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PROLOGUE

In 2008 we celebrate the 60th anniversary of the adoption by the UN General
Assembly of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights, an historic all-embracing
document devoted to human dignity, to the spectrum of human rights. The Declaration
was the beginning of the great adventure of codification of human rights norms and of the
creation of viable monitoring and enforcement mechanisms. Literature has been and will
continue to be the great promoter of a culture of human rights. Friedrich Schiller’s Don
Carlos, Victor Hugo’s Les Miserables, Jose Marti’s Versos Sencillos, Alexander
Solzhenitsyn’s Ilpycckue Houu, Kurt Vonnegut’s Slaughter House 5, Ken Saro-Wiwa’s
Sozaboy, Arundhati Roy’s The God of Small Things — these and countless others have
given contour and content to the idea of human dignity, equality and the brotherhood of
all members of the human species.

In 2008 we should also revisit the semantics of human rights and question the
widespread misconceptions emanating from an obsolete terminology which postulates an
arbitrary hierarchy of human rights. The so-called “first generation rights” (civil and
political) are preferred in Europe and the United States over the “second generation
rights” (economic, social and cultural) and are deemed more important than the “third
generation rights” (the right to truth, to development, to a clean environment, to peace).
Perhaps we should reverse this hierarchy of human rights and propose instead three new
categories: 1) enabling rights such as peace, 2) over-arching rights such as equality, and
3) end rights such as the right to identity, to be just who we are. Indeed, we can
understand the so-called third generation rights as “enabling rights”, empowering us to
enjoy civil, political, economic, social and cultural rights. But peace is much more than
just an enabling right: it is also an over-arching and an end right. It is alpha and omega,
the starting point, the means and also the end of human endeavor. Enshrined in the
preamble and article 1 of the United Nations Charter, peace must remain at the heart of
the Organization’s activities, because it is its raison d étre.

Civil society has a sacred duty to work for peace. Thus we welcome the adoption
of the Luarca Declaration on the Human Right to Peace of 30 October 2006, which was
formally presented to the United Nations Human Rights Council on 15 March 2007. This
Declaration takes a holistic approach to peace and encompases the promotion of
conditions of social justice, the realization of the right to development, access to the
necessities of life, including clean water and a healthy environment. Pax optima rerum.
Let us also recall the famous preamble of UNESCO’s Constitution which stipulates:
“Since wars begin in the minds of men, it is in the minds of men that the defences of
peace must be constructed.” Here it is that literature has such an important role to play.
Through Ex Tempore we hope to contribute to universal understanding through enhanced
knowledge and appreciation of each other’s literature.

Alfred de Zayas, OHCHR, retired

President of the Centre Suisse romande of PEN International
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Arve, torrent en furie, Arve, torrent en folie

Chaleur accablante dans l'air, eau dormante de nos lacs et riviéres. Tout a coup:
orage sur orage, fonte des neiges. Dévale 1'eau: boueuse, pierreuse, en torrent,
impétueuse. Furie des flots emportant tout sur son passage, amoncelant rochers sur
rochers, barrage éphémeére aux eaux tumultueuses.

L'Arve prend peur de sa propre violence, veut revenir en arricre, s'arc-boute, retient
la charge, veut rebrousser chemin, étend immense un drap pour retenir le flot qui
gronde et veut passer: « Arrétez, la ou vous passez tout est renvers¢, fracassé,
broyé, saigné. Torrent arréte ta démence, ta furie, ta folie ». Ponts, champs, routes,
maisons, cités, sur toute la terre gens emportés par rage meurtriére. Un instant se
dresse du profond des flots le génie du torrent, le génie des eaux, qui renvoie a la
source, aux nuages, a I'océan: tumulte, effroi et accablement.

Le torrent, arrété, interloqué, un moment hésite mais bient6t se rassemble, gonfle,
enfle, éclate plus fort, se précipite, en furie, plus ravageur encore. Le torrent se
déchaine, arrache falaises, ponts, routes, immeubles, digues, barrages, déroute :
saccage. Arrache et noie ses rives, reperes et balises... tout a sa pente, tout a ses
penchants.

Arve, torrent en furie, Arve, torrent en folie.

Tout a nos penchants, tout a notre pente nous avons perdu, rive, repéres et balises !
Nous saccageons qui n’est pas comme nous; déchiquetons qui n’agit pas comme
nous, bousculons qui ne roule pas pour nous ! Qui n'est pas avec nous est contre
nous. Sommes le seul courant possible, la seule vie, le seul avenir, le seul équilibre,
I'unique marche en avant, la voie, la vérité, la vie, seuls détenteurs de démocratie.
Nos convictions ingurgitées comme potions-antipanique, comme bouées de
sauvetage, nous y crochons dents et ongles pour sauver la pensée unique, sauvage.

(, Une hésitation devant les continents ravaggs, pillés, a I” uranium/appeurés ? Loin
I'hésitation ! persévérer dans ses persuasions, imposer notre organisation.

¢, Tenter la réflexion, écouter d'autres avis devant tant de gichis ? Loin la réflexion!
s'agripper a nos préjugés séculaires moisis, a nos ¢lucubrations millénaires
rabachies, avachies.

Arve, torrent en furie, Arve, torrent en folie .

En nous, plus fort que nous, une drogue nous vampirise, en nous dopage/addiction
nous cannibalise, nous cancérise, nous ronge, nous tumérise, nous dévore, nous
brutalise. Broyé€s, emportés, poussés: nous broyons, emportons, bousculons.



Gouffre de la raison en furie, gouffre de la raison en folie: torrent en folie, torrent
en furie.

Mais torrent veut persuader: c’est la Der des Der, la derni¢re des guerres, apres
ca "plus jamais ¢a"; c'est juré nous n'irons que jusque la-bas, pas plus loin, la-bas
nous arréterons nos folies, nos vésanies, maladie: pour de vrai, juré, jusque la-bas
le Tigre et I'Euphrate ; juste la-bas apres les Carpathes: le Don et la Volga sans
oublier Fleuve jaune et Yang-Tsé: a ne pas dépasser, promis, juré! Laissez-nous
une derniére chance pour notre Alliance pour la Paix militaire; une dernic¢re chance
pour la paix totalitaire, pour notre guerre humanitaire. Juste la derniére montagne a
déplacer, la derniére colline a raser, la derniere butte a butter, les derniers attardés
a écrabouiller.

Arve, torrent en furie, Arve, torrent en folie .

Se précipite la furie qui nous possede; la folie qui nous habite. Nous tyrannisons
comme elles nous tyrannisent: drogue qui hypnotise, drogue qui réclame plus de
sang, notre et autre.

Flots en furie contrdlent nos neurones, genes, chromosomes appauvris.

Chronos mange ses enfants, nous nous autodévorons, automastiquons,
autoingérons, autodigérons, autoexcrémentons. Pestilence, remontée de vase,
marecages.

Arve, torrent en furie, Arve, torrent en folie.

Se savoir, se voir malade, brisé, hors voie, hors la loi, atteint d'un mal au plus
profond: est le premier pas vers la guérison.

Arve, riviere paisible, aux rives fleuries ! Donne a l'enfant: ’émerveillement a vie,
aux adolescents: le choix de vie, a vie; aux autres. patience et non violence, don
d'hospitalité et sérénite.

J.A. Koutchoumow, UNSW/SENU



LE SERGENT SENEGALAIS

Eté 1944, un village
bourguignon tout proche de Dijon.
Aux hurlements des sirénes qui
précedent les bombardements, au
claquement des bottes nazies lors du
couvre-feu du soir, aux tirs de la DCA
derriere la maison, succéde 1’arrivée
d’autres troupes infiniment plus
rassurantes qui  viennent nous
délivrer. L’uniforme n’est plus le
méme mais nous n’avons jamais vu
dans nos campagnes d’épidermes
aussi sombres ! On dit que les mémes
alliés qui ne nous ont pas ménagés
avec leurs bombes ont débarqué en
Normandie pour nous sauver,
contradiction extrémement difficile a
saisir pour une fillette de neuf ans...
Le changement d’atmosphére est tres
sensible : on cesse de dissimuler le
soir nos fenétres avec des couvertures
pour ¢étouffer la lumiere qui attire
balles et bombes, on n’a plus peur et
on fait la féte. On danse souvent dans
la salle des fétes communale attenante
a nos €coles désormais occupées par
la troupe amie alors que nous avons
suivi nos institutrices au Chapitre, un
ancien monastere désaffecté et situé a
quelque distance du village. Nos
parents nous emmenent a la féte et les
enfants dansent ensemble.

Je ne saurais dire comment ce
grand militaire noir m’a abordée un
soir de féte et convaincue d’aller avec
lui dans nos locaux scolaires
provisoirement transformeés en

caserne en me promettant du chocolat
mais

sirement, 1l devait avoir I’air bien
gentil pour que je lui fasse confiance.
J’ai vite découvert qu’il logeait avec
un autre africain dans nos anciens
lavabos, grande piéce vitrée sur cour
strictement réservée au lavage des
mains simultané de plusieurs enfants
a D’eau courante qui était rare et non
encore utilisée pour les toilettes qui
restaient dans la cour, sous le
préau. Assise sur ses genoux, il me
tapotait en pleurant ses enfants si loin
de lui tout en me gavant d’un chocolat
qui avait plutdot manqué en territoire
occupé.Tristesse contagicuse mélée
de peur, je pleurais aussi...

Soudain  éclatent des  cris
effrayants en provenance de la salle
de classe fermée jusque la.
Fermement, le grand militaire noir
reprend ma main et me conduit a la
porte d’ou vient tant de bruit, allume
la lumiére et terrifiée je découvre une
cinquantaine  d’africains  debout
enroulés dans des sacs de couchage
qu’ils maintiennent tout en se battant
a grands cris... Me remémorant leurs
visages ¢ébahis, j’imagine que leur
surprise ne fut pas moins grande de
voir surgir une petite fille si blanche
agrippée a la main de celui qui était
de toute évidence leur chef au milieu
de la nuit dans la chambrée d’une
caserne africaine ! Celui-ci n’eut qu’a
hurler quelques mots impératifs dans



une langue inconnue, ils se
recoucherent tous immédiatement sur
le sol qui devait étre dur. Ils n’avaient
pas méme de matelas et ma
conviction que les deux occupants des
lavabos transformés en chambre de
luxe étaient des chefs se renforca
puisqu’ils disposaient de lits de camp.
Le silence retomba lourdement. Le
voisin endormi tout prés ne bougea
pas méme et mon protecteur si
impressionnant par son autorité
quelques minutes auparavant se remit
a pleurer en me serrant dans ses bras
mais je crois bien que je commencgais
a trouver le temps long.

Sans délai, un autre choc,
I’apparition de mon pere affolé qui
courait a ma recherche s’imaginant
qui sait quoi. On avait di lui dire
m’avoir apercue dans cette direction.
Je n’oublierai jamais le regard
qu’échangerent ces deux hommes si
différents. Je sais encore gré a mon
pere d’avoir immédiatement compris
la situation. Sans exprimer aucun
reproche, 1l tendit la main au grand
chef africain et l'invita a partager
notre repas de midi le dimanche
suivant, apres la sortie de la messe.

L’on ne mangeait pas gras a cette
époque-la et mes parents se donnaient
un mal infini pour réussir a nourrir
leur quatre enfants. A la maison, il y
avait toujours une assiette
supplémentaire pour celui qui passait
a I’heure du repas, méme lorsqu’il y
avait peu a partager... Le grand chef
africain s’est révélé étre un sergent
sénégalais et ses visites dominicales
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qui devinrent vite une habitude étaient
une joie pour tous. Il nous apportait
des  conserves  militaires  trés
appréciées ; ravi d’€tre recu dans une
famille frangaise, il était devenu le
meilleur ami de mon pére.

Inéluctable fut le jour du départ de
la garnison vers le front de ’est ou
I’on continuait de se battre ainsi que
le montre si bien le récent film Les
Indigenes. Notre chagrin fut grand de
voir partir notre ami a I’épiderme
duquel nous nous étions habitués.
Une correspondance stable s’établit
entre mon pére et le sergent
sénégalais. Les lettres étaient lues le
soir a la veillée, a une époque ou
n’existait pas la télévision, 1’énorme
TSF ne nous donnant plus les
nouvelles de Londres. Puis un jour
plus de lettres du sergent... Mon pcre
entreprit des recherches a la Croix
Rouge. Nous avons appris que cet
africain qui ne connaissait pas la
neige avait eu les pieds gelés, puis
plus  jamais aucun signe ni
information. Nous sommes restés
convaincus que, s’il avait survécu, il
nous aurait écrit au moins une fois.
Une chose est probable : il ne revit
jamais ses enfants sénégalais qui lui
¢taient si chers.

Et la vie reprit son rythme dans un
village bourguignon qui ne demandait
qu’a oublier que I’on se battait encore
ailleurs. C’est ainsi que les enfants
sont retournés dans leur école
qui, pour moi, ne fut plus jamais tout
a fait la méme...

Raymonde Morizot, ILO, retired



UNE VISITE DE L’ILE DE GOREE :
SOUVENIRS ET REMINISCENCES

Le diner tirait a sa fin dans une ambiance trés conviviale et bon enfant; nous
bavardions a batons rompus, fumions cigarettes et cigarillos, mangions desserts et
buvions des cafés, lorsque Teresa, poétesse et romanciere portugaise pleine de
tempérament, soudain s’écria, ‘Et si on écrivait des petits poemes !’ Eclats de rire
et applaudissements nourris accueillirent cette proposition originale de tous les
cotés de la grande table ronde autour de laquelle nous étions assis dans le
restaurant de ’Hotel Aéroport ou nous logions, une dizaine d’écrivains appartenant
a sept pays, et représentant une bonne douzaine de langues et de cultures
différentes. Nous étions venus de loin, parfois de tres loin, pour participer au 73.e
Congres du PEN International qui avait été, dans le discours inaugural trois jours
auparavant, et a juste titre, qualifié d’historique parce qu’il se tenait pour la
premicre fois en terre africaine. Méme la chaleur accablante du mois de Juillet a
Dakar — le mercure, dans la journée pouvait monter jusqu’a 35 degrés centigrades a
I’ombre —, les moustiques porteurs de malaria qui sortaient le soir, les inévitables
problémes de digestion et d’estomac, 1’agression constante dans les rues par une
armée de vendeurs a la sauvette, la pollution, la poussiére et le bruit, n’avaient pas
réussi a entamer notre enthousiasme. Nous avions le sentiment d’étre 1a pour la
bonne cause, et personne ne pouvait nous persuader du contraire. ‘Bon,” dit
Helmuth, le traducteur allemand qui habitait Berlin, ‘mais il nous faut un théme.
Nous n’allons quand méme pas écrire sur n’importe quoi.” Immédiatement deux
groupes, de force et en nombre plus ou moins égaux, se formérent, d’un coté les
défenseurs d’une liberté d’expression sans entraves, et de ’autre, ceux qui
préféraient le choix d’un sujet bien défini. La discussion menacait de s’enliser
lorsqu’elle fiit sauvée par Luis Mario, le po¢te mexicain. ‘Mais enfin,’ dit-il, ‘c’est
le soir de notre visite a I’lle de Gorée et’ -- Il ne plt aller au bout de sa phrase,
interrompu qu’il était par une nouvelle salve de rires et d’applaudissements.

o

Le minibus blanc vint nous chercher un peu plus tot que d’habitude, a 8.45 pour
étre précis, et il y avait un certain je ne sais quoi dans I’air, disons une certaine
excitation, ou méme de 1’¢électricité, car, ainsi que nous le savions tous, ce matin-la,
notre destination n’était pas le grand Hotel Méridien ou se tenait le Congres ou
nous participions a des tables rondes, discussions et débats animés, ou autres
réunions de comités, mais le port de Dakar ou un ferry boat nous attendait pour
nous emmener a 1’lle de Gorée. Le but de ce petit voyage étant la visite de la
fameuse Maison des Esclaves d’ou, pendant plus de trois siecles, plusieurs
centaines de milliers d’hommes et de femmes, jeunes et en bonne santé, avaient été
expédiés aux Amériques et les iles antillaises pour trimer leur vie durant dans les
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plantations de coton et de canne a sucre, et comme domestiques dans les grandes
maisons des colons riches.

Pendant la courte traversée, d’une demi-heure a peine, sous un ciel bleu
immaculé et un soleil de plomb, je pensai a cette énorme tragédie humaine -- et
catastrophe économique pour I’ Afrique — qui est aussi connue sous le nom du
‘Commerce du Bois d’Ebene’, et me souvins, pele méle, de divers données et
statistiques : dix millions d’étres humains, entassés comme des sardines dans
une boite dans les soutes et les ponts des grands voiliers spécialement congus
pour la traite des esclaves, dont un tiers n’étaient méme pas arrivés a destination,
morts de faim et d’épuisement et jetées par-dessus bord, sans méme un linceul
blanc pour couvrir leur nudité, comme des bétes sauvages mortes d’une maladie
contagieuse. Je fus étonné de découvrir que 1’ile elle-méme et la Maison des
Esclaves, située a une centaine de meétres du débarcadere et formée d’un
ensemble carré sur deux étages, ¢taient de dimensions modestes. Je montai
I’escalier, double, en forme d’ailes d’oiseaux (me fit penser a un cygne) de la
cour intérieure et me retrouvai a 1’étage supérieur, ou, dans un petit musée,
¢taient exhibés les horribles instruments de ce sinistre commerce — menottes,
chaines, fers et fouets — et des vieilles photographies jaunies avec le temps dont
le contenu semblait avoir été choisi pour prouver, sans aucun doute possible, que
I’homme est un loup pour I’homme. A cdoté du musée, a ’arrieére du batiment,
une grande véranda donnait sur I’Océan Atlantique qui s’étendait a perte de vue.
La, 1l n’était pas difficile d’imaginer une sceéne qui avait dii se reproduire des
centaines, sinon des milliers, de fois: un grand voilier ayant jet¢ I’ancre a
quelque distance de la coOte, sur lequel était chargée cette malheureuse
marchandise humaine formée de centaines d’esclaves qui sortent 1’'un apres
I’autre de la petite porte a ras du sol de la Maison des Esclaves, et puis
s’avancent, en file indienne, sur la gréve vers des grandes pirogues au bord de
I’eau ; alors que d’autres pirogues chargées d’esclaves glissent sur les flots, les
esclaves eux-mémes tirant sur les rames, un homme blanc debout a la poupe des
embarcations, un fouet a la main ...

Notre visite terminée, nous fimes avec Teresa le tour de la petite ile aux ruelles
étroites ou les voitures sont interdites. Des flamboyants bleus et des
bougainvillées rouges jalonnaient notre parcours, et nous vimes : des hommes
assis a ’ombre devant leurs petites maisons blanchies a la chaux qui buvaient, par
petites gorgées, des tasses de thé fort, tout en discutant et gesticulant ; des enfants
qui jouaient au foot, et qui s’arrétaient pour nous regarder passer ; et des femmes
qui suspendaient du linge et qui pilaient du mil. Non loin du petit port était installé
un marché pour touristes. Nous achetames, aprés avoir aprement marchandé, un
certain nombre de cadeaux — des pagnes, des bracelets et des colliers ... --, avant
de nous asseoir sur un parapet a co6té d’une plage ou beaucoup d’Africains et
quelques Européens—je reconnus une déléguée et un délégué -- se baignaient.
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Deux jeunes filles africaines d’une trés grande beauté attirérent mon attention.
Elles étaient grandes et minces, avaient des formes €panouies, et des grands yeux
noirs en forme d’amende. Elles ne pouvaient pas avoir plus de treize ou quatorze
ans, et elles riaient et jouaient comme des enfants. Je me demandai quel avenir les
attendait, en pensant aux milliers de jeunes femmes qui — en Europe de I’Est,
dans les Balkans, en Thailande et autres pays asiatiques -- tombent dans les
filets de trafiquants mafieux qui sont sans piti¢ et les fournisseurs de réseaux de
prostitution en Europe Occidentale. L’idée que ces deux adorables jeunes filles
africaines pourraient connaitre un destin similaire m’était presque insupportable.

(¢]

A la fin du quart d’heure que nous nous étions donnés pour écrire nos petits
poemes, nous commenc¢dmes a les lire. J’écoutai la musique, qui m’était
particuliérement agréable, de ceux écrits dans une langue que je ne comprenais
pas: Stretti nella vicinanza, uniti dalla pazione ... Maar als het stof gaat liggen ...
Der Staub ist der Staub ... J’avais décidé d’écrire un petit poéme en Hébreu —
c’est une langue que j’ai apprise en Israél durant notre séjour de trois ans dans ce
pays, et que je maitrisais assez bien a la fin de cette période, mais que par la suite,
faute de ’avoir pratiquée suffisamment, j’avais beaucoup oubli¢e. Au lieu d’un
poeme, ce sont les paroles du vieux Sage Hillel qui me vinrent a ’esprit : Im lo
ani, az mi ? Im lo achshav, as matay ? Si pas moi, alors qui? Si pas maintenant,
alors quand ? Je suis toujours €tonné chaque fois que je découvre, qu’en ce qui
concerne les grandes idées, nous n’avons rien inventé, pour ainsi dire, et que
toutes, ou presque, ont été pensées il y a tres trés longtemps. Oui, comme 1’a dit si
bien I’Ecclésiaste dans la Bible, I/ n’y a rien (de vraiment) nouveau sous le soleil
... Apres les avoir lus, nous traduisimes les poémes en Anglais, la seule langue
que tout le monde connaissait plus ou moins bien. Je ne me souviens plus du tout
de ces traductions, mais j’ai noté le poéme qui nous avait le plus impressionné.
C’était celui de James, un poéte Américain qui vit a St. Miguel de Allende, au
Mexique. Le voici -- ainsi que ma traduction frangaise:

1 kept my promise my friends
And kissed the soil on the Island of Gorée
And ate the red dust stuck to my lips

J’ai tenu ma promesse, mes amis
Etj’ai baisé la terre de [’'lle de Gorée
Etj’ai avalé la poussiere rouge collée a mes levres

Zeki Ergas, UNSW/SENU
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POTHOLES

Ivan approaches them with a swagger. Teodora is more hesitant. She slows,
wonders which way to go, stops to let others pass. Not Ivan. He treats them as a
test of skills, swerving smoothly left and right, deftly measuring the angle of
approach, slowing only when confronted by overwhelming odds, and never
coming to a halt.

I am in Bulgaria, and I want to tell you about potholes. Not much of the essence of
life to be found in holes in the road, you may say. I beg to differ, and so certainly
would Teodora and Ivan. When Bulgaria joined the European Union in 2007, it
brought beautiful mountains, sunny beaches, fine food — and the largest
concentration of potholes between the North Cape and Istanbul.

By Potholes, I mean those with a capital P, not the minor cavities you find in our
country. Let’s face it: our highways can’t compete. If there is a hole, it’s an
insignificant exception to an unbroken surface -- at most causing a bump and a
rumble of tyres. Frankly, this is kids’ stuff. In Bulgaria, the holes are adult. They
are male and full of testosterone. Waiting to do you serious harm, without
provocation.

As you approach, a Bulgarian pothole looks much like any other. Almost too late,
you realise it is wider than you thought, and extends two metres ahead. And it is
black. Black because it is deep. Deep, deep down it goes, with jagged sides and a
pool of evil liquid at the bottom. Axle-breaking deep. This is a hole which wins. It
is stronger than you. You move aside, give way, weave and duck, screech the
brakes, endanger oncoming cars with wild manoeuvres. Anything but engage the
pothole in open combat.

Much of a Bulgarian road is thus unusable. Think of a slalom ski race. The skiers
all carve their way along a narrow sinuous track. The rest of the slope is
untouched. It is the same on potholed Bulgarian roads, except the traffic slaloms
both ways on the same track.

As Ivan bowls along an empty road in the middle of the night, he picks the craters
out in his headlights when they are just shadowy spots in the distance. He keeps
his foot on the accelerator, keeping his eyes skinned for stray dogs, police traps —
and the unending challenge of potholes.

So why IS Bulgaria supreme in potholes? Because the criminals in power have

cheated and stolen, and the country has been bled of its wealth, that’s what people
tell you. Nobody repairs the holes because there is no money left. Bulgaria’s long
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history is unfortunate. Practically everything for the last 600 years has gone
wrong, bringing endless misery to the people. At every twist and turn, they seem to
have been manipulated and exploited — by the Turks, the Great Powers, the Nazis,
the Communists, the Mafia.

And now also the European Union. Teodora has spotted the trick. A condition of
Bulgaria’s accession, she says, was to give up its nuclear power station, because it
competed with a French-built plant in Romania. So it seems the EU is
manipulating Bulgaria to benefit the French — and worse still, the Romanians.

So is Teodora against the EU? — We had to join without anybody being able to see
all the terms. — But surely parliament could see the document it approved? — It was
too long. Nobody could read it all. — Do you think the people of the other countries
which ratified accession read the details? — No, but we Bulgarians were not
allowed to have a referendum. — And what would you have voted, if there had
been one? — I’d have voted to join the European Union.

No wonder, when it came to the crunch, that Teodora wanted to join. About the
only road without potholes in Bulgaria was built by the European Union, running
south from the capital for 100 kilometres with four lanes and not a ripple.

One grows tired of the conspiracy theories. The potholes have a life of their own,
and they tell a story -- of fecklessness, neglect and despair. As they proliferate,
they humiliate a once-proud people which is now down on its uppers and despises

itself. The message of the holes is: abandon hope of an ordered life, a better
society or the merest hint of prosperity. They are potholes in the hearts of a people.

As I look into these holes, I do indeed see the essence of life. I look into the abyss.

Marcus Ferrar, UNSW/SENU
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GOGOL AND HIS ASSOCIATES IN GENEVA:

From the History of
How Dead Souls Were Brought to Life

One hundred and seventy years ago a young Ukrainian writer called Mykola
Hohol, who had just made his indelible mark on Russian literature and theatre
under the Russian version of his name, Nikolai Gogol, twice spent a few weeks in
Geneva.

On the first occasion, in 1836, the writer came in search of a suitable temporary
refuge to escape from the controversy in Russia that he had generated with his
theatrical bombshell, The Government Inspector. In it, he had satirized the vanity,
corruption and pettiness pervading Russian officialdom. Although the Emperor,
Nicholas I, had approved the play, it antagonized conservative elements. What
Gogol sought was the creative space in which to begin work on what he already
intended to be his major work — a novel, based on an idea apparently given to him
by Pushkin, to be called Dead Souls. A year later, he stopped off in Geneva again,
and this time, with his work on Dead Souls well-advanced, there was a more
intriguing reason for his stay in the city.

Gogol was not the first, nor the last of the giants of nineteenth Russian literature to
visit Geneva. The city and the region attracted the privileged tourists of the day
not only because of the natural beauty of the location on Lake Geneva between the
Alps and the Jura and because it lay on one of the principal routes from Northern
Europe into Italy. Geneva and the Lac Leman were associated with Voltaire and
Rousseau, and from 1816 onwards also with Byron’s creatively productive sojourn
in this area. As anyone who has walked down Geneva’s ancient Grand Rue can
notice from the memorial plaque at No. 14, the Russian writer and historian
Nikolai Karamzin lived in Geneva from October 1789 to early March 1790. Before
he produced his monumental 12-volume History of the Russian State (1816), he
published a description of his European experiences, including around Lake
Geneva, entitled Letters of a Russian Traveller.

In 1821 Karamzin was followed by the poet and translator Vasily Zhukovsky who
familiarized Russian readers with contemporary European poetry. After a visit to
the Chateau de Chillon, he translated Byron’s celebrated The Prisoner of Chillon
into Russian. Zhukovsky became a very close friend of Pushkin, and from the
early 1830s Gogol regarded him as a mentor and later as a benefactor, too.
Zhukovsky returned to the Lake Geneva region in late 1832 and used Vevey as his
base. The following spring he spent a few days in Geneva again. He meticulously
recorded all his travels in his diaries and later told Gogol about them.
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Lev Tolstoy, who acknowledged the ‘great influence’ of Gogol’s works on his
literary development, spent two weeks in Geneva in April 1857 before moving for
a month to Clarens. He stayed at the Hotel des Bergues and visited his cousin
Countess Alexandra Tolstoy, who was a lady in waiting to the daughter of
Emperor Nicholas I  living at the Villa Bocage. In 1862 and 1863 Fedor
Dostoyevsky passed through Geneva. He had also been greatly influenced by
Gogol’s works, particularly Dead Souls and his short masterpiece ‘The Overcoat’.
In 1867 Dostoyevsky settled in Geneva with his new bride, Anna, and wrote The
Idiot there. The following spring his wife gave birth to a daughter, Sofia, who
lived for less than three months. She was buried in the cemetery at Plainpalais.
Shortly afterwards the devastated parents moved for a while to Vevey.
Dostoyevsky came back to Geneva one more time, in 1874, to visit Sofia’s grave.

Gogol and Dostoyevsky seemed to like Geneva as a city, Zhukovsky less so, but
all of them complained about the cold, winds and rain and, as a result, were drawn
to the kinder microclimate and quiet charm of Vevey. But it was not the Russian
weather that Gogol came to Geneva get away from, but the political and social
climate. He explained in his letters that he wanted to get away from the oppressive
post-Decembrist political and social climate in Russia. Frustrated by his battles
with the censors and what he described as ‘the pitiful condition of a writer in our
country’, Gogol did not want to remain among ‘people born to be slapped in the
face’ and subject to misinterpretation. ‘I see now what it means to be a comic
writer,” he wrote. ‘The smallest trace of truth and they are up against you.” He was
convinced that, like prophets, real writers in Russia would not find the proper
recognition in their homeland and needed to be far away from it. He was not
running away, he explained, but looking for a place with more conducive
conditions to allow him to get over his depression, review his creative projects and
concentrate in peace on writing Dead Souls. Although he told his mother that he
would be away for a year, or a year and a half at most, he let others know that he
expected to be away for a long time, and perhaps not even return to Russia. In fact,
between 1836 and his death in 1852, Gogol was to spend ten years, or half of his
relatively short career as a writer, abroad, and he did not return to Russia again
until three years later.

Gogol left St Petersburg in June 1836 and first travelled through Germany and
then Switzerland. Eventually, having passed through Basel, Berne and Lausanne,
which did not impress him, he reached Geneva in August and spent more than a
month there. He intended to stay in this ‘large and pleasant’ city with the
semblance of a ‘European capital’ until the winter and then decide whether to
move on to Paris or Italy. Gogol was still smarting from his recent experiences in
Russia and in a letter written in Geneva recalled with disgust the ‘vile faces’ he
had had to encounter. He rented a modest room in a pension on the outskirts of the
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city and began to re-read the works of Walter Scott as a preparation for his writing,
taking in some Shakespeare and Moliere as well.

While in Geneva, Gogol followed the example of Karamzin, Byron, Zhukovsky
and many others before him and visited Voltaire’s chateau in Ferney. The former
‘auberge de I’Europe’ had remained a place of literary pilgrimage. Already in
1789 Karamzin had written: ‘Who, being in the republic of Geneva, would not
consider it a pleasant duty to visit Ferney, where the most illustrious writer of our
age lived?” On 27 September it was Gogol’s turn and he reported some of his
impressions in his correspondence. What he did not record, however, is what he
felt on that occasion as a Ukrainian from the Poltava region who less than three
years earlier had announced his intention to write a history of ‘our beloved, poor
Ukraine’ and ‘of the people which acted independently of Russia for almost four
centuries.” On the one hand, he was aware as an author on Ukrainian themes,
including the celebrated historical novel Taras Bulba, that Voltaire in his
celebrated Histoire de Charles XII (1831), in which he related the story of the
Swedish king’s war against Peter the Great that ended in his defeat in 1709 at the
Battle of Poltava, had written: ‘L’Ukraine a toujours aspiré a étre libre.” On the
other, as a Russian citizen, he was also aware that the Ukrainian Cossack leader
Ivan Mazepa who went over to the Swedish side had been branded as a traitor, and
that Pushkin, responding partly to Byron’s poem ‘Mazepa’, who in turn had been
inspired by Voltaire, had condemned the controversial Ukrainian in his poem
‘Poltava’.

Gogol was a very enigmatic character who kept much of what he actually thought
and felt concealed. But while in Geneva and the vicinity he was clearly
determined to leave his trail in more ways than one and to ensure that his friends
knew about it. Gogol informed one of them that at the end of his visit to Voltaire’s
home, without knowing why, he suddenly scratched out his name, presumably on
something somewhere in the garden. He told another friend that he had left a
message for him in Geneva ‘on the monument to Rousseau’. Shortly afterwards
Gogol wrote to Zhukovsky telling him he had carved his name on one of the pillars
in the dungeon in the Chateau de Chillon, near to where Byron and Zhukovsky,
among others, had earlier also inscribed their names. Perhaps one day a Russian
traveller would spot it, Gogol quipped, if an English tourist did not cover it over
with his own contribution. Gogol’s efforts as a serial graffitist have yet to be
researched.

The winds in Geneva were more severe than in St. Petersburg, Gogol claimed, and
were worthy of Irkutsk in Siberia. After a few weeks, the cold weather drove
Gogol away from Geneva to Vevey. After a visit to Mont Blanc, the writer settled
down in the small town that had become a favourite for Russian travellers wanting
to try a local treatment consisting of a diet limited to grapes. In this picturesque
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quiet haven, where he encountered a ‘beautiful’ warm autumn, Gogol managed to
get down to some serious work. In the second half of October he wrote to a friend
that he had resumed the work he had started on Dead Souls in St Petersburg and
had begun writing again. Soon he was informing Zhukovsky: ‘I have redone
everything I had started, re-considered more thoroughly the entire plan and am
now following it confidently, as if it were a chronicle.’

In Vevey, apart from exploring the neighbourhood, every day at three in the
afternoon, Gogol would go to the lake front to see the steamship arrive in the hope
of meeting someone he knew. But the new arrivals seemed to consist only of
‘long-legged Englishmen’. Amusingly, one hundred and twenty or so years later, a
rather short Englishman, and like Gogol a master of the comic genre, would also
find refuge and his final resting place just outside Vevey - Charlie Chaplin.
Ironically, too, the Polish historical writer, Henryk Sienkiewicz, whose novel With
Fire and Sword was seen as a Polish response to Gogol’s Taras Bulba, also spent
his final days in Vevey and died there in 1916.

After a few weeks it got cold in Vevey too and, with the option of heading to Italy
ruled out because of cholera, Gogol went to Paris. On 12 November 1836 he wrote
in a letter to Zhukovsky: ‘The dead ones flow along in a more lively, fresh and
brisk way than in Vevey....I find it funny that I am working on Dead Souls in
Paris....I am completely immersed in Dead Souls.” Gogol, however, did find time
to look around the French capital and to attend theatre and opera performances. But
the highly politicised atmosphere of the revolutionary city was not to his liking.
From Paris he wrote to his Russian friends telling them he had consciously chosen
to distance himself from Russia and its current issues in order to concentrate on
what would be his magnum opus. ‘I have always avoided politics,” he explained,
and ‘like a silent monk...[the poet] lives in the world without belonging to it.’
Curiously though, Gogol nevertheless met quietly with the Polish poet and
revolutionary Adam Mickiewicz who, after the suppression of the Polish revolt of
1831 was officially regarded as an enemy of Russia. According to Mickiewicz’s
colleague, Bohdan Zaleski, they ‘often gathered in the evenings for literary and
political discussions’ and ‘talked most of all about the Russians who were
loathsome to us and to him.’

From Paris, where he learnt about the death of his idol and new friend, Pushkin,
Gogol moved in March 1837 to Rome. It was virtually a case of ‘Paradise Found’:
the writer fell in love with the ancient city and announced that he had finally found
the idyllic place he had been looking for. In the summer he travelled to Germany
to various health spas and on his way back to Italy, stopped off in September in
Geneva for a little over a month. In his correspondence, which he knew would be
checked, Gogol complained that he was bored being stuck in the Swiss city. But a
close friend who was also there later disclosed that in Geneva Gogol had more
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meetings with Mickiewicz, who was soon to be appointed a professor of literature
in Lausanne. A year later, writing from Lyon, Gogol expressed regret that he was
not able to travel through Geneva again because this would have enabled him to
meet Mickiewicz once more. Gogol was eventually to have a third meeting with
Mickiewicz, in the summer of 1843 in Karlsruhe, after Dead Souls had been
published. Why did the ‘Russian’ writer take such a risk, and did he discuss only
literature and religion with the living symbol of Poland’s defiant spirit?

Publicly, Gogol was not interested in assuming the role of a dissident, let alone
open foe of the tsarist regime and serfdom. Although in The Government
Inspector he had come across as a critic of the existing social order, an impression
that was reinforced by Dead Souls, he was by nature conservative, and became
increasingly so after its publication in 1842. Partly this was out of personal
conviction based on his own social background and the fact that his own family
had serfs; partly it stemmed from his apolitical stance and preoccupation with
literature, art and spiritual values. But he also became increasingly dependent
financially both on friends associated with the autocratic establishment and
Russian Slavophilism, as well as the Emperor himself and other members of the
Imperial family, and on high-level patronage to get his works past the censorship.

