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Two Moons Over Europe:
Translating Haruki Murakami’s 1084

ANNA ZIELINSKA-ELLIOTT and METTE HOLM

Abstract

This article relates the experiences of several European translators of Haruki Murakami’s
novel, /084, discussing difficulties they encountered in the text and different solutions
they chose. These are in turn compared to the solutions chosen in the English transla-
tion, which was published later than many European versions. How, for example, should
the translator handle such issues as the use of narrative present or fluctuations between the
first and third person of the narrator? How to express in alphabetic languages the author’s
creative manipulation of the Japanese writing system? The article also discusses the issue
of mistakes, including both those appearing in the original text and those made inadver-
tently by translators, as well as editorial cuts in the English translation and the reasons
behind them. Finally it relates translators’ personal experiences and reflections, which may
have influenced the choices made in their versions of /Q84.

In the world of contemporary international fiction, few literary events are as big as the release of
a new novel by Haruki Murakami. Murakami’s books are instant bestsellers not only in Japan,
but around the world, from the US to Korea and from Norway to Brazil. Indeed, with each new
Murakami book a guaranteed hit around the world, translations of the latest book are commis-
sioned as soon as it is made known that a new work is on the way.

The international Murakami phenomenon reached one of its milestones with the appear-
ance of his novel /084 in 2009. Though it has received mixed reviews, /084 sold well in every
market in the world; in Japan alone, over a million copies were printed in the first twelve days
(a record which was broken in April 2013 by Murakami’s most recent novel, Colorless Tsuku-
ru Tazaki and His Years of Pilgrimage). The first two volumes of /Q84 came out in Japanese
in the spring of 2009, with the third volume following a year later, in 2010. Translation rights
were quickly sold for twenty-six European languages, including English, as well as for Chinese
(separately for the PRC and Taiwan), Korean and Hebrew, among others. The same pattern was
repeated in spring 2013, following the publication of Tsukuru Tazaki, of which one million cop-
ies were printed within the first week. Bidding wars for the foreign copyright started less than a
month after the book’s appearance.!

Solely in terms of length, /Q84 presents a considerable challenge to the translator. The
book began to appear in various foreign-language editions almost immediately, led by the Korean
(the cost of the rights apparently setting a new record), which came out after just four months
in August 2009.2 Elsewhere, translations of the first two volumes came out in 2010. By autumn
2011, when the English edition was released, translations of Books 1 and 2 had already appeared
in most European languages, and all three books of the trilogy had appeared in Dutch, German,

1 For details on the bidding war in Korea see Dennis Abrams, “The Fight Is On”.

2 As of early 2012, that number has reached twenty-five, including Bulgarian, Catalan, Czech, Danish,
Dutch, English, Estonian, French, Galician, German, Greek, Hungarian, Italian, Latvian, Lithuanian, Norwegian,
Polish, Portuguese, Romanian, Russian, Serbian, Slovenian, Spanish, Swedish, Turkish and Ukrainian. This is ac-
cording to information given on the website of Curtis Brown, the agency representing Murakami in Europe.
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Swedish and Polish editions, often to great fanfare. During the month leading up to publication
in Germany, for example, one page from the novel was released on the publisher’s website every
day. In Denmark and France, publishers put countdowns of the days remaining until publication
on their websites. In Poland, selected pages were released on the internet, and a YouTube adver-
tisement announced the date of approaching publication. Italy and Spain also came up with You-
Tube “trailers” announcing the appearance of the book. Perhaps none of these was equal to the
hype preceding the appearance of the English translation, which, among other things, featured
a trailer on YouTube. One fragment of the book was printed in The New Yorker a few weeks in
advance of the book’s release by Knopf in October 2011, and short passages were offered to im-
patient readers on Murakami’s Facebook page every few days, along with quotes from different
ranking lists judging Murakami’s chances of winning the Nobel Prize that year.

The extraordinary sales that reliably greet each new Murakami work have had inter-
esting effects on translation practices. This article explores the experience of several European
translators of /084, as relayed to us in questionnaire responses and email communication. It
describes how they shared approaches in dealing with some specific and — from the translator’s
point of view — particularly problematic, textual techniques used in the original. It also compares
the solutions used by some of the European translators with those used in the English-language
translation.

Is shorter better?

The near-simultaneous appearance of so many different translations of Murakami’s work, and the
great commotion surrounding its various releases, distinguishes the publication history of /Q84
from that of all earlier Murakami books, and creates a unique situation in which to evaluate the
circulation of the Murakami brand in the world.

The first two books of /084 consist of twenty-four chapters, each in alternation tell-
ing stories of Aomame, a thirty-year-old woman, and Tengo, a twenty-nine-year-old man. (The
structure of Book 3 is very different, since it has thirty-one chapters, consists of three alternating
narratives, and is slower-paced.’) We learn that they met at school in 1964, when they were both
ten, and now, twenty years later in 1984, they start searching for each other, having realized that
they had loved each other as children. In the process of this search, they enter a parallel world,
in which everything else is almost the same as this world, one visible difference being that there
are two moons in the sky. In her puzzlement, Aomame christens this parallel world “the world of
the year /084, where “Q” stands for the English term “question mark”. Hence the book’s title,
an obvious reference to Orwell’s classic. Later, it turns out that the parallel world is the world of
a novel that Tengo is writing, so it becomes the story of a novel within a novel, the former influ-
encing the latter. The novel deals in depth with such issues as violence towards women and chil-
dren, as well as the emergence of new religious sects, themes that were only briefly mentioned in
Murakami’s earlier works.

If we look at the production of the book, many European editions followed the Japanese
example, releasing Books 1 and 2 first, with Book 3 appearing after a delay. Even the British
edition, which appeared more or less simultaneously with the American, was divided into two
parts: Books 1 and 2 came out first, and the third volume followed about a week later. However,
in the US, the American publisher, Knopf, decided to publish all three books of /084 as a single
volume, in a joint translation by Jay Rubin (Books 1 and 2) and Philip Gabriel (Book 3). For that
reason, abridgements were made, particularly in Book 3, where many of those parts that were
meant to remind the reader of what had happened in Books 1 and 2 were simply eliminated, ap-
parently with Murakami’s approval (Rubin and Gabriel).

3 It is worth noting here that in one of the interviews after the publication of the book Murakami said that he
knew Book 3 had to be a book “with no movement”. This does not mean that nothing happens in the last volume of
the novel, but the action markedly slows down as the characters spend a lot of time thinking and reflecting (Matsuie
41).
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Similar situations have occurred before. As is well known, considerable editorial changes
were made in the English translation of The Wind-Up Bird Chronicle. The publication of the Ger-
man translation, which was based not on the original Japanese but on the abridged English-lan-
guage translation of the novel, was followed by an extended controversy, summarized in Jay
Rubin’s biography, Haruki Murakami and the Music of Words. At issue was whether, given the
cuts in the English translation — cuts approved by the author, it should be said — German readers
actually read the “real” book, or whether all they got was a German translation of the English.
Rubin quotes an eminent German scholar of Japanese literature, Irmela Hijiya-Kirschnereit, as
saying about Murakami that “by promoting the translation of the English version of his works
into other languages, he himself comes to embody that English-language-centered cultural im-
perialism that we continue to deplore and resist” (Rubin 309).

Whatever we might think about this criticism, a fundamental question emerges: to what
degree is the English version of a Murakami novel a translation, and to what degree is it a re-
working of the Japanese original on different editorial principles? Is it fair to say that the French,
say, or Russian translation — done without any additional editorial input in the form of extensive
cuts — is more “faithful” to the original than the English? Or is the English to be regarded as
having undergone a further level of editing, and being therefore somehow more “polished”? In
other words, what happens to the idea of a novel, or of the “original” as an “integral text” when
it comes to Murakami? It should be noted here that Murakami himself incorporated many of
the cuts made in the American version of The Wind-Up Bird Chronicle into the Japanese pocket
edition (bunkobon) that was published later (Rubin 307).

Jacques Westerhoven, the Dutch translator, believes that /Q84 was a challenge to trans-
late because of its repetitions:

There is so much overlap in the first two volumes. Several times, almost identical
information reaches us from two different sources, so I had to be careful to provide
it in different styles — depending, of course, on who delivers the information in that
particular part of the text. If I had been Murakami’s editor, I would have tried to
persuade him to eliminate the redundant passages, but as a translator you have no
choice but to follow the text, warts and all. After all, you’re not the author. You can’t
just start tinkering with a text because you happen to think you can improve it.

It is important to note here that some of the repetitions alluded to by Westerhoven have in fact
been cut in the English translation. For instance, a page-long description of the ostracism and
trauma Aomame suffered in primary school because of her religious practices is summarized
in English simply as “the harsh days of her childhood” (639). It is true that we learn more about
those “harsh days” in other places, from comments made by Tengo and by Aomame’s teacher,
but there are details in the omitted passage that do not appear and are not referenced elsewhere:

When she woke up in the morning, getting dressed for school was a struggle. Often
she was so stressed that she would have diarrhoea, or sometimes would vomit. There
were also times when she ran a fever, got headaches, or her limbs would go numb.
But she didn’t miss even one day of school. Had she, she would probably have wanted
to miss many — and if that had continued, she would never have gone back to school
again. That would have meant defeat at the hands of her classmates and teachers.
(Our translation)*

4 The Japanese original reads as follows: i EZE X L. ZRICITLcDICRZBEEZASDHERBE>
foo BROODICKSTRIZLIL, EEEEH W, BAZH T EEH oL BEPFEDENZRELS
TEEH Ol TNTEHE—HEEREREGED Ofc. & L—BARDIE ZDEFMEBAKRIFEDIET T,
ZRIETEDFFIE, ZEEERITIFITHELEDEA D, TNIEEIRELHEMICED D BT T EAEHRKT
%o (Murakami, Book 3, 90)
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Readers of the novel will know that Murakami frequently makes reference to the similarities in
the childhood experiences of Aomame and Tengo: both are unloved by their parents, rejected by
their classmates in school, but possessed of strong characters that enable them to overcome these
difficulties. The absence of the foregoing description from the English version, however, prevents
the Anglophone reader from finding further reinforcement of this theme, since — unlike the read-
er of the Japanese text (or other unabridged versions of the novel) — he or she has no way to make
the connection to Tengo’s suffering similar physical ailments (which in fact are described in the
English translation):

For better or worse, though, Tengo was born with a robust constitution. Even if he
had a fever or a stomachache or felt nauseous, he always walked the entire long route
with his father, never once falling down or fainting, and never complaining.

90)

This would seem to be an instance of something that is not “lost” in translation, but is, rather,
deliberately eliminated. Yet it is done with the author’s blessing, so one presumes that Murakami
himself, upon further consideration, saw no harm done to his story.

Murakami is, of course, not the only author whose work has ended up being abridged and
changed in English translation in order to better match the tastes of the “English-speaking read-
er” (itself a somewhat ill-defined notion). The case of Milan Kundera’s The Joke, which ended
up with five different English translations, is a famous case in point. About the first translation
by David Hamblyn and Oliver Stallybrass, published in 1969, Kundera wrote: “I remember my
amazement when I received the book in Prague; I didn’t recognize it at all: the novel was entirely
reconstructed; divided into a different number of parts, with chapters shortened or simply omit-
ted” (vii). These words were part of the author’s preface to the fifth version, published in 1992 and
subtitled, “Definitive version fully revised by the author”. However, in her article on translations
of Kundera’s work, Michelle Woods explains how these foreign-language translations have in fact
ended up influencing the “original”, as Kundera kept reworking the novel, apparently influenced
by the English and French translations, which in turn had an impact on the later English versions.
Woods says that Kundera tried to make the book “more palatable to Western audiences”, which,
ironically, is precisely what he had accused his translators of doing in the first place (205).

Another attempt to make a book more palatable to the English-speaking audience oc-
curred during the editing process of Natsuko Kirino’s novel, Grotesque, translated by Rebecca
Copeland. In an article detailing the production of the translation, Copeland tells the following
story:

From the outset the editor was tasked with shortening the book. Minor characters
were eliminated and scenes were cut, all in an effort to streamline the novel. I hated
to see the deletions, having spent time with the characters that were cut. But I also
understood that a novel like Grotesque would task most American readers. [...] The
last chapter of the book, the final nine pages in the English, was hardest hit. The
editors felt the ending — more a coda than chapter — was confusing. It added a new
dimension to the narrator’s persona that seemed unsupported by the earlier chapters.
And it began developing an ancillary character, the narrator’s nephew, who embarks
on prostitution himself. The editors eliminated this section — just as they had elimi-
nated sections earlier in the book — and created a brisker, almost elliptic conclusion.

(Copeland, 14)

According to Copeland, Kirino was informed of the proposed cuts and agreed to
most of them, except the last chapter. Initially the editors had wanted to cut the chapter al-
together. But Kirino would not allow it. Nor could she understand their objections to the
chapter. To her, it was the crux of the novel, where all the variant threads came together.
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Negotiations followed, and a copromise was reached, which included some of the author’s sug-
gestions for abridgement.’

Is it, then, mostly the economic considerations or literary arguments that lie behind the
decisions made by the American publishers? The same kind of cuts are rarely seen in European
markets.

Murakami International

Many critics have commented that Murakami’s work translates unusually well into other lan-
guages, which may explain part of his popularity. Murakami himself admitted in an interview
years ago that he was mindful of how his work would translate into foreign languages:

I want to express myself in a common language, not in a sensibility that can be
articulated only in Japanese. What I mean is, I use the language, eliminating from
it Japanese-style emotionality, and I try to make sure that the text is suited to trans-
lation.

(Kanemaru 21; our translation)

This approach has been extremely successful. Murakami’s popularity has given rise to a
global “team” of translators who specialize in translating his books; they work in all the world’s
major languages, and in quite a few less widely spoken ones as well — the total is over forty, and
rising. In 2006, a gathering of sixteen “Murakami-ists”, including the present authors (Muraka-
mi’s translators into Polish and Danish respectively), met in Tokyo at a meeting sponsored by
the Japan Foundation to discuss their experiences and the reception of Murakami novels in their
respective countries.6 A number have kept in touch. While translating /084, we had the idea
that it might be interesting to contact the other translators and find out what problems they were
encountering in their work on the text.

In August 2011, we contacted several people and in the end collected eight responses
(including our own) from translators ready to share their experiences.” Below we introduce the
viewpoints of different translators and the problems that arose during their work on the novel.
It is our hope that the discussion here will make it possible to see Murakami from a broader
perspective, through the eyes of his most earnest and thorough readers — his translators, who, in
contrast with literary critics, get to see the work intimately from within and have to digest and
interpret every single word.

The translators responded to a number of questions, but the one that produced the most
interesting answers was: What difficulties did you encounter in your translation? One feature of
the book several people mentioned in this context was the question of how to handle the changes
of person in the narration, occurring even within the same paragraph. As readers of the original
will know, the novel is narrated in the third person, but the author often seamlessly switches to
internal monologue written in the first person, which is quite natural in Japanese, where personal
pronouns are often omitted and the subject is not stated, since it is usually understood. Not that
Murakami omits his pronouns; in fact, he is often accused of using them too often, which gives
his works a “foreign” flavour.® The Polish translator, Anna Zielinska-Elliott, said that it was a real
challenge to translate that particular aspect of the novel into Polish. This issue surfaced mostly in

5 Email communication, 13 May 2012.

6 The papers given at that meeting were collected and published in a volume edited by Motoyuki Shibata et
al.

7 The respondents were: Vibeke Emond (Swedish), Ursula Grife (German), Mette Holm (Danish), Tomas

Jurkovic (Czech), Ika Kaminka (Norwegian), Dmitry Kovalenin (Russian), Héléne Morita (French), Jacques Wester-
hoven (Dutch) and Anna Zielinska-Elliott (Polish). Email correspondence was in English, with the exception of
Hélene Morita’s survey response, which was in French.

8 Seethefollowingpassage: BEIFFEL EDIEW EEHZEIRS, LWL EZXTETUIWNFEL, KEIFWLDH
REICRS LB EEL. TTTLoERFERNTD LOFMTIEZIRAE AL, FATIT T ZRENSZ LIFTERWL. &
DREHEDETA, FEREEO DB OEDDEREDIEH S, (Murakami, Book 3, 36).
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the Aomame chapters. Every now and then she was forced to add phrases similar to “she thought”
or “she told herself”, because otherwise it became unclear who the subject was. The same method
was used in the French, German, Danish and Norwegian translations. The Russian translator,
Dmitry Kovalenin, came up with a novel solution: he used second person, as if Aomame’s inter-
nal monologue was a dialogue between her and her alter ego.

The American translators solved this problem by adding “she thought”, etc. every now
and then, but they also put the protagonist’s thoughts in such passages in italics, which creates a
visual difference not present in the original text. As a result a passage may look like this:

Aomame gave a short, decisive shake of her head. She shouldn’t over-think things.
The only choice I have, she thought, is to believe that Tengo will return to this play-
ground, and wait here patiently until he does. I can’t leave — this is the only point of
contact between him and me.

(609)°

Tomas Jurkovi€, the Czech translator, stressing the absence of the first-person narrator,
added that it may be caused by the fact that “Murakami tries to be more ‘open’ with readers and
that he ‘explains’ a lot more things than he did in his former novels”. Ika Kaminka, working in
Norwegian, agreed that it was a difficult task to handle the fluctuating third- and first-person
narration in the translation, because it meant switching from indirect to direct speech:

It is a challenge to solve these shifts elegantly in translation, and especially diffi-
cult in the cases when the character suddenly seems to “think out loud” the kind of
thoughts no one would actually think aloud. At times it feels almost like a form of
ventriloquism, as if the character gives voice to the omniscient narrator, but in his or
her own first person.

Another unusual feature of the novel is that in Book 3 the Aomame narrative is written
almost entirely in the present tense. The narrative present is used frequently in Japanese, and
Murakami often uses it in his writing — for example, in Umibe no Kafka (Kafka on the Shore)
and in Aftadaku (After Dark) — but in this case, one third of the third volume is written entirely
in the present tense. When Zielinska-Elliott was working on her translation of Book 3, the first
two volumes of /Q84 were already out in Poland. As she started translating the first of Book 3’s
Aomame chapters, she noticed the present tense everywhere and experienced what bordered on
a panic attack, thinking it might have been used in a similar way in Books 1 and 2, and that she
simply hadn’t noticed. After building up the courage to check, she discovered to her relief that the
consistent present-tense use was a device applied only in the last volume.

Although surprising at first, this technique grows on the reader and gives this part of the
novel a distinctive feel. Zielinska-Elliott was not alone in going with the present in her translation:
Holm, Kaminka and Kovalenin also decided to stick with the present tense in their translations.
Kaminka stressed the necessity of doing so, because by the end of Book 3, when Tengo and Ao-

9 Here is the same passage in three language versions:

GERMAN: Aomame schiittelte kurz und entscheiden den Kopf. Sie durfte nicht zu viel griibeln. Ich habe keine
andere Wahl, dachte sie, als hier auszuharren und daran zu glauben, dass er zuriickkommt. Ich sitze hier fest. Der
Park ist der einzige Berithrungspunkt zwischen ihm und mir. (Buch 3, 31; our italics)

FRENCH: Aomamé eut un bref et énergique mouvement de la tete. Ca suffit, se dit-elle. Je ne dois pas trop réfléchir.
Je n’ai pas d’autre choix que de croire que Tengo, un jour, reviendra sur le toboggan. Je dois continuer a I’attendre. Je
ne peux m’¢loigner d’ici. Car le seul point de rencontre que nous relie, lui et moi, aujourd’hui, c’est ce jardin. (Livre
3, 32; our italics)

RUSSIAN: Aomam»s pesko TpsiceT rosnioBod. Toiapko He 3amopaduBaiicsi, BequT oHa cebe. Tebe ocraercs nuuib
BEPHUTH, YTO THHTO MOSIBUTCS 3/IECh CIIIE pa3, a 3HAYUT, HAJI0 CUACTh U xk1aTh. K ToMy ke, moka u tebe [you] camoit
HUKYJa OTCIOZa HE JEThCS; a ITOT MapK — EJUHCTBEHHOC MECTO, IJIe BAIM C T9HTO peaIbHOCTH CHOBA Iepe-
cekiuck. (Kniga 3, 28)
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mame finally meet, his reality — up to that point consistently written in the past tense — suddenly
also shifts into the present tense. Putting all the Aomame chapters in the past would make that
transition invisible. For his part, Kovalenin said:

Of course, to translate them [those chapters] in the present tense was a must, because

there we’re dealing with the effect of a “‘slow motion camera,” when there’s no past

or future, only pure existence on the verge of life and death.

Westerhoven agreed with him, saying:

Most certainly did I keep the Aomame chapters in the present tense! I can’t imagine
doing anything else. I thought it was a stroke of narrative genius of Murakami’s to
write those chapters in the present, actually. It not only provides variation, but it
gives a sense of urgency to those sections.

However, the English, French, Swedish and German translators of Book 3 decided in-
stead to use the more natural-sounding past tense for these chapters. Philip Gabriel, the translator
of Book 3 into English, said in an October 2011 interview in The Atlantic that, “After the first
pass, the editor and I of course made some revisions, deciding, for example, to put most of the in-
ternal monologue in italics, and to put some passages that were in present tense into past” (Hoyt
915). One such passage reads:

That afternoon she worked out on the stationary bike and the bench press. Aomame
enjoyed the moderate workout, her first in a while. Afterward she showered, then
made dinner while listening to an FM station. In the evening she checked the TV
news (though not a single item caught her interest). After the sun had set she went
out to the balcony to watch the playground, with her usual blanket, binoculars, and
pistol. And her shiny brand-new bat.

(617)°

10 Here is the same passage in the original and in four different language versions:

ZOHDFRIETAV )T R VENVFRDREEEOCEEZT 5, TNSESZTNSEELGE
w2 EEDPAARNNCELE, TDHEY VT2 /0 CHaiRY, IMBOEZRREGNSBEGRIEZE DL

%, FADTLEDZ1—A%ZFTv 795 (REDELZEFIKZ1—RIFVEDEHELY) . TLTHIESS L
NIV ZICHTREEERT S, SBOBENFE RIS 5, ELEDFRmDERE/\Y b (Murakami, Book
3, 50)

DUTCH: Die middag probeert ze de hometrainer en de oefenbank uit. Voor het eerst in lange tijd geniet ze weer van
een behoorlijke hoeveelheid lichamelijke oefening en van de vermoeidheid die je daarna voelt. Daarna neemt ze een
douche en wast het zweet van haar lijf. Ze maakt een eenvoudige maaltijd klaar terwijl ze naar de FM luistert. Ze
kijkt voor de zekerheid ook naar het avondjournaal (er is geen nieuws dat har interesseert). En als de zon ondergaat,
verhuist ze naar het balkon om de wacht te houden over de speeltuin. Met een dunne deken over haar knieén, en haar
verrekijker, en haar pistool. En haar mooie, glinsterende, nieuwe metalen knuppel. (Boek drie, 44)

FRENCH: L’aprés-midi de ce méme jour, elle s’entraina sur ses deux appareils, le vélo et le banc de musculation.
Elle prit plaisir a cette petite séance. Cela faisait longtemps qu’elle n’avait pas pu pratiquer ces exercices. Puis elle
se doucha pour se débarrasser de sa sueur. Elle se prépara un diner frugal en écoutant une émission de musique sur
la bande FM. Elle regarda le journal télévisé du soir (aucune information ne I'intéressa). Enfin, lorsque le soleil se
coucha, elle sortit sur le balcon et surveilla le jardin. Avec une couverture légere, ses jumelles et son pistolet. Et sa
batte métallique neuve aux reflets étincepants. (Livre 3, 44)

GERMAN: An diesem nachmittag trainierte Aomame mit ihren neuen Gerdten. Nach der langen Zeit genoss sie
es, sich einmal wieder richtig zu verausgaben. AnschlieBend spiilte sie sich unter der Dusche den Schweif3 ab. Sie
schaltete einen UKW-Sender ein und bereitete sich zu seinen Kldngen eine leichte Mahlzeit zu. Anschlieend sah
sie sich die Abendnachrichten an (es war nichts dabei, was sie interessiert hitte). Als der Tag zur Neige ging, setzte
sie sich auf den Balkon, um den Park zu beobachten. Mit einer leichten Decke, dem Fernglas und der Pistole. Und
dem schonen, glinzenden Metallschlédger. (Buch 3, 44)

DANISH: Om eftermiddagen treener hun pa motionscyklen og banken. Det er leenge siden, og hun nyder det i fulde
drag. Bagefter skyller hun sveden bort under bruseren. Hun laver et let maltid mad, mens hun lytter til FM i radioen.
Om aftenen ser hun nyheder i fjernsynet (men ikke en eneste af dem vaekker hendes interesse). Da solen gér ned,
setter hun sig ud pé altanen for at holde gje med parken. Hun har et let teeppe over kneeene og medbringer kikkert
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When Holm asked Haruki Murakami directly about the importance of maintaining the same
tense in translation, he said that his use of the present tense was spontaneous and instinctive,
adding that it was up to each translator to choose the tense that worked best in his or her language.

This is an issue of considerable current relevance, since more books written in English
appear to be using present tense narration nowadays (one of the more obvious examples might
be Susanne Collins’s Hunger Games), and the absence of a consensus among translators as to
whether to maintain the temporal immediacy of the present is striking, and not without narrative
consequences. In his 1991 translation of Murakami’s 1985 novel, Sekai no owari to hado-boirudo
wandarando (Hard-Boiled Wonderland and the End of the World), Alfred Birnbaum relied on
tense structure to reproduce the effect of the novel’s two alternating plots. In Japanese, Muraka-
mi created a clear distinction between them by using two different first-person pronouns, boku
and watashi, an option obviously not available in English. To maintain this difference in style,
Birnbaum decided to translate the watashi narrative entirely in the present tense, while the boku
narrative was written in the past tense. This solution works on a different plane than the original,
to be sure, but it succeeds nonetheless in reminding the reader of the fundamental disjunction of
the two plots.

It seems that many translators feel that present tense just doesn’t work the same way in
their languages as it works in Japanese. The following excerpt, from a 2011 novel by Swedish
author Kerstin Ekman, offers an intriguing commentary on this problem through the views as-
cribed to the novel’s protagonist, a translator:

The present was a tense she disliked. Banned it in fact, calling it the angst tense. [...]
“Well, the present is impossible in translations,” she said. “Especially English ones.
Anglo Saxon writers shy away from it.” [...]Lillemor wanted the past tense, prob-
ably since you’ve put things behind you and are in control of them in a narrative
form as solid as cast iron.

(Ekman 13)"

One wonders whether perhaps Ekman (or her protagonist), is not in fact correct, and that indeed
English is often fearful of using the present tense. To test this, let us rewrite the passage from
Book 3 of /1084 cited just above:

That afternoon she works out on the stationary bike and the bench press. Aomame
enjoys the moderate workout, her first in a while. Afterward she showers, then makes
dinner while listening to an FM station. In the evening she checks the TV news
(though not a single item catches her interest). After the sun sets she goes out to the
balcony to watch the playground, with her usual blanket, binoculars, and pistol. And
her shiny brand-new bat.

What is different here? Is there more angst expressed? Is one inherently led to wonder, what will
happen next? Wherever one comes down on this question, there is no doubt that the two passages,
one in the past and one in the present, read quite differently.

As could have been expected, the question of difficulties encountered by different trans-
lators produced a variety of answers related to particular characteristics of each language, and
yet it turned out that several people struggled with similar issues having to do with certain tech-
niques used by Murakami. Héléne Morita, the French translator, did not think Murakami harder
or easier to translate than other Japanese writers. For her, the difficulty with translating the novel
into French lay in the fact that:

og pistol. Og det nye, smukt skinnende aluminiumsbat. (Bog 3, 40)

11 This passage was kindly translated for this article by Linda Schenck, Ekman’s English-language transla-
tor.
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French hates ambiguity. We are forced to determine, to specify. Sometimes it
requires linguistic acrobatics in order to create sentences that would be acceptable
in French, while at the same time avoid becoming too specific, unlike the original.

