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Lauri Pilter

time of awakening, with bird-song and a promise
front of my wooden house at night and teIIirﬂI
used to be. Jewish women are standing on'the p.
how the spirit of Hitler isalive in me,who edeem himself for them. Pieces of firewood
are being sawed in the nel ghbourinﬁgrd\th rning, it sends me the message about how
soon enough they are coming to Jegs, and genitals, | am to become a stunted
torso as the punishment for
they all know | once shout
house in sharp daylig eir Egyptian facia proﬂl&e sending me various grinning grimaces.
The next night, a show i ghiran apartment in the house across the street: a Jewish
grandmother str&hed out bed, IS groaning about me being the enemy of her people,
“Haman! Haman!” 'she is directing curses at me, while her young granddaughter is consoling
her, “Yes, hewas a

n

an, but he is one of us now, let’s not have him hanged after all.” Itis
the box full of ragged prisoners is speeding down the street past
Russian uniforms, slovenly-looking, big, dark men. “Good-bye
. “You have got ten days left, then we are going to be back!” The doors
stop screech under my window like a scream from a woman close to me,
who is taken along to be raped. There is poor soil in this suburb, yet | try seeding carrot and
dill inthe | just made in my garden, having brought fertiliser from the market-place. The
young car-owner lads from the next house grinning at the fence at my endeavours, their
mouths agape, | place my pams on the earth, making fifty push-ups and fifty more. With a
stench of tobacco smoke and strong black tea floating in my cool apartment, | am considering
ways of doing myself in, how about grabbing the fire extinguisher from the wall of the stair
well and blowing foam in my face. The circular saw still buzzing and groaning its threats in
the next yard, before they come for me, not to face the worst, | tie up my wrists with the
packing cord to the best | can muster, and spend hours lying on the privy floor, my head
between the toilet seat and the cardboard wall. In the next, shiny morning my Yiddish
girlfriends entice me to the bus station. | take the bus to Viljandi. As it stops in the
countryside, among the entering passengers there is a boy with a shadow of death and doom
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on his face, which he sends towards me, without meeting my glance. | am standing immobile
in the Viljandi bus station, my blue sports trousers torn at the groin, young women, old men
are looking at me, their eyes rolling like a merry-go-round in an icy compassion, the looks
flitting, quivering, twinkling moistily, sharing the chamber memories with me, the common
experience. As the bus driver is selling the ticket to Parnu to me, instead of “You are
welcome!” he utters a polite, cruelly detached “Sieg heil!'* In the city of Parnu, Jewish
businessmen in black leather jackets are waiting for me, with awhiz they are halting their cars
near the bus station, they see me as alogt, sinful rabbi. What am | doing in a strange city? |
cannot go to the capital, Tallinn, that would finish me. My Yiddish girlfriends persuade me to
start walking to Lihula; seventy kilometres. Out of the city, stepping with a brisk gait | go
astray on a fifteen kilometre side road, the forests, meadows, fields are ﬁjoicing a the
vanishing snow, the sun blazing, a small plane roaring overhead with promi he victory
day, am | to have a share of them? Under the bridge, | am scooping wateravith m%sfrom
a large river, drinking it, pissing straight away, | really am thirsty; i
roadside ditches. Running into the woods now, any violets here? Someone istalking from the
private house in the woods: “See, a man is lying stretched out on the moss!“ =*What is he
T8

doing there? — *“Just lying.“ — “Hiding himself!* middle- ish wemen answer
screaming on the road. “He is even worse than the very him! Himmler!* For the
whole day, | am walking towards Lihula, a car of ambulanee comes towards me and haltsin
the evening darkness, | pace past it, later a motorcycle S @l me,%unt man in the saddle,
he talks gravely to me, saying that | have fallen, 2.was.such a bright, promising
young man, with all his might he tries to talk me‘into turning back, do | even know what is
expecting me in Lihula, who is in power th . the localNazi youths, furious at losing
their leader, will finish me off. | keep ongoing, som touches my left hand, it isabig,
delicate dog, three or four greyhounds ar ndlessly following me along the road in
moonshine, stopping as | stop, coptifitiing, wi e, | am muttering prayers, they won't do

anything to me, and they won't. But farth In the farmyards shrouded in pitch-dark
forests, fierce watchdogs are snarling and yelling,

hisvillage is caled Ahaste, some millennia
ago, seas were lapping heref oceanbays, lagaons, | turn around, walking back towards Péarnu
before daybreak, early traffic is starting*to race about me, vans, lorries, their engines and
windscreens gasping il!_Sieg yeil!“ as they pass, the drivers sending curses at me
from the wheels, the spri ning blood-red, | can hear telepathically from across the
Atlantic the objeétof my unrequited love discussing with her partner, the father of her child,
what offences’] have committed and still, what my certain values are, yes, | did write well
about my feelings ight be my redemption, in the mid-morning | reach a crossroads, can
see a modern-st schoolhouse, can sense someone watching me, | do not want to
respond, a premoni makes me to resist, nevertheless, | look — like | thought, a slim tall
yotth is& oss the road, a schoolboy, the skin of his face so ruddy and healthy,
observing me with a frozen grin on his lips, holding his right arm towards me in the Roman
greeti n@npﬂy turn my eyes away. | take the road to the left, alovely, green, sunny mid-
day, people are gardening around a house, raking, | stop to watch, am noticed, they are
growing suspicious, in a synagogue in Riga a stout rabbi is shaking and rocking in prayers for
the salvation or damnation of my soul, a meadow by the road, a creek under the trees at the
end of it, | sit down by the stream, treading thoughtful patterns into the mud with my shoes,
there is even some ice on the shaded riverbank, some dozen steps upstream | can hear voices
talking, someone discussing my intimate relations with someone over there, taking an account
of me and my possible rivals, someone dear to me sitting there, at a decent distance and still
so close, these are all my friends here, well enough, my Yiddish girlfriends knew where to
guide me, a gentle maidenly voice growing louder, hours passing, the day turning older, these
two are keeping their Shekinah, kind voices of young men are saying of us, the time of
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holocaust arrives in the twilight, our souls freed from earthly pains, after lightly rising we are
walking by the light of forest-torches towards our escape, | go on hiking along the road, sure |
know now, | must spend the rest of my lifein a provincia bedlam, wish I could take the bus
there right now, shortly before midnight | reach the outskirts of Parnu, an alien suburb that
smells like some city in the distant South, a sweetish odour creeping into your pores, like the
fragrance from sugary, brown dough, | know that | am being watched, a small rabbi is
keeping an eye on me, having made me into his man, into his golem.
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Uncle Endéel’s Grendel
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| am old, that is, middle-aged, inert, obese, and in staggering health. Like my uncle
Endel at that age, who still had fifteen years ahead to live then. For myself, | am not expecting
any more. The laws of physics and nature, the progression of time and physiological
processes remain superior to any individual wilfulness. A placid mind, a firm ground to stay
on, self-confidence and conclusive professional skills are the rewards | have received in return
for wasting my health and my youthful vigour. Not the worst outcome, it would be even
sadder if the losses had remained with no compensation at all.

There is hardly anyone who cares to have any friendly business withxne, any more.
Having seen, done everything, | am weary of dreams. Most of all, | am of situationsin
which | can dream no more, but in fact | can, | just do not have the powersto any k

For my dearest ones, | am too old, and cannot help it. Nos©On pects an; great
achievements from me, any more.

My nervous system is too inert and cautious for me to be a poet. | ameeking for a
poetry that would not be language shaped into images, but like ics instead. Tonight,
before | lost my sleep at half past one, | dreamt of my form master,\a teachenef maths. A stern
and witty man, weird alittle, dying he was no more than ior to my present age. |
am looking for a poetry that would never sink into_a ithere are no epochs in

onging for me as a man and one

mathematics.
Maybe someone is longing for me right“now.
t"keeps himself alive by eating
would surely be disappointed if

carrying the seed, but as aliving being with aw

and breathing. Is it arelief or a disappoiptment for m

she knew about my state of mind — unable toleng for anyone to be a stable partner, seeing as|
do in her the same impermanence of<aljithe u idable pain or disappointment of the future.

There is no endurance anywhere, ih anyone, ng.
Thesunisdry. The isgent and dry. The sun is silent and the wind is tugging my

sleeve. Away! Should | goo the or a bath in the bubble tube? | feel like an anatomical
sample, still holding a bit ofilife, requiri echanical care as any mechanism. Should | go
soaking myself inab ? But why since the ideas, in which and for which | am living,
stay on without my body b ound? Do the people who appear to need me as a contributor
to arts and humafiities, really néed-me if they do not need my body. Do they need the body to
go on contributing te the fine arts. Or isit no body at all that does it, and what becomes of it,

is only itzbwn C 2 To along sleep. The golden house of my father’s. Birches in the
pasture.‘Gene fo . That which is now a horse the rack dislimns.

Uncleend endel —what do | know of it? | know that the monster started lurking
and'th g him at the arrival of his puberty. He had been a healthy and joyous boy,

grades. H ther — mamma took him to join the Academic Boys Choir. Endel was wearing
awhite shirt; atie and a black suit. He was not that talented a singer, still, they accepted him
into the best boys' choir of the whole republic. After a month and a half, he dropped out of it.
Just would not go. Creeping close in miasmal mists, that was the first victory of the beast. The
boy’s grades fell, he began failing at school, he kept moping about at home, his plumpness, of
a healthy kind formerly, developed into a fatness, as he went on devouring his mamma's
meals. He quit the high school. Having graduated from evening classes eventually, he tried
enrolling at a university but failed the test. He managed enrolling at a college of agriculture
but dropped his studies in two months. Evidently, that sealed his destiny. O yes, he could look
ahead for some better times yet: assisting and continuing his father’s job of lithography,
having fun at the parties of his relatives, reading quite a few books for sure, solving

pIaying%i In the garden with kids from neighbouring yards. And learning for good
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crosswords, practising his hobby of self-made electronics. In his early thirties, as the whole
family — his mamma, papa, and himself, with papa at the wheel of his own car — were
travelling among farmholds or townlets of Livonia, the well-to-do toffs from the capital
visiting their country relatives, he still looked rather slim and even handsome.

Grendel attained his prey for good as the Soviet Union crumbled, and when the
independent Estonian Republic was declared, uncle Endel had just turned forty-six. He lost
his job, the only one he was qualified for and capable of, he was assaulted by dozens of
illnesses of interior organs and by mental complaints, he became increasingly addicted to
alcohol, he even drank cheap perfume, he was listed in a psychiatric hospital, his close ones,
the few that he had, felt ashamed when he, on very rare occasions, chanced into the sight of
someone visiting them, he distrusted everyone except his mamma, whom he'treated as an
unavoidable property, he only earned a handicap pension, he was indiffereat or to me,
his only nephew, with his huge bulging belly, his neck and face buried indolds of tatythe hair
grey and greasy, he was the embodiment of idle apathy and aimless ion. That\is‘how
Grendel obtained him — and nevertheless, | am thinking about his desth-at theiage of fifYy-five
years and nine months, the last photograph of him as dead undi the eyes of myamother and

grandmother — | was absent from his funeral service before the ion — the frozen face
coloured red, a painful grimace on the mouth, the obesity diminish lejin the final agony
— as the battle death of Beowulf in his fight with the dragon thatiravaged the lands of the
geats, as the joining of a hero of the dignified rank is anc s across the river of
memory, in aland of shadows garmented in noble peac

| recall a dialogue | was present at as‘the,third
secondary school, visiting my grandmother, h e a'widow two years earlier, and
her son, in the summer of 1987, on a bright and'mild ith some haziness of the shadows

from the stripes of clouds, glistening in thro eir living room window. My uncle and me

had been discussing the topic that hadlately b e afavourite of ours — the origins, history,

and nature of the universe. He rgven e books of popular science by Russian
h

arty, as a fifteen-year-old boy of

as uncle Endel said that in a few billion
he sun'will be swelling and taking the Earth in his hot
embrace and burning g will be burning to ashes.

Uncle Endel w i thg:loor to the living room, mamma quit her usual chores
and sat down in a soft chal to the round coffee table made of dark solid wood and with
high legs. She Jéant forward @,little, placed both her elbows on the table-cloth and was
fingering its gringethoughfully, in matter-of-fact placidity. Her eyes whose focus at times
made themn” 100k raisins, were flitting a little, glancing partly into the living room
window; partly inte_herself. “Now, can that be true!” she exclaimed. “That is not going to

happen by any,m isit?
A~ LA%I ruck his arm through the air in a gesture of resolution. “Yes, it is,
everythi%ill be burning away and disappearing! That isfor sure!”

astronomers. My grandmother, mamma, cou
years, the Earth is going to.disapp
of it,

M a centred her gaze into the midday light streaming in through the window, with
a tender ripple of a smile on her lips: “But these little birches up here look so sweet!” — and
she pointed at the tops of the two birches that were rustling amicably straight next to the
balcony of their third-floor-apartment, by the gates of the kindergarten building, on a lawn
trodden black and strewn over, as usual, with metal corks of beer and soda bottles. Those trees
had been a delight to her eyes for well about twenty years.

The glimmering legs of the dawn. That was the dawn of life of my own: the bursting
of the daybreak into aday. Now, | am like uncle Endel at that time.
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Asayouth, | was an innocent solitary. | spent my extra energy by running about in the
forests. | had alove relationship with the woods, the odorous moss and the cowberry leaves at
spring, the little crackling twigs and branches that | was chewing, the budding tree leaves that
| was nipping, my dog whom | was flinging about, caressing, and running with, rather than
with any young female being the cherishing of whom could have only led to disappointments
and pain, a unilateral or mutual injustice. But there were dangers in the very innocence — by
directing my love urge to the woods, nature, | was making love to death, autumn, decay, as
though to a frozen female body, and for a long time, | had difficulties with recognising a
sovereign spiritual being in awoman.

The quail symphony. More an expression of feeling than the art cj‘ painting. The
cuckoo is caling your fates. The quail is singing your moments of happiness. The quail will
prevail. The pied piper is playing the quail part of Beethoven's Sixth symphony. &fO”OW
him, kids! Whatever the cuckoo may be calling.

The burble of water around me isthe quail singing. My heart is a cuckae. 7

The cuckoo of my heart would be choked silent if it would not hear the quail:

Hercules is coming to the garden of Hesperides, to steNg of the cuckoo, or
maybe Atlas is coming instead.

The chunks of ice in the bay turned into flocks hite s. My creative writing
teacher told me it was too simple a metaphor. SV$

[ t through the neck of a
Septimus fond of life, fixed on
ing off, falling into the valley

With the pocket knife | had bought in South
dying swan at the bay of Hoosal in March. | am Septim
life, taking pleasurein it. And hearing close faﬂyf ds
of death.

Along the street of Hoosal that p
hospital opposite to it, there came asmaAwith
the foxes that had become a pest'in the t , g been wandering freely in streets like
homeless dogs for a few years nows, The rabi no longer a menace, that is why they had
[ opul areas. Right at the moment, he could see one
elike a regular vagrant cat. He aimed and shot it. But
tea@er, in the years of her prime, from the art school was

e back/quarters of the old castle, with the
otgun, clad in dark robes, who was hunting

agile looks in sedfeh of prettierpmere artistic sights, thinking of the forthcoming lesson at the
art school. Shé was'delicate, and her slender limbs were nimble. She was wearing a blouse of
fine tissue = whini he bullet hit that gentle shoulder, tearing the cloth, sprinkling blood
and bits”of\fl , it just bruised her. She will be fine. What will 1 do, Septimus,
seeing the ni ffer! | am swearing revenge, promising to myself to cut the black
rottweil hegunman’s, Silvio's, into ribbons, anyway, he was not allowed to shoot at
the fox'even. After accomplishing my revenge, | am caught, young as | am, | have no record
of offenses,| sent to the bedlam in the capital, for recuperation. But that leaves me with a
stigma. After being released, | am not the same any more. | keep roaming in the crazy
Northern Estonia teeming with crime, in and around the capital city. It is the crude nineties,
two rascals catch me by a railway, sadists, who not just rob me but make me a cripple,
removing, as in a real bad American horror movie, my right hand with a chainsaw. A good
Samaritan finds me, calling for help, my life will be saved in the hospital. Still in that big,
brutal, buzzing capital city. Talented as | was, with an eye and a hand for painting, as my
teacher said, what kind of art am | fit for now, having lost my hand? But there are even those
who paint with their toes or mouths. That is what my new girlfriends, senior to my age, the
good aunties full of love and respect and caring for me, my platonic sweethearts, the
benefactresses | always wish to hug, tell me.



With the pocket knife | had bought in Southeastern Latvia, | cut through the neck of a
dying swan by a place of open water in the icy bay of Hoosal in March. The bird was dazed,
fallen on its stomach. The wings had fainted, the black webs forked apart, childish, helpless.
The white neck hardly flinching once or twice in the hold of my large pam, the skin of my
thumb startled by the brief white coarseness of the neck feathers, as | pushed the blade in. |
cut through the middle of the long neck. Not much of a Saint George, though there really is
something dragonish in a swan figure. Giving up you, giving up life, going the way of all the
mortals. No euthanasia for a monster, though when recklessly protecting their offspring, they
attack you hissing, the beaks prepared for stabbing, the heads stamping angrily, the preening,
sinuous, cruel grace of beautiful creatures. Halting for a moment though, it really seemed as if
| were killing a fine rounded dragon, slipping it off with my knife into the wiers of Lethe. |
am no good at birds, cannot classify most of the waterfowl. In late April thoughpthe reaches
of the bay of Hoosal are ringing like a mad kindergarten deep into inlandéress, throbbing in a
noisy jet of the colours of sound. )

3

Uncle Endel, mamma and | were coming from downtown Tallipn‘aneswal king through

an old and decaying slum. We were glad at one another sigompany‘és always, though we did
not always recognise that. My uncle was the same hea
of sweat (I did not smell but knew it). Those wererthe 2
might have been 1987, again, me in my mid-teens. 10ther went to a shop to buy food
stuff, while my uncle and | were waiting in *r '
I

Grandmother came back to us carrying a bag full of d promises. It was in the evening,
the spring twilight nearly there. We went d over Street (the street in which a gang of
scoundrels would rob me of all my*“bélengi including passport, and nearly beat me to
death one May night six years later). My le smoking another cigarette. Two young
Russian women with juicy hips long dark hair met us on the pavement. They asked my
uncle to light their fags andd coul at once that they liked him! | was proud of him and

pleased at his success. \Why should t
prime!

like him, such a bold, hairy, stocky bloke at his

“Russian bitches!” ndel’&aid with gusto, in a tone of jovial calmness, as we
went on walkipg™and mamma, muttered something in soft reproach. My thoughts were
playing around uncle Endel’ s fine unexpected success asif it were ajar of honey. It seemed to
me as thokgh thro im, those vagrant Russian girls had paid a bit of attention to myself.
Even back'then, my, eyes kind of double noticed those kinds of dark-haired lasses.
is looking for bitches! Larats likes bitches, doesn't he!” my uncle
, in a voice of coarse mockery, at his and mamma’s place. | was hurt,

“Bitches! L
onCe ex
not d%qw e, shrinking in dismay from his neighbourhood. My uncle was slandering

me, label y intentions. In my secret teenage dreams there was no place for women of
easy conquests. | was dreaming of a tender, suave girl with a fine soul who would be able to
read the soliloquies of mind from across distances, who could hear my wordless longings,
with whom | could share the profoundest impulses of my soul and afterwards, in a serenity of
friendship and reverence, the devotion of our bodies. Evidently my uncle was attributing his
own wishes to me, that he had buried aive in a callous denia, the sour afterthoughts of
having failed. What did he know of the out-door performances my fancies staged with ayouth
falling on his knees at amaiden’ sfeet in ajuniper grove by the sea shore, of the secret glances
laden with meaning, exchanged in a tremulous pink sensation in studios smelling of paint?
What did he really want to know of them at all? Not the least bit! Together, we had been
discussing science fiction stories and reading about astronomers theories of paralel
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universes, but in the other universe, contained in my youthful spirit, he did not show the
scarcest bit of interest, laughing rudely and sneering at the very possibility of its existence!
And ever after that outburst of uncle Endel’sirony, | began sensing how the gazes, words, and
gestures of others, including my close ones, turning into outer alien forces, started forcing
desires and attitudes on me, that | had not recognised as mine. “Larats is craving for bitches!”
In their opinion, that was exactly what | had to be craving for, a normal course of events, like
being born and having to die.

