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Foreword


Seven years ago, in 2013, Vladimir Putin’s failed attempt to tear Ukraine away from Europe and fold it into his “family of fraternal peoples” – that is, into his revived version of the Soviet Union – ended in revolution. As a result of the popular uprising that came to be called “Euromaidan”, the nation’s pro-Russian political élites, led by the then-president Viktor Yanukovych, were forced to flee Kyiv for Moscow. In 2014, as power passed into the hands of pro-European forces, Russia managed to capture the Ukrainian peninsula of Crimea and to send officers, volunteers, and activists to Donetsk, Luhansk, Kharkiv, Odessa and other cities in the east and south of the country, in order to foment anti-Kyiv revolts. Thus began a war that Russia does not wish to end, and which it regularly refuels with military personnel and thousands of tons of equipment and ammunition. Putin’s calculation is simple: a Ukraine with a permanent war in its eastern region will never be fully welcomed by Europe or the rest of the world.


And indeed, the world has largely forgotten about Ukraine and its war, as it always forgets about “quiet”, unfinished conflicts. The front line between Ukrainian troops and pro-Russian separatists in the breakaway “people’s republics” of Donetsk and Luhansk in the east is about 450 kilometres long. And the “grey zone” between these two sides is of the same length, but its width ranges from several hundred metres to several kilometres, depending on the intensity of hostilities and the landscape along any given stretch. Most of the inhabitants of the villages and towns in the grey zone left at the very start of the conflict, abandoning their flats and houses, their orchards and farms. Some fled to Russia, others moved to the peaceful part of Ukraine, and others still joined the separatists. But here and there, a few stubborn residents refused to budge. They stayed where they were, in the midst of a war, listening to the whistle of shells overhead and occasionally sweeping shrapnel from their yards. Some of these holdouts have already been killed, but others have endured in this new, strange and harsh reality, in villages that were once densely populated but are now devoid of life, where all the shops, post offices and police stations have been shuttered. No-one knows exactly how many people remain in the grey zone, inside the war. Their only visitors are Ukrainian soldiers and militant separatists, who enter either in search of the enemy, or simply out of curiosity – to check whether anyone’s still alive. And the locals, whose chief aim is to survive, treat both sides with the highest degree of diplomacy and humble bonhomie.


Since the winter of 2015, less than a year after Russia’s annexation of Crimea and the start of the conflict, I have taken three journeys through Donbas, the eastern region that contains Donetsk, Luhansk and the grey zone. There I witnessed the population’s fear of war and possible death gradually transform into apathy. I saw war becoming the norm, saw people trying to ignore it, learning to live with it as if it were a rowdy, drunken neighbour. This all made such a deep impression on me that I decided to write a novel. It would focus not on military operations and heroic soldiers, but on ordinary people whom the war had failed to force from their homes.


These people have certain things in common. They try to remain inconspicuous, almost faceless, partly in order to remain unnoticed by the war. But they have always been that way in Donbas, a land of coalmines and metallurgical plants. In Soviet times, these people were proud to play an inconspicuous part in the “great industrial whole”. The Russians even came up with a special designation for them, “the people of Donbas”, as if they were the children of mines and slag heaps, without ethnic roots.


The protagonist of my book, Sergeyich – a disabled pensioner and devoted beekeeper – is one of these “people of Donbas”. The winds of fate carry him down to Crimea, where he hopes to arrange a proper holiday for his bees. Sergeyich’s southern sojourn, however, proves to be an ordeal. Try as he might, Sergeyich cannot remain entirely neutral as he observes the constant oppression of the Crimean Tatars by the new authorities. His sympathy for these Muslim people arouses the suspicion of the Russian security service – the notorious F.S.B. – and, even more alarmingly, endangers his beloved bees.


My family and I last visited Crimea in January 2014. Even before the annexation, Russian flags fluttered everywhere in Sevastopol. The second half of this novel is, in some ways, my personal farewell to the Crimea that may never exist again.


Nor do I know when I will next return to eastern Ukraine, or when the conflict will end. But I sincerely hope the war leaves the residents of the grey zone alone – that it goes away, and that the honey made by the bees of Donbas loses its bitter aftertaste of gunpowder.


ANDREY KURKOV


Kyiv, 2020
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Sergey Sergeyich was roused by the cold air at about three in the morning. The potbelly stove he had cobbled together in imitation of a picture in Cosy Cottage magazine, with its little glass door and two burners, had ceased to give off any warmth. The two tin buckets that stood by its side were empty. He lowered his hand into the nearest of them and his fingers found only coal dust.


“Alright,” he groaned sleepily, put on his trousers, slid his feet into the slippers he had fashioned out of an old pair of felt boots, pulled on his sheepskin coat, took both buckets and went into the yard.


He stopped behind the shed in front of a pile of coal and his eyes landed on the shovel – it was much brighter out here than inside. Lumps of coal poured down, thumping against the bottoms of the buckets. Soon the echoing thumps died away, and the rest of the lumps fell in silence.


Somewhere far off a cannon sounded. Half a minute later there was another blast, which seemed to come from the opposite direction.


“Fools can’t get to sleep,” Sergeyich said to himself. “Probably just warming their hands.”


Then he returned to the dark interior of the house and lit a candle. Its warm, pleasant, honeyed scent hit his nose, and his ears were soothed by the familiar quiet ticking of the alarm clock on the narrow wooden windowsill.


There was still a hint of heat inside the stove’s belly, but not enough to get the frosty coal going without the help of woodchips and paper. Eventually, when the long bluish tongues of flame began to lick at the smoke-stained glass, the master of the house stepped out into the yard again. The sound of distant bombardment, almost inaudible inside the house, now reached Sergeyich’s ears from the east. But soon another sound drew his attention. He heard a car driving nearby. Then it stopped. There were only two proper streets in the village – one named after Lenin, the other after Taras Shevchenko – and also Ivan Michurin Lane.1 Sergeyich himself lived on Lenin, in less than proud isolation. This meant that the car had been driving down Shevchenko. There, too, only one person was left – Pashka Khmelenko, who, like Sergeyich, had retired early. The two men were almost exactly the same age and had been enemies from their first days at school. Pashka’s garden looked out towards Horlivka, so he was one street closer to Donetsk than Sergeyich. Sergeyich’s garden faced in the other direction, towards Sloviansk; it sloped down to a field, which first dipped then rose up towards Zhdanivka. You couldn’t actually see Zhdanivka from the garden – it lay hidden behind a hump. But you could sometimes hear the Ukrainian army, which had burrowed dugouts and trenches into that hump. And even when he couldn’t hear the army, Sergeyich was always aware of its presence. It sat in its dugouts and trenches, to the left of the forest plantation and the dirt road along which tractors and lorries used to drive.