One other problem mentioned by a few translators was how to handle the speech of the
character Fukaeri, a dyslexic teenage girl. The narrator tells us that “Her style of speaking had
some distinguishing characteristics: sentences shorn of embellishment, a chronic shortage of
inflection, a limited vocabulary (or at least what seemed like a limited vocabulary)” (44). Later
he also mentions that Fukaeri used no punctuation, meaning that at the end of her sentences one
could not hear periods or question marks. In the original, her lines are often written using the
phonetic alphabets (hiragana and katakana), with very few Chinese characters (kanji). This is
extremely effective in conveying Fukaeri’s dyslexia in Japanese, because it makes the reader re-
alize that reading and writing Chinese characters must be very difficult for her. The problem lies
in how to convey this in translation.

Zielinska-Elliott considered changing the spelling of words and using a “simplified”
spelling, that might be represented in English by the example of writing “nite” instead of “night”,
but she rejected this idea, because she felt that it would make Fukaeri appear stupid, which she
most definitely is not. In the end she decided to write all of Fukaeri’s speech exclusively in lower-
case letters (even at the beginning of a sentence), and to use no punctuation marks (even at the
end of a sentence). It was not an ideal solution, but it seemed the best of those she considered.
When she told Holm about it, Holm said she liked the idea and would do the same in the Danish
version. Kaminka also did it in the Norwegian translation. Vibeke Emond, the Swedish trans-
lator, decided to divide all words into syllables using hyphens in order to stress the monotony of
Fukaeri’s diction. Morita says that in her translation of Fukaeri’s lines, she pushed the limits of
what the French language can take. She continued:

It amused and interested me to make her speak at the same time like a child and like
a foreigner in a language, which is not to be written [or: read?] but heard. I wonder
if the readers will hear it?

She also added an ellipsis after each of Fukaeri’s lines.

The Russian translator, Kovalenin, decided to make Fukaeri’s lines yet more visually
different. He wrote them exclusively in italics and used hyphens between the words. He also tried
to express the unusual character of her speech by altering her lines slightly. For example when
she says: “[ You] teach math” (“‘Stigaku o oshiete iru”), he opted for 7y-0b 'iasniaesh -tsifry, which
can be translated as: You-explain-numbers. The English-speaking Fukaeri, on the other hand,
doesn’t talk in a way that is visually different on the page. It’s the content and the tone of her lines
that makes her sound a little unusual and sometimes simple."?

12 Compare different translations of the same passage (the first conversation between Fukaeri and Tengo):
(BT EMOTVB] PR TCIDANINEBTETZIE T
MEZHOTWNB?) EXREIFEOT.
(RAUAY=E LZTNS]
KEFEL, TeLhic]
[ZEIEWZEND S

(MEDFEER?
[Z5]  (Murakami, Book 1, 84)
POLISH:

— znam pana — powiedziata po chwili cichym glosem.
— Znasz mnie? — powtorzyt Tengo.

— uczy pan matematyki

Tengo przytaknat. — To prawda.

— dwa razy styszatam

— Moje wyktady?

—uhm (74)
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When asked about the greatest difficulties she faced in working on /084, Gréfe chose to
talk about the mistakes she made in her German translation:

Like many people, I like factual research a lot, so it has happened that I have trans-
lated into fact something that should have been left as fiction. In /Q84, for example,
I was so influenced by the similarities between the cult appearing in the story and
Jehovah’s Witnesses, that I named the fictitious group in the novel “Jehovah’s Wit-
nesses,” which Haruki Murakami explicitly had not intended. [It is] something I felt
really bad about.

Making an embarrassing mistake is of course every translator’s nightmare. Not all editors are
willing to make corrections in new editions, although it would seem that in the age of electronic
typesetting, this should not be difficult.

Another problem faced by translators is what to do if there is a factual mistake in the
text. One assumes that the author might have done it on purpose, and it is the character who is
mistaken, not the writer. Would readers understand this, though? Or would they instead assume
that it was the author’s mistake? Or, worst of all, the translator’s mistake? One often feels the

SWEDISH:

Till slut sa hon med lag rost: “Jag kédn-ner till dig.”
”Kénner du till mig?” sa Tengo.
”Du un-der-vis-ar i ma-te-ma-tik.”
Tengo nickade. ”Det stimmer.”
”Jag har lys-snat tva gdng-er.”

”Pa mina lektioner?”

”Ja.” (72)

RUSSIAN:

— SI-te6s-3Har0.

— Tsl Mens 3naems? — nepecrpocwn TrHTO.
— Te1-00bsacHsCIb-LUPBIL.

— Bepno, — kuBHyn TaHTO.

— Sl-nBa-paza-ciymasa.

— Mowu nexmun?

— Ha. (Kniga 1, 77)

FRENCH:

«Je sais des choses sur toi..., dit-elle enfin d’une petite voix.
— Sur moi?

— Tu enseignes les maths...»

Tengo acquiesca.

«C’est exact.

— Je suis venue deux fois...

— A mes cours?

Oui...» (Livre 1, 85)

GERMAN:

«Ich kenne Sie», sagte sie kurz darauf mit leiser Stimme.
«Du kennst mich?», fragte Tengo.
«Sie lehren Mathematik.»

Tengo nickte. «Genau.»

«Ich habe zweimal zugehdrt.»
«Meinem Mathematikunterricht?»
«Ja.y (Buch 1 & 2, 83)

ENGLISH:

“I know you,” she murmured at last.
“You know me?” Tengo said.

“You teach math.”

He nodded. “I do.”

“I heard you twice.”

“My lectures?”

“Yes.” (44)
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need to add a footnote in such cases, preferably upon consultation with the author. This is what
Zielinska-FElliott chose to do when translating the story told by Tamaru about the Latin epigram
carved over the door in the house of Carl Gustav Jung, when she realized that both the meaning
of the sentence and the supposed location of the carving as described in the book were wrong.
First of all, the sentence is carved above the door of Jung’s house in Kiisnacht, not the famous
“Tower” in Bollingen, as it says in /Q84. Second, the translation of the sentence as it appears in
Japanese is incorrect. The line reads: Vocatus atque non vocatus Deus aderit. This is a motto
taken by Jung from Erasmus, which translates into English, “Whether called or not, God will
be present”. However, according to Tamaru it says: 3/ CH . BTe<ELTH LI TITLB
(“Whether cold or not, God will be here”) (Murakami, Book 3, 871). The mistake seems to arise
from confusion between the English words “called” and “cold”, which sound nearly the same
when pronounced in Japanese transcription.

In this case, the difficulty for the translator was compounded by the fact that the sen-
tence is also used as a title of Chapter 25 in Book 3. After some thought — and after consulting
Murakami’s Tokyo office — Zielinska-Elliott decided to add a footnote that observes, “Tamaru is
mistaken”, and explains the confusion.!* Westerhoven, the Dutch translator, believes that Book 3
is “among other things, a meditation on divinity”, and says that this passage “links up seamless-
ly with Aomame’s musings on the nature of God in Chapter 14”. He included a footnote in his
version, suggesting that Tamaru must have misunderstood the quotation (but let stand the inac-
curacy that the carving is found at Bollingen). Emond, the Swedish translator, and Kovalenin, the
Russian translator, also decided to clarify the misunderstanding. However, the German, Danish,
Norwegian, French and American translators chose not to include a footnote (publishers being
notoriously loath to allow footnotes to mar the ostensibly perfect “mirror surface” of a transla-
tion), leaving readers to puzzle the discrepancy out for themselves.

Among the difficulties, Zielinska-Elliott mentioned her hesitation over how to translate
one word in one of her favorite scenes in Chapter 5 of Book 1 (the same scene was also praised
by Kovalenin). This is the scene where Aomame, having committed a murder, decides to relieve
her stress, and goes to a hotel bar in order to pick up a middle-aged man for sex. After some
small talk, Aomame suddenly turns to the man and, after announcing that she wants to ask him
a personal question, she says something that can be literally translated as: “Is your o-chinchin
on the big side?” (4dnata no ochinchin wa okii ho?). Zielinska-Elliott wasn’t sure how to translate
this word.

It means “penis,” but it’s a word predominantly used by children and mothers when
talking to their children about their “wee-wees” or in other situations requiring a
euphemistic term. Here, however, we have a thirty-year-old straight-talking wom-
an talking to a man who is over fifty. Jay Rubin told me that he was going to use
“cock,” but all the Polish equivalents of “cock” were crude and lacked that infantile
or neutral angle. So I decided to do a survey among Japanese female friends, asking
whether they, their husbands or sons would use the word o-chinchin.

Zielinska-Elliott explains further the outcome of this rather intimate survey:
The answers were pretty much unanimous: they would only use it when talking to

a small boy. This confirmed my belief that I needed a somewhat childish-sounding
word. I started asking Polish friends, and it turns out to be a topic on which many

13 Erasmus, in his Adagia (1232-2.3.32), a collection of proverbs and adages, was in turn quoting Thucy-
dides, History of the Peloponnesian War 1, ch. 118: “For which purpose it was by the Lacedaemonians themselves
decreed that the peace was broken and that the Athenians had done unjustly; [3] and also having sent to Delphi and
enquired of Apollo whether they should have the better in the war or not, they received, as it is reported, this answer:
‘That if they warred with their whole power, they should have victory and that himself would be on their side, both
called and uncalled’.”
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people feel very strongly. Polish has a lot of words for penis, but most of them are
either very crude or overly scientific. Several of those conversations took place in
restaurants, and I would notice slightly panicked expressions on the faces of wait-
ers as we were excitedly crying out: “You can’t use wee-wee! Have you lost your
mind?!” “Do you think dick is better?! It’s not better!”” In the end I made up a word,
which was a diminutive of a term similar in connotation to the English “cock.”

Holm also decided to go with a childish Danish word tissemand, used by mothers when talking to
their little boys, which seems to be similar to the way o-chinchin is often used. The French trans-
lation also opted for a childish word, zizi, while the German and Dutch version chose words more
similar to the English “cock™ (Schwanz and pik) respectively. The Russian translator decided to
pick the neutral “penis” (nmenwuc).

Some observations on Murakami and Europe

To conclude, it is worth mentioning a few points concerning references to and quotes from differ-
ent European and Japanese works included in /084, as well as some personal experiences related
by the translators.

1084 includes a considerable number of quotes from other works. There is a long frag-
ment of the Tale of Heike, a passage from a story by Hyakken Uchida (which is not identified as
such in the book), almost a whole chapter from Chekhov’s Sakhalin, a long passage from Isak
Denisen’s Out of Africa and a passage from Jung. Most translators used existing translations
in their own languages, or produced their own, except for Kovalenin, who felt that the “official
translation” of the Tale of Heike was too difficult to read because it was written in a “very heavy,
almost unbearable language inappropriate for a modern book”. He continued:

So I had to rewrite it all the way down, remembering that it actually is an ancient
manuscript, but, at the same time, is something that should easily impress a modern
person like Fukaeri, Tengo, you or me.

Chekhov’s book, however, has not been translated into all the European languages, so translators
had to think of different solutions, unless they wanted to use the English version. For example,
Kaminka and Holm, not wanting to translate Chekhov from English and/or Japanese, each found
a Russian translator, whom they asked to render the passage directly from Russian.

Kovalenin offered an interesting story relating to this passage. Once, when interview-
ing Murakami, he invited him to Russia. Murakami asked where he should go, and Kovalenin
suggested visiting his home island of Sakhalin, saying that Russian and Japanese elements were
mingled in its history.

So in a couple of years he invited me to his office and asked me to be his guide
during his trip to Sakhalin [in 2003]. Off we went, and on the way to the island, on
the plane and on the ferry, Murakami was reading Chekhov’s Sakhalin Island. While
we were there and visiting local museums, I translated for him all the stories about
the Gilyak people he mentioned in his novel later on.

Isn’t it ironic? A translator tells his author a story, which the author transfers into
a world bestseller, and then the translator turns it back into his reality in his own
tongue... Now I'm thinking of it as one of the coolest adventures I have ever expe-
rienced in my life, next to my son’s birth. So, to me personally, this all is a proof of
the novel’s philosophy: we really do change the world with the stories we’re telling
people around us.

As for the personal involvement of individual translators, nobody believes anymore (if
anybody ever truly did) that the translator is simply a conduit transforming one language into



Two Moons Over Europe 17

another without putting any subjective elements into the process. Starting in the 1970s with the
development of polysystem theory by Itamar Even-Zohar, the focus of many translation theories
moved from the translated text to the question of the translator’s role. There is wide recognition
that many forces are at play during the translation process; some the translator is aware of, while
others are not immediately traceable to any particular source. As Lawrence Venuti writes:

In contemporary translation theory [...] language is constitutive of thought and
meaning a site of multiple determinations, so that translation is readily seen as in-
vesting the foreign-language text with a domestic significance.

(Venuti 468)

In other words, the translator’s own cultural experiences colour and influence the way he or she
approaches the text. Douglas Robinson suggests that we should understand translation in terms
of “history of religion (spirit-channeling), the operation of ideology (norm channeling), cognitive
science (the channeling of action potentials), and economics (the channeling of invisible hands)”.
He continues:

[T]ranslation is seen as “governed” not by a single unitary mind, but rather by a
loose and rather chaotic collection of competing forces that somehow, despite their
lack of rationalist organization, nevertheless manage to bring about coherent action.

(Robinson 194)

These observations are borne out by the experiences of a number of Murakami’s Europe-
an translators, which nicely underscore how very many different cultural, linguistic and personal
elements came together to result in the different language versions of /Q84. For instance, Grife
shared her own personal story when talking about the translator living in the world of the book
he or she is translating:

My family does not really notice [it] so much; rather it is I who starts connecting
them to the characters with whom I spend so much time. Tony Takitani’s father,
for example, reminds me of my own father ([aged] 91), who also used to have an
immense collection of records. In the Second World War, he spent five years as a
prisoner of war in America and England. He was a musician and until I was twelve
years old he made a living singing and playing the piano and the guitar in clubs for
the American military and coffeechouses. Coincidentally, we both like the song /t’s
Only a Paper Moon, which is important in /Q84. So I had him play it for me many
times lately, especially after I turned in the translation of Book 3.

Other translators also referred to personal associations of this kind. Holm found the hothouse
with flowers and butterflies in /084 reminiscent of a glasshouse filled with birds, something
that appears in one of her favorite novels, The Werewolf, by Aksel Sandemose. Jurkovic¢ felt sure
that Czech readers would be surprised by the many references to the composer Janaéek, because
when the river Vltava (German: Moldau) was mentioned in Murakami’s Sputnik Sweetheart,
Czech readers suspected that the translator had simply inserted the reference himself.

Recalling Murakami’s earlier statement about writing with an ear to translation, it seems
fitting to end with another statement from Holm, who talked about how, for her, translating from
Japanese is like living in a world of many languages:

I have the Japanese text — and then the dictionaries (mostly Japanese/English — and
lately more and more Japanese/German). There are no direct dictionaries to Danish.
[...] But to sum it up — to translate Murakami is for me like bathing in a cacophony of
languages, seeking help and inspiration everywhere. Sometimes I don’t understand
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how my head can contain so many languages (Japanese, Norwegian, Swedish/Ger-
man/French/English and a little bit of Dutch this time) and transform them into one
consistent flow of Danish.

Though Murakami most likely meant translation into English when he spoke about making his
work suited to translation, it is clear that he inspires associations and connections in many other
languages besides.

As mentioned above, Murakami’s newest book, Tsukuru Tazaki, is already a runaway
bestseller in Japan and will again be translated simultaneously into multiple languages. We can
expect that, as with /084, questions of the authority of an English-language version, the relation-
ship of different translated texts to the Japanese original, and the relationships among different
Murakami translators, will once more come to the surface, emphasizing the degree to which,
unlike almost any other living author, Murakami’s fiction constitutes a complex international lit-
erary event, at once linguistically sprawling and temporally compressed. The case of /084 gives
us a glimpse of “transnation-translation” as a model of future practice, a new mode of work, not
only for specialists in Murakami, but translators working with other languages as well.
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The Mirror and the Image:

Translating the Translator
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Abstract

Literary translation is often regarded as a derivative process involving copying the source text to pro-
duce a target text which is a poor reflection of its source. Translating is deemed to involve very little
creativity on the part of the translator compared to the original act of authoring. Yet, translators such as
Felstiner can feel that translation has emulated the original creative process so closely that the demarca-
tion line between the two processes has become blurred to the point of suggesting the illusion that the
author translated the translator.

This article explores the relationships between the authoring and translating processes, on the one
hand, and the source text and the target text, on the other, using the metaphor of the mirror as an
exploratory tool. The constraints, in terms of both content and form, under which the author and the
translator must operate are not dissimilar. The processes show remarkable similarities too in terms of
the resources used (language, culture), the progression from the invisible author’s intention to its “de-
rivative” representation as a text (source / target), and the multiplicity of possible readings, including
some the author may be unaware of. Far from being a poor copy of the source text resulting from the
translator’s attempt to reflect it, the target text is one possible representation of the author’s intention.
Both the author and the translator end up as reflecting mirrors capturing this invisible intention to turn
it into a visible image: the text offered to the reader.

The bibliography on all aspects of translation has become overwhelming in just a matter of years.
Yet, in spite of the fact that Translation Studies is now normally accepted as an academic label for
what has clearly become a very specialized subject, it is still commonly believed that translation
is little more than the process of looking up words in a reasonably comprehensive dictionary.
The worrying thing is that this belief is still common even in academic circles — whatever might
be thought of Translation Studies as a discipline in its own right. This is not the case, of course,
in the growing number of departments specifically dealing with translation at undergraduate or
postgraduate level, but it certainly is in traditional literary departments, where an original text is
usually held to embody a set of values which will only be debased by any attempt to translate it
into another language. Or rather, the original text itself will not be debased because it will contin-
ue to exist, but the translation will only be a poor reflection of an original masterpiece, a reflection
which has come into being as the result of the purely mechanical task of turning over the pages
of a book which gives in one language the “translation” of a word which had been written as a
component of another language. Moreover, the translation is the humble work of someone who
can “copy” but not “create”. The result of this attitude is that “an article in an obscure theoretical
journal can be ranked as superior to a translation of a work by Pushkin or Dante” (Bassnett 173).

Yet, paradoxically, it is a well-known fact that translation is practically as old as speech
and that, since human beings began to speak, the need for translation, written or oral, has been
strongly felt not only because of the need to know what people who speak a different language are
saying, but also because it has been a human instinct to mistrust people who speak in a way we
do not understand. One only has to remember that the word “barbarian” and its cognate in other
languages (French “barbare”, Spanish “barbaro”, etc.) ultimately comes from the ancient Greek
BapPapoc, initially meaning “foreigner” but, via “somebody who speaks in an unintelligible
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way”, gradually acquiring its meaning of “uncultured, brutish”. The negative connotations are
clear in St Paul’s First Epistle to the Corinthians: “Therefore if I know not the meaning of the
voice, I shall be unto him that speaketh a barbarian, and he that speaketh shall be a barbarian
unto me” (Corinthians 1:14; King James Version). The uneasiness felt as a result of being in the
company of a person whose language we do not understand and who does not understand our
language — communication, therefore, not being possible — is also a familiar feeling. St Augustine
referred to this in a well-known passage of his De civitate Dei:

For when men cannot communicate their thoughts to each other, simply because
of difference of language, all the similarity of their common human nature is of no
avail to unite them in fellowship. So true is this that a man would be more cheerful
with his dog for company than with a foreigner.

(St Augustine 861)

It has become a truism to state that civilization has only been possible because of trans-
lation, an activity which has increased over the years. We only have to think of the enormous
amount of translations published every year, beginning with the multilingual publications of
international organizations such as the United Nations or the European Union, and ending with
the editions in different languages of the winners of literary prizes. Translators themselves have
certainly gained in “visibility” since 1995, when Lawrence Venuti published his well-known
book on the subject; it is now very unusual not to see the translator’s name mentioned, some-
times even on the front cover, and this increased interest in the personality of the translator has
brought with it a new focus of attention. Translation specialists now try to resort to the so-called
Think-Aloud-Protocol, which is an attempt to describe the processes that go on in the translator’s
mind as the final version of the target text takes shape. In other words, translation as process
rather than product is seen as the best way to achieve a proper understanding of what translation
means. However, this seems to involve a rather complex problem in that it cannot be easy — per-
haps it is not even possible — to establish a meaningful distinction between the mental processes
of the translator and those of the author. Inevitably, the mental processes that lead to a final text,
source or target, involve two crucial aspects which apply both to the writer of a source text and
to the writer who will write the target text: one is the constraints which condition their work; the
other is the degree of creativity that must go into their respective jobs. The problem is to try and
define the precise meaning of these two concepts and, moreover, how equally or how differently
they apply to both author and translator. In the introduction to their co-edited book on literary
translation, Jean Boase-Beier and Michael Holman point out this difficulty:

There are two assumptions that people commonly make when they speak of transla-
tion in contrast to original writing. One is that the translator is subject to constraints
which do not apply to the original author. The other is that the act of translation is by
nature less creative than the act of writing an original work. Things are not quite so
simple, however. The nature of creativity is in itself a very complex matter [...]. In
the absence of suitable tools for measuring creativity, the assumption of differences
between original writing and translation is often based on little more than an intu-
ition that translation is derivative in a way original writing is not.

(Boase-Beier and Holman 1-2)

But for one thing, surely translation can also be seen as the final version of a text which
went through a similar process when the writer was creating it first and when the translator was
also creating it later. In a sense, the original writer had to begin by translating his/her thoughts
and feelings into words, and almost certainly this meant rethinking and rewriting many sentenc-
es, varying the choice of words; a process which is obvious in those cases where more than one
draft exists, or where we have only one draft, but with corrections and amendments added by the
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author. In fact, there are cases where more than one version is publicly available because after
publishing a first edition, the author published one or more editions incorporating a number of
changes. A good example is Washington Irving and his Tales of the Alhambra, published in 1832
as a collection of thirty-one tales and legends, and published again as The Alhambra in 1851 as a
collection of forty-one tales. “Most tales were rewritten, and only ten of them seem to have been
reproduced with no changes with respect to the first edition” (Merino 93). Moreover, in many
cases it is well known that the author is only satisfied after having written four or five drafts;
Giinter Grass is a good example (Coromines i Calders 17). An experienced translator, Suzanne
Levine, has referred in very precise terms to this process of struggling in order to reach what both
author and translator leave as a “final” version:

I observed that the dilemma of one word versus another was not a problem unique to
translation. The original writer constantly chooses words and phrases, compelled by
intuitions and reasons that often have more to do with language than with his own
intentions [...]. The original is one of many possible versions.

(Levine xiii)

That last sentence is another way of saying that the original text is still open to variants, and I
shall come back to this question shortly. For the time being, let us remind ourselves that, whatev-
er version the translator has to translate (usually the author’s final draft), the first stage will be a
very close reading of the source text, so close that the translator will inevitably become aware of
things like connotations or ambiguities that the author him/herself probably never noticed. Good
writers, however, are very conscious of the subtleties of language, and this explains why Jorge
Luis Borges is supposed to have said to his translator “Don’t translate what I’ve written but what
I wanted to say” (in Pontiero 305); or why Umberto Eco should mention that sometimes, when
looking at a foreign translation of one of his works, he realizes that his original text has “potenti-
alities of interpretation” (potenzialita interpretative) of which he himself had been unaware (Eco
15); or why, since 1978, every time Giinter Grass publishes a new work (or revises an old one),
he arranges a meeting with his translators in order to discuss the original text and its potential
translation problems (Coromines i Calders 21-22). On the translators’ side, Suzanne Levine has
devoted a whole book to a description of what is entailed in working with the author of a text
to be translated: a kind of symbiosis is established between author and translator in the course
of discussing the source text and its possible translation. Another experienced translator, Peter
Bush, has written about the various drafts he prepares, adding that he usually sends his final draft
to the author (Bush 27-28).

Translation specialists — above all, those who are translators themselves — coincide in see-
ing an original text as one of the “many possible versions” mentioned by Levine and the trans-
lated text as one of the many rewritings that might have been reached by the writer of the source
text:

“Translation”, then, is one of the many forms in which works of literature are “re-
written”, one of the many “rewritings”. In our day and age, these “rewritings” are at
least as influential in ensuring the survival of a work of literature as the originals,
the “writings” themselves.

(Bassnett and Lefevere 10)

As a matter of fact, it is not only professional translators who feel no doubt about the inti-
mate relationship between original and translation; authors who are also translators know very
well the difficulties of trying to establish a source text and a target text on clearly differentiated
levels. Carol Maier has concluded that, for a number of reasons, “the effect of translation has
been probed more deeply by creative writers who are also translators” (Maier 10), and one need
only refer to the well-known views of Octavio Paz in this regard:
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Traduccion y creacion son operaciones gemelas. Por una parte [...], la traduccion es
indistinguible muchas veces de la creacion; por otra, hay un incesante reflujo entre
las dos, una continua y mutua fecundacion.

(Paz 23)

[Translation and creation are twin undertakings. One the one hand [...], translation is
often indistinguishable from creation; on the other, there is a constant ebb and flow
between both, and an endless and mutual fertilization.]

While it is true that a translated text may be “indistinguishable” from its original, it is also fair to
accept that the translation automatically gives the author of the source text an alter ego, another
personality reflected in a text which, paradoxically enough, is different while remaining the same.
Cécile Cloutier (203) was right in saying that to be translated means “étre multiple, s’¢chapper
de soi-méme, couler de sa propre personnalité, devenir la source de possibles inconscients” [to
be many people at once, to escape from oneself, to slip out of one’s personality, to become the
source of possible subconscious processes], but this is characteristic not only of the translation
but also of the original text — which brings us back to Levine’s “many possible versions”. As for
the translator, he or she has no option but to adapt and modify aspects of the source text which
simply belong to a different system of coordinates; however, the presence of the author of the
original discourse is still felt to the point, in extreme cases, of hindering or even preventing any
adaptation or modification (Tricas 517).

So, any translation is inevitably one possible interpretation of the original text, but this
fact, together with the “endless and mutual fertilization” that Octavio Paz established between
source text and target text, means that, rather than being interchangeable, one of the texts leads to
a better understanding of the other. George Steiner is to be taken perfectly seriously when, com-
menting on good translations, such as Jean Starr Untermeyer’s English translation of Hermann
Broch’s The Death of Virgil, he says that the translated text becomes “in many ways indispens-
able to the original” (Steiner 337).

It would clearly be an oversimplification to describe the relationship between a source
text and its corresponding target text in terms of a metaphor which evokes the original writing as
a mirror and the translation as the image reflected in it. But is this because such a metaphor would
invert the terms of reference? Is the translation to be seen as a mirror that reflects the original
text? Surely we are dealing here with something much more complex than that; something, per-
haps, like two images reflecting each other, although this is not easy for many reasons. To begin
with, both the original writer and the translator work with the same tools, namely language and
all its expressive resources: “[t]hey process the same raw material, words” (Pattison 91). But then,
how possible is it to translate meaning? Strictly speaking, how possible is it to express meaning?
In a well-known essay on the possibilities of translation, José Ortega y Gasset refers to this prob-
lem as follows:

el hombre, cuando se pone a hablar lo hace porgue cree que va a poder decir lo que
piensa. Pues bien; esto es ilusorio. El lenguaje no da para tanto. Dice, poco mas o
menos, una parte de lo que pensamos y pone una valla infranqueable a la transfusion
del resto.

(Ortega y Gasset 143)

[when man begins to talk, he does it because he believes that he will be able to say
what he thinks. However, this is a deception. Language does not go that far. It says,
more or less, part of what we think and presents an insurmountable barrier to the
rest.]
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Ortega y Gasset was very familiar with the German philosophers and linguists who expressed
this view one century earlier. Among them, Wilhelm von Humboldt noted that words are only a
poor reflection of thought, that by the same word people do not necessarily understand exactly the
same thing, and that, although words are but a poor reflection of concepts, concepts cannot avoid
being transmitted by means of words:

The word is the individual shaping of the concept, and if the latter wants to leave
this shape, it can only find itself again in other words. Yet the soul must continually
try to make itself independent of the domain of language, for the word, after all, is a
constraint upon its ever more capacious inner sensitivity, and often threatens to stifle
the most individual nuances thereof by a nature that in sounds is more material, and
in meaning too general.

