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Many moons ago the dollar was 870 lire and
I was thirty-two. The globe, too, was lighter by
two billion souls, and the bar at the stazione
where I'd arrived on that cold December night
was empty. I was standing there waiting for the
only person I knew in that city to meet me. She
was quite late.

Every traveler knows this fix: this mixture of
fatigue and apprehension. It’s the time of staring
down clock faces and timetables, of scrutinizing
varicose marble under your feet, of inhaling am-
monia and that dull smell elicited on cold winter
nights by locomotives’ cast iron. I did all this.

Save for the yawning bartender and immobile
Buddha-like matrona at the cash register, there
was no one in sight. However, we were of no
use to each other: my sole currency in their lan-
guage, the term “espresso,” was already spent;
I'd used it twice. I'd also bought from them my



Mioro nyn Tomy Hazaz gomnap pasusizics 870 au-
paM u MHe OBIJIO TPHAIATH ABa rofa. Ilianera To-
JKe BeCHJIa Ha JiBa MIJUTHAp/a Ayl MeHbIe, u 6ap
TOM stazione*, Ky/a s1 IpuOBLI XOJIOIHOM JeKabpb-
CKO# HOYBIO, ObLT TyCT. 1 CTOST M OJIKU/IAT €/ H-
CTBEHHOe uejioBevyecKoe CyIIecTBO, KOTOpoe 3Hall
B 3TOM ropozie. OHa CUJIBHO ONa3/[bIBaja.

Beakuil nyTemecTBeHHUK 3HaeT 9TOT pacKyaj;
9Ty CMeCh YCTaJIOCTH U TpeBord. Korza pasriaabiBa-
emb 1udepbIaThl ¥ PACIHCAHNS, KOT/Ia H3YYaelllh
BEHO3HBII MPaMOp TOJl HOTAMH, B/[bIXasi KapboJIKy
U TYCKJIBI 3amax, UCTOYaeMblii B XOJIOIHYIO 3UMHIOI0
HOYb YYTYHHBIM JIOKOMOTHBOM. UeM 5 1 3aHAICS.

Kpowme 3eBaroiero 6ygerdynka v HEMOABUKHOI,
noxoskeil Ha By/yly MaTpoHBI y Kacchbl, He BUIHO
6b10 HEU gymu. TOJKy, BIPpOYEM, HAM JPYT OT
npyra 6GbUIO Maso: BeCh 3amac UX s3blKa — CJIOBO
«espresso» — s yXKe MCTPaTU; 5 BOCIIOJIb30BAJICS
UM JBax/pl. Enle f Kynusa y HUX NepBYIO Mauky

* CraHiusi, IPUCTaHb (um.).
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first pack ever of what in years to come was to
stand for “Merde Statale,” “Movimento Sociale,”
and “Morte Sicura” my first pack of MS. So
I lifted my bags and stepped outside.

In the unlikely event that someone’s eye fol-
lowed my white London Fog and dark brown
Borsalino, they should have cut a familiar sil-
houette. The night itself, to be sure, would have
had no difficulty absorbing it. Mimicry, I be-
lieve, is high on the list of every traveler, and
the Italy I had in mind at the moment was
a fusion of black-and-white movies of the fifties
and the equally monochrome medium of my
métier. Winter thus was my season; the only
thing I lacked, I thought, to look like a local
rake or carbonaro was a scarf. Other than that,
I felt inconspicuous and fit to merge into the
background or fill the frame of a low-budget
whodunit or, more likely, melodrama.

It was a windy night, and before my retina
registered anything, I was smitten by a feeling
of utter happiness: my nostrils were hit by what

10



TOTO, YeMy B IIPEJCTOSIBIIME TOABI CYKAEHO OBLIO
osHayath «Merda Statale», «Movimento Sociale»
u «Morte Sicura»* — nepsyio nauky MS**, Tak yto
s IOJIXBATHJI YeMO/IaHbl U IIIaTHYJI HapyXy.

