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Welcome to our current edition of PENning. From the theme of ‘Making’

has emerged a wide range of interpretations. Some closely associated to

the theme, others requiring teasing out, reading carefully, then appreciation
as the connection becomes clear.

It’s one of the joys of receiving and editing the magazine. The unexpected,
the moving emotional or occasionally humorous manuscripts which arrive,
anonymous and awaiting our deliberations.

This edition, we’re most grateful to Robin Lloyd-Jones for his insightful
contributions to the process.

We’re also extremely delighted that Elena Marinicheva, writer and

translator of Ukrainian literature, so readily responded to our request to

contribute as our international featured writer. Generously, she suggested

providing the war time diaries of Ukrainian writers caught up in the conflict
in their country.

As a result, we have insight into the remarkable recordings and eyewitness
accounts of an artist, a poet, a critic and an engineer.

Elena has also supplied English and Russian translations from the original

Ukraine. Her arrival into Edinburgh as City of Literature Writer-in-residence

for 6 months, is a wonderful opportunity to learn more about the language
and literature of a country under duress.

As convener of Writers-in-exile committee, | am grateful to Samina
Chaudry and Moira McPartlan for their editorial expertise, and to the staff
at Scottish PEN office for their administrative and design skKills.

| hope you enjoy reading the magazine and consider contributing your
own writing to the next edition, which will be on the theme of ‘Water’.

Liz Niven
Convener, Writers-in-Exile Committee.

December 2022
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Robin Lloyd-Jones

| have long admired the amazing work done by Scottish Pen’s Writers in

Exile Committee, so | was thrilled to be invited as guest editor for the PENing
Magazine. The standard of entry was high. On display are empathy and

caring, intensity and passion and some immensely skilled writing. Several fine
submissions didn’t quite make the final selection. I'm glad to have had the
opportunity to read them. The range of interpretation of the well-chosen theme of
‘Making’ was fascinating. The sensitive appreciation of these submissions by my
colleagues on the editorial panel and our positive discussion has made the whole
process for me a huge pleasure.

Well done to everyone involved!

Robin Lloyd-Jones

Robin Lloyd-Jones is an award-winning author of 17 published books . He writes
both fiction (mostly historical novels and short stories) and non-fiction (travel,
outdoor and environmental topics). His publishers include Gollancz, Arena,
Hutchinson, Canongate and Sandstone Press.

After an early childhood in India Robin went to school in Devon and then to
Cambridge University, obtaining an MA in Social Anthropology. He retired early
from a career in education to focus on his writing. Robin has lived in Scotland for
more than half a century and now resides on the west coast with his wife and two
cats. Until recently he was a keen hill-walker and sea kayaker and remains active
with his camera. Robin is a former president of Scottish PEN and remains an
active campaigner on behalf of persecuted writers

Robin’s most recent books are Argonauts of the Scottish Isles (Birlinn,

2022), Scottish Wilderness Connections (Rymour Books 20021), The New
Frontier:Making a difference in later life (ThunderPoint Publishing, 2019), Autumn
Voices: Scottish writers over 70 talk about creativity in later life (PlaySpace
Publications, 2018).

www.robinlloydjones.com

www.autumnvoices.co.uk



ELENA
MARINICHEVA

Elena was born in Zaporizhzhia, Ukraine (then part of the Soviet Union),
studied at the high school Ne31, where all the subjects were taught either in
English or in Ukrainian. She graduated from the Lomonosov Moscow State
University (MSU), Department of Journalism, majored in literary criticism, and did
her master’s under Professor Anatoly Georgievich Bocharov, founder of the Chair
of Literary Criticism at MSU.

Elena worked for and published in well-known editions: Moscow News, The
New Times, Novaya Gazeta, Computerra, Literaturnoye Obozrenie, Druzhba
Narodov, Novaya Yunost, Noviy Mir. Since the 2000s she has been doing literary
translation — mostly from Ukrainian, but also from English, into Russian. Her
translation work includes many leading Ukrainian authors among whom are
Oksana Zabuzhko, Maria Matios, Serhiy Zhadan, Evgenia Kononenko. She has
also translated - together with Leonid Maslyuk - several SF books from English
(“Quarantine” by Greg Egan, and some others).

Elena’s most important translation works are the books “Fieldwork in Ukrainian
Sex” and “Museum of Abandoned Secrets” by Oksana Zabuzhko, ‘Sweet
Darusya’ by Maria Matios, and ‘The Orphanage’ by Serhiy Zhadan. Not only
she translated a lot of books from Ukrainian, but also published her own critical
essays and articles on Ukrainian culture and history.

Elena is a laureate of prestigious award from Noviy Mir magazine for her
translations from Ukrainian and reviews of new Ukrainian literature. In 2022 she’s
been awarded the Nora Gal translators’ prize.

Elena says: “| want people to understand each other. Even now, in the wartime.
Especially now. If only in more concrete sense, - that people who stand against
aggression could understand and support each other”.

Elena Marinicheva is a member of Literary Translation Guild (Moscow) and
PEN Ukraine.



TRYMAIMOSYA!

From the translator:

“Trymaimosya”. Is it possible to find an exact translation of this word, the word so
often spoken today in the Ukrainian language? People say it to each other, say it to
themselves, write it in letters, emails, and text messages to friends, to their dearest
ones, use it when they meet and when they part. What is the meaning of this word?
“Holding on”, “keep standing”, “not giving up”. And also, “not losing heart”. Or even,
sometimes, “I love you”. All this in the same word. That is why | want to leave it as
it is, without translation, and make it the title of this small collection of diary notes
created by Ukrainian authors on the social networks, notes taken during several
months of this year — February-March and October-November. These are voices of
the people whose peaceful life exploded on 24th of February, and they complement
one another as a documentary but also alive reflection of the terrible months of war.
24, February. Sergiy Lapko, engineer, Borovaya village, Kyiv region:

Woke up because of war. Can hear explosions. Trymaimosya! May God protect
our army.

25, February. Sergiy Lapko:

Forced myself to eat. Too much of a rollercoaster — coffee, cigarette, coffee, cigarette
— treason, victory, treason, victory... Forced myself to eat, and the head cleared a
little. Tomorrow we’ll start building redoubts with the villagers, fortifications, sort of.
It is good | ate. Gotta sleep if just a little, but sleep comes not since didn’t sleep
yesterday either.

1, March. Lesia Synychenko, painter, city of Chernihiv:

Yesterday, for the first time in five days, slept not wearing jeans and on fresh
bedding, but today am in a basement again. Somewhat ominous silence all night
long. Expectation of the worst. Waking up for the second time from a panic attack.
Lack of light and space. The thought occurred that the war was just a dream. Began
to breathe slowly. Hugged my dog Blondie. She was sleeping on the bench next
to me, moved closer at once. She also feels calmer this way. Holding her paw all
night long, and it makes me feel better. Realized yet again how good it is we’d got a
dog. Yesterday was a real hard day. In the morning, wanted to weep and weep. For
the first time in these five days. Spent half-pack of tissues and returned to reason.
Because tissues should be economized. However, the emergency backpack | take



to the basement with me is getting lighter by the day, my needs are decreasing.
Today it snowed. The first day of spring.

A few days before the war | had a dream that | was walking in the city looking for a
place to wash myself. And some woman in a fur hat leads me to a trolleybus saying
this is the right place to do it.

The trolleybus goes around the city, and naked people stand there washing themselves
under the showers, unembarrassed. The woman in a fur hat is chased out of the
trolleybus, they say ‘you have fleas, get out of here’.

3, March. Lesia Synychenko:

Each day begins with smoke. The news almost vanished. Now you can only guess
what is burning this time. The mood flips in an instant.

Arollercoaster from tears to hatred. From deep confusion to anger. A cocktail of fear
and love. Despair, moments of apathy. And besides - rage, rage, rage. Everything
inside yourself is switching instantly. The tears go as quickly as they come.
Waiting is the worst. Silence scares but any rustle causes a fit of panic. You listen
intensely to any sound.

In the night you hide your ears under the blanket. You carefully cover your head.
And sometimes you even sleep.

An illusion of safety that doesn’t save.

Something awful goes on nearby. And the walls of this basement are just props,
scenery in a theater.

Like your blanket, they don’t even absorb the roar of the airplanes. It seems that
there’s no house at all, that none of its three storeys exist and the airplanes are
dashing over in the sky right above our heads. Thunder. The walls shudder. The
wooden bench shifts under me. The window glass trembles, but the loudest are my
heartbeats.

Despair. | feel despair.

7, March. Sergiy Lapko, engineer, Borovaya village, Kyiv region:
Let’s keep calm. Everyone to stay at their place. Doing what is needed, what we
are good at. For victory. Taking care of ourselves. Taking care of all of our dearest.

7, March. Hanna Ulyura, literary critic, city of Kyiv — city of Lviv (on the road to
evacuation):

| do not want to forget things like this. When was it? The day before yesterday, |
think. I'm wrestling with the last stretch of the route to Lviv, all is already quiet but
the tension’s still high. A company vehicle clings on behind me, with Kyiv plates,
packed full of kids and women, a teenager at the wheel. He drives without confidence,



probably very tired. | wave to him like: ‘keep on my tail, I'll lead’, ‘cause the road is
bad and tangled.

We pass the villages and pull over. | ask if he’s OK, maybe needs help? He says:
look, the engine keeps stalling, am | changing gears right? He’s seventeen, looks
like all of forty. They allowed those ready to take the risk and leave to take a company
vehicle. This one risked it. Come, let me hug you, | say, I'll explain about the fourth
gear.

7, March. Hanna Ulyura, literary critic, city of Lviv:

Here, it's quiet. Here, there’s petrol, cigarettes, fresh bakery. It is so quiet, here. And
the people here are unnerved and frightened much more than in Kyiv. Exchanging
letters with my mum who stays under the shelling for yet another day (exactly which
day, in fact? How to measure them?). She’s telling me, calmly, how she’s planning
to have breakfast. And only starts to cry when | speak about myself: how the people
who don’t know me invited me to their home, a girlfriend of my friend, and her mother
sent some bread and vareniki for me. And it is this kindness, the kindness but not
the horror, that my mum is crying about. Under shellfire. It is so quiet here. Kyivans
write to me: come on, here it is quiet, just compare it with Kharkiv, Bucha, Mykolaiv
right now. Here, they write, it is really quiet. A man just showed up — he was missing
after the air attacks, they searched for him all day long. Scratched, but otherwise
whole. ltis just quiet, I'm telling you. “Want me to bring you back here?”, - she asks,
and laughs.

8, March. Sergiy Lapko, engineer, Borovaya village, Kyiv region:

Was walking back home from work today, along Pushkinskaya street. There was no
public transport, so | walked. Horribly exhausted, because | didn’t sleep yesterday.
Just didn’t, could not fall asleep. In the daytime still managed to block Bucha and
Irpen from my mind, but the moment | close my eyes the block is no more.