(Humboldt 92)

It has often been said, at least since Humboldt, that different languages can be seen as a
collection of synonyms, but we also know that there is no such thing as perfect synonyms in any
language, and so it follows that there cannot be perfect synonyms across languages. Much the
same can be said in respect of cultures: since a given language reflects a given culture, two differ-
ent cultures could also be seen as “synonymous”, in the sense that they may be very similar, but
never exactly the same. We can accept that language and culture go together, and that translation
implies translating both language and culture, but we cannot ignore one of the two components
to the extent of saying that “[t]ranslating means translating cultures, not languages” (Ivir 35).

Let us, then, state that, primarily, we translate from one language into another, knowing
that occasionally, but inevitably, we shall have to add or subtract information because of different
grammatical structures, different cultural connotations, or simply because of the usual polysemy
of words, rarely, if ever, replicated by words in another language. Interestingly, the polysemy or
connotations of words may not pose any problem when it is a matter of choosing the target text
word which shares the denotational meaning of a given word in the source text, but the conno-
tational meaning — which works at a subconscious level with readers of the original text — will
be lost and exchanged for a new one. To give just one example, as a result of the usual phenom-
enon of totally different etyma finally converging into one and the same form, the Spanish word
“romero” means both “rosemary” and “pilgrim”. Which of the two English words is to be used
in a translation will be made clear by the context in which “romero” appears; what will not be
possible is to find an English word which in itself (i.e. out of context) can mean either “rosemary”
or “pilgrim”.

Although polysemy and connotations may pose a practically insoluble problem, the
translator, as we know, is a “specialized” reader who has to begin by making sure that he/she
has perfectly understood the original text without missing any of its connotations — connotations
of which, as we know, the author may not have been aware. Yet sooner or later the translator,
because he/she is also a writer, will write something the connotations of which he/she will not
be aware of. How, then, can the reader of a translation be sure that “meaning” has been accu-
rately translated? The misgivings in respect of language itself, as expressed by writers such as
Humboldt and Ortega y Gasset, together with the possibilities — or lack of them — of correct un-
derstanding, have been summed up by Anthony Pym in a philosophical approach to translation:

No text can give all the information necessary for its complete rendition; all texts are
thus to some extent open to competing interpretations. The question then becomes
how, and with what degree of confidence, one can presume to have understood that
which is to be translated.

(Pym 27-28)
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But, once we accept the (unconscious) difficulties the original writer may have had in expressing
him/herself properly, the more or less conscious difficulties the translator may have had both in
understanding the source text and in translating it, and the same problems of understanding that
we have to postulate for readers of both source text and target text, we end up in a vicious circle
or with a subject which would have to be discussed as part of the philosophy of language.

In view of my analysis thus far, I would suggest that there seems to be little doubt about
the fact that both original writers and translators go through very similar, if not identical, mental
processes in their search for the written production of a finished work. And it should be added
that statements in respect of translations acting as a complement to a source text, or in respect
of the elusiveness of meaning, have become usual among translation specialists (cf. Cloutier and
Levine, above). Lawrence Venuti has also spoken about the constraints that condition the work
of both author and translator:

Both foreign text and translation are derivative: both consist of diverse linguistic
and cultural materials that neither the foreign writer nor the translator originates,
and that destabilize the work of signification, inevitably exceeding and possibly con-
flicting with their intentions. As a result, a foreign text is the site of many semantic
possibilities that are fixed only provisionally in any one translation.

(Venuti 17)

The semantic “destabilization” of the written text will ultimately put the translator in a greater di-
lemma than is the case with the original author because of the insoluble problems of connotations
and polysemy already mentioned. Simply the choice of words is an example of the instability of
the translated text because, as we know, two different translators may come up with two differ-
ent, but valid, translations. Enrico De Angelis, discussing the problems of literary translation, has
put this characteristic in very precise terms:

E cosi abbiamo gia due problemi. Il primo ¢ che la traduzione varia a seconda dell’in-
terpretazione, mentre 1’originale resta identico pur prestandosi a piu interpretazioni.
Insomma l'originale varia restando lo stesso, mentre la traduzione varia variando.
Il secondo ¢ che di fatto la traduzione puo variare perché i sistemi di partenza e di
arrivo non sono gli stessi.

(De Angelis 165)

[And so we come across two problems. The first is that the translation varies depend-
ing on the interpretation, while the original remains the same, although allowing of
more interpretations. In short, the original varies while remaining identical, but the
translation varies by varying. The second is that, in fact, the translation can vary
because the departure systems and the arrival systems are not the same.]

In fact, it is precisely because “the translation can vary” that it is to be seen as one more variant
of the source text. A striking example of the extent to which a translation may end up as simply
another (final) version of the original text is to be found in John Felstiner’s translation of Pablo
Neruda’s En las Alturas de Machu Picchu. After long and detailed research into Neruda’s life and
work, and after having written his translation, Felstiner wrote a whole book trying to explain the
translator’s struggle to convey the intended impact of the original text. It is fascinating to read
how the translator had become so totally immersed in his work that in the end he no longer felt
sure which was the image and which was the mirror; in other words, which was the original and
which was the translation. Reading the source text aloud to himself, he concluded: “I am aston-
ished to find that somehow it now sounds like an uncannily good translation of my own poem”
(Felstiner 199).
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It is obvious that Felstiner knew which was the original and which was the translation,
but we can easily understand that, since he was so immersed in both the source text and the target
text, there must have been times when a conscious effort was needed to establish which “version”
had come first. What is clear is that the translator had to think very hard, and for a long time,
before finalizing his version. And it should be noted that if we do not know exactly what mental
processes take place in the translator’s mind until he/she makes a final decision, the same lack of
knowledge applies to the mental processes that take place in the writer’s mind until a final version
is reached — a “final” version which, in actual fact, may eventually turn out to be “temporary”. In
both cases, all we really know is the finished product; something which, after all, reinforces the
similarities between writer and translator.

If to translate is never to say the same thing but, in Umberto Eco’s words, to say “almost”
the same thing (Dire quasi la stessa cosa), surely this applies to both source text and target text
because, just as the translation says “almost” the same thing as the original, the original says
“almost” the same thing as the translation. Source text and target text complement each other. In-
dividually, they are two final versions of the same thought; together, they are a sort of initial draft
and final version. Both of them mirror and image. And the image is no less than the reflection of
two writers who have become one.
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Translation as Transfeeling:

An Interview with Douglas Robinson

JIANGHUA QIN

Huazhong Agricultural University and Wuhan University

Professor Douglas Robinson is a world-renowned writer, translator and translation theorist. He
has published widely on various aspects of human communication and social interaction and has
translated Finnish, German, Russian and some Chinese works into English. He is currently Dean of
the Arts Faculty at Hong Kong Baptist University. On 22 September 2012, Professor Robinson gave a
presentation at the 2012 International Symposium on Comparative Studies of English and Chinese and
Translation Studies. His talk, entitled “On Mencius, the Four Shoots (si duanVUi) and the Ecologies
of Translation”, aroused great interest among the delegates. Professor Robinson was kind enough to
participate in an interview, transcribed below, covering a range of topics including translation theories
in general and Chinese translation discourses in particular.

I. The use of Translation Studies and translation theories

Jianghua Qin (JQ): Some people believe that translation theories are not useful and they cannot
guide practice; what do you think about this idea?

Douglas Robinson (DR): Well, 1 think that translation theory should always be informed by practice,
and I think that practice is always at least unconsciously informed by theory. Many people learn to
do various kinds of translation tasks professionally without any kind of training, but in the process of
being trained, they are learning at least unconscious theory. And I also think that practice can become
too narrow: you can get locked into the things you’ve done in the past, and come to believe that that is
translation. When you do technical translation, you come to believe that style isn’t important — only
accuracy matters. When you do advertising translation, you come to believe that only style matters —
accuracy isn’t important. Translation theorists can and should shed light on larger contexts than any
one practitioner is likely to have experienced. Some of my theoretical writing is probably not very
useful to translators, but my very first book on translation, The Translator’s Turn, was intended to be
useful for translators and was read that way. I heard from many people who hated theory that they
love my book, and I'm pleased with that.

JO:  Recently, there have been heated discussions about the usefulness of Translation Studies
and translation theories among academics in China. But I think previous scholars have always been
talking about the matter. I don’t know why people are still debating about it.

DR:  The thing is that theory is often difficult; to understand it you have to have read a lot of other
theories. So if you're a practising translator, you pick up a book of theory and it’s difficult, then you’re
going to say that it is useless because it’s too difficult, takes too much time to learn the language
well enough to be able to read it — so in that sense it’s true, it really is useless for them. But for their
teachers, perhaps, who read the theory and then find ways of presenting the theory to them in class
it can be very useful.

JQ:  Iremember the French philosopher Paul Ricoeur, quoting Davidson, said something like this:
translation is theoretically difficult but practically easy.
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DR:  Yeah, yeah, or even theoretically impossible. Some people have claimed that it is impossible,
but practitioners are doing it all the time.

I1. Chinese philosophy and eco-translatology

JQ: Nowadays, most translation theories are Eurocentric. What kind of role can Chinese
philosophy or Chinese scholars play in global translation discourse?

DR:  The easiest answer to that is Chinese philosophy can’t play any role at all, because it’s not
a person. Chinese people who know something about Chinese philosophy should be more active
getting to know it and applying it to various disciplines. Westerners who know something about
Chinese philosophy, like me, should be as well. I mean, there is no reason I have to be applying it
to translation theory, but I do find it interesting to try and do so. I'm living in Hong Kong now, and
I'm surrounded by Chinese scholars, so it seems to be a natural thing to do Sinocentric Translation
Studies while I’'m here. Not all my recent work on translation is Sinocentric — I just finished an article
on Schleiermacher, from Germany — but the talk I gave today was on Mencius, a Chinese. When |
first began to learn about Chinese scholarship was in early 1998, on my first trip to Asia. I came to
Hong Kong and I was surprised about how much Chinese scholars knew about Western translation
theory; then I came back again in 2008, and even more in this decade in between we’ve seen an
explosion of Western translation theory in China. And it was very flattering to me, because people
here knew my work. But it also bothers me a bit: where is the Chinese thinking about translation?
Why all this reliance on the West? My second wife is Russian. Russia and the PRC have so many
similarities. Whenever my wife has been in the PRC, she has seen a lot of similarities between the
Soviet Union and the PRC, especially after the fall of the Soviet Union, and Russia has become
capitalist and China has become economically capitalist and so on. Many similarities. But in Russia,
the attitude tends to be that “we do everything and nobody else does anything”. All the important
discoveries were made by Russians, all the important scholarly authorities in any field are Russian.
Russian translation scholarship tends to borrow from the West without quoting, as if the ideas they
were borrowing were originally Russian. In China it’s the opposite. There’s a huge respect for foreign
authorities. I think it’s a very interesting difference. But I also think that in the last few years there
is a movement in China to start relying less on the West for ideas.

JQ: A couple of Chinese scholars are thinking critically about western theory and they are trying
to establish some kind of Chinese-culture-based or Chinese-philosophy-based translation theory.
But it’s just getting started.

DR:  ltis very much in the beginning. My talk today was partly about Professor Hu Gengshen. He
claims that his eco-translatology' is based on Chinese philosophy but my impression is that it is not.
JQ:  1think it’s based more on social Darwinism.

DR:  Yeah. It is really textual Darwinism, rather than social Darwinism. It is not even about group
dynamics. It’s about the text choosing the translator and the translator choosing the text. That’s a very
textual orientation.

JQ:  What is the biggest weakness of Professor Hu’s model?

DR:  That it relies so heavily on Darwin and so little on ancient Confucian and Daoist thought. I
think that if you’re more attentive to Confucius, Mencius, Laozi and Zhuangzi, they are much more
ecological than Darwin. They are much more grounded in social ecologies than Darwin. And so he
makes this claim that he is drawing heavily on ancient Chinese thought but he is not and he really
should be.

JQ:  Recently, I'm interested in looking at translation from the perspective of the Confucian

1 Eco-translatology is an emerging paradigm that looks at Translation Studies from an ecological perspective. It
regards the scene of translation as a holistic ecosystem, and interprets translation activities in terms of ecological principles
of eco-holism and the Darwinian idea of adaptation and selection. Its core concepts include: “Translation as Eco-balance”,
“Translation as Textual Transplant”, and “Translation as Adaptation and Selection”. [JQ]
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concept of bao (f), in combination with ideas from western sociology and anthropology, such as the
idea of “reciprocity”. Do you have any opinions about it? Or any suggestions?

DR:  Martha PY. Cheung from Hong Kong Baptist University has been working on tuishou (#:5)
as a model for translation, which is very reciprocal. If someone pushes, the other person pushes back.
It’s very reciprocal, counterbalancing. I think it is a really interesting attempt to think translation
through a Chinese model, I mean, this is martial arts as well as mythical practice. This is the sort of
work that is needed.

JOQ:  Could you tell us something more about Mencius’s “four shoots” (PUli#)? How do you find it
is useful when talking about translation?

DR: First 1 talk about ren ({Z), as shared feeling, or fellow feeling or transfeeling, feeling
someone else’s feelings. It’s a kind of reciprocity of feeling, of xin (.»), right? It’s been translated into
“benevolence” or “humanity” in English, but it’s really about feeling. It’s about... eh...

JO:  About body-knowing ({AH1)?

DR:  Yeah, it’s a bodily experience. I think it’s a shared phenomenology, collective phenomenology,
shared experience. I don’t think benevolence as a translation for ren is completely wrong, it’s just
misleading, because it means the desire to be nice to people in English. And for Mencius that’s
secondary. The primary thing is feeling the group’s feeling. If you’re feeling what everybody’s
feeling, you’re going to be nice to them. Being nice to people is not the primary meaning. I talked
about ren as a guide to feeling the desired relationship between the source author and target reader. I
gave the example of translating a badly written text for a conference, and thinking about the audience
in the session; the man who hired me was going to a conference in Poland and he wrote this bad
thing in Finnish. I realized that if he presented the text as badly as he had written it, he would lose
face. So I claim that what I was doing in improving his text was transfeeling and translating his face.
Translating so as to help him save face with that audience. That’s ren.

Yi () is usually translated as rightness, as appropriateness, and suitability, and specifically
suitability in a specific context, in a specific group. [ used that to talk about the difficulty of projecting
oneself into a group that one does not belong to. So in the first example I'm translating an academic’s
work for another academic, but what happens if [ accept a job that requires that I write like a doctor,
a technician, or a lawyer? How do I project myself into another group? Yi in Mencius is about
conforming to the norms of groups. Finding your way into a group, and feeling enough at home there
to behave in an appropriate way in that group.

JQ:  In Chinese philosophy, yi is defined as appropriateness, “\3& > Hr-"

DR:  Yeah. So that’s how I used yi. For example if I’'m translating a medical text, I'm essentially
pretending that I’'m a doctor, right? How do I act like a doctor, right? Again, I think it’s a part of
transfeeling. It’s feeling the group’s feelings. Using those transfeelings in order to feel like a true,
valid and authentic member of that group and behave in a way that would be acceptable to the group.
JQ:  How about /i (¥.)?

DR:  Liis also about group norms. What I did there was basically about the issue of control. If
you are, for example, Professor Hu, and you’re trying to create the movement of eco-translatology,
do you lay down the rules? Do you say what you must do in order to be a member of the group?
That seems not very ecological. One of the basic rules of Daoist and Confucian thought, for Laozi,
is wuwei (I 7), right? Let things be. In Mencius, wu zhuzhang (77]B/+-): don’t help it grow, just let
it grow. So those can be taken as rules. Don’t do this, don’t push, don’t organize, don’t do the things
that Professor Hu is doing. You could take the /i of eco-translatology to say, let things alone, let things
develop the way they are developing. But there is interesting tension between “let things alone” as a
practice and “let things alone” as a rule. Either way you’re going to be in trouble. If you turn wuwei
into a rule, in a sense, you're contradicting it, right? If wuwei becomes /i, that’s a problem. I don’t
know Daoist thought as well as Confucian thought, but I know that one of the complaints Daoists had
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about Confucians was that they were rule-bound. Confucian thinkers have often been criticized for
being too conservative, too concerned with the right way of doing things, paying too little attention
to the emergence of things out of conditions. But I think Confucius and Mencius really are attentive
to these things, it’s just difficult to rule a society based on the thought of philosophers. What happens
when you take a philosophical approach as the basis for social regulation is that you tend to simplify
it and turn it into rules. That leads to some un- or perhaps even anti-Confucian practices in ancient
China, or even still today. Some cultural critics claim that some of the problems China has now are
the results of three thousand years of rules.

JQ:  Laozi’s criticism about Confucianism is that when we’ve lost dao (iE), we have ren, when
we’ve lost ren, we have yi, when we’ve lost yi, we have /i . He values the original dao.

DR:  Yeah, exactly. Stay with dao. And I think in a way he is right. I think in a way Confucius
and Mencius would agree with him. Ultimately, the way of the sages is the way, right? The way
the truly wise men act, that’s reality, that’s the way you should follow. The work with ren is really
what attracted me to Mencius, much more than to Laozi, because I'm a somatic theorist, I suppose.
Because I've devoted the last twenty-five years of my life to understanding the role feeling plays in
social life, and ren draws on that. Laozi and Zhuangzi don’t do as much with feeling.

JQ:  Could you talk more specifically about the relationship of /i to translation?

DR:  Well, in today’s talk, I skipped over /i very quickly, because I was running out of time.
But my basic approach is to talk less about translation and more about Translation Studies and the
organization of a new approach to Translation Studies, like eco-translatology. But in many ways, yi
and /i are at their core the same in Mencius. They are both about adapting to groups, I think. Mencius
did not really do much with /i; he is really interested in 7en and yi. Generally speaking, he talks about
/i when his disciples come to him and say that “Master, you’ve been criticized for doing this or that
against /i”. And he always comes up with some kind of explanation that allows him to weasel out
of the accusation. So I explore what that means. Is he a weasel? An opportunist? What’s going on
there? I think the answer is that he is very attentive to the differences between groups. That groups
are different, some groups will drag you down toward animal behaviour, other groups will pull you
up. And it is very important for groups to follow /i in a way that leads you up rather than being pulled
down. And that can be taken as important in the training of translators also. But I didn’t do much
with that in the talk.

JQ:  We're looking forward to your further explorations on that.

DR:  Ultimately, you’re not going to get much value from /i, because Mencius is not really interested
in it. He probably had some radical ideas about /i, but he didn’t want to voice them. He was a radical,
Utopian thinker. And he must have been torn, I'm guessing, between his desire to rethink /i and his
desire to maintain social order.

JO:  How about zAi (%), wisdom?

DR: He doesn’t have much to say about it. In fact, two mentions of zAi in Mencius are negative. He
says, by quoting a saying, that it’s very fine to have zAi, but it’s better to have shi (3%), “propensity”.
So the wisdom, or cleverness as it has often been translated, is not enough. You have to be attentive
to the situation. Certainly, wisdom in the abstract is not enough. Everything has to be situated. That’s
how I read shi.

JO:  So translation has to be situated, right?

DR:  Exactly. What I did with that in the talk also was to talk about Translation Studies. Western
philosophy is directed toward wisdom. A philosopher is someone who loves wisdom. And wisdom
in western philosophy tends to be defined as something possessed by the philosopher. You become
a philosopher, you possess wisdom. Wisdom is something you are expected to articulate. But in
Mencius, it’s not that at all. You don’t articulate wisdom. It’s a sort of living your life, a part of the
dao. That’s why I think he has so little to say about it. It’s part of being a sage.
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JO:  InChinese, we call it “F1{ 75—, the unity of knowing and doing, or integration of knowledge
and action.

DR:  Yeah, exactly. Wisdom is how wise men act, and a wise man is a sage. Junzi, right? The
“exemplary person”. Even though the contemporary academic version of wisdom is something like
an international reputation, Mencius would recommend that we not work to build a reputation, not
try to be the smartest, not try to get credit for what you do, but rather: be a learner. Being a learner,
that’s wisdom. Be situated in whatever situation you find yourself in, learn from it in ways that are
ren and yi. As you move through the four shoots and end up with wisdom, the wisdom you end up
with is learning and ethical growth.

JO: Isitrelated to translator training?

DR:  No, that’s going to take us further away. Wisdom is not important in translator training; skill
is more important than wisdom. But to the extent that translators are human beings, and therefore we
think about them and our profession holistically, broadly, ecologically, skill is not really enough.
JO:  So you place more emphasis on ren?

DR: Right, that’s the main thing. Ren and yi.

JQ:  Many people believe that Chinese philosophy is not systematic so it’s really hard to apply it
to Translation Studies.

DR:  Yeah, but there is a system. There is a movement. Qi (<), xin, ren, yi, li, zhi, there is a flow of
life and energy through these things and Mencius treats these things as energies that train our bodies
and are visible in our bodies. He says that you can see by looking at a man’s eyes and by looking at the
straightness of his back, what kind of disposition he has, because these things shape our bodies, they
train our bodies. I suppose I disagree a little bit with the notion that the great Chinese philosophers
are unsystematic. It is just that their system is so free-flowing, it can flow in any direction. That really
is a system, it’s just a different kind of system. A system that is more organic and ecological than the
kind of rigid, mechanistic systems that are typical in Western thinkers.

JO:  That’s a very good point. When people say Chinese philosophy is not very systematic, they
are using Western philosophy as a standard.

DR:  Yeah, what you mean by saying it’s not systematic, or even that it’s not philosophical, is that
it’s not Western.

JQ:  What do you think of the relationship between philosophy and Translation Studies in general?
Is there a philosophy of translation?

DR:  Well, ’'m atheorist, not a trained philosopher, so I tend to think of philosophy as fundamentally
theory. I don’t really see a difference between philosophy and theory. So to this extent, when I’'m
thinking about translation theory, it is also about philosophy. When philosophers are thinking about
translation, what they do is fundamentally about translation theory. So, when Schleiermacher,
Heidegger, Gadamer, or Derrida, some of the greatest philosophers in the last 200 years in the West,
write about translation, they are theorizing translation.

JQ:  Some scholars believe that, when philosophers talk about translation, they use it as a topic to
explore philosophical problems. When translation theorists talk about philosophy, they usually just
need some authority to back up their theory.

DR: 1 suppose. I've seen that argument, but [ guess that argument doesn’t fit into the sense of
what I do. The basic situation is that there are complexities. When I read philosophy, sociology,
psychology, I find those complexities interesting and I develop them into books and articles. I’'m not
sure that I’'m borrowing the authority of a philosopher — I guess I have not an entirely positive attitude
towards submission to an authority in philosophy. I tend to respect an authority not because he is an
authority; I tend to respect people who have good ideas. And I use these ideas, and change them to
suit my purposes. I think there might be good reasons to distinguish philosophy and theory, but they
seem like the same thing to me.
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II1. Translation and Chinese culture “going out”

JO: At present, many people are talking about Chinese culture “going out”, because they are
worried about the cultural deficit. So, they are making great efforts to render classical or contemporary
Chinese works into foreign languages, especially English, so as to achieve balance in cultural trade
and reconstruct the cultural image and national identity of China. Do you have any comment on that?
DR:  Yeah, it won’t work. People do not get interested in cultural products because they are
available. Just the fact of translating Chinese classics or Chinese contemporary literature, or whatever,
that does not make people in the West interested in those things. What makes people interested in
China in the West is China’s power, economic power. And as people in the West increasingly become
aware that China may some time in the future rule the world — maybe not, but there is that possibility,
right? — they sit up and say “Oh, maybe we should learn more about China”. So it’s not a particularly
idealistic view of the cultural deficit, but I do believe that mostly it’s a power deficit. As that power
deficit is gradually adjusted, as China becomes rich and buys up the world — I believe China owns
20% of US debt — as China becomes economically powerful, militarily powerful, it will become
more interesting, attractive to the West, and culturally as well.

JQ:  Chinese people are worried about that we are just economically powerful. We want to be
culturally powerful too, so the government spends a lot of money on translation.

DR:  [think it will ultimately pay off, as China’s economic power continues to rise. It will happen.
The fact that these translations are available will be a good thing, although they are done in China
without much of a sense for their audience. But Americans I know are more interested in Chinese
languages. There is a boom in studying Chinese in American universities, even in high schools.
More and more Americans are becoming aware of Chinese literature, Chinese music, Chinese
cinema, because of the sense that China is the next possible superpower. And there is always a lag
time. America was a military and economic superpower long before it was a cultural superpower. |
think we needed twenty-thirty years. So it may take a while for China’s cultural reputation to catch
up. But I think in the end it’s going to happen.

JQ:  There is a kind of misunderstanding in China that when Chinese works are translated into
English, they will become soft power immediately.

DR:  Yeah, that’s not going to happen. Well, think about pop music, what makes a pop song popular.
Obviously, it has to have a certain sound to it, but globally pop music is about the same. It doesn’t
matter what country it is from, pop music is pop music. Why is American pop music better known
around the world than Chinese pop music? It’s not because it’s better music; it’s because America has
that reputation. Nowadays, of course, Cantopop in Hong Kong is very big in China, and increasingly
in the West as well, but it’s a long, slow process. Hong Kong martial arts movies became popular in
the West at some point. You have people like Quentin Tarantino making Ki// Bill, which is a kind of
homage to Shaw Brothers Hong Kong martial arts movies. That sort of thing is beginning to happen,
people are becoming aware of it. Japanese culture is also becoming popular. Anime and Manga
are popular in the US. So Americans, who have been so America-centric, are becoming aware of
cultural traditions in Asia, China, Japan especially, and to some extent Korea, but it’s going to take
a long time before it really happens.

IV. The future orientation of Translation Studies

JQ:  Inyour new book published last year, you said something about the sway in translation, could
you tell us more about the concept of sway?

DR: It’s a broad term that I introduced just to mean that things push us in a certain direction. I
was talking about The Translator’s Turn today with someone, and she was asking did I really say that
translators are free to translate any way they want to. My answer was that translators are freer than
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people think, but never totally free. Part of the problem in doing whatever you want is that we are
not totally in control — we never have totally free choice. We can make a few choices in many cases
but the freedom to make these choices is also under the sway of the unconscious, the inclination of
ideology and so on. Sway is an inwardly felt pressure, to act in a certain way, from the unconscious,
from ideology, from culture, and so on.

JQ: Is it some kind of bias or prejudice?

DR: What I do in the beginning of the book is to say that sway can be perceived in a positive
way when your translation is perceived as correct, politically or even just semantically correct, by
members of your group — that would be the sway of what we call norms. But if someone from outside
your group sees that you translated in a certain way because your group pushed you unconsciously
or ideologically to translate in that way, that would be the sway that we call bias. Norms versus
bias. Both are sway; the difference lies not in how they work, or even in how they feel when they’re
working on you, but in people’s perspective on them. Translation norms govern behaviour within
a group; people from outside the group call that bias, and therefore an error. I give the example of
the Septuagint rendering of Isaiah 7:14’s almah “young girl/woman”; the 1970 New English Bible
correctly but controversially renders the key phrase as “a young woman is with child”. But the third
century BCE translators of the Septuagint rendered almah as parthenos “virgin”, and so unwittingly
laid a significant part of the mythological groundwork for Christianity. To non-Christians, if you
translate a/mah as “virgin”, that is some kind of an error. That’s the difference between norms for
the in-group member and bias for the out-group member. Norm and bias would form a kind of group-
dynamic-based tension that allows me to deal with sway.

JO: s sway in some way related or similar to habitus?

DR:  Yeah, in a way, although habitus, as Bourdieu understands it, is... I haven’t thought about
habitus as sway, because he thinks about it as differentiation, different ways of doing things, which
do organize our lives and that constitute some sort of sway. Yes, that’s right.

JO:  Nowadays, we have an explosion of translation theories. And we experienced the cultural turn
in Translation Studies and the translation turn in Cultural Studies. What do you think Translation
Studies will be like after the heyday of the so-called cultural turn? In other words, what is the future
orientation of Translation Studies, in your opinion?

DR:  For about ten years now people have been talking about the sociological turn. So firstly, there
was the linguistic turn, and then there was the cultural turn, and now there is the sociological or
social turn. That’s been around since 2000, although Anthony Pym has been, I mean he is trained
as a sociologist and he’s always done sociological studies in translation. Pym is very big now,
because the field has caught up with him. In the 1990s, he was considered strange, but now he is big,
highly respected. But also a sociological approach encourages ethnographic research, to study how
medical interpreters work in hospitals, how court interpreters work in a court of law. Studying the
actual sociology of translation by doing empirical research, I think that’s a very important kind of
sociological work. Also work on the internet, you know, the really interesting discussions of Web
2.0, the interactive web, the use of blogs and blog comments to generate translations — this is often
called crowd-subbing. You have a blog, the blog circle is discussing some video, the video is in one
language, some commentators say they can’t understand the video, and so a bunch of people in the
blog comments begin to supply subtitles, and gradually they develop a subtitled version of the video
and post that to the web. That’s part of the sociological turn, I think, the study of Web 2.0.

