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KopoJab

The wedding had just ended.
CBajib0a TOJNBKO YTO 3aKOHYMJIACH.

The rabbi sank into a chair, then stepped out and saw the
tables stretching the full length of the courtyard.

PaBBUH ommycTHIICS B KPECIIO, TIOTOM BBIIIIEN U YBUIEI CTOJIBI,
TSHYIIMECS BO BCIO JIJIMHY JIBOPA.

There were so many that their end poked out through the
gates onto Hospital Street.

WX OBUTO Tak MHOTO, UTO Kpai BBIXOAWI 32 BopoTa Ha ['ocru-
TAJIbHYIO YJIMILY.

Covered in velvet, the tables twisted like snakes with
patches of all colors on their bellies, singing in deep voices —
the patches of orange and red velvet.

[TokpbiThIE GapXaToM, CTOJIBI U3BUBAJIUCH, KaK 3MeH, C pa3HO-
I[BETHBIMU 3aIljlaTAMU Ha OpIOXe, U TeTd HU3KUMH TOJIOCaMU —
3aruIaThl OPaHKeBOTO M KPacHOTo Oapxara.

The apartments had turned into kitchens.
KBapTupsl npeBpaTHiiMCh B KyXHHU.



Through the sooty doors, a fat flame burst out, drunk and
swollen.

CKBO3b 3aKOITYEHHBIE ABCPU BLIPLIBAJICA TOHCTbIﬁ, MIbSHBIN
Y PACITyXIIIUI OrOHb.

In its smoky rays, old women’s faces baked, women’s
shaky chins, greasy chests.

B ero IpIMHBIX JIydax MeKJIMCh JIMIa CTapyX, JposKalye Moji-
OOPOIKH KEHIIUH, 3aCaJICHHbIC TPY/IH.

Sweat, pink like blood, pink like the foam of a mad
dog, flowed around these piles of overgrown, sweet-smelling
human flesh.

[MoT, po30BbIii, KaK KPOBb, PO30BbIi, KaK MeHa OenIeHo Co-
0aku, CTeKaJl 1Mo STUM Ky4yaM Pa3pOCIIEics, CIAJAKO MaxHyIIen
YeJIOBEUECKOU TUIOTH.

Three cooks, not counting the dishwashers, prepared the
wedding supper, ruled by eighty-year-old Reizl, traditional
as a Torah scroll, tiny and hunched.

Tpu moBapa, He cuuTasi CyAOMOEK, TOTOBUJIM CBajIeOHBIN
YKUH TOJI HAYaJIOM BOCbMUJIECATUIIETHEN Peil3n — Tpaauiinon-
HOM, KaKk CBUTOK TOpbI, KpPOLIEYHOHN U CrOPOJIEHHOM.

Before supper, a young man slipped into the yard,
unknown to the guests.



[epen y:XMHOM BO IBOpP MPOCKOJIB3HYJ MOJIOIOW YeJIOBEK,
HE3HAKOMBIN TOCTSM.

He asked for Benya Krik.
OH cnpocun bensio Kpuka.

He pulled Benya Krik aside.
OH otBén benbio Kpuka B cropony.

«Listen, King,» the young man said, «I have a couple
of words for you. Aunt Khana from Kostetskaya sent me...»

— Iocnymaii, Koposnb, — cka3ai MOJIOI0M YeloBeK, — y MeHs
K TeOe mapa cyioB. MeHs npuciaia €T XaHa ¢ Kocrenkoi. . .

«Well, fine,» answered Benya Krik, nicknamed the King,
«what are those words?»

— Hy nagno, — otBetun benst Kpuk, no npo3suiy Koposb, —
Kakue cioBa’?

«A new police chief came to the station yesterday, Aunt
Khana wanted you to know...»

— Buepa B yuyacTOK NpHILEN HOBBIM HayajbHUK, TETA XaHa
npocuia Te0st IpeaynpeauThb. . .

«I knew about it the day before yesterday,» Benya Krik
replied. «Go on.»



