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To Robert Morgan

Many moons ago the dollar was 870 lire and | was thirty-two. The globe, too, was lighter by two
billion souls, and the bar at the stazione where I'd arrived on that cold December night was empty. |
was standing there waiting for the only person | knew in that city to meet me. She was quite late.

Every traveler knows this fix: this mixture of fatigue and apprehension. It's the time of staring down
clock faces and timetables, of scrutinizing varicose marble under your feet, of inhaling ammonia and
that dull smell elicited on cold winter nights by locomotives' cast iron. | did all this.

Save for the yawning bartender and immobile Buddha-like matrona at the cash register, there was
no one in sight. However, we were of no use to each other: my sole currency in their language, the
term "espresso," was already spent; I'd used it twice. I'd also bought from them my first pack ever of
what in years to come was to stand for "Merde Statale," "Movimento Sociale," and "MorteSicura": my
first pack of MS. So | lifted my bags and stepped outside.

In the unlikely event that someone's eye followed my white London Fog and dark brown Bor-salino,
they should have cut a familiar silhouette. The night itself, to be sure, would have had no difficulty
absorbing it. Mimicry, | believe, is high on the list of every traveler, and the Italy | had in mind at the
moment was a fusion of black-and-white movies of the fifties and the equally monochrome medium
of my metier. Winter thus was my season; the only thing | lacked, | thought, to look like a local rake or
carbonaro was a scarf. Other than that, | felt inconspicuous and fit to merge into the background or fill
the frame of a low-budget whodunit or, more likely, melodrama.

It was a windy night, and before my retina registered anything, | was smitten by a feeling of utter
happiness: my nostrils were hit by what to me has always been its synonym, the smell of freezing
seaweed. For some people, it's freshly cut grass or hay; for others, Christmas scents of conifer needles
and tangerines. For me, it's freezing seaweed-partly because of onomatopoeic aspects of the very
conjunction (in Russian, seaweed is a wonderful vodorosli), partly due to a slight incongruity and a
hidden underwater drama in this notion. One recognizes oneself in certain elements; by the time |
was taking this smell in on the steps of the stazione, hidden dramas and incongruities long since had
become my forte.

No doubt the attraction toward that smell should have been attributed to a childhood spent by the
Baltic, the home of that meandering siren from the Montale poem. And yet | had my doubts about
this attribution.

For one thing, that childhood wasn't all that happy (a childhood seldom is, being, rather, a school
of self-disgust and insecurity); and as for the Baltic, you had indeed to be an eel to escape my part of
it. At any rate, as a subject for nostalgia this childhood hardly qualified. The source of that attraction,
I'd always felt, lay elsewhere, beyond the confines of biography, beyond one's genetic makeup-some-
where in one's hypothalamus, which stores our chordate ancestors' impressions of their native realm
of-for example-the very ichthus that caused this civilization. Whether that ichthus was a happy one is
another matter.

A smell is, after all, a violation of oxygen balance, an invasion into it of other elements-methane?
carbon? sulphur? nitrogen? Depending on that invasion's intensity, you get a scent, a smell, a stench.
It is a molecular affair, and happiness, | suppose, is the moment of spotting the elements of your own
composition being free. There were quite a number of them out there, in a state of total freedom, and
| felt I'd stepped into my own self-portrait in the cold air.
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The backdrop was all in dark silhouettes of church cupolas and rooftops; a bridge arching over a
body of water's black curve, both ends of which were clipped off by infinity. At night, infinity in foreign
realms arrives with the last lamppost, and here it was twenty meters away. It was very quiet. A few
dimly lit boats now and then prowled about, disturbing with their propellers the reflection of a large
neon CINZANO trying to settle on the black oilcloth of the water's surface. Long before it succeeded,
the silence would be restored.

It all felt like arriving in the provinces, in some unknown, insignificant spot-possibly one's own
birthplace- after years of absence. In no small degree did this sensation owe to my own anonymity, to
the incongruity of a lone figure on the steps of the stazione: an easy target for oblivion. Also, it was a
winter night. And | remembered the opening line of one of Umberto Saba's poems that I'd translated
long before, in a previous incarnation, into Russian: "In the depths of the wild Adriatic.."In the depths,
| thought, in the boondocks, in a lost corner of the wild Adriatic... Had | simply turned around, I'd have
seen the stazione all its rectangular splendor of neon and urbanit seen block letters saying VENEZIA.
Yet | didn The sky was full of winter stars, the way it ofte is in the provinces. At any point, it seemed,
a dc could bark in the distance, or else you might he; a rooster. With my eyes shut | beheld a tuft <
freezing seaweed splayed against a wet, perhat ice-glazed rock somewhere in the universe, obliv ous
to its location. | was that rock, and my le; palm was that splayed tuft of seaweed. Presentl a large, flat
boat, something of a cross between sardine can and a sandwich, emerged out of nc where and with a
thud nudged the stazione's landing.

A handful of people pushed ashore and race< past me up the stairs into the terminal. Then saw the
only person | knew in that city; the sigh was fabulous.

| had seen it for the first time several year; before, in that same previous incarnation: in Russia. The
sight had come there in the guise of ? Slavicist, a Mayakovsky scholar, to be precise. That nearly dis-
qualified the sight as a subject of interest in the eyes of the coterie to which | belonged. That it didn't
was the measure of her visual properties. Five foot ten, fine-boned, long-legged, narrow-faced, with
chestnut hair and hazel, almond-shaped eyes, with passable Russian on those wonderfully shaped lips
and a blinding smile on the same, superbly dressed in paper-light suede and matching silks, redolent
of mesmerizing, unknown to us, perfume, the sight was easily the most elegant female ever to set a
mind-boggling foot in our midst. She was the kind that keeps married men's dreams wet. Besides, she
was a Vene-ziana.

So we gave short shrift to her membership in the Italian CP and her attendant sentiment toward
our avantgarde simpletons of the thirties, attributing both to Western frivolity. Had she been even an
avowed Fascist, | think we would have lusted after her no less. She was positively stunning, and when
subsequently she'd fallen for the worst possible dimwit on the periphery of our circle, some highly
paid dolt of Armenian extraction, the common response was amazement and anger rather than jeal-
ousy or manly regret. Of course, come to think of it, one shouldn't get angry over a piece of fine lace
soiled by some strong ethnic juices. Yet we did. For it was more than a letdown: it was a betrayal of
the fabric.

In those days we associated style with substance, beauty with intelligence. After all, we were a
bookish crowd, and at a certain age, if you believe in literature, you think everyone shares or should
share your conviction and taste. So if one looks elegant, one is one of us. Innocent of the world out-
side, of the West in particular, we didn't know yet that style could be purchased wholesale, that beau-
ty could be just a commodity. So we regarded the sight as the physical extension and embodiment of
our ideals and principles, and what she wore, transparent things included, belonged to civilization.

So strong was that association, and so pretty was the sight, that even now, years later, belonging to
a different age and, as it were, to a different country, | began to slip unwittingly into the old mode. The
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first thing | asked her as | stood pressed to her nutria coat on the deck of the overcrowded vaporetto was
her opinion of Montale's Motets, recently published. The familiar flash of her pearls, thirty-two strong,
echoed by the sparkle on the rim of her hazel pupil and promoted to the scattered silver of the Milky
Way overhead, was all | got in response, but that was a lot. To ask, in the heart of civilization, about its
latest was perhaps a tautology. Perhaps | was simply being impolite, as the author wasn't a local.

The boat's slow progress through the night was like the passage of a coherent thought through
the subconscious. On botn sides, knee-deep in pitch-black water, stood the enormous carved chests
of dark palazzi filled with unfathomable treasures — most likely gold, judging from the low-intensity
yellow electric glow emerging now and then from cracks in the shutters. The overall feeling was myth-
ological, cyclopic, to be precise: I'd entered that infinity | beheld on the steps of the stazione and now
was moving among its inhabitants, along the bevy of dormant cyclopses reclining in black water, now
and then raising and lowering an eyelid.

The nutria-clad sight next to me began explaining in a somewhat hushed voice that she was taking
me to my hotel, where she had reserved a room, that perhaps we'd meet tomorrow or the day after,
that she'd like to introduce me to her husband and her sister. | liked the hush in her voice, though it fit
the night more than the message, and replied in the same conspiratorial tones that it's always a pleas-
ure to meet potential relatives. That was a bit strong for the moment, but she laughed, in the same
muffled way, putting a hand in a brown leather glove to her lips. The passengers around us, mostly
dark-haired, whose number was responsible for our proximity, were immobile and equally subdued
in their occasional remarks to one another, as though the content of their exchanges was also of an
intimate nature. Then the sky was momentarily obscured by the huge marble parenthesis of a bridge,
and suddenly everything was flooded with light. "Rialto," she said in her normal voice.

There is something primordial about traveling on water, even for short distances. You are informed
that you are not supposed to be there not so much by your eyes, ears, nose, palate, or palm as by your
feet, which feel odd acting as an organ of sense. Water unsettles the principle of hori-zontality, espe-
cially at night, when its surface resembles pavement. No matter how solid its substitute-the deck-un-
der your feet, on water you are somewhat more alert than ashore, your faculties are more poised. On
water, for instance, you never get ab- sentminded the way you do in the street: your legs keep you and
your wits in constant check, as if you were some kind of compass. Well, perhaps what sharpens your
wits while traveling on water is indeed a distant, roundabout echo of the good old chordates. At any
rate, your sense of the other on water gets keener, as though heightened by a common as well as a
mutual danger. The loss of direction is a psychological category as much as it is a navigational one. Be
that as it may, for the next ten minutes, although we were moving in the same direction, | saw the ar-
row of the only person | knew in that city and mine diverge by at least 45 degrees. Most likely because
this part of the Canal Grande was better lit.

We disembarked at the Accademia landing, prey to firm topography and the corresponding mor-
al code. After a short meander through narrow lanes, | was deposited in the lobby of a somewhat
cloistered pensione, kissed on the cheek-more in the capacity of the Minotaur, | felt, than the valiant
hero-and wished good night. Then my Ariadne vanished, leaving behind a fragrant thread of her ex-
pensive (was it Shalimar?) perfume, which quickly dissipated in the musty atmosphere of a pensione
otherwise suffused with the faint but ubiquitous odor of pee. | stared for a while at the furniture. Then
| hit the sack.

That's how | found myself for the first time in this city. As it turned out, there was nothing particu-
larly auspicious or ominous about this arrival of mine. If that night portended anything at all, it was
that I'd never possess this city; but then | never had any such aspiration. As a beginning, | think this ep-

7



PYCCKWIA MABP B BEHELIUW: NOCU® EPOACKAA N OPUEHTAJIU3M

isode will do, although as far as the-only-person-I-knew-in-this-city was concerned, it rather marked
the end of our acquaintance.

| saw her two or three times subsequently during that stay in Venice; and indeed | was introduced
to her sister and to her husband. The former turned out to be a lovely woman: as tall and slender as
my Ariadne and perhaps even brighter, but more melancholy and, for all | could tell, even more mar-
ried. The latter, whose appearance completely escapes my memory for reasons of redundancy, was a
scumbag of an architect, of that ghastly post-war persuasion that has done more harm to the Europe-
an skyline than any Luftwaffe. In Venice, he defiled a couple of wonderful campi with his edifices, one
of which was naturally a bank, since this sort of human animal loves a bank with absolutely narcissistic
fervor, with the longing of an effect for its cause. For that "structure" (as they called it in those days)
alone, | thought, he should be cuckolded. But since, like his wife, he, too, seemed to be a member of
the CP, the job,

| concluded, was best left to a comrade.

Fastidiousness was one part of it; the other part was that when, somewhat later, | called the-on-
ly-person-I- knew-in-that-city from the depths of my labyrinth one blue evening, the architect, per-
haps sensing in my broken Italian something untoward, cut the thread. So now it really was up to our
red Armenian brethren.

Subsequently, | was told, she divorced the man and married a U. S. Air Force pilot, who turned out
to be the nephew of the mayor of a small town in the great state of Michigan, where | once dwelt.
Small world, and the longer you live, no man or woman makes it larger. So were | looking for consola-
tion, | could derive it from the thought that we now are both treading the same ground-of a different
continent. This sounds, of course, like Statius talking to Virgil, but then it's only proper for the likes of
me to regard America as a kind of Purgato- rio-not to mention Dante himself suggesting as much.

The only difference is that her heaven is far better settled than mine. Hence my forays into my
version of Paradise, which she inaugurated so graciously. At any rate, for the last seventeen years I've
been returning to this city, or recurring in it, with the frequency of a bad dream.

With two or three exceptions, due to heart attacks and related emergencies, mine or someone
else's, every Christmas or shortly before I'd emerge from a train/plane/boat/bus and drag my bags
heavy with books and typewriters to the threshold of this or that hotel, of this or that apartment. The
latter would normally be courtesy of the one or two friends I'd managed to develop here in the wake of
the sight's dimming. Later, I'll try to account for my timing (though such a project is tautological to the
point of reversal). For the moment, I'd like to assert that, Northerner though | am, my notion of Eden
hinges on neither weather nor temperature. For that matter, I'd just as soon discard its dwellers, and
eternity as well. At the risk of being charged with depravity, | confess that this notion is purely visual,
has more to do with Claude than the creed, and exists only in approximations. As these go, this city
is the closest. Since I'm not entitled to make a true comparison, | can permit myself to be restrictive.

| say this here and now to save the reader disillusionment. | am not a moral man (though | try
to keep my conscience in balance) or a sage; | am neither an aesthete nor a philosopher. | am but a
nervous man, by circumstance and by my own deeds; but | am observant. As my beloved Akutagawa
Ryunosuke once said, | have no principles; all I've got is nerves. What follows, therefore, has to do with
the eye rather than with convictions, including those as to how to run a narrative. One's eye precedes
one's pen, and | resolve not to let my pen lie about its position. Having risked the charge of depravity,
| won't wince at that of superficiality either. Surfaces- which is what the eye registers first-are often
more telling than their contents, which are provisional by definition, except, of course, in the afterlife.
Scanning this city's face for seventeen winters, | should by now be capable of pulling a credible Pouss-
in-like job: of painting this place's likeness, if not at four seasons, then at four times of day.
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That's my ambition. If | get sidetracked, it is because being sidetracked is literally a matter of course
here and echoes water. What lies ahead, in other words, may amount not to a story but to the flow of
muddy water "at the wrong time of year." At times it looks blue, at times gray or brown; invariably it
is cold and not potable. The reason | am engaged in straining it is that it contains reflections, among
them my own.

Inanimate by nature, hotel room mirrors are even further dulled by having seen so many. What
they return to you is not your identity but your anonymity, especially in this city. For here yourself
is the last thing you care to see. On my first sojourns | often felt surprised, catching my own frame,
dressed or naked, in the open wardrobe; after a while | began to wonder about this place's edenic or
afterlife-like effects upon one's self-awareness. Somewhere along the line, | even developed a theory
of excessive redundancy, of the mirror absorbing the body absorbing the city. The net result is, obvi-
ously, mutual negation. A reflection cannot possibly care for a reflection. The city is narcissistic enough
to turn your mind into an amalgam, unburdening it of its depths. With their similar effect on your
purse, hotels and pensiones therefore feel very congenial. After a two-week stay-even at off-season
rates-you become both broke and selfless, like a Buddhist monk. At a certain age and in a certain line
of work, selflessness is welcome, not to say imperative.

Nowadays all of this is, of course, out of the question, since the clever devils shut down two thirds
of the small places in winter; the remaining third keep year round those summer rates that make you
wince. If you're lucky, you may find an apartment, which, naturally, comes with the owner's personal
taste in paintings, chairs, curtains, with a vague sense of illegality to your face in his bathroom mir-
ror-in short, with precisely what you wanted to shed: yourself. Still, winter is an abstract season: it is
low on colors, even in Italy, and big on the imperatives of cold and brief daylight. These things train
your eye on the outside with an intensity greater than that of the electric bulb availing you of your
own features in the evening. If this season doesn't necessarily quell your nerves, it still subordinates
them to your instincts; beauty at low temperatures is beauty.

Anyhow, | would never come here in summer, not even at gunpoint. | take heat very poorly; the
unmitigated emissions of hydrocarbons and armpits still worse. The shorts-clad herds, especially
those neighing in German, also get on my nerves, because of the inferiority of their-anyone's-anat-
omy against that of the columns, pilasters, and statues; because of what their mobility- and all that
fuels it-projects versus marble stasis. | guess | am one of those who prefer choice to flux, and stone is
always a choice. No matter how well endowed, in this city one's body, in my view, should be obscured
by cloth, if only because it moves. Clothes are perhaps our only approximation of the choice made by
marble.

This is, | suppose, an extreme view, but | am a Northerner. In the abstract season life seems more
real than at any other, even in the Adriatic, because in winter everything is harder, more stark. Or else
take this as propaganda for Venetian boutiques, which do extremely brisk business in low tempera-
tures.

In part, of course, this is so because in winter one needs more clothes just to stay warm, not to
mention the atavistic urge to shed one's pelt. Yet no traveler comes here without a spare sweater,
jacket, skirt, shirt, slacks, or blouse, since Venice is the sort of city where both the stranger and the
native know in advance that one will be on display.

No, bipeds go ape about shopping and dressing up in Venice for reasons not exactly practical; they
do so because the city, as it were, challenges them. We all harbor all sorts of misgivings about the
flaws in our appearance, anatomy, about the imperfection of our very features. What one sees in this
city at every step, turn, perspective, and dead end worsens one's complexes and insecurities. That's
why one-a woman especially, but a man also-hits the stores as soon as one arrives here, and with a
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vengeance. The surrounding beauty is such that one instantly conceives of an incoherent animal de-
sire to match it, to be on a par. This has nothing to do with vanity or with the natural surplus of mirrors
here, the main one being the very water. It is simply that the city offers bipeds a notion of visual supe-
riority absent in their natural lairs, in their habitual surroundings.

That's why furs fly here, as do suede, silk, linen, wool, and every other kind of fabric. Upon return-
ing home, folks stare in wonderment at what they've acquired, knowing full well that there is no place
in their native realm to flaunt these acquisitions without scandalizing the natives. You must keep those
things fading and withering in your wardrobe, or else give them to your younger relations. Or else,
there are friends. |, for one, remember buying several items hereon credit, obvious- ly-that | had no
stomach or nerve to utilize later. Among them were two raincoats, one mustard green and the other
a gentle shade of khaki. Later they were to grace the shoulders of the world's best ballet dancer and
the best poet of the language | write this in-distinct though both these gentlemen are from me in size
and age. It's the local vistas and perspectives that do it, for in this city a man is more a silhouette than
his unique features, and a silhouette can be improved. It's also the marble lace, inlays, capitals, cor-
nices, reliefs, and moldings, inhabited and uninhabited niches, saints, ain'ts, maidens, angels,cherubs,
caryatids, pediments, balconies with their ample kicked-up calves, and windows themselves, Gothic
or Moorish, that turn you vain.

For this is the city of the eye; your other faculties play a faint second fiddle. The way the hues and
rhythms of the local facades try to smooth the waves' ever-changing colors and patterns alone may
send you to grab a fancy scarf, tie, or whatnot; it glues even an inveterate bachelor to a window flood-
ed with its motley flaunted dresses, not to mention patent-leather shoes and suede boots scattered
like all sorts of boats upon the laguna. Somehow your eye suspects that all these things are cut from
the same cloth as the vistas outside and ignores the evidence of labels. And in the final analysis, the
eye is not so wrong, if only because the common purpose of everything here is to be seen. In an anal-
ysis even more final, this city is a real triumph of the chordate, because the eye, our only raw, fishlike
internal organ, indeed swims here: it darts, flaps, oscillates, dives, rolls up.

Its exposed jelly dwells with atavistic joy on reflected palaz-zi, spiky heels, gondolas, etc., recogniz-
ing in the agency that brought them to the existential surface none other than itself.

In winter you wake up in this city, especially on Sundays, to the chiming of its innumerable bells,
as though behind your gauze curtains a gigantic china teaset were vibrating on a silver tray in the
pearl-gray sky. You fling the window open and the room is instantly flooded with this outer, peal-laden
haze, which is part damp oxygen, part coffee and prayers. No matter what sort of pills, and how many,
you've got to swallow this morning, you feel it's not over for you yet. No matter, by the same token,
how autonomous you are, how much you've been betrayed, how thorough and dispiriting is your self-
knowledge, you assume there is still hope for you, or at least a future. (Hope, said Francis Bacon, is a
good breakfast but a bad supper.)

This optimism derives from the haze, from the prayer part of it, especially if it is time for breakfast.
On days like this, the city indeed acquires a porcelain aspect, what with all its zinc-covered cupolas
resembling teapots or upturned cups, and the tilted profile of campaniles clinking like abandoned
spoons and melting in the sky. Not to mention the seagulls and pigeons, now sharpening into focus,
now melting into air. | should say that, good though this place is for honeymoons, I've often thought
it should be tried for divorces also-both in progress and already accomplished. There is no better
backdrop for rapture to fade into; whether right or wrong, no egoist can star for long in this porcelain
setting by crystal water, for it steals the show. | am aware, of course, of the disastrous consequence
the above suggestions may have for hotel rates here, even in winter. Still, people love their melodra-
ma more than architecture, and | don't feel threatened. It is surprising that beauty is valued less than
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psychology, but so long as such is the case, I'll be able to afford this city-which means till the end of my
days, and which ushers in the generous notion of the future.

One is what one looks at-well, at least partially. The medieval belief that a pregnant woman wishing
her child to be beautiful must look at beautiful objects is not so naive given the quality of dreams one
dreams in this city. Nights here are low on nightmares-judging of course by literary sources (especially
since nightmares are such sources' main fare). Wherever he goes, a sick man, for example-a cardiac
cripple particularly-is bound to wake up now and then at three o'clock in the morning in a state of
sheer terror, thinking he's going. Yet nothing of the sort, | must report, ever happened to me here;
though as | write this, | keep my fingers and toes crossed.

There are better ways, no doubt, to manipulate dreams, and no doubt a good case can be made for
it being best done gastronomically. Yet by Italian standards, the local diet is not exceptional enough to
account for this city's concentration of indeed dreamlike beauty in its facades alone. For in dreams, as
the poet said, begin responsibilities. In any case, some of the blueprints-an apt term in this city!-cer-
tainly sprang from that source, as there is nothing else one can trace them to in reality.

Should a poet mean to say simply, "In bed," that would hold, too. Architecture is surely the least
carnal of Muses, since the rectangular principle of a building, of its facade in particular, militates-and
often sharply so- against your analyst's interpretation of its cloud- or wa- ve-like-rather than femi-
ninel-cornices, loggias, and whatnot. A blueprint, in short, is always more lucid than its analysis. Yet
many a frontone here reminds you precisely of a headboard looming above its habitually unmade bed,
be it morning or evening. They are far more absorbing, these headboards, than those beds' possible
contents, than the anatomy of your beloved, whose only advantage here could be agility or warmth.

If there is anything erotic to those blueprints' marble consequences, it is the sensation caused by
the eye trained on any of them-the sensation similar to that of the fingertips touching for the first time
your beloved's breast or, better yet, shoulder. It is the telescopic sensation of coming in contact with
the cellular infinity of another body's existence-a sensation known as tenderness and proportionate
perhaps only to the number of cells that body contains. (Everyone would understand this, save Freud-
ians, or Muslims believing in the veil. But then again, that may explain why among Muslims there are
so many astronomers. Besides, the veil is a great social planning device, since it ensures every female
a man regardless of her appearance.

Worst come to worst, it guarantees that the first-night shock is at least mutual. Still, for all the Ori-
ental motifs in Venetian architecture, Muslims in this city are the most infrequent visitors.) In any case,
whichever comes first-reality or dream-one's notion of after-life in this city appears to be well taken
care of by its clearly paradisaical visual texture. Sickness alone, no matter how grave it may be, won't
avail you here of an infernal vision.

You'd need an extraordinary neurosis, or a comparable accumulation of sins, or both, to fall prey
to nightmares on these premises. That's possible, of course, but not too frequent. For the mild cases
of either, a sojourn here is the best therapy, and that's what tourism, locally, is all about. One sleeps
tight in this city, since one's feet get too tired quelling a worked-up psyche or guilty conscience alike.

Perhaps the best proof of the Almighty's existence is that we never know when we are to die. In
other words, had life been a solely human affair, one would be issued at birth with a term, or a sen-
tence, stating precisely the duration of one's presence here: the way it is done in prison camps. That
this doesn't happen suggests that the affair is not entirely human; that something we've got no idea or
control of interferes. That there is an agency which is not subject to our chronology or, for that matter,
our sense of virtue. Hence all these attempts to foretell or figure out one's future, hence one's reliance
on physicians and gypsies, which intensifies once we are ill or in trouble, and which is but an attempt
at domesticating-or demonizing-the divine. The same applies to our sentiment for beauty, natural and
man-made alike, since the infinite can be appreciated only by the finite. Except for grace, the reasons
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for reciprocity would be unfathomable-unless one truly seeks a benevolent explanation of why they
charge you so much for everything in this city.

By profession, or rather by the cumulative effect of what I've been doing over the years, | am a writ-
er; by trade, however, | am an academic, a teacher. The winter break at my school is five weeks long,
and that's what in part explains the timing of my pilgrimages here- but only in part. What Paradise and
vacation have in common is that you have to pay for both, and the coin is your previous life. Fittingly
then, my romance with this city-with this city in this particular season-started long ago: long before |
developed marketable skills, long before | could afford my passion.

Sometime in 1966-1 was twenty-six then-a friend lent me three short novels by a French writer,
Henri de Reg- nier, translated into Russian by the wonderful Russian poet Mikhail Kuzmin. All | knew
about Regnier at that time was that he was one of the last Parnassians, a good poet but no great
shakes. All | knew by heart of Kuzmin was a handful of his Alexandrian Songs and Clay Pi- geons-plus
his reputation as a great aesthete, devout Orthodox, and avowed homosexual-I think, in that order.

By the time I'd got those novels, both their author and their translator were long dead. The books,
too, were quite moribund: paperbacks, published in the late thirties, with no bindings to speak of,
disintegrating in your palm. | remember neither their titles nor their publisher;

in fact, | am quite vague on their respective plots also. Somehow | am under the impression that
one of them was called Provincial Entertainments, but | am not sure. | could double-check, of course,
but then the friend who lent them to me died a year ago; and | won't.

They were a cross between picaresque and detective novels, and at least one of them, the one |
call in my mind Provincial Entertainments, was set in Venice in winter. Its atmosphere was twilit and
dangerous, its topography aggravated with mirrors; the main events were taking place on the other
side of the amalgam, within some abandoned palazzo. Like many books of the twenties, it was fairly
short-some two hundred pages, no more-and its pace was brisk. The subject was the usual: love and
betrayal. The main thing: the book Was written in short, page or page-and-a-half chapters. From their
pace came the sense of damp, cold, narrow streets through which one hurries in the evening in a state
of growing apprehension, turning left, turning right. For somebody with my birthplace, the city emer-
ging from these pages was easily recognizable and felt like Petersburg's extension into a better history,
not to mention latitude. However, what mattered for me most at the impressionable stage at which |
came across this novel was that it taught me the most crucial lesson in composition; namely, that what
makes a narrative good is not the story itself but what follows what. Unwittingly, | came to associate
this principle with Venice. If the reader now suffers, that's why.

Then one day another friend, who is still alive, brought me a disheveled issue of Life magazine with
a stunning color photo of San Marco covered with snow. Then a bit later a girl whom | was courting
at the time made me a birthday present of an accordion set of sepia postcards her grandmother had
brought from a prerevolutionary honeymoon in Venice, and | pored over it with my magnifying glass.
Then my mother produced from God knows where a small square piece of cheap tapestry, a rag really,
depicting the Palazzo Ducale, and it covered the bolster on my Turkish sofa-thus contracting the histo-
ry of the republic under my frame. And throw into the bargain a little copper gondola brought by my
father from his tour of duty in China, which my parents kept on their dressing table, filling it with loose
buttons, needles, postage stamps, and-increasingly- pills and ampoules. Then the friend who gave me
Regni- er's novels and who died a year ago took me to a semiofficial screening of the smuggled, and
for that reason black-and-white, copy of Visconti's Death in Venice with Dirk Bogarde. Alas, the movie
wasn't much to speak of; besides, | never liked the novel much, either. Still, the long opening sequence
with Mr. Bogarde in a deck chair aboard a steamer made me forget about the interfering credits and
regret that | was not mortally ill; even today | am still capable of feeling that regret.
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Then came the Veneziana. | began to feel that this city somehow was barging into focus, tottering
on the verge of the three-dimensional. It was black-and-white, as befits something emerging from
literature, or winter; aristocratic, darkish, cold, dimly lit, with twangs of Vivaldi and Cherubini in the
background, with Bellini/Tiepolo/Titian-draped female bodies for clouds. And | vowed to myself that
should | ever get out of my empire, should this eel ever escape the Baltic, the first thing | would do
would be to come to Venice, rent a room on the ground floor of some palazzo so that the waves ra-
ised by passing boats would splash against my window, write a couple of elegies while extinguishing
my cigarettes on the damp stony floor, cough and drink, and, when the money got short, instead of
boarding a train, buy myself a little Browning and blow my brains out on the spot, unable to die in
Venice of natural causes.