So, I'm walking, it is still day, clear view. One cruise missile flew over, two more
later, in a different direction. People are walking, talking between themselves, and
300-400 meters above their heads death has just flown, and there’s no way to stop
it. Not to track it down, not to call it in, not to shout a warning — nothing.

8, March. Oleh Kotsarev, poet, city of Bucha:
1.

hastily running down

from the fifth floor

with my five year old daughter

and for a second it feels funny:



our feet are dangling in the air,
we actually cling

only to one another
“kosmonavty”

kotsmonavty*

2.

you begin to skip

the air strikes alerts

like a high-school student
skips classes

3.

who is moving

inside the dark house

in front of your dark house

the house

in which

your dark hair moved?

5.

contents of the backpack:
running away from the shelling,
took the book of verses with me
don’t know why, though.
“contents of the man’s pocket”
6.

A refugee’s game is not fair:
Hides eight words from

Eight different dialects

Up inside his sleeve

14, March. lya Kiva, poetess, city of Donetsk — city of Kyiv — city of Lviv:

We hear sirens clearly, but do not go anywhere. In the corridor we have a huge
mirror in the wardrobe, and glass in the doors. The nearest good air-raid shelter is
12 minutes away. Perhaps there’s a basement in the house. Well, after all it is Lviv,
we reassure ourselves, looks like it is quiet here. After eight years of asking yourself
a question “why are you still alive?”, your relations with the fear are getting so bad,
you don’t say hello to each other for years. Only in the night you look through the
window and see how many people are doing everything right: walk down the stairs,
go into the street, run, hide.

What | remember well since 2014, is how in the first months in Kyiv many people
were asking me: “who scared you so much?”. What they were reading on my face

*This made-up word, “kotsmonavty”, sounds quite similar to the previous one, “kosmonavty” (“cosmonauts”,
:I_O in both Russian and Ukrainian), but is based on the authors’ and his daughter family name, Kotsarev



then, | have no idea at all.

20, March. Sergiy Lapko, engineer, Borovaya village, Kyiv region:

Yesterday, | was reviewing videos | took in the nights, in the time of shelling, battles,
air alerts. Some of them only have cannonade on the soundtrack, some are lit by
flashes, some are just dark and there’s no action. The latter are those | looked for
to delete, because there’s just a dark screen and my own steps and breathing. |
had to watch through all of them before deleting. One seemed just about too long;
| thought | had forgotten to switch the recording off. Somewhere in the middle of
the lasting absolute silence | heard my own spontaneous prayer. Turned out | was
praying, asking the higher powers to protect our innocent civilians who got into this
massacre, to turn away a missile, to turn back the enemy’s aircraft, turn away the
threat. Asking for strength and courage for those who defend the people and the
country with arms, and asking to defend those people, too, and asking for good
luck for them. I'm not a religious person, even remotely, so the prayer came out
convoluted, but right from the heart. | have got some notion, though — some time
ago | was building a monastery, so | passed kind of a primary school, one might say.
My hope is that my transcendental attempt to influence the course of events had
flown into the overall stream of thoughts and prayers of lots of people, or speaking
with the pathos due here, of all my nation.

25, March. Bohdana Matiyash, poetess, city of Lviv:

Not long ago | was asking all to pray for my close relatives in Mariupol, and finally
received a message from my cousin, yesterday: alive! He’'s moved, unfortunately,
to the so-called ‘dpr’, from the region he lived the only available corridor led that
way, and even there one had to run under fire.. while from other regions, there was
a corridor to Zaporizhzhia.

Some of my other relatives are alive and have left, about some, nothing is known.
And my aunt, she died a natural death — looks like her heart couldn’t bear all this.
There was no way to bury her... just carried the body to the nursery school grounds,
and poured stones over it.

To those who might, | ask you to pray for newly deceased servant of God Olexandra,
who had no funeral, neither coffin, not even a grave of which the family would know
and could come there some time to pray... She lived through WWII as a child, but
couldn’t make it through this inhuman war.

May she rest in peace.

31, March. Bohdana Matiyash:
Here where | am now, it's been raining for several hours already, and | picture the
same rain falling down at home, on my flowers... | know that crocuses and liverworts

11
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are already blooming, | think hyacinths are beginning to bloom, too.

| look at the flowers here outside my window, glad that I'm on Ukrainian land, but
sadly think, not on that most native land of mine.

I've long known that when | leave home for a long time, I’'m especially missing my
own land, don’t know why.

I’m thinking now about the forest around my house — they say it is totally mined. |
imagine, or rather don’t want to imagine for how long a time it won’t be possible to
go for a walk there, not for people, nor for dogs (especially the dogs, as they do
not ask where it is allowed to run, are not used to only walking on the paths in the
forest, but are used to running wherever they feel like). For what a long time it won't
be possible to walk to the lake and listen to the croaking of frogs, watch the ducks.
Last autumn | was planting tulips and thinking: “even if there is war, they’ll bloom
anyway”. And that's what has happened: war is here, and tulips are about to bloom...
but I'm sad about them, that’s what | didn’t think of then.

11, October, Lesia Synychenko, artist, Kyiv:

Yesterday morning | was on a train from Chernihiv where the war caught me, to
Kyiv. Through the window we saw smoke over Kyiy, fire in a thermal power plant,
lots of ambulances and fire trucks. The rail station was unusually deserted, and a
blast wave had shattered the windows on the ground floor. | was looking at all this
in a somehow detached way, like a spectator in a theatre.

And then | came home and realized that it’s starting to overwhelm me, as if it's again
February and | am where | was then.

For some reason it became hard to breathe. | had to make an effort to do it.

As if | had forgotten the way you breathe.

And | also couldn’t dig any words out of myself. They had disappeared, in an already
familiar way.

But when | got home my dog came out, and | was sitting down and touching its
ears, and it was nuzzling its wet nose in my palms and wanted me to pet it, and at
once | felt calmer. The dog was actually also nervous, because in the morning it
heard a rocket get shot down near us with a massive noise, and probably also had
a flashback to Chernihiv in February. Then the light was switched off and we all had
to go to sleep.

And today was a new day. And | can breathe, again.

Rage requires calm.

11, October. lya Kiva, poetess, Lviv:

It was marvelous walking in Lviv today. Through the city so full of autumn, so warm,
so hushed, which you wanted to hug like a defenseless child. With all its trams like
egg Yyolks that have congealed on the pan wherever air strikes and power outages



had caught them. With people’s faces showing not even uncertainty or confusion, but
rather an expression like they have just seen God. With queues at petrol stations,
queues for water, queues for charging phones where one can do that. With closed
shops, with unusable cash machines. With refugees who don’t know how to get from
one place to another since mobile internet is not working. With stories going round
of how everybody’s day has been. With quiet smiles, even in the darkness. That
subtle, piercing feeling, like what you always get when your nose is about to bleed.
In moments like this | always start reciting mentally all the people | love. The living
and the dead. Because it's only this string of love that is holding us all.

20, October, Sergiy Lapko, engineer, Borovaya village, Kyiv region:

Went outside to be in time before curfew. Bread, cheese, some stuff for Bernie,
cigarettes and what not... It's dark, only rare passers-by with flashlights. Gloom,
cold, and very soon we’ll have slush, and winter... Firewood — haven’t bought that
yet, it comes next, crossing out more pressing things first. Will have to estimate how
much wood is needed, no idea, it's going to be my first winter on stove heating.
Some gas as a reserve.

31, October. Bohdana Matiyash, poetess, city of Kyiv:

| want to remember these evenings, when there is no electric light, but there is a
candle and a battery in your laptop. This is how Ukrainians work now in the 21st
century.

This is how we edit books, write poetry, analytical pieces, and a plethora of other
texts. In high spirits, against all odds. And nobody can break us.

8, November, Lesia Synychenko, painter, city of Vilnius (in evacuation):
Mood
To Artyom (a friend who died)

You want to lie down

As a small stone, extinguished

On the floor of the deepest ocean

Above you are waves and currents
Above you are ships and seagulls
Above you is war.

And you are cozily curled up

And smiling quietly

Because everything has already passed.

13



TPUMAMOCA!
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Big yknapauku:

“Tpumanmocs!” Lle crnoso mabyTb Han4acTille 3yCTpiYaeTbCA CbOroAHi B
yKpaiHCbKil MOBI. /loro roBopsaTh oAvH 0AHOMY Ta camoMy cobi, NULLYTb Y IMcTax
Ta CMC-NMOBIAOMMNEHHAX PIAHUM Ta HANZOPOXYMM, MNPOMOBIISAOTbL NPU 3yCTpivax
Ta NPOLLAHHAX. AKMA CEHC BOHO B cOBi MICTUTL? WO 3Ha4nMTh? “CToIMO”, “He
30aeEMOCb”, a TaKoX - “He Nagaemo AyxoMm”, a iHKONW 1 HaBiTb Tak - “Nobnto
Tebe”. | Bce MicTuTb ogHe cnoBo. Ocb YoMy came Tak s BUpiLlKnia Ha3BaTu Lo
Ao06ipKy, a B CBOIX Nepeknagax aHrmilCbKOoK Ta POCICLKOK 3anuwinna Le croso
yKpaiHcbkoto. Lli woaeHHnKoBi gonucn 6ynm poamilleHi yKpaiHCbKMMM aBTopamu
B cOLianbHNX Mepexax Yy NoToMy-0epesHi, Ta XXOBTHI-NnucTonaai Luboro poky.

TyT ronocu nogen, YNe MMpHE XUTTHA PanToOBO CKIHYMIIOCE 24-r0 foTOro. BoHM
MOBOM NPOAOBXYIOTb Aa AOMNOBHIOKTL O4HE OAHOrO. Lle AOKYMeHTarnbHi Ta XuBi
cBigouTBa CTpaLUHUX MiCALIB BIMHW.

ok ok ok ok Kk

25 ntotoro, Ceprin Jlanko

MpoknHyBcs, 60 BiHa. YyTn Bubyxu. Tpumanmocs! Xan 6or 6epexe Hawe

BiICbKO.

25 ntotoro, Ceprin Jlanko

3acTtasuB cebe noictn. Bxxe 3abarato TMX rongaHokK - KaBa, Lurapka, kaea,
uurapka - apaga, nepemora, 3paga, nepemora... 3actaBm cebe NoiCTh i TPOLLKK
PO3BMAOHINIOCH B rOroB.i.

3aBTpa 3 cenbv4aHamu 6ygyemo penyTu, kopode, yKkpinneHHs. [Jobpe, wo nois.