Gogol’s satirical portrayal of the condition of the Russia Empire in Dead Souls was
negative, and the very title seemed to question the morality of serfdom. Initially, in
Moscow in early 1842, the censors forbade the book. Gogol therefore re-submitted
it in St Petersburg and appealed to the Tsar to give his blessing. Eventually, a
more liberal censor, Alexander Nikitenko, who was a literary scholar by profession
and a Ukrainian by background, and who was secretly opposed to serfdom,
authorized publication, albeit with some cuts. He even wrote a personal letter to
Gogol congratulating him on his brilliant achievement, acknowedging the depth,
perspicacity, realism and humour of the work. ‘Don’t forget that the human being
in your censor is devoted with all his soul to you and able to understand you.” The
letter was written on 1 April 1842 but from this particular censor’s candid diaries
and track record, he cannot be suspected of joking.

Gogol’s abrupt transformation in the mid-1840s into a public panegyrist for the
autocratic  tsarist system, complete with serfdom, Russian Orthodox
fundamentalism, and messianism, shocked, bewildered and alienated many of his
admirers. One of them, Alexander Herzen, an outstanding Russian revolutionary
and intellectual figure, who first arrived in Geneva in 1849, and subsequently
became a Swiss citizen, passed this judgement on him:

Gogol lifted one corner of the curtain and showed us Russian officialdom

in all its ugliness: but Gogol cannot help conciliating one with his
laughter; his enormous comic talent gets the upper hand of his
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indignation. Moreover, in the fetters of the Russian censorship he could
scarcely touch upon the melancholy side of that foul underworld, in which
the destinies of the miserable Russian people are forged.*

An eccentric and ultimately lonely genius, famed for his wicked humour and
penetrating satire, Gogol became in effect a dull religious mystic and died in agony
that was largely self-induced though fasting at the age of 43 - a tormented soul
who had apparently lost his way.

A number of other visitors from Russia in the nineteenth century to Geneva
connected to Gogol should be mentioned. These are other Ukrainians, or
Ukrainophiles, who, like him, made their names as co-opted ‘Russians’. They
include the Romantic poet, translator, and folklorist, Amvrosiy Metlynsky (1814-
1870), who wrote in Ukrainian and Russian and spent his last years in Geneva, and
Marko Vovchok, the pseudonym of Mariya Vilinska (1833-1907), a prose writer in
Ukrainian and Russian. She visited Geneva in the early 1860s. Vovchok promoted
humanist and feminist ideas, opposed national and social oppression, especially
serfdom, and won the admiration and friendship of the Ukrainian national poet
Taras Shevchenko (1814-1861), Herzen, Ivan Turgenev, and other contemporary
luminaries.  The first prominent exponent of modern Ukrainian nationalism,
Mykhailo Drahomanov, also from the Poltava region, settled as an exile in Geneva
in 1876 and ran a democratic printing press there. He acknowledged Gogol’s
achievement as a classic of Russian literature, but also emphasized the importance
of his early works in helping to stimulate a Ukrainian national reawakening.

Finally, one other visitor to Geneva deserves to be mentioned in this context. In
May 1876 the censor Nikitenko, who had acted as a sympathetic bureaucratic
midwife at the delivery of Dead Souls, and had also secretly been appalled by
Gogol’s sycophancy, came to the city and retraced the author’s steps. He too paid
his homage to Voltaire, whom Gogol had later rejected as a godless libertine, and
acknowledged in his diary the great debt that Europe owed to the Patriarch of
Ferney both in the ‘intellectual and civic’ spheres. Fifteen years earlier, on 5
March 1861, Nikitenko had recorded his happiness when the Manifesto on the
Emancipation of Serfs in Russia was published. Together with his friends, he had
toasted the historic occasion with champagne. All this would have been enough to
make Gogol turn in his grave. And legend has it that he was buried alive, and may
well have done. But that is another story.

Bohdan Nahajlo, UNHCR

* Alexander Herzen, My Past and Thoughts, The Memoirs of Alexander Herzen, Los Angeles and
California: University of California Press, 1982, p, 185. See also Mikhail Chichkine, La Suisse
russe, translated by Maryline Fellous, Fayard 2007.
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SUMMIT OF EVEREST:
SIR EDMUND HILLARY (1919-2008)

News of Sir Edmund Hillary’s death on 11 January 2008 quickly spread through
the world media as did many condolences and tributes paid to ‘a great man’. New
Zealand’s Prime Minister characterised ‘Sir Ed’ as the quintessential kiwi, a Maori
word originating from the mid-nineteenth century and informally used for a New
Zealander. Leading the official tribute at his State Funeral, she described him as a
great inspiration and wonderful role model for generations.

From his home base in Auckland, ‘Sir Ed’ ventured far and wide with pioneering
Alpine mountain and polar explorations and has left an important philanthropic
legacy in Nepal.

Beekeeper to World Explorer

Sir Edmund’s autobiography Nothing Venture, Nothing Win, was published in
1975. It contributes to a long bibliography and extensive reference library
available in an era where exploration, travel, tourism and the internet have shrunk
our world into a near global village.

He suffered personal tragedy in 1975 when his wife Louise and daughter Belinda,
at sixteen, were killed in a small plane crash on take-off near Kathmandu. He
married the widow of a close friend who was killed in a plane crash in
Antarctica.Their home base remained in Auckland.

Widely honoured in New Zealand and around the world, he has been the subject of
a major Television New Zealand documentary, several books and is consistently
lauded in the world’s media. Public places, streets, schools and organisations
around New Zealand and the world are named after him; and since 1990 he has
been the only New Zealander to appear on a bank note during his life time.

Summit of Everest

Named after Sir George Everest (1790-1866), British surveyor general of India,
Mount Everest, on the border between Nepal and Tibet, is in the highest peak of
the vast Himalayan range rising between the Ganges basin and the Tibetan plateau.
At a height of 8,848 m. or 29,028 ft. Mount Everest is the highest mountain in the
world.

On 29 May 1953, two members of the British expedition led by Colonel John

Hunt, mountaineer and explorer Sir Edmund (Percival) Hillary and Nepalese
Sherpa Tenzing Norgay were first to reach the summit of Mount Everest. They
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were decorated and celebrated around the world but typically a modest ‘Sir Ed’
attributed success to the efforts of the expedition team which had permitted him
and his companion to reach the summit where others, before them, had failed.

An iconic quotation chronicled in the annals of climbing was said by Sir Edmund
Hillary to an Everest expedition member, George Lowe. Waiting on the South Col
with a thermos, Lowe called “How did you do?” “Well George, we've knocked
the bastard off!”

Tenzing Norgay (1914-86) later became a director at the Himalayan
Mountaineering Institute, Darjeeling. Sir Edmund Hillary was appointed New
Zealand High Commissioner to India, Nepal and Bangladesh, serving in New
Delhi between 1984 and 1988. He attended the funeral ceremony of his
mountaineer companion, Tenzing Norgay.

Sir Edmund Hillary (1919-2008)

Born on 20 July 1919 into an old established farming family, his paternal
grandmother was Irish. His mother was a school teacher who tried to foster
Edmund’s education. He grew up in Auckland as a shy and awkward boy who
didn’t mix well and was happy taking long walks and roaming in the hills of his
home area where he often dreamed of travel and adventure.

He discontinued his studies to work with his father as a beekeeper. This summer
job allowed him time to climb mountains in the winter. All his life he described
himself as an ‘apiarist’ and remained in partnership with his brother in the
business. He never liked to be known as a hero, preferring to be called “Ed” and
considering himself an ordinary beekeeper.

In 1951, with fellow climbers, he embarked on an expedition to the Gharwhal
Himalaya. By then he had become an experienced climber in both the New
Zealand and European Alps. Known as a living legend and the world’s greatest
living explorer, this ‘colossus of Everest’ continued to inspire awe among other
mountaineers. Climbing Everest could have been the pinnacle of his career, but Sir
Edmund Hillary continued to go on expeditions always breaking new ground.

In 1958 following the footsteps of Sir Robert Falcon Scott (1868-1912), in the
Commonwealth Trans-Antarctic Expedition he led an expedition riding tractors
across the Antarctica to reach the South Pole, a world’s first by motorised vehicle.
As role model, he was known to admire Sir Ernest Henry Shackelton (1874-1922)
'as a tough man and very good leader".

In the fifties and sixties he made another half dozen Himalayan ascents. In 1960
he embarked on a much publicised expedition to find the mysterious Abominable

23



Snowman or yeti, a ‘little man-like animal’, said to live in the highest part of the
Himalayas.

In 1968 he drove jet boats up the violent rapids of Nepalese rivers. In 1977 he
journeyed by jet boat to the source of the Ganges river and in 1979 he published
From the Ocean to the Sky, an account of his expedition from the mouth of the
Ganges to its source in the Himalayas.

Legacy in Nepal

‘Sir Ed” became a tireless fundraiser and worker for education and health projects
in Nepal. Starting with building of a three-roomed school, he established the
Himalayan Trust Foundation that expanded and developed to help the Nepalese
construct clinics, hospitals and more schools. He also raised funds to build bridges
and two airfields. Over the next decades his fundraising helped to set up almost
thirty schools, two hospitals and a dozen medical clinics under his supervision.
This work led to his appointment as the New Zealand High Commissioner in 1984.

He became interested in environmental and humanitarian causes making immense
contributions to the social and economic development for the mountain people of
Nepal. A ‘giant of a man’ over six feet tall, the Nepalese call him Burra - Sahib
‘big in stature, big in heart’. In 2003 he was granted honorary citizenship of Nepal
on the fiftieth anniversary of his greatest climb.

In his words ... “I don’t know if I particularly want to be remembered for
anything. I have enjoyed great satisfaction from my climb of Everest and my trips
to the poles. But there’s no doubt either that my most worthwhile things have been
the building of schools and medical clinics. That has given me more satisfaction
than a footprint in the mountain.”

Death and State Funeral

Sir Edmund Hillary died from heart failure on 11 January 2008 aged 88. His State
Funeral in Auckland cathedral was held on 22 January 2008. Flags were at half
mast on government and public buildings and at Scott Base. The funeral ceremony
was transmitted to many countries and beamed live to Scott Base in Antarctica in
poignant tribute to his last visit in 2007.

His casket was draped in the national flag and public respect was paid by
Maoris and Sherpas including the sonof Tenzing Norgay. As one of the great
twentieth century adventurers ‘Sir Ed’ is mourned in New Zealand and Nepal and
by legions of his admirers around the world.

Ita Marguet, ILO, retired
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MARTIN BODMER MUSEUM
COLOGNY, GENEVA

For those of you who love books - particularly rare books - as well as - scrolls,
letters, manuscripts and ‘objets d'art’ representing more than 3,000 years of
history, Geneva's magnificent Martin Bodmer Foundation,
(www.foundationbodmer.org) located in the low-lying emerald green hills of
Cologny, is now the proud owner of the highly publicized Lost Gospel of Judas.

The May 2006 edition of National Geographic Magazine* devotes a well-
researched essay to the intriguing story of this Gospel’s resurrection and its
restoration.

My daughter and I visited the museum on opening day. In fact, we were, I'm
pleased to say, the first two people from the paying public ever to set eyes on this
incredible piece of history. We also had the great privilege of meeting the lady
responsible for its meticulous restoration. Since it was opening day, we were privy
to a television interview she was giving.

It was all very exciting, more so because the museum also houses the Greek
papyrus of the Gospel of St. John as well as the Coptic parchment of the Gospel of
St. Matthew.

As one walks past the ultra-clean glass cabinets in which each book is displayed,
the spot lights in this rather small museum, fade and illuminate the passage way
using ulta-modern technology, making the experience of seeing something so old,
not only appear timeless but also surreal.

We were mesmerised by:

- a rare manuscript of Geoffrey Chaucer's Canterbury Tales;

- William Shakespeare's first edition of Sonnets;

- second edition of A Midsommer Nights Dreame (bearing the seal of the
city of Geneva 1606) and Romeo and Juliet,;

- Aldous Huxley's Brave New World (another fantastic surprise!);

- a signed manuscript of a list of the New Year's gifts given by Elizabeth 1

to  her courtiers, 1599-1600;

- John Milton's Paradise Lost;

*(www.nationalgeographic.com/lostgospel)
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- important works by Albert Einstein, Marie Curie, Isaac Newton and
- Charles Darwin, similarly displayed in sparkling cabinets lit with tiny
spots.

When we set our eyes on the first edition of Charles Dickens's Oliver Twist, we
were like kids in a sweet shop, excited, delighted -- ‘please, Sir, I want some
more!’

Then, the creme de la creme, Lewis Carroll's Alice in Wonderland: This rare first
edition was rejected by Carroll because of the poor typographic quality of the
engravings and the 2000 copies, of which fewer than 20 appear to have survived,
were tragically burned.

Before leaving, you may wish to visit the little shop selling cards and posters at the
entrance of the Bodmer Foundation. We bought a unique Alice in Wonderland
card which took us back, way back to 1865.

When you exit, go up to the manicured gardens of the museum overlooking Lake
Geneva, where there are breathtaking views of the city, and the most famous
landmark of all, the obelisk of Geneva, the majestic Jet d'eau. This is a visit one
should not miss.

Vatsala Virdee, UNHCR

Francois Hirsch, Geneva, 2008. Photo by C. Mallet-Cachat.
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AN UNSUNG HERO

"Plastic jug ... is it a jerry can, meant for gasoline or other
liquid fuels, or some common type of household container?

He uses the two interchangeably."

This is just one of the many quandries
that translator Francgois Hirsch
recently faced while crafting the
French translation for Cormac
McCarthy's 2007 Pullitzer Prize-
winning novel The Road. Indeed, it
was hard to tell from the original text,
which sometimes read like screen
direction for a movie, but I tried to
help Frangois puzzle out the meaning
as best I could. The translation, once
finished, was published by Editions
de I'Olivier and promptly became a
bestseller =~ among  Francophone
readers.

No stranger to linguistic challenges,
this lovable polyglot septuagenarian,
born in 1925 in Paris, has translated
most of McCarthy's novels to date,
including No Country for Old Men,
(Non, ce pays n'est pas pour le vieil
homme) which served as the basis for
the film of the same name that just
swept the Academy Awards. A
familiar face in the Palais des
Nations, where he has devoted many
long and arduous years to recasting
UN documents in his peerless French,

he is also a largely unsung hero of the
literary world: Over the course of his
long career, he has made works by
many notable non-French authors
accessible to the French-speaking
readership.* Among these are five
novels by Milan Kundera, including
The Unbearable Lightness of Being
(L'insoutenable légereté de I'étre),
which he translated from the Czech,
and a selection of poems by Ossip
Mandelstam, published under the title
Tristeza in the collection Poésie/
Gallimarde.

As I flip through La Route, fresh from
the printers, I see that Frangois, with
his typical humility and generosity,
has included a list of people he would
like to thank and, despite the minimal
nature of my contribution, my name
appears among them. Now, on behalf
of all those who have had the
privilege to know and work with him,
and all those who have benefited from
the doors he has opened into the
literary world, I would like to say :
Thank you, Francois.

Karin Kaminker, UNOG

*http://www librairiedialogues.fi/biblio.php?auteur=Fran%C3%A 7o0is+Hirsch



THROUGH LOVE AND INTO WAR

Geneva and the Palais des Nations
seen through Cohen’s Belle du Seigneur

The huge (1,110 page) and hugely ambitious novel Belle du Seigneur is
often cited as one of the greatest pieces of Swiss and also European literature.
Belle also has a strong claim to the front ranks of romantic writing, although some
label it anti-romantic. The Académie frangaise awarded the work its Grand Prix du
Roman in 1968 after author Albert Cohen laboured 30 years on the text. His
perfectionism weaves a tight fabric that is not easily rent.

A long, elaborate and often stream-of-consciousness affair, Belle du
Seigneur unfolds against the background of the routine status-chasing, promotion-
hunting and careerism of the petty souls in administration at the League of
Nations, the UN’s predecessor in Geneva.

Watching the image of the United Nations in popular artistic productions,
exasperation is often punctuated by surprise — the films North by Northwest and
The Interpreter come to mind — where the image and feel of UN life is often
fleeting and contradictory (Do people here really talk/look like that?).

In Belle, by contrast, the details and the tone of Palais life - the whish of
crisp memos passing in leather briefcases through the halls, and whispers about
missions to exotic capitals - permeates the text. Cohen also vividly portrays the
social network of 1930s Geneva, especially the elite Cologny dinner parties and
their myriad complexities. A novel of detail and minutiae, it is not a quick read and
never facile, despite its comic walk-ons. Cohen employs fools like Shakespeare, to
lighten and advance the plot, between all the heavier characters and themes. All in
all, a novel that is firmly rooted in the past yet vividly present.

The Palais, then ...

Albert Cohen actually worked at the League of Nations in the Palais des
Nations, and hence knows of what he speaks. He portrays an ambitious, apple-
polishing senior civil servant, Adrien Deume, who aspires through his memos to
establish himself as an “A”; he goes through the motions of concern for the
broader world, but is mostly fascinated by petty status-markers.

Deume tries to act out all synonyms for obsequious -- abject, overeager,

uncritical. He is puppy-doggish in his reverence for authority and eager for a pat
on the head from higher-ups. He is enthralled with daily fascination for his stapler,
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his rug and desk, his non-leather (soon leather?) couch, the view he enjoys from
his Palais window, even the way his jacket hangs crisply in the office closet.

A master of petty delay, diplomatic absence and feigned oubli, Deume
quietly watches all his colleagues and competitors and calculates the best time to
present his reports. He measures the pithy comment that can best accompany his
signature as a signed document heads into the Out box. He carefully weighs when
and how he can schedule a meeting, one which will cast him in the best light. In
preparation, he practices his small talk, and prepares for the ever-daring dinner
invitations he feels he must proffer to move up in the hierarchy.

Finally, bonanza! -4 mission! And not just any mission, one to the Near
East. There, Deume can bounce from capital to capital and from hotel to court to
imperial drawing room, while all the while his wife back in Geneva is carrying on
a torrid, all-embracing affair.

Love and exile...

The core of the novel is a voracious love affair between Ariane Deume, the
cosseted daughter of a very Protestant Geneva family, who has never faced any
risk or want, and the ambitious deputy Secretary-General of the League of Nations,
who is also Jewish and must endure fears and phobias in the 1930s that she cannot
imagine.

Ariane, married to the bored and detached fonctionnaire Adrien, is trapped
in a life of banal social-climbing in Geneva, with its vivid social taboos. She soon
becomes triangularly linked to Adrien’s superior, the very haut fonctionnaire
Solal.

Ariane, one critic noted, is a “fervent follower of the god Appearance”, and
long hours of her many baths and manicures are detailed by Cohen, often in
preparation for her social apogee, meeting with lover Solal.

Solal, meanwhile, is a brooding and complicated charmer, much less placid
than he appears in his hotel-suite home, and is full of gnawing wants.

The writer Cohen combs through the topography of receptions, the social
guest list, and all the myriad household accoutrements needed to keep up in the
ambitious Geneva bourgeoisie: the plateware, cutlery and caterers, the number,
order and quantity of dinner courses (hilariously overdone for Solal’s first,
cancelled visit), and the flowers and cards that must follow the event. All
intricately described.
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Finally, Solal and Ariane make off, leaving Geneva and settling in “exile”
from the world, with unspecified yet apparently unlimited funds (Solal has been
fired for politically outspoken criticism of League policy towards German
refugees).

They take refuge in successive Riviera hotels before finding a well-
appointed private hideaway nearby. This cocoon soon leads to the exhaustion of
their “total passion”; they asphyxiate themselves in their need to be perfect. The
novel carries many echoes of unsatisfied and disastrous love affairs, from Madame
Bovary to Anna Karenina. It ends not with a bang but a whimper.

Belle du Seigneur sometimes leaves readers gasping for breath, but

Cohen breaks his long monologues and free-form ruminations with comic insight.
Still, as a carefully observed romance narrative, it is hard to match.

David Winch, UNOG

“The Sphinxes of the Disarmament Conference”. Caricature drawing by Derso
and Kelen. Menu for the “Déjeuner de la presse a 1’occasion de la Conférence
du Désarmement, 23 avril 1932. Reproduced from: Representing Humanity:
The Art Collection at the United Nations Office at Geneva, UNOG, 2001
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WHAT PLACE NAMES TELL US

Alabama, Alaska, Algonquin, Allegheny, Apache, Appalachian, Appomattox, Arizona,
Arkansas, Biloxi, Canada, Cayuga, Chatanooga, Chautauqua, Chepanoc, Cherokee,
Chesapeake, Cheyenne, Chicago, Chickasaw, Colusa, Connecticut, Cree, Dakota,
Delaware, Detroit, Erie, Huron, Idaho, lllinois, lowa, Iroquois, Kansas, Kentucky,
Klondike, Lillooet, Malibu, Manhattan, Manitoba, Massachusetts, Merrimac, Miami,
Miccosukee, Michigan, Micmac, Milwaukee, Minnesota, Mississippi, Missouri, Mohawk,
Mohegan, Mohican, Monache, Montauk, Muscogee, Nanaimo, Nantucket, Napa,
Narragansett, Navajo, Nebraska, Niagara, Ohio, Okanagan, Okeechobee, Oklahoma,
Omaha, Oneida, Ontario, Ottawa, Pensacola, Penticton, Peoria, Pequot, Poconos,
Pontiac, Potomac, Quebec, Roanoke, Saratoga, Saskatchewan, Saskatoon, Savannah,
Sequoia, Seminole, Shawnee, Shenandoah, Shoshone, Sioux, Sonoma, Squamish,
Susquehanna, Tacoma, Tahoe, Tallahassee, Tecumseh, Tennessee, Texas, Topeka,
Toronto, Tucson, Tuscaloosa, Tuscarora, Tuskegee, Utah, Wabash, Wichita, Winnimac,
Winnipeg, Wisconsin, Wyoming, Yosemite, Yukon, Yuma — what language do these
sonorous names speak? What message do they convey to us?

Each and every name means something in the native languages of North America,
silent vestiges of the First Nations who lived and prospered in these lands. In the
Algonquian language, Manhattan is an “isolated thing in water”; Saratoga means
“springs from the hillside” in Mohawk; Kentucky is the “land of tomorrow” in
Iroquoian; Minnesota refers to “sky-tinted water” in Dakotan. Anthropologists
estimate that some ten million human beings inhabited North America when their
homeland was “discovered” by the Europeans. This vast continent was theirs, full
of villages, wigwams, children playing, laughter and life.

What do Chapultepec, Chichen Itza, Machu Picchu and Tikal tell us? That south of
the Rio Grande the continent was populated by millions of human beings, perhaps
as many as 60 million. Their land was not ferra nullius. We can still recognize the
Aztec, the Maya, the Inca, the Quechua in the populations of Central and South
America. From the writings of the Dominican friars Bartolomé de las Casas and
Antonio de Montesinos we have learned that the Arawacs, the Siboneyes and
Tainos were massacred and enslaved.

How many indigenous lives were extinguished by the European colonizers and
“christianizers” of the Americas (migrants with the sword)? Demographers place
the figure at around twenty million. Some even higher. In what was perhaps the
greatest man-made demographic catastrophe in the long history of mankind, all
these forgotten peoples went the way of the smoke and clouds, blown with the

wind.
Alfred de Zayas, OHCHR, retired
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HUMAN RIGHTS AND THE MEDIA

Stand up and fight for your rights! One should not forget that, if it were not for the
efforts of those who had gone before, the world would be an altogether different
place than it is today. We need only mention the names of Martin Luther King and
Nelson Mandela among those who fought for justice and opposed racism ...

And yet the problem persists. Not long ago the UN Special Rapporteur,
Mr Doudou Diene, drew our attention to the fact that racism is a phenomenon that
is growing all over the planet, no matter what continent, no matter what country ...

Who are the ones to blame ? The questions are numerous and the answers few. On
the one hand, you have the populist political parties who tend to promote these
ideas ; on the other, there are those listening to them and believing them. Nature
abhors a vacuum, and racism abhors an empty mind and pours in to fill it.
However, I presume that we all have our share of responsibility.

"Do not put people in boxes. Generalization is a dangerous thing that I do
everything I can to avoid", an old friend told me a long time ago-while recounting
his experiences of the Second World War. At that time, when many Norwegians
were seeking refuge in Sweden, "when a Norwegian did a silly thing, all the
Norwegians were accused of being bad, even if it wasn't the case." In each society,
in each country there are good people and bad - but it is always easier to highlight
the negative side than to praise the positive.

The day I told some of my friends that I was off to Khartoum, Sudan, several of
them advised me to be particularly careful. The recommendations were numerous
and well intended, but what they had seen on TV had given them the impression
that it was one of the most dangerous places in the world. The reality I found in
Khartoum was far from what I had expected. So the media too have to assume part
of the responsibility.

Television, for instance, has a strong impact. People tend to think: "I have seen it
on TV and therefore it must be true..." During the big strikes in France in 1996,
Pierre Bourdieu denounced the power of TV after having been invited to a
television show where most of what he said was cut. The implications for Bordieu
were catastrophic as not only his neutrality as a well-known scientist was
questioned but he was also labeled as a communist. One would assume after seeing
the interview as it was broadcast on television that he was supporting the strike -
something he never did. The only thing he had tried to do was to give his
sociologist's explanation. Later, he wrote a book denouncing the power of the
media, saying that one should always bear in mind that the editor, the journalist
and finally the owner of the TV stations could manipulate the images. We should
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be aware that we will always see the images from the perspective of each of these
persons, and therefore it may not necessarily reflect reality.

Recently InfoSud, a Geneva-based alternative news agency, launched a campaign
to denounce the economic pressure that was put on journalists in order to sell the
"news", and that this was in fact hampering the neutrality of the journalists and the
profession as a whole. The people working in InfoSud told me : "It we do not do it,
nobody else will", So let us hope that people will wake up and learn to analyse
what they see on TV or read in the press. Perhaps it will give many of us a better
understanding of what is going on...

Marit Fosse, UN Press Corps

Drawing by Christian Flamm, OCHA
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KING OF HEARTS

Henry Amador (1952-2007) In Memoriam

What a tragedy for a non driver to be killed by a car. What a tragedy period.
That’s how I felt when I first received the shocking news of Henry’s untimely
death as a result of an auto accident -- on top of it while he was waiting to board a
bus!

Henry, [ remember you when you came to my house some years ago in New
Jersey and on your way to your brother Xavier’s, and you told us that you were
planning to find a ”Cubanita” like your tia Carmela, my mom, and be happy
forever after! What a diplomat you were! For you had a lovely mother too, my
aunt Maria Cristina, “Titi”... We were the same age, so I felt this even closer to
home, one day I thought I could run into you at any moment, and the next you
were gone. To think that this could happen to anybody, it makes me think of that
song by that master singer, Sting: ” How fragile we are ™...

The 1966 movie King of Hearts, though not about Jesus, is about a mental
hospital near Verdun, France, in wartime. While the battling armies are destroying
the entire town around it, the patients, released by the holes in the walls, and led by
a tall dashing figure not unlike that of Henry, organize a parade through the
smoking ruins, with joy and laughter. That’s what you are to me, Henry: King of
Hearts.

Rafael V.G. Rodriguez, UNSW/SENU
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SIR LOUIS S’EN VA

Un couple senior.

L’homme, Sir Louis, porte une veste ringarde, une écharpe nouée autour du
cou, genre dandy en déclin.

Lily, sa femme, maquillée et stylée, évoque une  belle fanée,
danseuse/comédienne d’antan.

1ls entrent en scéne sur des pas de valse.

Des accrochages. Agacée des maladresses de son époux, Lily s’arréte.

Lily - (Sentant le pied de sir Louis sur le sien) Aie, ouy, Louis, attention, tu me
marches sur les doigts de pieds ! Danse comme il faut! Je te I’ai dit mille
fois...

Louis - Mais oui, mais oui! J’essaye, Lily! Ah la valse... Si on faisait ...
Comment dire? Une milonga? C’est plus actuel, plus simple. (/Is
recommencent a danser)

Lily - Darling, mais pourquoi t’es toujours aussi maladroit, hum ? Structure tes
pas! Ferme apres le deuxieme gancho! (Montrant) On s’arréte en se
regardant, on se balance doucement et ensuite on enchaine avec le pas de
base.

Louis - Oui, oui, pardonne-moi, darling, j’oublie toujours les regles du jeu ! C’est
que ... enfin ... aujourd’hui je te sens un peu lourde...

Lily - Lourde, moi ? C’est toi le lourdaud, darling! Ben, oui, c’est toi!
(Déclamatoire) Nitu mincis, ni tu grossis, mais le tango tu ne 1’as jamais
appris ! Ni méme la valse ! C’est nul, t’es nul !

Louis - Tu te répetes, Lily ! Je fais ce que je peux ! Je voulais danser correctement
mais... (Il s’arréte, tourne le dos) Bon, on arréte le tango ! Maintenant
vas-y, toi, darling, allez vas-y ! Fais ton charleston ! Défonce-toi ! Je te
regarderai...

Lily danse le charleston, se tord le genou, va s’asseoir en boitillant.

Lily - Aie, le genou ! (Accusant Louis) Ca me tord le ventre. Darling, il ne fallait
pas me pousser a faire du charleston... ah non! Il ne fallait pas'!
Evidemment Monsieur ne maitrise pas le tango... Dr. Charles 1’avait bien
dit, s’abstenir de tout mouvement brusque, brutal ! Charleston, niet! Du
tango, da, da ! Cool, soft, sweet ... T’as oublié, n’est-ce pas? Tu me portes
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malheur, Louis ! On ne peut plus rien faire avec toi ! Tout dégringole, nos
actions sont en chute libre, les guichets ferment ...

Louis - Chut, calmos, darling ! Finie la comédie ! Tu t’affoles pour rien ! Ton
genou ce n’est pas la premiere fois, ¢a va passer, comme d’habitude. Je
t’apporterai le «saint» baume ...

Lily - Mais, dépéche-toi ! Biystro Biystro! Si tu me voyais comme je suis, Si tu
me sentais, si tu m’écoutais, si ...

Louis - Ne reviens pas sur ces homélies, darling, je... je .. I beg you! On a fait
tant de choses ensemble. Tu rouspetes parce que t’es plus trés bien dans ta
peau! C’est normal ! Parfaitement hormonal ! Une maniére de passer tes
crises sur les autres Quelle rude épreuve pour ton pauvre genou! Ah le
baume magique... Ne sais plus ou on I’a mis? Tu saurais ... ? T’as aussi
besoin d’un drink. Je vais t’en chercher un ....

Lily - Vite, vite le baume magistrature !

Louis - Non, non, Lily, le pere Borgniol. Le baume du tigre, le machin truc
suédois... Oui, J’y vais ... mais ou est-ce? Dans I’armoire de la salle de
bain ou chambre a coucher ?

Lily se léve péniblement. Fait quelques pas de danse en gémissant et finit par
monter sur une table (ou chaise) pour faire I’actrice.

Lily - Attends, Louis ! Regarde-moi d’abord avant de courir comme un lapin ! Tu
te rappelles la chanson ? Boom, boum boom, Boom ! Ca commengait par :
« que je t’aime (en chantant de plus en plus fort et faux), je t’ai aimé, ai
voulu t’aimer n’ai pas pu t’aimer..., ne t’aimerai non plus, ne fusse qu’un
instant, bien que toi tu m’aimasses tant, méme sans objet, ni raison... Mon
amoureux d’antan... da di di da, da, di di da.

Louis - Chut, Lily ! Assez ! Ta voix déraille, ta ...

Lily - (Au public) Vous vous souvenez de Mai 81, n’est-ce pas ? L’important c’est
la rose ! Les années Mitterrand ! Dans la vérité, la justice et 1’élan des
trente-cinq heures gagnantes !

Louis - Tu t’excites trop, darling ! Tu vas tomber !

Lily - La gauche plurielle, les nouveaux décibels...
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Louis - Emasculée, vidée ! Stop, darling! T’es une actrice Lily, mais pourquoi
farfouiller dans le passé, le présent, les politiques ? Tout ¢a est derriere toi,
derriére nous! Discours et prises de pouvoir, le verbe envahissant et les
actes manqués, les maquillés démasqués, cosmétiques et miséres ...

Lily - Un pink Martini ! La panthére qui bondit! En avant dans un monde ...
(ensemble avec Louis) globalisé ...

Louis - Pas si fort, nisi vite, Lily ! Soit zen... cool!

Lily - Aie! Aie! On ne va pas s’arréter 1a, darling, pas comme ¢a ! Le pere
Deleuze et I’autre...

Louis - Guattari, mais oui... Guattari ...
Lily - Ils ont dit : je désire, j’y vais, je fonce ...

Louis - Pas du tout, darling ! Mais passons ! Economise tes forces, c’est tout ce
que je te demande ! Je veux dire ... tes jours, les miens, les ndtres sont
comptés, comptabilisés | Nous sommes ... nous serons des fossiles! A
peine quelques traces invisibles, illisibles sur une planc¢te de hasard, d’une
galaxie de banlieue - que personne ne regardera... ni ne verra...qui
s’effaceront avec le temps, disparaitront sous la loupe ....

Lily - (tapotant la téte de sir Louis) Parle pour toi, espéce de fossile grande
gueule en train de fabriquer des amalgames débiles ! Une battante comme
moi, fossilisée ? (Elle rit) Comment tu oses ? (Au public) C’est de I’intox !
Qu’elle creve ou non, la Lily beauty restera sur I’avant scene ! Oh Ia, 1a,
¢a recommence... tu me fais déraper, Louis ! Je me sens glisser ...patiner
alors que les lois sont de mon coté....

Louis - Non, ne chute pas darling ! (Il I'aide a descendre de la chaise ou table).
Non, niet! Une étoile comme toi qui brille sous les projos d’un opéra
comique en permanence ne s’éteindra jamais. D’accord, je suis d’accord
mais ...

Lily - Il avait de la classe, le Russe, et de la volya, 1’ex-soviétique, le pére Gorbi !
Une tache indélébile sur le front. L’homme de la pereistroika! Avec une
belle femme rousse a ses bras ...

Louis - Pareils, ils sont tous pareils, méme si ils ne se ressemblent pas ! Appétit

féroce, amuse-gueule et cinoche ! Au final rien que de I’amertume ! Plus
de reperes dans un monde chaotique. Les terres qui s’enfoncent, les
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glaciers qui fondent. Méme le soleil chauffe trop.

Lily - Arréte, Louis ! Avec ta politicaillerie de bas étage, tu casses mes images,
les wvirtuelles, et encore mes projections subliminales! Ca sent les
chiottes, ta nostalgie ! Les grands boulevards déserts ! Retournez-vous !
Bouchez-vous le nez ! (Elle tourne sur elle-méme).

Louis - Non, Lily, non ! Du politicum. Comme de la poudre blanche. La poudre
aux yeux ! Le sens de notre existence! Tu n’as rien compris! Tu ne
comprendras jamais ! J’irai te chercher a boire ...

Lily - Et le baume. Tu oublies le baume, Louis ...

Louis - Mais non, darling, je n’oublie rien ! Le baume et le drink... la fin d’une
journée, d’un chemin long comme un serpent, des clignotants « exit », le
corridor droit vers le terminus ...

Lily - Mais si, darling ! J’ai tout compris ! C’est toi qui es coincé dans ton ghetto
du politically correct!  Wow ! En train de mijoter des sempiternels
désastres. Rien que des rendez-vous manqués avec les démons du passé, du
présent, de ’avenir ! Allez, dégage un peu, tu ne t’en sortiras jamais !

Louis - (en colere) Mon ghetto. Lily ? Et le tien ? Tes mains, tes ongles, tes
jupons, tes chiffons, tes dentelles, tes robes rouges et tes réves
hyperboliques...

Lily - Darling, tu disjonctes !

Louis - Et tes gateaux a la créme acidulée, tes boulimies, tes folies, tes envies
démesurées et tes mélopées ...

Lily - (elle se leve) Tais-toi, Louis | Ca suffit ! Tu me pompes 1’air... (Elle inspire,
expire plusieurs fois) On switch, d’accord ? Laisse le monde s’effondrer et
imagine un scénario de séduction! Un monde réinventé pour une femme
hors du temps ...

Louis - (au bout) OK, OK, darling ! On swap ! On switch ! OK, un scénario ! En
quelle langue, Lily ? Le scénario, tu le veux en quelle langue ??

Lily - Njet, na ruskim yaziké ! Choisis toi-méme, maestro! Innove ! Etonne-toi

et étonne-moi! Une langue exotique! L’Arménien, par ex., ou le
géorgien ou le persan, ou I’éthiopien ou le swahili ...
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Louis - Et pourquoi pas I’anglais !

