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Summer, 1974

t was a quiet morning, the town covered over with

darkness and at ease in bed. Summer gathered
in the weather, the wind had the proper touch, the
breathing of the world was long and warm and slow.
You had only to rise, lean from your window, and
know that this indeed was the first real time of free-
dom and living, this was the first morning of summer.

Douglas Spaulding, twelve, freshly wakened, let
summer idle him on its early-morning stream. Ly-
ing in his third-story cupola bedroom, he felt the
tall power it gave him, riding high in the June wind,
the grandest tower in town. At night, when the trees
washed together, he flashed his gaze like a beacon
from this lighthouse in all directions over swarming
seas of elm and oak and maple. Now...

“Boy,” whispered Douglas.

A whole summer ahead to cross off the calendar,
day by day. Like the goddess Siva in the travel books,
he saw his hands jump everywhere, pluck sour apples,
peaches, and midnight plums. He would be clothed in
trees and bushes and rivers. He would freeze, glad-
ly, in the hoarfrosted icehouse door. He would bake,
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Yonmepy HU. Bpadoepu,

He 0sa0wwke, He KY3eHY,

A camvim peuwsumenvHulm 00paA30M —
Pedaxmopy u dpyey!

Jlemo, 1974

Be:sMﬂTeﬁcHoe yrpo. T'opon, yKyTaHHBIA BO THEMY,
HeXXUTCcA B mocrenu. Iloroma HachIllieHA JIETOM.
HyHoBeHue BeTpa — OaaxkeHcTBo. Temioe abIxaHue
MHpa — POBHO M pasMepeHHO. BcTaHb, BBITIAHU U3
OKHAa, 1 Te6s1 MTHOBEHHO OCeHUT — BOT K€ OH, IIEePBbIHi
MUT BCaMIEJIUITHOM CBOOOABI U KU3HU, IIEPBOE JIeTHEee
yTPO.

B cell mpenpaccBeTHBIMI uYac Ha TpeThbeM 3Take
B CIaJIeHKe IIOJ CTPEeJbYATHIM IIOTOJKOM TOJBKO UTO
npocuyaca Jyrmac CooagwHr, OBEeHAAIATH JIET OT
pony, u TOBEepPUMBO IIYCTUJICA B IIJIaBaHMe 110 JeTy. Ero
OKPBLIsAJA BBICOTA CAMOI BHYUINTEJIbHOUN OAIlIHU B I'0-
poZie, UTO MO3BOJISATIA €My PeATh Ha MIOHBCKUX BeTpax.
ITo HOuam, KOoTma KPOHBI AePeBbeB BOJHAMM HAKATBI-
BaJU APYT HA IPyra, OH MeTAaJ CBOIi B30p, CJIOBHO JIyU
MasdKa, BO BCe CTOPOHBI ITOBEPX OGYMHOTO MOPS sSCeHd,
nyoa u kjaeua. Ho cefiuac...

— ¥X TbI, — mpomenTas Jyriac.

Bnepenu 1mesoe Jieto, MTeHb 3a AHEM, IPEICTOSAIO
BBIUEPKHYTh M3 KayieHaaps. OH mpeacTaBuj, UTO €To
pPyku, kak y 6orunu IIIuBbI 13 MyTeBOAUTEA, MEUYT-
csi BO BCE CTOPOHBI, OOpBLIBas KHUCJIEHBbKMNE s0J0UKIH,
MepCUKN U dYepHble caumBbl. OH 00JIaUUTCS B JUCTBY
IepeB U KyCTAPHUKOB, OKYHeTCcA B peuHble BoAbl. Ou
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Pain Bpanbepun

happily, with ten thousand chickens, in Grandma’s
kitchen.

But now — a familiar task awaited him.

One night each week he was allowed to leave his fa-
ther, his mother, and his younger brother Tom asleep
in their small house next door and run here, up the
dark spiral stairs to his grandparents’ cupola, and in
this sorcerer’s tower sleep with thunders and visions,
to wake before the crystal jingle of milk bottles and
perform his ritual magic.

