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Abstract

This project is dedicated to translating the noir detective novel Bilyy Popil by lIllarion
Pavliuk and solving the problems of rendering culture-bound expressions.Special attention was
drawn to the translation strategies and techniques , which helps to convey the stylistic nuances of
the Ukrainian cultural references to the target audience. The paper is structurally divided into
two main parts.

Chapter 1 is the translation of a fragment per se, namely the four chapters of the book.
The main objective was to provide the appropriate translation by regarding cultural and lexical
differences between Ukrainian and English languages.

Chapter 2 provides an analysis and justification of the translation techniques applied due
to the difference between the languages and the significant contrast of cultural context and
historical dissimilarities.

Keywords: culture-bound expressions, detective, translation technique, literary text

AHOTAaLIA

et mpoexkT TpUCBSUEHUN TNepekiagy OETEeKTUBHOTO pOMaHy y CTHIlI Hyap ‘“binmii
[omin” Innapiona [laBmioka Ta BUpIIIEHHS NMPOOJIEMU BIITBOPEHHS KyJIbTYPHO MapKOBaHHMX
OJIMHHUIIb 3ac00aMU aHIMIHChKOI MOBH. OCOOIMBY yBary NpHAICHO MEPEeKIaAalbKUM CTPaTErisim
1 TexHiKaM, SKi JOMOMArarTh TEpeNaTH CTHIICTHYHI HIOAHCH YKPaiHCHKOI KyJIbTYypH IUITbOBiH
ayaurtopii. Pobota ckianaeTbes 13 ABOX CTPYKTYPHUX YACTHH.

[Mepmmii po3ain € BIacHE MepeKiIaioM (PparMeHTy pOMaHy, a caMe YOTHPHOX PO3JILTIB
KHIOKKM. OCHOBHUM 3aBiaHHSAM Oylo 3a0e3NeuuTH aJeKBaTHUM IepeKia] 13 BpaxyBaHHSAM
KYJIBTYPHHX Ta JISKCHYHUX BiIMIHHOCTEH MK YKPaTHCHKOIO Ta aHIIICHKOI0 MOBaMH.

Jpyruii po3aia MICTUTh aHalli3 Ta apryMEeHTallilo0 I0J0 3aCTOCOBAHUX MEpeKIaJalbKIX
TEXHIK 4Yepe3 PO30DKHOCTI MiX MOBaMH Ta 3HAYHUM KOHTPACTOM KYJIBTYPHOTO KOHTEKCTY Ta
ICTOPUYHUX BIIMIHHOCTECH.

Knrouosi cnosa: kynemypno maprkosani oOuHuyi, oemexmus, NepeKiaoaybKi MmexHiKu,
XYOO0ACHII meKcm
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Introduction

Translation is a tool that allows societies to share ideas and perspectives and helps us
learn about one another despite linguistic and cultural differences. Dealing with culture-bound
phrases presents the translation process major difficulties. These expressions represent a unique
intersection of language and culture, carrying specific connotations and cultural information. The
research is dedicated to the examination of peculiarities of the translation of culture-bound
expressions, since it requires deep cultural competence and a balance between preserving the
cultural context and comprehensibility for the target audience. This challenge becomes
pronounced when rendering between languages with significant cultural distance, such as
Ukrainian and English, where historical development and traditions differ considerably.

The relevance of the chosen topic lies in researching the peculiarities of translating
Ukrainian culture-bound expressions in detective story and conducting an in-depth analysis of
translation methods to avoid misunderstanding among the target audience.

The object of the research is culture-bound expressions in the detective novel Bilyy Popil
by Illarion Pavliuk, while the subject is the correlation of translation strategies applied in the
process of translation of the Ukrainian cultural expressions into Ukrainian.

The purpose of the work is to justify and apply translation strategies and techniques that
allow to express the stylistic colouring of Ukrainian cultural references for the target audience.

To achieve the set aim, the following specific tasks are proposed:

1. to differentiate culturally national peculiarities and the colouring of culture-bound expressions
in Ukrainian and English languages;

2. to identify the main challenges in rendering culturally specific vocabulary from
Ukrainian into English;

3. to define and apply the translation techniques to convey culture-bound expressions.



Chapter 1. Translation of the fragment from Bilyy Popil by Illarion Pavliuk

Po3znin 3

— Jigpko! — s HAIUIMB HA HBOTO ICTOJb 1 MIBHJIKO OIVISTHYB
KIMHATY.
Bin OyB cam. | ckimamanocs BpakeHHs, 10 HalliJIeHa 30posi aXk HisK HE
OEHTEe)KUTh He3HaomIs. BiH KOBTHYB TpOXHM CKOTYY, IOTIM BUTSTHYB 3
KUMICHI MPSMOKYTHHK ITUTAPKOBOTO TMarepy 3 ApiOKOI0 TOHKO MOPi3aHOTo
TIOTIOHY Ha HbOMY. Sk 1 Toxi, y Jlucuii, BiH BnpaBHO, Haue (POKYCHUK,
OZTHMM 3Tpa0HUM NOPYXOM HAJIbIiB TIEPETBOPHB 1I€ BCE Ha CAMOKPYTKY.
— SIK TH TyT ONMHUBCS, OMyJaJI0? — 3aIUTaB f.

BiH 3HOBY MOTATHYBCS JIO KHIIEHI, — ITOKa3ylO4H UM JKECTOM,
II0 HE Ma€ HaMipy pO3TYIATH pPOTa, — aX IIOKM HE 3aKypUTh.
®ochopuuii cipHUK YUPKHYB 00 pyuyKy Kpicia i 3aropiBcsi. 3a Kijbka
CEKYH/] KIMHATa HallOBHUJIACS 3allalllHUM JIUMOM.

— UYepe3s aBepi, — BPEIITI BiANOBIB HE3HAOMETIB.
— Yomych s TeOe HEe NOMITHB, KOJIM MPUHALIOB. Sk Tak?

BiH HE3BOpYIIHO CHOPOHYB 3 MO€i CKJISIHKH, 3aTSTHYBCS, aye s
NOMITHB HOTO KOPOTKMH IO3UPK Ha BIKHO, IO BUXOAWJIO Ha Jax
CyciIHbOTO OyIMHKY ¥ OyJ0 MpOYMHEHE; MiAIHIIOB i OINISIHYB 3aCyBH, —
HE BIJIBOASYM IICTOJIb BiJ He3HailoMmis. Tak 1 €: pama po3xuranacs, i
BIKHO MOKHa OyJ1O CHOKIMHICIHBKO BIJUUHUTH 3HAJIBOPY, HaBiTh MONpPHU
3aCyBHU.

— Slcno. Hecknanuuii ¢poxyc, — npoOypMOTiB s, 3a4MHHUBILIN BIKHO. —
Tenep apyre 3anutaHHs: siKoro Oica?

S mipiiimoB 1o Oydera, B3sB MOPOKHIO CKIISTHKY, XJTIOITHYB TPOXH
ckoTdy. HesHaliomMenb MOBYKM KypHB, TOK MEHI JOBEJOCS B3STH COOi
IHIIMH CTMeNb 1 CICTHM HAaBMPOTH HBOTO, 3aKMHYBIIM HOTY Ha HOTY M
HAIlIJTUBIIY TICTOJIb HOMY B TPYIH.

Chapter 3

“Damn,” I aimed the pistol at him and quickly examined the
room.
He was alone. It seemed that the aimed gun didn’t worry a stranger.
He took a sip of scotch and pulled out from his pocket the cigarette
rectangle paper with a pinch of finely cut tobacco. Like a magician,
he expertly turned it into a roll-up, just like at the Fox’s place.

“How did you get here, fright?” I asked.

He reached for his pocket again, showing that he had no
intention of opening his mouth until he could smoke. A phosphorous
match was struck against the armchair’s arm and lit up. In a few
seconds, the room was full of fragrant smoke.

“Through the door,” the stranger finally answered.

“But I didn’t notice you when I entered the room. How’s
that?”

He calmly sipped from my glass and puffed on his cigarette.
However, I noticed his quick glance at the ajar window facing the
neighbouring building’s roof. I approached it and checked the latches
without withdrawing the pistol from the stranger. As I thought the
window frame was loose, and despite the latches, it could be easily
opened from the outside.

“Understood. Easy trick,” I muttered, closing the window.
“And now the second question: what the hell?”

I went to the buffet, took an empty glass, and poured a little bit
of scotch. The stranger was smoking in silence, so I had to take
another chair and sit opposite him, crossing my legs and aiming the
pistol at his chest.



— He pamxy moBuaru, — ckaszaB 5. — TSKKUU I€Hb BUJABCH,
aX TaJbIll CYyIOMUTh, — OCOOJIMBO BKa31BHUMN, 3HAEII, CITAETHCSI.

BiH im1e pa3 MOBUYKH 3aTATHYBCS, TOTIM MPUCKIIIIMBO MOIVIIHYB Ha
CBOIO CAMOKPYTKY.

— 3anuTyii, — 3pOHUB OaliTy’KUM TOJIOCOM.

— Ile x Tpeba, skuii cmimBui. Hy TO CkaXu MeHI CIepIny, XTO TH
TAKUU.
— Tomaril, — BIiMOBIB HE3HANOMEND.

— Tomarm... I ne — Bce?

— Tomam Bonrap, — cka3aB BiH 1 MOBUIBHO BUTATHYB 3 KHUIIICHI KUCET,
HIOM JTOKa3 CBOIX CJiB: HA HHOMY OYyJIHM BUIIWTI JBI JTATUHCBKI JIITEPU —
«T» 1 «By.

— Ta 1o cpaku MeHi TBO€ MpIi3BHINE — 3BIIKH TH B3SBCSA 1 YOTO Bif
MEHe xouemn?

Le#t Toman, 3BicHO, Bipa3y BCE UyJOBO 3pO3yMiB. 3Ma€ThCs, BiH
MPOCTO 30UTKYBABCS 3 MEHE.

— Hy, ock Tenep, Ko B MEHE € TPOXHU I[LOTO YYIOBOTO Tiina, s
X0uy JIMIIE... — CKa3aB BiH, NMOMMJIYBABIINCh NEepeIrMBaMH CBIiTIa B
CBOIM CKJISHIII, —...JJOIIOMOI'TH TOOI.

Moro cminuBicTs HacTopokyBama. SI BCTaB i WIBHAKO OOIIIOB
KBapTUPY: 3a3UPHYB /0 KiMHATH, BOMpaibHi... Hi, He3HallOMelb Taku
OyB cam. | BiH 10C1 JIIHMBO KypHB, HACOJIOKYIOUUCH MOTM CKOTUYEM.

— Xouy ckazaru T00i, Tomamie, 1m0 € TIIBKA OJHA MPUYUHA,
YoMy TH JIOCl JKMBHH, — O3BaBCcsi 5. — | e — TBOE Oe3MexHE
HaxaOCTBO: MEHE BOHO PO3BaXKa€. A OO TBOEI JOMOMOTH, TO... iU TH
K OicoBiii marepi! MeHi Bke BOHA ax 13 TopJia MpeThes, A0CUTh. He 3Hato
1 3HATH HE XOuy, SKi TaM Yy Bac B3aeMuHU 3 Jlucuiiero, ane s He 30upaBcs
MianagoBaTd  Woro KyOmo. A sKmio 3rajatd Ime W yOWMBCTBO
MOJTIIISHTIB. ..

Bin xuBHYB:

— 3Haro.

— Tu 3nraem? Orakoi! To mormo »x Tozi 3aTisAB 1ei rapmuaep?

“I recommend you say something. It’s been a rough day; my
fingers are cramping, especially the trigger finger, you know, it’s
twitching,” I said.

He took another silent drag, then meticulously looked at his
roll-up.

“Ask,” he said indifferently.

“Well, look how brave you are. Tell me first, who are you?”

“I’'m Tomasz.”

“Tomasz... and that’s all?”

“Tomasz Bolhar,” he said, slowly pulling from his pocket a
tobacco pouch with two embroidered Latin letters, T and B, as an
evidence.

“I don’t give a shit about your surname. How did you appear
here, and what do you want?”

Tomasz understood everything perfectly, but he was simply
mocking me.

“So, when now I have some of this amazing swill. I only want
to...” he said, mesmerizing the play of light in his glass. “... help
you.”

His courage was alarming. I got up and quickly walked around
the apartment, looking into the room and bathroom. No, the stranger
was alone. He was still lazily smoking, enjoying my scotch.

“You know, Tomasz, there is only one reason why you are still
alive,” I said. “And it’s your boundless arrogance that amuses me.
Talking about your help... go screw yourself! I'm fed up with it. I
don’t know and don’t want to know what kind of relationship you
have with Fox, but I wasn’t planning to burn his den. And if we
remember the policemen’s slaughter...”

“I know,” he nodded.

“Do you know? My word! Then why did you start this
commotion?!”



Bin 3HOBY mmoJIi3 JI0 KHIIEH, 1 s rajas, 10 BiH ille pa3 BUTATHE
3BIJTH KUCET a00 CIPHHUK, Ta IIbOTO pa3y B Horo pyii Oys10 I0Ck iHIIIE.

— IligBicka? — BUXOMHUIIOCS, XO0Y s 1 Tak J00pe Bce Oa4MB: BiH
BUTATHYB 3 KHUIIIEHI caMe Ty pyOiHOBY MiJBICKY 3 OIPaBOI Yy BHIJIAII
3Mii.

— XTOCh 30HMpaeTbes M00pe 3aluiaTUTH, 100 1i TOBEPHYTH, —
ckazaB Tomam. — Tak?

— He tBOE€ au110...

Sl TyT-Taku BUXONMB NPHUKPACY 3 HOTO PYyK 1 MOHIC 0 CBIUKH, —
NepeKoHaTucs, 1o Ie He miapoOka. Hi, 11e came Ta mijBicka, CIipaBkHS.
51 cxoBaB 1i B KMIIEHIO XaJIaTa.

— Jlo peui, Hesnenpka Oyinma BHWTragka — TMPO CKapOHHUINIO
["aGcOypriB, — He3BOpYIIHO cKazaB Tomarl. — SkOu 3i3HaBCS, IO TH —
HaliMaHellb, OyB OW BXKE MEPTBHIA.

— VY3arami-ro Jlucuns HamipuBcs 3A€pTH 3 MEHE UIKIpy, —
3ayBaXxuB s1. — Yu T0O1 mam’sITh Bigiopano?

Tomar, MISSMKHYBIIH, TPUTYOHB 31 CKIISTHKU.

— To Bxxe Take, — cka3aB BiH. — JIucuilsa BBaxkae TeOe 30Ii€M,
0TKe, Mae 3a piBHIO. ToMi BiH cepauBcs Ha TeOe 1 MOrpoXKyBaB, a yepes
TOAMHY MIT OM TiepeyMaTH i HaBiTh 3alpOINOHYBAaTH POOOTY. AJle SIKOU
BiH 30arHyB, IO TH — 3acJlaHUl, TO BOWB OM Ha MicCIli, BMUTh, SK
TapraHa.

— To T mpumnepcs CIonu HaTIKHYTH, 10 5 — TBil OOPKHUK?

Tomar, mpUMpPYKUBIIN O4i, 3aTITHYBCS.

— Moxenn He I9KyBaTH, — CKa3aB BiH.

— A mo6 1001 pavKu Ta3UTH. ..

Y BIANOBiAb BiH YCMIXHYBCS W TMIiJHSAB CKIISHKY,
BUTOJIONITYIOYH 32 MEHE TOCT.

— JloOpe, mepi HiXXK TH HOJETUII 3BIJICH MODPISKOIO B JABEpI,
CKa)KA MEHI OCh II10. ..

Bin nepe6us:

— 3a 106010 CTeXKAaTh.

HI0U

He reached into his pocket again, and I thought he would pull
out the tobacco pouch or match, but this time something else was in
his hand.

“The pendant?” I said even though it was seen perfectly. He
pulled out exactly that ruby pendant with the snake-shaped setting.

“Someone is going to pay well to get it back,” said Tomasz.
“Right?”

“It’s none of your business...”

I immediately snatched the jewellery from his hands and
carried it to the candle to make sure it was original. No, this was the
same pendant, genuine. I hid it in my robe pocket.

“By the way, the fable about the Habsburgs’ treasury wasn’t
that bad,” said Tomasz calmly. “If you had confessed that you were a
mercenary, you would be dead already.”

“Maybe your memory failed you, but Fox was about to skin
me,” [ pointed out.

Tomasz took a sip from the glass with a smack.

“It’s not a big deal,” he said. “Fox perceives you as a thief;
therefore, he sees you as an equal. Then he was mad and threatening
you, but he might have changed his mind and even offered you a job
in an hour. However, if he had realized you were a hitman, he would
have killed you as a cockroach.”

“So, you’re here to remind me that I’m your debtor, right?”

Tomasz squinted his eyes and took a drag.

“You don’t have to thank me.”

“Crawl like a dog, you...”

In response, he smiled and raised his glass as if making a toast
for me.

“Fine, before I kick you out of here, tell me...”

“You’re being watched,” he interrupted me.



[ToyekaBuu, MOKK 51 30arHy, Mpo WIO 1€ BiH TEPEBEHUTH, Tomari
JO7IaB:

— Tu cam O6u MIr HOMITHTH, SKOM CTOPY TOJIOBOIO HE KUHYBCS
po3IIyKyBaTH 110 miaBicky. OT xo4 OM W 3apa3 — Tij TBOIMU BiKHAMH
CTOITh YOJIOB’SiTa B KOTENKY. Uepes mJopory, OiIst anTeku.

A mipidmoB 10 BiKHA, IO BUXOAWJIO HAa BYIHMIO, CTaB 300Ky,
o0epexxHO BHU3UpHYB. bins anteku 1 cmpaBnai CTOSB SIKMICh Tpald y
KOTEJKY 1 KypHUB JIIOJIBKY.

— 1 xT0 1e? — cnuras 1.

— Hapemri! — Brimeno kuBHyB Tomam. — Ochb Temep TH
CTaBUIII MPABUIIbHI 3aITUTAHHS.

Bin HexBammHO MPUKIIABCS 10 CKOTYY, a 5 TEPIUIAYE YEKaB HA BiJIMOBI/Ib.

— A me €? — 3anuraB BiH, BTYNUBIINCH y Maike TMOPOXKHIO
CKJISTHKY.

— Cam ckaxem 4yu ToO1 B 3yOM 3auiguTh? — TepHenb MeHi
ypUBaBCHL.

— Tu npo Toro TenenHs? A MM 10 HHOTO 3aBTPA 1 CaM CITUTAM.
Ckaxku, 110 TTIOMITHB Ha 4YaTax 1 TOMY JIy>Ke€ XOuelll 3HaTH, SIKOTo Oica BiH
32 TOOOIO CTEKUTh.

— | mo BiH Ha 1€ BiAMOBICTL?

— MatoTh 3HaueHHS HE WOro CJIOBa, a MPOTMO3HIS HOTO
rocrogaps. A 3amnpomnonye BiH, Tapace, HalOUIbITY 00OPYAKY B TBOEMY
KatTi. U i — MOTOMIIICS, — BUIIAMBIINA OCTaHHI Kparuli CKOTYY, BiH
NOCTaBUB CKJSHKY Ha Mmiajiory. — bo s BpsATyBaB TBOIO CpPaKy Bij
na3ypiB Jlucuii aume 3apaay HpOro Aija.

— Ocp mo s TOOI, PSATIBHUKOBI OPOTOMY, CKaXy... — 4
MOCTaBUB CBOKO CKIISIHKY Ha MiJIBIKOHHS, IiIIAIIOB i, BXOMUBIIN HOTO
JBOIO PYKOIO 3a Oapkwu, MmiaBIB 13 Kpicia. — IIpo e Bce po3kaxkent MeH1
TH, 1 HE 3aBTpa, a MPOCTO 3apa3.

— To61 B n1Bepi ramcensTh, — nepedus meHe Tomar.

He gave me a few seconds to understand what he had told me
and added.

“You could have noticed yourself if you hadn’t rushed
headlong to find this pendant. Right now there is a man in a bowler
hat under your windows. Across the street, by the pharmacy.”

I went to the window facing the street, stood to the side, and
carefully looked out. Indeed, by the pharmacy stood the fellow in a
bowler hat smoking a pipe.

“And who is that?” I asked.

“Finally!” Tomasz nodded with satisfaction. “Now you’re
asking the right questions.”

He was nonchalantly sipping the scotch while I waited
patiently for an answer.

“Do you have some more?” he asked, staring at his almost
empty glass.

“Are you going to tell, or should I punch you in the teeth?”
My patience was running out.

“Are you about that blockhead? Go and ask him tomorrow.
Say that you noticed him and want to know why, for God’s sake, he is
following you.”

“And what will he answer?”

“His words don’t matter but his master’s offer. And he will
offer you, Taras, the biggest swindle in your life. And you will accept
his offer because I saved your ass from Fox’s claws only for this
deal.”

Draining the last drops of scotch, he put the glass on the floor.

“Listen, my dear saviour,” I put my glass on the windowsill,
approached him, and grabbing him by the collar with my left hand,
lifted him from the chair. “You will tell me everything now, not
tomorrow, but right now.”

“Someone is battering at your door,” Tomasz interrupted me.



Xo4 OTH S HIYOTO ¥ HE 4YyB, ajie BKE 3a MHTh, 1 CIpPaBIi,
MPOJYHAB HAIOJICTIIMBHM CTYKIT. Bimmyctusmm Tomara, st migidmos 10
JIBepeil, BUTATHYB CyYOK 1 BUSHPHYB. 3HOBY HIKOTO.

— 3albwupaiics reTh, HEOMIPKY! — BHUTYKHYB f.

— Meni mnotpibeH cakBOsDK rpaduHi, — TPOITYHAB TOJIOC
KapJIuKa.
— A 00 106i... 3abupaiics! Hemae B MeHe cakBosika!
— Sk ne?! Skmo i He 3MIr BUTpaTH MiABICKY, TO Xo4a O rporri
noBepHu!

