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Once again | find myself in front of the shn@dinting in a simple
frame. Tomorrow morning | leave for the villageddrgaze long and
intently at the canvas, as if it can give me a wafrddvice for the
journey ahead.

It has never been exhibited. Moreover, whedatives from home
come to visit, | make sure it is out of sight. Ténex nothing to be
ashamed of, though it is not really a work of Hris as plain as the
earth depicted in it.

The background is a patch of bleak autumnvaily the wind
chasing fast-moving skewbald clouds over the fanm@in range. The
russet wormwood-covered steppe, a road black amg diem the
recent rains, and the dry broken bushes of nedalés growding at the
roadside form the foreground. The footprints of twavellers follow a
washed-out dirt road. Their tracks appear evetdaims the road
dwindles in the distance. It seems that if theyantertake another step,
they would disappear behind the frame. One of theRtlowever, I'm
forestalling events.

It all happened when | was still a boy. Itswhe third year of war.
Somewhere far away, at Kursk and Orel, our fathadsbrothers
battled the enemy, while we, lads of fifteen, waklom the collective
farm. Our skinny young shoulders had to carry thiedrunt of a
grown man's job. Harvest time was the hardestlof\&¢ were away
from home for weeks on end, spending our days agtdsin the field,
at the threshing-floor, or on the road to the raywvgtation, delivering
the grain.

Driving my empty trap back fm the station on one such scorch



day, when our scythes seemed red-hot from reapdegided to stop
off at home.

At the very end of the street, on a hilloglanthe ford, are two
houses with a stout adobe wall around them angaallars growing
beyond the wall. These are our houses. For marrg yea families
have lived side by side. | was from the Big Hougd®ad two brothers,
both older than I, both bachelors, both away, afithnt, and there had
been no word from either for it long time.

My father was an old carpenter. After, sayigymourning prayer
at dawn he went to work in the carpentry shop endbmmon yard,
where he stayed till late in the evening.

My mother and little sister remained at home.

Our close relatives lived in the neighbouryagd, known to the
villagers as the Small House. Our great-grandfatbegreat-great-
grandfathers were brothers, but | call them cletstives because we
lived as one family. It had been so since the onepeople had been
nomads, when our great-grandfathers used to basak and round up
their cattle together. We kept this tradition alivéhen our village was
collectivised, our, fathers built their houses digleside. Actually, we
were all fellowtribesmen--the whole of Aralskayaest, stretching the
length of the village to the river, was inhabitgddur kinsfolk.

Soon after we joined the collective farm, thaster of the Small
House died, leaving a widow and two small sons.ofding to the old
custom of tribal law which was still adhered tdhe village at the
time, it was forbidden to let a widow who had steeve the tribe, and
it was therefore agreed that my father should miaery His duty to the
spirits of his ancestors compelled him to do tfushe was the
deceased man's closest relative.

That is how we came to have a second farfillg. Small House
was considered an independent household with itsgraunds and its
own cattle, but, actually, we lived together.

The Small House had also sent two sons offaio The eldest,
Sadyk, had left soon after he married. We recelettdrs from them,
though they were few and far between.

Thus there remained in the Small House thi#nenpwhom | called
kichine-younger mother--and her daughter-in-law, Sadyifs. Both
worked on the collective farm from morning till hig My younger
mother was kind, complacent and mild-temperedksipe up with the
younger women in everything, be it in digging thrggation ditches or
in watering the fields. Fate had rewarded her aittard-working



daughter-in-law. Jamila was a good match for hethemein-law; she
was indefatigable and nimble, though of a veryeddht temperament.

| loved Jamila dearly. And she loved me. Waengreat friends,
yet we did not dare call each other by our firshaa. Had we been
from different families, | would have certainly & her Jamila.
However, since she was the wife of my eldest brothgad to call her
djene,while she, in turn, called ntachine bala-little boy--though |
was far from little and there was a very smallaténce in our ages.
Such was the custom of our villages: daughtersamdalled their
husband's younger brothedishine bala.

My mother managed both households. My Igitter, a funny girl
with braids tied with strings, helped her. | shredlver forget how hard
she worked during those difficult years. It was sl took the lambs
and calves of both houses to pasture; it was sloegathered dung and
dry branches, to always have a supply of fuel ettbuse. It was she,
my snub-nosed little sister, who brightened my radghdays of
loneliness, distracting her from the gloomy thosgither sons who
were missing in action.

Our large family owed the prevailing spiritamncord and plenty
to my mother's efforts. She was the full-fledgedtmaiss of both
houses, the keeper of the home. She had comeémfarnily of our
nomad grandfathers as a young girl and had alwesered their
memory, ruling the families justly. The wisdom,rfaass and efficiency
with which she ran her home gave her a positiocoasequence in the
village. At home Mother was in charge of everythiimg tell the truth,
our fellow-villagers never considered my father tlead of the family.
They would often say: "Ah, don't go to thstaka(that is our term of
respect for a craftsman), all he knows about isskés Their Eldest
Mother is in charge of everything. You'll make ouich better by
going to her."

Despite my young years, | had a say in owskbold .affairs,
which was admissible only because my elder brothadsgone off to
war. More often in jest, but sometimes quite sesiypu was called
"the supporter of the two families", the protecaod bread-winner. |
was proud of this and felt a deep sense of respiiihsiBesides, my
mother encouraged this feeling of responsibilitye Svanted me to
become a good farmer, smart and ambitious, notralik@my father,
who spent his days planing and sawing away ins#en

Well then, | pulled my trap up in the shadl@ avillow, loosened
the traces and, heading towards the yard, spiedn@at our



teamleader. He was on horseback with his crutchtti¢he saddle as
always. My mother stood beside him. They were aiguAs | came
closer, | heard my mother say:

"Never! Is there no fear of Allah in you? Wéeer heard of a
woman delivering sacks of grain in a trap? No, mgadjman, you
leave my daughter-in-law out of this, let her waskshe's been
working. | never see the light of day as it is. outo keep house in
two houses! It's a good thing my daughter's bigughdo help now. |
haven't been able to straighten out for a weekbatk hurts so. It's as
if I've been making felt. And look at the corn, ity on the stalks
without water!" she spoke heatedly while tucking &nd of her turban
under her collar, a sign that she was angry.

"Can't you understand?" Orozmat cried in desps he lurched
forward. "Do you think I'd ever come to ask youi lifad a leg instead
of this stump? Why, I'd toss the sacks in the tnggelf and whip on
the horses like | used to! | know it's not a woregob, but where am |
to get the men? That's why we've decided to askdltkers' wives.
You don't want to let your daughter-in-law go, baan't get the farm
chairman off my neck. The soldiers need bread vegice disrupting
the plan. Can't you understand that?"

| came up to them, dragging my whip alonggheund. When the
teamleader noticed me, he beamed, apparently disuakhought.

"Well, if you're so concerned about your daegin-law, her
kichine balahere won't let anyone get fresh with her." And biafed
to me happily. "Have no fear! Seit is a fine lats boys like him, our
real bread-winners, who always see us through."

My mother did not hear him out.

"My goodness, just look at yourself, you tpdirshe wailed,
pointing to me. "And your hair is as long as a mafeur father's a
fine one--he can't even find time to shave hissshead."

"Well, then, let the boy rest at home with parents today and
have his head shaved," Orozmat said in tone witmoither. "Seit,
you stay here today, feed your horses, and tomomoming we'll
give Jamila a trap. You'll work together. But migdu'll be
responsible for her! Now, don't worttyaibiche,Seit will take good
care of her. What's more, I'll send Daniyar aloriidpthem. You know
him, he's a harmless fellow, the one who was jastabilised. The
three of them can deliver the grain to the statmd then who'll ever
dare approach your daughter-in-law? Am | right? Ywwayousay,
Seit? We want to make Jamila a driver, but yournaowon't hear of



it. Youtry to persuade her."

| was flattered by Orozmat's praise and leyfétet that he had
consulted me as he would a grown man. Besidesnkuately
visualised how nice it would be to drive to theistawith Jamilla.
Putting on a very grave look, | said to my mother:

"Nothing'll happen to her, there are no welaong the way."

And, casually spitting through my teeth likeegular driver, |
sauntered off with an air of importance, draggimg whip behind me.

“Listen to him!" my mother cried in surprisghe,seemed somehow
pleased, but immediately added in an angry voidéhat do you know
about wolves, you wise acre!"

"Well, who should know if not he--he's thgoparter of the two
families, and you can be proud of him!" Orozmatséearing lest my
mother turn stubborn again.

But my mother did not object. She suddenbkéa tired and said,
sighing deeply:

"He's far from that. He's still a child, mwen so, he's at work day
and night. Allah alone knows where our déggits are. Our houses
have become as empty as forsaken camps.

| was now beyond earshot, so my mother's\otilg words were
lost on me. | lashed at the corner of the houssingpa cloud of dust,
and strutted towards the door without even retgrmny sister's smile.
She was making dung cakes for fuel in the yarghpsitey them against
her palms. At the entrance | squatted and slowlshed my hands,
pouring the water from a pitcher. Then | enteredrtitom, drank a cup
of sour milk and set a second cup on the windolyesiimbling a
chunk of bread into it.

My mother and Orozmat were still in the yatty were no longer
arguing, but were talking calmly in soft voices.€Jhmust have been
speaking of my brothers. My mother kept wiping @ges with her
sleeve, nodding her head absently at his wordszr@abwas
apparently consoling her. My mother looked off ittie distance and
over the tree-tops, as if her clouded gaze wouhdecapon her sons
there.

Preoccupied with her sad thought, she seaembdve finally
agreed to Orozmat's suggestion. He was pleasevisghachieved his
aim, whipped his horse and trotted out of the yard.

Needless to say, neither my mother nor | #treew what all this
would lead to.

| had no doubt that Jamila would be ableandhie a two-horse



trap. She was a good horsewoman, for she was tightéa of a horse-
breeder from the mountain village of Bakair. Oud@awas also a
horse-breeder. It was said that at the spring raee®uld not overtake
Jamila. Perhaps that was so, but they said thext thfat the insulted
Sadyk had kidnapped her. Others, however, saidstalove match.
Be that as it may, they had only been marrieddar months. Then
war broke out and Sadyk was called up.

| don't know why--perhaps it was because ldah@d herded horses
with her father from childhood on, for she wasdmdy child, both son
and daughter to him--but there was something memir her, a
sharpness and at times even rudeness, and shedwaskas doggedly
as a man would. She got along well with the othemen, but if they
criticised her undeservedly she would never lettiget the better of
her; there were even times when she had pullechanotoman's hair
in anger.

The neighbours would come to complain:

"What kind of a daughter-in-law do you ha@¥&'s only just come
to live with you, and her tongue's already a nolegll No respect and
no modesty!"

"I'm glad she's like that!" my mother wouldsaver. "Our daughter-
in-law tells a person the truth right to his fa€kat's better than being
two-faced. Your daughters pretend they're sweetigh their
sweetness is like a rotten egg: nice and smoothenutside, but you
have to hold your nose if you look inside."

My father and my younger mother were nevestast and exacting
towards Jamila as a mother- and father-in-law shbel They were
good to her and loved her and their one wish waissthe be faithful to
Allah and to her husband.

| understood them. Having seen four sonsooiar, they found
consolation in Jamila, the only daughter-in-lavitad two houses, and
that is why they were so concerned with her weilkipeBut | could not
understand my own mother. She was not a persorcadid simply
extend her love to someone. My mother was domingemd harsh by
nature. She lived according to her own set of ral@was never
untrue to them. For instance, with the coming oingpshe never failed
to pitch the old nomad's tent my father had madesryouth and to
burn juniper branches in it. She brought us upetdd@rdworking, to
respect our elders and demanded absolute obedrencevery
member of the family.

From the very first Jamila had not been #wepted kind of



daughter-in-law. True enough, she respected herslhd obeyed
them, but she never shrank before them. True, idashee whisper
maliciously behind their backs, as other young titerg-in-law did.
She always said what she thought and was neved &fraxpress her
opinions. My mother often supported her and agveédher, but she
always had the last say.

| believed that she regarded Jamila, withfreerkness and fairness,
as an equal to herself and secretly dreamed of saypnenaking her as
powerful a mistress artghibiche-the keeper of the home--as she
herself.

"Praise Allah, my daughter, that you have eamto such a well-
knit and blessed family," my mother would repedtadt's your luck. A
woman's happiness lies in bearing children anddivin a house of
plenty. Allah be praised, you will have everythihgt we old people
have acquired: we won't take it with us, you knBwt happiness is the
lot of those who keep their honour and conscieteanc Remember
this and take care!"

However, there was something about Jamilaltbidered her two
mothers-in-law: she was too high-spirited. It wasfahe were still a
child. She would suddenly burst out laughing loualthyg happily for no
reason at all. And when she returned from workegd of walking
sedately, she would dash into the yard, leaping theeirrigation ditch.
Then, for no apparent reason, she would begin hggand kissing
first one mother-in-law and then the other.

Jamila loved to sing. She was always hummomething,
unembarrassed by the presence of her elders. Gibyjdhis was not
in keeping with our set village conception of aglater-in-law's
behaviour. But both mothers-in-law consoled thexmeseby saying
that Jamila would settle down in time, for hadnéyt all been like that
when they were young? As far as | was concernede tivas no one
better than Jamila in the whole world. We had ¢dtkin together,
chasing each other round the yard and laughindaarghing.

Jamila was very pretty. She was well buitl graceful, with
straight hair braided in two tight and heavy plastse tied her white
kerchief at an angle of her forehead; it was vegadming this way and
striking against her dark complexion. When she emiher black
almond eyes lit up mischievously, and when she anigdoroke into
one of the naughty village ditties, her lovely epesame as naughty.

| often noticed that the younggits, and especially men back from
the fighting lines, were much taken by her. Jami@ays enjoyed a



joke, but she was quick to check anyone who tdmdsiies.
Nevertheless, | always resented this. | was jeadblrer, as younger
brothers are jealous of their sisters, and if laeat a young man near
her, | did my best to interfere. | would bristleddook at him with
hatred, as if to say: "Watch your step. She's noyher's wife, and
don't think there's no one to protect her!"

At such moments | would butt into the conaéion with
exaggerated familiarity in an effort to ridiculeriseitors. Failing to do
so, | would lose my self-control, ruffle my feateend retreat in a
huff.

The young men would burst out laughing:

"Just look at him! Why, she must be dhisne.lsn't that something!
Why, we'd never have guessed it!"

| tried to control myself, but would feel regrs burning
treacherously, while tears of hurt sprang to mysefeit Jamila, my
djene understood me. Holding back the laughter thathvinbling up
inside of her and assuming a serious expressienyshld ask saucily:

"And do you think that djeneis to be had for the asking? Maybe
that's how it is where you come from, but not h€eine onkichine
bala, we won't pay any attention to them!" And, showirigbefore the
young men, Jamila would throw back her head arrbgashrug in
defiance, and smile to herself as we walked ofétoegr.

There was both annoyance and pleasure irsthis¢. Perhaps she
was thinking: "Silly boy! If ever | wish, do youittk anyone will be
able to hold me back? The whole family could spyv@) but I'd still
do as | please!" At such times | was contritelgsil Yes, | was jealous
of .Jamila, | worshipped her, | was proud that\wias mydjene, Iwas
proud of her beauty and her independent, recklagse We were the
best of friends and had no secrets from each other.

During the war years there were very few mednn the village.
Taking advantage of this, some youths behaved mstdently,
treating the women with scorn, as if to say: "Wileyher with them, if
all you have to do is wag a finger to have anyame want come
running?"

Once at haying, Osmon, our distant relatbegjan to get fresh with
Jamila. He was one of those who thought no womarfdaesist him.
Jamila pushed his hand away angrily and rose framgtound where
she had been resting in the shade of a haystack.

"Leave me alone!" she said dismally and tdraway. "Though
what can one expect from young stallions like you!"



Osmon lay sprawled beneath the haystacknaist lips curled
back scornfully.

"A cat will always scorn the meat that's hiaggoo high. Why are
you playing hard-to-get? I'll bet you're only tcager, so why be high
and mighty about it?"

Jamila spun round.

"Maybe | am! But that's our lot, and you'rfoal if you can think
of nothing better to do than laugh. I'll be a setdi grass widow for a
hundred years and still won't ever want to spitranlikes of you--you
sicken me! If not for the war, I'd like to see wdheven look at you!"

"That's what | say! It's wartime, and youweng crazy here
without your husband's whip!" Osmon smirked. "Ahyau weremy
woman, you'd talk differently."

Jamila was about to jJump at him, but she satfling, realising
that he was not worth quarrelling with. Her looksafall of hatred.
Then, spitting in disgust, she picked up her padheand stalked off.

| was on a wagon behind the haystack. Whemldasaw me, she
turned away sharply, understanding the state lizvddelt as though I,
and not she, had been insulted, | had been disfyraoeproached her,
distressed.

"Why do you have anything to do with suchge® Why do you
even talk to them?"

Jamila was as black as a cloud the resteofilly. She did not speak
to me and did not laugh as always. When | drovenidgon up to her,
she swung her pitchfork into a stack, lifted it aadried it ahead of
her, hiding her face in order to prevent me fromaing of the terrible
hurt she was concealing. She would thrust the stackhe wagon and
hurry back for another. The wagon filled up quickdg | drove off, |
turned back and saw her, lost in thought, leangjgaledly on the fork
handle. Then, with a start, she resumed her work.

After we had loaded the last wagon, Jamdadiooking at the
sunset for a long while, seeking to have forgo&eerything else in the
world. There, beyond the river, at the very edgthefKazakh steppe,
the languid harvest sun blazed like the mouth lmiirmingtandyr. It
was sinking slowly beyond the horizon, touchingltiese clouds with
crimson and casting its last rays on the purplepsealready shaded in
the dells with the blue of early twilight. Jamitzoked at the sunset,
enraptured, as if she were witnessing a miracle f&te was aglow
with tenderness, her parted lips smiled gentlg akchild's. And then,
as if in answer to the unspoken reproaches stifieatip of my tongue,



she turned and said, continuing our conversatigit, \aere:

"Don't think about hinkichine baladon't pay any attention to
him! He isn't worth it." Jamila fell silent, watcatyg the fading edge of
the sun. Then, with a sign, she continued thouditftHow can such
as Osmon know what's in a person's soul? No on&ream that.
Perhaps there isn't one such a man in the whollelWor

While | was turning the horses round, Jamalaoff to a group of
women, and | could hear their happy, ringing vaideis difficult to
explain the change that came over her--perhapsutiiget had put her
mind at ease, or perhaps she felt happy afteraifs evork. | sat high
on the hay wagon and looked at Jamila. She torevhiée kerchief
from her head and dashed after her girlfriend actios mowed field,
her arms flung far apart, the wind flapping the hedfrher dress.
Suddenly | felt sad no longer. "Why think of siid Osmon!"