He stood at the open window in the dark, took a
deep breath and exhaled.

The street lights, like candles on a black cake,
went out. He exhaled again and again and the stars
began to vanish.

Douglas smiled. He pointed a finger.

There, and there. Now over here, and here...

Yellow squares were cut in the dim morning earth
as house lights winked slowly on. A sprinkle of win-
dows came suddenly alight miles off in dawn country.

“Everyone yawn. Everyone up.”

The great house stirred below.

“Grandpa, get your teeth from the water glass!”
He waited a decent interval. “Grandma and Great-
grandma, fry hot cakes!”

The warm scent of fried batter rose in the drafty
halls to stir the boarders, the aunts, the uncles, the
visiting cousins, in their rooms.



BuHo n3 ofyBaH4YMKOB

He 0e3 yIOBOJLCTBUA OyHeT IIPHUMepP3aTh K 3auHIeBe-
JBIM aBepiiaMm JegHuka. OH OyaeT pagoCTHO MOIKapu-
BaThCsd Ha 0AOYIIKMHON KyXHe 3a KOMIIAHUIO C I[€JIBIM
JIeCSATKOM TBII KypOUueK.

Ho cefiuac emy npezcrossia IIpuBbIYHAA 3amada.

Pas B HegeI10 eMy paspelniajgoch OCTAaBUTh HA OOHY
HOYb IIaly, MaMy M MJajiiero oparuimky Toma B mo-
MUKe II0 COCEJCTBY M NPUOEKATH CIOfa, B3JIETETH IIO
MpPa4YHOM BUHTOBOI JIECTHUIIE TOJ 0aOyIIKKMH-AeIYII-
KUH KYIIOJI, YKJIAaIbIBAsCh CIIATh B 3TON KOJIOBCKOI
OamrHe, cpeiu PacKaTOB I'poMa W IPU3PAKOB, UTOOBI
IPOOYAUTHCA OO XPYCTAJIBHOTO IIePe3BOHA MOJOYHBIX
OyTBLIEI M COTBOPUTH CBOM UaPOJAEUCKUN OOPSALI.

OH BcTaJI BO ThbMe Ilepel] pacIaXHyThIM OKHOM, CIe-
JIaJ TIIyOOKUH BIOX ¥ BBITOXHY.JI.

TyT ke moracau yJuuHble ()OHApPU, CJIOBHO CBEUKU
Ha uepHOM nupore. OH BBIIbIXAJ CHOBA 1 CHOBA — CTAa-
JIX Micue3aTh 3Be3bI.

Hyraac yasibanca, yKasysa HaJdbuuKOM.

Tyna u Tyna. Tenepp — cioma u croga...

Ha cympauHO#i mpenyTpeHHell 3eMJie ITpOpe3bIBa-
JIUCH JKeJIThble KBaApaTHMKU. BApyr B mpeapaccBEeTHOM
IajleKe 3ayKIJIach POCCHIIb OKOH.

— Bce seBuysnu. Xopom! U Bcramn.

BourbItioii 1oM 1o ero HoraMu IIPUIIEST B IBUKEHUE.

— Hena, BeL1aBauBail 3yosl us crakanal — OH BbI-
Iep:KaJ OOJLKHYI0 mmaysy. — DBaOynasa, mpababyimnka,
IIpUHUMAaHTECh ITeUb ropAaYne OIMHINKY!

CKBO3HAK pasHec TeIlsioe OJiaroyxaHue TeKyudei
OJMMHHON Macchl II0 KOPUAOpPaM, APa3HI apoMaTOM II0-
CTOSJIBIIEB, TETYIIEK, OAMIOINIEK U Ky3€HOB B TOCTEBBIX
OIMOYUBAJIBHAX.