LLle 6 nocnaTu, 60 COH TakoX He ige - BYOpa He cnaB

1 6epesHns, Jlleca CUHMYEHKO, XyOOXHULUS, MICTO YepHiriB:

Buopa g BnepLue 3a n’'aTb AHIB cnana He B XKMHCAaX i Ha CBixXin 6inn3sHi, a



CcbOrofHi 3HoBy B nigBani. BHoYi cTosina sikack 3nosicHa Tuwa. O4ikyBaHHA
Hauripwworo. Bopyre Bxe npokuMHynach Bif naHidHOT aTakn. He BucTadae cBitna
Ta npocTopy. lNogymana, LWo BiHa MeHi HacHUnack. Novana NoBiNbHO guxaTu.
O6inHana cobaky bnoHai. BoHa cnana nopyd Ha nasui. | Bigpasy nigcyHynach
we 6rivpkye. [ Tak Tex crokinniwe. Tpumato Ti 3a nany BCi HOYi | cTae nerwue.

Y kOoTpui pas 3pagina, wo Mu 3asenun cobaky. Byopa 6yB ayxe BaXXKMN OEHb.
3paHKy NOCTINHO XOTiNIOCh Nnakatu. Bnepue 3a Wi n'‘ate gHiB. Ane BukopucTtana
niB Naykyn cepBeToK i cxameHynacb. CepBeTkn Tpeba eKOHOMUTH.

BTim, KOXXeH eHb TPUBOXHUI PIOK3aK, KUK S HOLLY Y NifgBan CTae nerwvm,
noTpebun 3MeHLYTbCA.

CborogHi niwos cHir. Nepwnn aeHb BECHM.

3a Kifnbka gHiB A0 BiHN MEHi HACHUBCS COH, L0 51 XOOKY MO MICTY i WwyKato, e
MOXHa NOMUTUCH. | AKack XiHKa y XyTpsHin warnui Beae meHe o Tponenbyca i
Kaxke, LLI0 MUTUCb MOXHa TaM. Tponenbyc 13auTb No MICTY i roni Nan CTOATb Nig
Aywamu i He copomMnaumncb MMIOTLCS. XKiHKY B LLArLi BUraHAKTb-KaXyTb Yy Bac

onoxu-igiTh 3Bigcu.

3 6epesHs, Jlecsas CMHUYEHKO:

KoxeH geHb novYnHaeTbes 3 Anmy. HoBUHM Mamxe 3HUKNW. | 3apa3 MoxHa nuwle
3[40ragyBaTuUCh, LWO ropuTb Ha Len pas. HacTpin 3MiHIOETbCA MUTTEBO.
longanku Big cni3 Ao HeHasuCTi. Big poarybneHocTi o 3nocTi. Koktennb 3i
cTpaxa Ta ntobosi. Biguan, a MomeHTamu anartisi. A we noTb, NOTb, N0Thb.
BcepeawnHi Tebe Bce WwBMAKo nepekntodaeTbes. Cnbo3n 3HUKaTb Tak caMo
LUBMOKO SK i 3'ABNAKOTLCA.

Hawripe - ue ovikyBaHHS. Tula nskae, ane i KOXeH LWOpOoX BUKIUKAE Hanag
naHikn. YBaXxHO npucnyxaewcs 40 BCiX 3BYKIB.

BHoui xoBaew Byxa nig koapy. CTapaHHO NpukpuBaeLwl ronosy. | HaBiTb iHKOMN
CnuLL.

Into3ia 6e3nekun, WO He PATYE.

Mopyu BigbyBaeTbCA WOCH cTpalHe. | CTiHM yboro nigsany nuwe 6ytadopchbki
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TeaTpanbHi gekopauil.

BoHu, sk i TBOSA KOBApa, HE NOMMUHAOTb HaBITb rys niTakiB. 34aeTbca JOMY
HeMae, XOQHOro 3 TPbOX NOBEPXIB HE iICHYE, | BOHW MiTaloTb NpAMO B HebI Haa
Hamu. 'poxiT. | cTiHM 3gpuratoTbes. [lepes’aHa naska nigi MHOK pyxaetbcs. CKro
TPEMTUTb, ane Haury4yHiwe CTyKOTUTb MOE cepLie.

Bigyan. A sigvysato Big4an.

7 6epesHs, Ceprin Jlanko, cenuvile bopoBa, KuiBcbka obnacTb:
KoxxeH Ha cBoemMy Micui. CnokinHo. Pobumo wo Ttpeba, wo smiemo. [ns

nepemorn. bepeximo cebe. bepeximo cBoix

7 6epesHq, NaHHa Yrniopa, nitepaTypHa KpuTukuHs, Knis — Jlbsis (No 4oposi B
eBakyauito):

He xo4y Take 3abysaTtun. Konu ue 6yno? TpeTtboro gHs, 3gaetbed. [Jonato
OCTaHHIO AiNsHKY goporu, 4o J1bBoBa, yXXe BCce CMOKINHO, ane Hanpyra Bucoka. 3a
MHOI BYEMNUIOCA KOprnopaTuBHE aBTO, KUIBCbKi HOMEPW, MOBHA MalUMHA XIHOK i
AiTen, 3a KEPMOM lOHaK. [ae HenesHo, BTOMMeHuit, MabyTb. [Moka3syto: Aasait Ha
XBICT, MIpoBeAay -- 4opora Tam nryTaHa i noraHa. Buxogmmo 3 cen, 3ynnHAEMOocCS.
MuTato, U BCe rapasa, un Tpeba nomiyv. Kaxke: nokaxun MeHi, Yn s npaBUbHO
nepegadi nepemyikaro, a To rroxHe. loMy ciMHaausaTb, BUMMSAAE Ha BCi COPOK.
KopnopaTtmBHe aBTO gaBanu TMM, XTO XO4e | pu3nkHe Buixatn. PusmnkHyB. Xoam

OOHiIMY, Kaxy, | NOKaxy YeTBepTy nepeaadvy.

7 6epesHs, NaHHa Yntopa, micTo JIbBiB:

Tyt Tnxo. TyT € BeH3uH, curapeTu, ceixa Bunivka. TyT Tak Tuxo. | noau
3HepBOBaHi Ta nepernsikaHi 3Ha4yHo OinbLle, Hixk B Knesi. lNepenucytoca 3 mamoto,
sKa nig obcTpinamm yxxe KOTpUn geHb (Npasaa, kUi AeHb, SK X 3aMipaTn?).
BoHa cnokinHO MeHi po3kasye, sik nraHye cHigatu. | nnade nuwe To4i, Konu s
pO3noBigatn: MeHe MPUNHANKM B CBiM AiM HE3HaWOMI nogu, noapyra Moro gpyra,

1T Mama nepegana xni6 i BapeHukn. | Big wiel 4odbpoTtn, Big 40OPOTH, a He Bif



Xaxy, nnaye most mama. lig obectpinamn. TyT Tak Txo. KusgHu nuwyThb: Ta y Hac
CMOKINHO, NopiBHAN 3 XapkoBoM, by4yeto, MnkonaiBom ot Tenep. Y Hac, NULWYThb,
TUXO0 X. 3HanLwnacs nguHa, 9Ky wykanu aoby. MNogpanana, ane uina. Tuxo TyT,

Kaxy. «3abpatu Tebe Ha3an?» - NUTae i CMiETLCS.

8 6epesHs, Ceprin Jlanko, iHxeHep, cenuwe bopoa, KuiBcbka obnacTb:

Mwos 3 po60oTu cboroaHi, MNyLukiHcbKko. He 6yno TpaHcnopTy - MLLOB MiLLKW.
3My4eHun cTpaweHHo, 60 B4opa He cnaB. Taku He cnas, He Mir cnatu. BoeHb we
BOaBarocb bnokysatu IpniHb i by4y, a g9k 3anntowy odi - 6ok cnagae.

lay, we aeHb, BuaHo nobpe. OgHa Kpunata paketa nponerTina, nisHiwe we AB8i B
iHWoMYy Hanpamky. Jlloam xoasaTte, 6anakatotb, a y 300/400 meTpax HaZ ronoBow
nosieTifia cMepTb | HE CNUHUTK. He BninMmaTtn, He NoA3BOHUTU, HE KpUyaTn —

HiYoro.

8 6epesHga, Oner Kouapes, noert, micto by4a:
36iraemo 3 MATUNITHLOK AOHBKOK
3 M'ATOro NoBepxy,

i HA MUTb CTa€ CMILLHO:

HOMM Hawi B NOBITPi BoBTalOTLCH,
No-CnpaBXHbOMY TOPKAEMOCH
nuwe ogHe ogHoro,

KOCMOHaBTH,

KOLIMOHaBTW.

2.

NOYMHaELL NPorynoBaTu

TPMBOIY NOBITPSIHI

SIK CTapLLOKITaCHMUK.

3.

XTO pyXaeTbCH

B OyaMHKY TEMHOMY
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HanpoTW TBOro OYANHKY TEMHOIo
OyouHKyY

B AKOMY

NOBOPYXHYNOCS

TBOE TEMHE BOIoccs?

5.

BMICT pIOK3aKy:

Tikatoun 3-nig obeTpinis
HaBIiLOCb

y351B i3 CODO0

KHWXKKY BipLUiB

“BMICT YONOBIYOI KMLLEHI”
6.

OixkeHeUb rpae

HEe4YncTo —

B HbOIO B pyKaBax

BiCiM cniB

i3 Pi3HUX

aianekTiB.

14 6epesHs, Ia Kisa, noetka, [JoHeubk — KuiB — J1bBiB:

CupeHun mu yyemo gobpe, ane Hikyan He xogumo. B kopngopi B Hac BennyesHe
Asepkano y wadi, Ha aBepax - ckno. o Hanbnwmkyoro 4obporo cxosuLla -
ABaHaguatb xBunviH. lMNMigsan y 6yanHky Hibu €. Ane ue x J1bBiB, 3aCrnOKOEMO
MU cebe, TyT Hibu cnokinHo. Konu BiciM pokiB cTaBuL cobi NuTaHHSA “domy Tebe
He BOMMO”, CTOCYHKM 3i CTpaxoM MNCYHTbCS Tak, WO MU pOKamMu OHe 3 OOHUM He
BiTaemocs. Jlvwe anBnaYnceb y BiKHO BHOMI, 6aunLl, cKinbku nogen pobnate yce
NpaBUITbHO: CNYCKAaKTbCS, BUXOOATb Ha Bynuui, BiXKyTb, XOBalOTbCS.

Ane wo nobpe nam’ataetbca 3 2014 poky: y nepuli micaui B Kuesi 6e3niy nogen



nuTano B MeHe “XTO Bac Tak Handkas”. Lle wo x Take 6yno HanncaHo Toai Ha

MOEMY OBMnnYYi - HaBITb HE YABNSAO.

20 6epesHsa, Ceprin Jlanko, iHxeHep, cenuuie boposa, Kniecbka obnacTtb:
Buopa nepeamensiBcs Bigeo, WO 3HIMaB Aekinbka pasiB BHoOuI nig Yyac obeTpinis.,
nig Yac 60iB, NOBITPAHMX TPUBOT. YacTUHa 3 HUX 03BYyYEHa rapMaTHOK
KaHOHadoo, YacTMHa nigceiveHa cnanaxamu, YacTuHa - TEMHO | HiY0ro He
BiabyBaeTbcA. BnacHe 1x i wykas wob Bnganntun, 60 TamMm NpoCTo TEMHUN EKpaH,
MOI KPOKM i AnxaHHs. Mpnnwnocbk NnepeamBUTUCh IX, NEPLL HiXX BUAANUTH.