"Giddyap!" | cried, whipping the horses.

That day | followed the team-leader's adand waited for my
father to come home and shave my head. Meanwtskg,down to
answer my brother Sadyk's letter. Even in thisdlveere unwritten
laws: my brothers addressed their letters to nyefathe village
postman gave them to my mother, while it was my doread and
answer them. Before even opening the letter, | keeactly what
Sadyk had written, since his letters were as asg&&mbs in a flock.
Sadyk always began with wishing good health toaalt] then went on
to say: "I'm sending this letter by mail to my telas living in the
sweet-smelling, blossoming land of Talas: to myriydaeloved,
highly esteemed father Djolchubai. . . ." Then hereerated my
mother, his mother and all the rest of us in stirder. There followed
the indispensable questions about the health aficbeiag of all the
aksakals obur tribe and our close relatives, and only invey end,
as if in haste, Sadyk would add: "And give my reigao my wife
Jamila."

Naturally, when one's father and mother iared, when the
village is full ofaksakalsand close relatives, it is out of the question
and even improper to mention one's wife first,ag sothing of
addressing a letter to her. Not only Sadyk, butyeself-respecting
man was of the same opinion. This was never questiat was an
established custom, and, far from being a topidfscussion, we
never even stopped to wonder whether it was righbt After all,



each letter was such a long-awaited and happy event

My mother would make me read the letter ssvianes. Then,
with pious devotion, she would take the sheet pepan her work-
hardened hands, holding it as awkwardly as if tengebird ready to
fly away, and with difficulty her stiff fingers wad finally fold the
letter into a triangle.

"Ah, my dear ones, we shall preserve youetstlike a talisman!"
she would say in a voice quivering with tears. ‘ds&s how his father
and mother and relatives are. What ever can hajogpesiA\Ve'reat
home, in our native village! But how are you theda8t send us a
single word saying that you're alive. That's ak, don't need anything
more than that."

My mother would gaze at the triangle for agavhile. Then she
would put it in a little leather pouch togetheriwihe other letters and
lock it away in the trunk.

If Jamila happened to be home at the time v&dis permitted to
read the letter. | noticed that she always blustseshe picked up the
triangle. She scanned the lines greedily, but agedd on, her
shoulders sagged and the fire slowly drained fremcheeks.
Frowning and leaving the last lines unread, sheldvaiurn the letter
to my mother with such cold indifference that ies®d she was
merely returning something she had borrowed.

My mother apparently understood her daugintéaw in her own
way and tried to cheer her:

"What's the matter?" she would say, lockimgtrunk. "Look how
depressed you are, instead of being happy! Do lyiol {your
husband's the only one who's gone away to be &spldou're not the
only one in trouble. The whole nation is bleedivigu should bear up
with the rest. Do you think there are girls whoréreonely and don't
miss their husbands? Be lonely if you like, but'ttat it show, keep
your feelings to yourself."

Jamila said nothing, but her sad and stubbrpnession seemed to
say: "Oh, Mother, you don't understand a thing!"

This time, as before, Sadyk's letter wasrpasted "Saratov". He
was in a hospital there. Sadyk wrote that with WBahelp he would be
home by autumn. He had written of this before aeduere all looking
forward eagerly to the coming reunion.

In the end, | did not remain at home that, day went to the
threshing-floor where | usually slept at nightobk the horses to graze
in a meadow of lucerne and hobbled them. The clzairof the



collective farm did not permit us to let our catji@ze in the lucerne,
but | violated this rule, because | wanted my hetsebe well-fed. |
knew of a secluded spot in the dell and, besidesne would notice
anything at night. This time, when | unhitched tioeses and led them
to the meadow, | saw that someone had alreadyoputiorses out to
pasture there. | was indignant. After all, | was thaster of a two-
horse trap and this gave me the right to be indign&ithout a
moment's hesitation, | decided to chase off thengte horses and teach
the scoundrel who had infringed upon my territoigsson. Suddenly,
| recognised two of Daniyar's horses. He was thg same fellow
whom the team-leader had spoken of that day. $ia@nd | were to
work together beginning next morning, | left hig$es alone and
returned to the threshing-floor.

| found Daniyar there. He had just finish@thg the wheels of his
trap and was now tightening the spokes.

"Daniyar, are those your horses in the delEsSked. He turned his
head slowly.

"Two are."

"What about the other pair?"

"That's what's-her-name's, Jamila's horsém M/she, your
djene?"

"Yes."

"The team-leader himself left them here asiced me to keep an
eye on them."

What luck that | hadn't chased them away!

Night fell, and the evening breeze from theuntains settled
down. Everything was still at the threshing-floDaniyar lay down
beside me under a stack of straw, but a short vdi#e he rose and
walked over to the river. He stopped at the edgbehigh bank and
remained standing there with his back to me, hislkdoehind him and
his head tilted to one side. His long, angular bgualyed out sharply in
the soft moonlight, as if roughly-hewn. It was lagugh he was
listening intently to the sounds of the water om ithpids, so clear and
distinct in the night. Perhaps he was listeningadonds and
whisperings | could not hear. "l bet he's decidedend the night on
the bank again!" | thought and smirked.

Daniyar was a newcomer to our village. Ongalboy had come
running to the field, shouting that a wounded salevas in the village
but that he did not know who he was or where hefvgas. The
excitement that followed! When someone returnethftbe front every



last person would run to have a look at the newalrrito shake his
hand and ask him if he had seen any relativessdo the latest news.
This time the shouting was indescribable. Eachveoredered:
"Perhaps our brother's returned, or maybe an ir**lavke mowers all
raced back to the village to see who the man was.

Daniyar, we were to learn, really belongeduo village. They said
he had been left an orphan while still a child had been passed from
house to house for about three years until he inatlyf gone to live
with the Kazakhs in the Chakmak Steppe, sincedbadives on his
mother's side were Kazakhs. The boy had no cldagams in our
village to claim him, and soon he was forgotten.eéWkhey asked him
how he had lived after he had left his native géaDaniyar answered
evasively, but it was clear he had had his shaseabw and had
drunk full the orphan's bitter cup. Life had chaked like a rolling
stone. For a long time he had herded sheep inlla&rGak salt
marshes; when he was older he had dug canals deset, worked on
the new state cotton farms and in the Angren mmees Tashkent,
from where he had finally been called up.

The people approved of Daniyar coming badkisanative village.
They said: "No matter how much he's wandered angi places, he's
finally returned, and that means it's his faterialdwater from his
native spring. He hasn't forgotten his languagespaadks well, though
he uses Kazakh words at times."

"Tulpar will find his own herd even if it's at the otherdeof the
world. A person's native land and people are alvedysest to his
heart. Good for you to have come back. We're pteas®l so are the
spirits of your ancestors. With Allah's help, wéitish off the
Germans and live in peace again, and you'll hehaendy like
everyone else, and the smoke will rise from youn dxarth, too!" the
old aksakalssaid.

In tracing back Daniyar's ancestry, they aeiieed his kin. Thus, a
new "relative"--Daniyar--appeared in our village.

Then Orozmat brought this tall, stoop-shorddelimping soldier
to the field. With his greatcoat thrown over hisgller he walked
quickly, trying not to fall behind Orozmat's smpéices. Next to tall
Daniyar, our short and bouncing team-leader rentingeof a restless
river snipe. The boys laughed to see them sidaedey s

Daniyar's wound had not yet healed and lgisMas still stiff; that
meant he couldn't be a mower. He was appointeghio the mowing
machines with us boys. To tell the truth, we ditik& him. First of all,



we didn't like his reserve. Daniyar said veryditthnd if he did, one
had the feeling that he was thinking of somethilsg éhat had nothing
to do with what he was saying, that he was takewitiphis own
thoughts. You never knew whether he saw you orthotygh he was
looking straight at you with his thoughtful, dreaeyes.

"Poor fellow, he can't come to himself afteing at the front!"
they said.

Strangest of all, considering this constéatiesof reverie, Daniyar
worked quickly and skilfully, and at first glanceewould take him
for a genial and frank sort of person. Perhapsihigppy childhood
had taught him to conceal his thoughts and emotaodshad made him
so reserved. Quite possibly.

Daniyar's thin lips with the hard lines at torners of his mouth
were always pressed tightly together, his eyes w@&deand grave, and
only his quick eyebrows gave life to his drawrediface. At times he
would suddenly grow alert, as though hearing somegtimaudible to
us, and then his eyebrows would shoot up and leis epuld burn
with a strange fire. A smile of joy would linger brs face for a long
while after. We all thought this very strange; lael lother peculiarities
as well. In the evenings we would unhitch our hemed gather by the
tent, waiting for the cook to prepare our suppat,aniyar would
climb the look-out hill and stay there till dark.

"What's he doing there, standing guard oretbmg?" we'd laugh.

Once, to satisfy my curiosity, | followed hup the hill. There was
nothing extraordinary there. The steppe, lilada twilight, stretched
to the mountain range on the far horizon. The ddirk, fields seemed
to be dissolving slowly in the stiliness.

Daniyar paid no attention to me. He sat hongdiis knees, gazing
thoughtfully into the distance. Once again | fetwas listening
intently to sounds | could not hear. Now and adeiiwould start and
become rigid, his eyes would open wide. Somethiag lothering
him, and | thought that he was about to rise anatlopen his soul,
but not to me--he didn't even notice me--to sometlgreat, vast and
unknown to me. But when | looked at him a mometarladid not
recognise him: Daniyar sat limply and glumly, akefwere merely
resting after the long day's work.

The hayfields of our collective farm lie imetfloodlands of the
Kurkureu River. Near our village the river escafyem a canyon,
rushing down the valley in an unleashed, ragingetdr The time of
haying is the flood-time of the mountain rivers €linuddy, foaming



water would begin to rise towards evening. At maghil would
awaken in the tent from the river's terrible hegwaimd see the stars of
the blue, calm night peeping in; the wind camedld csudden blasts;
the earth slept, and the raging river seemed &dlancing on us
menacingly. Though we were not too near the bankuld sense the
water's closeness and was gripped by an involufeéaryof suddenly
seeing the tent torn down and washed away. My coesralept the
dead sleep of mowers, but | was restless and wgnutnlitside.

Night in the Woodlands of the Kurkureu islbbeautiful and
frightening. The dark shapes of hobbled horsedeaseen here and
there in the meadows. They have had their filhef dewy grass and
now doze warily, snorting softly. Past them, begdime whipped, wet
rose-willows, the Kurkureu rolls its stones alonghva hollow sound.
The restless river fills the night with weird, foersounds.

On nights such as those | always thoughtafifar. He usually
slept in a haystack at the water's edge. Wasrrirael? Didn't the
noise of the river deafen him? Could he actuakgglthere? Why did
he spend his nights alone on the river bank? Wdraefdrew him
there? He was a strange man, a man from anothé&.Wdhere was he
now? | looked around, but could see no one. Th&dbeeteded into
the distance as sloping hills, and the mountaigedoomed in the
darkness. There, on the peaks, all was silencstansl

One would think Daniyar should have madenfigin the village
by then. But he was alone as before, as if he kmavthe meaning of
such words as friendship or enmity, sympathy oyehvthe villages
to be recognised asdfigit one must be able to stand up for himself
and his friends, to do good and at times even ®vikke things in
hand at a feast or a wake on an equal footing akfakalsand then he
will be noticed by the women.

But if a person is like Daniyar and keephitoself, taking no part
in the everyday affairs of the village, then peapik either ignore him
or say condescendingly:

"He does neither good nor evil. The poormisljust stumbles
along, so let him be."

As arule, such a person is the butt ofales or an object of pity.
We youths striving to appear older than we werbgdreated as
equals by the trudjigits, always laughed at Daniyar behind his back,
not daring to do so to his face. We even laughdldeatact that he
himself washed his army shirt in the river. He wbwlash it and then
put it on while it was still damp, for he had nbet



Strangely, though Daniyar appeared mild &sénved, we never
dared to treat him with undue familiarity, and betause he was older
than we were--what were three or four years' diffiee?--and not
because he was harsh or conceited, which at tinmses something
akin to respect. No, there was something unappeddehn his silent,
gloomy thoughtfulness; this held us back, thoughwsee always glad
of an opportunity to make fun of someone.

| believe a certain incident was respondibiteour restrained
attitude towards him. | was a very curious lad aftedn annoyed
people with my endless questions. My great passemto ask the
demobilised soldiers all about the war. When Dantgame to work
with us | kept looking for a chance to find somethout from the
former soldier.

One evening after work we were sitting arothrelcamp-fire,
resting after supper.

"Daniyar, tell us about the war before wetg@sleep,"” | asked.

At first, he said nothing and even seemduktoffended. He gazed
long into the fire and finally raised his headdok at us.

"About the war?" he asked. Then, as if answdris own thoughts,
he added gruffly: "No, it's best you know nothirfighar!”

He turned away, scooped up an armful of dayés, threw them on
the fire and began blowing on them without lookatgis.

Daniyar said no more, but even the few wweslid say made us
realise that war was not a subject one could tadkuaso lightly, that it
was not a bed-time story. The war had dried ircady clot deep in
the man's heart and it was not easy for him tokspéa. | was
ashamed of myself, and never again did | questionatout the war.

However, we quickly forgot that evening, jastquickly as the
village lost interest in Daniyar himself.

Early next morning Daniyar and | brought kigses to the
threshing-floor. Jamila was soon in coming. Spyisgrom afar, she
shouted:

"Hey, kichine balabring my horses over here! Where's the
harness?" And she began to inspect the traps gl@self she had been
a driver all her life, kicking the wheels to se¢hié bushing was in
order.

As we drove up she found our appearance tjulte amusing.
Daniyar's long, lanky legs dangled in a pair ofremausly wide
tarpaulin boots that seemed ready to slip off gtraoment, while |
urged my horse on by kicking my calloused heels itst sides.



"What a fine pair you make!" she said, togsier head gaily. The
next moment she began ordering us about: "Hurryv&é/got to cross
the steppe before the heat sets in!

She took a firm hold of the bridles, led Hueses to the trap and
began hitching them up. She did it too, and onlgeodid she ask me to
show her how to adjust the reins. She took no eafdaniyar, as if
he were not there at all.

Daniyar appeared stunned by her resoluteamtedir, by her self-
confidence. As he stood there pressing his lipsttay tightly, his look
was unfriendly, yet one of concealed admirationlified a sack of
grain from the scales and carried it over to thp tn silence. Jamila
began to scold him:

"Do you think we'll all work by ourselves? Nay friend, that
won't do. Here, give me your hand! What are yourgapt,kichine
bala?Get on the trap and arrange the sacks!"

Jamila grabbed Daniyar's hand. When theydémbia sack on
bended arms the poor fellow blushed from embarrassPAnd then,
each time they carried up a sack, grasping eadr'sthrists tightly,
their heads nearly touching, | saw how terriblyatlease he was, how
nervously he bit his lips, how he tried not to looto Jamila's face.
But it didn't bother her a bit. She seemed nototicce her helper and
joked with the woman at the scales. Then, whenrtps were loaded
and we picked up the reins, she winked slyly amdwéh a laugh.

"Hey, you, what's-your-name! Daniyar? Sinoe ook like a man,
you might as well lead the way!"

Daniyar jerked the reins and was off. "Yowpsoul," | thought.
"Why, to top everything--you're bashful!"

The journey ahead was a long one: fifteeesmiver the steppe,
then through the canyon to the station. The onbdgbing about it
was that the road was a continual downward sloddtamas easy on
the horses.

Our village was situated along the bank efKlurkureu, on a slope
of the Great Mountains. The village with its damrket-tops remains in
sight all the way to the canyon.

We only made one trip a day. We'd leave aartite morning and
reach the station after noon.

The sun beat down mercilessly, and thereswab a crush at the
station that it was difficult to make your way thgh: there were traps
and wagons piled high with sacks that had come &bimver the
valley, there were mules and oxen bringing thadbfrom the far-off



mountain collective farms. They were driven in loy® and soldiers'
wives, black with sunburn, wearing faded clothksirt bare feet
calloused from the stony roads, their lips cradilethey bled from the
heat and the dust.

At the grain elevator was a large slogan:€lg\ear of corn to the
front!" The commotion, jostling and shouting of tthevers in the yard
was indescribable. Close by, behind a low walb@motive was
manoeuvring into position, throwing out tight knofshot steam and
giving off a smell of burnt slag. Trains thundet®d Camels reluctant
to get up from the ground bellowed desperatelyripngpening wide
their saliva-filled months.

The mountains of grain at the receiving statvere piled high
beneath a red-hot iron roof. The sacks had to beedaalong sloping
wooden planks right under the roof. The air was/hi@dth the smell
of grain, and the dust was choking.

"Hey, you! Watch your step!" the receivingeagwith red-rimmed
eyes from lack of sleep shouted from below. "Tddaari up, way up to
the top!" He shook his fist and cursed.

Why was he cursing? We knew where to takentaed we'd get
them there. After all, we had carried the sackmftbe very fields
where women, old men and children had planted theaivand reaped
it, and now, at the height of the harvesting seagwcombine
operator was struggling with the old machine traat long since
outlived its usefulness, where the women's backs aevays bent
over their scorching sickles, where children's Isacatefully collected
each dropped ear of corn.

| still remember how heavy those sacks wiémgas a job for a
powerful man. | trudged onwards, balancing on tiweesking, sagging
boards, a corner of the sack clamped tightly betweg teeth to help
me carry it, to keep from dropping it. My throathied from the dust,
my ribs ached from the weight, and fiery circleaaczd before my
eyes. Many were the times when I'd begin to festyjiknowing there
was no stopping the sack from slipping; my one ¢mwvould be to
let go of it and go tumbling down after it. But thevere others behind
me. They were also carrying sacks, they were ydayg my age or
soldiers' wives who had boys like me. If not foe thiar, who would
ever have permitted them to carry such loads? RadIno right to
retreat when women were doing the same work as 1.