The army had been there for three years now, while the local lads, together with the Russian military, had been drinking tea and vodka in their dugouts beyond Pashka’s street and its gardens, beyond the remnants of the apricot grove that had been planted back in Soviet times, and beyond another field that the war had stripped of its workers, as it had the field that lay between Sergeyich’s garden and Zhdanivka.


The village had been quiet for two whole weeks. Not a shot fired. Had they tired themselves out? Were they conserving their shells and bullets? Or maybe they were reluctant to disturb the last two residents of Little Starhorodivka, who were clinging to their homesteads more tenaciously than a dog clings to its favourite bone. Everyone else in Little Starhorodivka had wanted to leave when the fighting began. And so they left – because they feared for their lives more than they feared for their property, and that stronger fear had won out. But the war hadn’t made Sergeyich fear for his life. It had only made him confused, and indifferent to everything around him. It was as if he had lost all feeling, all his senses, except for one: his sense of responsibility. And this sense, which could make him worry terribly at any hour of the day, was focused entirely on one object: his bees. But now the bees were wintering. Their hives were lined on the inside with felt and covered with sheets of metal. Although they were in the shed, a dumb stray shell could fly in from either side. Its shrapnel would cut into the metal – but then maybe it wouldn’t have the strength to punch through the wooden walls and be the death of the bees?
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Pashka showed up at Sergeyich’s at noon. The master of the house had just emptied the second bucket of coal into the stove and put the kettle on. His plan had been to have some tea alone.


Before letting his uninvited guest into the house, Sergeyich placed a broom in front of the “safety” axe by the door. You never know – Pashka might have a pistol or a Kalashnikov for self-defence. He’d see the axe and break out that grin of his, as if to say that Sergeyich was a fool. But the axe was all Sergeyich had to protect himself. Nothing else. He kept it under his bed at night, which is why he sometimes managed to sleep so calmly and deeply. Not always, of course.


Sergeyich opened the door for Pashka and gave a not very friendly grunt. This grunt was spurred by Sergeyich’s resentment of his neighbour from Shevchenko Street. It seemed the statute of limitations on his resentment would never run out. The very sight of him reminded Sergeyich of all the mean tricks Pashka used to play, of how he used to fight dirty and tattle to their teachers, of how he never let Sergeyich crib from him during exams. You might think that after forty years Sergeyich would have learned to forgive and forget. Forgive? Maybe. But how could he forget? There were seven girls in their class and only two boys – himself and Pashka – and that meant Sergeyich had never had a friend in school, only an enemy. “Enemy” was too harsh a word, of course. In Ukrainian one could say “vrazhenyatko” – what you might call a “frenemy”. That was more like it. Pashka was a harmless little enemy, the kind no-one fears.


“How goes it, Greyich?” Pashka greeted Sergeyich, a little tensely. “You know they turned on the electricity last night,” he said, casting a glance at the broom to see whether he might use it to brush the snow off his boots.


He picked up the broom, saw the axe, and his lips twisted into that grin of his.


“Liar,” Sergeyich said peaceably. “If they had, I would’ve woken up. I keep all my lights switched on, so I can’t miss it.”


“You probably slept right through it – hell, you could sleep through a direct hit. And they only turned it on for half an hour. Look,” he held out his mobile. “It’s fully charged! You wanna call someone?”


“Got no-one to call,” Sergeyich said. “Want some tea?”


“Where’d you get tea from?”


“From the Protestants.”


“I’ll be damned,” Pashka said. “Mine’s long gone.”


They sat down at Sergeyich’s little table. Pashka’s back was to the stove and its tall metal pipe, which was now radiating warmth.


“Why’s the tea so weak?” the guest grumbled. And then, in a more affable voice: “Got anything to eat?”


Anger showed in Sergeyich’s eyes.


“They don’t bring me humanitarian aid at night . . .”


“Me neither.”


“So what do they bring you, then?”


“Nothing!”


Sergeyich grunted and sipped his tea.


“So no-one came to see you last night?”


“You saw . . . ?”


“I did. Went out to get coal.”


“Ah. Well, what you saw were our boys,” Pashka nodded. “On reconnaissance.”


“So what were they reconnoitring for?”


“For dirty Ukes . . .”


“That so?” Sergeyich stared directly into Pashka’s shifty eyes.


Pashka gave up right away.


“I lied,” he confessed. “Just some guys – said they were from Horlivka. Offered me an Audi for three hundred bucks. No papers.”


Sergeyich grinned. “D’you buy it?”


“Whaddaya take me for? A moron?” Pashka shook his head. “Think I don’t know how this stuff goes down? I turn round to get the money and they stick a knife in my back.”


“So why didn’t they come to my place?”


“I told them I was the only one left. Besides, you can’t drive from Lenin to Shevchenko anymore. There’s that big crater where the shell landed.”


Sergeyich just stared at Pashka’s devious countenance, which would have suited an aged pickpocket – one who had grown fearful and jumpy after countless arrests and beatings. At forty-nine he looked a full ten years older than Sergeyich. Was it his earthy complexion? His ragged cheeks? It was as if he’d been shaving with a dull razor all his life. Sergeyich stared at him and thought that if they hadn’t wound up alone in the village he would never have talked to him again. They would have gone on living their parallel lives on their parallel streets and would not have exchanged a word – if it hadn’t been for the war.


“Been a long time since I heard any shooting,” the guest said with a sigh. “But around Hatne, you know, they used to fire the big guns only at night – well, now they’re firing in the daytime too. Listen,” Pashka tilted his head forwards a bit, “if our boys ask you to do something – will you do it?”


“Who are ‘our boys’?” Sergeyich said irritably.


“Stop playing the fool. Our boys – in Donetsk.”


“My boys are in my shed. I don’t have any others. You’re not exactly ‘mine’, either.”


“Oh, cut it out. What’s the matter with you, didn’t get enough sleep?” Pashka twisted his lips. “Or did your bees freeze their stingers off, so now you’re taking it out on me?”


“You shut your mouth about my bees . . .”


“Hey, don’t get me wrong, I’ve got nothing but respect for the little buggers – I’m just worried! I just can’t understand how they survive the winter. Don’t they get cold in the shed? I’d croak after one night.”


“As long as the shed’s in one piece, they’re fine,” Sergeyich said, his tone softening. “I keep an eye on them, check on them every day.”


“Tell me, how do they sleep in those hives?” Pashka said. “Like people?”


“Just like people. Each bee in its own little bed.”


“But you’re not heating the shed, are you?”


“They don’t need it. Inside the hives, it’s thirty-seven degrees. They keep themselves warm.”


Once the conversation shifted in an apian direction, it grew more amicable. Pashka felt he should leave while the going was good. This way, they might even manage to bid each other farewell, unlike last time, when Sergeyich sent him packing with a few choice words. But then Pashka thought of one more question.