OpaHe 3 HMX ax ayXe OOBrMM BUSIBUNOCH, HAaNeBHO 3a0yB BUMKHYTW 3anuc.

[ecb Ha cepeanHi YOPHOro ekpaHy i abCosOTHOI TULLI S MOYYB CBOK CMOHTAHHY
MonnTBY. BMsIBMNOCK L0 MOSOCh, 3BEPTAOCh 40 BULLUX CUI 3 NMPOXaHHAM
3aXUCTUTN HEBUHHUX LUMBISTbHUX JIIOAEN HALUKMX, WO nonanu y L Macakpy,
BiBEPHYTU PaKETY, 3aBEPHYTU BOPOXUI NiTak, BiaBepHYTU Hebesneky. [powty
CUI | MY>XHOCTI Ans TUX, XTO 3i 36poeto BOPOHUTL KpailHy i fitogen, npowy ix
3axXUCTUTKU TaKoX, NPOLLY NPO BAa4y Anda HuX. JltoguMHa 9 ganeka Big penirinHocTi,
TOMY MONMTBa MOS NiyTaHa BuuLWWINa, ane wupa. Mas gocsig konuck, - 0yaysas
MOHACTUP, NPOWLLOB LUKOSY MOSI0A0ro Ginuys.

Mato Hagito, Most TpaHcLeHAeHTHa crnipoba BNNuBY siK CKnagoBa goganaca oo
3aranbHOro HacTpo AyMm i MonNuTB BaraTbox nogen, abo 3 nagocom, JOPEYHUM

TYT - MOro Hapoay.

25 b6epesHd, borgaHa MarTisw, noeTka, MicTo J1bBiB:

He Tak gaBHO s npocuna MonutucA 3a Moix pogudis y Mapiynoni. HapewTi B4opa
oTpumara BICTKY Bif ABotopigHoro 6pata: xumeuin! BUiXaB - Ha Xasib, 40 TaK 3BaHOI
“‘OHP” - i3 panoHny, Ae BiH XuB, Kopuaop 0yB nuwle Tyau, Ta 1 Noro gonanu, Gixxyun
nig obcTpinamu, 3 iHWKX panoHiB ByB kopnaop Ao 3anopixeks...HactmHa iHwKnx
PIOHUX XUBI, BUIXanu, We Npo YaCcTUHY HIYOro HeBIAOMO.

A ocb TiTKa nomepna.. CBOED CMEPTIO - BUAHO, HE BUTPMUMAIIO cepLe Toro

BCbOr0.. NOXOBATU i HE Byno AK.. NPOCTO BUHECHN TifNI0 40 OUTSYOro cagoyka u
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NPUKMOanNn KamMiHHSM.

XT0 Mmir 6u, npowwy MonuTUCA 3a HoBonpecTaeneHy paby boxy OnekcaHgpy, sika
He Maria Hi NOXOPOHY, Hi LOMOBUWHU, Hi HABITb MOTrUK, Micue Kol 3Hann ou pigHi
M MOIIY TyaM KONMUCb NPUNTU NOMOnuUTUCS... [lpyry CBiTOBY BilHY nepexwuna
AWTUHOIO, a Uiel HEeNMACbKOT BiIHU BXe HE BUTpUMana.

BiyHa i1 nam’aTb.

30 6epesHsa, boroaHa Marisiw:

TyT, Oe 5 € Tenep, yXe ekinbka roguH ige aow, i 9 yasnsio, Wo Takuin camum
Aol ige B MeHe BOOMa, Ha MOI KBITW.. 3Hat0, LLIO TaMm Tenep UBIiTYTb KPOKYCH i
neviHoYHMUSA, AyMato, WO BXe PO3LBITAKOTh MaunHTK.

[unsntoca Ha KBiTU, AKi UBITYTb 3apas 3a BiKHOM, pagito, L0 S Ha YKPaiHCbKIN
3eMJi, ane Cymyto, WO He Ha Til, HanpigHiLWin.

BinoasHa 3Hato, WO KOnu KyguMcb HAgoBro 4y 3 A0MY, 3aBX4n 0COBMBO CyMytO
came 3a CBOEI 3eMelD, - HE 3Hat0, YOMY.

[dymato 3apa3s npo nic JoBKosia MOro oMy -- KaXyTb, BiH BECb 3aMiHOBaHUN.
YABNsIo -- a TOYHiLe, He X0y HaBiTb YABMSATU, - CKiNIbKM Yacy He MOXxHa byae
NiTM Tyau Ha NPOrynsaHKM Hi Nogam, Hi ncam (ncam ocobnmeBo, BOHW X He
NUTaKTb, KyOu MOXHa BirTn, i He 3BUKNM XOOUTU B NiCi NULE NO CTeXKaX, 3BUKNN
OirtTn, kyam xodetbcs). CKinbkM Yacy He MoxHa byae niTn 4o o3epa, nocryxaTtu
KYMKaHHS ab i noanBUTUCA Ha KadoK.

Konu cagunna BoceHu TonbnaHu, gymana: “HaBsiTb SKWo Oyae BiHa, BOHWU BCe
OHO UBICTUMYTb ... Tak BOHO 1 CTasnocs: € BilHa, a TIOSIbNaHu roTyTbCS LBICTMW.

A S 32 HUIMM CYMYIO -- OCb NPO Lie He nogymana.

11 »xoBTHS, Jleca CUHMYEHKO, XyOoXHUUS, MiCTO KniB:

Buyopa 3paHky 4 ixana notarom 3 YepHirosa o Knesa. 3 BikHa Mu Baunnv gumm
Hag Knesom, NoXexy Ha Tew, Kyny LWBUAKNX Ta MNOXEXHUX. 3anisHUYHUIN BOK3an
OyB HE3BMYHO MOPOXKHIM, @ BiKHa Ha NepLIoMy NOBePCi BUHECO BUOYXOBOH

XBUNew. A Ha Bce ue amBunach sKkocb Bi,EI,CTOpOHeHO, AK rm4agad B Teani.



A noTim npuixana gogomy i 3posymina, Wwo MeHe TPOXU HaKpuBae, Hibn 3HOBY
noTuKM i 4 Tam, ge 9 dyna Togi.

Yomycb cTano Baxko agnxatu. A ue pobuna yepes cuny.

HeHaue 3abyna gk ue-guxatu.

A We A mamxe 30BCiM He Morna BuaobysaTu cnosa. BoHU BXe 3BUYHO 3HUKIIN.
Ane, konn gobpanack gogomy, npuiwna cobaka, i 4 cuaina i MoOBYKM Topkanacsa
T ByX, @ BOHa TUKanacb MeHi B OfTI0OHi CBOIM MOKPUM HOCOM, i XoTina, wob

1T rmagunu, i MeHi Bigpasy ctano cnokinHiwe. Hacnpasgi cobaka byna Tex
3HepBoOBaHa, 60 3paHKy no4yra sk Nopy4d 3 HaMu gyXXe ry4Ho 30unun pakery. |
MabyTb TaKOX OMUHUNACh B YEPHINIBCbKOMY JTHOTOMY.

[MoTiM BUMKHYNM CBITSIO | BCIM JOBENOCH CraTu.

A cborogHi 6yB HOBUW AeHb. | ouxaTtu 1 3HOBY MOXY.

JT'oTb BUMarae cnokoto.

11 »xoBTHS, Ia KiBa, noeTka, micTo J1bBiB:

Tak AMBHO cborogHi 6yno nTn J1bBOBOM. TakMm OCiHHIM, TaKUM TEMMNM, TaKUM
NPUHULLKINM, SIKUIA XOoTinocs obinmaTn, Mo bessaxncHe auts. 3 ycima 1oro
TpamMBasgMM-XOBTKaMU, AKi 3aCTUIMK Ha NaTefibHi MicTa Tam, e IX 3acTtanm
pakeTHi yaapu Ta 3HECTPYMIIEHHS. 3 NoabMu, Ha 0bnuyyax akux byna HaBiTb
He po3rybneHicTb, a Taku Bupas, Hibn BoHM nobayunnn bora. 3 Yepramu Ha
3anpaBskax, 3 Yepramu no Boay, 3 Yepramu 3apaguTn TenedoH, Ae Lue MOXINBO.
3 3a4MHEHUMN MarasmHamu, 3 HenpauyYuMn 6aHkomaTaMmn. 3 BKEHUSMMU,

SKi He 3HaK0Tb, SK AicTaTuUCA 3 OOHIEl TOYKK B iHLWY, 60 He Npavutoe MOBINbLHUI
iHTepHeT. 3 onoBIAsSAMM MO KoMy, K MUHYB LUen AeHb. 3 TUXMMU YCMILLKaMW HaBiTb
y TempsiBi. Take LWeMKe BiavyTTs, K 3aBxan byBae nepes TMM, KONn KPoB Mae
NonNuTMUCA 3 Hoca. Y Taki MUTI 3aBXaW Nepenivyyto NogyMKM TUX, KOro fobnto.

Cepep xuBux i mepTBux. Bo LA BepBeyka ntobOBI Hac | TpUMae.

20 »oBHs, Ceprin Jlanko, iHxeHep, cenuwe bopoBa, KniBcbka 06nacTb:

Xoaus, Wob Ao kKoMeHOaHTCbKOoI BCNiTh. Xnib, cup, Ana bepHi Wock, uurapku i
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Tam Lwe...

TemHo, pigki nepexoxi 3 nixtapmkamn. Mpsika, XonogHo, a Hesabapom 30BCiM
CnboTa, 3uMa... [lposa - ApoBa LLe He KynuB, e CRigytyuni MNyHKT, crnoyaTky
BUKpeCNo akTyarnbHU. Tpeba pospaxyBaTu KinNbKiCTb TUX APOB, 6e3 NOHATTS,

nepLy 3aumy 6yay Ha niyHomy. @3 Ha NigCTpaxoBky.

31 »oBTHS, Boraana Martigw, noetka, micto KuiB:

Xoyy 3anam’aTaT Ui Be4Oopu, KONn CBITNa HEMae, arne € cBidka 1 3apsg baTtapei B
HoyTOyUi. Ock Tak ykpaiHui npautotoTb y XXI cToniTTi.

Tak My pegaryeMo KHWKKK, MALLIEMO BipLUi, aHaniTUKy W po3maiTi iHWi TekcTu. I3

YyOoBUM HACTpPOEM, Nornpu Bce. | HiKOMy HacC He 3J1lamMaTi.