3i3HaroCh, S HE BiApasy 3rajiaB, IO IiJIBICKa, BJIACHE, JIEKHUTh Y
MEHE B KUIIICHI. BimuuHuB nBepi.

— Ha! — 1 st mpocTATHYB 3MBOBAHOMY KapJIMKY I1ABICKY.

BiH BUTpilIMBCS Ha MpUKpacy, MiJHICIIN 0 CaMHX OYel, MOTIM
3aXOJIMBCSI KPYTUTH B PyKax 1 YBaXHO PO3IUBIATHUCS, HIOM HE MIT
MOBIPUTH, IIIO 11 — He 00Iy/a.

— Tu x ka3aB, O TOO1 HE BIAJIOCH. ..

— Tak 1 6yno. A Tenep mmopraii 3Biacu!

— I'paduns Oyne BeabMHU BIOsSYHA, — MPOMYPKOTIB KapIlHK,
3aXOBaBIIH TTi/IBICKY.

— Toni xait mepemactb CBOI BISAYHICTH YHMMCKOPIII, MeEHI
noTpiOHi rpori.

— A Ham cakBosiK?

— Marepi TBOiii Xxups... S TOBepHYB
KOIIITOBHICTH — YOTO BaM iI1le BiJ MeHe Tpeba?

— Harapato, 110 3a nmaaHoM TH MaB OOYUCTHUTH 3JIOIOT 10 HUTKH,
100 1M JI0BEJIOCs TIOCTaBUTH Ha KiH HaBITh IO MiABIcKYy. ToMy rpaduns
criofliBanacs, 10 TH TMOBEPHEII 3rajaHy cyMmy. A Ie Harajaro, 1o TBii
TOHOPap CTAaHOBHWB IMOJIOBUHY ITUX TPOIIEH, TOX MU TOO1 TOYHO HIYOTO HE
BuHHI. Lle no-nepie. A no-apyre, — 1i€ TU HaM 3aBHUHUB.

41 HaBiB Ha HBHOTO MICTOJIb, AKUH YBECH 1€l Yac TPUMAB Y PYIIi.

— AHy, Haraiaii-Ho MeHi, IIe JIUIIe B KOTa JIeB’SATh KUTTIB, YU B
KapJIMKIB — TEX?

BiH nepenskaHo BiICTYIHB, a 5 3aXPsICHYB JIBEPI.

BaM BHUKpaJACHY

Though I hadn’t heard anything before, a moment later I heard
persistent knocking. Letting go of Tomasz, I went to the door and
looked out through the peephole. Again, no one.

“Get out of here, munter!” I shouted.

“I need the Countess’s satchel,” came the dwarf’s voice.

“Damn you. Get out! I don’t have any satchel!”

“What do you mean?! If you couldn’t win the pendant, at least
return the money!”

To be honest, I didn’t immediately remember about the
pendant in my pocket. I opened the door.

“Here!” I gave the pendant to the shocked dwarf.

He stared at the jewellery, bringing it close to his eyes, then
started turning it in his hands and examining it carefully, as if he
couldn’t believe it wasn’t deception.

“But you said that you had failed...”

“That’s true. Now sod off!”

“The countess will be grateful,” the dwarf purred, hiding the
pendant.

“Then let her show her gratitude as soon as possible; I need
money.”

“What about our satchel?”

“What a crap... I returned stolen jewellery; what else do you
need?”

“I want to remind you that according to the plan, you must
have cleaned out the thieves so they would have to put even this
pendant at stake. That’s why the Countess hoped you would return
the mentioned money. Additionally, half of the money would be your
fee. That’s first. And secondly, you owe us.”

I aimed the pistol at him, which all this time was in my hand.

“Remind me, is it only cats that have nine lives or dwarves
too?”

He stepped back fearfully, and I slammed the door.
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— Hamry nonoBuHy Tpolieii J0BeAeThCS MOBEPHYTH, mane binmii!
— BUT'YKHYB KapJIUK 3-3a JBEpei 1 MepIiil MOTYNOTIB CXOJJaMH I'€Th.

Haiinpukpimie, 1o — Xo4 sIK KpyTH — TakH Horo npasaa. Yopris
Towmarir, 1 3BiIKK BiH y35IBCS Ha MOIO TOJIOBY.

JlyHKO IprOKHYa BIKOHHUIIS.

— Tomaie, — TapkHyB s, KHHYBIIMCh 1O KiMHaTH. — | He
nymaii yrikaru!

Ane TaMm #oro Bxe He Oyso. BikHO, I1T0 BUXOWIIO HA JIaX, 3HOBY
OyJ0 BiUMHEHE, i BiTep KanaTaB BIKOHHULAMU. bing kpicia B mopoxkHiit
CKJISTHIII JIeXKaB HeJI0MaJIOK HOro CaMOKPYTKH.

— Tomame! A mo06 1061 4opHO OYNO... — THXO IPOMOBUB 5 Y
BIKHO.

3a3Buuail s CHigaB y sKOoMy-HeOynp MmMHKY Ha CHachKii.
Beuopamu TyT rpumina My3uka ¥ MoKHa OyJIO JIETKO 3HAWTH €001
po3Bary 110 Iymri — BiJ NpUA3HOI Oanadku 10 1°stHOi Oiiiku. Ta 3paHkKy
JesiKl 3 UX KaOakKiB MEepEeTBOPIOBATIMCS Ha IIJIKOM MPHUCTOWHI KaBapHi,
HOAEKYIN — 3 TepacamH, Jie IPUEMHO OyJI0 BUIUTH YAIIKy KaBH 1 3 iCTH
s€uHI0 a00 X, Ha (PpaHIly3bKUH JIaJl, IKU-HEe-IKUH KpyacaH.

Toro panky s oOpaB «lamimiroy — y HuX OynH JHBOBHXKHI
TICT€YKa — 1 caMe yIUTITaB OCTaHHI XPYMKi KPUXTH, K TTOMITHB THIIA B
KOTeJNKy. BiH cTOSIB uepe3 Aopory — KyIyBaB TrazeTy B Xjomyaka. Moxe,
s 0 MOTo 1 HE 3ayBa)kKMB, SIKOM HE JIIOJIbKA B 3y0ax. Xoda, 3BICHO, JIFOIIIB,
AK1 XOHATh y KOTENKax 1 KypsTh JItonbkH, B Kuepi He Opakye... A BTiM,
Oyze BUTHO. ..

S 3amaTMB 1 BUMIIOB; HEKBAalHO MONpsSMyBaB y Oik
Mexuripcbkoi. Tumm y KOTeJIKy IpUTHMOM PYIIUB HA3HPIli, — ra3eTy BiH
TpHUMaB IIepe]l OuMMa 1 yac J0 yacy norisaaB y Hei. S moBepHyB 3a pir i
poO0Ir KPOKiB TPHUALSTH, MAPHO HAMATalOuMCh HE BUJIaTH CE0E CTYKOTOM
KabnykiB mo OpykiBui. OnuHUBIIMCE Ol apku OyAMHKY, s 3BEPHYB 1
npuyaiBes 3a HEw. 3a KUTbKa CEKYH/]I YOJIOB’sira 3 ra3eTolo, 3/IsIKaBIIKCh,
0 BUIYCTHB MEHE 3 BUAY, NMpoOir moB3 apky. Komu s BuiimioB 3
MiJBOPITTS, BiH CTOSB Ha TMEPEXPECTI, OMEPIINCh pyKamMu 00 KOJjiHa, 1,

“You must return our half, Mr. Bilyy!” the dwarf shouted
behind the door and quickly stomped down the stairs.

The worst part was that, no matter how you look at it, he was
right. Damned Tomasz, where did he come from.

The shutter banged loudly.

“Tomasz,” I growled, rushing to the room. “Don't even think
of escaping!”

But there was no one. The window facing the roof was open
again, and the wind was rattling the shutters. Near the armchair in the
empty glass lay the roll-up butt.

“Tomasz! A curse upon you...” I said quietly into the window.

Usually, I had breakfast at some tavern on Spaska Street.
Every evening, music thundered here, and you could easily find
entertainment, from pleasant conversation to drunken fights. In the
morning, some of these taverns turned into quite decent cafes, some
with terraces where you can enjoy your cup of coffee, fried eggs, or
croissants in the French manner.

That morning I chose Galicia for their incredible cakes. I was
just finishing the last crumbs when I noticed the man in a bowler who
was buying a newspaper from a boy across the road. Maybe I
wouldn’t have noticed him if he hadn’t had the pipe. Although there
are a bunch of people who wear bowler hats and smoke pipes in
Kyiv... Well, we’ll see...

I paid and walked unhurriedly toward Mezhyhirska Street. The
guy in the bowler hat immediately followed, keeping the newspaper
in front of his eyes and glancing at it from time to time. I turned the
corner and ran about thirty steps, trying in vain not to give myself
away with the sound of heels on the cobblestones. When I was near a
building’s archway, I turned and lurked behind it. In a few seconds,
the man with the newspaper ran past the arch, scared of losing sight
of me. When I came out of the gateway, he was standing on the
crossroad, hands on his knees, breathing heavily and helplessly
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BA)XKO JWXawoud, Oe3rmopajHo BepTiB rojoBoro. [locBucrtoMm s 3Mycus
HOro MOBEpHYTHCS 10 MEHe — U MOoMaxaB pYKOIO, Hau€ JaBHbOMY
npy3sni. Crepmry BiH JOBOJNI KyMEIHO HamaraBCs BIaBaTH, IO 3HATH
MEHE He 3Ha€, Ta MOTiM, 30arHyBILIN HApEUITi, 10 HOTO0 BUKPUJIH, CTYTIHB
KUTbKa KPOKIB Ha3yCTpid.

— o T061? — 3anuTaB 51 6€3 3aliBOr0 PO3IIAPKYBAHHS.

— Miii nan xo4e NpU3HAYUTH BaM 3yCTpid, — HETEBHO BiJIOBIB
TUI Y KOTEJKY.

— I yomy x noci He MpU3HAYUB?

— BiH He nieBeH, 10 BU — caMe Ta JIIOIMHA, Ka HoMy TOoTpi0OHa.

— Illo x, Bimyaroro... JlaBaii-HO 3poOMMO Tak: MPOCTO 3apa3
MiJIeEMO JI0 TBOTO I1aHa, 1 BiH IIBUAKO 30arHe, 0 IOMUJISIBCS.

— 3apa3 He MOXXHa, MTaHe.

Most nonoHst nfriia Ha HOro MOTWIMLIO, 1100 MPUTATHYTH IO
MapMH3y OnvKde, 1 s BiIYYB HEAOMSKHH OIip: 1eil THI y KOTEeNKy TaKu
3I0pOBH Oyrai, i sKOW JOBEIOCS MOMIPSATHCS 3 HUM CHUJIaMH, MEH1 OyJ10
06 HenepenuBku. He 3pymmBIIM HOro ronoBy HiI Ha HOTy, s cam
HaXUJIUBCS 10 HOTO M THXO CKa3aB:

— Tu, MabyTb, HEBMUPYIIUH, SKIIO TaK 3yXBaJO CTEKHUII 32
MHOI0. AGO X TH — KapJIuK.

— Yomy Kapiuk? — IUpo 3AUBYBABCS BiH.

— KaxyTh, BOHU MaIOTh MO JIEB’SATh KUTTIB.

YonoBik po3ry0i1eHo KIIMHYB.

— Ilpuxoasre OmiBaHI, — MOMPOCHB BiH.

— Kymu?

— Totenp «XKepap». IIpocto Ha3zBeTeCch METPAOTENIO — 1 Bac
MIPOBEAYTh.

1 Hikonu He J1IOOUB IpaTH 3a YyKUMHU IIPaBUJIaMU, aJie I[bOTO pas3y
HaBpsJ 4u MaB BUOip. HacyHyB KoTenok oMy Ha odi i IOAaBCS TeTh.

OmiBaHI eKiMmak BUCAIUB MEHE O BXomy B ToTenb «Kepapy. Lle
OyB TpUIIOBEPXOBUH OCOOHSK, OIS JBEpel sSKOro CTOsIB J00pe
BUIIIKOJICHUM IBEWUIIAp: MIOWHO s MMIMIIOB, TSHKKI JBEpi, MPUKpAIICHI
JOpOrMM OpOH30BUM JIMTTAM, IpounHuiIucs. JloBenocs aatu oMy Ha

turning his head around. I made him turn toward me with a whistle
and waved as if to an old friend. At first, he comically tried to pretend
he didn’t know me, but finally realizing he‘d been caught, he took
several steps toward me.

“What do you want?” I asked him without unnecessary
ceremony.

“My master wants to arrange a meeting with you,” the guy in
the bowler hat answered uncertainly.

“And why hasn’t he done it yet?”

“He isn’t sure you are the right person.”

“Well, daredevil, let’s go to your master, and he will quickly
understand he was mistaken.”

“Not now, mister.”

I put my palm on his nape to pull the mug closer, and I felt
resistance. This guy in the bowler hat was fit as a fiddle, and if I had
a chance to compete with him, I would be in trouble. Without moving
his head, I leaned toward him.

“Probably, you are immortal to follow me, or you are a
dwarf, I said quietly.

“Why a dwarf?”” he was sincerely surprised.

“It 1s said they have nine lives.”

The man blinked in confusion.

“Come at noon,” he requested.

“Where?”
“Hotel Gerard. Just say your name to the maitre d'hotel, and he will
show you the way.”
I never liked to play by others’ rules, but this time I hardly had a
choice. I pushed the bowler hat down over his eyes and walked away.

At noon, a carriage dropped me off at the entrance to Hotel
Gerard. It was a three-story mansion, at the door of which stood a
well-trained porter. As soon as I approached, the heavy door
decorated with expensive bronze casting opened. I had to give him a
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Yaif, Xo4a B KHIICHI S MaB TUIbKM JIBI MOHETH MO TpHBEHUKY. OTXe,
JUIINAJIOCS caMe CTUIbKU, MO0 y3sTH OpuuKky aomomy. MeTpaorenb,
n00a4YMBIIN MEHE, BUCTPYHUHBCS 32 CBOEI KOHTOPKOIO.

— Mene 3Batu Tapac binmii, — cka3aB 5, CKOPHCTaBIIHCH
NOpasiol0 IIINHKAa B KOTENKY. XOTIiB Oy/n0 A0AaTH, U0 MEHI IMpU3HAUYEHO
3yCTpiy, ajie He BCTHUI, — METPAOTENb YK€ 3HAUIIOB BiAMOBIIHUIM 3amuc
y CBOiil aMOapHiil KHM3I.

— Ha Bac 4ekaroTh, — BiJNOBIB BiH. — JIBaIsATh TPETiit HOMEP.
Lle Ha npyromy mosepci, KOPUAOPOM — JIIBOPYH.

Kopunopuuii, sikuii 3BUYHO METHYBCS IMIJIXOMUTH BaJIi3d HOBOTO
HOCTOSIIBIIS, PO3TYOIEHO BUPSYUBCS Ha MOi BUTbHI pyKu. Sl momaxom 1aB
oMy 3HaTH, IO TPOBOJAWTH MEHE He Tpeba, W yke 30upaBcs WTH, ax
HECTIO/1iBaHO BUPIIIUB 3aIIUTATH.

— A CKaXu-HO MeEHi, roiry0e, — 3BEPHYBCS 10 METPAOTENs, —
Ha Yue€ 1M’sl 3amucanuii et Homep?
— XBWINHKY... — BIiH 3HOBY B3SIBCSl TOPTaTu aMOapHy KHUTY,

IIOTiB 3BiB Ha MeHE 3AMBOBaH1 o4i. — Ha Bare, mame. ..

On BoHoO sk. [TpunHaitmMHi 100pe, 110 3aMUTaB.

[TigasaBIINCH 1 3HAWIIOBINN «CBii» HOMEp, s mocTykaB. Hixto He
BiArykHYBcs. [lomissHyB Ha TaOnM4YKy 3 HOMEPOM — Yyce€ MPaBHIIBHO.
[ToctykaB 3HOBy. [loTiM HaTHCHYB pyuKy — JABepi Oynu He3aMKHeHi. S
ONMMHUBCS B TPOCTOPUX JBOKIMHATHHX amapTaMeHTax, i7eabHO
npuOpaHuX IS HOBUX MOXKWIBIIB. CKOPUCTABIIUCH 3 HATOMM, 51 IIBUIKO
ONJIIHYB HOMEp, He oMHHYBIIHM Inad. YopHoro xomy He Oys0, BIKHO
BUXOJIMJIO Ha BYJIHIIIO — Yepe3 HbOTO He BTeuenl. Sl BUTATHYB 3-3a mosica
BEJIMKUW TICTOJIb 1 CXOBaB HMOro 3a MOMYIIKAMH JWBaHa, IO CTOSB
Hernojamk ox aBepei. [1oTiM ciB Ha 1iell AMBaH 1 YeKaB XBHIIUH 30 I1 SITh,
He OUTbIIe, a TIOKU JABEP1 HAPEIITI BITYUHUIIUCS.

Jlo KIMHAaTu 3allIOB JyXe BHCOKHH YOJIOBIK 3 IIHPOKUMHU
ieyuMa W KHUCJIOK MIHOIO Ha JIMIl, HAa BUIVISAA HoMy Oylio pOKiB
JBaJLATh I SITh. 32 HUM — 3HAHOMMI MEHI THUN y KOTEJKY. TpeTim mopir
MEPECTYNHUB CTABHUM KPEME3HHMM YOJIOB’ATa POKIB MIICTAECATH. MyxKHI
pucH #oro oOaMYYs MOMEpEeXuaa CTapicTh, Mifl MIMPOKOIO HIKHBOIO

tip, although I only had two hryvenyk coins in my pocket. So, there
was just enough left to take the carriage home. The maitre d'hotel,
seeing me, stood behind his desk.

“I’m Taras Bilyy,” I said using the advice of the snoop in the bowler
hat. I wanted to add that I had an appointment, but the maitre d'hotel
had already found the corresponding entry in his ledger.

“They are waiting for you,” he answered.
twenty-third. The second floor, corridor to the left.”

The bellboy, who used to rush to grab the new guest’s luggage,
looked confused at my free hands. I waved to him to let him know
that he didn't need to lead me and was about to leave when suddenly I
decided to ask.

“And tell me, good man,” I said to the maitre d'hétel. “Under
whose name is this number written?”

“Just a minute,” he started flipping through the ledger again, then
raised his surprised eyes to me. "Yours, mister..."

“A  room

That's how it is. At least it's good I asked.

I walked upstairs, found my room, and knocked. Silence. I
looked at the room number tag; everything was correct. I knocked
again and pressed the handle; it was open. I entered the spacious
two-room apartments, perfectly cleaned for new residents. Taking the
opportunity, I quickly examined the room, not missing the closet.
There was no back door, and I couldn’t escape from the window
facing the street. I pulled a big pistol from the belt and hid it behind
the sofa cushions, which stood near the door. Then I sat on this sofa
and waited for about five minutes until the door finally opened.

A tall man with broad shoulders and a long face entered the
room; he looked around twenty-five years old. The familiar man in
the bowler hat was behind him. The third to cross the threshold was a
well-built, chunky man around sixty years old. His masculine facial
features were marked by old age; the skin under his broad lower jaw
was already slightly sagging, and small senile wrinkles appeared
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IIEJICTIO BXKE TPOXHM BiJBHCANa 3iB’sjla IIKipa, MDK DIHOOKHMHU
3MOpIITKaMU Ha MOTO JIMII MPOTIIsAaaiy ApiOHI cTapedi Opuxi, a odi... Lle
Oynu Ol JIFOAWHM, 5K 32 CBOE XKUTTS AOOpSUE CKYIITyBaja Juxa. 3 HUX
npo3upasia BroMa. OnarHyTHil BiH OyB HE3BUYHO — B MICTI TaK HeE
BOMpaJIUCS: KyNaH, IIUPOKi MITaHU, 4000TH, IIKIPSAHUHI MOsIC, KO3albKa
a6y ipu 00111, CBIT/IA MOJOTHSIHA COPOYKA, BUIITUTA YOPHUM.

S minBiBes iM Hazycrpid. Tum y KoTenky Oe3mapIoHHO OOIIyKaB
MOI KHIIEHI, 1 s MHOXBaJauB cebe 3a 3aBOAYIMBICTE. YTIM, BHCOKHUH
napy0iiiko 3 KHCIIOI0 MUKOIO TI0YaB NMepeBepTaTH NOAYIIKH Ha Kpiciax Ta
JIWBaHI ¥, 3BICHO, 3HAWIIOB Mill micToNb. Bigrak cTtaB OCTOpPOHB, a
CTapuii MPUYNHUB 3a COOO0IO JABEPI.

— JloBro x s Tebe mykaB, — cka3aB BiH. — Hy, 3apacTyi.

— I BaM He XBOpiTH. 3 KUM Maro 4ecTb?..

Bromnenuit morsg #oro BHUIBIIMX OJAKUTHUX OUYel CBEPJIMB
MeHe, HIOM HaMaraBcs MIPOYUTATH TyMKH.

— Moe npizBumie 3acyxa. Uynu take?

— Hi, — decHo npu3HABCH 1.

— Bu neBHi?

— Cunyxaiite, 10oOpoaif0, MEHI OT-OT YPBEThCS Teprenb. Ta 3

ONISIly Ha Ball MOBAaXHHUM BIK, S MOXKY 3a4eKaTd IIe XBWIMHY... | He
paKy BaM 3JI0BKHBATH MOIM JTOBTOTEPIIHHSIM.

— A Xoma bpyt? — 3anuTaB BiH, IPOIYCTUBIIIHA MOi CJIOBa ITOB3
Byxa. — UyBanu konu-HeOyp npo ceminapucta Xomy bpyra?

— Hi. Hikonm npo Takoro He 4yB. Lle Bce? bo s Texx Maro 10 Bac
KiJIbKA 3alUTaHb.

3naBasiocs, BiH IIMPO MEHI HE BipuTh. PanTom migyraH XBambKo
JiCTaB 3-MiJ OJKylMmaHa CTape3HWil MicToNb, 1 WOro THMSHE JyJO
HAILTUIIOCS MEH1 TTPOCTO B J100a.