— 1 3Ham 00 3TOM emé no3aBuepa, — orBeTH1 bens Kpuk. —
Hanbiue.

«The chief gathered the station and gave a speech...»
— HavanpHuk coOpast yyacTok U CKa3as peub. ..

«A new broom sweeps clean,» Benya Krik said. «He wants
araid. Go on...»

— HoBbIll BeHUK 4MCTO METET, — ckazas bens Kpuk. — Xouer
obnay. [lanpie. ..

«But when will the raid be, do you know, King?»
— A xorna Oyner oOnaBa, Thl 3Haelb, Koposs?

«It will be tomorrow.»
— 3aBrpa.

«King, it’s today.»
— Kopous, 310 cerogus.

«Who told you that, boy?»
— Kro Te6e ckazai, mapeHs?

«Aunt Khana told me. You know Aunt Khana?»
— Téra Xana ckazana. Tbl 3Haemn T€TI0 Xany?



«I know Aunt Khana. Go on.»
— 3Haw Tétio Xany. [anbie.

«The chief gathered the station and gave them a speech.
»We must choke Benya Krik,* he said, ,,because where
there’s an emperor, there’s no king. Today, when Krik is
marrying off his sister and they’re all there, today we do the
raid...»

— HavanpHuk coOpan ydacTtok u ckaszan peub. «HyxHo 3a1y-
umth benbky Kpuka, — ckazan oH, — HOTOMY 4TO I UMIIEpa-
TOp — TaM KOpoJisi ObITh He MokeT. CeronHsi, korga Kpuk Beigaér
CeCTpy U BCE TaM, CETOHsI MbI JiesiaeM OOJIaBy. . .»

«Go on.»
— anbiie.

«Then the cops started to fear. They said, if we do the
raid today when it’s his holiday, Benya will get angry, and
a lot of blood will flow. So the chief said, my pride is more
important...»

— Torma menTsl 3apoden. OHM TOBOPAT: €CJIM MbI CETOMIHS,
B €ro Mpa3[gHUK, celaeM o0JaBy, beHst paccepmuTcs U KpOBU
OyaeT MHOTO. A HaYaJIbHUK CKa3ajl: MOSl TOPIOCTh JIOPOKE. ..

«Well, go,» the King answered.
— Hy unu, — orBetnn Koposb.



«What to tell Aunt Khana about the raid?»
— Yro nepenars T€Te XaHe 1po odaBy?

«Tell her Benya knows about the raid.»
— Ckaxu: Bens 3Haet npo oOnagy.

And the young man left.
N mononon yenoBek yIies.

Three of Benya’s friends followed him.
3a HUM NoNUTM Tpoe Jipy3ent benu.

They said they’d be back in half an hour.
OHu cKa3anu, 4To BEpHYTCS Yepes3 rmomryaca.

And they returned in half an hour.
W BepHynuch yepes nomiayaca.

That’s all.
Bort u BcE.

People sat at the tables not by age.
3a cTonamu CHJIENM He 10 BO3pPacTy.

Silly old age is no less pitiful than cowardly youth.



I'mynas crapocTe HE MEHee Xajlka, YeM TPYCJAuBas MOJIO-
JOCTb.

And not by wealth.
U He o GorarcTBy.

The lining of a heavy purse is sewn from tears.
Toaknanka TIKENOro KOIIEJbKa CIIUTA U3 CJIES.

At the head of the table sat the groom and bride.
Bo r1aBe crona cuaenu xkeHUX v HeBecTa.

It was their day.
10 OBUT UX [IEHD.

In second place sat Sender Eichbaum, the King’s father-
in-law.
Ha Bropom mecte cunen Cannep iixOaym, ceat Kopos.

It was his right.
3710 OBLIO €ro MPaBo.

Sender Eichbaum’s story is worth knowing, because it’s
not a simple one.

Hcropuio Canpiepa Ditx6ayma CTOUT 3HATh, TIOTOMY YTO OHA
HE MpOocCTasl.