Pain Bpanbepun

“Street where all the Old People live, wake up!
Miss Helen Loomis, Colonel Freeleigh, Miss Bentley!
Cough, get up, take pills, move around! Mr. Jonas,
hitch up your horse, get your junk wagon out and
around!”

The bleak mansions across the town ravine opened
baleful dragon eyes. Soon, in the morning avenues be-
low, two old women would glide their electric Green
Machine, waving at all the dogs.

“Mr. Tridden, run to the carbarn!”
Soon, scattering hot blue sparks above it, the town
trolley would sail the rivering brick streets.

“Ready John Huff, Charlie Woodman?” whispered
Douglas to the Street of Children.

“Ready!” to baseballs sponged deep in wet lawns,
to rope swings hung empty in trees.

“Mom, Dad, Tom, wake up.”

Clock alarms tinkled faintly. The courthouse clock
boomed. Birds leaped from trees like a net thrown by
his hand, singing. Douglas, conducting an orchestra,
pointed to the eastern sky.

The sun began to rise.
He folded his arms and smiled a magician’s smile.

Yes, sir, he thought, everyone jumps, everyone
runs when I yell. It’ll be a fine season.



BuHo n3 ofyBaH4YMKOB

— Vauna Bceex-IIpescex Crapurkos u Crapyiiex,
mpoceinaiicsa! Muce dnen Jlymuc, moakoBuuK @puieit,
muccuc Bentnu! Hy-ka, npokanuisaucs! Beraau ¢ mo-
crenu! Ilpuaanu nuiaoau! 1 — xoxgy! Mucrep :xo-
Hac, 3ampaAraniTe CBOIO JIOIIAIKY, BBIKATHLIBAUTE CBOH
dyprou ¢ modbpom!

HempusersiuBble foMa II0 Ty CTOPOHY oBpara IIpu-
OTKPBLIN HeZoOpble IPaKOHbU TIa3uilni. BcKope BHU3
II0 YTPEHHUM yJIHUIaM OBe MOKUJIbIe JaMbl IOKATAT Ha
CcBoOell syIeKTpUYecKoii 3esieHo MamuHe, IPUBETCTBY S
Bcex cobauex.

— Mucrep Tpunnen, 6erure B TpaMBaiiHOe Jero!

W BoT y:Ke, pacchiliasd pacKaJiIeHHbIE TOJyOble mc-
KPBI, TOPOACKOM TpaMBaill MIJILIBET II0 PYCJY MOIIEH-
HBIX KUPIIHMYOM YJIHII.

— Ilxxou Xadd? Yapau Byamen? I'oroBbi? — mIpo-
menTan Hyrnac [Jerckoit yauie.

— ToToBBI! — packuciIuM JIy:KalikaM, UbI0 POCY
BIOUTAJAU OeiicOoJbHBIE MSYUKH, CJIOBHO T'yOKM, My-
CTBIM BEPEBOYHBIM KaueJisM Ha BE€TBAX INE€PEBLEB.

— Mawma, mama, ToMm, npoceinaiTecs!

ByagunabHUKHM JJaCKOBO 3aTpeHbKasM. Uackl Ha 37a-
HUU CyHa I'yJIKO 3aryneu. IITUIbI BCIOPXHYJIU C Aepe-
BbEB, KaK CeTh, 3aKMHYTAas ero PYKOl, pacchias CBOU
Tpenu. Hyriaac — mupm:kep opKecTpa IIPOCTEP PYKY
K HeOy Ha BOCTOKe.

1 CosHIle HauaJI0 BOCXOIUThD.

OH CJIOKNII PYKU HA TPYAN U PACILIBLICA B VJbIOKE
HAaCTOSAII[er0 BOJIIIIEOHUKA.

«BoT Tak-T0, — MOAYyMAaJ OH, — CTOUT MHE TOJbKO
IIOBeJIeTh, KaK Bce CpbIBaloTcA ¢ Mecta u Geryr! Jleto
BBIJACTCSA HA CJIABY».
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He gave the town a last snap of his fingers.
Doors slammed open; people stepped out.