A perfectly decadent dream, of course; but at the age of twenty-eight everyone who's got some
brains is a touch decadent. Besides, neither part of that project was feasible. So when at the age of
thirty-two | all of a sudden found myself in the bowels of a different continent, in the middle of Amer-
ica, | used my first university salary to enact the better part of that dream and bought a round-trip
ticket, Detroit-Milano-Detroit. The plane was jammed with Italians employed by Ford and Chrysler
and going home for Christmas. When the dutyfree opened mid-flight, all of them rushed to the pla-
ne's rear, and for a moment | had a vision of a good old 707 flying over the Atlantic crucifix-like: wings
outstretched, tail down. Then there was the train ride with the only person | knew in the city at its end.
The end was cold, damp, black-and-white. The city came into focus. "And the earth was without form,
and void; and darkness was upon the face of the deep. And the Spirit of God moved upon the face of
the waters," to quote an author who visited here before.

Then there was that next morning. It was Sunday, and all the bells were chiming.

| always adhered to the idea that God is time, or at least that His spirit is. Perhaps this idea was even
of my own manufacture, but now | don't remember. In any case, | always thought that if the Spirit of
God moved upon the face of the water, the water was bound to reflect it. Hence my sentiment for
water, for its folds, wrinkles, and ripples, and-as | am a Northerner-for its grayness. | simply think that
water is the image of time, and every New Year's Eve, in somewhat pagan fashion, | try to find myself
near water, preferably near a sea or an ocean, to watch the emergence of a new helping, a new cupful
of time from it. | am not looking for a naked maiden riding on a shell; I am looking for either a cloud or
the crest of a wave hitting the shore at midnight. That, to me, is time coming out of water, and | stare
at the lace-like pattern it puts on the shore, not with a gypsy-like knowing, but with tenderness and
with gratitude.

This is the way, and in my case the why, | set my eyes on this city. There is nothing Freudian to this
fantasy, or specifically chordate, although some evolutionary-if not plainly atavistic-or autobiograph-
ical connection could no doubt be established between the pattern a wave leaves upon the sand and
its scrutiny by a descendant of the ichthyosaur, and a monster himself. The upright lace of Venetian
facades is the best line time-ali- as-water has left on terra firma anywhere. Plus, there is no doubt
a correspondence between-if not an outright dependence on-the rectangular nature of that lace's
displays-i. ?., local buildings-and the anarchy of water that spurns the notion of shape. It is as though
space, cognizant here more than anyplace else of its inferiority to time, answers it with the only prop-
erty time doesn't possess: with beauty. And that's why water takes this answer, twists it, wallops and
shreds it, but ultimately carries it by and large intact off into the Adriatic.

The eye in this city acquires an autonomy similar to that of a tear. The only difference is that it
doesn't sever itself from the body but subordinates it totally. After a while-on the third or fourth day
here-the body starts to regard itself as merely the eye's carrier, as a kind of submarine to its now dilat-
ing, now squinting periscope. Of course, for all its targets, its explosions are invariably self-inflicted:

83



PYCCKWIA MABP B BEHELIUW: NOCU® EPOACKAA N OPUEHTAJIU3M

it's your own heart, or else your mind, that sinks; the eye pops up to the surface. This of course owes
to the local topography, to the streets- narrow, meandering like eels-that finally bring you to a floun-
der of a campo with a cathedral in the middle of it, barnacled with saints and flaunting its Medusa-like
cupolas.

No matter what you set out for as you leave the house here, you are bound to get lost in these long,
coiling lanes and passageways that beguile you to see them through, to follow them to their elusive
end, which usually hits water, so that you can't even call it a cul-de-sac. On the map this city looks
like two grilled fish sharing a plate, or perhaps like two nearly overlapping lobster claws (Pasternak
compared it to a swollen croissant); but it has no north, south, east, or west; the only direction it has
is sideways. It surrounds you like frozen seaweed, and the more you dart and dash about trying to get
your bearings, the more you get lost. The yellow arrow signs at intersections are not much help either,
for they, too, curve. In fact, they don't so much help you as kelp you. And in the fluently flapping hand
of the native whom you stop to ask for directions, the eye, oblivious to his sputtering A destra, a sinis-
tra, dritto, dritto, readily discerns a fish.

A mesh caught in frozen seaweed might be a better metaphor. Because of the scarcity of space,
people exist here in cellular proximity to one another, and life evolves with the immanent logic of
gossip. One's territorial imperative in this city is circumscribed by water; the window shutters bar
not so much daylight or noise (which is minimal here) as what may emanate from inside. When they
are opened, shutters resemble the wings of angels prying into someone's sordid affairs, and like the
spacing of the statues on cornices, human interplay here takes on the aspects of jewelry or, better yet,
filigree. In these parts one is both more secretive and better informed than the police in tyrannies. No
sooner do you cross the threshold of your apartment, especially in winter, than you fall prey to every
conceivable surmise, fantasy, rumor. If you've got company, the next day at the grocery or newsagent
you may meet a stare of biblical probing unfathomable, you would think, in a Catholic country. If you
sue someone here, or vice versa, you must hire a lawyer on the outside.

A traveler, of course, enjoys this sort of thing; the native doesn't. What a painter sketches, or an
amateur photographs, is no fun for the citizen. Yet insinuation as a principle of city planning (which
notion locally emerges only with the benefit of hindsight) is better than any modern grid and in tune
with the local canals, taking their cue from water, which, like the chatter behind you, never ends.
In that sense, brick is undoubtedly more potent than marble, although both are unassailable for a
stranger. However, once or twice over these seventeen years, I've managed to insinuate myself into
a Venetian inner sanctum, into that beyond-the-amalgam labyrinth Regnier described in Provincial
Entertainments. It happened in such a roundabout way that | can't even recall the details now, for |
could not keep tabs on all those twists and turns that led to my passage into this labyrinth at the time.
Somebody said something to somebody else, while the other person who wasn't even supposed to be
there listened in and telephoned the fourth, as a result of which I'd been invited one night to a party
given by the umpteenth at his palazzo.

The palazzo had become the umpteenth's only recently, after nearly three centuries of legal bat-
tles fought by several branches of a family that had given the world a couple of Venetian admirals.
Accordingly, two huge, splendidly carved aft-anterns loomed in the two-story- high cave of the pala-
zzo's courtyard, which was filled with all sorts of naval paraphernalia, dating from Renaissance days
onward. The umpteenth himself, the last in the line, after decades and decades of waiting, had finally
got it, to the great consternation of the other- apparently numerous-members of the family. He was
no navy man; he was a bit of a playwright and a bit of a painter. For the moment, though, the most
obvious thing about this forty-year-old-a slim, short creature in a gray double-breasted suit of very
good cut-was that he was quite sick.
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His skin looked post-hepatitis, parchment yellow-or perhaps it was just an ulcer. He ate nothing but
consomme and boiled vegetables while his guests were gorging themselves on what would qualify as
a separate chapter, if not a book.

So the party was celebrating the umpteenth's having come into his own, as well as his launching a
press to produce books about Venetian art. It was already in full swing when the three of us-a fellow
writer, her son, and l-arrived. There were a lot of people: local and faintly international luminaries,
politicos, nobles, the theater crowd, beards and ascots, mistresses of varying degrees of flamboyance,
a bicycle star, American academics. Also, a bunch of giggling, agile, homosexual youths inevitable
these days whenever something mildly spectacular takes place. They were presided over by a rather
distraught and spiteful middie-aged queen-very blond, very blue-eyed, very drunk: the premises' ma-
jor domo, whose days here were over and who therefore loathed everyone. Rightly so, | would add,
given his prospects.

As they were making quite a ruckus, the umpteenth politely offered to show the three of us the rest
of the house. We readily agreed and went up by a small elevator. When we left its cabin, we left the
twentieth, the nineteenth, and a large portion of the eighteenth century behind, or, more accurately,
below: like sediment at the bottom of a narrow shaft.

We found ourselves in a long, poorly lit gallery with a convex ceiling swarming with putti. No light
would have helped anyway, as the walls were covered with large, floor-to-ceiling, dark-brownish oil
paintings, definitely tailored to this space and separated by barely discernible marble busts and pilas-
ters. The pictures depicted, as far as one could make out, sea and land battles, ceremonies, scenes
from mythology; the lightest hue was wine-red. It was a mine of heavy porphyry in a state of abandon-
ment, in a state of perpetual evening, with oils obscuring its ores; the silence here was truly geological.
You couldn't ask, What is this? Who is this by? because of the incongruity of your voice, belonging
to a later and obviously irrelevent organism. Or else it felt like an underwater journey — we were like
a school offish passing through a sunken galleon loaded with treasure, but not opening our mouths,
since water would rush in.

At the far end of the gallery our host flitted to the right, and we followed him into a room which
appeared to be a cross between the library and the study of a seventeenth-century gentleman. Judg-
ing by the books behind the criss-crossed wire in the red, wardrobe-size wooden cabinet, the gentle-
man's century could even have been the sixteenth. There were about sixty fat, white, vellum-bound
volumes, from Aesop to Zeno; just enough for a gentleman; more would turn him into a penseur, with
disastrous consequences either for his manners or for his estate. Other than that, the room was quite
bare. The light in it wasn't much better than in the gallery; I'd made out a desk and a large faded globe.

Then our host turned a knob and | saw his silhouette framed by a door leading into an enfilade. |
glanced at that enfilade and | shuddered: it looked like a vicious, viscous infinity. | swallowed air and
stepped into it.

It was a long succession of empty rooms. Rationally | knew that it couldn't be longer than the gal-
lery parallel to which it ran. Yet it was. | had the sense of walking not so much in standard perspective
as in a horizontal spiral where the laws of optics were suspended. Each room meant your further dis-
appearance, the next degree of your nonexistence. This had to do with three things: drapery, mirrors,
and dust. Although in some cases you could tell a room's designation-dining room, salon, possibly a
nursery-most were similar in their lack of apparent function. They were about the same in size, or at
any rate, they didn't seem to differ much in that way from one another. And in each one of them win-
dows were draped and two or three mirrors adorned the walls.

Whatever the original color and pattern of the drapes had been, they now looked pale yellow and
very brittle. A touch of your finger, let alone a breeze, would mean sheer destruction to them, as the
shards of fabric scattered nearby on the parquet suggested. They were shedding, those curtains, and
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some of their folds exposed broad, bald, threadbare patches, as though the fabric felt it had come full
circle and was now reverting to its pre-loom state. Our breath was perhaps too great an intimacy also;
still, it was better than fresh oxygen, which, like history, the drapes didn't need. This was neither decay
nor decomposition; this was dissipation back into time, where color and texture don't matter, where
perhaps having learned what may happen to them, they will regroup and return, here or elsewhere,
in a different guise. "Sorry," they seemed to say, "next time around we'll be more durable."

Then there were those mirrors, two or three in each room, of various sizes, but mostly rectangular.
They all had delicate golden frames, with well-wrought floral garlands or idyllic scenes which called
more attention to themselves than to their surface, since the amalgam was invariably in poor shape.
In a sense, the frames were more coherent than their contents, straining, as it were, to keep them
from spreading over the wall. Having grown unaccustomed over the centuries to reflecting anything
but the wall opposite, the mirrors were quite reluctant to return one's visage, out of either greed or
impotence, and when they tried, one's features would come back incomplete.

| thought, | begin to understand Regnier. From room to room, as we proceeded through the enfi-
lade, | saw myself in those frames less and less, getting back more and more darkness. Gradual sub-
traction, | thought to myself; how is this going to end? And it ended in the tenth or eleventh room. |
stood by the door leading into the next chamber, staring at a largish, three-by-four-foot gilded rectan-
gle, and instead of myself | saw pitchblack nothing. Deep and inviting, it seemed to contain a perspec-
tive of its own — perhaps another enfilade. For a moment | felt dizzy; but as | was no novelist, | skipped
the option and took a doorway.

All along it had been reasonably ghostly; now it became unreasonably so. The host and my compan-
ions lagged somewhere behind; | was on my own. There was a great deal of dust everywhere; the hues
and shapes of everything in sight were mitigated by its gray. Marble inlaid tables, porcelain figurines,
sofas, chairs, the very parquet. Everything was powdered with it, and sometimes, as with figurines and
busts, the effect was oddly beneficial, accentuating their features, their folds, the vivacity of a group.
But usually its layer was thick and solid; what's more, it had an air of finality, as though no new dust
could be added to it. Every surface craves dust, for dust is the flesh of time, as a poet said, time's very
flesh and blood; but here the craving seemed to be over. Now it will seep into the objects themselves,
| thought, fuse with them, and in the end replace them. It depends of course on the material; some
of it quite durable. They may not even disintegrate; they'll simply become grayer, as time would have
nothing against assuming their shapes, the way it already had in this succession of vacuum chambers
in which it was overtaking matter.

The last of them was the master bedroom. A gigantic yet uncovered four-poster bed dominated
its space: the admiral's revenge for the narrow cot aboard his ship, or perhaps his homage to the sea
itself. The latter was more probable, given the monstrous stucco cloud of putti descending on the bed
and playing the role of baldachin. In fact, it was more sculpture than putti. The cherubs' faces were
terribly grotesque: they all had these corrupt, lecherous grins as they stared-very keenly- downward
upon the bed. They reminded me of that stable of giggling youths downstairs; and then | noticed a
portable TV set in the corner of this otherwise absolutely bare room. | pictured the major domo en-
tertaining his choice in this chamber: a writhing island of naked flesh amid a sea of linen, under the
scrutiny of the dust-covered gypsum masterpiece. Oddly enough, | felt no repulsion. On the contrary, |
felt that from time's point of view such entertainment here could only seem appropriate, as it generat-
ed nothing. After all, for three centuries, nothing here reigned supreme. Wars, revolutions, great dis-
coveries, geniuses, plagues never entered here due to a legal problem. Causality was canceled, since
its human carriers strolled in this perspective only in a caretaker capacity, once in a few years, if that.
So the little wriggling shoal in the linen sea was, in fact, in tune with the premises, since it couldn't in
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nature give birth to anything. At best, the major domo's island-or should | say volcano?-existed only in
the eyes of the putti. On the mirror's map it didn't. Neither did I.

That happened only once, although I've been told there are scores of places like this in Venice. But
once is enough, especially in winter, when the local fog, the famous nebbia, renders this place more
extemporal than any palace's inner sanctum, by obliterating not only reflections but everything that
has a shape: buildings, people, colonnades, bridges, statues.

Boat services are canceled, airplanes neither arrive nor take off for weeks, stores are closed, and
mail ceases to litter one's threshold. The effect is as though some raw hand had turned all those enfi-
lades inside out and wrapped the lining around the city. Left, right, up, and down swap places, and you
can find your way around only if you are a native or were given a cicerone. The fog is thick, blinding,
and immobile. The latter aspect, however, is of advantage to you if you go out on a short errand, say,
to get a pack of cigarettes, for you can find your way back via the tunnel your body has burrowed in the
fog; the tunnel is likely to stay open for half an hour. This is a time for reading, for burning electricity all
day long, for going easy on self-deprecating thoughts or coffee, for listening to the BBC World Service,
for going to bed early. In short, a time for self-oblivion, induced by a city that has ceased to be seen.
Unwittingly, you take your cue from it, especially if, like it, you've got no company. Having failed to be
born here, you at least can take some pride in sharing its invisibility.

On the whole, however, I've always been as keen on the contents of this city's average brick affairs
as on those of the marbled and unique. There is nothing populist, let alone anti-aristocratic, to this
preference; nor is there anything of the novelist. It's just the echo of the sort of houses I've lived or
worked in for most of my life. Failing to have been born here, I've failed, | suppose, a bit further by
picking up a line of work which normally doesn't land one on a piano nobile. On the other hand, there
is perhaps some perverse snobbery in the sentiment for brick here, for its rank red akin to inflamed
muscle bared by the scabs of peeled- off stucco. Like eggs, which often-especially while I'm fixing
myself breakfast-make me imagine the unknown civilization that came up with the idea of producing
canned food in an organic fashion, brick and bricklaying somehow ring of an alternative order of flesh,
not raw of course, but scarlet enough, and made up of small, identical cells. Yet another of the species'
self-portraits at the elemental level, be it a wall or a chimney. In the end, like the Almighty Himself,
we make everything in our image, for want of a more reliable model; our artifacts tell more about
ourselves than our confessions.

At any rate, | seldom got myself across the thresholds of ordinary dwellings in this city.

No tribe likes strangers, and Venetians are very tribal, in addition to being islanders. My Italian,
wildly oscillating around its firm zero, also remained a deterrent. It always got better after a month
or so, but then I'd be boarding the plane that would remove me from the opportunity to use it for
another year.

Therefore, the company | kept was that of English-speaking natives and expatriate Americans
whose houses shared a familiar version-if not degree-of affluence. As for those who spoke Russian,
the characters from the local U, their sentiments toward the country of my birth and their politics used
to bring me to the brink of nausea. The result would be nearly the same with the two or three local
authors and academics: too many abstract lithographs on the walls, too many tidy bookshelves and
African trinkets, silent wives, sallow daughters, conversations running their moribund course through
current events, someone else's fame, psychotherapy, surrealism, down to the description of a short-
cut to my hotel.

Disparity of pursuits compromised by tautology of net results, if one needs a formula, that is. |
aspired to wasting my afternoons in the empty office of some local solicitor or pharmacist, eyeing
his secretary as she brought in coffee from a bar nearby, chatting idly away about the prices of mo-
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torboats or the redeeming features of Diocletian's character, since practically everyone here has a
reasonably sound education as well as a yen for things streamlined. I'd be unable to lift myself from
the chair, his clients would be few; in the end, he'd lock up the premises and we'd stroll to the Gritti or
Da- nieli, where I'd buy him drinks; if | was lucky, his secretary would join us. We'd sink in deep arm-
chairs, exchanging malicious remarks about the new German battalions or the ubiquitous Japanese
peeping through their cameras, like new elders, at the pallid naked marble thighs of this Susannah-like
city wading cold, sunset-tinged, lapping waters.

Later he might invite me over to his place for supper, and his pregnant wife, rising above the steam-
ing pasta, would berate me volubly for my protracted bachelorhood... Too many neorealist movies, |
suppose, too much Svevo-reading. For this sort of fantasy to come true, the requirements are the same
as for inhabiting a piano nobile. | don't meet them, nor have | ever stayed here long enough to abandon
this pipe dream entirely. To have another life, one ought to be able to wrap up the first one, and the job
should be done neatly. No one pulls this sort of thing off convincingly, though, at times, good services
are rendered to one either by absconding spouses or by political systems. It's the other houses, strange
staircases, odd smells, unfamiliar furniture and topography that the proverbial old dogs dream about in
their senility and decrepitude, not new masters. And the trick is not to disturb them.

So | never slept, let alone sinned, in a cast-iron family bed with pristine, crisp linen, embroidered
and richly fringed bedspread, cloudlike pillows, and small pearl- encrusted crucifix above the head-
board.

| never trained my vacant stare on an oleograph of the Madonna, or faded pictures of a father/
brother/uncle/son in a bersagliere helmet, with its black feathers, or chintz curtains on the window,
or porcelain or majolica jug atop a dark wood chest of drawers filled with local lace, sheets, towels,
pillowcases, and underclothes washed and ironed on the kitchen table by a young, strong, tanned,
almost swarthy arm, as a shoulder strap slips off it and silver beads of sweat sparkle on the forehead.
(Speaking of silver, it would in all likelihood be tucked away under a pile of sheets in one of those dra-
wers.) All this, of course, is from a movie in which | was neither a star nor even an extra, from a movie
which for all | know they are not ever going to shoot again, or, if they do, the props will look different.

In my mind, it is called Nozze di Seppia, and it's got no plot to it, save a scene with me walking along
the Fon- damente Nuove with the greatest watercolor in the world on the left and a red-brick infinity
on the right. | should be wearing a cloth cap, dark serge jacket, and a white shirt with an open collar,
washed and ironed by the same strong, tanned hand. Approaching the Arsenale, I'd turn right, cross
twelve bridges, and take via Garibaldi to the Giardini, where, on an iron chair in the Caffe Paradiso,
would be sitting she who washed and ironed this shirt six years ago. She'd have before her a glass of
chinotto and a panino, a frayed little volume of Propertius' Monobiblos or Pushkin's Captain's Daugh-
ter, she'd be wearing a knee-length taffeta dress bought once in Rome on the eve of our trip to Ischia.
She would lift her eyes, the color of mustard and honey, fix them on the figure in the heavy serge jack-
et, and say, "What a belly!" If anything is to save this picture from being a flop, it will be the winter light.

A while ago | saw somewhere a photograph of a wartime execution. Three pale, skinny men of me-
dium height and no specific facial features (they were seen by the camera in profile) stood on the edge
of a freshly dug ditch. They had a Northern appearance-in fact, | think the photograph was taken in
Lithuania. Close behind each one of them stood a German soldier holding a pistol. In the distance you
could make out a bunch of other soldiers: the onlookers. It looked like early winter or late autumn, as
the soldiers were in their winter overcoats. The condemned men, all three of them, were also dressed
identically. They wore cloth caps, heavy black jackets over white undershirts without collars: victims'
uniform. On top of everything, they were cold. Partly because of that they drew their heads into their
shoulders. In a second they will die: the photographer pushed his button an instant before the soldiers
pulled their triggers.

88



Matepuanbl K MUHU-Kypcy CaHHbl Typoma

The three village lads drew their heads into their shoulders and were squinting the way a child does
anticipating pain. They expected to be hurt, perhaps badly hurt; they expected the deafening-so close
to their ears!-sound of a shot. And they squinted.

Because the human repertoire of responses is so limited! What was coming to them was death, not
pain; yet their bodies couldn't distinguish one from the other.

One afternoon in November 1977, in the Lond-ra, where | was staying courtesy of the Biennale
on Dissent, | received a phone call from Susan Sontag, who was staying in the Gritti under the same
dispensation. "Joseph," she said, "what are you doing this evening?" "Nothing," | said. "Why?" "Well,
| bumped into Olga Rud- ge today in the piazza. Do you know her?" "No. You mean the Pound wom-
an?" "Yes," said Susan, "and she invited me over tonight. | dread going there alone. Would you go
with me, if you haven't got other plans?" | had none, and | said, Sure, | will, having understood her
apprehension only too well. Mine, | thought, could be even greater. Well, to begin with, in my line of
work Ezra Pound is a big deal, practically an industry. Many an American grapho-maniac has found in
Ezra Pound both a master and a martyr. As a young man, | had translated quite a bit of him into Rus-
sian. The translations were trash, but came very close to being published, courtesy of some crypto-Na-
zi on the board of a solid literary magazine (now, of course, the man is an avid nationalist).

| liked the original for its sophomoric freshness and taut verse, for its thematic and stylistic diversity,
for its voluminous cultural references, then out of my reach. | also liked his "make it new" dictum-liked
it, that is, until | grasped that the true reason for making it new was that "it" was fairly old; that we
were, after all, in a body shop. As for his plight in St. Elizabeths, in Russian eyes, that was nothing to
rave about and, anyhow, better than the nine grams of lead that his wartime radio spiels might have
earned him elsewhere. The Cantos, too, left me cold; the main error was an old one: questing after
beauty. For someone with such a long record of residence in Italy, it was odd that he hadn't realized
that beauty can't be targeted, that it is always a byproduct of other, often very ordinary pursuits. A fair
thing to do, | thought, would be to publish both his poems and his speeches in one volume, without
any learned introduction, and see what happens. Of all people, a poet should have known that time
knows no distance between Ra-pallo and Lithuania. | also thought that admitting that you've screwed
up your life is more manly than persevering in the posture of a persecuted genius, with all the throw-
ing up of the arm in a Fascist salute upon his return to Italy, subsequent disclaimers of the gesture's
significance, reticent interviews, and cape and staff cultivating the appearance of a sage with the net
result of resembling Haile Selassie. He was still big with some of my friends, and now | was to see his
old woman.

The address given was in the Salute sestiere, the part of town with the greatest, to my knowledge,
percentage of foreigners in it, Anglos especially.

After some meandering, we found the place-not too far, in fact, from the house in which Regnier
dwelt in the teens of the century. We rang the bell, and the first thing | saw after the little woman with
the beady eyes took shape on the threshold was the poet's bust by Gaudier-Brzeska sitting on the floor
of the drawing room. The grip of boredom was sudden but sure.

Tea was served, but no sooner had we taken the first sip than the hostess-a gray-haired, diminutive,
shipshape lady with many years in her to go-lifted her sharp finger, which slid into an invisible mental
groove, and out of her pursed lips came an aria the score of which has been in the public domain at
least since 1945. That Ezra wasn't a Fascist; that they were afraid the Americans (which sounded pret-
ty strange coming from an American) would put him in the chair; that he knew nothing about what
was going on; that there were no Germans in Rapallo; that he'd travel from Rapallo to Rome only twice
a month for the broadcast; that the Americans, again, were wrong to think that Ezra meant it to. At
some point | stopped registering what she was saying-which is easy for me, as English is not my moth-
er tongue- and just nodded in the pauses, or whenever she'd punctuate her monologue with a tic-like

89



PYCCKWIA MABP B BEHELIUW: NOCU® EPOACKAA N OPUEHTAJIU3M

"Capi-to?" A record, | thought; her master's voice. Be polite and don't interrupt the lady; it's garbage,
but she believes it. There is something in me, | suppose, that always respects the physical side of hu-
man utterance, regardless of the content; the very movement of someone's lips is more essential than
what moves them. | sank deeper into my armchair and tried to concentrate on the cookies, as there
was no dinner.

What woke me from my reverie was the sound of Susan's voice, which meant that the record had
come to a stop. There was something odd in her timbre and | cocked my ear. Susan was saying, "But
surely, Olga, you don't think that the Americans got cross with Ezra over his broadcasts. Because if
it were only his broadcasts, then Ezra would be just another Tokyo Rose." Now, that was one of the
greatest returns | had ever heard. | looked at Olga. It must be said that she took it like a mensch. Or,
better yet, a pro. Or else she didn't grasp what Susan had said, though | doubt it. "What was it, then?"
she inquired. "It was Ezra's anti-Semitism," replied Susan, and | saw the ??rundum needle of the old
lady's finger once again hitting the groove. On this side of the record was: "One should realize that Ezra
was not an anti-Semite; that after all his name was Ezra; that some of his friends were Jewish, includ-
ing one Venetian admiral; that." The tune was equally familiar and equally long-about three-quarters
of an hour; but this time we had to go. We thanked the old lady for the evening and bade her farewell.
I, for one, did not feel the sadness one usually feels leaving the house of a widow-or for that matter
anybody alone in an empty place. The old lady was in good shape, reasonably well off; on top of that,
she had the comfort of her convictions-a comfort, | felt, she'd go to any length to defend.

| think I'd never met a Fascist-young or old; however, I'd dealt with a considerable number of old
CP members, and that's why tea at Olga Rudge's place, with that bust of Ezra sitting on the floor, rang,
so to speak, a bell. We turned to the left of the house and two minutes later found ourselves on the
Fondamenta degli In-curabili.

Ah, the good old suggestive power of language! Ah, this legendary ability of words to imply more
than reality can provide! Ah, the lock, stock, and barrel of the metier. Of course, the "Embankment
of the Incurables" harks back to the plague, to the epidemics that used to sweep this city half clean
century after century with a census taker's regularity. The name conjures the hopeless cases, not so
much strolling along as scattered about on the flagstones, literally expiring, shrouded, waiting to be
carted-or, rather, shipped away. Torches, fumes, gauze masks preventing inhalation, rustling of monks'
frocks and habits, soaring black capes, candles.

Gradually the funereal procession turns into a carnival, or indeed a promenade, where a mask would
have to be worn, since in this city everybody knows everybody. Add to this, tubercular poets and com-
posers; add to this, men of moronic convictions or aesthetes hopelessly enamored of this place-and
the embankment might earn its name, reality might catch up with language. And add to this that the
interplay between plague and literature (poetry in particular, and Italian poetry especially) was quite
intricate from the threshold. That Dante's descent into the netherworld owes as much to Homer's and
Virgil's-episodic scenes, after all, in the Iliad and the Aeneid- as to Byzantine medieval literature about
cholera, with its traditional conceit of premature burial and subsequent peregrination of the soul.