4

It is nearly twelve years since | last had a bath in a bathtub, not ¢ 7
tubes at spa centres. But the latter can never replace what was the mai
regular man-length cast iron bathtubs. Nor could one afford the same in them, ai-f'east
not to the former extent, now as even water has become so expensive. In‘this respét, the
needier but cheaper times were better ones, really. The delight,consisted in [ying' naked on
your back in the empty tub, your head against one end of it an eet against the other,
and letting a stream of water of temperate warmth flow from the aispout of sufficient
force for it to cover the tub bottom with a thin burbling lay befor*i sappears through the

arm fo of the

small plastic grate of the round drain opening at the b0 he fil water is tickling and
stroking warmly you spine, hips, and collar-bones, yot - proud, stretching your
legs under the thin jet from the tap. The empty“tub, feel , the warm film beneath your
back makes the air around you appear even er, :
seems almost like a sarcophagus, you aredgrembling, n shuddering, feeling parts of your
body to be turned into defiant goose flesh. can go.on lying for dozens of minutes that
way. No harm can happen. The eleméntsiare caring for you, al of a sudden, the dim electric
lights in the bathroom appear so lovely, Icity is serving, waiting on you, life is
forever. You plug the drain . The hot embrace is gradually turning stronger, you are
getting ever more evidenc ved. A person able and willing to have such sensations
will always be capable for their'ewn'self, nor will such a person ever cease wishing to
be lovable for others. t let ,Lhemselves down, being right here as long as they are,
the way they are. Occasion e people have died in a bathtub. But that will never happen
during those tickling trickle precedures, as the warmth and the chill are giving massage to
your mind and your\body. The tap water is washing and cheering up your skin cells, the fine
Ci rcuIatioQ‘of you itive blood, your nerve ends, the prominent projection of your bones
gropingfor.the jostli

h/you can hardly see the tap through the hot vapour, with the fondness still
pouringhon in arustle. You turn off the tap. Soon you will be unplugging the drain. You are
returnig%be initial delight, you can repeat it for alot of times. It is even better to return to
the beginning, while the edges of water are lapping close on the tops of your thighs and chest
yet. The people at whose places | last took such baths about a dozen years ago, are al dead by
now.

5

| was with the old scholar, Mr. Sepp, who trandlated ancient Germanic literary texts
into my native language. He was living alone in a country house in Ipiki, avillage in Northern
Latvia about seven miles south of the Estonian border.

His old ages had made him look Jewish. He looked very much like an old Jew whom |
had often noticed at the synagogue in Riga.



Sepp was decrying, nearly imprecating upon the Irish mythological heritage which he
called a moronic buffoonery, quoting someone' s artcle on the so-called “Irish mongrelism”.

I told him how | had scared off the first girl | had been attached to, by sending her
obscenities. “1 meant to do like a character in Faulkner’s short story “There Was a Queen”,
sending lewd letters to a girl,” | told Sepp. “In that story, after getting about a dozen of such
letters, the girl gets married with a young Southern aristocrat. The man dies in an accident
caused by hisinsensible pride and recklessness, and the woman is left alone with her newborn
son. She tells one of her in-laws, an old Southern lady, about the first of those letters. She
vows to burn the messages but keeps them. And the lewd anonymous “admirer” of hers steals
back those letters, robs the bank he had been working at, and runs away. She knows the
compromising letters to exist somewhere. Y ears later, she encounters an FBIAagent, ayoung
Jewish man, who is investigating the case of the old bank robbery. By tracing the robber, he
has got hold of the letters. He is to hand over the letters to higher authorities. At thatimoment,
he is dtill the only other person to have read them. In order to and destroy” the
disgraceful letters, the woman, married into gentry, goes to the decadent city ofyMemphis with

the agent and sleeps with him. Then she receives the letters anghem. [tiis'not in the

best light that that short story presents a Jewish person.”

“So you intended to repeat the plot of that story, to act all the maleirelesin it by turns.
To find out into which of them your destiny would finald
toagirl. Tried to act proud and reckless and to marry
And then you turned to playing Jewish.”

“Yes, it was then that | turned to becoming, Jew
Jewish role, presented in Faulkner’stale.”

| told him that the factor of being .Jew% -t
with women by means of compromising mat
of it any more. By getting acquainted™Wwith
type lay from the likely average, but wi

station you. Wrote obscene letters
.In W& you failed, of course.

e of a Jewish Yankee sleeping
ials — had ¢ome over me and | could not get rid
ish culture, | learned how far such a Jewish

t e probably disliked my story, and he probably
also didliked that tran
its code of honour and its
Nordic mentality’that he was dealing with.

Let usimagine agirl with astern, eagle-like face befitting her Armenian origins. There
are the przﬂd soli ountains and some thirst for extreme measures in her face. A girl
involved in,the of Esperanto, with afew penfriends that she is corresponding with
in that language. girl might have been my bride. | did not have such a bride. My life
proceed tS with women that were devotees of some faith and with women far from
any co ions, worshipping the god of the unfaithful, the Capital, and its prophet in reverse,
Karl Marx»A descendant of rabbis who had passionately chosen not to be Jewish.

In the Jewish lore, the moon is the symbol of their nation. | had always loved the
Moon, with a capital M. The love was hereditary, having awakened in my grandmother, who
had written an essay “My friend the Moon” while a small schoolgirl. Asrarely and random as
| had seen the moon, either as a yellow glowing disc or sabre at night or as a pale spot in the
bluish-grey skies at day, | had had contacts with Jewish people. | certainly met them in the
synagogue. In the temple, however, their being Jewish was not that important, because by
reading the Torah they were worshipping the Lord of all people, unified by their faith that
might have been embracing many non-Jews that had also been given the main Jewish laws,
according to the Jewish apostle Paul. Down there, they were not united by their race, an
aspect irreligious and alien to the Jewish religion. But among the unbelievers or the tepid in
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faith, or the fake believers, that | met outside the synagogue, there could be found a lot of
people of nearly the same race, to whom the lore of being Jewish did not extend. As it was
with that Armenian woman. | knew her type. | did not know any such person well enough.
Still, in years, | had grown a longing for an Armenian woman whose nature was glittering
deep, like her eyes, like the hue of her hair.

| had the same dream at Sepp’s for several times. The helmet lying down on the floor
in front of me, was no real helmet. It was made of several layers of plaster, spread right on top
of where the head would be, having been let to petrify and covered with silver foil, which had
been thinly painted black to emulate iron. Plagues of tin had been glued above the eye
openings, with a plaited ornament pressed into them, picturing arms holding swords and axes,
legs intertwining into swastikas. | was somewhere in reddish mountains in Armenla, and |
was crouching terrified in a narrow cellar which resembled a corridor, k as the
throng of people in the cellar had let me go, and outside, horses wer stllng, ir hoofs
were beating down the passage of the corridor, the pounding of their enetratingyguite
palpably into the farthest recesses. What was important was that there'were herses out there,

that they were panicking in ferocious fits, why they were gi|lopi ng there,“was not that

important, perhaps there had been an earthquake, perhaps the was attacked by an
alien war chief or anonymous hordes (it could have been any era whatseever), and what
counted was that | was not outside, sitting on horsebagl j
hiding from them. The horses were in power, me
dream occasionally even overwhelmed the screen o
another dream | was wearing a magnificent Vikings of arms and robes and sitting on
horseback in a field near the farmhold of Sep i , :
the horse began shying and the dream wasidbterrupted r the moment | fell off the saddle.
The fal and the vanishing of the dream | me utes. | woke up and | heard Sepp
making low growling sounds and steppifigito ro in his kitchen, from the living room door
to the front door and back, alot of times. I"recal e midsummer night party at his place a
year and a half earlier. | was therein the orning of the previous day, so | could have
some serious talk with the efore he started his binge. He and | were on first name
terms. Others guests b few of them by car, but most of them plodding the
ula bus stop across the Estonian border. The majority of
them the host’ s fraternity . A"young Estonian state official whom | knew to be a medic,
discussed Seppé*health problems with him, hearing the complaints. Obeying the host’s
instructions, l{began, making the pea soup: emptied a plenty of cans of meat, peas, and other
vegetables inte)a pot, “set, it boiling and cracked about fifteen eggs into it. Sepp was being
visited by“an old @ man from the village of Ipiki, a former militia man (that is, the

Latvian Soviﬁ-styl e policeman), as the host explained. They kept raising their vodka glasses
it

surrounded by them, but

and gru each other in Latvian. That sounded so primordial that | could not help
chuckling at it. The old Latvian was caught in anger and exclaimed in Russian for me to keep
my trap%ﬁven my parents having been snotty brats while the two of them were living the
lives of grown-up men. A young fellow, obvioudly tight with beer, suggested in a smaller
company going for a fight with the Latvians in Ipiki, and giving them a good thrashing, a
traditional enemy of the Estonians as that nation had been since ancient times. Upon his
suggestion, | sent a distracted look of contemplation towards the village across the fields. a
lovely haze of summer sunshine hovering over the meadows, the distant battle field appearing
improbable, in epic mists. The childish stupidity of the suggestion somehow struck me as
sweetly exciting. That kind of muddie-headed urchins always appeared to me living lives
more real than my own. Towards the evening, more bands of boys were arriving, mostly
students, with a couple of girls among them. A latecomer, a tall youth whose legs were
dangling from the joints like a spider’s, boasted about having crossed the state border in the
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woods, by just jumping the barbed wire — and he noted his high jump record for us — he would
not have been let through the frontier-guard post as he was without the passport. Well into the
night, the old scholar kept drinking ninety-eight degree spirits, wearing the Viking helmet
with horns, and bragging by the festive fire in the yard near his barn about his having made a
phone call to Hitler one night in 1943, fifty years back. And shrouded in the darkness of late
night, the host and his company of youths fell asleep, some of them in various rooms of the
house, others by the fire, still others under bushes, dozing inebriate with vodka like a crew
caught in a sudden paralysing nap in a ship floating in a placid ocean.

| was one of the first to get up in the morning. Most of the guests were still lying
somewhere under trees or bushes or in the sauna. Sepp and | drank instant coffee, which he
always offered his guests, with quite a lot of sugar. What the old scholar sﬂj sounded clear
enough and he did not look to be especialy suffering from the recent booze. We were
standing in the front room as two young people came down the attic ladder, both em just
released from the faintness of sleep, kind of languid and elated.

Breathing out vodka vapours from his mouth, Sepp said to his frater fellow: “You

young man, you'’ ve spent the night with awoman.”
“Is that a sin?’ the fair-haired girl next to the youth utthly, insusceptibly, a
little drowsily and asif with indifference, not moving her head.

“That'sasin for me,” Sepp’s reply resounded. E@

an unpleasant, restless tremour overcoming my entire 4@
all the three of them.

e wholé scene, | was perceiving
feeling both envy and scorn for

p

6 .

| bought records with dialogues for | ing Gaelic, Welsh, Catalan. | wanted to listen

to old Europe. | heard America roafingyacross, the Western appendix of the Old World,

America with Thanksgiving turkeys, |obster shops,fastfood and Indian restaurants, and hasty

dashing petrol stations. Europ e%es ethe dlang of eccentrics, a cute hobby like all
g

the oddities of the old-f
something to America.

A ke a sturdy wood-cutter at least could respond
lan ere like a sound without even any fury.
ecurrent in dreams through a veil of memory, in fairy-tale
girlfriend who piay. come walking here, if they do, at a ten foot high red light turret with a
lantern on top of ity on the Eastern shore of a small cove, like a lakelet, of the sea in an
autumn eveningy i
The.chill

the schoolm bullying, teasing and caring for me, the basic school and leaving the
brdtherl&t boys of the home neighbourhood, the boat harbour from which my
parentstand | and my grandpa and granny and uncle from Tallinn, often launched our trips to
the sum%gttage in Aiboland, in the boom of the boat engine and the murmur of seas and
further in the roads among juniper trees.

Down there somewhere, the wall of years isrising high like expanses of fog sullen in
the open seas of November. The dreams are bringing bits of this and that home to me at night
with paths of speech between days being forgotten. The cormorants expectant on rocks in the
shoals of the bay, for the years of my growth and being taken farther away from my home |
was unaware how close | had been to that sight of my brat years, to the sunset in my eyes
before | was hardly over three feet tall.
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On the faraway shores of the Southern continent of the New World, ultramarine waves
are murmuring on the sands above which cool, tight and luxuriant palm leaves are curving
and swinging in a warm lenient wind, casting bluish green shadows, the wind blowing from
the Atlantic apparently up to the Andes, and here, the light with an odorous yellowish tinge, is
not dry, not harrying, ruthlessly meticulous, nor laying the kernels of things bare like fading
bones, asin some African deserts, but just playing its part in the matter-of-fact shadow theatre
of silhouettes dliding as a streamy flow from the dawn till the close of the day, and as the light
is fading into the brief twilight, the night is received with the reward of the mild silver rain of
the ultimate rays.

On the forested slope of a hill, a small river with the breadth of about twenty feet is
rippling between grassy banks. A granite boulder that would reach a man i@ his chest, is
crouching at the edge of it, half in the water, where the current is softer. Herepthe stream,
having rebelliously danced and splashed at a small distance upstr meetS with the
balancing powers of an ancient presence, as if it were reaching out i against the-rush
and momentum. The current is twirling, shirking the obstacle in a flighty confusion, foami ng
and bubbling, unwilling to give up any of the ardour in which ! is dashing downr-across the

rocky bottom, in a clear and fierce juvenility, alittle way off up: There are'not as many
trees on the banks, nor the tree-tops as thick, for the sun not to extend its light-to the stream, in
the lucid midmornings of spring and early summer. In sueh, times, @ solitary man is going to
the calmer waters at the boulder, to receive a softly flg «‘@ ath of ing briskness.

The summer arrives, the time of ripeness. .Y ou are emsaitrip.4n a distant country, you
could nearly wish to stay living here. But every“country prefers to consist of its natives, first
of all. The cicadas are chirring. Chirring through,th rges of the South are inciting
hundreds of millions, suffocating you. Thé continents mense, the people uncountable,
everyone aspiring for more, to their last s, but"you must accomplish something.
Accomplish something, the cicadas.aré®€hikrin form something — like a palpable roar into

the deep thick night of the South, Into the thicket”of branches, dark forkings and gnarling
shadows, deep as the feeling of d
5
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Enland Evenings 1983 — 1990

Asfather and | were on our knees threshing rutabaga shucks to the fugues of Bach flowing on
theradio

in the single huge room of our farm house built in 1882

lit with one or two dim electric bulbs

the whole floor covered with smelly rutabaga stalks scattered on a single great green canvas
the tiny black seeds when crushed accidentally, giving off puffs of pungent plant oil smell
early on adark autumn night with chilly stars, hoarfrost and shots from hunters' guns outside
that was in 1987 and my five-year-old cousin had already spent days at our place

father bought the place in the late winter of 1983 A

| had a favourite areain the surroundings, awild aley of juniper bushes, with a kind of grassy
road in between them stretching for half a mile from our yard to the e

in that alley you could meet vipers, chance on a sheep corpse or be confrol with areaming
red cow or bull 7

it was lined with sizable granite stones, gathered from the fields a century ago ancharranged
into low primitive walls h‘

when | came from the town by taking the boat across the bay of

homestead along that alley

| once took my small cousin Allanto astroll init
on hisinitiative, we discussed the basics of the adult to
| was fifteen A
| picked asmall juniper tree, and cut it downwith an
barked it with my knife, and made it into awalking stic r wanderersin the wilderness
straight, with some gnarling enlargements en cut off/branches, and a bend for a handle

cosy to grip

| thought of it rather as awand
Allan was afraid | would step on per whil as fussing about among the heaps of stones
looking for the tree with a sditable

t mplete

but he liked the walkingstick when i

| showed him where t primroses and smooth horsetails grew

| showed him our water-ho! the smaII stream flowing from it into the creek
but | said bewarg'f the hole

we called it oudr source or spring”

ldhwvalk to our

for a couple of years i our only well of water

back in theyard in the’kitchen of the old house, grandmother praised our juniper walking-
stick

shé had for things like that

most likelyathe ones who made it and first used it were Swedes

as they cut their trips shorter by driving their horse wagons down to the harbour

for me, Enland was there for seven years

in the autumn of 1990, all of it was uprooted, turned upside down, the soil ploughed through
many times, ditches dug in the ground, no trees or bushes, no paths or grassy roads, no stone
walls, anew field instead

no horsetails or bird' s eye primroses

| learned of the havoc through the letters my parents sent me to America

in August before | flew to America, | walked in Enland, as| returned the following July, no
trace of it

then our native country became politically independent

I calledSejuniper aley Enland, “en” meaning juniper in Swedish
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farming became unprofitable

for a couple of dozen years, the field where Enland used to be, has produced little if any
harvest

oftentimes the farmer has | eft the crops unharvested

it is mostly growing weeds

but a new spring of water has opened down the bank of one of the ditches

where some of the village people have been going with buckets for exquisitely clear water

&
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Heide' s Basket of Berries

Vayawas Russian on her mother’s side. She called herself Estonian, and hardly spoke
Russian. Valya's mother, Anna, had died in late spring, two years earlier, at ninety-one. She
had been blind and had not left her apartment in twenty years. She was buried in the Orthodox
area of the churchyard. When she lived she liked saffron cakes at Easter.

Anna's father had been the prefect of the county in the days of the empire. Anna
worked as a bookkeeper in the county agricultural bureau. An auditor came from Tallinn to
check her accounts. He became Valya's father. They never lived together. Old people from
other branches of the family came from Tallinn for Anna's birthdays. Anna had had
acquaintances from her bookkeeping days that were living in the surrounding ceuntryside.

