself

in front of someone who no longer
loves you but hasn’t told you.

It’s like those gull cries

and something at the back

of your throat tells you

this is real, this is what life is -

a scoring of the core. You can be
thrashed around in high wind,
flung into open sky, churned,
nothing to chart your direction.

You might fly into a glass door,

get your wings snarled in branches,
or, even worse, find yourself in a nest
alone, tempests overhead,

dust gathering underneath.
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Beth Peoc'h, UNCTAD
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PAST THE SEASON

Threw summer out this morning

the last of the hot pink zinnias faded

into cooler mornings, longer nights. Shoved
them into the trunk of the car, heading

to the dump, remnants

of tomato vines bound together

with an old pair of winter stockings.

Lunch date at a restaurant,

I find a wedding band

on the washroom floor.

I bend over, hold it in my hand
simple gold ring,

an inner circle can only hold so much.

Now back home, five o’clock sun
pouring in so bright it distils the air
sets fire to the young oak

out front, goes up in flames

before my eyes.

Suddenly I am a jug

filling with something unknown, not sure
if it is clear or pure--

something bittersweet, raw as cider

and I can’t get enough,

wanting to absorb

entire orchards, country roads
migrating birds as they rise skywards.

Beth Peoc'h, UNCTAD



SANCTUARY

We saw wind

trying to knock down the sanctuary door
whipping its tail around corners
clutching its fists,

even the mossy gargoyles

on the Basilica grinned and teetered
riding the clouds.

You wanted to seek refuge

in the Chaperon Rouge,

while I edged you

into the Cheval Blanc

hair wild around our faces

scarves ready to fly off

we needed something warm to drink.

The fearsome wind unnatural
blowing the hills green
rattling the pipes

fiery whisky burning

its way down

and then back up again
smoke caught in the chimney.

Unsettling,

the shutters

that clank in this hilltop hotel
the pipes that drip all night
the Basilica just up the way
where dark prayers gather
under a sandstone vault.

Daffodils tormented

in cold evening light

grass blowing

one hundred different ways
and my prayer

right before Easter

might go unheeded.

Beth Peoc'h, UNCTAD
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FLASHBACK

I thought of you today

And from the deep vaults of my memory
Your innocent face was wheeled out

Offering me some nostalgic credit.

I remembered your smile, the ring of your words,
The soft and slightly harsher gentle curses,
Familiar sighs and verbal caresses.

Deep within me something stirred,

A yearning, or maybe just a touch of sadness.
And through the veil of time,

Kaleidoscope of names and places,

I enjoyed a glimpse of you,

As you were brought out briefly from the past:
An image that still serves me in my present.

I hope you don’t mind me using you like this,
Long after, and without your yes.

It’s just that when we parted

Some of you remained in me,

A long-term loan I like to think,

A generous, non-expiring, blank cheque.

COMMUTER-WORLD

Perpetual pre-dawn,

Grey, dull twilight.

Somnambulant going through motions

Of life in a tunnel.

Solitude, nausea, and a lingering pain,

Breeding indifference, impatience and disdain.
My rebelling spirit glides over pavements

That my body wearily crosses.

Up escalators, down stairs,

Through torrential streams of noisy traffic.
Hemmed in by giant sterile monuments

To an age in which we rush to God knows where.
Dejected looks, sighs, occasional curses,

As we hurtle along our endless way

Into tomorrow’s repetition of today’s crazy frenzy.

Bohdan Nahajlo, UNHCR

Bohdan Nahajlo, UNHCR



NOCTURNAL PARANOIA

Alone and late into the night,

I sometimes realize that I can’t think

In a world of constant noise.

From all around, up and down,

The attacks never seem to cease.

As the clock pounds out each single second,

A train announces itself from somewhere in the dark.
The fire crackles, even cackles,

While upstairs, soft footsteps are amplified into creaks.
And when, having sought the refuge of my bed

And burrowed under sheets and covers,

It seems that now all at last will be still,

My heart keeps proclaiming its continuing beat.

Trapped in this state of sonic siege

I glance enviously at my candle for relief.

This miracle: a source of light and heat,

On fire, and yet so serene.

A glowing metamorphosis of waxen flesh

Into lofty gaseous spirit:

A link between the real and the ethereal.

A symbol for us, the matchstick people,

Whose fate is also one of burning till snuffed out,
Though not always in a way so dignified and surreal.
And almost contemptuous of my unease,

The candle’s bright flame flickers on unconcerned,
Pointing the way ever upward to release.
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MOODS OF MUSIC

“Without music™, said Nietzsche, “life is an error.
The German imagines even God singing songs.”

Carrying us through from cradle to grave
rounding off moments of ecstasy and sorrow

There is music

In the silence
the rhythm of the rain
the song of the birds

It is there

In the invitation to dance
the tranquility of meditation

Music

The artery of opera
backdrop to the screen
and life of the stage

The harmony of notes

that alleviate pain

evoke youthful dreams

release pent-up emotion

and provide solace for the grieving

And if one would listen
there is music

in the wind and the trees
that frees the soul

Ginny Rogers, UNCTAD
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ROSES

Phanat, the name of my four-footed lady
Surely a gift from above

We traveled together in climes hot and shady
Long years of true friendship and love

Eight kilos of silken fur, fun and motion
made up a lifetime of love and devotion

A terrier of class, distinction and heart

My doggie with beauty and brain

The world’s all-knowing, by far the most smart
Perhaps also the world’s most vain

Growing old with decorum, poise and grace
There was so little change in that lovely face

On 14 December she said her goodbye

With a softness and pride hers alone

There’s a space in our home which we cannot deny
And a memory that’s all her own

The blessings in life have to come to their end

I count myself lucky to have been her friend

I gaze at my new bed of beautiful roses

So special, their roots deep and strong
Where scattered ashes with soil interposes
They’re bright, and their perfume lasts long
Her comforting presence will always remain
In my heart, and my garden again and again

Ginny Rogers, UNCTAD
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WORD BITES

Why, with such delicious words
Like fennel, sorrel, leek

We keep a dish, like rotten fish
In Saxon crossed with Greek?

A word like squid’s unspeakable
Tunafish makes mush of little

Perch is chewed, and shrimp is skewed
Hake sounds like hawk and spittle.

Rack of lamb is tortured meat,
Pork chops hardly better
Poultry’s stuffy, steak’s a toughie
Merely jawbone fetter.

Groats or kasha? Mealy grains
Muesli’s stuck on u’s

Wheat maybe could get a C
But still, that’s no excuse!

Barley rolls around the cheeks
Pasta slides on through,
Pepper pops but spinach stops
A mackerel might do.

So when you next select your food

Be sure and chews words well:

Some dipthongs plop, some glottals stop
Be sage, in thyme you’ll tell.

Alexa Intrator, UNSW/SENU



BUREAUCRAT'S POEM

Everytime I rewind my thoughts
to the point of departure
of my last or any poem
the phone rings

a message blinks

a boss honks

a subordinate ordinates

a stack of files stretches
on each side of me
stealing my pristine time
from poetry

or ruminating,

chewing the empty again and again
while gazing at alpine flowers,
clouds in a light blue sky,
walking on grass
barefoot

on tiptoe, to spare the bug
the bureaucratic beast

the filesitter

the screensaver

the chairman

with the butt

well-centred

the neck tied

the thought cuffed

but well paid me

well kept me

...s0 push the button
rewind endlessly

to the point of departure
the bottom of the file

the start of the pile

the poet's virgin mind
slowly filling

with words......

Peter Auer, ILO
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STORMY WEATHER

Tired of innocence

Snow White and Bluebeard decided

to bring Little Red Riding Hood to a full stop.
This caused a confusing color and grammar storm.
Snow White and the Riding Hood starlet

crashed into each other

turning into a phosphorescent pink frost.
Bluebeard dragged Snow White out of it

and both of them hid in a parenthesis to mate
(dissolving in sighs and becoming a pale pastel blue sky).
Little Red Riding Hood tried to open it

(but could not).

Bluebeard threatened her with an exclamation mark!
She became violent.

Both became violet.

Tired of looking so much like themselves

they decided to risk a change.

Snow White headed to Africa

and got an ebony tan on her drunken boat.
Grasping the Red hood to cover his face
Bluebeard shaved off the end of his name

while Little left riding on the end of hers.

So deconstructed, Blue, Snow and Little dispersed
drawing a lilac curtain on this very verse.

Victoria Slavuski, IAEA



BRAVE NEW WORLD:
Commodity Fetishism and the East Midland Blues

When “baby” is an airline

And “kiss” is stamped on a bus
Or is the name of a band,

We have reached

That post-war promise:

The Brave New World.

When you buy something

You ain’t seen, touched, held

Ne’er mind the person who made it,
Some village girl turned prol”

In Shanghai, Guangzhou, Fukow,
The brave new world is nigh.

When child’s play or games
Are consoles with screens,

All buttons and electronic
Wham, bang, thank you ma’am,
Hello, my brave new world.

When we've all become

cash-till automatons,

And cashiers find new jobs

As pin-ups, if lucky,

Our Dutch flowers and Belgian chocolates
Bought blandly at Tesco,

Brave new world, hello.

When security guards thrive

On mistaking lipstick for poison gas
And medicine for venomous hate,
When muscled tattoos of bravado
Swagger into new growing jobs
While innocents fear to go abroad,
Haha, brave new world.

When airports unbelt and unshoe you
Then lull you with crumpets and scones
And request you to relax & shop
Before proceeding thru more
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Hellish security queues,
Hurrah, brave new world.

When the promised nirvana
Is mechanical sex

And bumped-up boobs,
When pride is the Porsche
In your garage,

And leisure is reading

FT’s “How to spend it”,
Hey, hey, brave new world.

When you gladly give your coins

To machines called one-armed bandits,
When dazed travelers buy gambling cards,
Throwing good money after bad,

When all live in the hope

Of winning the hapless lottery,

Hey-ho, brave new world.

When you hunger for a holiday,
Save up and go into debt

To buy that package in the sun,
Only to return fleeced, burned,
Sorry to be in the queue again,
Go on, brave new world.

When a nice lady gets a job
Policing vacant faces

As they stare at the security post
Blank and empty for now,

As police dogs sniff

And tattooed boys smirk
Behind their black guns,
Hee-hee, brave new world.

Yet there also sits a swan
In the pristine dawn,
Drifting in its billowed sails
Hiding its head in its wings:
Old, old world?
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And young Baloo sits at the airport
Writing about an old couple

First glazed by their conformity,
Then open to their charm,

Their long, quiet shared moments:
Our old world?

And our Samy searches for the grace
That charms and beckons,

Striving for the confidence

To brave this world:

This old, new, wonderful world.

Zafar Shaheed, ILO

RAVEN’S SONG

Wind-shadowed ravens
cut through the air
nailing burning hunger
into the sky

There is a space
between muscle and bone
where the wind goes
There is a place
between lungs and heart
where the shadow sits
There is a knife

in the throat

that cuts through words
There is a nail

in the brain

that stops time

There is a body

within the body

that kills the hunger,
burns the sky

Sygun Schenck, UNSW/SENU
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REPTILIAN EYES

Weather-beaten skin creased

With age, poverty, time.

Once youthful girl-eyes
Hardened now, cold, reproachful,
Like a defensive reptile estranged
From another world, fast waning.

Ethnicity, diversity, culture bulldozed
By industry and urbanity ... a machine world.
A sacredness held in her eyes.
They say «Keep away!
Don’t wipe us away!»

Reptilian eyes on the cover of a magazine
For nonchalant people in a material world -
We glance at her eyes from our lounge-lizard sofas.
Startled, she stares upwards.

Our soft sofas are her concrete floor.

Like some fresh species in a zoo,
Machine-material world finds her so intriguing:
«Those eyes, oh my! We must have them!»
Such beauty and depth held in this reptile.

So watchful, so guarded.

Samar Shaheed, UNSW/SENU
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GRANNY WISPS

Silver granny wisps streaming in the wind.
Cobwebs spun secretely, silently.

Mini - intricate paddy fields of rice

High atop the green hedges...

An uncanny place to spin a web!

But crafty dudes they are:

The sucking machine has chased away

The paddy fields one too many times,

Chased them into oblivion.

"Not this time! Let us move to another resort,
Where we shall be kings of the mountain!"

The inhabitants steer away

From the usual "home-making venues":

Crooks and crannies, angles of window panes...
To spin their silver on lush green carpets,
Dust-free et en pleine aire

On their own private sky-scrapers overlooking gardens,
A natural, manmade Berlin wall.

Samar Shaheed, UNSW/SENU

Berlin Wall 2006. photo by KeK, UNOG
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LOVES, LOST LANES and MORE L'S
A Caminante Song

ah life: leads you and your migrating lines
leaping from that one luculent word amidst
lush silences and lurking smells

breaking out into lean meats

if perfectly lappable low-calorie licks

in a litter of shopping lists.

oh that sweet mystery of latent leads

you think you’ve caught in the lightning
beyond the night’s lingua franca until
some new day’s sunrise lifts you: it’s time
to let go whatever’s lugubrious, so you
launch out or just lackadaisically

lull over — again...

longing to go beyond ladida states:

to evolve into a lotus-eater —

luxuriating in larger-than-life pictures

with you, at centre-points, no less

not just as flash lustres of twilight zones nor

as short-lived late-night shows limbering up
into a lodestar swathed in stately purples and
loden darks preferred by princesses lampooned
in the logarithms of limp mimicries

you also look behind the littlest cues

even as you're just sniffing lavender

or lollin” up graffiti in the loo and thus

peering through laundry-curtained lairs

onto some groovy lounge for the lambada

into Landemonium’s legitimate whims bridging
the latex and the lingerie in-between

the lies and the lance.

a lizard lazes up the walls in your loft
listen to its tok-i-tok mum used to say
it’s announcing a letter or a visitor



119

and so you learn the language

of its tokitok-itok-itok

which could spell disaster linked
to that long-forgotten lover
ringing your doorbell.

Camilo Antonio, formerly UNIDO

THE MUD PUDDLE AND THE MOON

The moon looked down on the mud puddle,
Said the moon , it may be too soon

To tell you my secret , but to play cricket
It's something that I should forbear.

The mud puddle looked up at the moon:
Of yesteryear I have no fear.

But as for tomorrow, it betokens sorrow
Since I'll dry up and be no longer here.

Ray Barry, formerly UNIDO
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TWO POEMS IN THE KALEVALA STYLE

In 2006, when Austria handed the Presidency of the Council of the European Union over to
Finland, the Vienna School of Poetry (Schule fiir Dichtung in Wien) organized an internet
workshop on writing poetry in the distinctive style of the epic Finnish poem, The Kalevala.
Following in the footsteps of the American poet Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, who in 1855
adopted the Kalevala form for his epic «Song of Hiawatha», various members of the United
Nations Society of Writers participated in the online workshop and tried their hand at writing
in the trochaic tetrameter of Finland’s Kalevala. Two contributions, which unlike their
illustrious predecessors are intentionally playful in tone, appear below.

EUROPA AND THE BULL
(A Modern Kalevala Poem)

Spirit of Europa, fleeting,

passes through many a meeting
taking stock of hot bull sessions
in the well-oiled stock professions.
Only the best company keeping
gradually her fame came seeping,
coast-to-coast the lands uniting,
minotaur and dragon smiting.
That, by Zeus, was the beginning
of this realm of double-chinning;
bear and bull and in-betweening
much of losing and of winning.
Speculation right on target,
killings in the taurine market,
fatal moves and bold advances,
giants felled by silver lances.
Never meaning to be gory

or deride Europa's glory :

Shoot the bull, an allegory.