“Have you thought at all about your pension?”


“What’s there to think about?” Sergeyich shrugged. “When the war ends, the postwoman will bring me three years’ worth of cheques. That’ll be the life.”


Pashka grinned. He wanted to needle his host, but managed to restrain himself.


Before he took his leave, his eyes met Sergeyich’s one more time.


“Listen, while it’s charged . . .” He held out his mobile again. “Maybe you ought to give your Vitalina a call?”


“‘My’ Vitalina? She hasn’t been ‘mine’ for six years. No.”


“What about your daughter?”


“Just go. I told you, I’ve got no-one to call.”
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“What could that be?” Sergeyich wondered aloud.


He was standing on the edge of his garden, facing the white field that sloped down like a smooth, wide tongue and then, just as gradually, rose up towards Zhdanivka. There, on the snowy horizon, lay the hidden fortifications of the Ukrainian troops. Sergeyich could not see them from where he stood. They were far away, and, in any case, his eyesight left much to be desired. To the right of him, sloping gently upwards in the same direction, ran a sometimes-thick, sometimes-sparse windbreak of trees. Actually, the windbreak began to rise only at the turn towards Zhdanivka. Up to that point, the trees were planted in a straight line along the dirt road, which was now blanketed with snow, seeing as no-one had driven down it since the start of the conflict. Before the spring of 2014, you could take that road all the way to Svitle or Kalynivka.


It was usually Sergeyich’s feet, not his thoughts, that would bring him out to the edge of the garden. He would often wander through the yard, surveying his property. First he would peek into the shed, to check on the bees, then into the ramshackle garage, to check on his old green Lada estate. Then he would walk over to his heap of long-flame coal, which grew smaller every night but still gave him confidence in a heated tomorrow and day after tomorrow. Sometimes his feet might bring him to the orchard, and then he would pause by the hibernating apple and apricot trees. And sometimes, though less often, he would find himself on the very edge of the garden, with the snow’s endless crust crunching and crumbling beneath his feet. Here, his boots never sank very deep, because the winter wind always blew the snow down into the field, towards the dip and the turn in the road. There was never much snow left on the higher ground – as here in Sergeyich’s garden, for instance.


It was almost noon, high time to head back to the house, but that spot on the field, on the rising slope towards Zhdanivka and the Ukrainian trenches, puzzled Sergeyich and would not let him go. A couple of days earlier, the last time he’d gone out to the edge of the garden, the snow-white field had been spotless. There had been nothing but snow, and if you looked at it long enough, you would begin to hear white noise – a kind of silence that takes hold of your soul with its cold hands and doesn’t release it for a long time. The silence around here was of a special sort, of course. Sounds to which you have grown accustomed, to which you no longer pay any attention, are also fused into silence. Like the sound of distant shelling, for example. Even now (Sergeyich forced himself to listen) they were firing somewhere to the right, about fifteen kilometres away – and also to the left, unless that was an echo.


“A person?” Sergeyich asked aloud, peering at the spot on the field.


For a moment it seemed that the air had become more transparent.


Well, what else could it be? he thought. If I only had some binoculars . . . I’d already be making myself warm at home . . . Maybe Pashka has a pair?


And then his feet led him in pursuit of his thoughts – to Pashka’s. They carried him around the rim of the crater by the Mitkov place, then down Shevchenko Street, following the trail of the car about which Pashka might have been telling the truth or, just as likely, lying through his teeth; it was all the same to that man.


“Have you got any binoculars?” Sergeyich asked his childhood foe as he opened the door, without so much as offering him a greeting.


“Sure. Whaddaya need them for?” Pashka had also decided to forego greetings: why waste words?


“There’s something on my side on the field. Maybe a corpse.”


“Wait!” Pashka’s eyes lit up with an inquisitive glint. “Hold on!”


Soon they passed the crater at the Mitkov place. Along the way, Sergeyich looked up at the sky. It seemed to him that it was already getting dark, though even the shortest winter days do not end at half past one. Then he glanced at the massive old pair of binoculars, which dangled from a brown leather strap and rested on Pashka’s bulging sheepskin-clad chest. Pashka’s coat would not have bulged, of course, had he not turned up his collar, which now stood like a fence around his thin neck, protecting it from the frosty wind. The rest of the coat was scrunched beneath it.


“Where is it?” Pashka raised the binoculars to his eyes as soon as they reached the edge of the garden.


Sergeyich pointed. “There, straight ahead and a little to the right, on the slope.”


“Alright,” Pashka said. “Ah, there it is!”


“So what is it?”


“Casualty. But who is he? Can’t see his chevrons . . . Laid himself out awkwardly.”


“Let me have a look,” Sergeyich said.


Pashka lowered the binoculars and handed them over.


“Here, beekeeper – maybe your eyes are sharper.”


What had looked dark from afar turned out to be green. The dead man was lying on his right side, with his back towards Little Starhorodivka – which meant he was facing the Ukrainian trenches.


“Make anything out?” Pashka said.


“Sure. A dead soldier. But was he one of theirs, one of the others . . . ?”


“Got it.” Pashka nodded, and the movement of his head inside his upturned collar drew a smile from Sergeyich.


“What are you grinning about?” Pashka said suspiciously.


“You look like an upside-down bell in that thing. Your head’s too small for such luxuries . . .”


“It’s the head I was given,” Pashka snapped back. “Besides, it’s harder to hit a small head with a bullet – but a big dome like yours? Hell, you couldn’t miss it from a kilometre away . . .”


They trudged together through the garden, orchard and yard to the gate on Lenin Street, silent all the way, never once looking at one another. Sergeyich asked Pashka if he could keep the binoculars for a couple of days. Pashka agreed, then walked off to Michurin Lane without glancing back.
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That night, Sergey Sergeyich awoke not because he himself was cold, but because someone else was, in his dream. More precisely: he had dreamed that he was the dead soldier. Killed and abandoned in the snow. Terrible frost all around. His dead body was growing stiffer and stiffer, but suddenly it turned to stone and itself began to radiate cold. And in his dream Sergeyich lay inside this stone body. He lay and felt this cold horror both within the dream and outside it – in his own body. He bore it as long as the dream had hold of him. But as soon as the dream began to weaken, he rose from his bed. He waited for his fingers to stop trembling from the cold he’d endured in the dream, then poured some “chestnuts” of coal from the bucket into the stove and sat down at his table in the dark.


“Why won’t you let me sleep?” he whispered.


He sat still for half an hour, his eyes slowly adjusting to the dark. The air in the room was layered horizontally; his ankles grew cold, while his shoulders and neck grew warm.