Over-zealous agents of the netherworld bustling around the cholera-stricken city would often zero
in on a badly dehydrated body, put their lips to his nostrils, and suck away his life spirit, thereby pro-
claiming him dead and fit to be buried. Once underneath, the individual would pass through infinite
halls and chambers, pleading that he has been consigned to the realm of the dead unjustly and seek-
ing ! redress. Upon obtaining it-usually by facing a tribunal presided over by Hippocrates-he would
return full of stories about those he had bumped into in the halls and chambers below: kings, queens,
heroes, famous or infamous mortals of his time, repentant, resigned, defiant. Sounds familiar? Well,
so much for the suggestive powers of the metier. One never knows what engenders what: an experi-
ence a language, or a language an experience. Both are capable of generating quite a lot.
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When one is badly sick, one imagines all sorts of consequences and developments which, for all
we know, won't ever take place. Is this metaphoric thinking? The answer, | believe, is yes. Except that
when one is sick, one hopes, even against hope, to get cured, the illness to stop. The end of an illness
thus is the end of its metaphors. A metaphor-or, to put it more broadly, language itself-is by and large
open-ended, it craves continuum: an afterlife, if you will. In other words (no pun intended), metaphor
is incurable. Add then to all of this yourself, a carrier of this metier, or of this virus-in fact, of a couple
of them, sharpening your teeth for a third- shuffling on a windy night along the Fon-damenta, whose
name proclaims your diagnosis regardless of the nature of your malady.

The winter light in this city! It has the extraordinary property of enhancing your eye's power of
resolution to the point of microscopic precision-the pupil, especially when it is of the gray or mus-
tard-and-honey variety, humbles any Hassel-blad lens and develops your subsequent memories to a
National Geographic sharpness. The sky is brisk blue; the sun, escaping its golden likeness beneath the
foot of San Giorgio, sashays over the countless fish scales of the laguna's lapping ripples; behind you,
under the colonnades of the Palazzo Ducale, a bunch of stocky fellows in fur coats are revving up Eine
Kleine Nachtmusik, just for you, slumped in your white chair and squinting at the pigeons' maddening
gambits on the chessboard of a vast campo. The espresso at your cup's bottom is the one black dot in,
you feel, a miles-long radius. Such are the noons here.

In the morning this light breasts your windowpane and, having pried your eye open like a shell, runs
ahead of you, strumming its lengthy rays-like a hot-footed schoolboy running his stick along the iron
grate of a park or garden-along arcades, colonnades, redbrick chimneys, saints, and lions. "Depict!
Depict!" it cries to you, either mistaking you for some Canaletto or Carpaccio or Guardi, or because it
doesn't trust your retina's ability to retain what it makes available, not to mention your brain's capac-
ity to absorb it. Perhaps the latter explains the former. Perhaps they are synonymous. Perhaps art is
simply an organism's reaction against its retentive limitations. At any rate, you obey the command and
grab your camera, supplementing both your brain cells and your pupil. Should this city ever be short of
cash, it can go straight to Kodak for assistance-or else tax its products savagely. By the same token, as
long as this place exists, as long as winter light shines upon it, Kodak shares are the best investment.

At sunset all cities look wonderful, but some more so than others. Reliefs become suppler, columns
more rotund, capitals curlier, cornices more resolute, spires starker, niches deeper, disciples more
draped, angels airborne. In the streets it gets dark, but it is still daytime for the Fondamenta and that
gigantic liquid mirror where motorboats, va-poretti, gondolas, dinghies, and barges "like scattered
old shoes" zealously trample Baroque and Gothic facades, not sparing your own or a passing cloud's
reflection either. "Depict it," whispers the winter light, stopped flat by the brick wall of a hospital or
arriving home at the paradise of San Zaccaria's frontone after its long passage through the cosmos.
And you sense this light's fatigue as it rests in Zaccaria's marble shells for another hour or so, while the
earth is turning its other cheek to the luminary.

This is the winter light at its purest. It carries no warmth or energy, having shed them and left them
behind somewhere in the universe, or in the nearby cumulus. Its particles' only ambition is to reach an
object and make it, big or small, visible. It's a private light, the light of Giorgione or Bellini, not the light
of Tiepolo or Tintoretto. And the city lingers in it, savoring its touch, the caress of the infinity whence
it came. An object, after all, is what makes infinity private.

And the object can be a little monster, with the head of a lion and the body of a dolphin. The latter
would coil, the former gnash its fangs. It could adorn an entrance or simply burst out of a wall with-
out any apparent purpose, the absence of which would make it oddly recognizable. In a certain line
of work, and at a certain age, nothing is more recognizable than a lack of purpose. The same goes for
a fusion of two or more traits or properties, not to mention genders. On the whole, all these night-
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marish creatures-dragons, gargoyles, basilisks, female-breasted sphinxes, winged lions, Cerberu- ses,
Minotaurs, centaurs, chimeras- that come to us from mythology (which, by rights, should have the
status of classical surrealism) are our self-portraits, in the sense that they denote the species' genetic
memory of evolution. Small wonder that here, in this city sprung from water, they abound. Again,
there is nothing Freudian to them, nothing sub-or unconscious. Given the nature of human reality,
the interpretation of dreams is a tautology and at best could be justified only by daylight's ratio to
darkness. It's doubtful, though, that this democratic principle is operational in nature, where nothing
enjoys a majority. Not even water, though it reflects and refracts everything, including itself, alter-
nating forms and substances, sometimes gently, sometimes monstrously. That's what accounts for the
guality of winter light here; that's what explains its fondness for little monsters, as well as for cherubs.
Presumably cherubs, too, are part of the species' evolution. Or else it is the other way around, for if
one was to take their census in this city, they might outnumber the natives.

Monsters, however, command more of one's attention. If only because this term has been hurled
at one more frequently than the other; if only because in our parts one gains wings only in the air
force. One's guilty conscience would be enough to identify oneself with any of these marble, bronze,
or plaster concoctions- with the dragon, to say the least, rather than with San Giorgio. In a line of
work involving the dipping of a pen into an inkpot, one can identify with both. After all, there is no
saint without a monster-not to mention the ink's octopal affinity. But even without reflecting upon or
refracting this idea, it is clear that this is a city of fish, caught and swimming around alike. And seen by
a fish-endowed, let's say, with a human eye, in order to avoid its own famous distortion-man would
appear a monster indeed; not an octopus, perhaps, but surely a quadropus.

Something, to say the least, far more complex than the fish itself. Small wonder, then, that sharks
are after us so much. Should one ask a simple orate-not even a caught one, in a free state-what it
thinks one looks like, it will reply, You are a monster. And the conviction in its voice will be oddly famil-
iar, as though its eye is of the mustard-and-honey variety.

So you never know as you move through these labyrinths whether you are pursuing a goal or run-
ning from yourself, whether you are the hunter or his prey. Surely not a saint, but perhaps not yet
a full-scale dragon; hardly a Theseus, but not a maiden-starved Minotaur either. The Greek version
rings, though, a better bell, since the winner gets nothing, because the slayer and the slain are relat-
ed. The monster, after all, was the prize's half brother; in any case, he was half brother to the hero's
eventual wife. Ariadne and Phaedra were sisters, and for all we know, the brave Athenian had them
both. In fact, with an eye on marrying into the Cretan king's family, he might have accepted the mur-
derous commission to make the family more respectable. As granddaughters of Helios, the girls were
supposed to be pure and shining; their names suggested as much. Why, even their mother, Pasiphae,
was, for all her dark urges, Blin-dingly Bright. And perhaps she yielded to those dark urges and did
it with the bull precisely to prove that nature neglects the majority principle, since the bull's horns
suggest the moon. Perhaps she was interested in chiaroscuro rather than in bestiality and eclipsed the
bull for purely optical reasons.

And the fact that the bull, whose symbolism-laden pedigree ran all the way back to cave paintings,
was blind enough to mistake the artificial cow Daedalus built for Pasiphae on this occasion is her proof
that her ancestry still holds the upper hand in the system of causality, that Helios' light, refracted in
her, Pasiphae, is still-after four children (two fine daughters and two good-for- nothing boys)-blinding-
ly bright.

As far as the principle of causality is concerned, it should be added that the main hero in this story
is precisely Daedalus, who, apart from a very convincing cow, built-this time on the king's request- the
very labyrinth in which the bull-headed offspring and his slayer got to face each other one day, with
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disastrous consequences for the former. In a manner of speaking, the whole business is Daedalus'
brain child, the labyrinth especially, as it resembles a brain. In a manner of speaking, everybody is re-
lated to everybody, the pursuer to the pursued, at least. Small wonder, then, that one's meande- rings
through the streets of this city, whose biggest colony for nearly three centuries was the island of Crete,
feels somewhat tautological, especially as light fadesthat is, especially as its pasiphaian, ariadnan,
and pha- edran properties fail. In other words, especially in the evening, when one loses oneself to
self-deprecation.

On the brighter side there are, of course, lots of lions: winged ones, with their books opened on
"Peace upon you, St. Mark the Evangelist," or lions of regular feline appearance. The winged ones,
strictly speaking, belong in the category of monsters, too. Given my occupation, however, I've always
regarded them as a more agile and literate form of Pegasus, who can surely fly, but whose ability to
read is somewhat more doubtful. A paw, at any rate, is a better instrument for turning pages than a
hoof. In this city the lions are ubiquitous, and over the years I've unwittingly come to share this totem
to the point of placing one of them on the cover of one of my books: the closest a man gets in my line
of work to having his own facade. Yet monsters they are, if only because they are products of the city's
fantasy, since even at the zenith of this republic's maritime might it controlled no territory where this
animal could be found even in its wingless state. (The Greeks were more on the dot with their bull, its
neolithic pedigree notwithstanding.)

As for the Evangelist himself, he of course died in Alexandria, Egypt-but of natural causes-and he
never went on a safari. In general, Christendom's truck with lions is negligible, as they could not be
found in its domain, dwelling solely in Africa, and in deserts at that. This of course helped toward their
subsequent association with desert fathers; other than that, the Christians could have encountered
the animal only as its diet in Roman circuses, where lions were imported from African shores for enter-
tainment. Their unfamiliarity-better to say, their nonexistence-was what would unleash the ancients'
fantasy, enabling them to attribute to the animals various aspects of otherworldliness, including those
of divine commerce. So it's not entirely wild to have this animal sitting on Venetian fasades in the
unlikely role of the guardian of St. Mark's eternal repose; if not the Church, then the city itself could
be seen as a lioness protecting its cub. Besides, in this city, the Church and the state have merged, in
a perfectly Byzantine fashion. The only case, | must add, where such a merger turned out-quite early
on-to be to the subjects' advantage.

No wonder, then, that the place was literally lionized, that the lion itself got lionized, which is to
say humanized. On every cornice, over nearly every entrance, you see either its muzzle, with a human
look, or a human head with leonine features. Both, in the final analysis, qualify as monsters (albeit of
the benevolent sort), since neither ever existed. Also, because of their numerical superiority over any
other carved or sculpted image, including that of the Madonna or the Redeemer Himself. On the other
hand, it's easier to carve a beast than a human figure. Basically, the animal kingdom fared poorly in
Christian art-not to mention the doctrine. So the local pride of Felidae may regard itself as their king-
dom's way of getting even. In winter, they brighten one's dusk.

Once, in a dusk that darkened gray pupils but brought gold to those of the mustard-cum-honey
variety, the owner of the latter and | encountered an Egyptian wars- hip-a light cruiser, to be pre-
cise-moored at the Fonda- menta dell'Arsenale, near the Giardini. | can't recall its name now, but its
home port was definitely Alexandria. It was a highly modern piece of naval hardware, bristling with
all sorts of antennae, radar, satellite dishes, rocket launchers, antiaircraft turrets, etc., apart from the
usual large-caliber guns. From a distance you couldn't tell its nationality. Even close up you could be
confused, because the uniforms and general deportment of the crew aboard looked vaguely British.
The flag was already lowered, and the sky over the laguna was changing from Bordeaux to dark por-
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phyry. As we marveled at the nature of the errand that brought this man-of-war here- a need for re-
pairs? a new courtship between Venice and Alexandria? to reclaim the holy relic stolen from the latter
in the twelfth century?-its loudspeakers suddenly came to life and we heard, "Allah! Akbar Allah! Ak-
bar!" The muezzin was calling the crew to evening prayer, the ship's two masts momentarily turning to
minarets. All at once the cruiser was Istanbul in profile. | felt that the map had suddenly folded or the
book of history had shut before my eyes. At least that it had become six centuries shorter: Christianity
was no longer Islam's senior. The Bosporus was overlapping the Adriatic, and you couldn't tell which
wave was which. A far cry from architecture.

On winter evenings the sea, welled by a contrary easterly, fills every canal to the brim like a bath-
tub, and at times overflows them. Nobody runs up from downstairs crying, "The pipes!" as there is
no downstairs. The city stands ankle-deep in water, and boats, "hitched like animals to the walls," to
guote Cassiodorus, prance.

The pilgrim's shoe, having tested the water, is drying atop his hotel room's radiator; the native dives
into his closet to fish out his pair of rubber boots. "Acqua alta," says a voice over the radio, and human
traffic subsides. Streets empty; stores, bars, restaurants and trattorias close. Only their signs continue
burning, finally getting a piece of the narcissistic action as the pavement briefly, superficially, catches
up with the canals. Churches, however, remain open, but then treading upon water is no news to ei-
ther clergy or parishioners; neither to music, water's twin.

Seventeen years ago, wading aimlessly through one campo after another, a pair of green rubber
boots brought me to the threshold of a smallish pink edifice. On its wall | saw a plaque saying that
Antonio Vivaldi, prematurely born, was baptized in this church. In those days | was still reasonably red-
haired; | felt sentimental about bumping into the place of baptism of that "red cleric" who has given
me so much joy on so many occasions and in so many godforsaken parts of the world.

And | seemed to recall that it was Olga Rudge who had organized the first-ever Vivaldi settimana in
this city-as it happened, just a few days before World War Il broke out.

It took place, somebody told me, in the palazzo of the Countess Polignac, and Miss Rudge was
playing the violin. As she proceeded with the piece, she noticed out of the corner of her eye that a
gentleman had entered the salone and stood by the door, since all the seats were taken. The piece
was long, and now she felt somewhat worried, because she was approaching a passage where she had
to turn the page without interrupting her play. The man in the corner of her eye started to move and
soon disappeared from her field of vision. The passage grew closer, and her nervousness grew, too.
Then, at exactly the point where she had to turn the page, a hand emerged from the left, stretched
to the music stand, and slowly turned the sheet. She kept playing and, when the difficult passage was
over, lifted her eyes to the left to acknowledge her gratitude. "And that," Olga Rudge told a friend of
mine, "is how [ first met Stravinsky."

So you may enter and stand through the service. The singing will be a bit subdued, presumably
on account of the weather. If you can excuse it in this way, so, no doubt, will its Addressee. Besides,
you can't follow it that well, whether it's in Italian or Latin. So you just stand or take a pew in the
rear and listen. "The best way to hear Mass," Wystan Auden used to say, "is when you don't know
the language." True, ignorance helps concentration on such occasions no less than the poor lighting
from which the pilgrim suffers in every Italian church, especially in winter. Dropping coins into an illu-
mination box while the service is in progress is not nice. What's more, you often don't have enough of
them in your pocket to appreciate the picture fully. In days of yore | carried with me a powerful, New-
York-City-Poli- ce-Department-issue flashlight.

One way to get rich, | thought, would be to start manufacturing miniature flashbulbs like those they
mount on cameras, but of great duration.
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I'd call it "Lasting Flash," or, better yet, "Fiat Lux" and in a couple of years I'd buy an apartment
somewhere in San Lio or Salute. I'd even marry my partner's secretary, which he doesn't have since
he doesn't exist... The music subsides; its twin, however, has risen, you discover upon stepping out-
side-not significantly, but enough for you to feel reimbursed for the faded chorale. For water, too, is
choral, in more ways than one. It is the same water that carried the Crusaders, the merchants, St.
Mark's relics, Turks, every kind of cargo, military, or pleasure vessel; above all, it reflected everybody
who ever lived, not to mention stayed, in this city, everybody who ever strolled or waded its streets in
the way you do now. Small wonder that it looks muddy green in the daytime and pitch black at night,
rivaling the firmament. A miracle that, rubbed the right and the wrong way for over a millennium, it
doesn't have holes in it, that it is still H20, though you would never drink it; that it still rises.

It really does look like musical sheets, frayed at the edges, constantly played, coming to you in
tidal scores, in bars of canals with innumerable obbligati of bridges, mul-lioned windows, or curved
crownings of Coducci cathedrals, not to mention the violin necks of gondolas. In fact, the whole city,
especially at night, resembles a gigantic orchestra, with dimly lit music stands of palazzi, with a restless
chorus of waves, with the falsetto of a star in the winter sky. The music is, of course, greater than the
band, and no hand can turn the page.

That's what worries the band, or more exactly, its conductors, the city fathers. According to their
calculations, this city, during this century alone, has sagged twenty-three centimeters. So what ap-
pears spectacular to the tourist is a full-scale headache for the native. And if it were only a headache,
that would be fine. But the headache is crowned with an increasing apprehension, not to say fear, that
what lies in store for the city is the fate of Atlantis. The fear is not without foundation, and not only
because the city's uniqueness does amount to a civilization of its own. The main danger is perceived to
be high winter tides; the rest is done by the mainland's industry and agriculture silting the laguna with
their chemical wastes, and by the deterioration of the city's own clogged canals. In my line of work,
though, ever since the Romantics, human fault has appeared to be a likelier culprit when it comes to
disaster than any forza del destino. (That an insurance man can tell these two apart is indeed a feat of
imagination.) So, prey to tyrannical impulses, | would install some sort of flap gate to stem the sea of
humanity, which has swelled in the last two decades by two billion and whose crest is its refuse.

I'd freeze the industry and the residence in the twenty- mile zone along the northern shore of the
laguna, drag and dredge the city's canals (I'd either use the military to carry out this operation or pay
local companies double time) and seed them with fish and the right kind of bacteria to keep them
clean.

| have no idea what kind of fish or bacteria these are, but I'm pretty sure they exist: tyranny is sel-
dom synonymous with expertise. At any rate, I'd call Sweden and ask the Stockholm municipality for
advice: in that city, with all its industry and population, the moment you step out of your hotel, the
salmon leap out of the water to greet you. If it is the difference in temperature that does it, then one
could try dumping blocks of ice into the canals or, failing that, routinely void the natives' freezers of ice
cubes, since whiskey is not very much in vogue here, not even in winter.

"Why, then, do you go there at such a season?" my editor asked me once, sitting in a Chinese res-
taurant in New York with his gay English charges. "Yes, why do you?" they echoed their prospective
benefactor. "What is it like there in winter?"

| thought of telling them about acqua alta; about the various shades of gray in the window as one
sits at breakfast in one's hotel, enveloped by silence and the mealy morning pall of newly-weds' faces;
about pigeons accentuating every curve and cornice of the local Baroque in their dormant affinity for
architecture; about a lonely monument to Francesco Querini and his two huskies carved out of Istrian
stone similar, | think, in its hue, to what he saw last, dying, on his ill-fated journey to the North Pole,
now listening to the Giardini's rustle of evergreens in the company of Wagner and Carducci; about a
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brave sparrow perching on the bobbing blade of a gondola against the backdrop of a sirocco-roiled
damp infinity. No, | thought, looking at their effete but eager faces; no, that won't do. "Well," | said,
"it's like Greta Garbo swimming."

Over these years, during my long stays and brief sojourns here, | have been, | think, both happy and
unhappy in nearly equal measure. It didn't matter which, if only because | came here not for romantic
purposes but to work, to finish a piece, to translate, to write a couple of poems, provided | could be
that lucky; simply to be. That is, neither for a honeymoon (the closest | ever came to that was many
years ago, on the island of Ischia, or else in Siena) nor for a divorce. And so | worked. Happiness or
unhappiness would simply come in attendance, although sometimes they'd stay longer than | did, as
if waiting on me.

It is a virtue, | came to believe long ago, not to make a meal out of one's emotional life. There's
always enough work to do, not to mention that there's world enough outside. In the end, there's al-
ways this city. As long as it exists, | don't believe that |, or, for that matter, anyone, can be mesmerized
or blinded by romantic tragedy. | remember one day-the day | had to leave after a month here alone.
| had just had lunch in some small trattoria on the remotest part of the Fondamente Nu- ove, grilled
fish and half a bottle of wine.

With that inside, | set out for the place | was staying, to collect my bags and catch a vaporetto.
| walked a quarter of a mile along the Fondamente Nuove, a small moving dot in that gigantic wa-
tercolor, and then turned right by the hospital of Giovanni e Paolo. The day was warm, sunny, the
sky blue, all lovely. And with my back to the Fondamente and San Michele, hugging the wall of the
hospital, almost rubbing it with my left shoulder and squinting at the sun, | suddenly felt: | am a cat.
A cat that has just had fish. Had anyone addressed me at that moment, | would have meowed. | was
absolutely, animally happy. Twelve hours later, of course, having landed in New York, | hit the worst
possible mess in my life-or the one that appeared that way at the time. Yet the cat in me lingered; had
it not been for that cat, I'd be climbing the walls now in some expensive institution.

At night, there is not much to do here. Opera and church recitals are options, of course, but they
require some initiative and arrangement: tickets and schedules and so forth. | am not good at that;
it's rather like fixing a three-course meal all for yourself-perhaps even lonelier. Besides, my luck is such
that whenever | considered an evening at La Fenice, they would be having a week-long run of Tchaik-
ovsky or Wagner-equals, as far as my allergy is concerned. Never once Donizetti or Mozart! That leaves
reading and strolling dully along, which is about the same, since at night these narrow stony gennels
are like passages between the bookshelves of some immense, forgotten library, and equally quiet.
All the "books" are shut tight, and you guess what they are about only by the names on their spines,
under the doorbell. Oh, there you can find your Donizettis and Rossinis, your Lullys and Frescobald-
is! Maybe even a Mozart, maybe even a Haydn. Or else these streets are like wardrobe racks: all the
clothes are of dark, peeling fabric, but the lining is ruby and shimmering gold.

Goethe called this place the "republic of beavers," but perhaps Montesquieu with his resolute "un
endroit ou il devrait n 'avoir que des poissons"” was more on the mark.

For, now and then, across the canal, two or three well- lit, tall, rounded windows, half shaded with
gauze or tulle, reveal an octopal chandelier, the lacquered fin of a grand piano, opulent bronze fram-
ing auburn or rubes- cent oils, the gilded rib cage of a ceiling's beams- and you feel as though you are
looking into a fish through its scales, and inside of it there's a party. At a distance-ac- ross a canal-you
can hardly tell the guests from their hostess. With all due respect to the best available creed, | must
say | don't think this place has evolved from the famous chordate only, triumphant or not. | suspect
and submit that, in the first place, it evolved from the very element that gave that chordate life and
shelter and which, for me at least, is synonymous with time. The element comes in many shapes and
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hues, with many different properties apart from those of Aphrodite and the Redeemer: lull, storm,
crest, wave, froth, ripple, etc., not to mention the marine organisms. In my mind, this city limns all dis-
cernible patterns of the element and its contents. Splashing, glittering, glowing, glinting, the element
has been casting itself upward for so long that it is not surprising that some of these aspects eventually
acquired mass, flesh, and grew solid. Why it should have happened here, | have no idea. Presumably
because the element here had heard Italian.

The eye is the most autonomous of our organs. It is so because the objects of its attention are
inevitably situated on the outside. Except in a mirror, the eye never sees itself. It is the last to shut
down when the body is falling asleep. It stays open when the body is stricken with paralysis or dead.
The eye keeps registering reality even when there is no apparent reason for doing this, and under all
circumstances.

The question is: Why? And the answer is: Because the environment is hostile. Eyesight is the instru-
ment of adjustment to an environment which remains hostile no matter how well you have adjusted
to it. The hostility of the environment grows proportionately to the length of your presence in it, and
| am speaking not of old age only. In short, the eye is looking for safety. That explains the eye's pre-
dilection for art in general and Venetian art in particular. That explains the eye's appetite for beauty,
as well as beauty's own existence. For beauty is solace, since beauty is safe. It doesn't threaten you
with murder or make you sick. A statue of Apollo doesn't bite, nor will Carpaccio's poodle. When the
eye fails to find beauty-alias solace-it commands the body to create it, or, failing that, adjusts itself to
perceive virtue in ugliness.

In the first instance, it relies on human genius; in the second, it draws on one's reservoir of humility.
The latter is in greater supply, and like every majority tends to make laws. Let's have an illustration;
let's take a young maiden. At a certain age one eyes passing maidens without applied interest, without
aspiring to mount them.

Like a TV set left switched on in an abandoned apartment, the eye keeps sending in images of all
these 5'8" miracles, complete with light chestnut hair, Perugino ovals, gazelle eyes, nurse-like bosoms,
wasp waists, dark-green velvet dresses, and razor-sharp tendons. An eye may zero in on them in a
church at someone's wedding or, worse still, in a bookstore's poetry section. Reasonably farsighted
or resorting to the counsel of the ear, the eye may learn their identities (which come with names as
breathtaking as, say, Arabella Ferri) and, alas, their dishearteningly firm romantic affiliations. Regard-
less of such data's uselessness, the eye keeps collecting it.

In fact, the more useless the data, the sharper the focus. The question is why, and the answer is
that beauty is always external; also, that it is the exception to the rule. That's what-its location and
its singularity-sends the eye oscillating wildly or- in militant humility's parlance-roving. For beauty
is where the eye rests. Aesthetic sense is the twin of one's instinct for self-preservation and is more
reliable than ethics. Aesthetics' main tool, the eye, is absolutely autonomous. In its autonomy, it is
inferior only to a tear.

Atear can be shed in this place on several occasions. Assuming that beauty is the distribution of light
in the fashion most congenial to one's retina, a tear is an acknowledgment of the retina's, as well as the
tear's, failure to retain beauty. On the whole, love comes with the speed of light; separation, with that
of sound. It is the deterioration of the greater speed to the lesser that moistens one's eye. Because one
is finite, a departure from this place always feels final; leaving it behind is leaving it forever.

For leaving is a banishment of the eye to the provinces of the other senses; at best, to the crevices
and crevasses of the brain. For the eye identifies itself not with the body it belongs to but with the
object of its attention. And to the eye, for purely optical reasons, departure is not the body leaving the
city but the city abandoning the pupil. Likewise, disappearance of the beloved, especially a gradual
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one, causes grief no matter who, and for what peripatetic reason, is actually in motion. As the world
goes, this city is the eye's beloved. After it, everything is a letdown. A tear is the anticipation of the
eye's future.

To be sure, everybody has designs on her, on this city. Politicians and big businesses especially, for
nothing has a greater future than money. It is so much so that money feels synonymous with the fu-
ture and tries to order it.

Hence the wealth of frothy outpourings about revamping the city, about turning the entire prov-
ince of Ve- neto into a gateway to Central Europe, about boosting the region's industry, expanding the
harbor complex at Marghera, increasing the oil-tanker traffic in the laguna and deepening the la-gu-
na for the same purposes, about converting the Venetian Arsenale, immortalized by Dante, into the
Beaubourg's spitting-literally-image for storing the most recently discharged phlegm, about housing
an Expo here in the year 2000, etc. All this drivel normally gushes out of the same mouth, and often on
the same breath, that blabbers about ecology, protection, restoration, cultural patrimony, and what-
not. The goal of all that is one: rape. No rapist, though, wants to regard himself as such, let alone get
caught. Hence the mixture of objectives and metaphors, high rhetoric and lyrical fervor swelling the
barrel chests of parliamentary deputies and commendatore alike.

Yet while these characters are far more dangerous- indeed more harmful-than the Turks, the Aus-
trians, and Napoleon all lumped together, since money has more battalions than generals, in the
seventeen years that I've frequented this city very little has changed here. What saves Venice, like
Penelope, from her suitors is their rivalry, the competitive nature of capitalism boiled down to fat cats'
blood relations to different political parties. Lobbing spanners into each other's machinery is some-
thing democracy is awfully good at, and the leapfrogging of Italian cabinets has proved to be the city's
best insurance. So has the mosaic of the city's own political jigsaw. There are no doges anymore, and
the dwellers of these 118 islands are guided not by the grandeur of some particular vision but by their
immediate, often nearsighted concerns, by their desire to make ends meet.