8 nuctonapaa, Jlecsa CuHMYEHKO, XyAoXHMUSA, MiCTO BinbHioc (B eBakyalii):

HacTtpin

ApTtemy (opyry, WO 3arnHyB)

XoueTbcs nexatu

3racnmm KamiH4nKom

Ha gHi HanrnmbLoro okeany

Hapn Toboto xBuni i Tevil

Hap Toboto kopabni Ta MapTUHU
Hapg Toboto BinHa.

A TV nexuLl 3ropHyBLUUCH Y BY3MUK
| TMXEHBbKO NOCMiXaeLLlcs

bo BXe Bce nponLuso.



«TPBIMANMOCSA!»

OT nepeBog4uka:

«TpbiManmocs!». MoXHO 1 abContTHO TOMHO NEPEBECTU 3TO CrOBO, Tak YacTo
3Byvalllee cerogHs B yKpanHckon peun? Ero roBopdat gpyr apyry u camum cebe,
NULWYT B MUCbMaX U TernedOHHbIX COOBLLEHUAX POAHBIM 1 BAN3KNM, NPOU3HOCAT
npu BCTpeYyax N pacctaBaHUsAX. YTo OHO o3HavaeT? «[depXMMCcsa», KCTOUMY», «He
caAaémcs». A MOXHO eLLé TaK: «He nagaem ayxom». A Nopon aaxe Tak: «Jobnto
Tebs». N Bcé B ogHOM cnoBe! BoT noyemy s1 Xxody octaBuTb ero 6e3 nepesoga

N UMEHHO TaK Ha3BaTb 3Ty HebonbLUY NOABOPKY AHEBHMKOBbLIX 3anucen,
pasMeLLEHHbIX YKPaHCKMMM aBTopamMm B coLmaribHbIX CETAX B oeBparie-mapTe
n okTabpe-HosiIbpe aToro roga. 'onoca nagen, Y MUPHasti XN3Hb B3opBanach
24-ro beBpans, OONOMHAKT APYr Apyra Kak OOKYMEHTarnbHOoe, HO U XX1Boe

CBUOETENbCTBO CTPaLUHbIX MeCALEB BOVHbI.

* k k k k%

24 pepans. Cepren Jlanko, nHxeHep, ceno boposasi, Knesckasi obnacTb:
[MpocHyncs, NoTomy 4TO BOMHa. CribilHO B3pbIBbI. TpbiManmocs! [NycTb 6or

OepexéT Halle BOWCKO.

25 peBpans. Cepren Jlanko:

3acTtaBun cebst noecTtb. CrMLWKOM MHOMO aTUX Kadeneun — kode, curapeta, kode,
curapeTta — nponanwu, nobega, nponanu, nobena... 3actasun cedbs NoecTb n
HEMHOro NPOSICHUITIOCH B rorioBe. 3aBTpa C cenbdaHaMmn CTPOUM PeayThbl, KOPOYe,
yKpensnieHus. Xopoulo, 4yto noen. Ewé 6bl nocnaTtb, NOTOMY YTO COH TOXE HE MOET

— BYepa He cnarn.

1 maprta. Jlecsa CuHMYEHKO, XyaoxHuua, r.depHuros:

qupa A BMepsBble 3a NATb NocrneaHunx AHEWN cnana He B J)KMHCaX N Ha CBEXEM
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noctenbHoMm 6enbe, a cerogHsl CHoBa B nogparne. Houblo cTosina Kakas-T1o
3noBelasa TuwnHa. OxngaHme Hanxyawero. Y)xe BTOPOW pas npockinarchb OT
naHn4yeckon atakn. He xsaTtaeTt cBeTa 1 npocTpaHcTsa. [logymana, 4To BOMHa
MHe npucHunack. Ctana measnieHHo gblwatb. ObHAna cobaky brnoHan. Ona
cnana psgom Ha naeke. W cpasy nogoasuHynack eweé bnmke. En tak Toxe
crnokonHee. [lepxy e€ 3a nany BCHO HOYb U CTAHOBUTCS nerve. B koTopbin pas
nopagosanacb, YTo Mbl 3aBenu cobaky. Buyepa 6bin o4eHb TpyaHbIN AeHb. C
yTpa NOCTOAHHO XOTEeNoCch nrakatb. Bnepsble 3a aTn naTb AgHen. Ho nctparmna
nosn-nayvku candeTtok u onomHunack. CandeTkn Hago 3KOHOMUTL. Bnpoyewm,
KaXkabl AeHb TPEBOXHbIN PHOK3aK, KOTOPLIN S HOLY B NoABasn, CTaHOBUTCA nerye,
NoTPeBbHOCTN YMEHbLUIAKTCS.

CerogHa nowén cHer. lNepBblt 4EHb BECHbI.

3a HeCKONbKO AHEN 40 BOWMHbI MHE NMPUCHUICSA COH, YTO S XOXY MO ropoay n uLy,
rae MOXHO MOMBbITbCS. M Kakasi-TO XXEHLLUMHA B MEXOBOW Luanke BeAET MeHs K
Tponnenbycy n roBopuT, 4TO MbITbCA MOXHO TaM. Tponnendyc e3guT rno ropoay
W ronble ngn CToAT nog AyLwamMm n He CTbIgSACb MOKTCA. JKeHLMHY B Lwanke

BbIFOHSIOT — FOBOPSAT, Y Bac Gnoxu, yxoauTe oTctoaa.

3 mapTa, Jleca CuHu4eHko, r. YepHUros:

Kaxabin oeHb HaunHaeTcs ¢ gbima. HoBocTn noyTtn nponanu. M tenepb
MOXXHO TONbKO AoraablBaTbCsl, YTO FOPUT Ha 3TOT pad. HacTpoeHne meHsieTca
MIHOBEHHO.

Kauenu ot cnés go HeHaBucTn. OT pacTepstHHOCTK 40 3rnocTn. KokTennb n3
cTpaxa u ntobsun. OTyasiHMe, a MOMeHTaMM anaTtums. A eLlé spocTb, APOCTb,
ApOCTb. BHYTpu Tebs BCé BbICTPO NepekrntoydaeTcda. Cnésbl nponagaroT Tak Xxe
ObICTPO, KaK 1 NOSIBMSIOTCS.

Haunxygwee — 310 oxxmagaHue. TulinHa nyraet, HO KaXablv LLOPOX Bbi3blBaET
NPUCTYN NaHKN. BHMMaTENbHO NPUCNYLLMBAaELLLCHA KO BCAKUM 3BYKaM.
Houbto npsyews ywun nog ogeano. CtapaTensHO NpukpbiBaelb ronosy. N gaxe

MHOrga Crimib.



Mnno3ns 6e3onacHoCcTH, KOTopasi He cracaer.

Psanom TBOPUTCS YTO-TO cTpallHoe. W cTeHbl 3Toro nogeana nuwb 6ytadopckue
TeaTparnbHble eKopaLuu.

OHu, Kak 1 TBOE oaesino, He NornoLlatT gaxe ryn camonéTtoB. Kaxertcs, aoma
HET, HM OOMH M3 TPEX ATaXKelN He CYLLIeCTBYET, M OHU NeTaoT NPsiMo B Hebe Haj
Hamu. [poxoT. M cTeHbl B3aparueatot. [lepeBaHHas naBka noao MHOW ABUraeTcs.
CTeKno ApoXuT, HO rPOMYe BCEro CTY4YUT MOE cepaLe.

OtyasiHue. f 4yBCTBYIO OTHasHME.

7 mapta, Cepren Jlanko, nHxeHep, ceno boposas, Knesckasa obnactb:
Kaxgbin Ha cBoéM mecTe. CnokonHo. [lenaem To, YTO HYXKHO, YTO ymeeMm. [Ans

nodeapbl. bepexeém cebsa. bepexem cBoux.

7 mapta. 'aHHa Ynopa, nutepaTypHada kputukecca, Knes - J1bBoB (No gopore B
3BaKyauuto):

He xo4y Takoe 3abbiBaTb. Korga 310 6615107 TpeTbero gHs, KaxeTtcs.
[MpeogoneBato nocnegHU y4actok goporu Ao J1bBoBa, yXe BCE CNOKOMHO, HO
HanpshkeHne BbICOKOEe. 3a MHOM yLENUNoCh KopnopaTuBHOE aBTo, KWEBCKME
HOMepa, NosiHasg MallrHa OeTen U XXEeHLUWH, 3a pyném napeHék. Eget
HeyBepeHHO, YCTaBLUM, HaBepHoe. [NMoka3sbiBato: faBan Ha XBOCT, NpoBeay

— fgopora Tam nrnyTtaHas v nnoxas. Boleaxaem u3 cén, octaHaBnMBaemcs.
CnpawmwuBato, BCE N1 B NOPSAKE, HE HY>XHA N NoMoLb. [OBOPUT: NOKaXu MHe,
npaBuUITbHO N S NEpPeKoYao nepegayu, a To rmoxHet. EMy cemHaguarts,
BbIMMAOMT Ha BCe COpoK. KopnopaTUBHOE aBTO AaBasnu TeM, KTO XOTeN N PUCKHYI

BblexaTtb. PuckHyn. an obHumy, roBopro. M nokaxy 4eTBEPTYIO nepeaayy.

7 mapta. aHHa Yntopa, JIbBOB:
3aecb TMx0. 3aecb ecTb 6eH3MH, curapeThl, CBexas Bbinevka. 34ecb Tak TUXO.
W nioam nsHepBHMYaBLINECHA N UCMyraHHble HamMHoro bonblue, Yyem B Knese.

[MepenucbiBaloCb C MaMoWn, KoTopas nog obcTpenamm yxxe KoTopbiv AeHb (a
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npasga, - KOTopbIN AeHb? Kak ux 3amepsaTb?). OHa CMOKOWMHO MHEe pacCKa3blBaeT,
Kak nraHupyerT 3aBTpakaTb. M nnadeTt TonbKo Toraga, Korga pacckasbiBato 4:
MEHS MPUHANM B CBOW JOM HE3HaKOMble Noan, nogpyra MOero gpyra, eé mama
nepegana xnebd v BapeHukn. N ot atom JobpoTbl, OT 4OOPOTHI, a He OT yXaca,
nnadet most Mmama. lNog obctpenamun. 3geck Tak TMXo. KuesnsHe nuwyT: gay
Hac CNOKOMHO, CpaBHU C XapbkoBOM, byyen, Hukonaesom cenyac. ¥ Hac, nuLlyT,
TUXO0 Xe. Haléncsa yenoBek, KOTOPOro — nocne DOMBEXKEK - CKanm CyTKu.
MouapanaHHbIn, HO Lernbln, XXUBOW. Tnxo TyT, roBopto. 3abpatb Tebs Ha3an? —

cripawimBaeTt CMeeTcs.