B ToM ManoBeposTHOM ciy4ae, ecJii YbH-TO TJIa3a
CJIE[TIITA 32 MOUM O€eJTbIM JIOHJOHCKHAM JI0KIEBUKOM
M TEMHO-KOPHYHEBBIM OOPCATHUHO, TO CYMMapHbIif
CHITYST 9THX a3 6b1 He pesas. CaMoil HOYH TIOTJIO-
THTh €r0 TOYHO He cOCcTaBuiao OB Tpyma. Mumu-
KpHsi — Ha MOW B3IJIsif, 00sI3aTeIbHOE CBONCTBO ITy-
TellleCTBeHHUKA, a CI0XKUBIIASACA K TOMY BpeMeHU
B MoeM cogHaHuu VTajusi cocTosiia u3 4epHo-6e-
JBIX (OUIBMOB NSATHAECATHIX U MMEIONUX Ty XKe
OKpacKy NpHHaJIe)kHOCTel Moero pemeca. [loatomy
3uMa Oblia TIPaBUJIBHBIM CE30HOM; €IHHCTBEHHOE,
4ero, MO-MOEMY, MHE HE XBarTajo, 4ToOBI COMTH 3a
MECTHOTO Inajonas uiu carbonaro***, 6sur mapd.
B octasibHOM st 4yBcTBOBaJ cebsi HE3aMETHBIM U TO-
TOBBIM CJIUTHCS ¢ (GOHOM WJIU 3aNIOJHUTH KaJ[p Ma-
J00T0/[KETHOTO IETEKTUBA WJIH, CKOPEe, MEJIOIPAMBIL.

HOH]) Obl1a BeTPEHOf{, H, Mpexae YeEM BKJIIOYH-
JIaCbh C€TYAaTKa, MEHA OXBAaTHUJIO YYBCTBO abcooT-
HOT'0 CHACTbhA: B HO3/IPH VIAPHUJIL €ETO BCB[‘I[&I_HHHﬁ T

* «Tocynapcrennoe jnepsmos», «ObuiecTBeHHOE JBHIKE-
Hues, « BepHas cmeptb» (um.).

** CopT UTANBSTHCKUX CHTAPET.
**#+ Kapbouapuii (um.).
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to me has always been its synonym, the smell of
freezing seaweed. For some people, it’s freshly
cut grass or hay; for others, Christmas scents
of conifer needles and tangerines. For me, it’s
freezing seaweed—partly because of onomatopoeic
aspects of the very conjunction (in Russian,
seaweed is a wonderful vodorosli), partly due to
a slight incongruity and a hidden underwater
drama in this notion. One recognizes oneself in
certain elements; by the time I was taking this
smell in on the steps of the stazione, hidden
dramas and incongruities long since had become
my forte.

No doubt the attraction toward that smell
should have been attributed to a childhood
spent by the Baltic, the home of that mean-
dering siren from the Montale poem. And yet
I had my doubts about this attribution. For
one thing, that childhood wasn’t all that happy
(a childhood seldom is, being, rather, a school
of self-disgust and insecurity); and as for the
Baltic, you had indeed to be an eel to escape
my part of it. At any rate, as a subject for
nostalgia this childhood hardly qualified. The
source of that attraction, I'd always felt, lay
elsewhere, beyond the confines of biography,
beyond one’s genetic makeup—somewhere in
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JUIS MeHS — CHHOHHUM: 3allaX Mep3HYIIUX BOJIOPOC-
Jeii. /Ina olHUX 3TO CBeKeCKOIIeHHas TpaBa WA
CeHO; /1Sl IPYTUX — POK/IeCTBEHCKas XBOSI C MaH-
napuHaMmu. /{71 MeHSI — Mep3Jible BOJOPOCTIH: OT-
YacTH U3-3a 3BYKOIIOJIpa’kaTelbHBIX CBOMCTB ca-
MOTO Ha3BaHH$, B KOTOPOM COIIJIUCH PacTHTElb-
HBIH U TIOZIBO/IHBINM MUP, OTYACTH M3-32 HaMeKa Ha
HEYMEeCTHOCTh M TallHyI0 MHO/BOAHYIO JpaMy CO-
Jiepkalierocsl B MOHSATHM. B HEKOTOPBIX CTHUXMAX
orno3aHaenib cebs1; K MOMEHTY BTSTHBAHUS 9TOTO 3a-
Maxa Ha CTYIeHsIX stazione s yxe laBHO 6bL1T 60JIb-
UM CIIeIMaJMCTOM 10 HEYyMECTHOCTH M TaiHBIM
JipaMam.