Fully cock and bull, this story.

KeK, UNOG
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ELYSIAN RUNE

(in the trochaic tetrameter of Finland's Kalevala)

Greece was Europe in the making :
Laurelled athletes in Olympos,

lyric poets in Parnassos,

Pythia's riddles always waking
curiosity and learning.

Yearning with sure optimism,
oracles of heroism :

"Know yourself" is highest wisdom.
Metron ariston, the "golden

Mean" means life as meden agan.

Vineyards on the slopes maturing,
drunk Dionysos dances during
rites, as Leda dreams Rilkean
Zeus as Swan in Tuonela.

There audacious Lemnikdinen
with Artemis' rapid arrows

hunts the woods of Tapiola,
soothing soon Sibelius' sorrows
with the mead of European
Freude, chorusing Beethoven.

Mauricio Gancefort UNSW/SENU
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BARCELONA

Barcelona, a ti no puedo dejar de escribirte
pues me inspira la belleza de tus sitios:

el Parque de la Ciudadela, tu Pasaje Colon,

el muelle de la Fusta, la Sagrada Familia...,
el colorido y el ritmo de tus calles,

la euforia de tu gente,

tus palmeras (natales y lejanas)...

Barcelona a ti te recordaré por siempre

ya que en tus entrafias conoci el amor.

Rindo homenaje a tu ambiente alegre y calido
a la acogida tierna que tu corazon me ha brindado,
al amor eterno que encontré en tu regazo.

Barcelona, ti me arrullaste

en dulces noches en tus brazos

y yo dormi feliz sintiendo tu mirada enamorada.
Barcelona ciudad amada

en mi alma y en mi mente

has sabido quedar impregnada.

Martha Beatriz Rodriguez R., UNOG



INCERTIDUMBRE

Viendo transcurrir

mis veranos y mis inviernos

en los escombros de tu frio y tu calor y

en la lejania de la esencia de la vida,
divaga mi pensamiento

en un futuro y en un pasado

reflejados en lo etéreo de la incertidumbre.

Danza el viento en tu paisaje,

yo espero hoy el tren de la partida

que se detendra en una ignota estacion

y se confundira luego con el horizonte infinito
del correr del tiempo, testigo fiel

de las primaveras y los otofios

que bosquejaron y vieron desvanecerse
algunos de nuestros suefios.

Canta mi corazon

rebosante de fé y alegria

al decirles al Creador y a la vida

de que a pesar del ayer

y a lo incierto del mafiana

« Hasta HOY gracias mil, confienso que he vivido ».

Martha Beatriz Rodriguez R., UNOG
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DESAPARECIDOS

*“...cada vez que tomamos contacto con la cuestion de los desaparecidos...el sentimiento que
se manifiesta casi de inmediato es el de lo diabdlico....es imposible enfrentar el hecho de las
desapariciones sin que algo en nosotros sienta la presencia de un elemento infrahumano, de
una fuerza que parece venir de las profundidades, de esos abismos donde inevitablemente la
imaginacion termina por situar a todos aquellos que han desaparecido.”

Julio Cortazar

(Quien te desaparecid?

Su rostro es an6nimo
ojos color cobardia,
pupilas sitiadas por el diablo.

Los verdugos tienen rostro de rio atrapado,
una anguila se retuerce en su mirada.
Serpiente ensamblada

lanza gota a gota su veneno.

Nadie sabe en donde estan los que un dia levantaron voces
para decir que no,
que habia otros caminos.

Desde el vacio nos miran

y NOS sentimos ciegos.

A tientas buscamos su recuerdo,
nos asimos del hilo

esperando nos lleve a ellos

para no morirnos desde ahora.

Nadie sabe si en donde estan

la cueva es circular o ctibica

st han sido ultrajados

0 ya estan muertos.

Nadie ve los rostros

pero todo muro esta compuesto de ellos;
los oimos respirar,

y las madres abuelas de plaza de mayo
no saben si es su hijo o el de aquella.
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Los desaparecidos nos despiertan en la madrugada
su beso inmaterial absorbe el respiro.

Damos manotazos

palpamos en vano

y ahi estén,

ahi estan...

Noemy Barrita Chagoya, OHCHR

drawing by Bernard Bouvier, UNOG
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A FILIDA

Tirana en tu ocaso te volviste, Filida, y reinaste
con cetro de vinilo carmesi
sobre las potestades agrias, feudos
de la noche que bebieron de ti entonces mansita,
pitonisa casera,
y en la otra pelicula hubieron de sufrirte
en tu papel de amante
vestida para matar y, si se diera, morir,
la risa repintada, la billetera llena para el viaje
con aquel que te espia y que vendra por ti.
Lo esperas desafiante, fiel, intempestivamente
joven. Asi te vi,
como una boca inmensa,
la mujer de la calle que se me cruzé en Niza.
Y eres ti hoy la sangre y el abismo,
poeta de la vida
clavada a tu ventana en Nueva York.
Mas lo blanco te alcanza y te destifie
esa boca, la palabra encarnada.
No el débil corazon,
que como tu lapiz de labios
entr6 rojo vivo de venganza en la muerte.

Maria Elena Blanco, UNOV
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HO

CUSF

O C U S

Results-based management.

Dick Moens, UNOG
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EWIGES WISSEN

Unter den Weisen ist der Poet ein Jiingling
unter den Menschen erscheint der Poet weise
nur ein Hauch im Fluss der Zeit

ist das geschriebene Wort

kaum beriihrt es die Seele des Menschen

Gott allein ist der Meister unserer Seele
Gott allein gibt dauerhaftes Wissen

DER MENSCHEN LIEBE

Die Liebe

der tiefe Brunnen

der lange Atem

das besondere Leben der Seele.

Den beiden Kindern gibt man Perlen
und sie werfen die Perlen in das Meer der Lust.

Sie ziehen die Netze iiber den Grund

und hoffen sie wieder zu finden

Wo wir doch tiglich

die Perlen des Morgens

neu am frischen Gras des Lebens erfahren

Johann Buder, Austrian Mission
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THE PRECIS-WRITER
2006 U.N. English Language Service Poetry Translation Contest

In 2006, the English translators at the United Nations Headquarters in New York
organized their second annual internal poetry translation contest. English translation
staff from all duty stations were invited to submit their translations of the poem

LE REDACTEUR DE SEANCE (ou : L'ART EST D'ACTION) by André Barré, who
worked as a translator in the French Section around 1951. The poem was rediscovered
by Jacques Estabial, rediscovered for a second time by M.C. Luong and is now being
recorded for posterity.

The contest was won by Nigel Lindup from the UN Office at Geneva. Second place
went to Jean Rose-Benoit (ret.) of Headquarters, and third to Vicki Oliveira, also of
Headquarters. The original French poem and the winning translations are reproduced
below:

LE REDACTEUR DE SEANCE
(ou : L'ART EST D'ACTION)

Tel qu'en la cage altiére ou son art I'emprisonne
De sons familiers les vét le truchement,

Le rédacteur transcrit d'un charbon véhément
Les adverses discours dont son tympan résonne

Lors, métamorphosant en la tierce personne

La palabre qu'il fige en un froid monument,

Il comprime ou réprime - ou supprime uniment -
L'ampoulé qui pullule ou l'oiseux qui foisonne

Ivre d'intelligible, il annule d'un trait
L'hermétique rebelle a livrer son secret
Edulcore I'outré, qu'il blesse ou qu'il honore

Puis note, comme l'ultime s'est enfin tu, I'heure ou
M par le dextre poing de 1'Inde ou du Pérou,
Vibre en l'air tempéré le martelet sonore.
André Barré, UN New York

*The winning translations from the 2005 Feliz Dia de San Jerénimo contest were published in
Ex Tempore No.16.



THE PRECIS-WRITER
(or: So Many Records)

As the interpreter, a prisoner of his art,

From his lofty cell reclothes the rivals’ quibbles

In sounds familiar, the précis-writer scribbles

With darting pen each point these to her ears impart.

When later rendering as reported speech her notes,
The speakers’ fleeting words fast freezing on the page,
She coldly cuts and edits, suppressing verbiage,
Rhetoric and bombast and trivial anecdotes.

Keenly seeking meaning, she boldly strikes out all
Where sense sits stubborn, hid behind a near-blank wall,
And tempers excess, whether used in praise or cavil;

Then notes the hour the final speaker stops for air,
When, deftly struck by India or Peru as Chair,
Resounds through the now close room the closing gavel.

THE PRECIS-WRITER

The precis-writers note with ardent pens
the adversarial speech that ear confounds,
transmuted into more familiar sounds

by the interpreters, caged in lofty dens.

Transposing into discourse indirect,

palaver for posterity they freeze;

delete, compress or modify, with ease,
bombast and piffle, lest they thrive unchecked.

Champions of clarity, briskly they curtail
hermetic prose that will not shed its veil
and mute outrageous insult or compliment.

Then, when at last the final speaker's through,
they mark the hour when India or Peru

wields the swift gavel, sonorous implement. Jean Rose-Benoit, UNHQ (retired)

Nigel Lindup, UNOG
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THE PRECIS-WRITER
(or Art in Motion)

While captive in her fish-bowl the scholiast on high
Restores familiar cadence to words hitherto arcane,
So too the précis-writer, with frantic pen a-fly,

Decodes the lengthy diatribe that buzzes through his brain.

Thus, by sleight of hand, direct becomes reported,
The endless back-and-forth immortalized at last.
Digressions are truncated or, better yet, aborted
Bombastic to fantastic, detours all bypassed.

Drunk on new-found meaning, he crosses out with glee,
Extracting hidden nuance that mere mortals may not see.
He pacifies the outraged, respectfully, of course,

And, once the final delegate has argued himself hoarse,
Notes down the precise hour at which Barbados or Niger
Allows the gavel’s voice to echo through the rarefied air.
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BURNING HOUSES

The oldest nightmare in the world

is losing your place under the sun,

to be chased out of your Eden,
dispossessed and replaced.

Burned houses fuel the fire

of the hatred nursed in the bosom

of mankind throughout history.

They symbolize the annihilation

of the space with which you identified,
to which your life was anchored.
When you burn a house,

you obliterate the refuge

of intimacy and destroy

the sanctuary of emotional attachments.
How can you ask people

with no roof over their heads
whether they are all right in the head,
or expect them to relate

as humans when all they have

to keep themselves warm

is the fire of their hatred?

Translation from the French

by Ebenezer First-Quao, UNECA
(Excerpt of text from

the 2005 UN Translation Exam.
Adaptation by KeK, UNOG)
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NATURE

I am stringing the stars.....

..... to a decimal infinity

So I may travel the silent planets

And talk to them with the brightness of my silence.
Listen, those of you who are still breathing!

I beg to God for a new Eden.

I line up its valleys and its hills
As I forecast its coming,

And I will tie
Dawns and Dusks in all “Four Seasons”
To the serpent of lights.

Future soldiers will battle for the ownership

Of seas and fields, deaf colleague of the unraveling.
Teacher of Poets without verses and empty stomachs,
Weapons melt down

Against steppes of lust and envy;

Shots in the air that are visible;

Angels have no other option,

Sources may not even filter the rains;

Gardens that are dry even after the dew;

Pupils’ refraction of lightning
Walking with heavy steps until the sweat is sucked out of Utopia
Wake up, it is getting late!

Original Spanish by Amarilys Gonzalez Camacho
(from the book “Paraiso de cuerdas™)
Translation by Rafael VG Rodriguez , UNSW/SENU
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STEPS

As every blossom fades and youth must pass,
so every stage in life will only flower

in its time, all wisdom, virtue has its hour

and should not overreach, its prime surpass.
Alert to every call from life, the heart

must welcome new beginnings -- learn to part
from all without regret, embracing new
engagements bravely, open to what may ensue.

In all commencement dwells a magic power
that protects us, guiding us through life anew.

Content to stride from space to space, we should
not cling to any as our own. The Life Force would
not bind us nor restrain, but broaden our

horizons, step by step enhancing us.

No sooner are we settled, that our impetus
declines. Impending slumber comes upon us,
habit weighs us down. Thus only those prepared
to part and wander progress unimpaired.

Perhaps the hour of death will yet afford us
newer spaces, younger hopes. Life summons us
at every stage, recalling its true worth...

Bid farewell, Heart: In parting is rebirth!

STUFEN by Hermann Hesse
Translation from the German
by Alfred de Zayas, UNSW/SENU
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SOUS TES AILES

Tu tendais tes bras en avant
tu les serrais fort

autour de mon cou,

ton corps

désormais au mien suspendu,
tu me chuchotas:

"J'ai I'impression de voler
sur les vagues de l'océan
comme ce goé¢land
la-bas

qui frole 1'horizon

en essayant de l'attraper".

A ce moment-la

j'eus le sentiment d'étre
le monde entier

a I’abri de tes bras ailés.

SOTTO LE TUE ALI by Pietro Barbera
Translation from the Italian
by Francesca Rosati, UNSW/SENU



LE COLLIER

Jai recueilli

mes sentiments

en mille gouttelettes

et]’y ai mis

tout ce que je ressens pour toi.

Comme des perles tres rares
je les ai cousues

avec des fils d’espoir
jusqu’a former

un collier de lumiére.

Délicatement

sans que tu t’en apergoives
j’ai soulevé tes cheveux

le glissant autour de ton cou
I’appuyant contre ton sein.

Tu le portes désinvolte

Autour de ton visage,

a présent,

un scintillement d’amour,
comme une lumineuse armure,
refoule tout chagrin.
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LA COLLANA by Pietro Barbera.
Translation from the Italian

by Francesca Rosati, UNSW/SENU
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CLANDESTINS

Ils atteignent le rivage, parfois.

Dans le cceur, les camarades perdus
les amours brisés,

dans la téte, I’inconnu,

dans les yeux,

une lueur d’espoir.

A mains nues,

accrochés a la vie,

arrachés a la fureur des vagues

a la barbarie,

a la faim,

ils creusent des tranchées de liberté.

Clandestins sur la terre aride
dissimulés sous des pierres de silence
noy¢s dans les gouffres

de I’indifférence.

Le long du chemin

ils laissent des traces de sang
estompees par I’eau,
absorbées par la terre,
évaporées au soleil rubescent.

Fantomes...
Insaisissables...
Clandestins...

A 1’égal de notre solidarité.

Nous ne dressons que des barricades
contre I’humanité.

Le temps a toujours ébranlé
murailles et empires

effacé les bornes,

déployant d’épaisses couches de pitié
au-dessus de toute hostilité.