How did Benya Krik, the raider and king of raiders,
become Eichbaum’s son-in-law?

Kak bens Kpuk, Han€T4nKk 1 KOposib HAJIETUUKOB, CTaJ 3ATEM
DiixO6ayma?

How did he become son-in-law to a man with sixty milk
cOwSs minus one?

Kak oH cran 3siTem uesnoBeka, y KOTOpOro IIECThAECAT KOPOB
MHUHYC OffHa?

It was all about a raid.
Bcé 0bu10 M3-32 OIHOrO HAJIETA.

Just a year ago, Benya wrote Eichbaum a letter.
PoBHO ron Hazaa bens Hamucan Diix6ayMy MUChbMO.

«Monsieur Eichbaum,» he wrote, «please put twenty
thousand rubles under the gate at Sofiyevskaya 17 tomorrow
morning. If you don’t, something unheard of will happen
to you, and all Odessa will talk about you. Respectfully,
Benya the King.»

«Mocbe Diixbaym, — mucana OH, — MPOIITY TOJIOXKUTh 3aBTPa
yTpoM nof BopoTa o CogueBckoi, 17 nBaanarh Thicsd pyosen.
Ecim He nosnoxure — Bac XKJIET TaKOE, Yero elié He ObIBaJIO, U BCA
Opnecca 6ynet o Bac rooputh. C yBaskenuem benst Koposb».



Three letters, each clearer than the last, got no reply.
Tpu nuckMa, OJHO SICHEe JIPYroro, OCTaIMCh 6e3 OTBeTa.

So Benya took action.
Torna bens momén B geno.

They came at night — nine men with long sticks in hand.
[Tpumumm HOUBI0 — AEBATH YENOBEK C UIMHHBIMU TaJKaMU
B pyKax.

The sticks were wrapped in tarred tow.
[Mayky ObLI OOMOTAHBI TPOCMOJIEHHOM TIAKJICH.

Nine burning stars lit up in Eichbaum’s cattle yard.
JleBATh rOpAIIMX 3BE3/ BCIBIXHYJIO HA KOPOBBEM JABOPE DWiX-
Oayma.

Benya broke the locks on the barn and led out the cows
one by one.

Bens cioman 3aMKu Ha XJIeBY M BBIBOAWJI KOPOB IO OIHOM.

A guy with a knife waited.
[TapeHb ¢ HOKOM KA.

He toppled a cow with one blow and plunged the knife



into its heart.
OH oHUM yIapoM Bajivjl KOPOBY M BOH3QJ1 HOX B KOPOBbE
cepate.

On the blood-soaked ground, torches bloomed like fiery
roses, and shots rang out.

Ha okpoBaiieHHOI 3eMJie (pakesibl paclBETAIA OTHEHHBIMU
pO3aMu, U TpeMeJIi BBICTPEITBI.

With shots, Benya drove away the milkmaids running
to the barn.
BricTpenamu BeHst OTroHsiT 10SIpOK, O€KaBIIIUX K XJIEBY.

And the other raiders fired into the air too, because if you
don’t shoot in the air, you might kill someone.

W octajibHble HAJIETUYMKUA TOXE CTPEJISUIM B BO3JyX, IOTOMY
YTO €CJIM He CTPEJIATh B BO3IYX — MOKHO YOUTh YeslOBEKa.

And when the sixth cow fell at the King’s feet with a death
moo, Eichbaum ran out into the yard in his underpants and
asked:

W koraa mecrasi kopoBa yrania k Horam Koposisi ¢ npencmept-
HBIM MBIYaHHEM, BO JIBOP BbIOEKaT DixO0ayM B IMOJIITAHHUKAX
Y CITPOCHIT:

«What will come of this, Benya?»



— Yt0 13 31010 BhIAIET, bena?

«If T have no money, you have no cows, Monsieur
Eichbaum. That’s two times two.»

— YV MeHs HeT JieHer — y Bac HeT KOpoB, Moche DitxOaym. [IBa-
JKJIbI J1BA.