Farsightedness here, however, would be counterproductive. In a place this size, twenty or thirty
people out of work are the city council's instant headache, which, apart from islands' innate mistrust
of the mainland, makes for a poor reception of the latter's blueprints, however breathtaking.

Appealing as they may be elsewhere, promises of universal employment and growth make little
sense in a city barely eight miles in circumference, which even at the apogee of its maritime for-
tunes never exceeded souls. Such prospects may thrill a shopkeeper or perhaps a doctor; a mortician,
though, would object, since the local cemeteries are jammed as it is and the dead now should be bur-
ied on the mainland. In the final analysis, that's what the mainland is good for.

Still, had the mortician and the doctor belonged to different political parties, that would be fine,
some progress could be made. In this city, they often belong to the same, and things get stalled rather
early, even if the party is the PCI. In short, underneath all these squabbles, unwitting ones or other-
wise, lies the simple truth that islands don't grow. That's what money, a.k.a. the future, a.k.a. voluble
politicos and fat cats, can't take, fails to grasp.

What's worse, it feels defied by this place, since beauty, a fait accompli by definition, always defies
the fi- iture, regarding it as nothing so much as an overblown, impotent present, or as its fading ground.
If this place is reality (or, as some claim, the past), then the future with all its aliases is excluded from it. At
best, it amounts to the present. And perhaps nothing proves this better than modern art, whose poverty
alone makes it prophetic. A poor man always speaks for the present, and perhaps the sole function of
collections like Peggy Guggenheim's and the similar accretions of this century's stuff habitually mounted
here is to show what a cheap, self-assertive, ungenerous, one-dimensional lot we have become, to instill
humility in us: there is no other outcome thinkable against the background of this Penelope of a city,
weaving her patterns by day and undoing them by night, with no Ulysses in sight. Only the sea.
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| think it was Hazlitt who said that the only thing that could beat this city of water would be a city
built in the air. That was a Calvinoesque idea, and who knows, as an upshot of space travel, that may
yet come to pass. As it is, apart from the moon landing, this century may be best remembered by leav-
ing this place intact, by just letting it be. I, for one, would advise even against gentle interference. Of
course, film festivals and book fairs are in tune with the flickering of the canals' surface, with their cur-
licue, sirocco-perused scrib- blings. And of course, turning this place into a capital of scientific research
would be a palatable option, especially taking into account the likely advantages of the local phospho-
rus-rich diet for any mental endeavor. The same bait could be used for moving the EEC headquarters
here from Brussels and the European parliament from Strasbourg. And of course, a better solution
would be to give this city and some of its environs the status of a national park. Yet | would argue
that the idea of turning Venice into a museum is as absurd as the urge to revitalize it with new blood.
For one thing, what passes for new blood is always in the end plain old urine. And secondly, this city
doesn't qualify to be a museum, being itself a work of art, the greatest masterpiece our species pro-
duced. You don't revive a painting, let alone a statue.

You leave them alone, you guard them against vandals- whose hordes may include yourself.

Seasons are metaphors for available continents, and winter is always somewhat antarctic, even
here. The city doesn't rely on coal as much as it used to; now it's gas. The magnificent, trumpetlike
chimneys resembling medieval turrets in the backdrop of every Madonna and Crucifixion idle and
gradually crumble away from the local skyline. As a result you shiver and go to bed with your woolen
socks on, because radiators keep their erratic cycles here even in hotels.

Only alcohol can absorb the polar lightning shooting through your body as you set your foot on
the marble floor, slippers or no slippers, shoes or no shoes. If you work in the evening you burn par-
thenons of candles-not for ambience or better light, but for their illusory warmth; or else you move
to the kitchen, light the gas stove, and shut the door. Everything emanates cold, the walls especially.
Windows you don't mind because you know what to expect from them.

In fact, they only pass the cold through, whereas walls store it. | remember once spending the
month of January in an apartment on the fifth floor of a house near the church of Fava. The place
belonged to a descendant of none other than Ugo Foscolo. The owner was a forest engineer or some
such thing, and was, naturally, away on business. The apartment wasn't that big: two rooms, sparsely
furnished. The ceiling, though, was extraordinarily high and the windows were correspondingly tall.
There were six or seven of them, as the apartment was a corner one. In the middle of the second week
the heating went off. This time | was not alone, and my com- rade-inarms and | drew lots as to who
would have to sleep by the wall. "Why should | always go to the wall?" she'd ask beforehand. "Because
I'm a victim?" And her mustard-and-honey eyes would darken with incredulity upon losing.

She would bundle up for the night-pink woolen jersey, scarf, stockings, long socks-and, having
counted uno, due, trel jump into the bed as though it were a dark river. To her, an Italian, a Roman,
with a dash of Greek blood in her veins, it probably was. "The only thing | disagree with in Dante,"
she used to remark, "is the way he describes Hell. To me, Hell is cold, very cold. I'd keep the circles
but make them of ice, with the temperature dropping with every spiral. Hell is the Arctic." She meant
it, too. With the scarf around her neck and head she looked like Francesco Querini on that statue in
the Giardini, or like the famous bust of Petrarch (who, in turn, to me is the very image of Mon-tale-or,
rather, vice versa). There was no telephone in that place; a jumble of tuba-like chimneys loomed in
the dark sky. The whole thing felt like the Flight to Egypt, with her playing both the woman and the
child, and me my namesake and the donkey; after all, it was January. "Between Herod of the past and
Pharaoh of the future," | kept telling myself. "Between Herod and Pharaoh, that's where we are." In
the end | fell ill.
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Cold and dampness got me-or rather my chest muscles and nerves, messed up by surgeries. The
cardiac cripple in me panicked and she somehow shoved me onto the train for Paris, as we both were
unsure of the local hospitals, much though | adore the facade of Giovanni e Paolo. The carriage was
warm, my head was splitting from nitro pills, a bunch of bersaglieriin the compartment were celebrat-
ing their home leave with Chianti and a ghetto blaster. | wasn't sure whether | would make it to Paris;
but what was interfering with my fear was the clear sense that, should | manage, in no time at all-well,
in a year-1'd be back to the cold place between Herod and Pharaoh.

Even then, huddling on the wooden bench of my compartment, | was fully aware of this feeling's
absurdity; yet as long as it could help me to see through my fear, absurdity was welcome. The trun-
dling of the carriage and the effect of its constant vibration on one's frame did, | suppose, the rest,
rearranging or messing up my muscles, etc., even further. Or maybe it was just that the heating in the
carriage worked. At any rate, | made Paris, had a passable EKG, and boarded my plane for the States.
In other words, lived to tell the story, and the story itself to repeat.

"Italy," Anna Akhmatova used to say, "is a dream that keeps returning for the rest of your life." It
must be noted, though, that the arrival of dreams is irregular and their interpretation is yawn-inspir-
ing. Furthermore, should dreams ever be designated a genre, their main stylistic device would doubt-
less be the non sequitur. That at least could be a justification for what has transpired thus far in these
pages. Also, that could explain my attempts over all these years to secure that dream's recurrence,
manhandling my superego in the process no less savagely than my unconscious. To put it bluntly, | kept
returning myself to the dream, rather than the other way around.

Sure enough, somewhere along the line | had to pay for this sort of violence, either by eroding what
constituted my reality or by forcing the dream to acquire mortal features, the way the soul does in the
course of one's lifetime. | guess | paid in both ways; and | didn't mind it either, especially the latter,
which would take the form of a Cartavenezia (exp. date, Jan. 1988) in my wallet, anger in those eyes
of a particular variety (trained, and as of the same date, on better sights), or something equally finite.
The reality suffered more, and often | would be crossing the Atlantic on my way home with a distinct
feeling of traveling from history into anthropology. For all the time, blood, ink, money, and the rest
that | shed or shelled out here, | never could convincingly claim, even to myself, that I'd acquired any
local traits, that I'd become, in however minuscule a manner, a Venetian. A vague smile of recognition
on the face of a hotelier or a trattoria proprietor didn't count; nor could anyone be deceived by the
clothes I'd purchased locally. Gradually, I've become a transient in either realm, with the failure of
convincing the dream of my presence in it being somewhat more disheartening.

That, of course, was familiar. Yet | suppose a case could be made for fidelity when one returns to
the place of one's love, year after year, in the wrong season, with no guarantee of being loved back.
For, like every virtue, fidelity is of value only so long as it is instinctive or idiosyncratic, rather than
rational. Besides, at a certain age, and in a certain line of work at that, to be loved back is not exactly
imperative. Love is a selfless sentiment, a one-way street.

That's why it is possible to love cities, architecture per se, music, dead poets, or, given a particular
temperament, a deity. For love is an affair between a reflection and its object. This is in the end what
brings one back to this city-the way the tide brings the Adriatic and, by extension, the Atlantic and the
Baltic. At any rate, objects don't ask questions: as long as the element exists, their reflection is guar-
anteed-in the form of a returning traveler or in the form of a dream, for a dream is the fidelity of the
shut eye. That's the sort of confidence our own kind is lacking, although we are part water.

Should the world be designated a genre, its main stylistic device would no doubt be water. If that
doesn't happen, it is either because the Almighty, too, doesn't seem to have much in the way of alter-
natives, or because a thought itself possesses a water pattern. So does one's handwriting; so do one's
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emotions; so does blood. Reflection is the property of liquid substances, and even on a rainy day one
can always prove the superiority of one's fidelity to that of glass by positioning oneself behind it. This
city takes one's breath away in every weather, the variety of which, at any rate, is somewhat limited.
And if we are indeed partly synonymous with water, which is fully synonymous with time, then one's
sentiment toward this place improves the future, contributes to that Adriatic or Atlantic of time which
stores our reflections for when we are long gone. Out of them, as out of frayed sepia pictures, time
will perhaps be able to fashion, in a collage-like manner, a version of the future better than it would
be without them. This way one is a Venetian by definition, because out there, in its equivalent of the
Adriatic or Atlantic or Baltic, time- alias-water crochets or weaves our reflections-alias love for this
place-into unrepeatable patterns, much like the withered old women dressed in black all over this
littoral's islands, forever absorbed in their eye-wrecking la- cework. Admittedly, they go blind or mad
before they reach the age of fifty, but then they get replaced by their daughters and nieces. Among
fishermen's wives, the Parcae never have to advertise for an opening.

The one thing the locals never do is ride gondolas. To begin with, a gondola ride is pricey. Only for-
eign tourists, and well-off ones at that, can afford it.

That's what explains the median age of gondola passengers: a septuagenarian can shell out one-
tenth of a schoolteacher's salary without wincing.

The sight of these decrepit Romeos and their rickety Juliets is invariably sad and embarrassing,
not to say ghastly. For the young, i. ?., for those for whom this sort of thing would be appropriate, a
gondola is as far out of reach as a five-star hotel. Economy, of course, reflects demography; yet that is
doubly sad, because beauty, instead of promising the world, gets reduced to being its reward.

That, in parenthesis, is what drives the young to nature, whose free, or, more exactly, cheap de-
lights are free-i. ?., devoid-of the meaning and invention present in art or in artifice. A landscape can
be thrilling, but a fagade by Lombardini tells you what you can do. And one way-the original way-of
looking at such facades is from a gondola: this way you can see what the water sees. Of course, noth-
ing could be further from the locals' agendas as they scurry and bustle about on their daily rounds,
properly oblivious or even allergic to the surrounding splendor. The closest they come to using a
gondola is when they're ferried across the Grand Canal or carrying home some unwieldy purchase-a
washing machine, say, or a sofa. But neither a ferryman nor a boat owner would on such occasions
break into "? sole mio." Perhaps the indifference of a native takes its cue from artifice's own indiffer-
ence to its own reflection. That could be the locals' final argument against the gondola, except that it
could be countered by the offer of a ride at nighttime, to which | once succumbed.

The night was cold, moonlit, and quiet. There were five of us in the gondola, including its owner, a
local engineer who, together with his girlfriend, did all the paddling. We moseyed and zigzagged like
an eel through the silent town hanging over our heads, cavernous and empty, resembling at this late
hour a vast, largely rectangular coral reef or a succession of uninhabited grottoes. It was a peculiar
sensation: to find yourself moving within what you're used to glancing across-ca- nals; it felt like ac-
quiring an extra dimension. Presently we glided into the laguna and headed toward the island of the
dead, toward San Michele. The moon, pitched extraordinarily high, like some mind-bogglingly sharp ti
crossed by a cloud's ledger sign, was barely available to the sheet of water, and the gondola's gliding
too was absolutely noiseless. In fact, there was something distinctly erotic in the noiseless and trace-
less passage of its lithe body upon the water-much like sliding your palm down the smooth skin of
your beloved. Erotic, because there were no consequences, because the skin was infinite and almost
immobile, because the caress was abstract. With us inside, the gondola was perhaps slightly heavy,
and the water momentarily yielded underneath, only to close the gap the very next second. Also,
powered by a man and a woman, the gondola wasn't even masculine. In fact, it was an eroticism not
of genders but of elements, a perfect match of their equally lacquered surfaces. The sensation was
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neutral, almost incestuous, as though you were present as a brother caressed his sister, or vice versa.
In this manner we circled the island of the dead and headed back to Canareggio... Churches, | always
thought, should stay open all night; at least the Madonna dell' Orto should- not so much because of
the likely timing of the soul's agony as because of the wonderful Bellini Madonna with Child in it.

| wanted to disembark there and steal a glance at the painting, at the inch-wide interval that sep-
arates her left palm from the Child's sole. That inch-ah, much less!-is what separates love from eroti-
cism. Or perhaps that's the ultimate in eroticism.

But the cathedral was closed and we proceeded through the tunnel of grottoes, through this aban-
doned, flat, moonlit Piranesian mine with its few sparkles of electric ore, to the heart of the city. Still,
now | knew what water feels like being caressed by water.

We disembarked near the concrete crate of the Bauer Griinwald Hotel, rebuilt after the war, toward
the end of which it was blown up by the local partisans because it housed the German command. As
an eyesore, it keeps good company with the church of San Moise-the busiest facade in town. Together,
they look like Albert Speer having a pizza capric-ciosa. I've never been inside either, but | knew a Ger-
man gentleman who stayed in this crate-like structure and found it very comfortable. His mother was
dying while he was on vacation here and he spoke to her daily over the telephone. When she expired
he convinced the management to sell him the telephone's receiver. The management understood,
and the receiver was included in the bill. But then he was most likely a Protestant, while San Moise is
a Catholic church, not to mention its being closed at night.

Equidistant from our respective abodes, this was as good a place to disembark as any. It takes about
an hour to cross this city by foot in any direction. Provided, of course, that you know your way, which
by the time | stepped out of that gondola | did. We bade each other farewell and dispersed. | walked
toward my hotel, tired, not even trying to look around, mumbling to myself some odd, God-knows-
from-where-dredged-up lines, like "Pillage this village," or "This city deserves no pity."

That sounded like early Auden, but it wasn't. Suddenly | wanted a drink. | swerved into San Marco
in the hope that Florian's was still open. It was closing; they were removing the chairs from the arcade
and mounting wooden boards on the windows. A short negotiation with the waiter, who had already
changed to go home but whom | knew slightly, had the desired result; and with that result in hand |
stepped out from under the arcade and scanned the piazza. It was absolutely empty, not a soul. Its
four hundred rounded windows were running in their usual maddening order, like idealized waves.
This sight always reminded me of the Roman Colosseum, where, in the words of a friend of mine,
somebody invented the arch and couldn't stop. "Pillage this village," | was still muttering to myself.
"This city deserves." Fog began to engulf the piazza. It was a quiet invasion, but an invasion nonethe-
less. | saw its spears and lances moving silently but very fast, from the direction of the laguna, like foot
soldiers preceding their heavy cavalry. "Silently, and very fast," | said to myself.

Any time now you could anticipate their king, King Fog, appearing from around the corner in all
his cumulus glory. "Silently, and very fast," | repeated to myself. Now, that was Auden's last line from
his "Fall of Rome," and it was this place that was "altogether elsewhere." All of a sudden | felt he was
behind me, and | turned as fast as | could. A tall, smooth window of Florian's that was reasonably well
lit and not covered with a board gleamed through the patches of fog. | walked toward it and looked
inside. Inside, it was 195?. On the red plush divans, around a small marbled table with a kremlin of
drinks and teapots on it, sat Wystan Auden, with his great love, Chester Kallman, Cecil Day Lewis and
his wife, Stephen Spender and his. Wystan was telling some funny story and everybody was laughing.
In the middle of the story, a well-built sailor passed by the window; Chester got up and, without so
much as a "See you later," went in hot pursuit. "l looked at Wystan," Stephen told me years later. "He
kept laughing, but a tear ran down his cheek." At this point, for me, the window had gone dark. King
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Fog rode into the piazza, reined in his stallion, and started to unfurl his white turban. His buskins were
wet, so was his charivari; his cloak was studded with the dim, myopic jewels of burning lamps. He was
dressed that way because he hadn't any idea what century it was, let alone which year. But then, being
fog, how could he?

Let me reiterate: Water equals time and provides beauty with its double. Part water, we serve
beauty in the same fashion. By rubbing water, this city improves time's looks, beautifies the future.
That's what the role of this city in the universe is. Because the city is static while we are moving. The
tear is proof of that. Because we go and beauty stays. Because we are headed for the future, while
beauty is the eternal present. The tear is an attempt to remain, to stay behind, to merge with the city.
But that's against the rules. The tear is a throwback, a tribute of the future to the past. Or else it is the
result of subtracting the greater from the lesser: beauty from man. The same goes for love, because
one's love, too, is greater than oneself.

November 1989
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Nocud bpoackui
Fondamenta degli incurabili (HabepexxHasa Heucuenmmbix)

Po6epTy MopraHy
1.

MHoro nyH Tomy Hasag, gonnap pasHanca 870 nupam, n mHe 6bi10 32 roga. MNnaHeTa Toxe Becuaa Ha
ABa MMAAMapAa Ayw MeHblue, 1 6ap Toi CTauboHe, Kyaa A Nnpubbla X0/104HOM AeKabpbCKOM HOYbIO,
6bIn NycT. A CTOAN M NOAXKMAAN ANHCTBEHHOE Ye/I0BeYeCKOe CyLLEeCTBO, KOTOPOE 3Ha B 3TOM ropoge.
OHa cnnbHO onasablBana.

BcAaKkuni nyTellecTBEHHUK 3HAET 3TOT PacKaaL,: 3Ty CMeCb YCTAanoCTu 1 Tpesoru. Korga pasrnagbiBaellb
umdepbnathl U pacnmncaHua, Koraa M3yyaellb BEHO3HbIA MPamop Nog Horamu, Babixas Kapbosky u
TYCK/IbIM 3anax, UCTOYAEMbIN B XO/IOAHYH 3UMHIOKO HOUYb YYTYHHbIM IOKOMOTUBOM. Yem A 1 3aHANCA.
Kpome 3eBatoulero byderymka M HenoABUXKHOMN, noxoxer Ha byaay, MaTpPOHbl y Kaccbl, He BUA-
HO 6b1710 HM aywun. ToAKy, BNpoYem, HaM Apyr OT Apyra 66110 Mano: Becb 3anac Ux A3blKa — C10BO
«espresso» — A yXe UCTPaTUA; A BOCNONb30BANCA UM ABaXAbl. Ewe A Kynun y HUX Nepsyto nayky
TOro, YeMy B MPeACTOABLUME rofbl CyKAeHO bbino o3HayvaTb «Merda Statale», « Movimento Sociale» u
«Morte Sicura»! — nepsyto nauyky MS?. TaK 4To A NOAXBATUN YEMOZAHbI U LLATHY HAPYKY.

2.

Houb 6bina BeTpeHON, U Npexae YemM BKIOUYUAACh CeTYaTKa, MeHA OXBATMI0 YyBCTBO abCONOTHOrO
CYACTbA: B HO34PW YAAPUA €ro BCergalHUm — ANAa MeHA — CMHOHUM: 3anax Mep3HyLWMX BOAOPOCAEN.
[na oQHMX 3TO CBEXKECKOLWEeHHadA TpaBa UK CeHO; ANA APYIUX — POXKAECTBEHCKAA XBOA C MaHAAPUHA-
MU. A MeHA — Mep3/ble BOAOPOC/IN: OTYACTU M3-3a 3BYKONOAPaxKaTeNbHbIX CBOMCTB CAaMOro Ha3Ba-
HWA, B KOTOPOM COLUNUCL PACTUTENbHBIN U NOABOAHBIA MUP, OTYACTU M3-33 HAMEKA Ha HECOBMECTU-
MOCTb U TaWHYO NOABOAHYIO APAMY COAEPKALWLErOCA B NOHATUN. «[Ae KaMeHb TEMHEET Mo NEHOMY,
KaK CKa3an nosT. B HEKOTOPbIX CTUXMAX OMO3HAaelWb cebs; K MOMEHTY BTATMBAHWA 3TOrO 3anaxa Ha
ctyneHax CtayboHe A 6b1a yXKe 6obWMM CNeymMasncTom No HECOBMECTUMOCTU M TalHbIM ApPaMaM.
MpuBA3aHHOCTb K 3TOMY 3anaxy CNefoBano, BHE BCAKMX COMHEHUI, NpUNUCaTb AETCTBY HA Hbeperax
BanTMKKM, B OTEYECTBE CTPAHCTBYIOLWLEN CUPEHbI N3 CTUXOTBOPEHUA MoHTane. Y meHsa, ogHaKo, 6biau
COMHEHMUA. XOTA H6bl MOTOMY, YTO AETCTBO ObII0 HEe CTO/Mb YK CHACT/IMBLIM (M peaKo ObiBaeT, ABNAACH
LWKo/IoN 6e33alMTHOCTN M OTBpPALLEHUA K camomy cebe, a YTo 40 MOpPSA, TO YCKONb3HYTb U3 MOel
Yyactu banTukM fencTBUTENBHO MOT TONIbKO Yropb). B ntobom cnyyae, Ha npegmeT HOCTaZlbIMK OHO
TAHYNO C TPYAOM. fl Bcerga 3Han, YTO UCTOYHWUK 3TON NPUBA3AHHOCTM FA4e-TO He 34eCb, HO BHE PAaMOK
6uorpacdmm, BHe reHETUYECKOIO CKNAAA, F4Ee-TO B MO3XKEUKE, CPEAN NPOYNX BOCMOMUHAHWUIN O HALLMX
XOpPA0BbIX NpeaKax, Ha XyA40M KOHel,— O TO caMoit pbibe, N3 KOTOPOWN BO3HMK/IA Halla LMBUAK3ALMA.
Bbina an pbiba cyactanea, Apyrov Bonpoc.

3.

B KOHLEe KOHLOB, 3aMax ecTb HapyLeHMe KUCNOPOAHOro 6anaHca, BTOPKEHNE B HETO UHbIX 31EMEH-
TOB — MeTaHa? yrnepoaa? cepbl? a3ota? B 3aBMcMMOCTM OT 06bema BTOPKEHUA NOyYaeM NPUBKYC —
3anax — BOHb. ITO BCE Ae/10 MONEKY/, U, MOXOXKE, CHACTbe eCTb MUT, KOTAa CTa/IKMBAELbCA C 3IeMeHTa-
MW TBOEro CO6CTBEHHOIO COCTaBa B CBOHOAHOM COCTOAHMMU. TyT UX, aBCONOTHO CBOBOAHBIX, XBaTano,
M A NOYYBCTBOBAJ, YTO LWArHYy/N B COBCTBEHHbIM MOPTPET, BbINONHEHHbIW U3 XONO4HOIO BO34yXa.

I «TocypapcTBeHHOe AepbMoy, «OBLIeCTBEHHOR ABUXKEHUEe», «BepHasa cmepTby (KT.).

2 CopT UTaNbAHCKMX CUraper.
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Becb 3a4HMK 6bl B TEMHbIX CMAY3TaxX KYMoa0B U KPOBE/b; MOCT HaBMCaN Had YepHbIM M3rMbom Bo-
[HOM Maccbl, 06a KoHLa KoTopoit obpesana 6eckoHe4YHOCTb. Houbio B HE3HAKOMbIX Kpasx beckoHeu-
HOCTb HauMHaEeTCA ¢ nocneaHero poHapa, 1 34ecb OH bbiN B ABaALATM MeTpax. bblio oueHb TUX0. Bpe-
MA OT BPEMEHM TYCK/I0 OCBELLEHHbIE MOTOPKM NMPONOA3aAN B Ty UK APYTYO CTOPOHY, AP06S BUHTAMM
OTpakeHne OrpoMHoro HeoHosoro Cinzano, NbiTaBLLUEroCs CHOBA PACMONOKMUTbCA Ha YEPHOW KNeeHKe
BoAbl. TULLIMHA BO3BpPALLLANACh rOPa3a0 paHbLie, YeM emy 3TO yAaBaNoCh.

4.

Bce oTaaBano npuesgom B NPOBUMHLUMIO — B KaKoe-HMOyAb HE3HAKOMOE, 3aX0NyCTHOe MeCTo — BO3-
MOKHO, K cebe Ha poaMHy, Nocae MHOFONeTHEro OTCyTCTBMA. He B nocneaHo0 ovepeab 3To 06bAc-
HANOCb MOEeM aHOHUMHOCTbIO, HEYMECTHOCTbIO OANMHOKOMN GUrypbl Ha cTyneHAax CTauboHe: XopoLuei
MULLEHbIO 3a6BEHUA. K TOMY }Ke Obla 3MMHAA HOoYb. M 5 BCMOMHWA NEePBYHO CTPOYKY CTUXOTBOPEHUSA
YmbepTo Cabbl, KOTOpoOe Koraa-To A4aBHO, B NpeablAyLemM BOMNIOWEHWM, NePEBOANA Ha PYCCKUIA: «B
rnybuHe AgpuaTUKM AUKONM...». B rnybuHe, ayman s, B rywu, B 3abbIToM yrny AWKOM AgpuaTuKu...
CTonno nnwb ornsAHyTbCA, YTobbl YBMAATL CTauboHe BO BCEM ee MPSAMOYronbHOM bnecke HeOHa U
M3bICKAaHHOCTK, YTOObI yBMAATb NevaTHble 6yKBbl: VENEZIA. Ho A He ornaabiBancs. Hebo 6b110 nonHo
3MMHMX 3Be34, KaK YacTo bbiBaeT B NpoBMHLMKU. Ka3anocb, B 1106Yy0 MUHYTY BAAAW MOT 3a/1asATb Nec,
He MCKAtoYanca u neTyx. 3aKpbIB rnasa, A npeactaBun cebe nNyvyok XxonogHbIX BOAOPOCAEN, pacnna-
CTaHHbIM Ha MOKPOM, BO3MOXHO — 0b/ieieHeBLIEM KaMHe rae-To0 BO BCeNeHHOW, 6e3pas3inyHbIi K
ToMy — rge. KamHem 6bin1 Kak bbl A1, Ty4KOM BOAOPOCNAEN — MOA /IeBasA KUCTb. 3aTeM HUOTKYAa BO3HUK-
Jla WWMpPOKas KpbiTaa 6aprka, MoMecb KOHCEPBHOM baHKK 1 ByTepbpoaa, 1 ryxo TKHynacb B Npuyan
CrauboHe. lopcTKa nacca*kMpoB Bblberkana Ha beper n ycTpemunacb MMMO MeHS K cTaHuuu. TyT A yBu-
Aen eANHCTBEHHOE Ye/l0oBeYEeCKOe CyLLEeCcTBO, KOTOPOEe 3HaN B 3TOM ropoae; KapTuHa bblna ckazoyHas.

5.