There was Jamila ahead of me; her skirt welseid up above her
knees and | could see the muscles strain on hetihgdan legs, |



could see what a great effort it was for her tgokieer lithe body
steady as she bent under the weight of the saekw8hld sometimes
halt for a second, as if sensing that | was becgweaker with each
successive step.

"Chin upkichine balawe're nearly there!"

But her own voice sounded hollow and lifeless

When we had emptied our sacks and turned, bazkvould see
Daniyar coming up. He limped slightly as he wallkdohg the planks
in a strong, measured step. As we'd come abreastnoDaniyar
would cast a dark and burning look at Jamila. Sbelavstraighten her
tired back and pull down her wrinkled dress. Eactethe looked at
her as if he were seeing her for the first timepillacontinued to
ignore him.

It had become a pattern: depending on hedmgammila either
laughed at him or ignored him completely. We ccagdiding along,
when she'd suddenly shout to me: "Come on, let"'s\Wydh a whoop
and swinging the whip over her head, she'd starhtrses at a gallop.
| would follow. We would overtake Daniyar, smothngyihim in a
heavy cloud of dust which took long to settle om tbad again.
Though this was done in jest, few men would haleréted it. But
Daniyar seemed not to mind. We'd thunder by whilédoked with
unsmiling admiration at the laughing Jamila, stagdrect in the trap.
As | turned back, | would see him gazing at heodlgh the dust. There
was something kind and all-forgiving in his loolety sensed a
stubborn, hidden sadness.

Neither by poking fun at him, nor by ignoringm did she ever
make him lose his temper. It was as if he had vowdxkar it all. At
first | felt sorry for him and often reproached Jiam'Why do you
make fun of himdjene?He's so quiet and meek!"

"Oh!" she would laugh and shrug. "It's alfum, and nothing will
ever happen to such a crab!"

Soon |, too, began to make jokes at his esgpadis strange,
insistent looks worried me. How he stared as sh&tdwa sack on her
back! True enough, amidst the noise, the jostlimdjthe market-place
commotion of the receiving station, with peoplerisearom shouting,
dashing back and forth, Jamila's confident, catedlanovements and
light step, attracted attention, making it seenf ake were somewhere
beyond the confines of the yard.

It was difficult not to stop and look at har.order to take a sack
from the edge of the trap, Jamila would stretclang turn, thrusting



her shoulders forward and throwing her head baekway that bared
her beautiful neck and made her sun-reddened bnaiity touch the
ground. Daniyar would stop, as if to rest, butdyss followed her to
the very door. He surely thought that no one ndtizen, but | saw
everything and disliked what | saw; | even feltuited, for | could
never consider Daniyar worthy of Jamila.

"Just think of it, even he stares at herntivat can you expect
from the others!" | fumed. The childish egoism theot yet outgrown
flared up in terrible jealousy. Children alwaysemistheir loved ones
paying attention to outsiders. Now, instead ofifggtorry for
Daniyar, | disliked him so intensely, | was hapgyan anyone made
fun of him.

However, our jokes once ended quite unfotelgaAmong the
grain sacks there was a huge 280-pound one, mantearde, raw
wool. We usually carried it together, as it wastéar heavy to carry
alone. One day at the threshing-floor we decideguldag a trick on
Daniyar. We dumped this huge sack into his trapaled other sacks
on top of it. On the way, Jamila and | stopped& Russian village
and picked some apples in someone's orchard. Vijbdduall the way
and she threw apples at him. Then, as usual, weomkehim, raising a
cloud of dust. He caught up with us beyond the carat the railroad
crossing, for the barrier was down. From there vexelto the station
together. We had completely forgotten about theetsagk and did not
think about it until we were through unloading. dlamudged me
mischievously and nodded towards Daniyar. He wasdstg in the
trap, looking at the sack with some concern, appbréying to decide
what to do with it. Then he looked round, and whemoticed Jamila
hiding a smile, he blushed, realising what was up.

"Pull your pants up, or you'll lose them br tvay!" Jamila
shouted.

Daniyar looked at us angrily; then, beforehad time to realise
what he was doing, he pulled the sack along thefmoof the trap, set
it on the edge, jumped down and, steadying it wit hand, lowered it
onto his back. He started walking. At first we maadeve there was
nothing so special about what he was doing. Therstbertainly
noticed nothing: there was a man carrying a saaksb was everyone
else. When Daniyar approached the gangway, Jaauight up with
him.

“Let go of the sack, | was just fooling!"

"Go away!" he muttered and stepped onto theks.



"Look, he's carrying it!" Jamila cried, asgnjing to .justify herself.
She was still laughing softly, but her laughterswstrained, it was as if
she were forcing herself to laugh.

We noticed that Daniyar was beginning to limpre markedly.
Why hadn't we thought of that before? To this dagrinot forgive
myself for that foolish prank. It was I, idiot thatvas, who had thought
of it!

"Come back!" Jamila shouted, her strangeH#arcga hollow sound.
But Daniyar could not turn back: there were otlodose behind him.

| can't seem to recall clearly what happeaieet, that. | saw
Daniyar, bent double under the tremendous weigbfidad low, his
teeth sunk into his lip. He trudged on slowly, nmayhis wounded leg
with care. Each new step apparently caused him gaichthat his head
jerked back and he would stop for a second. Thiednige climbed, the
more he swayed. The sack made him stagger. My nveerih dry from
fright and shame. Frozen with fear, every fibrengfbody felt the
weight of his burden and the unbearable pain imognded leg. He
lurched again, jerked his head back and everythivegn before my
eyes; everything went black, the earth moved froihen my feet.

| came to my senses with a start from a dtielgrip on my hand.
| did not immediately recognise Jamila. She waslgite as a sheet,
her pupils were dilated, her lips still twitcheddn her recent laughter.
By then everyone else, including the receiving dgesd rushed to the
foot of the gangway. Daniyar took two more steps.tied to adjust
the sack, and then suddenly began to sink to oee.kKlamila covered
her face.

“Let go! Let go of the sack!" she screamed.

But Daniyar would not let go of it, though ¢®uld have certainly
let it slip over the side, in order not to fell #ebehind him. At the
sound of Jamila's voice, he lurched forward, sht@ged his leg, took
another step, and began to sway again.

“Let go of it, you son-of-a-bitch!" the reegig agent bellowed.

“Let go!" everyone shouted.

Once again Daniyar stood his ground.

"No, he won't let go!" someone whispered wtimviction.

Everyone there, both those behind him anddlbo@low, realised
that he would not let go unless he himself topjoieer together with it.
There was a dead silence. The locomotive beyond/éitievhistled
shrilly.

Daniyar trudged onwards, swaying like ona inance, onwards,



towards the red-hot iron roof, up the sagging beafdhe gangway.
He stopped every two steps to regain his balarateegng his
strength, he continued on up. Those behind fedtép and stopped
when he did. This exhausted them, it drained tflhsirounce of
strength, but no one was angry, no one cursed. ffhdged onwards
with their burdens, as if tied together by an itblesrope, as if they
were treading a dangerous, slippery path, wheréféhef one
depended upon the life of another. There was deshepvy rhythm in
their silence and monotonous swaying. One steghanstep behind
Daniyar, and yet another.

There was just a little left to go, but Daarigwayed again, his
wounded leg would no longer obey him. He wouldaaely fall if he
didn't let go of the sack.

"Run! Support it from behind!" Jamila criemre, stretching forth
her arms helplessly, as if this could somehow hetp

| dashed up the gangway. Elbowing my wayuglopeople and
sacks, | finally reached him. He looked at me framder his arm. The
veins throbbed on his dark, wet forehead, his dbotleyes burned
through me with hate. | wanted to support the $amk behind.

"Go 'way!" he snapped and moved on.

When he finally came panting and limping down, dnsis hung
loosely by his sides. The people parted to let p@ss, but the
receiving agent could not control himself and skdut

"Are you mad? Don't you think I'm human? Dgou think I'd
have let you empty the sack down below? Why dogaruay such
sacks?"

"That's my business," Daniyar answered quietl

He spat to a side and walked towards the trap. d/aat dare raise
our eyes and were ashamed and angry at Daniyaafang taken our
foolish prank so seriously.

We rode in silence all night long. Since thiss Daniyar's natural
state, we couldn't tell whether he was still argrys or whether he
had forgotten the entire incident. But we were ca@rse-stricken and
wretched.

Next morning, as we were loading grain atttireshing-floor,
Jamila grabbed the ill-fated sack, stepped firnmyooe edge, and
ripped it apart.

"Here, take your old rag!" she said, tossirgg the surprised



weigher's feet. "And tell the team-leader not tp gk any more like
it!"

"What's the matter with you? What happened?"

"Nothing!"

All the next day Daniyar behaved as quietigt aalmly as ever, in
no way expressing his feelings, though his limp wase marked, and
especially so when he carried a sack. His old wdadlapparently re-
opened; it was a constant reminder of our guilize\ieless, if he had
laughed or joked, it would have put an end to thers Jamila, too,
pretended that nothing unusual had happened. Admgol) she
laughed as always, but | saw how ill-at-ease she wa

It was late as we journeyed home from theostaDaniyar rode on
ahead. The night was magnificent. Who does not kihese August
nights with their far-off, yet so close, gleamirigrs! There was one
star: it seemed frozen round the edges, its icy sparkled as it looked
down from the dark sky in surprise at the eartlowel gazed at it as
we rode through the canyon. The horses, eager horne, trotted
briskly and gravel crunched under the wheels. Timel\from the
steppe brought the bitter smell of flowering wornoaothe faint
aroma of cooling ripe wheat, and all this, minglimigh the smell of tar
and horses' sweat, made our heads light.

To one side dark briar-covered cliffs hungothe road; to the
other, from far below, from the thicket of rosedawl and young
poplars, the restless Kurkureu rushed on. Now led & train would
thunder over the far bridge; the clatter of its @elsavould trail it long
after it had vanished in the distance.

It was good to ride in the coolness, to wahshmoving backs of
the horses, to listen to the sound of the Augugttreand breathe in its
smells. Jamila rode ahead of me. She had let goeakins and was
looking about as she sang softly. | knew our sieimang heavily on
her. It was impossible to be silent on such a riglwas a night made
for singing.

And she began to sing. Perhaps she sangdeesha was seeking a
way to return the former easy spirit of our relasibip and because she
wanted to dispel her feeling of guilt. She hadhging, mischievous
voice, and she sang the usual village songswitlle my kerchief as
you pass”, and "My beloved has gone far away".Kdleev many songs
and sang them simply and with feeling, making @égslant to listen to
her. Suddenly, she stopped and hailed Daniyar:

"Hey, Daniyar, why don't you sing somethidgen't you a



djigit?"

"You sing, Jamila,” he answered in some csinfuy holding back
his horses. "I'm listening, I'm all ears."

"Don't you think we have ears, too? Nobo#fly'sing you, you
don't have to if you don't want to!" And Jamila badgo sing again.

Who knows why she had asked him to sing! &gsht was just a
whim, or perhaps she wanted to draw him into a emsation? It was
probably the latter, for soon she shouted again:

“Tell me, Daniyar, were you ever in love?"ddshe laughed.

He said nothing. Jamila also fell silent.

"She certainly found the right person to fislka song!" | thought.

The horses slowed down at the little riveat ttrossed the road.
Their hooves clattered over the wet, silvery stokiésen we had
passed the ford, Daniyar whipped his horses andesiigl began to
sing in a strained voice that broke at every bumihe road:

My mountains, my blue-white mountains,

The land of my fathers and grandfathers.

Then he faltered, coughed and sang the nexlines in a deep,
slightly hoarse baritone:

My mountains, my blue-white mountains,

My cradle of life. . .

Here he stopped again, as if frightened Ingezbing, and fell
silent.

| imagined his embarrassment quite vividlpweéver, there was
something deeply moving in this halting, timid smgy and he
probably had a very good voice: it was difficulttelieve that it was
Daniyar.

"Well, well!" | exclaimed.

"Why didn't you ever sing before? Sing! Sasgyoureally can!”
Jamila cried.

It was light ahead, there the canyon endeore&ze was blowing
from the valley. Daniyar began to sing again. Hgameas timidly and
uncertainly as before, but gradually his voice gdimolume, it filled
the canyon, resounding and echoing from the facldfs.

| was most amazed by the passion and fiteeogong. | did not
know what to call it and do not know now; rathecahnot determine
whether it was the voice alone or something biggemething that
came from the soul, something capable of arousiagame emotion



in another, capable of bringing to life one's irmest thoughts.

If | were only able to re-create in some vi@aniyar's song! There
were hardly any words to it, but without wordsavealed a big human
heart. Neither before nor after did | ever heahsasong: it was
neither Kirghiz nor Kazakh, but there was sometlahgoth in it.
Daniyar had combined the best melodies of the elated peoples and
had curiously woven them into a never-to-be-remkptdtern. This
was a song of the mountains and steppes, now gdanthe Kirghiz
mountains, now vast and rolling like the Kazakippts.

As | listened | became more and more amazed:

"So that's what Daniyar is really like! Whowd have ever
believed it?"

We were crossing the steppe along the sefitdm road. Daniyar's
voice soared, ever new melodies followed one amatith astounding
grace. Was he so gifted? What had happened tolhiw# as if he
had been waiting for this day, for this hour to em

And suddenly | understood his strangenessiwmade people
shrug and smile--his dreaminess, his love of sidifunis silences. |
understood why he spent his evenings on the lookitiiand his
nights alone on the river bank, why he was conistéistening to
sounds inaudible to others, and why his eyes wsuitilenly sparkle
and his usually drawn eyebrows twitch. This wags@n who was
deeply in love. And | felt that this was not merkdye for another
person; this was different, it was a tremendous+af life, of the
earth. Yes, he kept this love within himself, is hiusic--it was his
guiding light. An indifferent person could nevewnvbasung as he did,
no matter how great his voice.

When it seemed that the last note had died/aanew, haunting
wave seemed to waken the dozing steppe, andehéstgratefully to
the singer whose dear, native melody was like essarThe ripe,
yellow ash-wheat awaiting harvesting rippled like surface of a lake,
and the first shadows of dawn darted over the.figlchighty regiment
of old willows at the mill rustled their leaves yomd tile river tile
camp-fires of the field workers were dying downd anshadowy rider
was galloping silently along the river bank towattis village, now
disappearing among the orchards, now reappearig.athe wind
was heavy with the smell of apples, the warm, rik&-scent of
flowering maize and the smell of drying dung bricks

Daniyar sang on and on, oblivious to evenghivhile the
enchanted August night listened to him in silefibeen the horses had



long since changed to a walk, as if afraid to bribakspell.

Abruptly, on the highest ringing note, Damipaoke off his song,
whooped, and whipped his horses. | thought Janulaldvgallop after
him and was ready to follow her, but she did novenc&che remained
sitting with her head inclined, as if listeningth® last tremulous notes
drifting in the air. Daniyar rode off. Neither of gsaid a word until we
reached the village. There was no need to talkyfirds cannot always
express all one feels.

It seemed that from that day on a change @areeour lives. It
was as if | was forever waiting for something warfidleand much
desired to happen. In the mornings we would loadrmayps at the
threshing-floor, ride to the station, and hurryp#off again, in order to
listen to Daniyar's singing on the way home. Hiegdad become a
part of me, it followed me everywhere, it was witke in the morning
as | ran across the wet dewy lucerne to the holiesks, the
laughing sun rolling out from behind the mountamgreet me. |
heard his voice in the soft rustling of the goldaim of wheat, thrown
up to the wind by the old winnowers, and in thecgfal circling flight
of the lonely hawk high above the steppe--in eveng that | saw and
heard | imagined Daniyar's singing.

As we rode along the canyon in the evenirfg | was being
transported to another world. | would listen to huith my eyes half-
closed, and there would arise before me the sthafamiliar scenes |
had known from childhood: now the soft, smoky-bbleuds of spring
would float high above the tents; now herds of esmsould gallop
across the ringing earth to their summer pasturdstee young
stallions with long forelocks and wild black fine their eyes would
proudly overtake the mares; now flocks of sheeplavslowly spread
like lava over the hills; now a water-fall wouldsiiedown from a cliff,
its white foaming water blinding; now the sun woskt softly in the
thicket of needle grass beyond the river and theliorider on the
fiery edge of the horizon seemed in pursuit ohg-need only stretch
his hand to touch the sun--and then he, too, weaitish in the thicket
and the twilight.

Wide is the Kazakh steppe beyond the ritdradl spread the
mountains apart to make room for itself and laykséand desolate
between them.

That first memorable summer of war, fires badhed across the
steppe, herds of army horses obscured it in clotitist dust and
riders galloped off in all directions. | remembéfazakh racing by



along the opposite bank, shouting in a shepheuttargl voice:

"Kirghizes! Saddle your horses--the enemydwase!" then he
disappeared in a cloud of dust and a wave of mot ai

Everyone rose to meet the challenge: a solmrthundering
rumble accompanied our first cavalry divisionstas/tcame down
from the mountains and moved across the valleysu3#nds of
stirrups jangled, thousandsdijfgits took to the saddle; ahead of them
red banners waved on the colour staffs, behindyryhe dust raised
by the horses' hooves, the sorrowful and majesitaf their mothers
and wives throbbed and beat against the groundy ‘thasteppe
protect you! May the spirit of our great warrior Ve protect you!"

Bitter paths remained where the men had gfine war.

Daniyar's song had opened my eyes to thet gverld of earthly
beauty and suffering. Where had he learned alPt¥Who had he heard
it from? | felt that only a person who had longedliis native land for
many years and who had suffered for this love ctaud it so. As he
sang, | visualised him as a small boy, wandering@the roads of the
steppe. Perhaps it was then that these songs péatine land had first
awakened in his soul? Or was it when he had foltbthe fiery paths
of war?