«Come inside, Benya.»
— 3anngu B 1oM, bens.

And inside, they agreed.
W B 1oMe OHU IOTOBOPUJIHCS.

The slaughtered cows were split half and half.
3a0UTBIX KOPOB ITOJIEJIVIIN TTOTIOJIAM.

Eichbaum was guaranteed safety and given a certificate
with a stamp.

Diix0ayMy rapaHTUPOBaM OE30MACHOCTh U BBIAAIM Oymary
C MeYaThio.

But the miracle came later.
A 4yJ0 CIIy4nsioch IOTOM.

During the raid, on that terrible night when stabbed
cows mooed, and calves slipped in mother’s blood, when



torches danced like black maidens, and milkmaids shied and
squealed under friendly Browning muzzles — on that terrible
night, old Eichbaum’s daughter Tsilya ran out into the yard
in a low-cut shirt.

Bo Bpems Han€ra, B Ty CTpallHYK0 HOYb, KOIJA 3apE3AHHBIC
KOPOBBI MBIYQJTH,  TEJIATA CKOJIL3UIA B MATEPUHCKON KPOBH, KO-
r1a pakesbl TAHIIEBAJIM, KaK YEpHbIe IEBKU, M JIOSPKH I1apaxa-
JIUCh Y BUBKAJIY TIOJI IPY>KEJTIOOHBIMU AyJIaMu OpayHUHIOB — B TY
CTpAITHYI0 HOYb BO JJBOP BbIOEKaJA B OIHOM COPOUKE JI0Ub CTa-
poro Diixdayma Llns.

And the King’s victory became his defeat.
U no6ena Koposs crana ero mopaxkeHueMm.

Two days later, Benya returned all the taken money
to Eichbaum without warning and then came for a visit
in the evening.

Yepes nBa nust BeHst 6e3 BCAKOTro mpeaynpexaeHus BEpHYIT
Diix0aymMy Bce OTOOpaHHbBIE JIEHBI'M M TIOTOM IPHIIET Be4epoM
B T'OCTH.

He wore an orange suit, a diamond bracelet shone under
his cuff; he entered the room, greeted, and asked Eichbaum
for his daughter Tsilya’s hand.

Ha HéM OBUI OpaHXEBBI KOCTIOM, IO MaHXKeTON OrecTen
OpWJTMAHTOBBIN OpaclieT; OH BOIIET B KOMHATY, TIO3[J0POBAJICS



u nonpocui y DiixOayma pyku ero gouepu Llnmm.

The old man had a light stroke, but he recovered.
Crapuk nepeHéc JErkui yaap, HO OMpPaBUIICS.

The old man had twenty years of life left.
Crapuky ocTaBasioch eme IBaaarh JeT KU3HU.

«Listen, Eichbaum,» the King said to him, «<when you die,
I’ll bury you in the first Jewish cemetery, right at the gates.
I’ll put up a pink marble monument for you, Eichbaum. I’ll
make you elder of the Brodsky Synagogue. I’ll quit my trade,
Eichbaum, and join your business as partner. We’ll have two
hundred cows, Eichbaum. I’ll kill all milkmen except you.
No thief will walk the street you live on. I’ll build you a dacha
at the sixteenth station... And remember, Eichbaum, you
weren’t a rabbi in your youth either. Who forged the will,
let’s not talk loud about it?.. And your son-in-law will be the
King, not a snot-nose, but the King, Eichbaum...»