— 31aeThCs MEHi, TH Opeliel, XIomJe.

between the deep furrows on his face, and the eyes... These were the
eyes of a person who knows the taste of calamity. Exhaustion was
visible in them. He was dressed unusually for city fashion: a zhupan',
wide pants, boots, a leather belt, a Cossack sabre at his side, and a
light cloth shirt embroidered in black.

I rose to meet them. The guy in the bowler hat brazenly
searched my pockets, and I praised myself for foresight. However,
the tall young man with a long face began to turn over the cushions
and, of course, found my pistol. He stood aside, and the old man
closed the door.

“I’ve been looking for you for a long time. Well, greetings,”
he said.

“Greetings. With whom do I have the honor to talk?”

His tired gaze of faded blue eyes drilled into me, as if trying to
read my mind.

“My surname is Zasukha. Have you heard it?”

“No,” I honestly admitted.

“Are you sure?”

“Listen, gentleman, I’'ll lose my temper soon. Taking into
account your respectable age, I can wait another minute... And I don’t
advise to abuse my long-suftfering.”

“And Khoma Brut? Have you ever heard about the seminarian
Khoma Brut?” he asked, ignoring my words.

“No, I have never heard about him. Is that all? Because I also
have a few questions for you.”

He seemed to sincerely not believe me. Suddenly, the old man
deftly pulled out an ancient pistol from his zhupan and aimed its dim
barrel at my forehead.

“It seems to me that you are lying, boy.”

'a long lined garment of West or Central Asian origin which was widely worn by male nobles in the multi-ethnic Polish-Lithuanian
Commonwealth and by the Ukrainian Cossacks in the Cossack Hetmanate.
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— A MeHi 3maeThes, Oy, mo ToOI HE BapTO OTaK HEOOAYHO
PU3UKYBaTH CBOIM 37I0POB’SIM.

AHI #oro momIsAA, aHi WICTONh Yy Pyl HE BUKa3yBaIH
IIOHAMMEHIIIOT0 XBHWJIIOBaHHS. BiH nHMBHBCS MeHI B o4l 3aIlikKaBJIEHO,
HAMararoynch 3HAWTH SKyCh BiAMoBiAb. [Ipo BCsSK BUNANOK s HaBITH
HaNpy>KUB MMaM’ATh — a 1110, SIK 1 COpaBl 4yB JIeCh I iM’s, — aJjie Ha
raJIKy HIYOTICIHBKO HE CTaiajo.

IToTiMm crapuii — Tak caMO panTOBO — OIYCTHUB MICTONb 1
3aCMisIBCSI.

— Cxoxe, TH ¥ CIpaBji HIYOTO... — Ha MHUTh 3aTaMyBaB TOJIUX,
— HE YyB PO MOIO iCTOPIO.

Bin migifimoB g0 kpicma, Ta, mepmr HDK CIiCTH, OOEpHYBCS 1
3aIUTaB:

— S moxy cictu?

— Yoro X TH HE TNHTAaB J03BONY, KOIU THUISIB y MEHE
MiCTOTUKOM?

BiH MOBYKHM BMOCTHBCS B KPiCJIO.

— MoskauBo, cam bor mocnaB Bac 70 MeHE... — CKa3aBIIH IIC,
CTapuii Mo/aB 3HAK CBOIM JIFOISM, IIO0 BOHU BUHILIH. MU 3aJIAIIIINCS
cami.

— Hapyiite MeHi Bci mi nepectopord... Jimo B TiM, mo 5
MPOIIOHYI0 YMMaJIl TPOIi 3a OfHY MoCiIyry. Bike kinmbka jromei 3a 1ie
Opanucsi, Ta TUIBKM LIO0 OTPUMATH aBaHC 1 INE3HYTH. Moi mromu
CIIOCTEpITaId 3a BaMHU TEBHHM 4ac, 1 BCE CBITYUTH MPO TE, IO BH —
YecHUH cmizenb. AX pantoM BU cami migidnuum qo Onecs i 3axananu
syctpivi. Ile Tpoxu cmanTenmumuuiao MeHe. KiIbKOX MpONAMCBITIB MEHi

B/IaJIOCS BUKPUTHU, — BapTO OYyJI0 TUIBKU HALUTUTH MICTOJIS B MOPISKY ...
Tox... Ime pa3 — Bubayaiire.

51 xuBHYB:

— 3roga.

BiH HagOBro 3aMOBKHYB, 3aIJTUOMBIINCH y SKICh CBOT PO3AYMH, 1 5
Horo He KBamuB. MaOyTh, JIMIE IIJTKOBUTHN BiT4all 3MYIIYy€ JIOAUHY
MOBOJUTHUCS TaK, SIK LEH CTapuraHb: TO IMOTPOXKYBATH HE3HAHOMIIEBI

“And it seems to me, old man, that you shouldn’t so recklessly
risk your health.”

Neither his gaze nor the pistol in his hand showed the slightest
worry. He looked into my eyes with interest, trying to find some
answer. Just in case, | even strained my memory; what if I had heard
this name somewhere, but nothing came to my mind.

Then the old man suddenly lowered the pistol and laughed.

“It seems,” he held his breath. “You truly haven’t heard about
my story.”

He approached the armchair and, before sitting, turned and
asked me.

“May I sit?”

“Why didn’t you ask my permission to aim your gun at me?”’

He silently settled into the armchair.

“Perhaps God himself sent you to me,” he said that and gave
the sign to his people to leave the room. We were left alone.

“Forgive me all these precautions... The thing is that I offer
substantial money for one service. Several people have already taken
this up, only to receive front money and vanish into thin air. My
people have been observing you for some time, and everything
suggests you’re an honest detective. Then suddenly you came to Oles
and demanded a meeting. This somewhat confused me. I managed to
expose a few scoundrels just by aiming a pistol at their snout. Well...
Sorry for that.”

“Agreed,” I nodded.

He was silent for a long period of time, immersed in his
thoughts, and I didn’t rush him. Apparently, only complete grief
makes a person behave like this old codger: threatening a stranger
with a pistol, then guffawing.

15



nicronem, To peroraru. HiGu BignoBigarouu Ha MOi MipKyBaHHsI, CTapHid
MOBHB:

— 1 noBro mnrykaB Takoro, sk Bu. Y KueBi Bxe XOASTh MepeKasu
npo binoro I{urana. Amke Tak Bac HasuBaroTh? KaxyTh, BH 3aBlie y
Burpaiti... Ocb YoMy 5 X04y, 1100 BH B3sUTUCS 32 MOE J1JI0.

Bin moni3 3a nmasyxy, Bu0o0yB 3B1ATH BEJTUKHIA IIKIPSHUA TamMaH i
KuHYB MeHi. M xoua BiH OyB HaGararo MeHmHil 3a BTpadeHHil ydopa
CaKBOSDK, IPOTE MICTUB 3HAYHO OUIBIIy CyMy, ajxe OyB HaOWUTUUH
30JIOTUMH MOHETaMH.

— Henorano, — 3BaXWBIIM TamMaH Ha JIOJIOHI, s KUHYB HOTO
cTapoMy B pyku. — Ta cnepiry s XOTiB OM MOYyTH, 1110 TO 32 ALJIO.

Bin 3axoBaB rpori.

— 4 mxe ka3zaB — Mmoe mpi3Buile 3acyxa. Hazap 3acyxa. I —
COTHHK Ha XyTopi 3a I’ sitaecsaT Bepct on Kuesa. Jliso, 3 skuM s ipuixaB
CIONM, CKJAJHE H 0 CHAarM He KOXKHOMY. MIeThcs mpo MOKO JIOUKy...
€nrHe MO€ ITUTA... XTOCh KOPCTOKO 3a0uB ii 70 cmeprti... BoHa nenBe
TpUMaiacs Ha Horax, K JIidma gogomy... I... OcranHi ii cioBa — 1e
Oyso iM’st Ta mipi3BuIe BOUBII. Xoma bpyT. Lleit Hemon )kuB Ha HAIIOMY
XyTOpi, BiH MPOXOAy HE JaBaB MOii JIouIli... € CBIJOK, KWW HA BIACHI
o4l OauuB, sIK BiH Ti€i HOUl HAKMHYBCS Ha Hei...

Crapuit 3amoBK. OOnuyust ioro Oyno CrHOKiliHE, Haye BiH MPOCTO
nobupaB TMOTpIOHE CIIOBO, MPOTE KICTOYKU I SICTYKIB TMOOUTUIM Bif
HaTpyTH.

— Tlepen cMepTiO MOsI JIOIl BCTHIVIA 3alOBICTH, IIOOW IIEH
BUPOJIOK BIJICIIBYBaB ii TpW HOYi... XO4a HETiTHHKA XOTUIM Bigpasy X
MOBICHUTH. ..

— Yomy x He moBicUIn?

COTHHK 3AMBOBaHO MOIVISIHYB Ha MEHE:

— Brpyrtunucs ioro apysi. Ix 6yno Tpoe, i Bonu Bipwiu, 10
XoMa — HEBUHYBaTWi, 0a HaBiTh JIagHI OyJW JKUTTS CBOE 3a HBOTO

’a military rank among the Cossack starshyna.
*a single-homestead settlement.

“I have long been looking for someone like you. There are
rumors about White Gypsy in Kyiv. Is that how they call you? They
say you are always winning... That’s why [ want you to take this up,”
old man said as if answering my reflections.

He reached into his bosom, pulled out a large leather money
pouch, and threw it to me. Although it was much smaller than the
satchel lost yesterday, it contained a much larger sum because it was
stuffed with golden coins.

“Not bad,” I tossed it back to the old man after weighing the
money pouch in my hand. “First of all, I would like to hear about the
deal.”

He hid the money.

“I have said my surname is Zasukha. Nazar Zasukha. I am a
sotnyk® of the khutir’ some fifty kilometres from Kyiv. I came here
with a deal that is complex, and not everyone can do it. It is about my
daughter... My only child... Someone violently beat her to death...
She could barely stand when she came home... And... her last words
were the name and surname of the killer. Khoma Brut. This tyrant
lived on our khutir, he wouldn’t leave my daughter alone. There is a
witness who saw how he attacked her that night.”

The old man fell silent. His face was calm, as if he was simply
choosing the right words, but his knuckles turned white with tension.

“Before her death, my daughter devised for this bastard to read
the burial for three nights... Although the bastard wanted to be hung
immediately...”

“And why didn’t they hang him?”

The sotnyk looked at me in surprise.

“His friends intervened. There were three of them who
believed that Khoma was innocent and were even ready to sacrifice
their lives. The people on the khutir were divided. And then my wife
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noknactu. Jlronum Ha XyTopi po3mimwiucs... | Tomi Mos KiHKa ckaszaia
BCIM MPO OCTAaHHIO BOJIO HAIIOI TOYKHU. SIKIIO BXKE BOHA 3aroBija TPU
HOul moOyTH B xpami Borkomy pa3zom 3i cBOIM BOMBIICIO, TO HENAPEMHO.
AKe, SIK YCi 3HAKOTh, MMPOTSTOM MEPIINX TPHOX JTHIB 110 CMEPTI AyIIa He
MOKHU/IA€ el CBIT 1 MOXE TOAATH BCIM XUBUM IEBHHI 3HaK... Ha TiM i
3IUIUIMCS: TPU HOYI 3aMHUKAaTH Iyliory0a B HaIild IEpKBi, HAOAWHIN 3
JIOMOBHMHOIO, a BX€ MOTIM — PIIIUTH HOTO JOJIO 3aJI€KHO BiJ TOTO, YU
OylyTh 3HAKH, IO BKaXYTh HAa HMOTO TSDKKHW TpiX, YHM, HaBIAKW, Ha
HEBUHYBATICTh. AJie SKpa3 TPEeThOi HOYI XOMa BTIK, YOUBIIM YOJIOBIKa,
KW OXOPOHSIB LIEPKBY.

51 3amucIMBes, 1€ pa3 IPOKPYTHUBILH IO iICTOPIIO B TOJIOBI.

— IlikaBo. Omxe, BM 4yiaW, IO BOHA Ha3Baja Iboro bpyta
BOMBIIEIO?

— VBech XyTip YyB, SK BOHA WIIIa BiJg cTapoi BepOM W
BUTYKyBaja Moro imM’s. A Bxe BJIOMa BOHA CKasalla MaTepi, IO I BiH
noOwus ii.

— Tapasn. Ime 3anuranns. Yum BiH 3aBaaBaB ynapi? Pykamu
9H, MOXE. ..

— KawmeneM. Takoro BeIHKOIO KPYIJIO KaMEHIOKOIO.

— A crapa Bep0Oa cToiTh 01151 Bomu?

BiH MeTHYB He MeHe TSHKKHM OIS 3-ITi TYCTHX OpiB.

— Bona ctoiTe Ha marop0i, 01715 MIAHDKKS SIKOTO TeUe CTPYMOK.
MeHi 70 Aymni Bamia yBaKHICTb 0 APIOHHUIIb, ajle JOKa3iB BUHU XOMH
bpyTa — Oi1b1II HIXK JOCHUTB.

— SIxux came mokasis?

CoTHUK IOBro HE 3BOAMB 3 MEHE CBOIX 30JISKJIMX OYeH, Haue
BaraBcs, Ka3atu uu Hi. Haperri HaBa>KuBcs:

— VYpaHui micas TpeTboi HOYl B IIEPKBi, KOJW MU 3aWIUIH...
Tpyna Oyna mopoxHs. A MOs J0dYKa JieXkaja Ha MiJuIo3i, Ot Kparo
HaMaJIbOBaHOTO KpPEHJOI0 KOoJa, B IIEHTPi SKOTO CTOsUIa Kareapa — 3a
Heto bpyr umraB mcantup. Most gous... Bona HIOMTO moOB3na 10
mipio3i... Oul ii Oynu MIMPOKO PO3IUTIONIEHI, a TpaBa pyka BKaszyBaja
MIPOCTO Ha KaTeapy, 3a KO PaHill BUYUTYBAB MCANTUD i BOMBII!

told everyone about the last wish of our daughter. If she devised to be
three nights in the House of God with her killer, so not in vain. After
all, as everyone knows, during the first three days after death, the
soul doesn’t leave this world and can give a certain sign to all the
living. And we decided to lock the soul-killer in our church for three
nights, alone with the coffin, and then decide his fate depending on
the signs that will show his grave sin or his innocence. However, on
the third night, Khoma killed the guard of the church and escaped.

I pondered, turning this story in my mind again.

“Interesting. So, you heard her name Brut as the killer?”

“The whole khutir heard her coming from the old willow tree
and shouting his name. And at home, she told her mother that he had
done it to her.”

“Fine, another question. What did he use to hit her? Hands or
maybe...”

“Stone. Such a large round stone.”

“Does the old willow stand near the water?”
He cast a heavy look at me from under his thick eyebrows.

“It stands on a hill, at the foot of which a stream flows. I love
your attention to details, but there is more than enough evidence of
the Khoma Brut’s fault.”

“What specific evidence?”

The sotnyk didn’t take his faded eyes off me for a long time,
as if he was hesitating whether to tell or not.

“In the morning after the third night, we entered the church...
The coffin was empty. My daughter was lying on the floor, near the
edge of the chalk-drawn circle; in the centre stood the cathedra where
Brut was reading the psalter. My daughter... She seemed to be
crawling on the floor... Her eyes were wide open, and her right hand
was pointing directly at the cathedra where her killer had previously
read the psalter!
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Odi coTHHKAa BUIMOBHHIIUCS OOXKEBUTLHUM BOTHEM. S 3aMHUCICHO
BUTEP MabIIMU KyTHKH pOTa, I[00 MPUXOBATH MHUMOBUIBHY YCMIIIKY.
e > Tpeba! IToB3na mo mino3i i BKa3zyBasa naiblem!

— Ile Bce nmyxe 1ikaBO, — cCKa3aB 5, BAABAHO HACYIHUBIINCH,
100 He BUKA3aTH CBOIX CHPaBXHIX MOYYTTiB. — MepTBa /JiBUMHA MTOB3€
JI0 CBOrO BOWBII, 00 yciM TOBeCTH Horo BHHY! B 1mpoMy € 1moce...
Totuune! M-M-M... Och TUIBKH S HIKOJIH HE MOBIPIO B TaKi HICEHITHUII.
SIK TO KaXXyTbh, 3BUHSUTE BEJIMKOYIITHO.

— XouTe BipTe, XouTe HE BipTe, mane binmumii, ane s qomam 10
[HOTO FaMaHa 11e JIBa TaKUX, IKIIO0 BU Bi3bMETECs 3 1€ J1JI0.

o # ka3aTH, 3arajJoM MeHi 1 TakK, i CsIK Oyno O KOPUCHO HIE3HYTH
3 MiCTa Ha KiUJIbKa THXKHIB, a TYT Taka OKa3isi — 1 3api0OK HE3JEIbKHI.
Tpu ramanu 4epBiHIiB — 4K He qUBO! SIkOM MeHi Oyn0o pOKiB ABAALATH
— M4YaB OM BXe 30uparucs B mopory. Ta meHi Oymo BaBiui Oimbire. |
JOCBIJ] HAIITINITYBaB, 10 A00pa BiJl I[LOTO JiJIa HE JK/IH.

— 41 6, Moxe, 1 B3sIBCS, TTaHE COTHHKY. Ta pidu y TiM, 110 — XOU
skl O HOKa3M s 3HAMIIOB, — BH BHMAararuMeTe Bill MEHE JIMIIE OTHOTO:
noBecTd BHHY XoMu bpyTa, sKOrO BM BKE JaBHO OCYIWJIA. A s B Taki
irpu He rpatocs. SIKIo Bxe O6epycs 3a 110, TO 3BaXKaro TIJIbKU Ha (aKTH,
a HE Ha KUIBKICTh TaMaHIB, HAOMUTHUX 30JI0TOM YW Ha TEPEKOHAHHS
poau4iB xepTBU. Tk MO€ BaM MIAHYBAHHS, K TO KAXKYTh. ..

S minBiBCcs, 30MparOUMCh BUWTH. 37a70Cs, 3 COTHUKOBHUX OYEH
CHUIIOHYJIU ICKPH: UM TO 31 37I0CT1, YU TO BiJI CJIi3.

— Aute xi0a cTaB OM TiKaTH HEBUHYBaTHii? — 3anuTaB Ha3zap.

— Hy... IlpaBny xaxyuu... — s o00epHyBci. — BrekTn
HarnepeAOoAHl JIIOACHKOTO CYyIWIMIIA... A SKIO 1€ # YABUTU Bally
JIOUKY... Xail bor Muiye... sika moB3aia, K BU KaxeTe, 110 MiJI03i. ..

3BIiCHO, BiH yce po3yMiB. S BIIUMHUB JBEpi i MOOAYMB IBOX HOTO
myrupsak — Korenka i Kucny [Tuky, — siki 3aropoauian MeHi Ipoxis.

— Toxai Mu BiABE3EMO Bac CHIOMIIb, — CKa3aB 3-3a MO€I CIIMHU
COTHHUK.

The sotnyk’s eyes filled with an insane fire. I thoughtfully
wiped the corners of my mouth with my fingers to hide an unwitting
smile. How about that! She was crawling on the floor and pointing a
finger!

“This is all interesting,” I said, pretending to frown to hide my
true feelings. “A dead girl crawls to her murderer to prove his guilt to
everyone! There’s something... gothic about it! Hmm... But I will
never believe such nonsense. How it is said, excuse me generously.”

“Believe it or not, Mr. Bilyy, but I will add to this money
pouch two more like it if you get down to this business.”

Needless to say, it would be useful for me to disappear from
the city for a few weeks, and here’s such an opportunity and great
profit. Three money pouches of gold coins, isn’t it a miracle! If |
were twenty years old, I would already be rushing to get ready for the
journey. However, I’m twice older, and the experience whispered that
no good would come of this case.

“I might have taken it on, Mr. Sotnyk. But the thing is,
whatever evidence I find, you will demand to prove Khoma Brut’s
guilt, whom you have long condemned. But I don’t play such games.
If I take on a case, I only consider facts, not the number of money
pouches full of gold or convictions of the victim’s relatives. So, my
respect to you, how it is said...

I stood up, preparing to leave. It seemed that sparks flew from
the sotnyk’s eyes because of madness or tears.

“But would the innocent escape?” Nazar asked.

“Well... To be honest,” I turned. “To escape on the eve of the
human court... And if you imagine your daughter... God forbid...
crawling on the floor, as you’ve said...”

He surely understands everything. I opened the door and saw
two brutes, Bowler Hat and Long Face, blocking my way.

“Then we will get you there by force,” the sotnyk said behind
my back.

18



Posznin 4

— OH BOHO $IK... — BHUXOIUJIOCh Y MEHE.

I, mepm HiXX BOHM BCTUIVIM PHUITHYTHUCS, IOCHIM 3aixaB Kucmiit
[Tuii mexu Horu. KBakHyBIIM, BiH 3irHYBCs 1 BriaB A0A07y. Kotenok, sk
JOCBiAUEHUN OOpelb, KMHYBCS IICYEM MEHI B JKHBIT, III0O CXOIHUTH 3a
cTerHa. Sl BCTUT BIACKOUUTH W OOXOMHUTH HOro IIMIO, Ta CUIU Oylu
HepiBHi. COTHUK BUEMHUBCS 32 MEHE 33a/1y: HOTO HANPOYy/] CUIbHI MabIli
JABUJIM MEH1 Ha JIUIE, MA0OUPaTHCs 10 0Uel — JOBEJIOCS 3aMPYKUTHUCH.
[Ile MUTh — 1 BOHM 3aIITOBXalOTh MEHE Ha3aJ y HOMEp. A 3BIATH BXKe
3MOXYTh BUHECTH — CKa)XIMO, Y CKpPHHI, a00 X 3arOpHYBIITH B KUJIMM.
Tpeba TepMiHOBO MIOCH YTHYTH. | 1, Haue HeOpi3aHMii, 3aBOJIAB:

— IHoxexal!!! [Toxexa!!! Paryiics, xro moxe! [Toxe-e-exal

Sl 3yMiB IITYpXHYTH COTHHMKA JIKTeM IiJl JUXaJ0, HOTO PyKH
BMUTH BIJICTUTA 3 MOTO JIMIIA, 1 S pO3IUIIOMMB o4i. KoTenok cyHyB Ha
MEHe, Hadye IUKWN KabaH, — JIOBEJOCS BYENHUTHUCS 0OOMa pyKamH 3a
onBipok. Kucnma Iluka, xou i KpexTiB, ajie 3BOAUBCS HAa HOTH. [IeBHO,
COTHHK 32 XBHJIIO T€X OTOBTA€THCS... ONyCTUBLIN PYKH, 5 BIJICKOUUB Y
HoMmep. PusukoBane pimenHs. S OyB 3a Kpok Bija mopasku, ane Korenok
TaK{ HE BTPUMAaB PIBHOBArH 1 3arpuMiB Ha IiJJIOTY.