Lily - (faisant une moue) L’anglais, voyons ! Du déja vu! Tu n’es pas rassasiée
des bonbons Bush-and- co !

Louis - (L air anxieux) Ca sera la derniere fois, Lily !

Lily - Quoi la derniere fois ? Pas de chantage, s.t.p. Démarre ! Allez, dépéche-toi !
Je sens déja partir en fumée mes envies de femme courtisée ...

Louis - (dans la lune) I have loved you, I love you, I loved you, would have loved
you, had had loved you, will love you ... L’anglais est si concis, on a dé¢ja
tout dit!

Lily - Go man, go! Allez, continue!
Louis - «Sirelis », « hokis », «djanes »...
Pendant cette scéne Lily n’en peut plus de rire.

Lily - (Entre deux éclats de rire) Oh la la! Mais c’est quoi « hokis », « djanes »,
« sirelis »...! Ah oui, je parie que c’est de I’arménien? Franchement,
darling, t’es ridicule avec tes ronds de jambes ! Qu’ils soient en anglais ou
en arménien tes Jove you, puent la langue de bois. Je préfére encore
Moliere ! Jai la chair de poule! J’ai froid ! On arréte. J’ai besoin d’un
verre ...

Louis - (Dépité) Mais tout est langue de bois, Lily ! Et ta langue de bois a toi, my
darling? Les mémes rengaines que tu répetes a ’infini... les mémes
convictions, les mémes attitudes, le méme verbe irréductible ! Langue de
vipere d’une femme adulée qui ne sait se taire.... Depuis longtemps, depuis
toujours... depuis que ...

Lily - Mais qu’est-ce qui te prend, darling?  Ouf! Tu exploses comme un
kamikaze! Tu vas me violer, m’arracher la té€te? On ne sait jamais ! Bueno!
Basta ! Alora, si tu allais enfin me chercher une caipirinha ! Je veux une
caipirinha au citron vert, OK ? Pas jaune comme la derni¢re fois, des petits
morceaux de citron vert.

Louis - Nous n’avons pas de citron vert !

Lily - Si, mais si ! Regarde en bas dans le bac du frigo, sur le bord de la fenétre si
les pigeons n’ont pas tout mangé. Au pire va sonner chez les voisins !
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Louis - Je te dis qu’il n’y a plus de citron, Lily ! Ni jaune, ni vert, ni gris, ni noir,
ni rouge...méme pas de voisins ! Ils sont partis, ¢ca fait un bail ! Nous
sommes désormais seuls, darling ! (Il va vers la sortie). Je suis seul...

Lily - (Abasourdi) Mais qu’est-ce qu’il a mon dandy fatigué ? Sir Louis, voulez-
vous revenir au salon, please?

Soudain Lily réalise que Louis n’est plus la. Et qu’il ne reviendra peut-étre
plus jamais. Elle court vers la sortie.

Lily - Sir Louis, Louis ! Ou es-tu passé¢ ? Reviens immédiatement ! Le baume, le
tube magistrature, tu D’as oubli¢ ? Et ma caipirinha? Je veux ma
caipirinha ! J’en peux plus ! Tu ne peux pas me laisser comme ¢a, darling ?
Me quitter un soir de printemps, mais quelle idée !

Lily s’enfile dans le public en cherchant Louis. « Louis, Sir Louis, ou es-tu ?
Reviens, djanes, hokis, sirelis ... » Pénombre. On apercoit la silhouette de
Louis au fond de la scéne. Elle le rejoint. Ils chantent « Les feuilles mortes ... »

Aline Dedeyan, former UNOG

Aline Dedeyan (Lily) et Boris Engelson (Sir Louis)
Lors de la 12eme soirée littéraire Ex tempore, le 25 janvier 2008
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L’AVEUGLE ET L’INCONNU

Une jeune fille aveugle est assise sur un banc dans la rue, en train de jouer une
mélodie a ’accordéon. Des passants circulent autour d’elle, certains laissent
tomber une piece dans le béret qu’elle a placé par terre. Le personnage de
[’Inconnu (un homme) arrivé derriere elle pose alors une main sur son épaule. Au
debut celle-ci parle tout en restant statique.

Ana: Quiestla?

L’inconnu : Quelqu’un que vous ne connaissez pas.

Ana : C’est quoi votre nom ?

L’inconnu : Quelle importance ? Me diriez-vous le votre ?

Ana : Ici, on m’appelle I’ Aveugle. En fait, mon prénom c’est Ana.
L’inconnu : Ana comment ?

Ana : Juste Ana. Rien de plus. Je n’ai pas de nom de famille, puisque je n’ai pas de
famille.

L’inconnu : Orpheline ? C’est ¢a ?

Ana : J’ai perdu ma mére quand j’avais deux ans. Six ans plus tard, mon pére ne
supportait plus la vie, il en devenait fou. Vous voyez les rails de la gare derriére ?
C’est 1a qu’il a mis fin a ses jours. Depuis, ma maison c’est la rue, c’est le seul
endroit ou je me sens chez moi.

L’inconnu (s asseyant aupres d’elle) : Que vous est-il arrivé ? Je veux dire... pour
vos yeux ?

Ana (avec un rire légerement amusé) : Voila une question que vous posez avec
bien du dégagement malgré votre indiscrétion. Je suis aveugle depuis le jour de ma
naissance, des I’instant ou j’ai respiré ma premicre bouffée d’air frais, depuis le
moment ou j’ai pleuré pour la premiére fois de ma vie. Car sachez bien, que j’en ai
eu des besoins de pleurer dans ma vie. Il faudra toujours qu’une larme coule sur la
joue de quelqu’un apres tout. Si vous comprenez ce que je veux dire, ¢’est que moi
le monde, je ne 1’ai jamais vu.

L’inconnu : Jamais ?
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Ana : Jamais. Je ne sais pas a quoi il ressemble. Je ne peux que sentir le vent sur
mes joues, le froid sur mes épaules, les gouttes de pluie dans mes cheveux...Mais
je n’ai rien pu voir de la vie. Je ne peux voir que dans mes réves. Je ne sais méme
pas a quoi je ressemble.

L’inconnu : Vous étes tres jolie. ..

Ana : Les compliments j’en ai connus, et je ne veux plus en recevoir. Ils m’ont fait
plus de mal que de bien. Et vous savez pourquoi ? Parce qu’ils m’ont donné de
I’espoir, I’espérance d’un avenir meilleur. Bref, un espoir tout a fait inutile. Mais
au fait, pourquoi je vous dis tout cela ? Vous ne me connaissez pas.

L’inconnu : Si, je viens de faire votre connaissance.

Ana : Non, croyez-moi, personne ne peut me connaitre.

L’inconnu : Pourquoi donc ? Je ne comprends pas...

Ana : On dit souvent que les yeux sont les fenétres grandes ouvertes sur notre
cceur. Mais chez moi, ces fenétres sont comme des portes closes, verrouillées. Nul
n’a la clé pour les ouvrir.

L’inconnu : Je I’a1 peut-Etre, moi.

Ana : Vous €tes mais d’une prétention mon ami...

L’inconnu : Ami ? Alors donc c’est ainsi que vous m’appelez ?

Ana : Excusez-moi mais vous ne m’avez pas dit votre prénom.

L’inconnu : Parce que je ne suis qu’un inconnu, rien de plus. Mon prénom ne vous
sera d’aucune utilité puisque je n’en ai pas. Mais sachez que cela m’a fait chaud au
coeur malgré le froid de la rue, le fait que vous m’appeliez « mon ami ». Si vous

I’acceptez, je pourrais 1’étre vous savez.

Ana : Etre mon ami ? Désolée mais je n’ai pas d’ami...je n’en ai jamais eu...

Thais Dobberstein, UNSW/SENU
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APHORISMS

Collateral benefit is a form of serendipity — the joy of finding something
unexpected when one was busy looking for something else.

Objectivity does not exclude poetry.
Creation is divine -- and very much human: from writing a love poem, to
composing a symphony, to inventing a flower arrangement, to baking a cheese

cake, to singing Panis angelicus.

The Manichaean world view lacks the poetry of nuances, of the good within the
bad, the bad within the good, the poetry of ambiguity.

Truth is in the nuances.

Hero worship is for adolescents, convenient mythology for adults, caricature for
the elites, instrumentalized trivia for the /oi polloi -- quite a circus of
institutionalized self-deception for one and all.

Doing always the right thing does not automatically yield the good result.

Coping with great misfortune is sometimes easier than accepting banal
inconveniences.

Failure is not per se punishment, nor does it entail guilt. Often enough it is the
guilty who are successful and the innocent who lose.

Integrity entails living in the midst of lies and not falling for them, facing adversity
without losing one’s sense of proportion.

Self-respect often requires stoic perseverance -- even when there are no followers.
Self-preservation takes precedence over revenge.

Some politicians indulge more in science fiction than in government.

A politician should be pessimistic in analysis but optimistic in action.

Cognitive dissonance occurs not only in politics, but also in human relations. How

often does a lover pursue the shadow of his own infatuation? There are many Don
Quijotes still yearning for their own imaginary Dulcineas.
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War is the great destroyer — not only of human beings, but also of values.
“Clash of civilizations” is an euphemism for the animus to aggress others.

There is no clash of civilizations, but rather the clash of narrow-minded
politicians, who claim that theirs is the only civilization.

Human dignity transcends quantification and knows no competition.

Justice is not a beauty contest, but a conscious vindication of human dignity.
There were 'good guys' on all sides of the Peloponnesian war, the Punic wars,
Julius Caesar’s campaigns, the “Reconquista”, the French revolution, the
American Civil War, the Bolshevist revolution, the Spanish Civil War, at Verdun

and at Stalingrad. There is never a monopoly of good or evil in any human
conflict.

The essential homo sapiens evolves slowly. Neanderthal children probably threw
snowballs at each other with as much gusto as 21* century lads.

The habits and expectations of modern man are scarcely conducive to happiness.
Whereas everything good that happens to us is perceived as natural and we take it
for granted, we are surprised and frustrated over every stone in our path. We
would be happier if we would only learn to count our blessings.

When you take a nation’s past away, you also destroy its future.

God obviously prefers carnivores to vegetarians, otherwise he would have given
the same attention to Cain’s veggies as to Abel’s lamb offerings.

Mankind is not peaceful by nature. Violence was with us from the start — four
human beings and already one murder!

God is not an advocate of an eye-for-an eye: Cain was banished, not killed
because of murdering his brother.

It is easier to endure long misfortune than to prolong a state of happiness.
Good men do not always get what they deserve. Nor do the bad.

Commercial rivalries cause even more wars than religious differences.
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Rulers can afford to be generous and enlightened after they have suppressed or
even exterminated the opposition. Morality lessons are easy to impart after a
position of force has been secured, usually by immoral means.

Academic work is both drudgery and passion.

Not every philosopher has worthy disciples. Socrates lucked out with Plato, Plato
with Aristotle. But Socrates failed to instill modesty and measure on his pupil
Alcibiades, an egomaniac cheat, who never understood the meaning of moderation
(meden agan, metron ariston), while Aristotle had the disappointment of tutoring
Alexander (for some “the Great™), who started as a megalomaniac and grew into a
genocidal killer — and drunkard.

Man is born into a culture and religion and has a limited number of roles to play.
While perfectly coherent within a given epistemology, outside this specific cultural
or religious context, man’s actions may appear illogical or even irrational. Thus,
while St. Augustine and St. Thomas Aquinas were doubtless brilliant thinkers,
their legacy is not accessible outside the Christian faith. For non-believers, much
of Aquinas’ reasoning may appear circular; to a traditional Christian, Muhammad
remains inaccessible.

True scholarship is free of loyalties.
The scholar does not root for a team but remains aloof of the media fray.

Insisting on justice often only prolongs the pain. Experience teaches you to cut
your losses and turn the page.

Dogs show immediate enthusiasm for other dogs and socialize with them readily —
size, race or colour notwithstanding. Why don’t humans get more enthused over
other humans ?

Imperialism, whether military or economic, was never benign.

Imperialism -- whether American, British, French, German, Ancient Greek,
Roman or Persian — never endeared the masters to their subjects.

Realpolitik 1s more akin to opportunism than to patriotism.
Patriotism means very different things to different people. You may call it a

cocktail of self-deception and bravado, a form of mental masturbation, rooting for
a political party as you root for a football team, a readiness to rape.
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Heroism is a cocktail of brazenness and patriotism. For some, a manifestation of
stubbornness — fighting unto death for a personal conviction or even for a caprice.

Genuine patriotism entails a striving for political and social justice. It is not “my
country right or wrong”, but “let’s work to make this country just”.

The cult of heroism is a totalitarian tool. Every totalitarian regime has its saints.
Christianity has a long balance sheet. On the negative side, there were the
Crusades, Inquisition, and Pope Alexander VI’s Bull Inter Cetera. On the plus
side, it has immeasurably enriched us by inventing musical notation (the monk
Guido of Arezzo!), inspired Johann Sebastian Bach, Franz Schubert, gave outlet to
all forms of artistic expression -- from the poetry of the Gothic Cathedral to the
humanity of Michelangelo’s Pieta. The Beatitudes will always be an antidote to
despair, consolation in mourning, hope in hope.

Religion is awe of nature plus a moral code.

Religion is more than rituals and sacraments, but belief in cosmic justice and
commitment to truth -- helping other human beings — or at least not hurting them!

Pseudo-religion is the instrumentalization of fear for purposes of power.

The sun shines on the just and unjust alike. In its light, justice can be seen by all
who have eyes, but some would hide justice in the shadow of their own agendas.

Competition does not exclude caritas.

Lessons learned are all too quickly unlearned.

Asymmetrical love lasts longer.

The true owner of art is he who internalizes it and not he who hangs it on a wall.

Freedom of thought means freedom from mental models and the temerity to think
the unthinkable.

Post-Cartesian logic:
Liber sum, ergo possum cogitare (I am free, therefore I can think).

Cogito libere, ergo ego sum (I think independently, therefore I am myself).

AdeZ, OHCHR, retired
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MARCHE ET PAYSAGE

"En vérité je ne marche pas, moi, pour atteindre un endroit précis, mais pour le
plaisir de marcher, pour le pur plaisir de voyager..." (R.L.Stevenson)

Comment évoquer un pays, un "bout" de pays, une région précise, sans en
connaitre de subtils détails, taillés ou gravés dans la roche, peints sur des murets
ou dans des grottes, comment accumuler toutes ces découvertes, tous ces souvenirs
inhabituels, insolites, si I'on ne part pas a I'aventure... a pied ?

Marcher en montagne: air pur des hauteurs, fleurs d'été - une palette de peintre -,
délicates senteurs des herbes et des feuilles, lumiére éclatante - parfois aveuglante
-, lumiére plus douce en fin d'aprés-midi, lorsque ne subsiste plus qu'une délicieuse
tiédeur, apres un soleil briilant. Rythme 1éger, pas veloutés, joies du silence,
bruissement des feuilles, petit bruit chantant de I'eau d'un ruisseau, crissement de
nos pas sur des cailloux ou sur un sol sablonneux, regret de redescendre d'un
sommet enivrant, folle envie de gravir a nouveau, tout de suite ou presque, pour
une fois encore embrasser du regard ce merveilleux paysage...

Annonce de l'automne. Brume aérienne au-dessus d'un lac, torrent d'écume
blanche, mare vert pale, sommet fraichement enneigé a I'horizon, tons jaunes et
rouges apparaissant discrétement sur les feuilles, fréles et fieres fleurs de fin de
saison, lumiere dorée. N'en plus finir de contempler un coucher de soleil
flamboyant, s'abimer le regard en 1'emplissant de ces incomparables beautés...

Marcher dans le désert : alternance de couches rosées, jaune pale et dorées, air
pur et sec, grand silence minéral, paix intérieure, énergie. Soudain, tamaris, acacias
du désert, quelques fleurs au milieu de la pierraille, et puis des cypres plusieurs
fois centenaires, millénaires peut-&tre, majestueux, puissants. Il y a de 1'eau
aussi, un peu d'eau stagnante, saumatre, mais précieuse eau en plein désert aride,
quelques gouttes de pluie et le désert reverdira... I'eau c'est la vie !

Gilberte Furet, UNHCR, retired
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REVENUS DANS LEUR COMPARTIMENT, ils y trouverent une vieille
dame assise en face d’un jeune homme. Ils reprirent leurs places et fumerent
en regardant le paysage. Il n’y avait pas grand-chose a regarder. Au bout d’un
moment, il détourna la téte.

-Excusez-moi, dit le jeune homme. Je pense, la vieille dame, c’est
peut-Etre avec vous ?

-Je vous demande pardon ?

-Monsieur te demande, dit sa femme, si madame est avec nous.

-Nous n’avons pas I’honneur de connaitre madame, dit-il.

-L’honneur, dit le jeune homme, ¢’est pour moi.

-Ce n’est pas ce que je voulais dire, dit-il. Je voulais dire, non.

-C’est une pitie, dit le jeune homme.

P , dit la vieille dame.

-Je vous demande pardon ?

-Alors, ca.

Le train passa sur un pont dans un bruit de ferraille.

-Qu’est-ce qu’elle dit ? dit sa femme.

-Je ne sais pas, moi.

-Je pensais, dit le jeune homme, peut-&tre vous saviez.
-Qu'est-ce que c'est que cette langue ? dit sa femme.
-Qu'est-ce que c'est que cette langue ? dit-il au jeune homme.
-Les langues, dit le jeune homme, je ne connais pas.
meeeeeeeee————— , dit la vieille dame.

-Elle te tend quelque chose, dit sa femme.

-Je pense, c'est son passeport, dit le jeune homme.

I1 ouvrit le passeport.

-Elle est mexicaine, dit-il.

.............................. , dit la vieille dame.

-C'est peut-€tre un dialecte indien, dit sa femme.

-De I'espagnol, dit le jeune homme, ce pourrait étre.

-Est-ce que vous parlez espagnol ?

-Outre ma langue ancestrale, dit le jeune homme, seul le frangais je
connais bien.
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-Lei parla italiano ? dit-il a la vieille dame.
meeeeee———— , dit celle-ci.

-Do you speak English ?

-L'anglais, la dame ne parle pas, dit le jeune homme.
-C'est ce que j'ai cru comprendre, dit-il.

-Ni I'italien.

-C'est ce qu'il m'a semblé.

-Moi non plus, dit le jeune homme.

Il rendit le passeport a la vieille dame, jeta un coup d'ceil a sa femme, puis sur
le paysage, ou il n'y avait toujours pas grand-chose a regarder.

-Je pense, dit le jeune homme, c'est peut-&tre perdu.

-Je vous demande pardon ?

-La vieille dame, dit le jeune homme, c'est peut-étre perdu.

-C'est une possibilité.

-11 faudrait faire quelque chose, dit sa femme.

-Une grande tragédie ce serait, dit le jeune homme, une vieille dame
perdue dans 1'Europe.

-Essaye de lui demander ou elle va, dit sa femme.

-Tu crois ? dit-il.

-Oui, dit le jeune homme, je crois.

-Vous, dit-il. Vous, dit-il a la vielle dame, Paris ?

me——————— , dit la vieille dame.

-1l y a peut-€tre une difficulté de la prononciation, dit le jeune homme.

-1l y a peut-étre des places dans le compartiment a coté, dit-il a sa
femme.

-On ne peut pas abandonner cette pauvre femme, dit celle-ci.

Il haussa les épaules, tira de sa poche une cigarette, I'alluma, et souftla la
fumée en regardant le paysage, ou c'était toujours a peu preés la méme chose.

-Je vais a Lausanne, dit la vieille dame.

-C'est une tres jolie ville, dit sa femme.

-Je vais passer quelques jours chez ma niéce, que dirige une institution
pour jeunes filles.

-Comme cela doit étre intéressant.

-J'ai toujours été attirée par les questions pédagogiques, dit la vieille
dame.

-Je comprends cela.

-Peut-étre votre mari est-il lui aussi dans 1'enseignement ?

-Je regrette, dit-il, mais il se trouve que non.

-Eh bien, dit la vieille dame, voila une coincidence.
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-1 est vrai que j'ai peut-€tre tort, dit-il.

-Tu as certainement tort, dit sa femme.

-Mais c'est une carriére qui ne m'a jamais attiré, dit-il.

-Comme le hasard est étrange, dit la vieille dame : ma niece est dans
l'enseignement, et pas vous.

-C'est une des nombreuse carrieres qui n'ont jamais attiré mon mari, dit
sa femme.

-1l y a des choses comme ¢a dans la vie, dit-il.

-1l y en a trop, dit sa femme.

-Est-ce que ce jeune homme est avec vous ? dit la vieille dame.

Il se tourna vers le jeune homme.

-Nous n'avons pas I'honneur de connaitre de monsieur, dit-il.

e , dit le jeune homme.

-Je suppose que c'est un étranger, dit la vieille dame.

-Cela parait vraisemblable, dit-il.

e , dit le jeune homme.

-Evidemment, dit la vieille dame, ces gens-1a n'expriment pas leurs
sentiments de la méme fagon que nous.

-Pauvre garcon, dit sa femme.

-Oh, tu sais, dit-il.

-Cela ne veut pas dire qu'ils sont pires que d'autres, dit la vieille dame.

-1 est plutdt joli, dit sa femme.

-Oh, tu crois, dit-il.

-Mais enfin, ils ne sont pas comme nous.

-11 est peut-étre perdu, dit sa femme.

-Je me demande, dit la vieille dame, si je devrais lui donner I'adresse de
ma niece.

-1l faudrait savoir ou il va, dit sa femme.

-1I ne va peut-étre nulle part, dit-il.

-Vous, dit sa femme, Paris ?

I1 éteignit sa cigarette dans le cendrier tout en regardant le paysage, qui
n'avait pas beaucoup changé.

e , dit le jeune homme.

-Oui, dit sa femme. Oui, bien sar.

e , dit le jeune homme.

-D'accord, dit sa femme. Mais je vous demande : vous, Paris ?

-IIs sont décourageants, dit-il.

-Sans compter, dit la vieille dame, qu'on ne sait jamais a qui on a
affaire.
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-Mais s'il est perdu, dit sa femme ?

-1l y en a tellement, dit-il.

-Un de plus un de moins, dit la vieille dame.

-Il n'y a que pour lui que ¢a changera quelque chose, dit-il.

-Et puis on ne peut pas s'occuper de tout le monde, dit la vieille dame.

-On n'a pas €té preésentes.

-On ne sait pas ce qu'il pense.

-On ne sait pas qui c'est.

-Décidément, dit la vieille dame, je ne lui donnerai pas l'adresse de ma
nicce.

-Alors, qu'est-ce qu'on va en faire ? dit sa femme.

Il se pencha vers le jeune homme, l'examina, se redressa.

-On pourrait le remettre a la police, dit-il.

e , dit le jeune homme.

-Vous voyez bien, dit la vieille dame, qu'il n'a pas la conscience
tranquille.

-Ou le jeter par la fenétre.

e e , dit le jeune homme.

-C'est un fait qu'il y a quelque chose qui le tracasse, dit la vieille dame.

-Ou le laisser la.

e e , dit le jeune homme.

A condition qu'il soit sage.

-C'est comme ¢a qu'il faut les traiter, dit la vieille dame.
-Le pauvre, dit sa femme, il est si mignon.

I1 alluma une autre cigarette, jeta un coup d'ceil par la fenétre, ou il ne se
passait pas grand-chose, et regarda la vieille dame, qui le regardait.

-Alors, dit-il, vous allez passer vos vacances a I'étranger.

-Pour les Suisses, ce n'est pas 1'étranger, dit la vieille dame.

-La situation en Suisse, dit le jeune homme, je ne comprends pas bien.

-C'est seulement pour les étrangers, dit la vieille dame, que c'est
|'étranger.

-C'est un point de vue, dit-il.

-Et inversement, dit la vieille dame. Les étrangers dans leurs pays, ils
sont chez eux.

-Et les Suisses ? dit le jeune homme.
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-Comme ils ont trois langues nationales, ils sont chez eux partout, dit la
vieille dame.

-C'est évident, dit il.

-Quand on voyage, dit le jeune homme, tant de choses on apprend.

Le train passait sur un pont. Il y eut un bruit de ferraille. Quand il eut cessé :

-Est-ce que cette jeune femme est avec vous ? dit la vieille dame.

Il regarda sa femme.

-Je crois que oui, dit-il.

eee————— , dit sa femme.

-Une si gentille jeune femme, dit la vieille dame, ¢a fait plaisir.

-Ca dépend a qui, dit-il.

-Le plaisir, dit le jeune homme, c'est pour moi.

-Croyez-vous, dit la vieille dame, que je devrais la mettre en rapport
avec ma niece ?

-C'est une chose a considérer, dit-il.

-Elle y trouverait son avantage, dit la vieille dame.

-Ca dépend des débouchés, dit-il.

-En ce moment, dit la vieille dame, nous fournissons surtout
I"Amérique du Sud.

eeeee———— , dit sa femme.

-1l y aurait peut-étre un probleme de la langue, dit le jeune homme.

e ————— , dit sa femme.

-Evidemment, il faudrait qu'elle montre un peu plus de bonne volonté,
dit la vieille dame.

-Je pourrais peut-étre essayer de la persuader, dit-il.

-Quand vous trouverez un moment favorable, dit la vieille dame.

-Quand elle sera mieux disposée.

-Quand vous serez seuls.

-Quand elle aura eu le temps de réfléchir.

-Quand elle comprendra que c'est pour son bien, dit la vieille dame.

e ——————— , dit sa femme.

-Votre femme, peut-étre ¢a n'aime pas voyager ? dit le jeune homme.

-Ce n'est pas la question, dit-il.

-Bravo, dit la vieille dame.

-Comment est-ce que je vous retrouverai ? dit-il a celle-ci.

-Tous les ans, je prends le méme train.

Il prit note du renseignement sur un calepin ad hoc.

e ——— , dit sa femme.
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-Mais oui, dit-il, mais oui.

-Entendu.

-Qu'en pensez-vous ? dit la vieille dame.

-Je crois qu'elle exprime son approbation, dit-il.

-Ca n'en avait pas l'air, dit la vieille dame.

-Elle veut dire qu'elle est contente.

eeee————— , dit sa femme.

-Vous voyez, dit-il.

-Vous croyez ? dit la vieille dame.

-L'Amérique du Sud, dit le jeune homme, j'aimerais beaucoup visiter.
-Vous ne feriez pas l'affaire, dit la vieille dame.

-Pourquoi cela, je ne le comprends pas, dit le jeune homme.
-D'ailleurs, elle non plus, dit la vieille dame.

e —————— , dit sa femme.

-Pourtant, dit-il, on a fait de notre mieux.

-C'est la bonne volonté qui manque, dit la vieille dame.
-J'ai fait ce que j'ai pu.

-Je ne vous fais pas de reproches.

-On pourrait peut-étre insister ? dit-il.

e —————— , dit sa femme.

-Ca va étre une grosse déception pour ma niece, dit la vielle dame.
-Pauvre niece de vous, dit le jeune homme.

Il écrasa sa cigarette dans le cendrier et regarda un moment le paysage, qui
ressemblait au précédent.

-Regardez-le, dit sa femme.
-Ma pauvre enfant, dit la vieille dame.
-Pauvre dame petite, dit-le jeune homme.

-Non, mais regardez-le dit sa femme.
-Le fait est, dit la vieille dame.
-Qu'est-ce que je vais faire de ¢a ? dit sa femme.

-Est-ce qu'il y a longtemps que ¢a dure ? dit la vieille dame.
-Depuis que je le connais, dit sa femme.

-Eh bien, dit la vieille dame.

-Eh bien, dit le jeune homme.

-Au début, ca allait encore, dit sa femme.

-Forcément, dit la vieille dame.

-Mais maintenant, regardez-le.
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-1l y a peut-étre quelque chose a faire, dit la vieille dame.

-J'ai tout essayé, dit sa femme. Tout.

-Ma pauvre enfant, dit la vieille dame.

-Rien n'a réussi, dit sa femme. Rien.

-Petite pauvre, dit le jeune homme.

-Et maintenant, dit sa femme en pleurant, qu'est-ce que je vais faire ?

Il regarda successivement sa femme, la vieille dame et le jeune homme.

-Qu'est-ce que je peux faire ? dit sa femme en reniflant.
-Je ne sais pas, dit la vieille dame.

-Est-ce que ca va continuer comme ¢a ?

-Calmez-vous, dit la vieille dame.

-Jusqu'au bout ?

-Calmez-vous.

-Jusqu'a la fin ?

-Détendez-vous, dit la vieille dame.

-Mouchez-vous, dit le jeune homme.

-Non, je n'aurai pas la force, dit sa femme.

-Qui a la force ? dit la vieille dame.

-Pas moi, dit sa femme. Pas moi.

-Chere dame petite, dit le jeune homme, prenez mon mouchoir.

-Vous l'entendez ? dit sa femme.

-En effet, dit la vieille dame.

-Non, non, dit sa femme.

-Presque propre il est, mon mouchoir, dit le jeune homme.
-Non, je n'aurai pas la force, dit sa femme.

-Qu'est-ce que vous allez faire ? dit la vieille dame.

-Qu'est-ce que je vais faire ? dit sa femme.

Ils se turent. Sa femme se moucha, la vieille dame arrangea son chapeau, le jeune
homme remonta ses chaussettes. Il alluma une autre cigarette et fuma en regardant
le paysage, qui n'était pas tres différent de celui de tout a I'heure.

-On devrait étre bientot arrivés, dit-il.

-J'espére que ma niece sera a la gare, dit la vieille dame.

-Apres mes voyages, dit le jeune homme, je retournerai dans mon pays.
-Ce que j'ai faim, dit sa femme.

-J'aime tellement la Suisse, dit la vieille dame.
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-Je rentrerai dans ma famille, dit le jeune homme.

-Encore un quart d'heure, dit-il.

-Et soif, dit sa femme.

-Ou deux, dit-il.

-Chez mes parents, dit le jeune homme, je vivrai le reste de mon age.

Il regarda le jeune homme, la vieille dame, sa femme, tira sur sa cigarette et
regarda par la fenétre. Le paysage avait quelque chose de monotone.

Matho Voltolin, UNIDO, ICJ, UNOG, retired

Drawing by Christian Flamm, OHCA
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EXTRAIT D’UN VIEUX PARCHEMIN,
DECOUVERT DANS LES ARCHIVES DE LA SDN

Il était une fois dans une ancienne contrée, un grand Palais, dans lequel
travaillaient des femmes et des hommes d’une nationalit¢ commune: ils
étaient terriens.

Le Seigneur du chateau était le vassal d’un roi d’au-dela des mers dont la
mission était de rassembler un peuple bizarre: les humains. Ces étres étranges
avaient envahi une planéte bleue qu’ils croyaient posséder, gaspillant ses
ressources, se battant pour un bout de terre. Depuis 1’aube des temps, leur
principale activité était la guerre.

Aussi, pour tenter de réparer ce qui pouvait I’étre, une mission gouvernait
tous les sujets de ce Palais: elle consistait a trouver des solutions pour panser
les plaies d’un monde exsangue et pour éviter qu’il ne saigne a nouveau. Une
nombreuse assemblée travaillait jour et nuit, vaquait a ses occupations en
écrivant sans cesse sur de nombreux grimoires. Quelques-uns organisaient
des réunions pour débattre et proposer. Ils avaient fait voeu de se conformer
aux articles d’une Charte qui véhiculait un message de paix. Enfin, ils avaient
juré de servir la trinit¢ IDP: Intégrité, Diversité, Professionnalisme, dans leur
travail et leur comportement quotidiens.

Chaque jour, ils tentaient de découvrir la formule de la pierre philosophale
qui leur permettrait enfin de trouver le remeéde a cette question utopique:
comment améliorer la condition humaine, abolir le malheur et les inégalités?

Des chevaliers missi-dominici étaient envoyés a travers ce monde et ils
tentaient avec leurs armes dérisoires de réparer les dégats occasionnés par
toutes les ambitions hégémoniques des puissants et par la cruauté atavique de
I’étre humain.

Le Palais était entouré par une forét magique ou des cedres séculaires
abritaient, de leurs branches immenses, les destinées de tous. Depuis un parc
magnifique, chacun pouvait admirer des cimes enneigées dans le miroir de
I’eau d’un lac. Dans le bocage avoisinant, de sages professeurs dispensaient
leur savoir a tous ceux qui parvenaient a se libérer des contraintes horaires de
leur travail. Au détour des couloirs de ces vastes batiments, des ocuvres
magnifiques, réalisées par des artistes de tous les peuples tapissaient les murs
et pavoisaient les lieux, dans une certaine indifférence des occupants mais a
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la grande satisfaction des visiteurs. Les caves du Palais étaient remplies de
monceaux de documentation, des tonnes de revues et papiers en tout genre
dont certains méme dénongaient la déforestation... Des caves profondes aux
donjons les plus hauts, les travailleurs acharnés, issus de tous les peuples de
la terre, étaient répartis selon leur spécialité. Ils assuraient tour a tour, et
chacun dans leur domaine, la promotion de ces nobles idées et oeuvraient
pour faire connaitre les bonnes résolutions que le monde alentour aurait di
prendre. Des intervenants de bonne volonté, connaissant les réalités du
monde, participaient a cet effort et venaient apporter leur connaissance de
tous les foyers qui devaient étre éteints.

Des petits guerriers avaient été¢ désignés pour veiller a protéger les habitants
du Palais contre les attaques et les mauvais sorts. Ils surveillaient et
controlaient que tout accédant posseédait le sésame magique permettant
d’entrer dans ce sanctuaire. Ce travail de fond était souvent critiqué, décrié
parce qu’il manquait d’efficacité mais également pour des raisons plus
inavouables: il génait, dérangeait et contrariait certains puissants dans leurs
tentatives a tendances hégémoniques.

Le temps passait dans ce Palais, la routine s’installait, les termes forts des
valeurs auxquelles chacun devait se conformer s’estompaient... Peu a peu, le
but initial du travail disparaissait devant des préoccupations telles que
I’ambition, le désir de promotion et Iappat du gain: des comportements
tellement humains! Une fois par mois, aux environs du 20, se déroulait une
longue procession a la gloire du dieu Ubs. Chaque fidele se recueillait,
s’inclinait devant ce dieu tout puissant et récoltait, en contrepartie, le fruit de
son labeur mensuel, lequel semblait parfois représenter la finalité essentielle
du travail quotidien.

Le vaste horizon des incertitudes était parfois tempéré par une reconnaissance
planétaire fugace du travail accompli par des personnes qui respectaient et
croyaient toujours aux vertus de la Charte initiale...

La fin de ce conte a malheureusement été perdue et nul ne sait si la recherche
du Graal improbable de concevoir un monde plus juste en abolissant les
pires comportements humains a finalement été réalisée...

Christian David, UNOG
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EXCERPT FROM A PARCHMENT
DISCOVERED IN THE ARCHIVES OF THE LEAGUE OF NATIONS

Once upon a time, in an ancient county, there was a large Palace in which
men and women of the same origin worked together, they all came from the
same planet, the earth. The lord of the castle was the vassal of a foreign King
from far away beyond the ocean, whose mission it was to gather a strange
race : the humans. They conquered a blue planet and considered it as theirs,
wasting the precious resources fighting for a piece of land. Their main
activity had always been war.

Therefore, on every subject’s mind was to try to repair what could still be
repaired. They were trying to find ways to heal the wounds of this world that
had been bled white by many wars and to avoid that it happens again.

Many people worked night and day, some subjects wrote relentlessly
immense quantities of documents whilst others gathered together to try to
find solutions in discussing the matters. They all committed themselves to a
couple of articles from a charter, which was designed to maintain and bring
peace. And they had sworn to serve the saint trinity IDP: Integrity, Diversity,
Professionnalism in their work and in their daily behaviour.

They worked hard to find out the formula of the philosophical stone, to find
the answer to the utopic question: how to relieve humanity from misery,
hunger, and unfairness?

Knights were sent across the world with a “missi-dominici”, they attempted
to repair the harm done by humans’ ambitions, greed and cruelty.

The Palace was surrounded by a magic forest where ancient Cedars protected
everyone’s destiny with their huge branches. Beautiful mountains were to be
seen on the horizon from the marvellous garden and the sparkling water of a
nice lake added to the view. In the neighbouring “bocage”, some wise
teachers were giving classes to all those who had found some spare time in
their busy schedules. In every corner of the huge corridors of the Palace there
were beautiful works of art offered by artists worldwide, hardly noticed by
the people working in the Palace but very much appreciated by the visitors.
The cellars of the Palace were filled with documents, tons of magazines and
all sorts of reports, even some against deforestation... From the cellars to the
highest floor, people from all over the earth worked hard. They each had their
speciality, but they all worked to promote these noble ideas and did all they
could to promote the wise resolutions mankind should have taken. Good-
willed delegates who knew the realities of the world outside the Palace
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participated in this effort to bring their experience and know-how.

Small warriors were guarding the entrance to protect the workers of the
Palace against attacks. They made sure that every visitor had the right
authorisation to enter the sanctuary.