Summer 1928 began.

Crossing the lawn that morning, Douglas Spauld-
ing broke a spider web with his face. A single invisible
line on the air touched his brow and snapped without
a sound.

So, with the subtlest of incidents, he knew that
this day was going to be different. It would be dif-
ferent also, because, as his father explained, driving
Douglas and his ten-year-old brother Tom out of town
toward the country, there were some days compound-
ed completely of odor, nothing but the world blowing
in one nostril and out the other. And some days, he
went on, were days of hearing every trump and trill
of the universe. Some days were good for tasting and
some for touching. And some days were good for all
the senses at once. This day now, he nodded, smelled
as if a great and nameless orchard had grown up over-
night beyond the hills to fill the entire visible land
with its warm freshness. The air felt like rain, but
there were no clouds. Momentarily, a stranger might
laugh off in the woods, but there was silence...

Douglas watched the traveling land. He smelled no
orchards and sensed no rain, for without apple trees
or clouds he knew neither could exist. And as for that
stranger laughing deep in the woods...?

Yet the fact remained — Douglas shivered — this,
without reason, was a special day.
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U mamocaemoK OH OZapuJI IOPOJ, II[eIUYKOM IaIbIEeB.

IIBepu JOMOB pacHaxHYJHChL HACTEXKb — U3 HUX
BBIIILJIN JIIOLU.

JleTo ThICAUA OEBATHCOT ABAAIATH BOCBMOTO TOIA
HauaJaoch!

B 10 yTpo, mpoberas mo Jay:kaiike, Iyrmac Cmos-
IUHT pasopBaj mayTuHKy. OgHa-eIMHCTBeHHAaA, HEBU-
IuMasi, MPOTAHYTAas IO BO3AYXY CTPYHKA KOCHYJIACh
ero j6a 1 6e33BYUYHO JIOITHYJIA.

YKe 5TO He3HAUHTEJbHOE COOBITHE IIOACKA3AaJIO0
eMy, UTO JeHeK IIPeAcTOUT ocobeHHEIH. IloToMy uTO,
KaK CKasaJ eMy B aBTOMOOMJIe IIama, yBO3s ero BMecTe
¢ necaruaeTHuM Tomom 3a ropoj, OLIBAIOT JHI, COCTOS-
II[11e MCKJIIOUNTEJIbHO M3 3aIlIaX0B: BALIXAeIlb BeCh MUP
B ONHY HO3APIO, a BBIABIXAEIIb B APYryio. A ObIBAIOT
IHW, TIPOJOJIKIII OH, OOpallleHHbIe B CIYX, KOTIa yJaB-
JIMBaeIb J000i IIIyM 1 II0OPoX Bo BeenenHoii. BeiBatoT
IHU, IPUTOAHBIE IJIA AeTyCTAlluu, U OIHU, 6JIarOIpUAT-
HbIE IJIs1 OCA3aHuA. A HEKOTOPhIe — JJIs BCeX OPraHOB
YyBCTB cpasdy. A cerogHAIIHNI TeHb, 100aBUJI OH, OJia-
royxXaeT, Kak OOJBIION Oe3LIMAHHBINA call, BEIPOCIIHI
HOYBIO 33 rOpaMM U HAIIOJHUBIINI 3€MJII0, HACKOJILKO
XBaTaeT B3IVIANA, TeIlJIO cBeiKecThio. B Bo3myxe max-
JIO IO OeM, HO He ObLI0 Ty4. B poiie Mor 05l pasgaTses
yei-TO CMeIIoK, HO I[apuUJI0 MOJYaHHUe...

Hyrimac caequn 3a yberatwinent semiueii. OH He Uy
HU CaJoB, HU OOXKOSA, nO0 Kakue MOTYT OBITh 3alaxu
0e3 A0JI0HL 1 00JIAKOB? A TOT CMEIIOK B dalre Jeca?