JQ: In China, if you speak a foreign language, your friends or colleagues may ask you to translate
for them as a favour. But this kind of gift-giving, favour-doing translation cannot be explained by
traditional translation theories, because there is no ideology, or manipulation, or anything like that.
DR: Right. But people are beginning to theorize it. There is a Spanish translation theorist in
Manchester, Luis Pérez-Gonzalez, who has been working on these things, and Bonnie McDougall
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has a book out last year called Translation Zones in Modern China, talking about translation as gift-
exchange. I reviewed the book for Modern Chinese Literature. You can also find my review on the
internet.

JO: 1 wrote areview too.

DR:  Oh, really? What do you think of the book?

JQ:  Well, I think it’s an interesting book, but there is some hearsay in it, not very theoretical.
And the author tells us that her approach is Sinocentric, but I think the theories she used are still
Eurocentric. I guess we don’t need a so-and-so centric approach, if it is translation-centric, it’s OK.
We don’t need the binary opposition.

DR: No, we don’t, but we do tend to be centred, situated somewhere. The fact that I'm an
American tends to make me Western-centric, or Eurocentric, but the fact that I'm living in Hong
Kong also encourages me to see things with China at the center. So, my situatedness in these two
different worlds has affected the way I write. I think it’s difficult and ultimately not all that important
to try to propel yourself out of your situatedness. The big thing is, instead of complaining that
translation theory is Eurocentric, Chinese people should get out there and do their own Sinocentric
translation theory. Wherever they are situated, that’s where they start working and generating their
own interesting ideas.

JQ:  McDougall criticized the postcolonial approach to Chinese Translation Studies. I disagree.
You said in Translation and Empire that if there are power relations, then postcolonial theories are
applicable.

DR:  Yeah, if there are power differentials, and clearly there are, so ...

JO:  What’s your view on the book?

DR: Iwanted to like the book because I met her at a conference several years ago, where she gave
this talk that was a kind of preparation for the book. It was very interesting but it did feel to me there
was too much memoir, not enough theory. It was useful and interesting information, it’s nice to know
that.

JQ:  Maybe it’s good to explain her own experience, but it lacks universality.

DR:  Right, but it’s not exactly about universality. I just like to have more of a sense of complexity
at work. Her book was just “this happened, that happened, and this was what somebody else told me
happened”. It was just events. I’'m not interested in pure narrative history, in what happened. I like to
talk about it in a larger context. Howard Goldblatt in fact invited me to write the review. He gave a
lecture at Lingnan University, we gave him dinner afterwards. We talked about it then, and he asked
me to review the book.

V. Advice for translation scholars and students

JQ:  We really admire your broad vision on Translation Studies. How could you manage to do
that? Do you have any suggestions for young Chinese scholars and students who are engaged in
Translation Studies?

DR:  Work hard, think a lot, keep learning.

JQ:  The reason why I come up with that question is because I want to know how you’ve achieved
so much in theory, and in practice as well. You’ve translated German, Finnish...

DR:  And Russian.

JO:  Russian! And Chinese?

DR:  Well, I have done some translation from Mencius, | mean, for my book. My advice for them
is “Be a learner”. It’s based on my own experience. I never really set out to achieve things, I set out
to learn things. I’'m interested in things, I want to understand them. And I love articulating, I love
writing. I love doing translations, though I don’t have enough time to do translation now because
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I'm so busy. I'm cutting back on translation, but still it’s a guilty pleasure of mine. And when an old
client asks me to do a translation, I always try to squeeze it in because I love doing it so much. And
the addiction that keeps driving me to write new books, even though I don’t have much time for that
either, is just an addiction to learning. I want to understand how things work. I suppose you can’t
really just decide to be a learner, but I do think it’s important that students think about it, if possible,
try to cultivate that desire in themselves to be learners.

JQ:  Thank you for giving advice for our students. I think you’re a philosopher. Philosophy means
the love of wisdom.

DR: Love of wisdom, yeah. But actually, I suppose my advice about Mencius’s zhi (&) is again
coming out of my own attitude. I don’t think of myself as wise, and I don’t think of myself as aspiring
to wisdom, I’'m a learner and I love learning. As soon as I've finished writing a book, it’s no longer
that interesting to me. I’ve already done it, [ move on to the next thing, right?

JO:  You are also Confucian. You know, Roger T. Ames translated ren (\) as human-becoming,
not as human-being. You’re always in progress. You're not a finished product.

DR:  Well, his PhD student James Behuniak whom I've quoted has a book called Mencius on
Becoming Human, so that’s where he got that. I really like Behuniak’s book a lot.

JQ:  One last question. Most of the translation theories are Eurocentric, but you’re using Mencius’
ideas to explore translation problems. Do you ever get worried about getting marginalized in
Translation Studies by adopting a Sinocentric approach?

DR: No, I’'m not worried about that. I’'m always marginalized.

JQ:  Butl think you’re mainstream.

DR:  Certainly in China I’'m seen as mainstream, but in the West I’'m always marginalized. One of
the nicest things anyone ever said about my book is that I'm a scout. I'm not going with the group,
I'm way off over here and exploring various possibilities, and these possibilities always seem strange.
JQ:  Butyou value groups.

DR: 1do value groups in my theorizing, but in my actual work, I’m often away from groups.

JQ:  So youre guided by your interest?

DR:  Yeah. If something interests me, like spirit-channelling, I write abook about spirit-channelling.
People ask me how that has anything to do with translation. Translation and Taboo was another
odd book. You know, there are two big-name American translation scholars, Lawrence Venuti and
Douglas Robinson. Venuti is really the mainstream. He is the American translation scholar that
everybody around the world reads. His modification of Schleiermacher, in terms of domestication
and foreignization, basically has set the research agendas for PhD students everywhere in the world,
EVERYWHERE. People are doing what Venuti says they should do. They’re studying foreignization,
in comparison with domestication. It’s very easy to do. You pick any translation, source text, target
text, and compare the two, it turns out to be foreignization and domestication. It’s easy, right? That’s
mainstream. What I do, I think, is harder to adapt to a PhD dissertation.

JO:  Are you in any way influenced by Jacques Derrida?

DR:  Yeah, very much.

JQ:  That explains everything.

DR:  Yeah, I’ve heard that. Zhu Lin from Nankai University in Tianjin, who wrote her PhD
dissertation on my translation theories, she told me that the general Chinese image of me is as
a deconstructionist, that that’s the kind of translation theory that I do. She asked me if I thought
that was true. I said, well, that’s true, partly. But I'm not just interested in deconstructing, I’'m also
interested in reconstructing. So, that became the theme of her dissertation, that I'm interested in
reconstruction as well as deconstruction. And certainly my somatics and perfomativity are focused
on reconstruction rather than just deconstruction. So I have a positive agenda as well as a negative
one.
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Vasyl Sokil’s Recollections and Reflections

KEVIN WINDLE

Australian National University

There have been few writers better placed to offer reminiscences of Soviet Ukraine from its be-
ginning to its end than Vasyl Sokil. His long life, 1905-2001, spanned almost the entire twentieth
century, and seventy-four of those years were spent in the USSR, mostly in the city of Kharkiv,
which for many years was the Ukrainian capital. His writing career began in the mid-1920s and
continued almost until his death in Sydney, a few months short of his ninety-seventh birthday, in
October 2001.

He was born in the village of Husarka, in the region of Zaporizhzhie, and received his
schooling in Katerynoslav, now Dnipropetrovsk. His father was a village schoolteacher who took
care to instil in his children a strong national Ukrainian awareness, which did much to shape
Vasyl’s outlook and career. He was bilingual in Ukrainian and Russian, not only in the sense of
being able to converse with equal fluency in both languages; he was also able to produce suc-
cessful works of literature in both. His short masterpiece, A Night so Long, was written and first
published in Ukrainian, but when he decided to publish a somewhat revised version in Russian
(Sobach’i radosti [A Dog’s Delights]), he had no need of a translator. His first loyalty, however,
was to Ukraine, its literature and its culture, and therefore Ukrainian was the language in which
he preferred to write. The volume of memoirs from which these excerpts are taken, Recollections
and Reflections, was published only in Ukrainian. Like 4 Night so Long, it received the highest
praise from reviewers in the Ukrainian and Russian diaspora (e.g. Zernova).

In earliest youth Sokil felt himself in tune with the revolutionary mood which had swept
the Russian Empire in 1917. However, the party which best suited his political leanings was not
the ruling Bolshevik Party but an opposition group which styled itself the Ukrainian Communist
Party and placed more emphasis on national (Ukrainian) interests. In the autumn of 1925, as a
twenty-year-old candidate member of that party, he was arrested, along with many other mem-
bers. In a remarkable turn of events, the twenty-odd imprisoned members declared a hunger
strike, wrote to the Executive Committee of the Communist International in Moscow to protest
against their treatment, and successfully obtained their release (Recollections 44). The Ukrainian
Communist Party was then absorbed into the All-Union Communist Party (Bolshevik), with the
result that Sokil now found himself a candidate member — never promoted to full member — of
the ruling Party, but in 1933 was stripped of this membership when the Party was purged of du-
bious elements. Soon deeply disaffected, and later appalled by the consequences of Soviet policy,
Sokil shunned close involvement in political activity and largely avoided further trouble until that
regime was in its declining years.

His first attempt at higher education was an aborted degree in mining engineering, which
would have made of him an underground mining surveyor, well equipped and qualified for the
many coal pits of the Don Basin. Finding this specialization not to his liking, he abandoned those
studies and returned to university only in the late 1920s, to study literature at the University of
Kharkiv, graduating in 1932.

His career as writer began in the early 1920s, with short stories, humorous sketches, verse
and freelance local journalism. His work appeared in the periodical press of Kharkiv and Dni-
propetrovsk, but since writing and publication was not always possible or profitable, he earned
his living as a schoolteacher. Later, he combined writing with work in Ukrainian radio and the
theatre, which became his livelihood for a time in the early years of World War II; at the outbreak



Vasyl Sokil s Recollections and Reflections 39

of war he was employed by a musical comedy theatre troupe which was evacuated to Kazakh-
stan. When the Germans were driven out of Kharkiv, he returned, and was then conscripted as a
private, though nearing the age of forty, into the Soviet Army. His year in uniform is the subject
of Chapter 29 of Recollections and Reflections (below).

Though personally unscathed by the war, Sokil now found his family dispersed and re-
duced in number. His father, who had not fled the German advance but lived for a time under oc-
cupation, was arrested when the Soviets returned and soon perished in a Stalinist prison or camp
in the 1940s (Recollections 221). In addition, a brother and a sister, as well as his brother-in-law,
were now in the West, and communication with them became fraught with difficulty when they
settled in the USA. It would be over thirty years before he saw them again.

With the end of hostilities he was demobilized and returned to journalism in Kharkiv,
while maintaining an interest in drama. Three of his plays were staged and three operatic works
performed, based on his librettos. He was eventually admitted to the prestigious Writers’ Union
in 1960, but this did not mean that all his works would necessarily have an easy passage; three lat-
er plays and a film-script were denied performance for “failing to meet ideological requirements”.

In 1979 he left the USSR with his wife to live in New York, where he was able to re-estab-
lish contact with his brother and sister, and to publish freely in the American Ukrainian-language
press. Seven years later, in 1986, drawn by his son’s success as a film-maker in Australia, he and
his wife settled in Sydney, which was to be their last home. In the last period of his life, his years
in the USA and Australia, he published over two hundred articles on socio-political and literary
matters in émigré Ukrainian periodicals.

Only two short works by Vasyl Sokil have appeared to date in English translation: “A
Night so Long” and “Windows Facing Westward”, both published in the volume And Then There
was Glasnost. Both were politically unacceptable for publication in the USSR, and were first
published abroad after the author had emigrated, though written earlier. “A Night so Long” is a
powerful allegorical satire narrated in the first person by Barzum, an elderly setter-spaniel gifted
with acute powers of observation and more humanity than most of the humans among whom he
lives. Barzum is protective and patronizing towards his feckless master, a struggling and put-
upon Soviet writer of modest artistic ability (in Barzum’s opinion), given to drink and ineffectual
gestures of protest. Barzum’s canine acquaintances have close parallels in the world of Soviet
humans, and his adventures echo or adumbrate the events in which his master is involved, includ-
ing his eventual arrest. Freedom of expression, or in Barzum’s terms, the right of every dog to
bark in its own voice, emerges as a central theme. The night of the title stands for both Barzum’s
sleepless night of cheerless reflection on life, and what Sokil now saw as the seven-decade night
of Soviet rule.

The volume Recollections and Reflections has not appeared in English translation. It in-
cludes the two chapters published below, which tell of his life and that of his country in the last
year of the war and the period immediately following it.

Chapter 29 “Soldier of the Reserve” is an extended vignette of the kind in which Sok-
il’s memoirs abound, describing his experience of the Soviet Army in 1944-45 with an ironic
distance that is immediately apparent. His scant respect for military authority and procedures,
echoing that of the Good Soldier Svejk, would have ensured banishment from the ranks of Soviet
writers, had he not been banished already. (Expulsion from the Union of Ukrainian Writers came
in 1979, as punishment for leaving the USSR.) The military “arts” he was required to “master”
include donning his uniform, assembling and firing a mortar, and felling and sawing timber,
which — he learns — is being traded on the black market. To expose this illicit trade, he is warned,
would be “sabotage”, and in the meantime his duty as sentry is to guard the logs against enemy
action. More by good luck than design, he escapes drafts to the front, where, as he reminds us,
the fighting was intense and casualties heavy as the Wehrmacht fell back towards Poland and
its home territory. The operations of the NKVD/MVD (Sokil uses the title KGB, which dates
from a later period) and the counter-espionage agency SMERSH on territory recently held by the
Germans made “liberation” a doubtful blessing for many. It was axiomatic that those who had
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stayed in such areas, including Sokil’s father, must have collaborated with the occupiers, so had
to “atone for their guilt”. (Recollections 178)

Chapter 33 “Never to be forgotten” takes as its title an official slogan much used by Soviet
officialdom as a call to keep alive the memory of the fallen and the crimes of the Nazis. Sokil
co-opts it for an account of the aftermath of war and describes aspects of Soviet life which could
not be aired in public, being ideologically unsuitable as long as the Soviet system remained in
place. Sokil comments on the tightly controlled treatment of the war in the press and public me-
dia: the censorship imposed a heavy blanket of silence on the subject of former prisoners-of-war,
who were punished for having been captured, on the large number of war invalids, for whom no
provision was made, and on the never-ending search for anybody tainted by rumours of collab-
oration. A regime which was obsessively suspicious of its own citizens saw treason or potential
treason everywhere, and punished potential and imaginary treason with the same ferocity as real
treason. Potential traitors included anybody who, by force of circumstances, had seen something
of life outside the Soviet Union, like Mykhailo Bakaiev who fought alongside the partisans in
Italy and was hailed there as a hero, only to be condemned to the coal mines of the Donbass,
where he lost the use of his legs. This chapter constitutes an impassioned plea to commemorate
the many victims of injustice in this period, those whom the Soviet press forgot or neglected. In
its indignation and the power of its indictment of Soviet policy and contempt for ordinary citizens
who had suffered in the cause of victory, some passages recall another literary monument to the
victims, Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn’s GULAG Archipelago.

There is much more to Recollections and Reflections than the events of the years 1944
to 1964. The author’s memories reach back to a time before the outbreak of World War I and the
revolution of 1917. They cover the disruption and dislocation of the Civil War, Stalin’s campaign
of forced industrialization and the collectivization of agriculture, the catastrophic famines of the
early 1920s and ’30s, the changing state of literature and the arts as these were brought more and
more firmly under Party control, and much else. However, the chapters offered below in abridged
form will serve as an introduction to his autobiographical prose and some of the themes with
which he deals.

Sokil is a highly skilled writer whose narrative prose is fluent and unpretentious, without
the kind of literary artifice that in any way draws attention to itself. The translation attempts to
reproduce its easy flow, often colloquial, tinged with irony when he writes of the hated Soviet
institutions, giving way to unalloyed rancour when he describes the effects of their policies on or-
dinary people. Particularly in Chapter 33, other voices carry the narrative forward, most notably
in the story of Mykhailo Bakaiev, in which there is much imitation of speech, in yet other voices,
as well as dialogue. All these voices, subtly differentiated in the original need to be differentiated
also, as far as this is possible, in the translation.

To see these excerpts in context, it should be borne in mind that at the beginning of
Chapter 29 the author and his wife have returned to Kharkiv from Central Asia in early
1944, following the German withdrawal from the city.
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29. COJIAAT 3AITACHOI'O IIOJIKY

Biiitna tpuBana, 1 Taki “crapuku’, SK 1,
BUSIBUJINCS ~ TOTPIOHUMH  JIJIT  TIEPEMOTH.
I wmeraiino. OpepxaB  TOBICTKY, 1100
3aBTpa 3’IBUBCS Ha TPU30BHOMY TTyHKTI.
[lonpomaBuincy, ModIr Ha JAEB’ATY TOIUHY
panky. [Iponienypa TpuBana He OiTBII ACCATH
XBUJIMH, XO4 4YEKaTH JOBEJOCS TOIUHHU TpPH.
Menkomiciss BU3HaJa 3MaTHAM JO BiCHKOBOI
ciry>k6u. ['onoBa nikap nodaxas: “by/b 310poB,
KUBHI Bepraiics, ctapuk!” S He BBaxaB cede
cTapuM, ajie cepejl MPU30BHOI MOJIOJ CIIpaBAl
BUIUIsBCSA. Tak MeHe CTapukoM B apMmii i
Ha3uBaju. [Hoal momTBO — “namnarna’.

Xo4y s BCSKO 3aCIOKOIOBAB JPYXKHUHY,
OJHaK, BOHA MoOiria CIIigoM 3a MHOIO 1, KOJIH
HAac BUBOJMJIM 3 MPU30BHOTO MYHKTY, BECh Yac
inuTa mopyd KOJIOHW, 00 [i3HATHCS, KYIU
noBeayTh. S cam rajiaB, 110 NOCAATh Y MOTAT 1
KYIUCh JaJTi TOBE3Y Th. AJI€ CIIOKIHO TP OUIILITN
MOB3 BOK3aJI 1 CTaJIM MiAHIMATUCS HAa XOJOAHY
ropy. [IpuBenu o xazapMm KOJTUITHBOI IIKOIN
YEpBOHUX CTAPIIMH. 3HAYUTH, Oyay MOKHUIIIO
nob6nmu3y. JlpykuHa TOBEepHYJACS JIOIOMY,
OOILABIIM 3aBTpa MPUNTHU CIOJIH, A0 BOPIT.

Jani BimOyBaniacs 3BHYaifHa omeparlis
30BHIIIHBOTO  TEPETBOPEHHS  LUBIIBHOTO
“crapuka’ Ha  MOJIOAEHBKOIO  COJIJaTa.
[TocTpuskeHOTr0, BOOMYHIUPYBAaHHI, y BETUKHX
yepeBHKax 3 00MOTKaMHU (HOMYCh ISl HAC yXKe
HE BUCTAYMJIO 400IT), — B TaKOMY BHUTJISIL
MEHe Apy>XKMHa i He BHi3Hana. HoBuHM TuM
gacoM OyJM Taki: MEHE 3aUNCIINITN KyPCAaHTOM
y mkony IITP (IpOTUTaHKOBUX pYIIHMIIB).
3 mporo ciig Oyo poOWTH BUCHOBOK, IO Ha
(GPpoHT Bipa3y HE MOLUIIOTh, 3 HABYATUMYTh
1, MO’Ke, ¥ YWH SKUICh NayTh. Y BICHKOBOMY
OlleTi 3HAYMIIOCS — COJJAT, PANOBHH Yy
3amaci. A ocita BuINa. MalyTh, Mogymaiu,
— SIKMH MOxke OyTH CONIaT-psA0BHIH 3 BUILOO

Chapter 29 Soldier of the Reserve

The war dragged on, and even men of my age
were needed, it turned out, for victory. And
needed urgently. I received notice that I was to
present myself the very next day at the recruit-
ing office. I bade my farewells and hastened to
be there at nine in the morning. The procedure
took no more than ten minutes, although I had
to wait for about three hours. The medical com-
mission declared me fit for service. The head
doctor said to me, “Stay healthy and come back
alive, old fellow!” I did not think of myself as
old, but next to the young men of call-up age
I stood out. And so in the army I came to be
known as an “old fellow”, or respectfully as
“dad”.

I did my best to calm my wife’s fears, but
she ran after me and as they marched us out of
the recruiting office she stayed beside the col-
umn to try and find out where we were being
taken. I guessed that they would lead us to a
train and take us to some distant destination,
but we marched past the station and started
taking the road up to Cold Hill. They took us
to the barracks of the former Red Command-
ers’ Training School, which meant that for the
moment we would not be far away. My wife re-
turned home, having promised to come to the
gate the next day.

There followed the routine procedure of
making a young soldier out of an elderly civil-
ian, at least in appearance. My wife did not rec-
ognize me in my new guise: close cropped, in
uniform, with large shoes and puttees (for some
reason there were not enough boots for us). In
the meantime, I had this news for her: I was be-
ing sent on a course at the ATR (anti-tank rifle)
school, which meant that I was not to be sent
directly to the front but would receive training,
and perhaps even be awarded some rank. My
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OCBITOI0, — Tpeba HOro HaBYMTH I1Ie W 1HITUM
HayKaM, HAIIpUKJal, SsK HOCUTHU Ha I1JiIe4ax OTYy
BKKCHHY PYIITHHITIO Ta SIK 3 HET CTPIJISATH 1 TO-
JIOBHC — BJIY4YaTHU B TaHK.

Hapuanusa #nwio ycmimso. 3a SKUHCH
THXJCHb MPUBYUBCS MUTTIO PaHHIM PaHKOM
CXOITIOBATHUCS 3 HapiB (5 HA APYroMy Mosepci
CraB), 3a MOJOXKEHI XBUJIMHHU BISTATUCA [0
nosica, 0e3 COpOYKM BHOIraTH y 3arajbHUN
TyaJeT, TOTIM CTaBaTH B IICPEHTY 1 SK
Gbi3KynpT3apsAKy mpoliratu Tyau W Haszaj
KisomeTpiB 30 nBa. [Ipuemuo Oyio BiguyBartH,
IO TU CIIpaBi 1€ HE TaKUH CTapuK, a O1KUILI
SIK MOJIOJIE JIOIIIA, HE BIJICTAEII BiJ XJIOITYAKIB.
BuBuanusa 30poifHOT TEXHIKM HE CTaHOBHUJIO
KOJTHUX TPYAHOIIIB, 3r0JIOM MEHE BXe 1 B
NUBI3IMHIN ra3eT] BIA3HAYUIN SK BIIMIHHOTO
KypcCaHrTa.

OnHoro pasy y BibHY XBUJIMHY KypPCaHT
el cTosB OUIsT OropoXki 3 KOJIOYOro JIPOTY
MOHA/1 BYJIUIICIO, YeKAaoun Ha JpyxuHy. [1oB3
MeEHe MTPOUIIOB Malop, 5 SIK AUCUUILIIHOBAaHU N
KYpCaHT BIJKO3UPSB HOMY, BiH CIUHUBCA,
NPUAUBUBCSA, a TOAI K BUTyKHe: “CoOKil, 10
™ TYyT pooum?!” Bignosinato, yu He OaduI
caMm, ToBapuily maitope? IlpuauBisioch, XTo
IIe TaKW#, 1m0 MeHe 3Hae... | BmizHaro: “Carmko!
3nopos!” Posnutye MeHe, a s ioro.

BusBunocs, mo e Maifop — pegakTop
nuBiziiHOi razetm Oinekcannap belmiHOB,
JHITIPONETPOBEIb, MUCBMEHHHUK,  3EMIISK,
JIaBHIM 3HAHOMMI.

Moro crapaHHAMM s CTaB HEIITATHHM
KOpECHOHJIeHTOM ra3zeTu ‘“‘boeBwie pesepbl”
II-oi crpinenpkoi 3amacHoi amBi3ii. Bimpasy
K gicTaB Heo(iliifHI mpUBLIEi: JO3BOJSAIOCH
1HOJII Ha IIJTMH JIeHb HE BiJIBIIyBaTH 3aHATTS B
IIKOJI1, @ BUILHO XOAUTH 1 30upaTu iHpopmarii
po nuBI3ikHI OynHi. Malike B KOXKHIN ra3eTi
JIPYKyBaJIMCS MOi HapHCH, PENOPTaki, HABITh
OTOBiaHHs, BipmIi (YKpPaiHCHKOIO MOBOIO),
(etineronn Ha J103BOJIeHI Temu. B 1i mHi, y
BepecHi 1944 poky i 3’IBUBCS Ha CBIT MOpyY 3i
MHO10 OcTan AHTanka, BipIIOBaH1 I'yMOPECKU
SKOTO, Ka3ajdHh, KOPUCTYBAJIUCh YCIIXOM Y
COJIIATIB.

pay book said “private soldier, reserve”, but I
had higher education. Perhaps somebody had
wondered what sort of soldier I would make
with my higher education, and thought that I
should be taught some new skills, for example,
how to carry one of those heavy anti-tank rifles
on my shoulders, fire it, and above all, hit a tank
with it.

The training went well. Within a week I’d
mastered the art of leaping from my bunk (I
had the upper bunk) and getting dressed to the
waist within the few minutes allowed, running
shirtless to the latrines, then forming up in
ranks and running two kilometres as physical
training. It was pleasing to feel that I was not
so old after all, and could run like a colt and
keep up with the young men. Weapons training
presented no difficulties, and before long the
divisional newspaper singled me out as an
outstanding trainee.

Once in an idle moment that trainee was
standing at the barbed wire fence by the street,
waiting for his wife. A major walked past and
the trainee saluted, like the good soldier he
was. The major stopped, looked at me, and ex-
claimed, “Sokil! What are you doing here?!”
“See for yourself, Comrade Major,” I replied,
looking at him and wondering who this could
be who knew my name. Then I recognized
him, “Sasha! How are you?” And we started
exchanging news.

It emerged that this major was the editor of
the divisional newspaper, Oleksandr Beilinov, a
writer, and my old friend from Dnipropetrovsk.

Thanks to his efforts I became a freelance
correspondent for Combat Reserve, the news-
paper of the Second Reserve Rifle Division.
This immediately conferred unofficial privi-
leges: sometimes | was permitted not to attend
classes for a whole day, and could wander at
will gathering material on the day-to-day life
of the division. Almost every issue contained
my reports, sketches, short stories, verses (in
Ukrainian), and satires on permitted topics. At
that time, September 1944, Ostap Antapka be-
gan to appear in the paper alongside me, and
the soldiers seemed to enjoy his humorous con-
tributions.!



KomannyBanusi 364-ro mosky, meBHE HE
0e3 miKa3Ky peakTopa, BUPIIINUIIO HE POOUTH
3 meHe cHaiinepa IITP i mepeseno pspoBuM
COJIJIAaTOM y MIHOMETHY poTy. PopmanbHO
YUCIIUBCS B Til POTi, BAKOHYBAB YCi ITOJIOKEH1
conmartoBi (QyHkuUii, — OiraB Ha 3apsaKxy,
BUXOJIMB Ha CTPiILOM 3 BaXKKHUX MiHOMETIB,
HOCHB Ha CIIMHI CTBOJI MiHOMeTa, abo Iie
BaXUy IUTUTY #oro. Bce e — Ha 3710poB’s 1
Ha TapTyBaHHs. A OUIBIIICT Yacy 3 J03BOIY
KOMaHJIUpa POTH 3BIIBHSABCS BiJ MIOJCHHUX
3aHSTH JUIS pElAKIiHIX JOpYyYEHb.