The work of the Palace subjects was often criticised, mocked not only
because some regarded it as being inefficient but also for unrevealed reasons:
it disturbed, annoyed and hindered some mighty leaders from extending their
imperial greed.

As time passed by, a certain routine came to prevail, and the commitments to
which each and every worker had submitted itself, lost some of their power.
The initial purpose of the mission slowly faded, giving way to more
individual objectives like ambition, promotion and money, all very human
characteristics. Once a month, around the 20th, a huge procession in honor of
the God UBS was to be seen. Each subject, kneeled and prayed in front of
this almighty god and collected the fruits of his/her monthly labour, which
seemed to represent the only objective of his/her daily striving.

The huge horizon of uncertainty was sometimes enlightened by a fleeting
worldwide recognition of the work of people, who still respected and
believed in the virtues of the initial Charter...

Unfortunately, the end of this tale has not been found and nobody knows if
the search for the Holy Grail to help rid this world of the worst human
characteristics has ever been successful...

Christian David, UNOG
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SAM AND REX

On a June afternoon, an afternoon washed with soft breezes and a kind
of sunshine that seemed to massage anyone hit by its beams, Sam turned five
years old. His sneakers seemed newer, his striped t-shirt felt tighter and his
khaki shorts hung down to his calves without a wrinkle. In other words, life
was his for the taking and suddenly he knew it.

His mother, a woman whom he would identify as looking not unlike
Marilyn Monroe, had telephoned the other mothers of kids who peopled the
row houses of their street in Philadelphia. This uncharacteristic act of
organization was rendered more in tune with her personality by the fact that
she was able to down a half a case of beer in the process.

Sam knew that his birthday party would be different; that if he had
anything to do with it, it would be regal, heartwarming and charming. He
had studied his brother’s first grade reader and the drawing of Dick and Jane
eating neat jelly sandwiches and drinking tea practically made him swoon.
Today, a day of the purest sunshine and breezes so fine as to make his soft
red hair rise and fall in a slow dance, Sam felt a deep thrill of anticipation that
at his party, folks would eat, converse and play in a polite and ordered
fashion, that for the first time in his five years on this earth, nothing would be
unpleasant, chaotic or violent. Having a mother who looked like Marilyn
Monroe meant having men come into the house who resembled Jimmy
Cagney. What lingered was the smell of cigarettes, beer and something Sam
could not yet identify as the remains of lust, like dregs at the bottom of a tea
cup.

The day before his birthday, Sam joined Mary-Jo and her dog Spider for
a walk. At the edge of the park, Mary-Jo stopped.

“You gonna get party stuff, Sam?” Mary-Jo asked in that way eight
year old girls have which made Sam square his shoulders.

“What kind should I get?” It was already a commitment. Sam always
took Mary-Jo’s advice. Like Sam, Mary-Jo had no father either, but no one
yelled at her. Her mother made things like fruit salad with whipped cream on
top which Sam pretended to hate but ate without stopping to breath it was so
good.

“Hats,” said Mary-Jo, “you gotta get hats but put them on the dogs
first.” This was Mary-Jo’s way of stating she would bring Spider and to
remind Sam (again) that they must find a way of getting Rex off the leash
from out back where Sam’s mother insisted he stay forever, without getting
in trouble, that is, without a whipping. Sam would often fall asleep by
imagining taking Rex for a walk with Mary-Jo and Spider, in the park and
along the creek, on a breezy day such as this one. Rex was not allowed to be
taken for walks and Sam could only feed him, and pet him.

When Sam let himself in, he found his mother lying on her back on the
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sofa. “Can I buy hats for my party?” Sam’s mother didn’t move but pointed
to her handbag next to the sofa. “Take five dollars,” she said. “Bring me
back a pack of Lucky Strike filter cigarettes, and a book of matches. You can
get hats with what’s left.”

At Fleishman’s store he found a plastic bag of paper hats in big colors,
red, green, blue, pink and black. They were shaped like cones. “A pack of
Lucky filters please,” he said to Izzie behind the counter, “and a book of
matches.” Izzie’s wife, in a big flowered apron, clucked loudly. Sam had no
idea why. “Don’t smoke them all at once,” said Izzie. “Izzie!” warned his
wife. Izzie gave Sam a wink.

The party was scheduled for 2 o’clock. Today, Sam’s mother was
wearing a light blue dress with a thick black belt. After lunch, she put bottles
of soda on the kitchen table, and some glasses. She opened a large bag of
potato chips and sprinkled them like cereal into a big plastic bowl, all at once
until some chips fell on the floor. Mary-Jo had given Sam a pin-the-tail-on-
the-donkey and Sam dutifully hung the picture on the kitchen wall — his mom
never bothered with things like whether there would be pin marks on her
walls — and put the pins in the tails. He ran his fingers through his red hair
and suddenly wished he and Mary-Jo were in the park with Spider. He
ripped open the package of hats, found a blue one and put it on his head with
the elastic under his chin. He took out a jar of peanut butter, a jar of grape
jelly and a loaf of sliced white bread. He found a knife in the drawer and
plates in the cabinet. He lined up slices of bread and spread them arduously
with the thick peanut butter which, if he wasn’t careful, would rip the bread.

“What the hell are you doing?” His mother leaned in the kitchen
doorway holding a cigarette and a bottle of beer, both in one hand.

“Sandwiches,” Sam said moving the knife slowly from the jar to the
bread, “for when people get hungry.”

“This kid,” his mother said to no one in particular, “and look at you in
that hat,” she added.

Sam set six plates at the table, each with a peanut-butter-and-jelly
sandwich and a hat next to it. He set a glass next to each hat. He
remembered how it looked in his brother’s reader when Mother asked Jane to
help her set the table before calling Father and Dick for dinner. There were
no napkins but this would have to do.

The neighborhood kids seemed to have arrived all at once, as a gang.
After herding them into the kitchen, his mother left them there and spent the
rest of the afternoon on the front porch drinking beers with Terry her friend
from the diner where they worked as waitresses on the late night shift.

Although Sam recalled that it all went badly from the get-go, starting
with Michael Sackowitz throwing a peanut butter-and-jelly sandwich at
Spider (Mary-Jo then punched Michael in the eye which stopped him horsing
around any further), in fact the event had begun orderly enough until the kids
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decided to play pin-the-tail-on-the-donkey. But once they blind-folded
Mickey McCarthy, Ronald Hebner decided to play a trick on him and that’s
when all hell broke loose. Ronald, whose local nickname was “Snotnose 48,”
took advantage of his reputation by threatening Mickey with his used
handkerchief. Sam lost his appetite for food or festivity. The party, which
consisted of a food fight, then a chase to see who could pin who with a
donkey’s tail and a finale of everyone punching Sam in the head five times
each as a birthday present, ended abruptly when the Jimmy Cagney man
came home. “Get the hell out of this house!” he yelled at the kids from the
kitchen doorway and they scurried out the back door like ants. Sam could
smell the man’s skin, like yeasty bread waiting to rise, an Irish smell.
Cagney aimed a good kick at Spider who had been enjoying a hefty peanut-
butter-and-jelly sandwich. Spider was too quick for him and deftly escaped
out the door without losing a crumb of his prize, and the Cagney man lost his
balance.

Sam escaped out back. He put a red party hat on Rex’s head. Rex,
grateful for the attention, didn’t fuss and allowed Sam this indignity. Sam
unhooked the chain connected to Rex. Rex, unable to immediately
understand that he was free, stayed by Sam, panting and looking at him.
“Go Rex,” Sam said, “don’t come back.” Sam pushed Rex away (like he
didn’t like him, but he loved Rex). Rex took off.

Up 1in his room at the end of that breezy early summer afternoon, Sam
took to his bed, absolutely shattered. The whipping, which would close the
evening, would be nothing compared to the weight he had felt in his chest as
he watched Rex trot down the street, at first hesitating and then in sheer
delight at all the new smells igniting him.

Charles Slovenski, ILO
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FLANDERS: AT WAR

I was still protected by layers of time and place when the minibus stopped at
the crest of a hillock, looking out over plowed fields, brick farms and one or
two villages. In the distance lay Ypres, a classic Flemish town, its high belfry
tower the only vertical surface in sight. Though we were in summer, I saw a
flat, damp landscape with not even a poppy to brighten the horizon.

“The Ypres Salient,” said the young guide, waving his arm over the
unimpressive countryside. “During World War I, from 1914 to 1918, a
million young men were killed or wounded here. Ninety thousand bodies are
still missing.”

I tried to understand the substance of the man’s words but my mind was far
away. | was thinking about poppies. When I was young, living in New
Zealand half a century ago, I never thought of poppies growing wild in fields
where the soil has been freshly churned. They were artificial, red flowers
bought to wear in buttonholes on the eleventh of November. Every year, my
classmates and I were given cloth poppies to sell to help the wounded
veterans. Our history teacher told us they symbolized the loss of a generation.

“During the Great War,” she said, “thousands of our young men fought near
the little market town of Ypres in Belgium, where they died, day after day,
night after night, for four years. Soldiers from more than thirty countries died
there.”

We children listened in silence. We could not comprehend the numbers. Too
many people, too many countries. I thought World War I was just another
war, like the Roman battles we read about in Latin class. World War II was
much more present. My father had returned from it only a few years before,
and an aura of troubled mystery hung in his silences. But even that war
belonged to my parents’ generation, not to mine.

Yet now here I was on a pilgrimage, sitting in a bus, listening to a Belgian
guide describe the repercussions of a carnage that had happened almost a
century ago.

“Remains of men are still being dug up. After formal identification, the
family is notified. When no family is left, then the body is reburied in one of

the military cemeteries with full honours.”

“But why are bodies still being found after ninety years?” I asked.
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“The soil is clay which preserves anything caught in it.” The guide went on
to explain. In 1914, when it became clear to the Western Allies that the front
line, which ran in a straight line from the coast to the Swiss border, was
going to be broken by the Germans at Ypres, they opened up the canal and
river system control gates and the area was turned into a sea of mud. There
was nowhere to hide, nowhere to run. Glutinous tentacles captured the fallen
soldiers, often drowning them before they got up again. They just
disappeared into the ground and were covered by more mud thrown up by the
continuous shelling and exploding mines.

Oppressed and uneasy, | climbed back into the bus. This battlefield excursion
was leading me to a memory I was afraid to confront.

Our next stop was a farm, neat and new, with a duck pond out front. Our
guide wanted to show us an open box by the front gate that held a rusty rifle
and a shell the size of a baby in it.

“Every home has one of these. This is where the farmers put the unearthed
live ammunition until the Belgian bomb disposal unit collects it. Two tons
were found here, including a big gun and several unexploded mines, when
this pond was dug a couple of years ago. Unfortunately, Belgians are still
being maimed or killed by a war long ended.”

The tidy landscape seemed so peaceful and prosperous and I had trouble
imagining the stench and smoke, the screeching and screaming of men and
weapons, and the kilometers of mud, shell holes and a few stark stumps of
trees. Every object I perceived was built or planted after 1918. The farms,
villages, roads and even Ypres’s medieval cathedral, houses and Cloth Hall,
where merchants from all over Europe had bought and sold cloth, were
elaborate reconstructions.

The bus pulled up at Hill 66, a mound of earth covered in a few trees. Rain
was spattering the little park. I could see lumps of concrete and curved
imprints of earth where bombs had exploded. My thumping heart told me I
was getting closer to my goal.

War had hovered on the perimeter of my life until the Vietnam War. We were
living in the United States at that time, and both my brothers, carrying green
cards, were called up. When my older brother refused to integrate his Marine
Corps unit, my mother had nightmares about firing squads. Four times the US
Army ordered my younger brother to report to camp. Each time his weak
lungs protected him from conscription. Then Bob, the boy I loved, signed up
and the terrifying, heartbreaking reality engulfed me ... and forty years later
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it still engulfed me. I was stumbling around in the clammy mist on a slope
called Hill 66, in Belgium, trying to understand what war meant.

Bob’s legs had been blown off by a homemade mine and he had bled to death
on the edge of a rice paddy.

“Bob was distracted by a little kid catching shrimp,” I was told later by one
of Bob’s army buddies. Immediately I recognized the boy I loved. He had
often taken his four younger siblings to look for crayfish while his mother
helped out at the family gas station.

That day in Flanders my memory flared up like a distress signal and Bob
returned to take my hand and lead me through the relics of war. I visited
trenches, concrete bunkers, pillboxes, Hellfire Corner, the Menin Gate, the
Memorial called The Brooding Soldier, dedicated to the Canadian dead, and
another to the New Zealand dead. ‘De [’autre extremité du monde’ were the
words engraved in stone. In Mud Corner cemetery I read the name of my
great uncle, Tom McChon, shot between the eyes on Armistice Day, the 11
November 1918. Then there were the graves of those who were ‘known only
unto God.” Below each white Portland headstone a cloth poppy, the colour of
fresh blood, was tucked into the earth.

I discovered that poisonous gas and flamethrowers were used for the first
time by both sides and that Lance Corporal Adolf Hitler had been a
dedicated, capable soldier, twice wounded, almost fatally gassed and then
decorated with the Iron Cross for bravery. His profound sense of destiny and
delusions of grandeur were nurtured and consolidated during the four years
he survived as a dispatch runner when the average lifespan for such men was
three weeks.

At the end of the day the minibus turned back to Bruges. A scream rose in my
throat. What had I hoped to find in Flanders? Even the war to end all wars
had not stopped human beings from killing one another. Looking around at
the others in the minibus I realized all we wanted was to return home
peacefully. We were weary travelers, each of us carrying our dead, united for
a moment in horrifying recollection, with only artificial red poppies to uphold
our memories.

“Adieu Bob,” I murmured, exhausted by death’s triumph.

Jo Anne Rasch, UNSW/SENU
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THE END OF SUMMER

With a shudder the engine finally leapt to life and the bus slowly eased its
way on to the coast road. Despite the early afternoon heat, banks of mist still
hugged the hillsides. Mercedes settled back in her seat. Had she been wrong
to refuse Jan's offer to accompany her to the terminal? She felt and tried to
stifle a rush of solitude. This was the way it had to be. Her experience with
Jan had served to open her mind to other possibilities, but he himself could
not be part of those new horizons. That had been clear from the beginning.
His wife and children were due to join him in Santiago at the start of the
European winter. He had come to Chile earlier to evaluate an agricultural
project he had helped design in his native Holland. The memory of him
swamped her. Each detail of his hands, the lilt of his Germanic accent, the
firm gentleness of his lovemaking.

The bus came to a halt at a busy intersection. So wrapped in her thoughts had
she been that she had failed to notice the approach to Vina del Mar. She read
the street nameplate, "Avenida Libertador". The elegant facade of the
Carrasco mansion loomed on her right. The bustle of pedestrians had
lessened considerably since she last passed through the city on her way to
Zapallar. Summer was drawing to its end. What a bold decision she had made
to take a vacation away from Raul! To her surprise, he had not protested
overly when she suggested that a spell away from home with her cousin, who
lived in Zapallar, would do them both good. With Ratl she had reached a
dead end. There was no major flaw with which she could reproach him. Just
small things and a deep sense of unfulfillment. She could not go on like this.
Raudl did not excite her, inspire her to achieve. He was content in his
sameness, his security, his job. Children would have no place in his world
until he had consolidated himself financially. The bus had been snaking its
way through the congestion of the Alameda and was now easing into the
Estacion Norte. She debated whether to walk in the late afternoon sun to the
new subway station at Cal y Canto or to take one of the yellow-backed taxis
milling around the terminal. She chose the latter and was soon being whisked
along the Mapocho, the cool breeze of the Santiago afternoon against her
cheeks. The Parque Balmaceda was alive as usual. Families around blankets
spread under the trees, lovers on benches. Was there magic in their touching
or was it like it was with Raul - earnest and uninspiring?

The first specks of night flecked the sky as the taxi pulled up in front of her
bungalow in the Calle Latadia. As she fumbled in her purse to pay the driver,
she noticed out of the corner of her eye that Raul's car was not parked in the
driveway. She would enter an empty house, return to the eternal sameness.
She paused at the gate and her mind floated back to the lazy afternoons spent
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on the beach with Jan. It was he who had made the first move towards her
after they had found themselves two afternoons in a row at the same spot on
the beach. Had she gone back there on purpose the second day? Had she been
deliberately tempting fate? For her, it had been a small step to chat with this
amiable stranger. And now she knew what she had to do. She entered the
house and closed the door softly behind her.

In the silence of the darkened house she rehearsed the scene as she thought it
had to be. Yet, after he had arrived and the pleasantries had been dispensed
with and she came to pronounce the fateful words, 'Rail, I have to leave
you", she was unprepared for his reaction. He exploded in rage, cursed the
day he had let her go alone to Zapallar, and demanded to know who it was.
She had no answers to give and said it was something she just had to do. She
was not leaving him for someone else, but she must find new directions for
her life. He grabbed her shoulders with both hands and, in a look that was
half plea and half threat, demanded to know who he was. "Nobody", she
sobbed and his hand left her shoulder, drew back and curved towards her face
in a whiplash. She was stung and bewildered. In their seven years together he
had never laid a hand on her. But perhaps she had given him no cause. She
stumbled backwards from the force of the blow and saw him heading towards
her again. She spun around and grabbed the doorknob and was out on the
pavement, running along Latadia, the wind against her cheeks and the cry of
her dream of freedom stifling in her breast. Into Américo Vespucio, slowing
down to a trot in the Avenida Ossa. She heard no footfalls behind her, yet
dared not turn around for fear he might be pursuing her. She was walking
quickly now along Tobalaba, her mind a blank. To whom could she turn?
Where would she get the courage to do what she must? And suddenly it
dawned on her that Jan had been an aberration. No new life awaited her like
the one she had glimpsed with him. Perhaps she should return to Raul. She
had stopped. It was dark now. A young couple was sitting in a nearby bus
shelter. A maid in uniform hurried along the canal embankment pushing a
baby stroller with her little charge. No doubt, she had not meant to be out so
late. A steady stream of cars passed by, each driver seeming sure of his
destination.

She walked slowly along the footpath that ran alongside the San Carlos
Canal. The dark rushing waters were so different from the friendly sun-
splashed breakers of Zapallar. She wondered what Jan was doing at that
moment. Had he moved his blanket to a different spot that day in order to
repeat his adventure? Or had meeting her meant something for him? And
suddenly the rushing waters seemed friendlier, offered her a way of ending it
all. It was no use. She simply did not have the strength to change her life. She
stood still, riveted as by a magnet to the water below, and let herself fall
slowly. The sensation was one of sinking into sleep. She did not struggle, but
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slipped gently beneath the water. She was dimly aware of a commotion on
the embankment. Someone had seen her fall. She slipped under the surface
for the third time, a spectator to her departure. Now she was literally rising
through the water and out of it. Was this death? She dimly became aware of
being held by a pair of strong hands, lifting her out of the canal. Raul's face
swam in indistinct outline before her eyes. “Perdoname", he was saying
softly. She tried to speak but no words came, only a rush of air. A thousand
pin pricks of light flashed in the sky and danced in her brain. Her senses
numbed. She looked at his face through eyes fast slipping into
unconsciousness. His eyes swam in the blur of her vision, while her fingers
groped outwards to enclose his, clasping them even as night engulfed her.

Michael Ten-Pow, UNHQ New York

Story and graphics reprinted from "Canasta de Cuentos’
(CEPAL/ILPES/CELADE, October 1990)
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STOPOVER

“Give up defining yourself — to yourself or others.
You will not die. You will come to life." Eckhart Tolle

"It is better to die misunderstood than to spend one's life explaining oneself."”
Anon

Grunts and grumblings greeted the announcement that the Accra flight
would be delayed by roughly18 hours. The good news: Swissair (ah, the
good old days!) would provide passengers from outside Geneva with supper
and hotel accommodation. From a strictly geographical viewpoint, I was
within my rights, residing as I did in the Canton de Vaud. Ethically, matters
were more delicate. [ was renting an office-cum-bed-sitter just a stone's throw
from one of the hotels listed. Moreover, I could, with a little goodwill, drive
home in half-an-hour and be back at Cointrin by 9 a.m.

But some buckshee luxury and a weird brand of dépaysement were
there for the asking, so for once I resolved to err on the side of under-
scrupulousness.

In the shuttle bound for Cornavin Gare, guilt and elation mingled and
wrangled. Like a first fling at adultery. What would I feel like, this sultry
summer afternoon, as a total newcomer to this far-famed city which in fact I
knew like the back of my hand?

I scrutinized the backs of both hands. When had I last taken such a
close look? The bulging veinous ridges, the range of unnameable hues, the
wrinkles and brown spots I didn't know were there, the striations of the nails,
the encroaching cuticules, the odd leanings of certain phalanges...

To go the whole hog, 1 plumped for the Epsom, the hotel round the
corner from my flat. And plunging headfirst into my little game, I pretended
at the desk to know no French — not that the Asian receptionist knew much. I
kept up the deceit with the group of fellow passengers as we awaited our
room assignments, wrapping myself tighter into the skin of a spy, impostor,
con man.

I plonked my hand-luggage on the sumptuous double bed and set off
with camera and a handful of maps and prospectuses, the English of which I'd
already mentally edited.

"The City of Calvin". A favourite media cliché. I tried, entering the
Rue de Berne, to find a good word for that woman-scorning Calvin, but he
just wasn't my glass of wine. Why not "The City of Servet" — the "heretical"
Servetus whom Calvin was not averse to having burnt alive, even if, in his
mercy, he favoured a beheading? Wouldn't such an amendment be more in
keeping with the birthplace of the Red Cross and the famous Conventions?

Further on down the road, where it turned red-lightish, I recalled that
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Zen teacher's advocacy of "beginner's mind" — training to step inside each
instant, all senses alert, living ever afresh as we slough off the ballast of
fixed ideas, mindful, as he put it, that we are human beings, not human
doings.

Legs leading me now towards St. Gervais. The Ali Baba spice shop on
the corner was closed, but aromas hung in the air. I paused to sniff and
guess: cardamom, turmeric maybe, cloves, ground nutmeg...

Heading for the church, I prayed no acquaintance would chance my
way, unready as | was to see them "as for the first time". How often had |
passed before this temple! Now inside it, inspecting its mine of surprises.
All this history, a ten-minute stroll from the flat. Okay, it wasn't Rome or
Petra, but it was Geneva, and Geneva after all was where I was.

I tricked myself into thinking I was lost, right near the railway station,
just as any new arrival might be. And suddenly I was. Rue Lissignol. Some
kind of warbler? How come I had never noticed it, let alone wandered down
it? I imbibed its tucked-away, animated ambiance as it goofed off at a right
angle. Reminding me of my mind: setting off straight, only to be led away at
angles by habits and memories. And not only right angles — wrong angles,
odd angles, acute and obtuse ones. By no means easy, this game of staying in
the newness of now!

Cruising south, I unshuttered the Kodak. Not that I intended to take
actual snaps of General Dufour, the Victoria Hall or the water jet (the film
was strictly for Ghana), but peering at places through the viewer sharpened,
heightened, even modified my perceptions. The Reformation Wall turned
into a mini-Wailing Wall for Gentiles, with pilgrims pouring in to boost the
local economy. But could Calvinists wail?

From a bench in the Jardin Anglais (Anglais?), I aimed the lens at
passers-by, none of whom seemed to notice, lopping off their heads in the
frame so as better to focus on the bodies doing their thing. All those
galvanised legs, where were they going? Those gesticulating arms, what
were they saying?

Later, Place du Molard, I settled on one of the café terraces, gazing
straight at faces, marvelling at such uniqueness and diversity, seeking beyond
the summery expressions the buried beliefs that made these people tick, their
primal drives, their secrets...

My eyes drifting from table to table. Loners, couples, families,
groups... Fantasizing myself as some kind of outrageous interviewer:
"Excuse me, but are you two cheating on a spouse?", "Do you know who
Calvin was, Sir?", "Are you getting money laundered in one of those
private banks up there?", "Are you working au noir, Madame?", "And
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you, Monsieur, would you by any chance be engaged in espionage, or are
they just sunglasses?" It wasn't answers I'd be after; just looks on faces.

I quelled my distaste for crossing the Pont du Mont-Blanc on foot, and
crossed it. Playfully. Back to the right bank. Rive Droite, Rive Gauche,
Quartier Latin... My mind made a beeline for memory lane, but I checked it:
"Hey, you there, Paris is the past! This is now, in Rhoneland."

"La Ville du bout du Lac" — another pet media cliché. And here it was,
in sunset garb, the western end of the Léman, shimmering with spearheads of
molten gold. The stalwart Saléve etched against the shifting skyscapes of
Savoy. Saleve.. se leve.. s'éleve.. The whispered tuggings of a poem-to-be?
Comparing, maybe, the towering rock with the vanities, venalities of the city
below? Something to work on tomorrow in flight, above the Mediterranean,
having given up on the Herald Tribune crossword? (How could a Vaudois
villager like me know about US baseball gods!) Inspiration from the Saleve
— what next!

No question of going back to the hotel for its bland international
cuisine. And was [ morally entitled to it? Not that a pizza would be typically
Genevese! Or Genevan? I tasted both adjectives, liking as usual neither. But
hadn't all those Italian settlers lent more zest to the smug Republic? I wasn't
hungry anyway — all that guzzling on impressions, and tipsy on loitering
without intent.

I tackled the pizza with beginner's mind, savouring its colours,
chewing with leisurely contentment, tastebuds detecting capers, mozzarella,
olives, oregano — like singling out the instruments in a symphony. And for
the first time I left my verre de rouge unfinished.

Time at last for the ultimate tourist attraction, the hotspot known to me
alone: that office-cum-pied-a-terre on the first floor of that apartment
building on that once familiar Rue du Prieuré. Where had there been a
priory? Why had I never enquired?

The windows from outside were grubbier than expected. Standing
here on the opposite pavement, my back to the Tabac run by the spirited
signora with whom I practised my Italian and who had once sung a small part
at La Scala. I conjured up that man behind the off-white curtains: his
pursuits and evasions, his professional ups and downs, his upside-down
priorities, his credos, superstitions. Those peakings of energy and doldrums
of lethargy. And the challenge of those gaps between work and play. Time
left in tatters.

What was I to him or he to me, aside from our sharing the selfsame
body? That dull double up there who, when in Geneva, blamed his bad
moods on Geneva. The closed circuitry of his habits stood stark — same
routes, same restaurants, same shopping haunts, same acquaintances...
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I saw that flat as a noman's-land, from where he flattened Geneva's
demography: standoffish Calvinists defending vested interests, or orbiting
internationals, passers-through, engaged in shady businesses or world-
reforming organizations. Pathetic tenant, attitudes, platitudes, conceited
outsider, all roundness of vision impeded!

His Geneva was a figment of his own shuttered mind, fuzzed by the
roles he took on to get through life.

Night was relentlessly enveloping the Paquis. Two floors higher,
Mady, the call-girl of yore who had long since ceased to get calls, would
soon be abed with her poodles. Bawling, wine-sodden German-Swiss
youths, first time in Wilschland, would be drifting in and out of the night-
clubs, those premises I knew when they used to house artisans — frame-
makers, upholsterers, repairers of pipes or sewing-machines.

Slowly a surge of tenderness arose for that fellow over the road.
Wasn't he after all doing his best with what he was able to see? And I'd get
him soon to de-grime those window-panes.

"Take it easy!" 1 yelled up voicelessly. And the valedictory cliché
echoed back with new-found freshness.

And slowly, slowly I headed for the Epsom, by courtesy of Swissair.
Probably in for a restless night: strange bed, strange hotel, strange city,
strange situation, the stranger I had become to myself...

Again I gazed at the backs of my hands. What they looked like no
longer seemed to matter. They were changing and aging all the time, along
with the rest of this rented body I carried around and that carried me around.

What mattered was all the aliveness inside.

David Walters, UNOG, retired
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SO LONG AS WE (THINK WE) KNOW

“What kind of a mouse did you say I was?”

“You know very well,” said his mother. “You’re a dormouse.”
“Couldn’t I be an ordinary mouse?”

“You’re a dormouse! You climb trees, for one thing.”

“Maybe I’m really a titmouse?”’

“Titmouses are not mice and they don’t have tits. In fact, they’re birds.”
“Well, bats aren’t birds, so perhaps I’'m a wingless bat?”

“I tell you you’re a dormouse. Only stupid humans imagine that bats look
like flying mice.”

“I heard there are wood-mice and meadow-mice ... Or perhaps I’m actually
a shrew?”

“No way! And shrews have long pointed snouts and shrieky voices. Why do
you keep plaguing me with the same old question?”

“Because I can’t get to sleep.”
Daddy Dormouse, who had a fine nose for these things when awake, had
been listening in and, unlike his wife, had realized that their youngster had a

nasty little identity problem.

“Listen, son,” he said reassuringly. “You are a dormouse, but you belong to
a special sub-species of dormouse - a rare and beautiful sub-species known in

29

Latin as ‘Dormus insomnians’.

The little one emitted a squeak of contentment, curled up snugly, and fell into
a deep, untroubled sleep.

David Walters, UNOG , retired
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THE NETWORK

Two teeth is everything Aunt Jane had. Square, white and healthy. She
showed them willingly and unwillingly. To everybody . When she talked or
smiled. Even when she was alone. Two square white teeth surrounded by the
bright lips which made a circle, quite thick and hiding the rest. If Aunt Jane
decided to speak and this was rare, the yellowish wrinkled face brightened.
The cheeks somehow mounted up to the eyes and those disappeared. The
nose was there but not imposing. Allowing those two square white teeth to
say:

"7

“I’m here and this is a bouquet for you

That particular phrase came out as music. Aunt Jane spoke very rarely. Only
upon utter need. I am sure she did her shopping by nodding. Her “good
days” and “good byes” to the neighbors. The same thing. The straw hat
helped a lot. It emphasized the habitual gesture. Sure, in Aunt Jane’s life
something happened or did not happen but she did not bother to clarify it.
You look at Aunt Jane and you think was she always like that. Was she ever a
baby? There are some people for whom this is unimaginable.

The straw hat I mentioned was pink. A few curls stuck out. Those, a faded
walnut color.

When she visited Beverley, no matter if it was the dry or the wet season,
Aunt Jane wore the same beige suit. Linen. A tight skirt. A tight jacket too.
They could be new and old too. Have I forgotten anything of the portrait.
The raincoat. Was it beige? No. Blue. Aunt Jane demonstrated taste. It
matched well the shoes. The bag was nice. Square and as if glued to her
left hand.

I lived at the time of my story in Beverley. A wide valley with very nice
green. Houses, trees and grass. Oceans. Ostriches crossing the asphalted
roads. Because we have everything in South Africa. From white to blackest.
From poor to richest. I would not enumerate but there are representatives of
all continents. People like Aunt Jane and all of us in Beverley classified in
the lower middle. Far away from Jobourg, Pretoria or the Cape, far away
from Soweto we pretended to forget the boiling pot about to explode. Then
there was the Aids pandemic. The crime. The Truth and Reconciliation
Commission with revelations of whites and blacks and the wrong they had
personally done to someone. The economic growth and the recession. The
hatred. Scared of what was around. White but with no wish or opportunity to
leave as many others were doing.
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The years were passing. The area became less and less populated. It was
difficult to find a match in Beverley. Only Uncle Sean discovered the means.
The Internet.

I do not know which one he was a subscriber to. Hotmail or Yahoo. But sure,
the Internet had those magic ways to produce the right match for you. So,
first, Uncle Sean became a pal with the person. When things advanced we
could see the photo. Guess her friends saw Uncle Sean’s. Then the Lady
came to visit him in Beverley.

I was not sure if they divorced through the Internet too. Because, the Lady
would stay a year maximum. Then, leave. Another one would come. We
did not mind at all. The whole area was invited at Uncle Sean’s marriages.
Very generous. The same ritual. The crowd would tread to his farm. Take
them with the bride to the church. The Mayor’s Office. Back home at the
long row of tables. Hundred. Hundred and Fifty. Two Hundred persons.
The only stranger for us all in Beverley — Aunt Jane. Because that was how
we met her. When Uncle Sean’s first Internet adventure turned into a
marriage.

The wives came from different countries. Usually from far away and as a rule
without their kin and friends. Japan. Jordan. Jamaica. Jerusalem. I wondered
if Uncle Sean was searching something particular with “J” or the web sites
were still at the experimental stage. After the third and fourth “J” happened,
whoever or whatever was pressing the button behind the screen must have
made a connection that there should be a healthier letter to test. Not so much
for the wedding parties and the related expenses. Please, imagine the
consequences from the emotions, the fears, the frustrations and the
expectations. All those ruined towers. The legal side. Jee. The divorces. At
his age, although I can’t judge now exactly how old Uncle Sean’s was — in
his 40ies, 50ies or 60ies.

Where would Aunt Jane fit in that you may ask. In the corner place at the far
right end of the table. People never stopped wondering why a strange bird
like her would attend the party. Why did she receive an invitation at all and
why did she come. Was it the bouquet? Or the phrase: “Here I am and this is
a bouquet for you.”

After the fourth unsuccessful “J”, Aunt Stacy , a distant cousin of Uncle Sean
on his father’s side and a Chair of the Beverley Women’s Society, murmured
that next wedding, if there would be a next, Aunt Jane should not be invited.
She could be casting some bad fate. She was spreading all over the valley her
horrible doubts when the mail brought us new invitations. The letter was
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changed! The “R” era began. The bride was from Russia. I did not know that
Russian women were so beautiful.

There they were. Uncle Sean and the new Aunt Sean. The Internet had
progressed and chosen a much younger match. The white dress and the black
tuxedo and we all dressed up. Aunt Jane with her bouquet.

“Ah, there she is again! I told him not to ask her to come any more!” Aunt
Stacy was mad with anger and it reddened her face. “Can you find out who
she is finally?”

It is bad manners to refuse a service to an old lady. After Aunt Jane’s Fifth
bouquet and ‘“here I am and here is a bouquet for you”, I approached her:
“Aunt Jane, I know this is very impolite...you come from very far
away...or....you are Uncle Sean’s...”

I was looking for the right word when the voice as musical as | knew it from
the only phrase said short: “First wife”.

I left Beverley a month before a full year elapsed, as I count now, from Uncle
Sean’s Sixth marriage.

Mum and Dad did it with an unsoothed sadness. Justified it with my future.
As Grandma and Grandpa had done for Dad defecting half a century ago
from Bulgaria.

While I was telling you the story, the Lady from the “R” site was packing.
Who was to blame. Uncle Sean? The Internet? Whose imperfection? Aunt
Stacy was sure it was Aunt Jane. Not me though.

We have the Internet in Australia also. One day I would log in and ask Aunt
Jane: “Why, were you coming?”’

Petia Vangelova, UNHCR

Petia Vangelova and Alfred de Zayas at
the 12th Ex Tempore literary soirée on
28 January 2008 in Geneva
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KJYMEBA (FLOWER BED)

Snuzpag:

«Xoamuk 06a02cUNU YepeHKAMU, NOCLINGNU NEeCKOM, d nocepeoune GOMKHYIU NUEGHYIO
OYMBLIKY 20PILIUUKOM 88EPX, HO DMO ObLIO COeNAHO 63 8CAKOU 3A0Hel MbICUY.
( «Cepoeunoe 2ope», Xanc Kpucmuan Anoepcen)

The grave was bordered with pieces of flower-pots and strewn over with sand; quite at the
top they had stuck up half a beer bottle, with the neck upwards, and that was not at all
allegorical. ( from ' A Great Grief' by Hans Christian Andersen)

CecuB 0e100pBICYI0 TBHIKBY € OaJKOHa JEBATOrO 3Ta)ka KUPHUYHOMN
MHOT03TaXKH, Bacga ynpsiMo cMoTpen Ha OapXaTHbI My(QUK KIyMOBI C
POCKOILIHBIMA T'€OPTMHAMM U TIOJBIIAHAMH, KOTOPBIA MOKOMJICS Ha Ta30HE,
YKPBITBIM OT BOpPOBAaTOro0 TIJla3a IUTAKETHUKOM C TPO3/AbSIMH JIOIYXOB,
NyYKaMH KpaluBbl M BHUXpaMH BEYHOKOJIIOUYMX KycTapHUKOB. KiymOa
HEYJIep’)KUMO TsHyJa K ce0e He TOJbKO Triaza Bacuius, HO U Bce ero
CYILIECTBO.

Konps mtakeTHuka ObUIM 3aTOYEHBI MOBEPXY MacTepaMu KOIEHHOTro
nena. BoT ecim Ha Takoit BOT 3a00p CIUTAaHUPYEIIb HEB3HAYAM C IMOAHEOCCHS,
TO BCE KHILIOYKM CBOM Ha HMX HAMOTAaelllb, KaK M30JEHTY HA XOKKEHHYIO
KJTIOILIKY.