8 maprta. Cepren Jlanko, uHxeHep, ceno boposas, Knesckasa obnactb:

LLién cerogHsa ¢ paboThl, [NywknHckon ynuuen. He Bbino TpaHcnopTa — LWEn
newkom. MI3my4eHHbIn cTpallHO, NOTOMY YTO BYepa He cnarn. Taku He cnan, He
mMor cnaTtb. [IHEM ewWw € yaasanockb 6nokmpoBath VipneHb n byvy, a Kak 3akpoto
rnasa — 6rnok cnagaer.

Moy, oeHb ew€, BuaHo xopowo. OaHa Kpblnatas pakeTta nponetena, nosgHee
ewé ABe B Apyrom HanpasneHuun. Jlroan xoaat, pasroapusatoT, a B 300-400
MEeTpax Hag MX ronoBamu nonetenia CMepTb U He OCTaHOBUTbL. He nonmaTsb, He

NMO3BOHUTbL, HE 3aKpn4yaTb — HUYETO.

8 mapta. Oner Kouapes, noar, r. by4a:

cberaem c NATUNETHEN AOYKON

C NATOro aTaxa,

N Ha MTHOBEHbE CTAaHOBUTCHA CMELLIHO:
HalLM HOrn B Bo3ayxe bonTatorcs,
Nno-HacTosLEeMY Kacaemcs

TONbKO ApYyr Apyra,

KOCMOHaBTHI,

KOLIMOHaBTblI.



2.

HayMHaelb NporynueaTtb
TPEBOM BO3AYLUHbIE

Kak CTapLUEeKNacCHUK.

3.

KTO ABWXETCSA

B JOME TEMHOM

HanNpPOTWB TBOEro AomMa TEMHOro
aoma

B KOTOPOM
noLIeBennImncb

TBOW TEMHbIE BOSIOCbI?

5.

COOEPKMMOE PHOK3aKa:
yberas ns-nog obctpenos
3a4eM-TO

B35S1 ¢ cobon

KHVXXKY CTUXOB
«COOEPXKMMOE MYXXCKOrO KapmaHay
6.

bexeHey urpaet

HEeYNCTo —

y HEro B pykaBax

BOCEMb CI10B

N3 pa3HbIX ONareKkToB

14 mapTta. Na Kuea, noatecca, r.[loHeuk-r.Kues - r.JIbBOB:
CupeHbl Mbl CrbILWXM XOPOLLO, HO HUKYyAa He xoaum. B kopuaope y Hac

OrpoOMHOE 3epKaro B LWkady, ABepu — CO CTekrnoM. [Jo Gnmkanlero XopoLLUero
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bomboybexuia — aBeHaguatb MUHYT. [logBan B Jome Bpoge 6bl ectb. HO

370 Xe JIbBOB, ycnokamBaem Mbl cebsl, TyT Kak OyaTo crnokomHo. Korga BoceMb
net ctaBuWb nepen cobon Bonpoc «novyemy 1eba He youno?», oTHOLEHUS

CO CTpaxoM MNOPTATCS TakK, YTO Mbl rogamMn gpyr ¢ ApYyrom He 300pOBaeMCH.
TonbKo rMsiAs B OKHO HOYbIO, BUOMLLb, CKOMbKO Noaen AenarT BCE NpaBUIibHO:
CMyCKalTCS, BbIXOAAT Ha ynuuy, beryT, npsyyTcs.

Ho uTo xopowo nomHutcsa ¢ 2014-ro roga: B nepsble Mecsilbl B KueBe MHOXECTBO
nogen cnpawumeanm y MeHs: «KTO Bac Tak Hanyran?». 9To YTO Xe Torga Takoe

ObIfI0 HANUCaHO Ha MOEM NULEe — JaXe He npeancTaBnAaro.

20 mapta, Cepren Jlanko, nHxeHep, ceno boposas, Knesckas obnactb:

Buepa nepecmartpuBan BUAeo, KOTOpble CHMMar No HoYam BO BpeMs 0OCTpenos,
BO BpeMsi 60€B, BO3AYLUHbIX TPeBOr. YacTb N3 HUX 03BYy4YeHa KaHOHaOo0M,

YacTb NoACcBeYeHa BCMbILWKaMKU, YacTb — TEMHbIE, HUYEro HE NPOMUCXOOUT.
CobcTBEHHO nocnegHue-To U nuckan, 4tob yaanuTtb, MOTOMY YTO Tam NPOCTO
TEMHbIN 3KpaH, Mou wWarun un gbixaHme. lNpuwnocs nx Bce NepecMoTpeTb,

npexae 4em YHUYTOXUTb. OQHO U3 HUX OKa3asiocCb YK CAULWKOM ASIMHHbBIM,
HaBepHoe, - nogymMan - 3abbin BbIKNIOYNTL 3annck. [ae-To B cepeanHe ansuwencs
abCosIOTHOM TULLMHBI A1 YCIblLan CBOK CNOHTaHHY0 MonuTey. Okasanoch,

YTO MOSOCh, 06paLLaCh K BbICLUMM CUIlaM C NPOCLOON 3alUNTUTb HEBUHHHBIX
rpaxxgaHCcKux nogen Halwmx, YTo nonanu B 9Ty Macakpy, OTBPaTUTb PaKeTY,
3aBepHYTb BpaXXeCKnn camMorneT, OTBpaTUTb OnacHOCTb. Npowly cun n myxecTtea
OS5 TeX, KTO C OPYXXMEM B pyKax 3alluLiaeT CTpaHy U NIlogen, npoLly n nux

camMux 3aWmMTUTb TOXe, npowy 06 yaade ans HUX. Yenosek A Janékun ot
PEenUrMo3HOCTU, MO3TOMY MOSIMTBA Y MEHA NyTaHas Bbila, HO OT Aywn. bbin
ONbIT KOrga-To, - CTPOWUST MOHACTbIPb, NPOLLES, YTO Ha3bIBAETCH, LLKOMY MOSIOA40ro
donua.

EcTb y MeHs Hagexaa, 4To MOSA TpaHCUEeHAEHTHas NonbITKa MNOBMUATbL Ha XO[4
cobbITUM BrMnachk B O6LWKUM HACTPOM AYM U MOSNIUTB MHOMUX NIOAEN, UNN Jaxe —

c nacdocoM, YMECTHbIM TyT — BCEro MOero Hapoga.



25 mapta. borgaHa MaTtusw, noatecca r.J1bBoB:

HenasHO s npocuna MonntbCs 3a MouX pogHbixX B Mapuynone, HakoHew, B4epa
nony4yuna n3sectne oT ABotpogHoro bpara: xueou! Bolexan. K coxaneHuio, B
TaK Ha3blBaeMyto «OHP» - U3 panoHa, rge OH Xun, Kopuaop Obin ToNbKo Tyda, Aa
n TOT npegonesanu 6erom, nog obcTpenamu... N3 gpyrnx panoHoB Obln KOpUAaop
B 3anopoxbe.

YacTb Apyrnx poaHbIX XUBbI, Bblexann, Npo HEKOTOPbIX HUYEro HEU3BECTHO.

A BOT TETHA ymMepna CBOEN CMePTbLIO — BUAUMO, He BblaepKaro cepaue Bcero
3TOro... He 66110 BO3MOXHOCTU MOXOPOHUTL €€... NPOCTO BbIHECNN TEMO K
AEeTCKOMY cafiMKy, 3acbinanu 3eMrén n npukmuaanm KaMmHsIMu.

KTo MOXeT, npoLly MOnMTbCA 3a HOBoNpecTaBneHHyo paby boxbto OnekcaHapy,
Yy KOTOPOW He BbINO HM NOXOPOH, HK rpoba, HK1 Jaxe MOrusibl, MECTO KOTOPOW
3Hanun Obl pOAHbIE U MO MPUATU TyAa NOMONUTLCS... BTOpYH0 MUPOBYIO BOMHY
nepexuna pebeHKoM, a 9ToM HeYeriloBe4eCKOM BOMHbI YXXe He BblaepKana.

BeyHaga e namaThb.

31 maprta.borganHa Matusw:

30€ecb, rae 9 cemyac HaxoXyCb, YXKe HECKONbKO YacoB MOET A0XKAb, U S
npeacTaBnsAto, YTO TaKOM Xe A0XKAb NAET Y MEeHS AOMa, HA MOW LIBETHI... 3Hal0,
YTO TaM cenyac LBETYT KPOKYCbl M MEYEHOYHMLbI, AYMato, YTO YXXe pacnycKatTcs
N TMaLUMHTBI.

CMOTpIO Ha LBETbI 3@ OKHOM, PafytCb, YTO S HA YKPAWUHCKOW 3eMrie, HO rpyLuyy,
YTO HE Ha TOWN, cCaMOW POAHOMN.

C gaBHMX Nop 3Hato, YTO Korga Hadonro eay M3 goma kyga-Hubyab, Bcerga
0COBEHHO CKy4Yalo MMEHHO MO CBOEN 3eMrle, HE 3Hato, NoYeMy.

[ymato ceryac npo fec BOKpyr Moero fomMa — roBOpsiT, OH BECb

38MI/IHVIpOBaHHbIIZ. I'Ipe,qCTaBnmo — a TOYHee, He XOo4Yy AaXe npeacrtaBnATb,
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- CKONbKO BPEMEHN Henb3s OyaeT NoMTK Tyaa Ha NPOrynky HU NogaM, HU
cobakam (cobakam 0CODEHHO, OHM Xe He cnpalunBatoT, Kyaa MOXHO bexaTb, U
He NPMBbLIKN XOOUTb B fleCy TOMbKO NO TPOMNUHKaM, NPUBLIKNK Beratb, Kyaa nm
xoyetcs). Kak gonro Henb3s OyaeT nonTu K 03epy, NocnyLwlaTth KBakaHbe NAryLuexk
N NOCMOTPETb Ha YTOK.

Korga oceHbto caxkana TrorbnaHbl, Aymana: «gaxe ecnu 0yaeTt BoMHa, OHU BCE
paBHO 3aUBETYT». TaK M Cry4Ynnoch: BOWHA eCTb, a TioNbnaHbl cobupatoTcs

pacuBeTaTrb... HO 4 CKy4ako No HUM — BOT 06 aTOM He nogymMaria.

11 okTa6ps. Jleca CuHmnyeHko, xyaoxHuua, r.Kues:

Buepa yTpom s exana Ha noesae u3 YepHurosa, rge 3acrtarna MeHsi BOMHa, B
Kues, gomon. M3 okHa Mbl BUAENW AbIMbl Ha4 ropogom, noxap Ha T3, mHoro
CKOpPbIX M NOXapHbIX MaLLvH. XKene3HogopOoXHbIN Bok3ar 6bl1 HEMPUBBIYHO MYCT,
a OKHa Ha NepBOM 3Ta)ke BbIHECNO B3PbIBHOW BOMHOM. A Ha BCE 3TO cMOTpena
KaK-TO OTCTPaHEHHO, KaK 3puTesb B TeaTtpe.