Sergeyich sighed, lit a yellow candle, went over to his wardrobe, and opened the left-hand door. He brought the candle closer. There, among the empty hangers, hung his wife’s – his ex-wife’s – dress. Vitalina had left it on purpose. A transparent hint. One of the reasons for her departure.


In the dim light of the small, quivering flame, the pattern of the dress wasn’t easy to read, but Sergeyich didn’t need to read it. He knew its inelaborate pattern, its humble plot, by heart: thick, close-set columns of big red ants running up and down the powder-blue fabric – thousands of them, by the looks of it. Just imagine an inventor of clothes coming up with such an idea! Oh no – it can’t just be simple and beautiful, like every other dress, with polka dots or daisies or violets . . .


Sergeyich snuffed out the little flame in his usual manner, with the thumb and forefinger of his right hand. The candle’s sweet farewell ribbon of smoke drifted up to his nose. He went back to bed. It was warm under the blanket. Such warmth ought to give rise to warm dreams, not ones that pierce you with cold horror.


His eyes seemed to shut of their own accord. And now, with his eyes closed, falling asleep, he saw it again – the dress with the ants. Only it wasn’t hanging in the wardrobe. The dress was on Vitalina. It came to below her knees. The red ants seemed to be scurrying up and down the fabric because Vitalina was walking along their street, and the dress was fluttering in the breeze. No, she wasn’t walking – she was swimming. Just like the first time she had left their yard. The first time she had “got out”, you could say – so as to present herself to the street and the village, as if she were some kind of important document the very sight of which was supposed to make everyone step aside and stare. She hadn’t yet unpacked all her bags and suitcases that first day after the move from Vinnytsia, but she had immediately dug out the ant dress, ironed it, put it on, and headed for the church that stood at the end of their street. He’d tried to stop her, had begged her to put on something else, but nothing doing. . . Yes, it was hard to cope with her personality, and her love of “beautiful” things. Impossible, even.


She had thought that Sergey was going to walk along the street with her, but he had stopped at the gate, too embarrassed to accompany his wife and her red ants.


And so she’d set out by herself, stepping boldly, even arrogantly, drawing all the neighbours to their fences, windows and gates. Little Starhorodivka was full of life in those days, almost every yard ringing with children’s laughter . . .


Needless to say, for the next few days she was the talk of the village, and not in a good way.


But after all, it wasn’t on account of some dress that he fell in love with Vitalina and took her for his wife. She was much better without the damn thing on, and then she was all his . . . A pity that it didn’t last as long as he’d hoped.


The dream that now engulfed Sergeyich showed him Vitalina’s first promenade through the village differently, not as it had actually happened. In the dream, he was walking beside her, holding her hand. And he greeted each of his neighbours, nodding, although their eyes stuck to the ant dress like flies stick to those gluey ribbons that are hung over tables in the summer.


They reached the church but did not enter its open gate. Instead, they walked around the house of God to the grounds of the cemetery, where the silent crosses and gravestones stifle any desire to smile or speak loudly. Sergey led Vitalina to the graves of his parents, neither of whom had made it to fifty, then showed her his other relatives: his father’s sister and her husband; his cousin with his two sons, all three of whom had died in an accident, driving drunk; and even his niece, although they’d put her at the very edge of the cemetery, above the ravine – all because her father had tangled with the chairman of the village council, who got his revenge the best way he could. You live somewhere long enough, and you’ll have more family in the ground there than above it.


Memory reminded the dream-rapt sleeper that they had, in fact, gone to the cemetery on her second or third day in the village, but she had been dressed appropriately – all in black. She looked awfully good in that colour, Sergeyich had thought then.


There was a loud crash outside the window. Sergeyich started, lost the thread of his dream. The cemetery disappeared, Vitalina and the ant dress evaporated, and he himself vanished. It was as if the projector had snapped the film.


But Sergeyich did not open his eyes.


So they blew something up, he thought. Wasn’t that close – just a big-calibre gun. If it had been close, it would have thrown me out of bed. And if the shell had hit the house, I’d have stayed in my dream, where it’s cosier and warmer than in life. And even the ant dress didn’t seem so annoying . . . Kind of got to like it.
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“He’s right under their feet!” Pashka did nothing to hide his angry bewilderment. “They should bring his body in.”


A cold, sharp wind was blowing from the direction of the bombed-out church. Pashka seemed to be pressing his head into his shoulders, trying to hide from the wind behind the upturned collar of his coat. His indignant profile reminded Sergeyich of the fiery revolutionaries depicted in Soviet textbooks.


They were standing at the edge of the garden again. Pashka had been sulking all morning, from the moment he opened his door to his childhood foe an hour earlier, without inviting him inside. Still, he did agree to accompany Sergeyich and got ready quickly.


“Alright, so he won’t let you sleep,” Pashka had grumbled on the way. “But what’s it to me? Let him lie, for all I care. They’ll get him down in the ground soon enough.”


“But you’re talking about a human being! A human being should either live or lie in a proper grave.”


“He’ll have his grave,” Pashka said dismissively. “We’ll all have our graves when the time comes.”


“Listen, let’s crawl out there – we could at least drag him off towards the trees, get him out of sight.”


“I’m not crawling out there! Let the people who sent him go out and fetch him.” The harshness of his frenemy’s tone told the beekeeper that there was no point in discussing it further.


“Hand me the binoculars,” Pashka said.


He looked through them for a moment or two, his lips twisting. He didn’t like the sight any more than Sergeyich did, but the thoughts it inspired in him were very different from the beekeeper’s.


“If he was crawling away from them, that means he’s a Uke,” Pashka reasoned aloud, lowering the binoculars. “And if he was crawling towards them, then he’s one of ours. Now, if we knew for sure that he was one of ours, we’d just tell the fellas in Karuselino to come and get him at night. But he’s laid out sideways! Who knows which way he was walking or crawling? By the way, Greyich – did you hear the blast last night?”


“I did,” Sergeyich nodded.


“I think they hit the cemetery.”


“Who?”


“Damned if I know. Say, got any spare tea?”


Sergeyich bit his lip. He felt that he could hardly refuse, since he had dragged Pashka out here, but he wished he could have.


“Sure, let’s go.”


Sergeyich walked ahead of Pashka, wondering what he should put the tea in. If he used a matchbox, Pashka would take offence, but a mayonnaise jar – that’s too much.


Both stamped their soles against the concrete threshold, knocking off the snow.


In the end, Sergeyich did use a mayonnaise jar, but he didn’t fill it all the way.


“You still want the binoculars, or have you seen enough?” Pashka said, trying to appear grateful.


“Leave them here a while,” the beekeeper said.


This time they parted on friendly terms.


