[image: ]

[image: ]
image2.png
MomMeHT

BonoauMup BUHHMYEHKO

(I3 onosigass Tiopessoi lexepesams)

1 pas lllexepesaza Tak M0YaB CBOE ONOBINAHES:

— Cayxaiite. Byno e nasecri. Bi e mam'siTaeTe, 1o To Take secka? [lam'sTaete He6o,
crie, rmGoKke, Aanexe! Tlam'sTacTe, K NISKEM B TPABY AeCh, 3AKAHEN PYKH 3a TONOBY |
raem y ne reGo, HeGo seckn? EL.. Hy, cosoy, 6yo e Rasecki. Kpyr Mere Koxanocs
ToTe, menoTino, wiysanoc... 3 Ki?

A3 HeGoM, 3 BITpOM, 3 conmen. TTAXI0 POCTOM, HADOMKEHHAM, IACTAM DYXY | KHTTS,
amicTom cymoro... C110BoM, Kaxy Bam, 610 e HasecHi.

A s, Moi nanose, ixas 3 MoiM KonTpaGanzmcTom Cemerom ITycTyHOM Ho KopRoRy. I Toi
KODJOH 5 MYCHB HEOIMIHHO y TOM e AeHb MepeiTH, He AAY4H HABiTh HOUi. Ane KoM &
cKa3as me CeMeHOBI, Bili MOBYKH-TIOHYPO O3MDHYB MeHe, 3HEXOTS NOCMIXHYBCS i,
OIBEPHYBIIHCE /10 KOHSKH, CEDIHTO KPHKHYB:

— Bro! Ta!

A Cemex nefi, TpeGa BaM CKa3aTH, He QMBJISWHCH Ha CBOE NyCTOTAHBE NPI3BHINE, GyB
H070BIX NOBAKHHMIE | BMNCKATH 3 cebe C1iB Ge3 moTpeGH He MmoGus. Can Gys "napHAmEa”
ReGennii, “rEapRifOHENs", SK Ka3anu HOTO ORHOCENEAHH, i Ha BCIX 4epe3 Te AMBHBCSK
3asu 3ropu BHE3. CTyIas MOMAny, BAKKO, Cepi03HO i HaBiTs, KOMA JOBMIH Horo
"XApUH3KAKN", He MIRSBCH, TUBKH e GBI HACYIUTIOBARCS, 0% POGHITACH e MEHIIHMS,
'KOTIOMHMI i CTPAIIHO SKOCH GLILTH ryGH.

— Cnipaszi, Cemexe, 5 HEORMiHRO MyIy GyTH ChOTORHi Ha Tiv Goi. Lle sk cofi sxacte!
— 3 HATHCKOM TIOBTODHS 5.

Cenen HasiTs He o3upyscs. Ha Bemmdessiii fioro cmisi CHis winmmii px GMHCKyTRX,
MANIeHEKHY, YeTyDHEHbKUX MIOK. KO BiH POGHB SKHICH NOPHBYACTHI X, BOHE
CnypXyBa# i IpyKo JiTa HAX CUHHOM, HeHade Yaiki B MOpi ORAX cKeneio. TToTiM 308
i@ | CHAUTH AKOCH HAX3BAHAHO HEABHAHO, HIOH ITEHO BIMB/ATHCS B MeHe.

— MozyTs YGHTH, — PaIToM, BEPCT Yepes AeCsTs, CyBopo NPOGYPMOTIE Bit, 3aueNuBIA
‘BIKH 3a TOLIHIO | I0YAHAI0NH POGHTH LHTapKy.

— Bym Bunazks?

CeMe, He XaNaiowHC, MOAYB Ha KHIKeHKY Manepy, NoBAroM OXipsaB i apKyIHK i
073 B KHIIERIO 32 TIOTIOHOM.
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“The Moment” (1910

by Volodymyr Vynnychenko
(Ukrainian-English translation by Elizabeth Belyaeva 2022)

(From the stories of the prison Scheherazade)

And once Scheherazade began his story:
- Listen. It was in the spring. Do you still remember what spring is? Remember the
sky, blue, deep, distant! Do you remember how you lay down in the grass
somewhere, put your hands behind your head and take a look at this sky, the sky of
spring? Ehl.. Well, in a word, it was in the spring. The surrounding field made
love, whispered, kissed... With whom?

‘With the sky, with the wind, with the sun. It smelled of growth, birth, happiness of
movement and life, the content of existence... In a word, I'm telling you, it was in
the spring.

And I, my gentlemen, had been riding with my smuggler Simon Pustun to the
border. And I had to cross that border certainly on the same day, without even
waiting for the night. But when I said this to Simon, silently and dull looked me
over, grinned reluctantly, and, turning back to the steed, shouted angrily:

- Hush! You!

And this Simon, T have to tell you, despite his frisky name, was a respectable man
and did not like to let out words unnecessarily. He was a well padded "chappy”, a
"guardian’”, as his fellow-villagers said, and because of that he always looked down
at everyone. He stepped slowly, hard, seriously, and even when he was caught by
the bandits he wasn't changing, only frowned even more, his eyes became even
smaller, more piercing and his lips tured terribly white.

- Indeed, Simon, I must certainly be on that side today. You know it from your
personal experience! - I repeated with pressure.

Simon dida't even turn around. On his huge back sat a number of shiny, small, neat
flies. When he made an impetuous movement, they took wing and quickly flew
over his back, like seagulls in the sea over a rock. Then they sat down again and sat
somehow extremely motionless, as if staring at me

- They can kill - suddenly, ten miles away, he muttered sternly, hooking the reins
on the shell and starting to make a cigarette.

- Had there been cases?

Simon, not in a hurry, blew on a book of paper, respectfully tore off a sheet and
climbed into his pocket for tobacco




