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26-4-1967 

The second day of the coup; they 
had imposed martial law and curfew 
began at seven in the evening. They 
could shoot anyone "ho happened 

. to be on the streets. A girl of about 
sixteen out of caprice and gjrlish 
curiosity went out. While she ' was 
crossing the street in front of her 
house, a soldier shouted her to halt. 
She did not. He pulled the trigger and 
shot her in the neck. Her $ister scre
amed from the balcony 6My dear 
child'. Nobody moved, not even the 
sister, to remove the body of the 
wounded girl from the street, fearing 
that the soldier might shoot them 
too. 

The girl died of haemorrage. 

I . 

A 

hallucination 

He felt as if tbey had pulled out 
all bis teeth while he was asleep. He 
experienced an inexplicable pain in his 
gums when he woke up. And a taste 
of million ants sprawling in his mouth. 
His saliva dried. 

He slipped his tongue ov'er his 
teeth; no, no, the teeth were there, but 
they weren't sharp any more. They 
had blunted. rounded and shortened. 

He got up from the bed. Grey 
wind was blowing outside. 

_ 'What did I wear yesterday, ~ bush 
shirt l' He asked himself, still half 
asleep. He patted his sticky hair. Cast 
a glance over the diary at the desk. 
Petals of wind-flower layover it. 

-Sure he had gone on an excursion 
last sunday-
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He scratched bis forehead 'Am I 
awake 1-0r is it just a nightmare?' 
He slipped his tongue again over his 
teeth., This act regressed him to child
hood. He muttered: 'Have I changed 
into a child again ?-Could it be that I 
always were a child and all these-the 
miserable adolescenc~, short of money, 
loneliness, books, phone-calls, cigare
ttes, cars, skycrapers, accidents ,and 
deaths-were nightmares instead ?' 

'Yes, perhaps.' 

He was stu pefied. Quite mecha
nically he pulled something over his 
body and with a half-swollen face 
went out in the street. He walked 
absent-mindedly until he reached the 
bus-stop. 



There he stopped short, surprised. 
There were thpusands of old men 

and ·women. Why the hell and how 
these people got aged over night? That 
is George for sure, he wasn't even I 
thirty, and that little rascal, too. All ... 
And this young girl-still at her school, I 

that's what I mean in her miniskirt and ~ 
op art.-she too has turned grey, over 

. night as well. 
He felt a bit lost. He had always 

been reproaching the youngsters who 
did not know the miseries of post-war 

. days His generation had not seen 
the great times either, but they 
had suffered. Their adolescenee was 
lost in those bastardly, dirty, pauper 
post-w.ar years. But the youngsters 
had the best of their life. They got 
everything and yet they complained 
of little difficulties-ungrateful brats, 
corrupted .. 

It was then he noticed a large red 
wound on the throat of the teenager 
and blood ran like river. The asphalt 
flooded with her blood, but she stood 
in her grey hair like a wax statue, The 
onlookers were sweating . . 

They pretended they did not see 
anything. ~As if they did not know 
anything. They intently waited for 
the bus' that was late. 

He tried to speak, Gosh, his 
tongue had shortened too. He couldn't 
but lisp like an infant. His teeth had 
now disappeared. boo .. poo .. He made 
the last effort and fell on all four, 
crawling, steeped in blood. Resting 
on his knees he looked at his red palm. 
A huge tank was heard descending. 
The infant suddenly stretched his 
palms. clasped the tyres-and 
discovering that he had a voice, 
shouted 'Stop, stop' -and became 
silent red clay. 

The aged " men and women, 
expecting this alJ, rushed over the tank, 
to the arm of fire and pulled it to halt. 

There were millons of them. Most 
of them had turned into red clay and 
it was rainning red everywhere now. 
The tank could not move. It was 
stuck on a street of human bodies . 

Then the grey-haired teenager 
with the wounded neck, got a flaming 
torch, threw it on the tank and a huge 
fire began blazing over the crushed 
bodies. 

An .alive crossed streets on their 
own. 
Anastasi.Anastasi.Anastasi. 



Horror surmounts our body of existence in these days of dogs, either in 
the streets of Vietnam or bushes of Biafra. Vrishchik publishes bloody 
stains on Acropolis through a -Greek story, which is far from fiction. 
While the military regime in Greece has exiled its best poets and musicians . 
to unknown islands and· Russia has added few more names in the 
condemnation of its intelligent~ia, the apathetic Indiana is busy gestating its 
own saliva. 

Horror is the word. As in the blanched, untimely aging streets of Hellas 
or in the inverted desire of solitude and un-expectation of Cesare Pavese. 
Anastasi (Rise). 
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THE SAD SUPPE~ 

Iu'st underneath the pergola, ate the supper. 
Down there some water that runs subdued. 
We are silent, listening and looking at the sound 
that the water makes passing througb the streak of moon. 
This lingering is the sweetest. 

The delaying companion, 
yet seems to bite that · bunch of grapes 
so live had she the mouth, and the flavour persists, 
like the yellow of the moon, in the air. The glances in the shadow, 
have the sweetness of the grapes, but the solid shoulders 
and the tanned cheeks hold sh ut the entire summer. 

Stay there grapes and bread on the white table. 
The two chairs stare into their deserted faces. 
Goodness knows what it illuminates, the streak of moon, 
with that genlle light, in the woods remote. 
May occur, instead the dawn, a gust much colder 
may blowout the moon and the fumes, and someone may appear. 
A feeble light shows the quivering throat 
and feverish hands grasp in vain 
the food . Cvntinues the tremour of the water, 
but in the dark. Neither the grapes nor the bread has moved. 
The flavours torment the starving shadow, 
which c.mnot even lick the dew, condensing already 
on the bunch. And, everything oozing 
under the dawn, the chairs gaze at each other, lonely. 

Sometimes by the bank a smell, 
like that of grapes, of woman, stagnates on the grass, 
and the moon flows in silence. Someone appears, 
but . crosses incorporeal the plants and whimpers 
with that hoarse moan of one who has no voice, 
and stretches himself on the grass, without being on the ground: 
only his nostrils tremble. Gets cold in the :dawn, 
and ~he hug of a body would be the life • . 

More diffused than lunar yellow, that has horror 
of filtratmg the woods, is this unexhausted anxiety 
of contacts and flavours that macerates the dead. 
Other times, in the soil, torments them the rain. 

CESARE PAVESE 
(Translated from Italian By PRADUMNA TANA) 

. -






	Vrishchik_01
	Vrishchik_02
	Vrishchik_03
	Vrishchik_04
	Vrishchik_05
	Vrishchik_06
	Vrishchik_07
	Vrishchik_08