When Pashka had gone Sergeyich went out to the shed to visit his wintering bees and make sure everything was in order. Then he ducked into the garage to have a look at his estate. He thought of starting the engine, just to check, but decided it might disturb the bees – they were just beyond the wooden wall; the shed and garage were as close as twin brothers, almost under the same roof.


The early winter twilight was approaching. Sergeyich had stocked up on coal for the night, poured half a bucket into the stove, closed its glass door, and put a pot full of water on one of the burners. He was planning to have salted buckwheat for dinner, then read a book by candlelight. He had a lot of candles – more than he had books. His books were old, from Soviet times, and lived behind glass, in the sideboard, to the left of the china. They were old, yes, but easy to read; the letters were large and distinct, and everything was clear, because the stories they told were simple. The candles, meanwhile, lay in the corner – two full boxes of them. They lay in tightly packed rows, separated by waxed paper. This waxed paper was itself a thing of great value; you could use it to start a fire in the rain, even in a hurricane. Once it gets going, there’s no dousing it. When a shell hit the Leninist church – everyone called it “Leninist” because it stood at the end of Lenin Street – and the church, being wooden, burned to the ground, Sergeyich walked over the next morning and found two boxes of candles in the stone outbuilding, which the explosion had torn wide open. He took them home – first one, then the other. Give and you shall receive – that’s what the Bible says. For years and years he had donated his beeswax to the church, precisely so that the priest could make candles. He had given and given, and then received these candles as a gift from the Lord. They came in an hour of need, when the power was cut off. And so they serve him now that light bulbs are useless. This too is holy work, after all – to brighten man’s life in dark times.
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After several calm, windless days came an unusually dark evening. It didn’t come of its own accord, but was brought about by the agitation of the sky, which was invisible from the wintery gloom below. Up there, heavy clouds pushed aside their lighter neighbours and began to shed fluffy snow. These new flakes fell to the ground, which was plastered with old snow that had grown hard in the dry wind.


Sergeyich, yawning, fed his stove a new portion of long-flame coal, then pinched out a yellow church candle with two fingers. It seemed he had done what had to be done before bedtime. All that remained was to pull the blanket up to his ears and fall asleep until the morning or until the cold woke him. Yet the silence, thanks to the snowfall, felt somehow incomplete. And when silence is incomplete, there arises, willy-nilly, the desire to complete it. But how? Sergeyich had long ago grown used to the sound of distant bombardments, which had become an integral part of silence. But now the snowfall – a much less frequent guest – had blocked out that sound with its rustling.


Silence, of course, is an arbitrary thing, a personal aural phenomenon that people adjust for themselves. In earlier days, Sergeyich’s silence was not unlike the silence of others. It easily absorbed the drone of an aeroplane up in the sky or the night-time chirp of a cricket that had hopped in through an open window. All quiet sounds that cause no irritation and don’t turn one’s head eventually fuse into silence. So it was with Sergeyich’s peacetime silence. And so it became with his wartime silence, in which military sounds suppressed and displaced peaceful, natural ones, but, in due course, also nestled under the wings of silence and ceased to draw attention to themselves.


Now Sergeyich lay in bed, seized by a strange anxiety because of the snowfall, which seemed too loud. Instead of drifting off to sleep, he lay there and thought.


And once again his thoughts returned to the dead man in the field. But this time Sergeyich’s thoughts hastened to bring him cheer, suggesting that the dead man would soon be hidden from view. After all, snow as heavy as this would cover everything up for a good long time, until the springtime thaw. And in spring all would change: nature would awake, birdsong would drown out the cannon fire – because the birds would be nearby, while the cannons would stay over there, far away. And only occasionally, for some unknown reason – maybe out of drunkenness or drowsiness – would the gunners accidentally drop one or two shells on Little Starhorodivka. Once a month at most. And these shells would fall where nothing living remained: on the cemetery, the churchyard, or the long-deserted and windowless building of the old kolkhoz administration.


And if the war did continue into spring, Sergeyich would leave the village to Pashka and take his bees – all six hives – to where there was no war; where the fields weren’t pockmarked by craters but covered in buckwheat or wildflowers; where you could walk without fear through woods, across meadows and along country roads; where there were lots of people and, even if they didn’t smile at you, life would still seem easier and warmer, simply because there were so many of them.


The thought of bees eased Sergeyich’s mind, and it seemed he was drifting closer to sleep. He recalled the day, dear to his memory and heart, when the former governor, the boss of Donbas – and almost of the entire country – had first paid him a visit.2 Now that was a man you could understand in all respects, understand and trust, like an old abacus. He had come in a jeep, with two guards. Life was very different back then, quiet. They still had ten years to go, if not more, before the onset of military silence. All the neighbours had come out of the woodwork to watch with envy and curiosity as that mountain of a man passed through Sergeyich’s gate and clasped his hand in his own gigantic paw. And maybe some of them had heard the governor ask: “So you’re Sergey Sergeyich, eh? And I can take a nap on your bees? You think this up all by yourself?”


“No, someone else thought it up – I saw it in a beekeeping magazine. But I built the bed myself,” the beekeeper said proudly.


“Well, let’s have a look,” the guest boomed, offering a stiff but friendly smile.


Sergeyich led him to the orchard, where six hives stood back to back in twos. They were topped with a sheet of wood, on which lay a thin, straw-filled mattress.


“Should I take off my shoes?” the guest said.


The host looked down at the guest’s shoes and froze in astonishment. They were sharp-nosed, exquisite in shape, and the colour of mother-of-pearl – as iridescent as the film of petrol on a puddle of water in dazzling sunlight, only nobler by far than petrol. Their mother-of-pearl shone so brightly that the air above them seemed to melt, as it does in great heat. Melting and losing its full transparency, the air added volume and extraordinary vibrancy both to the colour and shape of the shoes.


“No, no need,” Sergeyich said, shaking his head.


“Like them, eh?” the governor said, smiling. These words forced the host to tear his eyes from the shoes.


“Yes – I’ve never seen anything so beautiful,” Sergeyich confessed.


“What’s your size?” the governor asked.


“Forty-two.”


The governor nodded and approached one of the beehives in the middle, turning his rear end towards it. There was a wooden step stool at the hive’s base. He got up on the stool, carefully lowered himself onto the thin mattress, lay down on his right side, stretched out his legs, then looked at Sergeyich somewhat childishly, like a schoolboy faced with a strict teacher.


“Is it better to lie on my back or my stomach?” he asked.


“Back is better,” Sergeyich said. “Maximum connection between the body and the hives.”


“Alright, then. You can go and I’ll take my nap. They’ll call you,” said the governor and glanced at his guards, who stood a little way off from the bee-bed. One of them nodded, acknowledging that he had heard.