Ham monk, sk 1 Bcs 1uBi3is, Oyiw,
Tak OM MOBHUTH, TIEPEBAJIKOIO  JIIOJCH,
MIEPETTi ATOTOBKOIO BIMICEKOBHKIB i
BiICWIaHHAM iX Ha ¢pont. | Hama pora
BECh Yac OHOBIIIOBAJIACs, CKjIaj I IOCTIMHO
3MiHIOBaBca. B HiW Mano Oyno IOHHX
MPU30BHUKIB, — TMpHOyBalnd BUJIIKYBaHI Y
HINUTAIAX, yXe BoeHHI OyBanbii. Llikasi
ocobm, sKi 0araro 94oro BMUIM PO3IOBICTH,
BECEJIOTO 1 CYMHOTO,— IS MEHE CTaju
qyJIOBUM MaTepisIOM.

[.]

B3umky mo Hac cramm  mpuOyBatu
“HoBoOpanui” wmoix ugit. e Oymmu Ti, 1m0
Tumanucs B oOKymamii. Momonux Bigpasy
06e3 0co0JMBOI MIATOTOBKU 3 XOAy KHUHYIH
Ha (POHT, Ha HAWBIAMOBIAAIBHINI TIJISTHKH,
7€ BOHU THUCSYaMU THUHYIHU, CIHOKYTYIOUU
HaueluileHy Ha HUX TPOBUHY. A Ionen
CTapuIoro BiKY, SIK MEHI JIEXTO 3 HHMX Ka3aB,
JIOBT'O TIEPEBIPSIIN, MOBIISIB, UM HE CTAJIM BOHU
HIMEIILKMMHU IIATYHAMU, 100 mpobpaTtucs
710 JIaB paJstHCBbKOI apmii. Ceper HUX s 3yCTpiB
KOJUIITHIX TONIB KOJITOCIHIB, TIpaIliBHUKIB
paarocmis, YUIUTEIIB, 6i0moTeKapis,
kinoOoHux mnpaniBHukiB. Opranu CMEPIly
aKTUBHO NIPAILIOBAJINA 1 B HAIIOMY IOJIKY: HE
pa3 BUXOIUTIOBAJIM TO OJHOTO TO APYTroro Ha
MepeBipKy, — 1 OUIbIIE IO TOJIKY BOHH HE
MOBEPTAJIUCE.

OueBuJIHO, Yepe3 AKUICh Yac KOMaHIHUP
pPOTH TIPUIIIOB A0 BUCHOBKY, IO S YCITIIIHO
OBOJIO/IIB MIHOMETHOIO CIIPaBOIO, 1 MEHE KH-
HYJIM Ha OTIaHYBAaHHS HOBOT'O BH/IY BiiCEKOBOI
CIpaBH: Ha 3aroTiBiio AepeBuHU. KinomeTpi
3a JIECATH-IT'SITHAIUATD BiJl HAIIOTO PO3TAIIly-
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The regimental command of the 364"
Regiment, prompted no doubt by the editor,
decided not to make an anti-tank gunner of me
and instead transferred me as a private soldier
to a mortar company. Formally speaking I be-
longed to that company and carried out all my
duties: physical training, firing practice with
heavy mortars, and carrying the mortar barrel,
or the base-plate, which was even heavier. But
most of the time, with the company command-
er’s permission, | was excused daily training to
do my editorial work.

Our regiment, in fact our whole division,
was as it were a staging post, retraining men
and dispatching them to the front. And our
company was permanently in a state of renew-
al, its complement ever changing. There were
few young recruits in it; most of the men came
to us from hospital, having had wounds treat-
ed, as seasoned soldiers. They included some
interesting characters, with a fund of stories to
tell, both merry and sad, who provided me with
wonderful material.

[.]

That winter we began to receive “new re-
cruits” of my age, those who had stayed behind
under German occupation. The young were
drafted at once, with no special training, to the
most critical sectors of the front, where they
perished in their thousands, atoning for their
guilt. The older men, as one of them told me,
underwent a long period of vetting to make
sure they had not become spies whose task
was to penetrate the ranks of the Soviet Army.
Among them I met former chairmen of collec-
tive farms, state-farm workers, teachers, librar-
ians and others. SMERSH operated busily in
our regiment as well. Often they would take a
man for investigation, and he would not return.

After a while the company commander
evidently concluded that I had successfully
mastered the business of mortars, and sent me
to acquire a new form of military skill: log-
ging. Ten or fifteen kilometres from our base
stood a large forest, and our team of twen-
ty-odd men was dispatched there with axes
and saws, though of course we kept our rifles
with us constantly. That month a fierce winter
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BaHHS CTOSJTM BEJIMKI JIICH 1 TYIW HaIly KO-
MaHAy Ay ABAALSTH BIAPSIWIA 3 COKHpPA-
MU Ta nuiakaMmu. [leBHa pid, pymIHUIL MU HE
BUITyCKaJIU 3 pyK. Toro Micsis HacTana JIoTa,
3aBipIONTHA 3WMa, TEIUTIINIOTO OMsTY Ham He
BUJIAJIM, & KUTH JIOBEJIOCS B HAIIBUJKY HAMU
K 3pOoOJIeHUX 3 TS KypeHsx. Sk He TUBHO,
HE MEP3JI, HIXTO 32 BECh MICSI[b HE KalISIHY B
— HE YXHYB, — CITBajJu TICEHb 1 JaBaJH
KyOomeTpu aepeBuHH. Kynu BOHM, Hamu
3aroTiBIi WIIJIKM, HAM HE BEJICHO OyJo 3HATH,
a KO 3HATH, TO MoBYaTu. Hopmu BUpOOGITKY
OylH JKOpCTOKi. YMOBH, T€BHa pid, Oyiu
Kpaili KOHITa0OpPOBUX, OJHAK, HEBUKOHAHHS
HOPMHU 3arpoKyBajio BiAPaBKOIO Ha (POHT y
MapioBi potu. B ki poGoyoro aHs, KU
TPHUBAB 3 CEMH PAHKY 1 10 CMEpKY, CTapIIMHA
KOMaHAHM MpuOyBaB 3 OJMKHBOTIO Cela, JIe B
TeTUTiN XaTi y BIOBUYKH TIPUEMHO BiITOYNBAB,
MIpsB Hallll KyOOMeTpH, TPUMaB, SIKIO XTOCh
HE JI0[1aB Mapy KOJoJ, i1 MOBEpPTaBCs 0 TeTIol
XaTH, HaKa3aBIlI1 HAM CTOPOXKYBaTH MaTEPisIN
“BIMCPKOBO  CTpaTEriyHOrO 3HA4eHHs . A
MOTIM, KOJIM MM 3arivOIIOBalUCh Y TYCTUH
JIiC, 3BAJIIOIOYM JyOHW, MO 3aroTOBJICHI HAMH
KyOOMeTpHu MPHUIKKaIK BaHTAXHI MaIUHU,
NOMDXK SIKHX BHPA3HO MO3HAYAJUCS IIJIKOM

HUBUILHI  eKimaXki. 3aroTOBICHUH HaMU
“BiIICHKOBOT'O 3HAUEHHS MAaTepisyl CTapiinHa
Harmoi KOMaHIHu pOJIaBaB “HaJIBO”.

Konu Hamy komaHny Ha SKUICh 4ac 3Mi-
HWIM 1 MM TIOBEpHYJUCHh Ha 0a3zy, s Mpo Ie
PO3TOBIB PeaKTOPOBI Ta3eTh. BiH 3msakaBcs i
MEHE HaJISIKaB, MOTEePEIUBIIH, 11100 MOBYAB —
1 Hi cioBa Outbm! S, 6a4, HATBHUH, TyMaB BH-
KpUTH 3709UHIB. Ta 1me y BoeHHu# yac. J{u-
Bepcisa! A BUSBISETHCS, KOMAaHIUPOBI MOJKY
Ta 3aMIOJITY Takox Tpeba »utu. CrapuinHa
HaIoi KOMaH 11 3HaB, 1110 POOUB.

OnaHyBaBIIM TEXHUKY TMOBAJIKHU JIiCY Ta
PO3MWIOBKH HOTO B INTa0eNi, s 4eKaB, KyIH
MeHe IIe KHHYTh. 3Haimuocs wmicue. Llle
Jaji 3a JecsITh KUIOMETpiB OyB COCHOBHH JIic
1 HaM Oysa HOpMa HE TUIbKU 3BaJUTH IMEBHY
KUTBKICTh CTOBOYpIB, ajie W pO3MWIATH iX Ha
qomku. IlocTtaBunm Takui-csikuil TapTak 1
novyanu nuiatu. 1o He Hammisiemo — Ha
paHOK Hi JomkH. [lymaemo, — Ha (poHT
3a0uparoTh, pagieMo, 1O W MH KY€EMO,
BJAacHe, MmiIsgeMo nepemory. OnHOro pasy He

of blizzards set in; we had not been issued with
any warm clothing, and had to live in hastily
constructed bivouacs of branches. Strange to
say, we did not freeze; in that whole month no-
body coughed or sneezed; we sang songs and
felled trees. Where our timber went we were
not permitted to know, and those who did know
had to keep quiet. The procurement quotas
were harsh. Conditions were better than those
in concentration camps, but failure to meet the
quotas carried the threat of dispatch to the line
with a draft of reinforcements. At the end of
the working day, which lasted from seven in the
morning until dark, a sergeant would come out
from the nearby village, where he could relax
in comfort in the warm home of a local widow,
measure the cubic metres of felled timber, bawl
at anyone who was a log or two short of the
quota, and return to his warm house, ordering
us to keep a guard on our material of “strategic
military importance”. As we worked further
into the dense forest, felling oaks, trucks would
come to collect the logs, and we could clearly
see that they were crewed by men in civilian
clothes. Our sergeant was selling our “strategic
material” under the table.

When our team was relieved for a while
and we returned to base, I told the editor of our
newspaper about it. He took fright and scared
me by warning me to say nothing: not a word to
anybody! I was naive, you see, to think I should
expose criminal activity. And in wartime, at
that. To do so was sabotage! And the regimen-
tal commander and his political officer also had
to make a living. Our sergeant knew what he
was doing.

Having mastered the art of felling, sawing
and stacking timber, I waited to see where
they would send me next. A place was found.
Ten kilometres further away was a pine forest,
where we had to fell our quota of trees and saw
the trunks into planks. We set up a rough-and-
ready sawmill and started sawing. However
much we sawed, in the morning there were no
planks to be seen. We thought they were being
collected for the front, and rejoiced that we too
were doing our bit for victory. One day while
we were at work two trucks appeared and out
climbed some bigwigs who looked like spivs.
They took the sergeant aside and exchanged a



paHKOM, a TiJ Yac Hamoi mpari 3’SBIISIEThCS
JIBI MaIllMHU, BUXOMSTH 3 HUX TOPTOBEIBHOTO
THITY TY3HW, BiIBOIATH HAOIK CTapIIMHY, TIPO
IIOCh JIOMOBJISIFOTBCSI, TMOTIM Jal0Th KOMaHIY
BaHTAXXHUTH JIOUIKMA HA MAlIMHYy, MU CIPABHO,
MOJKHA CKa3aTH, 3 00HOBUM €HTY3153MOM (1151
bpouty! mns mepemoru! cmepTh (ammuzmy!)
TATHEMO JOIIKM Ha MamuHu. CraprmHa
3aJI0BOJICHH, — 3aIK1CcaB HaM NePEeBUKOHAHHS
HopMHU. | Ha Beuepro BUJAB MOJBIWHY MOPILIiIO
Mmsca.

Moe craHoBuiie OyJ0 JayXe HEleBHe.
dopmanbHO OYB s COAAATOM MIHOMETHOT POTH,
a (haKTUIHO KOPECIIOHICHTOM JIMBI31HOT ra3e-
TuU. SIK conjara 3anacHoOro MoJIKy MEHE JJaBHO 1
HE pa3 y>Ke MOTJIN BIAPSAUTH y MapIioBi pOTH,
aje sIK MpaiiBHUKA ra3eTH MOBUHHI Oy 3a-
TpuMaTH. Beck vac st BiquyBaB ceOe y miaBirie-
HoMy ctaHi. Konu roryBanacs yeprosa napris
Ha ()POHT, B YHUCII IHIIHUX I MEHE BiJIITOBITHO
NEePeo/SITatoTh: JAI0Th HOBY IIMHEIO, Y00OTH,
nBi mapu Oinu3HM, mie nemio. [1oBigoMIsoTh,
110 3aBTpa MOCaJIKa B EIIEIOH. PAHKOM KOMaH-
Jla IUKYEThCS, S CTOI0 B IIEPEH3i, OT 3apa3s
MPOJIyHA€ KOMaHJa “‘CMHUpHO, I1arom mapu!”
TyT migXonuTh SKUHCH JTCHTCHAHTHK, BUTYKY€
MOE TIPi3BHUILE — 1 1 BUXOJUKY 3 miepeHru. Ko-
JIOHA MAapIIOBUKIB MPsIMYy€E€ Ha BOK3aJl CiaTw
B CILIEJIOH, a s MOBEPTAIOCS 10 Ka3apMH, CKH-
Jaro 3 cebe JyJ0BUN HOBICIHBKHHA (3Kalib, IO
He cdororpadyBaBcs) Ofsr, MEPEOAATAIOCH
y cTape MIMarTs, TPUMIPSIO CTapi YepeBUKH,
Myd4ycs 3 HEHaBUCHUMHU OOMOTKaMu 1 W1y Ha
CBOE BEPXHE JIIKKO B KazapMmi.

Tpamsinocs, 1o peaakTop OyKBaJbHO B
OCTAHHIO XBUJIMHY JAi3HABaBCA MPO BiAMPaBKY
MEHE B YEpProBy MapIIOBY POTY. A B poTi mpo
MO0 “OpOHIO” HIXTO HE 3HaB, 00 B LIeH Yac Mo-
MIHSJIOCS KOMaHTyBaHHS B POTI.

Taka cutyaris 3a 4ac MO€i ciyx0u B 3a-
MACHOMY TPHUCTA MIICTACCAT YETBEPTOMY MOJ-
Ky BUHHKaja Tpudi. OauH pa3 s Bike OyB y Ba-
TOHi, MMOMPOIIABCS 3 JIPYKUHOIO, SIKa JTUBHUM
YUHOM IIPO TI€ JIi3HAJIACSA 1 3@ CTIJTBKH KiJIOMe-
TpiB mpubiria, — sIK 3HOBY X 3HSJIM MEHE 3
CILICIIONY.

BecHoro MM TpOIOBXKYyBadM MpPaLIOBATH
Ha oOopony B jicax. Komanam ‘“micoBukip”
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few words, then ordered us to load the planks
onto the trucks. We set about loading them with
a will, even fighting spirit, one might say (Give
your best for the front! Onward to victory!
Death to Fascism!). The sergeant was pleased:
he recorded the quotas as having been exceed-
ed, and issued double rations of meat for our
dinner.

My position was very uncertain. Officially
I was soldier in a mortar company, but in fact
I was a correspondent for the divisional news-
paper. As a soldier in the reserve I could have
been sent forward long ago, and several times,
with a draft company, but as a journalist they
had to keep me on. I felt as if I was constantly
in limbo. When the next party was being as-
sembled for the front, [ was among those issued
a fresh uniform: I received a new greatcoat,
new boots and two sets of underwear, among
other things. We were told that we would en-
train the next day. In the morning we formed
up and I took my place in the ranks; the order
came, “Attention! Forward march!”” And at that
moment a little lieutenant came up and called
my name, and I stepped out of the ranks. The
column marched off to the station to entrain,
while I returned to barracks, took off my splen-
did new uniform (what a shame I didn’t have a
photograph taken!), put my shabby old clothes
and shoes on, wrestling with those hated put-
tees, and retired to my upper bunk.

It emerged that at the very last moment
the editor had heard that I had been put on a
draft, and nobody knew of my protected status
because there had been a change of company
commanders.

This happened three times during my ca-
reer in the 364th Regiment. Once I had already
boarded the train and said goodbye to my wife,
who had learned by a miracle of my departure
and run all the way to see me, when again [ was
taken off the train.

In spring we resumed our “defence work”
in the forest. The teams of “lumberjacks”
changed once a week, so in between I was at the
disposal of the editor. I not only wrote for the
paper, I also took my turn at producing it, while
sitting in the divisional radio station at night,



46 Kevin Windle

MIHSUIMCST IMOTHIKHSA, — TOMI S 3BIIBHSBCA 1
NEPEXOAMB IMiJl OMIKY pelakTopa, 1 HE TiIb-
KM THCaB JIJIs Ta3eTH, aje W 4epryBaB Ha BH-
MyCKY Ta3eTH, HOYaMH CHUJiB Ha PaJi0OCTaHIIii
NMBI3i1, 3arucyBaB (POHTOBI 3BENEHHS, 1HOII
HaBITh CeKpeTHY iH(popmaniro. MeHi A0BIps-
7Y, OJHAK, y IITAT PelaKIlii He 3apaxoByBaJIH.
besnapTiiHui coiaT JUMIABCS HEIMITATHUM
KOPECITOHICHTOM.

UYepe3 meBHUN 9ac KOMaHIUP POTH Bill-
KJIMKaB MEHE 3 peAakilii 1 3HOBY BiJIpSJIUB Y
jic. A B JIici, Ie MM 3aTOTOBIISIM IITa0ENI Je-
PEBUHHU, K Ha CIPABKHIM BiiiHI 3ampoBajKe-
HO OyJI0 HiYHE BapTyBaHHs. Bopoxi areHTH,
6ayTe, MOIJIM TMOKPACTHU 3aroTOBJICHUH iC.
OnHoi TpaBHEBOi HOUI 51 came OyB y Hapsi.
TinbKK CMEPKIIO, SIK S BXKE CTOSIB HA BUCOKIN
raJIsIBUHI 3 TBUHTIBKOIO Harmorotosi. HaBkoso
Oynu mrTabeni ApoB, sIKi 1 3000B’SI3aHUNA 0XO-
POHSITH BiJl BOpOKHX auBepciii. Hiu Bumana
TEMHa, 30pi Ha HeOl PSICHO OIUIIANH, s MUMO-
BOJII 3aMPisiBCS, TUBIISTIUCH Y HEODO...

B mro xBwio Haja JlicoM crajaxHylna
TpeMTiuBa 3arpaBa. Hiou nech paneko 3ii-
MaJjucs oy siHi ponrann. O, Tak i €, — TO-
yynucs BUOyXH, IIIyXi, Jajieki, Oe3nepepBHi,
1 He0O MPOHM3AIU TOCTPi CTPITU MPOKEKTO-
piB. Tak ne  Haj XapkoBom! Jluimn Ha MUTH
CTpeNbHYJa JTyMKa: 3BIAKH Takwi Oiff Han
MoiM MicTom? I TyT ke pajiicHe MoJeTrmeHHs,
— aJpKe IbOT0 JIHSI YeKaJI JaBHO!

Bin npwmitmos. Jlens nmepemoru. 9 TpaBHSA
1945 poky.

Jlo mi3Hboi HOui manaiao HeOo. MeHi
3py4HO OyJ0 crocTepiraTé 3 BHCOKOI JIiCOBOI
rajJsiBUHU CBATKOBI BOTHI 1 4yTH BUOYXH, IO
JOTYHIOBAJIM 3 JAJIeKOi BiJICTaHI TITyXO, BaK-
KO, TIOBa)KHO.

3akiHuuMnacs BiliHa. A B HAlIOMY
MONKY W mam TpuBaimu 3aHATTA. “Crapukn”
MoYyajau TOTYBaTUCS J0 NOBEPHEHHS JO/IOMY.
Hezabapom mipouuTanu CHOBIMIEHHS TIPO
nopsiiok aemob6imizanii. CongaTd MOro BIKY
mianagaiau mig nepmy depry. Ha miacts, e
BCTUIJIM MEH1 HAaJaTH SIKOTOChb YHMHY, TaK 1
JUIIUBCS MCHs  PIYHOT  CIyKOU  psSIOBUM
conparoM. [lpaBna, Temep y»e HaBUEHHU.

noting down the reports from the front, includ-
ing sometimes secret information. Although I
was trusted, I was not taken onto the editorial
staff. As a non-Party soldier I remained a free-
lance correspondent.

After some time the company command-
er summoned me from the editorial office and
sent me back to the forest. There, while we pre-
pared stacks of timber, night-time sentry duty
had been introduced, as in a real war. After all,
enemy agents might come and steal our logs.
One May night [ was on watch myself. Just af-
ter nightfall I was standing in an elevated for-
est clearing with my rifle at the ready. Around
me stood stacks of logs, which I had to protect
against enemy sabotage. The night was dark,
with many stars twinkling, and as I looked up
at them I fell into an involuntary reverie.

At that moment a glowing light began to
flicker over the forest. Fountains of fire seemed
to be rising into the sky somewhere far off. And
so they were; I could hear distant, muffled, con-
tinuous explosions, and the sky was pierced by
the sharp arrows of searchlights. So was that
over Kharkiv? For a fleeting moment I won-
dered why such a battle should be raging above
my city. Then with joyful relief I realized: it
was the day we had waited so long for.

It had come. The day of victory. The ninth
of May 1945.

The sky was ablaze late into the night. In
my high forest clearing I was well placed to
watch the festive bonfires and hear the blasts
rolling dully upward from the far distance,
heavily, solemnly.

The war was over. But in our regiment
training exercises continued. The “old fellows”
began preparing to return home. Soon an an-
nouncement came of the schedule of demobi-
lization. Soldiers of my age were in the first
group. Fortunately I had not been promoted to
any higher rank; at the end of my year of ser-
vice | was still a private, though now a trained
one. If I had had as much as one stripe on my
epaulettes, I would have been retained for lon-
ger.



Komu 6 onepxaB Oomaili OmgHY HAamIMBKY Ha
IIOIr'OHHU, 3aTpUuMajin §) HaaoBIIC.

B cepnni conpatr MiHOMETHOI poTu 364-
ro 3amacHoro noJyiky II-oi cTpisenpkoi nuBi3ii
(32 CyMICHHUIITBOM KOPECIOHJICHT JUBI3i1HHOT
razetu “boeBbie pe3epBbl”’), HE JOYEKABIINCH
HOBOTO OZISITY, Y BUJIMHSUTHX IITaHSAX Ta TiMHa-
CTepIIi, y CTONITAHUX YePEBUKAX I 0OMOTKaX, 3
MOX1/THOO0 CYMKOIO 32 TIJIeYMMa Ta MOTPIaHOI0
ITMHEJIBKOIO Ha PYIIi BUMIIIOB 3 BOPIT Ka3apMH.

k ok ok
Kinunmacs  BilickkoBa  ciyx6a.  Ilopa
MEPEXOAUTH JIO MHUPY W CIOKOI, — TakK
JLyMaJiocsl.

[.]

33. «HIIO HE 3ABYTO, HIXTO HE 3A-
BYTHUIN»

Jlenp mepemoru JilicHO OyB BCEHapOAHIM
ceatoM. Kinenps crpammniii BifiHi! Conmatu
MOBEPTAIOTHCS 10A0MY! 3 My3UKOIO, PaliCTIO,
BEIMKMMU HaAisiIMU. S 3HAIO 110 HEYyBaHy
pazxicTh, 60 cam moBepTaBcs 1 OAYUB 1HIIUX,
o moBepraiucsa 3 BiiHH. OJHI 3 OpaeHaMu
W MenansaMu Ha BCi TpyJH, 1HII 3 CKPOMHOIO

Menalbkolo  «3a  mepemory». Jlexto 3
OaraTonuMu  TpodesMH, HaxamaHUMHU B
Xarax MepeMOXEHOro Hapoay, — 1HII 3

HAIIBIIOPOXKHIM HAIJICYHUM MILITKOM, ajie paji
KUBUMH [TOBEPHYTHUCH JIOZIOMY.

[.]

[lle moBruii uac MOBEpTANIHMCA CONJATH 3
BiiiHH. [loBepTanucs 3 BIICBKOBUX IITUTAIB.
CkauriueHi, XBopi, 1 He pa3 uepes 11e 0e3 Xxatu i
ciM’i. Hebararo 3HaiIIocs Takux »KiHOK, 110
NPUIHSIN 10 ceOe JooBika-kajiky: [Ipo Hux
y ra3zeTax Mmucajioch SIK Mpo repoiHb. A OibII
JIOBOJIMJIOCS] TaBPYBaTH O€3IyIIHUX ETOiCTOK,
0 BUTAHSIJIN 3 XaT OC3HOTUX MEPEMOKIIIB.
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In August that soldier of the Mortar Com-
pany of the 364th Reserve Regiment, Second
Rifle Division (and correspondent of Combat
Reserve, the divisional newspaper), walked
out of the barrack gates, not waiting for new
clothes, in faded trousers and battledress
blouse, patched shoes and puttees, with his kit-
bag on his shoulder and tattered greatcoat on
his arm.

% 3k ok

My army service was over. It was time to make
the transition to peace and tranquillity, or so |
thought.

[.]

Chapter 33 “Never to be forgotten ...”

Victory Day was indeed a nationwide holiday.
A terrible war was over. The soldiers could re-
turn home, with fanfares, rejoicing, and high
hopes. [ remember the untrammelled joy of that
day, because I myself returned, and saw others
returning from the war. Some with medals and
ribbons right across their chests, others with
just the modest little Victory medal. Some with
rich booty from the homes of the vanquished
enemy, others with half-empty rucksacks, but
glad to have reached home alive.

[.]

% 3k ok

For a long time the soldiers kept coming back
from the war. They came from military hos-
pitals, maimed, sick, and consequently often
homeless and without families. Wives who
would take back a crippled husband were few.
Those who did were feted as heroines in the
newspapers. But more were branded as heart-
less and selfish for locking out the limbless
conquerors.
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Ckinpku iX OyJio Ha ByTHIAX, 0a3apax! Ha
MUJIHIISIX, HA CAMOPOOHUX TaueuKax 3 «pyd-
HUM MOTOpPOM» (pyKaMH BiIITOBXYBaJIHCS
BiJl acaibry), 3 HIMKaMHU B pyKax, sIKi CITyKH-
T KpiM OCHOBHOTO Tiie 1 30po€to B 00poTHOI
3a icCHyBaHHS. XOJIMJIM BOHU cepejl JItoJIeH, BU-
CTaBJISUIM HAIlOKA3 CBOE KATIITBO, TOJIOCHO BH-
CJIOBJIIOBAJIM OOYpEHHS 1 3JIICTh Ha BCIX 1 BCE:
«3a mo kpoB mponuBanu?!» Tenep mosenocs
MPOCUTU MUJIOCTUHIO: «XPHUCTA pajy TMojai-
T€ OPJCHOHOCII0O — Tepol0 BiffHH...» 3 pPaHKY
JI0 Be4opa BaroHaMHU MPUMICBKUX MOTSAT1B, SIKi
MPUBO3WIIM POOITHUKIB Ha TPAIIO Ta MEPEKY-
MOK Ha 0a3ap, XOHJIM YUCIECHHI «CaMOJTisIIbHI
aHcamOIi», IyeTH ¥ OAMHOYKH — BUKOHABIII
JKaJIICIIMBUX TICEHb, 3/€01IBIION0 HUMH XK
po cebe CKJIaJIeHNX, — 1HOJI 11e OyJIH CIipaB-
JIl 3BOPYILIMBI PO3MOBII PO HEIIACHY JOJIO
JIOJINHY, SIKa JKUTTS CBOE 30eperiyia Ha BiliHi,
a mo BiMHI Bce BTparmia. Hidoro nema, — Hi
XaTH, Hi ciM’1, Hi TIparli, Hi 310poB’s. I TigHICTH
JIOJICBKY BTPavaTh JOBOAHMTHCS, TPUHUIKYBA-
THCS 10 MUJIOCTHHI. Po3uyIieHi ciyxadi BUTSI-
raJiv 3 KOIIMKIB, 3 KUIIIEHb «IoaasHiey... Ciimi
Ta 6e3pyKi repoi BiHU TipKO 3apoOIIsiiIn CBiid
XJ110 HaCYIIHHH.

[lepeBaskHa OUIBIIICTD KaiK HE CTPUMY-
BaJila CBOr0 OOypEeHHS 1 BHCIIOBIJIFOBaja HEHa-
BHCTH JI0 3/I0POBHUX 1 O11aroAyITHUX, HIOM uepes
HUX BOHU CTaJIM )keOpakamu Ta I sHUIsIMu. 111
arpecuBHi 1HBaJiaW BIHHU HE CTOSJIM 3 MPO-
CTSTHYTOIO PYKOIO, a I IXOUITU IO KOTPOTOCh
«Tapa3uTa Mmy3aToroy i, 3aMaxyro4yuch IIMKOM
abo MuIMIer0, BUMaraiu rpomei. Piqko xTo
HaBa)KyBaBCS HE JATH, — MOTJIU i CKaJlIYUTH.