Bnepsble A ee yBUAeN HECKOIbKO NeT Ha3ak, B TOM CaMOM Npeblayliem BonaolteHummn: B Poccmu. Toraa
KapTUHa ABMUIaCb B 06/IMKe CNaBUCTKKU, TOYHEE, CNELMANUCTKK No MaakoBckomy. MNocneaHee 4yyTb He
3a4epPKHYN0 KapTUHY KaK 0OBEKT MHTepeca B rnasax Moel KoMnaHuKU. YTo 3Toro He c/ly4nnochb, 6110
Mepol ee 0603pUMbIX AOCTOMHCTB. 180 cM, TOHKOKOCTHas, A/IMHHOHOras, Y3KOAULAsA, C KallTaHOBOM
rPUBOM N KAaPUMKN MUHAANEBUAHBIMM F1a3amMu, C NPUANYHBIM PYCCKMM Ha GaHTACTUYECKMX OYepPTaHWM
YCTax U C OC/IENUTENIbHOM Y/IbIOKOM Tam Ke, B MOTPACAIOLLEN, NIOTHOCTU NannMpocHon bymaru, 3amiue
W YyNIKax B TOH, TMMNHOTUYECKM B1aroyxaa HE3HaKOMbIMU AlyXaMu, — KapTUHa bblna, 6eccnopHo, cambim
3N1EraHTHbIM CYLLLECTBOM XEHCKOro nona, CyMacBOAALLAA HOra KOTOPOro Koraa-nMbo cTynana B Hall
Kpyr. OHa bblna caenaHa 13 Toro, YTo YBNAXKHAET CHbl XKeHaToro YenoBeka. Kpome Toro, BeHeLMaHKoM.
TaK YTO Mbl 1ETKO NEPEBAPUN €€ Y/IEHCTBO B UTA/IbAHCKOM KOMMNAPTUM U NMOMYTHYIO CNaboCTb K Ha-
UMM HEeCMbIWAEHbIM aBaHrapAMcTam TpUALUATbIX, CNMCaB 3TO Ha 3anmagHoe nerkombicave. [ymato,
6yab OHa APOM HALMCTKOM, Mbl anKanu Obl ee He MeHbLLE; BO3MOXKHO, Aaxke 6osblue. OHa bbina aen-
CTBUTENbHO CHOrcliMbaTenlbHOM, M KOrga B pe3ynbTaTe CnyTanacb C BbICOKOOMNIa4MBaeMbiM He40yM-
KOM apMSIHCKMX KpOBel Ha nepudepunn Halero Kpyra, obuier peakumnen 6bi1m ckopee NsymaeHue u
FHEB, HEXEeNM PEBHOCTb UM CTUCHYTbIE 3yDObl, XOTA, B CYLLHOCTU, HE CTOM/I0 THEBATbCA HA TOHKOE Kpy-
€eBO, 3aMapaHHOe OCTPbIM HaLMOHa/bHbIM COycOM. Mbl, OIHaKO, rHeBanncb. M6o 3To BbINO XyXKe,
yem pasoyapoBaHMe: 3TO BblN0 NPeaaTeNbCTBOM TKaHM.

B Te AHM Mbl OTOXAECTBAANM CTU/b C CYLLHOCTbIO, KPAaCcoTy C UHTEN/IEKTOM. Bce-Takun mMbl 6b1am nybn-
KOM KHMXXHOW, @ B U3BECTHOM BO3pacTe, BepAa B IMTepaTypy, Npeanonaraellb, YTO BCe pas3aenatoT Uam
[OJIKHbI pa3aenaTb TBOM BKYCbl M NPUCTPACTUSA. O3TOMY €C/IU KTO-TO XOPOLLIO CMOTPUTCA, TO OH CBOW.
He3aTpoHyTble BHELWWHMM MUPOM, 0COBEHHO 3anagHbiM, Mbl HE 3HANW, YTO CTU/Ib NPOAAETCA ONTOM,
YTO KpacoTa 6biBaeT NPOCTO TOBapOM. [103TOMY Mbl CHUTANIN KaPTUHY GU3UUYECKUM MPOAO/IKEHUEM U
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BOM/IOLLEHNEM HALLIMX NAEAN0B U NMPUHLMUMNOB, @ BCIO €€ 04EeXKAY, BK/OYAA Npo3payHble Beln, — A0-
CTOAHMEM LUBUAN3ALMUN.

OToKAecTBNAEHME 3TO ObI/I0 TAKMM NPOYHbIM, @ KaPTUHA TaKOM XOPOLLEHbLKOM, YTO AarKe Tenepb, rogbl
cnycTa, BCTYNUB B 4PYrOM BO3PacT M, TaK CKa3aTb, B APYryt0 CTPaHy, A HEBOJIbHO B35/ Oblyl0 MaHepy.
MPUTUCHYTbIN ToANOM Ha nNanybe BanopeTTo® K ee wybe nU3 HyTpMU, A NEePBbIM AE/0M CNPOCUN, YTO
OHa AyMaeT 0 TO/IbKO YTO Bbiweawmnx «MoTteTtax» MoHTane. 3Hakomoe cBepKaHue ABaALaTi BOCbMU
YKEMUYKMH, NOBTOPEeHHOe Ha 06oaKe Kapero 3payka M Npoa/ieHHoe A0 paccbinHoro cepebpa Mneu-
Horo MyTu, — BOT 1 BCe, YTO A NOY4YM/ B OTBET, HO 1 3TO HbII0 HE Mano. BO3MOXKHO, Haxo4ACb B CAMOM
cepaue UMBMAN3aALLMK, CNPALIMBATb O ee NoCAeAHUX AOCTUKEHUAX Bblao TaBTonorMen. BoamorkHo, A
NPOCTO AONYCTUA BECTAaKTHOCTb, MOCKO/IbKY aBTOP He Obl/l MECTHbIM.

6.

MepgneHHoe ABUXKEHME NOAKM CKBO3b HOYb HAMOMMHAN0 NPOXOA CBA3HON MbICIM CKBO3b becco3Ha-
TenbHoe. Mo o6e CTOPOHbI, N0 KOMIEHO B YEPHOW KaK CMOJIb BOAE, CTOAIN OTPOMHbIE PE3HbIe CyHAY-
KM TEMHbIX NMasauyo, NnosiHble HEMOCTUKMMbIX COKPOBMULL, — CKOpee BCEero, 30/10Ta, CyAs Mo KeNTomy
3N1eKTPUYECKOMY cUAHUIO cnaboro Hakana, NpobrBaBLIEMYCA CKBO3b Len B cTaBHAX. ObLiee Bneyat-
NleHune 66110 MUPONOTMYECKMM, TOYHEE — LIMKIOMUYECKUM: i TONas B Ty 6ECKOHEYHOCTb, KOTOPYHO BO-
obparkan Ha ctyneHax CTauboHe, U Tenepb ABUranca MMMo ee obuTaTenei, BAo/b WEPEHTU CNALLNX
LIMKNOMOB, BO3/IE}KABLUMX B YEPHOM BOAE, BPEMA OT BPEMEHM NOAbIMAA M OMYyCKan BEKO.

PAOOM CO MHOW KapTUHa B HYTPUM 0BBACHANA MOYTU LLENOTOM, YTO BE3ET MEHS B OTe/b, fAe CHANA
MHe HOMep, YTO, HaBEPHO, Mbl YBUAMMCA 3aBTPaA U/IM NOC/IE3aBTPA, YTO OHa XOTena Hbl NO3HAKOMUTb
MEHSA C MY¥eM 1 cecTpoit. MHe HpaBW/ICA ee WENOoT, XOTA OH rapMOHMPOBa CKOpee C TEMHOTON, Yem
C CaMMM COOBLEHNEM, U A OTBETU/ TAKUM e 3aroBOPLLUYECKMM FO/I0OCOM, YTO BCEraa NPUATHO NOBU-
0aTb BEPOATHbIX POACTBEHHUKOB. TyT A HECKO/IbKO Nepeskan, HO OHa 3aCMesach, Tak Xe BMoAronoca,
NPUNOMKKUB K r'yb6am pyKy B nepyaTke KOPUYHEBOM KOXKMK. Maccaxkupbl BOKPYT, OpIOHETbI NO NpeumyLie-
cTBY, 06yC/I0BMB CBOMM KONMYECTBOM Hally 6/1M30CTb, HE LEBENNIUCL U ECAN MeperoBapuBaanCk, To
Ha TeX *Ke MOHMMKEHHbIX TOHAX, C/IOBHO TOXKE O NpeAMeTax MHTUMHOIO CBOMCTBA. 3aTemM HEGO Ha MIHO-
BEHWE 3aTMUNA TMIraHTCKaa MpamopHaa CKobKa MocTa, U BAPYT BCe 3a1UN CBET. «PManbTO», — CKasana
OHAa HOPMa/IbHbIM FO/IOCOM.

7.

B nyTewecTBuM No BoAe, AaKe Ha KOPOTKME PACCTOAHUSA, eCTb YTO-TO NepBObbLITHOE. YTO Thl Tam, rae
Tebe 6bITb He No0XKeHO, Tebe coobLWAOT He CTO/IbKO TBOW INa3a, YLK, HOC, A3biK, Na/ibLbl, CKO/IbKO
HOTMM, KOTOPbIM He no cebe B ponuM opraHa 4yBCTB. Boga CTaBMT Mo COMHEHME MPUHLMUN TOPU30H-
Ta/IbHOCTU, OCOBEHHO HOYbIO, KOrAa ee NMOBEPXHOCTb MOXOXa Ha MocToByto. CKOMb Bbl MPOYHA HU
6blna 3ameHa nocnegHel — nanyba — y Tebs nog Horamu, Ha BoAe Tbl 6auTenbHen, yem Ha bepery,
4yyBCTBa B 60/1blIEN rOTOBHOCTU. Ha BoAe, CKaxeM, Hesib3si 3abbITbCs, KaK ObIBAaeT Ha yAULE: HOTU BCE
Bpems AepxaT Teba 1 TBOW paccyoK HauyekKy, B paBHOBECUW, TOYHO Tbl PoA KOMMaca. YTo X, MOXKeT,
Ta YYTKOCTb, KOTOPYIO NpUobpeTaeT TBOW yM Ha BOAe, — 3TO Ha CAaMOM Jie/ie AajsibHee, OKO/IbHOE 3X0
MOYTEHHbIX XOPAO0BbIX. BO BCAKOM C/yyae, Ha BoAe TBOE BOCNpPUATUE APYroro YyenoBeka oboctpsercs,
CNOBHO yCUNeHHoe 0bLwen — 1 B3aMMHOW — ONACHOCTbIO. [oTepA Kypca ecTb KaTeropms NCUXonorum
He MeHblUe, YemM HaBuraummn. Kak 6bl To HY 6bI/10, B Ciegytowme A4ecaTb MUHYT, XOTb Mbl U AIBUTANUCh
B OAHOM HanpaB/eHUU, 1 YBUAEN, YTO CTPE/IKa eAMHCTBEHHOrO Ye/10BEYECKOrO CYyLLLEeCTBa, KOTopoe A
3HaN B 3TOM ropoAe, U MOA Pa3oLLIMCb CAMOEe MeHbLLIEee Ha COPOK MATb rpaaycoB. BeposTHee Bcero
NOTOMY, 4TO 3Ta YacTb KaHane paHae nyylle ocBeLleHa.

3 Katep (u1.).
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Mbl BbICaAWU/IUCb Ha NPUCTAHN AKagemua, Nonas B NJIeH TBepAOM Tonorpadum U COOTBETCTBYHOLLETO
MOpPanbHOro Kogdekca. Mocne Heaonrmx 6ay»KAaHWUA MO Y3KMM Nepeynkam MeHA A0CTaBUAN B BECTU-
6t0/1b O4HOMMEHHOTO, YAA/IMBLLIEroca OT MMPa NAaHCMOHA, NOLEN0BAIN B LWEKY — CKopee Kak MuHo-
TaBpa, MHEe MOKa3a/NoCb, YeM Kak A061eCTHOro repoa — M NoMKenaan CroKOMHOW HoYM. 3aTem mosA
ApwvagHa yaanmnacb, oCTaBMB 3a coboi 6,1aroBoHHY0 HUTb goporux (He «Wannmap» nn?) ayxos, 6bi-
CTPO pacTanBLUYtO B 3aTX/I0M aTMOChepe NaHCUMOHA, MPONMUTaHHOM C1abbiM, HO BE3AECYLLMM 3aNaxom
Mouu. Mapy MUHYT A pasrnagbiean mebens. MoTom 3aBannaca cnatb.

8.

Takum 6b11 MO NepBbIi Npuess, ctoga. Hu AypHbiM, HM 61arMm npeasHameHOBaHMEM OH He OKasan-
cs. Ecnv Ta HoYb YTO M HaNpPopPOoYKUAa, TO IMWb TO, YTO 061aZaTeIeM 3TOro ropoa A He CTaHy HUKOTAA;
HO TaKUX HaZexn A U He nNuTan. B KauecTBe Hayana, A Aymalo, 3TOT 3NU304 COMAET, NpaBaa, B MOem
3HAKOMCTBE C eAMHCTBEHHbIM YE/10BEYECKMM CYLLLECTBOM, KOTOPOE 5 3Ha/1 B 3TOM rOpoAe, OH, CKopee,
03Hayan KoHel,.

B TOT pas s BMAEN ee ewe ABaxKAbl UNU TPUXKAbI; U AeNCTBUTENBHO OblN NPeaCcTaBaAEH CECTPE U MYKY.
MepBas OKa3anacb 04apPOBaTE/IbHOMN EHLWMHOM: BbICOKAA M CTPOMHAsA, Kak Mos ApuagHa, U, MOXKeT
ObITb, AaXKe ApYe, HO MeNTAaHXO/IMYHEE U, HACKOMIbKO MOTY CyAMUTb, elle 3amyKHee. BTopoit, ubs BHeL-
HOCTb COBEPLUEHHO BbiNasia y MeHa U3 NamATh No NPUUYNHE U3BbITOYHOCTU, Bbl/l APXUTEKTYPHOM CBO-
JI0YbIO M3 TOM XKYTKOW NOC/IEBOEHHOW CEKTbl, KOTOPaA MCNOPTMUAA oYyepTaHus EBponbl cunbHee BcA-
Koro /llopTBadde. B BeHeunn oH OCKBEPHUA Napy YyAECHbIX KaMMNo* CBOMMM COOPYKEHUAMM, OAHUM
N3 KOTOPbIX Obl/, eCTeCTBEHHO, BaHK, MO0 3TOT pa3pAsd *KUBOTHbIX NHOOUT 6aHKM ¢ abCONOTHO Hap-
LIMCCUCTCKUM MbIIOM, CO BCEI TATON CNeacTBmA K NpuUUYMHe. 3a O4HY 3Ty KCTPYKTYpPY» (Kak B Te AHU
BbIPayKa/IMCb) OH, MO-MOEMY, 3aC/yKuna pora. Ho MOCKO/IbKY, KaK U ero *KeHa, oH Bpoge b6bl cocTosAn B
KOMMapTuM, TO 3a4a4vy, PEWnn s, ny4dlle BCEro BO3/0XKUTb Ha ToBapuLen. PazbopumBocTb, C 04HOM
CTOPOHbI; @ C APYrOW, KOr4a B OAMH MPAyHbIi BeYep A NO3BOHWA M3 IybMH moero nabupuHTa eguH-
CTBEHHOMY Y€/10BEYECKOMY CYLLLECTBY, KOTOPOE 3HaN B 3TOM rOpOAe, apXMUTEKTOP, NoYyAB, BUAMMO,
YTO-TO HE TO B MOEM JIOMAaHOM UTa/IbAHCKOM, 060pBan HUTb CBA3K. TaK YTO Aeno 6bl10 32 HAWKUMMU
KpPaCHOaPMAHCKMMU BpaTbamM.

9.

MHe roBopuAK, YTO MOTOM OHa Pa3Benacb C aPXUTEKTOPOM M BbiLAA 3@ NUIOTa aMepUKaHCKMX BBC,
KOTOPbI OKa3ancsa NN1eMAHHUKOM M3pa ropoKa B BeIMKOM WwTate MuuuraH, rae s Korga-To Xun. Ma-
NEHbKUI MUP, U YEM O0/bLUE KMUBELLb, TEM OH MeHbLUe. TaK YTO ULLM A yTelleHbA, A MOT bbl U3B/EeYb
€ro U3 MbIC/K, YTO TEMEpPb Mbl TOMYEM OAHY 3EMIIO — Y¥KE APYroro maTepuKa. Moxoxe, KOHeYHO, Ha
oTHoweHue CTauus K Bepruaunio, HO 3TO Kak pa3 yKNaAblBaeTca B MPUBbIYKY TaKMX, KaK s, BUAETb B
AmepuKe pog YncTnamuwa, Ha YTo, BNpoYem, HameKaeT U cam [aHTe. EAMHCTBEHHAA C Hel pasHuua,
4To ee Hebeca 06XKUTbl HAMHOrO Nydwe moux. OTCloga MOW HaneTbl B MO BapumaHT pas, Kyaa OHa
TaK Ntobe3Ho meHs BBesa. Bo BCcAKOM ciyyae, 3a nocneaHne ceMHaauaTth /1eT S BO3BPaLLaAcs B 3ToT
ropog, Wiv NoBTOPAICA B HEM, C YaCTOTOW AYPHOrO CHa.

10.

3a ABYMA AU TPEMA UCKIIOYEHUAMM M3-33 MOUX UM YbUX-TO ellle CepAeyHbIX NPUCTYNoB 1M Noaob-
HbIX NPOUCLLECTBUIA, Kaxkaoe PoKAECTBO UM HaKaHyHe A cxoaun ¢ noe3aa / camoneta / napoxoga /
aBTObBYCa M Talu/I YeMOAaHbl, HABUTbIE KHUraMM U MULLYLLMMM MALLIMHKaMK, K MOPOry TOro MU UHO-
ro oTens, Tol AN MHOW KBapTMPbI. MocneaHI0t0, Kak NPaBMIo, MPeaoCTaBAA KTO-TO M3 HEMHOIOYMC-
NEHHbIX Apy3ei, KOTOPbIMU A ycren 34ecb 063aBeCTUCh BC/ie, 3a TEM, KaK KapTuHa nomepkna. Mosxe

4 Mone (uT.), nnowagp.
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A Nonpobyto 06bACHUTL BbIOOP CPOKOB (XOTA TaKOE HAMEPEHME TaBTOIOTMYHO BMNIOTb 40 Nepexoaa B
COBCTBEHHYIO NPOTUBOMONOMKHOCTb). Celyac ke 3ameudy TO/IbKO, YTO XOTb A U CEBEPAHUH, MOe npesa-
CTaB/IEHME O pae He ONpeaensieTcss HWU KIMMATOM, HU TemnepaTypoit. A 6bl, KCTaT, OXOTHO oboluesnca
n 6e3 ero xutenemn, n 6e3 BEYHOCTU B NpUAAYY. PUCKys HaBneyb 06BUHEHUA B HE3HPABCTBEHHOCTH,
MPU3HAKCb, YTO 3TO NPeACTaBNEHNE YUCTO 3PUTENbHOE, nayllee ckopee oT Knoga, Yem OT Kpezao, U
CYLLEeCTBYIOLLEE TONLKO B NPUBAUNKEHUAX. Jlydllee U3 KOTOPbIX — 3TOT ropos,. MOoCKoNbKy A He ynon-
HOMOUYEH BbIACHATb, KaK 40 BbIMAANUT C APYroi CTOPOHbI, TO MOTY 3TUM rOPOAOM M OFPaHUYUTLCS.
fOBOPIO 3TO Cpasy, YTobbl M36aBUTL YNTATENA OT PAa30YaPOBAHMUIA. A He NpaBeaHUK (XOTA CTapatocb He
BbIBOAWTb COBECTb U3 PAaBHOBECUA) U HE MyApeL,; He 3cTeT U He dunocod. A NPoCTo HEPBHbIN, B CUY
06CTOATENLCTB M COBCTBEHHbIX MOCTYNKOB, HO HAabAOAaTENbHbIV YenoBeK. Kak CKasan ofHaXKabl MO
Ntobumbin AkyTaraBa PIOHOCKe, y MeHA HEeT MPUHLMUMNOB, Y MEHA €CTb TO/IbKO HepBbl. [103TOMy HUKec-
Neaytollee CBA3AHO CKOPEE C IN1a30M, YEM C YOeXxXAEeHUAMM, BKAKOYAA U Te, KOTOPbIe KacaloTca KOMMo-
3ULMM pacckasa. [nas npeawecTsyeT nepy, M A He Aam BTOPOMY /iraTb O NepemeLleHusx nepsoro. He
Mcnyraswmncb 06BMHEHN B 6€3HPABCTBEHHOCTM, A IEFKO CHECY YNPEKW B NOBEPXHOCTHOCTU. MoBepx-
HOCTb — TO €CTb NepPBOE, YTO 3aMeYaeT I/1a3, — YacTo KPacHOpPEeYMBee CBOEro COAEPKMMOT0, KOTopoe
BPEMEHHO MO ONpeAeNeHnto, He CYMTasn, pasymeeTcs, 3arpobHOM KM3HKU. M3yyas AnLo 3Toro roposa
CEMHAALATb 3MM, A, HABEPHO, CYMet0 caenaTb NPaBAonoAobHY0 MyCCEHOBCKYHO Bellb: HAPMCOBaTb
MOPTPET 3TOro MecTa ec/iM U He B YeTbipe BPEMEHM ro4a, TO B YeTbipe BpeMeHN 3MMHEro AHA.
TakoBa mos Uenb. Eciv s 0TKAOHIOCH, TO 34€eCh 3TO NpUeM, byKBa/IbHO 3a€3'KEeHHbIV TOHA40/1aMMU U BTO-
pAWMN Boge. MHbIMM CNoBaMU, NPEACTOALLEE MOMKET OKa3aTbCA He PAacCKa3om, a PasIMBOM MYyTHOW
BOAbI KHE B TO Bpems roga». MHoraa oHa cMHAA, MHOr4a cepasn UM KOPUYHEBAA; HEM3MEHHO XO1I04Has
M HEeNUTbeBasn. fl B3ACA ee NPOLLEXKMBATb MOTOMY, YTO OHA COAEPKUT OTPAXKEHMSA, B TOM YUCIE N MOE.

11.

be3)KM3HeHHble NO NPUPOAE, TOCTUHUYHbIE 3epKana NOTYCKHENM elle CUIbHee, NOBUAAB CTO/Ib MHO-
rmx. OHM BO3BpaLLatoT Tebe He TebA camoro, a TBOKO aHOHMMHOCTb, 0cO6eHHO B 3TOM ropoae. N60
34€eCb Tbl CAM — NOCAegHee, YTO Xo4eTcA BUAETb. B nepBbie npuesapl ctoga A 4acTo yaMBAANCSA, 3aCTaB
MO0 COBCTBEHHYIO PUrypy, OAETYHO UM FONYLO, B ABEPU OTKPbITOro rapaepoba; HeMHoro cnycrts A
3a4yManca Hag, pPaCKMM Uaum 3arpobHbIM BO34EMNCTBMEM 3TOTO MecTa Ha CaMOCO3HaHMe YesoBeKa.
OaHo Bpemsa A AaxKe pa3BMBa/ TEOPULD Ype3sMepPHOMN M3ObITOYHOCTU: TEOPUIO 3epKana, NornoLatoLLe-
ro TeNno, NOrNoLWaALWero ropoa. B pesynbrate, ectecTBEHHO, NOAy4YaeM B3auMHoe oTpuuaHue. OTpa-
YKEHWUIO HET HWUKAKOro Aena A0 oTpaxKeHua. flopos A40CTaTOYHO HapLMCCUYEH, YTOObI NPeBpaTUTbL TBOM
paccyfoK B amanbramy u obnerymtb ero, M36aBmBe OT 3Ha4YeHUN. CXOAHO BAMAS Ha KOLIENeK, OTeNn u
MaHCMOHbI 34ECb BbIMNAAAT O4eHb YMeCTHO. MNocne aByxHeaeNbHOro NpebbiBaHMA — AaXKe No LeHam
Heces30Ha — Tbl, Kak byaAMNCKMIA MOHAX UM XPUCTUAHCKMI CBATOM, M36aBNEH 1 OT AeHer 1 oT cebs. B
onpeaeneHHOM BO3pacTe U Npu onpeaefeHHbIX 3aHATMAX NocneaHee Bcerga KCTaTu, eCn He ckasaTb
obA3aTencHo.

Tenepb 060 BCEM 3TOM, KOHEYHO, MU PEYM HET, MOCKO/bKY 34EHME YMHUKN 3aKPbIBAOT HA 3UMY ABe
TPETM TaKMX MeCTeYeK; a OCTaBLUAACA TPETb KPYIbl rof NoaaeprKMBAET NEeTHUE LeHbl, OT KOTOPbIX
6pocaeT B ApoXKb. ECnv noBe3eT, MOXKHO OTbICKaTb KBApTMPY, KOTOPas, eCTECTBEHHO, CAAETCA BMecTe
C IMYHBIMM BKYCAMM XO3AMHA NO YAaCTU KAPTUH, CTY/IbEB, 3aHABECOK U C IETKMUM OTTEHKOM He/sleranb-
HOCTM Ha /nLe, KOTOpoe BUAMLb B 3epKane Hag yMmbiBaslbHUKOM. MHaye roBops, UMEHHO C TeMm, OT
Yyero Tbl XoTeN n3baBUTbCA: ¢ cammum Toboi. Bce ke 3nma abcTpakTHoe Bpems roga: begHoe Kpacka-
MW, Aaxe B UTanum, 1 wenpoe Ha MMNepaTMBbl X0N1043 U KOPOTKOrO CBETOBOMO AHA. OTU BELLU Ha-
CTPaMBalOT INa3 Ha BHELWHUIA MUP C IHepruen Bonbluel, Yem y 3/1eKTPUUYECKON NAaMMOYKK, KOTopas
CHabrkaeT TebAa no Beyepam YyeptTamu nnua. Ecam ato Bpems roga 1 He Bcerga yCMUpAET HepBbl, OHO
BCE-TaKM NOAYMHAET UX MHCTMHKTAM: KpacoTa Npu HU3KMX TeMnepaTypax — HacToALLaA KpacoTa.
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12.

B ntobom cnyyae, netom 6bl A ctoga He NpPUEXan v Nog AyN0M NUCToneTa. Al NN0X0 NepeHoLy Xapy;
BbIBPOCHI MOTOPOB M NOAMbILWEK — eLe Xy»Ke. CTaga B LWOPTAX, 0COOEHHO pKyLLME NO-HEMELLKK, TOXKe
AENCTBYIOT HA HEPBbI M3-3a HEMOIHOLLEHHOCTM UX aHAaTOMMM MO CPABHEHMIO C KOIOHHAMU, MUAACTPA-
MW U CTAaTyAMM, U3-3a TOFO, YTO UX MOABUNKHOCTb M BCE, B YEM OHA BbIPAXKaeTcA, MPOTUBONOCTABAAIOT
MPaMOpPHOW CTaTUKe. fl, MOXOXKe, U3 Tex, KTO NpeanoYymTaeT TeKy4yecTn BbibOp, a KameHb — Bcerga
BblI6Op. He3aBUCMMO OT L OCTOMHCTB TENNOC/IOKEHUSA, B STOM rOpoAe, Ha MOW B3MAA, TeNO CTOUT Npu-
KpbIBaTb OAEXA0M — XOTA Obl MOTOMY, YTO OHO ABUXKETCA. BO3MOXKHO, ogerKaa ecTb eauMHCTBEHHOE
[OCTyNHOe Ham NpubaunkeHne K BbIbopy, caenaHHOMY MPaMOpPOM.

B3rnsa, BMAMMO, KPaHUIN, HO A CEBEPAHMH. B abCTpakTHOe Bpema roga u13Hb Aarke Ha AgpuaTtmke
KakeTcA peanbHee, Yem B t0boe gpyroe, Tak Kak 3MMOI BCe TBePXKe, KecTye. Ecam yrogHo, cumTalite
3TO NponaraHAOW B MO/b3y BEHELMAHCKMX IaBOK, YbW AeNa UAYT OXUBNEHHEE MPU HU3KUX Temne-
paTypax. OT4acTM NOTOMY, YTO 3UMOIO HYXKHO 6Oo/blUe oaeXAabl, YTOObl COrpeTbca, He roBopA yxke 06
aTaBUCTUYECKOW TAre K CMeHe mexa. [paBaa, HYU OAMH TYPUCT He ABUTCA cloga 6e3 NLLHEero cemTepa,
Xuneta, pybaluKku, WTaHOB, 61y3KKM, NOCKONbKY BeHeLma 13 Tex ropofos, rae U Yy»Kak U MeCTHbIM 3a-
paHee 3HaloT, YTO OHWM IKCMOHATbI.