Sergeyich returned to his house and turned on the television – they still had power then. He tried to distract himself, but he couldn’t tear his thoughts from his important, gigantic guest. He was afraid that the legs of the hives might collapse under the man’s weight. He drank some tea to calm himself, but he couldn’t stop worrying about the fragility of the hives. After all, when he was building them, his only concern had been the comfort of the bees; he hadn’t yet learned of the health benefits of sleeping on top of the creatures.


After his nap, as a sign of gratitude, the important guest had given Sergeyich three hundred dollars and a bottle of vodka. From that day on, all those who had never liked the beekeeper or had simply ignored him began to greet him cordially, as if he had been touched by an archangel’s wing.


A year later, also in early autumn, the governor paid him a second visit. By then, Sergeyich had built a little gazebo around the bee-bed. It was light and foldable; you could assemble and disassemble it in under an hour. And he’d made the mattress even thinner, so that the straw wouldn’t block out even the slightest vibration from the hundreds of thousands of bees beneath it.


The governor looked tired. He now had ten guards with him, and there were as many cars parked by the fence along Lenin Street. Sergeyich had no idea who was in those cars or why they wouldn’t come out. This time the boss of Donbas slept on the bee-bed, or just lay there, for a full five or six hours. As he left, he not only gave Sergeyich an envelope containing a thousand dollars, but also hugged him with all his might. A proper bear hug. As though he were saying goodbye to a dear friend.


Well, it’s over, Sergeyich decided. Luck like that doesn’t strike twice. He won’t be coming again.


This was a sensible thought, for several reasons. One of which was banal: people were now advertising bee-beds in every district centre. Competition was running wild, while Sergeyich, for his part, didn’t advertise at all. True, everyone in the village knew that the governor had come all the way from Kyiv to sleep on top of Sergeyich’s bees, and they spread the word to their friends and relatives in other villages and towns; so those wishing to sleep on top of “the governor’s bees” turned up at Sergeyich’s gate in numbers that other beekeepers could only envy. Still, Sergeyich didn’t push up the modest price he usually charged, and he even treated the nicer customers to tea with honey. His customers liked to chat with him about this and that, about life. At home, by that time, there was no-one for Sergeyich to chat with: his wife and daughter had run off while he was out at the wholesale produce market in Horlivka. They had left a wound in his heart. But he persevered. He gathered all his will into a fist and didn’t let the tears that had welled up in his eyes roll down his cheeks. He went on living – and life was calm and satisfying. In the summers he enjoyed the buzzing of his bees, and in the winter the peace and quiet, the snowy whiteness of the fields and the total stillness of the grey sky. He could have lived out his days in that way, but something intervened. Something broke in the country, in Kyiv, where nothing had ever been quite right. It broke so badly that painful cracks ran along the country, as if along a sheet of glass, and then blood began to seep through these cracks. That was the start of the war, the sense of which had, for three years now, remained a mystery to Sergeyich.


The first shell hit the church, and the very next morning people began to leave Little Starhorodivka. First, fathers bundled their wives and children off to safety, wherever they had relatives: Russia, Odessa, Mykolayiv. Then the fathers themselves left, some becoming “separatists”, others refugees. The last to be taken away were the old men and women. They were dragged off weeping and cursing. The noise was awful. And then, one day, things grew so quiet that Sergeyich stepped out onto Lenin Street and was nearly deafened by the silence. It was heavy, as if cast in iron. Sergeyich was suddenly afraid that he’d been left all alone in the village. He set off cautiously down the street, peering over each fence. After a night of cannon fire, this silence weighed on him, pressing down on his shoulders like a bag full of coal. All the doors were boarded shut. Some of the windows were covered up with plywood. He reached the church, just under a kilometre from his home. Then he crossed over to Shevchenko, the parallel street, and began to make his way back on shaky legs. Suddenly he heard a cough, and it thrilled him. Sergeyich went up to the fence from which the cough had come, and there was Pashka, sitting on a bench, a bottle of vodka in his left hand, a cigarette in his right.


“What are you doing here?” Sergeyich said. They had never, ever exchanged greetings.


“What am I doing here? Am I supposed to give all this up? My cellar’s plenty deep. Push comes to shove, I can hole up down there.”


That was the first spring of the war. And now they were in its third winter. For almost three years he and Pashka had been keeping the village alive. If every last person took off, no-one would return. This way, people were sure to come back – either when all that nonsense in Kyiv stopped, or when the landmines were gone and the shells stopped falling.
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Two nights and two days had passed since the snowfall. In that time, Sergeyich had only gone outside to get coal. Now his feet sank gently into the fresh white carpet. But something surprised him: he noticed bald patches, with the old crust peeking out. Well, it hadn’t been a blizzard, after all – just snow falling freely and easily, then moving, floating this way and that. Or maybe a low wind had blown it off towards some natural barrier, where it could have gathered in snowdrifts. But Sergeyich felt no desire to go looking for them.


The kettle was boiling. You can’t just turn off a coal-burning stove as you would a gas range, so the kettle had to sit there, boiling idly, until Sergeyich removed it using an old kitchen towel. He poured some of the water into a Mobile TeleSystems mug, with its distinctive logo, enlivening the boiling liquid with a pinch of tea. Then he took a one-litre jar of honey from the floor.


Maybe I should call Pashka over, he thought, yawning. And then: Better not. I’d have to go all the way to the other end of the village.


He still hadn’t finished his first mug when a blast thundered somewhere nearby. The windows rattled so loudly that it hurt his ears.


“Fucking bastards!” Sergeyich cried out bitterly, slamming the mug down on the table and spilling some of his tea. He ran to the nearest window to check if it had cracked. It had not.


The other windows were also intact. He thought he might go out and see where the shell had fallen – maybe it had smashed a neighbour’s house.


Ah, to hell with it . . . The main thing is mine’s still standing, Sergeyich concluded, returning to the table.


Now, if there had been a second blast, that would have been a different story. He would have made straight for the cellar, as he had done three years ago, when shells began to rain down on Little Starhorodivka out of the blue.


There were still two hours to go before the early February sunset. And this, too, was surprising – the fact that a shell had hit the village in daytime. Had it been dark, you could have chalked it up to a mistake. But in the daytime? Were they drunk or something? Bored by the silence? And which “they” were they, anyway: the ones in Karuselino, or the ones dug in between the village and Zhdanivka?