CLANDESTINI by Pietro Barbera
translation from the Italian by
Francesca Rosati, UNSW/SENU
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Ilepesoo ¢ cpeueckozo I'anunvt Heanosoii
Aunexkcuc Ilapuuc

KPEMJIEBCKUI MOTI'MJIBIIUK

3Banu ero IIpoxop MBaHoBuY, U Tpyauics oH B oAHOM U3 KpemieBckux ciayxo,
OTBEYas 3a 3€JIEHblE HacaxIeHUs BIOIb KpemuleBCKOM CTEHBI M 3a NOAJAEpKaHUE
HopsiJika Ha MaJeHbKOM KiaaOuine cieBa oT Mag3ojes, I MOKOWJIUCH BEIHKHUE
coBeTckue JesTenu. PaboTtan oH 3/1ech yxKe MATHAAUATh JIET, U BpeMsl OT BpEMEHU eMy
MIPUXOJNIIOCH KONIATh MOTHJIBI JUIsI HOBBIX HOMEHKJIATYPHBIX OKOMHUKOB. KW OH Ha
CepnyxoBke B JABYXITa)XKHOM Oapake, MOJEICHHOM Ha MaJIEHbKME KOMHATYILIKH C
oOmieil KyxHei ¥ BaHHOW Ha KaXXIOM d3Ta)xe, B KOTOPOM IOTHUJIOCH OOJIbIIE JEeCsTKa
cemeld paboumx. Jleteit y Hero He Obuio. beima Tonbko jkeHa 3uHamga EropoBHa -
KEHILIMHA HEOOBSITHBIX Pa3MEPOB, TAK YTO TECHOTA UX YKUJIMILA BOJHOBAJIA €T0 JIUIIb C
¢unocodekoit Toukn 3peHus. “Thl TOTBKO MOTyMaid, - CKa3al OH Kak-TO 3WHAWE, - T€
COBETCKME JIMJEPBI, KOTOPBIX s XOPOHWJI, HABEPHOE, CTPAILIHO MYYarOTCs B MOTMWJIAX
MOCJie CBOMX IPOCTOPHBIX KBAapTHpP M TOCYNAapCTBEHHBIX Jad. Y Hac ke He Oyzer
MOJOOHBIX MpOOJEM, BEIb Mbl BCIO KM3Hb NPOXWIM B Kierymkax’. IloHsTHO, yTO
MOJUTHYECKU TOJKOBaHHAs 3WHamNaa, KoTopas padorana yoopmuieii B MUIHLEHCKOM
y4acTKe W B BeUepHEH MapTUiiHOW miKoiie, rpy0o oaepHyna ero: “S He moTepruio
HacMEIIEK HaJl NOKOMHBIMU BETEpaHaMu MapTUM W IpaBuTenbcTBAa. He XxBarano eme,
YTOOBI KAaKOM-TO KAJIKUI HEYJJaYHUK BbICMEMBAJ Mpe/ICTaBUTENeH Hallel Biactu”. JT1a
raJioka OIsTh Opocwia KaMeHb B €ro Oropojl, W, TOBOps IO TMpaBjAe, BIOJHE
crnipaBesiuBO. Bee, yero o 1oOuics B )KM3HM - 3TO MU3EpHas 3apIuiaTa, KOMHATYIIKA
YeThIpe Ha MAThb METPOB, YTOOBI OBUIO T/I€ MPUTKHYTHCA, J1a HEM3MEHHBIE CTO T'paMM
BOJIKU B OJTMKaWIIIEH 3aKyCOYHOI. . .

W Bopyr B OAMH NPEKpACHBIM BEYEp KECTOKas Cynpda CMHIJIOCTUBUIACH HAll
HUM, TIO3BOJIMB €My TJIOTHYTh HEKTapa, MpeJHa3HaueHHOro /Ui u30paHHbx. OH cuaen
noMa oAuH (3UHA ellle He BepHYJach ¢ pabOThl) U C MPAuHbIM BUJOM CIyIIaj Pajuo.
JIuKTOp pacckasplBal O TOM, KaK MPOXOAWJI OTKPBIBIIMICA Ha IHAX Cbe3n mapTHH.
Opnnako [Ipoxop mmoxo coobpaxan, Tak Kak J1eio ObUT0 HaKaHyHE MOJYYKH, U Y HETO
HE OCTaJIOCh HM IpoIlla Ha BOXKAEJNEHHbIE CTO TpamMM. Brpyr ero Opocuiio B ApoXsb, U
3eMJIsl TIOTUIbIIIA y HEro IMOJ HOTaMH - OH YCJIBIIIAJ, KaK JUKTOP COOOIIMII CYpOBBIM U
TOPKECTBEHHBIM T0JIOCOM: “Cbe37] €AMHOTIIACHO MPUHSJ PEIICHUE BBIHECTH OCTAHKH
Hocuda Buccapuonosnya CranuHa n3 MaB3ones u 3aXOpoHUTHh uxX y KpemieBckoii
creHbl”. He ycrien oH OMOMHUTBCS OT 3TOrO yaapa, Kak B JiBepb nocryudanu: “TIpoxop
NBanoBuy, Bac k Tenedony, “ - KpukHyJ1 emy cocel. OOmuii TeneQoHHbIN anmapar,
BHUCEBILUHI B TYCKJIO OCBEILIEHHOM KOPHJIOpe, ObLII METpax B MATH OT €ro JIBEpHU, HO EMY
Ka3aJ10Ch, YTO OH IIPOJEJIAN LIEJIOE€ MYTEIIECTBUE: TAK CUIBHO CKOBAJIM €r0 U3YMJICHUE
u ctpax. OH B35 TpyOKy. To, 94TO OH yCIBIIIal, Cpa3uiio ero OKOHYaTeNIbHO. “T"oBOpHT
KanutaH SpoB, - ycabiman oH rpo3Hbld ronoc KI'bamiHuka, oTBewaromero 3a
KpEeMJIEBCKHE 3aXOpOHEHUs. - Uepes moyiropa yaca Thl I0HKEH SBUTHCS B MO KaOMHET.
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B cBoeit paGoueii omexme. CeromHs HOYBID TBOM KHpPKa U Jiomara CTaHYT
ucropuueckuMu UHCTpyMeHTamu!” [Io ToMy, Kak TOpP’KECTBEHHO U BBICOKOIIAPHO OH
BbIpakascs, [Ipoxop moHsu1, 4To €ero co0eceIHUK CJIerKa MbsH.

Korna on mpuObLT HAa MECTO, €My TOXKE Jaji TPaMM JIBECTH BOJKH, YTOOBI OH HE
3amep3. OHU TOTpYy3WSM Ha MaJIeHBKHM TPY30BHYOK “UHCTPYMEHTHI UCTOpUH (OH,
SpoB u nBa conjaTta) W ABUHYJIUCH B cTOpoHy Kpachoil mimomanu. OcTaHOBUIHCH
cieBa oT Mag3oses, u SpoB nokasain [Ipoxopy, rae nomkHa ObITh Ma:

- Bot 31eck HaunHail konatb. OUH HA J1Ba OyAET 1OCTATOYHO.

- Ho Benp 310 HOpMa Ml PSAOOBBIX, - MEXaHMUYECKU 3aMETHJI MOTPSICEHHBIM
[Ipoxop.

- OH Tenepp TOXKE PANOBOM, - OTBETHI SIpOB, CBOMM PE3KMM TOHOM JaBas €My
MOHSATh, YTO XBATUT JIUIITHUX CIIOB.

3aTem, B3SB JBYX COJIJAT, KalmMTaH oTmpaBmics B Mag3zoneit. [Ipoxop Opocun
B3IVl Ha MOIPYXEHHYI0 B TemMHOTy KpacHyro miomaas. Munuuus U BOCHHBIE
MEPEKPBUIN BCE MOAX0/bI K HeW. TyCKIIO CBETHIIMCh KPEMIIEBCKHE PYOMHOBBIE 3BE3/IbI,
M3YMIIEHHO TJISIASI CBOMMH KPAaCHBIMHU OT OSCCOHHHIIBI IJ1a3aMH Ha HEOOBIYHYIO CLIEHY:
Ha (acane Mag3ones Jlennna u CranyHa B3rpOMO3IUBIIMECS HA JECTHUIYy pabouue
CAMpAIH TaOJIMUYKY CO BTOPHIM UMEHEM. ..

[Tpoxop uyBcTBOBaJ ceOsl OYEHb OJIMHOKO MEXIY MPAYHOM IJIONIA/IbIO C OJHOM
CTOPOHBI Y MIOJyTEMHOI 3y04aToi CTEHOH - C APYroii: Ka3aloch, OH HAXOUJICS B IACTH
OTPOMHOT0 YyJJOBHUIIA - & YEM UHBIM SIBJISIETCS] UCTOPUSA?

PaGota npoasuranace ObICTpO: 3emiis ObLIa XOTh M XOJOHAsl, HO OYE€Hb MSTrKas
(ee moaBepranu crenuaIbHOM 00pabOoTKe), M BCKOPE OH YXKE MO I'py/ab CTOSUI B M€, B
KOTOPYIO C MHUHYTBHI HA MHHYTHI JIOJDKHBI OBLTH OpOCHTH HH3BEprHyTOE O0kecTBO. 1
BIIPSMb: OH CaM, €ro Jjomnara M KHUpKa MPEeBpATWIUCh B CPEACTBA YHUUTOXKEHUS,
KOTOPBIMH YacTO MOJb3YEeTCs] MaTh-UCTOPHS, MPEBPAILAsCh B Mayexy, Na0Obl HaKa3zaTh
CBOMX BUEPALIHUX JTFOOUMYHUKOB.

B romoBe y Hero 3aryneno, B >KMBOTE 3a0ypdallo, JbIXaHUE MEPEXBATUIIO:
[Ipoxop, HaKOHEIL, Hayaja 0CO3HABATh, HA KAKYIO BHICOTY MOJHSUIIO €0 NaJ€HUEe TUTAHA.
OH cTaj He TOJIBKO OYEBU/LIEM, HO U YYACTHUKOM COOBITHSI BCEMHUPHO-HUCTOPHUECKOTO
3HaueHus. [IpoTuBopeunBas cynpba B3sia €ro MpocTyro MIMHSAHYIO Aylly, 3adpocuiia
ee B HEOECHyI0 JIOMEHHYIO Ieub, IJ€ M3 3Be3/ Jenaercs craib. Kornma mpoctoi
CMEpTHBIM JIOCTUTAET BJAPYI TAKUX OOMKECTBEHHBIX BBICOT, TO BIIOJIHE MOXET HU
pexnyThes. (Kak 3TO cinyumiaoch cO CKPOMHBIM HAdallbHUKOM MaJji€eHbKOW CTaHIMH
AcTanoBo, MpeAOCTaBUBIIMM yOexulle BeJIUKoMy ToJCTOMY, WJIM € MUIOTOM,
cOpacpIBaBIIMM aTOMHYI0 60MOy Haja Xupocumoid. Kak Ov1 u [Ipoxopy He mocienoBartb
UX IpUMEpY... )

OH cuzen Ha JAHE MOTWIBI, TIyOOKO BJbIXas BOJBHBIM BO3AYX BEYHOCTH,
KOTOpBIM ypaBHHUBaeT Ooraroro u OenHoro, rocnoavHa u paba, CraauHa U €ro
MOTHJIBIINKA, U JyMall O TOM, KaKUM ObI MPEKPACHBIM U CIPABEIJIUBBIM MOT OBbI OBITH
MUp TaMm, Ha 3eMJie, eclii Obl UM MPaBUIIU MOA3EMHBIC 3aKOHBI. Hukakux Tebe BOIH, HU
TSDKEJNOW paboThl, HU TUPAHOB, HU OOpbOBI, HU BBICOKOMepuUs. MHTepecHO, 4TO ObI
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oTrBeTwiia Ha 370 3uHanaa? UM kak Obl OHa OoTpearupoBajia Ha TO, YTO €€ MYXK, ‘“JKaJTKUN
HEYJa4YHUK ', TPEBPATUIICS CETOJHSI BEUEPOM B UCTOPUUECKOE JINLIO?..

OH ycaplllan IIyM HaBepxXy, 3aTe€M YBHIEN coijara y kpas smbl. “Tebs Tam
30BYyT,” - cKkazai oH IIpoxopy, u TOT, HampaBJsAsSICh BMECTE € coaToM K Mas3ouero,
[IOYYBCTBOBAJ, KaK I'py3 JIeXKallel HAa HEM OTBETCTBEHHOCTH OTTATMBACT €MY IUICYH.
[Ipexnae yeM uX 3arJIOTHYJ BEJIMYECTBEHHBIM ckiemn, [Ipoxop ycmen 3aMeTuTbh, 4TO
pabota Ha (acane yxe 3aKoHUeHa. Tenepp 37ech KpacoBajioCh TOJbKO MMs JleHuHa.
UYepes oaHy-IBE MHUHYTBI M €ro Hpax 34eChb TOXKE OCTAHETCS B OJMHOYECTBE, Kak
CIVMHCTBEHHBI DJKCIIOHAT M IPEAMET ITOKJIOHCHUS MHOIOYHCIEHHBIX II0CETUTEIIEH.
Bropoii e mokoiHUK ObLT YK€ Ha MyTH K OKOHYATEeJIbHOMY pa3pyIIEHHI0, OT KOTOPOTrO
0 CUX TOp €ro YJEp:KHMBaJl T€pMETHYECKH 3aKpBIThId TpoO, CIOXKHas CHCTEMa
TEPMOPETYJISINHA U XUMHUYECKasi 00padoTka... TsoKenast CTEKJISIHHAS KPBIIIKa OblUia yxe
CHSTa, JIBA MOJYAJMBBIX 4YEJOBEKa B JUIMHHBIX TEMHBIX (apTykax U B IepuaTKax
OTCOEMHSIA TPOBOJA Y OCHOBAHMS MACCHBHOIO IPO3PAYyHOro rpoda, MOBHHYSCH
YETKMM KOMaHJIaM BOCHHOTO B OYKax B 30JIOTOM OmpaBe, KOTOPbIE TOT OTJABAaJl UM B
noJirojjoca. BoeHHbI ObUT YyIUBUTENBHO MOX0XK Ha MOKoWHOro beputo. OH cTosn B
yIily psIOM € IPYTHMMH HEU3BECTHBIMU IIpOXopy NMOIUMTHKAMU U IeHepagaMu, KOTOPBIE
MoJlya HaOmoAanu 3a mnpoucxondmuM. Bce ObLI0O KOHYEHO, HO pa3BEeHYaHHBIN
BCEJICPKUTEND B CHSIOLIEM MapIIAIbCKOM MYHJIHPE, C HAIMEHHBIM KAMEHHBIM JIUILIOM,
NIAAKUM W PYMSHBIM H3-32 CIELUAIbHOM IPONMUTKHA, WMEN IPE3PUTEIBHOE U
HEJI0BEPUMBOE BhIpakeHHUE. Ka3anoch, OH HE MOT IIOBEPUTH, YTO T€, KTO €III€ BYEPA €TI0
BOCIICBAJIM, CTOSI TEpel HUM Ha KOJICHSX, pElarcs Ha €ro CBSATOTAaTCTBEHHOE
BBICEJICHUE. ..

IIpoxopy MBaHoBHYYy, KOTOpBIM NATHaAUATH JeT pabortas B TeHH Kpemus, B
JBYX Imarax ot Xo3siMHa, TaK U HE yJajoch yBUAETh ero BOmm3u. Ho oxumanue takon
BCTPEYM BCETJa )KWJIO B €r0 HAJIEKIAaX U MEUTAX.