M3 yero BbITEKAET, YTO B BeHeunn ABYHOTME CXOLAT C YMa, NOKYMAA U MEHAA HapALbl MO NPUYMHAM
He BMOJHE MPAKTUYECKUM; UX NOAHAYMBAET cam roposd. Bce mbl Tanm BCEBO3MOXKHbIE TPEBOTU OT-
HOCUTENbHO M3BAHOB HALlel BHELWHOCTU U HECOBEPLUEHCTBA Halwwux YepT. Bce, 4To B 3TOM ropoae
BMAMLWb Ha KaXKAOM Liary, NoBOpPOTe, B MEPCNEKTUBE U TYNUKe, yCyrybaaeT TBO 03ab0OYEHHOCTb U
Komnaekcbl. BOT noyemy ntogm, ToNbKO NONAB ClOAa — B NEPBYHO oYepesb KEHLWMHbI, HO MYXKUYUHbI
TOXKe, — OFONTENI0 aTaKyoT NpuaaBku. OKpyKatoLLaa KpacoTa TaKoBa, YTO NOYTU Cpa3y BO3HMKAET Mo-
3BEPUHOMY CMYTHOE eNaHWe He OTCTaBaTb, AepP’KaTbCA Ha YPOBHE. ITO He MMeeT HMYero obulero ¢
TLWEC/IABMEM UM C eCTECTBEHHbIM 34€eCb M3ObITKOM 3epKas, U3 KOTOPbIX IMaBHOe — cama Boga. [eno
NPOCTO B TOM, YTO rOpog, AaeT ABYHOTMM NpeacTaB/eHMe O BHELHEM NPeBOCXOACTBE, KOTOPOro HeT
B MX MPUPOAHbIX Bepnorax, B NPMBbIYHOM UM cpeae. BOoT noyemy 34eck HapacxBaT Mexa, HapaBHe ¢
3aMmLUeln, WeaKoM, IbHOM, XJ10MKOM, Nto6oi TKaHbto. [loMa YenoBeK pacTePAHHO MAAUT Ha MOKYMKMU,
NPeKPaCcHO MOHWMas, YTO B POAHbIX MECTaX LWEroNATb UMM HETAE, HE PUCKYSA LWWOKMPOBATb COrparkaaH.
MpuxoanTca UM yBAAATb B rapaepobe nam nepexoanTb K pOAHbIM MOMOJIOXKE. f, CKaxKeM, MOMHIO, KaK
KYNWA 34eCb HECKOJIbKO Bellen — caMo cob0oM, B KpeanT, — KOTOpPble NOTOM HageTb He 6bla10 HU AyXxa,
HW OXOTbl. B TOM uncne gBa nnalla, OAMH FOPYMYHBIN, APYrOl CBET/I0TO Xaku. Tenepb OHM yKpaluatoT
NAeYn Nyyllero TaHLOBLMKA MMPA U IYYLIEro NO3Ta aHIMMMCKOTO fA3blKa, XOTb M POCTOM M BO3pac-
TOM 063 OT MeHs OTInYatoTcA. ITO BCe — AelCTBUE 34ELHUX BUAO0B M NepcrnekTns, 6o B 3TOM ropo-
[le YEeNIOBEK — CKOPEE CUIY3T, YemM HAabop HEMOBTOPUMBIX YEPT, @ CUIYIT NOAAAETCA UCMPABAEHMIO.
TONKaIOT K LLLEroNIbCTBY M MPaMOPHbIe KPYyXKeBa, MO3auKK, KanuTenun, KapHusbl, penbedbl, NeMHUHA,
obuTaemble U HEOOUTAEMbIE HULLM, CTATyM CBATbIE U CHATbIE, AEBbI, aHIe/bl, XePYBUMbI, KapuaTuabl,
GPOHTOHbI, 6aNIKOHbI, OrONEHHbIE MKPbI BAaNKOHHbIX 6BANACUH, CAMU OKHA, FOTUYECKME U MaBpPUTaH-
CKue. M60 3To ropog 418 rnas; oCTasibHble YyBCTBA MUIPatoT €/1e C/bIWHYI0 BTOPYHO CKPUMKY. OgHOro
TOrO, KaK OTTEHKMN U PUTM MECTHbIX $acaZloB 3aUCKMBALOT Nepes, USMEHUYNBOM MACTbIO M Y30POM BOJIH,
XBaTUT, YTOObI PUHYTLCA 3@ MOAHbIM LWAPHOM, FaNICTYKOM U YEM YrogHO; YTODbI AaXKe XONOCTAKa-Be-
TepaHa NPUKNENTb K BUTPUHE C BPOCKMMM HApALAMU, HE FTOBOPA Y¥Ke O TAaKUPOBAHHbIX U 3aMLLEBbIX
TydNAX, pacKMAaHHbIX, TOYHO NOAKM BCeX BUAOB No JlaryHe. Balw rnas Kak-To gorafblBaeTca, 4To Bce
3TV BeLLM BbIKPOEHbI U3 TOM Ke TKaHW, YTO U BUAbI CHAPYXK, U He 0OpaLLaeT BHUMAHMA Ha cBUAe-
TENbCTBO AP/LIKOB. Ml B KOHEYHOM CYETE /133 He TaK YK Henpas, XoTsA 6bl MOTOMY, YTO 34€eCb Y BCErO
061Wasn uenb — 6bITb 3aMeveHHbIM. A B CHETE CAMOM OKOHYATE/IbHOM, 3TOT rOPOJ, eCTb HACTOALLUN TPU-
yMd XOpA0BbIX, MOCKO/IbKY [N1a3a, Hall eANHCTBEHHbIN CbIpOM, pbi6oNoA06HbIN OpraH, 34ecb B CaMom
Aene KynatwTcA: OHM MeyyTcA, pa3beratoTca, 3aKaTbiBaOTCA, LWHbIPAOT. X TONbIN CTYAEHb C aTaBUCTU-

109



PYCCKWIA MABP B BEHELIUW: NOCU® EPOACKAA N OPUEHTAJIU3M

YECKOW HEerom NOKOMTCA Ha OTPaXKEHHbIX NanauLUo, «WNuUabKax», roHAoNax U T. [., ON0o3HaBaa CaMmnx
cebs B CTUXWUK, BbIHECLLEN OTPAXKEHMA Ha NOBEPXHOCTb ObITUA.

13.

31MOW B 3TOM ropo/e, 0COBEHHO N0 BOCKPECEHbAM, NMPOCbhINaeLlbca Nog 3B0H 6E€CUMCNEHHbIX KONOKO-
N10B, TOYHO 33 Kuceen No3BAKMBAET Ha cepebpAaHOM MOAHOCE TMIAaHTCKUIA YalHbI CEPBU3 B JKEMUYK-
HOM Hebe. PacnaxuBaellb OKHO, M KOMHATy BMUT 3aTONASET Ta YIMYHAA, HAaNONIHEHHAA KOOKO/IbHbIM
rY10M AbIMKa, KOTOPas YacCTbio CbIPOI KUCN0POA, YacTbio KOde U MOANTBbI. HeBaXKHO, Kakne TabneTku
M CKONbKO HaA0 NPOrNOTUTb B 3TO YTPO, — Thl MOHMMAELLb, YTO HE BCE KOHYEHO. HeBaXKHO 1 HAaCKO/IbKO
Tbl aBTOHOMEH, CKO/IbKO pa3 TebAa npeaaBann, HaCKOIbKO AOCKOHANbHO M yApyyatoLle TBOe NpeacTaB-
neHune o cebe, — TYT AONYCKaellb, YTO ellle ecTb Hadexaa, No MeHbluel mepe — byayuee. (Hagexaa,
cKkasan PpsHcuc bakoH, XopoLwmnii 3aBTPaK, HO NAOXOM YXKUH.) ICTOYHMK 3TOro ONTUMM3MaA — ObIMKA;
ee MO/IMTBEHHas 4acTb, 0COBEHHO ecn BpeMs 3aBTpakKa. B Takne AHU ropoq, AeUCTBUTENbHO NPU0G-
peTaeT ¢apdopoBbIii BUA, OLMHKOBAHHbIE Kyno/sa U 6e3 TOro CPoAHN YaMHUKAM UAU ONMPOKUHYTbIM
YallKaMm, a HaK/JIoHHbIe NMPOdUIN KONOKOJIEH 3BEHAT, KaK 3abbiTbie NOXKKK, M TaloT B Hebe. He rosops
YK€ 0 YaiKax 1 ronybsax, To CryLLatoLLMXCs, TO TaloLWmMX B Bo3ayxe. [pu Bcelt NpurogHoOCTV 3TOro Mecta
AN MefoBbIX MecALEB, s YacTo Aymas, He ucnpobosaTb 1M ero u ANs Pa3BoA0B — KaK ANA TAHYLLUX-
cA, TaK U ANA 3aBeplueHHbIX? Ha aTom poHe mepKHeT N1to60i pa3pbiB; HUKAKOW 3rouUCT, NPaB OH UAn
Henpas, He CyMeeT A0/1ro 6ncTaTh B 3TUX PpapPopoBbIX AEKOpaLMAX Y XPYCTa/IbHOM BOAbl, OO OHU
3aTMAT YbtO YrogHO Mrpy. A 3Hat0, YTO BbILLENPEANOKEHHOE MOMKET BECbMa HEMPUATHO OTPA3UTLCA Ha
LUeHax, gaxke 3umoi. Ho ntoamn nobat ceon menogpambl 60blie, YEM aPXMTEKTYPY, U BECNOKOUTLCS
MHe He 0 Yyem. CTpaHHO, YTO KpacoTa LEHUTCA HUMKE MCUXO0/I0TMU, HO NOKA 3TO TaK, 3TOT ropo MHE Mo
KapMaHy — TO ecTb /10 CAaMOW CMepPTH, BO3SMOXHO, M Nocne.

14.

Mo npodeccumn, nnm, ckopee, N0 KyMynsaTMBHOMY 3OPEKTY MHOTONETHUX 3aHATUI, A NucaTenb; Mo
cnocoby 3apabaTtbiBaTb — NpenogasaTenb, yYnTeb. 3MMHME KaHUKY/Ibl B MOEM YHUBEpPCUTETE — NATb
HeAeNb, YTO OTYACTU OOBACHAET CPOKM MOUX NANIOMHUYECTB — HO INLLb OTYACTU. Y pas U KaHWUKYA TO
obuiee, 4TO 33 HUX HAZO NNATUTb U MOHETOM CNYXKUT TBOA NPEKHAA XKM3Hb. MO POMAH C 3TUM ropo-
AO0M — C 3TUM ropoA0M MMEHHO B 3TO BPeMA roga — Hava/ica A4aBHO, 3340110 A0 TOro, Kak A ob63asenca
YMEHUAMM, MMEOLMMM CNPOC, N CMOT NO3BOAUTL cebe 3Ty cTpacTb.

MpumepHo B 1966 rogy — MHe 6b110 Toraa 26 — oAuH ApYr Aan MHe NoYnTaTb TPU KOPOTKMX POMaHa
dpaHuy3ckoro nucatena AHpu ge PeHbe, NnepeBeseHHbIe Ha PYCCKMIA 3ameyaTeNlbHbIM PYCCKUM MNo-
aToM Muxannom KyamuHbIM. B TOT MOMEHT A 3HaN 0 PeHbe TO/bKO, YTO OH OA4MH U3 NOCAeAHMX Nap-
HacueB, MO3T HEMJIOXOM, HO HMYero ocobeHHoro. O KyammnHe — Koe-4To M3 «AIeKCaHAPUNCKUX MECEH»
N «[NNHAHBIX TONYOOK» N CNaBY BENMKOIO 3CTETA, PbAHOIO NPAaBOC/NABHOIO M OTKPOBEHHOTO FOMOCEK-
CyanucTa — No-moemy, B TaKOM NopsAgKe.

MHe 40CTanmcb 3T POMaHbI, KOraa aBTop U NepeBoaYmK bbliv 4aBHO MepTBbl. KHUXKKM TOXKe Abllla-
1 Ha nagaH: bymaxkHble U3aHNA KOHUA TPUALATLIX, NpakTU4eckm 6e3 nepenseTos, paccbinanmch B
pyKax. He noMHI0 HW 3arnaBuii, HU U34aTeNbCTBA; CHOXKETOB, YECTHO FOBOpPA, TOXe. [Tloyemy-To ocTa-
I0Cb BNeYaT/IeHMe, YTO OAMNH HasbiBanca «[poBMHUMANBHDBIX 3a6aBbl», HO He yBepeH. KOHeYHO, MOXK-
HO Obl YTOYHUTb, HO OAOJIKMBLLUMIM UX APYT YMEpP rog, Ha3ag,; U A NpoBepaTb He byay.

OHM 6bINM MOMECHIO MJIYTOBCKOrO U AETEKTUBHOIO pOMaHa, U AENCTBUE, MO KpalHel mepe ogHoro,
KOTOpbIi A Npo cebs 30By «poBUHLMaNbHbIEe 3a6aBbl», NPOXOANA0 B 3MMHeN BeHeuun. Atmocdepa
CyMepeyHan 1 TpeBOXKHas, Tonorpadus, OCNOXKHEHHAsA 3epKanamu; raBHble cobbITUA UMENN MecTo
no Ty CTOPOHY amMa/sibrambl, B KAKOM-TO 3abpolueHHOM nanayuo. NogobHO MHOrMM KHUram gBagLa-
TbIX, POMaH 6bla1 0BOJIBHO KOPOTKUI — cTpaHuy, 200, He 6onblie — 1 B 6oapom Temne. Tema o6bly-
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Has: Ntob60oBb U M3MeHa. Camoe rnaBHoe: KHUra 6blaa HanmcaHa KOPOTKMMM — AJIMHOM B CTPaHUUY
WUAW NONTOPbI — MaBamu. X TemMn oTAaBan CbipbiMM, XONOAHBIMW, Y3KUMU YAULAMMU, NO KOTOPbIM
BEYEPOM CMeLlULLb C HapacTatloLWwe TPEBOrol, CBOpayYnBan Haneso, HanpaBso. Yenosek, poanBLINICA
Tam, rae s, IerKo y3HaBa/l B ropoje, BO3HWKABLIEM Ha 3TUX CTpaHuuax, MNetepbypr, NpoaaeHHbIN B
MecTa C lydLleit UICTOPUENR, He TOBOPA YXKe O WwupoTe. Ho BarkHee BCero B TOM BNevYaTAnTeIbHOM BO3-
pacTe, Korga A HaTKHY/ICA Ha POMaH, bbia NpenoAaHHbIi UM peLLatoLMii YPOK KOMNO3ULMM, TO eCTb:
KayecTBO pacCcKasa 3aBMCUT He OT CHOXKETa, a OT TOTO, YTO 3a Yem naeT. 1 6ecco3HaTeNbHO CBA3a 3TOT
NpUHUMN ¢ BeHeuuneld. Ecnm yntatens Tenepb MydaeTcs, NpUYMHa B 3TOM.

15.

MoTom Apyroi Apyr, elle 34paBCTBYOLWNI, MPUHEC pPacTPenaHHbIN HoMmep KypHana «Jlalid» c noTpsa-
CaloLWMUM LBETHbIM CHUMKOM CaH-MapKo B cHery. HeMHOro cnycTa AeByLIKa, 32 KOTOPOW A YXaXKmBan,
noAapuna Ha AeHb POXKAEHMA HabOop OTKPLITOK C PUCYHKAMM CENUEN, CIOXKEHHbIN FaPMOLLKOM, KOTO-
pblii ee 6abyLiKa BbIBE3/1a U3 AOPEBOIOLMOHHOTO MEAOBOTO MecALLa B BeHeuun, n a Kopnen Hag HUMK
¢ nynoi. NMotom mos maTb AocTana 6or 3HaeT OTKyAa KBagpaTUK AeweBoro robeneHa, NPoCcTo NOCKYT
C BbllWKTbIM Palazzo Ducale, NpMKpbIBLUMI BA/IMK HA MOEM AMBaHE — COKPATMB TEM CaMbIM UCTOPUIO
Pecny6aunkm oo moux rabapuTos. 3anuwnTe cloga e MaNeHbKylo MeaHYl ToOHZONY, KOTOpYyH oTel,
Kynuna B Kutae Bo Bpemsa Cay»KObl 1 KOTOPYHO POANUTENMN AEPKANN HA TPFOMO, 3aMONHAA PA3PO3HEHHbI-
MW MYroBULLAMMW, UTONIKAMWU, MapKamM M — MO HapacTatowen — Tabnetkamu n amnynamu. Motom apyr,
AaBLWWA pOMaHbl PeHbe 1 yMepLnii rog, Ha3ad, B3AA MeHA Ha NofyoduLManbHbIA NPOCMOTP KOHTPaA-
6aHgHOM 1 noToMy YepHo-6enoi konum «CmepTn B BeHeumm» BUCKOHTU ¢ [lupkom boraptom. YBbl,
d1NbM OKaszanca He NepBbI COPT, 4@ U OT CaMOW HOBEA/bI A Bbl He B BOCTOpre. M Bce paBHO, AONTUIA
HavanbHbI 3NN304 c borapTom B NapoXo4HOM LLUE3/I0HTe 3aCTaBM MeHS 3abbiTb O MeLLAOLLMX TUTPaX
M NOXKaNeTb, YTO Y MEHA HET CMepPTENbHOM BONE3HU; faXKe CEFOAHA A MOTY NoXKaneTb 06 3TOM.

MoTom BO3HWKAA BeHeumaHKa. CTano KasaTbCA, YTO ropod NoHeMHory Brnosi3aeTt B ¢poKyc. OH 6bin
4yepHo-6e/biM, Kak M NPUCTANIO BbIXOALY W3 AUTEPATypbl UKW 3UMbl; apPUCTOKPATUYECKUIA, TEMHOBA-
TbIM, XONOAHbIM, N0XO OCBELLEHHbINM, IAe CNbIWEH CTPYHHbIN ryn BuBanban u KepybrHu Ha 3agHem
nnaHe, rae BMecTo 061aKoB KeHCKan NAoTb B gpanuposkax oT bennvHu / Teenono / TuymaHa. U s no-
KNANCA, 4TO €CNM CMOTY BblOpaTbCA U3 pogHOM MMNepUn, To NepBbIM AeN0OM noeay B BeHewunto, CHUMY
KOMHATY Ha NMepPBOM 3TaXKe KaKoro-HMbyab nanauuo, YTobbl BOHbI OT MPOXOAALLMX OA0K NAECKaNu
B OKHO, HanuLwy napy 31ernin, Tylwa curapeTbl O CbIPON KAMEHHbIN Mo, byay KalWnaTb M NMUTb U HA UC-
Xxofe AeHer BMecTo buieta Ha noesg, Kyna MaseHbKUiM BpayHMHT U He CXO4A C MecTa Bblwnby cebe
MO3r1, HE CyMeB YMepeTb B BeHeUun oT eCTeCTBEHHbIX MPUYUH.

16.

MeuTa, KOHEYHO, abCONOTHO AEKALEHTCKAA, HO B 28 IeT YeNOBEK C MO3ramMu BCEr4a HEMHOXKO Ae-
KaaeHT. Kpome Toro, niaH He 6bin BbINOJIHUM HU B OA4HOM CBOEM YacTu. TaK YTo Koraa Tpmuauatv AByX
JIET OT poAy A OKa3ancsa B HeAgpax APYyroro KOHTUHEHTA, nocpean AMepPUKM, TO NePBYIO YHUBEPCUTET-
CKYIO NMONYYKY UCTPATWUA Ha OCYLLECTB/IEHME NyYLLEM YacTh MOEN MeYTbl U Kynua bunet Tyaa-obpaTHo
Oetpoit — MunaH — JetpoiT. Camonet 6bin 3ab6UT ntanbaHuamm ¢ 3asogos Popaa u Kpaiicnepa,
eaywmmmn gomoi Ha Poxkaectso. Korga nocepeaunHe nyTy B XBOCTE OTKPbIIM 6ECNOL/IMHHYO TOProB-
NIt0, OHW PUHYAUCH TYAA, U HA CEKYHAY MHE NPeacTaBUACA Hall CAMONETUK, NETAWMNA Hag ATNaHTUKOM
CNOBHO pacnATUE: PAaCKMHYB KPbl/ibs, XBOCTOM BHM3. [IOTOM noesaKa Ha noesge 1 B KOHLLE ee — eAUnH-
CTBEHHbIN Ye/I0BEK, KOTOPOTro A 3Han B 3TOM ropoae. KoHel, 6611 X0No4HbIM, CbipblM, YePHO-6enbIM.
«3emniAa e bblna 6e3BmnaHa 1 NycTa; U TbMma Hag be3aHoto. U [lyx Boskuii Hocuacs Hag BOAOK», LUTU-
pys 6biBaBLIEroO 34eCh paHblle aBTopa. M 6blno cneaytoluee yTpo. BockpecHoe yTpo, U BCe KOMOKoNa
3BOHUAMN.
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17.

Al Bcerga 6b1n NpuBepXKEHLEM MHEHUS, YTo bor nnaun, no KpaliHen mepe, Ero gyx ectb Bpems. MoxeT
6bITb, 3TO MAeA moero cobcTBEHHOIO NPOM3BOACTBA, HO Tenepb YKe He BCMOMHUTb. B itobom cnyyae,
A BCerga cumTan, uTto pas yx boxkuii Hocmaca Hag BoAoto, BoAa A0/XKHA Oblna ero oTparkatb. OTcroaa
MoA cnabocTb K BoAe, K ee CKIagKam, MopLLnHam, pabu n — pas a c Cesepa — K ee cepocTu. A NnpocTo
CYMTalo, YTO BOAA ecTb 06pa3 BpemMeHMU, 1 nod, BCAKMIN HOBbIM rof, B HECKOIbKO A3bl4ECKOM AyXe, CTa-
PalOCb OKa3aTbCA Y BOAbI, NPeANoYTUTENBHO Y MOPA UK Y OKeaHa, 4Tobbl 3acTaTb BCMbITUE HOBOM
nopuyMmK, HOBOFO CTaKaHa BpemeHU. fl He KAy rosoin AeBbl BEPXOM HA PaKOBUHeE; A KAy obnaka nam
rpebHA BoHbI, bbtowen B 6eper B NOAHOYb. [11A MeHA 3TO U eCTb BPeMsA, BbIXOAALLEE U3 BOAbI, U A
FNAXY HA KPY*KEBHOM PUCYHOK, OCTaB/IEHHbIN Ha Bepery, He C LbIFaHCKOM NPOHULATENbHOCTbIO, a C
HEeXHOCTbIO M 61arof4apHoOCTbIO.

BoT nyTb, a B Ty MOPY M CYyTb, MOErO B3rNA4a Ha 3TOT ropoA. B aToi daHTasnm HeT HMuero oT Ppeiiaa
MW OT XOPA0BbIX, XOTA, 6€3YCN0BHO, MOXHO YCTaHOBUTb KaKy-TO 3BOJIIOLMOHHYHO — €C/IN He NPOCTO
aTaBUCTUYECKYIO — CBA3b MEXKAY PUCYHKOM OT BOJIHbI HA MeCKe M NPUCTasbHbIM HA HEero B3rNA40M
NMOTOMKA MXTMO3aBPOB, KOTOPbIN U cam yyaoBuLle. [NocTaBNeHHOe CTOMMA KPYXKeBO BEHELMaHCKUX
dacasoB ecTb Nyywan AMHUA, KOTOPYIO rae-AMbo Ha 3eMHOWN TBePAU OCTaBU/IO BPEMSA-OHO *Ke-BoAa.
Mntoc, ecTb HECOMHEHHOE COOTBETCTBME — €C/IN He NMPAMasA CBA3b — MeXKAY NPAMOYro/IbHbIM XapaKTe-
POM pam A4 3TOrO KPY»KeBa, TO €CTb MECTHbIX 34aHUI, U aHapXMel BOoAbl, KOTOPasA NAOET Ha NOHATUE
dopmbl. CNoBHO 3aeckb AcHee, Yem rae 6bl TO HX Bbl10, NPOCTPAHCTBO CO3HAET CBOK HEMOJIHOLEH-
HOCTb MO CPAaBHEHWUIO C BPEMEHEM M OTBEYAET eMy TeEM eANHCTBEHHbIM CBOMCTBOM, KOTOPOTO Y Bpe-
MEHW HeT: KpacoTol. M BOT noyemy BoAa NPUHUMAET 3TOT OTBET, €ro CKPYyYMBaEeT, MOYa/INT, KOOMCAET,
HO B UTOre yHOCUT B AZpMaTUKy, B 06LLEM, HE NOBPEAUB.

18.

[nas B aTom ropoge obpetaeT caMOCTOATE/IbHOCTb, NpuUcyluyto ciese. C eAUHCTBEHHOM pasHULEN,
YTO OH He oTAenseTcsa OT Tena, a NONHOCTbIO ero cebe NoAUYMHAET. HeMHOro BpemeHu — TpU-yeTbipe
OHSA, — U Te/0 y¥Ke cunTaeT cebs To/IbKO TPAHCMOPTHLIM CPeACTBOM rnasa, HeKoel cybmapuHoi ana
€ro To pacnaxHyToro, To COLLYPEHHOro nepuckona. Pasymeetca, ntoboe nonagaHue obopaunsaerca
CTpenbboi No CBOMM: Ha AHO yXO4MT TBOE CEPALLE WAN XKe YM; a3 BbIHbIPMBAET HA MOBEPXHOCTb.
MpUYnHa, KOHEYHO, B MeCTHOM Tonorpadun, B yamLax, Y3KUX, BbIOWMUXCA, KaK yropb, NPUBOAALLMX
Teba K Kambane niowaan c cobopom nocepeamHe, KOTOPbIM 06POC PaKyLIKaMU CBATbIX U YbU Ky-
nona cpogHu meaysam. Kyaa 6bl Tbl, yxo4sa 34eCb M3 AOMY, HXU HanpaBUACA, Tbl 3a61yANLLBLCA B 3TUX
OJIVIHHBIX BUTKAX YINL, U NEPEY/IKOB, MaHALLMX Y3HaTb UX HAaCKBO3b, MPOWTU 40 HEYIOBMMOTO KOHL,
06bIKHOBEHHO NPUBOAALLETO K BOAE, TaK YTO ero Aake He Ha3oBelwb cul de sac®. Ha kapTe ropog no-
XOX Ha [IBYX *KapeHbIX pblb Ha O4HOM Tapenke UAKu, MOXKET BbiTb, Ha ABE NOYTU CLUENIEHHbIE KNELWWHN
omapa (MactepHak cpaBHMA ero ¢ pa3moKLel bapaHKoN); HO Y HEro HeT cesepa, tora, BOCTOKa, 3a-
naga; eANHCTBEHHOE ero HanpasneHne — B6oK. OH OKpy)KaeT Teba Kak mep3/ible BOAOPOC/IU, U YEM
60/1blUe Tbl PbILLELb U MEYeLlbCsA B MOUCKAaX OPUEHTUPOB, TeM be3HaaeskHee UX Tepsellb. U xentble
CTPE/IKN Ha NepeKPeCcTKax Masio MOMOratoT, M60 OHUM TOXKE U30THYTbI. B CYLLHOCTU, OHU UTPaIOT POJib
He NPOBOAHMKA, a BOAAHOTO. M B OPKMX B3Maxax PyKM Ty3emua, y KOTOPOro Tbl CMPOCUA A0POTY, a3,
OTB/NIEKAACH OT TpecKa «A destra, a sinistra, dritto, dritto"®, nerko y3Haet pbiby.

19.