— Tloxe-e-exxal — 3HOBY 3aropsaB s, MPOOITIIMCH MPOCTO IO
CIHHI po3KapsiueHoro Ha miano3i Korenxa.

[H111 MocTosIBIT — X04 X Oyno Hebarato — movyajaud BU3UPATH 3
NPOYMHEHUX JBeped 1 3auBoBaHO omisiaaT  kopuaop. COTHUK
BiTUalyliHO cpoOyBaB 3HOBY 3aTSATHYTH MEHE B HOMEp, OOXOIMBIIH
33a/ly, ajJlé MUMOBOJI TUIBKM JOTOMIT MEHi: S JIETKO NMEPEKHHYB HOro
4yepe3 CTErHo, MPOCTO B 001MIMU JOBTOTEIECOMY.

— Ocb 1001, Bailio! — BUTYKHYB 5 1 YUMTYK IOOIT KOPUIOPOM,
JIe B)KE€ CTOBOMYHIIO 3 TOOPHUH AECATOK JIFONICH.

«Bupsascs!» — noxymas s. 3’scyBajiocss — IMEpeAYacHo. 33a1y
MPOJTYHAB CIAOKHH, aXK KaJTICIUBUMI, TOJIOC CTAPOTO:

— 3nopniii! depxits 3noxis! [laxpaii!
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Chapter 4

“Oh, that’s how it is,” I said.

And before they had time to move. I hit Long Face hard
between his legs. Croaking, he bent over and fell to the floor. Bowler
Hat, like an experienced fighter, ran into my belly with his shoulder
to grab my thighs. I managed to dodge and grab his neck, but the
forces were unequal. The sotnyk grabbed me from behind; his strong
fingers pressed on my face, reaching to my eyes, and I had to squint.
Another moment and they would push me back into the room. And
from there, they could carry me out in a chest or wrapped in a carpet.
I must do something urgently.

“Fire!!! Fire!!! Save yourself, whoever can! Fire!!!” I shouted
as if they cut me.

I managed to knock the wind out of the sotnyk; his hands
instantly flew from my face, and I opened my eyes. Bowler Hat was
coming at me like a wild boar; I had to grab the doorpost with both of
my hands. Long Face, although groaning, was getting up. The sotnyk
might as well recover soon. Lowering my hands, I jumped back into
the room. A risky decision. I was a step away from defeat, but
Bowler Hat couldn’t hold the balance and tumbled to the floor.

“Fire!” I yelled again, running right across the back of the
sprawled Bowler Hat.

Other residents, though there were few of them, started to
peek out of half-open doors and look around the hall with shock on
their faces. The sotnyk desperately tried to drag me back into the
room, hugging me from behind, but involuntarily only helped me. I
easily threw him over my hip, right into the hugs of the lanky one.

“Here you go, galoot!” I shouted and ran through the hallway
where already about a dozen people were standing.

“Escaped!” I thought. As it turned out too early. From behind
me rang out the old man’s weak, merciful voice.

“Thief! Catch him! Fraud!”



I meli TMXWMII BUT'YK NMPOJyHaB JJISI PO3TYOJCHUX TOXKUIIBIIB, SKi
Tak 1 He MoOaYMWIM HI TUMY, HI BOTHIO, SIK 3aKJIHMK MpoToiepes. BMUTh
3a0yBIIM TIPO MOXKEXKY, KOPUAOPOM IPOKOTWIACA Oararoroiioca JyHa:
«Jlepxite 3momis!». Skuiich BycaHb y CHiJHIN OUIW3HI KUHYBCS MEHI
HaBrepeiiMu. Sl mpUMyApPHUBCS YXWIMTUCH BiJ HBOTO, a MOTIM 30arHys,
IO CTapOMy COTHHKY HeJIETKO OyJe JTOBECTH CBOi CJIOBa, aJKe HaBITh
Mill micTONb — 1 TOM 3a0pajy HOro MOCIMaKH.

— 3acrokoiitecsi, maHoOBe! — BHUTYKHYB sI, 3yNHHHUBIIUCH 1
po3BiBmu pyku. — He mamaiite apos! Ileit gonoBik — HeOe3meuHMit
adepuct! A B MEHE y KHIIICHI — TIJIbKA TPUBEHUK JJI BI3HUIII, MOXKETE
HIepEeKOHATHUCS].

Mognsiuu 11e, S panToBO BiA4YB, 1110 KUIIEHS MOTO CIOPTYKa SIKOCh
noBaxudana. Hesxe...

— Miii ramad 13 4YepBIHIIMHU, — IIJJAKCHUBO CKa3aB COTHHK,
yIaBaHO, X0Y 1 JIOBOJI BAATHO, 33aJIUXAI0YUCh. — Y HBOTO... Y TpaBiid
KHIIEH. ..

Ot xe crapumii yoptsika! [linkunys! Criepiry s XOTiB Oy/I0 KHHYTH
med dYOpTiB TamMaH Ha TUIOTY, Ta BYACHO CXaMEHyBcs, 00
NPOMOBUCTIIIONO 3i3HaHHS B KpagbKui Troiai Burajgaru. Bycanp y
CIITHROMY HAaKWHYBCS Ha MEHE 31 CIPUTHICTIO MEPEIIKaHO1 KaOu, TOX
JIOBEJIOCS OOJMMIIUTH BCl HaAIl Ha 4yJeCHUN MOPATYHOK. Sl BIICKOUMB Ha
no0puX TpU METPU W KWHYBCS HaBTHOKW. Bech HaOpin momep 3a MHOIO,
Haue XOPTH Ha JIOBaX.

Ochb 5 BKe Ha CXOJax, JI0Jaro iX KiJTbKoMa cTpuOkamu. Ta mocepen
BECTUOIOJISI, HACTOPOXKEHI TBAITOM, Ha MEHE BXKE YEKAIOTh METPAOTEINb 1
IBiKO kopumopHuX. [IpomaifHyma mpuMapHa Hafis, IO 3MOXY BJATH,
Haue0TO HATOBI >KEHETHCS 32 KUMCh IHIIUM. AJie BUKPHBAIO cam ceoe,
3aHAATO CTPIMKO BCTpHOHYBIIW B 3aiy. llIBeimap, skuil Tpoxu paHime i
HE TOAyMaB BiIMOBHUTHCS BiJ] MOIX YalOBHX, MEPIIMA CKHIAE PYKY 3
BUTYKOM: «JlepKiTh HOTO!».

S o3uparocs. Jlrogu KOTATBCS CXOAaMH BHU3, SIK TOPOX, 1 BKE
nojonanu oauH mnporiH. Kucna Iluka nxaeTscs Hamepen, pyxamu
CIPUTHOTO TUIABIISI PO3KUIAE BCiX, XTO OMUHSAETHCS B HHOTO HA MUISXY. S

And this quiet cry sounded for bewildered residents who
hadn’t seen either smoke or fire, like an appeal of a protopriest.
Instantly forgetting about the fire, the polyphonic echo rolled through
the hallway: “Catch the thief!” A moustached man in his underwear
rushed to intercept me. I succeeded in dodging him, and then I
realised that the old sotnyk couldn’t prove his words since his
henchmen took even my pistol.

“Calm down, gentlemen! Don’t make a drama! This man is a
dangerous fraud! I have only hryvenyk for the carriage in my pocket,
you can check it,” I stopped and shouted, spreading my arms.

Saying this, I suddenly felt that the coat pocket had grown
heavier. Could it be...

“My money pouch with coins. In his right pocket...” the
sotnyk said plaintively, convincingly, and quite successfully, gasping.

The old devil! He slipped it in! Firstly, I wanted to throw this
damned money pouch on the floor, but I quickly came to my senses
because a more canting confession of theft couldn’t be imagined. The
moustached man in the underwear attacked me with the agility of a
scared frog, so I had to leave all hopes of a great rescue. I jumped
back three good metres and ran away. The whole crowd of people
traced me like hounds on a hunt.I am already on the stairs,
overcoming them in a few leaps. But at the centre of the lobby,
alarmed by the fuss, the maitre d'hétel and two bellhops were already
waiting on me. A ghostly hope flashed that I could pretend that the
crowd was chasing someone else. But I exposed myself by swiftly
jumping into the hall. The doorman, who hadn’t refused my tip a
little earlier, was the first to point at me and shout, “Catch him!”

I look around. People are rolling down the stairs like rocks and
have already covered one bending flexure. Long Face is pushing
forward, pushing aside everyone in his way, moving like an agile
swimmer. I get on the railings, leap, and grab the supports of the
upper span. The fear that takes me over adds strength and
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BUCKaKyl0 Ha MOpy4dsi, MiACTpUOYI0 W Xamarocs 3a CTIMKH TOpIilIHBOTO
nponbory. CTpax, MO0 OXOIUTFOE MEHE YMMpa3 AyK4e, JOJA€ CHIU Ta
pimydocTi. Kinbka pyxiB — i 5 B)K€ Haropi, 3a CllMHaM¥ HaTOBITY.

[lepenni, NOMITHBIIN Mili MaHEBp, BMHTh KHHYJIHCS Ha3aJ, XO4a
pemra mepeciigyBadiB ime Oird JOHU3Y, — 3MIHHSIACH BEPEMis.
Bycanp y cnigHboMy 0anbOpo IMiJICKOYMB, ITOBTOPUBIIHM Mill BUKPYyTac,
aje s BiJ LIMPOTO Cepllsl 3aTONMB y MOTO OTMAHY (i3if0, MIOHHO BOHA
BUTYJIbKHYJIA HaJ TOpyY4siM. BiH JIaHTyXOM TemHyBCs BHH3 1, SIKIIO
BIPHUTH Tajacy, 100psde NpUYaBHB i€ KUTBKOX.

3 KopuI0py APYroro moBepxy cyHyiu coTHUK 1 Koremok. L{poro
XJIOMIIA, 10 HOTO CHITy IIe HEe BCTUT 3a0yTH, BapTO OYyJI0 cTeperTics — i
s pUHYB Ha TpeTid. BiH ozmpa3y ik, MOKWHYBIIM CTaporo, BIYIUB 3a
MHOIO.

[TycTuit kopuaop 3akiHIyBaBCs BIKHOM. Yce Haue il moope, aie x
— TpeTiii moBepX, a s He MIT Ipurajgatu, 4u Oynu 30BHI Ha il OymiBii
AKICh TIAAalmKW, o0 Ha HuX BuckounTH. llle >keBpima Hamis Ha
IMIUPOKUN KapHHU3, TOX 5 1moOir. IlomonaBmm OibIly YacTUHY HUIAXY,
MOMITHB TIPaBOPYY HEBEIHKI JBEpISITa, HE OUIBII SK METP 3aBBHUIIKH.
AOwu TinbKu 1€ OyJ10 Te, IO 110 5 MoayMaB!

HaxunuBmmch, HaTUCHYB Ha PydYKy, — W X ceple 3aMIIUIO BiX
panocTi: KOPUIOPHI KUAAJIM clonu OpynHy O0inu3Hy. | — s He BipuB cBOIM
ouyaM — Bepeilka BHU3Y Oyia moBHa-moBHICIHBKA. O3upHyBcs. Korenmok
OyB 3a KUIbKa METpiB W YyXe TOTyBaBCSA MEHE CXONHUTU. SIKImo s
MOMIUIMBCSL IOJI0 BEPEWKH, TO 3 Takoi BHCOTH... A BTIM, Xiba Maro
BUOIp?

3aKWHYBIIA HOTH B TPOXIiJI, MPOCIH3HYB Y BEPTHKAIBHY, OOLIUTY
METaJIeBUMH JINCTaMH 1axTy. BoHa Oyna 10Bojl By3bKa, TOXK JIKTAMH i
pPO3KapsYEHUMH KOJIHBMHU S BIIEPCS B INIAJKI CTIHKH, OO yIOBUIBHUTH
naaiHHsA. Ta Bce 0HO MPOCIU3HYB J0BOJI MBUIKO. ONUHUBILUCH BHU3Y,
OIOCWJIM BIEPCS B CTIHKM KpasMH MIKIPSHUX TJOMIOB, CSAK-TaK
[pUraJibMyBaBIIM.  BpemTi-pemiT  M’SKO  IUIIOXHYBCS B OpyaHi
IPOCTHpAIA.

determination. A few movements and I’m already at the top, behind
the crowd.

The front ones, noticing my trick, instantly rushed back,
although the rest of the crowd was running downstairs, which created
a mess. The moustached man in his underwear vigorously jumped up,
repeating my trick, but I sincerely landed in his ugly face when he
appeared over the railings. He fell like a sack and heavily squashed a
few people if the noise is to be believed.

From the second-floor corridor, the sotnyk and Bowler Hat
were coming. [ hadn’t yet forgotten the strength of this guy, he was
worth being wary of, so I rushed to the third floor. He immediately
left the old man and chased me.

The empty corridor ended with a window. Everything seemed
to be good, but it was the second floor, and I couldn’t remember if
there were building eaves outside to jump onto. There was still hope
of a wide cornice, so I ran. Having overcome most of the way, I
noticed small doors to the right, no more than a metre high. If only
this was what I thought!

Bending down, I pressed the handle, and my heart almost
melted from happiness; the bellhops threw dirty bedclothes here. 1
couldn’t believe my eyes; the basket below was full to the brim. I
looked and saw Bowler Hat, who was a few meters away and was
already ready to catch me. If I am not mistaken about the basket, then
from such a height... But what choice did I have?

Throwing my legs into the passage, I slipped into a vertical
shaft lined with metal sheets. It was quite narrow, so I braced my
elbows and spread my knees against the smooth walls to slow my
fall. But still, I slipped quite swiftly. Having reached the bottom, I
braced myself against the walls with the edges of leather soles, trying
to slow down. Finally, I softly landed on dirty sheets.
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3 Bepeliku B3 HE3rpabHO, IPOTE MIBUIKO — MPOCTO BUBAIUBCS
3BIJTH, TPOXHW 3a0UBIIH TUICYE 00 KaMm’ sHY IiJIoTy. 3ropy BXKe JOJHMHAB
CKpETIT YepeBUKiB — TO cityckaBcs KoTenok. BiamToBXHYBIIM BepeiKy
BOIK, s HUIINOPUB OYMMa JOBKPYr. Ha CTiHiI, TOMDXK JBOX BEJIHMKHX
MUIHHIIb, BUCIJIA TPATbHA JIOIIKA.

Kotenok HeokoBUpPHO 3ICTpUOHYB Ha MiIJIOTY 1, 3a€ThCH,
HiIBEpHYB HOTY, 00 TrOJIOCHO 30MKHYB i o/1pa3y BHaB. Sl 3aMaIIHo BraTus
HOTO MpajabHOIO JOIIKOK MO MOTHIIMIN. XO0Y SIK 1€ JMBHO, BIH immie i
cnpoOyBaB mizBectucs. JloBenocs 3amiIuTa HoMy BIpYyTe, a MOTIM IIe i
yrpete. KoTenok HaBiTh HE 30MIJIIB — JIMIIE KPEKTaB 1 Hamarabcs
3BECTUCH HA HOTH.

A xunyBcs 1o Buxomy. JlBepi mimBamy Oyiaud  He3aMKHEHI.
BuckouuB y sikuiich 4opHUH XifmHUK. [leck mopyd, KO BIpUTH 3amaxam
1 3BykaMm, Oyma KyxHs. Buxim — mpaBopyd, a JIBOpyd — BIKHO Ha
Bymuiro. S mobir 10 Hporo. Ha macts, ocuth Oyo JIETKOTO MOIITOBXY
— ¥ BIKHO MOAaNoCh. BUCKOUMBIIM HaAABIP, OMUHUBCSA y BY3bKOMY
npoi3al MK OyIiBisIMH, IO BiB 13 BYJIWII Ha NOABIP’S TOTEIIO.
OmnpaBuBIIM Ha cOO1 OJIAT, 51 O€3 MOCIIXy, HEMOB Ha MPOXIiALli, BUKIIIOB HA
OyHayKIEeTBCbKY 1 3BepHYB y MPOTHIICKHUH Bij ToTeNIO OiK.

Ta axOu 51 1 masi Tak HEKBAITHO TPOIIKYBAB IMOPOKHIM TPOTyapoM,
XTOCh HEOIMIHHO BUOIT OW 3 TOTENIO i MoMiTUB MeHe. Tomy, MiHIIoBIIN
JI0 TEPILIOTO-TIMIIOT0 PECTOpPaHYUKa, S TUM-TaKH PO3MIPEHUM KpPOKOM
YBIUIIIOB JOCEPEIMHH.

JI3BIHOUOK Ha ABEPSIX JariJIHO OIMOBICTHB MPO MO0 TOSBY, 1 5
nepecTynuB mnopir. HeBenuka 3ana, 3aneaBe Ha MiBAIOKUHUA MaJleHBKUX
CTONUKIB. €AMHUI BiABIAyBauy y KYTKY CaMe 3rOpTaB Tra3eTy, 30Mparovrch
iTn. CraBHUH OOpONaHb MOBAXXHOTO BiKYy 3@ IIMHKBACOM, BOYEBH/b, OyB
rocrogapeM pecropatiii. 1 6inblue Hikoro.

[TpumocTuBIIMCH OiNs  CTIMKH, $SI TIONPOCUB YaIlIKy KaBH.
['puBeHuKa B MOl KHUIIIEHI OJHAK HE BUCTA4WJIO0 O Ha mOoCh iHme. Ta
MeHi ¥ KaBH IIJIKOM CTaHe, 00 MepecuIiTH METYIIHIO B TOTEJI.

BrynuBmumce mormisigoM y  BIANONIpOBaHY TyOOBY ITOBEPXHIO,
HamaraBcsl JaTW JaJl CBOIM pPO3XPUCTaHHM JyMKam. PamToM 3HOBY
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I crawled out of the laundry basket clumsily but quickly,
simply tumbling out of there, slightly bruising my shoulder on the
stone floor. From above, the scraping of Bowler Hat’s boots was
already heard. Pushing the basket aside, I looked around. Between
two large washbasins hung a washboard on the wall.

Bowler Hat awkwardly landed on the floor and seemed to
twist his leg because he loudly yelped and immediately fell. I swung
and hit his nape with the washboard. Surprisingly, he even tried to get
up. I had to hit him a second time, and then a third time. Bowler Hat
even didn’t faint but only rattled and tried to get up.

I rushed to the exit. The cellar door was unlocked. I jumped
into a dark corridor. Somewhere nearby, judging by the smells and
sounds, was the kitchen. The exit was to the right; a window to the
street was to the left. I ran to it. Fortunately, the window opened with
a light push. Escaping outside, I found myself in a narrow passage
between buildings leading from the street to the hotel yard. Adjusting
my clothes, I unhurriedly walked out onto Fundukleiivska Street and
turned to the opposite side of the hotel. If I had continued walking so
leisurely along the empty sidewalk, someone would certainly have
run out of the hotel and noticed me. So, reaching the first restaurant I
saw, | entered inside with the same measured pace.

A small doorbell gently informed about my arrival as |
stepped inside. A small hall had half a dozen tiny tables. The only
visitor in the corner was just folding his newspaper and was about to
leave. A distinguished elderly man with a beard behind a counter was
evidently the owner of the place. And no one else.

Settling at the counter, I asked for a cup of coffee. The
hryvenyk in my pocket wouldn’t be enough for anything else, and
coffee would be enough to sit out the commotion at the hotel.

Staring at the polished oak surface, I tried to sort out my
scattered thoughts. Suddenly the doorbell rang again; someone



03BaBCS J3BOHMK IIPH BXOJiI — XTOCh HPUHIIOB 4M, MOXKE, BUHIIOB. S
HaBITh HE O3UPHYBCS, MPO BCSK BHUIMAJOK, a IlI€ HIKYE OIYCTHB TOJIOBY.
[Ipomaiinyna nymka, mo 1e, MadyTh, BUHIIIOB OTOM YOJIOBIK 3 ra3eTolo.
AJK panToM XTOCh CIB MOPYY 31 MHOIO, IOKJIABIIH JIIKTI Ha MIMHKBAcC. S
HacTtopoxuBcs. [IpuHaiimMui Bin OyB cam. I, saxmio Ha Te Bons boxa, — He
10 MOIO AyIHIY...

S moxkocuBcs Ha HOro pyku... | Mamo He MiJICKOYUB Of
HecriogiBanku! TOHKI manbIli HOTO MPaBOi PyKH 3 IIUPKOBOIO CIIPUTHICTIO
CKpy4yBaJId CaMOKPYTKy. Llurapka Buiiiia akyparHa i piBHa.

— VT1ik? — 3anutaB MeHe Tomaiml i YUPKHYB CIpHHKOM 00
IIMHKBAC.

Hacammnepen s o3upHyBCsl Ha CKJISIHI JIBEpi, IEPEKOHATHUCS, 1110 3a
HUMHM HE YUTAIOTh TPOMIJIM COTHHKA, — TaM HIKOTO He OyI1o.

— Tebe Bke 3apa3 NPUAYIIUTH YU 3a9€KATH, IIOKH MOKYPHUIIT? —
TIOIIIKaBUBCS 51.