N Bot 310 mpowusonwio. KoneuHo, coBceM He Tak, Kak OH ce0e MpeACTaBIIsI -
cyap0a co3aeT caMble MPOTUBOPEUYHMBBIC BEUIH M3 MaTepuana, KOTOPBIN €l MOCTaBIseT
Hama (aHTaszus, B pe3ysibTaTeé Yero Mbl HCIBITHIBAEM CUJIbHEWIINE JyIIeBHbIC
norpsicenus. OH 4yTh He ynana B 0OMOpPOK, KOTJa JI0 HEro JOIIO, YTO MMEHHO €ro
cylnpba u3bpana opyaueMm, MpU MOMOIIM KOTOPOro TPYI TI'€HEepalucCHUMYyca JOJKEH
OBITh M3BJEUEH HApyXXy M OpomieH B OObdHYI0 MOTHiy. “JlOJKHO OBITH, OH OYEHb
TSDKEJIBINA, TOYTH HEMOABEMHBIN, KaK U cjiaBa 0 HeM,” - moayMai [Ipoxop. ITosTomy ero
TaK HUCIyTaja, v JlaXke MprBelia B TaHUKY, €r0 HEBEPOSATHAS JIETKOCTh: OYTO OH MOIHSII
MOJAYIIKY, HAOUTYIO BaTOM WJIM ITyXOM. ..

Korna on cmyckancs no cryneHpkam Mag3osesi, eMy OIsITh cTajlo TypHO. OH
4yTh HE NOTEPsJI CO3HAHUE, U TOJIBKO CTpax Iepex SApoBbIM Ipuaal eMy CHIbL. YIaau
OH B 0OMOpPOK, €ro COCTOSIHME PacCUEHWIN Obl KaK IIOKOBOE U MOAYyMajiu Obl, YTO OH
COKpYIIIAETCS O pa3KajlOBaHUU “‘OTIia HapoaA0B” . Bcero MoKHO OBLIO OKUIIATH OT ATOTO
KI'bauiHuka, emie Buepa OBIBIIEIO TaKMM BEPHBIM CTAJIMHCKUM IICOM, a CETOJHSA
MIPEBPATHUBILETOCs B XPYLIEBCKOTo OYyJIba0Ta.

OH He NOMHMJI, KaK JOHIeNl O Kpas MOTHWIbI, JAepka mepen coboil cBoi
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cTpalHbli rpy3. OH Jienan Bce MalluHAIbHO, IBUTAsICh, CIIOBHO JIYHATHK. . .

Korga oH Hauan, HakoHell, 3aKanblBaTh BMECTE C ABYMS COJJAATaAMU TEMHYIO
aMy, KpemieBckue udacbkl Ha Cnacckod Oamne mpoOunu nBa pasa: an! [la-a-an!
Heymonumoe Bpemsi - 3TOT OecCMEpTHBINM Trope-MacTep, ObUIO BEpHO cede: MoaapuB
MHUPY OYEPEHOI0 U0JIa, OHO TEIEePb YHUUTOXAJIO €ro, CIOBHO TBOPEL, HEJOBOJIbHbBIN
CBOMM Ipou3BeAeHueM. PasHonBeTHble Kynona Xpama Bacunua braxeHHOro
HallOMUHAIIA TMyXJIble MIEYKA XEPYBUMOB, TPYOSAIIMX UYTO €CTh MOYH B YECTh
HACTYIUICHUS HOBOM UCTOPHUYECKOU DIIOXH.

- 3aBTpa ke 51 cOpero CBOM YChl, - pemui [Ipoxop, oTrpasisscy JOMOII. ..

Ha cnenyrommii neHp B raszerax MOsSBHUJIACh 3aMeTKa B JIB€ CTPOYKU 00
WCIIOJTHEHUU PEIIeHUsI Che3nia, 6e3 Kakux-muoo komMmeHTapueB: “TIpax ToBapuma 1.B.
CranunHa ObUT BEIHECEH BUepa u3 Mas3ores...”

Painting by Polina Ivanova, UNSW/SENU

Korma mpecca cromp ckyna Ha WHGQOpPMAlMIO JaXXe B OTHOLIEHUU TaKUX
HUCTOpUYECKUX (DaKTOB, KaK M3THAHME M3 MUPAMUJIBI Beludaiiiero u3 ¢apaoHoOB, CO
CTOPOHBI TONOMHBIX 10 nH(popmarmu “Homo Sovieticous” BO3HUKAET MPEYBEITUICHHO
HE3JIOPOBBIM MHTEpEC K CBUAETESIM 3TOr0o COOBITHUS, TakuM Kak [Ipoxop. M BOT neHb
OTO JIHA OH CTaHOBWJICA Bce Oosiee BOXAENEHHOW “MH(OpPMALMOHHOMN M00bIuel” asis
W3JTMIIHE JIIOOONBITHOM MyOIUKH.

[lepBble ciymiatend HAIUIUCh YK€ B TOT K€ Beuep, KOrja OH OTHPABUICS B
roctuHuly “HanuoHans”, 3HaMEHUTYIO CBOMM PECTOPAHOM, TJi€ IIBEHLAPOM CITY>KHII
ero 3axkaablyHblil 1pyr Urops. OH Beeraa crapasics 3anoilydyduTh HOUHYIO CMEHY, YTOObI
copBaTh MOOOJBIIE 4YaeBbIX. Mrops mnpuctpous BMecTO ceOsi KakOro-To MapHs U
notami [Ipoxopa B KOMHATYIIKY 3a KyXHEH, /i€ IepeoieBalics U 00enal ciryKeOHbIN
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nepcoHasl. 1 tTam OH 3acTaBuiI €ro paccka3aTb O CBOEM BUYEpAIIHENM HCTOPUYECKOU
MUCCUMM  CHayana Iued-moBapy ©  JABYM oO(QuIMaHTaM, TOTOM  3aBX03Y,
3aBIPOU3BOJICTBOM U TOPHUYHOM, IEPUOTUUECKH OCBEXKAS €T0 MaMATh PFOMKAaMH BOAKHU
Y U3bICKAHHBIMH 3aKyCKaMH. 3aTeM IMOCIE0Bal BU3UT B CaMblil JOPOTOM “NIOKC” Ha
TPEThEM 3Ta)k€, B KOTOPOM B T€ [HMU MPOXKUBAJ JICHUHTpaJCKuil pexuccep HOpuii
epmiedpamoB - TakoBO ObLIO MPO3BUIIE UX 3HAMEHUTOrO MOCTOSIIbIA, C OBIOIIKUM
yepe3 Kpal TemMIepaMeHTOM, IyIIOW Hapaclamiky W BCEerja IMOJHBIM KOIIETbKOM.
OduimaHTel ¥ TOPHUYHBIE OYKBAIEHO OOTOTBOPIIIH €r0. J{0IKHO OBITh, KTO-TO U3 HHUX
pacckasajg eMy O HOBOH ‘‘IOCTONpPHMEYATENIbHOCTH, OOBSIBUBIIEHCS B TOCTHHHIIC.
IOpuit TyT Xe 3axoTen BCTpeTUTbCs ¢ HUM. W pa3Be Moria €ro OCTaBUTh
0e3pa3IMYHBIM CTOJIb JKUBOIKCHAS JMYHOCTb, KOTOpas YK€ MpeBpailaiack B €ro
danTazusax B repos HoBoro ¢uibma?  “JIFOKC” COCTOSUT M3 TOCTUHOW, CHAIbHU U
OTPOMHOM OTAEJIAHHOM MPaMOpPOM BaHHOW, COXPAHUBILEHCA €II€ C JOPEBOTOIUOHHBIX
BpEMEH, KaKk BIPOYEM U BCS TOCTHHHIA. Yepe3 orpoMHbIe y3KHE OKHa ObLI BHJEH
Manex, Kpemub u yacte KpachHoii Ilinomanyu - mpakTHYECKH BCE MECTO JEUCTBUS
HUCTOPUYECKOTO COOBITHSA, O KOTOpPOM pacckasbiBan [Ipoxop, Boccenass B pOCKOIIHOM
CTapUHHOM Kpeclie, HE CIiellla BbINUBAas U 3aKkycbiBas. OIUH 3a APYrUM clie0BaIu
MIOAHOCHI C LIAPCKUM YTOIIEHbEM: UKPOH, CEMIOM, OceTpuHON. Bonika, BUHO, KOHBSIK,
IaMIIaHCKoe JIMIKMCh pekoi. Tak ciyuanoch Bcerga, koraa lllepmedamoBa mocermano
BJIOXHOBEHHUE, KOTOPOE OH MPUHUMAJ KaK CaMbIX B3bICKATEJIbHBIX M KAIIPU3HBIX CBOUX
BO3IIOOJICHHBIX. [ JTy0OKOW HOYBIO, KOT/JIa PACCKA3YUK YKE BBIIOXCS, B IBEPh TUXOHBKO
IIOCTy4aja OHa U3 HUX - ropJas U HenpUucTyIHas kpacasuua Jlronmuia KanucreHnosa,
o0Ookaemasi MyOJIMKOW 3Be3/la SKpaHa. ['OBOpWiM, 4TO OHa OblIa OJIM3KUM JPYyroM
(cuuraiil THOOOBHUIIEH) OJJHOTO M3BECTHOTIO IpECTapenoro juaepa Hamel crpanbl. Ho
OHa JIEMOHCTPAaTHBHO OIpOBEprajia 3TOT CJIyX CBOMMHM MHOTOYUCIEHHBIMHU
CKaHJAIbHBIMU CBsi3iMU. Camblii MOCHeNHUH ee poMaH ObUl C pPEXUCCEpPOM
[epmedamoBbiM. OH HavaJICs TOIBKO MECSI HA3aJl BO BPEMSI CHEMOK MCTOPUUECKOTO
¢unbma, B xoTopom KammcreHoBa urpana mro0O0BHHUIYy mapst (3TO ObBUIO ee aMIuTya).
KoneuHo, ee nonkynuia “mupora” pexuccepa.

OtoT cBanuBuiica ¢ Heba [Ipoxop mMor Obl cTaTh MPOTOTUIIOM reposi PpuiibMa, ¢
€ro KOMHYECKOW BHEIIHOCTbIO, Tparuyeckod riayOMHOHM, 00IeyYeroBeYecKuM
Macmrabom. HyxHo ObuUTO TOOIMKE C HUM TO3HAKOMHUTHCS, MIPUCMOTPETHCS K HEMY,
JIPYTHUMH CJIOBAaMH BKIIFOUUTH €TO0 B CBOKO “CBHUTY”’, & MOXKET OBbITh, JJaXKe B CBUTY HX
JlBopa. BooaymeBnennbiii 3toii maeeit lllepmedamor mpoBoawmn Ilpoxopa BHU3 U
CEPJICUHO PACTPOIIAICSI C HUM Y BXOJIa B TOCTUHUILY, CYHYB €My B KapMaH JICHbI'd Ha
TaKCH, TaK KaK OBUIO y’Ke JBa Yaca HOYM U OOIIECTBEHHBIN TPAHCIIOPT HE paboTall.

Ho pa3Be Mor on momectuthes B Takcu? Bes Poccnst Obuta cimikoM Mana Jist
HEro B 3Ty HOYb - TAKMM OTPOMHBIM U BETMKUM 4yBCTBOBa ceds [Ipoxop, mo kpaiinei
Mepe ceiyac... EMy 3axorenoch NpOWTHCH MEIIKOM M OH OTIpaBuics, 0€33a00THO
HACBHUCTHIBAs, TyJa, Ky/a BIIEKIIO €r0 MbsHOE BO30YykaeHue. Ha mmomanu CeepioBa
Ha (pone orpomHoro 6rocra Mapkca aedunupoBaiu HOYHbIE 0a00YKH (CJIOBHO OJIOLIKU
B €ro IMOYTEeHHOHN cBiATOM Oopoxe). Mx mHOro pasmenock B mocieqHee Bpemsi. OHu
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YCTPOWJIM HACTOSIIIMI PBIHOK BO3J€ LIEHTPAJbHBIX TOCTHHMI], OXUBJSAS SPKUMHU
Ma3zkamMu MoHMapTpa XMypbli MOCKOBCKHI TPAHUT. J[BE€ U3 HUX CIIETEIUCHh HA BECEJIbIN
ceuct [Ipoxopa, IpUHAB €ro 3a HETEPNENINBBIA CEKCyalbHbIM NPU3bIB, U IIOKA OHU HE
OCO3HAJIM CBOEH OIIMOKHU, CUACTIUBBIN MbsHBIM MOTHIBILIUK YK€ YCIEN paccKa3aTh UM,
KaK yJauyHO MCIOJIb30BaJ OH BuU€pa HOUbIO CBOM ‘“‘UCTOpUYECKHE UHCTPyMEHTHhI . Ho
3TH MOJIUTUYECKU HE IPaMOTHBIE 0COObI HE MOHSUIM HU BEJIMYHS JAHHOTO COOBITHUS, HU
npuyactHocTh K Hemy Ilpoxopa: “Hac Oonbllle HHTEpECYIOT TBOM MYXKCKHE
uHCTpyMeHThI. Ecnu Xouenib BOCIONIb30BaThCS UMH, MOWIEM. A HET, TakK IMOLIEN Thl K
IbsBONY, Jsiasi!” - cka3ama camast Oolikas w3 HuX. M kTo 3HaeT, yem OBl 3aKOHUMJIACH
9Ta CThIUKA, HE MOABUCH BIPYT M3-3a yria “MeTpornons” MUIUUENCKUI naTpyJlb.

Hounbie 6abouku TyT k€ BCHOPXHYJU U PAacTBOPUIIUCH B TeMHOTe, a [Ipoxop
MPOJOJKIII CBOM TYTh, XOTS M 0€3 MPEeXHEro MyIIEBHOTO ToabeMa. Bymbrapubie
MIPOCTUTYTKH CITYCTHJIM €ro ¢ OapxartHoro HeOa “Hamumonans™ ¢ oOuTaromed Tam
anrenonoaooHou Jlroamuminon KanvucreHoBo# Ha Hamry rpemHyo 3emito. Ho, korma o
MIpUIIEN JOMOM, CJIOBa 3MHAWABl COPOCWIIM €ro €Ile HUWXKE - B CTpalIHbIC MOABAJIBI
MPEUCTIOTHHU:

- CranuHa MOTYT BBIKUHYTh U3 MaB3oJies, HO HUKTO HE MOKET BBIKUHYTb €T0 U3
Moero cepana. OHO ocTaHeTCs Il HErO BEUHBIM MaB30JIEEM.