Sergeyich diluted his bitter thoughts with honey and felt better. He refilled his mug and grinned at the sight of the logo. His mobile was on M.T.S. too. Otherwise he wouldn’t have had the mug, of course. But the mobile, together with its charger, was now simply a dead weight in his sideboard. If power were restored, he could charge it up and check whether there was still service in the area. But even if he had both power and service, another question would arise: who was there to call? Pashka? It would be cheaper to walk over there. And besides, Sergeyich didn’t have his number. And if he were to call his ex, Vitalina, he’d need to pick his words very carefully, well ahead of time, maybe even write them down on a piece of paper and read them out to her – otherwise she would probably hang up. At least he could ask how his daughter was doing. And if he and Vitalina got to talking, he could ask her about life in Vinnytsia. How was it that he had never once gone to visit his in-laws – you could even say, that he hadn’t gone anywhere in his forty-nine years of life? The only places he had ever visited were Horlivka, Yenakiieve, Donetsk, and three or four dozen other mining towns and villages, where he’d been sent on assignment before he’d acquired his disability. His job had been an important one: safety inspector. He had been down certain mines twenty times or more. He had got such a lungful of their safety that he became a disabled pensioner at forty-two. Silicosis is no joke. But the fact that it’s so common among people who work underground makes it something like the flu. Just people coughing, that’s all . . .


A fist pounded at his door.


Sergeyich shuddered, but then immediately laughed away his fear: who could it be but Pashka?


He opened the door and saw his childhood enemy’s deathly pale, grief-stricken face. They hit Pashka’s house, Sergeyich thought with horror.


“Flattened half the Krasyuk place and took out their shed,” Pashka reported in a quivering voice.


“Hmm,” Sergeyich responded sympathetically, inviting his neighbour inside.


He sat Pashka down at the table, poured him some tea, and gave him a spoon so that he could help himself to honey.


Sergeyich understood his guest’s fear. The Krasyuks were two doors down from his place. So if that was where the shell hit, Pashka’s windows were gone – no doubt about it.


The guest looked up at his host. “Listen, Greyich, will you let me spend the night over here?”


“Fine with me. Did it hit your place too?”


“Windows.” Pashka sighed. “Every last one of them. I was lucky – a shard whizzed right past my face and landed in the sideboard! I was just getting ready to eat, mashing lard into my potatoes.”


Pashka fell silent and peered cautiously into Sergeyich’s eyes. The host understood the reason behind his guest’s sudden silence. Pashka had slipped up. All this time he’d been claiming he was going hungry, but now it looked as though he had plenty of food. Sergeyich smiled in his thoughts, but not with his lips. He still felt sorry for his childhood enemy – a cold house, twelve below outside. If the house remained windowless for twenty-four hours, it would take three days to warm it back up.


“Alright.” Sergeyich nodded. “You can spend the night, but we’ve got to fix those windows or you’ll be moving in for good.”


“Where am I going to get the glass?”


“Not very bright, are you?” the beekeeper said quietly. “Too lazy to think. When a person’s heart fails, they either bury him or look for a donor. Don’t you read the papers?”


“What’s that have to do with anything?” the guest said. “What sort of donor?”


“Alright, I’ve got the tools,” Sergeyich said, thinking out loud. “Whose house is empty but still has all its windows?”


Pasha was delighted – he had caught Sergeyich’s drift.


“Klava Zhivotkina! Hell, she died long before the war!” he said, and then the enthusiasm faded from his eyes. “But she lived in an old hut, with tiny windows. We need bigger ones . . . Maybe Arzamyan’s?”


“Is he dead?” Sergeyich said, warily.


“That I don’t know.” Pashka hesitated. “But he’s gone, that’s for sure. Took off for Rostov, I think. He isn’t Russian, you know. And not Ukrainian either. He’s Armenian.”


“So what? He lived here, and that means he’s one of us. How could I look him in the eyes if he comes back? Think harder . . .”


“The Serovs!” Pashka exclaimed joyfully. “That shell took them out! The whole lot of them, even the kids!”


“Yes.” Sergeyich nodded, frowned, and heaved a heavy sigh. He remembered how the Serovs had been the first to flee – they didn’t even wait for the bombardment to stop. And that’s when the shell hit them, on the road right outside the village. Bang in the middle of their Volga saloon. And the Volga was still out there, all torn up on the dirt road.


“Alright.” Sergeyich looked up at his guest. “Finish your tea and let’s go. I reckon we’ll be done before sunset. I’ve got a good glass cutter.”
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Pashka’s gratitude for the new windows and for the night spent at Sergeyich’s place had its limits. He let the beekeeper hold on to the binoculars a while longer, but he certainly did not offer him any of the lard he had mentioned. And Sergeyich really missed the taste of lard. Not that he was desperate . . . If Pashka had not mentioned the word, Sergeyich wouldn’t even have thought of it. But in this wartime winter, with church candles and no electricity, any mention of past pleasures awakens longings. If Pashka had brought up dried, salted roach instead of lard, Sergeyich would have been tortured by thoughts of fish right now. But of course, the absences in Sergeyich’s home were nearly endless. You could spend an eternity listing the things he did not have at hand or in his cellar. The things Sergeyich did possess, however, were easy to list: honey, vodka, various tinctures he had made, bee-pollen remedies and other apian delights. He also had a bottle of Crimean brandy, from the October factory, stashed away somewhere, but he couldn’t quite remember where. Had Sergeyich been as bad a blabbermouth as Pashka, he would have had to split all his supplies with his childhood enemy long ago. Although, to tell the truth, he didn’t really see Pashka as an enemy anymore. Every time they met, even when they squabbled, Sergeyich felt closer to the fellow. In some ways they had become brothers – though not by blood, thank God . . .


There was a soft knock at the door.


“Well, well, look at that,” Sergeyich said to himself with a grin. “You help a person out, and they start acting a little more civilised.”


He picked up a burning candle from the table and went to let Pashka in.


But when he unlocked and opened the door, he was met by the evening darkness and a figure with a face that was not Pashka’s. It was a younger face, with tense eyes that reflected the church candle’s flame.


Sergeyich froze. And as he stood there, he gradually realised that the stranger was wearing camouflage and had an automatic rifle slung over his shoulder, with its short barrel pointed at the ground.


“Forgive me, I know it’s late . . . and unexpected,” the stranger said with a note of polite embarrassment.


Sergeyich understood that the stranger was unlikely to kill or rob him. Otherwise, why apologise? He sighed and brought the candle in his left hand closer to the uninvited guest, who was very young indeed – maybe twenty-two, twenty-three.


“May I come in?” the stranger said.


“Sure – if you take off your boots and leave the rifle by the door,” Sergeyich said in an exaggeratedly stern manner, though he sensed that his voice was on the verge of trembling with fear. He was, after all, ordering a soldier to hand over his weapon.


“I can take off my boots,” the young man said. “But I’m not allowed to abandon my weapon.”


“Alright, the boots will do,” Sergeyich said.


He shut the door, lowering the iron latch and hook, glanced at the pair of tall boots by the wall, then invited the stranger to sit at the table.


“A little vodka?” he said out of politeness, then mentally smacked himself in the mouth for showing such excessive hospitality.