Such was Heide. They had worked together at the agricultural bur H was over
seventy. She grew carrots, potatoes, and beets and brought them to towa‘to Vaya.“She lived
on a meandering road in the southernmost village of a peninsula straits north of
town. She had a dog, and a farmhand helped her with the gardening, chopped,wood for her
stove, and did occasional light construction. He also accompani‘; her when shewent to pick

berries in Eimbe woods—Eimbe skon, as the coastal Swedes had it in their dialect. The
terrain ranged from low marshes and thickets of alder to a high pine f om'a sandy ground.
In late summer and early autumn she and her farmhand®picked blueberries and cowberries.
She made jam of them. The strawberries and raspl @ ) midsummer were eaten
fresh. In spring she and the farmhand picked therevious/year's berries in the marshes,
and she made jam of them as well. In late autUmh, they ‘gathered mushrooms. They had to
walk a few kilometres along a path throughsthe,changing |andscape. The path was used by
animals, hunters, and the village people. Meide had a er who was married and lived in
town. It was by her husband’s car that Heide d get totown and bring fruits and vegetables
to Valya. ~

Valya had a daughter whojwas just t and living in Denmark. When she lived
with her mother and grand othw been her avocation. The daughter paid the
ter

expenses that came with living in s callectively owned apartment house, but otherwise
the two were not on go S. The and her Danish husband were office workers.
They did not have childr had decided to marry in her country; the wedding party had
been held in avilla by the ot far from town.

Asagirly %Iyd s mothenAmnna had been good at music, but her teacher at high school,
the renowned‘compaser Cyrillus Kreek, had graded her just satisfactory. Anna’s mother had
then had qbonfi with the music teacher. It was thereafter said that Mr. Kreek had
taken alikimg to a's mother. When Anna was born, her parents were living in a two-story
woaden house,on a that would become the town’s market square, next to the churchyard
inﬁ/hic&l one day be buried. The house also lay not far from the railway station
that ha(%built a the turn of the century for the reception of Russia's imperial family

when th ived for summer holidays. In the yard Anna' s parents kept chickens and geese.
And they were well-off enough to keep servants. But Anna s father lost his job as the county
prefect when the Czar lost his. When the republic was declared, Anna's parents opened a
guesthouse and kept only the smaller part of the residence for themselves. Twenty years later,
when a new revolution overthrew the republic and the era of collectivisation was imposed,
Anna's father quickly sold the most of the house to escape persecution as a wealthy
bourgeois. They kept just afew small rooms. Anna had a brother, a few years her junior, who
remained in the town all his life. He had had a childless marriage and died a few years before
her. When her parents died, her father in the fifties and her mother in the sixties, Annalived in
one of the new ,Khrushchevkas® apartment houses.
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Heide's house in the village lay behind a stand of high fir trees. Very few others lived
in the village through the year. Heide's former neighbors had died, moved to town, or been
taken away to colonies of the elderly. As summer approached, townspeople came to the
village, heated the dampness out of the houses that had been shut up for the winter, lit the
sauna stoves, barbecued meat and sausages, sliced tomatoes and cucumbers they had brought
from the supermarkets in the town. On weekends, they were joined by flocks of friends and
acquaintances. Heide was constantly cold. Even in warm weather, she wore awoollen cap that
covered her cheeks and warmed her ears.

Heide's half-brother, ten years her junior, had once kept horses and a barn in the
village, and in winter had a sideline offering sleigh rides. He sold the horses, moved away,
and became along-haul driver, ferrying loads throughout the EU. A

Valya had been very ill several times. She had lost organs to cancer., Onee, while her
mother yet lived, she lay in acoma in the hospital in Tallinn for over a . éthours
from town had gone to see her, expecting that she might never retur, Sciousness:She
and her mother had benefactors among the ethnic Swedes who lived in the Finnish p?6vi nce
of Ostrobothnia, nearly five hundred kilometres to the north. Their Finland-Swedish friend
Erik had also come. %

Erik was familiar with the country, from his occasiona trips to/thethealth spas around
Parnu, which were inexpensive for Finns. Erik and his twe,brothersfraised’silver foxes. They
sold the hides once a year. The heavy work wore on | d hek had several shoulder
operations. His father and mother lived into their minet ef.they/died, he lived alone. He
and his brothers sold the land, and he made la the house as well and buy an
apartment in town. Erik went cross-country sk"ﬂin was very keen on skiing.

Valya recovered. Her eyes had always been ve eak, and occasionally they caused
g On a state pension since she was a

her great pain. Because of her eyesight, she'h livi

teenager. She was very impractical s financi ters, perpetualy in debt. In winters, Vaya
and her little dog had sometimes ¢rossed theiice the strait to the peninsula where Heide
lived.

Of the people of Hei
Senna, for example, dr

e s village, Valya's neighbour Vesta knew more than her. That
and wetted*her trousers while sitting at the kitchen table; the
piss ran hissing on th anned pears and cucumbers. She did hoeing and gardening
and in earlier times she h e hay. In the days of the collective farm, she had been in
charge of its cafeteria. Like Heide, she went to Eimbe woods to pick berries and mushrooms.
Her husband dulius died of stomach cancer at sixty-two. Julius had been a good tractor-driver
who for deCades the fields of the collective farm. He had been born and lived his
whole life'in the except for the period of the military service and the time spent at
training to become tor-driver. He had ploughed, harrowed and rolled the fields of his
native ar Ilected stones from the fields and sown crop seeds into the slaggy earth,
seagullsﬁTg overhead. He could mow grass for hours with the scythe with rational skill.

As he lost*his,job when the collective farm was dispersed he fell into utter poverty, with still
nearly tw years to wait for his pension. He could retrieve the lands that had been taken
from his father during the deprivatisation. Of the properties of the former collective farm, he
gained a cow. When the milk-trucks ceased to circulate among small farmsteads to collect
milk, the cow had to be taken to the slaughter-house. From then on, Julius only had dogs, a
big and a small one. The small dog happened to fall into the well and Julius had to scoop it up
with a rake. He grew potatoes, rutabaga, beets and carrots for his own household. To earn
something he sold trees from the lands he had retrieved. He later worked as a spare hand for
many neighbours. He did mowing, and he was a talented carpenter. He rode a bicycle between
the villages. He liked listening to the radio while working. He lost his appetite because of the
cancer and as he lay dying on the divan he already |ooked a skeleton.
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And that young Arne, from Stockholm, who came conquering the country on his
bicycle, was thrilled by Estonian-Swedish history. And that with no pangs of conscience he
lived at the expense of his many Estonian acquaintances. He had married an Iranian woman in
Sweden and had a daughter with her.

And she told Valya of how Bengt, or Benku, a shortish Finland-Swede, piloted his
small boat across the Gulf to bring her a used washing-machine, the first washing machine in
the forty-five years of Vesta slife.

And of how IImar Kunnas, an Estonian man with Finnish roots, had been deported to
Airoots at the end of the war by the retreating Germans. His family had lived east of Lake
Peipus, in the lands around the River Plyussa, but the Germans had settled them in the village
abandoned by the coastal Swedes. Born in Soviet Russia, he failed to obtain citizenship in the
new independent republic. He died of pneumonia a few years after the.changes. He had
worked as a geologist in northeastern Estonia, in the petrochemical indusify. He wasidivorced
and had two sons who were artists. Late in life, with great skill and pride, ad built himsel f
a new house and sauna in Eistorbi. When his sons sold the house after hisideath, the new
owner disassembled half of what he had built and refashioned,the house. In his-tast years,
Kunnas quit drinking vodka, saying that all he needed was h%other, who lived just
a couple hundred meters distant, passed a year and a half after he. "His/brother’ s wife, Dunya,
was il living. She had three sons, and one often wentgto her salina. Dunya's neighbour,
Water-Man, had frequent binges. He ploughed the Q d cur erybody. He died of
lung cancer.

The main activity of the vacationers wasmowing
much earlier. The grass was white with moraing, hoarfrost w she would go to the shed to
fetch the tools in the chill. She wore woollén socks an rubber shoes. She dug the earth
with her spade and extracted weedy clods an ts wit iron rake, pulling and pushing at
the soil. Finally, on al fours, she eveféditywit hands. After the six long beds were ready,
she sowed beet seeds in one of them, rutabaga in er, and carrotsin the rest.

With the warmer day, the plan outing, she weeded the beds barehanded,
thinned out the seedlings, istles and orache out of the hardened soil between the

e grass. Heide' s gardening started

beds, and hauled the waste to the com behind her shed.
In the mornin <ed Pprself oatmeal porridge. For lunch she fried herself
potatoes and cut scallion er;them. In the evenings she ate an egg sandwich and drank

tea of raspberry,sheots. Every day,she made afire in the oven, its hot wall warming her small
bedroom adj acent toithe kitchen.

a week she went to the village shop, three kilometres away. She
and at times also sugar and cookies. Heide loved bananas, but
in the store t ften missing, or else either green and damp or overripened, brown,
anﬂstic&o Ing. It was her appetite for bananas that made her take the hour-long bus
ride to %t e beginning of every month, as her pension money was being transferred to

k

bought blagk an

her ban ount.She would go to one of the huge new supermarkets, clumsily pushing along
the limpingrolley, taking along time to select the prettiest cluster of bananas.

On this particular morning, she bought herself aso a pair of underwear and thinner,
summer socks. She thoroughly studied the cheese counters and bought a box of melted
cheese. Out of the store, she sighed with relief. Next was a visit to Vaya. Vaya spent six
hours every day walking her little dog, and Heide' s visits brought her joy.

Heide always brought a present, a jar of either jam or honey, but this time was
something more specia: a tiny box with a French inscription, containing a bottle of a lotion
for anointing the legs. Heide had found the catalogue of a French cosmetics company in her
postbox and had ordered a few items that suited her purse.

17



18

Valya lived in a big apartment house. Her apartment was always a mess. So that
Heide wouldn’t stumble, she swept up a bone on the floor. She shook out the throw on the
sofa and collected the bills, pills, empty cups, and crumbs from off the table.

When Heide rang the bell downstairs, Valya shut her barking, twisting doggie in the
other room and showed her guest in.

Heide was thanked abundantly for her visit and her present.

“Thisisfor tired legs,” Heide explained. “When you return home with Y olantha in the
evening, first wash your legs and then massage them with this.”

The visit lasted a couple of hours. Heide then slowly made her way to the station to
catch the three o' clock bus. No later service stopped in the village. With bananas in her bag,
she sat by the window of the aging bus. Asit left the town, she viewed the bo“new shopping
centres gliding past, their long, fine-coloured pennants flying. Thickets foll both sides
of the road, more houses, thickets again. The driver stopped only where thére were gers
waiting or disembarking, rattling past the stops at which no one wish [
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An Eternal Rhapsodist

Roderick believed in the birth of an eternal rhapsodist — believed that as the clouds are
gathering and it is thundering and the wind is blowing fertile freedom, howling over corn
fields and meadows, and as the first reddish-green dots of buds are appearing on the hard
frozen boughs, the birth of Vergil is being repeated — he that coming from the nature, brings a
formular word to humankind. He believed the creative nature itself to be a rhapsodist, from
whom a classic rhapsodist in the human speech is ever springing, readable both in the shape
of letters and in the murmuring of air, water, earth, a bright blaze. He believed that at least
once before he dies, the eternal rhapsodist will speak to him and that his whole life (even after
he appears to have heard the rhapsody already) will have been a preparation’forthat event —
striking him with repletion like a life-giving lightning-bolt, as quickly as li ing-bolt
had in an instant deprived him of his brother.

| am a stream in which Zeus is steeping his legs, | am a leafy e from/whose
boughs Aphrodite is sprinkling dew on her shoulders and chest, | am the wind, of blossom
crowns in the wings of the sandals of Hermes. | am the roaring iC of Poseidon’s servants,
the waving veils and the powder of Hera, the wise birds of Athena. all that because |
made Artemis angry. | am the tears of Demeter and the sorrow and.scorn of Persephone, the
bulb of a flower beneath the dead earth at winter, a leg of Wood glwng in a poor woman's
hearth forever. | am the curly shadows in the fl % $ Hephaistos, the mute
screaming of the subjects of Hades. | am the midd \pollon whose harmony is
the punishment of the reckless. My legs, arms.and irling into the self-forgetful
vine shoots of Dionysos. | am the laughing'l , i
the drivelling joy from the mouths of the hQunds of spring on the frigid winter’s traces. | am
al that because | earned the anger panrteml d I am no longer what | was before | could
see her.

Back then, in the month of uIy in 1 mother, father, and | sat into the small red-
and-yellow boat that belon er my parents worked as correspondents for,
and drove into the Bay SCI iously saw Airootsi, the mysterious peninsula
even whose name unti had onIy half reached my ears, with a wild coast line like a
tropical land of treasure h Affican shore in this summer haze, lapping in the north to
the buzz of the boeat engine. Frem then on, father started to go fishing in this bay, as scant as
those waters were of edible fishyexcept perch, one could catch sizable pikes in the more open
seas to the-northwest;.nat far away. That time back then, the boat got stuck in the shoals,
father climbed O reaching him to the navel, his feet groping in the gluttonous sea
e boat observing and cheering him, he pushed it for over three
owing times he always remembered to steer past those grounds.

tri ribe my grandmother what the Przewalski horse, or the Mongolian horse,
as| pr ed, or the Asian wild horse, which | also liked, looked like. Its being nearly the
height of a pony, a little helpless and awkward. Cocking its ears a bit similar to an ass's, the
squab body, a black line, called the eel stripe, on top of its back. With strong and wilful
shoulders, a scanty mane, as if shorn. To tell her how | first met it in the forest at Eimbe — a
shaky drab figure of a horse, lowering its head quietly yet excitedly, turning its face towards
another bough behind the shrub, the velvet quiver of its mane above the medley of cowberry
and blueberry leaves the first sign to catch my eye.

My grandmother was blind. So blind that what she could see were only the tales of her
ancient childhood. In return for her stories, she expected me to tell her about the great
beautiful world of the living, in which she believed | was a joyful participant, accomplishing
everything with a playful levity. When | went to America at the age of nineteen, to stay there
for a year, perhaps longer, those being still the Soviet times, her sister from Southeastern
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Estonia wrote her an admonishing letter: “Well, you can count on losing that child, unless he
belongs to the kind of your own son, he'll be disappearing traceless in America. Couldn’t one
really look for a proper education in our own country?’ Far away in Minnesota at that time,
students of capable spirits were building a brighter morrow in the “fairs of the future’ with
fascinating geometrical technologies. My paternal unclesin Tallinn were just about to become
car owners, in their mid-thirties, for the first time.

Roderick was painting — by the independence and sternness of his spirit he might have
been taken for a clergyman or a writer of a great mission. Yet what he did was painting,
mostly bird watching platforms or towers, that were abundant in his native neighbourhood — a
structure with stairs towering in an empty landscape, a plain with cane fields, with its form
either dark upon the background of bright seas and skies, or glisteni m in sunshine,

surrounded by a dark threatening beyond, often visible as the episodic ingle short
energetic brush strokes, the entire picture like a cascade of many-col oured‘Commas, the nature

the vei a?[ rain,
the folds of the fog, or the haze of snow. One could take his art fo ival of

of the structure merging with the flickering heat, the shiver of the
impressionism; and at times, a lonely heron would be seen standing at a tusseck in the

foreground.

3
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An Olympian Spring

1

By the January of 2000, | had lost contact with my parents, living in Hoosal in
Western Estonia, for several months. | was working as a packer, with intermittent twelve hour
day shifts and night shifts, in a blanket and pillow factory in Viljandi. | was living as a tenant
in an attic room of the private house of a rather well-to-do family at the suburb of Viljandi
called Peetrimdisa, then, after a couple of months, | moved to the apartment of an old
drunkard spinster, Linda, in a shabby wooden house at Kantreklla. | was still doing my tasks
at the factory at the noon of December 31, 1999, when the foreman approached me and told
me that | was dismissed, because the production rates would be reduced. Th ent the new
year, century, and millennium arrived, | was washing my socks in a i Minkled
landlady’s bathroom. | lingered on in Viljandi for a couple of w en | travelled to
Latvia In the Eastern Latvian town of Rézekne, or Raisaku as it was the Estonians
in former times, | looked up the centre of the local Jewish community. | attended, a Sunday
class of modern Hebrew for small Jewish children. | had atalk he community leader, a
grey-haired Jewish gentleman, who asked me why | wanted to , why | wanted to
settle in Israel, and why | was not pursuing my studies of Englishilanguage and literature at
Tartu University with more resolve and eagerness. | showed him the picture of Carol: | had
covered the photograph of her in the green and bloss d of parents country place
in Airoots in the late summer of 1997, with me,my y grandmother standing
around her at a distance and welcoming her, ararevisitor from-the New World, with a sheet
of paper, having cut just an opening for her own figure to be visible, because | was
embarrassed of showing strangers any morexof the scene, my family members who appeared
so homely, and especially myself silly, t-haired, and non-Jewish as | looked. The
community leader glanced at her and JUSt sad th was a hice-looking Jewish woman. The
ten-year-old Jewish girl, Diana, w !; next to in the Sunday class, and whom | asked

e cI

for a dance in the centre h as over, which she of course refused, after a
moment of sweet and innocent h ad been watching my conversation with the
community leader, [ slipped the covered photograph out of my hand, she secretly
grabbed it and removed t ng sfieet to reveal, to my shame, the whole scene to herself
and the gentlem

| later started to think ofDiana, who must have been born in 1990, as symbolicaly a
daughter to-Carol, born in 1963. And | started thinking about that encounter of ours
as a symbalic engagement.ceremony, with the elderly gentleman as a symbolic father. Times
would pass‘and C uld turn just into an old auntie, and Diana, into a new beauty. Of
COurse; i%;l e she would ally herself with others, not me but young men of her age,
but | still ur communion at the Jewish centre back then had been the grounding of a
nuptial ent between myself and a sprouting femininity of what there was reassuring in
the Jewish tradition, even as shaky as that aspect was.

Asaresult of that meeting, and other similar onesin the Jewish world, | bought a huge
Hebrew-English-Hebrew dictionary in a bookstore in Tartu, for five hundred kroons (about
forty-five dollars at the time), which was a quarter of my monthly income. | started savouring
individual Hebrew words and | wrote the names of various items in Hebrew on tiny dlips of
paper and glued them on the corresponding items in my parents’ apartment, when | was back
living with them. | believed modern Hebrew was a poetic language and the words suggested
S0 many side meanings through sound play and mutual similarity. For four months, | attended
a Sunday school of modern Hebrew at a Christian Zionist centre in a vaulted basement of a
mediaeval house in the Old City of Talinn. After the meeting in Rézekne, | had paid several
visits to the much larger Jewish centre in Daugavpils, the capital of Southern Latvia, and had
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had an interview with a Jewish (mamzer, that is, Jewish only through his father, as he
specified, asif with dlight regret) prison psychologist. We were talking eye to eye just the two
of us and | told him my story, about meeting Carol and my attempted conversion, with my
attendance of the Yom Kippur service in the Riga synagogue in the September of 1997. |
admitted him that | had been an anti-Semite previous to that and had therefore gone to the
Yom Kippur service full of deep penitence. Hearing this, his eyes bulged, but he kept his
emotions. | told him that | had published anti-Semitic verse. He shook his head gravely. |
added that the verses were Shakespearean, because | wanted to become the kind of anti-
Semite Shakespeare had been. “ Shakespeare an anti-Semite?“ he could not believe his ears.
“Still, you know,” | drawled, and he ventured a nod of pretended understanding. We ended
our conversation by singing together the Yiddish song “Oyfn pripetchik l;‘ant a fayerle®,

though | realised while singing that | remembered just a few initia lines and catchwords of
the song, and must have left even a bit more ridiculous impression to
correctly sang it. It was frosty winter outside, exactly when people
fires in the hearths of their humble houses, as envisioned in the lyrics; an
now | had been imagining with tenderness myself as a rabb'! Eoung, poor, ‘and of noble

idealism, teaching a small class of black-haired Jewish brats, th lexions/mellow light
brownish but a few of them amazingly pale, with their eyes wideiopen taithe sufferings and
pain and simple savoury joys of the harsh world for these brief ‘€panses of our lives, in
perfect and vibrant expressiveness. The song was just@b ?@f things.