[Tocne Takoro 3asBJ€HUS OH HE OCMEJWICS PACCKa3aTh €M, C KAKUMH BEITUKUMU
JIOJIbBMU OH TO3HAKOMMWJICS 3TOM HOYbIO. 3MHAaWAa MOBEPHYJach K HEMY CHUHON U
BCKOpE 3axparienia. Y>ke 1aBHO 3To ObLIO 0OBIYHOE ee MoBejieHue B rnoctenu, u [Ipoxop
ycresl K 3TOMY NPUBBIKHYTh. B KOHIIE KOHIIOB, YEro €me MOXHO OBbLUIO 0XHAaTh OT
3100HON TATHAECATUIIETHEN OaOeHKH, B KWJIaX KOTOPOW TEKJa CTAJIMHCKAs KPOBb U
KOTOpasi AyIION M TEJIOM MpEeBpaTHIach B JKEHIIMHY-MaB3oJieii? 1 Bce ke ceroaHs ero
3TO OYEHb 3a7esI0. MOXKET ObITh, MIOTOMY YTO 3TOM HOYBIO OH Ka3zalics ce0e yIauinBbIM
OXOTHHMKOM, KOTOPBII MpHHEC OoraTyro I00bIYYy W HE BCTPETWJ JIoMa MOJ00aroIiero
PaZOCTHOrO IMpHEMa OT CaMOro OJM3KOro emy yesoBeka. OH YCHYJ, MOJHBIA ropeyH,
CJIOBHO BEYHBIH M3THAHHUK U3 pasi, HO COH ero ObLI CIa/I0K: €My CHUJIOCH, 4TO ['ocrionb
bor u ero cyapba coOuparoTcs, HaKOHEI, CKAIUThCS Hall HUM. M B camoe Oimkaiiiee
BpeMsi 3TOT COH Hadasl cObIBaThCs. OH, KOTOPBIM CUMTAN KaXAyl0 KOMNEHKY, YTOOBI
KYIIUTh CBOU 3aKOHHBIE CTO I'paMM BOJKHU WM OyThUIKY “JKuryieBckoro” B AyUIHOU
3aKyCOYHOW, W TMPEACIIOM MEUYTaHWH KOTOpPOro ObLIa MepecylieHHas BoOJa, BKyIIal
TENeph CIAAKYH >KM3Hb MOCKOBCKOM 3JIMTHI, MOBCIOAY CIEAYs 3a BEJIHUKOIYIIHBIM
[epmedamoBeiM u OokecTBeHHOW Jlrogmuioi KamucreHoBol B cocTaBe HX
MHOTOUYMCIIEHHON cBUTHL. OH 4yBCTBOBal ce0s Ha CEIbMOM HEOE KaXKIbIM pa3, Korja
peXuCcep 3HAKOMWII €r0 C HOBBIMH JIIOABMM: “Jlopornme Mou Jpy3bsi, IO3BOJIBTE
MpEeACTaBUTh BaM HACTOSIIEr0 Moruibiuka CtaauHa”, - TOBOPUII TOT.

Kak ’xe corpeBanu ero Ayuly HampaBJICHHbIE HA HEro JIFOOOIBITHBIE B3IJISIbI!
Onu OyaTo nepeaaBaiu eMy CBOM DJIEKTPUUECKUHN 3apsijl, paCKpbIBas HE U3BECTHHIC EMY
JI0 CUX TOp €ro cOOCTBEHHbIE TallaHThI. [lamMsATh ero 00OCTpsIach, SI3bIK CTAHOBUJIICA
CMEJIBIM U 0Opa3HbBIM, OCOOCHHO B OKPYXEHHWH HM3BECTHEHIIMX B OOIECTBE JIIOJICH,
KOTOpbI€ YK€ B MPWIMYHOM TMOJANUTUM 3a0pachlBaidi €ro CaMbIMU CTpPaHHBIMU
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Bonpocamu. MM Xorenoch, Hampumep, 3HaTh, ObUI JIM IMOKOWHBINM 3aKOMaH B CBOEM
POCKOIITHOM CTEKJISTHHOM T'po0y WIJIM €ro Mepesiokuiii B 6osee AemeBbiii. OcTaBUIN U
€My OpJleHa M MOTOHbI MM COPBAJIM MX, KAaK OOBIYHO MOCTYNAIOT C Pa3KajJOBaHHBIMU.
JIeWiCTBUTENIBHO M, KaK YTBEP)KAAaeT HapoJHas MOJBa, caM XpyleB HaOmomanl 3a
IIOCMEPTHBIM IIOHOLIEHUEM THPaHa U IUIAcal Ha €ro MOrWiIe ronak u tak gaiuee. O ueM
TOJIbKO OHU HU CHPALINBAJIH. ..

KoHeuHO, BCe 3TH pa3roBOPBI, PA3IMYHBIC MBICIH, MPEINONIOKEHUS, PEaKLIUs
ero cirymaTeneil co BpeMeHeM noMoriu [Ipoxopy o00raTuThe CBOIO SI3BIKOBYIO MATUTPY
Oosiee SIPKUMH U BBIPA3UTENbHBIMH KpacKaMu, Kbl pa3 ero paccka3 oOpacrai Bce
HOBBIMM U HOBBIMU MOJAPOOHOCTSIMU. B KOHIIE KOHIIOB OH HACTOJBKO CEPbE3HO CTall
OTHOCHUTBCS B 3TOMY JIETy, YTO Hayajl BECTH ce0sl Kak MpodecCHOHANIbHBIN paccKa3yuK,
M0I00HO APEBHHUM paICco/iaM MM CTAPUHHBIM PYCCKUM CKa3UTEISM:

be3 Top:kecTBEHHBIX CJI0B U OPKECTPOB,
be3 mapana u KpaCHbIX 3HaMEH,

be3 3Be31 1 COBETCKOM CUMBOJIUKHU
Coctosuoch ero norpedeHue.

Mou cKpOMHBIE HHCTPYMEHTBI
ITonBenu poKOByIO UepTy

[Tox GieckoM OBLTON €T0 CIaBHI.

Taxk HauMHanOChH ero snuyeckoe nosecrsoBaHue. OH Jake MOAYMBIBAT O TOM,
YTOOBI KyMUTh CO BPEMEHEM Oallanaiiky JJisi My3bIKaJIbHOTO COIPOBOXKJIEHUsI Hanboiee
3HAYUMBIX MECT €T0 paccKasa.

OcBexu XOTh UyTh-UyTh, Oananaika,
Jlyiuiu Tex, KTO CTpajaeT B aay ... U T.1I.

- Kakaga xe BelMKoJienmHas HAaXOJIKa 3TOT TAJAHTIWUBBIA HAPOIHBIA TOAT,
BO3POAMBILINI TPAJULIMOHHOE PYCCKOE MCKYCCTBO HALIMX ITPOCIIABIICHHBIX CKa3UTEJIEH,
- pacnuHaics BooayuieBneHHbli HlepiedamMoB nepen cBOMMU APY3bIMU.

Bcxkope ciaBa IIpoxopa Bbllia 3a paMKM MX KOMIIAHUHU, PACIIPOCTPAHUBILKCH HA
0oJjiee BBICOKHE KPYTH, U JIOCTUTIIA, HAKOHETI, “[ MMaliaeB” MOCKOBCKOW HOMEHKJIATYPHI.
DTOro HOBOSIBIIEHHOTO COBETCKOIO “‘CKa3WTeNsl” Hayajd yXe Mpuriamarb B OoraTbie
KBapTUphbl Ha yauue ['opbkoro u Ha gaun B CepebpsaHom bopy. (Beab ncrnokoH BEeKOB
pyccKasi apuCTOKpaTHUs IOKPOBUTEILCTBOBAJIA HAPOIHBIM TaslaHTaM.) 3Be3na IIpoxopa
pociia U OKpYTJIISAIach, IPEBPATUBILUCE B TYYHOE OTKOPMIIEHHOE KMBOTHOE, I1aCIIEECs
Ha OoraThIX JIyraXx KpacHOro He0a: pPOCKOIIHbIE MHUPbI, CKaHIAJIbHbIE BEYEPUHKH,
OsecTsIMe MpUEMbl, MUKHUKU - CJIEJOBAIM OJUH 3a Apyrum. [Ipoxop odyeHb ObICTpO
Y3HQJI NIPUBBIYKM M IIOCTUI BCE XUTPOCTH M IIPAaBWJIA UIPHI, INPUHATHIE B palo,
IIO3HAKOMUWJICS. €O MHOTMMHU BBICOKOIIOCTaBJIEHHBIMH JiMnamu. Kaxnoe Takoe
3HAKOMCTBO  OBUIO TOJOOHO CHUMBOJIMYECKOMY BEKCENI0 WJIM  HErJIaCHOMY
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paclopsiKEHHIO, KOTOpPbIe B 9TOM AHTHKANUTAIMCTUYECKOM OOIIeCTBe ObUIM CaMOi
s exTUBHOM U HaIEKHOM enuHuIle oOMeHa. Pa3Be cMor Ol OH B CBOEH MpexHEen
KU3HH TPUOOPECTH HTOT YHUCTO MIEPCTSIHOM HWMIIOPTHBIM KOCTIOM, €Clid Obl
BBICOKOTIOCTABJICHHBIN YUHOBHUK U3 MHUHUCTEPCTBA TOPTrOBIIA HE Al EMY MAaru4eCcKyo
3ammcKy, ajapecoBaHHyr aupektopy ['YMa? (OH monmyuwi ee B Harpaay 3a TO, YTO
BMECTE C IPYTrMMH U3BECTHBIMHU apTUCTAMU pa3BiieKall FOCTel Ha cBaJib0Oe ero JouepH.)
VY BXoja B yHMBEpMAar ¢ paHHEro yTpa Obula JaBKa, JIIOAW KIAJIW, HE BBIKUHYT JIU
CIIy4aiiHO Kakou-HuOyb nedummr. Odepenp pacTsHyJIach 4yTh JTU HA HA KAJIOMETP, a
[Ipoxop, KaKk Ha4YaJIbHUK, 3alleJl C YEPHOr0 BXOJA M KYNWI JBAa KOCTIOMA, IIPUYEM 3a
oOBIYHYIO 1IeHY: 15 pyOueil kaxapiii. BTropoli oH B TOT e J€Hb Mepenpoaal 3a COPOK
pyOJsieli ogHOMY 3HAKOMOMY THUITy M3 3aKycO4HOW. W TOnbkO OOr 4YepHOro phIHKA,
caMblii MOTYIIECTBEHHBIH W3 OOTOB B 3TOHM TMOJHOW JWINIEHWW >KU3HU, 3HAJI, KaKOU
OaphIlll OTXBATUII TOT, MEPENPOAAB KOCTIOM BO BTOpoi pa3. U xots [Ipoxop oxer Obu1 ¢
UTOJIOYKH, €My TPYAHO ObLIO YTauTh Jake JAecATb pyOisiel oT 3uHbI, KOTOpas 3Hajia 10
KOMNENKH, CKOJBKO JIEHEr OH nosydai. llosiBieHue y HEro MOJHOIO KOCTIOMa OH
o0wsicamn menpocteio lllepmedamoBa, KOTOpHINA, SKOOBI, eMy ero momapui. Pexuccep
CIIyXKHJI €My IpEeKpacHbIM amuOu, MOMOTAIOIIUM BOJUTH 32 HOC CBOIO 3WHAUY.
[loznqHee OH TOYHO Tak ke OOBSACHWI TOSIBJICHHE Y HEro MajbTO C KapakKyJeBbIM
BOPOTHHKOM, pyOalieKk, TajJCTyKOB, OOTHMHOK, YaCOB W MAacCChl JIPYTHX BELIUI[ €ro
M3BICKAaHHOTO Tapaepoba. Beck 3TOT ypokail ObLI pe3yibTaToOM €ro COTPYJIHUYECTBA C
pexuccepoM u creHapuctoM. Ilocnennuii moutn Kaxkaplil neHp “uzyyan’ IIpoxopa,
OTMEYasl €ro peaklUMI Ha I[OBEICHUE JIIOJECH, pa3JIMyHble CHUTYallUH, €ro
HEBO3MYTHUMBIM TOH, HApOJHBIE CIOBEYKH, MPUMUTHUBHBIC CTUIIKH. [Ipoxop ObLT ais
HEr0 CHUMBOJIOM ‘“HAapOAHOTO MCTUTENSA , KOTOPBIM, Haka3biBal BUHOBHBIX,
BOCCTaHABJIMBAsl HUCTOPUYECKYIO CIpaBeaTuBOCTh. KOHTYypwl (uinbMa ObUTH  yiKe
OUYEpUEHbI, HE XBaTaJO TOJBKO (hHMHAJA, TOCTOMHOTO BIEYATIISAIONIEH MEPBOHAYATBHON
cueHsl B Ma3osiee. CTaHIapTHBIA COBETCKUN XJIIMHU-3HJ HUKAK HE COYETAJCid HU C
TJIaBHBIM T'€POEM, HU C BOJIbHBIM BO3[yXOM HacTynuBlled B crpaHe “orrenenu’ (Kak
ecnu Obl aptuct, n3obpaxarommii [Ipoxopa, ynbiGancs, HampuMmep, TSI HAa COJIHIIC
WIK paayry, CHMBOJHM3UPYIOIIME CBETJIOE KOMMYHHUCTHYECKOE Oyayiuee, WiIu Obl
BBITJISIIBIBAJI M3 OKHAa CBOEW HOBOM MPOCTOPHOM KBapTUPbL, KOTOPYIO €My JAal
MoccoBeT, uiu e, Kak OH pa3BeJics CO CBOEH CTAIMHUCTKON 3MHAWI0ON U KEHWICS Ha
MOJIOJICHBKOM JIEBYIIIKE CO CBOOOA0IOOUBBIMH MPUHIIUIIAMH U T.J1.).

Bckope Ilpoxop HAEHCTBUTENBHO TO3HAKOMUIICS C TAaKOW  JAEBYIIKOM.
Po3oBoiekas 6monaunka Bepa aBaanaTé MIECTH JIET MOXOAWJIA Ha MOJOYHO-0EII0ro
XepyBUMa W paboTana MpoaaBIIUIIEd MOpoxkeHoro Ha yiuie [opekoro. Ei
MOCYACTIIMBWIIOCH TIONACTh O(PHUIIMAHTKOW Ha OJHY W3 IIYMHBIX BEUEPHHOK B JOME
KanucrenoBoi, 1 ¢ mnepBoi k€ MUHYThl OHa Hayaia nortdeBaTh [Ipoxopa BmecTe ¢
HalUTKaMU U 3aKyCKaMH{, CBOMMH HEXHBIMHU YJIBIOKAMH U WUTPHUBBIMHU B3riisgamu. B
KOHIIE KOHIIOB, OHA IIPEMOJHECIIA €MY Ha 30JI0TOM MOJHOCE U CBOE CEPILE. ..

Koneuno, pasHuiia B Bo3pacte Mexay HUMHU Obuta cnuiikoM Oosbmoit. Ho ona
CKpaJplBajach TEM BOCXMILEHHEM, KOTOpoe ucnbiThiBana Bepa k [Ipoxopy MBaHnoBuuy,
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K €ro TaJIaHTy, ycIlieXxaM U OCOOEHHO K €ro 3HAaKOMCTBaM B BBICOKHX Kpyrax. Uepes nBe
HeZleNId JTI0OOBHOW CBSI3U CO 3HOMHOW MOPOXKEHILIHUIEH OH YK€ MPOYHO BOJBOPUIICS B
ee KOMHATyIlIKe, KOTOpas Kas3ajlach €My paeM IO CpPaBHEHHUIO C €ro OCTBIBILIUM
cemMeitHbIM o4yarom. HecMmoTpst Ha 10HBIN Bo3pacTt, y Bepsl 3a miedamu ObUTO yke JBa
HEyJayHbIX 3aMyXecTBa M TIyOOKOe pa3ouapoBaHHME B JyIIe Mocie OeCYMCIEHHBIX
CepJIeYHbIX KpYLIEHUH. DTO OBLIO CYIIECTBO, HM3PSAHO MOTPENaHHOE JHOOOBHBIMU
IITOPMAMH, KAXKAYIee HAUTH YKPBITYIO OT BeTpa OyXTy B JIMIIE 3PEJIOr0 MY KYHHBI,
HAJE)KHOI0 M 3a00TJIMBOrO CEMbSHHMHA. “Sl MMEHHO TOT, KOro Thl HMCKaja,” - HEXHO
3aBepuJ ee nomonoaesiuii [Ipoxop. M Bckope mokasan, 4to clioB Ha BETEp HE Opocaer.
Odenp OBICTPO MX THE3ABIIIKO MPeoOpa3swyioch [0 Hey3HaBaeMocTH. JlemeBas
MOKOCHBIIIAsicsl MeOeNb yCTyluiaa CBoe MecTo HOBOW. To ke camoe MpOM30ILI0 U C
Bepunbsim rapaepodom. OH Kynuil €l MOJHOE MajJbTO C BOPOTHUKOM M3 HACTOSILEN
KyHHLIBl. 3aTeM MOCIeN0Ball XOJOIWJIbHUK M CTHpajbHas MAaIlWHA, KOTOpPbIE
JOCTaINCh eMy 0e3 BCSKOM ouepeau W meperuiatbl. Ho 4To mpuBeno ee B MOJIHBIN
BOCTOPI' U OTYETO OHA CTaJla JIIOOUTh ero eie 0oJblle, TaK 3TO TO, YTO OHA MOJy4HIIa
noBpllIeHUE 10 ciyx0Oe. Ilpoxopy ynamoce chenarb 3TO 4epe3 CLEHapHcTa
KapabuHoBa, KOTOpBI XOpOIIO 3HAN JIUPEKTOpa MarasuHa, riae pabotana Bepa.
Tenepp oHa cTasia MpoAaBIIKLIEH MEPBOrO pa3psaia U MOJydusia NPUIHYHYIO MPUOaBKyY
K 3apIuiare.