Bin 3akypuB, i XMapa quMy MOIUTMBIIA HaJ ITHHKBACOM.

Tomarm OyB peTeNbHO MOTOJIGHWH, HOTO MaNbTO — TOYHIIEHE, 1
HaBiTh XyTPO Ha TIONMIAPIIAHOMY 3as490My KOMipi n0aIMBO
npurtampkeHe. Copoyka — Ta )X TaKd BUIIMBAHKa, 110 i ydopa, — CBIXka
1 4ucCTa.

— Aros, Tu! — ryknyB Tomam rocnonaps. — Hanwmii-Ho MeHi
noprepy!

MaOyTp, TOCmOnap He 3BUK, II00 TOCTI 3BEpTAIUCS O HBOTO:
«AroB, TH!» — TOX HaBITb BYXOM HE€ IOBIB, — Y35BCS NPOTHpATH

YEpProBU KyXOJIb.

— Yu 1 miryxwuii, 6opono?

VY TomameBoMy Tojoci ByyBajacs IOrposa, 1o O 3Bydana
JopeuHinie y nmpuToHi Jlucuii, e Mu 3ycTpiiaucs BIiepie. 3anoBiganocs
Ha CKaHJasl, a MoXe, i Ha Oifiky. TMMuyacoM 3a BIKHOM ILOMHO TpoOir
MOJIIISIHT — TYOW ¥ Hazad, — 1 MEHI ax HIIK HE XOTUIOCS 3aiBOTO

LIyMY.
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entered or left this place. I didn’t even turn around, just in case, and
lowered my head even more. A thought crossed my mind that it
might be the man with the newspaper leaving. But someone sat next
to me, putting their elbows on the counter. I grew wary, but at least he
was alone. And, God willing, not after me...

I glanced at his hands... And almost jumped from surprise!
The thin fingers of the right hand were making a roll-up with
circus-like agility. The roll-up came out neat and even.

“Escaped?” asked Tomasz, striking a match against the
counter.

First, I looked back at the glass door to ensure the sotnyk’s
henchmen weren’t lurking behind them. There was no one there.

“Do you want me to strangle you now or wait until you finish
smoking?”’ I inquired.

He lit up, and a cloud of smoke drifted over the counter.

Tomasz was perfectly shaven, his coat cleaned, and even the
fur on the scuffed hare collar was carefully smoothed. His shirt was
the same fresh and clean vyshyvanka® as yesterday.

“Hey, you! Pour me some porter!” Tomasz shouted to the host.

The host probably wasn’t used to guests addressing him as
“Hey, you!”. He didn’t even react and continued to polish another
mug.

“Are you deaf, beard?”

There was a threat in Tomasz’s voice that would have sounded
more appropriate in Fox’s den, where we met for the first time. It was
leading to a quarrel or even a fight. Meanwhile, the policeman had
just run past the window, back and forth, and I didn’t want any extra
noise.

4a casual name for the embroidered shirt in Ukrainian and Belarusian national costumes.



— IIpobadre HeEoTECaHOTO CEIIOKa, M’SIKO CKa3aB s
rOCIOJIapeBl, — U HAJIMIATE BCE K TaKH YOJIOBIKOB1 KYXOJIb TOPTEPY.
— SlkoMy 40510BiKOBi1? — OOpOIaHb, BOYECBH/Ib, HE 30UPABCS TaK
IPOCTO BIICTYNATH ¥ TUBUBCA HA MEHE 3 pOOJICHUM MTOJTUBOM.
Tomar cepAUTO HAITMHAB )KOBHA, aJle I3UKA TaKH IIPUKYCHB.
— YosoBIKOBI HABMPOTH BaC, — YBIWINBO CKa3aB 5.
bopomanb THMHKHYB, TOXUTaB TOJOBOIO, Ta MHBA BPEHITI-pEIIT
HanuB. BiH mocTaBUB KyxXJisi Ha IIMHKBAC, HaBITh HE MOIVISIHYBIIM Ha
Tomara, HaToMicTh 1100 s13HO cKka3zaB MeHi: «[Ipomry nmana», — o6 Mii
HEBUXOBaHUI MPUITENb 3aTAMUB: TiJIbKU BBIWIMBE MPOXAHHS 3aCIIyTOBYE
Ha MIaHOONMUBY BiAMOBIAG. S OosiBCs, 1m0 Tomamr Taku mjoch OOBKHE, Ta
HOT0, 31a€ThCSI, BCE BIAIITOBYBAJIO — BiH MOBYKH ChOpOaB CBiii mopTep.
— OTxe, TH TaKu 3 HUM, — 03BaBCh . — [3 COTHUKOM.
— I Tak, i Hi, — BIJIOBIB BiH.
— Sk Tak — «i Hi»? Tu x qomomaraen Homy?
— 4l nmomomararo 1061, — 3HOBY 3aBiB cBoei Tomam. — A 1e
MOX€ CTaT! B MPUTOZi COTHUKOBI.
— 3Haem, M MeH1 nonobaemics, Tomame bonrap. Ckazatu —
yomy? B Tebe 1 moci € nepeani 3you! — s BCMiXHYBCS 10 HbOTO, Ha4ye 710
craporo apyssiku. — Ta, iii00-mpuciitbo, SKIIO HE TMOYHEN MPaBIUBO
BIJIMIOBI/IaTH HA MO1 3aTUTaHHS, — CKOPO OyJIel MIETeISIBHA.
— Jlo6pe, — ckazaB Tomar, omycTUBIIHM HOCA B Kyxoib. — [1]o
TH XOuelll 3HaTu?
— Tu nparroent Ha cotHuka? Tak um Hi?
— Hi, — BignosiB Tomar.
— 3Ha4uTh, TH — JroauHa Jlucuii.

Bin 3acwmisiBcsi, 6a HaBITh 3apETOTaB.

— e Jlmcwmmsg — TBiM monuwrad? — BT I[OIO MOTO
npunyiieHss Ha ToMama axx rukaBka Harasa.
— One Tu ckazaB! — BiH IUIECHYB MeHe mo rmiedy. — Hi,

Opatuky. Jlo Jlucuili s MaB ogHe Aiiblle — Ta i mo Tomy. Maibke 5K 1 TH.

“Forgive this uncouth peasant and pour him some porter,” |
said gently to the host.

“Which man?” the bearded man clearly wasn’t going to retreat
so easily and looked at me with faked surprise.

Tomasz was angrily clenching his jaws but bit his tongue.

“The man in front of you,” I said politely.

The bearded man grunted, shook his head, and finally poured
the beer. He put the mug on the counter without even looking at
Tomasz, instead saying nicely, “Here you are, mister,” so my rude
friend would learn the lesson: only a polite request deserves a
respectful response. I was afraid Tomasz might still say something,
but everything seemed to suit him; he silently sipped his porter.

“So, you are with him after all,” I said. “With the sotnyk.”

“Yes and no,” he answered.

“What do you mean saying no? You’re helping him, aren’t
you?”

“I’m helping you. And that might be useful to the sotnyk,”
Tomasz started again.

“You know, I like you, Tomasz Bolhar. Why? Because you
still have the front teeth!” I smiled at him like an old buddy. I swear
to God, if you don’t start answering my questions truthfully, you will
soon be lisping.”

“Fine, what do you want to know?” said Tomasz, lowering his
nose into the mug.

“Do you work for the sotnyk? Yes or no?”

“No,” answered Tomasz.

“It means you are Fox’s man.”

He laughed, even guffawed.

“Is Fox your accomplice?” Tomasz got hiccups because of my
assumption.

“You’re funny!” he slapped me on the shoulder. “No, mate. |
had only one deal with Fox, and that’s it. Almost like you.”
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— Tapasna... Tu we 3 6anau Jlucumi. I kaxer, Mo He MpaIoeNI
Ha COTHHUKA... Xo4da i 3Hae€lcsa 3 HuUM. Toml CKaKh-HO MEHI: HaIo ToO01
e 3nanocs? 11106 s B3siBCs po3ciigyBaTu cMepTh HOTo T0YKn?
— He 30BciM Tak, — moxutaB roiioBoro Tomamr. — Ile He MeHi
Tpeba. Lle 1061 Tpeda.
— bauay, He Gepexernl TH CBOiX 3y0iB. ..
locrionap mocTaBuB mepeai MHOIO KaBy. Tumuacom Tomamn 1onuB
nopTep, CTYKHYB KyXJieM 00 IIIMHKBAC 1 CKa3aB:
— Twu He Bimkapackaemics!
— Ox cotHuKa?
— Hi, — Tomam BUTSArHYB 1I0Ch i3 KumieHi. — Bix cebe.

I mokmaB Ty piu MOPyd 3 MOEIO YAIIKOIO KaBH.

I Bpa3 yce n0BKoJa 3HMKIIO, BINIHILIO, CTAJIO MPUMAPHUM TIOM
JUIST MaJICHBKOTO OJMCKYy4Oro MpeaMeTa, 1Mo JiekaB Ha TOJipOBaHii
TyOOBiil CTUTHFHUII MPOCTO MIEPE]] MOIMU OYUMA.

XpecTuk. 3070THI XpEeCTUK, BKPUTHH 01100 eMallio, 3 TOHKUM
30JI0TUM CHITYE€TOM PO3iI’SITOr0 XpUCTa W 3rOpbOBAaHUMH SIHTOJIAMHU. .. S
0 ymi3HaB ioro 3 THcaui. 31 cTa THCAY. S B3sB HOro0 1 3aTUCHYB Y )KMEHI.
CBiT 3HOBY MOIUTHB Tiepe ounMa. JIummiocs Tijapku cBiTio. Hemucinme

HiKHE Oisle CBITJIO, — 1 BOHA, HaYe CTBOPEHA 3 I[bOTr0 cBiTIa. Moi pykH
HaJIBalOTh MIKIPSHY IIBOPKY il Ha U0, 1 BOHA JOJOHEI0 IPUTHCKAE TICH
xpectuk a0 rpymaed. I Bemixaerbes. Llimyro 1i. Iliei mMuti — Mum

HAWIIACIMBIII JIFOMA B CBITI. AX pamnToM >KUTTS Mpuracae B ii odax, 1
CBITJIO 3a ii CIHMHOIO MOITIMHAE CTiHA XONOAHOI OpymaHoi 3emii. Bona
najgae, TIyXO BAApsSETbCS MOTWIWICID, 00 s Bke He TpuMmaw ii. S
3IMBOBAHO PO3IVISIAI0 CBOI PYKH B MaThbOKaX TEMHOI MacHOi KpoBi... |
panToM KpOB 3MHUBA€ETHCS 3 MOIX JOJIOHB, PO3IUIMBAETHCA... S Temep
YOMYCh Y BOJli, @ KPOB 3aCTUTh 04l OarpsHoro neneHoro. Toai s kpudy, i
BOJIa HECE Mili TOJIOC JI0 MTOBEPXHI B oOpamMiIeHH1 ApiOHUX Oyap0aIiox. ..
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“Alright... You are not in Fox’s gang. And you say you don’t
work for the sotnyk, but you know him. Then tell me, why do you
care about this? Why do you want me to investigate his daughter’s
death?”

“Not quite right,” Tomasz shook his head. “It’s not me who
needs this. You need this.”

“I see you don’t care about your teeth...”

The host put my cup of coffee in front of me. Meanwhile,
Tomasz finished drinking his porter and banged the mug on the
counter.

“You won’t get away easily!”

“From the sotnyk?”

“No, from yourself,” Tomah pulled something from his
pocket.

He placed that thing next to my cup of coffee.

At once everything disappeared, receded, and became a
ghostly background for the small shining object lying on the polished
oak counter in front of my eyes.

A cross. A golden cross covered with white enamel, with a
thin golden silhouette of the crucified Christ and grieving angels... |
would recognize it among thousands. Among hundreds of thousands.
I took it and clenched it in my fist. The world swam before my eyes
again. Only light remained. Unbelievably soft white light. It seemed
she was made from this light. My hands put the leather cord around
her neck, and she pressed this cross to her chest with her palm. And
smiling. I kiss her. At that moment, we are the happiest people in the
world. Suddenly life fades from her eyes, and the light behind her
back is swallowed by a cold dirty wall of earth. She falls and hits the
back of her head dully because I’'m no longer holding her. I look at
my hands in amazement, covered in dark greasy blood... And
suddenly the blood washes off my palms, spreads... I’'m somehow in
the water now, and blood obscures my eyes with a crimson veil. Then



CynoMHO BOWXal Ha MOBHI TPyIH, Haue MHIOWHO BUMIPHYB 3
piukoBoro nmHa. ['ocmoau, siKi X peayibHi 11l cTOMUHU! XPEeCTHK y MOiHl
pylli, HEMa€ CyMHIBIB, came TOM. ..

— Tocmonu... boxe... — MuMOBOJII OypMouy 5. — 3BIJKH BiH Y
Te0e?!

Ane Ha MicIi, e moiHo cumiB Tomar, — HIKOTO.

— Tomame?!

VY pecropani ioro Bxe Hemae. S BuOiraro Ha BYIUINIO, Ta IMi3HO
NeKTH IT'ATH. TpuMar XpecTUK y 3aTUCHYTIH pylli, Najblli HIKHO
TOPKAIOThCS eMalli. ..

PeanbHicTh mOCI mpuMapHa 1 HEYiTKa, TOXK 5 1 HE 3aBBAXKUB, IO
ByCaHb 13 TOTEJIO cCaMe PO3MIpEHO KPOKYBaB TPOTyapoM, YIi3HaB MEHE i
3YIIMHUBCS 3 POTOM Haomamku. BiH, 3BiCHO, Bxke OyB HE B CIITHHOMY, a B
JIOOpOTHOMY aHIIIIHCBKOMY KocTiomi. JliBe OKO JieAb Mpo3upano 3-Mif
rpaHIi03HOTO (hi0JIETOBOTO HAOPSKY, 3aTe TIPABE aXK CITAIAXHYJIO a3apTOM
XOpTa, AKUi 6€3MOMHUIILHO BHIOXaB CIIiJ1 3al1Is.

IIpuTucHYBIIM PYKYy 3 XPECTUKOM 0 IpyAeH, s MOBEPTAKCs J0
pecTopany, 1100 3armiaTUTH 3a KaBy. JlicTaio TpUBEHUK, KJIaqy MOro Ha
IIMHKBAC, HABITh HE IISHYBIIM Ha OOpomaHs, — TOAYMKH s JOCi B ii
00iiimMax, BiTuyBaro MPOXOJIOAY ii TOJIOHB.

— Pemrtu He TpeOa.

— 3 Bac ABaAUATH IIICTh KOMIHOK, ITaHe, — BBIWIMBO BiAIIOBigae
rocrozap.

— Slxoro Gica?!

— bynbTe nackaBi, CIMHaIIATH 3a IOPTEP 1 AEB’SATb. ..

— Or HerigHuk!

3BiCHO, 11l ci0Ba cTOCyIOThes Tomala, sSIKUi He 3aIIaTHB 3a CBOE
NMUBO, 1 S CIIIOIy 3acTlOKOITH OOpomaHs, 4YHi 04l 3arpo3JIUBO
BUOATYIIHITUCS HA MEHE:

— S ve npo Bac... Yopr!

I scream, and my voice is carried by water to the surface framed by
tiny bubbles...

I breathe in convulsively with full lungs, as if I’d just got out
from the river bottom. Lord, how real these memories are!
Undoubtedly, the cross in my hand is the same one...

“Lord... God... Where did you get it?” I involuntarily mumble.

However, Tomasz’s seat was empty.

“Tomasz?!”

He’s already gone from the restaurant. I ran out into the street,
but it was too late to chase after him. I hold the cross in my fist,
fingers gently touching the enamel...

Reality is still ghostly and unclear, so I didn’t even notice that
the moustached man from the hotel was steadily walking along the
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sidewalk. He noticed me and stopped with an open mouth. He was, of

course, no longer in his underwear but in a solid English suit. His left
eye was almost seen under the huge purple swell; however, the right
one lightened with the excitement of a hound that had caught a scent
of hare.

Pressing my hand with the cross to my chest, I return to the
restaurant to pay for coffee. I take out the hryvenyk, put it on the
counter without even looking at the bearded man; in my thoughts, I
was in her hugs, feeling a coolness of her palms.

“Keep the change.”

“You need to pay twenty-six coins, mister”, the host politely
answered.

“What the hell?”

“If you please, seventeen for the porter and nine...”

“What a bastard!”

Certainly these words were addressed to Tomasz, who didn’t
pay for his beer, and I hurried to calm down the bearded man, whose
eyes looked at me with warning.

“It’s not about you... Damn!”



Ot xanena... | He mosicHumi, 1Mo OadyWB ILOTO THUMA BTPETE 3a
JKUTTS U 10 BiH MEHI caMOMy, SIK KoJibka B Oorri... bo *x 1 nmuBo fiomy s
HAa4eOTO caM 3aMOBJISIB. A BTIM, COTHHMKIB ramaH J0Ci OOBa)KHIOBaB
KUIIEHIO MOTO CIOPTYKa... | X04 MeHII 3a Bce Ha CBITI MEHI XOYEThCs
TOPKAaTUCS 10 TUX TPOIICH, 1e €IUHUNA CHOCI0 YHUKHYTH HEepeayacHol
3yCTpidi 3 MOJILIsTHTAMHU.

— Ocb, Tipornry, — i s KHJIal0 Ha CTUIBHUIIIO 30JI0THI YepBIHEIIb.

bopomanp nOpUCKIIUIMBO OMISSHYB MOHETY 1 BXKE B3sIBCA
BiJIpaxOBYBATH COJIIHY PEIITY.

— 3apxau Oyaemo paji Bac 6auuTH, — Kaxke BiH.

S 3rpibaro rpomri B KHUIICHIO, JIUIIAK0 HOMY ITSITh KOMMHOK 1
noBepraio 10 Buxomy. Ta onpa3y sk Oady BycaHs — BOUYEBH[b, BIH
3alIIIOB OfIpa3y 3a MHOIO i cIlocTepiras, sk sl pO3paxoByBaBCs KPaJICHUM,
Ha HOTO TyMKY, YepPBIHIIEM.

— Ilomagcs, ronyOunKy! — ypounucTo rapkHyB BiH.

[Tepmn HIXK 51 BCTUT MOBUTH 00/1aii IB1 CIIOBI, BiH — 0€3 JKOJIHOT Ha
T€ OTPeOU — OTUIHO 3aBEPEIIaB Ha BCE TOPIIO:

— Jepxite 3momis! 3momrory noBiTh! BiH ykpaB ramaH i3
yepsiamsivu! [omimis! Jlepxu cBonoTy!

OcraHHI cJI0oBa BiH BUKPUKHYB Y)K€ B TIPOYMHEHI JABEpi, U Ti€l kK
MUTI TAOIT TOMIIMISHT. Miil TOMIsSA METYIUIMBO OOHHUIITIOPUB 3Ty,
BUJUBIISIIOYUCH JIBEpl HA KyXHIO, Ta OOpoJaHb CBOEYACHO BHHILIOB 3-3a
IIMHKBACY ¥ 3arOpoAMB MEHi 10pOTYy.

[Tpuixanmu...

Posnin 5

[lpucraB 3 KpPUMIHAJIBHUX CHOpPaB  BHSABUBCS  YOJOBIKOM
METHKYBaTUM. BiH pOo3MiHIB MIOCTHIl AECATOK, J0NagHa 3e1eHa Gpopma 3
YOPHUM OKCAaMHUTOBHM KOMIpIIEM YyBHpa3HIOBaJla HOro IIOCTaBy Ta
BUIIIKIJ.

VYBa)XHO BHUCIYXaBIIU CIIOYATKy MeHE (s pO3IOBIB yce, sk OyIo,
YHCTICIHBKY MpPaBIy), MOTIM — COTHHUKA (BapTO 3a3HAUUTH, OpexaB BiH
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What a mess... And I can’t explain that I’ve seen this guy three
times in my life, and he is a pain in my neck... Because I seemingly
ordered him the mug of beer. Although the sotnyk’s money pouch
still weighed down the pocket of my coat... And although I want to
touch that money less than anything else in the world, it’s the only
way to avoid a premature meeting with the police.

“Here you are,” I throw a golden coin on the counter.

The bearded man thoughtfully examined the coin and began to
count out a solid change.

“We will always be glad to see you,” he said.

I put money in my pocket, left him five coins, and turned
towards the exit. But immediately I see the moustached man who
entered right after me and watched me pay with the coin he believed
was stolen.

“Got you, my friend!” he solemnly growled.

Before I could say something, he disgustingly screamed at the
top of his lungs, without any need.

“Catch the thief! Catch him! He stole the money pouch with
coins! Police! Catch a scoundrel!”

The last words he shouted through the ajar door, and at the
same moment, the policeman ran. My gaze frantically searched the
room, looking for kitchen doors, but the bearded man had timely
come out from behind the bar and blocked my way.

Here we go...

Chapter 5

The criminal court officer appeared to be a witty man. He was
in his sixties, in a neat green uniform with a black velvet collar
emphasizing his posture and training.

After attentively listening first to me (I told him everything
that happened, the purest truth) and then to the sotnyk (he lied quite
convincingly), the officer ordered to divide us into separate rooms.



JIOBOJII TIEPEKOHJIMBO), MPHUCTAaB HAaKa3aB MOCATUTH HAC B OKPEMHUX
KabiHeTax.

Jlesikuii gac st yekaB ioro Ha camoti. [IoTiM BiH yBIHIIOB i CiB 3a
MAaCHBHHH CT1JI, TOKJIABIIU TIEpe]l COOO00 CBikKi HOTATKH.

— Ormxe... [laBaiite me pa3... Bu cmpaBmi Toif, 3a koro cebe

Bunaere? CnaBetHuii cumuk Tapac binuit Ha npizBuchko binmmii [uran?..
— Bnacnoro nepconoro, — KkuBHYB A. — Lle Moxe 3acBiguuTH
caMm obep-noinmeirictep. Mu 6aunnucs. .. Kinbka pasis.
3rajka Mpo OYUIPHUKA KHIBCHKOI TMOINILii HE CHpaBWwia Ha
IPHUCTaBa KOJAHOTO BPAKEHHSI.