7 or me.

In my musings and reveries, Diana becamea fa
/

a’a)

2

In classical English literature, the theme 0 fair is'’known to have been practised by
the poet Edmund Spenser, who wrote the e Fairie Queene” consisting of six
voluminous parts, intended to becomé'the,n eplc but left unfinished, and by William
Shakespeare with his comedy “A Midsu t's Dream”, placed in a sweet natural
scenery. A significant role has been given to airies by other Engllsh verse authors, handling
the theme mostly in a playful spirit stlll with a seriousness modelled for adult readers. The
short epic poem “Nymphidi Fairy” (1627) by the Renaissance poet Michael
Drayton (1563 — 163 hIS wittiest and brightest work, pictures the fairy
king and queen Oberon an fammar from the comedy of Shakespeare's. Asin the whole
of Drayton’s oeu¥re, the tonality.of the work resembles chamber music in major, full of light,
frolicsome, refined flumour and the detailed charm of the wonders of the natural world. His
fairies areAiny spirits of nature, of the size of insects, whose company they form. Compare
that with the fa f the much later, Irish poet and playwright William Butler Y eats
(1865 — 1939). H ries are beautiful, but dangerous spectres, a breed of human-like
inhabit eceltful and potentially fatal otherworld, whose intentions apparently even

or the

includeyeering at people. According to an interpretation of early Irish myths, that Y eats was
relying (’)%'bis plays on fairy topics, the fairies really are former tribes of people who have
retreated into a shadowy realm, after the Celtic invasion of Ireland ousted them from their

native domain. Later, as a similar invasion, by the English colonists, struck the Irish Celts
themselves, the latter were pushed onto the borders of the shadowy beyond, and as half-
spectres, their identities were wavering in the twilight zone between the injustices of the
actual world and the suspicious enticement and menace of the fairy realm. The topic of a
romantic relationship between a human hero and a fairy woman emerges in such plays of
Yeats as “The Only Jealousy of Emer” and “The Death of Cuchulain”. As such, it was also
present in the poem by Drayton. In the “Tale of Sir Thopas’ in Geoffrey Chaucer’'s
“Canterbury Tales’, the topic had been passingly handled in the wider context of a parody,
analogous to “Don Quijote”, a miniature mockery of the prim style of court poetry. In
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Drayton’s hands, the over-refined verse form from “The Tale of Sir Thopas’, which he
applied in “Nymphidia’, served as a medium for a lenient and benevolent allegory, performed
with vivid poetic devices, which includes both elements of ridicule and a serious moral
message.

In the plays of Yeats, one can observe a paradoxical synthesis of Early Modernism:
the author has applied the conditional, fictional frames of national myths about fairies to
present the relations of the hero and a fairy woman in an immediacy of intuitive liveliness,
with psychologica insights at crucial moments surpassing the division of the duality of life
and art. The suggestive power of the scenes with the characters at their dilemmas and
predicaments may bewilder or even terrify. Therelation of the human hero to the fairy woman
Is erotic, by degrees, to the extent that eroticism inevitably governs hum;m nature. As a
temptress, the fairy woman is a fairy first and a woman second, her, enticing role is
determined by her being a creature not really existing for the common : \

7

3

“Not by informers. Someone had said it somewhere. It Nmon knowledge that

the German commissary trains were standing there.
No, the Germans would not have been shooting
Y es, who one should have been scared of werg 1@
Those forest brothers had been grinning terribly;.e

their paws and grinning, as my uncle was praying.
He had been terrified al the time th@y%ﬁﬂ

anymore, they were’kaputt by then.

ood-soaked snow with

off Teele. She was the one
who took food to the woods yonder. Uné¢le August terrified that they would kill
Teele.

No, what the bomb landed of"Was t ouse of the Goat-Hag. The Goat-Hag was

living alone by the marsh of Paasktila.

“No, I am not selling,my house!” she had been been persisting. “1 will die with my
[ ong with his house, the bomb was dropped on it.

house.” And just imagine, did
And when the bamb landed, my“hairwent up, like this. It was from the air pressure.
i theyouse. | said: “ The bomb can come just as well when |
am not lying under the bed. usband was scared, | was a bit braver.
They weré'called the Christmas trees. They were the kind of bombs that hang up for a
long time, lighting up the skies./And still they could not aim correctly, dropped the one by the
But\us, go to any shelter, we were boldly striding around, giving no

were, Tiina of Urblepa and the Pasoke family and Elmar’s folks, Siina
among %Now if the bomb should fall right upon this house, we'll be all finished,” Siina

... The guns were banging and the bullets flying. We kept going bravely down the road
from Tallinn towards N6mme. The kind of young pine forest. And the verges of the road all
green and all the Russian soldiers that had been hit had been laid down along the road side,
and they looked horrible, some of them green and some blue. One of them refused a cigarette,
see who is offering, an enemy.

That ishow it was at that time, later of courseit all changed.

The priest Vladimir Allik was the one who baptised me. | say, there is a posh
monument to him in Nuia graveyard, to that Vladimir Allik.

Because we went to the race course, it was being said that all the printing house men
had been sent aboard a submarine at the port, to be taken away in it.
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All the women were howling and...

The following day my husband came home and he had a strange smell to him, you
know, the odour of war — heh-heh — all the clothes reeking.

The Germans had arrived at Lasnamée long ago and they were shooting from there.

And | was the fool that went to dig the antitank ditch at Paaskila. It was down there
near Paaskila. The diggers were fed bread and salted herring. And | kept on digging bravely
and even got praised.

The kind of iron posts were erected along the ditch, for the German tanks to come and
get stuck. No German tanks ever came there.

They were right grappling with each other, Old Mammy and her daughter, Tassa. She
had been there in one of those houses, eating and drinking with the Germ% She brought

home ends of smoked sausage from there, Tassa did.
You know, in the German time there were no pigeons in Tallina The Gxns shot
them all and ate them.

Huge amounts of coffee beans, of sugar. 7

Big cans of meat, marvellously good meat.
At the children’s hospital where | was working at that Mare were tuberculous
children, alittle girl had the bone tuberculosis, oh how awful it was. | awheel barrow from
there and that is how we fetched it. A box of French liqu

In the house of the Tohter family.

| never got to where they got chocolate. Fher
The Pedlings-Siina, the one who collected potatd peels,
her folks. Mati’s mother Liisa lived in a house in Aster
sister of Mati’s mum.

And the tremendous jars with candi , and all' the amounts of jam, oh dear, there
were real strawberries in it. They/66ked freshly picked, but the Germans had got

everything.
But people had injured th ves by'carrying al that, just imagine, the huge sacks of
sugar, a hundred pounds in.ene.

The Russians di bread forfree, and we have got meat and even strawberries.
And the canned food d the bottoms of the German officers' trousers.

going on permanently.
ad been pocketing matches with
, the Peelings-Siina was the

shoemaker nicely’did them, | had.got nice shoes.
Mati was in‘the same class with my son Endel, that is why we knew their family so

well. Yo%'moth ike was a small girl when we went to see the telly at the Peelings-
Siina s place.

| forget wh gathered. And then we were taken in a car, alorry of course, well, |
someho into the lorry-box, someone was pushing from the back and someone

pulling whe ront, it was difficult to get in there, | would never manage getting up there
now.

No, the wheelbarrow, it was with several little wheels, but with really tiny ones. See, |
can't remember that, | realy don’'t remember what the wheels were made of. Yeah, the
biggest thing in there, that was the box with the French liquour, made of cardboard, with ten
bottles or more. Boxes are usually of cardboard.

And there were the box of canned meat and the box with the candied fruitinit...”

| was visiting my grandmother Alma in Karksi-Nuia and she had been telling me her
wartime memories. She had kept farm animals in earlier times but now as she was older, there
were only two dogs, barking angrily locked up in the house when she was away. Around the
house, apple trees and berry bushes grew and there were peonies in flower beds in the front
yard. The house was painted crimson. It was with a great sense of excitement that | arrived at
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granny’s near Karksi-Nuia, in my mind's eye envisioning the neighbourhood as desirable as
the land of Canaan. And the name Karksi-Nuia sounded so similar to the Southern French city
of Carcassonne, with its fanciful mediaeval castle. There were also ruins of a castle in Karksi-
Nuia, and it was also a wine production area, although what they called wine here was not
made of grapes but berries such as currants. There was a meandering river here which
enlarged into an impounded lake, and at the bridge to the village of Poalli, a powerful artificia
waterfall was murmuring. In my wanderings, in a park at the edge of the town | assisted town
cleaners at shovelling fallen autumn leaves, raked into huge piles, into the box of alorry. On
my way back to granny’s place, which lay two miles to the north from the town, | turned into
a copse of trees on a high hill, deep down in the shaded ancient valley a small stream was
burbling, | felt asif | were in mountains, for | had spent the whole of my |If6‘)’1 the flat areas
of Northern Estonia, and sitting down beneath the trees on the steep slopeand‘gazing down

smoking a cigarette afterwards, for | did not want anyone to see me » 1N a paranoid
conviction that in some way or another it might entail a disaster. | buried the fag-end in the
soil of the slope and as | pressed my fingersinto it, | could seethl was red, solid, and
rich, not the kind of earth | knew in my native region. | spent ten granny’s. Twice, my
aunt, my mother’s younger sister of nearly forty years ofsage, a divarced school teacher in an
elementary school in the town of Viljandi, came fro «

my cousins accompanied me in roaming in the surrour ,
spoiled me. She constantly urged me to edt, 'and wouldhnot even permit me the natural
exercise in the yard of splitting the dozen wit axe, which she needed for
firewood, saying the neighbouring farmeravoul d'do th er. Although a voracious eater, |
could not consume all the meat and ham and offered, nor the cheese and bread
and cookies and candies. In the anciént,ov by placmg the dough in long rectangular
moulds, she allowed me to bake c§th uld not eat them herself.

“When | was t the unmar fifty-year-old neighbour woman knitted me a
white-and-blue-and-or

Mamma told me t the war, there was a craze of tennis shoes. They were
whitened with ch@lk powder.

| had zipped rubber boots for snowy weather. When you went outside on a frosty day,
the rubbeQbroke it turned warmer again, water would start trickling in through the
crack.

s Aleksander died in 1956, when | was seven or eight, in the first class
e died in the autumn.
grandpawas alive, | think we went twice to his country place.

Mave just been awakened and | am standing on the bed and | have no shirt on
and mamma’is pulling clothes on me... and | am trembling because it is morning and we are
about to travel to the country.

.. a big suitcase, made of cardboard, very inexpensive, in which my daddy’s socks,
shirts, and alittle sweater of hiswere laid and a few dresses for mamma.

The Liiva raillway station where we got on the train was about a mile and a half from
the Jaani-Mother’s house where we lived as tenants. We walked to the station. The journey
lasted for four and a half hours, we left the train at the Kaarli station, which was preceded by
Slrgavere and Olustvere and... There were no telephones and we had informed grandpa about
the exact time of our arrival with a letter. Grandpa had come to meet us with a horse and a
wagon at the Kaarli station. From there, it was seven miles to his place. A long trip upon the
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wagon behind the horse, the sultry air, flies, mosquitoes and gadflies keen on biting. By turns,
some of us went on foot. The horse was farting and crapping and flipping histail and... It took
an a hour and a half to travel in the horse wagon. Then we reached our goal, we were there.
Grandpa’'s new wife, mamma’'s stepmother Olga started offering warm milk right away.
“Well, if you don’'t want warm milk, | will lower it in the well.” She did it in a long thin
cylinder vessel, the milk had been poured into it through a cheesecloth. Red currants, black
currants, and white currants, and right among the white currant bushes there were beehives.
At the end of a tremendously long barn, near the right end wall there was the privy, in the
privy there were the Viljandi newspapers “The Viljandi Communist”, “The Road to
Communism”, or something like that. Next to the privy there was a small pen with apigin it.
To the other side of the barn, left from the centre, there was the well, and see, this is where the
well was. And we ate in the kitchen and for the meals, terribly salty meat and,eggs were
usually fried. In the soup, there were fresh cabbage and potatoes and garrots and milk had
been poured into it, so the soup was white.

And there was a pantry in that house. 7

There were an old machine for making butter and all kinds of pails and firkins, it was a
very mysterious room. It was very clean and it was somehow, | Me best of all.

There was afly trap made of glass in the kitchen, up in the loft/oehing the hatch, huge
amounts of honey were being kept.

And the following day then, it was decided, € . At the Polli manor
there was a pond and in the pond there was a boat and into.the’boat and my father took

apicture of me and my hair wasin braids. £
And in Nuia we went shopping we wenii to t"the street corner and mamma

(D
>

asked: “Do you have socks?’. The shop assistant off , Yyou know, the kind of brown
striped stockings.
“Ah, you mean socks!” The*EStenian“word for socks meant stockings in Southern

Estonia. The word meant socks down there wh e k-sound was palatalised, which it was
not where we lived.
It was around the f Stalinis time.

And the mass deportations, they“had occurred just about a year or two before we went
nt )/Iarie was perhaps still hiding in the forests and
granduncle August was livi rbi, in Airootsi.

My aunt#elju kind of Wanted their dead mother’s sewing machine for a dowry when
she married, and their stepmother Olga kind of didn’t giveit to her.

When we vi elju, mamma’s sister, we travelled to Kilingi-Nomme and took a
taxi from theret ir village, Vaidu.

... Hen hu Elmar was working at a machine-and-tractor station and he was
ploughi r@s f various collective farms and maybe he could stay overnight and even

sleep at%zc Ine-and-tractor station, | do wonder. | say, that reminded me of something...

because onee again, that salted meat had been fried, the smoke was floating in the house.

At their place, there was no privy, they kept going to the woods. That machine-and-
tractor station might have been at Abja, perhaps, that is where it might have been.

Aswe got back to the Carnation Street in NGmme, our little home seemed so good and
sweet to us and everything was kind of so good back there. Old Mammy might have been
frying potatoes and...”

Back in my parents's apartment in Hoosal, | had been listening to my mother
recollecting her childhood experience of her relatives srustic life.

| recalled while we were living in the other part of the town, from my fifth year till late
teens, in Soil Street, the red evenings in the bedroom of the flat on the fifth floor, with a sight
of the railway station built for the Czar, of the park forest and the glowing sunset on the seas
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in the West. A dawn of the daughters of evening, the desk lamp with a red cylinder-shaped
cloth shade on the night table, a big red painting with the faces of a young man and a young
woman nearing their mouths for a kiss above the bed.

A poison grey tributary river of the Amazon, trees with trunks stretching from the
water and green like algae, overshadowing green bubbling plains of water, often appeared in
my dreams, both calm and vexed.

As Airootsi was an island — in April 1985 — grandfather Konstantin had just been
buried — the yard of our country place ringing with cowslips, water, mud, buttercups,
globeflowers, it took time to get there, the peninsula being separated from the continent by
nearly a mile of knee-deep brine water, our dog had begun crapping at the back of the car and
we took him to the side of the road under the juniper bushes to let him strain the crap out of
him. The crap stained the mops of hair of his butt and father wiped it with ayed blue
grease-rag from the car. Aswe drove on, the car got stuck in the slimy road dirt, b us, the
expanses of the flooding sea, we had to wait till atractor that happen pulled‘out the
car, wading in rubber boots, we reached the peninsula and a feeling of pride,filled me as |
watched the morning glitter of the skies upon a high stone on ie hill in our home yard, an

Olympian spring bursting, burbling around us with a snuffling er louder like a lad
whose voice is cracking, we had come to inspect how our rutabaga rootsiwe had harvested
from the field the previous autumn, had survived the wintes,beneath(the piles of straw, all the
later times, till late autumn of that year, as we drove t0 country place, on the neck of land
to the peninsula, | could see the blue rag father had cleane dog,of crap with, glimmering

o
)

in acluster of grass under the juniper tree. A

| recalled those views of my life of , resorting back for a moment to my
tortured quests in more recent years, infatviaiand n Estonia, | realised that | had
indeed come back home, to be with my moth father,

O
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A Cat and the M oon

My fortieth birthday coming and going, | was entering my middle age. | was living
with my mother, who cared for me in all possible ways. There were no signs of any woman
being interested in establishing a family with me. My mother suggested that | should answer
people who expressed surprise at my situation that 1 was still looking around and making
choices. | ran into such people more often than | would have liked. | wished to believe that
what she advised me to tell them was true, for | was not desperate beyond choosing. But then,
in redlity, | did not even have any choice. An elderly female relative, of a very distant branch
of our family, who once in a while made me phone calls, advised me in a sweet voice to “start
dealing with some woman®. It was impossible to explain the realities ld , and my
suppressed sighs on the phone left her sighing. For my whole previo Irg:jad no
intimate partnerships with women, it had all been just begging or grov. for love, that led
to breaking of acquaintances, or left the relationship pending in the withiirresolute offers
of what appeared some heavenly kind of friendship.

I remembered the first stanza of a poem by the Ru omantic poet, Fyodor
Ivanovich Tyutchev, who lived from 1803 to 1873, which | h rised early at high
school, where | studied in a class specialising in the Russian Ian{ge and literature, and

which with the exception of myself solely consisted of who had all remained just blank
faces and names for me. The lines aways brough ociations with a bus trip to
Mikhailovskoye, a Russian village some four hdndred F tres from my home town and
outside our small country, a constituent republic of the Sov ion, in Russia proper, near a
town called Pushkin Hills. Mikhailovskoyeh , and a half earlier, the place of
internal exile of the greatest Russian poet; Kin, it was also his resting place. |
remembered the romantic golden A withimuddy roads and paths, the Russian starushki
selling vegetables and frequently making eress with their hands in Mikhailovskoye, the
plain wooden bed which Pushkinthad slept i, which was so short as to fit a modern twelve-
year-old boy, and which | feund ard to believe was his because of its endurance in the
immeasurable distance of time. | r the puddles on the hill ways, the sunny and
chilly air, the romanti of youthful hopes in a season of degeneration, and the book
with hard emerald covers, sing/two of James Joyce's early masterpieces in English,
printed in Moscow, which ["had bought upon our return stop in a bookstore in the city of
Pskov, and whiCh | gave my mother as the birthday gift, back in the October of 1986.

ves den’ stoi
i luchezarny

Thereisaspell in autumn early,

One dll too brief, of an enchantment rare:
The nights are radiant and pearly,

The days, pellucid, crystal-clear.