Ho daxr ocraBaica paxrom — [yriac moe:xuacsa, —
9TOT JIeHb, 63 BUAUMOII IIPUMUNHEI, CTAJI OCOOCHHBIM.
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The car stopped at the very center of the quiet
forest.

“All right, boys, behave.”

They had been jostling elbows.

“Yes, sir.”

They climbed out, carrying the blue tin pails
away from the lonely dirt road into the smell of fallen
rain.

“Look for bees,” said Father. “Bees hang around
grapes like boys around kitchens, Doug?”

Douglas looked up suddenly.

“You’re off a million miles,” said Father. “Look
alive. Walk with us.”

“Yes, sir.”

And they walked through the forest, Father very
tall, Douglas moving in his shadow, and Tom, very
small, trotting in his brother’s shade. They came to a
little rise and looked ahead.

Here, here, did they see? Father pointed. Here was
where the big summer-quiet winds lived and passed in
the green depths, like ghost whales, unseen.

Douglas looked quickly, saw nothing, and felt put
upon by his father who, like Grandpa, lived on rid-
dles. But...But, still...Douglas paused and listened.

Yes, something’s going to happen, he thought,
I know it!

“Here’s maidenhair fern,” Dad walked, the tin pail
belling in his fist.
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BuHo n3 ofyBaH4YMKOB

ABTOMOOMJIL OCTAHOBUJICA B CAMOM T'yIle IPUTUX-
IIIero Jeca.

— A my-Ka, MaJbuUKU, II0JIerde TaM.

OHU nuxajau IPyT Apyra JOKTIMMU.

— Caymraemes, cap.

OHI/I BbLJIE3JIN N3 MalllMHBbI, IIPDUXBAaTUB CHHUE Ke-
CTAHBIE Beapa, HABCTPeUy 3alaxy TOJbKO IIpoIlen-
Iero mOXKIs, IOAaJIbIlle OT CKYYHOW T'PYHTOBON I0-

poru.

— HWimure mues, — BeJies mamna. — Ildesbl BBIOTCA
BOKPYT' BUHOI'paZa, KaKk MAaJBUUIIKNA y KyXHU, IIpaB-
na, Hyr?

Hyriac BCKUHYJI I1a3a.

— T'me T®I BUTaeIlIhL? — IOMHTEPECOBAJICA IIama. —
Boubiie :xusuau! Uam ¢ HaMu B HOTY.

— Caymiaiochb, cap.

OHu yrnyounauch B Jec. Brmepemu — mOJITOBSSBIN
orer], B ero Teun — [lyriac, a Huskuiit Tom ceMeHUJI
B TeHU OpaTta. OHU HTOJOILIN KO B3TOPKY U OTVISAEINCH
II0 CTOPOHAM.

— Bot! Y BoT! BuguHo? — BoIpomia otern. — 3aech
0o0UTAIOT MUPHBIE JIETHNE BETPHI M YXOIAT B 3eJIeHbIe
ne0pu, He3pUMbIe, KaK MPU3PadYHble KUTHI.

Hyrimac GbICTPO OCMOTpeJicA, HUYETO He 3aMeTUB,
¥ PEIInJI, YTO 5TO OUePEeIHOM MaluH PO3bITPHII, KOTO-
pBIii, IO cTaTh AeAylike, 000:KaJy posbirphimu. Ho...
HO Bce paBHO, Jlyriac saMep U HPUCIYUIAJICH.

«Jla, 4T0-TO JOJIXKHO CIAYUYUTHCA, — IMOAYMAaJ OH, —
A 3Haw!»
— BoT namoporHukx BeHepuH Bojioc. — Ilama mma-

rajI, C:KuMad OYXKY Beapa, KOTOpoe paCKauuBaJIOChb,
KaK KOJIOKOJI.
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“Feel this?” He scuffed the earth. “A million years
of good rich leafmold laid down. Think of the au-
tumns that got by to make this.”