— 1 Bu wmemkaere Ha Byauui IIpuTHChKO-MUKUIBCBKIN, Y
YeTBEPTOMY OyIMHKY, TPETIi KBapTHUP1, — BIB J1aJli BiH.

— Ta BpemTi-pemr BignpasTe Tyau Koro-HeOyns! S x Bam aaB
KJTII0Y, Y CeKpeTepl — BCl IOKYMEHTH 1...

— Mu BKe MOoCHanu JIONWHY, — JKECTOM 3yIHUHHB MEHE
npuctaB. — Ta K10 BCE 1€ MpaBa. ..

— Hamo Bu co6i ronoBy mopounte? IIpocTo nouekaiirecs 1ioro
CBOTO areHra.

[TpucraB 3aMOBK 1 IPOMOBHCTO MOTJISIHYB HA MECHE.

— Jlapyiite, — cka3aB . — I1lo Bu Tam i1ie XOTijau 3anuTaTu?

— Skmo ue Bce — mpaBaa, 1 BU — TON-TakW CUINHUK... Harmio
BaM KpacTu?

— Hi, ne Bxxe HecTepnHO! — 51 HE MIT CTPUMATH PO3APATyBAHHS.
— S x xaxy: i yopToBi 4epBiHIll MeHi miakuHymu! [ligx-ku-ay-mm!

— Ile ToMy BHM oOzpa3y MIIUIM HOPONHMBATH iX y HaOIMx4y
pecropariito? BIH TONISIHYB Yy CBOi HoOTaTku. — Pectopan
«bpucroney... Tocrmomap CTBEpIKye, IO BU PO3pPaxyBalUCs 30J0TUM
YEepBIHIIEM, — BiH Ha/IaB MOTO MOIIIT K TOKa3. ..

— Ta e masiyHs! — BUTYKHYB f1.
— Bu He po3muradyBamcs 4epBiHIIEM?

— Masuns, mo s — 3nomiii! S 3aiimoB y el pecTopaHyuk 3
€IMHOI0 METOI0 — 1100 MEHE MPUIAJKOM HE BIIHMAaJH 3 HUMH KIATUMU
YEepBIHIISIMH B KHIIIEHi!

I waited alone for some time. Then he entered the room and
sat at a massive table, placing fresh notes in front of him.

“So... Let’s go through this again. Are you the person you
claim to be? Are you the outstanding detective Taras Bilyy with an
alias the White Gypsy?”

“It’s me,” I nodded. “The Ober-Polizeimeister can confirm it.
We’ve met... several times.”

The mention of the chief of the Kyiv police didn’t impress the
officer.

“And you are living on the Prytysko-Mykilskiy Street, in
house number four, flat three,” he continued.

“For heaven’s sake, send someone there! I gave you the key;
there are all the documents in the secretary and...”

“We’ve already sent someone,” the officer stopped me with a
gesture. “But if all this is true...”

“Why are you bothering yourself? Just wait for your agent.”

The officer fell silent and looked at me meaningfully.

“Excuse me,” I said. “What else did you want to ask me?”’

“If it’s true and you are the detective... Why would you steal?”

“No, it’s unbearable!” I couldn’t contain my irritation. “I told
you that this damned money was planted on me! Plant-ed!”

“Is that why you went to drink them away in the nearest
establishment?” he looked at his notes. “The Bristol restaurant ... The
host states you paid with the golden coin; he gave it to the police as
evidence...”

“What nonsense!” I shouted.

“Didn’t you pay with a coin?”

“Nonsense that I’'m a thief! I entered the restaurant with the
purpose of not being caught with this cursed money in my pocket!”
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— Bu mepexoByBanmuch y pectopasi, m00 Bac HE 3JIOBHIU 3
9y)KHMH YEPBIHISIMUA y KHIICHI? — 3aonajIiBO YTOYHUB MIPUCTAB.

S1 moxuraB ronoBoto. LlinkoBure 6e3rmy3s.

— Tlocnyxaiite, s po3ymiro, 10 CBig4y HIOMTO mpoTH cebe. Ta
SIKIIO JIOYEKAETECs BAIly JIIOMUHY 1 MOTBEPIUTE MOIO 0CO0Y, TO BaM Oyrie
JIeTIIe BIPUTH MOIM clloBaM. | Toji st cripoOyto 11e pa3 BaM yce MOsICHUTH.

[Tpucras 3iTXHYB, CAPKACTUYHO 3BiBIIM OPOBH.

— Sk ckaxere, IIAaHOBHUH, — BIH y35B 31 CTOJNly MITHUU
JI3BOHUK 1 TTOKAJIATaB.

VYBIHIIOB SKUICH TOJIIISIHT 13 TEPEOMHTOBAHOIO PYKOIO.

— Ilanace, — cka3aB MpHCTaB, — BHUBEIH I[OTO IAHA, JOTIOKU
BepHeThCs [puropii i3 Ilputuchko-Mukinbchkoi. A caM TpHBEAH 0
MEHE TOTO CTaporo...

[TomimissHT HATOMICTBH CTOSIB CaM HE CBil: BiH HE CITyXaB IPUCTaBa,
HaBITh HE TUBUBCS B MOr0 OiK, a, BUTPIIIMBIIY O4i i PO33SBUBIIU POTA,
NPUKHUITIB TIOTJISIIOM JI0 MEHE.

— IIlo Take? — 3amUTaB MPHUCTaB, MOMITUBIIIH, III0 TOBOPHUTH Y
nyctoty. — Illo 3 To60ot0, romyoe?

Tineku Tenep g 3q0raaBcs, y 4iM pid, Ta OyJio BXKe IMi3HO.

— Ile Bin!!! — 3anemMeHTyBaB MOJIIISHT 1 PEI’ IXOM BYCTIUBCS B
Mill pykaB, axx 3aTpimano cykHo. — Lle BiH cnanuB Hamoro Mukoiy!

— Tuxo, [1anace, — cka3aB MPUCTaB, IiIBIBIIHUCE.

— e x #oro Mu Manu cXonuTu y nputoni Jlucui!

VY naBepi MpomTOBXaNOCs Ie JBOE MOJIMISIHTIB — 301mHcs Ha
KpPHUK 3a0MHTOBAHOTO.

— Konu BiH moxOypuB y Hac JIaMIIO, sl 32 KpPOK CTOSIB, TIaHE
npucraBe! — MONILISHT 1 HE JyMaB BTUXOMHPIOBATHCS, BiH BHCTaBUB
3a0MHTOBaHy PYKY SIK CBITYCHHS CBO€1 MpaBOoTH. — Y maHa MapiHiua
BCS roJIoBa... A MuKosa — BiJipasy, K TOW CMOJIOCKHII. ..

fIOMy MepexXonwIo BiAAMX, 1 Jali BIH JIMIIE€ TUXKOTIB,
BiJJUaiiIyIIHO BYCTIMBIIKCH 32 Mill pyKaB.

— Slk 1mikaBO BCe CKJIAAAETHCS... — MPOIIAUB TMPUCTaB. —
Haninere-HO Ha HHOTO 3aKOBH.

“And you were hiding in the restaurant so you wouldn’t be
caught with someone else’s money in your pocket?” the officer
diligently clarified.

I shook my head. The total madness.

“Listen, I understand that I witness against myself. But if you
wait for your man and confirm my identity, it will be easier for you to
believe my words. And then I will try to explain everything again.”

The officer sighed, sarcastically raising his eyebrows.

“As you say, mister,” he took a copper bell from the table and
rang it.

A policeman with a bandaged arm entered.

“Panas,” the officer said. “Take this gentleman out until
Hryhoriy comes back from Prytysko-Mykilska Street. And bring to
me the old man...”

The policeman stood bewildered; he wasn’t listening to the
officer, wasn’t even looking in his direction, but he was staring at me
with wide eyes and an open mouth.

“What happened?” asked the officer, noticing he was speaking
to no one. “What’s wrong with you, dear?”

Only now I realize what was happening, but it was too late.

“It’s him!!!” the policeman screamed and clung to my sleeve
like a burdock, making the cloth crackle. “He burned our Mykola!”

“Calm down, Panas,” said the officer, standing up.

“It’s him whom we must have caught in Fox’s den!”

Two more policemen pushed through the door, crowding at the
bandaged man’s cry.

“When he threw a lamp at us, I was a step away, Mr. Officer!”
the policeman wasn’t about to calm down; he held out his bandaged
arm as proof of his rightness. “The head of Mr. Marinich... and
Mykola instantly like a torch...”

He ran out of breath, and he continued only snorting,
desperately clutching my sleeve.
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OnuH 3 MONIMISIHTIB BUAIIOB. I MpOKANIIsSBCS 1 CHOKIHO CKa3aB:

— Ilo-neprie, mouaru O 3 TOro, MO MOXKEKY BIAIITYBaB He 5. Lle
3po6uB onuH i3 Apy3iB Jlucumi. 3amumiite: Horo 3Batu Tomamr Bonrap...

— o x Tu Opemremni, cBOJIOTO Taka! — 3aKpUyaB MOJIIISHT 13
3a0MHTOBaHOIO pyKolo. — He BipTe oMy, maHe mpucTaB, BiH 3HAHHN
maxpait!

Ta npucTaB HaBiTh HE MOAYMAaB y3ATHUCS 3a MIEPO.

[Tpunecnu kaliJaHKU 1 MEHE XyTEHBKO 3aKyBaJH.

— Ilanace, — 0aTbKiBCHKMM TOHOM CKa3aB IpuUcTaB. — BiH yxe
HE BUKPYTHUTBHCS, HE XBUJIIOMCS. A 3apa3 — 3aJIMIlI HAC YJIBOX.

[Tanac BwiimoB. MeHi 3pmanocs, 4yTH Oyno, sIK BiH CKPEroTas
3y0amu.

— Bucnyxaiite MeHe, IaHe IIPUCTaB, — I10YaB f.

— 3BicHo. | BucyXato, 1 3anuiry, ik BU MPOCHITH.

— VYcro 110 JereHay mNpo Imaxpas — e s caM BUTaJasB,
npucsiratocs! [ sikpa3 mpucrtaB MapiHia — Ta JIOAWHA, SIKA MOXE
HiATBEPAUTH KOXKHE MO€E CJIOBO! AJ’Ke MU BIIBOX 1 IPUyMalu IIeH IJIaH,
3a SKUM BIH MaB YBipBaTHCs B JIirBo JIMCHIL i BU3BOJIUTH MEHE, OYIIIMTO
apeIITyBaBIly, a s Ha TOM yac 30MpaBcs BUTPATH B KapTH KOJIbE, IO HOTO
BKpasiu B rpaduHi 3aBajCchKoi!

binbiry yacTuHy 1i€i TUpaau s MPOTOPOXTIB TaK, HIOM 3a MHOIO
BOBKHM THAJIUCS, — OOSABCS, IO Oy[Ib-KOi MUTI MPUCTAB HAKa)Xe MEHi
3aMOBKHYTH.

[lepeBiBmm Ayx, s TUBHUBCS HA MpHUCTaBa 1 HamMarabcsl 30arHyTH,
MOBIPUB BiH 44 Hi. AJie BiH TaK 1 HE BiANOBIB, 00 B Bepi NOCTYKAIH i Ha
MOpo31 IMOKa3aBCs Ie OAWH MOMIIISHT. BiH MOKiIaB Ha CTLT mpucTaBa
KJIFOY Of] MO€1 KBapTHUPH.

— JaxyBatru  bBorosi,
MIePEKOHAETECS, 110 s HE Operry.

— JlokymeHTH puBI3? — 3amUTaB MPUCTAB.

[TomniiissHT TOXUTAB TOJOBOO 1 IIMOPTHYB HOCOM.

— Iloxexxa Tam — yce mnanae! Byke roguHy mnoracutu He
MOXYTb. A 0Cb 11e Oy110 30BHI IpudHTeE, 0111 IBEpEH.

BUAMXHYB 5. — 3apa3 BH
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“How interesting everything is turning out,” the officer
whispered. “Put the handcuffs on him.”

One of the policemen went out. I cleared my throat and calmly
said.

“First of all, let’s begin with the fact that I didn’t start the fire.
It was done by one of Fox’s friends. Write down his name is Tomasz
Bolhar...”

“You are lying, bastard!” the policeman with the bandaged
arm shouted. “Don’t believe him, Mr. Officer, he is a known fraud!”

But the officer didn’t even think of picking up a pen.

The handcuffs were brought, and I was arrested quickly.

“Panas,” the officer said in a fatherly tone. “He won’t get out,
don’t worry. And now leave us alone.”

Panas left. I thought I could hear him grinding his teeth.

“Listen to me, Mr. Officer,” I started.

“Of course. I will listen and write down as you asked me.”

“I swear, the entire myth about fraud was made by me! And
the officer Marinich is the person who can confirm every word of
mine! We came up with that plan together, where he was supposed to
burst into Fox’s den and set me free, allegedly arresting me. While I
was going to win the pendant in cards, which was stolen from
Countess Zavadska in a card game!”

Most of my speech I rattled as if wolves were chasing me; [
was scared that the officer would order me to shut up.

Catching my breath, I looked at the officer, trying to
understand if he believed me. But he didn’t answer because someone
knocked on the door, and another policeman appeared on the
threshold. He put down the key to my apartment on the officer’s
table.

“Thank God,” I sighed. “Now you will be sure that I’'m not
lying.”

“Did you bring the documents?” the officer asked.

The policeman shook his head and sniffled.



— Sk e — noxexa?! — BUXOMHIIOCH Y MEHE.

[TommissHT MPONMyCTHB Mill BHUTYK TOB3 Byxa. BiH BHUTATHYB 3
CYMKH 1 TOKJIaB Ha CTUI JIMCSYMi XBICT. Bpa3 MeHi cTano BaXKKO CTOSTH,
Haue MiA0ra parnToBO NOXUIWIACS, 1 5 CiB.

[TpucraB y3sB XBICT 1 KDYTHB HOTO B pyKax.

— Tak BH, TOPOTEHBKUH, KaXkeTe, 0 TUP0 JIMCHUIll criaauin He
BU? — 3 MPUTUCKOM 3aIMTAaB BiH, MiJHSABIIN MPABHUIIIO 13 3aTUCHYTHM Y
Hiil XBOCTOM, HIOH S MiI' HOTO JOCi HE ITIOMITHTH.

— Ilpocto 3anuTaiite y mnpucraBa MapiHidya, — BTOMJICHO
CKazaB 5. — A 1ie Kpaimie, TpUBEAITh Horo cronu, mobd BiH yce
HiATBEPIUB.

— IlpucraB 3 kpuMiHaIbHHUX crnpaB MwupociaB MapiHiy, —
KpW)KaHUM TOHOM BiJINIOBIB BiH, — TMOMEpP CHOTOJHI BPAHII B TSHKKUX
omikiB. JIo TSIMU BiH TaK 1 HE MPUNIIIOB.

Konu mene BuBenu 3 KaOiHETy, 3a CTOJOM, /i€ 3a3BHYail JIIOIU
MUITYTh CBOI CKaprd, CHAIB COTHUK. BiH mepepaxoByBaB BHCHIIaHI
TipKOIO YEpBiHII 31 CBOrO raMaHa, — MEepII HiXK HAITUCATH PO3MHUCKY PO
noBepHeHHs1 KpajeHoro. COTHUK BOPYIIMB I'y0amMH 1 KHMBaB TOJIOBOIO,
Haue BiTaBCS 3 KOXKHOK MOHETOIO, — BiH 3aBEpIyBaB IMiJPaxyHOK i 3a
AKyCh CEKyHJy HEOAMIHHO CKa3aB OuW, IO Bce Trapasa, IpoTe s
BUIIEPEIUB HOTO.

— Tam Opakye wmaixe TOJOBUHH,
po3Kasaru, Jie 3aXOBaB.

[TomimisHT, SIKWI CTEXUB 3a MPOIEAYPOIO, 3TMBOBAHO BUTPIIIUBCS
Ha MeHe. Ta mo-crpaBXHBOMY CTOPOIIB, 3BICHO, COTHHK, SIKHH IIOWHO
3aKiHYMB paxyBaTH.

— To kaxiTh y»Xe, — 03BaBCA 3-32 MO€i CIIMHU TPUCTAaB, SKHUH
BUMIIIOB 31 CBOTO KaOIHETY, MOYYBIIIA MOE «313HAHHS.

— Ckaxy, aje TUIbKM MaHOBI COTHUKY, — BiAMOBIB s1. — Cam Ha

3asBUB 1. — MoKy

cam.
MeHe 3aBenu A0 KaMepH, MPUKYBAJIHM A0 KUIbL B CTiHI, H TUIBKU
TOJIi TIPOITYCTHIIN COTHHKA.

“There is a fire, everything is burning! They haven’t been able
to put it out for an hour. And this was nailed outside, to the door.”

“What do you mean? Fire?!” I shouted.

The policeman ignored my exclamation. He pulled from the
bag and placed a fox’s tail on the table. Suddenly, I couldn’t stand, as
if the floor had tilted, and I sat down.

The officer took the tail and turned it in his hands.

“So, my dear, you say that you didn’t burn Fox’s den?”” he
asked me emphatically, raising his right hand with the tail as if I
might not have noticed it yet.

“Just ask officer Marinich,” I said wearily. “It would be better
to bring him here to confirm everything.”

“The criminal officer Myroslav Marinich,” he answered in a
cold tone. “Died this morning from severe burns. He didn’t regain
consciousness.”

When they led me out of the cabinet, the sotnyk was sitting at
the table where people usually write their complaints. He was
counting money piled out from his money pouch before writing a
receipt for the return of the stolen goods. The sotnyk was moving his
lips and nodding his head as if he were greeting every coin. He was
finishing the count and in a second would say that everything was
fine, but I outran him.

“There’s almost half missing,” I announced. “I can tell you
where I hid it.”

The policeman controlling the procedure stared at me with
confusion. But the sotnyk who had just finished counting was truly
stunned.

“So tell us,” said the officer behind my back, who had come
out of his cabinet after hearing my confession.

“I’11 tell, but only to the sotnyk,” I answered. “Face to face.”

They led me to a cell, chained me to a ring in the wall, and
after this, they let the sotnyk enter.
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— Illo Bu 3ammcnuimm? — 3amUTaB BiH, MIOWHO MPHYUHUIHCS
JBEPI.

— BursarHite MeHe 3BiJiCH, 1 TOAI 1 — A00pe Bke! — AOMOMOXKY
BaM, aeprCTOB1 CTApOMY, 3HAMTH BOMBIIIO BalIOi JOUYKU! — CKa3aB 5.

— S came 30upaBcs BaMm Iie 3ampOINOHYBaTH, — 3aJI0BOJICHO
BUIIKIPUBCS COTHUK. — [IpoCTO ckaxky iM, 1110 caM MOMUJIKOBO 3aCyHYB
raMmaH y KUIICHIO BaIllOTo CIOPTYyKa, CILUTYyTaBIIH 31 CBOIM, Ta i BXKe. ..

— Kaxitp, o xoure, ajne Temnep camux JUIIE CIiB 3aMalo... Bu
K 0OILISATIM MEH1 TPY raMaHM YEpBIiHIIIB, Tak?

Bin k1BHYB, ajie sIKOCh HEBIIEBHEHO.
— YynoBo. Tomi omuH i3 HUX BaM JOBENETHCS BUTPATUTH, 00 MEHE
3BIJILHUTH, a 5 ¥ 3a ABa nomnpaiiror. Ock mo Tpeda 3po0uTH. ..

Bin nepebuB meHe.

— Hagimo BuTpayaru, SKImo...

— bo tenep MmeHe 00BUHYBauyIOTH 111€ i Y BOUBCTBI!

COTHUK BUPSIYUB OYi.

— Ile He Bame mino, BIJIMIOBIB 5, BWIIEPEAUBIIN HOTO
3anuTaHHsA. Ta COTHUK MOBUKH YEKaB Ha MOi MOSICHEHHS.

— Jlo BOMBCTBa s HE Mar0 JKOAHOTO CTOCYHKY. SIK 1 70 Bammx
YepBIHIIB. AJie X JUIsl MpHUCTaBa si Telep — 3JI0Ara. 370raayerecs,
3aBasiku komy? Tomy 10 MeHe Terep CTUIBKHU K JIOBIpH, 5K J0 TOI MOBIi,
sKa THETbCS JOBECTH, II0 BOHA He3aiimanka. OTke, HacaMmIepell BU
MaeTe MOTBEPIUTH, 10 1 — Iie . Po3kaxite iM yce. SIk 30upamucs
HAaWHATH MEHE JJIsi BaXKJIMBOTO PO3CIHiTy. SIK CTEKUIW 32 MHOIO LN
MICSIIIb 1 BPEILTI MePeKOHAIUCS, 10 5 TakK J00puil cuimk. He ckymiThes
Ha Magpuraiu. I, HacamkiHellb, HE 3a0yabTe MOPYYUTHCS 3a MEHe. A
MOPYYHUTEIHCTBO CBOE MIJAKPIMITh TaMaHOM Y€pBiHLIB. 3poduTre?

— € oJHa TPYIHICTh, — BIH IIIUIHYB Ha MEHE SKUMChb JUBHUM,
BUHYBATUM TOTJISJIOM.

— SI xoH4ue Maro 3anuTaTy, sika came? Uu tak ckaxere?

— lleit raman uepBiHLIB — Yyce, 1m0 s Maro. Bei moi rpori.
bimeme nema. ... S 30pexaB, aie TUIBKM paad TOro, MO0 BH
MOTOAMINCS 3HAUTU BOUBIIIO MO€T IOUKH. . .

“What is your plan?” he asked as soon as the door closed.

“Set me free from here, and I will help you, old fraud, find
your daughter’s murder!” I said.

“I was just about to offer you this,” the sotnyk grinned with
satisfaction. “I’ll just tell them that I accidentally put money in your
frock coat pocket instead of mine by mistake...”