— Cnymaii, Diix0aym, — ckazan emy Koposb, — xorma Thl
yYMpEIIIb, 51 TIOXOPOHIO TeOs1 Ha TIEPBOM €BpEHCKOM KJafouIIe,
npsIMO Y BOPOT. fl mocTaBmo Tedbe MamMsATHUK U3 PO30BOTO Mpa-
Mopa, Diixbaym. {1 caenaio TeOs crapocToli OPOACKONW CHHATO-
ru. S Oporiry cBo€ pemeciio, DiixOaym, U OMY K TeOe B KOMIa-
HUO. Y Hac Oyner ABecTH KOpoB, DitxOaym. S mepepexy Bcex
MOJIOUHUKOB, KpoMme TeOs. Ha ynuiie, rie Tol KUBEMIb, He OY-



JIeT XO/IUTh HU OAMH BOp. f mocTpoio Tebe 1avy Ha IIecTHa/Ia-
TOU ctaHimu. .. VI momHuu, Diix6aym, Thl TOKE He ObUT B MOJIOIO-
cty paBBUHOM. KTO mojesnbiBast 3aBeiianue, o0 3ToM He OyiaeM
rpoMKoO roBopuTth?.. U 341k y TeOs Oyaetr Koposnb, a He COruisK,
Koposnb, Ditxdaym. . .

And he got his way, Benya Krik, because he was
passionate, and passion rules the worlds.

U on nodwics cBoero, benst Kpuk, moromy 4to O CTpacTeH,
a CTPacCTh MIPABUT MUPAMHU.

The newlyweds spent three months in fertile Bessarabia,
among grapes, plentiful food, and love sweat.

Mortozibie IpoBeJTH TPy MecsIIa B IJIoiopoiHol beccapadum —
Cpeay BUHOTPajia, OOWJIBHOM €/Ibl ¥ JTIDOOBHOTO IOTA.

Then Benya returned to Odessa to marry off his forty-
year-old sister Dvoyra, suffering from goiter.

[Totrom Bens BepHyncsi B Opeccy BbliaBaTh 3aMysK CBOIO CO-
pokasieTHio cectpy JIBoiipy, O0IbHYI0 3000M.

And now, having told Sender Eichbaum’s story, we can
return to Dvoyra Krik’s wedding, the King’s sister.

W Tenepsp, pacckazaB ucropuio Canzgepa ditxOayma, MOKHO
BEepHYThCS K cBajibOe [IBoripel Kpuk, cectpbr Koports.



At this wedding, for supper they served turkeys, roasted
chickens, geese, stuffed fish, and fish soup where lemon
lakes shimmered like mother-of-pearl.

Ha 310i1 cBaibOe K yXUHY MMOJaBaJIi MHITIOKOB, KapEeHbIX Ky,
ryceit, (papmmpoBaHHyI0 peiOy W PHIOHBIN CYH, B KOTOPOM JIH-
MOHHBIE 03€pa NIePEMBAIIUCH TIEPIAMYTPOM.

Over the dead goose heads, flowers swayed like lush
plumes.

Hapx MEpTBBIMU roIOBaMU IyCel Ka4aJIUCh LIBETHI, KaK TIbIIII-
HBIE CYJITaHBI.

But does the foamy surf of the Odessa sea wash roasted
chickens ashore?

Ho pa3Be neHucThIi pruboii 01ecCKOro Mopsi BLIHOCHT Ha Oe-
per xKapeHbIX Kyp?

All the noblest of our contraband, all that the earth is
famous for from end to end, did its destructive, seductive
work that starry, that blue night.

Bc€ camoe OnaropomHoe W3 Haied KOHTpaOaH/Ibl, BCE, YeM
CJIABUTCS 3eMJIsI OT Kpasi JI0 Kpas, Aeiajo B Ty 3BE3/IHYIO, B TY
CHHIOI0 HOUb CBOE pa3pylIUTEIbHOE, COONA3HUTEILHOE JIEIIO.

Foreign wine warmed stomachs, sweetly broke legs, dazed
brains, and caused belches loud as battle trumpets.



MHOCTpaHHOE BMHO TPEJo XKENYIKH, CIAJKO JIOMAIO HOTH,
KPYKHJIO TOJIOBBI M BBI3BIBAJIO OTPHIKKH, 3ByUHbBIE, KaK OOEBbIE
TPYOBL.

The black cook from the «Plutarch,» arrived three
days ago from Port Said, carried past customs fat bottles
of Jamaican rum, oily Madeira, cigars from Pierpont
Morgan’s plantations, and oranges from Jerusalem’s
outskirts.