“No, thanks.” The young man shook his head. “But I’d take some tea.”


Sergeyich nodded. “Tea it is.”


It seemed to him that one candle wasn’t enough for two people. He took out two more and lit them.


“Tea it is,” he repeated, peering into the stranger’s face, just to make sure he hadn’t missed anything in the light of the single candle. “What’s your name?”


“Petro.”


“And where’re you from?”


“From Khmelnytskyi.”


“Ah,” Sergeyich said, sounding as if he had grasped something important. “Ukrainian army, then.”


The young man nodded.


“Artillery?”


Petro shook his head. “And what’s your name?”


“Me? Sergey Sergeyich – you can call me Sergeyich. So it’s probably Peter, not Petro.”


“No, it’s Petro. Says so in my passport.”


“Well, my passport says I’m Serhiy Serhiyovych – but I say I’m Sergey Sergeyich. That’s the difference.”


“You probably don’t agree with your passport,” Petro said.


“No, I agree with my passport, just not with what it chooses to call me.”


“Well, I agree both with my passport and with what it chooses to call me,” the guest said with a smile. It was an easy smile, even disarming – although a rifle hung on the back of his chair.


“Maybe you agree because the name in your passport is the same as your name in life,” Sergeyich said thoughtfully. “If that were the case with me, I wouldn’t quarrel with my passport either. So tell me, Petro – to what do I owe this visit? You want something from me?”


“That’s right,” the young man said. “I wanted to get acquainted. I’ve seen you for more than a year now, but didn’t know your name.”


“Where’ve you been seeing me?” Sergeyich said, taken aback.


“Through my binoculars,” the young man replied, a little hesitantly. “I’m supposed to observe the village. I would have come earlier, but it’s dangerous in the daytime. I’m not really allowed to come in the dark, either – but it’s less risky.”


“What sort of danger do you expect from us in the daytime?”


“From you personally, none. But from the snipers who’ve got our nerves shot – and would like to do the same for our heads – plenty. Just three days ago they were taking pot shots at us from the church.”


“Nobody comes through here,” Sergeyich stated with conviction. “I would’ve seen their tracks – I don’t sit at home all day, you know.”


“Four killed this year, three wounded,” Petro said calmly, scratching behind his ear. Then he awkwardly placed his green balaclava on the tabletop.


Sergeyich made the tea. He poured a cup for his guest and one for himself.


“So how is it there, in Ukraine?” he said. “Enough lard for everyone?”


“Oh, sure.” The young man could not help but smile. “I sometimes get a bit too. Volunteers drive it over. As for the country, same as always . . . People getting ripped off, streets and towns renamed. But they say things will improve after the war. We won’t need permission to go abroad.”


“If you don’t get yourself killed, you mean,” Sergeyich said, his lips curling. But then he caught himself. That almost made it sound like he was wishing someone dead. He decided to change the subject. “What names are they changing?”


“Haven’t you heard?” Petro’s eyes opened wide, and a smile revealed strong teeth. “Oh, I forgot – you don’t have any power, so no T.V. . . .”


The host nodded sadly. “Yeah, power’s been out for a long time. Maybe they’ll come and fix it?”


“I doubt it. Too dangerous now. And it’s probably better that you don’t watch T.V., anyway – save your nerves.”


“Don’t worry about me – I’ve got nerves of steel,” Sergeyich boasted. “I was a safety inspector in the mines. You have any idea what that requires?”


The young man’s eyes showed a spark of admiration.


“And what did you do before all this?” Sergeyich asked.


“Tourism. Hospitality. Wanted to move down to Crimea, build a little hotel.”


“A little late for that,” Sergeyich lamented, waving his hand. “I’ve never been to Crimea myself. Always wanted to go, though – take a dip in the sea, lie around on a beach, come back tanned . . . I’ve got a friend down there. We met at a beekeeping convention. A Tatar – name’s Akhtem Mustafayev. Beekeeper like me. Keeps inviting me, but it hasn’t worked out . . .”


“Well, someday,” the young man said, perhaps in an effort to console Sergeyich.


“Maybe.” The beekeeper did not sound convinced. His gaze darkened. “Tell me, why haven’t you taken that body off the field? He’s right there, close to where you are.”


“The one in camouflage?” Petro said tensely.


“Yes, that one. Maybe the snow’s covered him up by now. I didn’t check yesterday.”


“It hasn’t.” The young man sighed. “The wind swept the snow away. He isn’t ours. And it’s too dangerous to send people out there. Could be tripwires under the snow. They might’ve even booby-trapped the body. Let the separs fetch him. He’s one of theirs.”


“They’ll crawl out to fetch him, and you’ll mow them down, is that it?” Sergeyich said maliciously.


“If they come unarmed, with a white rag, we’ll let them take him.”


“Is that so? You know they say he isn’t one of theirs,” Sergeyich said, and instantly regretted it.


“And when did they tell you that?” Petro said, narrowing his eyes. His gaze turned cold and hostile.


“They didn’t tell me – they told Pashka, my neighbour on Shevchenko Street. They came to see him, so he asked.”


“Uh-huh,” the young man mumbled, as if drawing conclusions. “Well, if he isn’t one of theirs and isn’t one of ours, then he must have been part of the third force.”


“What is this ‘third force’?” the beekeeper asked.


“Who knows? We think they’re on our side, fighting without insignia. And the others say the opposite – that they’re fighting against us. Maybe it’s special forces from somewhere else altogether, fighting against both sides. That’s why we celebrate when they knock off somebody over there, and they get all excited when someone in our rear fires a grenade at one of our I.F.V.s . . .”


“Do you want to take some honey with you?” Sergeyich said.


“Oh, I’m not leaving yet,” Petro said. “And I don’t need honey. Well, I might take some now – with my tea.”


“Yes, yes, of course.”


Silence descended again, and the beekeeper had no wish to break it. But after a minute he grew interested again in the renaming of streets.


“What are they calling them?” he said, almost in a whisper.


“Well, if they were Marx or Lenin, they’ve been renamed after Bandera or some writer,”3 the soldier said.


“I’d prefer a writer,” Sergeyich said. “By the way, we’re on Lenin Street here.”


“When the war’s over, they’ll rename it.”


“What if I want to choose the new name myself?”


“No problem. You just have to come to an agreement with everyone else who lives on the street. And then take it to the local council.”


“That’ll take a while,” Sergeyich grumbled. “A long while . . .”


“Well, I suppose I’ll get going.” Petro removed the rifle from the back of the chair and slung it over his shoulder. Then he picked up his balaclava with his left hand and slipped his right hand into the pocket of his warm camouflage jacket, pulling out an R.G.D.-5 grenade. He set it down next to his teacup.
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