His song made me want to lie down and emhbitaeearth, as a
son, in gratitude that it was there, that one ctm\é it so. It was then
that | felt something new awakening inside of nmmething | had no
words for, something irresistible, a compulsioxpress myself--yes,
to express myself, not only to see and sense thiel wiyself, but to
make others see my vision, my thoughts and emqtiorisll people of
the beauties of our earth as exaltedly as Danyaldado. | would
catch my breath at the fear and joy of somethintegqunknown, for |
did not yet realise my calling in life was painting

| had always liked to draw. | would copy thestrations in my
textbooks, and the boys all said they were "peidepies”. The
teachers praised my drawings for our wall newspdparwhen war
broke out, my brothers were called up, | quit s¢faom went to work
on the collective farm, as did every other boy mg.d forgot all about
paints and brushes and never thought | would tbfrtkem again. But
Daniyar's songs had stirred my soul. | was in &gdbloboked at the
world in bewilderment, as if | were seeing evenythfor the first time.

As for Jamila, a great change had suddentyecover her. It was
as if the lively, sharp-tongued laughing girl haer existed. A
shimmering spring sadness clouded her misty eyeswas constantly



lost in thought on our long rides to the statiorva§ue, dreamy smile
would touch her lips, and she would softly rejeatesomething she
alone was aware of. Many were the times when stafdl with a
heavy sack on her shoulders, suddenly grippeddtsaage timidity, as
if she were standing on the bank of a rushing otiaad did not know
whether to cross it or not. She avoided Daniyarnaodld not look him
straight in the face.

Once, at the threshing-floor, Jamila saichwithelpless annoyance:

"Take off your shirt--I'll wash it for you."

Then, after she had washed it in the river, sheaspit out to dry and
sat down beside it, smoothing out the wrinkles fcélse holding it up
to the sun to see the worn shoulders, shakingdest hnd then
smoothing it again softly and sadly.

Only once did Jamila laugh loudly and infeasly as before, her
eyes shining brightly as they used to. One dayisyrawowd of young
women, girls and demobilisatjigits turned in at the threshing-floor on
their way home from stacking lucerne.

"Hey, youbais,you're not the only ones who want to eat white
bread! Give us some, or we'll throw you into thesrl" thedjigits
shouted and thrust out their pitchforks jokingly.

"You can't scare us! I'll find something tbe girls, but you can
fend for yourselves!" Jamila answered merrily.

"If that's the case, we'll toss you all in!"

The youths and girls began to wrestle. Shgyuscreaming and
laughing, they tried to push each other into theewa

"Catch them! Pull them in!" Jamila laughegpsting louder than
the rest, skilfully evading her opponents.

Strangely, thdjigits had eyes only for Jamila. Each tried to catch
her, to press her close. Suddenly, three youthsbgrhher and carried
her to the bank.

"Kiss us, or we'll throw you in!"

"Come on, let's swing her!"

Jamila writhed and wriggled, she laughed @ailéd to her girl-
friends for help, but they were running wildly updadown the bank,
fishing their kerchiefs out of the water. Jamikawlinto the river to the
merry laughter of thdjigits. She emerged with streaming hair, more
beautiful than ever. Her wet cotton dress huggedabdy,
accentuating her lovely round hips and young bseésit she noticed
nothing and laughed, swaying back and forth wtileagns of water



trickled down her flushed face.

"Kiss us!" thaljigits persisted.

Jamila kissed them, but again she flew ineowater, and again she
laughed, throwing back the heavy wet strands affr@mn her face.

Everyone at the threshing-floor roared wathghter at the young
people's pranks. The old winnowers threw down thigardes and
wiped the tears from their eyes. The wrinkles a@rttark faces shone
with joy and with tile spirit of youth revived fléagly. I, too, laughed
heartily, forgetting for once my sacred duty totpod Jamila from the
djigits.

Daniyar alone was silent. | suddenly notibed and also stopped
laughing. He was a solitary figure at the edgéeefthreshing-floor,
standing there with his feet planted far aparad a feeling that he
wanted to rush forward and snatch Jamila away ftadjigits. He
stared at her, and his look was one of sadnesadmdation in which
there was both happiness and pain. Yes, Jamilaigye/as a source
of happiness and grief to him. When thgits pressed her close and
forced her to kiss each in turn, he would lowerigad and make as if
to leave, but he would not.

Meanwhile, Jamila had also noticed him. Sheediately stopped
laughing and hung her head.

"That's enough fooling around!" she suddehigcked the
boisterous djigits.

One of them tried to embrace her.

"Go away!" she said, shoving him back. Séest guilty glance at
Daniyar, then ran into the bushes to wring outdress.

There was much | could not understand irr tieéationship and, to
tell the truth, | was afraid to think about it. Yéfelt uneasy when |
noticed Jamila was sad because she herself wadimy®aniyar. It
would have been better if she had laughed and rfogdef him as
before. At the same time, however, our trips badkeé village at night
to the sound of Daniyar's singing inspired me \aistrange feeling of
happiness for them both.

Jamila rode in the trap when we drove throinghcanyon, but she
would walk alongside it in the steppe. | would,,tta it was nicer to
walk along and listen. At first we would each fell@ur own trap, but
soon, without noticing it, a strange force wouldwlrus closer to
Daniyar. We wanted to see the expression of his &acl eyes--could
the singer really be the glum, unsociable Daniyar!

Each time | noticed that Jamila would be Ixitmned and touched,



that she would slowly stretch her hand towards lywhhe would not
see it, for he would be looking far off into thesi@ince, his hands
behind his head, swaying from side to side; thenildsgs hand would
drop helplessly on the edge of the trap. She wstad, jerk it back
and stop walking. Standing there in the middlehefitoad, downcast
and stunned, she would follow him with her eyes teth begin
walking again.

At times | would think that Jamila and | wéreth troubled by the
same and equally unfathomable feeling. Perhapksdbhehad struck,
bringing to life a feeling that had long been lylatent in our souls?

Jamila was still able to lose herself in Wwerk, but during those
rare moments of rest when we waited around atteshing-floor, she
was terribly restless. She would stand about reawinnowers;
sometimes, after tossing several shovels full cdatthigh up into the
wind with an easy, graceful movement, she wouldisa) throw
down her spade and walk over to the stacks of streare she would
sit down in the shade and, as if afraid to be aloitle herself, she
would call me:

"Come herekichine balallLet's sit here together for a while."

| always expected her to tell me somethingartant and explain
what it was that was worrying her. But she saidhimgt. Putting my
head in her lap silently and looking off into thetdnce, she would run
her fingers through my bristly hair and gently kgany face with hot,
trembling hands. | looked up at her, at her facdull of vague anxiety
and yearning, and seemed to recognise myself $oihething was
tormenting her, something was gathering and rigemrher soul,
demanding an outlet, and she was afraid of it. &inefully desired
and, just as painfully, did not wish to admit tadedf that she was in
love, just as | did and did not want her to lovenyar. After all, she
was my parents' daughter-in-law, my brother's wife.

But such thoughts were fleeting, | drove tifesm my mind. My
greatest joy was to see her tender lips, half-gaagea child's, to see
her tear-dimmed eyes. How lovely, how beautiful slas, how
inspired and passionate was her face! | sensedotiti€ould not
understand it at the time. Even now | often asketiyperhaps love
produces a feeling of inspiration similar to thaperienced by an artist
or a poet? Gazing at Jamila, | wanted to run iné& steppe and shout
to the heavens and earth, asking them what to deeaome the
strange anxiety and joy that was in me. And ondeink, | found the
answer.



As usual, we were returning from the statidight had fallen, the
stars were like swarms of bees in the sky, thepstegas dropping off
to sleep, and only Daniyar's song, breaking thkeass, rang out and
faded in the soft, distant darkness. Jamila atidwed him.

| don't know what came over Daniyar that tighere was such a
deep, tender sadness, such loneliness in his tltaté& brought tears
of sympathy and compassion to our eyes.

Jamila walked beside his trap, holding othtside tightly, her
head inclined. When Daniyar's voice soared aghm{@ssed her head,
jumped into the trap and sat down beside him. Sh#here as if made
of stone, her hands folded across her chest. lesadkongside,
hurrying forward a bit to have a better look ath®aniyar continued
to sing, talking no notice of Jamila. | saw her anop, she leaned
towards him and laid her head lightly on his sheul@for a moment,
as a pacer feeling the whip changes his step,dice wavered, only to
resound with greater power than before. He wasrgjng song of love!

| was astounded. The steppe seemed to blo#sbeaved, drawing
apart the darkness, and | saw two lovers in its @gsanse. They did
not see me, | did not exist. | walked beside theatching them sway
in rhythm to the song, oblivious to everything e tworld. | did not
recognise them. It was the same old Daniyar irsh&bby soldier's
shirt open at the throat, but his eyes seemednoihuhe darkness. It
was my own Jamila pressing close to him, so subdaddimid, with
teardrops shimmering on her lashes. These weraéwdy-born
people, their happiness was unprecedented. Andhisgasot
happiness? Was not Daniyar imparting to her hiatdose for his
native land, one which had created this inspirediofuYes, he was
singing for her, he was singing of her.

Once again | was overcome by the strangaesrent which
Daniyar's singing always aroused in me. Sudderkgelw what |
wanted. | wanted to paint them.

| became frightened at my own thought, butdagire was greater
than my fear. | would paint them exactly as theyeasost in
happiness! Yes, exactly as they were right thenvigwld | be able to
do it? Fear and joy caught my breath. | walkedrasio a trance. |,
too, was happy, for I did not yet know how muchutrie this rash
desire would cause me in the future. | told mys&t one should see
the earth as Daniyar saw it, that | would use aslda portray his
song. | would also have mountains and steppe, pegmsses, clouds
and rivers. Then the thought flashed through mydmiout where will |



get the paints? They won't give me any in schaatabse they need
them themselves! As if this were the main problem!

Suddenly Daniyar broke off his song. Jamdd hmpetuously
thrown her arms around him, but had drawn back ichately; she
froze for a moment, moved away, and jumped dowmiy2a pulled at
the reins hesitantly. The horses stopped. Jamitasteanding in the
road with her back towards him. Then she tossedéad, looked at
him sideways, and said through her tears:

"What are you looking at?" After a momengsige, she added
harshly: "Don't look at me, keep on going!" and Waver to her own
trap. "What are you gaping at?" she shouted at'@et in, and pick up
your reins! Oh, you make me sick!"

"What came over her?" | wondered, urginghantiorses. It was
not difficult to guess though: she was greatlyrésted, for she was
married and her husband was living, he was in aitedsn Saratov. |
refused to puzzle it out. | was angry at her arghaat myself;
perhaps, | would have really begun to hate hehdd known that
Daniyar would sing no more, that | would never haarvoice again.

My whole body ached, | could not wait to gatk and fall into the
hay. The trotting horses' backs joggled in the didud trap rattled
unbearably, the reins kept slipping from my hands.

Back at the threshing-floor | barely managegull off the harness
and throw it under the trap. | collapsed in a haagoon as | reached
the hay. This time Daniyar led the horses out sipa.

Next morning | awoke with joy. | would paismila and Daniyar.
| closed my eyes tight and imagined exactly hovwouls portray them.
All I needed was paint and brushes and | couldrbegi

| ran to the river, washed and then ran éohibbbled horses. The
cold, wet lucerne slapped loudly against my bags,lé stung the
cracked skin of my soles, but | felt wonderful. lAsn, | took note of
everything that was going on around me. The sunernasging from
behind the mountains and a sunflower that had somatken root
near the irrigation ditch stretched towards it. Wtiopped knapweed
crowded round it greedily, but it stood firm, catghthe morning sun,
snatching it from them with its yellow tongues arairishing its tight
and heavy cap of seeds. There the water tricklashdbe wagon
tracks where the wheels had churned up the mueeatrossing. There
was a lavender island of fragrant, waist-high mimtas running across
my native soil, swallows raced on overhead--alohlly | had the
paints to capture the morning sun, the blue-whvemiains, the dew-



drenched lucerne, and the lonely sunflower groveintpe edge of the
ditch.

When | returned to the threshing-floor, mpjnamood was
immediately clouded. | saw Jamila. She was depde$sz face was
pinched, and there were dark rings under her eyeshad probably
spent a sleepless night. She neither smiled ndesjgome, but when
Orozmat appeared, Jamila went up to him and said:

"Take your old trap back! Send me any plame want, but | won't
deliver grain to the station any more!"

"What's the matter, child? Did a horseflyebju?" he asked in a
surprised and kindly voice.

"Horseflies bite calves! And don't ask me Whsaid | won't go,
and that's all there is to it!"

The smile disappeared from Orozmat's face.

"l don't care what you want! You'll do yoobjall the same!" He
banged his crutch on the ground. "If someone'shdi#d you, tell me
and I'll break this crutch over his head! But it,,&top playing the
fool: it's soldiers' bread you're delivering, amiyown husband is out
there!" He turned sharply and hobbled away.

Jamila was embarrassed, she blushed anditjieed softly as she
looked at Daniyar. He stood off to a side with lesk to her,
tightening the hame-strap on the horse's colldr jgitky movements.
He had heard their conversation. For a while Jaraitl@ained standing
where she was, fingering her whip. Then she shidiggeklessly and
walked towards her trap.

That day we returned earlier than usual. {Zamaced his horses
all the way. Jamila was silent and gloomy, whit®uldn't believe my
eyes when | saw the scorched and blackened steppebme. Why,
only yesterday it had been so different. It wag hBad heard about it
in a fairy-tale, and the picture of happiness ttaat awakened my
consciousness would not leave me for a momend ghasped the
brightest edge of life, recreating it in my imadioa in its every detail
until it alone enveloped my every thought. | contd rest until | had
stolen a piece of heavy white paper from the weighman off and hid
behind a haystack. There, with my heart thumpingythroat, | laid it
on the smooth wooden back of a spade which | hadediup on my
way.

"Thc blessings of Allah be upon it!" | whispd, as my father had
once done when putting me on a horse for thetfirs. Then |
touched the paper with my pencil. These were nsy €intutored lines.



But when Daniyar's features appeared on the shieegot everything
else. | imagined the August steppe at night, | imag) that | heard his
song and saw him with his head thrown back andhinesat bare, | saw
Jamila leaning against his shoulder. There wasréipeand the two of
them, there were the reins thrown over the frortheftrap, the horses'
backs joggling in the darkness, and beyond thatsteppe and the far-
away stars.

| was so engrossed in my work that | didmedr a thing and
started when | heard someone's voice over me.

"Are you deaf?"

It was Jamila. | was embarrassed and blushed, dsitwt quick
enough in hiding my drawing.

"The traps are all loaded and we've beentstptor you this past
hour! What are you doing here? What's this?" skedapicking up the
drawing. "Hm!" she shrugged angrily.

| wished | were dead. She kept looking atdieving for a long,
long time and finally raised her sad, moist eyes&

"Give it to mekichine balal'll put it away as a remembrance," she
said softly. Folding the sheet, she tucked it iagidr blouse.

We were already on the road, yet | couldaoohe back to reality.

It all seemed a dream. | could not believe thad drawn something
resembling that which | had seen. Yet, somewheep demy heart
there grew a naive feeling of triumph, even pralel dreams one more
daring than the next, one more enticing than thx¢, meade my head
swim. | now wanted to do many more pictures. Theseld be
paintings, not pencil drawings. | paid no attentiomur fast pace. It
was Daniyar who was racing his horses. Jamila didail behind. She
kept looking about, at times she would smile inw@ching, self-
conscious way. | also smiled, for it meant she m@aonger angry at
us, and if she would ask him to, Daniyar would saggin that evening.

That day we arrived at the station much eathian usual, and our
horses were in a lather. No sooner had we pullati@praps than
Daniyar began unloading. What had come over him9 Vs he in
such a rush? From time to time he would stop ahoWidhe trains
thundering by with a long, thoughtful gaze. Jarfoléowed his gaze in
an effort to understand what he was thinking about.

"Come here, this horse-shoe's loose. Helpuiet off," she called
to him.

When Daniyar had pried it off the hoof he wa&ling between his



knees and had straightened up, Jamila looked iateyles and asked
softly:

"What's the matter? Don't you understand@ar®i the only girl in
the world?"

Daniyar looked away and did not answer.

"Do you think it's easy on me?" she sighed.

Daniyar's eyebrows twitched, he gazed atlikrlove and sadness
and replied so quietly | could not hear his wottien he quickly
walked back to his trap, looking rather pleasedstiegked the horse-
shoe as he walked.

What consolation could he have found in Jamilords? And
could a person find consolation if one sighed Hgand said: "Do you
think it's easy on me?"

We were through with the unloading and weaaly to leave, when
a gaunt, wounded soldier in a creased greatcohtakhapsack slung
over his shoulder entered the yard of the receistagon. A few
minutes before a train had pulled in. The soldeked round and
shouted:

"Is there anyone here from Kurkureu village?"

"I'm from Kurkureu!" | answered, wondering avthe man could
be.

"Whose boy are you?" the soldier asked, wiglkowards me.
Suddenly he saw Jamila, and a surprised and happgmgead over
his face.

"Kerim? Is it you?" she cried.

"Jamila, my dear!" he shouted and squeezetdra tightly in his.

He was her fellow-villager.

"What luck! It certainly was lucky that | leed in here!" he said
excitedly. "l just left Sadyk, we were in the hdaptogether, and with
Allah to protect him, he'll be out in a month ootwVhen | was ready
to leave | told him to write his wife a letter apobmised to deliver it.
Here it is, signed and sealed." Kerim handed heaagular envelope.

Jamila snatched it, blushed, then blanched@oked at Daniyar,
cautiously from the corner of her eye. He stooddeethe trap. As that
day at the threshing-floor, he was a lonely figstgnding beside the
trap, his eyes full of wild despair as he lookeadight at her.

By then people began gathering from all sities soldier
discovered his friends and relations in the crdwedywas bombarded
with questions. Before Jamila had a chance to thankfor the letter,
Daniyar's trap clattered by, flew out of the yand araising a cloud of



dust, went bumping along the rutted road.

"He must be crazy!" the people shouted.

The soldier had been led away by the crowdlenJamila and |
remained standing in the middle of the yard, logkahthe fast-
disappearing cloud of dust.

"Come ondjene," Isaid.