UYeépupii noBap ¢ «lIlnyrapxa», mpuiienmero Tpu JHsA Ha-
3ag u3 [Mopr-Cana, mpoHEC MUMO TaMOXKHU ITy3aThle OyThUIKU
SIMAICKOTO pOMa, KUPHYIO MaJiepy, curaphl ¢ miantanui [up-
noHTa MopraHa u aneyibCUHbI U3 OKpecTHocTel Mepycanuma.

That’s what the foamy surf of the Odessa sea washes
ashore, that’s what Odessa beggars sometimes get at Jewish
weddings.

Bort uTO BHIHOCHT Ha Oeper MeHUCTHIN PO OIECCKOTO MO-
ps, BOT UTO JAOCTAETCS] MHOT/IA OIECCKUM HUIIUM Ha €BPEUCKHUX
cBajpOax.

They got Jamaican rum at Dvoyra Krik’s wedding, so,
drunk as unclean pigs, the Jewish beggars banged their
crutches deafeningly.

Ha canp06e [Boripsl Kpuk M nocraiicst SMaCKMiA poM, TT0-
9TOMY €BpeliCKHe HUIIUE, MbsHbIe KAK HEYKCThle CBUHBY, OTITY-



IMHUTEJIBHO CTYYaJI KOCTBUIAAMMU.

Eichbaum, vest unbuttoned, squinted at the raging
assembly and hiccupped lovingly.

Diix0ayM, ¢ pacCTErHyTHIM KUJIETOM, PUIIypUBAJICS Ha Oy-
nryiomiee coopaHre U HeKHO MKaJl.

The orchestra played a flourish.
OpxkecTp urpai Ty1.

It was like a divisional review.
D710 OBLIO MOXOXKE HA JUBU3UOHHBIA CMOTP.

Flourish — nothing but flourish.
Tyin — 1 HUYero, Kpome TyIIa.

The raiders, sitting in closed ranks, were shy at first with
outsiders, but then they let loose.

Hanéruuku, cuaesime CruioYEHHBIMU PAJAMU, CHaYas1a CTeC-
HSUIUCh TIOCTOPOHHMX, HO TTOTOM Pa30IILIUCh.

Lyova Katsap smashed a vodka bottle on his beloved’s
head.

JIéra Karan pa3oust OyThUIKY BOIKH O TOJIOBY CBOEH BO3JTIOO0-
JICHHO.



Monya Artilleryman fired in the air.
MoHs1 ApTHILIIEPUCT CTPEIsil B BO3/YX.

But the ecstasy reached its limit when, by old custom,
guests began gifting the newlyweds.

Ho Boctopr noctur mpejena, Korja 1o crapomMy oObvaro ro-
CTU HAYaJIM OJIaPUBATh MOJIOBIX.

Synagogue beadles, jumping on tables, chanted the
amount of gifted rubles and silver spoons under the
bubbling flourish.

CuHaroraJibHble IIAMECHI, PHITAIOIIKE 10 CTOJIaM, BBIKPUKU-
BaJIA KOJIMYECTBO MOAPEHHBIX pyOsiei U cepeOpsTHBIX JIOKEK O]
KMITALIMA TyI.

And here the King’s friends showed what blue blood is
worth and the still unextinguished Moldavian knighthood.

U Tyt apy3bs Koposns mokasanm, 4ero ctouT roiaydast KpoBb
¥ ell€ He yraciiee MOJJJaBaHCKOE PhIapCTBO.

With careless hand movements, they threw gold coins,
rings, coral strands onto silver trays.

HeOpexHbIM IBUKEHUEM PYKH OHH Opocaiv Ha cepeOpsiHbie
MIO/IHOCHI 30JI0ThIe MOHETBI, KOJbI[a, KOPAJLJIOBbIE HUTH.

The Moldavanka aristocrats were laced in crimson vests,



rusty jackets hugged their shoulders, and on fleshy legs
burst skin the color of heavenly azure.