B »To Bpemst IBo Anapuy HamentsiBas Bace Ha yIIko o TOM, Kak MATEPO
TypOK, PacTsSHYB 3a 4iICHBl OJETHOE TENO HECYacTHOTro cepba, OepexHo
HACaXMBaJIW €r0 Ha MPUB3IACPHYTHIA C PBIXJIOW 3€MJIM OCUHOBBIN KOJI, TO U
JIeN0 MOCTYKMBAasl MO TYNOMY €ro OKOHEUbIO KYBajJOW C pa3ioXMaue€HHOU
MOP/IOH.

A BOT eclM XOpOIIEHbKO MPUMEPUTHCA M B CaMblil IEHTP KIyMObI
OpoCHTBCS, TO HHM 3a KakWe KOBPHMXKKH HE pa3o0wembes. [loromy dro
ynpyruii my¢uk moadpocut teds Kak 0aTyT, U Tl IPOCTO TPHU pasza yJapHO
noAupeIrHemib. [IepBeiii pa3 — 40 mATOrO 3Ta)ka, BTOPOM — TO TPETHETO, a
TpeTHii — 10 GOPTOUKH MEPBOTO.

Tak Bace ckaszan manpuuk Wimoma ¢ tpersero srtaxa. Bacumuii Bepun
Wmomie, moTOMy YTO CIIOBAa €ro Jpyra HEM3MEHHO CObIBaIMCH. OgHAXIbI,
koraa Mironra u Bacst toBuin 3a ToMOM MalCKuX KyKOB, Mtora oOpoHWIT B
HUKYJIa KOPOTKYIO (hpa3y:

- 3aBTpa 6abymika Bepa ympet. 13 copok BOCBMOM KBapTHPBI.

- Uro? OTKyna Thl 3Haeub?

- V¥ s-To 3Hat0. Pa3Be s korga-audynp Tede Bpan?

- Her, He Bpan. A oT uero oHa ympert?

- U3BectHO oT yero. Ot crapoctu. S ceroans exan ¢ Hel B mU(Te U yBUAET,
YTO JIMLO Yy Hee OyATO MYKOH OOChIaHo. DTO €€ CTapoCTb OCOOBIM 3HAKOM
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nometruna. [lopa, cectpa, mopa, B najekue Kpas, A€ MBI C TOOOH He
pasiyyatbesi cMoxkeM. [Tonsn?

- [onsn, - 3aBepun apyra Bacunuid.

- A BOT MOCMOTpHU Ha 3TO JOOOMBITHOE Hacekomoe! — Mmioma moaHec k
camoMy Hocy Bacu Maiickoro anb0uHOCa, KOTOPBIA IIEBETUT KOPSBBIMU
JankaMu M Jaxe mapannyin Bace nHo3apro. - Toxe Bech Oenblif, CIOBHO B
W3BECTKOBOM JIY’KULIE KYIIaJICS.

- 1 sToT 3aBTpa ymper?

- Her, - 3acmesics Wnmroma. — Y 5kykoB BHe3amHasi OeM3Ha COBCEM HHOE
O3Ha4yaeT. A yMpET OH CETrO/HS.

- A 3T0-TO OTKyJa Thl 3Haellb? — yauBUiICS Bacunuii.

Wnroma monioxkust 6enoro kyka Ha acaibT U HAKPhUI €ro HaarpoOHOMN
IJIMTOM CaHJAJIEeThI.

- A orryza. [loTomy 4To s - 60T cMepTH OEJBIX )KYKOB.

B 3TOT MOMEHT MMMO MaJIBYMKOB IO y3KOW Jopore mpomnbsuiiia «Bomira» ¢
OnecTsamuM osneHeM Ha nepeake. Ilo crpanHol cimywaiiHocTn «Bosray toxe
ObL1a aJTLOMHOCOM.

- A moueMy He BCEX HAaCEKOMBIX, a TOJIBKO OeJbIX MalCKUX KyKOB?

- [IoroMy 4TO MHE Tak Ha poJly Ha4epTaHO.

- A MHe 4TO Ha poAy HayepTaHo?

- Tebe He HauepTaHO, a HAMKMCAHO.

- A 4TO — B 3TOM €CTh KaKasi-TO pa3HuLa?

- Ectb. U Oonbias. Tebe, cpeau mpodero, Ha pojly HallMCaHO CHPBITHYTH C
JEBATOr0 JTaka Ha KiIymOy. s TOro 4roObl MPOWTH pPEUENTHUBHYIO
KoH(upmanuio. Hy u nocie eme Kkoe-4To COBEpIIUTb.

- 3auem? Sl xe pazoObrOCh!

- Jla He pasoObembcs ThI! Touno Ttebe roBopro! Ecnm, koHeuHo,
XOpOILIEHBKO MpHIennubes. 1lepBblii pa3 MOANPBITHENb 10 IATOTO 3TAXKa,
BTOPOM pa3 — JI0 TPETHETO, a TPETUH — 10 (POPTOUKHU MEPBOTO. YX, U 3aBUAYIO 5
Tebe! 1o ke Takol HezeMHOU BocTopr! Takoe OecdeoBedyHOEe HacIaxkeHbe!
[TouTtn Kak cyacTbe CBOOOIHOTO MAPEHBS.

- A cam moyemMy He XO4YeIb MonpodoBaTh?

- A kak? 4] ke Ha TpeTbeM dTaxke KHUBY. M OKHa y Hac BBIXOJST Ha CBAJIKY.

Wnromia crapareinbHO YTHOKHII OCKBEPHEHHYIO CaHIAJIETY O 3€JIEHBIM KOBEp
ra3oHHOM TpaBbl. Ha acdanbre Onecten Oenblii IPBIIUK, TOX0XKUH Ha CBEXKHUI
IJIEBOK MSITHOM KBAYKH.

- A TBI KO MHe mpuxoau! — goragancsa Hekctatu Bacs. — [lokaxens MHe,
KaK HY>KHO JIy4lI€ NpbIraTh.

Wnroa BAPYT BBITPAXHYJ U3 KEMKH JBa JECATKAa MalCKUX KYKOB, KOTOPBIX
Jpy3bsli B TEUEHHUE 4Yaca OTJABIMBAIA M CIOUPAIH C JIMCTHEB NMPU3EMHCTOU
cTapoii Oepessl.

- Bcé! Hanoeno! Tonbko oaun menoBuk nonaics! [loigeM nydiiie B JIETHUIMA
caa. [TocMOTpuM, Kak My>KHUKH B TOPOJIKH UTPAIOT.

- Mo, a xak ke kirym6a?
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- Uro? Kakas xirym6a? — Mitrorra cioBHO MPUTypPHBAICS.

- [Ipuxoau ko MHE TIpBITaTh B KIIyMOY!

- Jla ve mory s! HecMoTpst Ha cdacThe OECIUIOTHOTO BOCTapeHHs. ThI ke
caM 3Haelllb, YTO HUYEro He MmojyduTcs. Y Te0s, BO MEpBBIX, co0aKa 3IoIasl.
Hy, 310 eme nmonpaBumo. Ilycumy MOKHO B BaHHOHM 3aKpbITb. A BOT 4YTO C
meueHocueM [laBnoBbiM fenats Oyaem? M moToM - 3TO e HE y MEHS, a y TeOs
Ha poay HanucaHo! 5 3To Tebe yxe 00bsacHs!

B xopunope kBaptupsl, rae Bacs sxun co cBoell equHCTBEHHOU 0a0yIIKoi
(oBuapka Ilycuma nHe B cuer) IIpackoBbeii I'puropbeBaoit COKOJIOBOM, MPSMO
HaIlpOTHB MAapaJHON JBEpPU BUCEJ OrPOMHBI HOPTPET B JUTOM YYTYHHOH
paMKe. 3amnedaTSICHHbIM Ha XOJICTE KEMYHbI MY)KUMHA C Kali3epOBCKUMU
ycamMu OblT OOJIaueH B BOEHHYIO (QopMy HEOObIYHOro oOpasna, OT4acTU
HAaIIOMMHAIOIIYI0 OpUTAHCKUN KOJOHUAIbHBIA CTHJIb MO3anpouuioro sexka. Ha
rojoBe ero Obul HE TO MPOOKOBBIM MHIIEM, HE TO LIMpoKomojas (derpoBas
LUIANA, TOJICHHUINA €ro HIMPOKMX Caror BOJHUCTO B3JIBIMAIKNCH 10 CaMOro
naxa, a rpy/ib €ro U3yMpyJAHoro (peHua, UICKyCHO 3aJipalMpOBaHHasi 3MEHKaMU
aKcenbOaHTOB, YKpallald OpAEeHa, MeNald U 3HAKHM BCEBO3MOXKHBIX (OPM U
pasMmepoB. Ha moronax cBepkajiy 1Mo 4eThIpe 30JI0THIX CKOPIHOHA C KPACHBIM
KPECTHUKOM BMECTO JKaja. A B pyKax My>XYHMHA TSDKKO YAEPKHUBAI BBEPX
OCTpUEM JUIMHHBIMA, W3BWINCTBII B OKOHYaHbE, KaK XBOCT Pa3bAPECHHOU
raJIl0K1, MOLIHBINM IBYPYYHBIN MeY.

babymika eme B paHHeM JeTCTBE pacckasana Bacuiuio, 4ro B Kopuaope
BHUCHT IOPTPET UX NPAAEHYIIKH IO MaTepuHCKOMN JinHuM - IlaBna ITaBmoBnua
[TaBnoBa. Ilpanenymika [1aBnoB ObUT BOGHHBIM JIEHO-MEIUKOM U OJIHAXKIBI, C
paspelieHust rocyaaps, Jake NPUHHUMaJ yyacTHE B YYMHEHHOH OpuTaHLaMU
KapTorpauuecko SKCIETUIIMA B Oro-3amajHod vactd HammOum, na u
BOOOIIIE U3PSTHO TTOMOTAJICS 110 AdpuKe.

Meuenocen [1aBnoB ¢ mepBoro B3rjsaa HeB3MOOWT Apyra Bacu Mmooy u
HUKOTJ]a €ro JaJbIIe INPUX0XKEH HE NPOIYCKAI — IPO3HO TONOPIIWI YCBI U
HarjasiHO BUOprpoBai TecakoM. CHSTh MOPTPET CO CTEHBI, XOTS OBl Ha BpeMs,
WIM JTaK€ TIEPEBEPHYTH €ro JUIOM K CTCHKE HE IPEICTABIIIOCh BO3ZMOXKHBIM:
Jpy3bsi TOJBKO PYKU cebe morapanaiyd O IepiiaBelii uyryH. JlBaxknbl Bacs
IIBITAJICS HAKPBITh IOPTPET NPOCTBIHEN WM IuienoM, HO [laBnoB B nBa cuera
IpeBpalal NOKPhIBAJIO B CTalKy 0ab04ek M MOTBUIBKOB, KOTOpas MEIJIEHHO
ocezaja Ha T0J HeXHBIM HaArPOOHBIM XOJIMUKOM.

Opnaxnpl Bace ynanoch MNOACYHYTh I0J HWKHIOKO 4YacTb paMbl
MOPTAaTUBHBIN IOMKpPAT, YyTh MPUIIOIHATH OPTPET U MPBICHYTh (POHAPUKOM Ha
CIHUHY NpaAenymku. B myHHoM cusiHbe Bacst Ha Mur yBuaen, 4To Ha 0OpaTHOM
CTOpOHE XOJICTa TOKE ObljIa HamMaJieBaHa KaKasi-TO KapTHHA.

DTO OTKPBITHE HACTOJBKO MOpa3wiio Bacuius, 4To OH TYT K€ COpBajcs K
npyry Wnrome, OpocuB nomkpaT u (oHapb y TaJOUIHHUIBI W 3alljienaB
JATYIIAYbUMU JIAKaMH CaHJAJIET M0 YCTYTaM iepOaTol JECTHUIIBI.

JIBepb Ha ero HacCTBIPHBIM 3BOHOK OTKpbUIa Mama Miromwu, IuioTHas, HO
MUJIOBHUJIHAS KEHIMHA 0€3 ONpeeNeHHbIX 3aHATHN, KUBYIAs HA TMEHCHUIO TO
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CIIy4ar0 MOTepu KOpMIIIbLa. Ee My ObUT TIETYNKOM-UCIIBITATEIEM, i TTIO3TOMY
€ro >XKM3Hb OKa3aJoCh KOPOTKOM M SPKOW Kak aTTPAKUUOH «AMEPHUKAHCKHE
ropkn» B VI3MalnoOBCKOM TMapke KyJbTypbl U oTAbixa. CKBO3b MaMmy
HEBEJOMbIM 00pazoM mnpocoumiics Wmoma u mnotammn Bacio Bo aBop,
IpeABKyLIasi CEHCAlMOHHYI0 HOBOCTb.

- TrI 3Haemb, yTo Ha cnuHe MedyeHocua [laBnoBa ects apyras kaptuHa?! —
3aKkpuyas Bo30yxkaeHHO Bacwmmii, korga oH u Mimoma 3a0panuchk Ha KpbIILy
JIBOPOBOIO rapaxa Ha Tpu aBToMecta. OJHO MECTO B rapaxe 1o HENOHSATHBIM
IpUYMHAM IIyCTOBAJIO, B JPYroM JpemMaia «uHBanuiaka» naau Eropa, a B
TpeTbeM OOWTad B BEYHO pPACTEP3aHHOM COCTOSIHUM YEpPHBIN TpoderHbIi
«XO0opbX», 0 BaJiedble KOTOPOI'O XOUIN CMYTHBIE U Pa3HOPEUUBBIE CITYXH.

- 51 06 sTom noraawiBaiics, - ckazan Mmoma. — Ho TobKO HE TOBOpU MHE,
4TO TaM HapucoBaHo. S| omacaioch (U3MOIOTMUECKUX MOCIEACTBUMA
KyJbTYpPHOrO MIOKA. Thl K€ 3Haellb, YTO Y MEHs He TOJbKO J00poe, HO H
cnaboe cepaue. Jlydmie s cam nmompoOyro poraaatrbes. Mnum emie sydiie —
Ha30By TeOe nepBble OyKBBI TOTO, YTO ATa KapTHHA cUMBoOJIM3UpyeT. CoryaceH?

Hecmotpss Ha gocagy — ax Kak ciafko Obulo Obl MOAETUTHCS C JAPYrom
CEKpETOM, KOTOpPhI OH Tak J0 KOHIA U He BbiBenai! — Bacs ObLI BBIHYXKICH
COTJIACUTHCHI.

- Kaptuny Ha cnuHe MedyeHocua [laBmoBa MOXHO aOCTpakTHO 0003HAYUTH
OykBamH «c» U «I». BepHo?

- BepHo, - cropsua noarBepann Bacuiuii, HO TYT K€ B3sUI CBOE CIIOBO
oOpatHo. - Her! He Mory s TeGe sToro TouHo ckazatb. He ycnen s Tonkom
HU4Yero pasrsiiers. IIoMHIO TONBKO YTO-TO Bpoae OYyTBUIKM, Ha KOTOPOM
oTOJIECK JTyHBI TOpel. S ke OAHON pyKOM JOMKpaT HMpUIEP’KUBAJ, a JPYrond —
dbonapuk. M morom — cmoTpeTh Ob1T0 Hey00HO. [llens momyunnace menkas. B
HEee Jla)Ke TOJIOBY HEBO3MOXXHO OBUIO MPOCYHYTh. 3HAIO TOJIBHKO, YTO €CTh Ha
CIIMHE MEUYEHOCIA KUBOIKUCHOE NMPOU3BEICHHE, HO BOT KAKOB €r0 CIOKET WUJIU B
YeM COCTOUT €ro CMBICI — CKa3aTh 3aTPYAHSIOCH.

- A dero e ThI TOT/1a 0eXa cIIoMs ToJIoBY? - paccepamics Mimoma.

- Tak Benp rnaBHoe BblIssiCHWI! ['JTaBHBIM XOTEN MOJEIUTHCSA! A ocTanbHOE
MO>KHO IMOTOM pa3y3HaTh.

- Jla mo3mHO OyAeT pa3y3HaBaTh, - B3MOXHYJ Mirromra. — Kerarm, a kak ceOst
BEJI B 3TO BpeMsl MpajieyiiKa’?

- Ilo-moemy, I1aBen [1aBnoBuu cnas.

Wiroma He Ha MIyTKY pacCTPOMIICS.

- DX, %kaJb, YTO ThI TAK IUIOXO KapTUHY Ha €r0 CIUHE pa3risiuena. A 1o y
MeHSl yKe Iienas Teopus B Oamike cotBopmiach. Ciymait! A Tel BOT 4TO
caenait! Copocu y camoro medeHocua [laBioBa: 4To y Hero Ha CIHHE
HapUCOBAHO?

Bacs Brickpeb u3 HarpyHoro kapmMaHa pyOaliki HECKOJIBKO KYKYpPy3HBIX
XJIOMbEB W pa3ienuwn ux no-Oparcku ¢ Wmiomeit. Manbuuku JIpy>KHO
3axXpylajy BsUIEHOU KyKypy30M.
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- He-e, kak-To cTpaliHOBaTo cropammBarb. A BApYr oH paccepautcs? U
MEYOM TpO3UTh Oynet?

- O#1, na He apelidb ThI! DTO OH MEHS HE JIOOUT. A K TeOe KaK K pOJTHOMY
oTHOcuTcA. S 3TO naBHO 3ameTwl. Jla ThI e U ecTh ero poaHou npaBHyk! Hy
naBai, nepsait! Iloka Ilpackodss I'puropreBHa Ha OneHbHX MNpynax ¢
MOAPYTaMH TPEIETCS.

Bacsa nogusuicst Ha nudre Ha neBsteii Tax. [lo myTu oH ycmen Hacmex
3aYUCTUTHh KJIIOYOM CBEXKYIO MaTepIIMHY Ha cTeHke Judra. Ho momyuunocs
HE COBCEM ICTETHYHO. YK JIydle Obl OH MaTEPIIMHY B MOKOE OCTaBUII.

Ha ynusnenue IlaBnoB 3aBen pasroBop nepBbiM. M BooOIIe okazancst Ha
peakocTh 0oNTANBBIM. Buanmo, no kakoi-To aBpajibHOW NMpUYMHE MpeObIBal
B 0c000 OnaromymHoM HacTtpoe. Ho 3aroBopui, eCTeCTBEHHO, COBCEM O
JIPYTOM.

- Bacunii, - Bkpagunso npousHec [lasen IlaBioBud, 4yTh IpUCITyCTUB
CBOM CYpOBBIM Me4. — A 3Haelb JIM Thl, KAK YMEp BEIUMKHUNA PYyCCKUM IEBeEll,
KoMIto3uTop u nuanuct Moaecr [lerposnu Mycoprekuii?

Bacs Bompocy He yauBmicsa. Bo3MOXHO, IOTOMYy, YTO Ha IpPOLLION
Hezjene ciayman Ha Oa0ymkuHoMm natedoHe «llecHu m miusicku cMepTH» B
ucnonaennu EBrenns Kunkaio.

- Hy, 3Haro nmpumepHo. B mocnenHee BpeMsi OH CWIbHO BbinuBail. B
pe3ysbTaTe ero xBaTui yzaap. py3bs moMecTunn ero B OOJBHUILY, HO
HECMOTPsI Ha JICYEHUE OH Y€pEe3 HEKOTOPOE BPEMs CKOHYAJICS.

- Hy, sto, Bacs, reHepanbHble, HEKOHKPETHBIE CBEICHUSA. DIaK MOXKHO
CKa3aTh IOYTU NPO JIIOOOTO PYCCKOTO YEIOBEKA, 3JI0YNOTPEOISBIIEro
QIKAIOWJaMUA. A TyT JMYHOCTh mapTukyiaspHas — Mogecr Ilerposuyl!
['maBHBIN cBETOY MOTy4ei TIesi b/

Meuenocern [1aBioB B3MaxHys1 B BO30YKIEHbE MEUOM H, 3aL[EIIUB OCTPUEM
3a CTeHy, MOJBECHJI IOJ] OTOJIKOM KYAPSABYIO CTPYXKKY 000€B.

- IlpumeyatensHo, uro MojaecT mo-ppaHIly3cKd O3Ha4yaeT CKPOMHBIM,
3acteHuuBbid. Ho MojiecT Takum HUKOra He ObuI. Sl 3TO HaBepHOE 3HAlO, 5 C
HUM OJHO BpeMs MNpusATenbcTBOBaN. OH M MMEHHM CBOEr0 MEIIKOBAaTOro
HUYYTh HE CcTecHsica. A BoT Oparen ero, ®umaper IlerpoBuu, TOT,
HANpOTHB, MO MOBOAY COOCTBEHHOTO pPrénom OdYeHb Aaxe KOH(DYy3MIIcH.
beiBamo, momaer nmame pyuky u npexactabisiercs: «EBrenmit I[lerpoBuu
Mycopckuit». KakoBo-c! Eprenuii [letposuu! Cmex na u ToibKoO!

- [TaBen I1aBnoBuy... — Hayan 6110 Bacunuid.

- Ax-na! fl ke He pacckasan Tebe, kak Mycoprckuii ymep! - mepedun ero
pasropsYeHHbIN Jell-menuk. — O CMepTH TeHMaTbHOTO CAMOYYKH JI0 CHX
Op XOAMT MHOXECTBO CIUIeTeH. BOT, KcTaTu, OJHa U3 CaMmbIX
pacnpocTpaHeHHbIX. bynydn B OoOJIbHMIIE TOJ] HEYCHITHBIM HaOII0JCHUEM
Ipy3ed u Bpayed, Mycoprckuii, T€EM HE MEHee, MNPOAOJDKAI XUPETh
pPaccyIKOM M TEJIOM M OJHAaXIbl HOYBIO CKOHYAJICA OT OCTPOro MpHUCTYyIa
Oemnoif ropsiuku. Xa-xa! — [laen [1aBnoBUY CBEpKHYI HMIEPEHTON KEIE3HBIX
3y00B. - Ha camom e niesne Bce Obuto coBceM He Tak! M mo kpaitHelt Mepe
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He BoBce Tak. Korja ocCHOBHOM KOHTHHIEHT BOSHHOW OOJIbHUIIBI 3aKaHUYMBAI
K BeYepy MEIUIMHCKYIO CIyX0y, OCTaBisisi 3aBelleHHE Ha IOTeUeHUe
MJIQJIIETO JIeYallero IEepCcoHalla, M NpPeXIe BCEro cropoxkeil, Mogaect
[leTpoBuY Mo CyTH JMIIANCS Kakoil Obl TO HU OBUIO OMEKH, B KOTOPOM OH B
TOT mepuojs; ocobo Hyxnaancs. OpHaxapl HOUblD Mycoprckuit cymen
CHECTUCh C MECTHBIM CTOPOXXEM H, NPEMIOKHUB MAJIOMYy JBaAlATh IATh
pyOneil accurHanusiMu, OTHpaBUi €ro B kKabak «Maubiii fpocnaBen» 3a
OyTBUIKOM XOpOLIEro KOHbSIKa W MPUJIMYHON 3aKyckod. OJHAKO CTOPOX B
«Mansiii SIpocnaBen» He moOexal, a ormnpaBuwics Ha HeBckyro mpucraHs,
rae Kynuwi y 3HAaKOMOTO TpPaKTHpUIMKAa OyTbUIKY JEIIeBOM CHBYXH C
Hakielikoil «Grande Chabasse». Coaepkumoe OyTHUTKH OBLIO MOJKPAIIEHO
TU(QIUCCKUM 4YaeM U MOJCIAIICHO >XOKEHBIM caxapoM. Tam ke CTOpOX
npuoOpen 3a MATaK 3eJIeHOe aHTOHOBCKOE si07oko. [locunTan, CykuH CbIH,
YTO TaKOM 3aKyCKM T'€HUIO OyJeT AOCTaTOYHO. 3ameTbh, Apyr Mo Bacs, uro
Mopnect IletpoBud nanm cTopoxky ULedbIX JBaaUaTh MATh pyoOsei
accurHanusamMu! UM BOT Tak-TO mNoOAJIEN OTIUIATHI KOMIIO3UTOPY 3a €ro
TOpoBaTOCTh! MyCOPrcKHii BN 3a110M OYTBUIKY (DajbIIMBOrO KOHBAKY U
3aKycuJ 3TO MOMio sibioukoM. Bcekope emy crano AypHO, U CIyCTH
KopoTkoe BpeMs Monect IletpoBud ckoHUYANCs, BCKpUYaB IEepe] CMEPTHIO:
«Ax, Oennblil 51, Oennbiii! Heyxenu s ymuparo!» Wi 4ro-to B 3TOM XKe
pone. CTOpoX TOYHO HE MOMHHUT. 3aTO XOpPOIIO MOMHHT, Kak Oeran K
TPAaKTHPLIMKY 34 CHBYXOM C KOHBIYHOM HAKIECHKOW M Kak B OTBET Ha
HACTOSTENIbHOE  XOJATaluCTBO JOKTOpa bepreHcoHa OCTaBIATH  IIpU
MycopckoM Ha HOYb KOro-imO0 M3 €ro BepHbIX jApy3el, CtacoB Bpojae Obl
MaxHyJ1 Oe3Hale:)KHO pykod u ckazan: «OH, na pasBe y Moaecra chlryTcs
JPY3bsl, KOTOPBIE COTJIACSATCS 332 HUM [10 HOYaM IPUCMaTpUBaTh!»

Bacst OCTOpOKHO KOCHYJICA PYKOM CTaJbHOIO JIE3BHsS ABYPYYHOTO
knazneHna. Cranp Obl1a ropsiya Kak KacTpProJisl C KUITSIUMHE [IIaMH.

- A BBI TOKE€ MY3bIKY COUYMHSIIA?

- O net! S counHsI CTUXU U NMPO3Y, UCAT Ha 3aKa3 OMEPHBIC TUOPETTO.
Ha sToit mouBe mMbI u conutuck ¢ Moaectom IlerpoBuuem. XoTsi OH OOBIYHO
caM C 3THM JEJIOM CIIPABJISIICA, HO HA 3TOT pa3 IMONPOCUII MEHs CAENATh EMY
OJI0JDKEeHHE U HaOpocaTh JHOPEeTTO K 3amymMaHHOW uM omepe «becb». On
NOYeMy-TO HHMKAaK HE MOT MepeIUIaBUTh CyMOYpHBIH TekcT JlocToeBckoro
naxe B BepanOp. OAHAKO MPOEKT NPHUIUIOCH OTJIOXKUTh B JOJTHM SAIIUK.
Mopecra HeEOXUITAaHHO YBIEKIa rorojeBckas «OKenutsba»y. Ho u ¢
«KeHuTh00i1» 150 TOKE BCKOPE 3aryIoXJIO.

- A 13 TOTO, YTO BBl HAMMCAJIH, OBLIO JIK YTO-TO OMyOJIUKOBaHO?

- Pazymeercs. B Mmou Bpemena nmyOnukoBaThCsi ObIJIO O4YeHB JieTKo. [IpaBaa,
tipaxu Obutm MusepHble. Jlaxke y JlocroeBckoro m TypreHeBa OHU HE
NPEBBIIATIA TPEX-IATH THICAY SK3EMIUIAPOB. Y MEHS K€ BBIIUIM B
netepOyprckom  m3parenscTBe «HoeB  koBuer»  «3amMcKku  PyCCKOTO
appukanepa», «llpokaxeHusie KyHrIM», «HamuOwuiickas neBa» U MHOTO
BCSIKOTO Mpoyero no menodyam. Mens paxe cam JleB ToncTtoi MOYMTHIBAIL.
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OpHaXapl OH CKazajl MHE BO BpeMsl CIlydailHO# BcTpeuu B KiyOe «YeTsipe
maructpay: «[lummure Bol HexypHo, noporo I[laBen IlaBmoBuu. Ho GombHO
BBIYYPHO, 3aKOBBIPUCTO. VICKYyCcCTBO HE TEPHUT K€MAaHHOCTU. OHO TIATOTEET K
CEPMSDKHOM MY XHIKOM UCTUHE. A y Bac YMTATEIb MOCTOSHHO CIOTHIKAETCS O
KOJIZIOOMHBI JIUTEPAaTypPHBIX U3IUIIECTB. BOT BbI numure, Hanpumep: «YepHas
HOYb MOXHUpaja OyieHOe Telo MyCcThiHU. JIump rae-to Ha 3amajae ee
JIpO’Kajo BOCHAJIEHHOE OKO KocTpa». Ho Beap 3To ke odeHs muoxo! A Bcero-
TO HYXHO ObUIO Obl BaM Hamucath: «Ha mycTsIHIO ciycTuiach HOUbY. U BCE!
OcranpHOE — JIyKaBble JMTEpaTypHble MalmHU. [lucath HyXHO JErko u
IpOCTO, YTOObI YMTATENI BOJBHO [BIIAIOCH W IIUPOKO MIArajgoch IO
BBIMOILEHHOW O€IETPUCTOM J0pore». - «3HAuuT, Bbl IOJIaraere, 4To JeNo
nucaTesis MOCTUTh Takyl JOpOry, MO KOTOpOM dYHUTarenato OyleT Jerko u
NPUBOJIBHO XOAUTh?» - cnpocun s JIbBa HukomaeBuua. — «Beixogut, 4To
TaKk», - coryiacuics ToNCTON. — «A BOT s TaK HE yMaro, - IOCMEN 1 BO3Pa3UTh
BCEHAapOJHOMY aBTOPHUTETY. — S| cuMTaro, 4TO YUTATEIb JOJDKEH OpOAUTH IO
KHUI'€ KaK II0 JIpeMydeMy JIeCy, 1€ OH JOJDKEH OmacaThCsl KaKI0To LI0poXa,
KOKJIOTO CKpHIa, NPUCIYLIMBAaTHCA K TAMHCTBEHHBIM 3BYKaM, YYUTBCA HX
IIOHUMAaTh, YMETh PA3JIM4aTh [OTACHHBIE POJHUKH C )KMBOM U MEPTBOM BOJAOH,
CMEJI0 MPOAUPATHCS CKBO3b 3apOCIM IWKOM ManuHbl U exeBukn». Ho Jle
HukonaeBuu, yBbl, yXe HE CilIyllal MEHs, NEPEeMETHYBIUUCh Ha Oeceny ¢
MOJIOJBIM ITMCATENEM 3alLIEBbIM.

- [TaBen [1aBnoBudY, 3TO MpaBaa, 4TO y BAac Ha CIMHE €CTh Apyras KapTuHa? —
BbINAJIWJ BAPYT Bacumnuii, 1 1o ero no3BOHOYHUKY MOOEkKAIN MYpPALLIKH.

- Tr1 e caMm ee BUAEI, - YCMEXHYJICS NPajeAyIlKa, II04ecaB PyKOSATKON
Meya BOPCHUCTYIO MPaByl0 OPOBb.

- Jla He ycmen s TOJIKOM HUYETO pas3risaeTh!

- A eciau Obl s TeOe MeyoM OaIliKy TBOK JIHOOONBITHYIO cHec? UToO He
coBaiics, Kyaa He ciemyer? Bor Wiromke Obl TOYHO TOJIOBY OOpyOWMI TOX
CaMblil KOPEIIIOK.

- IIpoctute, I1aBen [TaBnoBuu!

- Jla yx manno. Ilpomaro. Bripoyem, nemo He B TOM, 4€M Yy MEHS BCA
CIIMHA pa3pricoBaHa, a B TOM, YTO INPHIIEN, HaKOHEI, TeOe CPOK o0psa
KoHpupManmu mpoxoauTh. BoT 4To MeHs cediwac Oecmokout! Tebst ke
kTymOa ODKHA K cebe TIHYTh Kak MarHuT. Pa3Be ThI cam 3TOro He
OIIYIIACIIIb?

Ha necstom sTake TynKO XJIOMHYJa JBEpPb, 3a0yOHUI YTO-TO BaTHOE
OIYIICHHBIN >KM3HBIO Oac. Bemen 3a 6acoM mpockpurmen KOpOTKYIO MapTHIO
PKaBBIN CKaJIbIIEh COMPAaHO. ITO MUPHO OeCce0Bald MEXAY COOOW CyNpyru
®uno30Bbl, KaKk BUIHO, PEIIMBIINE COBEPIIMTH MPOMEHAJ B ONvKalmun
poJMar.

- Bor u Wnroma MHE TO K€ caMO€ TOBOPHUT.

- Tou Mimoma nHarnen u aypak. Ho B 1aHHOM cilyyae OH COBEPIIEHHO
npaB. Tebe Hy)KHO He3aMeITUTENBHO — carpe diem! - MPONTH CUIO BAXKHYIO

npoLEnypy-
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- Ho kak?

- Kak-kak! byaro cam He 3Haemb! Jla Bcero-HaBcero MphITHYTH ¢ OaKoHA
Ha KIyMOy. DTo ke mpoiie mpocroro. ['1aBHOe — momydIne NpUIEIUTHCA.
WNunaye octanercs ot Te0s1 01HO MOKpoe MecTo. Kak oT mMalickoro aiapOuHOCa.

- A Kak 3TO — NOJIyYIlI€ NPULETUTHCSA?

- Hy, mpocto He nymMaii HM O 4€M IOCTOPOHHEM, JOCUUTAll 1O CEMH,
3aJIepKU JbIXaHUe U cJesiail 0JIMH HeOOJIBIION 1Iar BIepe/.

- Hy, nagHo, npeanonoxxum, npeIrdy s. A motom?

- A motom mpuxoau. Mbl ¢ To00# mpoBeaeM MOAPOOHBIN pa3zbop mojeTa.
Hamerum mnnanel Ha Oyayumiee. M, BO3MOXHO, B KayecTBE IOOLIPEHUS, S
MOXKaJyto Te0e CBOM JIEBBIi IJ1a3.

[TaBen IlaByoBHY JIOBKO BBIJABWJI U3 TJIA3HULBI U3PSAHBIA, Pa3MEpPOM C
KYpUHOE SHI10, YEPHBIN C SHTAPHBIMU JKUJIKAMU I1ap, UCTEKAaBIIUN KPOBAaBOU
CIISIKOTBIO, C TOPAOCTHIO ITPOJIEMOHCTPUPOBAII €ro Bace U BHOBb OTIPAaBUII €70
Ha IIPEKHEE MECTO.

- Uro? Bnewatiger? /la He cMOTpH ThI Ha MEHA TaK >KAIOCTIIMBO! Y MeHs
HOBBIN ria3 BelpacteT. Hy, momen ke, pagu bora! Yero mbr ¢ TOOOMH J1ChI
TOUnM. J[paroneHHoe BpeMsi CKBO3b 3yObl TEpSIEM.

[Tpanenymka pazMaxHyscs MEUOM Kak OeilcOonbHON OMTOM, clenaB BHJ,
4YTO OTOMBAET OPOIICHHBIN uTYepoM Msd: «Ppppsssss! !

Bacs oTmatnyinics ot npajaena ¥ NOCHEenuiI Ha OaaKoH.

Tenepp OH 0€CIIOBOPOTHO MOBEPUI B CyAbOOHOCHYIO HEOTBPATUMOCTb U
BOKHOCTh IPEACTOAILLErO AEHCTBA. 32 HUM YyBsizamach oBuapka Llycuma. Bo
u3zbexanue ocioxxkHeHud Bacs 3amep Llycumy Ha kyxHe. Llycuma xanoOHO
TsABKaJla ¢ KyXHH, a [lasen [TaBnoBuu o0oapstoLIe JIsI3rai B KOPUIOPE MEYOM.

bankoHHas 1Bepp [0OJT0 HE MOJAABAIACH. 3a€l0 JBEPHYI pYUKY,
Jiep KaBIyIoCs Ha mocieaneM BuHTe. Ha Outom GaikoHHOM Kadese Basiioch
HECKOJIbKO TPs3HBIX KapTodenuH. Bacunmuii mx momoOpan M BbICHIIAl B
(daHepHBI MUK UIA OBOLICH. 3aTeM OH 3alpOoKHHYJ TOJOBY 3a IMepuia
OankoHa W mocMoTpen Ha kiIyMOy. KiiymOa Toxke cMoTpena Ha HEro SIpKUM
MaxpoOBBbIM TIJla30M M HEYKPOTMMO MaHHJIAa €ro K CBOEW KpallHEeW IUIOTH.
HecmoTps Ha cBOM cekcammibHBIN OKpac KIyMOa MpeacTaBisiaach KPOIICYHOM
U HejnocTynHoW wumeHbpro. [lomacTe B Hee Kasaloch JEJIOM  IIOYTH
HeMbICTUMBIM. HOo eciu Obl ONBITHBIM KaMEHIIMK OMyCTHII OBl ¢ Kpasi 6ajaKoHa
OTBEC Ha KalPOHOBOM HHTKE, TO OKA3aJIOCh Obl, YTO LEHTP PUTYAIBHOIO
nyQuKa HaXOJUTCS TOYTH BPOBEHb C IIMHKOBBIM KO3BIPHKOM OaJIKOHHOMN
TUTUTBI.