V noBenmiHIll KallK-lHBajIi[lB BifiHU BHS-
BUJIOCS] B CKOHIICHTPOBAHOMY BUTJISI/I 3aralib-
HE po3uapyBaHHsI JIIOJIEH, sIK1 TOKJIa[aly Haii
Ha Kpaie, 6o1aii Ha MaJji 3MiHU B CYCHITbHIN
cuctemi micis BiHHU. CKIIBKH BOHA rops 1
cTpaxaanb 3aBfana! BomHowac CKinbKH 10-
OpOTH, IIUPOCTH, KEPTBEHHOCTH BUSBIISIOCS
JIOABMU B YacH TSDKKUX BUIIPOOyBaHb. Bipu-
JIM, YeKallk, CIOJIBAJIMCS, 10 IO BiliHI cTaHE
JIeTIIe TUXaTH, BUIBHIIE CJIOBO MOXKHa Oyje
cKazaTu. AJKe MepeMoriu HaiOlIbIIoro BO-
pora — ¢ammusM. Paniiimo, 3 BiZKpUTUM cep-
1eM 1 Ay1Iero Kuimo!

Hisikux 3MiH Ha Kparie He TPUHILLIIO.

They thronged the streets and market plac-
es, on crutches and home-made “arm-pow-
ered” trolleys (so-called because that was how
they pushed themselves along), with sticks not
only for support, but also as weapons in the
struggle for survival. They would display their
disfigurements and loudly proclaim their an-
ger and bitterness for all to hear: “What did we
shed our blood for?!” Now they were reduced
to begging: “In God’s name! Spare something
for a medal-winning war hero!” In the subur-
ban trains bringing people to work and to the
market, amateur musical ensembles, duos, and
soloists played all day long—mostly mourn-
ful songs about themselves. Some of the songs
made quite touching stories, about the unhap-
py lot of a soldier who had come through the
war only to lose everything after it. He had
nothing—no home, no family, no job, and his
health was ruined. In addition he had to lose
his human dignity and stoop to beggary. The
audience, their hearts touched, would shake out
their tribute from their purses and pockets... It
was not easy for the blind and limbless to earn
their daily bread.

Most of the cripples did nothing to conceal
their anger, and vented their loathing for the
hale and hearty as if they were the ones who
had made beggars and drunkards of them. The
more aggressive of them did not merely stand
with hand outstretched, but would go right up
to some “fat bloodsucker”, (as they would say),
and brandish a stick or a crutch while demand-
ing money. Few dared to refuse—they were
quite capable of inflicting serious injuries.

The behaviour of the war cripples ex-
pressed in concentrated form the widespread
disillusionment of those who had hoped for
some improvement, for even slight changes
in the social system once the war was over.
The war had brought more than enough grief
and suffering. At the same time, people had
demonstrated endless kindness, generosity,
and self-sacrifice in adversity. They had be-
lieved and expected that after the war it would
be easier to breathe and to speak freely. After
all, the main enemy, Fascism, had been beaten.
Let us rejoice and open our hearts freely, was
the thought.



CrpapxHboi BCEHApOAHBOI  PaJOCTH
BUCTAYUJIO JIMINE Ha JABa-TPW TepiIi JHI
[Tepemoru, koJim BCi K omHa cim’s, 0e3
YWHIB 1 paHriB oOHIManucs, TaHIIOBAIU
Ha MaiijlaHax, BYJHISX, CITIBAJIH, CMIsIITUCS
macanBl gk  Hikond. IIIBUAKO  CBATO
CKIHYIJIOCS. YCe BBIHWIUIO y 3BUYANHY KOJIIO
OyHiB.

[.]

Tum dacoMm [epkaBHMM 1 mMapTIHHUIMA
amapat MIIHIB 1 HaOupaB Benwu4i. BigHOBITIO-
BAJIUCh 1 TMOCHJIIOBAJIUCH CTapi, BUMPOOyBa-
HI METOIW KEpiBHUIITBA, 3’SBISIUCH 1 HOBI,
BJIOCKOHAJICHIIT (POPMHU TPUMAHHS JIOACH Y
BINMOBIAHUX pamIx. [lyOmikyBanucs HOBI
MpaBuJia, 3aKOHH, PO3MOPSKEHHS BiJTHOCHO
TPYIOBOI JUCIUILTIHU, TPOMAJICHKOI TIOBEIiH-
KM TOWIO. BIOpoKkpaTuyHa cro pyJja noyuHaia
BCE JIyXK4e JIaBUTU HA T'PYJH, SIKUM TaK XOTi-
JI0CS JIeTIe AUXHYTH.

Hezabapom kaniku-iHBaiu BIHHU CTaJINA
IUIs BIaJu HEOE3NMeUYHUMH OanaMyTaMH CIIO-
Koro. Apke iM Hema 4oro OyJsio 0osituch, 00
im Hidoro OijbIlle BTpadyaTH, BOHH BCHOTO T103-
OaBneHi i 6ayaTh,— HeMa HajAil Ha kpamie. To
3a mo 6oponuck? Paam voro BoroBanu? o6
iHmi 6ararinu? Bonu kpartie 0y/1b-KOTO 3HaJH,
CKUIBKM BaroHiB HIMEIBKUX TpodeiB IXHI KO-
MaHIUPH BiAIPaBuiIu coOi gogaomy. Bonu kpa-
1€ BCiX BiTUYyJIM HAa COO1 «CJIaBy 1 TIOMIaHY» 3a
CBO1 paTHIi MOJABUTH.

«Ocb, BOHU, — Ka3aJu, — MOi Opsi3Kaib-
I Ha TPYJsX, a 1o 5 3a 1e Maro? byns macka,
npozaam, Oepith Ha BUOIp. Yci npoaato. Tinbku
OIIHY, TIpaBaa, Memaib 30epexy. 3a BiaBary.
[[Mo0 3HanM, MmO Mawp BiJBary 3apa3 ckKa3zaTu
Te, Ipo 1o i «repoi CoBeTchkoro Coro3y»
0osAThCS ckazaTu. Sk CUJiIM mapa3uTH Ha Ha-
IIi¥ Ui, TaK i 3apa3 YMOIIYIOThCS ... A O€3HO-
ri, 0e3pyki He JO0O’I0ThCS BiJl YUHOBHUKA TO-
Mmoui. XKuBy rononuuii, 6e3nomunii: Komy sike
1o mene auro! Ta xaii BoHa Taka Bjaga BOTHEM
TOPUTH!»

B onuH, gk TO KaXXyTbh, NPEKPACHUN ACHB
y XapKoBi HE CTajJ0 YKOAHOTIO KaiKH-1HBai-
Jla, — Teposi BITYU3HSHOI BIHU, TIEPEMOXKIIS
¢ammctiB. Ycix 6e310MHUX 3a0pain.
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There were no changes for the better.

The real nationwide rejoicing, when all
were like one family, and all embraced with-
out regard for rank or station and danced in the
squares and streets, singing and laughing as
happily as never before, lasted only two or three
days after Victory. The holiday spirit soon wore
off and life returned to normal.

[.]

Meanwhile the state and Party apparatus
was growing in strength and power. The same
old, tried and tested methods of rule were be-
ing restored and reinforced, and new, improved
ways of keeping the people within established
limits were appearing. New rules, laws and
regulations were issued concerning labour dis-
cipline and civic conduct. The whole bureau-
cratic edifice began to press down increasingly
heavily on those who yearned to breathe more
freely.

Soon the war cripples came to be regarded
by the authorities as dangerous trouble-makers.
After all, they had nothing to fear, for they had
nothing else to lose. They had lost everything
and could see that there was no hope of any-
thing better. What had they fought for? In the
name of what? On behalf of others? So that
others could get rich? They knew better than
anyone how many carriages full of German
booty their officers had sent home. They more
than anybody had experienced for themselves
the “glory and respect” their martial deeds had
earned them.

“See these baubles jangling on my chest?”
they would say. “What good do they do me? I’ll
sell them to you. Take your pick. I'll sell the lot.
Except for one: ‘For Valour’. To show them I’ve
got the guts to say what other ‘Heroes of the So-
viet Union’ are too scared to say: we had these
parasites on our backs then, and they’re making
themselves comfortable now... The bureaucrats
won’t lift a finger to help the armless and leg-
less. If I'm hungry and homeless who gives a
damn? So I hope this regime rots!”

Suddenly, one fine day, all the crippled he-
roes of the Great Patriotic War, the victors in
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KaxyTp, iM manu «xaty». HixTo ix Gib-
e He 6a4yuB.

3HaunTh, ojiBotoBau. KoMy BoHM MOTpiO-
Hi?

[TpuHariTHO CKaXXy, IHBaJII AN BITIM3HSIHOL
BiliHM (HEe 3 THX, IO OalaMyTHJIM CIOKid
HAYaJbCTBAa) 1 JOCI HE MarTh HEOOXigHOI
1 JIOCTaTHBOI JOMOMOTH Bij JepkaBu. B
razerax TPAIUISIIOTHCS IOTHUCH PO HETIOICHKI
yMoBH ixHBOrO XUTTs. 1llo 116 HEe mooaUHOKI
BUTIQJIKM, a 3arajbHE SBUINE, CBiIYaTh
odiliitHI TOCTaHOBH MICIEBUX OpraHizarii
PO TOJIIIIIEHHST 00CTyTrOByBaHHS 1HBAJIIIB.
@®akTUYHO, HIYOrO HE MiHA€eTbcsa. Bpemiri
npoOiemMa cama coOOr0 3HHKAE: TaK YHM 1HAK
KaJIiki BMUpau. J{7s 1boro Biiaja CTBOpHUIIA
iM HalKpaIi yMOBH.

[ToBepranucst 3 BiiHH KWBI, HEYIIKOIKEHI;
MoBepTaIUCA CKaJllueHi, HEILACHI;
MOBEPTAJINCS 3 HAropoJaMu i 3 OCOOUCTUMU
Tpodesimu. lI]acTuio moBepHYyTHCH 1 3 CIIABOIO.

He nosepranucs TinbKu 3 MONOHY ... JlOB-
ro ix He Oaumiu, He 3HAJH, 10 3 HUMU. Tpa-
MJISLTACS. TTIOOAMHOKI BUIAJKH, TIPO SIK1 JIMILE
3rOJIOM JTIFOIH JIOBiTyBaJiuCh. AJe mo0 moBep-
HEHHS 3 HIMELIBKOT'O MOJIOHY CONIATiB 4 o(i-
HEPiB paTHCHKOT apMii MiCys TSKKUX ITOHEBI-
pSIHB y HEBOJII HaOpasio popMu paaicHOI moii,
— He Ka)XXy, BCEHapOJHbOT'O CBATA BU3BOJICHHS
6aTbKiB, OpariB, —Ta Mpo LEe i1 MOBU HE MOT-
no Oyrtu! Ajke TOJIOHEHWH — 3pajHUK.
TakuM BiH TPOTOJOMICHUN  JAEepKaBHUM
YKa30oM 3 TOi XBWJIMHHW, KOJIM LEW COJIaT
0e330poiiHoi apMii pa3oM 3 COTHSMHU THCSY
OyB Ha TIOTally BOPOroBi KHHYTHI BepxoBHIM
KOMaHJyBaHHSM Ha 4Yomi 3 Boxaem—
HaliCIaBeTHIIINM BOEHAYATIbHUKOM.

[.]

[Tpo TSKKY AOJIO COTEHb TUCSY HOJIOHE-
HHUX Ta BUTHAHIIIB 3 YKpaiHU B HIMEIbKY HE-
BOJIIO MU JIMILE KpailkoM ByXa 4yjiH, a Mpo
CHPaBKHIO Tpareailo iXHIO AI3HAIHCA JIHILE
TYT, Y BUTBHOMY CBITI.

the war against Fascism, disappeared from the
streets of Kharkiv. All the homeless had been
rounded up.

It was said that they been given a “home”.
They were never seen again.

They had fought their war to the end and
were no longer needed.

Here be it said that those disabled in the
war (aside from those who made trouble for the
authorities) still lack adequate, essential sup-
port from the state. Letters sometimes appear
in the press about the sub-human conditions
they live in. Official decisions by local authori-
ties on improving services to the disabled show
that these are not isolated cases, but a general
phenomenon. In practice nothing changes. In
the end it is a problem which resolves itself:
one way or another the cripples die off. And the
regime did its best to speed them on their way.

k ko

Some returned from the war alive and un-
scathed; others maimed and wretched; some
returned with medals and trophies, some even
with fame and glory.

Only the prisoners-of-war did not return...
For a long time nobody saw anything of them,
or knew anything of their fate. It occasionally
happened that people learned something about
them later. But there was never any question of
the return from German captivity of the officers
and men of the Soviet Army, after all their tri-
als and tribulations, being a joyful event, much
less a national holiday marking the liberation
of fathers and brothers. After all, a POW was
a traitor. He had been declared one by govern-
ment decree as soon as the first soldier of that
defenceless army was left at the mercy of the
enemy, with hundreds of thousands of others,
by the Supreme Command headed by the Great
Leader, the Generalissimus.

[.]

Of the harsh lot of the hundreds of thou-
sands of POWs, and of those deported from
Ukraine for slavery in Germany we heard but



[IpaBma, MeHi Bumaiga JOJds 3YCTPITHCA
3 OIHHUM IIOJIOHEHMM I1e B Xapkosi. Jlech
Ha modatky 60-X pOKiB ApyXWHaA cKazaia,
II0 Y HUX MPAIIOE CTOPOXKEM YOJIOBIK, SIKUU
notpedye Topaju 1 JOTIOMOTH BiJlT MEHE SIK
JiTeparopa, 00 BKE 3HEBIPUBCS, IO MOXKE
caM 4oroch jomortucs. Hesabapom s mimos,
1 3a JIAIITYHKaMH CIIGHW [O3HAWOMHBCS 3
UM, 3/aBaJiocs, 3BUYAWHUM CKapKHUKOM,
SAKUX Tak 0arato 3yCcTpiuaB Ha CBOEMY KHUTTI.
Ha crimpmi moOmm3y KaOiHKH TIOMIYHHKA
pexucepa CHAIB HEBUPA3HOT'O BIKY YOJIOBIK Y
TEIJIIA HE TIO CE30HY «CThOTAHI» 1 TAKUMH
K BaTSHMMH «YyHsSIMH» Ha Horax. HaspaBcs
bakaeB Muxaiino.

[Tutato, B yoMy cmpaBa, SIKi KJIOMOTH.
Kaxxe, — iHBamig, HOTH y MEHE AYKE€ XBOpI,
a )KUBY Y BOTKOMY ITi/IBaJIi, CKIJTbKH HE TTHIILY,
CKUJIBKM HE XOIKY, HIXTO MEHE i ciyXxaTu He
Xoue, — KaXyTh, 0arato TakuX, cTaBail Ha
yepry ... Kaxy, st 1aBHO cToto ... Tinbku, Oay,
HOTH HE CTOATSH ...» Po3nuTyto, — 110 3a iHBa-
JIiJi, — IICBHE, 3 BiAHU?

Mu BnBOX mpocuinu Bcro «Beceny Bjo-
By», 1 Muxaiino bakaeB po3noBiB nyxe HeBe-
ceny icTopito.

«byI10 MeH1 MIiCTHAIATh POKIB, SIK TOYa-
nacs BifiHa. JKwmn mu B Kpumy, s OyB enuHMiA
CUH y 6aTbKiB, MaJIi HEBEJIUKY IJIAHTALIO TIO-
TIOHY ...»

[.]

«ITo HaTypi 6imOBHI XJIOMYMHA, — OIIO-
BijIaB Aani Muxanio, — si B TIEPII 3K MicCsIITi
mimoB 100poBoblieM Ha (poHT mpotH (a-
mucTiB. He BIanock sk Ciiji MOBOIOBATH, ITij
JIHIIpONIeTpOBCHKOM TIOTMAB y TOJOH. [loBro
poO3Ka3yBaTH, K 1 KyJAH MEHE KUJaJo, BPEIl-
Ti ONTMHUBCS y TAOOPI TIOJOHEHHUX B MiBHIYHIN
Itanii. Y nojion MeHe B3s1JIM HE HIMIII, a iTaJIiii-
1. YMOBH OyJIu TepruMi, — Ka3aJju, [0 HiMIT
JKOPCTOKINT JI0 PyChKUX ... JlymaB, mepekuBy
B TakomMy Tabopi. TuMm made moJIOHEH]
noyajau TypTyBaTUCS 3a HalllOHAJIBHICTIO, 1
MIBUJIKO y MEHE 3’SIBHJIOCS YUMAJo Jpy3iB,
3eMJIsKiB-Tatap. TaOopoBe HaA4albCTBO HE
3amepedyBasio MPOTH CTBOPEHHS  TaKHX
3eMJIIITB.  Byaum  pycbki,  YKpaiHCBKI,
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little, and learned of the true extent of this trag-
edy only later, in the free world.

However, 1 did meet one former POW in
Kharkiv. In the early ’60s my wife told me
about the watchman at the theatre where she
worked, who would like my advice and help, as
I'was a journalist and he no longer believed that
he could achieve anything by his own efforts.
Before long I went to meet him, in the wings
of the theatre. At first he seemed much like all
the other petitioners I had come across in my
time as a journalist. Sitting near the assistant
director’s room, he looked a man of indetermi-
nate age, wearing a thick, unseasonable padded
jacket, and felt boots. His name was Mykhailo
Bakaiev.

I asked what he wanted. He replied, “I'm
disabled. My legs give me a lot of trouble. I live
in a damp basement, and however many letters
I write, however many offices I call at, nobody
takes any notice. They just say: ‘There are lots
of you; wait your turn.” I say: ‘[’ve been waiting
a long time, but with my legs I can’t even stand
in the queue.”” I asked if he had been wounded
in the war.

As we sat through the whole of “The Mer-
ry Widow”, Mykhailo Bakaiev told me a tale
which was anything but merry.

“I was sixteen when the war began. We
lived in the Crimea. I was the only son, and my
parents had a little tobacco plot ...”

[.]

“I was a bit of a daredevil by nature,”
Mykhailo went on. “I volunteered for the front
in the first month of the war, but I didn’t have
a chance to do much fighting as I was taken
prisoner near Dnipropetrovsk. It’d take too long
to tell you all my travels, but I ended up in a
POW camp in southern Italy. I was captured by
the Italians, not the Germans. Conditions were
bearable—I heard the Germans treated the
Russians worse... I thought I’d sit it out in that
camp. The prisoners formed groups accord-
ing to nationality and I soon had quite a few
friends, Tartars from the Crimea like me. The
camp authorities didn’t oppose the formation
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rpy3uHChKi. OTHOTO pa3y CKIIMKaJIu BCiX HAC,
Tarap, 1 CHOBICTUJIM, IO MPOBAJAUTHCS HAOIP
JI0 TaTapChbKOro OaTaibioHy ... Sk MmouyB s,
O 4YOro MEHE NPUMYHIYIOTh, — BHUPIIIUB
Tikatu 3 Tabopy. Kinpka mHIB TOTYBaBCS:
PO3BiJyBaB MICHEBICTh (HAC BOAMIIM 3 TabOpy
Ha pPOOOTH B TOpH), IMPUCIYXaBCS A0 YYTOK
PO MapTU3aHIB y TIPCBKHUX Jicax, 3amacaB
cyxi Xapui, cTapaBcsi OyTH CIYXHSHUM
nepen HavainbcTBOM. CrnoBoM, — yTik. Tak
MOIIACTHUIIO, 110, BIAOITIIN KiJIOMETPIB ECAThH
ripCbKMMHU CTEKKaMU Ha MiBJACHb (HOTHM MaB
MIIIHI 1 TPY/Ki), HATPAIIUB HA MaJie CIIIbIE, J1e
i 3ycTpiBCA 3 1TaliCHKUMU MTAPTU3AHAMM. )

Bin Tpoxu mnomoBuaB 1 gomas: «lIpo
e s BOepiie BaM poskasylo. Panim kparie
Oys0 MOBUaTH. A KOJM BXke W MOXHa Oyio
MpU3HATUCS, — HIXTO HE BIPUB y MO0
MapTH3aHKY, JOKYMEHTIB HisIKHX. AJie 110 BaM
s po3Kasylo, MoBipTe, Bce 1ie nmpasaa. He crany
BUXBAJISITUCS T€POUCTBOM, BOHO MOKe i OyJ10,
aJjie 4oro TiJIbKY He TPaIIsIocs.

OcraHHI JBa pOKU s OyB WICHOM OIHI€l
ciMeliHOi mapTu3aHcbkoi opranizamii. Tak,
Tak, OyB TakwWii 3ariH, O CKJIaaaBcs 3 OaThka
1 cimox cuHiB. Sl OyB BocbMuMm. batbko Tax
MeHe i Ha3uBaB: BOChbMUH cuH. [Ipo 1o ciM’to
KOJIUCh JIOKJIQJHIII PO3MOBIM, 3apa3 HE XOuy,
BaXXKO 3rajayBaTd .. B omHomy 6ot mu 3
06aTbKOM JUIIMIKCA XUBUMU. CeMepo CHHIB,
MOiX MoOpaTUMiB, 3aTHHYJIO ... [I0TiM, KaKyTb,
K BifiHA CKIHYWJIACh, MPO IXHE TEpPOMCTBO
MUCAJIN ITANTIHCHKI Ta3€TH.»

HemoBOM Bragyodun Moe 3anutanHs, Mu-
xaitno bakaeB kBaminBo 3aroBopus: «Hi, g He
OyB repoeM Ta Ie TaKuM, oo Mpo 1€ B ra3e-
Tax nucaru. | Bu, Oyb Jacka, He MUIIITh Hije
npo 1e. He OyB s HI repoem, Hi B3araii Jo-
JIMHOI0, BapTOIO J00poro cioBa. S OyB ycho-
r0-Ha-BChOT'O ITOJIOHEHUID...

«CkiHumiacs BiifHA — TIOBIB BiH JaJi.
— Mu na Bomi! Jlogomy, nogomy! Jlo pigHo-
ro kpato! barpkiBmmna kiaude! Ilonaixamo 1o
Hanioro Tabopy (ToAl MU 3HOBY ONMUHUIIUCS B
Tabopi) 6araTo MpeaICcTaBHUKIB KOMaHyBaHHS
paAsHCBKOI apMii, MPOMOBIAIOTh, ariTyIOTh,
MOOiTi3ytoTh. Ta HaBimo 14 ariTamis, — 5 3
padicTIO 1 BIAKPUTOIO AYIICIO PBYCS Ha OaTh-

of these national groups. There were Russians,
Ukrainians and Georgians. Once they sum-
moned all the Tartars and announced that they
were recruiting for a Tartar battalion... When
I heard what I might have to do I decided to
escape. | made preparations for several days: |
spied out the lie of the land (in the daytime they
took us out to work in the mountains), listened
to tales of partisans in the mountain forests,
saved up some dry scraps of food, and tried to
be on my best behaviour. In short, I escaped.
As it happened, when I’d covered about ten ki-
lometres by mountain paths to the South (I had
good strong legs then), I came across a little
village, where I met some Italian partisans ...”

He paused for moment, then went on,
“You’re the first person I’ve told about this. It
was safer to keep quiet before. And when it be-
came possible to admit it—nobody would be-
lieve I’d been a partisan, as I had no papers to
prove it. But what I'm telling you is perfectly
true. I won’t say I did anything heroic. All sorts
of things happened—good and bad.

For the last two years [ was a member of a
family partisan detachment. The unit consisted
of a father and his seven sons. [ was the eighth.
That’s what the father called me: his eighth son.
Some day I’ll tell you about that family in more
detail. At the moment I don’t want to—the
memories are too painful. In one battle all sev-
en sons, my half-brothers, were killed. Their
father and I were the only ones left alive... Af-
ter the war I heard that the Italian papers wrote
about them and their heroism.”

As if anticipating my question, Mykhailo
Bakaiev hurriedly went on: “No, I wasn’t that
heroic myself, to be written about in the papers.
And I don’t want you to write anything about
that. I was no hero, nor even worth a kind word
as a person. I was just a POW ...”

“The war ended,” he went on. “We were
free! Free to go home! The homeland was call-
ing us back! Lots of representatives of the Sovi-
et Army command came to our camp (we were
back in a camp by then) and addressed us, agi-
tating and urging us to go. We didn’t need any
urging. [ wanted nothing more than to go home.
I’d suffered for my homeland in captivity and



KIBIIMHY, 3a HEl CTpakJaB y IOJIOHI 1 KpOB
MPOJIMBAB y MapTU3aHII.

[Tam’aTaro pastHCBKHI APOILIAB y MOPTY
Heamno:nsi, po3kBiT4anmii mpanopamMu, TPUMHUTh
OpKecTpa, JHMHYTh Halll pPiJHI MEePEMOXKHI
Mapiii, — CBATO HedyBaHe, HeOadeHe, — MU
noBepraeMocs Ha pinHy OarbkiBuiuHy! Ilepe-
MOBHEHUU pemnarpisstHTaMu MapoIuiaB MOBLIb-
HO, BaXKKO BITYAJTFOE BiJI iTAIIHCHKOTO Oepera.
[TpommaBaii, kaxy, muna mos Iramie! 3a Tpu
pOKH OJIM3BKOIO TH MEHI 3podunacs. ApiBenep-
gi! — rykaro. XToch momaxye pykoro 3 o6epera.
Moxe, Miii mapTuzancbkuii 6arpko? ... IIpo-
mai, mpomai 6ateky! CrpaBmai, TH CTaBUBCS
JI0 MEHE SIK 710 pijiHOoro cuHa. Hikonu tebe He
3a0yny. [lait Boxxe mobaunTucs me!...»

«Iramificeki Oeperu 3HUKIIN, Ha TApOTLIaBi
HAIIIOMY BCE€ MPUMOBKJIO, TPUHUIIKII0. Herxke
KiHgmnocs csato? ... Hi, mymaro, me x OyayTh
3ycTpiyaTH. 3 OpKeCTpaMHu, KBITaMH, ypOuH-
CTUMHU IIPOMOBAMH ...»

[lepenuxuayB Muxaiinio i MoBiB gai:

«He Oymo my3uk# ... | KBiTiB Ta TPOMOB
BiTabHUX He Oyno. Ili3HiM Bedopom, Haue
BOBKOM CKPaJal0uuCh, TUXO TMPUYAIUB HAIl
MapoIuIaB JI0 3aMacHOro MiPCy OJECHKOI0 Mop-
Ty. Hakazanu cratu B mepeHru i HeBeTMKUMHU
rpynaMu CXOAMTH 3 MaporuiaBa Ha 3emito. Ha
piaHY 3eMITIO, SIKY XOTiJOCS TOIITyBaTH, —
HapemTi s 3 ToOor, OaThkiBmMHO! He manu
CXWJIMTHCS JI0 3eMJIi 1 morfiyBaTH ii. Ha Gepe-
31 4eKaJIM Hac 030pO€H1 KOHBOIPH, SIKI OTOUMIIN
3 yciX OOKiB 1 MOTHAIHU 70 BIAKPUTHX «TEILITY-
LIOK» IO13/1a.

CriMHUBCS HAII TMOT3/1 AECh Cepell JHS Ha
HEBIJJOMOMY TIOJTYCTaHKY, 5K s BITi3HaB, y JloH-
Oaci. [locagnnau Ha BaHTaKH1 BIIiICHKOB1 MaIlly-
HU i... JIoBro po3ka3yBaTu ... YCiX Hac, «repo-
iB BITYM3HAHOI BIHU» KUHYIU Ha BiAOYAOBY
nmoHOaciBcekux maxT. Ha poboty 3 Tabopis
BOJIMJIU M1J1 KOHBOEM. SIK 31mounHIIB. Tak Ham
1 Ka3aliid, — CIOKYTyHTe CBOi 37104nHH. SKi?
o 6ynu B mosioni? S cnovarky 3a0yHTYBaB:
SIKWW TI0J10H? S1 BTIK 3 HBOTO, BOIOBAB MIApTH3a-
HOM, 3a 6aTbKiBUIMHY BotoBaB! [locMmikaroTbes,
— HaJIMBa#, HaJlMBai, T00TO, Opemu, Opemm
... Kpame momoBun, mo6 na Konumy He norpa-
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shed my blood for it as a partisan.