A notom npuexana AoOMOW 1 NOHsMNa, YTO MEHSA HEMHOIO HaKpPbIBAET, CITOBHO
onsTb heBpanb, U s Tam, rae Obina Toraa.

[Moyemy-To cTano TXKeno Aplwatb. A Aenana aTo Yyepes cuny.

CnoBHoO 3abbina, Kak 3To — AbllaTh.

A eLé g NoYTU COBCEM He MOorfa BblTawmuTb U3 cebs cnosa. OHK yXKe NPUBbIYHO
ncyesnu.

Ho korga okasanack goma, npuwna cobaka, n 4 cumgena v Tporana eé yuu, a
OHa Tblkanacb MHe B NTaJOHN CBOUM MOKPbIM HOCOM U1 XoTena, 4tob eé rmagunu,
N MHe cpasy cTano cnokonHee. Ha camom gerne cobaka Toxe HepBHMYana,
NOTOMY YTO YTPOM CriblLlana, Kak pagoM ¢ HaMu O4eHb FPOMKO cOunn pakery, u
HaBepHoOe, OKasanacb B YepHUIoBCKOM doeBpare. [oToM OTKMA4nImM CBET 1 BCEM
NPULLNOCH fleYb cnaTb.

A cerogHs 6611 HOBbIV AeHb. W ablwaTtb S CHOBa MOry.

ApocTb TpebyeT CNOKONCTBUA.



11 okTs6ps. Na Kuea, noatecca, J1bBOB:

Tak yauButesnbHo 6bino cerogHs natu no J1bBoBy. TakoMy OCeHHeMy, TakoMy
TENNOMY, TaKOMY NPUTUXLLIEMY, KOTOPbIN XOTENOCh OOHMMAaTb, CITIOBHO
bes3awmuTtHoe antsa. Co BCEMU €ro TpamBasiMu- XXenTkamu, 3acTbIBLUMMWU Ha
CKOBOpPO/Ke ropofa Tam, rge nx 3actanu pakeTHble yaapbl N OTKKOYEeHne
anektpuyectea. C nogbMu, Ha Nuuax KOTopbliX bbifna gaxe He pacTepPAHHOCTD,
a Takoe BblpaxeHue, 6yato oHn yBuaenun bora. C oyepegsmum Ha 3anpaskax, ¢
oyepeasmMn 3a BOAOW, C odepeasiMun 3apaamtb TenedoH TaMm, rge 3To BO3MOXKHO.
C 3aKkpbITbiIM1 MarasnHamu, ¢ HepaboTtarowmmmn baHkomatamum. C bexeHuamu,
He 3HaLWNMKU, Kak NonacTb U3 OOQHOW TOYKMU B APYryt0, MOTOMY 4YTO He paboTtaeT
MOBUIbHBLIN MHTEPHET. C pacckazamu Mo Kpyry, Kak NpoLwesn aToT geHb. C TMxummn
ynbibkamu, gaxe B TeMHOTe. Takoe Liemsiee YyBCTBO, KOTOpoe Bcerga boiBaet
nepen TeM, Kak n3 Hoca NonaeT KpoBb. B Takme MrHOBeHMs Bcerga MbICeHHO
nepevncnsa Bcex, Koro nobnto. Cpeam XuBbiX N MEPTBLIX. [MOTOMY YTO TONBLKO

3Ta BepBuLUa nobsu Hac u OEPXKNT.

20 okTabpsa. Cepren Jlanko, ceno bopoBas, Knesckasa obnactb:

Xoawun, 4tob ycneTb 40 KoMeHAaHTcKoro. Xneb, celp, Ans bepHu 4yTo-HNOYOb,
curapeTbl, Hy Tam ewWwe... TeMHo, peakne npoxoxue ¢ poHapmkamu. CympayHo,
XONOo4HO, a COBCEM CKOPO CrSIKOThb, 3MMa... [lpoBa — ApoBa eLe He Kynusl, 310
cnenyroLwmim NyHKT, CHaYana Bbl4epkHy bonee akTyarnbHoe. HyXHO paccunTatb
KONnYecTBO Tex ApoB, 6e3 NOHATUSA, nepsyto 3umMmy Byay Ha neyHoMm. a3 Ha

noacTpaxoBKY.

310kTa0ps. borogaHa MaTtusaw, noatecca, r. Knes:

Xouy 3anoMHUTL 3TU Bevepa, Korga HeT cBeTa, HO eCTb CBeYka U 3apsag batapen
B HOyTOyKe. BOT Tak ykpanHubl paboTatoT B XX1 Beke.

Tak Mbl peakTupyem KHWKKWU, NULLIEM CTUXWU, aHaINuUTUKy 1 apyrue
pasHoobpasHble TekCTbl. C npekpacHbIM HacTpOeHMEM, BOMpekn Bcemy. U

HUKOMY HaC HE CJITOMUTb.
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8 HosA6ps. Jlecsa CuHMYeHKo, XyaoxHuua, r.BunbHioc (B aBakyaumm):
HactpoeHune

ApTtémy (normbiemy apyry)

Xo4eTtca nexartb

[Moracwumm KameLLKOMm

Ha gHe rnyboyaniuero okeaHa

Hapg Tobon kopabnu n Yanku

Hapg Tobon BonHa.

A Tbl NeXuLlb, CBEPHYBLUMCH Kanavynkom
W TuxoHbKO ynbibaelbes

[MoTOMYy 4TO yXXe BCE npoLuso.
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Loretta Mulholland

Prince Abdul Rahum’s Kirmanshah,
Persia, Feb. 2nd, 1890

On January 10th | left Bagdad with 16 mules, an English Officer, 3 Afghan
soldiers, and an escort of mounted Turkish soldiers. We had had an awful
journey up to this point, mostly through snow from 18 inches to 3 feet deep at a
height much higher than Ben Nevis, with the thermometer generally below zero,
floundering about in the snow on mules, for from 6 to 10 hours daily. | have come
to think parched pease a luxury, so abominable is the food. You would hardly
believe in what horrible places | slept at night, sometimes in a huge stable, where
there are 500 mules and their drivers, and often in Kurdish houses quite dark,
with a fire of cow dung in the middle of the floor and men, mules, horse, asses,
cows, and poultry all together. In such houses | have a mat to screen me from
the crowd. We were attacked in one of these, and the soldiers had to use their
swords. We still have a journey of three weeks through snow before we can see
any English people. | never see any women. They are kept locked up and never
go out. They have nothing to do and see no one. If a woman of the poorer class
has occasion to go out to get food, she put(s) on a black mask and a large blue
sheet which covers her from head to foot. Any woman going out otherwise would

be put to death.



Mull Museum, Tobermory, 12 July 2021

These are the words of Isabella Bird, written in a letter to the YWCA on the Isle
of Mull in 1890. | visited the island this year to find out more about Isabella’s

life there, living in The Cottage by the then newly constructed Western Isles
Hotel in Tobermory. The Cottage was primarily the home of her sister, Henrietta,
the main recipient of Bird’s travel letters prior to this time. But Henrietta died of
typhoid in 1880 and was carried in a casket out of her home by islanders who
were in fear of their own lives. Isabella had written profusely to her sister on her
travels to Hawaii, America and Japan and these were the basis of three of her
most celebrated works — Six Months in the Sandwich Islands, amongst the Palm
Groves, Coral Reefs and Volcanoes, A Lady’s Life in the Rocky Mountains and
Unbeaten Tracks in Japan: Travels of a Lady in the Interior of Japan.

After Henrietta’s death Isabella’s writing arguably became less personal,
less observant of the effect of nature on the senses, less passionate and more
politically focused and research based. Reading letters like this one from Persia,
it is little wonder. The content sent a chill through me as | sat in the library of the
tiny museum in Tobermory and Isabella’s memorial clock to her sister chimed
outside the window. It stands at the harbour now, a favourite seat for visitors,
offering shade from the beating sun on this heatwave of a day at one side,
burning the skin off their legs at others.

| had photographed the clock tower from all angles the day before, recording

the exact wording of the memorial plaque:

ERECTED BY
MRS. J. F. BISHOP
IN MEMORY OF HER SISTER
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HENRIETTA AMELIA BIRD
WHO DIED IN TOMERMORY 4TH JUNE 1880
ERECTED 1905

and noting the hatch which workers had to squeeze through to wind it up on
another side.

| planned to go through the box of archives that held the collection relating to
the centenary celebrations of the clock the next day. The festivities were held on
8th October 2005 and attended by honoured guests such as Isabella’s second
biographer, Pat Barr (her first was Anna Stoddart who wrote her biography in
1905 following Isabella’s own death in 1904) and her self-professed ‘twin time
traveller’ Professor Kiyonori Kanasaka all the way from Kyoto University in Japan.

| digress however from the content of this letter and its impact on me. When |
read the original, | tried to imagine the recipients’ reactions. They sat in the Aros
Hall, resplendent in its rebuild after a recent fire, sipping tea in the bustling little
town, in their array of long gowns, high necked blouses, tight skirts and jackets,
listening intently as Mrs Allan (of Aros House which once stood in the car park of
what is now Aros Park) read the contents.

Much of the letter is in praise of Christ, God, and the Christian way. Isabella
was strong in her religious beliefs, brought up in this culture by a father who
was a minister that protested vehemently against any non-religious activity on
the Sabbath, and she was, of course, writing for a captive Christian audience at
the YWCA. But beyond these strict religious views (the Aros Hall had originally
been a Temperance Hall and both Isabella and Henrietta conformed - except for
medicinal reasons when travelling, in the former’s case), was a deep concern for
the moral welfare and education of the young women of the island and a deeper
fear for the women of Persia.

Isabella Bird was witness to the suppression of women and denial of their



rights at first hand. As 21st century readers, we can interpret her attitudes to the
‘heathen cultures’ as imperial and offensive. Bird was a product of the British
Empire and despite her worldwide travels and her experiences in the East, she
was as much a colonialist as her male counterparts. But this did not stop her
commenting on perceived restrictions and dangers to women that existed in some
countries that she visited (note that Bird herself was guarded by British Army
officials and an indigenous swordsman, whom she placed little trust in).

Remarkably, this letter was written from the Prince’s Palace in Persia. The
much quoted and famed solo female traveller was no longer slumming it in a
military tent at this point. She was a guest of honour, but it didn’t not stop her
asking the question that was so recently asked in this country today, ‘Where are
the women?’

Sara Sheridan asked this question with reference to the lack of statues
to commemorate what women had achieved in Scotland, but Bird asked the
question with much darker implications. She did not see women in the streets of
Persia.

Her words sent shivers through me, but what has left the deepest impression
is the reporting of her letter in the local newspaper, The Oban Times. The content
was transcribed word for word, but it was the reaction of the audience which
astounded me. The letter was read out, amidst other business such as selections
of Highland music on the organ, the observation of objects lent for the meeting,
an address on the aims and origin of the Association and a rendition of the Skye
Boat Song. When Mrs Allan had finished reading, hymns were sung, and tea was
served once more.