['te-To BHU3Y (DBIPKHYI KIAKCOH.
Bacwimii moGexxan riiazamMu Ha 3BYK M YBHJZIEN Yy Tapaxed OCIemUTEIbHO
oenyro «Boary» ¢ TeMHBIMU CTEKIIaMU U ¢ OJIECTAIIEM OJICHEM Ha MATadyke. Y
NepeaHel ABEpIbl CTOSAJ, NPUTHYBIIKUCH, Miromia, mpocouuB NBITIUBYIO
rojJOBy BHYTPb 4YEpHOW KaOWHBI HEB3Upas Ha 3aNMpPETUTEIHHOE CTEKIIO,
KOTOpPO€ THJIBOTUHHBIM HOKOM pAacCEeKajlo €ro TOHKYI WIE0 Ha JIBE
npuOIM3UTENBHO paBHbIE YacTU. BeTepok HagyBasl IpoMajepHbI ropd Ha

87



CIIMHE €ro CTapoil KOBOOWKH, a €ro CTpayCHHbIE HOTH B JDKMHCax «Bakepo»
CaMOBOJIBHO TPETIETAIN OT CTpaxa U JHOOIBITCTBA.

- nps! — xpuknyn Bacunuii.

Wnromia BRITAHYI TOJIOBY U3 Mpaka KaOMHBI 0e3 yuiepOa /Ui pa3iBOSHHOM
€U, paCKauMBasiCh U WIyps rija3a oT U30bITKa JTHEBHOI'O CBETA.

Bacs nepenes uepes nepuia 0aikoHa U OCTOPOKHO OMYCTUJI CaHIaJIeThl Ha
LUHKOBBIN Kpall OalKOHHOW IUIMTHI, 3al€NUBIINCH JOKTSIMH U MajJblaMHU 3a
npyThsl skene3Hod  orpansl. KimymOa BiactHO TsHyna k cebe Bacunus
HEB3Mpas Ha 1enoTok MBo Anapuya.

Ax, BOT e1e uTo!

HyxHo Benp BI0OAaBOK MpaBWIIBHO BBIOpATh MO3ULMIO, CMECTHUBILKCH Ha
HECKOJIBKO CAHTUMETPOB IpaBee WJM, HANpoOTUB, JeBee. Bacs cHoBa
OPUIMPYUBO TIOCMOTPEN Ha KIymMOy, 3aXaTyl0 MeX KOPUYHEBBIMU
CaHJaJeTaMH C TYCKJIBIMU KEITbIMU mpsokkamu. [lokanyit, B camyio
TIOTE€JIbKY  BCTaJ, HE TpeOyOUIyl0 JIONOJHUTENbHBIX TPEHUH U
NONOJI3HOBEHUH. Temepb OCTaBaIoCh CAENAaTh OJUH TOJBKO IIAr — IIar B
nycroty. Mnu naxe monmara. DX, ’Kajlb OH Kenky ¢ coboi He B3si! HyxHo
OBUIO KEIKY CHayajaa BHU3 OpOCUTH U MPOCIEAUTD 3a €€ CBOOOIHBIM MOJIETOM.
B kyxHe mpopomkana HanpsiBatbCcs lLlycmma. B xopuaope mo-npexHemy
KJIalaJ Me4oM Ipajaefyika. A, MOXKeT, UCIIOJIb30BaTh AJIs MPOOHBIX MYCKOB
KapTO(eauHbl U3 sIIuKa?

Ho MWMnroma HEUCTOBO MOHYyKal, MOJACTPEKal €ro CHU3Yy, BBIIUCHIBAS
BETPSIHBIMU pyKaMH 3HaKu 3opre u Mopse:

- Mononen, Bacunmii, camyro Touky noiman! IIpeiraii, Bacunui, npeirai!
[Ipsimo B 510J104KO MONa€Ib M 10 MATOrO ATaka BO3HECEIbCs !

W Bapyr BeTepok OKOHYATENbHO CcTHX. Ilepectanu poHuUTh TOmos, Oepe3bl
U KieHsl. [Iputuxiam kpanuBa, KyCTapHHUKH, JIONYXU. ['yJI B IpoBOIax KaHyJI B
3eMJII0 CKBO3b MOPIIMHUCTHIE CTOJIOBI. [loHMK rop® Ha koBOoiike Miroru.
I'py3HO MOBHCIM NPOCTBIHHU, HABOJIOYKH, NOJOACSJIBHUKM HAa BEPEBOYHBIX
pesx 00IIeIBOPOBOM CYIIHMIIKH.

Hactynuin mepTBbIii, 3T0BENIUNA IITHIIb.

- Bacs, Hy 4dero e Tbl TeNMHIIbCA? — HafpbIBalicsa Miroma. - Takol KieBbId
MOMEHT yiyckaenib! [Ipeiraii!

Bacsg u30rHy;n B KOJEHE JIEBYIO HOIY, OCTOPOKHO CHEpHYJ C Hee
CaHJaJeTy MpaBoi PyKOM M MOCTaBWII OOCYI0 HOTY Ha MeCTO. B msTKy Brusics
KyCOUeK Kycadero KaMmenika. Majapb4uK MPUMEPUIICS U METHYJ CaHJAJNETy B
KITyMOYy.

[Toxpy>XuBIINCH, KaK SICTPeO, CaHaIeTa yrnajia B CaMblid IEHTP KIIyMOBI.

- Hy, 3nauut, TouHo nopa! — obserdenHo yiasloHycs Bacunmii.

OH mporHan HEYMECTHBIE MBICIIM, IIOCTaBWJI JbIXaHHWE Ha TMay3y,
JIOCUUTAI IO CEMH, pa3Kaj KyJIaKy U CZeJaj 1iar B MyCTOTY...

IIpumeuarensHo, uyto IlaBenm IlaBioBMY caepkail CIOBO W MOJAPHII
Bacunuro cBOM JIEBBIN I71a3, HA KOTOPBIM TOT BCKOpe BbIMEHsN y Mirromm
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urpy «Hacronbnbiii gyt6om». rpa Obuta HOBOM 1 mouTu 0e3 1eeKToB — B
HEH JIUIIb U3pEJKa 3aealIM /IBa 3alUTHUKA «CUHUX» U OJUH HAaIaIaloIIHi
«KPacHBIX».

- Tonpko TBI MEUEHOCIY HE TOBOPH, YTO IJ1a3 MHE OTAAJL, - IPELyIPEaHII
Wnroma Bacunus. — A eciu NOMPOCHUT II1a3 MOKa3aTh, TO 51 TeOe ero CHoBa Ha
Bpems AaM. Thl eMy IJ1a3 MOKaXKellb, OH YCIOKOUTCS, U 1 Y T€Osl ero omsTh
3abepy.

- A 3auem TeOe rnaz?

- A 3arem! — cTporo orBeTwi1 Miroma u cripsitan 4epHsId a3 MEYEHOCHa
B IIyCTYIO MaMHUHY IIyJIPEHULY, IPEABAPUTEIBHO YCTIAHHYIO TOJCTBIM CIOEM
CTEraHOM BaThl.

[TaBen IlaBoBHY M BEPHO MONPOCHI OJHAXKIbl MAJIBYMKA [IOKA3aTh EMY
CBOW OBIBIINI JIEBBIH rna3. Ckazajn, 4YTo XOuyeT YOeAUThCS B €ro
n00pOCOBECTHOM XpaHeHuu. Bacs momuancs 3a riazom k Mimromie, U TOT
HEOXOTHO BBIKATHJI €r0 U3 KOPOOOUKH Ha MOJIMPOBAHHBIN CTOJ.

- Kak Tonpko mokaxkenib, Tak TyT k€ Hecu ria3 ooparHo! Jla cMoTpu - He
yporn ero no nyrtu! Ilokpernue B pykax-To nepxu, HOHsuI? A TO eme
MIOBPEAMILB XPYCTAIUK!

BepnyBmuce nomon ot Mimromm, Bacs mpommeirHyn MuMo Ipaaena B
ObIBIIMII TanuH KaOWHET (IJ1a3 JieXaJl B 3aJHEM KapMaHE BeEJIbBETOBBIX
OpuKel, 3aKyTaHHbIM B YMCTBII HOCOBOM IJIATOK), a MOTOM HE MEHEee Yaca
OecLeIbHO JIUCTAl KypHalbl «3HaHue — cunay, «Mckarens» n «HOHOCTBY.
Jlumbs mocne ATOro OH OCMEWIICS BBIMTH K JIEHO-MEIMKY B KOPUJIOP.

[Ipanenyika 1eIMKaTHO MPUHSI IJ1a3 B LIENOTh CBOUX I'PyObIX MaJIbLIEB U
JIOBKUM JIBUKEHHEM PACKPYTHJI €ro KaK BOJYOK. Y OEIMBIIUCH B IEJIOCTH U
HEBPEIUMOCTH Jlapa, OH TOT4ac BepHYJ ero Bace.

Korga manpumk coOpancs yxe yxoauts, [1aBen [laBmoBud BApyT cKazai:

- Ax-ma! S ke 3a0buT TeOst 00 OAHOM apXUBAXKHOM BEIIM MPETyIPEIUTH!
ThwI 3TO TJ1a3 HUKOTIa HUKOMY HE Japy U HA Ha 4To He MeHsi! Obemaents?

- Knsnycs! — chexuncsa Bacs. — A oueMy s He MOTYy 3TO JieflaTh?

- Ilocne y3naemb. Korma B mopy m B cuny Bouzemb. Jla m riia3 eme
TOJIKOM HE BBI3PEIL.

K stomy Bpemenu y [1aBna [1aBnoBu4a yxe ctaj oTpacTarh APyrou JEBBIN
TJ1a3, HO MOKa 3TO OBLI JIMIIb CIE3TUBBIA M, BEPOATHO, CJETION 3apOIBIII C
MYTHBIM JKENThIM 3padkoM. [laBen [laBiioBUY CTECHSUICS TPYAHO PaCTYIIETO
IJ1a3a ¥ HEJIOBKO €ro MPUILYPUBaJ WU MPUKPHIBAT ITUPOKUM OyJIaTOM.

O mnepBMYHOM TMpelHA3HAUYEHWH Japa — Ha caMOM Jelie TO ObuI
cakpalbHbIi KameHb J[[kara-Jlkyoka, KOTOPBIM HYXHO OBLIO BBICAIUTH B
KiymOe, OrpaauMB €ro CBEepXy OT MaryOHBIX CHJI OCKOJKOM 3€J€HOT0 WIIH
KOPHUYHEBOTO CTEKJa, - Bacwinii y3Haim OT nmpaJeayliKy JIMIIb MHOTHE TOJbI
cinycts. Ho Obu10 yxe cnumkom mo3faHo. Wmioma gaBHBIM-IaBHO yexall ¢
MaTepbpl0 B JPYroil ropoj WiM Jaxe APYryro CTpaHy, W cienbl Wmomu u
YEpPHOI'0 KaMHsI HaBCEr1a 3aTePsIIUCh.

Alexandre Loginov, UNOG
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BOJIHBI

Korna onu noyxunanu, Cepreit Hayan ¢ MecTa B Kapbep.

- S yesxkato u3 llIBelnapun.

- A dro e ThI Oyaemnb aenarb? — He noHsuta Enena.

- Tloexy B MockBy, - misias el npsimo B rias3, 3asBui Cepreit. — C Tex
Mop Kak Halll KOMHTET 3aKpBUIH, sl y)K€ TOJIToJla Wiy paboTy W BCe
0e3pe3ynbTaTHO.

- A mHa 4TOo Xe THI paccunThiBacmb B Poccun? be3paboTHBIX
HPKOHOMUCTOB U TaM ceiluac XBaTaer.

- Twr mpaBa. HaBepHoe, Oynet Henpocto. Ho Bce-Taku MeHs TaM 3HAIOT.
N st mHOTHX 3Ha10. S TyT CO3BOHMIICS KO€ ¢ KeM u3 japy3eid. Obemanu
MOJBICKAaTh YTO-HUOYIh B HMHCTUTYTE, TA€ S paHblIe padoTa.
3apruiata, KOHEYHO, HeOOJbIIIast, HO 3aTO paboTa Mo CHeNHaTbHOCTH, a
HE Kak 3/1eCh — OyMaXXKd ¢ MecTa Ha MecTa nepekyaapiBaTh. CKOIBKO
MOHO YHUXAThCS M 3aHUMAaThCs epyHaou. Hamoeno Bce 310 !

- HHTtepecHo, 3HAUUT, U 5 HAAOENA, - NPOTAHYJIa EneHa, oTBOAS B3IJIAL.

- 3auem 11 Tak?! Tel oexemb co MHON. S TeOs MOOII0 U HE XOUy C
TOOOHM paccraBaThCsA. DTO ThI Bce TsHemb. Celdac MPUIIO BpeMs
pemats. CKOJIBKO pa3 s mpeiaran tede yutu ot myxa. CKOJIBKO
MOYHO TSHYTb?

- Cepreii, Tbl HE TIOHUMAEIIh, KaK ATO BCE CI0XKHO...

- Hwnuero cnoxnoro. My Tel 1100UIIE MEHSA U €€IIb CO MHOM. MIti ThI
OCTaelIbCsl U TOBOPHIIIL MHE 00 3TOM ceiuac.

- 5l He roToBa Tak pe3KO BCe U3MEHUTH. BOT Tak B3STh U YUTH OT MyXKa,
na eme u3 XKenesbl yexatb. [la, 1 He m00m0 MyXa, a ato00 Teds. S
X04y OBITh C TOOOH, NeHcTBUTENbHO X0uy. M1 B MOCKBY, B IpUHIIMIIE,
MHE XoueTcs BepHyThcs. Ho He 3Haro... MHe Haj0 ene noayMars.

IIpoBomuB Cepres no nsepu, Enena cnpocwna: «Jlo 3aBTpa?»
[TonyuuB B 0TBET HEYOEUTENbHBIN KUBOK, C/I€aa BUJl, UTO MPUHSJIA €T0
3a 3HaK coryiacus, nouenosaya Cepres B IIEKY M 3aKpbUla 3a HUM JIBEDb.
Bepnynace B roctunyio u 6e3 cuil onycTuiack Ha AuBaH. Ee kojoruia
HEIpUATHAs MEJNKas APOXKb, KOTOpasi HE OCTABJIsLIa BO3MOXHOCTH HUYETO
JIeNaTh U He M03BOJIsIa HA Ha YEM cOocpeloTounThed. Enena Berana, B3siia
¢ TyMOOYKM AMCK M MOCTaBWJA €ro. 3a3Bydall yAMBHUTEIbHO KPacHBBIN
AKEHCKUH royioc. DTOT roJIoC HE TOJBKO Bce Oouble M OO0JIbLIE 3arOIHSII
KOMHaTy, HO M mnocteneHHo oOBosakuBail Eneny, mponukan B Hee. OH
ycrnokauBall, yOaroK1BaJl, THITHOTU3UPOBAJL.

«Yrto 310? Bpone apus u3 «Jlrounn nm Jlammepmyp JloHanerrn.
Kaxkas rpycrtHas apus. O yem oHa noetr? A, 3TO K€ CLEHA CyMacCIIECTBHS.
bennas Jlrouuns. Ee 3actaBunm paccraTbcsi ¢ JIHOOMMBIM, U OHA COLUIA C
yma. S Toxe paccranach ¢ mo0umbiM. Heuero crpouts wmozun. OH
yenet. 1o sicHo. Ho s ¢ yma He coiiny. HeT. A rimaBHOe, MEHSI HUKTO HE
IPUHYKJIAEeT C HUM paccraBaTecsa. Sl cama Tak pemmwia. Pemmma? A
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MOXXET BCe-TakKu OpOCHTh BCe M yexarb ¢ HUM? UTo s 31€ch B WTOTrE
Opocato?

Camoe TJIaBHOE, KOHEYHO, J04Yb. JTO JCUCTBUTEIBHO MpobiieMa.
Xots mouemy npobsiema? OHa yke coBceM B3pocias. Bce paBHO B 3TOM
roay yeaet B Aurnuto win B Llltatel. Jla u ceiiuac s €il yxe HE OUYEHb-TO
HyxHa. Bugumcs ypeiBkamu. OHa BIIOJIHE CAMOCTOSITENbHA.

Myxa? Muiuenb, HaBEpHOE, U HE Cpa3y 3aMETUT MOE OTCYTCTBHE.
On c ytpa g0 Houu Ha pabote. [lo BBIXOJHBIM M TO BHJIUMCS JIUIIb
BeuepoM. Ho 370 MOKHO ObLIO OBl MEPEKUTH, €CITH OBl OCTaBAIUCH TEILIO,
nacka. Benp Bce 310 Obu10. HO maBHO ynuio kyna-to. JlroOuna nu s ero?
Korna nuia 3amyx, B 3TOM HE COMHEBanach. Tenepp-To sICHO, UTO 51 cama
cebs1 oomanbiBaia. [IpuHnsiia 3a J1000Bb YBaXKEHUE, IPYKECKHUE UYBCTBA,
CUMIIaTHUI0, HAaKOHEN. A JI00BM HACTOSIIEH S HHUKOTJAa K HEMYy W He
WCTIBITHIBAJIA.)

Muiens oHa BCTpeTHiIa, KOT1a OH Ipuexail B MOCKBY IO KaKUM-TO
CBOMM JlelaM. A B MX HMHCTUTYT MpHUILET MO MpockOe cBoero apyra. ¥
Ipyra BO3HMKJIA HJI€s] KAKOTO-TO COBMECTHOI'O PYCCKO-IIBEHULIAPCKOTO
NPOEKTa, MpPEABAPUTEIbHOE OOCYXKACHHE KOTOPOro OH W MOPYYMI
Muento. Enene, enMHCTBEHHOIN B KOHTOPE 3HABLIEH (PpaHIly3CKHUM S3BIK,
Jany 3aJaHue MEePEeBOJNTH MEPETOBOPHI, KOTOPHIE BEJIO HAYAIBCTBO C
3ae3xuM anBokatoMm. K Tomy ke, Muiuens, npuexaBmuii B MOCKBy B
NEPBBINA pa3, MOMPOCUI €€ MOKa3aTh €My rOpOJ U NMOMOYb C HEKOTOPBIMU
aIMUHHUCTPATUBHBIMU J€IaMU. ¥Y3HaB, KAKYK0 CYMMY OH F'OTOB 3aIlIaTUTh,
Enena c¢ pagocthio cornacunack. 9To ObUla €€ MOJIYroJioBas 3apIuiaTta.
Mumens Ben cebsa OezympeuHo. EneHa HUKOrja He BCTpeyasla TaKuX
My>X4uH 10 3Toro. OH ObUT HEW3MEHHO CIIOKOCH, HE CYeTHJICS, He
MBITAJNICS TIOHPABUTHCS, HO OBUIO BO BCEM €ro OONHKE KaKOe-TO
YAUBUTEIBHOE JOCTOMHCTBO, KOTOPOE Cpa3y K€ pacrojarajio K Hemy, I1ie
Ob1 OH HM nosiBisUIcs. K ynuBnenuto Enensl uepe3 n1Be HeZenu, Korjaa oHa
NpUILIa K HEMYy B TOCTUHHUIY [UJIi OKOHYATEJIbHOIO pacuera H
MONPOLIATLCA, OH BIPYr chenall el npeqjioxkenue. Enena Oblia roroBa
COrJIaCUThCA Cpa3y >Ke, HO MJisi NPUIMYMsl cKa3aja, 4To XOTena Obl
noaymarb. Mumienb octancs B MOCKBeE elle Ha JB€ HeAeNlUu. DTUX ABYX
HeJeNb 0Ka3aJ10Ch JOCTaTOYHO, 4TOObl EjleHa BHOBb BCIIOMHMIIA, YTO OHA
)keHIMHA. Ho He motromy, 4yto Muiens Jenal €l KOMIUIMMEHTHI,
yXOKABI 3a HeW, napuwn nBeTbl. OH OBUT JOBOJBHO CHCp)KaH B
MPOSIBICHUH YYBCTB M HE CTPEMUJICS ITyCTUTH MbUIb B IJ1a3a, 3aJjapuBasi €€
JOPOTMMH BelllaMH. [ J1laBHOE, HaBEpHOE, 3aKII0Yalioch B TOM, 4YTO C
Mumenem Enena mnouyemy-To ¢ caMOro Hadajga 4YyBCTBOBaJla CeOs
3amuiieHHoM. K ToMy ke B HEM YyBCTBOBajach Ta OCHOBATEIbHOCTh U
IEIbHOCTh HATypPbhl, KOTOPBhIE OBLIX 3aJI0TOM IMPOYHOCTH €r0 YYyBCTB, a
3HAYUT U MIPOUYHOCTH UX OTHOILICHUM.

UYepes tpu Mecsuna Enena ¢ noyeppro ornpasuiack B JKeHEBy B
kauectBe cynpyru Mumens JlaBeimodhd. 3a oguHHAAIATH  JIET
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COBMECTHOM KM3HM OHA HU pa3y HE MOXKajlejla O MPUHATOM PELICHUU.
Mutiens AEMCTBUTENHHO JIIOOMI €€ W ObLI BHUMATENbHBIM MyxkeM. OH
obecrieunn eii Oonee yemM KoMdopTaOeNbHYIO XU3Hb M B3s1 Ha cels
OOJBIIYI0 YacTh 3a00T HE TOJBKO O HeWl, HO u o Jluze, mouepu Enensi,
KOTOPYIO OH cpa3y ke ynodepuil. [lopoit oHa aymana, uro Muiuens cran
Ui Hee Oosblie yeM MykeM. OH ObLIT Ha TPUHAALATH JIET CTaplle €€ U B
KAaKOW-TO CTENEHU 3aMEHWJI €l OTIa, KOTOPOro OHa OYEHb JIIOOWUJIAa U O
KOTOPOM [JI0 CHX IIOp HE IepecTaBajia TOckoBaTb. B mrore Enena naxe
MOBEpUJIA, YTO UMEHHO T€ dMOLMHU, KOTOPBIE BBI3BIBAET B HEW Muiens —
0J1IaroJapHOCTh, yBa)K€HHE, JaXE€ BOCXHUIIEHHE — U €CTh IPU3HAKU
HACTOSILEH JIIOOBH.

Berpeua ¢ Cepreem oOpymimiach Ha Hee KakK CHEXHas JIaBHHA.
Hakpsina ¢ rooBoit u noramuia 3a cooo, rpo3st pa3pyLIUTh BCE, UYTO C
TakUM cTrapaHueM ElleHa co3gaBana U NoAJepKUBaja B CBOEH KU3HU BCE
5T roJpl. CaMoe Ba)XHOE yXke ObLJIO pa3pylIeHO — yOeKIeHHOCTh EneHsl
B TOM, YTO OHa JIIOOUT MuIens u TOJbKO ¢ HUM el xoporno. M Tem He
MEHee BOT yKe rojl Kak EneHa Bce oTKIIaapIBaia U OTKJIAIbIBajIa pasroBop
¢ myxeM. OHa HuKak He moria pemuTscsa. Ceprero oHa rOBOpWIIA, YTO
XKIET NOAXOASIIEr0 MOMEHTA, HO caMa MPEKPACHO MTOHMUMAJA, YTO MPOCTO
OOUTCS IPUHATH pellleHne YUTu oT Mumiens.

«Ecmn g Mory yexaTb OT AOYEpPH M OT MY’Ka, TO YTO XK€ s BCE-TAKU
0010Ch MOTEPATH?» — MPOJOJDKANIA Pa3MBILUIATH Enena.

«[IIsenimapuro? XeneBy? Koneuno, B JKeHese MHe Xopowmwo u
yI00HO XUTh. Sl 37€Ch BIEPBBIE B XKU3HU OOpesa KaKoe-TO MOJIOKEHUE.
Kak rosoput Mmumens, connanbHbii craryc. Bee-taku ero cemps 31ech
KHUBET YK€ HE OJHO TMOKoyieHne, u uMms [laBeinodd He m3 mocieaHux B
ropoje.,

Ho sroT xomdopTt u yousaeT. MeieHHO, HO BepHO. Sl ke paHbIie
9Yero-To BCerja XoTefna, JoOMBaiach, K 4eMy-TO cTpeMunach. CKOIBKO
cun u sHepruu Obwto. Kazamoch, ropbl MoOry cBepHYyTb. A Temneph?
[TocTrosaHHO Kakas-TO amatus U Menanxohus. Hukakux ycwimii nenatb He
xouercs. Pasyuunace. Bor u MockBa, HaBepHOe, mo3ToMmy myraeT. OnsTh
HaZ0 OyJeT YTO-TO MOCTOSHHO PeIaTh, YeT0-To noomuBathes. [la m putm
XKU3HU coBceM Jpyroil. OHU MepeABUKEHUS MO TOPOAY Yero cTosT. S
BOOOIIE OTBBIKIA OT OomdbIioro ropona. Emena BcrmomHMIaZ MOCKBY,
Kakod OHa yBHJENa €€ B MPOIUIOM Toay 3uMou. B ropoae ObL10
CIISIKOTHO, Cepo, 3510Kk0. Ha ynumax - HempuBeTIuBbIe 03a00UEHHBIC JINIIA
MOCKBUYEH, CIEMANX KyJa-TO U O€CKOHEYHBIE DS/l TPS3HBIX MAIIHH.
W BMecTO BO3/1yxa OTBpaTUTEIbHAS €Kasl CMECH, 3AIIOJIHSBIIAS JIETKHE.

«boxe MoOW, Hamo K€, HAaKOHel, pemarbca. Ho kak ckas3arb
Mumento, yto Opocaro ero? U mouemy s Oorock caenats 310? MHe
CTpalIHO BCE€ pa3pylIuTh. Benbp MBI KWIM HE Tak yxX IUtoxo. M maxe
ceifuac emie He MO3AHO Bce mompaBuTh. A kak Oyner ¢ Cepexeii? On
mrobut Mens. Ho passe atoro gocratouno? Y Hero BOH U ¢ paboOTOl Bce
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HESCHO. A eciii OH He HaileT HOBY0? ONsATh HA MEHS HABAJUTCS Macca
npo6sieM. Kak B npesxane Bpemena. ['ociogu! Kakas ke st Bce-Taku!»

Enena oxenack u Beinwia Ha ynuiy. OHa A0aro 6poausia 6e3 1enu 1mo
ropojly, 3aXoJuia B Kade, BbIIIa HECKOJIBKO YellleK Kode, HO JTydlle e
He cTtayo. Torja oHa BhIILIAa HAa HAOEPEKHYIO, U nouuia B napk Mon Pemno.
Ceronns Berep Iyn ¢ o3epa M maxjao MopeM. EneHa nonro rysisna 1o
MapKy, BAbIXas BO3AYyX, HAIOJHEHHBIM apoMaTOM BOJOpOCIEH M HoAa.
BeposiTHO, IMEHHO OH W IpuBeN €€ B 4yyBcTBO. HaumHano cmepkartbcs.
Enena yxe coOpanach cectb Ha aBTOOyC, YTOOBI €XaTh JAOMOH, HO TYT
yBHUIeNla BIIEpEId TEMHBIM CHITYy3T MaMATHUKA, MPOTJISABIBABIIUN CKBO3b
pa3Becucteie uBbl. OHAa caMa HE 3aMeTuIa, KaK 0Ka3ajaach OKOJO OCTPOBa
Pycco, Ha koTOpOoM HHOrJIa mO0OWIa TMOCHUAETh M MOJ00BATHCS Ha
XKenery. C Hero OTKphIBaJICS NMPEKpPacHbIM BUJ Ha 00e 4acTu Tropoja,
paszneneHHble o3epoM. «Bo3mMoxHO, mamsaTHUK Pycco mocraBuinm 3xaech,
HOCKOJIBKY (paHIy3ckuil puiiocod, modusmmii XKeHeBy, Npuxoaui croaa
HOCMOTPETh Ha TOpOA, a 3a0[JHO W MOPA3MbICIUTh HaJa MHpoOieMaMu
ObITUS, - MPULLUIO €l B royioBy. - CaMoe MOAXOZSIIEe MECTO, YTOOBI
pemare IobaneHble npoOiembl. W, Bo3MOXXHO, He Toibko Pycco
Pa3MBIILIST 31€Ch HaJl HUMHU. A MOs mpoOjema — 4eM He MHpoBasi? — C
uponuerr noxaymana Enena. YUro nmma mens nydme - Poccus wunm
seitnapus? ['ne xxuth — B XKenere unu B Mockse? Kto MHe Onmke —
Ceprent wim Mumens?»

Omna cena Ha JIaBOYKY, CTOSIBILIYIO BO3JI€ MAMSATHUKA, U TIOCMOTpEsa Ha
03epo. OHa ObUIO OYEHb KpPacHBO B 3TOT BedepHUU yac. B HeMm spkumu
pPa3HOLBETHBIMU OTHSIMU IepenuBasiachk BedepHss JKeneBa. B mamsitu
BCIUIBIBAJIM KAPTUHKU CTaporo ropoja, Mo KOTOpoMy OHa Opoauiia
CeroJlHd JIHEM — TECHble W3BWIMCTBIE YIJIOYKHA, HHU3KHE JIOMa,
MpOCTOBATHIC, MOUTH 03 yKpaiieHuil. Bce Takoe MajieHbKOE, HO YIOTHOE,
HE3aMbICIIOBATOE, HO 3HaKOMoe. BcmomHMIIa, Kak JIETKO JbIIIAIOCh €
cerojiHa B napke. M kak, HECMOTpsI Ha CBOE JypHOE COCTOSIHUE, HE MOTJIa
HE BOCXUTHUTHCS B ThICAYY NEPBBIM pa3, YBUAEB PO30BEIOLIMI BIaIU - 32
HETPaBIONOJ00HO CHHUM 03€poM - emie Oosiee HEempaBIomnoI00HO
KpacuBbI B mpen3akaTHeIi yac MonOman. BcmomuuB Bce 3710, Enena
MOHSJIa, UTO Ha NIEPBBIE JIBa BOIPOCA OHA y>KE€ OTBETHJIA. A pa3 €CTh OTBET
Ha JIBa MEPBbIX BONPOCA, TO OUYEBUICH OTBET U HA TPETHIl.

[Ipuas noMoH, OHa TYT e Cella 3a CTOJI U IPUHSIACh MUCATh MUCHMO
Cepreto.

“Munbiii Mmolt, CepexxeHbka!
ToJsibKO 4TO BepHYyNach ¢ 0cTpoBa Pycco — MOMHMIIB, ITOCIEIHUN pa3 Mbl
TaM CHJIETU 10 MO3AHEN HOYM Kak-TO B utojie? Thl emie Bce yroBapuBall
MEHsI BMECTE noexaTb B MOCKBY, S MOYTH COIVIACHIIACh, U Mbl MEUTaJIH,
KaK TaM BCE€ 3aMEUYaTeIbHO YCTPOUM.
HaBepHoe, »TOT OCTpOB pacmonaraeT HE TOJIBKO K (umocopckum
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Pa3MBIIUICHUSIM, HO U K MEUTaHUSIM. A MOXET NpucyTrcTBue Pycco Tak
neiictyer? Benb oH TOxe ObLT HE TONBKO (UI0cOGOM, HO M 3aB3ATHIM
MeutateneM. KTo eme, kak HE MeyTaTelb, MOT BCEPbE3 PACCYKIATh O
PaBEHCTBE, CIIPABEIJIMBOCTH, HAJEATHCS HA IOCTPOEHUE TOCYAAapCTBa
pazyma?

Sl cerogHsa momymalia: CKOJIBKO k€ PYCCKHX, HABEPHOE, YK€ MEeUTalu
3/1ech ke 0 Bo3BpalieHuu B Poccuto? Moxet ObITh, KOHEYHO, HE HA ITOM
octpoBe, HO rne-to B JKeneBe. IlepBasi BoiiHa SMUrpaluu e€UIE B
JIEBSITHAIIATOM BEKE, BTOpasl - IMOCJE PEBOJIIOLUH, MTOTOM TpeThs... U
BOOOIIIE, CKOJHKO OBUIO ATUX BOJH? A MBI KTO — TOXE oOuepeaHas
smurpanTckas BosiHa? Hasepuoe. Ho, B 11000M ciyuae, HaMm mpornie — y
Hac €CTh BO3MOXXHOCTh BBIOOpA: OCTAaThCS 3/1€Ch WJIM BEPHYTHCS Ha
ponuny. XoTs KTO cKaszal, uyTo 3To mpoimie? HaoGopoT, BeIOUpaTh - 3TO
Bcerja cioxkuee. Mbl, mo-moemy, ¢ To60i U Ha 3Ty Temy cropuiu. O yem
Mbl TOJBKO HE pPa3roBapuBaJid TOT/a, KOrjAa Thl ObLT 37€Ch CO MHOM?
Bpone Obl coBceM HegaBHO, a KaXeTCsl — 3TO ObUIO B JPYroil *KU3HU.
Torma y Hac Obla OJIHA U3Hb HA JIBOMX WU XOTSI Obl €€ BUJIUMOCTb.
Temepp HamM >KU3HU pa3deauuch Ha JBE W O3TO Hascerga.
OKOHYATEJIbHO MOHsNa ATO ceroaHs. [ns Toro, 4roObl OOBSICHUTH TEOE
oYeMy, MHE OMSTh MIPUAETCSI BCNOMHUTH O BOJIHAX.

[TomHume TOT 00€nm, Korjaa Mbl cujaend B pectopaHe B Komme —
nociueaHui 6e300auHbIi 1eHb HAIIMX OTHOIIEHWH. Tak BOT, TaM y TeOs
BIPYT PE3KO U OECNPUUYMHHO M3MEHWIIOCh HacTpoeHue. M Tbl, mbITasCh
OOBSICHUTh CBOM ONIYLIEHMs, CKa3zaj, 4To TeOs OyATo OBl HaKpbLIO
BOJIHOM, M BCE CTAJIO 3bI0KO, CEpO U HEYIOTHO. M naxe HEMHOro CTpaiiHo
— a BIIPYT He BhIILIbIBeUIL? S elle mocMesyiach HaJl TBOUMH CTpaxaMu U
HaIrOMHUJIA 3MU30/, KOTOPBIM MPOU301IeN HE3aJ0JIr0 10 3TOrO.

Torma Mbl BeIOpanuck ¢ ToOOM Ha ror, noa Humiy. beuto yxe coBcem He
XKapKko, U Ha Mope mrTopMuio. Ho Thl Bce paBHO Moje3 KynaTbCsi U
3aranql MeHs. Boma Obuta XomogHOW, HO TeOe OBLIO — HampalInBaeTCs
OaHabHOE, HO B JIAaHHOM CJIy4a€ OY€Hb BEPHOE CpPAaBHEHHE — MOpE IO
KoJeHo. A s odeHb Oosutack. 1 BooOmie He Ooibinas JIOOWTETHHHUIIA
KynaThCs, a YK B Takyto morofay... Ho Bce-Taku mosesna 3a ToOOH — He
XOTEJIOCh YNApUTh B rps3b JuloM. Her, ompeneneHHO, CerogHsi MeHd
TSHET UCKIIIOYUTENIbHO Ha OaHabHbIe cpaBHEeHUs. HaBepHoe, moToMy, 4TO
XO4YeTCsl CKa3aTh O TJIaBHOM, a HE TPaTUTh BpEeMsi Ha JIMTEpATypHbIC
u3bicku. Kopode, Thl MHE OOBSICHHI: caMO€ Ba)XKHOE — JTO MPEOJI0JIEThH
BONIHY. Hano momHBIpHYTH 1OA Hee, HaOpaB BO3IyX B JIETKHE, U
BBIHBIPHYTh TMOJajbllie. A TaM — YK€ OTHOCUTEIbHO TIJaJKO€ MOpe,
BOJIHBI HE OOJIBIIME W HE OMACHO IJIaBaTh. bl BCE TO W MpoOesial Ha
MOMX Tja3ax. ¥ TeOs 340pOBO MOMy4YMiIoch. M ThI TutaBanm nmajexo, 3a
OOJNBIIION BOJHOW, pPE3BsICh, Kak Maybuuiika. Sl Bce Oosach, a Tbl
cepAuiIcs U MPU3BIBHO Maxayl MHe pykoil. HakoHel, s Bce-Taku pemmiach
W HBIpHYJAa TOJ HaKaTHBIIYI0 o4epeaHyio BoyiHy. Hy u urto xe
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npousonuio? MeHs NOKpYTHIJIO, TOBEPTENO IO BOJOM, MOCKPeOIo 1o
NECKY W BBHIOPOCHUIIO TyJIa JKe, OTKyJa s ¥ ctapToBayia — Ha Oeper. Tonbko
COCTOSIHME MO€ OBLJIO TaKOBO, YTO MEHs JI0 CHX IIOp B JIPOXKb Opocaer,
KOTJ1a 1 BCIOMUHAIO O TOM KyIIaHUU B MOpE.