I remember that Soviet steamer in the port
of Naples, all decked with flags. There was
a band playing our victory marches. It was a
red-letter day that we could never have imag-
ined: we were going home! The ship cast off
slowly and heavily, packed with returnees, and
steamed away from the Italian coast. Farewell,
I said, my beloved Italy! Over three years I’d
grown to love it. Arrivederci! I called out.
Somebody waved from the shore. Perhaps it
was my partisan ‘father’... Farewell, farewell,
father! You really did treat me like your own
son. I’ll never forget you. God grant we meet
again!

“The Italian coast faded from view, and si-
lence fell on board. Were the celebrations really
over?... No, I thought. The welcoming celebra-
tions are still to come—the bands, the flowers,
the solemn speeches...”

Mykhailo took a deep breath, then went
on: “There was no music. Our ship berthed late
one evening, stealing in like a wolf, at a reserve
wharf in Odessa. We were ordered to form up
in rows and disembark in small groups. We
wanted to kneel down and kiss the ground—
at last we were home! We weren’t allowed to.
There was an armed escort waiting for us on
the dockside, and they surrounded us and herd-
ed us into freight cars.

“Our train stopped at one point during the
day at some unmarked halt, in the Donbass, as
I found out. We were loaded into army trucks
and... It’s a long story... All of us, ‘Heroes of
the Patriotic War’ that we were, were sent to
rebuild the Donbass mines. We were led out
from our camps to work under armed guard.
Like criminals. They even told us, ‘You’ve got
to pay for your crimes.” What crimes? For be-
ing POWs? At first 1 protested: prisoner? I'd
escaped, I’d been a partisan, I’d fought for my
country! They just laughed: “Go on! Pull the
other one!... Better keep quiet in case they send
you to Kolyma!”? But it was just as bad as Koly-
ma where we were. [ was literally flung into a
pit full of water. We had to pump out the flood-
ed mines. We were told the Fascists had flooded
them as they retreated. But I think it could have
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nuB! A BOHO i TyT He Kpaie Konumu. Mene
OyKBaJbHO KMHYJIH B AMYy. B siMy, MOBHY BOJIH.
Mu BHKauyBajiu BOAY 3 3aTOIUIEHUX IIAXT.
Kazanu, o ¢amucTu BiAcTynawyu 3aTOMUIN
ix. TiapKkH 5 TymMaro, MaOyTh, HABITAKH, — 1100
¢damcram He AICTaBCs BYT1Ib, HAIlll 3aJUIU
iX Bomor0. Moxke, il MpaBUJIBHO, aJie HaM Ka3a-
JIY, IO IO TKOY HapOOUIIM HIMIII, SSIKUM OTO
MU, 3HaYUTh, y MOJIOHI CIIYXKHJIH, a TeTep PO3-
IJ1a4yiTech 3a Ley.

«JlecaTh JIT Ha KiJIbKOX 3aTOIJICHUX IIIaX-
Tax sl MpaItoBaB 1o KojiHa B Boi. L{imuii 1eHb
meckanucs. Hacocu cimabeHbKi, MUTaHTH Jip-
SB1, — TaKe, X04 BlIpaMy BUXJIONYH ... OTam
s 11 3aXBOPIB. 30POB’SI MaB MillHE, HE 3aTUHYB,
TiJBKU HOTH ... bay, 1 migBecTHcs Baxko ... Ue-
pe3 Te, 110 BXKE W XOIUTHU MO-TIOJICBKU HE MIT,
3BUIbHIIIM MeHe. [IpaBna, 1e Bxke cTaiocs mic-
ns Crarina.

[Ipu  XpymoBi, cnacubi, noYanacs
peabimitartis. TUTBKM HaIIO BOHA MEHI, KOJIH
HOTM HE XOoAdaTh? A HOBOIUTHCA XOIUTHU
Mo BCAKUX co0Oe3ax, paiikoMax, KOMICIsX,
JIOKa3yBaTH, 10 TH iHBamig Tpyaa. Skoro,
nuTawTh, Tpyna? Kaxy, — xiba To HEe Tpyn
Ta e W KaTOpXHUK? — A TO BU, CMIIOTHCS,
— cami 3apoouiu oro ... Kaxy, st Bxe BinOyB
Kapy 1 Maro nmpaBo, 1mob MeHi momoriu. bararo
HE TIpOIly, — JalTe IHBAJIAHY KOJIACKY,
SKYCb MEHCIIO 1 KBapTHPY, — JKUBY y BOIKOMY
MiJIBaJIi, CHHOK MaJui, 1 HOoram yce Tripiie i
ripme. KaxxyTp, numite 3aaBy. TiIIbKH HE Ha
Bce 3pa3y. AOO Ha TeHcito, abo Ha KBapTHPY.
A KOJISICOK HEMa, Ha BCiX He HabepeMocsi, caMi
3MalCTPIONTEe, — Ka)XKyTh, — yCi 1HBAJII TN TaK
poOIIATE, 30UpalOTh, KJIENAIOTh, JIAIHAIOTh, —
i igpre, Oyab 3mopoB! ... bauy, 3HymaroThcs
3 MeHe. be3 KiHIS Uiy 3asBH, a BOHU B
HUX TyOnsaTbes, — 1 Hi 3ByKy! Sk 00 cTiHKY
ropoxom. Cnacubi, orne B3sJd Ha poOOTY
cropokeM. HeBennkuit HIOM i KJIOMIT, — IMiCIs
BUCTaBU OOINTH, MEPEBIPUTH UM 3aMKHEHI BCl
JIBEpi, CICTH TYT OUIS TeiaeoHy Ha BUMAIOK
MOXEXI — J3BOHH. AJle HE Te, L0 XOIUTHU
— CHIITH MyKa, — OOJIATh, HUIOTh, XHJIH
BUKPY4YyIOTb. MeHi 0 X0u SIKiCh JIiKH, 1100
nojniermaso. Ta kyau tam! Bam rpsi3i moTpioHi,
KaxyTb. ['apa3z, kaxy, CKUIBKM POKIB y BOII
npoOyB, 3rofeH i Ha Trps3i, adWM TOMOTJIH.
TinbkK XTO X MEHI JacTh MyTiBKY? 3Halo, €

been the other way round: our side had flooded
them to make sure the Germans didn’t get any
coal out of them. Whoever it was, they told us
the sabotage was the work of the Germans, and
as we’d been working for them in captivity, we
had to pay for it.

“For ten years I worked in flooded mines,
up to my knees in water, sloshing about all
day long. We had feeble pumps and the hoses
had holes in them. We might as well have used
buckets... That’s where I got sick. My health
was good, I survived, but my legs... As you
see, I can hardly stand. I was released because
I couldn’t walk properly any more. But that was
after Stalin had gone.

“Under Khrushchev the rehabilitations
started, and thank God they did. But what good
was rehabilitation to me if 1 couldn’t walk?
And T had to traipse round the social securi-
ty offices, the local authorities, and all sorts of
commissions, to prove I was disabled at work.
‘Work?’ they said, “What kind of work?’ I said,
‘What I was doing was hard labour!” They just
laughed and said, ‘Serves you right then!’ I said
I’d served my sentence and was entitled to as-
sistance. [ wasn’t asking much, I said, a wheel-
chair, a pension, and a flat to live in. I told them
I lived in a damp basement, I had a young son,
and my legs were getting worse all the time.
They said, ‘Put in an application. But for one
thing at a time. Either an invalidity pension, or
a flat. And we haven’t got any wheelchairs. We
can’t do everything. Make your own. That’s
what all cripples do: collect the materials, knock
’em together, and Bob’s your uncle!” I could
see they were laughing at me. I keep writing
applications, and they keep losing them, and
I get no answer! It’s like banging your head
against a wall. I'm lucky they took me on here
as a watchman. You wouldn’t think there was
much to it, just looking round after a show, see-
ing that all the doors are locked, and sitting by
the phone, in case there’s a fire or something to
report. But it’s not just walking; sitting’s agony
too. My legs ache as if somebody was pulling
the veins out of them. If I only had some sort of
medication to ease the pain. Fat chance of that!
‘What you need is mud therapy,” they tell me.
‘Fine,” I say. ‘Even after all the years I’ve spent
in water, I’ll settle for mud if it helps. But where
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S cTpumaBcs po3nHUTyBaTH PO OaThKiB,
— HaneBHe, X y Kpumy Bxe He Oyno. Toro
1944 poxy, KoJiH BiH BiJIBa)KHO BOIOBAB Y JIaBax
O1i111B iTaT1HICHKOT0 OIOPY, HOTo OaTHKIB BE3IU
B HEBUIBHHUIIBKOMY TOTS31 B Ka3aXCTaHCHKY
HEBOJTIO.

51 B3gBCSL YMM MIT JOHOMOI'TH Muxamio-
Bi. Hammucas cTarTio mpo HBOTO, i1 HaIpyKyBa-
7Y, BUKPECIIUBIIN BCE MPO ITamito, TUIIUBIIH
TUIBKW 3BEPTaHHS JIO BIATIOBITHUX OpraHiza-
il TOMIHATH KBapTUPY CIM’T iHBadiga mpari
(1 HacTosiB Ha TakoMy (OPMYIIFOBaHHI), TaTH
HOMY MOXJIUBICTh MpPHAOATH KOJSACKY 1 PO3-
TJISSHYTH TIATaHHS PO HAJaHHS MeHcii Oomai
II0 IHBAJIAHOCTI, 00 BCE HISIK HE XOTLIM 3a-
paxyBaTH B TPYIOBHM CTaX MOro KaTopry Ha
noHOaciBChbKUX maxTax. Ha skamne, moMiu mMost
BUSIBUJIACS [Jy’K€ OOMEXKEHOIO: JIMIIEe dYepe3
TPH MicCsIi Ticist onyOiKyBaHHS CTAaTTi HOMY
HaApeITi TMOMACTUIO MPHUAOATH 1HBAIICHKY
KOJISICKY Ha BEJIOCUIIETHUX KOJIecax 3 Py4YHOIO
nepenadero. Muxaiino i mpomy OyB paguii. [1o-
TiM, — HE 3HAaI0 3 YHEI0 MOMIYYI0, — Yepe3 piK
y ¥oro mijBaii 3po0uIu PEMOHT ...

3nmaeTnes, 1964 poxy no XapkoBa mpudyia
iTaniiicbka Jieneraiiss opraHizaiii BeTepaHiB
BilfHH. 3aiiiuiin 10 TeaTpy My3KoMesmii 1 mo-
Oaxanu nobauutrcs 3 Muxalinom bakaeBum.
JpyxnHa Mos po3moBigaja, mo Iie B Tearpi
BUKJIUKAJIO BeJIMKe 30y/DKEHHS, & B JUPEKIii
nepernoiox. Sk 1me iHozeMIni mpuinuIn 6e3 mo-
MepeHKeHHS 1 0e3 MOro/PKEHHSI 3 BiJIMOBIIHU-
mu opranamu? o 3a mronu i 1m0 iM MOTPiIOHO
BiJI KOJIMIIHBOTO HiyHOTO ctopoxka? (Hermro-
JTABHO BiH 3MyIIeHUI OyB BiJIMOBUTHUCS BiJI HE-
MOCUJIbHOT poO0TH). 3a0iranu, 3aMeTy HIHIHCS,
3a4alid A3BOHUTH KYJH CIIT ...

BpemTi neneratu BTONKYBaiH, 110 BOHU
3a JOPYUEHHSM ITallIChKOT0 ypsy mpUixanu
1o XapkoBa, o6 BpyunT Muxainosi bakae-
BY JIep>KaBHUW OpJIEH 3a MOro 3aciyru B poKu
BIlfHM B J1aBax itaiicekoro omopy! I'pim cepen
scHoro Heba! Jle bakaes? Posmykatu baxae-
Ba? lllo mani pobutn? Kynu Bectu neneratin?
VY niaBan? Hi B axoMy pa3si! — nayHae komaHaa
3 o0komy maprtii. Hamatu bakaeBy kBaptupy!
[lepeBe3Tu Heraiino! fka ranp6a, — repoii Bi-
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are my fare and board going to come from?’ I
know there are places in Odessa, and Matsesta,
and even in the Crimea, where I come from...”

I refrained from asking about his parents.
Most likely they were no longer living in the
Crimea. In the same year when he was fight-
ing bravely in the ranks of the Italian resis-
tance, 1944, his parents would have been taken
by prison train to a camp in Kazakhstan.?

I undertook to do what I could to help
Mykhailo. I wrote an article about him. It was
published after all mention of Italy had been de-
leted, leaving only an appeal to the appropriate
bodies to find a better flat for a work-disabled
person (I insisted on this formulation) and his
family, to make it possible for him to acquire
a wheelchair, and to consider the question of
providing him with at least an invalid pension,
since nothing would induce them to count his
forced labour in the Donbass mines as part of
his pensionable working career. Unfortunately
my help brought only severely limited results:
three months after publication of the article he
at last succeeded in getting a hand-propelled
wheelchair on bicycle wheels. Mykhailo was
glad even of this. Then, a year later—thanks
to whose help I don’t know—his basement was
redecorated.

In about 1964 a delegation from an Ital-
ian war veterans’ organization visited Kharkiv.
They called at the theatre and asked to see
Mykhailo Bakaiev. My wife told me that this
caused great agitation at the theatre, and panic
among the management. How had these for-
eigners turned up without warning and without
prior agreement with the appropriate authori-
ties? Who were they, and what did they want
with a former night watchman? (He had re-
cently had to resign, as the work was too much
for him). An unholy fuss began, with frantic
phone-calls for guidance.

At last the delegates got across their pur-
pose: they had come to Kharkiv with a mis-
sion from the Italian government, to present
an Italian state medal to Mykhailo Bakaiev for
his services during the war in the ranks of the
Italian resistance! This came like a bolt from
the blue! Where was Bakaiev? Find him? Then
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TYW3HSIHOI BIWHM XKUBE y miaBami! XTo BUHEH?
3HaiTu! A MOKMILO HEraliHO PO3LIYyKaTH TOBa-
punra bakaea i mpuBe3TH Horo 10 Tearpy. TyT
oMy OynyThb Bpy4yaTH BUCOKY YpPsOBY Haro-
pony BiJ iTamilichKkoro Hapomy!

Tenep yke TpoJSyHadW BiTalbHI 1
BPOYUCTI TPOMOBHM HaBITh BIJ JI€pP/KaBHHUX
oprasizamiii. A iTamiiIl po3MoBUIH PO Te, K
JIOBrO BOHM po3lIyKyBajin Muxaiina bakaesa,
cinpiiopa Miki Yepsi, BigoMoro mij UM
iM’SIM CJIaBETHOTO T'e€posl iTaJliiiCbKOT'0 OIopYy,
1 HapemTi mi3Haucs, e BiH ... OCh BiH CHIUTH
Ha CLEHI, 3HISKOBIIUHN, poO3ryOyieHu#, 1 BCl
JUBJISATHCS HA HHOTO HAue BIIEPIIE MOOAYMIIH.
To k Tak 1 €: BOeplie nepea HUMU CIpaBKHIN
Muxaiino bakaeB, mpo SKOro HIXTO HIYOTO
HE 3HaB. A Temep MNOYYyIH, WO HOro BCA
nporpecuBHa Iranist ClnaBUTH SIK BOCHMOTO
CHHA JIETeHJJApPHOTO KEePiBHUKA MapTU3aHCHKOI
rpynu Yepsi, 6aTbka CiMOX CHHIB, TOJETJIHX
y 0ot 3 (dammcramu i pazoM 3 BOCBMUM
CHHOM TpUHMaKkoM MIKOK TPOTrOJIOMICHUX
HaIllOHAJILHUMU TeposiMu [Tamii.

B Halirymanuimiid kpaiHi NepeaoBOro
COIISITI3MY BiH TIPOHIIIOB KAaTOPKHUH IIIISAX
y 3aJUTHX BOJIOIO IITPEKAaX BYTUIBHUX IIAXT,
BTPaTUB HOT'H, — OLJIBIIIE TOTO, BTPATUB TIpa-
BO HA3MBAaTHUCS JIIOJWHOIO, OyB Mo30aBlieHUI
OyIb-IKWX HaJI HA eJIEMEHTApHI YMOBH KHUT-
T4, GaKTUYHO NpUpeueHui 1o 3arudemni. I pan-
TOM — OyKBaJbHO IOYaB BOCKpecaTu. Mouo-
nitu ctaB. Ko s Briepiie 3 HUM 3yCTpiBCs, 1€
OyB cTapuid MiJ, MPUTHOOICHUHA, CKPHUBIKE-
HUU. A oMy B Ti AH1 OyJI0 BCbOrO TPUALSTH
JIBa POKHU. A TIiCJs MPHUi3My ITaJilIiB HOro He
Bri3Hatu. I1lo monuui norpidHo? 30BCiM Maio
JUISL TOTO, 00 MOYYBATHUCS HOPMAJIBHOIO JTIO-
JIMHOIO B CYCHNbCTBI. Jlanu oMy iHBamiAChKe
aBTO (OC3KOIITOBHO, @ MOXKE ITAJIIMIII 3aIlJIaTH-
7M), 3a OAMH JIeHb O(OPMIIIM TMEHCIIO 1 Tepe-
CEJTMUTH 3 BOTKOTO TTi/IBAJTY JI0 HOBO30Yy10BaHOI
KBapTUPH.

[Ipuemuuii 306ir 0OCTaBHH: MOCEIUBCA
Muxaiino bakaeB 3 IpyKMHOIO i1 CHHOM Y CY-
CIIHBOMY 3 HamMu OyJIMHKY. MU MOTiM Maiixe
MIOTHS OaYMITUCS 3 HUM 1 pajiiyin Horo 1o0po-
My HacTporo. Kazas, 1mo onepxaB myTiBKY Jii-
KyBaTucs rps3samu B Marecti. Hikomu B )KUTTI
He OyB Ha KypopTax ...

what? Where were the delegates to be taken?
To his basement room? Not at any price! came
the order from the regional committee of the
Party. Bakaiev must be given a new flat! He
must be moved at once! A hero of the Great Pa-
triotic War living in a basement! The shame of
it! Who was to blame? Find the culprit! In the
meantime find Comrade Bakaiev immediately
and bring him to the theatre, so he can get his
high government award there from the Italian
people!

Now we heard solemn speeches of welcome
even from official bodies. And the Italians told
everybody how long they had been looking for
Mykhailo Bakaiev, Signore Mica Cervi, as they
had known him, the famous hero of the Italian
resistance, and had at last discovered where he
was ... There he sat on the stage, looking con-
fused and embarrassed, and everybody stared
at him as if they had never seen him before. For
the first time they were seeing the real Mykhai-
lo Bakaiev, the one nobody had ever suspected.
Now they had discovered that all progressive
Italians hailed him as the eighth son of the leg-
endary partisan leader Cervi, whose seven sons
had been killed in action fighting the Fascists.
And the seven brothers, along with the adopted
son Mica, had been proclaimed national heroes
in Italy.

In the most humane country of progressive
socialism he had travelled the road of forced la-
bour in flooded mineshafts and lost the use of
his legs. Furthermore, he had lost the right to be
called a human being, been deprived of all hope
of achieving the most basic living conditions,
and virtually condemned to death. And sud-
denly he had literally been restored to life! He
had started to look younger. When I first met
him, he was a cowed old man with a grudge. At
the time he was only thirty-two. But after the
Italian visit he was unrecognisable. How much
does a man need? Very little. Just the feeling
that he is a normal member of society. He was
given an invalid carriage (for nothing, or per-
haps the Italians paid); in the space of one day
a full pension was approved and he was moved
from his damp basement to a brand new flat.

By a happy coincidence, Mykhailo
Bakaiev and his wife and son were resettled



[inmui micse TO B Til, TO B Tii ra3eTi, —
HE TiJbKHU 00JIACHOTO, aJie i pecnyOIiKaHChKO-
ro mamraly MOKHa OyJIO MPOYUTATH TIPO IO
TIOI11O.

3aroJI0BOK 3By4aB yPOUYHUCTO:
«Himo ne 3a0yT0, HIXTO HE 3a0yTHi1!»

% %k 3k

VY Buxopi BiiiHH, CIpaBii, YUMaJO IyOusocs
CJIaBHMX TIOMiA Ta IMEH IIoJeld, 3 HHUMH

3B’SI3aHUX. 3  MOTHUBIB  MaTPIOTHYHHUX
KYPHAJIICTH, TNHUCBMEHHUKH  TI0  BiifHI
pO3IIYKYyBajdud MaTepisiii 1 JOKYMEHTH,

KUBUX YYaCHHMKIB Ta CBIIKIB BETUKHUX 1 MaJIMX
MOJIBUTIB Ha TEpPEHAX OKYMOBAHUX HIMIISIMH.
baratboM Oe€3iMEHHHM 3BHUTSKISIM  Oyii0o
MOBEPHEHO HAJIEKHE 1M’ 1 MOYECHE MICIIE.
Hemano Bukputo Oyno i caMO3BaHIIB, Ha
Yy)KUX TIOJIBUTaX 3BEIMYYyBaHUX SK Tepoi
MapTHU3aHCBKOTO PyXY.

Jns THX, XTO JHWIIABCS B OKyMarii
Opy  HIMUSX, JKUTTEBO HEoOXiAHO Oyio
BUTIPABIATHCS, 1[0 BOHU poOuiu B Ti aHi. s
OprasiB, sIKi OJHUMH 3 TEPUINX MPUXOIUIHU Y
3BUIBHEHI BiJI TITJIEPIBIIB pallOHH, KOKEH, XTO
JUIIABCS B OKYTaIlii, BBAXKAaBCS 3PaJHUKOM.
TouHiCIHBKO, SIK 1 Ti, moO OyJaud B IIOJIOHI.
HagiTes HemiacHi xJomnmi ¥ AiB4aTa, HACHJILHO
BuBe3eHi B Himewuwmny. Bci BoHHM, X04 1 He
BYMHSUIH YOT'OCh AHTUPAISTHCHKOTO, — OJHUM
(bakToM repedyBaHHS 103a c(heporo mapTiiHO-
pPaasiHCbKOTO  BIUIMBY  PO3LIHIOBAIUCH SIK
MOTEHINAIbHI 3pagHuku. | meBHe Oyma B
LbOMY, IK TO KaXKyTh, 3aJ1i3Ha JIOT1Ka.

Joci x 60 Ha royoBy, Ha Iylly, Ha CB1JIO-
MICTh KOXKHOTO PaAsSHCBKOTO TpOMajsHUHA
3acobamu mpecu, paiio, TenebaueHHs, JiTepa-
TYpH, KiHO, T€aTpy, IKOJIH HEBITUHHO, MTOCTIH-
HO MICSIIISIMHU, POKaMH, JICCATHIITTIMH JIAaBUJIA
MaxuHa €JUHO JO03BOJICHOI IMpOIaranayd Mpo
HaWKpallly B CBITI KpaiHy, a BiifHa Bce mopy-
Iniaa, — MUIBHOHM JIIOAEH OIMMHUIINCS B 1H-
HIOMY CBITI, Iepe]] IXHIMU O4YMMa PO3KPHUIIOCS
HOBe, HebaueHe, HeuyBaHe, — 1 10ci 3a00poHe-
He. HalineOe3neuHinow piavio IS pajBiaaq
3pobuiocs caMe Te, IO JIOAW Ha KiJbKa POKiB
3BIJIBHUJIUCS BiJl TPOIAraHAUCTCHKOTO THITY 1
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in the building next to ours. Subsequently we
saw him almost every day, and it was a pleasure
to see him in a brighter mood. He told us that
he had been given a pass for a mud-cure in the
Georgian spa resort of Matsesta. He had never
been to such a place in his life...

For a whole month his case figured in the
papers, not only those of our region, but of the
whole Ukraine. And the proud headline ran:

“Never to be forgotten!”

k %k %k

In the whirlwind of war many glorious events
were lost from memory, along with the names
of those connected with them. After the war,
from patriotic motives, many journalists and
writers sought out materials and documents,
as well as eye-witnesses to exploits great and
small in occupied territory. Many nameless
heroes had their rightful names and places of
honour restored to them. And at the same time
numerous impostors were exposed, who had
found fame as heroes of the partisan movement
on the basis of other people’s exploits.

All who had lived under German occu-
pation urgently needed to be able to explain
their actions during that period. To the secu-
rity organs, who were among the first to enter
territory liberated from the Germans, anybody
who had stayed behind was a traitor, just like
the prisoners-of-war, and even the unfortunate
young men and women forcibly expatriated
to Germany. Although they had done nothing
anti-Soviet, all of them were seen as potential
traitors, merely because they had lived outside
the sphere of influence of the Soviet Commu-
nist Party. No doubt there was in this a certain
“iron logic”, as the saying goes.

After all, until this time all Soviet citizens
had for months, years, and decades felt the
might of the only permitted propaganda, for the
best country in the world, pressing down upon
their minds, their souls, their consciousness,
via the press, the radio, books, the theatre, and
the schools. And the war had disrupted every-
thing: millions of people found themselves in
another world, confronted with things hitherto
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MOYYJIM 1HIE, TPABAMBIIIE, PO3yMHIMIE 1 JTIO-
JagHime. J[ns 3aKpUTOro CychijibCTBa, SKUM
OyB 1 € pamstHCBbKUU JNaja, HalMeHIi GopMu
Mi3HAHHSI 1HIIIOTO, B JTAHOMY pa3i, 00/1ail 30BHI
Kpamioro CBITY, OyJIH 1 I0Ci € HE TIJTbKH HET03-
BOJICHHMH, aJie i CypOBO KapaHUMH.

B 3B’I3ky 3 mum Taki, 3aaBanocs, Ona-
TOpPOHI CJoBa: «HIMO He 3a0yTo» HaOyBa-
Ju 370Bimoro 3Micty. Jlronsm He 3a0yTo, 110
BOHM JUIIaimcs B okymarii. He 3a0ynmerbcs
nepeOyBaHHs B mosioHi. HixTto He 3a0yTuii, —
Bci Ha mpiMiti. KokHOMY HE pa3 HaragaroTh
Ipo «3pajay Ta 3JII0YUHHU» TEepe] ISP KaBoOIo.
He 3a0ynyTh i MUHYJIOTO, 3raflal0Th KOJUIITHI
MPOBUHU ...

To >x He HOMBHO, IO 3aKiHYCHHS BIM-
HU TIPUHECIIO MIJTBHOHAM JIOJICH HE pajicTh
BU3BOJICHHS, a JKaxu 1 MyKH HeBoil. Opranu
CMEPIly BUXpOM KOTHIIUCS TIO TIOWHO 3B1JTb-
HeHil YKpaiHi, BAHHUX Y1 HEBUHHUX 3a0upa-
nu i 6e3 cyny # cimijcTBa (HIKOJIH UM 3aiima-
THUCB!) — B TIOPMH, B KOHIITaOOpHU, HA KaTopry!
Mosonp 3ransui B mtpadHi 6aTaabioHM 1 KH-
Jlalli Ha CMepTh. PaassHCHKUIA J1a]| BiTHOBIIIO-
BaJlM pimryye i Oe3koMmpomicoBo: «Mu Bam
ternep nokaxemo! Ilokaxkem 30BCiM HE T€, LIO
BU moOaunu! 3a0yeTe HaBiK yce HeHalle, 1o
nobaunsin! Mu Bac HAaBUMMO JIIOOUTH OATHKiB-
muHy! [Ipo 3akopoH 1 3aikaTucs mepecTane-
te! byaere cTpoitu cBiTIe KOMYHICTHYHE Maii-
oytHe! I He mucHeTe!»

OnHUMY 3 TIEPIIUX Y MICTaX BiTHOBITIOBA-
JIUCh OpPTaHu JepkaBHOI Oe3neku. Hackinbku
iXHsI TiSUTBHICTD BBa)KAJIACs MEPIIOPSTHO BaXK-
JINBOIO, CBIIUMTH Te€, o BiaAiau KI'b po3mi-
CTHITUCS TI0 BCIX MICBKUX pailoHax, 3a MpUKJIa-
JioMm 30-X pOKiB, KOJIU TaK CaMO HABOJIMJIN JIaJ,
PaASTHCHKHIA a1, Ha KOXKHIN BYJIHUIII, B KOXKHIH
Xari.