The business of the meeting was done, while out there in the Middle East,
Isabella Bird lay in a bedroom with a gun by her side, shaking at the thought
of carrying on her travels. She had been attacked at camp when swords were

drawn; she’d watched as people were stoned in the streets for minor crimes. She
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longed for the safety of The Cottage in Tobermory and the comfort of tea and

cakes at Aros Hall. She was not sure if she’'d ever return:

The risks | have yet to run are great from cold, hardships, robber, and the
cholera which has broken out on the road. | must travel, and often | feel how
unlikely it is that | shall see my dear cottage or look upon your faces again. More

likely by far that the river of death will roll between you and me ...

But Isabella’s letter provided the bulk of an evening’s entertainment at the YWCA
and of course, a section of a draft for her next John Murray publication.

Who cared about her or the women'’s suffering in Persia? As we watch
the evacuation of Kabul after the Taliban takeover following the withdrawal of
American, British and NATO troops, are we in the UK any less complacent
towards the oppression of women in particular, than those YWCA members who
sat in the Temperance Hall at Tobermory, drinking tea and wondering about the

next item on the agenda?

30th September 2022

News Headlines:

Suicide attacker kills at least 19 in Kabul school blast

One wounded student said the victims were mostly girls.
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Ruth Aylett

Stiller than the surrounding crowd,

he’s held in the warm blanket

of their packed bonhomie,

composing the movement of the players
into larger structural themes.

That sudden ‘aah’ as the striker misses
could be a sharp upward bow on cellos
over a fierce brass chord he decides.

He feels safer here than at home
where a small bag holds all he’ll need
for a first night in prison, just in case.

Behind composition and under fear

a deep sadness at how it’s all turned out
that will transform into a sarcastic march.
Knowing that he’ll have to apologise.
Hoping the music will tell these people
what he really thinks.
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THE CHARCOAL
MAKERS

David Hunter

Beneath the leafmeal suckling, mycorrhiza
weaving through mineral traces
left by glaciers retreating, north.
Here is the auld wid, full of sweet chestnut.

The rusting wrought iron kiln, its hull hulking
in waves of steel sinking in soft soil

where once the flames played hot,

their hunger tamed by the widsman’s guile.

As he starved the flame, shirtsleeves rolled
to sodden oxters, smooring a stream

of sparkling air as embers dwindled

in the kiln-black heart of his coppiced life.

The wood burns, slowly wheezing out a pibroch

for the charcoal makers long gone

who plundered smoldered gold

a clunking lightness, a feathery blackness. *

| listen for the sliding scart of the kiln lid,

and the clatter of the camp kitchen

now broken by import and imitation

that made all of their everything so worthless
> s &

Thin places, abandoned. Gigabytes of lore, lost.

Growth rings of their memory, R £

replaced by downloads -- w o3

and the sweet curls of wood smoke, by retweets.




BUILDING THE
SHED

A. C. Clarke

I's a fine day and my father is building a shed
in the back garden, sawing wall panels

to size on a trestle — the frame is up already.
He used to like making things

in those days. | am watching from the swing
he put up a while before; the only sound

the creak of the metal ropes,
the rasp of the blade

back and forth through thin, pale grey
asbestos. Perhaps my father

is humming under his breath. Back and forth
goes the blade showering the lawn

with fine white dust. | have a rare
sense of tranquillity. The sun

isn’t too fierce. Under the pear trees
windfalls are rotting. Only the wasps take heed.




ALL

Julian Colton

Walking down this sun-filled drove road
where ‘say nothing’ is the maxim of the
Borderland

in a field you meet a heap of stones
a forced coming together, a gathering

here whinstone greets roughly calloused hands
a measured syntax of meaning sought

dyke dialects, subtle district variant tongues
tribes Selgovae, Brigantes, even Romans.

The wild wind and snow and rain
reduce to piled rubble definition brought

a building — a form of articulation
stone on stone shared meaning and thought.

Only as you return up the incline
twisting panorama around do you see

over time those rude hands have built a fort.




DOG DAY

Viyacheslav Konoval

Staggering, a drop of dew falls from the
green grass,

fog, and even acrid smog, covers the
ground,

the cylinder was torn on all sides, so it
was gas.

Ragged camouflage with holes,

the Red Sea swallows the corpses
Are they in the field, cartridges without
controls?

The tire blazed, moaned and tire
finished,

here is the hostility, aggressive appetite
has not diminished,

the enemy turned into fertilizer.

A stray dog howls,

recites prayers with a hoarse voice,
stares at the torn soldier’s jaws,

the enemies have made their choice.




ME AND THE
MAKARS

Brian Hill

Thomas and Eliot,

modern poets an their ilk

kirnt oot a hale wecht of wirds, yet | blame’t them

for deein, for gaun, ane by ane, past the nae-returning,
leavin only wirds ahin; even as | read them aa

| hid nivver jaloused the gift

for fit it wis.

Henri, Cohen, Dylan sung it oot:

a rhythm section, an affbeat weirin awa

as time defeatit me and rock’t me, syncopated,
against masel, wantin for straicht answers

to twistit questions, files, ower aften,

missin fit was said, being,

masel, distractit

an itherwise

engaged.

Burns, Henderson, MacCaig:

cam first, cam late, cam last of aa,

cam wi words for the bairn still cuirious

inside the chiel, fa’s growin happed him in denial

- it wisnae me, a big loon made me — and if they wirds
made ony different, the soon of yestreen rung in theday
like the bells on midnicht, pull't mystery fae the holla natures
of holla fowk already deep in the holla howe o day an darg,
wiks rinning intae wiks, month by month, till the years

fell shotten in cairns and centuries pass’t

wi time stood still aroon me



Me an the makars, me,

the only makar left this side o gloamin far,

at the last, this sharpenin dusk cuts tae the quick

throu the history o wirds tae the streamin bluid coursin,

far ivery thocht gaes reed and rinnin, fat corpuscles o ideas,

lappert notions and connivances o reason or rhyme;

this is far the screiver’s dictionar brocht me, my ain wirds,

chuckies in the bed o the stream o consciousness, my ain pentameters
shattert intae oblivion, my free verse, every en-stop, my run-on lines
a burn o mutterin nonsense split into braidit runnels, cauld watter rain
glockerin throu gullies in the glens; my een see the narrative

o mountain and sky written on the black win o nicht;

as it lours anither o its frets, a heelster smore

shaddas the bunnet-fir wids far my paper

is made o pulp and myndins;

but the makars

| cairriet in my myn’

whispert my ain name

as if | was ane o them but | can nivver

be shuir o't or else the dwaum far wirds changed

and the warld changed wi them could at least be true
and aa my scratchin at the surface micht hae been
worth it efter aa.
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THE MAKING OF
UR WEATHER

Jim Aitken

It's as if the making of our weather,

if left to us, would always be clement,
always moderate, never too hot or too cold,
never too wet or too windy, as if to
complement how we wish to see ourselves.

Like some sceptered isle that broke free
from Europe because of such delusions,

our geography still governs what weather
comes to us from elsewhere, from foreign
parts. We really should look closely at maps.

Remember the cold winter Beast from the East,
and this year’s heat coming up from Africa,

and all those storms that were hatched

in the Caribbean, and all that freezing air

that came down from the Arctic?

All making us meteorologically linked, I'm afraid,
and our history of plunder, of fossil fuel, became
the model for everyone else. A storm is brewing
for sure but I'm out of it after tonight. | have a safe
place somewhere secret. Goodnight and goodbye.
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Tomorrow

summer ends.
Primary School a drowned-out
memory.

High School bell calls all.

Today the Black Burn waits

An ancient ritual.

Passed down in village unofficial
history.

Others wait their turn

Hugging the greasy banking.

My foot touches the first ancient
stone step

Anchored on the surface.
Bubbles circle the stone.

Reeds flap the rank air

To clog my throat.

My foot slips and touches water.
Don’t look down
Don’t look down.
Don’t look down.

Run from one stone to the other?
No. Calm.

One step at a time.

One step at a time.

One step at a time.

Village legends of panicked runs.
The screaming splash.

Black Burn emptying into lungs.

One mor

e éte‘p.
One more step.
One more step.

The last step splits like a torpedoed
ship.

Juuuuuuuuuuump

Wet muddy banking

Signals safety.

The shaking sigh of triumph.
The loss of Sunday best shoe.
Mother won'’t be happy.

No cheering from the others
Who wait.
Their turn has come.



THE WHEEL

David Hunter

| remember.

You read The Clod and The Pebble to me,

in the years before they were ‘lost’ to you.

Its figurative thoughts on the practice of love
when | could not see past your elegant curve
that formed my heaven in that hell of innocence.

Now | knead that clod of clay that | once was,

as the fragments of imperfect pebbles get lost.
Parcels of air displaced by my hand like a hoof,
as | work a handful, enough to throw a small cup
so that you can sip the waters from the brook.

Its mouth will be rounded and not so finely made
that it fractures as it vitrifies, beneath its glaze,
so it can withstand the warmest touch of your lips
yet hold no joy at your unease, deep in its bowl
forming, as | slide my fingers and raise its shape.

A familiar little hollow, a handle, like the sun-kissed helix
of your ear, its tympani guarded by a vigilant cavum
drawn down and gently contorted, resting on the wheel
its rough imperfections, flawed but finished.

All of my songs - spun into a cup.
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SHEFFIELD

The Sheaf runs into the Don
but now there’s no field -

the one that was Esca’s once,
a lost invader tired of
climbing Pennines,

happy to halt here,

where the valleys meet.

Steel city when | first came,

the Don flowed quiet

as rancid treacle past the works
where furnace flames

flickered under the eaves.

The whole city’s power dipped
when an arc switched on;

red dust disfigured

washing hung out.

Came the neutron bomb

of markets and government
antipathy; their war on

‘the enemy within’ undid the city.

Rose-bay willow herb grew to
the horizon where a baroque
shopping centre, multi-domed,
farted consumerism

over motorway traffic.

Visiting London football fans
chanted ‘loadsamoney’,

waved their fivers,

lives shrivelled into heritage,
local government, the hospitals.

Still | tell my children: look.
Your belly button has stamped
in it that Made in Sheffield mark.

Ruth Aylett



MARTYR

Viyacheslav Konoval

Clothes smelling of metallurgical soot,
a torn strap curls on the shoulder,

a machine gun near my chest,

| see the enemy’s foot.

The soldier heard the command of the headquarters,
laid down his arms and surrendered
scornfully, glancing at the Russian, beastly murders.

The patriots came out of the siege,

they thought about the exchange

but in captivity they are cattle,

UN? Red Cross? Hey, where are You, Mr., Ms, Liege?

Cut, chopped, tattered soldiers,
enemies keep You hungry and cold,
torture chamber in the steppe,

the Armed Forces are getting closer,
| am almost 32 years old.
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