S nymaro, Tl Bce MOHsUL. Thl y ME@HS HacTOAIIMHN rioBel. Mosxer, Te0s
KOrJa-TO M Hakpblia BojiHa. Ho ThI yke mpeomonen ee u Haubolee
OTACHBIM, IITOPMOBOM, Y4YacTOK MOpS mo3aau. lemnepp mepea TOOOM,
BO3MOXHO, M HE TJIAJIKHE, OJIHAKO YK€ HE TaKHU€ CTPAIIHbIE BOJIHbBIC
npocTopsl. S xenaro, 4TOObI Thl AOIUIBUI JJO CBOETO 3aBETHOT'O OCTPOBA -
BCE Mbl B UTOT€ HAJEEMCA €ro HaWTH. A s Y OCTaHyCh Ha TOM, Ha
KOTOpBIN KOTIJ1a-TO, JOBOJBHO JABHO, MEHS BBIHECJHA BOJHA, U KyJa Ha
JTHSIX MEHs OmsATh npuduio. Bugno HaBceraa. Tol He cepaUCh, XOTS TIYTO
Tak roBoputh. I[Ipoctu, uyto pazouapoBana Tebs. Ho s yBepena, 3To
MOMOXKeT Tebe mobObicTpee 3a0bITh MEHs. TOoMy, KTO B IyTH, HE CTOUT
oOpeMeHATh ce0st BoclOMUHAHUAMU. OHU HYXKHBI JIUIIb TEM, KTO THXO
CUIUT Ha Oepery, JOOyeTcss HAa MOPCKHE Jalld M T'PEET OCTHIBAIOLILYIO
Iylly, IPUIIOMUHAs BPEMEHA, KOTJla U OHU KyJ1a-TO CTPEMUIINCH, O YEM-TO
MeYTalId. XOTs Jydllle eclid OyJeT Ka3aThCs, YTO BCE ATO MPUCHUIOCH BO
cHe. Toraa, Bo BCSIKOM city4ae, He OyJyT My4YUTh COXKaJICHUS.

VY MeHs Toxe Tenepb Oyner coil coH. IIpexpacusiif. M yxe 3a ogHO
3TO s HaBcerja OnarogapHa tede.

Enena”

Natalia Beglova, UNOG

Drawing by Christian Flamm, OCHA
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VAGUES

Apres le diner, Serguei commenga sans attendre :

Je quitte la Suisse.

Mais que vas-tu donc faire ? — répondit Elena.

Je vais aller & Moscou, - déclara Serguei en la regardant droit dans les
yeux.- Depuis qu’on a fermé notre comité, je cherche un travail depuis
une demi- année déja, sans aucun résultat.

Mais sur quoi comptes-tu donc en Russie ? On a assez d’économistes
au chomage la-bas.

Tu as raison. Vraisemblablement, ce ne sera pas simple. Mais quand
méme, on me connait la-bas. J’ai appelé quelques copains. Ils ont
promis de chercher quelque chose dans ’institut, ou j’ai travaillé avant.
La paye, bien sir, n’est pas grande, mais par contre le travail est en
fonction de ma formation, et pas comme ici — déplacer des papiers d’un
endroit a un autre. Combien peut-on s’humilier et s’occuper d’idioties.
Je suis lassé de tout cela !

Intéressant, ¢a veut dire que tu es aussi lass¢ de moi, - rétorqua Elena
en détournant le regard.

Pourquoi le prends-tu comme ¢a ?! Tu iras avec moi. Je t’aime et je ne
veux pas me séparer de toi. C’est toi qui fais trainer. Maintenant, le
moment de choisir est venu. Combien de fois je t’ai proposé de quitter
ton mari ? Je ne veux plus attendre !

Serguei, tu ne comprends pas, comme tout cela est difficile...

Rien n’est difficile. Soit tu m’aimes et tu viens avec moi, soit tu restes
et tu m’en parles tout de suite.

Je ne suis pas préte pour tout changer si brusquement. Me séparer de
mon mari du jour au lendemain, et quitter Genéve en plus ! Oui, je
n’aime pas mon mari, je t’aime toi. Je tiens vraiment a étre avec toi.
Mais je ne sais pas... Il faut encore que je réfléchisse.

Sur le seuil de la porte, Elena demanda: «Jusqu’a demain ? »

Recevant en réponse un hochement de téte peu convaincant, elle fit semblant
de ’avoir prit comme un signe d’accord, embrassa Serguei sur la joue et
ferma la porte derriere lui. Elle retourna dans le salon, mit un disque et
s’allongea sans force sur le divan. Une belle voix féminine retentit,
remplissait non seulement la chambre, mais progressivement enveloppait
Hélene, pénétrait en elle. Elle la tranquillisait, la bergait, I’hypnotisait.

«Qu’est-ce que c’est? Apparemment, 1’air de «Lucia di

Lammermur » Donizetti. Quel air triste. Sur quoi chante-t-elle ? Mais, c¢’est
donc une scéne de folie. Pauvre Lucia. On ’obligea a se séparer de son bien-
aimé, et elle était devenue folle. Je me suis aussi séparé de mon bien-aimé.
Pas la peine de se faire des illusions. Il partira. C’est clair. Mais je ne perdrai
pas la raison. Non.
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Et surtout, personne n’exige que je me sépare de lui. J’ai moi-méme
décidé ainsi.

Décidé ? Mais pourquoi pas tout quitter et partir avec lui ? Qu’est-ce
que j’abandonne ici, en fait ?

Le plus important, bien siir, c’est ma fille. C’est vraiment un probléme.
Mais en fait, ou est le probleme ? Elle est déja entierement adulte. De toute
fagcon, cette année elle part en Angleterre ou aux Etats-Unis. Maintenant déja,
elle n’a plus vraiment besoin de moi. On se voit de temps en temps. Elle est
enticrement indépendante.

Mon mari ? Michel, sans doute, ne va pas remarquer mon absence
immédiatement. Il est du matin jusqu’a la nuit au travail. Méme le week-end,
on se voit juste le soir. Mais ¢a aurait été supportable, si la chaleur et la
tendresse étaient restées. Tout cela était pourtant la. Mais c’était parti depuis
longtemps. Est-ce que je I’aimais ? Quand je me suis mariée, je n’ai pas douté
de cela. Maintenant, il est clair que je me suis trompée moi-méme. J’ai pris
pour de I’amour le respect, les sentiments d’amitié, la sympathie, enfin. »

Elle avait rencontré Michel quand il était arrivé a Moscou pour
affaires. Il était venu a leur institut sur demande de son ami, qui avait un
projet helvético -russe. Elena, la seule a connaitre le francais dans le bureau,
¢était chargée de traduire les négociations entre la direction et ’avocat de
passage. En plus, Michel, venant a Moscou pour la premicre fois, lui
demanda de lui montrer la ville et de 1’aider pour quelques affaires
administra- tives. Ayant appris quelle somme il était prét a payer, Elena
accepta avec plaisir. Cela représentait la moiti¢ de son salaire annuel. Michel
se comporta de maniere irréprochable. Elena n’avait jamais rencontré de tels
hommes jusqu’a celui-la. Il était invariablement tranquille, ne se pressait pas,
n’essayait pas de plaire, mais son apparence reflétait une incroyable dignité
qui attirait aussitot le monde vers lui, ou qu’il apparaisse. A 1’étonnement
d’Elena deux semaines apres, quand elle vint chez lui, dans 1’héotel pour faire
les comptes et se dire au revoir, il la demanda soudainement en mariage.
Elena était préte a accepter tout de suite, mais pour étre correcte dit qu’elle
aimerait réfléchir. Michel resta a Moscou encore deux semaines. Ces deux
semaines s’étaient avérées suffisantes, pour qu’Elena se souvienne a nouveau
qu’elle est une femme. Mais pas parce que Michel lui faisait des
compliments, lui offrait des fleurs. Il était assez retenu dans le dévoilement
de ses sentiments et ne tentait pas de jeter de la poudre aux yeux, en lui
offrant des choses chéres. Le plus important, ¢’était qu’avec Michel, Elena se
sentait protégée. En plus, on sentait en lui une personne inteégre, qui était le
gage de la solidité de ses sentiments.

Trois mois aprés, Elena arriva a Genéve avec sa fille, en qualité
d’épouse de Michel Davidoff. Pendant onze ans de vie commune, elle n’a
jamais regretté la décision prise. Michel 1’aimait vraiment et était un mari
attentif. Il lui donnait tout ce dont elle avait besoin pour vivre plus que
confortablement et fit preuve de beaucoup d’attention, non seulement
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envers elle, mais aussi envers sa fille, Lisa, qu’il avait adopté tout de suite.
Quelquefois elle pensait que Michel était devenu pour elle plus qu’un mari.
Il était de treize ans son ainé, et dans une certaine mesure il remplacait son
pere, qu’elle aimait beaucoup et envers lequel elle n’avait cessé d’éprouver
du chagrin. Au bout du compte Elena crit méme que justement ces
émotions que Michel fait naitre en elle - la gratitude, le respect,
I’enthousiasme - €taient des signes d’amour véritable.

La rencontre avec Serguei I’emporta comme une avalanche de neige
dévastatrice, qui menagait de détruire tout ce qu’Elena avait crée et soutenu
dans sa vie avec un tel effort pendant toutes ces années. Le plus important
¢était déja détruit — la certitude d’Elena qu’elle aime Michel, et qu’elle se
sent bien seulement avec lui. Et malgré tout depuis un an Elena ne faisait
que de remettre a plus tard la conversation décisive avec son mari.

« Si je peux quitter ma fille et mon mari, qu’ai-je donc peur de
perdre ? » - continua de penser Elena.

« La Suisse ? Geneve ? Bien siir, a Geneve je me sens bien et je suis
confortablement installée. C’est la premicre fois de ma vie que j’ai pu me
construire une certaine situation ici. Comme dit Michel, un statut social.

Mais ce confort tue. Lentement, mais sirement. Avant, je voulais donc
tout, 'y parvenais, je tentais d’arriver a quelque chose. J’avais tellement de
force et d’énergie. Il me semblait que je pouvais déplacer des montagnes.
Et maintenant ? Constamment une certaine apathie et mélancolie. Aucune
envie de faire un effort. J’avais désappris. Voila pourquoi Moscou, sans
doute, m’effraie. Et les rythmes de vie sont complétement différents. J ai
vraiment perdu 1’habitude de la grande ville. »

Elena se rappela de Moscou, telle qu’elle I’avait vue 1’hiver dernier.
Il y avait de la neige mouillée, le gris, le froid. Dans les rues — les visages
inquiets et peu aimables des Moscovites, se pressant quelque part et les files
incessantes de voitures sales. Et a la place de I’air, un mélange acre et
repoussant qui remplissait les poumons.

« Mon Dieu, il faut bien se décider a la fin. Mais comment ¢a se
passera avec Serioja ? Et s’il ne trouve pas de travail? Encore une masse de
problémes me tombera dessus. Comme auparavant...»

Elena s’est habillée et est sortie dans la rue. Elle erra longtemps sans
but dans la ville, sorti sur la rive, et alla au parc Mon Repos. Aujourd’hui, le
vent soufflait depuis le lac et sentait la mer. Elena se promena longtemps
dans le parc, respira 1’air rempli d’aromates d’algues et d’iode. La nuit a
commencé a tomber. Tout d’un coup Elena vit devant elle la silhouette
sombre d’un monument, regardant a travers les branches pesantes du saule.
Elle-méme n’avait pas remarqué, comment elle s’était trouvée sur 1’ile
Rousseau.

« Il est possible que le monument de Rousseau ait été installé, pour
autant que le philosophe frangais, aimant Geneéve, venait ici pour regarder la
ville, et aussi pour penser aux problémes existentiels, - pensa-t-elle. —
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L’endroit idéal pour résoudre les problémes globaux universels. Et mon
probléme, en quoi ne serait-il pas mondial ? — pensa Elena avec ironie.
Qu’est-ce qui est le mieux pour moi — la Russie ou la Suisse ? Ou vivre — a
Geneve ou a Moscou ? Qui est le plus cher pour moi — Serguei ou Michel ? »

Elle s’assit sur le banc a c6t¢ du monument, et regarda le lac. 1l était
splendide en ce moment de la soirée. Des feux vifs et multicolores de Geneve
du soir se reflétaient dans lui. Dans la mémoire d’Elena, se déroulaient des
images de la vieille ville, dans laquelle elle avait erré aujourd’hui — tout est si
petit, mais agréable, simple mais familier. Elle se souvenait comme elle
respirait 1égerement dans le parc. Et comme, malgré son état d’ame, elle ne
pouvait ne pas s’extasier éternellement devant le Mont Blanc majestueux, qui
¢tait tellement beau dans ce moment précédant le coucher de soleil. S’étant
souvenu de tout cela, Elena compris qu’elle avait déja répondu aux deux
premicres questions. Et s’il y a une réponse aux deux premieres questions,
alors la réponse a la troisiéme est évidente.

En rentrant a la maison, elle s’assit aussitot a table et écrit une lettre a
Serguei.

« Mon cher Seriojenka ! Je viens de rentrer de 1’'Ile Rousseau — tu te
souviens, la derniere fois nous y sommes restés jusqu’a tard dans la nuit aux
environs de juillet ? Tu essayais encore de me convaincre d’aller a Moscou,
J’avais presque accepté, et nous imaginions, comment nous allions tout
réaliser la-bas au mieux.

Apparemment, cette ile n’est pas seulement propice a la pensée
philosophique, mais aussi au réve. C’est peut-étre la présence de Rousseau
qui agit ainsi ? Ce n’était pas seulement un philosophe, mais un réveur
passionné. Qui encore, autre qu’un réveur, pouvait sérieusement réfléchir sur
I’équilibre, la justice, espérer de construire un état de raison ?

J’ai pensé aujourd’hui : combien de Russes, sans doute, avaient déja
révé ici de retourner en Russie ? Peut-&tre, pas sur cette ile, mais quelque part
a Geneve. La premiére vague d’immigration, encore au dix-neuvieme siécle,
la deuxiéme — apres la révolution, ensuite la troisiéme... Et, en fait, combien y
avait-il de ces vagues? Et nous sommes qui — aussi une vague
d’émigration supplémentaire ? Sans doute... Mais, en tout cas, c’est plus
simple pour nous- on a la possibilité du choix — rester ici ou retourner chez
soi. Mais en fait, qui a dit que c¢’était plus simple ? Au contraire, choisir est
toujours difficile. Il me semble que nous en avions discuté. A cette époque,
nous avions une vie pour deux, ou au moins I’apparence. Maintenant, nos
vies se sont divisées en deux, et c’est pour toujours. Je viens de le
comprendre définitivement aujourd’hui. Pour t’expliquer pourquoi, il me
faudrait de nouveau parler des vagues.

Nous sommes allés avec toi en week-end au sud, pres de Nice. Il ne
faisait déja plus chaud, et la mer était mouvementée. Mais tu es quand
méme allé te baigner, et tu m’as entrainé. Et j’avais trés peur. Je ne suis pas
une grande amatrice de la baignade, en plus par un temps pareil... Mais je
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suis quand méme allée avec toi — je ne voulais pas étre lache. Tu m’as
expliqué : le plus important — ¢’est de surmonter la vague. I1 faut plonger en
dessous, apres avoir pris de I’air dans les poumons, et refaire surface plus
loin. Et la-bas — une mer relativement douce, des vagues pas grandes, et pas
de danger de nager. Tu avais fait tout cela sous mes yeux. Tu avais bien
réussi. J’avais toujours peur, et tu me faisais signe. Enfin, je me suis quand
méme décidée, et plongeai sous une vague déferlante. Mais que s’est-il
donc passé ? J’étais entrainée par un tourbillon, aspiré sous 1’eau, et griffée
par le sable, et jetée 1a ou j’avais commencé — sur la plage. Mon état était
tel que j’en ai encore des frissons dans le dos, quand je me souviens de ce
bain dans la mer.

Je pense que tu as tout compris. Tu es un véritable nageur. Les
espaces les plus dangereuses de la mer ne sont pas effrayantes pour toi. Je
souhaite que tu nage jusqu’a I’ile enchantée. Au bout du compte, nous
espérons tous la trouver. Et je reste 1a ou la vague m’avait amenée il y a
assez longtemps. Visiblement pour toujours. Pardonne-moi de t’avoir dégu.
Mais je suis siire, ¢a t’aidera a m’oublier plus vite. Pour celui qui est en
chemin, ¢a ne vaut pas la peine de s’embarrasser de souvenirs. Ils sont
nécessaires a ceux qui sont assis tranquillement sur le rivage, admirent la
mer lointaine, et réchauffent ’ame refroidie, se rappelant le temps, quand
ils aussi essayaient d’aller quelque part, révaient de quelque chose. Bien
qu’il serait préférable de penser qu’il s’est agit d’un réve. Alors, au moins,
ils ne souffriront pas du regret.

Moi aussi, j’aurai mon réve maintenant. Magnifique. Et déja,
seulement pour cela, je te serai toujours reconnaissante.

Elena»

Natalia Beglova, UNOG

translated from the Russian
by Jean Ehret with Timothy Eldridge, ITU
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DUNE

Tantot tentaculaire aux allures de siréne
Tantot caline aux mouvances de soie
Toujours rebelle et renaissant sans peine

J’aime ton pelage fauve et tes courbes souveraines
Tes bras ouverts sur I’horizon
Ou tu m’enlaces et je me fonds

Dune de désert aux parfums d’Orient
Je réve que tu me berces au rythme du vent,
Ton amant et ton maitre pour la nuit des temps

Esclave de sable, tu ressembles a ma liberté
De tes barreaux ensablés je scrute I’horizon
Et il me dit, et je te pleure.

CALYPTUS

Ciel étoilé sur fond d’éclairs

Pluie d’automne sans parfum

Quand tu me souffles

Quand tu me pleus

Je vibre au fil de tes nuitées.

Je navigue dans ta mer de dune, des étoiles en bandouliére
Et dans ton soir, la douceur vient,
Caline, elle me retient

Féline, elle m’ensorcelle

Et de tes canisses,

Je ne golite que ton miel enchanteur

Et tes eucalyptus déshabillés de senteurs.

Cécile Elshami, UNCTAD
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LES REFUGIES DE LA FAIM

Les arbres sont en fleurs
Tout le monde espére gotter le bonheur
A la prochaine saison
Les arbres porteront des fruits gorgés de douceur
La beauté du temps est dans ses saisons
Ce sont les fleurs qui se transforment et donnent le ton
Et ce sont les fruits de 1’arbre qui font le bonheur
On apprend que depuis bien des saisons
Des fruits les arbres n’en portent plus dans cette terre
Et tous les habitants cherchent la fuite
Comme les oiseaux au changement de saisons
Leur pays quittent
Mais sans crainte ni danger
Reviennent dans leur foyer
Hélas ! Les habitants eux prennent la mer
Sur des rafiaux qui s’abiment en mer
Et enfants et parents nul ne sait nager
Mais que faire quand on n’a pas a manger,

On prend la mer pour passer de 1’autre coté
Voila-t-il qu’au beau milieu avant d’y arriver
Aux requins ils se donnent a manger !

Et jamais dans leur pays plus ils ne reviennent
Aucun peuple d’un destin ne peut réver
Si dans leur pays il n’y a point de responsables, point d’autorité,
Si le respect qui est digne de I’homme
Dans ce pays ne prend pas forme
Il n’y aura ni anges, ni dieux
Pour leur éviter le malheur et le désaveu.

Ce n’est pas le pays convoité qui s’effondra dans la peine.
Oh ! Mon pays, ta douleur est infinie
Il y aura sans doute un jour
Un beau pays ou 1’on parle d’amour
Je veux parler d’Haiti, pays
Qui jadis était une perle
C’¢était, comme, on le chantait, la plus belle,

O, Haiti ! Toi qui étais la femme la plus belle
O toi, qui étais la perle des Antilles
Depuis les royaumes de Castille
Jusqu’en cinquante sept
Et c’était la que s’arrétait la féte. ..

Michaud Michel, UNOG
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APPELLE-MOI

Si un jour tu es ensablée dans le désert du Taklamakan
ou bien que tu te noies dans ta baignoire

si tu es perdue aux confins du Yunnan et du Tibet
que le soir tombe et que les moustiques t’attaquent
ou prise d’une inextinguible quinte de toux au bord de I’Orénoque

si un rabbin ultraorthodoxe te postillonne au visage
ou que douze sceurs dansent la danse du scalp autour de toi
et te paraissent vraiment menagantes

si tu tombes en panne au milieu du tunnel du Gothard
et que des éboulements bloquent les deux extrémités

si, quand tu y poses le pied, les hauts plateaux de Bolivie s’affaissent
et si tu découvres que malgré tout ce qu’on a dit la Terre est plate

si, un jour de shabbat, ton avion est détourné sur le Minnesota
alors que tu veux féter tes Paques orthodoxes

si tu passes devant un tribunal populaire
parce que tu as refusé de voter

et si on te condamne a perpétuité

parce que tu aimes chanter

st les prophetes t’accablent, si les savants t’ignorent, si tu te sens prisonniere
dans

un monde obscur

appelle-moi et je serai la

j’escaladerai les murs et je creuserai jusqu’au fond des icebergs

je marcherai sur I’eau trois jours et trois nuits
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j’écrirai des prix Goncourt a la pelle

je gérerai ’ONU efficacement

je cuirai en vingt minutes une tarte Tatin que en demande 45

je deviendrai un expert en diminutifs pour animaux

j’obtiendrai le grand prix Charles Cros pour mon intégrale de Béla Bartok
je défendrai les dernieres tortues d’ Amazonie contre des hordes de
publicitaires

je jouerai de la trompette tzigane

pour le thé de cing heures, je construirai un pont suspendu entre Calais et
Douvres

je déneigerai la cour des vieilles dames de ton quartier en hiver

je remporterai les plus fameux concours internationaux d’arrangement floral
(section extraterrestre)

je ne transpirerai plus et je n’aurai pas de flatulences

grace a mon intervention dans le langage des signes

la paix sera enfin universelle

je découvrirai la tombe de la belle-meére du pere de la sceur d’ Akhénaton
tous les enfants auront confiance en moi pour toujours

je tuerai les mouches avec ma raquette de tennis

puis je les ressusciterai en leur chantant une chanson de Joséphine Baker
je pousserai Benetton, Poutine et Bush au suicide

je te lirai Les Mémoires d’outre-tombe, A la recherche du temps perdu et
toute la poésie ¢€lisabéthaine

en une soirée et il me restera assez de temps pour faire un feu dans la
cheminée

je blufferai la CIA, le KGB et le Mossad

(qui en créveront de dépit)

je saurai dormir n’importe ou, n’importe quand

je te dériderai quand tu es sombre, et Derrida avec toi

je déliverai une fourmiliére prise en otage

par un groupe de terroristes afghans

je tisserai des brocarts si vite que 1019 bombyx

n’arriveront pas a produire assez de fil pour m’alimenter

et si beaux que le Musée du Louvre ne pourra se les payer

j’annulerai la dette du Quart-monde

pour me délasser, je ferai du macramé-fullcontact

je découvrirai le sens de la vie

j’€léverai des huitres qui recevront la médaille d’or au Salon de 1’agriculture
et des perles

je gagnerai des combat de vache landaise en Islande
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et des concours de Qi gong sur la place Rouge

je raconterai enfin la véritable histoire d’Elvis

et comment je lui écrivis toutes ses chansons

je séduirai toutes les femmes grace a la sensualité de mon jeu du triangle

mais si un jour tu as besoin de quelqu’un a qui parler
ou avec qui te taire

ou pour pleurer

ou bien pour rire

dire ta joie ou tes tourments ou ne rien dire
je serai la, si tu m’appelles

Bernard Bouvier, UNOG, retired

Photo collage "A toi qui j'aime"”
par Cécile Elshami, UNCTAD
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CLAIRVIGILANCE

Clairvigilants sorciers de I’ample Poésie,
Clairendormis de jour, de nuit clairéveillés,
Veilleurs a temps complet, jamais ensommeillés,
Grands diseurs magiciens, sourciers de fantaisie,
Tous ceux de votre espece, aux chants trempés de vie,
Au monde plus présents que bien des éveillés,
Toujours préts a donner leur verbe ensoleillé,

A transmettre a ’entour leur soif inassouvie,
Restez clairvigilants, sourciers de Poésie,
Sorciers clairéveillés, saisis de frénésie,

Egarés non perdus, délirants conscients,
Transportés sans bouger sur 1’aile du fantasme,
Lucides divagants aux accents prescients,

En Dieu sauvegardés par votre enthousiasme !

"Mer obscure est I'humanité,

c'est une bien mélancolique histoire

pour le bateau qui veut jeter

son ancre dans le ciel". Francis Picabia

L’ANCRE DANS LE CIEL

L’humanité sans guide est une mer obscure

Ou les vents déchainés entrecroisent leurs flots.
Rompu le gouvernail, assombris les falots,
Une angoisse de mort étreint la créature.

Ballotté sur 1’abime et privé de mature,
Déboussolé se voit le meilleur paquebot.

Sa quille endommagée a perdu 1’étambot

Et rien ne marque plus sur I’onde sa nervure.

Le bateau dérivant dans un cours torrentiel,
Comment peut-il jeter son ancre dans le ciel?
Entrainé vers sa fin, mélancolique histoire,

Il ne sait pas le phare install¢é sur le roc,
Ni I’Esprit détenteur d’une autre trajectoire
Qui pourtant gonfle encor la toile de son foc!

Luce Péclard, UNSW/SENU
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POUR L'ONU

Guerres et massacres
Etaient passés.

De grands hommes d’Etat
Se sont levés

Pour qu’il n’y ait plus jamais ¢a.

Ils se sont rencontrés,
Ils se sont parlé,

Ils se sont décidés,
Ils se sont prononcés
Pour ’ONU.

Ils I’ont créée,

Ils I’ont bien concue,
Ils I’ont élevée,

Ils se sont cotisés
Pour ’ONU.

Les grands sont partis,
De petits ont repris,

Ils refont des guerres,
Pour régler leurs confits
Par le feu et le sang.

Oubliée la Charte,

Au diable les promesses,
Pour la paix, c’est tant pis,
Que la guerre est jolie

Sur le dos de ’ONU !
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Elle ne coflite pas cher
Mais c’est toujours trop.
Ils paient donc mal

Et ils paient peu

Pour ’ONU.

Mais alors,

Que faire de ’ONU
Si elle ne fait

Plus rien de bien,
Le machin ?

Ils ont cherché,

Ils ont trouvé :
Mieux que rien,
Casons les copains
Par le feu et le sang.

Mais de mépris
En gabegie,
Ils I’ont achevée,

Et a la fin,
Ils ne faisaient plus rien

Pour ’ONU ...

Dick Moens, UNOG



AUTOUR DES MOTS

Chaque parole prononcée
suppose un monde ou la pensée
sans le savoir

se dissimule

sous I’apparente
indifférence de la voix.
Mais le retard incontrolé
de certains mots,

I’acces soudain

de phrases vides,
poussent a croire

que tout exalte

les bonheurs simples

du silence.

II

L’¢légante rhétorique

d’un langage sans paroles
fondé¢ sur la pensée pure
possede 'immense vertu
de plaire a ces bons esprits
qui voient dans leur faux silence
le remede permettant

de résoudre le probléme
qu’ils ont souvent néglige :
celui de la défense

d’idées dont I’importance
est trahie par les mots.
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Pris au mot

pris au picge des mots
dupe de tes propos.
N’ayant pas le pouvoir
de rappeler vraiment

la genese des faits

a ceux qui t’attendaient
sur ce point tres précis,
tu as trahi la vérité

que tu aurais tant voulu
partager avec d’autres.

1Y%

Mystere des mots qu’on tait
-mutisme qui nous protege
d’un aveu toujours possible
lorsque I’emoi qui nous guide
prend la forme du silence ...
Mais cette crainte certaine
qui souvent ferme des levres
peut cesser comme la peur
d’une parole imprudente
libérant d’obscurs secrets.

\Y%

Des années ont passé depuis,
a présent tu regrettes

de n’avoir pas su dire

avec les mots qu’il elt fallu
ce que tu aimais d’elle

pour essayer enfin

contre toute raison

de la convaincre un jour

de parler a son tour.



VI

Mots prévisibles de I’amour,
0 mots que disperse le temps,
vous visiterez nos mémoires
alors qu’autres seront morts,
proies a tout jamais de I’oubli,
et par I’évocation des voix
que le souvenir restitue
illuminerez des visages

dans I’éternité d’un instant

ou tout en nous semble possible.

VII

Au déla de ta peine,

au déla du silence

ou tu te perds,

bien au déla des larmes,
plus tard sans doute,
sans fausse hate,
viendront les mots

qui pour chanter

ta renaissance

seront comme fleurs au soleil,
comme célébration

de la mémoire.

VIII

Des mots et des notes,

des notes sur des mots,
une musique double :
I’insaisissable mélodie,

la synthese du son

soutenu par le rythme,
quand le miracle se produit
de la totalité du chant.
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IX

Ni ta voix ni tes mots
ne seront rendus

le jour ou malgré tout
sonnera ton adieu.

Mais qu’importe apres tout,
il s’agissait d’un prét
qui te fut accordé

pour un temps limité,

et peut-€tre qu’ailleurs
tu t’en resserviras

pour célébrer des heures
saturées de lumiére.

X

Bien sOr le monde

dans sa monotonie

ne peut t’offrir

rien de vraiment nouveau,
et le sillage

que tous les jours tu suis,
t’entrainera

vers un pays semblable.
Mais tous ces mots,
qu’un jour a prononce
Celui qui fit

entrevoir d’autres lieux,
viennent chanter

lorsque tu veux L’entendre,
L’ Ailleurs certain

ou rien n’est plus pareil.

Roger Prevel, OMT,
UIOOT, BIT , retraité



LE PRINTEMPS DU POETE

Poéte, pour beaucoup il n’est
Qu’un humanobizarroide.
Cependant ...

Au pied de I’arbre nu

Il séme ses pensées,
Implorant les années,
Fleurissant le futur.

L’INSPIRATRICE

O féconde égérie
Berceuse d’un doux songe
Mais délicieux mensonge
A DPeffluve magique.

LUEUR D’UN SOIR

Sur le comptoir d’un bar
L humble bougie éteinte
N’attend d’une ame-étreinte
Que flamme du quidam.

LA VENUE DE LA PAIX ?
O songes épanouis
Qui nourrissez I’aurore

D’un monde inassouvi !

N’étes-vous point I’unique espoir
Au carrefour d’une sagesse ?

-Car tant d’ames suppliciées
Sur I’Avenue de la PAIX.

Roger Chanez, UNSW/SENU
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Donne,

I’oppressione dell’uomo
ci vuole sottomesse
il suo potere ci ha sopraffatte.

Il matrimonio,
ci han fatto credere,

ci libra verso la felicita
ma tradite siamo rimaste
dalla sua fragilita.

Le nostre lotte
contro le ingiustizie
si sono rivoltate,

non era previsto,
contro noi stesse !

La reclusione ci isola
la discriminazione ci esclude
la violenza ci colpisce.

Amore : pura illusione
o proibizione ?

Esiste la liberta d’amare
e di essere amate

come vorremmo

e sempre

senza essere lapidate ?

Uguaglianza e verita
chiediamo
per la nostra liberta

Francesca Rosati Freeman, UNSW/SENU
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FEMMES

Avec les femmes

nous avons pris conscience
de l'oppression par I'homme
qui nous veut soumises,

SON POuvoIr NOUS a Prises.

Femmes libérées!
Avons-nous crie.

Avec le mariage

nous pensions nous envoler
vers le bonheur

qui au fil du temps

s'est avére tres éphémere.

Femmes divorcées!
Avons-nous crié.

Avec nos engagements

nous pensions lutter

contre les injustices

qui, accablantes,

se sont retournées contre nous.
Ce n'était pas prevu!

Pas de discriminés!
Avons-nous crié.

Dans l'amour

nous pensions trouver refuge.
Hélas! nous avons constaté
que nous ne pouvons pas aimer
celui qu'on voudrait

sans étre lapidées!

Cherchons la vérité!
Continuons de lutter!

Francesca Rosati Freeman, UNSW/SENU
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« GRAIN TOMBE EN TERRE... »

Enterrée par le temps, la graine est bien tranquille ;
Pourtant elle désire grandir pour découvrir.

Pour assumer son choix : terre et eau la nourrissent,
Et mourrant a elle-méme, un germe, elle délivre.

Libéré de la terre, le petit germe monte,
Ebloui de lumiére ou apeuré dans I’ombre.

Il n’est plus solitaire mais garde ses racines,
Sans perdre ses besoins, il devient une pousse.

Abreuvée par le ciel, la pousse se colore.

La conquéte du monde a I’air enfin possible.

Pour s’accrocher au ciel, elle pose des promesses :
Et pour les protéger, les enferme en boutons.

Protégé par des feuilles de plus en plus solides,

Les boutons bourgeonnants voudraient déja s’ ouvrir :
Admirer le soleil et recueillir ’ondée ;

Cependant qu’il explose, apparait une fleur.

Joyeuse et souriante, la fleur, a nue, rougit.
Déployant ses pétales, elle semble bien fragile,

Dé¢;ja, elle se rend compte, qu’elle n’est que tentative,
Le pollen viendra, sur une plus solide.

De la graine a la pousse et du germe au bourgeon,
Les fleurs sont arrivées et désormais nombreuses.
Toujours bienveillante, une main généreuse,
Leur a mis des tuteurs et donné de 1’espace.

Solide et vigoureuse, la fleur s’est affirmée,
Grace au tuteur, au ciel, toujours enracinée,
Elle regoit du pollen, elle va devoir bouger,
Et perdre ses pétales, mais sans les retrouver.

Ni parfum, ni beauté, pourtant fécondité,

Non sans difficultés, la fleur s’est effacée.

Elle sait qu’elle veut grandir, méme si elle doit partir,
Pour laisser, a sa place, un petit fruit mrir.
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Tiré du sacrifice, le fruit est bien visible ;
Pourtant, il se nourrit profond par ses racines.
Il est issu d’ici, ne sera jamais autre,

Cette eau et cette terre, I’auront rendu unique.

Arrachée a sa mere, ce fruit était bien mir,

C’est, cependant, ainsi qu’il fallait qu’il se meure :
Mourir pour nourrir, apres avoir grandi,

C’est cela la grandeur du mystére de la Vie.

Bertrand Loze, ILO intern

ICH WERDE DICH FINDEN
(I WILL FIND YOU)

Ich mochte den Menschen finden,
der mir den Atem raubt
und mir doch die Luft zum atmen lasst.
Ich mochte den Menschen finden,
mit dem ich mein Leben teilen kann,
ohne mich aufgeben zu miissen.
Ich mochte die endlose Liebe finden,
in der sich jeder
die ganze Zeit nach dem anderen sehnt.
Ich mochte die endlose Liebe finden,
in der jeder fiir den anderen da ist
ohne Lug, Betrug und Schmerz.
Es gibt solch einen Menschen.

Ich werde einen dieser guten Menschen finden.
Meine und Deine Liebe sollen in
Unserer endlosen Liebe aufgehen.
Ich werde Dich finden. Hoffentlich.

Christian Schulz, UNSW/SENU
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SPIDER

You had no say

over being a spider,

a big one

with hints of hair.

You had no say

over how I might react
to your blackness

and sly immobility.

But I have a say

over throwback recoilings,

selective hates.

A say over that

flat fascist foot

that finalized your spider share of life.

David Walters, UNOG, retired

Drawing by Christian Flamm, OCHA
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WEATHER

When I was little, Happy

the neighbour’s dog stayed outside
penned summer and winter,
howled when he was wet, lonely
scared. You would think

after so many seasons

of snow, wind, blistering heat

he could adapt.

I often reached my hand
across chain link

gave him Sunday bones
his eyes hungry,

full of wanting.

There’s a homeless man

I see often in the neighbourhood

on the sidewalk, in front of my car.
In today’s wind and rain

I avoid his eyes

focus instead on red chapped hands.

He travels the streets

with grocery bags, a radio

his hair getting longer and stringier.
On Saturday he sets up shop

in front of the war dead memorial.

Turns his music on
pulls out dry bread
breaks it up with boots.
Suddenly
he is a king
hundreds of pigeons
fly to his feet
bow before him.
This is enough.
Beth Peoc'h, UNCTAD
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FIELD OF MAY

Feathery tips of weeds
pepper this field of May
wheat, such greenness hurts
my eyes, rogue poppies
skirt the field as if

afraid to enter

mingle with density.

Slight wind blows my hair,
ripples the wheat, poppies bob
on their necks

calling me to watch, be still
absorb the ground under my feet
take it in

claim it as my own.

This moment in time and space
might have already been lived
through one hundred times, yet
precision of green, subtleness
of wind, urgency of poppies
calls me, tells me

the world is now.
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Flash of enthusiasm in his eyes ...

Arms, legs, fingers appendaged
to his violin ...

His entire body vibrating
with its strings ...

THIS

is what I want to say!
he seems to shout.