CuactiuBas 3Be3na IIpoxopa mojaHsiga €ro Ha camMyr BEpPLIMHY, KOTJa JApYyr
[epmedamoBa xynoxauk KopoTyOuH pemmnn Hamucath ero moptper. [Ipoxop ¢
0OJIBIIMM PBEHUEM BBI3BAJICS MO3MPOBATh €My, TaK Kak XYJOKHHUK oOelan nmpoOuTh
€My 4epe3 CBOMX 3HAKOMBIX JBYXKOMHATHYIO KBapTHpy, KakK 4eJIOBEKY, OKa3aBIIEMY
CYLIECTBEHHYI0 IIOMOLIb B TaKOM JXM3HEHHO Ba)XHOM JUIsl CTpaHbl Jele, Kak
OKOHYATeJIbHOE Hu3Bep:keHue CTanHa cO CBOEro mnbenecrana. (A pa3se He Tak?) B 1y
nopy Kopory6un 6bi1 B Gonbiioli mone. Bech 1Ber MOCKBBI, Kak pyccKHe, Tak U
MHOCTpaHUbl (3amafHble JUIJIOMATHI, XYPHAIMCTBI U T.J.) JIOOWIM MOCeuiaTb €ro
HeOoubiryto Mactepckyro Ha Kpachoii [IpecHe, koTopasi pa3melanack B HEOOJIbIIOM
JIEPEeBSIHHOM JOMUKe “‘a-yst n36a”. 'oBopuim, 4To B cBoe Bpemsi CTalMH coclial ero
cembio B CuOupb, 0 4eM CBUICTEIHLCTBOBAJIM U €r0 KapTHUHBI: CUOUPCKUE TMEW3axu,
XMypble JMIa, MCKa)XEHHbIE TpuMacaMu OO0JM, OOBETpPEHHbIE, OOMOpPOKEHHBIE,
CTpaJarouIie OT OJMHOYECTBA M HECHPABEIJIUBOCTH, IOKPBITHIE MAyTUHOW Hebeca,
03 KU3HEHHOE COJHIIE - KapTUHBI, H300paxaromme Oenblii 3aCHEKEHHBIM aj, B
KOTOpOM JHIlb Oe3rpaHu4Has Bepa B bora u yTemmrenbHble TEPCIEKTUBBI
oOJeryarouiero crpajaHus 3arpoOHOr0 MHpa MPUHOCWIM H30aBJIEHHE JIOASIM C
PacTONTaHHOM JTyLIOM.

DTO AOJTOXKIAHHOE M30aBlICHHE ObLIO OTPa)KEHO B €r0 YAWBUTEIBHBIX HKOHAX,
Ha KOTOpBIX, B OTJIMYME OT TPATUIMOHHBIX PyOieBCKHUX, ObUIO OYEHb MHOTO CBETA.
bnarogapst ocnenurenbHbIM KpackaMm, pPYCbIM BOJIHUCTBIM BOJIOCAM, KYZAPSBBIM
06opoaaM U APKO-KpacCHBIM T'y0aM Ha €ro MKOHAaX, OHU MOXOJIMIIM CKOpPEe Ha PEKIaMHBIC
MpoCIeKThl, 3a3biBatomue B pail. Cam KoporyOuH ObUT yNUTAaHHBIM MOJIOJLIEM
OTPOMHOTO pOCTa C JJIMHHOW MYKMUKOW OOpOJoi, Kak y cTapoBepoB (BO BpeMs
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paboTel OH Bcerjaa oOradasncs B JUIMHHBIN KadTad). OH, momobHo Pacmytuny, ObLa
CTpalIHbIM 0a0HUKOM U TBSHUIEH, HO BMECTE C TEM OCTaBaJICS OYECHb PEIUTHO3HBIM
YeJIOBEKOM.

- S oneny [Ipoxopa B pBaHy0 py0OaIiky necoOYHOTO I[BETa, YTOOBI OH OBLIT TTOXO0XK
Ha OeHOro MacTyxa, OJHOIO U3 TeX, KTO ObUI yJ0CTOEH NEPBHIM YBHJIETh POXKIECHUE
Xpucra. Ho BmMecTo nmocoxa oH OyneT aepkath Jionary, - 00bacHsn oH Lllepmedamoy
TJIaBHYIO UJIEI0 CBOEH KapTHHBI.

- A Kakoe OTHOILIEHHE uUMeeT poxiaeHue Xpucra k norpedenuto Cranuna? -
YAUBUJIICS TOT.

- Ho Benp B Poccuu najieHne 0JJTHOrO 03Ha4aeT BO3POKICHHUE APyroro. Pazse Thl
HE MOHMMaelib? - OTBETWJ OH. - Hamm HMHOCTpaHHbBIE ApPY3bS cpa3zy ATO IMOHSIIH.
Hampumep, ToM 3 amMmepuKaHCKOTO MOCOJICTBA YK€ ceidac cKa3al, 4YTO OH MOKyMaeT
noprpet [Ipoxopa, XoTs OH ele u He 3akoH4YeH. OH cpa3y OLEHUI U CHOKET KapTUHBI, U
camoro IIpoxopa, 1 ero ICTOPUYECKYIO MUCCHIO. ..

N npasna, Tom odens uHTEpecoBainca 3Toil ucropue. OH 3acrasisin [Ipoxopa
BHOBb M BHOBb II€PECKa3bIBaTh €My COOBITHS TOM HOYM, OCBEKas €ro MaMsTh BHUCKH,
BOJKOM, cHUraperaMu, IIOKOJAaJOM M BCSIKUMU CYBEHUPAaMH THUIIA aBTOPY4YeK U
3a)KUTAIOK (OH BCErJa MPUXOAUI B MAaCTEPCKYIO C MOJIHOM CyMKOI MOJTOOHBIX BELIHIY).
A OIHaXIbl OH CIPOCHII €r0 JOBEPUTEIbHO, HE y/IaJOCh JIU €My CTAHYTh YTO-HUOYAb
Ha [aMATh O BEJIMKOM IOKOMHHMKE - ITOrOH, OPAEH MM XOTsA Obl IMYTrOBUIy C €ro
MyHaupa. ToM TroToB ObUI 3aIUIaTUTh JIOOBIE JEHBIW, JHIIb Obl 3aMOJYYUTHh CTOJb
LEHHYI0 UCTOPUYECKYIO penukBrio. (OH ObLI CTpacTHRIM KoJUIeKIMOHepoM.) Koneuno,
OH OY€Hb paccTpomics, koraa [Ipoxop oObSICHUI €My, UTO OH Ja)Ke MOMBICTUTh HE MOT
O TOM, 4YTOOBI packomnatb Mormiay Tod Houblo. “JKamb. Thl Mor Obl cTarh OuY€Hb
OorateiM”, - B310XHYN1 Tom, a IIpoxop 4yTh He pacIulakaicsi, HOHSB, YTO YIYCTHII
Cunroro nruny. Jla eme HeHachiTHass Bepa oOpymimiack Ha HEro co CBOUMMHU
nonpekamu: “bojke Mo, 1O Yero ke Tyro cooOpaxaroT MYXHUKH B MPAKTHYECKUX
aenax. ITO K€ HaJo - UMETh COKPOBHILE Y ce0s 1Mo HOCOM, U He B3ATh ero. Jla u 6e3
TOTO ThI MOT OBl 000/IpaTh KaK JUIKY ATOT0 aMepukaHia. Yto crtousio Tebe MOWTH B
KOMHCCHUOHKY M KyIUTh TaM KaKOW-HUOYIb OpJEH, MapIIabCKU MYHIUDP U BCYYUTh
nx emy? Kakasg emy pasHuna, 3toMy HHOCTpaHuy? YUTo OH MOWIET NPOBOIUTH
paccienoBanue? Kak TOJBKO OHa €ro HU pyrajia BC€ 3TH JHM, 0€3 KOHIA IOCHINast
conpto ero pany! Ona goBena ero 10 moMemaTesbeTBa... K cyacThro, OH pemui
MOCIIUTHCS CBOCH Oe/loi ¢ XyA0KHUKOM. M TOT OTKpBUI emy riasa: “A TBos kupka? A
TBO# Jionara? JTU UCTOPUUYECKHE MHCTPYMEHTBI? OHU K€ camble JOPOTHE PEIMKBHM,
npuHaaIexamue BedHoctu. Korga-auOyap oHM HaiayT nojo0aroliee MecTo B My3ee”.

N noGaBun, 3actaBuB IIpoxopa modyBCTBOBaThH ce0si MHOIOCTPaAalbHBIM
30JI0TOUCKATENEM, HAllaBLIIMM, HAKOHELL, Ha 30JI0TYIO JKHIIY:

- 3aBTpa ke s OroBOPI0 C aMepuKaHLeM. Mbl O4€Hb BBITOJHO MPOJAIUM TBOU
MHCTPYMEHTBI, BOT YBHIUIIb!

- HakoHnen-To Hamencs urycTpblii Majiblid, CHIOCOOHBINA 00BECTH MHOCTPAHIIA
BOKpYT NaJblia, - noxBaiuia Bepa narpuornueckuii mopsis KoporyouHa.
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B Ty e MuHyTy, OCaauB CBOW 3HTy3Ma3M, OHa 3aJyMajlach, KaK cjenaia Obl
BCAKas paccyauTesbHas JEBYIIKa, C JETCKUX JIeT TMpuBbIKImIas kK OopblOe 3a
CYILIECTBOBAHUE U XOPOILO 3HABIIAS )KMU3Hb CO BCEMH €€ YJIOBKAMM:

- Hanerochb, 0H roBOpUil 3TO CEPbE3HO U HE PEIINI MOJUIYTUTh Haja TOOOH, -
HEJI0OBEPUMBO 1ocMoTpena oHa Ha [Ipoxopa.

- OTO MBI YBUJIUM 3aBTPa, KOTJA s OTHECY €My CBOM MHCTPYMEHTHI, - OTBETHUII
[Tpoxop.

Becb Beuep OHM MPOBENH B CJIAJJOCTHBIX MEUTAHUSAX: HHTEPECHO, CKOJIBKO ThICSY
J0JJIapoB  cMoOKeT copBaTb KoporyOuH ¢ 3Toro uypaka-unoctpanua? KowneuHo,
XYJOKHUK KaK MOCPETHUK TOXKE BO3bMET CBOM MPOLEHT (KaK 3TO MPHUHSITO HA 3amaje),
HO BCE€ PaBHO JIbBMHAS JOJI JOCTAHETCS M. B 3TOM HET HUKakuX COMHEHUU. byayun
3aBcerjgaTaeM B ero mactepckoi, IIpoxop He pa3 HaOmonan, Kak J0poro npojaasal ToT,
0CcO0EHHO MHOCTpAaHIIaM, BCE, YTO y HEro ObUIO: HAUMHAs C €ro COOCTBEHHBIX KapTUH U
WKOH M KOHYas JPYTMMHM LEHHOCTSMH M MNpPeIMETaMH TPaAUIMOHHOIO PYCCKOIO
HCKYCCTBA, KOTOpbIE IPUHOCUIIM €MY U MOCKBHYH, M mpuesxue. (BoJbIIMHCTBO U3 HUX
MPUXOIUIIO TI0 peKoMeHaanuu Besaecymiero lepmedamoBa ¢ ero MHOrOYHCICHHBIMU
3HaKOMCTBAaMH U CBSI3SIMU BO BCEX CJIOSIX COBETCKOTO OOIIECTBA. )

Ha cnenyromuii nenp mo gopore Ha ciyx0y IIpoxop Bce mpuKHAbIBalI B yMe,
Kak Obl eMy M3JIOBUMTHCSI U CBUCTHYTbh CO CKJIaJa cBOM “‘penukBun’. KoHeuHo, OH MOT
Obl HE PUCKOBATh M HE COBEPILIATH 3TY KPaxKy, a IPOCTO KYyNHUTh B Mara3uHe JIONATy U
kupKy. Ho 3T0 eMy He mo3Bojsuia cienaTh €ro COBECTh, OOJauMBIIAsICS TOCIE TOM
3HAMEHATEIbHON HOYM B HEYSA3BUMBIE JOCIIEXH HCTOPUYECKON OTBETCTBEHHOCTH. B
KOHIIE KOHLIOB, EMY XOTEJIOCh MepPeaTh CBOU MHCTPYMEHTHI MPSIMO B PyKH OeccMmepTus
- ¥ 9TOOBI 3TO OBLIM MOATUHHBIC IIECHHOCTH, a HE )KaJllKas moaeska. MoxeT ObITh, Jaxe
ClleflyeT BbIpe3aTh Ha pYYKE CBOE€ MMs, HO JIydYllle CHayaja CIPOCUTh 00 3TOM
epmedamoBa. OH OCTAHOBUJICS HA 3TOM PEILIEHUH, KOTJIa 0Ka3aJICsl BO3JIE TOCTUHUIIBI
“Hanuonans”. (OH Bcerma mpoxXoAws MHUMO Hee Mo Jopore Ha paboty.) Pexwuccep,
HaBEpHSKa, elle crajl B 3TOT paHHUM yac. CKopee BCEro OH TOJBKO BUYEPA BEPHYJICS,
BMecTe ¢ KanincTeHOBOW, W3 YyTOMHUTEIBHOM MOE3AKHM Ha Ypall, II€ OH CHUMAI
MIOCJIEIHUE CLIEHBI O Lape AJIEKCaHIIpEe W PEBOIIOLUOHEpaX, MpeABecTHUKaX Benukoro
Oxtsa6ps. Koneuno, Ilpoxop He cobupancs ero Oyauth. OH JMIIb 3arisHET Tyna
HEHAJ0JIr0 BBIMUTH KPENKOro 4ar M MEPEKHHYThCS Mapod CIIOB CO CBOMM JIPY’KKOM
Uropem, KOTOPBIH TOJIBKO YTO OTPabOTAT HOYHYIO CMEHY. Ero BHE3aIHbIi colnanbHbINA
B3JIET U 3HAKOMCTBO C BEJIMKHUMHM JIIOJbMH HE CHIE€JIAIN €r0 HaCTOJIbKO BBICOKOMEPHBIM,
9TOOBI M3MEHWINCh €r0 CEPJCYHBIE OTHOIIEHUS CO IIBEHIIAPOM U C MEPCOHAIOM
TOCTUHULBI, XOTS OHU BUJEIHU €ro TEIEeph COBCEM B JIPYrOM CBETE M OTHOCHJIUCH K
HEMY C SIBHBIM YB&)K€HHEM M IOYTEHHEM, 3a0bIB NPO IMPEXKHIOI (PaMHIBIPHOCTh U
rpyobie mryTku B ero ajapec. OHu Oouibllie HE KpUyaiau emy npu Berpeue: “Ilpuser,
nesHuykka! Kyna Tel 3anponacTuiics, ctapblii xpbra?” Tenepb OHM oOpamjaiuch K
HeMy He wuHaue, kak “Tlpoxop MBanoBmu” m “Ha BB, COXpaHAA IOJ00AIOIIYIO
OUCTaHLMIO. VIHaue roBoOpsi, OHU BIIOJIHE OCO3HAJIM, YTO OH HAXOAWJICA HAa BEpILHHE
X0JIMa, @ OHHM y ero noaHoXbs. Eciu 0wl [Ipoxop 3Han, uro cyab0a, moAHsBIIAS €T0 Ha



150

3Ty BEPIIMHY, BAPYI HEXIAHHO-HETaJaHHO JACT €MY CETOAHs TaKOro NHMHKA, YTO OH
3arpeMUT OTTYJ1a HE ITPOCTO B MPEKHIOK CBOIO HUIIETY, HO €LIE HUXKE. ..