Remembering those lines, and chanting them to myself, now, brought to my mind a
girl 1 had known and to whom | had paid visits, eating, cooking, conversing the two of us,
without ever hoping or even seriously wishing to win her to be my bosom friend, let alone
sweetheart. | had brought carrots on one of my visits. | remembered the cold, pink, rigorous,
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skinny, slender, long fingers of the young woman holding carrots and peeling them with a
knife.

Estonia was just one million bawling creatures for me. | lived for individual pursuits,
individual enlightening. Some brief but happy moments when myself and everything just was
there. Through years of feeling ill, powerlessly raging, frustration, | just suddenly received
glimpses of such moments. They could occur in bus stations, on the countless bus trips in my
early middle age. | would notice a girl whose appearances and behaviour looked amazingly
similar to impressions | had gathered in my early teens. Nearly identical, and made me feel,
against my common sense, as if myself could actually be so young again, as if the yearsin the
middle were just areverie. They made me feel like a soul in the cavern in the legend by Plato,
who suddenly recalls his true homeland. In fact, | seemed to discover, W){h a tremor of
pleasure and apprehension, that to remember in flashbacks sensations from tim was no
beringene' slife

where | gave lectures, to my parental home town, one autumn on the day of
Light brown hair, brightly shining, tied up to the back of her head, frolicking like open
rays above and before her ears, brushing against the cheeks, wﬂdishevelled lock on
the forehead; the girl is bouncing on the bus seat, lightly leaning h Ideways, whispering
something inaudibly to her girlfriend, as gently excited asiherself.
The picture brought back to my eyes after twe i@
yet unseen, stable in quite a few mutations — the same. s
flickering of a flame blustering beneath the protective 't
beginnings of an autumn. -
After the fata morgana of the West had vanish eland became the alurement for
us. Somehow, we felt, it was looming stra than the virtual satisfaction of electronic
communication, which filled the yearsSiday ay, for most of us. We had never been to
Iceland but we knew the way it affected us n e same as it had been with the West. The
,:ﬁansi
t

?re earth, seen already,
ontemplation, a vernal

ity of a mirror, in the crimson

latter had been just a way of life ent like everything human. The rocks, the cliffs, the
ice, the glaciers, the gey d oking mountain-tops were solid. They would endure
through the internet and hone age, ‘@eng with us, if we persisted in our yearning.

Our own land early nondescript, forgettable. In the Northwest we had the
traces of the heritage of “ . The connotations of that ethnic term when used in our own
context differedVastly from its\meaning when referring to the population of Sweden. The
Nordic country we regarded assather modern, more so than our own, and we could not help
but furni%‘its in ts with a whole array of negative or somehow, prickly, stereotypes,
that easily“arose al impressions. But a Swede as a term in our own provincial life
rather meant ‘an affiliaiion to a healthy, unspoiled, tradition-bound, hardy and energetic, land-
tilling ing people. | sometimes thought that instead of a Swede it might just as well
have been a Frisian or even an Angle, any ethnicity of the free-minded Nordic ancestry of
sailors.

Thespeaker of an insignificant and marginal language, my vocation as atranslator into
my native tongue of artistic writings was an unrewarding one. | had met early in my youth an
old man who had rendered nearly al the old Germanic epics into beautiful verse in our
language. | had been with him three times, he died five years after our acquaintance began. At
his death | was just twenty-three. Merely having seen his devotion and having savoured the
lovely rhythms and rhymes of his trandations somehow had taken their toll of my mental
inclinations: they made me to fedl that bleak though the life of that kind of transator’s was,
the strivings, the endurance and the fruits might be self-rewarding. From then on, my mind
was split. It strove toward that kind of selfless devotion, by the very nature noticeable to very
few, while a contrary thought kept hammering on that when | am waning and after | am gone,
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there might well be no one left to withess my devation, to live up to the hardships of
craftsmanship | have put into my art. Be it so, the example of the old man not only directed
me towards accepting the profession of a verse trandator in my infinitessimally unremarkable
language, but reinforced my interest in the old roots of the Germanic tongues. It was with a
degree of reluctance therefore that | reacted when in my late thirties, the few who appreciated
my abilities appeared to expect me to turn my efforts toward rendering works from Romance
languages — | was especially expected to share the enthusiasm in the minor Provencal tongue.
Why not — but what would | be actually serving in translating Provencal poets? Is it of much
joy or notice to themselves if their works appear in my language, surely of even much less
international reputation than their own? And then | knew alot of more authors and texts more
familiar to me, that | had intended to transate — and considering al those tex}; would end up
set into verse in my provincia speech, what difference then, except that manic leanings
had long been my vocation?

The days that had slipped past and accumulated into decades of“life that were’just
memories, used to be so long, every one of them when one rose from bed to welcome its

arrival. Now they were grains of sand on a shore trodden long
Me and my ailing grandmother, mamma, were stayi n%ed house (called so
because it had a single living room with a stove and a fire- adjeining the shed).

Mamma’s heart was failing her, in fact she would be d
be lying on her back in the bed which once had been
fifteen minutes or so, she would rise, pull on somerclot
small concrete stairs father had built along with ‘@awoode
and go pissing on the lawn behind the cornex: We
been a false darm. Once in a while she would seribbl

eal

arriage bed. In every
out the door, down the
andrail specifically for her aid,
stly she just squatted, it having
of what was happening around,
sort of memos just to keep her mind awake, @ ribbons of paper or on newspaper corners,
which she would soon tear into small“pieces. come to stay with her and share the room

with her at nights, because | wanted to give som and relaxation to my mother, who was
exhausted from tending to her, | tried to tﬂz/h y grandmother, but with little success. The
; ri

threegnhs’ time. She would

reason was not only in her départin aity as sour and frustrated most of the time, on the
verge of another nervo down. 1% endless, and particularly, without the sense of
age which seemed alarmingly advanced to myself and must
have seemed so to my juni hought that the same grandmother and my own mother and
father had beengarents for aleng.time at this age whereas no girl or woman had approached
me with any4more intimacy than friendly talks. | sort of felt betrayed by my juniors, who
happily egablish ily relations, and also by my parents and the same granny, who had
done the'same b to my present age.

e Bible with me, which a Baptist preacher, a friend of my irreligious
er. The preacher had died of stomach cancer the same summer, a few

| had ‘a,poc
mother, %t
weeks ﬂlier, and my mother had attended her funeral. Grandmother had taken possession of

the fold of paper with Baptist hymns sung at his funeral, with the photograph of the
deceased the picture of a candle on it, which mother had brought home afterwards, and
grandmother had poked it into her black handbag already full of useless, odd and trivial little
things. | read the Bible, sitting on the old yellow couch in which | slept at night, and tried to
ignore the agonising ill health of my granny. One evening | asked her a biblical question. She
had strongly turned to the church in her late seventies, some six or seven years ago, after her
son, my uncle, who had been living with her al his life, besieged by various heavy
complaints, died at the age of fifty-five. | asked her to guess, or to figure out, which is the
species of a domestic animal never mentioned in the Bible. | meant to please her. She started
thinking and | could see from her tortured utterances how much at pains she was. She offered
me the names of all sorts of animals, goats, sheep, cows, and forgetting they had to be
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domestic, suggested wolves, lions, giraffes. Then she slept or continued with her restless
walks. The day passed, after we had gone to bed | reminded her of my question but she was
too tired and | abandoned my endeavours. It was only in the evening of the following day that
| dared to return to the topic and she with relative eagerness replied that she had figured it out.
“Rats,” she spurted. Only before the next bedtime, after we had eliminated all the other
creatures, she suddenly exclaimed asif having been sent a spiritual message, “A Kitty!”

Her own last cat, a fat yellow castrated tomcat called Miki, had died two years after
her son, that is five years before her own collapse, and my parents and | had buried him in a
shallow grave in atriangular section of our country place near the red gates, beneath the lawn
under the alder and rowan trees behind a hedge of rose bushes. It was me who placed the
body, wrapped in alinen sheet given by granny, into the hole, the corpse beir}q still quite soft
yet. My father found a lump of yellowish limestone, about a foot high, wrote th 'S name
on it in black paint, and erected it to be the gravestone. When grandmather, sti&elative
health, came to our country place, she would at first go to see the grav

Now dead herself, she is white ashes lying two feet deep in sandy gteund ir’a piny
cemetery in the nearabouts of Tallinn, next to the white ashes of_her son, whom she survived
by seven years, and the only skeleton of their family, as| remem om her last decade, is
the remains of Miki in the southeastern end of our summer place. dark- and windy late
autumn nights, and on winter nights with the murky weeds lurking to the west and grayish
d are al deserted, us

and painting cool silver linings to the threatening, cl :
and maybe mamma’s spirit would come hevering, ligh vapours of retreating frost, over
the grave of her last and favourite cat, touc! name on the yellowish gravestone with her
immaterial finger, and call for his gpifitite,ri d come snuggling against her ethereal legs

4
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Let My Right Hand Wither

By the waters of Babylon, there we sat
down and wept, when we remembered
Zion.

On the willows there we hung up our
lyres.

For there our captorsrequired of us
songs, and our tormentors,4firth, saying,
“ 9ng us one of the songs:of Zx

How shall we sing RD’ s songiin a
foreign land? 7

If | forget yo erusalem, let my right
hand wither!

Th Revis%&rlandard version.
:1-5.

Leah Granman's birthday was on tlﬂ the“events in James Joyce's book
“Ulysses’, which a number of devotees of .the author oomsday, after the name of the
main character in the novel. It was early su , the her was mild. A family of Jews,
acquaintances of her late father, had"€éme toVisit Leah on her birthday. Only her father,

Moysey, had been Jewish, of Czsh backgreund, mother having been Russian. Moysey

Ve

was buried on the new Jewish ¢ ery of Tartu, next to his closest relatives, their common
forefather having come to Fartu fr igain'the 1880s. The grave of the forefather, with the
suitable first name Abraliam, could befeurd among them. There had been atime when Lars
with Leah, and on another occasion he had taken a walk
out to the graveyard at the edge of the city al on his own, to place a pot of blossoming
heather at the gréVe stone of oléhAbraham. Before the war, Leah's father had worked in Tartu
as the manager of the macaroni factory; at the beginning of the war, he had retreated from the
city on fozt', looki all the time, to avoid being shot in the back. He had been evacuated
into the“depths 0 join the Red Army over there. Leah’'s mother was buried in the
other part of the small city. Lars was living as a tenant in Leah’s
times, it had belonged to Jews, a few of whom had later moved to

Russian cemetery |
apartm W
Israel. %)Bm which Lars rented was the smallest in the three room apartment, just a small

chamber. re the war, the house servant had lived in it. The narrow space was made even
narrower by the bookshelves standing along the walls, containing books mostly in Russian,
the Great Soviet Encyclopedia, novels, books of travel, collections of poetry, and a lot of
volumes in Russian, German, and Estonian, focusing on various branches of medicine.
Through the high window one could see the soiled, sooty backyard, with the weather-worn
facades of the houses in the former main street of Tartu visible over the roofs of lower
cottages. Crammed into the room there were also a desk, a chair and a convertible armchair,
which served Lars both for slegping and relaxing. It was impossible to sit at the desk when the
chair had been turned into the bed. On the table of her birthday party, Leah offered wine,
vodka, and potato salad, the main meal being fried pork with sauerkraut and oven-baked
potatoes. There was also a B-shaped coffeecake. The guests were doctors, just like Leah.
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They had come with their two daughters, the elder one eight, the younger one five years old.
The parents mentioned the elder girl’s interest in dancing. “The little one wants to become a
ballerinal” they said in Russian.

In the living room a piano stood, but Leah Granman, living alone after her parents
death, could not play it. There was enough space for all the guests at the big solid table. The
dinner was over and the adults were still sitting at the table, conversing and raising glasses.
Lars, having been asked to participate in the party, listened to the guests talking in Russian
and did not say much. After the dinner, he went straight back to his room, staying alone and
browsing his textbooks. The older sister was sitting in the living room at the end of the bed in
which Leah dept at night, near the table and next to the door, and she kept babbling in
Russian. Lars was listening to her in a distracted manner, wordless. The gigl talked about
ballet, about her hoping to get into a ballet school, to become a ballerina and texdance. She
was rather plump, not at al of the build of a young ballet dancer. She lovely K hair,
and plump arms and chubby cheeks. She spoke with enthusiasm, but béin are of hepwell-
fed looks, she also seemed a bit embarrassed. 7

The door of Lars' room in the hallway wall was open. The younger of the.sisters had
been showing signs of jealousy for the attention caught by herwe dlipped into Lars
chamber. When the young man went to see her, she was standing in hemslippers upon his
convertible armchair and she was trampling her feet. Beingyyoungef; she was naturally not as

id er no d forehead, and she
3 de dancing movements on

back and formed her body into an acrobatic ?e,
responded by observing it with a soft, perplexed inter e elder sister had grown restless
and now she also cameinto Lars' room. Seel her sister was doing she lay down on her
back as well and formed a bridge, te"Show,h derwear. Lars gaze followed the frolicking
children in an attempt to remain /decent. ul have felt embarrassed if they were not
ashamed of him? The adults were conversing'in the living room peacefully. Engaged in bodily
babb Lars stopped to listen to her. At the same time the
and he see in her face that she was about to outdo the
older one. With a sin he pwed her nice lacy skirt up, pulled the drooping hoses
down on her knees and ew quick movements Lars could see her lower body, her
thighs and butt siéked, her panties.down. The little girl had exposed herself. At that moment
the mother came to the door, and the child waddled to her, the parent immediately restraining

her, pulli Qg her [ again and taking her to the living room where the guests were
rising fromitheir seets, t to leave. The elder girl followed them. The event of the little girl
to

exercise, the elder girl k
younger sister twisted

exposing herself oung man was not taken too serioudly, things like that may happen
with'chi

ertheless, the event had a sequel for Lars, several sequels in fact. It stayed in his
memory, ing there in contrast to his relations with several other members of the female
sex, several/other Jewesses. During his youth and early middle age Larsfell in love with afew
women, a few grown-up Jewesses and he made advances to them, and they never exposed
themselves to him. How much he would have wanted some grown-up Jewess to let her
panties fall in front of him! How much he wished two adult Jewesses, jealous of each other, to
compete in showing him their underwear and stripping themselves! Did he miscalculate
something, choose the wrong women? Who knows. Less than a year after the incident
described Lars was in Massachusetts, USA, studying at a community college and proud of
himself for the fact that in difference from others in the college theatre company, he had not
yet been seized by sexual restlessness and lust that spring and that he was (at least apparently)
left cold by the fit of heat of the girls in the company. The troupe kept talking about sex.
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Couples were formed, some of which broke apart in a few days; one of the courses in the
humanities department of the college had been “human sexuality” and that was probably
where these young people came from, who seemed amost with a scientific interest to be
waiting for romantic love, obviously just a mythical construction according to the theses of
the course, overturned and the freedom of natural drives prevail. Whoever had not yet slept
with someone from the theatre group seemed an outcast. Girls were hanging around his neck
when he was arranging his make-up before the mirror in the waiting-room (he was playing a
monk in Brecht's “Galileo” and his face was painted pale, he was dressed in a brown
monastic robe of simple fabric, with his feet bare), threw their hair backwards and whispered
inhisear: “You are sexy!” He trembled, remembered it, but did not respond to them, just took
afew deep breaths and went to wait for histime of performance. A

He put all his youthful acting abilities into the role. He even tried taking himself into
some kind of trance. That was how he was banishing the fear which otherwise ht have
vanguished him. Waiting for his performance behind the stage, he int
air, doing that so loud and noticeably that one of hisfellow actors ask
felt and if he needed a doctor. He had memorised every single Ise of hisrole, Uttering all the

origina words in the play, which was rare among actors. On th he presented his long
soliloquy with pleasure, enchanted with the pure British accent of hi ningr I n the rehearsal
he d| recto remarkl ng that atrace of
e learned the correct
pronunciation of that word. If something was missing @ 2.stage’ it was his contact with
other players, mostly he just heard their voicesy/the,visualeonnection with them being weak.
He was heavily short-sighted, but did not So”he could not see the facia
expressions of the girl Rebecca, impersonating Galileo, om he as the servant of the Pope
had to explain in what a horrible way Galil ogonical teachings affronted the
convictions of the church and of simple on ristians. However, when the nightly shows
began, he perceived the audience well, listeni o the rustling audible in the darkness
our

he made a mistake in pronouncing the word “ pageantry” s

between his words and sensin a Ie ion. In the third evening of the show, while
he was raising his querulo ice to the falsetto, from one of the seats in the
hall sounded a high voige i tatl ng k| ng him, a tasteless echo to his utterances. His
granduncle and his gr 'S wife mg come to see the show one evening told him at
home that he had played w v had V|deotaped his soliloquy.

Lars hads@rrived in America the previous autumn. In the New York airport, he met
fellow Estonians who had been.on the plane. The Estonian girls asked what such a young man
was doing/aonei ign country. When he replied that he would begin studying, the girls
reacted with sighsy Poor parents!” During the year which Lars spent in America the fate of
his native country stituent republic of the USSR, was precariously uncertain. He kept
receivi n@l rom his parents and his paternal grandmother, who all persuaded him to
do everything in his powers for staying in America, even if that meant “going to a refugee
camp’wny there were no refugee camps in the country, there were just illegal
immigrants,and his granduncle, having taken responsibility by promising to shelter and feed
him, ruled out the slightest possibility of his becoming one.

Lars had the weakness of cherishing theories that likened Estonians and other peoples
speaking Finno-Ugric languages to the native peoples of America. One day, searching
through a shelf of journals of the college library, he found a newspaper produced by the
Iroquois Indians. He read it and made up his mind to write a message to its letters bulletin. He
wrote about his native people, about how similar their ancestors were supposed to have been
eight hundred years earlier to the native peoples of the forest zone of North America, with
their forest culture of foraging and their early stages of agriculture. While writing, he sensed
that the similarisation of ethnic groups situated so far apart was a bit overdone, but he
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believed that was how it had to be written, words appearing on the sheet of paper as if by
themselves. The letter turned out to be long and he based it on contrasting conguering peoples
and surrendered peoples. He added a five dollar bill to the letter, the price necessary for being
sent the next issue of the newspaper. The issue was sent him but his letter was not published
in it and he never learned whether it appeared in any of the following issues. The centre of
those Indians lay in the Northern areas of the state on New York and it was beyond Lars
resources to travel up there.