[IpuBs3aHHOCTL K 9TOMY 3amaxy CcJieJloBajo,
BHE BCSKUX COMHEHMIi, IpUOucaTh JAETCTBY Ha
6eperax BanTuku, B OTeuecTBe CTPAHCTBYIOMIEH
CHpeHbl U3 CTUXOTBOopeHus: MonTane. ¥ MeHs, of-
HaKo, coMHeHust 6butn. XOTs GBI MOTOMY, YTO JET-
CTBO OBLIO HE CTOJb YK CYACTIUBBIM (M PEIKO
6bIBaET, SIBJSISICH IIKOJION 6€33anMTHOCTH U OT-
BpalieHnsi K camoMmy cebe), a 4TO 0 MOps, TO
YCKOJb3HYTh M3 Moeli uactu bantuku neiictBu-
TEJBHO MOT TOJBKO yropb. B smobom ciydyae Ha
npeaMeT HOCTaJbIMH JIeTCTBO TSHYJIO C TPYAOM.
f Bcerjia 3Haj, 4YTO MCTOYHMK 3TOH NPHUBA3aHHO-
CTH TJIe-TO B [PyTOM MeCTe, BHe paMOK Ouorpadum,
BHE TeHeTUYeCKOro CKJa/ia, I7ie-To B TUIoTalamyce,
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one’s hypothalamus, which stores our chordate
ancestors’ impressions of their native realm of—
for example—the very ichthus that caused this
civilization. Whether that ichthus was a happy
one is another matter.,

A smell is, after all, a violation of oxygen ba-
lance, an invasion into it of other elements—
methane? carbon? sulphur? nitrogen? Depend-
ing on that invasion’s intensity, you get a scent,
a smell, a stench. It is a molecular affair, and
happiness, I suppose, is the moment of spotting
the elements of your own composition being
free. There were quite a number of them out
there, in a state of total freedom, and I felt
I'd stepped into my own self-portrait in the
cold air.

The backdrop was all in dark silhouettes of
church cupolas and rooftops; a bridge arching
over a body of water’s black curve, both ends
of which were clipped off by infinity. At night,
infinity in foreign realms arrives with the last
lamppost, and here it was twenty meters away.
It was very quiet. A few dimly lit boats now and
then prowled about, disturbing with their pro-
pellers the reflection of a large neon CINZANO
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T/le XpaHaTCS BOCIIOMUHAHNS HAIIUX XOP/IOBBIX Ipeji-
KOB 00 WX POJIHOW CTHXWHM — HAIPUMep, BOCIIOMH-
HaHWUS TOI caMOi PHIOBI, ¢ KOTOPOI HaYaaach Hama
MUBAIM3alKst, Bbia im peiba cyacTinuBa, APyTOi
BOIIPOC.

3anax B KOHEYHOM cueTe ecTh HapylIeHHe KHC-
J0poiHOTO HanaHca, BTOP)KEHUE B HETO WHBIX dJie-
MEHTOB — MeTaHa? yriepoja? cepsl? a3ora? B 3a-
BUCHUMOCTH OT 06béMa BTOPIKEHUST MMOTYyYaeM TIPH-
BKyC — 3amax — BOHb. JTO BCE J[€JI0 MOJIEKYJ,
H, TIOXOJKe€, CYACThE €CTh MHT, KOT/[A CTATKABAEIbCS
C BJIEMEHTaMH TBOETO COOCTBEHHOTO COCTaBa B CBO-
60H0M coctostauH. Ty T UX, aBCOMOTHO CBOOO/IHBIX,
XBaTajlo, ¥ s MOYYBCTBOBAJ, YTO MIATHYJ B c00-
CTBEHHBII TOPTPET, BHIMIOJTHEHHbIH U3 XOJOJIHOTO
BO3/yXa.