“Tell them whatever you want, but words are not enough
now... You promised me three money pouches of coins, right?”

He nodded, but somewhat unsurely.

“Great. Then you’ll have to spend one of them to get me
released, and I’ll work for two. You need to...”

“Why spend it if...” he interrupted me.

“Because now I’m being accused of murder too!”

The sotnyk opened his eyes wide.

“It’s none of your business,” I answered, preempting his
question. But the sotnyk silently waited for my explanation.

“I have nothing to do with the murder and your money. But for
the officer, I’'m now a thief. Guess thanks to whom? That’s why I
trusted as a prostitute trying to prove she’s a virgin. Therefore, you
need to confirm my identity. Tell them everything: how you were
planning to hire me for an important investigation, how you followed
me for the whole month to ensure I’'m a great detective. Don’t be
stingy on praise. And, finally, don’t forget to vouch for me. And back
your guarantee with a money pouch of coins. Will you do it?”

“There is one obstacle,” he glanced at me with a strange guilty
look.

“Must I ask what exactly, or will you just tell me?”

“This money pouch of gold coins is all I have. All my money.
No more. I... I lied so that you would agree to find my daughter’s
murder...”
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51 rapsukoBO OOMIpKOBYBaB iHIII BapiaHTH, Xoda iX, CXOXKeE, HE
oyio.

[TpucraB 6aunB rama, i Ha MEHIINH Xabap HE TOTOTUTHCA. . .

— l'apa3n, — ckazaB 5. — SIKIIO BUTATHETE MEHE, S 3HAUIY
BOMBITIO 33 TypHO.

CoTHHK 3a3UpHYB MEHI B 04l, — IEBHO, HAMaraBcs BTOPOIIATH, YU
MOKHA BIPHUTH i OOILSHIII.

— CroBo 4ecTti, — nonaB 5. — €auHA yMOBaA: s IIYKaTUMY HE
Xomy bpyra, a BOuBIIIO, X0u 61 XTO BiH OyB. 3roma?

— Ile oaHe 1 T€ K, — YCMIXHYBCS CTapHiA.

— To Bke, sIK 3Ha€TE, a 51 CBOE CJIOBO CKA3aB.

COTHHK MOTIJIECKaB MEHE TI0 TJIeYy 1 BUMIIIOB.

XTOCH HaIOJIETNIMBO TOPCAB MEHE 32 PYKaB.

— Ilane binuii!

S posmmromus oui. [le OyB npucras.

— 3a Bac nopyuwiucs. Moxere WTh. TinbKH MIBUIKO.

[ToniuistHT 3arpuMiB KJIIOYaMH 1 BUBUIBHHUB MOT PYKH Bifl 3aKOB.
byna rmyna niu. [IpucraB BUiIIOB, HE 3aMKHYBIIH JBepei. S mocmimma
YCIIiJ] 1 TNIEHTABCS 32 HUM JIO CAaMOTO BUXOIY.

[IpuctaB cam BITYMHUB Tiepeni MHOIO JjaBepi. S BHHAMIOB 1
O3MpHYBCS, — HE MIl' BUPIIIUTH, YU BapTO KazaTH oMy «cmacubi». Ta
BiH YK€ KBAIUTMBO 3a4MHSB JBEpi BiAAUIKY. Ha OpyKiBIli CTOSIB BEJIUKHUH 1
TPOXU MOIIAPIIAHUHN TapaHTaC, 3aNpPsHKEHUI YETBIPKOIO KOHEH.

JIBepuiATa IpOUMHUIKCS, 1 3CEPEAUHH 0 MEHE 3aKIIMYHO MaXHYB
pyxoro Korenok. Hy, mo ... Iapmo.

S 3ackouuB ycepeauHy, 1 Ti€T )k MUTI TapaHTAC PYIIINB.
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I frantically contemplated other options, though there seemed
to be none.

The officer had seen the money pouch and wouldn’t agree to a
smaller bribe...

“Fine,” I said. “If you set me free, I will find the murderer for
free.”

The sotnyk looked at my eyes, trying to figure out if he could
trust this promise.

“Upon my word,” I added. “The only condition is I’ll be
looking not for Khoma Brut, but for murderer, whoever it might be.
Deal?”

“Same thing,” the old man smiled.

“That’s what you think, but I’ve said my words.”

The sotnyk patted me on the shoulder and left.

Someone was persistently tugging my sleeve.

“Mr Bilyy!”

I opened my eyes. It was the officer.

“Someone has vouched for you. You can go, but quickly.”

The policeman rattled his keys and released my hands from
the handcuffs. It was a dark night. The officer left without locking the
door. I hurried after him and followed all the way to the exit.

The officer himself opened the door for me. I went out and
looked back; I couldn’t decide if I should thank him. However, he
was already hastily closing the police station doors. A large and
somewhat shabby tarantass with four horses stood on the
cobblestone.

The door opened, and from inside, Bowler Hat waved to me
invitingly. Well...let’s go.

I jumped inside, and at that moment the carriage started
moving.



Yactuua 2

Po3znin 6

Ceitano. Tapanrac MiAKWAAIO Ha 3BUBHCTIH JOpO31 MiX
MaJbOBHUYUMH maropbamu. Yac 10 yacy aajeko JiBopyd 30IMCKyBasia
Ha COHIIl ToHeHbKa cTpiueuka [uinpa. Korenok i Kucna Iluka xyHsm.
COTHUK HE CIIaB — JHMBUBCA y BIKHO. A TIpaBUB YETBIPKOI Mii
3HaioMensp Tomami.

— Jlaneko me? — 3anuTaB s COTHUKA.

— Maitxe npuixanu.

Sl BumpocTaB HOTHM 1 MOKPYTUB HIMer0. TapaHTac, K 1 HANEKUTh
fioro pomy-mieMeHi, BcepeanHi OyB 03100J€HHN TPOCTO, MaB JOCHUTH
HE3pYYHI CHIIHHS.

— A SIK XyTip Ha3UBA€THCA?

CoTHMK TOIVITHYB Ha MEHE, Hade BaraBCs, YM BapTO KazaTH, Ta
BPEIITI BiJIMOBIB:

— binuii [Momin.

— Sx?!

— barato xTo TUBy€THCS, — CTEHYB BiH IIEUHMA.

— Cawme binuii [Tomin? He Binomnines 1 HaBiTh He bimomims?

— Hi. Came binmit Ilomin, — COTHUK MPUMPYKHUB O4i, BIH HE
MaB OXOTH JI0 MOJATBIIUX PO3’ICHEHb.

— Hy # Ha3ga...

Sl Texx HamaraBcsi TOApIMATH, Ta COH SIK PYyKOK 3Hsu10. Miit
nonsix OJyKaB JECh 3a BIKHOM, a TIepel BHYTPIIITHIM 30pOM MPOTUTUBAIIH
NoJi1 THSI BUOpAIIHBOro. YoMych 3rajiaB Ipo XpecTHK, 110 HOro MeHi JaB
Tomarm, 1 crioraa el — HE 3HATH, 3 SKOT MPUYMHHU, — CIIOBHUB MEHE
CMYTKOM.

s momopok Oyna mjis MEHE BCHOTO JIMIIE BIATUIATOKO 3a
3BUTBHEHHSA 3-3a rpar. Xoua Ii JIFOIU JENI0 3HAITh PO MO€ MHHYIE. .. |
HE COPOMJISITHCSI BAKOPUCTOBYBATH 1€ Pajid CBOI METH.

Seng. White Ash
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Part 2

Chapter 6

Dawn was breaking. The tarantass bounced along the winding
road between picturesque hills. From time to time, far to the left, a
narrow river of Dnipro gleamed in the sun. Bowler Hat and Long
Face were napping. The sotnyk wasn’t asleep: he was looking out the
window. Driving the four horses was my acquaintance Tomasz.

“Is it still far?” I asked the sotnyk.

“We’re almost there.”

I stretched my legs and neck. The tarantass, as befitting its
kind, was simply furnished inside, with uncomfortable seats.

“What is the name of khutir?”

The sotnyk looked at me as if he was doubting whether to tell,
but finally answered.

“Bilyy Popil’.”

“What?!”

“A lot of people are surprised,” he shrugged.

“Bilyy Popil? Not Bilopil or even Bilopillya?”

“No, specifically Bilyy Popil,” the sotnyk squinted; he had no
desire to explain.

“What a name...”

I tried to nap, but sleep had disappeared completely. I was
looking out the window while the events of yesterday floated by
before my inner eyes. I remembered the cross that Tomasz had given
me, and this memory filled me with sadness for unknown reasons.

This journey was for me merely retaliation for release from
behind bars. Although these people know something about my past...
And they aren’t ashamed to use it to achieve their goals.

The road turned sharply, and we drove onto a village street.
The tarantass left behind flufty clouds of dust. The fine dust evenly



Jlopora KpyTo MOBEpHYJA, i1 MH BHUIXaJdl Ha CIJIbCHKY BYIUIO.
TapanTtac numas 1o coOi menexari XMapy MIIIOKU. [[piOHOO KypsBOIO
OyJ0 pIBHOMIPHO BKPHTE JIONMYUIMHHS HPU J0PO3i i JUCTI PPYKTOBHX
nepeB Haj oropoxkamu. [lumrora Oyna gye cBiTiIa, Maibke Oina. ..

— Ocb uyomy bimuii ITomin! — 3goramaBes . — Lle depes
MUAJTIOKY ?

COTHUK PO3IUTIONIUB 04i, TOIVISIHYB Y BIKHO i KUBHYB.

— To Mu nipuixann? — MoIIKaBUBCS .

— Maiixe. Jlo Ma€eTKy I11€ MiBTOPU BEPCTH.

4 3arikaBneHo BU3UPHYB Ha ByauIlto. Sk Ha xyTip, binuit [Tomin
OyB uumanuii. €auHa IUpoOKa BYyJIWIS BeJda [0 LEPKBH, [e
MEePETBOPIOBANiacsl HAa HEBEJIMKUM MaWJaH, MOIIEHUM KPYIIISIKOM.
[TomiTuB mroneit, siKi MpUmagany 10 NapkaHiB — MOMISAHYTH, XTO 1€ ine.
Mene Tpoxu 30€HTEKWIM iXHI HEIOOpI OOMWYYs W 3aHAATO TMOXMYPI
HOIVISIIN: aHl HATAKY Ha YCMIIIKY UM IPOCTAIbKY JOMHTINBICTb.

— 31aeThCsi, HAPOJl TYyT Y Bac HE Jy’Ke€ TOCTUHHHUIA. ..

COTHUK 3HU3AB IIEYUMA!

— UYykaku 115 HUX — JAUBHUHA.

3a xyTopoM Jopora 3Miijacs Bropy, i Hezabapom ii oOcTymuin
BHCOKI CTapi COCHH.

— Jlo pedi... XoTiB 3amuTaTtd... — S BUTATHYB 3 KHIICHI
XpEeCTUK. — 3BIJIKH y Bac 11e?

[TpocTsirnyB pyky. XpecTHK METISBCS Ha IUBOPIL, H COTHHKY
JIOBEJIOCS 37I0BUTH, 11100 PO3IUBUTHUCS.

[TornsnyBu, BiH OafiAy’)ko KHUBHYB MEHI M BiJBEpHYBCA,
BTYNHBIIUCH Y BIKHO. Sl ¥ jajii TpuUMaB XpEeCTHK y pPyIll, YeKalodu Ha
BiZMOBib. HapemTi cOTHUK 3HOBY OOEpHYBCS O MEHE il HaBiTh TPOXH
3alrapiscs.

— 5l 41 TO He po34yB, UM TO HE BTOpOINAB, — CKa3aB BiH,
yCMIXHYBIIHCH. — ['apHa mtykeHiis. o me?

— Hi, ue g Bac nuraro: mo 1e? e Bu 1e B3sau?

Bin nonrBoBaHO IISTHYB Ha MEHE — JIOBEJIOCS MOSICHUTH:
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covered burdock leaves and fruit trees above the fences. The dust was
light, almost white...

“That’s why it’s Bilyy Popil! Is it because of the dust?” I
realised.

The sotnyk opened his eyes, looked out the window, and
nodded.

“So, we’ve arrived?” I enquired.

“Almost. One and a half kilometre is left to the estate.”

I looked out at the street with interest. For a khutir, Bilyy Popil
was quite large. A single wide street led to the church, where it
turned into a small square paved with cobblestones. I noticed people
leaning against fences to see who was riding by. I was confused to
see frowning faces with vicious looks, not a hint of a smile or
inquisitiveness.

“It seems the people here aren’t hospitable...”

“Strangers are a rarity for them,” the sotnyk shrugged.

Behind the khutir, the road wound uphill, and soon tall old
pines crowded around it.

“By the way... I wanted to ask,” I pulled the cross from my
pocket. “Where did you get this?”

I stretched out my hand. The cross dangled on its cord, and the
sotnyk had to catch it to look closely.

After looking, he indifferently nodded and turned away,
staring out the window. I continued holding the cross, waiting for his
answer. Finally, he turned back to me and even blushed slightly.

“I either didn’t hear properly or understand,” he said, smiling.
“Nice little thing. What is this?”

“No, I’m asking you, what is this? Where did you get it?”
He looked at me with confusion, and I had to explain.



— Ie#i xpectuk... Bin xonwch HanexxaB meHi. lyxe naBHO. |
TOMY 51 XO4y 3HATH, SIK BiH y BaC OITMHUBCSI?

Bin cTpycHYB TOJIOBOIO, Haue JIOAWHA, 5Ky 30HMBalOThH 3
MAHTEJIHKY.

— OnuHuBcs y MeHe?

— MewHi nasB iioro Tomarr.

— XT10?

— Bamr Bi3HUWISI YW XTO BiH TaMm, — s BKa3aB Yy HaIPSIMKY
nepenka.

— CemeH? — 3QUBOBAHO 3alIUTaB COTHUK.

— SIkwmii me, 3 0ica, Cemen!

Bin posry6mneno 3upuB Ha MeHe. AOO X CTapuil Iy»Ke HaTypaJIbHO
KJIeiB TypHs, abo X g H crpaBii TprokaB He B Ti ABepi. Ta cmepury s
NoAyMaB, 110 Yepe3 ramip BiH MPOCTO HEIOYyBa€, i TOMY HaXWIIUBCS
ONMKYe 10 HhOTO 1 CKa3aB TOJIOCHO Ta YiTKO:

— Hy, moxe, it He Bi3HHIP! S Kaxxy mpo OIHOTO 3 BalIMX
Jrofei. .. Y Ouiii BUIIWBAHIL.

CoTHuKIB TOTIIsIA ocTtarodyHo 30apaHiB. Yu, Moxke, s ax Tak
MACKYy/JIHO TIOSICHIOBAB. ..

— Cnuraro  iHakme. OmWH 13 BalMX TOMaradiB CKpydye
CaMOKPYTKY OJHIEI0 PYKOIO, — 1 sI JKeCTOM TIOKa3aB, SK 1€ POOWTH
Tomam, — orak. Sk #ioro 3BaTu?

— He 3Hato HiKOTO, XTO TaK yMiB OW... — BiH 3aMHUCIIUBCS. —
Konuck naBHO Oaums, sIK 11€ poOUB OAMH XJomelb. .. Jyxke gaBHo. Tomi i
CaMOKPYTKHU Ie Oyau 4ygHOTOI0... A B Hac, 3HaeTe, 1 3apa3 — abo
JFONTBKY KypATh, 200 HIOXAIOTh. .. M-M-M.

Bin 3HOBY BiiBepHyBCs 10 BikHa. MeHe TpOXH 3HMBYBasia HOTO
BiMOBib. Sl ¥ TajKu HE MaB, IO y I Tpl MOXE 3’SIBUTHUCS XTOCh
tpetiii. Hy, abo x coTHuk mpubpixye. Ajpxe moku mo Bci Tomamesi
3ycuyuisl OyJii CripsIMOBaH1 Ha Te, 1100 s OMMHUBCSA Y COTHUKA B JIabeTax.
Jlo peui... A 1M He BiH JONOMIT ByCaHEBI 3 TOTEIIO TaK BYACHO MTOMITUTH
MEHE B PECTOPaHi 3 Uy)KUMHU YEPBIHIIMHU y KUIIIEH1?

“This cross... Once it belonged to me. Very long ago. And
that’s why I want to know how it ended up with you.”

He shook his head like someone who was being confused.

“End up with me?”

“Tomasz gave it to me.”

“Who?”

“Your coachman or whoever he is,” I pointed toward the front.

“Semen?” the sotnyk asked in surprise.

“Which Semen, what a hell!”

He stared at me blankly. Either the old man was playing dumb
very naturally, or I was barking up the wrong tree. But first, I thought
that he couldn’t hear me because of the noise. I leaned closer to him
and said loudly and clearly.

“Well, maybe not the coachman! I’m talking about one of your
people... In white vyshyvanka.”

The sotnyk’s look became completely bewildered. Or maybe I
was explaining badly...

“Let me ask differently. One of your people makes roll up with
one hand,” I showed him how Tomasz does it. “Like that. What is his
name?”’

“I don’t know anyone who could do that...” he pondered.
“Long ago I saw how one fellow did it... Very long ago. Back then
even rolls-up were still a curiosity... You know, even now people in
our khutir smoke pipe or toot... Hmm.”

He turned to the window again. I was surprised by his answer.
I didn’t know that a third party might appear in this game. Or the
sotnyk was lying. After all, Tomasz’s effort had been focused on
getting me to be with the sotnyk. By the way... Could it have been
him who helped the moustached man from the hotel notice me so
timely in the restaurant with someone else’s coins in my pocket?
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Moi po3aymu 00ipBaB BUTYK Kydepa: KOHI CIMHUIUCS. Sl TOKJIaB
XPECTUK Y KUILICHIO.

— Hy, mane binuii, — cka3aB COTHUK, — JIACKaBO MPOCUMO.

My thoughts were interrupted by the coachman’s shout; the
horses stopped. I put the cross in my pocket.
“Well, Mr. Bilyy,” the sotnyk said. “Welcome.”
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Chapter 2. Difficulties and Proposed Solutions in Translating Culture-Bound
Expressions from Ukrainian into English: The Case of Illarion Pavliuk’s Bilyy
Popil

2.1 Book summary

Bilyy Popil is a detective novel in the noir style by Illarion Pavliuk, published in 2018.
The plot follows the traditional noir narrative, in which a detective takes on a case but eventually
understands that it is more than that. In this instance, a seminarian Khoma Brut, is accused of
killing Solomiya Zasukha, the daughter of a sotnyk. Detective Taras Bilyi investigates the
horrifying secrets of a secluded settlement known by the odd name Bilyy Popil (White Ash). The
peculiarity of the novel, nevertheless, lies in the fact that every riddle leads to two simultaneous
interpretations: a mystical and a rational one.

In the interview for BBC News, Illarion Pavliuk shared that this narrative was inspired by
aspects of the well-known piece ‘Viy’ by Mykola Hohol. That is why the story contains a
significant amount of archaic and dialectal language and culture-bound expressions, which
require adaptive strategies during the translation to preserve the cultural peculiarities and clarity
for the English-speaking audience.

The book consists of 24 chapters (352 pages total). Each chapter is untitled, but numbered
to keep the audience focused on the plot and prevent the reader from premature disclosure of the
denouement.

The function of the book is entertaining and aesthetic. The moral of the story is the ability
to admit mistakes and, at the same time, to forgive ourselves for them. The aesthetic function is
realised through the atmosphere of the book, which reflects the historical background.

2.2 About the author

Illarion Pavliuk is a newcomer in the Ukrainian literary community, but the writer's work
is a notable artistic phenomenon, marked by originality. In 2018, his debut novel Bilyy Popil was
published. The writer's second novel, The Dance of the Idiot, confirmed that his initial success
was not a coincidence, but that he himself is a promising author and a real find for modern
Ukrainian detective literature. The science fiction novel The Dance of the Idiot was nominated
for the BBC Book of the Year 2019, and in 2020 Pavliuk published his third novel, 7 See, You're
Interested in Darkness, which was shortlisted for the BBC Book of the Year 2020 (Honuk, 2022,
p. 184).

The author's novels combine elements of detective fiction, thriller, psychological prose,
and fantasy, allowing him to explore complex social and moral issues. His works are notable for
their deep psychological analysis of characters, who often face internal and external conflicts.
Pavliuk’s work, like that of many contemporary writers, has not yet received sufficient attention
from the literary scholars’ community. His literary output, although actively discussed by readers
and critics, requires deeper academic research given the multi-layered nature of his plots,
stylistic diversity, and use of modern genre forms.

2.3 The definition of culture-bound expressions and possible methods of their translation.

Translation is the process of faithfully rendering the meaning of the text of the source
language into the target language, while preserving the author's main ideas and intentions. The
value of translation in contemporary society has long been appreciated. Beyond basic
communication, translation builds connections between different national languages, literatures
and cultures. Literary translation is especially difficult since literary works contain a lot of puns,
rhetorical devices, and colloquial expressions that translators need to take into consideration in
order to maintain the aesthetic value of the genre. Furthermore, literature usually reflects the
culture from which it originates, with many deeply ingrained cultural phrases and references. For
cultural elements to be translated well, translators must have a deep understanding of the original
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culture. Working between languages that are linguistically and culturally dissimilar, such as
Ukrainian and English, thus poses significant obstacles (Aldawood, 2017, p. 30).

Every culture is unique and possesses its specific objects or phenomena related to its
history, traditions, and cultural identity. These elements, known as culture-bound expressions
(henceforth — CBE), may appear unfamiliar or unrecognisable to members of another culture.
Additionally, CBE denote elements characteristic of a culture’s way of life and traditions
throughout different historical periods. CBE reveal their distinctive characteristics most clearly
when comparing specific language pairs. These distinctions operate along several key
dimensions: the contrast between what is considered "own" versus "foreign", the perception of
"familiar" versus "unfamiliar", and the specific cultural-historical connotations that can range
from local to regional to national significance. These layers of meaning become particularly
visible when attempting to bridge the linguistic and cultural gap between two language systems
(Maksvytyte, 2019, p. 256).