ApI/ICTOKpaTI)I MOJI)IaBaHKI/I ObLIN 34aTAHYTbBl B MAaJIMHOBLIC
JKWJIETHI, pKaBble MUIKaK1 OOHUMAJIY UX TUIEYH, M Ha MSICUCTBIX
HOTax JIONaJiach KOXka IBeTa HeOeCHOM Jia3ypHu.

Standing tall and sticking out bellies, the bandits clapped
to the music, shouted «bitter,» and threw flowers at the
bride, and she, forty-year-old Dvoyra, Benya Krik’s sister,
the King’s sister, disfigured by illness, with swollen goiter
and bulging eyes, sat on a pile of pillows next to a skinny boy,
bought with Eichbaum’s money and mute from anguish.

BrinpssMUBITIHCH BO BECh POCT U BBIKATHIBASI KMBOTHI, OaH/IU-
ThI XJIOMAJIM B TAKT MY3bIKE, KPUYAINA «TOPHKO» M KUIAJIH IIBE-
Tl HEBECTE, a OHA, copokayeTHAa [IBoipa, cecrpa benn Kpu-
Ka, cectpa Koponsi, usyponoBanHast 0071€3Hb10, C pacITyXIIM 30-
OOM M BBITYYEHHBIMH IJIa3aMU, CU/IEa Ha TPyJe MOAYIIEeK psi-
JIOM C TOIITM MaJIbYMKOM, KYTIJIEHHBIM Ha 911XOayMOBCKHE JeHb-
T ¥ OHEMEBIIIMM OT TOCKH.

The gifting rite neared its end, the beadles grew hoarse,
and the contrabass quarreled with the violin.

OO0psa apeHus OAXOAW K KOHITY, IIIaMEChl OXPUTUIH, & KOH-
Tpadac MOCCOPHUIICS CO CKPUITKOM.

A faint smell of burning suddenly spread over the yard.



Brpyr no nBopy pasHéccst cinadblii 3amax rapi.

«Benya,» said Papa Krik, the old cart driver, known
among cart drivers as a rude man, «Benya, you know what
I think? I think our soot is burning...»

— bens, — ckazan nana Kpuk, crapsiii BO34MK, U3BECTHBIN Cpe-
1V BO3YMKOB IpyOusiH, — beHs, 3Haenb uto 51 qymaro? 1 gymaio,
YTO y HAC TOPUT Caxa. ..

«Papa,» the King answered his drunk father, «please
drink and eat, don’t worry about such nonsense...»

—IMama, — orBeTr1 KOposs bstHOMY OTILY, — MOKaJTyHCTa, el
U elllb, He OECITOKOMCS O TAKUX TITYMOCTSIX. . .

And Papa Krik followed his son’s advice.
N nana Kpuk nocnymancs ceiHa.

He ate and drank.
OH e u nuJl.

But the smoke cloud grew more poisonous.
Ho 06:1aKk0 IbiMa CTaHOBHMJIOCH BCE SIIOBUTEE.

The sky’s edges pinked somewhere.
['ne-To po3oBenm kpas HeOa.



And a narrow tongue of flame shot up like a sword.
W B3neren y3kuil SI3bIK IUITAMEHU, KaK Mey.

Guests rose, sniffing the air, and their women squealed.



Konen 03HaKOMUTEJLHOI'O
¢dparmenra.

Tekct npegocraBieH OO0 «Jlurpec».

[IpounTaiiTe STy KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIIUB TOJIHYIO JIETATbHYIO
Bepcuio Ha Jlurpec.

Be3ormacHo oriaTuTh KHATY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOH KapToit Visa,
MasterCard, Maestro, co cuyera MOOMJIBHOTO TesiehOHa, C TiIa-
Te)KHOro TepMmuHaia, B cajoHe MTC wmm Cesa3HoOHM, uepe3
PayPal, WebMoney, Aunexc./lensru, QIWI Komenek, 60Hyc-
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