Occasiondly, a plump middle-aged Jewess called Linda from a neighbouring house
came to see Lars and his granduncle. Linda had hands with thick fingers. She was an amateur
actress, travelling all over the world with her theatre companies, having given performances
in Ireland and Finland. She aso wrote plays. She said that the figure who haddnfluenced her
the most was Hemingway. There was something of the big-mouthed, coarse-voiced
androgynous women of Hemingway’s in her. She told about her life in Boston: &havi ng

m from thesopen
ked like. “Itis

been street disturbances and the police shooting tear gas and it filling
very small,” she said, looking at the map, “really very small.” Liis told her his‘@pinion about

window. She asked Lars to show on the map where Estonia was and what it

Hemingway: he was a brilliant stylist, but not courageous en in his werk, liable to
repeating himself. The youth was curious to see whether what he had.saidwould irritate her,
but his statement must have sounded so balanced that shegfeund hisicompassion to the writer

rather moving. The next time Linda was accompani€d age son Adam, her only
child. Adam said that he wrote science fiction and he ts of “The Star Trek”.
When Adam was away, Linda said that her son'isidewish through her line, and that she had
made it her heart’s matter to give him a ish upbringi entred on the synagogue, that

would form the basisin his life which he was |ater free

One day Lars and his granduncle wereyvisited by the granduncle' s son Jonah, living in
New York. Like Lars, Jonah was of*fmedium height, a slender thirty-seven-year old man. In
the evening Jonah suggested going out together rive around in the car. Lars put on more
festive clothes. They head North on. On the way they talked about literary
magazines. In the city th car visited four bars and cafés. The first of them
gave the most powerful i ke a swarming beehive. Jonah bought himself a
beer and soda for Lars: no viacant seats at the tables, they remained standing at the
bar seats; once in awhile dy,wanted to pass them, saying sorry. For along time they
were just standingcasting glanees at what was surrounding them. Then Jonah asked in alow
voice a few things about him and his relatives in the native country. When the conversation
turned to gUIture e young man said he sometimes felt like a young prince here and
sometimesylike Indian. High above the heads a TV-set was playing, showing
baseball. Jonah explai that baseball was his favourite game, that in that game there was
time for%’ n. They kept standing and smiling. One of the girls sitting in front of
them turped and asked Lars something. He did not understand what was asked, it was uttered
with a s&?accent (the Boston accent, Jonah said later). Jonah told the girl that Lars was a
foreigner. “From where?’ Lars had to explain that Estonia was a country south of Finland and
was presently under the Soviet power. The girls gazed at him and he stared at them. They said
that they studied at the University of Massachusetts, the one with dark hair raising children.
Lars had no skills to go on chatting with them. They finished their drinks and went to look for
the next bar. At some places they were left behind the door, either because Lars was too
young to be let in or because it was a closed party. They went to an Irish restaurant, the
visitors watching baseball. The next bar was filled with darkness and with drinking figures, in
one corner there was disco dance going on. Lars could see a couple cuddling. Jonah drank
another beer, Lars water again. The young man standing next to him talked to him and he was
asked about his origins again. Lars said he was from Lapland. The young man did not know
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where it was sSituated. Lars said it was in Northern Europe, where Santa Claus lived. The
young man said “ahah” and did not speak any more. Jonah asked Lars whether he could see
anyone to ask for adance, but he could not.

Finally they had a mea in a café and talked more. They talked about two Czech
writers, Kundera and Havel. Jonah had been busy writing his master’s thesis about literature
that year. They set out for home when it was one o’ clock.

At home he read a book about the language and the mind of the Navajo Indians taken

from the quite large shelf of books about Indians in the college library and he took a bath. In
the book there occurred the word “sweathouse” and he tried to figure out what that might
mean, whether it was related to a bathhouse. According to the beliefs of the Navajos the gods
thought the world into existence in a sweathouse.

After a lunch in the college he went into the office of his leeturerhof cultural
anthropology. The bearded man received him kindly. Lars said he thought he h&)ne the
last quiz on a hundred points, that is, the maximum. The lecturer ¢ it up, and it*was
true. In one of the lectures lately a documentary had been shown, a about Mexican
farm people, their work and their festivities. In the obligatory written on thebasis of the
film Lars had remarked that Mexico, the underdevelopment and t imitivity of that country
had left him a sad impression, all the scenes in that film, including the festive scenes, being
filled with dolour. The lecturer had commented on the margin of hisfessay that Lars' idea had
hit the target, that being avery correct observation, th ico really being dolour,
Mexico being the land of dolour. Now, in the legtur talked more about that
country. The lecturer had a summer house on thexY uc insula, the area in which the

Maya Indians lived, where he spent a lot of IS ers.“The lecturer asked for how long
Lars had been in America. He asked how¢comehe sp ch good English and whether he
understood everything that the lecturer sard asked,/whether Estonian was a Germanic

language and having got a negativeanswer, he asked whether Estonians had come from Asia.
He was furthermore interested in what language le were educated in Estonia and whether
Lars was optimistic about Estoniamindependence. Lars said yes, but he added that the danger
inb there were just one million Estonians and a lot of
tinct. The teacher'mentioned that he was of mixed English, Frisian,
and Native American d asl;ed whether Lars was watching the documentary series
about the US Civil War asjon TV in those weeks, and he told the youth at length
about his contagf8with contemporary Southerners, a lot of whom considered their country
occupied eves now and would not get tired of reminding him of that.

One of‘the actresses in the play “Galileo” presented by the college theatre was a tall
girl called'Susan: Jersonated a man, a secular astronomer connected with the church,
whose role it'\was to'search for nice girlsinstead of stars with the spy-glass. During the pause
of/aper Lars noticed Susan sitting near the mirror. The girl was watching him, her
brown ﬁ%aﬁ:ﬂr:mg on her shoulders. The air whirring of direct bodily contacts and of

red, |

h

to independence would r
ethnicities had become

uncenso guage among most actors, it did not seem intrusive at al when Lars
approached.the girl by a few steps, bent to her and said by her face: “You are so nice that |
would like to paint you if I could.” On another day, after a usual morning at the college, Susan
talked to the young man in front of a college building. She asked him how it was going and
implied that he would be welcome to pay her a visit in Northampton. “I’ll introduce you to
my housemate Jozy.”

For some time, Lars did not even know whom he was visiting, towards whom he was
turning his heart and thoughts, Susan or Jozy. The latter had participated in the stage setup of
“Galileo” and had seen the young man aready, although he had not noticed her. For the first
time they met eye to eye after the last show, in a party arranged by the stage director. There
were a lot of people, afew of them going to the roof to watch the moon through a telescope.
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Most were sitting in scattered companies, drinking soda water and alcohol, smoking, talking.
Jozy talked with Lars at atable for half an hour, both sipping soda water once in awhile, Jozy
also drinking beer and lighting some cigarettes. The girl was smiling. She seemed to have a
cunning way of smiling. She said she liked him. She had a narrow face and fine features. Her
nose slightly hooked. She said her ancestors had come from Latvia and Lithuania.

Jozy acted as if Lars were a friend of Susan’s first and foremost, with herself just a
friend of his friend. On the day the three of them went to eat in an Indian restaurant, their
relationships were still of the kind. There was very dark in the restaurant, the extremely dark,
almost black-skinned Hindu waiters appearing at their table all of a sudden, as if they were a
part of the darkness, a shadow from shadows. The young people ate very heavily spiced meat,
although it was not the spiciest among the items available in the menu. At }be table Susan,
chewing the food, talked about her libido which she said she was losing. Lars Jozy kept
their voices low. They al drank a lot of water. The girls paid for Lar§S becau ey had
invited him out. Although Jozy kept aformal distance, her conversati ith the youngrman
in the girls' house had turned out, perhaps against her will, to be more intimate, thefeeling
cropping up that there was a secret the two of them shared, a Wat was left out with

Susan because of her constant sexual irritation. On one occasion ere sitting on benches
in the yard and drinking the cocktail “Bloody Mary” the girls had mixed. Thethird housemate
Mary, of about the same age and of Anglo-Saxon origi
made a joke referring to the name the girl shared
Mary, to which she responded by showing him her fist.
started helping the girls prepare the food. e

Lars did not feel any specia physical tion,to . Firstly, the girl was too tall.
She was also skinny, unusually lean, the skin of her ned almost too sallow for such a

f
young age, only the spring sun making it gl o&ion the cheekbones. One could look at
e Itai

had joihed their company. Lars

her, to some extent admire her, but J#arsidid notwant to touch her, he was almost scared of it.
He knew about Susan’s origins that the genes of of nations were mixed in her and to his
surprise he even heard her say, th e had an ancestry.

Neither was he particul tracted to Jozy. She was short, also skinny but
considering her shortness; she still h shape to her. The skin of her face was coming off
in scales. (“1 have b i , &ai(p Her skin was not youthfully fresh — she was three
years older than Lars — b wish, which may have been caused by excessive smoking.
Once Lars followed her into her,room on the second floor of the house. When the girl bent
over her bedgStanding with her'back turned to Lars, he could see her dry buttocks looming
through th‘ grey,t There was nothing exceptionally erotic in them. Lars could feel no
drive stifring in st a dight erotic vibration for a fleeting moment, and he would
remember thesscene: girl stooping over the bed, full of hesitation, looking for something in
her reti ing in fact uncomfortable for the visitor having come so far without being
invited.Kh;Lars had no particular desire to touch Jozy either and yet there was something

t

attracting him,to her which Susan lacked.

It was usually Jozy who brought Lars to the girls' in her Toyota. One day he took the
bus to visit them. He was standing at the bus-stop and he had to wait long, for the bus was
late. He was surrounded by pale, hunched up figures. When Lars asked them a question, they
grunted something indefinite or pretended not to hear. People who lacked money to buy a car.
He managed to talk alittle with a black guy. That young man was a pure representative of his
race, his skin almost greenish-black. Lars asked the Afro-American where he thought he came
from. “England,” the man suggested, perhaps by Lars accent. “Actually | am from Eastern
Europe,” Lars said. “Eastern Europe,” the man repeated inexpressively, and stopped talking.

When the bus arrived, painted on its side in big letters was the advertisement USE
ONE, in which the letter O was designed into an unopened condom. The bus-driver was a
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woman. Near her by the bus-door there was standing a lean bearded man wearing jeans,
holding a big object which looked like a vacuum-cleaner. He and the bus-driver were
discussing about Jesus and the grace of God. At the end of the discussion the lean man stated
his belief that God who was a loving God was not sending sinful spirits into hell but just
extinguishing them from existence, punishing them that way. Before going to Susan and Jozy
Lars visited a bookstore in Northampton. He was looking for something by Joseph Conrad,
found a biography of him, thumbed it, looked up the words “sexual life” in the index and read
about Conrad’s sexual life, standing in the bookstore. Then he looked up the writer’s writing
habits in the index and read the corresponding pages. When he finally reached the girls' house
by having walked along the dead end street, through the glass window in their front door he
could see one of them standing. It was Susan washing her hair in a bowl. Hegghair had been
dyed purple, the tone still noticeable in it. This time the girls were joking, theyainvited the
young man into the yard, to the light blue blown up pool which they filled with water
through a hose, and they took a peculiar stance, about the way of as, holdingreach
other’s hands and sputtering water from their mouths, impersonating “Water-sprinkling
fountain sculptures. A young man of Armenian origins, Susan's admirer, was present. Lars
and the Armenian went for a short walk. They walked to the fro lothes store in one of
the neighbouring streets and they stopped there. The young dykars that he was
interested in photography. He showed him a dummy in the;showcase behind the glass and he

S

walked back. The girls joked about the youn behind the corner to beat each
other because of Susan. After that Lars observedwith interest what was going on between the
Armenian and Susan. It was obvious that th been guite close but had later drifted apart

and that their relationship might or mightsnot e up again. Susan joked with Jozy at Lars
presence about the two of them ing to'find a'ditfdo for themselves to have a satisfactory
relationship. (Northampton, the girls present hometown was called the Lesbian capital of the
world and there was a soci and Lesbians in Lars college, one of whose members
was the teacher of Lars ive writingeeourse, a forty-year-old female poet; in the college
rooms Lars frequentl 'rwgman of the society, a girl in her twenties with a stout
masculine body and bobb .) Once in a confidential talk Jozy informed Lars that Susan
had had all kinds®f. sexual relatiens, herself having had much less of that kind of experience.
For Jozy’ s bixthday, the fifth of June, the girls had adorned the living room with paper

festoons. (_‘ars w y there when Susan, standing on a small ladder, tied balloons
beneath“the cell For/fun, Susan glued onto Lars upper lip a stripe of cotton for a
moustache. Guests arrived, mostly co-actors from “Galileo”. Beef was grilled on charcoalsin
the'gard ine‘was being drunk. Jozy got drunk and as the tape recorder was playing in

young men’s Japs. Jozy climbed on the table and made a few dancing movements with her
small body."She descended and stood and talked with Lars. In the darkness of the room she
passionately grabbed the young man by his hands and clutched his wrists. Then she seemed to
sober up a little. “Sorry for clutching you,” she said, amost spurting. She conjured up a
strange, distanced look. She went and sat down in the proximity of Santo, a young man of
[talian origins, also having acted in the play and after some time, when it was growing dark
outside, she stood up and having put on a leather jacket she went and sat on Santo’'s
motorcycle behind his back and they rolled away, to a bar, as the rumours said. The rumours
also said that Santo had a divorced wife and two children in California. The guests were
beginning to leave and finally Lars was left alone with Susan in the house. Susan looked
nervous. She phoned someone and talked with them and then she came and said to Lars that

the roor%::ouples that had formed in the acting company had taken their seats, girlsin
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she had called Jozy and she had asked if Susan was not harassing the young man. “Of course |
said | was not, because | am asexual,” Susan said. Lars told the girl about his aspiration to
become a writer and told her a story he had written. He thought to himself that many of the
guests who had left might be thinking that something occurred between him and Susan in the
empty house. Finally he left, took a late bus in the darkness to his granduncle’'s place in the
neighbouring town.

The next time Jozy went out with Lars, just the two of them. They dined in a Mexican
restaurant. Jozy smoked cigarettes while eating and Lars talked about Virgil and Dante.
Afterwards they drove to the proximity of a park, sat on the grass under a tree and discussed
literature. Lars mentioned Conrad, Jozy said she had not read him. She said she did not
especialy like Joyce's “Ulysses’. Lars said he considered “Ulysses’ readab}@. Jozy praised
Salinger, especialy his “Franny and Zooey” which she said was better than, “ The,Catcher in

“The Sound and the Fury”. Jozy said that she was a Medusa. It was
out of the city and stopped and went out of the car and sat in the gr
closest city farther away mirrored as thousands of stars in theiverbed reserveik- Jozy told
him about a young man she had been dating with. Lars said tw he left America he
might be going to study in Germany. He said that might try to stay in America longer. Jozy
said that if he needed alawyer for that plan, she could reeemmend mother who was avery
good lawyer. They drove to Northampton, to a Catha @ Zyy came out of the car

hem one-step higher, and they sat

her avidly. “It seems you have not kissed @
kissed more. Afterwards Jozy copcéded,th
feelings for Santo. Santo had his gwn band. ed the girl why she had “scooped out”
Lars in the “Galileo” party. By that he had referring to their half an hour talk, which
Jozy had initiated. It was quite late t when Jozy drove Larsto his homein her car. On the
way she stopped at a gas'station and bought chocolate from there and offered it to the young
man and ate it with him. o

A couple of days night Lars sent aletter to Jozy.

Dear Jozy™Excuse my inexperience. Getting involved for the sake of experience has
not been myfield. <Y ou cannot resist Santo — how he reveals the discipline of soul which
maybe onky long itation with music can teach people. If it is true that a part of you likes
me, maybe\] an not opposites excluding each other, but my readings and writing
attempts have,taug partly the same that attracts you to him. For there is music in the
silence too. Although words are less trustworthy than notes and it takes a longer

timeto n;aster them and | am not even twenty.

., Jozy said in the meantime and then they
ough she partly liked Lars, she also had

T cumb to you, to forget my clumsy passion (like one forgets to look at one's
racket-holding hand), to respond to you, be yours, be you.

My dear, dear love.

He did not wait for Jozy to to reply with a letter — an unlikely possibility — or by
phone, but in a couple of days he sent her anew letter.

Dear Jozy:

| am proud that my first ardent kiss belongs to a woman whom | consider not only
attractive but wise.

| have been a male for six and a half years and have spent more of the time among
young women than among men and have experienced alot of them.

39



40

Few of them have satisfied my spiritual thirst. None has tried to look beyond my
apparent self.

It was because you scooped me with no sex in mind that | fell in love with you.

| thought: now | am ready for it. | have met her. Neither gossip nor the flow of time
can hinder us. She will teach me the joy of sharing one’'s self, body and mind.

The magic of words or my skill init hasits limits. | cannot enchant you.

I will just repeat what many a man has said: between grief and nothing, | will take

grief.
Which is probably better than joy. Yes, it is better. Yes.
Lars A
He had learned in the meantime that none of the colleges in th w accept
him, if they needed to pay for his living and study expenses. He ing short of the

money got from his greatgrandmother as a bequest and he had no perspectives for al onger
stay in America. He had received a scholarship from one of the committees of~Estonians
living abroad, but that alone was insufficient. He sent a letter to ﬂmmee, asking them to
leave the scholarship unpaid. He talked on the phone with his ingEstonia and was
making plans for his departure.
He could guess of course that Jozy was not she
had befriended him just out of curiosity. But he was
caled her. The feeling overwhelmed him that hé had co
he sent her another letter, seeking for reconcili@tion.
Dear Jozy. The night before yourdbirthday | 0 my parents. | told them about

you, saying you were short and your nose W@y hooked (so is my mother’s). | said you

passionate feelings, that the girl
’ her irritated voice when he
itted a very bad thing. With haste

and | were friends who realised thepoWien,of us but that we respected ourselves and each

other too much to be subject to the whims of that goddess.
| overrated myself. | realise,.now how mucth my one impulsive action and even more

the following letters startl d di ointed you. | failed to be a gentleman. It is of no help
to say that that was an grror; that | ays wanted to be slow and cautious in dealing
al circumstances — the proximity of my departure from
America— made me behav ay Idid.

In a couple.of days Jozy. called him. Her voice had calmed down and she said she

would go outto a restaurant onee again with him. They met in the afternoon of June 16 — the

Bloomsday” of ‘th irers of Joyce, and Jozy took Lars in her Toyota to a restaurant at
Amherst. They and received the menus, but then for some reason Jozy disliked
the place and, th e to another place at Amherst and took their seats in the other
restaur

involved with,him. The young man nodded, asserting the fact. They started eating and talked
about afew.things, but there were fake notes in their conversation and it lacked the warmth of
the earlier times. “How do you celebrate Christmas in your family?’ Lars asked. “Jews do not
celebrate Christmas,” Jozy said with a pointed stress. That made Lars furtively wonder. He
had not actually considered Jozy’s ethnicity. He did not know much about the festivals of
Jews. His half-Jewish landlady in Tartu did celebrate Christmas, had brought a big Christmas
tree into her room. “But you do have some kind of religious rituals?’ he asked timidly. “The
boys are circumcised,” Jozy replied with a crooked smile. “The girls— * and she shrugged, as
if thinking of the idiotic possibility that they might be circumcised as well.