According to Newmark (1988, p. 103), CBE can be classified into five main groups:
ecology (animals, plants, local winds, mountains, plains, ice, etc.);

material culture (food, clothes, housing, transport and communications);

social culture — work and leisure;

organisations, customs, ideas (political, social, legal, religious, artistic);

gestures and habits.

Additionally, Bondar and Tupytsya (2015, p. 31) include proper names, geographical
names and realia in CBE.

When translating between languages, translators face the crucial task of accurately
rendering the names of cultural elements accurately while preserving the original meaning of the
text as well as its unique cultural traits. One of the most challenging tasks for translators is to
render CBE. This challenge intensifies when the source and target languages differ significantly
in both linguistic and cultural aspects, especially if two cultures are historically and
geographically distant, as seen in Ukrainian-English translation and vice versa. In these cases, a
thorough understanding of the target culture is necessary to provide accurate and culturally
relevant translation. Nevertheless, when translating CBE, it is crucial to pay attention to the
methods of translation. A lack of equivalents in the target language and the need to preserve the
connotation become the main obstacles during rendering CBE. Translators’ work to render the
cognitive elements of the culture-bound elements to provide the recipient with a full
understanding by explaining certain expressions. Considering the peculiarities of the Ukrainian
and English languages, it is impossible to stick to one translation technique. Molina and Hurtado
(2002, p. 509) review common translation techniques which help to achieve faithful translation:
Adaptation
Amplification
Borrowing
Compensation
Description
Discursive creation
Established equivalent
Generalization
Literal translation
Modulation
Particularization
Reduction
Substitution
Transposition
Transcription and transliteration are succinct methods of translation, which provide
exceptional brevity. Transcription refers to the precise written recording of the sounds of a
language. Transliteration is the process of substituting the letters from one writing system with

SNk W=
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the corresponding letters of another, without considering how they are pronounced (Vakulenko,
2015, p. 229). However, the excess use of these techniques can lead to oversaturation of the text
with CBE. Proper names serve crucial functions in literary texts, indicating setting, social status
and cultural backgrounds. These identifying markers present significant obstacles when
rendering the text into another language, requiring careful consideration from translators to
preserve their original significance and connotations (Ibraheem, 2015, p. 1).

Proper names serve as essential components for comprehending specific texts. These
critical elements are fundamental to craft any written work. They typically convey information
about gender, age, historical context, cultural associations, personal identities, and geographic
places. When rendering personal names across languages, four main translation methods can be
employed: transliteration, transcription, calque, and descriptive translation.

The Slavic name ‘Tomam’ is demonstrated in Example 1; thanks to the context, we can
guess his nationality and adapt the translation to Polish spelling. The variant to translate this
name as ‘Thomas’ would be a typical English equivalent, but it could eliminate the name of its
original Slavic character. Considering Newmark’s idea that first and last names are retained in
translation to maintain the individual's national identity, provided that the names do not carry any
specific connotations within the context of the text (1988, p. 214). In Examples 2,3,4,5 it was
decided to use the transcription for adequate render of the names. However, the bright example
of calque is demonstrated in the Example 6. Instead of using descriptive translation for
explaining the meaning of the alias, it was decided to apply the existent equivalents in the target
language, which accurately convey the features of the characters and context.

(1-s)Tomaw boneap... (IlaBnrok 2018, p. 35)

(1-t)Iomasz Bolhar... (Pavliuk/Malii 2025)

(2-s) Mewne 3Batu Tapac binui. (ITaBmrok 2018, p. 42)

(2-t) I’'m Taras Bilyy. (Pavliuk/Malii 2025)

(3-s) Moe npizButie 3acyxa. (ITaBmrok 2018, p. 43)

(3-t) My surname is Zasukha. (Pavliuk/Malii 2025)

(4-s) A Xoma Bpym? (ITaBmrok 2018, p. 43)

(4-t) And Khoma Brut? (Pavliuk/Malii 2025)

(5-s) I sixpa3 npucras Mapiniu... (ITaBmrok 2018, p. 62)
(5-t) And the officer Marinich... (Pavliuk/Malii 2025)
(6-s)Komenox i Kucna Iuxa xyusimu. (ITasmrok 2018, p. 69)
(6-t)Bowler Hat and Long Face were napping. (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

Rendering geographic names across languages demands deep cultural awareness and
skilled use of specialised translation methods. These include practical transliteration,
transcription, or literal translation—all involving careful structural adjustments to language
elements, whether substantial or subtle, to ensure an accurate and faithful rendering in the target
language. In Example 7, Ukrainian settlements are enumerated. In the first case, it was decided
to use the transcription with explanation instead of literal translation; such a decision maintains
the cultural connotation even though English-speaking audience may not fully comprehend the
reference. In the next examples presented the transliteration with the names which couldn’t be
translated.

(7-s) Came binuu Ilonin? He binonine i HaBiTh He binoninia? (I1aBmrok, 2018, p. 69)
(7-t)Bilyy Popil? Not Bilopil or even Bilopillya? (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

The Ukrainian word comnux refers to a historical military or administrative rank used in
Cossack and later Ukrainian contexts. The use of transliteration is justified by the motive to
bring the reader closer to the source text language; however, CBE become unintelligible to the
recipient and lose both their meaning and stylistic significance. In such a case, the amplification
in the form of footnote was used, as it helps to avoid a significant gap in the comprehension of
the national-cultural component. Rendering it as sotnyk, rather than substituting it with an
approximate English equivalent such as ‘commander’ or ‘captain’, helps to maintain the
historical and cultural specificity of the source text.
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According to Molina and Hurtado (2001, p. 510), amplification involves adding
information not present in the source text by incorporating extra details, explanatory phrases, or
clarifications. This technique expands on the original content to enhance understanding, with
footnotes representing one common form of amplification. That is why for the Ukrainian word
xymip (a type of rural settlement), amplification and transliteration were used, just like in
Example 6.

When a word in the source language is changed to a more general term in the target
language, this is known as generalisation. This method is employed when there is no precise
counterpart in the target language, when the basic idea is more significant than the specifics, or
when cultural specificity could mislead the intended audience (Molina and Hurtado, 2001, p.
510). The translation of the Ukrainian unit of length sepcma (approximately 1.07 kilometres) is a
bright example of the use of this translation technique. As mentioned earlier, the excessive use of
transliteration can lead to oversaturation of the text. In order to prevent such a situation, we
decided to use generalisation that ensures clarity and relevance for modern readers. This choice
focuses on getting the meaning across rather than keeping the exact words, since the precise
historical unit is not critical for understanding the culture in this context.

(8-s) A — comnux Ha xymopi 3a m’araecat gepcm on Kuea. (I1aBmrok 2018, p. 45)
(8-t) I am a sotnyk of the khutirsome fifty kilometres from Kyiv. (Pavliuk/Malii 2025)

According to the Ukrainian dictionary, nau is a person who held a privileged position in
pre-revolutionary society, belonging to the wealthy strata of urban population (Slovnyk). The
word nawn has a vast cultural and historical background; however, during translation, we decided
to use the English equivalent mister. This decision makes the text understandable and accessible,
sacrificing cultural connotation, since the English word mister expresses a respectful tone but
lacks the historical context of the source term. There might have been an opportunity to apply the
domestication strategy over foreignising strategy by transliterating the word as ‘pan’,
accompanied by a footnote to maintain the cultural background. Nevertheless, in order to achieve
a balanced tone between linguistic familiarity and cultural context, it was decided to adapt this
expression for the foreign audience.

(9-s) 51 6, moxke, 1 B3siBcsl, nane coTHuky. (Pavluk 2018, p. 48)
(9-t) I might have taken it on, Mr Sotnyk. (ITaBmrox/Maumniii 2025)

A cpusenux is a silver ten-kopeck coin. In this example, it was decided to apply the
transliteration to maintain the historical context. Nevertheless, it would have been appropriate to
apply such a translation technique as an amplification by adding the footnote for better
understanding of the concept by the foreign audience; however, thanks to the context, the
meaning of the word is obvious. So, for rendering a currency unit, transliteration was used,
aiming to preserve both connotation and historical background.

(10-s) [oBemnocst matu oMy Ha 4Yaid, X0ua B KHUIICHI s MaB TIJIbKU JIBI MOHETH MO 2PUBCHUKY.
(ITaBmrok, 2018, p. 42)

(10-t) I had to give him a tip, although I only had two Aryvemyk coins in my pocket.
(Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

Clothes names bear explicit cultural colouring and thus require much attention on the part of a
translator.

(11-s) OnsarayTHii BiH OyB HE3BMYHO — B MICTI Tak He BOMpanucs: gcynan... (IlaBmok, 2018, p.
43)

(11-t) He was dressed unusually for city fashion: a zhupan... (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

(12-s) IIpocTo ckaxy iM, 10 caM MOMMJIKOBO 3aCyHYB T'aMaH Yy KHUIIICHIO BAIllOTO CIOPMIVKA...
(ITaBmrok, 2018, p. 64)

(12-t) I’1l just tell them that I accidentally put money in your froak coat pocket... (Pavliuk/Malii,
2025)

(13-s) V o1miit suwusanyi. (ITaBmok, 2018, p. 54)

(13-t) In white vyshyvanka. (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)
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JKynawn is historical men's outerwear, trimmed with fur and brocade, which was common
among wealthy Cossacks and Polish nobility. In Example 11, it could have been possible to use
generalizationfor rendering this word as coat; however, such a decision would lose the
connotation and historical background, and due to cultural differences between Ukrainian and
English backgrounds, the foreign audience might perceive it differently. That is why it was
decided to apply transliteration and amplification to give the audience a full and detailed picture
of Ukrainian clothes from Cossack times. The same situation repeats in the Example 13 where,
instead of translating it as a ‘shirt’, we decided to transliterate and apply the techniques of
transcription and amplification.

In Example 12, cropmyx refers to men's double-breasted outerwear with long sleeves, a
turn-down collar, and wide lapels. Since the target language possesses the established equivalent,
the challenge of rendering this CBE was overcome.

In Ukrainian, eaman is a wallet, pouch, or briefcase for carrying money. According to
Molina and Hurtado (2001, p. 510), established equivalent refers to using a term or expression
that is widely recognised, either in dictionaries or common language usage, as the standard
corresponding equivalent in the target language. An example of an established equivalent is
demonstrated below, which fully transmits the meaning and connotation of the word. It would be
unnecessary to use transliteration or description because a foreign audience would understand
the context without excessive explanation.

(14-s) Xoute BipTe, X0uTe HE BipTe, maHe binwmii, ane s q01aM 10 IIBOTO 2aMaHa e JBa TaKUX,
SIKIIO BU Bi3bMeTecs 3a e aito. ([Taemiok, 2018, p. 47)

(14-t) Believe it or not, Mr. Bilyy, but I will add to this money pouch two more like it if you get
down to this business. (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

Equally challenging for a translator are idioms. Korunets (2003, p. 183) holds that a
successful translation of idiomatic expressions requires careful selection of target language
equivalents that maintain not only a similar lexical meaning but also preserve the source text's
vividness and expressiveness. This equivalence can be achieved when both languages share
comparable component imagery or when the structural patterns of the expressions align. The
Ukrainian language is rich with idiomatic expressions, and in this case it is crucial to adapt these
expressions for the English-speaking audience to guarantee full understanding.

(15-s)He namatime dposg! (IlaBmiok, 2018, p. 50)

(15-t)Don t make a drama! (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

(16-s) 5 Bubiraro Ha Bynuilio, Ta mi3Ho nexmu n amu. (ITamiok, 2018, p. 57)

(16-t) I ran out into the street, but it was too late fo chase after him. (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

(17-s) AGo x crapuii ay>xe HaTypaJbHO KJIEiB IypHs, a00 X s i CIpaBii gprokae ne 6 mi 0gepi.
(ITaBmrok, 2018, p. 64)

(17-t) Either the old man was playing dumb very naturally, or | was barking up the wrong tree.
(Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

In Ukrainian, zamamu opos means to do something rash. In such a situation, the technique
of literal translation would cause misunderstanding for the English-speaking audience. That is
why it was decided to apply the translation technique of modulation, using the English phrase
Don 't make a drama that urges not to exaggerate the situation and not to create problems.

Example 16 demonstrates the translation of the Ukrainian idiomatic expression nexmu
n’amu, which means ‘to catch up with someone’. Since the target language possesses the
established equivalent of this idiom, it was decided to render it as to chase after to preserve the
literal meaning of the idiom.

Molina and Hurtado (2001, p. 509) maintain that adaptation is the process of expressing
the original content in a different environment that appeals to the target audience in order to
adapt to a different cultural context. The idiomatic expression eprokamu ne 6 mi dsepi has the
meaning of contacting the wrong person, to seek help from the wrong person. Rendering this
expression by using literal translation would trouble the understanding of the context; that is why
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it was decided to apply the English idiom to bark up the wrong tree, which has a similar
meaning.

(18-s) Amxe moku 1o Bci TomamieBi 3ycwins Oynu CHpsMOBaHI Ha Te, 100 SI QNUHUBCA V
comnuxa ¢ nabemax. (ITaBmok, 2018, p. 55)

(18-t) After all, Tomasz’s effort had been focused on getting me to be with the sotnyk.
(Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

(19-s) CoTHuKiB nomisix octarouHo 30apanig. (I1aBmiok, 2018, p. 71)

(19-t) The sotnyk’s look became completely bewildered. (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

(20-s) S 3yMiB IITypXHYTHU COTHHUKA JIKTeM nid duxano... (I1aBmiok, 2018, p. 49)

(20-t) I managed to knock the wind out of the sotnyk... (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

The Ukrainian phrase onunumucs 6 nabemax means to be caught. Since the target
language does not possess the established equivalent of this idiomatic phrase, it was decided to
use reduction and generalisation for conveying the main sense of the phrase. Such a decision led
to the loss of cultural connotation; however, the aim was to provide a foreign audience with a
faithful and understandable translation.

In Example 22 we can observe the use of transposition, which is a translation technique
when we alter the word class or grammatical structure while preserving meaning (Molina and
Hurtado, 2001, p. 510). In this case, the source language had the verb which, during the
rendering, became the adjective; however, the meaning and connotation were not lost.

The phrase nio ouxano has an anatomical reference to the area just below the chest,
typically understood as the solar plexus or diaphragm. The chosen phrase to knock the wind out
of somebody has an idiomatic meaning, which conveys the fact of the hit, omitting the area.
According to Molina and Hurtado (2001, p. 510), modulation is the process of translating a
source text by changing its viewpoint, focus, or conceptual approach. Sentence structure or
vocabulary may be affected by this shift. Instead of using the established equivalent (in the solar
plexus or the diaphragm), it was decided to apply the modulation.

(21-s) Ta, iubo-npucitibo, SKIIO HE TOYHENI MPABAUBO BIAMOBIAATH HAa MOI 3alUTaHHIL...
(ITaBmrox, 2018, p. 55)

(21-t)]_swear to God, if you don’t start answering my questions truthfully... (Pavliuk/Malii,
2025)

In the Ukrainian language, iti6o-npuciii6o is the dialect variant of the common phrase i
602y, which is used to confirm something, to assure oneself of something. According to Molina
and Hurtado (2001, p. 511), variation refers to changing language elements to create different
linguistic styles. This process involves modifying textual characteristics such as tone, style, or
dialect markers—whether social or geographical. Since the target language does not have an
established equivalent which would convey the dialect and connotation, it was decided to apply
variation and reduction. These translation techniques facilitate the task of providing the reader
with a faithful and clear translation.

Rendering the historical ranks becomes the challenge for the translators because the ranks are
entire systems of social organisation that have developed within specific cultural and historical
contexts.The absence of an equivalent in the target language creates the need to apply various
translation techniques to convey the functional role and cultural or historical significance.
(22-s)[Ipucmas 3 kpuminanbHux cnpae BUSABUBCA 4yojoBikoM MeTukyBaTuM. (IlaBmiok, 2018, p.
59)

(22-t)The criminal court officer appeared to be a witty man. (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

(23-s) Lle moxke 3acBiguutu cam obep-noniymeticmep. (IlaBmoxk, 2018, p. 59)

(23-t) The Qber-Polizeimeister can confirm it. (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

The word npucmas has a reference to an official who has been assigned to supervise
someone or something in the russian empire. In such a case, there are two ways of rendering this
term: to try to find a proper equivalent or to transliterate the word using description. The attempt
to substitute the word with an approximate equivalent would cause the risk of losing the
connotation and historical background. One of the approximate variants existing in the target
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language is bailiff (an official who seizes property from someone who is unable to pay their bills)
(Cambridge Dictionary). However, such an option does not convey the correct meaning, which
would have an effect on faithful translation. /Ipucmas serves as a character designation that
indicates the individual's official position throughout the text. Transliteration combined with a
footnote would divert readers' focus from the plot's development. As a solution, it was decided to
use the neutral equivalent officer, which guarantees clarity for the English-speaking audience and
maintains the meaning.

According to Fernandez Guerra (2012, p. 7), borrowing is a translation strategy employed
when the equivalent terminology does not exist in the target culture or when translators aim to
create a stylistic impact or exotic flavour. This approach serves as a primary mechanism for
language enrichment. The borrowing strategy typically involves incorporating foreign words
directly into the target language, including general foreignisms as well as specific
language-based borrowings like Anglicisms and Germanisms. In Example 18, a title or post
mentioned that was historically used to identify a high-ranking chief of the city police in the
russian empire, including Ukraine. Unfortunately, the target language does not possess the
established equivalent for this term, which would convey the right meaning. That is why the
decision was taken to borrow the German word Ober-Polizeimeister, which has the same
meaning of the historical title.

The transport is considered to be included in the group of CBE because transportation
systems develop within historical and specific cultural contexts.

(24-s)Taparnmac MAKUAATO HA 3BUBUCTIH 0OpO3i MK ManboBHUYMMH maropbamu. (IlaBimioxk,
2018, p. 50)

(24-t)The tarantass bounced along the winding road between picturesque hills. (Pavliuk/Malii,
2025)

In Example 24, the Ukrainian word mapanmac is a four-wheeled horse-drawn vehicle. The
presence of this word gives us the historical context of the plot. The decision to keep the word
tarantass in the target text shows a foreignisation strategy that maintains the historical
authenticity and unique qualities of the source culture. This approach preserves the unique
Ukrainian cultural component, which is vital for readers to understand the socio-historical
background of the story.

Rendering curse words in a literary text may pose a challenge for the translator. Curse
words reflect the cultural and social life of their native speakers, and such phrases can include
archaic terms that may hinder the achievement of a faithful translation. Wiles (2019, p. 94) holds
that substituting curse words from the target language with close equivalents or using completely
different forms of curse words that convey the same meaning. In Examples 25, 26, 27, we can
observe the use of established equivalence, as the target language contains words with the same
meaning.

(25-s) Sk 1 TyT onmHMBCSH, onydano? (Ilasmrok, 2018, p. 34)
(25-t) How did you get here, fright? (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)
(26-s) Tu ipo toro menenna? (IlaBmoxk, 2018, p. 38)

(26-t) Are you about that blockhead? (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)
(27-s) 3abupaiics reth, nedomipky! (IlaBnrok, 2018, p. 38)
(27-t) Get out of here, shorty! (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

Examples 28, 30 below demonstrate a rude and disrespectful way of telling someone to
disappear. The target language must convey the negative connotation associated with these
phrases. In the presented cases, the established equivalent was used to maintain the negative
connotation and meaning. In Example 29, we observe the use of the Ukrainian phrase ‘marepi
TBOi xup’s, which is an archaic expression carrying an offensive and negative connotation.
Since the target language does not have an established equivalent, it was decided to apply
discursive creation that involves establishing a temporary equivalence between concepts that
may seem completely unrelated or unpredictable when viewed outside their specific context.
This technique creates unexpected connections that only make sense within the particular
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framework or discussion where they are introduced (Molina and Hurtado, 2001, p. 509). In this
case, such an approach helped preserve a similar emotional function and convey a negative
connotation.

(28-s) A Tenep wmopeaii 36iocu! (Ilasmiok, 2018, p. 39)

(28-t) Now sod off! (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

(29-s)Mamepi mesoiii xups... (IlaBmrok, 2018, p. 39)

(29-t)What a crap... (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)

(30-5) ... i0u mu k bicosiu mamepi! (ITaBmroxk, 2018, p. 36)

(30-t) ... go screw yourself! (Pavliuk/Malii, 2025)
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Conclusion

Bilyy Popil is a detective novel inspired by Hohol's ‘Viy’. This narrative vividly portrays
Ukrainian historical life, highlighting such aspects as administrative ranks, clothing, and names.
All these elements contribute to the cultural image of Ukrainian life. These specific features of
the text are classified as culture-bound expressions, which present difficulties for translators. The
study identifies the challenges, strategies, and techniques employed in rendering Illarion
Pavliuk’s mysterious work.

The research focuses on characteristics of culture-bound expressions, as well as strategies
employed to overcome the obstacles that arise during translation. Culture-bound expressions are
elements characteristic of a culture’s way of life and traditions, which may appear unfamiliar to
members of another culture. In the research, the classifications of culture-bound expressions and
difficulties of rendering these expressions were studied. The cultural and historical disparities
between the English and Ukrainian languages pose a difficulty for translators in delivering
accurate translations while maintaining cultural distinctions. The main task of the translators is to
convey the cultural-historical connotations while making it comprehensible for the foreign
audience. This task can be achieved by having a deep understanding of the original culture and
applying appropriate translation techniques, which were described in the work. During the
analysis it was detected that description, established equivalent, and adaptation were frequently
used for rendering culture-bound expressions.

Further research prospects consist of a more comprehensive examination of rendering
Ukrainian culture-bound expressions in the literature, taking into account cultural factors and
historical settings that may affect the general understanding of the book’s plot.
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Translation techniques usage

Discursive Adaptation Transliteration  Borrowing
creation 59 co 6%
4%

Literal
translation
7%

Established
equivalent
45%

Modulation
22%

Description
6%