OTKpbIBasi IBYCTBOPYATYIO CTEKJISIHHYIO JIBEPb, BEAYIIYIO B OOJBILION XOJJI, OH
YBUJEJ, YTO CO BUepamHero aHsi ¢ MropeM mpousonuio YTo-To HEBEPOSTHOE: BMECTO
TOTO, YTOOBI PAaIOCTHO BCTPETUTh €0 C PACHPOCTEPTHIMU OOBATUSAMHU, OH OpOCHUIICS K
HEMY C MCKa)XCHHBIM OT CTpaxa JIMLOM U IOYTH BBITOJKHYJ €r0 Ha YJIHIlY, TPOMKO
menya eMy B yxo: “Yxo/au, HCU€3HU U HUKOT/a OoJblie 31ech He nosisiics! Ceroaus
Houbto apecroBanu lllepmedamoBa. Cpenu Bemiei, KOTOpble OH TpHBE3 C Ypaia,
HalIM OeCIieHHble MKOHBI U JAPYTYIO LIEPKOBHYIO yTBaphb. ['0BOpST, OH coOupaics
npojaTh X Ha 3amaj. 3a 3TUM KMHOILIHUKOM CTOUT Ienast Oanaa. Sl mpeauyBcTBOBa,
4yTO ...” bonblle OH HMYEro He ycnen ckas3aTtb. [Ipoxop Mmoackouymn Ha MecTe, Kak
OLLIIAPEHHBIM, U ITyCTHIICS HAyTEK.

B nocnenyromme aHu Bcsi MockBa, 0COOEHHO TBOpUYECKas WHTEJUIMICHIIMS,
OyKBaJIbHO TYyJeJia: BCE TOJIbBKO M TOBOPWJIM, YTO O paspasuBlieMcs ckanjaie. OH
oOpacTtain Bce HOBBIMU M HOBBIMU MOJPOOHOCTSAMU U BapuanusiMu. Tak, paccKa3blBallu,
yro BOo TnaBe Oannel crosumm lllepmedamoB m KoporyOmn. YUto ke Kacaetcs
ob6BopoxkuTenpHOM JIroamuiel KanrcreHoBoM, TO OHA OblIa MX BJOXHOBHUTEIBHHIICH U,
BO3MOXKHO, HaBOJYMIICH, MOCKOJbKY y Hee ObUIO MHOXKECTBO IMOKJIOHHHKOB Cpeau
MHOCTPAHHBIX AuIIoMaroB. KoHEUHO, ee TOXe apecToBalli TOM HOYBIO BMECTE C
PEKUCCEPOM, HO YK€ Yepe3 HECKOJIBKO YacOB OCBOOOIMIH (TYT SIBHO HE 0001IIOCH 6e3
BMEIIATENICTBA €€ IIPECTAPENIOr0 BCECUIIBHOTO IIOKPOBUTENSA), M, BEPOSTHO, OHA
OTJIeNaeTcs JeTKUMH LlapanHaMy B BHJIE€ BPEMEHHOI'O OTJIy4€HUs OT KMHemarorpada,
MOKa He 3a0yJeTcs 3TO 1e710. A JABYX JAPYTUX YK TOYHO CTHOAT B TIOPHME. ..

Ha xakoe-to Bpems [Ipoxop 3arux, 6maromapst bora, 4ro myns He 3amenuia ero,
HO ObIcTpo ompaBuics. [lopackuHyB Kak ciieZlyeT MO3raMy, OH IIPUILEI K BBIBOJY, UTO
apect lllepmedamoBa 1 KOMIIAHUM HUKAK HE MOXKET OPOCUTH Ha HEro TeHb Ha OUpKe
HCTOPUH, U OH HE MOKET ObITh OOBHHEH B cOydacTUU. OH ObUT U OCTAaHETCS YEJIOBEKOM,
KOTOPBI COOCTBEHHOPYYHO MOXOPOHWJ U3THaHHOTO Oora. HUKTO U HUYTO HE B cujax
OTHATH Yy Hero 3Ty ciaBy. C aTum Obl1a coriacHa u Bepa: oHa Bce Bpemsi MOATaIKUBaIA
€ro MpOAOKUTh 3HAKOMCTBA C M3BECTHBIMH JIIOJIBMU, KakK 3T0 ObLI0 70 cux mop. K
CO’KaJICHHIO, C UX CTOPOHBI OH HE MOJIydasl OOJbIIe 0XKUAAEMOI0 PaAyLIHOTO MpHUeMa
(HexoTOpBIE Naxe Jenald BUJ, YTO C HUM He 3HaKoMbl). HaBepHsika, uX myraiau ero
TecHble OTHOIIEeHusi ¢ kommnanueil llepmedamoBa, HO TIaBHas NPUYMHA TAKOTO HX
MoBeIeHUsI OblJIa OYeHb MPOCTa U MO-ueJoBeuecku MoHsTHa. Kak 3To yacto ciydaercs
C aHeKJOTaMH, MOJOH, LUIsArepaMy, OHM MOTEpsUin K HeMmy uHTepec. Hacrtynwuia
ouepelb JpYrux coObITUH, Oojiee BaXXHBIX M 3aHUMATENbHBIX, NOJHHUMATh UM
HACTpOeHHE U pas3Biekarbh ux. IIpoxopy Hamo ObulO OBl MOHATH, YTO BCEMY B 3TOMi
KU3HU TPUXOAMUT KOHEIl - KaKk M CaMOMY HallleMy CyllecTBOBaHMIO. EMy Obl, Kak
YIIUTKE, CIIPSATATHCS B CBOIO PAaKOBHHY, YCTPOUTHCS TaM YIOTHO U COTpeBaTh cede Ayury
MPUSATHBIMUA BOCTIOMUHAHHSIME! YBBI, OH HE 00J1aa)1 MOA00HBIM (PHIIOCOPCKUM dyTheM
M HayaJll C YINOPCTBOM HEU3JIEUYMMOro HapKoMaHa TpeOOoBaTh OT OKPYKAIOIIUX
MIPEXHEr0 BHUMAHUS U MHTEpeca K cBoel mepcoHe. OH CIIOBHO AJaM, He KeIarollui
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CMUPHUTBCSI CO CBOMM W3THAHUEM U3 pasi, NpeAIpHUHUMANl OECKOHEUHbIE KOHTpPATaKH,
CTapasch OTBOEBaTh yTepsiHHbIe mo3unuu. OH Haudan 0e3 MpUIJIAlleHUsl CTy4aThbCsl B
3HAKOMbIE JBEpHU, JOOMBATHCS BCTPEY C BBICOKOMOCTABIEHHBIMH YHWHOBHUKAMH,
3BOHUTh OYEHb 3aHATHIM JIOJSAM U JaK€ 3adBJIATHCS B IIMKAPHBIE PECTOpPAHbl U
3aKpBIThIC KIIyObI, TJI¢ OHM OBbUIM 3aBCETJaTasiMU - CIOBOM, LEIUISUICS K HUM, Kak
pETNEHHUK.

Ho cBoero amorest ero BO3MyLIEHHE JOCTUIJVIO TOTJA, KOIJa €ro MOKUHYJIa
KopbicTomoOuBas Bepa, moHsB, 4To ee “3a00T/IMBBIN CeMbssHUH BbIIOXCsA. OHA TYT XKe
B3s1a ceOe B JIFDOOBHUKHM MHCHEKTOpa LleHTpalbHOW MPOAYKTOBOM 0a3bl M BCKOpE
CTajla 3aMECTHUTENIeM TUPEKTopa CBOero MmarasuHa. [Ipoxop ¢ rops 3amuin u ObICTPO
MOKATUJICSI BHU3, HEYMOJIUMO MPUOIMXKAsICh K CAMOMY Kpar0 CBOEH YBEUHOU CyHbOBI.
Opnaxasl BeuepoM OH oTnpaBwics B “MopoxkeHoe”, 4ToObl yroBopuTh Bepy
BEPHYTHCA K HemMy. Kakol-To ciyxamuid, He 3HaBmmi [Ipoxopa, ckazan emy, uro Bepa
B KaOMHeTe U y Hee coBellanue ¢ nacnekropom Llentpanbhoit 6a3el. Koneuno, [Ipoxop
TYT K€ CMEKHYJI, KaKOBa Te€Ma 3TOr0 COBEIIAHMS, U TIOKa HHUKTO HE CIIOXBaTHJICS,
OBICTPO TPOUIMBITHYJ B MarasuH 4epe3 YEepHBId XOJI W Hayall SPOCTHO KOJOTUTH B
IBEph KabuHeTa, TpeOys OT MHCIEKTOpa BBHIUTH M MOTOBOPUTH C HUM KaK MY)KYMHA C
My>xunHoi. Ha mym mpubexanu paGounii U 1Be NpOAABIIMIIBI U TBITAJTUCh €T0 YHSTh,
HO OBICTPO OTCTYNWIM, YBUAEB, Kak 370poBsik [Ipoxop, ¢ MOry4uMMH pydyuiiam,
pa3maxuBaeT ctyinoMm. Iloka oHm Oeramu 3a MOAMOTOW, TOT yCIeN BBLJIOMAaTh ABEPH,
HABaJIMBUIMCh HA HEE BCEM CBOMM BECOM, M BBITAIMTHh CBOETO COIEPHUKA B KOPHUIOP
JUISL PEIIUTENIBHOTO pa3roBopa. OH IUKO Opajl, BBICOKOMEPHO IJIS/Isl Ha NEPEyTraHHOTO
nHcnekropa: “A BeITpsaxHyn u3 Ma3ones camoro CtanuHa, a Tl XOYellb YIU3HYTh OT
MCHS, JKaJKas ToIas ceaeaka!l”™

Ero orpomHble KyJjaky 3eMJIEKOINa MPEBPATWIM Obl TOIO B MECHBO, €CIIU OBl
MIOAOCIIEBIINE MUJIUIIMOHEPHI HE CXBATUJIHU €T0 32 PYKHU.

[Ipoxopa conpoBoAMIM B MUJIULEHCKUN Yy4acTOK, M1 TaM KOHCTAaTUPOBAJIH, YTO
YeJIOBEK MOBPEIWICS B paccyake. BoT Tak OH yroani B ICHXHATPUUIECKYIO OONBHHUILY,
NEpPCOHANl KOTOPOW CTpallHO MydYaJcsi C HHUM: OH ObUI OuYeHb OYHWHBIM W
HEeynpaBisieMblM, 0cOOeHHO Mo Hovam. Kornma 3aTuxan mym OOJBIIOrO ropoja M B
T'YJIKON THUILIMHE pa3aaBaics 6oi KpemieBckux KypaHTOB, OH HauMHaJl OECHOBATHCA U
KpUYaTh, YTO MPHILET Yac €ro BEJIUKON UcTopuyeckoil muccuu. OH TpeboBai, 4TOObI
€ro pasBs3alM, yBepssi, YTO OH JOJDKEH BHOBb 3akonarb CrpamHoro IlokoliHuka,
KOTOPBIW BBILIEN U3 CBOEH MOTHIIBL. . .

[lo3zxe Bpemsi u yedyeHue oOy3nanu ero Open u ¢aHTazuu, U OOJIE3Hb €ro
nepelia B HOBYIO CTa/lnio, 0ojiee TOCTOMHYI0 M LIMBWIN30BaHHY. OH yacaMu cuiel
Ha KpOBaTH WJIM, KOTJa OblIa XOpollas Moroja, Ha CKaMeke B caay U JIMXOpaJ0dHO
Ircajl CBOM BOCIIOMUHAHHMS O BEJIMKOW HOYM B Mag3osee. /[ 3TOro OH KMCIOIb30Ball
0001 KJIOYOK OyMaru, mornajaBUIMiiCs eMy B PYKH, U Jlaxe TyaJeTHylo Oymary, Tak
YTO HA/I3UPATEIH U MEJICECTPhl BBIHYKICHBI ObUIH €ro OOBICKUBATh KaXKIIbIid pa3, Koraa
OH XOJWJI 110 HYXKJE.

C apyrumu “3HameHHTOCTSIMU OoibHUIIBI (HamoneoHoM, 1apeM, M3BECTHBIMH
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peBoIonMoOHepaMu, (prtocodhaMu, Y4EHBIMU U T.J.) Y HETO He OBUIO HHYEro OOIIero.
OH Bceraa mporyiauBajics B OJUHOYECTBE, TIIAS MPSAMO Mepes coOoi Kyna-To BIAllb,
JANeKUd OT MUPCKOW >KM3HU, C BUJOM YEJIOBEKA, YbU HEOIICHUMBIE 3aCIyrd Mepen
OKPY’KaIOIIMMHU OCTAJIUCh 0€3 JOKHOTO BO3HArpakJIeHus. A pas3Be 3a BOpPOTaMU
MICUXUATPUIECKON OONBHUIIBI MaJIo JIFOJIEH, IPUYEM COBEPILIEHHO 3JJ0POBBIX, KOTOPHIC
XpaHAT B CBOeH aymie monooHbie oounsl? Jla B3aTh Ty ke 3uHauay, y Hee ObLIM Bce
MIPUYUHBI IPEBSIBISATH K HEMY MPETEH3UH, U BIIOJIHE CIIpaBeaiuBbie. BCio )XKM3Hb OHA
3a00THJIaCh O HEM U TOJJEp)KMBalla €ro BO BCEM, W B pe3ylibTaTe, BMECTO
0J1aroTapHOCTH, OH OPOCHJI CBOM CEMEHHBIM ouar W cOeXal K MOPOKCHIIHUIIE, dTON
JULEMEPHON M MEpPKAHTWIbHOW HuIroxe. M Bce ke oHa He Jepkajia Ha Hero 3ia. OHa
BCEMHU CHJIaMU CTapajiach OOJErdyuTh €ro 3arodyeHue B aypiaome. Tpu paza B Hememnro
OHa HaBellaja ero, MPUHOCHIIA My CBeXKee Oenbe, TOMAIIHIOK €Iy, CUTapeThl, CBOIO
HEXXHOCTh W 3a00Ty, KOTOpbIE pOXAAIX B HEM HOCTAJIbIHIO TIO TMpPEKHEH
“mpu3emisieHHON” ku3HU. Kak HU MpekpacHbl 3a00J1auyHbIe BBICOTHI CJIABBI U YIa4H, C
HUX TakK JIETKO 3arpeMeTbh BHU3, OCOOCHHO, KOTJa Thl MbsSH. A BEAb €CJIH MOIyMaTh
XOpOUIEHBKO, JIMIIb MX MaJjeHbKas KOMHATYIIKa MOIJIAa O0ECHeYUTh €My MOJIHYIO
6e3omacHocTh... U [Ipoxop Hauan mymath. Kak roBopuiam Bpadu, 3TO CTajJo HA4ajIoM
TOr0o, 4TO K HEMY BHOBb BO3Bpallajicsi paccyldok. Hakxonen, mocne IByX Je€T,
MPOBEJACHHBIX UM B 3TOM 3aBEJICHUM, OH TMOJYyYWJ >KEJIAHHYIO BBIMKHCKY, NMPUYEM B
ucropun Oone3nu 3Hauminock: “Iloctpaman Ha cmyx0e”. DTa 3amuch ObLIa 3acIyrou
3unHanpl, oberaBiiel Kydy BCEBO3MOXKHBIX WHCTAHIUH, MMOKa HE J0OWIach 3aBETHOU
L€ - U 3[1€Ch IOMOTIJIa €€ apTHilHAs 3aKakKa. ..