Bech 3aiHuK GBI B TEMHBIX CHIYITaX KyIOJIOB
¥ KPOBEJIb; MOCT HaBHCAJI HaJl YePHBIM H3THOOM BOJI-
HOIT Macchl, oba KOHIIa KOTOpoit obpesana Gecko-
HeYHOCTh. HOUbI0 B HE3HAKOMBIX Kpasix GeckoHed-
HOCTh HauYMHAETCS C TMocaeHero ¢hoHapsi, U 371eCh
oH ObLT B IBajIIIaTH MeTpax. boLio ouens THxo0. Bpe-
MST OT BpEMEHH TYCKJIO OCBETIIEHHbIE MOTOPKH TIPO-
MOJI3aJTH B TY WJIH JPYTYIO CTOPOHY, Ap00sST BUHTA-
MU oTpaxkeHHe orpoMHOro HeoHoBoro CINZANO,
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trying to settle on the black oilcloth of the wa-
ter’s surface. Long before it succeeded, the silence
would be restored.

It all felt like arriving in the provinces, in some
unknown, insignificant spot—possibly one’s own
birthplace—after years of absence. In no small de-
gree did this sensation owe to my own anonym-
ity, to the incongruity of a lone figure on the
steps of the stazione: an easy target for oblivion.
Also, it was a winter night. And T remembered
the opening line of one of Umberto Saba’s po-
ems that I'd translated long before, in a previ-
ous incarnation, into Russian: “In the depths
of the wild Adriatic...” In the depths, I thought,
in the boondocks, in a lost corner of the wild
Adpriatic... Had I simply turned around, I'd have
seen the stazione in all its rectangular splendor
of neon and urbanity, seen block letters saying
VENEZIA. Yet I didn’t. The sky was full of win-
ter stars, the way it often is in the provinces. At
any point, it seemed, a dog could bark in the
distance, or else you might hear a rooster. With
my eyes shut I beheld a tuft of freezing sea-
weed splayed against a wet, perhaps ice-glazed
rock somewhere in the universe, oblivious to its
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IBITABIIETOCA CHOBaA PpPacCIIOJMOXHUTLCA Ha qepHoﬁ
KJIe€EHKe BO/IbI. Tummuna BO3Bpallagacb ropasiao
PaHbIIlE, YEM €MY 3TO Y/1aBaJIOCh.

Bce ornaBano npuesgom B mpoBuHIMIO — B Ka-
Koe-HHOy/Ib HE3HAKOMOE, 3aXO0JYCTHOE MECTO —
BO3MOJYKHO, K cebe Ha POJUHY, TOCJTE€ MHOTOJET-
Hero otrcyTcTBusa. He B mocienHiolo ouyepesib aTO
006BSICHSLIOCh MO€if aHOHMMHOCTBIO, HEYMECTHO-
CThIO CTOAIEeN Ha CTyHeHfAX stazione OJWHOKOMN
dburypst: ynobHoit 151 3a6Benust mutnenu. K Tomy
e ObLia 3UMHSS HOYb. U S BCIIOMHWJ TIEPBYIO
CTPOYKY cTHXOTBOpeHust YMbepro Cabbi, KoTOpOE
KOT/Ia-TO JIaBHO, B IpeJIBIAYIeM BOIJONIEHUH,
MEPEBOJIUT Ha pycckuil: «B riybune Axpuatukn
NMUKO#...» B raybune, myman s, B raymu, B 3a0bI-
TOM YTy AuKoil AnpuaTtuku... CTOMIIO TUIID OIS~
HyTbCsI, YTOOBI YBUIAThH Stazione BO BCEM ee Mpsi-
MOYTOJIbHOM 6JiecKe HeOHa W TOPOJCKOTO IIHKa,
yBuaaTh nevyatubie OykBoi: VENEZIA. Ho s we
ormsiibiBanicsi, Hebo 6bUTO TOHO 3UMHHX 3Be3[I,
Kak yacto 6GeiBaeT B mpoBuHimu, Kazamocs, B Jio-
6y10 MUHYTY BJajld MOT 3a/asiTh T€C, HE MUCKJIO-
yajicsl U MeTyX. 3akphlB T71asa, 5 NpeJCTaBUl ce-
6e Iy40K XOJIOMHBIX BOAOPOCIEH, pacijiacTaHHbINA
Ha MOKPOM, BO3MOXHO — oOOJiefleHeBIIeM, KaMHe
T7le-TO BO BCEJIEHHOM, 6Ge3pas3inyHblii K TOMy —
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location. I was that rock, and my left palm was
that splayed tuft of seaweed. Presently a large,
flat boat, something of a cross between a sardine
can and a sandwich, emerged out of nowhere
and with a thud nudged the stazione’s landing.
A handful of people pushed ashore and raced
past me up the stairs into the terminal. Then I
saw the only person I knew in that city; the
sight was fabulous.