Immediately after eating and paying the bill Jozy drove the young man back to the city
of hisresidence and they exchanged cold goodbyes. At Lars' request she did not drive him to

xi;; very beginning Jozy told the young man she could not get romantically
h
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his house but stopped at the distance of half a mile, near the thicket that grew by the
Connecticut River. He felt unable to go straight home into the sight of his granduncle, feeling
he needed more privacy to be taking in his disappointment. He plunged into the thicket. In a
moment there was lightning flashing, he heard thunder rolling and a storm with heavy rain
began. Under the slope of the ancient riverbed he found a hollow trunk of a falen tree. The
trunk was big enough for him he to creep inside without feeling pressure. There was even
quite light inside. He lay crouching in the trunk for the whole duration of the rain, four hours,
and he got away without araindrop on his skin. Then he walked home.

Five days before his departure from the US he sent one more letter to Jozy, the last
letter he posted in America.

Dear Jozy: A

I must confess you something: | have not stopped desiring you. If only we.could meet
once more before | leave and | could kiss you, this austerely noble ending woul e more
warmth to it. An ending? Be as frank in your letters as you can. | f ed, humiliated: a
noble humiliation, to be rejected by the wisest among women. | am addict books but you

whose forbears were the first people to store up their wisdom ir*\;ooks, you seemyto radiate a

knowledge older than the Bible and Tamud. If your “I like y t my whole being,
please call me and let us meet and et me kiss you. On Thursday uiget the letter 1 will
still have three full daysto stay.

Jozy did not call him. He waited till the end @ %y then he called her.
He repeated his request: that they might meet and/he cc > he girl sighed and said
that she did not hate him. That he would just‘h up with there being other men
besides him in the world and with her having [
being other women beside her and with him suréely fin meone for himself. She said she
believed the young man would get over w pened. Then she reproached him for the
insistent tone of hisletters and for hirmfhaving her now and asking to kiss her. “What do

you think | am?’ she said. She gave anothersigh and said goodbye. In three days, the youth
was taken in his granduncle's,car to New Y ork. He took the plane to Moscow and from there
he flew to Talinn.

Jozy had arou imto anin n Jewish matters. In the autumn, he happened to
read an announcemen ish Y outh Society in anews bulletin in the hallway of Tartu
University Library. He w € meeting of the society, hesitant at first, but having taken
his seat, no onesfeproached hith,.for not looking Jewish. The following week the group was
invited to clean up the old Jewish cemetery. The cemetery lay next to the Russian Orthodox
graveyard(:ind it rrounded by a high concrete wall. The gate was usually locked but a
hole had appear | which one was able to creep through. The chairman of the youth
society, Stas,'@pen lock with his key and they stepped into the darkness of the cemetery.

They g om'the guardian’s house. Some of the members had their own rakes with
them. Il\%cﬁ‘m under the trees. They walked around a little and tried their best to decipher

the Hebrew, characters of the Yiddish inscriptions on the tombstones. Stas began hacking
sprouts between the graves with his axe, the others raking. Stas was of light skin, with light
curly hair and bluish grey eyes. The skin of his face was coming off in scales the same way as
had Jozy’s. Among the girls, too, there were a few whose appearance made it difficult to
recognise they were Jewish. But the girl named Naomi had brown, almost black hair and her
skin was darker than usual among the people in Estonia. On their way back from the cemetery
Stas and L ars discussed the original meaning of the word Jerusalem.

“What is it that makes Jews stand out among peoples, that has helped us endure
throughout thousands of years, despite all persecutors?’ two young black-haired American
men with kippahs asked from the members of the youth society, sitting on benchesin a hall of
a high dormitory building of Tartu University. They had gathered to celebrate the Jewish New
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Year. Naomi was Sitting next to Lars, as if she had shifted so close to absorb his warmth.
“Jews are democratic,” someone proposed. “Hitler was also elected to power in a democratic
way,” the young men with kippahs replied. “The Jews have the oldest written culture among
the peoples of the world,” Lars suggested. “The Chinese have just as old a culture,” the
kippah-bearers retorted. “The Jews have the Torah,” Naomi said, in alow voice and swiftly.
“Exa—ctly,” the young men drawled and gave an enlightened smile of happiness. “We have
the Torah.” Later Lars told Naomi that to his knowledge he was not Jewish but that his
grandfather had had a surname that sounded Jewish, and he told the girl the surname. “In that
case, you are aJew,” Naomi said decisively.

In later times, Lars saw Naomi just once, the girl was walking towards him at the end
of the old main street of Tartu and interchanged greetings with him, sending hiX] anicesmile.

Y ears passed and Lars was working as a teacher of English in a countrysschool near
his parental home. An American woman from New Hampshire came to werk as hi league.
Her name was Carol and she had been born and grown up in New Y QK. was in hepmid-
thirties. Later Lars found in the Internet that a man with her surname, 'who though(might
have been her relative, had been arabbi. The woman was not rel iiious.

One bright day in the middle of summer they went for in the neighbouring
town. They walked along a sea-side alley, by afield of reeds, the path/running between rows
of stumpy silver willows with dully shining leaves, Lars told the ' woman about an
Estonian poet having compared willows to middle- ing. The woman found
that a fine comparison. They passed the statue of poet, staring from the
pedestal in a thoughtful manner at the bay. Lars'tal the poet had been and she said
she found the statue nice, but a bit stern. Larsw
Stevens, whose works he had studied at gollegein A and the woman said that while

living in Philadelphia she had become acqu%v(vith grandchild of Stevens. Soon after

Carol’s arrival Lars went cycling with*"her,an three times they ran on village roads, both
of them wearing white running shoes. For t Ime Carol was running a couple of steps
behind him and Lars could sense ly her tough, watchful female body swaying in exactly
the same rhythm with him, e sensedhits robust warmth, every smallest movement of it. After
the running, having t shower e, Lars sat as a guest in her kitchen and ate a
supper. Carol had pl in on tr;e stove and was stirring her laundry with a stick in it
(she did not yet have aw achine). She was smoking a cigarette. After awhile he felt
the call of natureThe bathroomyand the toilet were combined in the same room. On aradiator
pipe he could see dark blue panties hanging, drying. Lars had seen his father’s underpants
drying on(é cord ing folded in a closet drawer. Something in Carol’s panties reminded
him of hisfather ot the smell — he smelt nothing — but the way they seemed to have been
worn, got Wﬁn o] nd their fashion seemed quite masculine. There was something

challen arse in them. There was nothing soft, stewed in suavity in them that
could have been expected from ladies' underwear. Imagining Carol wearing them excited his
imaginé%ye would fain have poked his nose in the panties and sniffed them, kissed them,
twirled themaround his neck. Coming from the toilet he was thinking how unlikely it was that
she his using her toilet, and seeing her underwear hanging, pleased her. Back at the kitchen
table, he looked at the photos of her family she was showing. He could see a middle-aged lady
with black hair, sitting in a pondering way, her chin on her palm, in a green garden. It was
Carol’s elder sister. He could see his co-teacher down on her belly on a garden lawn, wearing
a sweet, self-conscious smile. He could see her together with a bulky, not quite fat, but
stoutish man with a black full beard. In one of the pictures with the lawn, the man was
holding up a slogan: “Long Live Estonial Latvia and Lithuania are for losers.” In another
picture the man was sitting on a coach next to Carol and embracing her from behind her back,
her face bearing a mild, perplexed look. There was a picture of the man with his two
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daughters who appeared to be about four or five years old and they looked similar to some
persons of the Kurdish people Lars had seen in pictures taken after the Gulf War. Carol said
those pictures had been taken in a garden party at his brother’s, and the man was her brother.
Lars summoned up his courage and asked of what ethnic origins the woman'’s relatives were.
“Who were your ancestors?” The woman inhaled and said, with a grin: “All Jews.” Lars felt
as if having received a dlight electric shock. Looking at Carol’s thick black hair, straight nose
and brownish skin, he had thought she might have been of Native American descent. One of
the colleagues at the school had suggested she might be a Gypsy. Lars last suspicion had
been she might be Kurdish. Upon learning the truth about her ethnicity, Lars led the
conversation to the American poetry classic Ezra Pound. He said he knew what kind of
attitude American Jews had toward Ezra Pound — during World War Two, he made broadcasts
in the Italian radio supporting fascism and he deserved condemnati ibly even
execution — but he respected Pound. He told her that when during a Jécture o erican
poetry at the college a documentary was shown about Ezra Pound, fi i
man left the lecture and one by one al the Americans followed him.*Th done'it as a

sign of protest and because they considered Pound boring. Lag had been theyenly one to
Yy

watch the film to its end. Pound was a clever, educated man. the war‘he made his
choice and who could say that this was the worst choice. Did not ple' make sacrifices
during the war to things that do not deserve a sacrifice28aying this{ Lars was thinking about
the executions of Jews. He did not think about the ly h%g made no sacrifices.
They were just given no chance to live. Carol gavenhi [ .

a typical New York Jew. She
tu had initiated a discussion

She told Lars about her father who she
mentioned that the lady with whom she had
“about the extremely rich Jews in Amesi€a” with h views of the hostess had been
rather disparaging and Carol had not told her she also@ was Jewish and that her father was
a historian, having formerly taught histéry,at t niversity of New York. Carol showed Lars

a photo of her father that had been taken inhis Y ork apartment more than twenty years

back. Only his face and upper bady were visible. He had a narrow face, a sharp nose and

black hair, and he was st g on the background of a couple of Abstractionist paintings. In
[ and dorn

the picture, hewasin hi od but she said he was an old sick man now. He
had been married thr firsg;i me with her mother. He had divorced her when the
daughter was five. The fir age had been contracted in the Christian way, in a church, so
had the third. Thé'second marfiage which remained very short had been contracted according
to the Jewish.€ustoms, in a synagogue. Her father’ s third wife was a professor of French.

Carol b ing lessons in the classroom of English in which Lars had been

teaching. Glued e doors of wall closets there were pictures drawn by the students in their
firstyclasses, xe e words in English written in them. One of the pictures showed a
schoolho label on the door, reading “Bitches for sale”: Lars wondered whether the
student who made the picture might have thought of Carol when writing the label. Without
doubt, she ved the appreciative title “bitch”, considering her toughness, courage and sex
appeal. Lars attended a few of her lessons. They began with her talking, introducing the new
material, then dividing the students into groups and giving them atask for independent work.
Later they had to speak up on that topic. Sometimes she performed charades in front of
students: moved her hands and body and let them guess by her gestures what word she was
having in mind. One Sunday Lars presented Carol a basketful of peaches, which she had said
were her favourite fruits. She came to visit him. The youth offered her a seat and gave her a
plate with cookies he had just bought from the shop. They discussed further plans for the
schoolyear. Before leaving, Carol said she wanted to see Lars' kitchen. She looked at his gas-

d
ing
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stove, his cupboards, his sink, tables and refrigerator. On the stove, a kettle with the tomato
soup he had been cooking. He had poured canned tomatoes into water and added garlic. He
gave her a spoon for tasting the soup. He remembered Jozy had liked food with alot of garlic.
“You have used lots of garlic,” Carol said. “Y ou might add something more substantial.” The
country house of Lars parents lay by the woods two miles from the schoolhouse. The first
time they walked the distance. It was a misty autumn day. Carol stopped at a briar bush
growing by the path across field, she touched the hips with her fingers. On the walls of the big
room of the old farm house, there were watercolour paintings and a drawing made by Lars on
his schooldays — two still-lives, a human skull drawn in pencil. At his request, she scrubbed
the brick surface between the opening and the mantelpiece of the big fir black with
smoke and soot — the chimney being over a hundred years old, the Wgo up
properly. She went to the out-of-door privy. When they turned back, i begun rizzle
and Lars gave Carol a mustard-coloured raincoat. It reached down to\her . “How do |
look in it?" she asked. Only her well-complexioned face, fr by black hair,with thick
eyebrows, was visible from under the hood. “Y ou look Iovely%. The next time they
came in a car borrowed from another teacher, with Carol driving. They tookthe ladder to an
apple-tree thickly full of apples behind the house andsshe e ladder and shook the
tree a lot of times. Lars picked up the apples. They' ¢ s full of them. Carol
recalled an autumn when she went to pick applesin chusetts, the area where
Lars had lived and attended college, she said.ther apple-gardens there. Another
day, shortly before twilight, she invited iim to"picki es from the trees in the school
garden with her (the school had formerly b anor and behind it a park and a big garden
lay), the ground already covered wiﬂoarfrost, first snowflakes floating in the air.

In the evening of Thank‘;iving day, Lars kissed the woman on her cheek in the

classroom — she pulling her thick k hair avay from her cheek. The skin of the cheek of
the Jewess was delicate, and . There was no one else in the classroom but the door
was open and Carol w. that the students might have seen the kiss. For hard-working
students, she arranged an myohce a week. It took place in evening hours and only a
couple of studentg\attended 2A collection of stories with orange covers was used, including
short stories by”a number of outstanding authors writing in English from the second half of
the twentieth eentury., Every vv’eek, the students had to read a new story, which they then
discusseddvith theteachen, The classes were taught in a spacious front room of the classroom,
rather dark“hecauseiit only had one window. Little old-fashioned reading tables and cloth-
covered % ood aong the walls, there was a carpet on the floor. The celling was

ant; e roof, and it was lined with boards. There was a TV-set. In the wall there
were dooxs to the toilets of the students and to a small room of language teachers. On the
occasion 0 s attending the lesson, only one student was present, a slim light-skinned girl
with fair, almost white hair, who in the course of the conversation mentioned having gone to a
ballet school in her early youth and having seriously considered following that vocation,
before she changed her mind. She really had a body fit for a ballerina. The last time a short
story by the American Jewish writer Bernard Malamud had been read. A reading of a short
story by Doris Lessing lay ahead. Lars mentioned that when Lessing visited Estonia, he had
been offered the opportunity of interviewing her but he had rejected the offer because he did
not know her work well enough. The student was sitting, occasionally pulling one of her legs
beneath her body as in the tailor’s seat, the other leg hanging over the edge of the chair. The
teacher was sitting on the floor. She was wearing black trousers and a black sweater. Sitting
on the floor made her limbs weary, she kept changing her position, while she was also
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speaking or listening to her companions. Suddenly she lay on her back on the floor, stretched
herself and raised her legs, bent from the knees, above her upper body, her bottom facing the
ceiling. Lars knew from what he had learned in sex manuals that she was in a position
enabling the penis better and deeper to penetrate the vagina. Carol gave alook towards Lars.
Then she quickly sat up, asif in apprehension of the possible interpretation of her posture.

At the time when Christmas presents were mostly made, he gave her a hard-cover
book in English entitled “The Making of Salads’, implying it was to her for Chanukah, the
Jewish festival of light. Carol gave him a candy as she did to al the rest of the staff at the
school. She said she was embarrassed for having given him such a small present. She said that
although she was Jewish, during Christmas a fir-tree had aways been brought home and
adorned in her family. In the spring Lars gave her eight daffodils he had b/rpught from the
flowerbed at his parents’ country homestead. “For what?’ she asked, acceptingthem at the
door of her apartment. “Because | am interested in you as a personality,” 4he youth'replied. In
about half an hour, they met in the schoolhouse (they were both livj its proximity). “I
told you wrong,” Lars said. “I gave you these flowers not only becau terested’in you

| am

as a personality, but also because | am interested in you as oman.” Carolpsitting at a
computer in the computer class, made a few clicks with the nhhed and said: “How
many times must | let you know that | am not interested in you heing titesested in me as a
woman?’ “l know,” Lars replied in a voice of surr

interested.”

With the spring having developed a bit further,
refused. “One of the reasons | will not come rdnming wi
keep this a working relationship.” A few days, laterl ars the bell at the door of her
apartment and when she opened the door, e told her h brought salmon for her. He knew
salmon was her favourite food. Carol smiled, %ﬁo the doorjamb and told him she aready

“I quannot help still being
' 0 go jogging again. She

ou,” she said, “is that | want to

had salmon in her refrigerator, believehenor n
About a week later, in the department store’in the town, Lars bought eight pairs of
different sizes of stockings —he not know her size — and took them to Carol in a plastic
bag in the evening. She ted , looking perplexed. In about thirty minutes, as Lars
was at home — he was living in the pari ome for elderly people, situated on the second
ildi ng, renting a little private room, but sharing the kitchen,
the toilet and the bathroo the other inhabitants, the elderly — the doorbell rang and
Carol came, suppressing her iffitation, and forced the plastic bag with the stockings into his
hand. “I cannet accept them,” she said. “I realised what they were meant for.” A little bit later
Lars toolg'the plastic* bag again and went and left the stockings hanging from Carol’s
doorhandle, She probably found them in the morning. She did not come back to return them
any more.
A~ were beginning, Lars often spent time working in her company. On a
Saturda)%%t Inserting and designing examination guestions in a classroom. They were

sitting in adjacent chairs, making up the student tasks at a single computer. She was teaching
him tricks of word processing he had been unaware of. They were on friendly matter-of-fact
terms. The exams consisted in receiving oral answers from, and conversing with the
secondary school students at desks placed together as a single big desk in the classroom.
When the exams were over, Lars met Carol in the hallway of the home for the elderly. He
knew — his mother had called Carol and talked with her — that she was going to America for
the summer. Seizing the opportunity, he invited her to come to the sauna at his family’s
country house when she returned from America. He said he was fascinated by her personality.
“Before | met you, | thought people like you existed only on the ceiling of the Sistine
Chapel,” he said. Carol promised to consider his proposal. Ten minutes later she was again at
his door and when the door opened she said she would not come to the sauna at Lars' place
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but that he should think about their having accomplished something together, having helped
several groups of young people to finish school, perform well at exams. Lars was not
overwhelmed with joy at that, he was thinking of her having refused his invitation to the
sauna. He would remember standing in his kitchen in the house for the elderly and boiling
something, perhaps water for making instant coffee, perhaps frying minced turkey, and he
was making push-ups on the kitchen floor in the middle of cooking, that had been his custom
for nearly ayear already, and then he stood up again and suddenly Carol’ s figure, shorter than
himself, appeared in his imagination and he imagined her standing in front of the closets with
yellow doors rising from the floor to high overhead in the kitchen and he made a few steps
towards her image and crossed his arms, as if he was embracing her, and he kissed the air. His
mood while doing it and in its wake was exceptionally gentle and it never occurred to him that
he should not try performing that kiss in reality. The following day he met arol§' the room

. They
he neighboeuring

rooms, no one in the whole schoolhouse, except for the bus-driver of t |, Sitti nJ in the
school library. Carol was full of excitement, the day was approaching for her departure to
Tartu, where the centre of American teachers was. She was to re’m—:‘/mr just one day, for
the commencement party, after which she was to travel to Ameri asito seealot of her
acquaintances in Tartu, a few of whom she had not metdfeor.a wholﬁnar. Lars could see that

he was had been swept away from her head already he aut at least. He tried to
imagine what she would be doing in Americain the s and. although he had nothing to
rely on — he had only happened to see, on the table in theiteachers room, an announcement
about her brother-in-law’ art exhibition to [
jealous. He imagined her spending the hot summer jonately in the company of some
square-shouldered young American man. As to leave the room and was closing
her reticule, having put her notebook ifitauit, L proached her with an affectionate look on
his face and said in a weak, amogt trembling, voice’ “Before you leave — “, spread his hands
open, made one more step cl ser d tried t race her. The Jewess yeIIed quickly raised
her arms, struggled with th off Lars hands — he could only clasp her by her wrists
— and shouted with a h away from me!” “All right,” Lars said, quickly
retreating, suppressing’l y to resign. “All right. Calm down. Y ou do not even
know what I meant by this. ) not care what you meant,” Carol shouted. “When | said no
| meant no.” Shé“eft the roomhand the building, wearing an irritated look, full of ominous
demsuven%s After afew dayszhe headmistress of the school wanted to talk with Lars. She

if gv0|c

said she appened between Carol and the young man and that Carol had
promised elther school because of his behaviour or to leave it herself. The
headmlstre$ ave the ultimatum not to make a single step towards Carol, now as she
was ¢o e commencement day. Lars promised that. During the commencement he

noticed hi er black hair suspended, then she pulled herself together and went to her seat in
the row befare the young man’s amost in front of him. Her breasts beneath the red dress were
bulging and looked bigger than they had during the classes. A female teacher of Russian
sitting next to Lars happened to touch Carol’ s shoulder and quickly apologised. Carol gave a
start, turned her head and looked at the young man from the corner of her eye, her face in
profile similar to the bas-relief figures of Egyptian tombs, and opened her mouth a little,
conjuring up a grinning look full of repulsion. Lars did not go to the teachers' party after the
commencement.