"You go on, leave me alone!" she said byterl

Thus, for the first time, each of us rodekoalone. The stifling
heat burned my parched lips. The cracked, scorehgtl that had
turned white from the heat of the day seemed tooledéing off and was
becoming covered with salty grey flakes. The urtteBormless sun
shimmered in the salty white mist. There, abovedihehorizon,
orange-red storm clouds were gathering. Blastsyhd deposited
white dust on the horses' muzzles, it waved thames and passed on,
rippling the clumps of wormwood on the hillocks.

"It looks as though it is going to rain,'hiought.

| felt so lonely and anxious! | whipped myré@s on, for they kept
slowing down to a walk. Skinny, long-legged bussasdampered past
into the ravine. Withered burdock leaves were svaéptg the road; no
burdocks grow on our lands, they had been blown fveen the
Kazakh side. The sun went down. There was not kArssight,
nothing save the heat-exhausted steppe.

It was dark when | reached the threshingffldtic air was still and
windless. | called to Daniyar.

"He's gone to the river," the watchman ansaefit's so close,
everyone's gone home. There's nothing to do aeatimg-floor if
there's no wind!"

| led the horses out to pasture and decidep tdown to the river. |
knew Daniyar's favourite place near the CIiff.

He was sitting there, hunched over, his hreating on his knees,
and listening to the rushing water below. | warttedalk up to him,
put my arm around him and say something comforttwy.what could
| say? | stood off to a side and finally turnedka&fter that | lay for a
long time on the straw, looking up at the cloudkeaed sky and
wondering why life was so complicated and so diftitco understand.

Jamila had not yet returned. What could Heygoened to her? |
could not fall asleep, though | was dead tiredhtmigng flashed in the
cloud banks high over the mountains.

When Daniyar came back to the threshing-flomas still awake.
He wandered about aimlessly, keeping a watchfuloaythe road.



Then he slumped down on the straw near by. | wdainéhe would
leave, that he would never remain in the villagat ®here could he
go? Alone and homeless, he had no one waitingifor As | was
dozing off | heard the slow clatter of an approaghrap. It was
probably Jamila returning.

| don't know how long | had been sleeping mvhielt the straw
rustle at my ear. Someone passed, and it seenied &gt wing
brushed my shoulder. | opened my eyes. It was da®ile had come
from the river, her dress was cool and damp. Shpstd, looked
round anxiously, and sat down beside Daniyar.

"Daniyar, I've come, I've come to you mysedhe said softly.

All was silence. A bolt of lightning slippe&@rthward soundlessly.

"Are you angry? Are you very angry?"

Silence again. Then came the soft splashchfrap of loosened
soil sliding into the water.

"Is it my fault? And it's not your fault, bér."

Thunder rolled over the mountains. Jamileddile was clearly
etched in a flash of lightning. She clung to Daniyéer shoulders
heaved convulsively within his embrace. Then shet@ted out on the
straw beside him.

A hot wind blew in from the steppe. It whaléhe straw about, it
crashed into a dilapidated tent at the edge offtreshing-floor and
spun off like a crazy top down the road. Once atfaene was the dry
crack of thunder and blue flashes pierced the dolidvas both
frightening and exciting--a storm was coming, st lstorm of
summer.

"Did you think | would prefer him to you?"rdda whispered
passionately. "Never, never, never! He never lanedHe even sent
me his regards as a postscript. | don't need hisdove that has
come too late, and | don't care what people will 8y lonely darling,
I'll never let you go! I've loved you for a longn. | loved you and
waited for you even before | knew you and you camsaf you knew
that | was waiting for you! "

Crooked light-blue flashes of lightning pl@abinto the river near
the cliff. Slanting icy raindrops pattered on th@aw.

"Jamila, my beloved Jamila!" Daniyar whisgkrealling her by
every loving Kazakh and Kirghiz name. "I, too, héweed you for a
long time. | dreamed of you in the trenches anddvk that my love
was in my native land. It was you, my Jamila! Tewond and let me
look into your eyes!"



The storm was upon us.

The felt covering was wrenched off the temd #apped like a
wounded bird. The rain, whipped from below by thedycame down
in torrents and seemed to be kissing the earths B&thunder rolled
across the sky like an avalanche. Bright flashdggbtning illuminated
the mountains, the wind howled and raged in theneav

It was pouring. | lay hidden in the strawelieg my own heart
racing in my breast. | was happy. | felt as one was come out into
the sunshine after a long illness. Both the raohthe flashes of
lightning reached me beneath the straw, but | wasent and fell
asleep with a smile, uncertain of whether the sdurehrd was the
subsiding rustling in the straw or Daniyar and Jamhispering.

The rainy season was close at hand. It weadoh be autumn.
There was the damp autumn smell of wormwood andstvadv in the
air. What awaited us in the autumn? For some reasother, | did not
think about that then.

That autumn, after a two-year break, | watkito school. After
lessons were over | often came to the steep riaek land sat beside
the now dead and deserted threshing-floor. Herew any first
sketches. | recall that even then | realised mykweas far from good.

"These paints are no good! If only | hhadl paints!" | would say,
though | had no idea of what "real" paints showddike. It was not
until much later that | discovered the existenceeaf oil paints in little
tubes. Be that as it may, my teachers were rigggetmed: | needed
tutoring. However, it was only a dream, for theraswstill no word
from my brothers, and my mother would never havene, her only
son and theljigit and breadwinner of two families, go away to study.
dared not even bring up the subject. As if to malkegs harder for me
the autumn that year was so beautiful, it crieddgainted.

The icy Kurkureu became shallow, the topthefstones at the
rapids were covered with dark-green and orange .nit&stender,
naked stems of the rose-willows appeared red iranky frosts, but
the small poplars still retained their firm, shgetiow leaves.

The smoky, rain-drenched herdsmen's tente black spots on the
reddish after-grass of the flood-meadow; ribbonaasid blue smoke
curled over the smoke holes. The lean stallionswwibd loudly, the
mares were drifting away and it would be difficidtkeep them in
herds till the spring. Flocks of cattle that hadneodown from the
mountains wandered over the stubble. The dry, dadksteppe was
criss-crossed by trampled paths.



Soon the steppe wind began to blow, the sicaime muddy and
the cold rains, the forerunners of snow, began. f@mnky pleasant day
| went down to the river, attracted by a fiery bo$imountain ash
growing on a sandbar. | sat down among the rodewsl not far from
the ford. Evening was falling. Suddenly | saw tvemple. They had
probably crossed the ford. They were Daniyar andaildal could not
tear my eyes from their tense, yet determined fd2asiyar had a
knapsack slung over his shoulder; he walked qujckig the flaps of
his open greatcoat hit against the tops of his wampmaulin boots.
Jamila had tied a white kerchief around her heaflitamad slid back.
She wore her best print dress, the one she likedw off in during
Fair days, and a quilted corduroy jacket ovemitolhe hand she carried
a small bundle and hung on to a strap of Daniyaegpsack with the
other. They were talking.

They followed the path across the ravineugtothe thicket of
needle grass. | watched them, not knowing whabtdthould | call to
them? But | could not utter a sound.

The last crimson rays slipped over the quiekrsing clouds above
the mountain range, and it began to get dark Ezestiyar and Jamila
never once turned back as they walked towardsaitread siding.
Their heads bobbed in the thicket once or twicethed disappeared
completely.

"Jamila-a-a-a!" | shouted at the top of myceo

"A-a-al" came the forlorn echo.

"Jamila-a-a-a!" | shouted again and ran afiem madly across the
river.

Sprays of icy drops hit my face. My clothesrevdrenched, but |
ran on, not seeing the ground beneath my feet. Ttrgoped and fell. |
lay there without raising my head with the hot sestreaming down
my face. The darkness seemed to weigh down uposhioyiders. |
could hear the thin stems of needle grass wailiagrnfully.

"Jamila! Jamila!" | sobbed.

| was saying good-bye to the two people dbaad dearest to me.
And as | lay there on the ground | suddenly redlibat | loved Jamila.
Yes, she was my first love, the love of my childtoo

| lay there for a long time, my head buriedny wet arm. | was
saying good-bye to more than Jamila and Daniyarad saying good-
bye to my childhood.

When [ finally straggled home at dark, thewses a great
commotion in the yard; stirrups jangled, peopleersaddling their



horses, and a drunken Osmon was prancing abous @teled,
bellowing at the top of his voice:

"We should've chased that stray mongrel frioenvillage long ago!
It's a disgrace to our whole kin! If | ever lay sy@n him, I'll kill him
on the spot! And | don't care if I'm jailed for-ltwon't permit every
passing tramp to steal our women! Comedjigjts, he won't get away,
we'll catch him at the station!"

My blood froze: which road would they take® Bnce | was sure
they had taken the highroad to the station andh®bne to the siding,
| slipped into the house and curled up under myefied sheepskin coat,
covering my head so no one could see my tears.

How much talk and gossip there was in thiagd after that! The
women vied with each other in condemning Jamila.

"She's a fool to have left such a family &nraghpled her
happiness!"

"l wonder what attracted her to this pauper?"

"Don't worry, the little beauty will come her senses, but it'll be
too late then."

"That's what | say! And what's wrong with $k®lIsn't he a good
husband and provider? Why, he's the biggit in the village!"

"And what about her mother-in-law? It's n@ny who have a
mother-in-law like that! You'd have to look far awetle for another
suchbaibiche!The little fool has ruined her life for no good sea at
all”

Perhaps | was the only one who did not comdéamila, my
formerdjene.l, for one, knew that in his soul Daniyar was richment
any of us. No, | could not believe that Jamila vddoé unhappy with
him. But | felt sorry for my mother. It seemed tidten Jamila left,
her former strength abandoned her also. She lomkkxtin and
haggard, and, as | now realise, she could not aticepact that Fate
could break all the old patterns so forcefullya lfreat tree is uprooted
by a storm it will never rise again. Before, my hwts pride would
never have permitted her to ask anyone to threwakdle for her. But
one day | came home from school and saw that hetshaere
trembling, that she could not see the needle'sirglevas weeping.

"Here, thread it for me," she asked and sigteavily. .Jamila will
come to no good end. Ah, what a housekeeper shiel\waue made!
But she's gone. She's renounced us. Why did shé/gsshe so badly
off here?"

| wanted to embrace my mother and reassurdédeell her what



sort of a person Daniyar really was, but | did date to, for | would
have insulted her terribly.

But one day the innocent part | had playethéwhole affair
ceased to be a secret.

Soon Sadyk returned. Naturally, he grievedugh when drunk he
said to Osmon:

"Good riddance, if she's gone! She'll dighiem gutter someplace.
There's enough women to go around. Even a goldieeehane isn't
worth the puniest of fellows."

"Sure!" Osmon answered. "I'm just sorry Irdiccatch him, ‘cause |
would've killed him on the spot! And as for hed, fave tied her hair
to my horse's tail! They've probably gone souttih&ocotton farms, or
else to the Kazakhs. It's not the first time hamped about! But | just
can't get it through my head--how could it havedsmed in the first
place? Nobody knew a thing, and who would have suspected it?
The bitch fixed it all up herself! If | could onlgy my hands on her!"

| felt like saying: "You can't forget how skikgghted you, back in
the field. What a mean and petty soul you have!"

One day | was sitting at home, doing a p&tor our school
newspaper. My mother was fussing about the stavedé&hly, Sadyk
burst into the room, He was pale and his eyes nan®wed viciously
as he ran up to me and shoved a piece of papey faca.

"Did you do this?"

| was struck dumb. It was my first drawingaridyar and Jamila
seemed alive as they looked at me from the sheamyudr.

"Yes, | did."

"Who's this?" he said, poking the page.

"Daniyar."

"Traitor!" Sadyk screamed.

He tore the drawing to bits and stamped lmaniging the door
behind him.

After a long and depressing silence my mo#sied:

"Did you know about it?"

"Yes."

She stood there, leaning against the stoe&jnig at me with
dismay and reproach. And when | said: "I'll drawrthagain!" she
shook her head sadly.

| looked at the scraps of paper lying onftber, a hurt | could not
endure choking me. Let them think | was a trai@ghom had |
betrayed? My family? My kin? But | had not betraykd truth of life,



the truth of these two people! | could not say,tfos even my own
mother would not understand.

Everything swam before my eyes, it seemetittigabits of paper
were alive and moving about the floor. The memdrRaniyar and
Jamila looking at me from the paper was so vivat guddenly |
seemed to hear Daniyar's song, the one he hadisaingiemorable
August night. Recalling their departure from thiéage, an irresistible
desire to take to the road rose within me. | wayddas they had, firmly
and courageously, to enter upon the difficult romtappiness.

"l want to go away to study. Tell my fathkewant to be an artist!"
| said to my mother.

| was certain that she would begin to repnoae and weep,
recalling my brothers who had died in the war. Botny surprise, she
did not weep. She said softly and sadly:

"If that's what you want to do. My fledglingave all grown strong
and are flying off in their own directions. How axe to know how
high you'll fly? Perhaps you're right. Go then. Mayou'll change
your mind when you get there. Drawing and smegpiugt is no trade.
You'll study and find out if it's so. And don't gt us."

From that day the Small House separated trensoon after | left
to study.

That's all there is to the story.

After | graduated from art school | was recoemded for the
Academy, and my diploma work was a painting | heshthed of for
many years.

It is not difficult to guess that it was angang of Daniyar and
Jamila. They are seen walking along the autumn ageakss the steppe.
Before them is the vast and bright horizon.

Though my painting is not perfect--for skibes not come all at
once--1 treasure it, for it is my first truly cres experience.

There are times when | am dissatisfied withwork. There are
difficult moments when I lose faith in myself. Aich times | am
drawn to this painting that has become so dearetatanDaniyar and
Jamila. | gaze at them and each time speak to them.

"Where are you now, what roads are you treggilWe have many
new roads in the steppe across Kazakhstan, upe talthi and through
Siberial Many brave people are working there. Reshe@u, too, are
there? My Jamila, you left with never a backwai@hge. Perhaps you
are tired, perhaps you have lost faith in yoursed@n against Daniyar,
let him sing you his song of love, of the earthlifef May the steppe



reflect it and blossom in every hue and colour! Maw recall that
August night! Keep on, Jamila, never regret what'ye done, for you
have found your difficult happiness!"

As | look at them | hear Daniyar's voice. islealling to me to set
out, and that means it is time for me to preparéhie journey. | will
cross the steppe to my native village and will firedv colours there.

May my every brush-stroke resound with Darsysong! May my
every brush-stroke echo the sound of Jamila'srzpaeart!
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The Apology

by Plato

I do not know, men of Athens, how my
accusers affected you; as for me, I was almost
carried away in spite of myself, so persuasively
did they speak. And yet, hardly anything of
what they said is true. Of the many lies they
" told, one in particular surprised me, namely
i that you should be careful not to be deceived
* by an accomplished speaker like me. That they
¢ were not ashamed to be immediately proved
wrong by the facts, when I show myself not to
| be an accomplished speaker at all, that I
¢ thought was most shameless on their
part—unless indeed they call an accomplished
# speaker the man who speaks the truth. If they

mean that, [ would agree that I am an orator,
but not after their manner, for indeed, as [ say, practically nothing they said was true. From me you
will hear the whole truth, though not, by Zeus, gentlemen, expressed in embroidered and stylized
phrases like theirs, but things spoken at random and expressed in the first words that come to mind,
for I put my trust in the justice of what I say, and let none of you expect anything else. It would
not be fitting at my age, as it might be for a young man, to toy with words when I appear before
you.

One thing I do ask and beg of you, gentlemen: if you hear me making my defence in the same
kind of language as [ am accustomed to use in the market place by the bankers' tables, where many
of you have heard me, and elsewhere, do not be surprised or create a disturbance on that account.
The position is this: this is my first appearance in a lawcourt, at the age of seventy; I am therefore
simply a stranger to the manner of speaking here. Just as if I were really a stranger, you would
certainly excuse me if I spoke in that dialect and manner in which I had been brought up, so too
my present request seems a just one, for you to pay no attention to my manner of speech—be it
better or worse—but to concentrate your attention on whether what I say is just or not, for the
excellence of a judge lies in this, as that of a speaker lies in telling the truth.

It is right for me, gentlemen, to defend myself first against the first lying accusations made
against me and my first accusers, and then against the later accusations and the later accusers.
There have been many who have accused me to you for many years now, and none of their
accusations are true. These I fear much more than I fear Anytus and his friends, though they too
are formidable. These earlier ones, however, are more so, gentlemen; they got hold of most of you
from childhood, persuaded you and accused me quite falsely, saying that there is a man called
Socrates, a wise man, a student of all things in the sky and below the earth, who makes the worse
argument the stronger. Those who spread that rumour, gentlemen, are my dangerous accusers, for
their hearers believe that those who study these things do not even believe in the gods. Moreover,
these accusers are numerous, and have been at it a long time; also, they spoke to you at an age
when you would most readily believe them, some of you being children and adolescents, and they
won their case by default, as there was no defence.

Socrates, Roman mural 1% century
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What is most absurd in all this is that one cannot even know or mention their names unless one
of them is a writer of comedies. Those who maliciously and slanderously persuaded you—who  d
also, when persuaded themselves then persuaded others—all those are most difficult to deal with:
one cannot bring one of them into court or refute him; one must simply fight with shadows, as it
were, in making one's defence, and cross-examine when no one answers. [ want you to realize too
that my accusers are of two kinds: those who have accused me recently, and the old ones I
mention; and to think that I must first defend myself against the latter, for you have also heard their
accusations first, and to a much greater extent than the more recent. e

Very well then. I must surely defend myself and attempt to uproot from your minds in so short
a time the slander that has resided there so long. I wish this may happen, if it is in any way better /9
for you and me, and that my defence may be successful, but I think this is very difficult and [ am
fully aware of how difficult it is. Even so, let the matter proceed as the god may wish, but I must
obey the law and make my defence.