“Boy, I walk like an Indian,” said Tom. “Not a
sound.”

Douglas felt but did not feel the deep loam, listen-
ing, watchful.

We’re surrounded! he thought. It’1l happen! What?
He stopped. Come out, wherever you are, whatever
you are! he cried silently.

Tom and Dad strolled on the hushed earth ahead.
“Finest lace there is,” said Dad quietly.

And he was gesturing up through the trees above
to show them how it was woven across the sky or
how the sky was woven into the trees, he wasn’t sure
which.

But there it was, he smiled, and the weaving went
on, green and blue, if you watched and saw the for-
est shift its humming loom. Dad stood comfortably
saying this and that, the words easy in his mouth.
He made it easier by laughing at his own declarations
just so often. He liked to listen to the silence, he said,
if silence could be listened to, for, he went on, in that
silence you could hear wildflower pollen sifting down
the bee-fried air, by God, the bee-fried air! Listen! the
waterfall of birdsong beyond those trees!
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— Yyere? — OH B3PBIXJINJ IIOUBY HOCKOM OOTHH-
Ka. — llesblii MUJIJIMOH JIeT KONUJINCH MaJIble JUCTbS
IJIs DTOM POCKOIIHOM JKUPHOI JIECHO!I MOACTUIKH.
ITogymaii, CKOIBKO MOHAMOOMIIOCH JINCTOIIAL0B, YTOObI
oHa oOpasoBaJach!

— ¥x TB1, — M3yMmica Tom, — A cTynai Oecurym-
HO, KaK uHIeelr!

Jyriac BmeuaTasa CTYIHIO B CYTVIMHOK, HO TVITYOMHBI
He OIIYTHJ, 4 TOJTBKO HACTOPOKIJIICS.

«Hac oKpy:Kuam, — IPOMEJLKHYJIO y HEro B Io-
JoBe. — 3HAUUT, YTO-TO AOJIKHO cayuuthbesa! Ho uro
umenuo?» OH s3amep. «Brixomure! i1, rme BbI Tam?!
KTo0 6bI BBI HU ObLIN!» — 6E33BYYHO KpHUUAJ OH.

Bnepenu Tom ¢ mamoii HecHeInmHO IPOTYJINBAJIUCH
110 IIPUTHUXIIEH 3eMJe.

— Tonualinne Kpy:KeBa, — HETPOMKO IIPOTOBOPUII
marna.

W oH BCKUHYJ PYKH K JepeBbAM, IIOKa3biBad, KaK
9TO KPY:KeBO OBLLIO CIIJIeTeHO 10 HeOy miau Kak He0o
OBLTIO BILJIETEHO MEXKIy BeTBell nmepeBbeB. Cpasy He
pasbepelisb.

— Ho BoT %e oHO, — yJIBLIOHYJICA OH, U TOJIy0boe-
3ejieHOe ILJIeTeHHe MPOJOJIKAJI0oCh. — HEciam mpuris-
IeThCs, TO YBUAUIIL, KaK JieC TPYAUTCA Ha TyAAINlEeM
TKaIKoM cTaHke. — Ilama ymo6HO ycTpomJca M pas-
TJIaroJbCTBOBaJ 0 TOM O ceM. CioBa HENPUHYKIEHHO
caetanu ¢ ero yct. Ero peus moTekJia eie cBoboaHee,
IIOCKOJIbKY OH BCE BpeMs IIOATPYHMBAJ HaJ COOCTBEH-
HBIMHU cJIOBaAMU. EMy HpaBUTCA CAYUIATH THUIIHHY, TO-
BOPUJI OH, €CJaU K Hell BOOOIIe BO3MOKHO ITPUCTYIIHN-
BaThLCS, Belb, IIPOJOJIKAJ OH, B OTOM THUIIMHE MOXKHO
YCIBIIIATh, KAK OCBhIIaeTCcs IBLIbIA B BO3AyXe, pPaso-
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