3anyTaBlUancsa B BOAOPOCAAX CETb — Bosiee TOYHOEe cpaBHeHMe. M3-3a HEXBATKM NPOCTPAHCTBA /IloAn
30€eCb CYLLEeCTBYIOT B KNETOYHOM 6/1M30CTM ApYr K OPYry, U U3Hb Pa3BMBAETCA MO MMMAHEHTHOWM

> Tynuk (dp.).
6 «HanpaBgo, HaneBo, NPAMO, MPAMO» (KT.).
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JIOTUKe ChNeTHU. TeppuTopranbHbii UMNEPATMB YE/TOBEKA B 3TOM ropoAe OrpaHuWyYeH BOAOW; CTaB-
HW Nperpa’k4atoT NyTb He CTO/MIbKO COMHLY WM WyMy (MMHUMMaNbHOMY 34€Cb), CKO/IbKO TOMY, YTO
MO0 6bl MPOCOYNUTLCA U3HYTPU. OTKPLITbIE, OHM HANMOMMHAIOT KPbIZIbA aHreN0B, NOAMNAAbIBAOLLMX
33 YbUMK-TO AE/INLIKAMM, U KaK CTaTyWn, TECHALLMECA HA KapHM3aX, TaK U YesoBEeYEeCKNEe OTHOLEHUSA
34ecb NpMobpeTatoT OBENUPHBIA AN, TOYHEE, PUANTPAHHDBIN OTTEHOK. B 3TMX mecTax yenosek u 60-
Nlee CKpbITEH, U lydlle OCBeAOM/EH, YEM NOAUUMA NPU TUPaAHMKU. EQBa BbIMAA 3@ NOPOr KBApTUPbI,
0cobeHHO 31MOM, Tbl Cpasy Aenaellbcsa A0Obluen BCEBO3MOXHbIX MOA03PEHUN, daHTa3ni, CayxoB.
Ecnu Tbl 6bIN He ogMH, TO Ha3aBTpa B baKasnee UK y razeTynKka Tebs BCTPETUT B3rN1AL BETXO3aBETHOM
rny6uHbI, KOTOPasA KaXKeTcAa HEMOCTUMKMMOM B KaTOIMYECKOM cTpaHe. Ecnv nogan 34eck Ha KOro-To B
cya, UM HaobopoT, aABOKATa HYXKHO HAHATb CO CTOPOHbI. [pMnesKmMm, pasymeeTcs, Bce 3To No Aylle,
MEeCTHbIM HeT. [opoKaHWHa He 3abaB/AET TO, YTO 3aPMCOBbLIBAET XYAOKHUK UAN CHUMAET Ntobutens.
Ho Bce-Taku KPMBOTOJ/IKM KaK MPUHLMN rOpoACKOM NAaHUPOBKKU (KOTopasA 34eCcb CTaHOBUTCA YNEHO-
pa3aeNbHOM TONbKO 3alHUM YMUCAOM) Nydlle Nt0b0oN COBPEMEHHOM PELLIETKM U B ladly C MECTHbIMMU
KaHanamu, B3ABLUMMM 3a 0bpaseLl, Boay, KOTopas, Kak nepecyabl 3a CNMHOW, HAKOr4a He KoHYaeTca. B
3TOM CMbIC/Ie KMpNKUY ybeantenbHee Mpamopa, XoTa ob6a HENPUCTYNHbI ANA YyXKaKa. [Npasaa, pas uam
[Ba 33 3TM CEMHaALATb 1T A CYyMe/ BTEPeTbCA B BEHELLMAHCKOE CBATaA CBATbIX, B 1aOMPUHT 33 aManb-
ramoi, onucaHHbIN ae PeHbe B «[MpOBMHUMANBHBIX 3a6aBax». ITO NPOM30LLNI0 TaKUM OKOJIbHbIM My-
TEM, YTO Tenepb MHe Aa*ke He BCMOMHUTb AeTanen, Mbo a He Mor ycneguTb 3a BCEMU XO4aMU U U3-
rmbamu, NpuBeALWMMM TOTAa K MOEMY B 3TOT TAOUPUHT NonagaHuio. KTo-To YTo-TO KOMY-TO CKasar,
a eLlle OAMH YeNoBeK, CIy4allHO TaM OKa3aBLUMICA, YCAbIWAA MU NO3BOHWA YETBEPTOMY, B pe3y/ibTaTe
Yyero oAHaXK4bl BEYUEPOM 3HHbIN YENOBEK NPUINACKUI MEHS Ha NPUeMm B CBOE Nanauuo.

20.

Manauwuo A0CTanocb 3HHOMY COBCEM HeAaBHO, MOC/E MOYTM TPEXBEKOBbIX OPUAMYECKUX BUTB, KOTO-
pble Be/IN HECKOJIbKO BETBEW CEMbM, MOAAPUBLLEN MUPY Napy BEHELMAHCKUX agMmunpanos. CooTeeT-
CTBEHHO, [1Ba OFPOMHbIX C BE/IMKONEMHOW pe3bboit KopMOoBbIX GOoHapA Bpe3Kuan B rpoTe BbICOTOM B
[Ba 3Taka — BO ABOpe ManayLo, 3ano/IHEHHOM BCAYECKUMU GNOTCKMMM LUITYKaMK, OT BosporkaeHusn
[0 Hawux aHen. Cam 3HHbIMA Bbln NOCNegHMM B CBOEW IMHUM U NOAYYUA NanauLo nociae MHOrMX
NIeT OXKUOAHUA U K BEJIMKOMY OTOPUYEHUIO OCTa/IbHbIX YNeHOB cemencTBa. K GpIoTy OH OTHOLIEHUA He
MMeN: HEMHOTO ApamMaTypr, HEMHOTO XyA0XKHWK. [paBaa, B TOT MOMEHT 3aMeTHee BCEro B 3TOM CO-
POKaNeTHeM, XyZ10M, HEBbICOKOM Ye/10BEKE B CEPOM ABYOOPTHOM KOCTIOME OY€Hb XOPOLIEro NoKpos
6bI/10 TO, YTO OH Cepbe3HO 6oneH. HKenTnsHa KoXKM yKasblBaia Ha NepeHEeCceHHbIn renaTuTt — Uan, Mo-
¥KeT 6bITb, Ha NPOCTyto A3BY. OH €N TONIbKO KOHCOME W BapeHble 0BOLLM, NOKa ero roctm obbegannch
TEM, YTO MMEET NPaBO Ha OTAE/bHYIO [NMaBY, €C/IN HE KHWUTY.

NTakK, cobpaBmneca oTMeyann BCTYM/€HNE SHHOTO B MpaBa, PaBHO KaK M OTKPbITUE U34aTeNbCTBa
[ANA BbINYCKa KHUT O BEHELMaHCKOM MCKyccTBe. Korga mbl Tpoe: Koniera-nucaTenibHULA, €e CbiH U A —
npmbbinun, npuem 6bin B camom pasrape. Hapoay 6bi1a macca: MeCTHbIe U Clerka MexayHapogHble
CBeTMNA, NONUTUKaHbI, 3HaTb, 3aBceraatan Kyamnc, 6opoakun 1 wapdukn, N1lo60BHULbI Pa3HOM CTENEHN
APKOCTU, BenocuneaHas 3se3aa, aMepuKaHCcKMe akageMmnku. MNac KoMNaHusa XMXMKaoLWmX, pesBblx,
FOMOCEKCYa/IbHbIX MOJIOALIOB, HEM3BEXKHbIX B Te AHM BCIOAY, FAe MMEeI0 MECTO YTO-TO Ma/iIo-Ma/lbCKU
npuanyHoe. Bo rnase KOMNaHMM CTOAN AOBOIbHO 6E€3YMHbIN U 3/106HbIN NEeTyX CPeaHUX NeT — OYEHb
6eN0oKypbIi, o4eHb ronybornasblii, O4eHb NbAHbIA Ma*KOPAOM 3TOr0 34aHUA, YbM AHU 34eCb BblAN CO-
YTeHbI M KOTOPbI MO3TOMY BCex HeHaBuaen. M npaBuibHO genan, obasto s, BBUAY €ro NepcrnexkTms.
OHW CAVULIKOM Tangenn, U 3HHbIA BEXAMBO NPEASIONKMA HaM TPOMM OCMOTPETb OCTa/IbHYI 4acTb
A0Ma. Mbl OXOTHO COMMacUANCh U NOAHANUCL Ha ManeHbKoOM nndTe. MOKUHYB ero KabuHy, Mbl NOKMU-
HY/M ABaALUaTbIM, AeBATHAALATLIM M 6O/bLIYIO 400 BOCEMHAALLATOrO BEKa.
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Mbl OKa3aanCb Ha AIMHHOM, N1I0XO OCBELLEHHOW rasiepee co CBOAYATbIM MOTONKOM, KULLALLMM MyTTU.
CBeT Bce paBHO 6bl HE MOMOT, NOCKOJIbKY CTeHbI Bbl/IM 3aKPbITbl 6OLLIMMMK, OT NONA A0 NOTO/KA, TEM-
HO-KOPUYHEBbLIMM KapTMHAMM, KOTOPble, O4€BUAHO, BbIIM HanNUCaHbl HA 3aKa3 A8 3TOTO NOMELLLEHUA
M NepemeXKanncb easa pas/iMuyMMbIMKU MPaMOPHbIMKU BHOCTamMK U NUAACTPamu. KapTuHbl n3obparka-
/1, HACKONIbKO MOXKHO 6b1/10 pa3obpaTb, MOPCKME U CYXOMYTHbIE CPAXKEHUA, MPA3AHUYHbIE LLECTBUS,
MUPOIOrMYECKME CLIEHbI; CAMOI CBETNOMN KPacKoi bblana BUHHO-KpacHasa. ITo 6blM KONW TAXKENOro
nopédupa, 3abpoLieHHble, BO BAaCTM BEYHOIO BeYepa, rae 3a X0/ICTaMn Tauaucb pyaHble NaacTbl; 6es-
MO/IBME 34,€eCh LLapMI0 UCTUHHO reosiormyeckoe. Henb3ssa 66110 cnpocuTb «4T0 3T0? Ybs paboTta?» M3-3a
HEeyMeCTHOCTM TBOETO ro10ca, NPUHaa/iexallero 6osee NosgHemy U ABHO MOCTOPOHHEMY OpraHM3My.
Ewie 3To 66110 NOX0OXKE Ha NOABOAHOE NyTeLleCcTBME, CIOBHO Mbl COCTaBAAIM KOCAK Pbib, NpoxoaALLmii
CKBO3b 3aTOHYBLUMI ra/IeOH C COKPOBMLLEM Ha BOPTY, — pTa HE PACKPbITb, HE TO Har/OTaellbCA BOAbI.
Ha ganbHem KoHUe ranepeu Hall XO03AWH NMOPXHYA BMPAaBO, U Mbl MPOL/IM 338 HUM B KOMHaTYy, B HEYTO
cpegHee mexay 6MbanMoTeKon 1 KabMHETOM AXKEeHTIbMeHa cemHaguatoro Beka. Cyaa no KHMram 3a
MPOBO/IOYHOW CETKOM B KPAaCHOM, Ppa3mepoM C rapaepob, wrady, BEK MOr BbITb AarKe U LWecTHaAUATbIM.
Tam 6b110 OKONO LWECTUAECATU NYX/IbIX 6eNbIX TOMOB, NMepPenIeTeHHbIX B CBUHYHO KOXKY, OT 930na A0 3e-
HOHa, CKO/IbKO U HY}KHO AXEHTIbMEHY — YyTb 60/blLE, M OH NPEBPATUACA Bbl B MbICIUTENS, C N/1AYEBHbI-
MW NOCNEACTBUAMM A1 €70 MaHep UK COCTOAHUA. B ocTanbHOM KoMHaTa 6bls1a 0BO/IbHO ronoi. CeeT
B Hel Bbln1 He MHOTUM NyYlle, YeM B rasiepee; A Pasinuna cTon U 60NbLLIOK BbILBETLWNIM r1obyc. 3aTem
XO3AWH NOBEPHY/ PYUKY, U A YBUAEN €70 CUNYIT B ABEPHOM NPOEMe, BeayLlem B aHpunagy. A 3arnaHyn
B Hee W B34POrHyn: aHpunaaaa Kasanacb BA3KOM U AypPHON BECKOHEUYHOCTbIO. 3aTeM S CTYNWA B Hee.
370 6blNa ANIMHHAA Yepeda NyCcTbiX KOMHAT. PaccyaKom A NOHWUMan, YTo AJIMHHEEe NapannesibHoW e
ranepen oHa bbITb He MOKeT. Tem He MmeHee, 6bina. Y MeHA BO3HMK/O YyBCTBO, YTO i NEPEMELLAIOCH He
CTO/IbKO B OObIYHOWM NepCcneKkTUBE, CKOJIbKO MO TOPU30HTaIbHOM CNNPaN, rae NPUOCTaHOB/IEHO Ael-
CTBME ONTUYECKMUX 3aKOHOB. Karkaas KOMHaTa 3HameHoBasa TBoe AasbHelwee ybbiBaHWe, cieanyto-
LLytO CTeneHb TBOero HebbiTuA. [lenio bbiao B Tpex Bellax: ApanupoBKax, 3epKanax, nbian. XoTa MHoraa
yraabiBanocb HasHaYeHMe KOMHaTbl — CTO/I0Bas, Ca/loH, BO3MOXHO, eTCKan, — B 06LLEeM UX POAHUNO
OTCYTCTBME NMOHATHOM GYHKUMM. OHM BbINM NPUMEPHO OAHOTO pasmepa UM, No KpalHel mepe, He
CUNBbHO B 3TOM OT/IMYANUCh. M BO BCEX OKHa BbINK 3aLUTOPEHbI U ABa-TPWU 3epKana yKpaLlaan CTeHbI.
Kakum 6bl HM Obl1 MepBOHAYa/IbHbIM LBET M Y30P NOPTbEP, TEMEPb OHU CTaNN B1eAHO-KEeNTbIMU U
Oo4YeHb BeTXMMMU. NPUKOCHOBEHUE NanbLia, He roBopsa 0 Bpuse, o3Ha4ano bbl MX HacToALy rmbens,
YTO CNIef0BaN0 M3 06PbIBKOB TKAHW, YCTUNABLUMX NAPKeT. OHM NIbICENN, 3TN 3aHABECU, U HA HEKOTOPbIX
CKNafKax BUAHENCH LUMPOKME BbITEPTbIE MPONIELWNHbI, CIOBHO TKaHb OLLYLLAAa, YTO KPYr ee bbITuA
3aMKHY/ICA, 1 BO3BPALL,ANach B CBOE AOTKAHHOE COCTOsiHME. HaBepHO, U Halwe AbixaHue 6bl1o CANLL-
KOM GamMUNbAPHbBIM, HO BCJ Ny4lle CBEXKEro KMCA0poaa, B KOTOPOM, KaK U UCTOPUSA, TKaHb HE HYXK-
Aanacb. Peyb LWNa He O TIEHUK, He O pacnaze, HO O PAaCTBOPEHUU B NPOLLEALEeM BPEMEHU, Iae TBOM
LBET N PaCMNO/IOXKEHNE HUTEN HE MMEIOT 3HAUYEHMSA, TAe, Y3HAB, YTO C HUMU MOXKET C/YYNTbCA, OHU
NepecTponTCA U BEPHYTCA, CloA4a UM KyAa-To ele, B MHOM 06/1M4bK. «[pocTuTe, — CNOBHO rOBOPU/IM
OHU, — B C/leayoLWnii pas Mbl byaem npoyHee».

MoTom 3T 3epKana, 4Ba AN TPU Ha KOMHATY, PasHbIX Pa3MepPOoB, HO Yalle BCEro NpPsiMoyro/ibHble. Bce
B M3ALLHbIX 30/10TbIX PaMaXx, C UCKYCHbIMM TMPAAHAAMU UAU UAUANUYECKMMU CLLEHKAMU, NPUBIEKAB-
WKUMK K cebe 60/blle BHUMaHUSA, YeM Cama 3epKasibHaa MOBEPXHOCTb, MOCKO/IbKY COCTOAHWE amasib-
rambl 6b1710 HEM3MEHHO NAOXMM. B KaKOM-TO CMbICAE, pamMbl BbIIN NOTUYHEN CBOETO COAEPKUMOTO,
KOTOPOE OHM YAEpP*KMBaA/N, CNOBHO He 4aBan PacrnieckatbCs Mo CTeHam. B TeyeHMe BEKOB OTBbIKHYB
OTparkaTb YTO-NMBO KPOMe CTEHbI HAaNPOTMB, 3epKasa OTKa3blBa/MCb BEPHYTL Tebe TBOE NLO, TO n
M3 }KaZHOCTH, TO 1 U3 beccununsa, a Koraa nbiTasncb, TO TBOM YepTbl BO3BPALLLA/INCh HE MONHOCTbIO. A,
KayKeTcA, Hayan NnoHMmatb e PeHbe. OT KOMHaTbl K KOMHaTe, NOKa Mbl WK No aHpunage, A Buaen B
3TUX pamax BCe MeHbLUe U MeHblue cebs, Bce 6osblue U 6onblie TEMHOTbI. MocTeNneHHoe BbluMTaHMe,
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noAymMan a; Y4em-TO OHO KOHUYUTCA? Ml OHO KOHYMNOCH B IECATOM MW OANHHAALATOM KOMHaTe. A cTosN
Y ABEPU B CNeayoLLy0 KOMHATY 1 BMeCTO cebs Buaen B NPUANYHOM — METP Ha METpP — NPAMOYTOIbHU-
Ke YepHOe, Kak CMO/1b, HMUTO. [Ny6oKoe U1 30BYyLIEE, OHO C/IOBHO BMELLLA/I0 COBCTBEHHYIO NEepPCNeKkTU-
BY — APYryto aHdunaay, 6biTb MOXKET. Ha ceKyHAy 3aKpy*KMaacb ronosa; Ho, He Byayyun POMaHUCTOM,
A HEe BOCMO/1b30Ba/ICA BO3MOHOCTbIO U Npeanoyen ABepb.

Bcto gopory xBaTano Npu3padvHOCTM; TyT ee CTaso Yyepes3 Kpai. XO3AMH U MOMU CNYTHUKK rae-To OT-
cTanu; a 6bin NpegocTaBnaeH camomy cebe. MoBcloay nexkana nbifib; LBeTa U GOPMbl BCETO OKPYKa-
IOLLLEro CMAMYaNnUCh ee CepoCTbio. MHKPYCTMPOBaHHbIE MPaMOpPHbIe CTONbI, dapPopoBble CTaTy3TKM,
KYLLETKM, CTy/Ibs,, cam napkeT. Elo 6bin10 npunyapeHo Bce, MHOTAA, KaK B cyYae H6HOCTOB U CTATy3TOK,
C HEOXXMAAHHO 61aroTBOPHbLIM 3GPEKTOM: NOAYEPKMBANUCH PTbl, [N1a3a, CKAALKU, }KUBOCTb rPynmbl.
Ho 06bl4yHO ee c/ioi 6bia TONICTbIM U TYCTbIM; 60/1IE€ TOrO, OKOHYATE/IbHbIM, OYATO HOBOM MbIN YiKe
He 6bIN10 mecTa. HKaxaeT NblAn BCAKana NOBEPXHOCTb, MO0 MblNb €CTb NA0Tb BPEMEHU, BPEMEHW NIOTb
N KPOBb, KaK CKa3a/ MoaT; HO 34eCb 3Ta Xaxk4a npowna. Tenepb Nbl/ib MPOHUKHET B CaMW NPeAMETbI,
NoAyman s, CO/IbeTCA C HUMM 1 B KOHLLE KOHLLOB MX 3aMEHUT. ITO, pasymeeTcs, 3aBUCUT U OT MaTepu-
afa; NonafatoTca A0BOJIbHO NpoYHble. MpeameTam He 06A3aTeNbHO pa3pyLLIaTbCsa: OHM NPOCTO noce-
PEeLoT, pa3 BpemMa He NpoYb NPUHATL UX GOPMY, KaK OHO 3TO YrKe CAeNaN0 B BEPEHMLE MYCTbIX KOMHaT,
rle OHO HAaCTUTasIo MaTepumIo.

MocnegHei 6bina cnanbHA x03aMHa. Tam LapWaa FTMraHTCKasn, HO He3acTe/leHHaA KPOoBaTb C MOJIOTOM:
peBaHLU afMMPana 3a Y3KYH KOWKY Ha Kopabne uan, BOSMOMKHO, 3HAK YBaXKEHUs K CAaMOMy MOPHO.
BTopoe BeposTHEWN, y4ynUTbIBaA YyaoBULLHOe 6eToHHOe 06/1aKo NyTTU, HaBUCLIee Hag, KPOoBaTbio U
urpasluee ponb bangaxmHa. Boobule-to, 3To Obila CKopee NenHuHa, Yem NyTTu. JlMua XepyBnmos
BbIFNAAENN [0 y¥Kaca rPOTECKHO: BCE OHW, NPUCTA/IbHO MMA4A Ha KPOBaTb, Y1bl6annCcb MOPOYHON, pas-
BPaTHOM yNbl6KOW. OHM HAMOMHUAN MHE O CMELL/IMBOM MOIOAHAKE BHU3Y; U TYT A 3aMeTUN NepeHoc-
HOW TeneBn3op B yray 3Toil BoobLe-To abCONOTHO NYCTOM KOMHATbI. i BOO6pa3ua, Kak Maxopaom
3abaBnAeT 34ecb M3bpaHHUKA; CYAO0POKHbIN OCTPOB HAron NJ0TM B MOpe 6enbd, Noj, U3ydatrowmmm
B30pPaMM MblJIbHOTO TMMNCOBOTO WeaeBpa. Kak HX cTpaHHO, BOObpa3ua 6e3 bpesrnneocTn. HanpoTus,
MHEe NMOKa3a0Cb, YTO C TOYKM 3PEHUA BPEMEHM KaK pas 34eCb Takue 3abaBbl yMECTHbI, MO0 He NPUHO-
CAT NAoAa. B KOHLE KOHLLOB, TPY BEeKa 34eCb He 6bl/10 NOIHOB/IACTHOMO X03AKHA. BolHbI, peBontouunu,
BE/IMKME OTKPLITUA, TEHUKN, INUAEMUM HE UMENU Cloda AOCTyna MU3-3a IPUANYECKMX NPEnATCTBUIA.
[JelicTBMe NPUUYNMHHOCTM NPEKPATMUIOCH, MOCKO/IbKY €e HOCUTENN B YeN0oBeYeCKOM 06/1MKe Wwaraam no
3TOW NEepPCrneKTMBE TONbKO B KAYeCTBE CMOTPUTE/NEN, Pa3 B HECKO/IbKO /IET B IydLLEM c/iyyae. Tak 4To
KOpYalMIics OCTPOBOK B NPOCTbIHHOM MOPE, B CYLLHOCTU, COOTBETCTBOBA/ OKPY¥KAIOLWLEN HEABUKK-
MOCTM, MOCKO/IbKY Y OHa HUKOTAA B }KU3HW HE CMOra bbl HUYEro nopoauTb. K cyacTbio, OCTPOB — UK
npaBu/bHel ByaeT: ByKaH? — Ma)KopAoMa CyLLecTBOBaA TONbKO B r/1a3ax NyTTu. Ha rnaam 3epkana
ero He 6b110. Kak 1 meHs.

21.

CAy4Mnochb 37O NULIb OAHAXKAbl, XOTA MHE TOBOPW/IM, YTO TakKMX mecT B BeHeuuun aecatku. Ho oa-
HOro pasa A0CTaTO4YHO, 0COOBEHHO 3MMOM, KOraa MecCTHbIM TymaH, 3HameHuTas Nebbia, npespatllaer
3TO MecTO B He4yTo 6onee BHEBPEMEHHOE, YeM CBATasA CBATbIX N0HOro ABopLa, CTUPaA He TOJ/IbKO
OTPaXKeHUA, HO U Bce nmetolee GopmMy: 34aHUSA, NOAEN, KONOHHAAbl, MOCTbI, CTaTyu. MNapoxogHoe
coobleHne NpepBaHoO, CaMo/IeTbl HEAENAMMN He CaAATCA, HE B3/1IETAlOT, MarasuHbl He paboTatoT, no-
yta He npuxoauT. CIOBHO YbA-TO rpybasn pyKa BbIBEPHY/a BCE 3TU aHPUNALbl HAM3HAHKY M OKyTana
ropoa noaxKnaakoi. /leso, NpaBo, BEPX, HWU3 TacytoTcsa, N He 3ab1yANTbCA Tbl MOXKeLLb TONIbKO Byay4m
34eWHUM UK uMen YndepoHe. TymaH rycTol, cienoi, HenoAsuKHbI. NocnegHee, BNpoYeMm, Bbiroa-
HO MPY KOPOTKMX BblNIa3Kax, CKaXKeM, 32 CUrapeTaMm, MOCKObKY MOXKHO HalTK 0bpaTHYI A0pOry Mo
TOHHEN, NPOPLITOMY TBOMM TE/IOM B TYMaHe; TOHHE/Ib 3TOT OCTAeTCA OTKPbIT B TeYEHME Moy4aca.
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HacTynaeT nopa unTaTbh, BECb AEHb KeYb 3/IEKTPUYECTBO, HE C/IMLIKOM HaneraTb Ha CaMOYHUYMMKU-
Te/IbHble MbICAU U Kode, cyLlaTb 3apybexHyto cnyxKby bu-bu-Cu, paHo noutbea cnatb. Kopoye, aTo
nopa, Koraa 3abbiBaewb 0 cebe, N0 NpUMepy ropoaa, yTpaTMBLUEro 3pMMOCTb. Tbl 6ecco3HaTeNbHO
cnepyellb ero NoacKaske, Tem 6onee ecnu, Kak U OH, Tbl 0gMH. He cymeB 34eCb poauTbCsA, MOXKeELLb,
no KpalHen mepe, ropaAnTbCsa TEM, YTO pasaenfellb ero HeBUAMMOCTb.

22.

MeHs, BNpoYem, COAEPKUMOE KUPMUUYHbIX BaHaNbHOCTEN 3TOrO ropoda BCeraa MHTEpPecoBasno He
MeHbLLE — ecin He B6oblie, —YemM MpaMopHble papuTeTsbl. MpeanodYTeHNe 3TO He CBA3AHO HU C Nony-
JIM3MOM, HU C HENOBOBbIO K apPUCTOKPATUK, HU C MPUBbIYKAMM POMAHMUCTA. ITO NPOCTO 3X0 TeX AOMOB,
rae s KUn n paboTan 60blYI0 YacTb XM3HWU. He cymeB 34eCb poAUTLCS, i HE CYMes, BUAMMO, U ellle
Yyero-To, Koraa Bbibpan 3aHATUE, PEAKO UMEIOLLEE KOHEUYHbIM NMyHKTOM 6enbataxk. C apyroi cTtopo-
Hbl, €CTb, HAaBEPHO, KAKON-TO U3BPaLLLEHHbIA CHOBU3M B NPUBA3AHHOCTU K 34ELHEMY KUPMKUYY, K ero
KPaCHbIM, BOCNaNeHHbIM MbILLLLAM B CTPYMbAX C/Ie3aloLWEN WTYKaTypKK. Kak alua Hepeako, ocobeH-
HO MOKa roTOBMLUb 3aBTPaK, HaBOAAT Ha MbIC/Ib O HEM3BECTHOW UMBUIU3aALMN, AoWeaLlel A0 naen
NPOM3BOACTBA NULLEBbLIX KOHCEPBOB OPraHNYECKMM CMOCOBOM, TaK U KUPNUYHAA KNaaKa HanoMUHaeT
06 anbTepHaATUBHOM YCTPOMCTBE NI0TU, HE OCBEXEBAHHOM, KOHEYHO, HO a/I0i1, COCTaBAEHHOW U3 Me-
KWX, OAMHAKOBbIX KNeToK. CTeHa MAM AbIMOXOA, KaK elle 04MH aBTOMOPTPET BUAA Ha 31€MEHTapHOM
ypoBHe. B KOHLe KOHL0B, Kak 1 Cam Bcemoryuimii, Mmbl Aenaem Bce No cBoemy ob6pasy, 3a HeMMeHMEM
6onee nogxoasuiero obpasua, v Hallu U3Aennsa roBopPAT 0 Hac 6o/blue, YemM HaWW UCNOBEAMW.

23.