Let us then take up the case from its beginning. What is the accusation from which arose the
slander in which Meletus trusted when he wrote out the charge against me? What did they say b
when they slandered me? I must, as if they were my actual prosecutors, read the affidavit they
would have sworn. It goes something like this: Socrates is guilty of wrongdoing in that he busies
himself studying things in the sky and below the earth; he makes the worse into the stronger
argument, and he teaches these same things to others. You have seen this yourselves in the comedy
of Aristophanes, a Socrates swinging about there, saying he was walking on air and talkinga lot ¢
of other nonsense about things of which I know nothing at all. I do not speak in contempt of such
knowledge, if someone is wise in these things—Ilest Meletus bring more cases against me—but,
gentlemen, I have no part in it, and on this point I call upon the majority of you as witnesses. |
think it right that all those of you who have heard me conversing, and many of you have, should
tell each other if anyone of you has ever heard me discussing such subjects to any extent at all.  d
From this you will learn that the other things said about me by the majority are of the same kind.

Not one of them is true. And if you have heard from anyone that I undertake to teach people
and charge a fee for it, that is not true either. Yet I think it a fine thing to be able to teach people e
as Gorgias of Leontini does, and Prodicus of Ceos, and Hippias of Elis.' Each of these men can
go to any city and persuade the young, who can keep company with anyone of their own fellow-
citizens they want without paying, to leave the company of these, to join with themselves, pay 20
them a fee, and be grateful to them besides. Indeed, I learned that there is another wise man from
Paros who is visiting us, for I met a man who has spent more money on Sophists than everybody
else put together, Callias, the son of Hipponicus. So I asked him—he has two sons—"Callias," I
said, "if your sons were colts or calves, we could find and engage a supervisor for them who would
make them excel in their proper qualities, some horse breeder or farmer. Now since they are men, b
whom do you have in mind to supervise them? Who is an expert in this kind of excellence, the
human and social kind? I think you must have given thought to this since you have sons. Is there
such a person," I asked, "or is there not?" "Certainly there is," he said. "Who is he?" I asked,
"What is his name, where is he from? and what is his fee?" "His name, Socrates, is Evenus, he
comes from Paras, and his fee is five minas." I thought Evenus a happy man, if he really possesses ¢
this art, and teaches for so moderate a fee. Certainly [ would pride and preen myself if I had this
knowledge, but I do not have it, gentlemen.

One of you might perhaps interrupt me and say: "But Socrates, what is your occupation? From
where have these slanders come? For surely if you did not busy yourself with something out of the
common, all these rumours and talk would not have arisen unless you did something other than

1. These were all well-known Sophists
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most people. Tell us what it is, that we may not speak inadvisedly about you." Anyone who says  d
that seems to be right, and I will try to show you what has caused this reputation and slander.
Listen then. Perhaps some of you will think I am jesting, but be sure that all that I shall say is true.
What has caused my reputation is none other than a certain kind of wisdom. What kind of wisdom?
Human wisdom, perhaps. It may be that I really possess this, while those whom I mentioned just
now are wise with a wisdom more than human; else I cannot explain it, for I certainly do not e
possess it, and whoever says I do is lying and speaks to slander me. Do not create a disturbance,
gentlemen, even if you think [ am boasting, for the story I shall tell does not originate with me, but
I will refer you to a trustworthy source. I shall call upon the god at Delphi as witness to the
existence and nature of my wisdom, if it be such. You know Chairephon. He was my friend from
youth, and the friend of most of you, as he shared your exile and your return. You surely knowthe 2/
kind of man he was, how impulsive in any course of action. He went to Delphi at one time and
ventured to ask the oracle—as I say, gentlemen, do not create a disturbance—he asked if any man
was wiser than I, and the Pythian replied that no one was wiser. Chairephon is dead, but his
brother will testify to you about this.
Consider that I tell you this because I would inform you about the origin of the slander. When
I heard of this reply I asked myself: "Whatever does the god mean? What is his riddle? lam very b
conscious that I am not wise at all; what then does he mean by saying that I am the wisest? For
surely he does not lie; it is not legitimate for him to do so." For a long time I was at a loss as to his
meaning; then I very reluctantly turned to some such investigation as this: I went to one of those
reputed wise, thinking that there, if anywhere, I could refute the oracle and say to it: "This man
is wiser than I, but you said [ was." Then, when I examined this man—there is no need for me to
tell you his name, he was one of our public men—my experience was something like this: I ¢
thought that he appeared wise to many people and especially to himself, but he was not. I then
tried to show him that he thought himself wise, but that he was not. As a result he came to dislike
me, and so did many of the bystanders. So [ withdrew and thought to myself: "Il am wiser than this ~ d
man,; it is likely that neither of us knows anything worthwhile, but he thinks he knows something
when he does not, whereas when I do not know, neither do I think I know; so I am likely to be
wiser than he to this small extent, that I do not think I know what I do not know." After this I
approached another man, one of those thought to be wiser than he, and I thought the same thing,
and so I came to be disliked both by him and by many others. e
After that I proceeded systematically. I realized, to my sorrow and alarm, that I was getting
unpopular, but I thought that I must attach the greatest importance to the god's oracle, so I must
go to all those who had any reputation for knowledge to examine its meaning. And by the dog,
gentlemen of the jury—for I must tell you the truth—I experienced something like this: in my
investigation in the service of the god I found that those who had the highest reputation were 22
nearly the most deficient, while those who were thought to be inferior were more knowledgeable.
I must give you an account of my journeyings as if they were labours I had undertaken to prove
the oracle irrefutable. After the politicians, I went to the poets, the writers of tragedies and
dithyrambs and the others, intending in their case to catch myself being more ignorant then they.
So I took up those poems with which they seemed to have taken most trouble and asked them what
they meant, in order that I might at the same time learn something from them. I am ashamed totell b
you the truth, gentlemen, but I must. Almost all the bystanders might have explained the poems
better than their authors could. I soon realized that poets do not compose their poems with
knowledge, but by some inborn talent and by inspiration, like seers and prophets who also say
many fine things without any understanding of what they say. The poets seemed to metohavehad ¢
a similar experience. At the same time I saw that, because of their poetry, they thought themselves
very wise men in other respects, which they were not. So there again I withdrew, thinking that I
had the same advantage over them as I had over the politicians.
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Finally I went to the craftsmen, for | was conscious of knowing practically nothing, and I knew  d
that I would find that they had knowledge of many fine things. In this I was not mistaken; they
knew things I did not know, and to that extent they were wiser than 1. But, gentlemen of the jury,
the good craftsmen seemed to me to have the same fault as the poets: each of them, because of his
success at his craft, thought himself very wise in other most important pursuits, and this error of
theirs overshadowed the wisdom they had, so that [ asked myself, on behalf of the oracle, whether
I should prefer to be as I am, with neither their wisdom nor their ignorance, or to have both. The e
answer | gave myself and the oracle was that it was to my advantage to be as I am.

As aresult of this investigation, gentlemen of the jury, I acquired much unpopularity, of a kind that

is hard to deal with and is a heavy burden; many slanders came from these people and areputation 23
for wisdom, for in each case the bystanders thought that I myself possessed the wisdom that I
proved that my interlocutor did not have. What is probable, gentlemen, is that in fact the god is

wise and that his oracular response meant that human wisdom is worth little or nothing, and that
when he says this man, Socrates, he is using my name as an example, as if he said: "This man
among you, mortals, is wisest who, like Socrates, understands that his wisdom is worthless." So b
even now I continue this investigation as the god bade me—and I go around seeking out anyone,
citizen or stranger, whom I think wise. Then if I do not think he is, I come to the assistance of the

god and show him that he is not wise. Because of this occupation, I do not have the leisure to
engage in public affairs to any extent, nor indeed to look after my own, but I live in great poverty
because of my service to the god.

Furthermore, the young men who follow me around of their own free will, those who have
most leisure, the sons of the very rich, take pleasure in hearing people questioned; they themselves ¢
often imitate me and try to question others. I think they find an abundance of men who believe they
have some knowledge but know little or nothing. The result is that those whom they question are
angry, not with themselves but with me. They say: "That man Socrates is a pestilential fellow who
corrupts the young." If one asks them what he does and what he teaches to corrupt them, they are ~ d
silent, as they do not know, but, so as not to appear at a loss, they mention those accusations that
are available against all philosophers, about "things in the sky and things below the earth," about
"not believing in the gods" and "making the worse the stronger argument;" they would not want
to tell the truth, I'm sure, that they have been proved to lay claim to knowledge when they know
nothing. These people are ambitious, violent and numerous; they are continually and convincingly
talking about me; they have been filling your ears for a long time with vehement slanders against
me. From them Meletus attacked me, and Anytus and Lycon, Meletus being vexed on behalf of e
the poets, Anytus on behalf of the craftsmen and the politicians, Lycon on behalf of the orators,
so that, as I started out by saying, I should be surprised if I could rid you of so much slander in so
short a time. That, gentlemen of the jury, is the truth for you. I have hidden or disguised nothing. 24
I know well enough that this very conduct makes me unpopular, and this is proof that what I say
is true, that such is the slander against me, and that such are its causes. If you look into this either
now or later, this is what you will find. b

Let this suffice as a defence against the charges of my earlier accusers. After this I shall try
to defend myself against Meletus, that good and patriotic man, as he says he is, and my later
accusers. As these are a different lot of accusers, let us again take up their sworn deposition. It
goes something like this: Socrates is guilty of corrupting the young and of not believing in the gods
in whom the city believes, but in other new spiritual things. Such is their charge. Let us examine
it point by point. c

He says that I am guilty of corrupting the young, but I say that Meletus is guilty of dealing
frivolously with serious matters, of irresponsibly bringing people into court, and of professing to
be seriously concerned with things about none of which he has ever cared, and I shall try to prove
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that this is so. Come here and tell me, Meletus. Surely you consider it of the greatest importance  d
that our young men be as good as possible? —Indeed I do.

Come then, tell the jury who improves them. You obviously know, in view of your concern.

You say you have discovered the one who corrupts them, namely me, and you bring me here and
accuse me to the jury. Come, inform the jury and tell them who it is. You see, Meletus, that you
are silent and know not what to say. Does this not seem shameful to you and a sufficient proof of
what I say, that you have not been concerned with any of this? Tell me, my good sir, who improves
our young men? —The laws. e

That is not what I am asking, but what person who has knowledge of the laws to begin
with?—These jurymen, Socrates.

How do you mean, Meletus? Are these able to educate the young and improve
them?—Certainly.

All of them, or some but not others?—All of them.

Very good, by Hera. You mention a great abundance of benefactors. But what about the
audience? Do they improve the young or not?—They do, too. 25

What about the members of Council?—The Councillors, also.

But, Meletus, what about the assembly? Do members of the assembly corrupt the young, or
do they all improve them?—They improve them.

All the Athenians, it seems, make the young into fine good men, except me, and I alone corrupt
them. Is that what you mean?—That is most definitely what I mean.

You condemn me to a great misfortune. Tell me: does this also apply to horses do you think? b
That all men improve them and one individual corrupts them? Or is quite the contrary true, one
individual is able to improve them, or very few, namely the horse breeders, whereas the majority,
if they have horses and use them, corrupt them? Is that not the case, Meletus, both with horses and
all other animals? Of course it is, whether you and Anytus say so or not. It would be a very happy
state of affairs if only one person corrupted our youth, while the others improved them.

You have made it sufficiently obvious, Meletus, that you have never had any concern forour ¢
youth; you show your indifference clearly; that you have given no thought to the subjects about
which you bring me to trial.

And by Zeus, Meletus, tell us also whether it is better for a man to live among good or wicked
fellow-citizens. Answer, my good man, for I am not asking a difficult question. Do not the wicked
do some harm to those who are ever closest to them, whereas good people benefit
them?—Certainly.

And does the man exist who would rather be harmed than benefited by his associates? Answer, d
my good sir, for the law orders you to answer. Is there any man who wants to be harmed? —Of
course not.

Come now, do you accuse me here of corrupting the young and making them worse
deliberately or unwillingly?—Deliberately.

What follows, Meletus? Are you so much wiser at your age than I am at mine that you
understand that wicked people always do some harm to their closest neighbors while good people e
do them good, but I have reached such a pitch of ignorance that I do not realize this, namely that
if I make one of my associates wicked I run the risk of being harmed by him so that I do such a
great evil deliberately, as you say? I do not believe you, Meletus, and I do not think anyone else 26
will. Either I do not corrupt the young or, if I do, it is unwillingly, and you are lying in either case.
Now if I corrupt them unwillingly, the law does not require you to bring people to court for such
unwilling wrongdoings, but to get hold of them privately, to instruct them and exhort them,; for
clearly, if I learn better, I shall cease to do what I am doing unwillingly. You, however, have
avoided my company and were unwilling to instruct me, but you bring me here, where the law
requires one to bring those who are in need of punishment, not of instruction.
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And so, gentlemen of the jury, what I said is clearly true: Meletus has never been at all b
concerned with these matters. Nonetheless tell us, Meletus, how you say that I corrupt the young;
or is it obvious from your deposition that it is by teaching them not to believe in the gods in whom
the city believes but in other new spiritual things? Is this not what you say I teach and so corrupt
them? —That is most certainly what I do say.
Then by those very gods about whom we are talking, Meletus, make this clearer to me and to
the jury: I cannot be sure whether you mean that I teach the belief that there are some gods—and
therefore I myself believe that there are gods and am not altogether an atheist, nor am I guilty of ¢
that—not, however, the gods in whom the city believes, but others, and that this is the charge
against me, that they are others. Or whether you mean that I do not believe in gods at all, and that
this is what I teach to others. —This is what [ mean, that you do not believe in gods at all.
You are a strange fellow, Meletus. Why do you say this? Do I not believe, as other men do,
that the sun and the moon are gods?—No, by Zeus, jurymen, for he says that the sun is stone, and  d
the moon earth.
My dear Meletus, do you think you are prosecuting Anaxagoras? Are you so contemptuous
of the jury and think them so ignorant of letters as not to know that the books of Anaxagoras of
Clazomenae are full of those theories, and further, that the young men learn from me what they
can buy from time to time for a drachma, at most, in the bookshops, and ridicule Socrates if he
pretends that these theories are his own, especially as they are so absurd? Is that, by Zeus, what e
you think of me, Meletus, that I do not believe that there are any gods? —That is what I say, that
you do not believe in the gods at all.
You cannot be believed, Meletus, even, I think, by yourself. The man appears to me,
gentlemen of the jury, highly insolent and uncontrolled. He seems to have made this deposition
out of insolence, violence and youthful zeal. He is like one who composed a riddle and is trying
it out: "Will the wise Socrates realize that [ am jesting and contradicting myself, or shall I deceive
him and others?" I think he contradicts himself in the affidavit, as if he said: "Socrates is guilty of 27
not believing in gods but believing in gods," and surely that is the part of a jester!
Examine with me, gentlemen, how he appears to contradict himself, and you, Meletus, answer
us. Remember, gentlemen, what I asked you when I began, not to create a disturbance if I proceed
in my usual manner. b
Does any man, Meletus, believe in human activities who does not believe in humans? Make
him answer, and not again and again create a disturbance. Does any man who does not believe in
horses believe in horsemen's activities? Or in flute-playing activities but not in flute-players? No,
my good sir, no man could. If you are not willing to answer, I will tell you and the jury. Answer
the next question, however. Does any man believe in spiritual activities who does not believe in
spirits?—No one. c
Thank you for answering, if reluctantly, when the jury made you. Now you say that I believe
in spiritual things and teach about them, whether new or old, but at any rate spiritual things
according to what you say, and to this you have sworn in your deposition. But if I believe in
spiritual things I must quite inevitably believe in spirits. Is that not so? It is indeed. I shall assume
that you agree, as you do not answer. Do we not believe spirits to be either gods or the children
of gods? Yes or no?—Of course. d
Then since I do believe in spirits, as you admit, if spirits are gods, this is what I mean when
I say you speak in riddles and in jest, as you state that I do not believe in gods and then again that
I do, since I do believe in spirits. If on the other hand the spirits are children of the gods, bastard
children of the gods by nymphs or some other mothers, as they are said to be, what man would
believe children of the gods to exist, but not gods? That would be just as absurd as to believe the
young of horses and asses, namely mules, to exist, but not to believe in the existence of horsesand e
asses. You must have made this deposition, Meletus, either to test us or because you were at a loss
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to find any true wrongdoing of which to accuse me. There is no way in which you could persuade
anyone of even small intelligence that it is possible for one and the same man to believe in spiritual
but not also in divine things, and then again for that same man to believe neither in spirits nor in
gods nor in heroes. 28
I do not think, gentlemen of the jury, that it requires a prolonged defence to prove that I am
not guilty of the charges in Meletus' deposition, but this is sufficient. On the other hand, you know
that what I said earlier is true, that I am very unpopular with many people. This will be my
undoing, if I am undone, not Meletus or Anytus but the slanders and envy of many people. This
has destroyed many other good men and will, I think, continue to do so. There is no danger that &
it will stop at me.
Someone might say: 'Are you not ashamed, Socrates, to have followed the kind of occupation
that has led to your being now in danger of death?" However, I should be right to reply to him:
"You are wrong, sir, if you think that a man who is any good at all should take into account the risk
of life or death; he should look to this only in his actions, whether what he does is right or wrong,
whether he is acting like a good or a bad man." According to your view, all the heroes who died
at Troy were inferior people, especially the son of Thetis* who was so contemptuous of danger ¢
compared with disgrace. When he was eager to kill Hector, his goddess mother warned him, as I
believe, in some such words as these: "My child, if you avenge the death of your comrade,
Patroclus, and you kill Hector, you will die yourself, for your death is to follow immediately after
Hector's." Hearing this, he despised death and danger and was much more afraid to live a coward
who did not avenge his friends. "Let me die at once," he said, "when once I have given the d
wrongdoer his deserts, rather than remain here, a laughing-stock by the curved ships, a burden
upon the earth." Do you think he gave thought to death and danger?
This is the truth of the matter, gentlemen of the jury: wherever a man has taken a position that
he believes to be best, or has been placed by his commander, there he must I think remain and face
danger, without a thought for death or anything else, rather than disgrace. It would have been a
dreadful way to behave, gentlemen of the jury, if, at Potidaca, Amphipolis and Delium, I had, at
the risk of death, like anyone else, remained at my post where those you had elected to command e
had ordered me, and then, when the god ordered me, as I thought and believed, to live "the life of
a philosopher, to examine myself and others,  had abandoned my post for fear of death or anything
else. That would have been a dreadful thing, and then I might truly have justly been brought here
for not believing that there are gods, disobeying the oracle, fearing death, and thinking [ was wise 29
when I was not. To fear death, gentlemen, is no other than to think oneself wise when one is not,
to think one knows what one does not know. No one knows whether death may not be the greatest
of all blessings for a man, yet men fear it as if they knew that it is the greatest of evils. And surely
it is the most blameworthy ignorance to believe that one knows what one does not know. It is
perhaps on this point and in this respect, gentlemen, that I differ from the majority of men, and if &
I were to claim that I am wiser than anyone in anything, it would be in this that as I have no
adequate knowledge of things in the underworld, so I do not think I have. I do know, however, that
it is wicked and shameful to do wrong, to disobey one's superior, be he god or man. I shall never
fear or avoid things of which I do not know, whether they may not be good rather than things that
I know to be bad. Even if you acquitted me now and did not believe Anytus, who said to you that
either I should not have been brought here in the first place, or that now I am here, you cannot ¢
avoid executing me, for if I should be acquitted, your sons would practise the teachings of Socrates
and all be thoroughly corrupted; if you said to me in this regard: "Socrates, we do not believe

2.i.e., Achilles
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Anytus now; we acquit you, but only on condition that you spend no more time on this
investigation and do not practise philosophy, and if you are caught doing so you will die;" if, as

I say, you were to acquit me on those terms, I would say to you: "Gentlemen of the jury, lam d
grateful and I am your friend, but I will obey the god rather than you, and as long as I draw breath

and am able, I shall not cease to practise philosophy, to exhort you and in my usual way to point

out to anyone of you whom I happen to meet: Good Sir, you are an Athenian, a citizen of the
greatest city with the greatest reputation for both wisdom and power; are you not ashamed of your
eagerness to possess as much wealth, reputation and honours as possible, while you do not care

for nor give thought to wisdom or truth or the best possible state of your soul?" Then, ifoneof you e
disputes this and says he does care, I shall not let him go at once or leave him, but I shall question

him, examine him and test him, and if I do not think he has attained the goodness that he says he

has, I shall reproach him because he attaches little importance to the most important things and
greater importance to inferior things. I shall treat in this way anyone I happen to meet, young and

old, citizen and stranger, and more so the citizens because you are more kindred to me. Be sure 30
that this is what the god orders me to do, and I think there is no greater blessing for the city than

my service to the god. For I go around doing nothing but persuading both young and old among

you not to care for your body or your wealth in preference to or as strongly as for the best possible

state of your soul, as I say to you: "Wealth does not bring about excellence, but excellence makes b
wealth and everything else good for men, both individually and collectively."