I had seen it for the first time several years
before, in that same previous incarnation: in
Russia. The sight had come there in the guise of
a Slavicist, a Mayakovsky scholar, to be precise.
That nearly disqualified the sight as a subject
of interest in the eyes of the coterie to which
I belonged. That it didn’t was the measure of
her visual properties. Five foot ten, fine-boned,
long-legged, narrow-faced, with chestnut hair
and hazel, almond-shaped eyes, with passable
Russian on those wonderfully shaped lips and
a blinding smile on the same, superbly dressed
in paper-light suede and matching silks, redo-
lent of mesmerizing, unknown to us, perfume,
the sight was easily the most elegant female
ever to set a mind-boggling foot in our midst.
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rie. Kamuem 65601 Kak GbI 51, Iy 9KOM BOZOPOCTIEi —
Mos JleBasl KUCTh. 3aTeM HUOTKY/la BO3HMKJIA IIU-
pokasi KpbiTasi Oapka, MOMeCh KOHCEPBHOW GaH-
ki u Oyrepbposia, W TIyX0 TKHYJach B IPUYAT
stazione. TopcTka maccakupoB BeiGexkana Ha Ge-
per U ycTpeMuiach MMUMO MeHS K Bok3amy. TyT
s YBUJleJl eIJMHCTBEHHOe YesloBeYecKoe CyIIecTBO,
KOTOpO€ 3HaJl B 9TOM ropojie; KapTuHa 6Gblia cka-
30uHas.

Bnemee s ee YBUJIeJI HECKOJIBKO JIET Ha3aJl, B TOM
camMoM TipefpiiynieM Borsomenuu: B Poccuu. To-
I71a KapTUHA ABUJIACH B O0JIMKE CIaBUCTKH, TOUHEE,
crieruanuctku o Maskosckomy. [locienee uyTh
He 3aY4epKHYJI0 KapTHHY Kak OOBEeKT WHTepeca
B IJjla3ax Moeili koMmmnaHuu. YTo 3TOrO He CIy-
4HII0Ch, OBLIO MEpOi ee 06O3PUMBIX JIOCTOMHCTB.
180 cM, TOHKOKOCTHas, JJIMHHOHOTas, Y3KOJIUIAs,
C KalITaHOBOIT TPUBOI M KapUMU MWHJIAJIEBUIHBI-
MW TJla3aMi, C IPUJTUYHBIM PYCCKUM Ha (haHTac-
TUYECKUX OUYepTaHWi yCTaX M C OCJeNuTeJIbHON
yIBIOKO# TaM JKe, B TIOTPsICAIONIEN, TIJIOTHOCTH Ta-
MUPOCHON Gymaru, 3aMIiie U 4yJKax B TOH, THITHO-
THYECKH OJaroyxasinasi HE3HAKOMBIMH J[yXaMH, —
KapTHHa Obl1a, GecCropHO, CaMbIM 3JIETAaHTHBIM
CYIIECTBOM JKEHCKOTO I10J1a, yMOIIOMpaunTeIbHas
HOTa KOTOPOTO KOT[a-nubo CTymana B Hall KpPYT.
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