Bo3M0xHO, Ha 3TOM ¥ 3aKOHUYMIIACH OBl HCTOPHUS KPEMJIEBCKOTO MOTHIIBIINKA, U
OH OBbI CHOBa 3aXMJI ce0e CIIOKOWHO CO CBOEW 3WHAMIOM, €clii Obl YTPHI3EHUSI COBECTH
He oOpYyIIMIKCh BIIPYT Ha HETO BCEH CBOEH TsbkecThio. Koryma oH BCOMHHAN ClIaAKYyIO
xu3Hb B ‘“Haronane”, nesinku ¢ IllepmedaMoBbiM, CBOM 3HAKOMCTBA C U3BECTHBIMU
JIOJIBMH U, OCOOCHHO, CBOM “‘NOOOYHBIMN 3apaboTOK”, TIOKa OH elle ObUl B celie,
CTUPAIbHYIO MAIIMHY U MaJbTO C KYHBUM BOPOTHUKOM, KOTOpbIE OH Kynuia Jyisi Bepsl,
[Tpoxop Bmagan B TiyOOKYIO MEIIAHXOJIMIO M OYeHBb cepauiics Ha ceOs. EquHcTBeHHBIN
pa3 eMy JAaH ObUI IIAHC HACIAIUTHhCS BCEMHU OylaraMu MUpa, U, BMECTO TOT'O YTOOBI
MIOACIIUTHCS. UMU C BEPHOW CITyTHULEH CBOEH XWU3HM 3WHAWJ0M, OH NOTPATHJI MX Ha
KAIKYI0 alYHYl0 LUTIOMKY. PackasHue XBaTajao €ro 3a ropjio U HauYMHAJIO JYIIUTh.
(Kto unrtan “Bockpecenbe” unm “Ilpecrynnenue u Hakazanue”, Te 3HaIOT, Ha Kakue
CTpalIHble MyKH 0OpEKaloT PyCCKYIO IyIly yrpbi3eHusi coBectu.) Ecnu O6b1 npousomnuio
YTO-HUOYJb Takoe, 4To Obl Jajlo €My BO3MOKHOCTh Bce ucmpaBuTh!.. Ho uro? K
CYACThI0 WJIM HECUYaCThIO, OH BBUICYWICS OKOHYATEIILHO OT CBOEro Oe3yMus u
MpeKpacHo noHumai, yro CTaauH y>Ke HMKOT/Ia HE BBIWJET U3 CBOEM MOTWIIbI, BJIACTU
0osblIe He MPUOETrHYT K €ro yciayram, U HHYTO HE CMOXKET BEpPHYTh €My BceoOllee
BHUMaHue. (Ecnu Obl 11011 BHOBb yMUpaJIM OT JHOOOIBITCTBA U OH ObLI ObI HApacxBar,
TO Ha OECKOHEYHbIE BCTPEUM M BEUYEPUHKU C CAMBIMU H3BECTHBIMHU JIIOJIBMH OH
OpUXOAWI OBl YXe IMOJ| pyuKy C BepHO# 3uHauaou. M KTo 3HaeT, MOXKET OBbITh, eMy
BeTpeTwiics Obl Ha nytu JApyrod IlepmedamoB, He oOnagaromuii MOpoKaMu
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MOCIIEJTHETO, KOTOPBIA OTKPBLI OBl €My IOpOry B KHHeMaTorpad u odGeccMepTui Obl ero
uctoputo...) Ho noxosxe, k GOJBIIMHCTBY JIIOEH y/lada U cllaBa IPUXOJAT TOJIBKO pa3
B JKM3HHM, KaK paJOCTh JIOOBU K BECEHHHMM HACEKOMBIM... TSKECTb T'OPECTHOIO
OCO3HAHMS “‘HUKOTra O0JIbIIEe” OTIMYyCKaja ero JUIIb TOTAa, KOra OH coOupai Bce CBOU
CWJIBL, U3PSAHO MOJKPENUB UX BOAKOU. [Ipoxop omsATh 3a4acTuil B 3HAKOMYIO MUBHYIO,
3arayuiasi TOCKy B KOMIIAHUU CTapbIX ApYy3eil.

OpnHako, TOMOW OH BO3BpallaliCi paHO, Besl ce0si 01aropa3yMHO U CAEpPKAHHO,
HE JIOCaXIas, Kak TPeKIe, COCeIsIM, CBOUMHU JIUKHUMH BOIUSIMH, OpaHbIO U
HEMPHUCTONHBIMH TIECHSIMU. 3UHaWIa OblIa OUYEHB JIOBOJIbHA U C TTOOETOHOCHBIM BUAOM
TMIOTJISA/IbIBAJIa HA COCENIEH, CIIOBHO JPECCUPOBUIUIA, TOJIBKO YTO OKOHUYMBLIAS OMACHBIN
HOMEp U 3arHaBliasi B KJIETKY HEITOKOPHOI'O XMUIIHUKA. ..

Brpyr ogHaxbl BeuepoM Bce M3MEHMIIOCh, U Ooiie3Hb [Ipoxopa HeokuaaHHO
nana peuuauB. OH € TPOXOTOM OTKPBUI BXOAHYIO ABEPh, BBAIUJICS B IJIMHHBIA KOPUIOP
¥, TPOMKO TONIas, HANpaBWICI K CBOEW JBEpPH, pa3gaBas IO IyTH [HHKU
MHOTOYMCIIEHHBIM Ta3aM, LMHKOBBIM KOpbITaM, Ikadam, Oaynam, BelocUIEAaM,
JIETCKUM KOJSICKaM M JIpyroMy Oapaxiy, HarpOMOXJEHHOMY BIOJb CTEH. ‘‘3uHa,
3unHyika, 3uHauga-a-a!l - peBel OH IJIIyXUM IbSAHBIM TOJOCOM, B KOTOPOM 3By4alld
pasocTHbIe BO30YXJACHHbIE HOTKU. - BbIXoau ckopee, y MeHs Ui TeOsl XOpoliue
HoBocTU! Thl oueHb OOpajyelibcs, rolyoka Mosi HeHarysiiHasd!” 3uHauja BhINLIA,
pa3bsipeHHasi, pacTpernaHHasi, B XajlaTe, HAKUHYTOM IOBEpX HOYHOM pyOaliku, camo
onuneTBopenne Hemesnpl. CoBa ee ObUTH MOJOOHBI HISNIKAOIIMM B BO3yXe yAapaM
KHYyTa.

- Tw1 onsath B3sics 3a cBoe?.. [IpokisThIil nbsHUIA!

Ho IIpoxop He ucnyrasics 1 1axe He yTPaTUJl CBOETO MPEKPACHOTO HACTPOCHHS.

- Korga tb1 ycnpimuiib, uto st Tede ckaxy, y Te0s HalayTcs JUIs MEHS ApyTue
cinoBa. [IpekpacHele, cnagkue u XBajieOHbIE, - 3aBEPUJI OH €e.

OHu BOLLIM B CBOIO KOMHATY, M TOJIOBBI MX COCE/IEW, BBICYHYBIIHECS U3
MHOTOYHCIIEHHBIX JIBEpPEH, ObUIM TOTOBBI CHOBA CIPSTATHCSI B CBOM HOPKH, KaK BAPYT
paszancs Ayliepa3Iuparoliuii KpUK 3UHauAbl, ¥ OHa CHOBA BBICKOUMWJIA B KOPHUAOP C
BBIITYYECHHBIMH OT yXkaca riazamu: “OH colien ¢ yma, Collelsl ¢ yma”, - TOJbKO ycIena
CKa3aTh OHA M yrajia B 0OMOpPOK.

[TonoBuHa coceneit Opocuach MPUBOJIUTHL €€ B YYBCTBO, a Apyrasi MOJIOBHHA
IPO3HO OKpYXHUJa €€ My>Ka, KOTOPBIM CTOsUI Ha MOPOre, ¢ HAMBHBIM U HEJAOYMEHHBIM
BBIPAKEHUEM Ha MPOCTOIYIIIHOM IpyOOBATOM JIMIIE U CTPAHHBIM OJIECKOM B HEBUHHBIX
r1a3kax (B KOTOPBIX HE OBLJIO OOJIBIIE MPEKHEN BSUION MOKOPHOCTH).

- Yro ThI cnenan co cBoel xeHoH, [Ipoxop VMBaHOBMUY? - CTpOro crpaiuBaIu
OHH €T0.

- YUto s mMor caenaTh cO CBOEH JIFOOMMOI ToyOKoi? - moXan OH mieyamu. - S
BCETO JUUIb IMOJENWICS C HEW OJHOM MBICIBIO, UMEIOIIEH HUCTOPUYECKOE 3HAYEHUE,
KOTOpast OceHmsIa MeHs ceronHs. Ho kak Tonpko OHa ycibplmaiga o0 3TOM, OHa
MOANPBITHYJIA 10 TOTOJKA, CIOBHO JAMKas KOIIKA, KOTOPOM HadWiId B 3aJHUILY
CKUIUAAP. ..
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- W 910 e 3T0 32 MBIC/IB?

- Jloporag Mos keHywika, - ckKaszal s e, - Ecam Hamm Boxau u Poccus,
HaBoaHeHHas llepmedamoBbivu, Jlrogamu u Bepamu, OynyT maraTh Brepes TaKUMU
YK€ TEMIIaMH, TO HEJaJIeK TOT JEHb, Koraa u3 Mas3oses BBIKUHYT U camoro Jlenuna. U,
MPOCTUTE, KOT'O TOTJIa MPHUIJIACAT €ro 3akamnbiBaTh? KoHedHO, MEHs. YuuThIBasi MOM
NPEIbIAYIINI OMBIT. ..

[Ipu 3TUX KOLIYHCTBEHHBIX CIOBAX IJa3a €ro yTpaTUiId HEBUHHOE BBIPAXKECHHUE U
3anblIain CTpacTHbIM OorHeM. OH He MpuJail HUKAKOro 3HAYEHUsI OXBAaTUBIIEMY BCEX
YKacy U MPOJOIAKUII CBOU PACCYKIAECHUS O TOM, YTO OH F'OTOB BBIMIOJIHUTH CBOM JOJIT U
3aBEPIINTHh CBOIO BBIAAIOIIYIOCS MCTOPUYECKYIO MUCCHIO, B KOTOPOH OH OBLI TJIaBHBIM
JNEUCTBYIOINUM JULIOM. OH Ja)ke MPEeayCMOTPUTEIBHO COUYMHUI YKE MEPBBIE CTPOUYKH
COOTBETCTBYIOILIEH MO3MBI:

N ecnu Bce moMAeT 1o Tomy Ke IyTH,

TeOs Toxe, 6ennsara JICHUH, BBIKUHYT

N3 BennuectBeHHOTO Mag3ouies.

U3 kpacuoro xopabius CoBeTos,

OT4anuBLIETO CO CTOJILKUMHU MEUTaMHu Ha O0pTY,
Koropsle Bce Teneps pa3BesHbI 110 BETPY.

Koneuno, ero cpazy ynpstaiud B CymMacHISIIIMNA JIOM, U3 KOTOPOIO OH HUKOT]a
yxe  Oompme  He  Belfger. Her  mpopokoB B CBOEM  OTE4YeCTBeE...

Adunsl, 1979-80 r.r. translation by Galina Ivanova, UNOG
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SCAT- STAFF CULTURAL ACTIVITIES THURSDAYS

On Thursday, 18 May 2006, the UN Music Club and the UN Society of Writers made a
joint performance in the Cinema of the Palais des Nations, Geneva, to launch the SCAT
(Staff Cultural Activities Thursdays), a lunchtime series of cultural events for and by
staff at UNOG. Among others, Maureen Gumbe amused the audience with her poem
"Job Application", Karin Kaminker perked up our appetite for "Mozart Kugeln", Zafar
Shaheed made us ponder "Departure", David Walters challenged us with "Who shall
Watch over the Shepherds", Beth Peoc'h delighted us with "Maori Fish Hook" and
Alfred de Zayas dialogued in an ode to his computer "A mi ordinador". A multilingual
selection of poems from Ex Tempore No.16 was presented in a Powerpoint slide show
before and during the performance. A jazz trio composed of UN Music Club members
created a live musical backdrop for the poems.

From L to R: UNMC musicians-C.Darusman (Piano), N Stauble, (bass). P.Piguet (flute). UNSW/SENU
authors-V.Virdee, A.Ezana, B.Peoc'h, S.Schenck, J.Yemin, A.Intrator, Z.Shaheed, K.Kaminker, A.de Zayas,
A.Dedeyan, C.Freeman.

Photo by:Michael Gerrard, UNHCR
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We invite you to subscribe to Ex Tempore and support the United Nations Society of Writers.
The membership fee is Sfr 30 per year. Please fill in the form below and send it to:
Alfred de Zayas, zayas@bluewin.ch or to Karin Kaminker, k.kaminker@gmail.com

Please send your membership fee or generous donations directly to EX TEMPORE'S account
with UBS, branch office at the Palais des Nations, account No. CA-279-100-855.

Membership is open to active and retired staff and their spouses, fellows and interns of the
United Nations, specialized agencies, CERN, Permanent Missions and Observer Missions,
Inter-Governmental Organizations, NGQO's and the Press Corps.

Membership Form:

For the Journal's 2007 issue, the Editorial Board invites literary efforts of general interest,
short stories, science fiction, humour, poems or aphorisms in any of the UN official languages
(or in other languages accompanied by a translation into a UN language). Please send these,
together with a disk in Microsoft Word to the Editorial Board, c/o A. de Zayas, 23 Créts de
Pregny, CH-1218 Grand Saconnex, or electronically: zayas@bluewin.ch or
k.kaminker@gmail.com in format Times New Roman, 12 pt font.
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