Now if by saying this I corrupt the young, this advice must be harmful, but if anyone says that
I give different advice, he is talking nonsense. On this point [ would say to you, gentlemen of the
jury: "Whether you believe Anytus or not, whether you acquit me or not, do so on the
understanding that this is my course of action, even if I am to face death many times." Do not ¢
create a disturbance, gentlemen, but abide by my request not to cry out at what I say but to listen,
for I think it will be to your advantage to listen, and I am about to say other things at which you
will perhaps cry out. By no means do this. Be sure that if you kill the sort of man I say I am, you
will not harm me more than yourselves. Neither Meletus nor Anytus can harm me in any way; he
could not harm me, for I do not think it is permitted that a better man be harmed by a worse;
certainly he might kill me, or perhaps banish or disfranchise me, which he and maybe others think  d
to be great harm, but I do not think so. I think he is doing himself much greater harm doing what
he is doing now, attempting to have a man executed unjustly. Indeed, gentlemen of the jury, [ am
far from making it defence now on my own behalf, as might be thought, but on yours, to prevent
you from wrongdoing by mistreating the god's gift to you by condemning me; for if you kill me e
you will not easily find another like me. I was attached to this city by the god—though it seems
a ridiculous thing to say—as upon a great and noble horse which was somewhat sluggish because
of its size and needed to be stirred up by a kind of gadfly. It is to fulfill some such function that
I believe the god has placed me in the city. [ never cease to rouse each and everyone of you, to
persuade and reproach you all day long and everywhere I find myself in your company.

Another such man will not easily come to be among you, gentlemen, and if you believe meyou 3/
will spare me. You might easily be annoyed with me as people are when they are aroused from a
doze, and strike out at me; if convinced by Anytus you could easily kill me, and then you could
sleep on for the rest of your days, unless the god, in his care for you, sent you someone else. That
Iam the kind of person to be a gift of the god to the city you might realize from the fact that it does
not seem like human nature for me to have neglected all my own affairs and to have tolerated this
neglect now for so many years while I was always concerned with you, approaching each one of b
you like a father or an elder brother to persuade you to care for virtue (arete). Now if I profited
from this by charging a fee for my advice, there would be some sense to it, but you can see for
yourselves that, for all their shameless accusations, my accusers have not been able in their
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impudence to bring forward a witness to say that I have ever received a fee or ever asked forone. ¢
I, on the other hand, have a convincing witness that I speak the truth, my poverty.

It may seem strange that while I go around and give this advice privately and interfere in
private affairs, I do not venture to go to the assembly and there advise the city. You have heard me
give the reason for this in many places. I have a divine or spiritual sign which Meletus has
ridiculed in his deposition. This began when [ was a child. It is a voice, and whenever it speaks it
turns me away from something I am about to do, but it never encourages me to do anything. This  d
is what has prevented me from taking part in public affairs, and I think it was quite right to prevent
me. Be sure, gentlemen of the jury, that if I had long ago attempted to take part in politics, I should
have died long ago, and benefited neither you nor myself. Do not be angry with me for speaking
the truth; no man will survive who genuinely opposes you or any other crowd and prevents the
occurrence of many unjust and illegal happenings in the city. A man who really fights for justice e
must lead a private, not a public, life if he is to survive for even a short time.

I shall give you great proofs of this, not words but what you esteem, deeds. Listen to what 32
happened to me, that you may know that I will not yield to any man contrary to what is right, for
fear of death, even if I should die at once for not yielding. The things I shall tell you are
commonplace and smack of the lawcourts, but they are true. I have never held any other office in
the city, but I served as a member of the Council, and our tribe Antiochis was presiding at the time
when you wanted to try as a body the ten generals who had failed to pick up the survivors of the
naval battle.’ This was illegal, as you all recognized later. I was the only member of the presiding b
committee to oppose your doing something contrary to the laws, and I voted against it. The orators
were ready to prosecute me and take me away; and your shouts were egging them on, but I thought
I'should run any risk on the side of law and justice rather than join you, for fear of prison or death,
when you were engaged in an unjust course.

This happened when the city was still a democracy. When the oligarchy was established, the
Thirty* summoned me to the Hall, along with four others, and ordered us to bring Leon from ¢
Salamis, that he might be executed. They gave many such orders to many people, in order to
implicate as many as possible in their guilt. Then I showed again, not in words but in action, that,
if it were not rather vulgar to say so, death is something I couldn't care less about, but that my
whole concern is not to do anything unjust or impious. That government, powerful as it was, did  d
not frighten me into any wrongdoing. When we left the Hall, the other four went to Salamis and
brought in Leon, but I went home. I might have been put to death for this, had not the government
fallen shortly afterwards. There are many who will witness to these events.

Do you think I would have survived all these years if I were engaged in public affairs and, e
acting as a good man must, came to the help of justice and considered this the most important
thing? Far from it, gentlemen of the jury, nor would any other man. Throughout my life, in any
public activity I may have engaged in, I am the same man as I am in private life. I have never come
to an agreement with anyone to act unjustly, neither with anyone else nor with anyone of those
who they slanderously say are my pupils. I have never been anyone's teacher. If anyone, youngor 33
old, desires to listen to me when I am talking and dealing with my own concerns, I have never
begrudged this to anyone, but I do not converse when I receive a fee and not when I do not. I am
equally ready to question the rich and the poor if anyone is willing to answer my questions and

3. This was the battle of Arginusae (south of Lesbos) in 406 BC., the last Athenian victory of the war.
A violent storm prevented the Athenians from rescuing the survivors. For this they were tried in Athens and
sentenced to death by the assembly.

4. This was the harsh oligarchy that was set up after the final defeat of Athens in 404 BC. and that ruled
Athens for some nine months in 404-3 before the democracy was restored.
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listen to what I say. And I cannot justly be held responsible for the good or bad conduct of these
people, as I never promised to teach them anything and have not done so. If anyone says that he
has learned anything from me, or that he heard anything privately that the others did not hear, be
assured that he is not telling the truth.

Why then do some people enjoy spending considerable time in my company? Y ou have heard
why, gentlemen of the jury, I have told you the whole truth. They enjoy hearing those being
questioned who think they are wise, but are not. And this is not unpleasant. To do this has, as [say, ¢
been enjoined upon me by the god, by means of oracles and dreams, and in every other way that
a divine manifestation has ever ordered a man to do anything. This is true, gentlemen, and can
easily be established.

If I corrupt some young men and have corrupted others, then surely some of them who have
grown older and realized that I gave them bad advice when they were young should now
themselves come up here to accuse me and avenge themselves. If they were unwilling to do so  d
themselves, then some of their kindred, their fathers or brothers or other relations should recall it
now if their family had been harmed by me. I see many of these present here, first Crito, my
contemporary and fellow demesman, the father of Critoboulos here; next Lysanias of Sphettus, the
father of Aeschines here; also Antiphon the Cephisian, the father of Epigenes; and others whose
brothers spent their time in this way; Nicostratus, the son of Theozotides, brother of Theodotus,
and Theodotus has died so he could not influence him; Paralios here, son of Demodocus, whose e
brother was Theages; there is Adeimanttls, son of Ariston, brother of Plato here; Acantidorus,
brother of Apollodorus here.

I could mention many others, some one of whom surely Meletus should have brought in as
witness in his own speech. If he forgot to do so, then let him do it now; [ will yield time if he has 34
anything of the kind to say. You will find quite the contrary, gentlemen. These men are all ready
to come to the help of the corruptor, the man who has harmed their kindred, as Meletus and Anytus
say. Now those who were corrupted might well have reason to help me, but the uncorrupted, their
kindred who are older men, have no reason to help me except the right and proper one, that they
know that Meletus is lying and that [ am telling the truth.

Very well, gentlemen of the jury. This, and maybe other similar things, is what [ have tosay b
in my defence. Perhaps one of you might be angry as he recalls that when he himself stood trial
on a less dangerous charge, he begged and pleaded and implored the jury with many tears, that he
brought his children and many of his friends and family into court to arouse as much pity as he
could, but that I do none of these things, even though I may seem to be running the ultimate risk.
Thinking of this, he might feel resentful toward me and, angry about this, cast his vote in anger. ¢
If there is such a one among you—I do not deem there is, but if there is—I think it would be right
to say in reply: My good sir, I too have a household and, in Homer's phrase, I am not born "from
oak or rock" but from men, so that I have a family, indeed three sons, gentlemen of the jury, of
whom one is an adolescent while two are children. Nevertheless, [ will not beg you to acquit me  d
by bringing them here. Why do I do none of these things? Not through arrogance, gentlemen, nor
through lack of respect for you. Whether I am brave in the face of death is another matter, but with
regard to my reputation and yours and that of the whole city, it does not seem right to me to do
these things, especially at my age and with my reputation. For it is generally believed, whether it
be true or false, that in certain respects Socrates is superior to the majority of men. Now if those e
of you who are considered superior, be it in wisdom or courage or whatever other virtue makes
them so, are seen behaving like that, it would be a disgrace. Yet I have often seen them do this sort
of thing when standing trial, men who are thought to be somebody, doing amazing things as if they
thought it a terrible thing to die, and as if they were to be immortal if you did not execute them. 35
I think these men bring shame upon the city so that a stranger, too, would assume that those who
are outstanding in virtue among the Athenians, whom they themselves select from themselves to
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fill offices of state and receive other honours, are in no way better than women. You should not
act like that, gentlemen of the jury, those of you who have any reputation at all, and if we do, you b
should not allow it. You should make it very clear that you will more readily convict a man who
performs these pitiful dramatics in court and so makes the city a laughingstock, than a man who
keeps quiet.

Quite apart from the question of reputation, gentlemen, I do not think it right to supplicate the
jury and to be acquitted because of this but to teach and persuade them. It is not the purpose of a
juryman's office to give justice as a favour to whoever seems good to him, but to judge according ¢
to law, and this he has sworn to do. We should not accustom you to perjure yourselves, nor should
you make a habit of it. This is irreverent conduct for either of us.

Do not deem it right for me, gentlemen of the jury, that I should act towards you in a way that
I do not consider to be good or just or pious, especially, by Zeus, as I am being prosecuted by
Meletus here for impiety; clearly, if I convinced you by my supplication to do violence to your  d
oath of office, I would be teaching you not to believe that there are gods, and my defence would
convict me of hot believing in them. This is far from being the case, gentlemen, for I do believe
in them as none of my accusers do. I leave it to you and the god to judge me in the way that will
be best for me and for you.

[The jury now gives its verdict of guilty, and Meletus asks for the penalty of death.]

There are many other reasons for my not being angry with you for convicting me, gentlemen
of the jury, and what happened was not unexpected. I am much more surprised at the number of
votes cast on each side, for I did not think the decision would be by so few votes but by a great
many. As it is, a switch of only thirty votes would have acquitted me. I think myself that  have e
been cleared on Meletus' charges, and not only this, but it is clear to all that, if Anytus and Lycon 36
had not joined him in accusing me, he would have been fined a thousand drachmas for not
receiving a fifth of the votes.

He assesses the penalty at death. So be it. What counter-assessment should I propose to you, b
gentlemen of the jury? Clearly it should be a penalty I deserve, and what do I deserve to suffer or
to pay because I have deliberately not led a quiet life but have neglected what occupies most
people: wealth, household affairs, the position of general or public orator or the other offices, the
political clubs and factions that exist in the city? I thought myself too honest to survive if I
occupied myself with those things. I did not follow that path that would have made me of no use
either to you or to myself, but I went to each of you privately and conferred upon him what I say
is the greatest benefit, by trying to persuade him not to care for any of his belongings before caring
that he himself should be as good and as wise as possible, not to care for the city's possessions ¢
more than for the city itself, and to care for other things in the same way. What do I deserve for
being such a man? Some good, gentlemen of the jury, if  must truly make an assessment according
to my deserts, and something suitable. What is suitable for a poor benefactor who needs leisure
to exhort you? Nothing is more suitable, gentlemen, than for such a man to be fed in the d
Prytaneum,’ much more suitable for him than for anyone of you who has won a victory at Olympia
with a pair or a team of horses. The Olympian victor makes you think yourself happy; I make you
be happy. Besides, he does not need food, but I do. So if I must make a just assessment of what
I deserve, I assess it at this: free meals in the Prytaneum.

When I say this you may think, as when I spoke of appeals to pity and entreaties, that I speak
arrogantly, but that is not the case, gentlemen of the jury; rather it is like this: [ am convinced that e
I never willingly wrong anyone, but I am not convincing you of this, for we have talked together 37

5. The Prytaneum was the magistrates’ hall or town hall of Athens. Free meals at the Prytaneum was the
reward given to the victorious Olympic athletes.
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but a short time. If it were the law with us, as it is elsewhere, that a trial for life should not last one
but many days, you would be convinced, but now it is not easy to dispel great slanders in a short
time. Since I am convinced that I wrong no one, I am not likely to wrong myself, to say thatI b
deserve some evil and to make some such assessment against myself. What should I fear? That I
should suffer the penalty Meletus has assessed against me, of which I say I do not know whether
it is good or bad? Am I then to choose in preference to this something that I know very well to be
an evil and assess the penalty at that? Imprisonment? Why should I live in prison, always subjected
to the ruling magistrates the Eleven? A fine, and imprisonment until I pay it? That would be the ¢
same thing for me, as I have no money. Exile? for perhaps you might accept that assessment.
I should have to be inordinately fond of life, gentlemen of the jury, to be so unreasonable as
to suppose that other men will easily tolerate my company and conversation when you, my fellow
citizens, have been unable to endure them, but found them a burden and resented them so that you
are now seeking to get rid of them. Far from it, gentlemen. It would be a fine life at my agetobe  d
driven out of one city after another, for I know very well that wherever I go the young men will
listen to my talk as they do here. If I drive them away, they will themselves persuade their elders
to drive me out; if I do not drive them away, their fathers and relations will drive me out on their e
behalf.
Perhaps someone might say: But Socrates, if you leave us will you not be able to live quietly,
without talking? Now this is the most difficult point on which to convince some of you. If I say
that it is impossible for me to keep quiet because that means disobeying the god, you will not
believe me and will think I am being ironical. On the other hand, if I say that it is the greatest good
for a man to discuss virtue every day and those other things about which you hear me conversing
and testing myself and others, for the unexamined life is not worth living for man, you will believe
me even less. 38
What I say is true, gentlemen, but it is not easy to convince you. At the same time, I am not
accustomed to think that I deserve any penalty. If I had money. I would assess the penalty at the
amount I could pay, for that would not hurt me, but I have none, unless you are willing to set the
penalty at the amount I can pay, and perhaps I could pay you one mina of silver. So that is my
assessment. b
Plato here, gentlemen of the jury, and Crito and Critobulus and Apollodorus bid me put the
penalty at thirty minae, and they will stand surety for the money. Well then, that is my assessment,
and they will be sufficient guarantee of payment.
[The jury now votes again and sentences Socrates to death.]
It is for the sake of a short time, gentlemen of the jury, that you will acquire the reputation and
the guilt, in the eyes of those who want to denigrate the city, of having killed Socrates, a wise man,
for they who want to revile you will say that I am wise even if I am not. If you had waited but a
little while, this would have happened of its own accord. You see my age, that I am already ¢
advanced in years and close to death. I am saying this not to all of you but to those who
condemned me to death, and to these same jurors I say: Perhaps you think that I was convicted for
lack of such words as might have convinced you, if I thought I should say or do all I could to avoid
my sentence. Far from it. I was convicted because I lacked not words but boldness and d
shamelessness and the willingness to say to you what you would most gladly have heard from me,
lamentations and tears and my saying and doing many things that I say are unworthy of me but that
you are accustomed to hear from others. I did not think then that the danger I ran should make me
do anything mean, nor do I now regret the nature of my defence. [ would much rather die after this
kind of defence than live after making the other kind. Neither I nor any other man should, on trial e
or in war, contrive to avoid death at any cost. Indeed it is often obvious in battle that one could
escape death by throwing away one's weapons and by turning to supplicate one's pursuers, and
there are many ways to avoid death in every kind of danger if one will venture to do or say 39
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anything to avoid it. It is not difficult to avoid death, gentlemen of the jury, it is much more
difficult to avoid wickedness, for it runs faster than death. Slow and elderly as I am, I have been
caught by the slower pursuer, whereas my accusers, being clever and sharp, have been caught by
the quicker, wickedness. I leave you now, condemned to death by you, but they are condemned b
by truth to wickedness and injustice. So I maintain my assessment, and they maintain theirs. This
perhaps had to happen, and I think it is as it should be.