Kak 6bl TO HM 6b110, NOPOT B KBAPTMPAX BEHELMAHLEB A NepecTynan peako. KnaHbl He 06AT YyKaKoB.,
a BEHeUMaHLUbl — HAPOZ BECbMa KNAHOBbIM, K TOMY e ocTpoBUTAHE. OTNYrMBana U Mo UTaNbAHCKUNA,
6eCTOIKOBO CKAYYLLMIM OKONO YCTOMYMBOrO HYAA. 33 MecAL, UK OKOO0 TOTO OH BCeraa yay4lancs, HO
TYT A CaAMICA B CaMOJIET, elle Ha OAMH rof, YHOCUMBLUMA MEHA OT BO3MOKHOCTU 3TOT Y/IyYLLEHHbIN
A3bIK NPUMEHUTb. [Mo3ToMy 06LLANCA A C AHI/IOTOBOPALMMM Ty3eMUAMMN N aMEPUKAHCKUMM SMUTPaH-
Tamu, B YbMX AOMax BCTPeYas 3HaKOMbIN BapUaHT — eC/IN He YPOoBeHb — n30buans. Yto Kacaerca ro-
BOPMBLLUMX MO-PYCCKN TUMOB N3 MECTHOTO YHUBEPCUTETA, TO MEHA TOLLHW/IO OT UX OTHOLLEHMA K MOe
POAHOM CTPaHE U OT UX NOSIUTUYECKUX B3rNAA0B. [IpUMEpHO TaK e AeMCTBOBa/IM Ha MEeHA U ABa-TPU
MECTHbIX N1caTens n npodeccopa: C/IMWLKOM MHOTO abCTPaKTHbIX INTOrPpaduii Mo CTeHaM, akKKYPaTHbIX
KHUHbIX MOJIOK U adpUKAHCKMX Be3aenylek, MonYallLmx XeH, bnegHbix govyepei, pasroBopos, BAIO
TEKYLMX OT NOCAeAHUX HOBOCTEN, YYXKOW CNaBbl, NCUXOTEPANUN, COpPeaM3ma K 00bACHEHMAM, KaK
MHe bbicTpee fobpaTbca A0 oTensa. PasHOPOAHOCTb CTPEMIEHWNI CBOAUTCS HA HET TaBTONIOMMYHOCTbIO
KOHEYHOro pesynbraTa. A meyTan TPaTUTb AHW B MYCTON KOHTOPE KaKoro-HMbyab 34elHero nosepeH-
HOro UM anTeKaps, rasen Ha CeKpeTapLly, BHOCALLYO Kode 13 6apa nobamsocTn, 6oaTas o LeHax Ha
MOTOPKM UK O NONOXKUTENbHbIX YepTax [MOoKAeTnaHa, NOCKO/bKY 34eCb Y BCEX CHOCHOEe 06pa3oBaHue
(nnn mHe Tak npeactaBaanock). A 6bi1 6bl HE B cMax NOAHATLCA CO CTYNA, KIMEHTOB 6b1a10 Bbl Mano;
HaKoHeL,, OH 3anep 6bl NOMeLLeHMe U Mbl Bbl OTNPABUAUCH K «TPUTTU» Unn «daHnenm», rae A 6bl 3a-
Ka3a/ BbIMMBKY; ecn 6bl MHEe NOBE3/10, K Ham 6bl NpUcoeaAnHUNACh cekpeTapLua. Mbl 6bl ycTpounmnch
B rNyBOKMNX Kpecnax, 3/10C/10BA O HOBbIX HEMELLKMX OTPAAAX MW BE3AECYLLMX ANOHLLAX, KOTOpble, KocA
06BbeKTUBaMM, BO3OYKAEHHO NOAMNAAbIBAOT, CNIOBHO HOBbIE CTapLbl, 33 61e4HbIMU FONbIMU MPaMOp-
HbiMmK Beapamu BeHeunn-CycaHHbl’, nepexoasiieit B6pos Xo/104HbIe, KpalleHHble 3aKaToM, NaeLly-
wme BoApl. IOTOM OH, MOXKeT, No3Bas bbl K cebe NoyKMHaTb, U ero bepemeHHan KeHa, BO3BblWaACh
Hag, AbIMAWMMNCS MaKapOHamM, OTYMTbIBaNa Obl MEHS 33 3aTAHYBLUEECs X0/0CTAYeCTBO... Buammo,

7 Wctopma o CycaHHe u ctapuax (KHura faHmuna, ra. 13) 6bi1a 4aCTbiM CIOXKETOM A9 }MBONMCLEB 3Mnoxu Bo3poxaeHus.
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nepebpan, cmoTpsa HeopeanucTos M unTas 3seso®. [na peanmsaumnmn nogobHbix daHTasmi Tpebyercs
TO Ke, UTO ANA BceneHus B 6enbataxk. A aTum TpeboBaHUAM He yA0BNETBOPSAID; U HAKOrAA He 3a4ep-
YKMBANCA 34ECb HACTONBbKO, YTOObI C 3STUMM PaHTA3UAMM PACCTATbCA OKOHYATEIbHO. YTOObI HaYaTb Apy-
ryt0 }KM3Hb, YeN0BEK 06A3aH pa3aenaTthea C NpeablayLlei, npuyem akkypaTHo. HUKomy He yaaeTca go-
CTMYb ybeauTenbHOro pesynbTaTta, HO MHOTAA XOPOLUYH C/yXKOY cnocobHa cocnyKuTb cynpyra B berax
AW NoAMTUYECKan cuctema. O YyKUX AOMaX, O HE3HAaKOMbIX IeCTHULAX, CTPAHHbIX 3anaxax, Henpu-
BbIYHOM 0OCTaHOBKe M Tonorpadum — BOT O YEM FPEe3ST CTapble CObaKM M3 NOCN0BULbI, C1aboyMHble U
o4pAXNEBLUME, @ HE O HOBbIX X03AeBax. M GOKyC B TOM, YTOObI UX HE TPEBOMKMUTD.

24.

MosTomy st HM pasy He Bbicna/ica, Tem 6osee He CorpeLwuns B YyryHHoM daMmnabHOM KpoBaTu C AEB-
CTBEHHbIM, XPYCTAWMM 6eibem, C NOKPbIBANOM, OTAENAHHbBIM BbILUMBKOM M Baxpomoi, c 061a4yHbIMK
NnoAyWwKamun B U3ro/ioBbe, HaZ KOTOPbIM BUCUT MasIEHbKOE pacnaThe, MHKPYCTUPOBAHHOE nepaamy-
TpoM. Al HUKOr4a He HaBOAMA NPa3AHOro B3rnaaa Ha oneorpaduio MaoHHbI, HA Ha BbILBETWWE NOP-
TpeTbl oTua/6bpata/aagu/coiHa B 6epcanbepckom WAeme C YePHbIMM NEPbAMM, HU Ha CUTeL, 3aHa-
BECOK, HM Ha ¢papdop MAM MaloNMKy KyBLUMHA, CTOSALLErO Ha TEMHOM KOMOAE, HABUTOM MECTHbIMM
KpYy*KeBaMMu, NPOCTbIHAAMM, NONOTEHL,AMM, HABO/IOYKaMM, Belbem, KOTOpbIe BbICTUPaaa M Bbirnaauna
Ha KYXOHHOM CTO/Ie MON0AaA, CUAbHAA, 3aropenas, MoYTU CMYI/1as PyKa, B TO BPEMSA KaK IMKa Cro-
3a/1a c naeva u cepebpaHbii bucep nota 6aecten Ha nby. (YTo Ao cepebpa, TO OHO, MO BCEN BEPOAT-
HOCTW, 3aCyHYTO NOA CTOMKY NPOCTbIHb B O4HOM U3 ALLMKOB.) Bce 310, pasymeeTcs, U3 KMHO, rae A He
Obl/1 HX 3BE30M, HM CTAaTUCTOM, U3 KMHO, KOTOPOE, HACKO/IbKO A MOHMMALO, YxKe He byayT CHUMaTb, a
ecnu byayT, To C APYrMm PeKBU3UTOM. Y MeHA B yme Guibm HasbliBaeTcs «BeHeumaHCcKas ceMbsa» U
o0bxoguTca 6e3 cloXKeTa, KpoMe CLeHbl CO MHOM, naywmm no PoHaameHTa Hyose ¢ nydwmmmn B mmpe
KpacKamu, pa3BefeHHbIMU Ha BOAE, MO NIEBYHO PYKY M KUPMUYHbIM paem no npasyto. Ha MHe f01KHa
ObITb KEMKa, TEMHbIV NUAXKAK M 6enan pyballKka ¢ OTKPbITbIM BOPOTOM, BbICTUPAHHAA U BbIFNaXKEeHHas
TOW e CUbHOM 3aropenoi pykon. Y ApceHana a 6bl B3A/1 HaNpaso, Nepellen ABeHaauatb MOCTOB U
no Bma Mapubanbam nowen 6bl K FapanHbO, rae Ha KenesHom cTyne B Kade «lMapaanso» cuaena ool
rnaAmvBLLIAs M CTMPaBLLAA 3Ty pyballKy WeCcTb NeT Ha3ad. PAaom c Hel cToAan Bbl CTakaH YMHHOTO, fie-
¥anu bynouka, noTpenaHHbii « MoHobnbnoc"® Mponepuusa nnm «KanuTaHckaa Ao4Ka»; Ha Hel bbii1o
6bl NNaTbe U3 TadTbl A0 KOJIEH, KyN/IeHHOE KaK-To B Pume nepea Hawel noesgkoi Ha Uckuto. OHa
nogHana bbl r1a3a ropyNYHO-Me[0BOro LBETa, OCTAHOBMAA B3MA4 HA GUrype B NIOTHOM NMUAMKAKE U
cKasana: «Hy 1 ny3o!» Ecam uTo 1 cnaceT 3Ty KapTUHY OT PUACKO, TO TO/IbKO 3UMHEE OCBELLEHME.

25.

He Tak gaBHO A Buaen potorpaduto BOEHHOM KasHU. Tpun 61eaHbIX, TOWMX YEN0BEKA CPeAHEro pocTa ¢
HenpuMmevaTeNbHbIMU TNLAMM (KaMepa CHUMaNa Ux B NPOPUb) CTOANMN Y CBEXKEBLIPLITOM AMbI. Y HUX
6bl/1a BHELLWHOCTb CEBEPAH — CHUMAN, NO-MOeMY, B JTUTBe. 3a KaXKAbIM CTOSI/1 HEMELKUI conaaT, Npu-
CTaBMB MUCTOJET K 3aTbINIKy. HeBaaneke BugHenacb rpynna conaaT — 3putenenn. eno npomcxoamnno
B Hayasie 3MMbl UM NO34HEN OCEHbIO, CyaA No WuHenam. OcyKAeHHble, BCe TPOe, TOXKe Oblv 0AeTbl
OAMHAKOBO: KEMKW, NJIOTHbIe YepHble NUAKaKM nosepx benbix pybalweKk. Kpome Bcero npoyero, um
6b110 X0N04HO. M03TOMY OHM BTAHYAM roN0BbLI. M ewe NoTomy, YTO UM NPEACTOAI0 yMepeTb: GpoTo-
rpad Haxan Ha KHOMKY 32 MUT A0 TOrO, Kak CONAaThl — Ha KPOUYOK. Tpoe AepeBEHCKUX NapHen BTAHY-
JIN TONI0BbI B NJI€YN U COLLYPUNUCH, KaK pebeHOK B oxxuaaHum 6onun. OHU Kaanu, yto byaet 60/bHO,
MOXKET, Y}KaCHO 60/1bHO, OHM KAANMU OMNYLWMTENbHOIO — TaK 6/1M3K0 K ywam! — 3ByKa BbicTpena. M oHu

8 Wrano 3seBo (1861-1928) — UTaNbAHCKMIA NUcaTenNb.
9 «MoHobnbnoc» (rpeuy.; 6yks. « OAHOKHMKMEY) — TPAAMLIMOHHOE HaMMeHOBaHMe NepBoi KHUM anerni Cekcra Mponepupa (oK. 50 —
OK. 15T. 0 H. 3.).
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3aXkMypuanch. Beab peneptyap YenoBevyeckMx peakumin Tak orpaHuuyeH! K HUM wna cmepTtb, a He
60/1b; HO UX TeNa OTKa3blBa/INCb Pa3inyaThb.

26.

OpgHaxabl gHem B Hosbpe 1977 roga B roctuHULy «JIOHAOH», rae s ocTaHoBwUACcA 6iarogapa nobes-
HOCTM «BbICTaBKM HECOrNacHbIX», MHe No3BoHMAa Clo3aHHa 30HTar, OCTaHOBMBLLAACA B «[PUTTM», NO
TOM Xe npuunHe. «Mocmd, — ckasana oHa, — A TYT Ha NOLWAAN HAaTKHyNacb Ha Onbry Pagk. Tol ee 3Ha-
ewb?» — «HeT. Tbl XOouelb cKa3aTb — nogpyra MayHga?» — «[a, — otBetuna Cio3aHHa, — U OHa No3Basna
MeHA Beyepom. A 6otocb MATM oaHA. He cxoaullb CO MHOM, eCin HET APyrux naaHoB?» Ux He 6bino,
M A CKasas, YTo, KOHEYHO, CXOXY, C/IMLLKOM XOPOLLO NOHMMAan ee onaceHus. Mowu, s gyman, 6binm 6bl
Aarke cunbHee. HayaTtb € TOro, 4To B Mmoen o6nactm I3pa lMNayHa BaxKHAA WKULIKA, NPAKTUYECKU LeNbli
MHCTUTYT. Macca amepuKaHCcKMX rpadomaHoB Hawnum B I3pe MayHae M yyutena u myyeHuka. B mo-
NIOA0CTU A1 AOBONILHO MHOIO NEePeBOANA ero Ha PycCcKkuii. NepeBoabl BbIWW APAHb, HO YyTb He Bblan
Hane4yaTaHbl, 3a60TamMM KaKoro-To HauuMcTa B Aywe, paboTasliero B peaakuum CoNNAHOro KypHana
(Tenepb OH, KOHEYHO, APbIN HAaUMOHANUCT). OpUrMHAN MHE HPABWUJICA 33 HAaXa/IbHYIO CBEXKECTb, 33 NoA-
TAHYTbIN CTUX, 33 CTUINCTUYECKOE U TeMaTUYecKoe pasHoobpasune, 3a pasmax Ky/AbTypHbIX accouma-
UM, B Ty NOPY MHE HeAOCTyNHbIN. Elle MHe HPaBUACA €ro NPUHLMUN «3TO HYXKHO OBHOBUTL» — TO €CTb
HpPaBWACS, NOKa A0 MEHA He A0LW/0, YTO HACTOALLAA NPUYNHA KOOHOBNEHMAY» B TOM, YTO «3TO» BMOJIHE
yCTapesno; YTo, B KOHEYHOM cYeTe, Mbl HAXOAMMCA B PEMOHTHOM MacTepcKoMn. YTo KacaeTca ero He-
B3rog, B neyebHuue Cs. EnnsaseTsbl, T, Ha PYCCKUI B3rNAL4, BbIXOAUTb U3 cebs TyT Obl10 He 13-3a Yero
M BO BCAKOM C/ly4ae 310 Obl/1o Nydlle AeBATM rPAaMMOB CBMHLA, KOTopble H6bl OH 3apaboTtan B gpyrom
MecCTe 3a CBOM pagmoTpen B BOMHY. «KaHTOC» TOXKe He npoussenn ocoboro BneyvatneHus: rnaBHas
owKnbKa bblna cTapan — «MOUCKM KpacoTbi». [InA YyesioBeKa CO CTO/b AaBHEM UTa/IbAHCKOM MPOMNUCKON
CTPaAHHO He NOHMMATb, YTO LLe/Ibo KPacoTa ObITb HE MOXKET, YTO OHA Bcerga NO6OoYHbIM NPOAYKT UHbIX,
4acTo BeCbMa 3aypAgHbIX NOMCKOB. CTonno Hbl, NO-MoeMy, U34aTb €ro CTUXM U PeYn B O4HOM TOMe,
6e3 BCAKMX YYEHbIX NPeaANCI0BUA, U MOCMOTPETb, YTO NOAYyYnTCA. 03T NepBbIi 0643aH NOMHUTb, YTO
BPEMSA HE 3HAeT O paccToaHUK mexay Pananno n /iuteon. Ewe a ayman, 4to AOCTOMHEN NPU3HATD,
YTO MCMOXabun CBOK KM3Hb, YEM KOUYEHETb B N03€ FOHMMOTrO reHUA, KOTOPbI, MOBCKMAbIBAB PYKY B
dawwmnCcTCKOM cantoTe, NOTOM OTPULAET, YTO STOT YKECT YTO-TO 3HAYMA, AAET YKAOHYMBbIE UHTEPBbLIO U
HaZeeTca Nallom M NOCOXOM NpuaaTth cebe 06MK Myapeua, B UTore npnobpeTtan cXoacTBo ¢ Xanne
Cenaccue. OH BCe elle KOTUPOBAICA Y HEKOTOPbIX MOUX APY3€El, U Tenepb MeHA KAana BCTpeya C ero
CTapyxoi.

Apgpec 6b1n gen Cantote CecTbepe, 4acTb ropoaa € camMbiM 6ONbLLMM, MO MOUM CBEAEHUAM, NMPOLIEH-
TOM MHOCTpPaHLUeB, ocobeHHO Anglos. HeMHOro nonayTas, Mbl HALW/N HY}KHOE MECTO — He TaK AaekKo,
B CYLLHOCTH, OT AOMQ, rae B AecaTble rogbl Xun ge PeHbe. Mbl N03BOHWMAM B ABEPb, M NEpPBOE, YTO A
YBUAEN 32 CMUHOM MaNeHbKOM }KeHLWMHbI C BAecTAWMMM YepHbIMU [/1la3Kkamu, 6bia 6tocT NoaTa pabo-
Tbl loabe-bXellKka, CToAWmM Ha Noay B rocTMHOM. CKyKa 0XBaTWa BHE3AMHO, HO NMPOYHO.

Moaanu Yyaih, HO TONbKO Mbl CAENANWN NEePBbIA [NOTOK, KaK X03AlMKa — ceaan, TWeaylHas, onpsaTHan
AaMa C 3aMacoM CUA elle Ha MHOTo NIeT — NogHANA OCTPbI Nasew, NoMaBWWiA HA HEBUAUMYIO YM-
CTBEHHYO NIACTUHKY, U U3 NOAMKaTbIX ryd nonmaack apusa, NapTuTypa KoTopoi bbina obHapoaoBaHa
camoe nosaHee B 1945 roay. Yto 33pa He 6bin PaWIMCTOM; YTO OHU BOANUCH, YTO aMmepUKaHLUb! (ao-
BOJIbHO CTPAHHO C/biWaTb OT aMepPUKaHKM) OTNPABAT €ro Ha CTy/; YTO O TBOPMUBLUEMCA OH HUYErO He
3HaAn; 4To B Pananno Hemues He 6b1N10; YTO OH e34mA 13 Pananno B PM TONbKO ABaXKAbl B MecAL, Ha
nepegavy; YTo aMepuKaHLbl ONATb-TaKM OWMBANUCD, cUMTaA, YTO I3pa CO3HATE/IbHO... B KaKOM-TO Mo-
MEHT A OTKAKUMNACA — C TeM 60/bLIEN NErKOCTbO, YTO aHI/IMMNCKUIA MHE He POAHOM, — U MPOCTO KUBan
B May3ax WKW Koraa OHa npepbiBasa MOHOOr putopmuyeckum «Capito?"'. 3anuch, pewmnn a; «ronoc

10 «MoHaTHO?» (uT.).
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ee xo3AaMHa». byab BEXIMB U He NepeburBan famy; 3TO aXxMHes, HO OHa B Hee BepuT. Bo mHe, Buanmo,
€CTb YacCTb, BCeraa yBaxkatowas GM3nYecKyto CTOPOHY peyn, He3aBUCUMO OT COAEPMKaHMA; CaMo ABU-
KeHMe Ybux-To ryb cyuiecTtBeHHen, Yem TO, Y4TO UX ABUKeT. Al rnybxke ycenca B Kpecao 1M nonbiTanca
COCPEenoTOUYUTLCA HA NeYeHbe, MOCKO/IbKY YKUHA He NoAanm.

Mpepsan apemoTy ronoc Cto3aHHbI, U3 YEro s 3aK/YMA, YTO NNACTUHKA OCTaHOBMAACk. B ero Tembpe
6b1710 YTO-TO HEODObIYHOE, U 1 HaBocTpuA ywun. Clo3aHHa rosopuna: «Ho, Onbra, Bbl XKe He AymaeTe,
4YTO aMepUKaHLLbl paccepAnance Ha 33py ns-3a nepegay. Ecam 6 aeno 6b110 B 0gHMX Nepegayax, Torga
33pa 6bin 6bl NpocTo BTOpOM «ToKMiMckon Posoin"!t. la, 3To 6bln OANH U3 LUMKAPHEWNLLMX BbINagos,
Koraa-nmbo cAbllWaHHbIX MHOW. Al nocmoTpen Ha Onbry. OHa, HY)KHO NpM3HaTb, BCTPETMAA yaap no-
conpatcku. TouHee rosopsa, npodeccuoHanbHo. Mnu e npocto He noHsana Clo3aHHy, XOTa BpAg, /N,
«A 13-3a Yero Xe?» — NOMHTepPecoBanachb oHa. «M3-3a aHTMCEMUTU3MA I3pbI», — oTBeTUNa Clo3aHHa,
W A yBUAEN, KaK Nanew, CTapoi 4amMbl KOPYHAOBOM UIIOM CHOBA CKaKHyN B 60p0o3aKy. Ha aTol ctopoHe
NNACTUHKM BbIN0 3aNNCAHO, YTO KHYXKHO NOHMMATb, YTO I3pa He Obl1 AHTUCEMUTOM, YTO €ro BCe-Taku
3BanM I3pa, YTO Y Hero 6bln Apy3ba eBPeU, B TOM YMCAe OAMH BEHeLUMaHCKUN agMUpan...» — CTo/b
YKe 3HaKOMas, CTONb *Ke A/IMHHAA NecHA — MUHYT Ha 45; HO Ham yrKe 6bl10 nopa MaTM. Mbl nobnaro-
AAPUAN CTapylo Aamy 3a BeYyep U pacnpowanmck. JIMYHO A He UCMbITbIBAA FPYCTU, OObIYHO BO3HMKA-
toLLLEeM, KOrga yXoamllb U3 AOMa BAOBbI MK BOOOLE OCTaBaselWb KOro-TO O4HOro B MycTOM MecTe.
Crapasa gama Bbirisgena monoguom, He 6eacTBOBana; NAKOC KO BCEMY Hacnaxzanacb KompopTom
CBOUX yOeXaeHU — 1 YTOObl ero COXpaHUTb, OHa, A MOHAJ, noaeT Ha Bce. Co cTapbiMK palimMcTamu A
HWUKOr4a He CTaIKMBA/CA, HO CO CTapbIMM KOMMYHUCTaMM UMEN AeNo He pas, U B agome Onbrn Pagk, ¢
3TUM B6OCTOM I3pbl HA NOAY, MOYYAA TOT CaMbli AyX. OT LOMA Mbl NOLIAM HAaNEBO U Yepes ABe MUHYTbI
o4yTMAnUCb Ha PoHaameHTa aenbn NHKypabuau.

27.

3UMHUI cBeT B 3TOM ropoge! Y Hero ectb UCKAOUYUTE/IbHOE CBOMCTBO YBE/IMUYMBATL PaspeLlatolyto
CNOCco6HOCTb rasa A0 MUKPOCKOMUYECKOM TOYHOCTM — 3payoK, 0COBEHHO CEePOMN UM FTOPUYMUYHO-Me-
[0BOV Pa3HOBUAHOCTK, MocpamaneT ntobol xaccenbb61aa0BCckUii 06bEKTUB U A0BOAUT byayLime BOC-
NOMWHAHWNA 40 PE3KOCTU CHUMKaA M3 «HewHn Axnorpadumk». bogpas cuHeBa Heba; CONHUe, yIU3HYB
OT CBOEro 30/10TOr0 ABOMHMKA Y NogHOXMA CaH-[XKopAaxKo, CKONb3UT N0 HECMETHOM Yellye naeuly-
wer pabu JlaryHbl; 3a cnMHOM, Nnog, KonoHHagowu Manayuo [ykane, KopeHacTble pebaTa B WwWybax Ha-
apusatoT «Eine Kleine Nachtmusik"??, cneumanbHo ana Tebs, yceslierocs Ha 6enom cTyne u wypsiie-
roca Ha cymaclweglume rambutbl ronyben Ha WaxmaTHOM A0CKe OFPOMHOr0 Kamno. ICnpecco Ha AHe
TBOEW YallKN — eAMHCTBEHHASA, KaK Tbl MOHMMaELLb, YepHasA TOYKA Ha MUIN BOKPYT. TaKOB 34ELIHNIM
nongeHb. Mo yTpam 3TOT CBET NpunagaeT rpyablo K OKOHHOMY CTEKAY U, pa3ikaB TBOM N1a3 TOYHO
PaKoBUHY, 6eXUT Aanblue, nepebnpan AMHHbIMU Ny4aMU apKaabl, KONIOHHaAbI, KUPNUYHbIE TPyObl,
CBATbIX M IbBOB — KaK beryuime c/IomaA ronoBy LWKOJbHUKU NPYTbAMM MO XKeNe3HoM orpage napka uam
caga. «M306pasm», — KPUUYUT OH, TO M NPUHMMan Tebs 3a Kakoro-To KaHanetto, Kapnayyo, MBapan,
TO /11 HE NoNarascb Ha CNOCOBHOCTb TBOEW CETYATKM BMECTUTb TO, YTO OH NpeanaraeT, Tem 6onee — Ha
CNOCoO6HOCTb TBOETO MO3ra 3TO BNUTaTb. BO3MOXHO, NocieAHUM nepBoe 1 06bacHAeTcA. BO3MOXKHO,
nocneaHee M nNepBoe CyTb CMHOHUMbI. BO3MOMHO, MCKYCCTBO €CTb MPOCTO peaKumns opraHM3ma Ha
COBCTBEHHYIO MaIoeMKOCTb. Kak 6bl TO HM BbI/10, Tbl NOAYNHAELWLCA NPUKA3y M XBaTaellb Kamepy, A40-
MOJIHAIOLLYHO YTO 3PAYOK, YTO KETKM Mo3ra. [Mpmuamncb 3ToMy ropoay Tyro ¢ AeHbramm, OH MOXKeT 06-
paTUTbCA K KogaKy 3a pUHAHCOBOWN NMOMOLLBIO — UK Ke 0BN0XUTb ero NPOAYKLMI0 AUKUM HA/IOTOM.
M TOYHO TaK e, NOoKa CyLEecTBYeT 3TOT ropos, NoKa OH OCBeLLEH 3MMHMM CBETOM, akumMn KogaKka —
Nydllee NomelleHMe Kanutana.

1 Mea Torypu — poausluascs B CLLA anoHka, KoTopas Bo BpemMs BTopoit MMPOBOI BOMHbI BeNa nepeaaymn ANOHCKOro paiMo Ha AMepuKy.
12 «ManeHbKas HouHas cepeHaga» (cod. Mouapra).
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28.

Ha 3akaTe Bce ropoza NpeKpacHbl, HO HEKOTOPble NpeKkpacHee. Penbedbl CTAHOBATCA MATYE, KOMIOH-
Hbl Kpyriee, KanuTenn KyapaBee, KApPHU3bl YeTUe, LWNUAN TBEPXKE, HULIKN FNYOKe, oae bl anoCToN0B
CKnagyaTel, aHrenbl HeBecomei. Ha ynmuax TeMHeEeT, HO elle He KOHYMACA AeHb ANA HabeperHbIX
M TOTO TUFAHTCKOTO XKMAKOFO 3epKana, rae MOTOPKW, KaTepa, roHA0/bI, WAONKK U 6apKuK, Kak pac-
KMAaHHas ctapan obyBb, PEBHOCTHO TONYyT 6apoyHbie U roTudeckne dacadpl, He Waas HU TBOEro
v, HU MUMmoneTHoro obnaka. «M306pasmn», — WwenyeT 3MMHUIA CBET, HANIeTEB HA KMPMUYHYIO CTEHY
60NbHULbI UNM BEPHYBLUMCH B poaHOM pait ppoHTOoHa CaH-3aKapua nocie A0/Iroro KOCMMUYECKOro
nepeneta. U Tbl YyBCTBYELIb YCTAaNOCTb 3TOMO CBETA, OTAbIXAOLWErO B MPAMOPHbIX PaKOBMHax 3akapua
Yyac-4pyrom, NoKa 3emns NOACTABAAET CBETUY APYTYHO LLeKY. TaKOB 3MMHUI CBET B YUCTOM BUAE. Hu
TEnNa, HW SHEPTUKN OH He HeceT, PacTepAB UX FAe-TO BO BCE/IEHHOM UK B cOCeAHUX Ty4ax. EaMHCTBEH-
HO€ KenaHue ero Yactuu, — 4oCTUYb NpeameTa, 60bLIOro N, Manoro, U CAeNaTb ero BUAMMbIM. ITO
YacTHbIN cBeT, cBeT [XKopaKoHe unn bennuun, a He Tbenono uamn TUHTOPETTO. U ropos HeXKTCA B
HEeM, HaCNaXKAaACb ero KaCaHWAMM, NacKoM BECKOHEYHOCTU, OTKYAA OH ABWUCA. B KOHEYHOM cyeTe,
MMEHHO npegMeT 1 AenaeT 6eCKOHEYHOCTb YaCTHOM.

29.

A npegMeT 3TOT MOKET OKa3aTbCA Ma/IEHbKMM YyA0BULLEM, C FO/I0OBOM /bBa U TyN0BULLEM AeNbdUHa.
Btopoe 6yaet Bbirmbatbecs, NnepBan TOUUTb KAbIKK. OH MOXKET yKpaLlaTb BXOZA, UM NPOCTO Bblae3aTb M3
cTeHbl 6e3 BCAKOM BMANMMOM LEeNn, OTCYTCTBME KOTOPOW AeNaeT ero CTPaHHO npuBbiYHbIM. [Mpu onpe-
AeNeHHON CneuyanbHOCTU U B ONpeaeneHHOM BO3pacTe HeT HUYEro NPUBbIYHEE, YEM HE UMETb LLeNN.
Kak 1 nytaTtb Y4epTbl M CBOMCTBA ABYX UK Bosiee CyLEecTB U, KOHEYHO, U