A sk Hebe3neuHo OyJ0 MaTH 3B’SI3KH 3
3akopmonom! Ilo BiitHi Bizmpasy OyB OImy0ITiKO-
BaHUU JIep)KaBHUM yKa3 Mpo 3a00poHy OApY-
KyBarTucs 3 iHozeMussMu. KOHTpoIIb 3a nHcTy-
BaHHSM ITOCHJIMBCSI 1 JOXOAHMB [0 HaxaOHHX,
HEMpUXOBaHUX GopM mepitoctpainii. He pas s
OJICP)KYBAaB JIUCTU 3 HEOXAaWHO NEPEKICEHUMU
KOHBEpPTaMH 3 3aMa3aHUMHU JaTaMH BiJCUIIKH,
100 MPUXOBATH JOBIOTPHBAIMIA MEPErisi Ta

unknown and unheard of, and forbidden. For
Soviet rule the most dangerous thing was the
mere fact that for a few years some people had
escaped from the dead weight of propaganda
and experienced something different, more
just, more rational, more humane. To a closed
society such as the Soviet system, the slight-
est awareness of another, apparently better
world—in this case, only superficially better—
was and remained not merely impermissible,
but severely punishable.

In this context the seemingly noble words
“Never to be forgotten” took on a sinister
meaning. It would not be forgotten that some
had lived under occupation and others had been
prisoners-of-war. Nobody would be forgotten;
all were marked down. Each would be repeat-
edly reminded of his “treason” and “crimes
against the state”. The past would not be forgot-
ten, and past transgressions would be recalled...

It was not surprising therefore that the end
of the war meant to millions of people not the
joy of liberation, but the horrors and torments
of slavery. The SMERSH units swept like a tor-
nado through newly-liberated Ukraine, gather-
ing innocent and guilty alike, without trial or
even investigation (there was no time for that!),
into prison, concentration camp, or forced la-
bour. The young were forced into punishment
battalions and flung into battle, to their deaths.
Soviet power was restored firmly and uncom-
promisingly: “Now we’ll show you! You’ll see
something different from what you’ve seen
lately! You’ll forget all that foreign nonsense
for good! We’ll teach you to love your home-
land! You’ll never even mention those foreign
countries again! You’re going to build the ra-
diant Communist future! Without a squeak of
protest!”

The state security organs were among the
first to be re-established in the liberated towns.
The fact that KGB units were set up in every
district, on the model of the 1930s, when or-
der—Soviet order—was being consolidated
in every street, in every house, demonstrates
the vital importance that was attached to their
work.



KOTIIOBaHHS TEKCTY ITiI03p1ITuX JUCTIB. JlesKi
JINCTHU 30BCIM HE JOCTaBJIAJINCA, — JIMIIAJINCI
B Kare0iBcbkoMy jtoche. CripaBii, — 100 HIIo
He Oyo 3a0yTo! [1]o6 HixTO He OyB 3a0yTHii!

[.]

He 3abyTto Oyno # Te, mo 0aTbKO, KU
M0 HENIACTIO JINIUBCS TPH HIMIAX, OyB ape-
HITOBAaHUH KapaJIbHUM OPraHOM CbOMOTO JIH-
cromana 1943 p. (momapyHox Ha JKOBTHEBI
cBsATa), OyB apelITOBaHUM KapaJbHUM Opra-
HOM 1 3aMyueHu# y TiopMmi. JIuie Ha moyaTky
1950 poxy Baanocs 1o0O6UTHCS BiCTEH TTPO HOTO
nomto ... 27 mororo 1950 poky BumaHo Oyio
MeHi cBifonTBo. OQimiiiHuiA TOKYMEHT CBij-
9UB (3alMCaHO, 3BUYAIHO, POCIMCHKOI0 MO-
Bo10) : «I'p. Cokon UBan BacunbeBuu ymep 23
MIOJS THICSYA JIEBATHCOT COPOK ISITOrO TOfA.
[Ipuunna cmepT — ociablieHue cepAeyHOn
JeSITETIHOCTH B BO3pacte 78 JeT.»

OnHa KaHIEeIsApChKa IeTallb Y i T0BiaIi
HAaCTOPOXKYE: UM 11e TIpaBvBa JIoBiika? 3a3Ha-
YeHO, IO «BIMOBITHHUI 3aMC y KHHU31 3aIu-
CiB aKTiB TPOMaJSHCHKOTO CTaHy 3po0JIeHO
27 motoro 1950 poky». To6TO, B 1eHb BUAAY1
MEHI I[bOr'0 CBi0ITBa. BUuxomuts, 10 1iei gatu
HISIKOT'O 3aIUCy TIPO CMEPTh Hijie He OyII0 3po-
0JICHO 1 TIJIBKH MICJISI MOIX JIOBTOPIYHUX BUMOT
MOCTAaBJICHA I[1JTKOM JIOBIJIbHA JIaTa.

MapHo, HEMOJKITUBO JIOIIYKaTHCS
ictuHu. Hema »XOgHOro CyMHIBY, IIO HisIKOT
MPOBHHM Tiepes] OATHKIBITUHOO, TEPeNl CBOIM
HapojaoM OaThkO He MaB. PosmpaBa Haj HUM
BUMHEHA Ha IIIJCTaBl HAKIENIB JIOAIIB, SKi
TaKHUM «CTYKallTBOM» TIParHyjd BpsTYyBaTH
cebe. barbko, HEBTOMHUH TPYIiBHUK Ha HUBI
HapOJIHbOIT OCBITH, BUXOBATEIh 0araThox TUCSY
YECHHX MaTpioTiB, OyB 3aMy4YCHHI HEIFOIaMU
B TIOPEMHIH KaMmepi JHINPONETPOBCHKOI
B’SI3HUILI.

I My, cuHU ¥ TOYKHM CBOIX 0ATBKIB, KaKe-
Mo: «Himo namu He 3a0yT0.» He MoxxyTh OyTH
3a0yTUMHU BeJIWKI ¥ Mami Oiau, 10 crajmaiu
Ha HAc y pi3HI Yacu 1 B pi3HUX Gopmax JIHIle
3a Te, M0 y BCil CBOTH MisTTBHOCTI BHSBIISLIN
mt000B 1 BijylanicTh YkpaiHni. Ham 1ie Hikonn
HE TIPOIIAIOCs, PY KOXKHIN HAroi HaraayBa-
JIOCh, iK1 MU HeOe3neuHi. Ham, aificHo, Himo i
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Having contacts abroad was the most dan-
gerous thing imaginable! Straight after the war
a state decree was issued prohibiting marriage
to foreigners. Monitoring of correspondence
was intensified until it reached the most bra-
zen and undisguised forms of censorship. I fre-
quently received letters in carelessly resealed
envelopes, with the date of writing smudged to
conceal a lengthy perusal and copying of sus-
picious mail. Some letters didn’t arrive at all;
they remained in a KGB file. Never to be for-
gotten indeed!

[.]

Nor was it forgotten that my father, who
had had the misfortune to stay behind under the
Germans, was arrested by the punitive organs
on 7 November 1943 (a treat on the anniversary
of the Revolution) and tortured in prison. Only
in early 1950 did we succeed in obtaining any
information about him. On 27 February 1950
I was given an official document (written, of
course, in Russian) saying: “Citizen Ivan Vasi-
levich Sokil died on 23 July 1945, at the age of
78. Cause of death: heart failure.”

One minor bureaucratic detail in this doc-
ument gave rise to doubt as to its authenticity.
It was stated that “the corresponding entry in
the registry of the civil status of citizens was
made on 27 February 1950,” that is, on the day
the certificate was issued to me. In other words,
until that date there was no record of his death
anywhere, and only a completely arbitrary date
was given after my persistent inquiries.

It would be futile to try to get at the truth.
There is no doubt that my father had never done
anything against his country. His punishment
was based on slanderous denunciations by peo-
ple anxious to save their own skins. My father,
who had worked tirelessly as an educator and
reared many thousands of honest patriots, was
tortured to death by sub-human monsters in the
cells of Dnipropetrovsk prison.

And it is we, our parents’ sons and daugh-
ters, who now say in our turn that this is nev-
er to be forgotten. The misfortunes, great and
small, which befell us at various times and in
various forms, merely because everything we
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HIKOJIM HE 3a0yBaJiocs.

Himo # Hamu He Moxke Oyt 3a0yTHM.
IToBik He 3a0yaeMo 1 He MPOCTUMO, 1110 0aTHKO
Halll y TEMHIH KaMepi BMUpaB CaMOTHbBO, 0€3
NPOIIAHHA 3 AITbMH, 0€3 OCTAaHHBOTO CIIOBA,
0e3 0y1arocioBeHHs1, 6€3 TOXOPOHY...

I Hema morun, — Hi 6aTbKa, HI MaTepi.

Himo He 3a0yTo, HIXTO HE 3a0yTHUH...

Notes on the translation

did demonstrated our love and devotion to
Ukraine, cannot be forgotten. This was never
forgiven us. At every opportunity we were re-
minded how dangerous we were. Nothing we
did was ever forgotten.

Nor can we forget anything. We shall nev-
er forget and never forgive the fact that our fa-
ther died alone in a dark cell, denied a farewell
to his children, denied the last rites, denied a
funeral...

And neither Father nor Mother has any
grave.

Never can this be forgotten.

Proper names in the text are given in a simplified form of Library of Congress transliteration,
omitting the soft sign. In the bibliographical references, the soft sign is preserved and indicated

by the conventional prime /°/.

1. Ostap Antapka: a nom de plume used by Vasyl Sokil for some of his press contributions.
At a later date he published under the name Makar Duda.

2. Kolyma: region of far north-eastern Siberia where penal labour camps held large numbers
of prisoners throughout the decades of Stalin’s rule.

3. In May 1944 the Tartars of the Crimea were deported en masse, mostly to Uzbekistan and
Kazakhstan, on suspicion of having collaborated with the Germans.



Translating the Poems of

Maria Luise Weissmann

WILLIAM RULEMAN

Tennessee Wesleyan College

I cannot recall exactly when I came across the poems of Maria Luise Weissmann for the first
time. I was searching websites for poems in German that would complement verse of my own
on certain themes (the seasons, the saints, love, the life and work of artists), and some of hers
struck me as relevant to my aims. However, I was soon reading and translating her poems for
themselves, without regard for my own ends. I had become fascinated with this little-known poet
who died in her thirtieth year and whose body of work has left me wondering what she might
have achieved had she lived longer.

The facts [ have of her life are few, and garnered from a posthumous collection of her verse:
She was born in Schweinfurt am Main in 1899; her father, a teacher, and mother encouraged her
intellectually; and the family’s move to Nuremberg during World War I broadened her horizons;
it was there that her first attempts at poetry were published, under the pseudonym M. Wels.
She later settled in Munich, occupying various secretarial posts, and in 1922 married Heinrich
F. S. Bachmair, who published her four collections of verse as well as her translations of Paul
Verlaine and Blaise Cendrars. She died of an infection resulting from angina in 1929 (Weissmann
102-3).

In translating the work of this little-known poet, I found myself drawing upon my
knowledge of poems by two of her contemporaries as help. Right away, I found many resemblances
to Rilke. Her “The Gorilla”, for instance, like his “The Panther”, describes the plight of a caged
beast in a zoo, using the suitably confined form of the sonnet to do so. Yet Weissmann’s gorilla
rails against his condition in a way that is almost human and so connects us more fully to a
species closer to our own, admittedly, than Rilke’s panther. Weissmann’s sympathy with her
subject reaches a climax in her tenth line, when she abruptly truncates her iambic pentameter and
in so doing suggests the way that the frustrated beast suddenly, surprisingly launches into a cry
of protest at his entrapment. Though Weissmann’s gorilla, like Rilke’s panther, tends to roam his
cell in a daze, his occasional heroic defiance distinguishes him from that other victim.

With this poem, as with most of the others by Weissmann, who primarily wrote in fixed
forms, I was aided by the fact that I had a certain structure within which to work, given that
rhyme and meter, for me, impose convenient parameters wherein I can navigate and limit myself
to certain choices. And, although the finished translation will of course sound different from the
original, I tend to work from the premise that it too should look and sound like a sonnet if the
original was one: this is the least I can do to honour the original poet’s intentions, I believe.

I was also aided by the fact that, with exceptions, Weissmann’s lines, more so than
Rilke’s, tend toward being intact syntactical units — whole sentences, ideally, but at the least,
whole clauses. In this, she made me think of Trakl, several of whose poems I had translated
previously, and her “Abend in Friihherbst” in this grouping definitely reminds me of certain
verses of his that trace the imperceptible changing of the seasons. And then, as is always the
case with German, there are cognates that help in rhyming. Land and Strand in the selection
here from Weissmann’s group “Robinson” provide a case in point. More taxing is the common
German coupling of Baum and Traum in “Auszug der Tiere”, which I have had to subvert with the
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use of reverie for dream (so as to provide a rhyme for tree). Finding appropriate rhymes indeed
poses challenges, for though I determine the poem’s structure before I begin translating, I tend
not to plot out specific rhyme words I think I will need, instead leaving myself open to delightful
surprises, the result being that sometimes (when I have to go back and start all over again) I wish
I had been more systematic. However, when I do jot down rhymes beforehand, it often happens
that the words that end the original lines will not work at the ends of my own!

A good bit of trial and error, then, was involved in order for me to couch these translations
in the same structures that Weissmann used. But I hope that the result is a broadening of an
audience for a poet who deserves further recognition. And perhaps, too, it will lead to other
translators’ interpretations of her work, as well as to scholars’ investigations of her life and oeuvre.
Like her gorilla’s cry, like the cry of her own poems against the darkness of her early death, then,
let these translations serve as a call for more attention to the poetry of Maria Luise Weissmann.

Bibliography

Weissmann, Maria Luise. Imago: Ausgewdhlte Gedichte. [Imago: Selected Poems.] Starnberg am

See: Heinrich F. S. Bachmair, 1946.

Der Gorilla

Er atmet ihre Schwiile ldngst nicht mehr,

Doch lastet seinem Nacken immer noch der
Traum der groB3en Seen

Und 148t ihn tief zum Sand gebiickt und
schwer

Im Takt zur Wiederkehr der Eisenstidbe gehn.

Er mochte wohl der Glanz der Papageien
sein,

Das Duften der Reseden und der
Walzerklang,

Doch bricht kein Strahl den triiben Spiegel
seines Auges ein:

Die Hand trégt still gefaltet den betrdumten
Gang

Dem fremden Leuchten still und fremd
vorbei.

Manchmal, im Schrei,

Der fernher trifft, fiihlt er sich jidh dem
Schlund

Des Schlafes steil emporgereckt entragen

Und knirschend seiner Stirne aufgewandtes
Rund

An steingewdlbte Firmamente schlagen.

The Gorilla

It’s been a while since he breathed his sultry
breeze,

Though his neck still bows with dreams
of great seas, and then

He’s left in the sand once more, down on his
knees,

Or sent right back to the iron bars again.

He would gladly have, for his own, the
parrot’s blaze,

The scents of mignonettes, the waltz’s sound;

Yet no beam breaks the mirror of his eyes’
dim glaze:

His hand bears the silent crease of his dream-
dazed round

Past the strange lights that silently, strangely,
pass on by.

At times, in his cry,

Which strikes from afar, he feels wrenched
somehow

From the maw of sleep; and, erect as a
monument,

He wrinkles the dome of his upturned brow

And hammers away at the stone-arched
firmament.



Robinson findet sich am Strand der Insel

Und dies war alles, was er fand, erwacht:

Es lag ein Leib, voll Schmerz, an einem
Strand.

Hin flo} ein Meer in hyazinthne Nacht,

Aufbrach in Blau ein unergriindlich Land.

Der Wind lief schnell, die spitzen Mowen
stieBen

Auf Beute rings, und heisre Affen schrien.

Die roten riesenhaften Falter lieen

Klirrende Fliigel streifen iiber ihn,

Er lag, ein Leib voll Schmerz, gehiillt in
Feuer,
Er hob die Hand in Liebe iiber sich
- Getos der Welt ringsum scholl ungeheuer -
Er sagte streng, begrenzend, wissend:
ICH.

Aber offne...

Aber 6ffne nur die Tire,

Aber tritt nur auf die Schwelle,

Hebe kaum den Blick und spiire
Schon die ungeheure Helle,

Schon den Glanz der leeren Rdume,
Die wie Wiese rasch erbliihten,

Schon den Tanz der schweren Traume,
Die sich hoben, die ergliihten...
Ziartliche beschwingte Welle,

Sieh, kein Lufthauch, der nicht rithre -
Aber tritt nur auf die Schwelle,

Aber 6ffne nur die Tiire!
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Robinson Finds Himself on the Island
Beach

And this was all he found when he woke: the
sight

Of a body lying in pain upon a strand.

Before him flowed a sea in a hyacinth night;

Behind, in broken blues, an endless land.

The wind ran fast; the sharp-beaked seagulls
poked

Around for prey; and husky monkeys
screamed.

The wings of giant red moths whirred and
stroked

His chill flesh in a warm frenzy as they
dreamed.

He lay, a body in pain, enveloped in fire.

In love he lifted his hand up high—

The roar of the world all round cried out like a
choir—

And said incisively, harshly, knowingly: /.

Just Open...

Just open up the door;

Just step onto the sill;

Just lift your eyes a bit more
And see the bright rays spill
In vast and gleaming streams
That, like the fields, now flow
And dance in heavy dreams
That rise and glimmer, glow...
No softly-surging thrill
(wind-borne) you’re not meant for:
Just step onto the sill;

Just open up the door!
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Jugend des Propheten

Ich liebte Linnen und die sanften Seiden

Strich meine Hand mit Lust. ER fliisterte:

“Das harte Fell des Hirsches wird dich
kleiden.”

Ich saf3 beim Mahle und mein Blick war
Schein

Des gelben Weins. Er sagte laut und hell:

“Die bittre Wurzel wird dir Speise sein.”

Mein Schlof3 war fest... Und als ich mich
gerettet

Noch zu der hochsten Zinne, rief Er dort:

“O guter Schlaf, auf Dorn und Stein
gebettet!”

Ich lag bei ihr. In ihrer Briiste Bucht

Traumt ich den Heimat-Traum. Er hat
gewult,

Ich wiirde einsam gehen und verflucht.

So brach ich auf. Denn daB ich ihm geglaubt,

Zwang mich sein unbesiegbar sichres
Wissen.
GroB hing sein Lécheln iiber meinem Haupt.

A Prophet’s Youth

I loved linens and stretched my hands with joy
Toward gentle silks. He whispered:
“A stag’s hard hide will clothe you, boy.”

I sat at table and couldn’t help but stare

At the golden wine. He said to me, loud and
clear:

“The bitter root, my friend, will be your fare.”

My castle keep was hard, and when I fled

Up to the highest battlement, he called:

“O what a good sleep, with thorn and stone
your bed!”

I lay with a lass, and, cradled at her breast,

I dreamed the dream of home. He already
knew

I’d roam alone and cursed and never rest.

So I broke down. For I believed what he said.
His unassailable knowledge mastered me.

His certain smile loomed great above my
head.



Auszug der Tiere

Es waren eingekreist die ahnungslosen

Verirrten Tiere eh sie sich versahn

Von Wand und Wand. Ganz fern im
Grenzenlosen

Zog noch von Himmel eine blasse Bahn.

In einer Nacht war Mond in ihren Trdumen.

Sie brachen auf, gezogen in das fahle

Triigende Licht. Und wie ins Laub von
Biumen

Stiegen sie ins Geést der Kathedrale.

Und stiegen trdumend fort bis in das letzte
Gezweig der Giebel und erwachten kaum
Als sich ihr FuB3 hinaus ins Leere setzte:
Sie fanden sich verstiegen in dem Raum,

Der Erde nicht und der nicht Himmel hief3,
Ganz heimatlos. Sie starrten in des Lichts
Ziehenden Strahl bis sie der Blick verlief3
Und sie versteinten, irren Angesichts.

Abend im Friihherbst

Weit ausgegossen liegt das breite Land.

Der Himmel taucht den Scheitel noch ins
Licht,

Doch seitlich hebt gelassen eine Hand

Die dunkle Maske Nacht ihm ins Gesicht.

Viel fette Limmer weiden auf der Flur,

In Gérten steht das Kraut in seiner Fiille,

Herbstwilder ziehn als eine goldne Spur,

Am Baum die Frucht glénzt prall in ihrer
Hiille.

Es ist der letzte dieser kurzen Tage:
All Ding steht reif und rund und unbewegt

Schwebend in sich gebannt wie eine Waage,

Die Tod und Leben gleichgewichtig trégt.
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The Procession of the Animals

Before the clueless beasts could say how or
why,

They found themselves surrounded, wall to
wall.

And yet quite far away in the boundless sky,

A train still moves, as pallid as a pall.

One night the moon was in their reveries.

Drawn into and borne by its pale light, they
broke down.

As if they were climbing into thickly-leaved
trees,

They rose into the cathedral’s woven crown.

And dreaming, they climbed until they
reached the last

Gable’s branches and were hardly awake

When their feet came to rest in emptiness,
held fast

Within a space they could not escape or
mistake

For heaven, much less the earth. And now
they were quite

Without a home. They stared into that zone

Of blinding light till it left them lost in night.

And, faces crazed, they turned to stone.

An Evening in Early Autumn

It spreads out far and wide, the spacious land.
The sky still laves the mountain peaks in light,
Yet from one side, it calmly lifts a hand

To its face to make the darkling mask of night.

Fat lambs now graze upon the meadow grass.

The gardens teem with herbs in ample
quantity.

Like tracks of gold, the woods of autumn
pass;

Firm fruit gleams in its rind upon the tree.

It is the very last of these brief days.

All things stand ripe and round and silent
there,

Adrift, bewitched, and poised on scales that
raise

Both life and death aloft in thinnest air.
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Uralt...

Schweig, mein Geliebter; Mund auf Mund
Wurden wir grof3, wurden wir alt

In einem nie gestillten Bund,

Alt wie der uralte Wald.

Alt wie der Mond, mein Lichtgesicht,
Bist du am Himmel tausend Jahr

O schmale Sichel aufgericht,

Der ich die Ernte war.

Alt wie das Meer, die dunkle Saat,
Nach dir gereift, sehnsiichtige Flut,
Steigt zwischen uns den ewigen Pfad
Dunkel das ewige Blut.

Ancient...

Be calm, my love. Your lips to mine,

We aged as we never dreamed we could.

In one never-stilled bond, we grew tall and
fine

And old as the ancient wood.

Old as the moon, my face of light;
And you, slender scythe, for ages, you
Have stood erect in heaven’s night
Reaping me ever anew.

From the old, dark seed, old as the sea,
It rises in ripened and fiery flood
Between us, on through eternity:

The dark, eternal blood.
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Poetic Hong Kong

Poetic Hong Kong hazes over all the time,

Pollution chases roadside sensors on the

climb.

With hidden cheeks, some passersby rub

eyes in pain,

In smoke of wheels and pipes, they even

cough again.

Here breaking ground and piling heighten

mud and stones;

There building towns of towers widens

windless zones.

In winter, heading south, fine dust and dirt

will blow,

To turn all windowsills and teapots white

as Snow.
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The original Chinese poem depicts Hong Kong’s pollution issue in an aesthetic manner.
Through the use of a classical form, the writer Mai Hing describes every detail of this
modern issue in one of the most crowded cities in the world. From car emissions, to
construction, to home decoration, the work strives to provide a full picture of the hustle and
bustle of city life — a mixture of excitement, romance and irony. Words that describe natural
and physical phenomena such as wu (5%8) (“fog”), tangi (B%) (“greenhouse gas”), weichen
lizi (FUEERLT-) (“dust particles”) are used to create space for the imagination. In particular,
through the use of baixue feng (I1255%) (“white snow covers”) to describe a place where it
never snows, the writer expresses a fantasy about the “dust” in her private space. She hopes
that her use of the traditional format will be well received by modern readers, as “new wine
in an old bottle” (personal communication).

I aimed to reproduce the work by attending to the three areas of “semantic beauty”,
“phonological beauty” and “formal beauty” proposed by the Chinese translator of poetry,
Xu Yuanchong, in the 1980s. Of these three criteria, semantic beauty is the most important
and I am assisted in achieving this through personal consultation with the writer, whom I
know, and the fact that I also grew up in Hong Kong. One manifestation of a faithful
translation is that almost all the things in the original text are reproduced. It is hoped that
through mediation and adjustment of imagery, the translation can evoke the same dynamics,
dilemmas and ironies of urban life expressed in the original work. To achieve formal and
phonological beauty, the translation is in iambic hexameter (six metrical feet) and employs
the rhyme scheme aabbccdd, in order to emulate the original seven-character, eight-line
poem with its strict tonal pattern of level and oblique tones and rthyme scheme (every even
line ending with a rhyme word from the class dong). Furthermore, rhyming and alliteration
are also found within the lines such as “hazes” and “chases”, “towns of towers”, “dust and
dirt” and one parallel structure is created to imitate the original. I met great challenges in
rendering the Chinese seven-character form, due primarily to the brevity and telegraphic
nature of the Chinese language, which allows the depiction of so many images and
ambiguities. The picture provided by the original text is a rich and wide-ranging one,
reflecting the high price any modern city has to pay for economic development.

I discuss below the various techniques I used in my translation.'

In the title and first line of the Chinese original, Hong Kong is literally described as
langman (JE2) (“romantic”), but “poetic” is used in the translation to refer to its common
characterization as the “Oriental Pearl”. The city has the picturesque Victoria Harbour
which, together with an array of buildings around the coastline, is covered with mist for
most seasons of the year. The choice of “poetic” also compensates for the use of the
commonly-known name of “Hong Kong”, Xianggang (&4, “fragrant port™), instead of a

literal translation of the word used in the source text, namely Xiangjiang (%1, “Fragrant

! Special thanks to Dr Omid Azadibougar and Dr Simon Patton for valuable advice on the English

translation.
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River”), a poetic name which refers to Hong Kong’s origins as a fishing village.

To achieve an ironic contrast with the first line that lays out the “poetic” beauty of
Hong Kong, the word “pollution” is placed at the beginning of the second line, launching the
description of this problem in this line and in those that follow. The choice of “chase” has two
implications. On the one hand, it expresses the active and aggressive nature of pollution, which
not only causes the sensors to climb, but also roams the city like a predatory animal. On the
other, it implies that in the busy city, people are earnestly “chasing” money and comfort, which
ultimately creates environmental problems for them.

In lines three and four, some meanings are added or modified to produce a lively street
scene. They are “cheeks” (vs. mian [, “face”), “some” passersby (vs. turen & A , “passersby”,
without any quantifier), “smoke” (vs. tangi %, “greenhouse gas”), “wheels and pipes” (vs.
chepai BLEJE, “car emission”). Without rendering the parallel form of the original text, these two
lines evoke its spirit by reconstructing a more comprehensible and vivid image with exactly the
same objects.

Special efforts are made in lines five and six to reproduce the parallel structure of the
original text. Both lines contain gerund structures and carry verbs with the suffix -en:
“heighten” and “widen” respectively. The use of these two words naturally increases the space
and horizon of this picture, which, along with the addition of “here” and “there” at the
beginning of the respective lines, indicates that this is not a single scene but a general urban
problem. Alliteration is produced in phrases such as “towns of towers” and “widens windless
(zones)”.

More is done to add poetic atmosphere in the final two lines of the translation. As the
writer’s place is the only private space she can enjoy in the midst of pollution, every effort is
made to make it better for her. “Windowsills” is a replacement of “bay window”, which is a
semi-technical term used in the building industry. “White as snow” is a lyrical phrase used in
Oscar Wilde’s work Requiescat and “dust and dirt” is musical with alliteration — line seven
refers to dust particles coming on the southerly wind from Mainland China, situated to the north
of Hong Kong.

On the whole, I sought to create room for readers to imagine. They may wonder how
pollution “chases” roadside sensors, what a “roadside sensor” in Hong Kong looks like, why a
“windless zone” is there, and how many “towers” there are in a “town”. They may also hear the

noise of “breaking ground and piling” and see the “white snow” on teapots.
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