In that summer, Lars had the temporary job of teaching private lessons to a student
lagging behind. In his spare time he was reading Bernard Malamud's novel “The Fixer”. The
novel told about a young man from alittle town in Ukraine, a shtetl, who loses his faith in the

only gah%b a |stant glance, observing her body in a red dress stop uneasily when she
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Jewish religion and customs and whose young, childless wife becomes a whore — or that was
how the main character put it. That young Jewish man goes to find his luck in Kiev, although
Jews like him are not actually allowed to live in that city. He gets into contact with a rabbi,
meets a little Russian boy soon to be killed, almost has sex with a Russian girl whose father is
an anti-Semite and the leader of the Black Hundreds. The young man hides his being a Jew
until the Russian girl sees him naked and circumcised. The young man turns down sex with
her because she is menstruating. The anti-Semitic Black Hundreds, assisted by a fanatical
priest, catch the young man and accuse him of the murder of the little Russian boy. Actually
he has been killed by drunken Russians. The boy has countless knife wounds. The young man
is accused of having killed the boy on the eve of the Jewish Passover so as to drink his blood
with other Jews at the party table. The young man is put to prison and h(;"s hit upon by
numerous pains and ordeals in the course of which he redefines himself as a religious Jew.
Whether he will be executed or acquitted remains unresolved in the noveldAt he& isjust
revealed that his wife who left him has got a son with another Jew, ician. The young
man generously adopts the boy to enable his wife to be accepted: againiby the ish
community. He does not admit his guilt in killing the little Russian boy, athough-on severa
occasions that seems the only way to end his pain. In that %ars decided to have
himself circumcised. He read articles about circumcision in theylnternetySeveral ways of
circumcision were described. It offered a certain erotic satistaction lgead those descriptions.

What and how much actually would be cut away explai there. Lars called a
hospital in Tallinn and asked whether they agreed to 5 ircumcision of an adult
Jewish man”. He was given the number of another hospitalaFinally he got into contact with a
doctor who agreed to circumcise him. He w. 0 nag and met with Jews and with
the chairman of the Jewish congregation,dfhey talked office with moist air in the front
part of the synagogue. He asked the chairm out circumcision. Hearing the question the
man gave a start (up to the moment-théyh talking about Jewish culture), explaining
that the edge would be cut off. “It will be'easier rinate and it will feel more pleasant for
him an encyclopedia of Jewish folklore he had bought.

ith interest. It had been printed in Singapore. A
en yearsin Israel and had just returned, was also
paging the book. He , ook;t the word “ Shekinah”, which signifies the feminine
aspect of God or of the ho , and for awhile he kept gazing at a reproduction of Marc
Chagall’s paintisg Shekinah™ Jprovided as an illustration of that concept, in which a Jewish
bridal coupledare facing each other on the background of a farmhouse, the bride wearing a
white veil,in air ve the house a fiddler sits and over the heads of the couple a winged
child is“fleating, g her palms on their heads. He then opened the page with the
portrait of the,mur of Jews, the Cossack chieftain Bogdan Chmielnicki. Lars thought to
hirhself &1 be reminding the young Jew of Chmielnicki. He said that he was not a
Jew butﬂgat he thought he would become one. “Why not,” the Jewish young man said. “My

young, tall Jewish man

mother d t always celebrate Shabbat.” “ The only non-Jewish artists whose pictures have
been used in'this book are Michelangelo and Rembrandt,” Lars noted to the chairman of the
congregation. “ That is because they painted according to the theme,” the chairman said.

Lars knew there were those who let themselves be circumcised because of the
narrowness of the foreskin. To the doctor, a red-haired, middle-aged woman with a Georgian
surname he for any case produced that reason too. He said he was having himself circumcised
for medical, sexual and ritual reasons.

In August, thinking about Carol in America, he wrote poems in English in which he
discussed the meaning of circumcision, the Torah, and the grace of God. He composed them,
walking slowly on adirt road running between fields and disappearing into the forest near the
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country house of his parents. Then he memorised what he had composed and wrote it down
later.

The new schoolyear was approaching, Carol returned from her native country and one
day Lars met her in the schoolhouse. They were alone in the room of language teachers and
Lars responded to the woman but avoided looking into her eyes. He felt that was the only way
he could keep physically away from her. She quickly noticed it. “Will you never look into my
eyes again?’ she asked in atender voice.

At one end of the first floor of the two-floor house of his residence there was the
parish government but under the rooms of the home for the elderly doctor’'s offices were
located. One day between his classes he went to the doctor’ s to get his licence for going to the
circumcision operation in Tallinn. He was waiting in the frontroom of the dg:tor’s office in
the company of afew of his own students who were applying for a release fromitheir classes
for coughing or for fever. The nurse inviting him in, the doctor wr downglln&ss,
diagnosing it as “phymosis’ and saying that he had had the same opeséti erformed en his
son when he was five. Lars knew his son. The doctor and the nurse were conversing and for
some reason Lars gathered the impression that the they were on intimate terms.

The fear obsessed him that he would not be circumcised is not being Jewish is
revealed. Therefore, without much hesitation, he started the operation emghis own. He was
used to taking a shower severa times a day, at least ey orni nylgsjore the beginning of

classes, and it was under the shower that he began ci ng himself with shaving blades.
He had bought several packages of them. He was unsu ' t of the foreskin wasto
be removed, but he believed that circumcision in‘any c t acircle to be cut around the
penis. So he started cutting off the skin whi ch@l p und the top of the penis, and
he did this by tiny pieces. It did not takeflong till the e shower base was red from the
blood running from his virile member. He to the schoolhouse, his groin still bleeding
and during his class he could smell*thésblood trickling from the trousers. Every day he cut

away allittle bit more. Then one day, being.in town;’in the office of his father’s company, he
called Carol. “Hi. | am now reall physiﬁyci cumcised,” he said. “I did it with blades.”

“Are you al right?’ she wi ror inher voice. “Ye-es,” Lars drawled. “It is not so
painful, actually.” He told later that t after that call Carol had phoned the centre of
American teachers in Id tI}em that her co-teacher had circumcised himself. The
people at the centre call eadmistress of the country school, who called the head of
department who/€alled Lars ‘Parents, asking them what was wrong with the young man’s
mind. The occasiomserved Carol as the pretext for leaving the school. She gave classes for
just a few, more left for Riga to return for just one Thursday, and flew back to
America Tt was the Thursday of Carol’s last stay at the country school that Lars
final circumcision ion was to take place in Talinn. His hesitation did not last long.
Bdweev\%h nce again and circumcision he chose the latter. Y ears later, recalling his
last moments with her, he would be regretting his choice. If only he could have seen her once
more!

He remembered her having watched him from a close distance a couple of times. For
the first time it was in early morning hours. He had told her that by-watchers — he meant
himself among them — might run into difficulties distinguishing between a Jew and an Arab.
He had stared at her figure, at the Arab-like brown complexion and Semitic shape of her face,
and he could not but wonder how come so many Arabs could hate her people. What if she was
lying? What if she was not Jewish but an Arab, whose family found it easier to pass by
presenting themselves as Jews? Or maybe she was Kurdish? Knowing her made Lars more
puzzled at what really differentiated an Arab and a Jew. They met by the wardrobe, at the
closets, next to the toilet doors. Both had taken off their street shoes and put on the house
shoes. Lars had finished tying his shoelaces and stood up, straightening his back. Carol was
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still bending, her body flexible, tough in nearly a masculine fashion, Lars watching her
dender but shapy thighs in black trousers odorous of faint fragrances of the exoticism of the
South, watching the tissue of her trousers clinging around her legs. Still a little bent, she
turned and raised her head. He sensed a vague signal, as if she had said something, asif a soft
appeal for him to stay silent and halt his movements had sounded, suggested by her urgent,
piercing look and the ascent of her head, a smile suddenly appearing on her lips and lingering
there. Her face was at four inches from his eyes, a dark, sharp-nosed, Semitic face, thirty four
years old, with unexpectedly girlish features, as if she were inviting him to a play with her.
The brown eyes fathoming him. She seemed to be hypnotising him, pondering some secret in
him or between the two of them which had long been latent but had sprung into her view all
of a sudden. She appeared to be sniffing him, having detected in him a smeh that made her
produce a smile of alittle teasing and wonder, trying to associate something,with er gaze
was warm and her neck was swaying almost imperceptibly. The silent staring Ia&or ten,
fifteen seconds. It felt as though those seconds were their commo ty, or sheywere
offering the moments to him for a present. That made it more painful toisense the time
coming to an end. The youth let her stare at him, frozen. He di,i not smile backyHe did not

turn his gaze kinder, nor ask her why she was staring. A suspic have stirred in him.
He would have liked to be more responsive but he could not. The ideacreptinto his mind that
he was not reacting quite the way she was expectingm, That she failed to find all the
brotherhood, compassion and confidentiality in himt 0 ked as'if, she were testing her
instinct in an endeavour to get a clear view of the ich she presumed were
good. He was afraid of having failed her expeetati 'ng her disappointed, in a dlight,
perhaps even in a mgor way, and he felt d Vith his own deameanour. But
the warmth of her gaze left him a Iovable memory. her face jerked, her look turned
hasty, she grabbed her bag, turned avvay her , and they ascended the staircase, each to
their class.

One day in early spring, Carol W with a student at the foot of stairsin the
lobby, she could see Lars ¢ mMm tth drobe and going towards the front door,
Y,

wearing a small black-and covering just the top of his skull. “A nice cap
interrupting her conversation with the student.
ality._She shouted as one shouts to a friend or a comrade

skullcap. 2N

For the second time it was in spring that she looked at him from a close distance. The
two of thqﬁ were in the ¢lassroom and were discussing the arrangement of the exams ahead.
It was an evening, the wipdows of the classroom faced east and lights were not burning, so the
room was filled wi ish grey shadows. They were standing on the opposite sides of the
desk'th pened to choose, on which sheets of paper pertaining to the exam were
lying. ol stopped silent. She was bent over the desk, her hands on the back of the chair.
She Wa%g at him from the distance of eight inches. Her face seemed older than usual,
all skin and’bone. Her gaze was frozen as of a corpse. She was not so much looking into him
as at avague point in the space of air between them, and she was listening rather than looking.
She seemed no longer to be expecting anything of him, her former receptivity to new
experience having ceased. She merely appeared to be coldly registering the present course of
events.

Lars remembered sitting in a meeting of colleagues in the teachers room and Carol
sitting in the corner of aleather corner divan in a half-recumbent position, leaning against the
back of the divan only with the upper part of her back, her hands on her belly, her legs in
black trousers (she often wore black trousers, although sometimes she wore a black skirt, and
once she was wearing black hoses under the skirt, she and Lars were both ascending the
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staircase and Carol said to him: “We are close flies,” using a strange metaphor, although, Lars
had thought, with her black costume of coarse hoses that comparison suited her well) alittle
apart. The trousers were of some clinging synthetic material and there were little folds and
furrows on the thighs and on the upper part of them, including the groin. Lars eyes flashed
and stopped for several frowning seconds on the surface, the elevation between the black
trousers, it was so close to him, it was almost being exposed, he yearned to look at it again
and again, to press his face, his head against it, it was an expectant place, tight and abundant.
It stirred his imagination to be sitting next to a dark lady almost demonstrating the middie
point of her lower body, no Estonian or Nordic woman would have sat that way, staying quite
natural, it never seemed to occur to Carol someone might read challenge in her posture.
Although she left Lars' life, some of her habits stayed with him. On;‘a when he had
just met her he noticed her drinking packet tea in the school cafeteria, keeping the bag in the
water. He remarked that this way the packet would make the tea too strong. “ some
moment it stops making it stronger,” she replied and smiled, smacki lips in a‘cleying
manner, watching Lars taking yoghurt from a cup with a spoon. That w hen he’started
drinking tea her way. During his acquaintance with her and.even for a yearpand a half
afterwards he kept performing several things the way she had%arried hi's bag in her
manner, bent or squatted down over the bag to take schoolwork or/persena items in her
her'favourite, he even
is bone and marrow.
things differently from
ackles the loss of her had

manner, drank, like a lot of the mineral water “ Bonagua’
emulated her dightest movements, the feeling of h
Then, ayear and a half after her departure, he deliber
her ways, finaly to break free from her influénce, fro
imposed on him, and to erase her from histh ts. Later, s when taking the tea bag out
of the tea, or even a moment earlier, the véry instant h lowering the packet into the cup,
he remembered her, intent on not doing the'triviality her/way, being free from her influence,
and that gave him a peculiarly geod;“satisfactory feeling. Nonetheless, it was fun to go

jogging as if she were running next to him, even years after her departure when running
in city streets, in the stadium,or i villag’ejs, e was trying to keep the joints of his legs

and arms swaying to the rhythm e run, bending from knees and elbows, with the same
subtle grace he had noticed in the limbs'e
alinn, he could imagine her standing in front of him, about

had stood at theesk before henclass when Lars was watching her from the classroom door.
Her black hair, falling open to the half length of her upper body, was framing her narrow face
with a dg}rberate
narrowing‘earth powerful jet, asif in an art nouveau style ink drawing. And Lars
could sense hi t-like, rough, stocky figure with a broad face and a broad lower

body a complete, insurmountable incompatibility with the woman. And he
knew t% he would see her never again. Slowly, day by day, the memory of her was

beginnin fade. It still recurred when walking in the streets of Tallinn, he glimpsed some
dark face of’a woman, some dark saviour-like face, with an arch of eyes serene from pain and
sufferings.

But he went to the synagogue, the peot hanging at his ears, wearing a skullcap or a hat,
went once or twice in a year, went when the horn called the shofar was hooting, calling the
Jews to the celebrations of the New Y ear and preparing them for the ten Awesome Days when
the doors of the heaven were opened and everybody was judged for their last year’s deeds in
heaven, and possibly on aweekday, when it was allowed in the synagogue (if he should have
come there on such a day), the black leather straps of the tefillin were tied around his left arm
and a little black box with black straps, containing prayers in Hebrew, was fastened to his
forehead.
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He reread his trandlation of an excerpt of Thomas Wolfe's novel “The Web and the
Rock”, an excerpt constituting one chapter of the novel, which he had selected and entitled as
a separate short story. He had entitled it “Beef Steak”. In the story the main character George
Webber meets his sweetheart, a Jewess called Esther. George is both excited and worried
because he would soon learn whether the publishing house accepts his book or not. He starts
blaming the woman for his doubts. They get into a row and the woman, dismayed by the
accusations, rushes out of the apartment, offended, apparently forever. But George softens
and follows her and apologises. Thereisalot of direct speech in the story, it amost reads like
a play. Esther returns and delivers her long monologue. Sheisin a strange, elated mood. She
tells him about how she went buying food in the market. At length, she describes him the
counters full of foodstuff, various kinds of meat — she says she goes to the meat-seller
who knows how to cut meat — fruits and vegetables, al kinds of vegetabl ibing their
juicy looks, and radiant colours. She is capable of putting so much elated spirit int@wall those
details, that her soliloguy leaves an impact which is both supernatural
earth. The way she istelling it makes George's senses alert in a new way, |
becomes increasingly confident that his work will be publishﬁ! and they become ecstatic,

Vv

Esther through her tender, moving description, George from list her, and’at the end of
the story they embrace each other and Esther calls out: “Love! withr George for his
part exclaims: “Steak! Steak!” The scene from the novelgreminded Lars Of some occasions

seized with regret and trying to make it u herto the pictures. She had not
prepared food together with him, she hadéonly @ fer im a meal once, and Lars had been
present when Carol mixed buckwheat porrid d cottage cheese into the New Y ork Jewish
meal, kasha, at a party she had apranged, fo colleagues, the language teachers in her
apartment during the time of great Jewish festivalsih the autumn of her arrival. And one day
in that autumn, on the one hundredth birth anniversary of William Faulkner — she was not
celebrating (and Lars did men the writer’ s birthday but the beginning of school and
the Jewish New Y ear perhaps — she 0 Im cookies in her apartment. They were alone, in
the meantime she cal | merica and the latter said that she loved Carol and
Carol said that she loved h and Lars looked at her bed with white sheets and the teddy-
bear lying in it. Mor was Lars Waiting in the company of the Jewess for the publication of his
work, just once, oma Spl‘l ng day she had edited the language and style of a one-page-long

attempt ak(:reat of his. Lars was preparing tortillas filled with minced beef with
Helen, fouryear ays spent with Carol. He was not destined to meet his Jewess, one
who would buy b im and prepare it with him. But he was given the acquaintance with
orian woman, sometimes looking a bit askance in a pleasant way, with
whom coo uring Jewish festivals, tortillas, the food of Mexico, the land of dolour.

tumn morning, at his parents' country place, he went into the yard. It had been
raining t he ole previous day. Now the sky was clearing up and a wind was blowing, and he
imagined it being the wind of freedom, a wind throwing leaves from trees, twirling clouds,
exposing everything deceitful, downcast. He was thinking about Frank Sinatra's song
“Autumn in New York”. He thought about the words in it saying that autumn in New Y ork
often brought along the promise of new love which was often mixed with pain. He recalled
his having let the song sound in the teachers' room and Carol staring at him restively across
the table, paler in face than usual. And it seemed to him that the short Helen he had cooked
the Mexican food with was standing in the yard, shouting him: “Enough of that endless
grieving! You have me to prepare meals together with! You have tortillas, tacos and
guacamol e sauce and taco sauce and salsa mexicanal Remember, you have your mother who
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brought those things for us! Even though the essence of Mexico is dolour, our essence it is
not! You are standing in your underwear out in the wind and that is the wind of freedom!
Listen to birds chirping in the branches! Listen to the distant voices of cranesin thefield! Just
have alook at the field!”

For the festival of Simchat Torah Lars went to the synagogue again.
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