Right now!
In this tempo, this tone!

With you, Drum!
impetus from you!
explosion from you!

Then I temper it...

tune it way down low.

I sit down on my stool...

tap my foot a while ...

let my violin

just lie on my lap....

let another’s thoughts

strum out on guitar....

let them enter my eyes,
ears - nerve ends

so I will be ready when

JAZZMAN
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You call, Bass!
thrun thrun
di thrun thrun thrunn.

Say it! Say it!
Let me say it! Say it!

You say it then I’ll wail my
vwee datta vwoo
vwee datta zwoo

Each tune: a roller coaster ...

a stretch of Grappelli,
a twist of Claude Williams.

country riffs, classical arpeggio...

standard progressions,
startling inversions...

all converging into
his own idiom

right here on stage!

Yes! Yes .... Brilliant!

His palpable delight
infects the audience

and sends us all home wishing
we could make jazz too.

Karin Kaminker, UNOG



THE TENANT GARDENER FIBONACCIS*

This

spring

weeding

flowerbeds

is the last thing |

feel like doing in my free time.

Once

when

we had

our own patch

of land surrounding

our modest, self-built house on the

south

side

of the

Kierling hills

I gladly spent hours
plucking, shaving, patting, smoothing
the

rough,

ruddy

face of our
stubbornly wild and

unruly, self-landscaped domain.

The

wide

skirt of

lushly green

and fragrant brocade

that hugs the waist of our current

*The Fibonnaci sequence of numbers (0, 1, 1, 2, 3, 5, 8,...) on which this poem is based,
frequently occurs in nature, as in the structure of pine cones.
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house

fails

to wake

the little

gardener within.

This land belongs to another.

Yet

I

must fight

back the moss,

dandelion puff balls,

vy ropes, trash trees and nettles

that

now

threaten

to launch a

full, combined attack:

mounting the terrace, scaling walls...

I

know

how soon

they can claim

the whole front lawn and

wipe the first blooms from the fragile

125

pink

Queen

Betty

roses, how

they soon can muscle

through the Jura limestone pavement.

This

can

not be

allowed !! So

armed with my rake, hoe,

trowel, wheelbarrow and green pail

I

do

what [

must ... [ weed

- and with what vengeance! -

till the last looming bramble falls

when

still

kneeling

in dirt, I

acknowledge my pain

and grieve for my garden, my own.

Karin Kaminker, UNOG



They stand apart

in wind and rain

lift their robes
in high disdain

conspire in groves
to plot again

the final fall
of leaves and man

these trees

Keats
mists

Couperin
rains

Magritte
clouds

Klimt
trees

OCTOBER

The sky’s spy:
sun

the tree’s secret:
shadow

the leaves’ glee:
gust

the branches’ desire:

ave

UP
sand crawler
pond skimmer

rock climber
wave breaker

stargazer
sea rover

skyscraper
windjammer

branch
root
stamen
shoot

tops’l
keel
fly
reel
flock
wing
chord
string

apple
pip
kiss
lip

the tree’s shadow
the field’s keyhole
the fruit’s tomb
the tree’s womb

the smack’s wake
the sea’s furrow
the shoal’s jail
the net’s goal

Richard Sheeler, UNCTAD, retired
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THE MASK

An African mask

under an Indonesian umbrella
in an oriental Geneva home -
how does it feel

to be a stranger

when the world 1s home?

ORIENTAL TEA

With apple scent
in aquarelle colors
a quiet day in a busy world

with noise receeding
but the clamour of
bustling streets still all around.

in cushions we sit
remembering when all was one.

THE LAMP

Just a lamp
giving us light
tonight

Just an umbrella...

for if rain should ever fall
on this table

Just a shield
protecting us
from the evil eye

Just a pot
which, turned around
is feeding us.

EIGHT CHAIRS

Eight people on the same style chairs
...could there be more difference?
Peter Auer, ILO
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BALLET
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KITCHEN SINK

A grill that lets too many things slip through,

a stopper raised and lowered on command,

holding-pen for dirty plates, stray angel hair,

onion peel, potato that didn't make the cut.

Always there.

Holder of the lipsticked glass and coffeed cup,

the last recourse for burning rice, the half-gnawed bone,
the lettuce leaf, the juiceless lemon wedge.

Our meals are parsed within its gut

in greying suds with time's old gurgle and sluice....
As water washes through to drain

the earth spins, circling liquid clockwise in its bowels
returning water to its earthly source.

But where hands scrub daily grit from skin

fill up the cup, rinse out the soiled glass,

this oblong trough of our despond

sees excess and carelessness.

And there's its dull sheen, that steel opacity, obstinate walls.
A kitchen sink's no mirror, nor a flatterer,

reflects so little of our inner selves, rejects

as it absorbs our modest shard of light.

Unmoved, unmoving witness of this messy mortal's trend,
so present, yet elusive to the end!

Alexa Intrator, UNOG, retired
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CONUNDRUM

Imagine a forest, deep green and filled with owls
crouched in trees, watching you watching them.
You are six years old,

continue...inhabit twilight, wait at night's edge
to recall the secret hovering
when one imagines the body into flight.

At dawn, grounded, wing-heavy, begin to wake.
The carved owl rules the bedroom shelf:
imagine a forest of owls watching him.

But there are none. He's blind,

the forest i1s winter-grey, not emerald.
You are six, a dreamer. He 1s wood.

Alexa Intrator, UNOG, retired

drawing by Christian Flamm, OCHA
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RETURN TO THE GARDEN
Overbearing mint, white cosmos,
a spurt of California poppies ochre at dusk;

enchantment of lemon verbena,
curious curry plant, false blend of spices;

stunted dill, snapdragon overwhelmed,
brave lovage, woody sage;

tomato, tentative, small,
coltsfoot, yellow in uneven grass;

young apple standing proud
with fisted foliage and first fruit;

coriander seeds, moist and green;
begonias confined to pots, tame beasts of the balcony;

wisteria fatigued by second growth,
nudging modest purple heads through ambitious leaves;

orange courgette flower still clinging to the tip of young squash,
flower and fruit conjoined like a mother and the son she can't release.

Alexa Intrator, UNOG, retired
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HERE AND THERE

Cross and tired we land in Delhi, fog-delayed (we're ten hours late),
Forms and baggage make us crosser (two more endless hours to wait).
Spirits rise, though, at the exit: agent Amit’s there to greet
Accompanied by smiling Parkash, who’ll be in the driver’s seat
Of a white Toyota Qualis, transport for our three-week tour
To Bombay via Jaisalmer and sundry cities ending “-pur”.

Soon we hit the honking streets where seething millions scrape rupees -
Tuk-tuk drivers, rickshaw-wallahs, crippled beggars no-one sees.
(Quite a change from home Geneva, clean and calm and full of banks,
Citizens so smug and staid with stocks and shares and solid francs!)
Delhi life 1s at the sharp end, Darwinism tooth and claw;

Where we live the race is won, we sleep and soften at the core.

David Lewis, UNSW/SENU

132



FULL ENGLISH BREAKFAST

« Full English breakfast » is included every single day,
In each hotel and stately home you visit on the way
(The agent pledged while detailing the basics of our stay
From Delhi through to Jaisalmer and Agra to Bombay.)

I licked my lips, my juices ran: terrific news indeed
That every day I could awake and slake my greedy need
For bacon, eggs and sausages and other greasy feed
That glorifies the morning fare of Britain’s bulldog breed.

Tomatoes and black pudding I would dearly love to see,
And crisp fried bread and hot baked beans to wash down with my tea.
Then devilled kidneys, kippers grilled, and even kedgeree?
(For health, of course, some prunes and bran and honey from the bee.)

The truth, alas, is toast with eggs — eggs scrambled, boiled or fried,
Or served as flannel “ommerlets” that clog you up inside.)
I’1l simply have to stomach that the Delhi agent lied
(Or that, to be a mite polite, he took us for a ride)

Or see eggs-only breakfasts as a message for us all:
That Englishness in India no longer ranks so tall.

My hopes, like Humpty over-egged, have fallen from the wall —
And now I’m over-egged myself and feeling rather small.

David Lewis, UNSW/SENU
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HIGHWAY CODE

Through the country towns of India
In our 4 x 4 we ride -
One thin strip of tarmacadam,
Tracks of dust on either side.

Though they’re wide, these three-lane highways,
Traffic loathes the left and right,
All converges on the tarmac
Where capacity is tight.

Sheep and goats and pigs and camels
Chewing cows and snuffling hogs,
Fight for space with cars and lorries,
Tuk-tuks, rickshaws, dozy dogs.

Though out of town is far less crowded,
Danger haunts the middle lane.
Coming traffic heads towards us

One track-minded like a train.

Who’s the stronger, who’s the weaker
With his car- or lorry-load?
Who’ll give way to coming vehicles?
Who’s the rajah of the road?

Now a bus is fast approaching.
Though determined not to swerve,
I blink first: the combat’s over,
I’m the one who’s lost his nerve.

David Lewis, UNSW/SENU

134



ADMINISTERING THE ZONE

"The only language they understand,"
say our analysts,
"is the language of force."

Speaking that language fluently,
we address their farmers
by confiscating their land,
their townsfolk
by demolishing their dwellings.

When their militants rise against us,
the black print of our edicts
translates as scarlet splashes
on their chests.

Our message is perfectly clear
but somehow

1s not understood.

How can this be so, when we
are such skilled communicators?

Carl Freeman, UNOG, retired
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LITERARY LION

He compiled glossaries, invented stories,
wrote furious critiques.

He declaimed verse, polemicized,
and scattered epigrams like wedding rice.

But quick as he was with criticism and witticism,
when it came to opening his purse
he was hesitant and miserly.

And when the child asked innocently,
“Tell me, Grandpa, why are you so stingy?”
he was at a loss for words.

Carl Freeman, UNOG, retired

Drawing by Christian Flamm, OCHA
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LIFE GOES ON

“Life goes on”
How trite how worn
The words we use to soothe and help
The one who faces tragic loss
Whose shattered world has lost all sense

Whose laughter has no sound

True friendship has an outstretched hand

Gives time and listening ear

And puts aside all else, if only

To be there,
To stay and care,
To talk, to walk, and smell the flowers

Evoke the happy memories

That keep alive the joy that was

And turn this into song

Ginny Rogers, UNHCR, retired
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LAUGHTER

Laughter, simple laughter

A flash of freedom, friendship, fun
Chortle, chuckle, hoot and cackle
Mirthful sounds escape in air
Laugh, and let the spirits rise

as hurt, distress and gloom retreat
It’s free of charge, it lights the face,
and worldly pressures ease

The resonance displays a trust

that changes countenance and mood
Precious moments free

of tension, trouble, even fear
transform the paths of life and love
as muscles stretch and eyes alight
The midstream ripple clears the lines
of furrowed brow and built-in tears

While sounds dissolve in space and sky
the mirth of laughter stays within

A moment shared in quick release

can alter tempers, mood and frame

and even fortune’s path

So - laugh, and let the spirits rise

as hurt, distress and gloom retreat

It’s free of charge, it lights the face

and worldly pressures ease

Ginny Rogers, UNHCR, retired
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EYE TO EYE

Youand I,

What does that imply?
You and I:

Together, of one dye.

Youand I,

Together we fly.
Youand I,

Together we’re high.

Youand I,

Together we view.
Youand I,

Together, we see through.

Youand I,
Together we sigh.
You and I,
Together we cry.

Youand I,

Together we try.

Youand I,

Together, we oppose the lie.

You and I,
Together,
You,

And L.

Bohdan Nahajlo, UNHCR
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TIME TO GO HOME

They sat silently

On a bench

Staring emptily —

Past remembrance, past memory —
At the sea

Trying to warm their weary
Bones from the little

Heat generated

By the pale and wintry

Sun.

Her hand,

Tied to an invisible string
Pulled by a tipsy puppeteer,
Staggered upwards, reaching
the thickly-padded

shoulder of his coat.

There, with trembling
Fingers, she flicked

Specks of real and imaginary
Dandruff before tucking mechanically
Inside the collar

The scarf loosened

Around his skinny

Neck.

She then sighed
And murmured --
Half to herself:
1t’s getting chilly
Time to go home.

Zeki Ergas, UNSW/SENU
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THE DEAL WITH THE ANGEL

Two pigeons cooing

On a branch

Before my window.

The silver crescent

Sailing on a pitch-black ocean.
The pouring rain

The piercing wind

My burning skin.

Listening in ecstasy

To the Four Seasons of Vivaldi
My name carved

In two-thousand-and-three

On a plane tree.

A teeming rat colony
Searching for food

Between the rocks.

My uncle found dead

in the Dranse river

In the early morning

Of the first of January.

The English poet

With the booming voice
silenced for ever -- in December.

The deal I made
With the Angel who took me
Under its wing.

Zeki Ergas, UNSW/SENU
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KING OF THE JUNGLE

“Man is by nature a political animal...” Aristotle

I am King of all jungles,
The green and the grey - all are my prey,
To MY tune they sway.

I am real, but you can’t really see me.
I don’t use fangs and claws —
You’re mine when you believe me.

Though I cannot feel it, I have a body,
In which rests not one soul, but many.

My skin’s never the same color,
Black; white; or red — it don’t really matter.
Of late I’'m even seen with a sheen of green -
Or red white and blue (though often neither has a clue).

By now you’ll have realized that I’'m but a tool,
Strong and sharp, neither shrew nor shark...

To be used by the sage or the fool.

[ am only as alive or dead, white or red, false...or true
As him; her; me...and you.

Ameer Shaheed, UNSW/SENU

142



CITY OF MUDDY WATERS

“Water water everywhere
And not a drop to drink”

Dear Mr. DHA, Mr. KMC :

You may have your Lush Green carpets on putting fields
No woven rugs under my roof (what roof?) -
Only Muddy Waters to tread on.
The Heavens cracked open and poured on us:
Too much too much! All hell broke loose!
Don’t curse the Heavens for they are omnipotent,
Expecting you to take their blessings
And to weave carpets for all.

What good is vastness when filled with rot, stench, refuse
While you sit on your carpets licking chaat off your fingers.
The desolate hijra claps and lingers
The mud snakes slither and devour
Whole huts with no visible bismillahs .

Palatial houses, prayers on their faces, tower
And are left preserved - untouched by the wrath of Allah?
Will your tangible duas bless your life more than the hut lives?
Is all lost as it seems to be?

Workers sit exhausted, useless, defeated by the waters
This city with its lack of drains is going down the drain.

Samar Shaheed, UNSW/SENU
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LAS ALTURITAS*

Every day around four,

sun resting in its heat
salamanders still asleep

a family of sound interrupted
that immense southern siesta.

Sizzling Spanish olive oil

frying doughy churros,

the ice-shaver’s cart creaking

under syrups and bowls of cherries,
fans whispering between lace mantillas,
old men spitting sunflower husks,
guitars singing like wild birds.

Then rhythmic tapping

echoing off terra cotta tiles.

That was our sound,

our after school, afternoon, after war sound
as we jumped our way through childhood.

The older girls jumped first playing Alturitas
as we little ones stood opposite each other
anchoring, extending the long elastic band
around ankles, knees, then waist

while their legs scooped up the band
criss-crossing elastic

and scissoring the air.

We watched for that mistake,

the low jump, the slow timing,
which meant it would be our turn
to leap and twist and soar

into that maze of stretched space.

Then we molded space with our bodies
danced to narrow distance
and beat our wings against the dusk.
Regina Monticone, ILO

*Little Heights
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AT SIXTY AND RETIRED

Sixty is no eschatological age,

but a breathing pause after a good run.
Sixty is no end and no beginning,

but a hyperbolic notwithstanding,

a parable of sowing and reaping,

a metaphor of memories and premonitions,
instincts and insights: effet papillon.

Too early for farewells, too late for apprehensions,
less heroic than at twenty.

No, ya no me malogro,

ni nadie me quita lo bailado.

Herinneringen kan niemand meer van mij afnemen!

Twice thirty is twice lived, and somehow doubly young,
full of projects still -- and appetite,

free of many certainties,

while cherishing a few illusions,

hopes of peace and justice --

mellowed in my judgment,

knowing that one knows so little,

and still reconciled with this realization,
eager for adventures new,

without quite grasping at the stars,

but with enduring awe of all Creation.
Or, il faut servir [’Eternel avec joie!*

Grateful for the senses --

for the gentle touch of a caressing hand,
for the myriad tastes and smells,

the miracle of flowers

tulips, daffodils and hyacinths,

the mysteries of flavours

cinnamon and salt,

the sounds of strings and trumpets,
Schubert, Brahms, Beethoven

singing tenor in the choir --
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Birdsongs in the garden!

Fingers on the piano -- just for me.

Savoring the magic of a smile

and the release of laughter.

No longer trying to understand love,

happy enough to let it happen,

cultivating it through words and body language —
JIxoOuTh 1 OBITH MFOOUMBIM**, JKH3HB 3TOTO CTOUT !

Sunsets on the Jura!

Bless the splendour of the eye, kaleidoscope of colours:
1hr gliicklichen Augen,

Was je ihr gesehn,

Es sei, wie es wolle,

Es war doch so schon!***

Thankful for true friendships,

ready to forgive and be forgiven:

Et dimitte nobis debita nostra

sicut et nos dimittimus debitoribus nostris.

The cosmic quest for truth continues
as an all-embracing Faustian yearning,
ever striving for redemption,

even if by grace and undeserved:

Wer immer strebend sich bemiiht,

den konnen wir erlosen!****

Lord, I have been blessed enough.
The good run I have run,

and ready for the rest I am --

Fey adelante!

Alfred de Zayas, OHCHR, retired

* Psalm 100, vers 5.

** To love and be loved, paraphrased from Alexander Pushkin « ja vas liubil » Op. 33, Nr. 3.
That is what life is about, and it is worth it!

**% Goethe, Faust zweiter Teil, Akt V, Tiefe Nacht, Vers 11300-03

xRk Vers 11936-37.
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VARIATIONS ON A THEME

(To my 20-year old students)

When once you reach my age,
I shall be dead, long dead.
Such is the cycle of the living,
for today you are

what once I was,

and what today I am,

you may yet be.

We share this common stage,
we overlap, we give and take,
as you may once remember
when you reach my age --

and I shall long be dead.

Then younger ones will think of you,
as you now think of me.

Such is the cycle of the living.
Smile, my friends

—once in a while —

and think that you shall be
asoldas | --

Before we gather

yonder in the light,

where all shall go.

AdeZ, OHCHR, retired
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DESESPERANZA

Cuantas vidas rotas, apagadas

en cuantos hogares el dolor aqueja
cuantas flores fragantes deshojadas
sin piedad sepultadas en la selva.

Cuantos padres, hermanos, amigos
sollozan torturados, muertos en vida,
sin esperanzas esperan.

ya no los miran los 0jos amorosos

ni los acarician las manos que atras quedaron,
ellos siguen en vida sepultados

en la tenebrosa oscuridad de la selva.

Tan solo el ruido de algin riachuelo,

o el cantar de un p4jaro que a ratos llega
trayendo dulces recuerdos de sonrisas,
de besos o de amores que atras quedaron,
0 que ya murieron.

Por ellos, que atados sin movimientos

a quienes muertos en vida y sin un aliento
elevo mis oraciones al firmamento

y pido piedad, Sefior..., ten piedad.

Rosa Montoya de Cabrera, OHCHR, retired

Rosa Montoya de Cabrera
at the Ex Tempore literary soirée
25 January 2008

e
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A CINTIA

Mas que mis huestes de Pannonia guerrean aun tus ojos, Cintia,
blanden largos venablos sobre montes y mares, no cejan

en sus blancos de hielo.

Cual husares en retirada huelgan tus besos, Cintia,

su impronta dilatada ha de rastrearse
en las muescas del corazon.

Por encima del tiempo y las estrellas, Cintia, mandan tus versos
y hay todo por decir: el verbo antiguo vuelve emblasonado

en fondo de armino.

Y mientes cuando dices que has perdonado:
a t1, Cintia, la ultima.

A FRIGIO, I

Pilla del hoy ...Horacio, Carmina II, 11

Vamos, Frigio, ;qué esperas

para entrar en vena amorosa? Rememora
tu esbelta figura con Tirreno al fondo,
torso desnudo y pendon enhiesto.

La luz es otra, Frigio,

en esta hora mas turbia de pasado

que trémula de futuro. Pero es

el fin de afio en los confines

a que me has convocado

y ya el sol se despefia por el pliegue

de Moebius y ti y yo y sendos hijos
bajando estribaciones vecinas.

Carpe noctem, Frigio, ya que has perdido
el dia. Aparta pergamino y pluma:

el tiempo apremia

y no premia indecision o dilatada

ira. Sal de tu mutismo ahora

0 pronto sera nunca.

Y ni suefies en contar con Cintia

en ninguna otra Jahreswende.
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MI VIDA PEQUENA

Desde mi balcén solo veo un poco de cielo y las estrellas no son innumerables
tengo una vida pequefia aunque s€ que €so no existe
vuelvo a la palabra tengo y elaboro con ella una certeza
la escribo y queda incompleta

porque un perro negro me mira desde la sombra
igual que manana

quiza como ayer

esto pasa y quedaré en lo indiferente

pero regreso a tengo y

sabes que danzamos entrelazados la musica callada de la lluvia
pero cuando sientes ya no me llevas

soy un espacio vacio al que regresas lentamente
asomas una parte de tu mirada

porque mi vida es pequefia

y cabes en ella

y nos sobra espacio

con todo

nada

el silencio y lo demas

a pesar de este ahora que nos atrapa en una jaula
donde si entras escapo

y cambias los papeles que mancho

para poner otros blancos

porque pulcro el infinito

es facil limpiar letras sin verso

pero regreso a tengo

donde estaba o estdbamos

y desde las leyes cuanticas que a ti no te importan
una musica que reconozco y ti no escuchas

porque el alma habla solo con nostalgia y

tomo conciencia en mi rutina

como cae la arena sin mar

eso hace cada segundo enorme

los demas van despacio

yo mas lento

busco huellas pero los granos

traspasan el fondo
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empiezo a reconocerlos

escribo a su ritmo

pienso mas rapido

en lo relativo se pierden las ideas
esto estd muy lejos

el que habla esta cerca del que piensa
pero dos pasos atras

la palabra sabe su destino y no dice nada y
no tengo razones para morir

lo anoto con miedo y estoy callado
porque esta platica la tendran otros
pero esto es cierto

no hay metafora

ni espacio entrelineas

te lo dejo

lo que no fue no cuenta para esto

la vida pequena es también tuya.

THE SEA AND YOU

Luis Aguilar, UNSW/SENU

For your smile I left the other me

Standing on a shore
Eyes blank feet bare

Hoping I would catch a glimpse that never came
With your smile I go to sleep

A string through my heart

Awaiting your pull or a jolt

In your smile I have swum

Miles of deaf distance

Near the land I can almost see
Someone standing on the sand

Feet bare eyes blank

I wake to kiss your smile
A hint of sea salt lingers

Between us

Francesco Pisano, UNOSAT

151



COME BAMBINI

Un orizzonte di Spagna

sel

tatuato nel rovescio della mano
A mano a mano la sabbia

del nostro giorno si raffredda
elioetu

ci siamo regalati un angolo di solitudine
etuedio

qui davanti al mare

due ciechi che si sorridono
come bambini

E la lacrima ch’ai lasciato
quando sei andata

non I’ho mostrata a nessuno.

VIA

Andiamo via

dove si possa camminare
via lontano

e ci scriveremo lettere
d’addio

sul dorso della mano
da leggere poi

seduti vicino.
Voliamo via

prima del sole

su una lacrima di mare
senza mai guardare
senza mai pensare
andiamo

via

davvero.

Francesco Pisano, UNOSAT
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DER STAATSTEPPICH

Ach Staaten

sie sind so schone

Traumgebilde

so ohne Fehler,

Kunstwerken gleich ,

wie

orientalische Teppiche so kniipfen
Meister ihr Regelwerk

und wie Teppiche ist auch

thr Wesen.

Sie liegen schon anzusehen
in den geschichtlichen Raumen.

Ihre Formen unterliegen dem Zeitgeist
aber die Kniipftechnik bleibt die Selbe.

Man bentiitzt sie den Boden zu bedecken
den Unrat konnen sie aber nur solange verstecken
ehe er nicht grobe Form annimmt.

Werden sie nicht geklopft

so sind sie staubig

und je élter sie sind,

um so diinner werden die Faden
und wertvoller.

Jeder geht dartiiber

und die Barbaren

streifen ihre Stiefeln ab,

aber den Schmutz kann man wieder
entfernen.

Zuletzt werden sie zerschnitten
um mit den Teilen neues zu schaffen,
oder sie kommen ins Museum
und man nennt sie Landschaften.
Johann Buder, UNSW/SENU

153



ICH WAR EIN IDEALIST

Eines Tages stehst du
mitten in der Stadt
unter den Menschen
und du weist

die Menschheit kann
niemand retten.

Die Erkenntnis beriihrt dich,
denn du bist ein Idealist.

Du hoffst

irgend wer

irgend wann

wird das Ubel beheben

und die Welt wird

die schlimmsten Probleme 16sen,
das haltst du fiir realistisch.

Eines Tages stehst du

unter den Menschen

mitten in der Stadt

und weist Kriminelle
herrschen iiber die Welt
Kriminelle

das heif3t Leute die

die Probleme der Menschen
vermehren wollen.

Schon immer waren sie da

sie sind der Preis der Freiheit

deshalb kann Freiheit

nur mit Verlogenheit gepaart
bestehen in dieser Menschheit

und nur manchmal kann ein Einzelner
und immer seltener,

denn die Kriminellen jagen und toten ihn,
so etwas wie Gerechtigkeit
erschaffen,

fiir kurze Zeit.
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DER PATRIOT

Ich will retten

was nicht zu retten ist

und seh’s nicht ein.

Die Zeit sie lauft

als dunkler Strom

mit Blut gezogen

und mit Blut geboren lduft sie davon.

Das Verlorene kennt keine Zukunft.

Es drgert mich das Unrecht sehr,
dass Anderen widerfuhr

doch mit der Zeit

wird aus Verbrechen

Heimatrecht

und Unrecht dient zur Dressur

der Staatenlenker.

Die Liige nennt man Wissenschaft
und Wissenschaft Verrat.

Zerbrochenes befestigt das Vergessen
und Rebellion erstickt man in der Schuld.

So geht es hin das Volk
und wird ein Anderes.

Ich bleib mir gleich, kann mich nicht dndern,
das Wissen legt mir Ziigel an,
bin Fremder unter Freunden

allein, ein Wanderer, ein Weltenman

Johann Buder, UNSW/SENU
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QUE L’ESPOIR DEPLOIE SES AILES

Et survole la tour d'angoisse
Et survole le mur de la honte
L’avenir est sinistre

Tel de lugubres nuages.

Que le fagot indifférent

Prenne feu en plein désert

La Mort attend, impassible

A ensevelir ses cendres dans le sable.

Que le poignard misérable

Ne soit plus utilisé

Qu'on l'enfonce dans son fourreau de terre
Tant pis, flit-il en proie a la rouille!

Que le fusil disgracieux

Ne vise plus la chevelure bleue

Ni le parvis du ceeur

Ou viennent chanter et danser les oiseaux.

Que ceux qui sont tombés

D'une mort absurde et injuste

Les corps préservés dans nos mémoires
Se levent et réclament la résurrection.

Que le grillon penseur

Apres une nuit de pénurie
Découvre une pelouse fraiche
Dans le cerveau aride.

Que les douleurs de la déchirure

Cedent la place au bonheur des retrouvailles
Affectueuses, les embrassades

Et les baisers, exquis.

Que la semence réveuse
Germe avant la saison des pluies
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L'orphelin souhaite
Plus belle, la vie.

Que chaque perle de rosée

Reflete les teintes des monts et foréts
Sur le flanc céleste du pays natal
Quand le printemps se renouvelle.

Que de I'amour naisse le fruit

Dans la chaleur conjugale

Et le langage soit naturel

Comme la Belle, sabots 6tés, trotte nu-pieds.

Que la paupiere marqueée par I’ impact
Recouvre son teint rose et frais

Soit guérie la plaie

Sur le bout de la langue mutilée

De la poésie.

Que les pages du manuscrit
Commencées par le mot Amour
Transforment les lignes qui suivent
En espérance fertile.

Que les dimensions de demain
Soient a la portée d'aujourd'hui
Et la foi, en pas de lumiere
Atteigne la mer d'étoiles
Divinement prodigieuse.

Que l'inspiration se cristallise

A travers la voix ingénue

De la source vive limpide

Soudain, a merveille, le lotus émet la parole
Ravie, I'ame souffrante sourit.

Nguyén Hoang Bao Viét UNSW/SENU
Version frangaise par Mme Hoang Nguyén
(Extrait de L’Empreinte du Phénix 2008)
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ST. JEROME TRANSLATION CONTEST, 2007

In autumn 2007, the English Translation Service at UN Headquarters in New
York organized their third annual St. Jerome Translation Contest to mark St.
Jerome's Day. The test piece was a newspaper article by Bertrand de Saint
Vincent entitled "Hippisme — Le cravache dort". First prize went to Kathryn
Pulver, second to Steven Gleason and third Brenda Behan, all of UNHQ
(excerpts from the winning translations appear in the boxes below).

In his opening remarks at the 17 October 2007 awards ceremony, English

_JOCKEYS' SCOURGE:
A New RuLe Crops Up

Does being struck hurt the horse? Yes, say
antmal vights activists: not only does it
cause phgsicm pam; it also wounds the
antmal's pride. But in that case, why
allow eight lashes? A zero-tolerance policy
should be lmposed.

Kathrywn Pulver, UNHR

skills," Mr. Ten-Pow said.

Translation Service Training
Officer ~ Michael Ten-Pow
described this year as 'The
Year of the Editors'. Of the
eight entries, four were from
editors and both the winner,
Kathryn Pulver, and first runner
up, Steven Gleason, were
editors from Headquarters. "I
guess this merely demonstrates
the extent of the overlap
between language - related

Many people are surprised to learn that there is a patron Saint of Translators,

Mr.Ten-Pow explained

"because the common image
of translators is that...we have
no 1image at all. We are
invisible, toiling away
anonymously  behind  the
scenes without recognition.
But yes, we do have a patron
saint in the fourth century
translator of the Bible into
Latin, St. Jerome, who is the
patron saint not only of
translators but also of

AT THE RACETRACK,
THE CROP FALTERS
The jockeys are not happy...from wow on
they can use only elght strokes of the whip
to urge on thelr mounts i the final stretch.
It used to be ten..For exceeding the Limit,
Christophe Pleux, a star jockey, was given
the boot for a while (and the last thing a
Jockey wneeds is another boot).
Steven gleason, UNHGR

editors, verbatim reporters, interpreters, and of scholars, students and librarians."
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"The idea for the contest came about a few years ago, in 2005, " he added. "when
the then Chief of the Spanish Translation Service circulated to members of other
Services a sonnet in Spanish written long ago by the Spanish translator Manuel
Torres. The sonnet was a tribute to San Geronimo and not only did it introduce us

to our patron Saint, but we thought it would be a great idea for the poem to be
used as the test piece in a translation contest. Despite our rather dull image,
translators are in fact a wonderfully diverse and talented group of people. Many
of them are accomplished writers, poets, musicians or actors and a contest we
thought would give us an opportunity to explore this more creative and artistic
side of our personalities."

The judges for this year's contest were Patricia Lecomte du Nouy, former Chief
of the English Translation Service and former Director of the Documentation
Division, and Gregory Rabassa, the first non-UN judge of the contest. Mr.
Rabassa, according to Michael Ten-Pow "is one of those rare translators who has
managed to come out of the
shadows and to be a star in his A KINDER, GENTLER HORSE RACE

own right." At the awards | One wonders where it will all end, this
ceremony, Lucinda Schultz, | zeal to lmprove the Lot of animals. will
organizer of the 2006 contest, said | we forbiol oog owners to lkeep thelr pets
Mr Rabassa "has been described | on a lensh, for fear of humiliating
as a rock star of translating. He | tjeme? WILL  we  houl  sellers  of

has translated nearly 50 published flyswatters before the courts, for crlmes
works by authors writing in the | , gabnst humanity?

Spanish and Portuguese Brenda Behan, UNHE
languages, at least two of whom
have been winners of the Nobel Prize for Literature. He is also a teacher of
translation and literature, even though he believes that translation is essentially
unteachable and that the exercise of translation is an impossibility. The most you
can do, he argues, is to get close to it". In Ms. Schultz's estimation, Mr. Rabassa
was paid the ultimate compliment when Gabriel Garcia Marquez publicly
declared his translation of One Hundred Years of Solitude to be "better than the
original."

First prize for this year's contest was an autographed copy of Mr. Rabassa's
translation of One Hundred Years of Solitude. On behalf of the contest
organizers, as a token of their appreciation, Ms. Schultz presented Mr. Rabassa
with a copy of Ex Tempore No.17, which contained the winning translations from
the 2006 St. Jerome contest.
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FORAMEN MAGNUM

Hinter die Tiir eines verbotenen Zimmers
fithrt manchmal die Liebe
manchmal das Geld
immer die Macht
Blaubart's Schloss
pelziger Geschmack zerbissener Traubenkerne

nur eine Passage

und doch ein Sturz auf fremdes Land
in der Hand zuckende Fische
silberfarbene Schuppen iiberall
Der Gestank aus dem Maul einer Katze
Fischgeddrm schleimiger Weg zur Abfalltonne

In der Hitze verschluckt

die Sonne ihr eigenes Licht

Durch den Dunst sichtbar die langsame
Auflésung eines erdachten Paradieses

*

Behind the door of a forbidden room
sometimes Love leads
sometimes Money
always Power
Bluebeard's castle
furry taste of nibbled grape seeds

It’s only a passage

yet also a stumbling onto foreign land
squirming fish in the hand
silvery scales everywhere
The stench from a cat's mouth,
slimy path of fish guts to the garbage can

In the heat, the sun

swallows its own light

Through the mist can be seen
the slow dissolution of an imagined paradise.

Sygun Schenck, UNSW/SENU
transl: Karin Kaminker, UNOG
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SIX SHORT POEMS

PAUSE

Listen to the wind
Singing over the plain at dusk
When people abandon nature
To hole up in their dwellings.

*

WEREWOLF

At nightfall when wild
Animals are roaring
I leave the haunts of
Men and go meet my friends

The wild beasts in the woods
All night long these favorites
Of mine and I have
The time of our lives

Until the wee hours of
The morning when calm
Again and my friends gone

*

I feel so naked
I have to get back to
Human society

The only certitude
Incertitude
But even of that
can we be sure?

*

I looked into the mirror
At myself
Surprised to find
The fellow looking back
Didn't look
Like me

*

DYING

If dying means
You lose your life
Then how
Can you lose
What never was yours?
Really?

poems by Ramanujam Sooriamoorthy
translation from the French
by Ebenezer First-Quao, UNECA
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IN THE FOG

It is so special -- strolling in the fog!
Alone is every bush and stone.

No tree perceives another log,

For each one is alone.

The world was full of friends to me,
as long as life was bathed in light;
but now that mists descend on me,
no person is in sight.

Indeed no one is wise

who has not known this darkening,
which softly will entice

the soul away from every thing.

A stroll in brumes is like no other.
Life is solitude -- our own.

No person knows another

Each is ultimately alone.

DREAM

I have an old recurring dream:

Red chestnut tree in blooming teem,
A garden, full of summer vows,
And in the fore, a lonely house.

There where the quiet garden lies,
My mother comforted my cries.
Perhaps — it was in days of yore —

the garden, house and tree exist no more.

Perhaps a path traverses now,

and meadows open to the plow.

Of homespace, garden, house and tree
alone remains that dream in me.
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MOUNTAINS IN THE NIGHT

Extinguished is the lake,

in blackness sleeps the marsh
and murmurs in deep dreams.
Portentous over lands extends
the mountain chain, enormous
rocks that know no rest.

They deeply breathe and tightly hold
together, pressing on each other.
Deeply breathing,

charged with heavy force

and unredeemed

in the consuming passion.

WHITE CLOUDS

O look again: They float

as tranquil melodies,

forgotten songs remote

traversing skies of blue and peace.

No heart has understanding

for these clouds who has not known
the quiet moods and joys of hiking--
pensive, long, alone.

I love the white ones, free

as the sun, wind and sea:

They flee as homeless sisters, fly
as angels through the azure sky.

Poems by Hermann Hesse, from the
Collection “Das Lied des Lebens”

Suhrkamp Verlag 2000. Translations by :
Alfred de Zayas, OHCHR, retired



We invite you to subscribe to Ex Tempore and support the United Nations Society of Writers.
The membership fee is Sfr 35 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, NGO's and the Press Corps.

Membership Form:

For the Journal's 2008 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
to the Editorial Board electronically: zayas@bluewin.ch or k.kaminker@gmail.com in
format Times New Roman, 12 p
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