Now I want to prophesy to those who convicted me, for I am at the point when men prophesy
most, when they are about to die. I say gentlemen, to those who voted to kill me, that vengeance
will come upon you immediately after my death, a vengeance much harder to bear than that which ¢
you took in killing me. You did this in the belief that you would avoid giving an account of your
life, but I maintain that quite the opposite will happen to you. There will be more people to test
you, whom I now held back, but you did not notice it. They will be more difficult to deal with as
they will be younger and you will resent them more. You are wrong if you believe that by killing
people you will prevent anyone from reproaching you for not living in the right way. To escape  d
such tests is neither possible nor good, but it is best and easiest not to discredit others but to
prepare oneself to be as good as possible. With this prophecy to you who convicted me, I part from
you.

I should be glad to discuss what has happened with those who voted for my acquittal during
the time that the officers of the court are busy and I do not yet have to depart to my death. So,
gentlemen, stay with me awhile, for nothing prevents us from talking to each other while itis e
allowed. To you, as being my friends, I want to show the meaning of what has occurred. A
surprising thing has happened to me, judges—you I would rightly call judges. At all previous times
my familiar prophetic power, my spiritual manifestation frequently opposed me, even in small
matters, when I was about to do something wrong, but now that, as you can see for yourselves, I 40
was faced with what one might think, and what is generally thought to be, the worst of evils, my
divine sign has not opposed me, either when I left home at dawn, or when I came into court, or at
any time that I was about to say something during my speech. Yet in other talks it often held me
back in the middle of my speaking, but now it has opposed no word or deed of mine. What do I
think is the reason for this? [ will tell you. What has happened to me may well be a good thing,and b
those of us who believe death to be an evil are certainly mistaken. I have convincing proof of this,
for it is impossible that my familiar sign did not oppose me if I was not about to do what was right.

Let us reflect in this way, too, that there is good hope that death is a blessing, for it is one of
two things: either the dead are nothing and have no perception of anything, or it is, as we are told, ¢
a change and a relocating for the soul from here to another place. If it is complete lack of
perception, like a dreamless sleep, then death would be a great advantage. For I think that if one
had to pick out that night during which a man slept soundly and did not dream, put beside it the
other nights and days of his life, and then see how many days and nights had been better and more  d
pleasant than that night, not only a private person but the great king would find them easy to count
compared with the other days and nights. If death is like this I say it is an advantage, for all eternity
would then seem to be no more than a single night. If, on the other hand, death is a change from
here to another place, and what we are told is true and all who have died are there, what greater e
blessing could there be, gentlemen of the jury? If anyone arriving in Hades will have escaped from
those who call themselves judges here, and will find those true judges who are said to sit in
judgement there, Minos and Radamanthus and Aeacus and Triptolemus and the other demi-gods 4/
who have been upright in their own life, would that be a poor kind of change? Again, what would
one of you give to keep company with Orpheus and Musaeus,Hesiod and Homer? I am willing to
die many times if that is true. It would be a wonderful way for me to spend my time whenever I
met Palamedes and Ajax, the son of Telamon, and any other of the men of old who died through
an unjust conviction, to compare my experience with theirs. I think it would be pleasant. Most
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important, I could spend my time testing and examining people there, as I do here, as to who b
among them is wise, and who thinks he is, but is not.

What would one not give, gentlemen of the jury, for the opportunity to examine the man who
led the great expedition against Troy, or Odysseus, or Sisyphus, and innumerable other men and
women one could mention. It would be an extraordinary happiness to talk with them, to keep
company with them and examine them. In any case, they would certainly not put one to death for ¢
doing so. They are happier there than we are here in other respects, and for the rest of time they
are deathless, if indeed what we are told is true.

You too must be of good hope as regards death, gentlemen of the jury, and keep this one truth
in mind, that a good man cannot be harmed either in life or in death, and that his affairs are not
neglected by the gods. What has happened to me now has not happened of itself, but it is clear to
me that it was better for me to die now and to escape from trouble. That is why my divine sign did 4
not oppose me at any point. So I am certainly not angry with those who convicted me, or with my
accusers. Of course that was not their purpose when they accused and convicted me, but they
thought they were hurting me, and for this they deserve blame. This much I ask from them: when
my sons grow up, avenge yourselves by, causing them the same kind of grief that I caused you, if
you think they care for money or anything else more than they care for virtue, or if they think they e
are somebody when they are nobody. Reproach them as I reproach you, that they do not care for
the right things and think they are worthy when they are not worthy of anything. If you do this, I
shall have been justly treated by you, and my sons also.

Now the hour to part has come. I go to die, you go to live. Which of us goes to the better lot
is known to no one, except the god. 42

Plato. Apology, trans. G.M.A. Grube. Pp. 112.130 in Readings in Ancient Greek Philosophy. from
Thales to Aristotle, 2nd ed. Indianapolis: Hackett Publishing Company, 2000.
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QUESTIONS

L.

2.

3.

In the opening of the Apology how does Socrates contrast his form of speech with that of his accusers?
What is the Socratic method? How does irony function in the Socratic method?

What are the charges against Socrates? At the opening of his defense how does Socrates distinguish
between two sets of accusers? Which accusers does he think will be harder to refute? Why?

What is the story Socrates tells the jury of the Athenians concerning what a friend is told by the oracle
at Delphi? What was the point of this story?

According to Socrates what benefits for the individual and for the state come from the practice of
philosophy? What did Socrates mean when he referred to himself as a “gadfly”?

Why does Socrates claim that his accusers will be more harmed by his execution than he?
Why doesn't Socrates employ emotional appeals to pity in order to save his life?

What s the jury's verdict and what do the accusers recommend as a proper penalty? What counterpenalty
does Socrates propose for himself? Why does he propose this to be his just penalty?

Even though he may very well have avoided death, why does Socrates not choose prison, a fine, exile,
or even silence as a counterpenalty? Why does Socrates say that “the unexamined life is not worth
living?” What did he mean by this? Was he correct? Why or why not?



The Myth Of Sisyphus

An Absurd Reasoning
Absurdity and Suicide

There is but one truly serious philosophical problem, and that
is suicide. Judging whether life is or is not worth living amounts to
answering the fundamental question of philosophy. All the rest—
whether or not the world has three dimensions, whether the mind
has nine or twelve categories—comes afterwards. These are
games; one must first answer. And if it is true, as Nietzsche claims,
that a philosopher, to deserve our respect, must preach by example,
you can appreciate the importance of that reply, for it will precede
the definitive act. These are facts the heart can feel; yet they call
for careful study before they become clear to the intellect.

If I ask myself how to judge that this question is more urgent
than that, I reply that one judges by the actions it entails. I have
never seen anyone die for the ontologi-cal argument. Galileo, who
held a scientific truth of great importance, abjured it with the
greatest ease as soon as it endangered his life. In a certain sense, he
did right. ] That truth was not worth the stake. Whether the earth
or the sun revolves around the other is a matter of profound
indifference. To tell the truth, it is a futile question. On the other
hand, I see many people die because they judge that life is not
worth living. I see others paradoxically getting killed for the ideas
or illusions that give them a reason for living (what is called a
reason for living is also an excellent reason for dying). I therefore
conclude that the meaning of life is the most urgent of questions.
How to answer it? On all essential problems (I mean thereby those
that run the risk of leading to death or those that intensify the



passion of living) there are probably but two methods of thought:
the method of La Palisse and the method of Don Quixote. Solely
the balance between evidence and lyricism can allow us to achieve
simultaneously emotion and lucidity. In a subject at once so
humble and so heavy with emotion, the learned and classical
dialectic must yield, one can see, to a more modest attitude of mind
deriving at one and the same time from common sense and
understanding.

Suicide has never been dealt with except as a social
phenomenon. On the contrary, we are concerned here, at the outset,
with the relationship between individual thought and suicide. An
act like this is prepared within the silence of the heart, as is a great
work of art. The man himself is ignorant of it. One evening he
pulls the trigger or jumps. Of an apartment-building manager who
had killed himself I was told that he had lost his daughter five
years before, that be bad changed greatly since, and that that
experience had “undermined” him. A more exact word cannot be
imagined. Beginning to think is beginning to be undermined.
Society has but little connection with such beginnings. The worm
is in man’s heart. That is where it must be sought. One must follow
and understand this fatal game that leads from lucidity in the face
of existence to flight from light.

There are many causes for a suicide, and generally the most
obvious ones were not the most powerful. Rarely is suicide
committed (yet the hypothesis is not excluded) through reflection.
What sets off the crisis is almost always unverifiable. Newspapers
often speak of “personal sorrows” or of “incurable illness.” These
explanations are plausible. But one would have to know whether a
friend of the desperate man had not that very day addressed him
indifferently. He is the guilty one. For that is enough to precipitate
all the rancors and all the boredom still in suspension.

But if it is hard to fix the precise instant, the subtle step when
the mind opted for death, it is easier to deduce from the act itself
the consequences it implies. In a sense, and as in melodrama,
killing yourself amounts to confessing. It is confessing that life is
too much for you or that you do not understand it. Let’s not go too
far in such analogies, however, but rather return to everyday
words. It is merely confessing that that “is not worth the trouble.”
Living, naturally, is never easy. You continue making the gestures
commanded by existence for many reasons, the first of which is



habit. Dying voluntarily implies that you have recognized, even
instinc—

tively, the ridiculous character of that habit, the absence of any
profound reason for living, the insane character of that daily
agitation, and the uselessness of suffering.

What, then, is that incalculable feeling that deprives the mind
of the sleep necessary to life? A world that can be explained even
with bad reasons is a familiar world. But, on the other hand, in a
universe suddenly divested of illusions and lights, man feels an
alien, a stranger. His exile is without remedy since he is deprived
of the memory of a lost home or the hope of a promised land. This
divorce between man and this life, the actor and his setting, is
properly the feeling of absurdity. All healthy men having thought
of their own suicide, it can be seen, without further explanation,
that there is a direct connection between this feeling and the
longing for death.

The subject of this essay is precisely this relationship between
the absurd and suicide, the exact degree to which suicide is a
solution to the absurd. The principle can be established that for a
man who does not cheat, what he believes to be true must
determine his action. Belief in the absurdity of existence must then
dictate his conduct. It is legitimate to wonder, clearly and without
false pathos, whether a conclusion of this importance requires
forsaking as rapidly as possible an incomprehensible condition. 1
am speaking, of course, of men inclined to be in harmony with
themselves.

Stated clearly, this problem may seem both simple and
insoluble. But it is wrongly assumed that simple questions involve
answers that are no less simple and that evidence implies evidence.
A priori and reversing the terms of the problem, just as one does or
does not kill oneself; it seems that there are but two philosophical
solutions, either yes or no. This would be too easy. But allowance
must be made for those who, without concluding, continue
questioning. Here I am only slightly indulging in irony: this is the
majority. I notice also that those who answer “no” act as if they
thought “yes.” As a matter of fact, if I accept the Nietzschean
criterion, they think “yes” in one way or another. On the other
hand, it often happens that those who commit suicide were assured
of the meaning of life. These contradictions are constant. It may
even be said that they have never been so keen as on this point
where, on the contrary, logic seems so desirable. It is a



commonplace to compare philosophical theories and the behavior
of those who profess them. But it must be said that of the thinkers
who refused a meaning to life none except Kirilov who belongs to
literature, Peregrinos who is born of legend,2! and Jules Lequier
who belongs to hypothesis, admitted his logic to the point of
refusing that life. Schopenhauer is often cited, as a fit subject for
laughter, because he praised suicide while seated at a well-set
table. This is no subject for joking. That way of not taking the
tragic seriously is not so grievous, but it helps to judge a man.

In the face of such contradictions and obscurities must we
conclude that there is no relationship between the opinion one has
about life and the act one commits to leave it? Let us not
exaggerate in this direction. In a man’s attachment to life there is
something stronger than all the ills in the world. The body’s
judgment is as good as the mind’s and the body shrinks from
annihilation. We get into the habit of living before acquiring the
habit of thinking. In that race which daily hastens us toward death,
the body maintains its irreparable lead. In short, the essence of that
contradiction lies in what I shall call the act of eluding because it is
both less and more than diversion in the Pascalian sense. Eluding is
the invariable game. The typical act of eluding, the fatal evasion
that constitutes the third theme of this essay, is hope. Hope of
another life one must “deserve” or trickery of those who live not
for life itself but for some great idea that will transcend it, refine it,
give it a meaning, and betray it.

Thus everything contributes to spreading confusion.

Hitherto, and it has not been wasted effort, people have played
on words and pretended to believe that refusing to grant a meaning
to life necessarily leads to declaring that it is not worth living. In
truth, there is no necessary common measure between these two
judgments. One merely has to refuse to he misled by the
confusions, divorces, and inconsistencies previously pointed out.
One must brush everything aside and go straight to the real
problem. One kills oneself because life is not worth living, that is
certainly a truth yet an unfruitful one because it is a truism. But
does that insult to existence, that flat denial in which it is plunged
come from the fact that it has no meaning? Does its absurdity
require one to escape it through hope or suicide—this is what must
be clarified, hunted down, and elucidated while brushing aside all
the rest. Does the Absurd dictate death? This problem must be
given priority over others, outside all methods of thought and all



exercises of the disinterested mind. Shades of meaning,
contradictions, the psychology that an “objective” mind can always
introduce into all problems have no place in this pursuit and this
passion. It calls simply for an unjust—in other words, logical—
thought. That is not easy. It is always easy to be logical. It is
almost impossible to be logical to the bitter end. Men who die by
their own hand consequently follow to its conclusion their
emotional inclination. Reflection on suicide gives me an
opportunity to raise the only problem to interest me: is there a logic
to the point of death? I cannot know unless I pursue, without
reckless passion, in the sole light of evidence, the reasoning of
which I am here suggesting the source. This is what I call an
absurd reasoning. Many have begun it. I do not yet know whether
or not they kept to it.

When Karl Jaspers, revealing the impossibility of constituting
the world as a unity, exclaims: “This limitation leads me to myself,
where I can no longer withdraw behind an objective point of view
that I am merely representing, where neither I myself nor the
existence of others can any longer become an object for me,” he is
evoking after many others those waterless deserts where thought
reaches its confines. After many others, yes indeed, but how eager
they were to get out of them! At that last crossroad where thought
hesitates, many men have arrived and even some of the humblest.
They then abdicated what was most precious to them, their life.
Others, princes of the mind, abdicated likewise, but they initiated
the suicide of their thought in its purest revolt. The real effort is to
stay there, rather, in so far as that is possible, and to examine
closely the odd vegetation of those distant regions. Tenacity and
acumen are privileged spectators of this inhuman show in which
absurdity, hope, and death carry on their dialogue. The mind can
then analyze the figures of that elementary yet subtle dance before
illustrating them and reliving them itself.



Absurd Freedom

Now the main thing is done, I hold certain facts from which I
cannot separate. What I know, what is certain, what I cannot deny,
what I cannot reject—this is what counts. I can negate everything
of that part of me that lives on vague nostalgias, except this desire
for unity, this longing to solve, this need for clarity and cohesion. I
can refute everything in this world surrounding me that offends or
enraptures me, except this chaos, this sovereign chance and this
divine equivalence which springs from anarchy. I don’t know
whether this world has a meaning that transcends it. But I know
that I do not know that meaning and that it is impossible for me
just now to know it. What can a meaning outside my condition
mean to me? I can understand only in human terms. What I touch,
what resists me—that is what I understand. And these two
certainties—my appetite for the absolute and for unity and the
impossibility of reducing this world to a rational and reasonable
principle—I also know that I cannot reconcile them. What other
truth can I admit without lying, without bringing in a hope I lack
and which means nothing within the limits of my condition?

If I were a tree among trees, a cat among animals, this life
would have a meaning, or rather this problem would not arise, for I
should belong to this world. I should be this world to which I am
now opposed by my whole consciousness and my whole insistence
upon familiarity. This ridiculous reason is what sets me in
opposition to all creation. I cannot cross it out with a stroke of the
pen. What I believe to be true I must therefore preserve. What



seems to me so obvious, even against me, I must support. And
what constitutes the basis of that conflict, of that break between the
world and my mind, but the awareness of it? If therefore I want to
preserve it, I can through a constant awareness, ever revived, ever
alert. This is what, for the moment, I must remember. At this
moment the absurd, so obvious and yet so hard to win, returns to a
man’s life and finds its home there. At this moment, too, the mind
can leave the arid, dried-up path of lucid effort. That path now
emerges in daily life. It encounters the world of the anonymous
impersonal pronoun “one,” but henceforth man enters in with his
revolt and his lucidity. He has forgotten how to hope. This hell of
the present is his Kingdom at last. All problems recover their sharp
edge. Abstract evidence retreats before the poetry of forms and
colors. Spiritual conflicts become embodied and return to the
abject and magnificent shelter of man’s heart. None of them is
settled. But all are transfigured. Is one going to die, escape by the
leap, rebuild a mansion of ideas and forms to one’s own scale? Is
one, on the contrary, going to take up the heart-rending and
marvelous wager of the absurd? Let’s make a final effort in this
regard and draw all our conclusions. The body, affection, creation,
action, human nobility will then resume their places in this mad
world. At last man will again find there the wine of the absurd and
the bread of indifference on which he feeds his greatness.

Let us insist again on the method: it is a matter of persisting. At
a certain point on his path the absurd man is tempted. History is
not lacking in either religions or prophets, even without gods. He is
asked to leap. All he can reply is that he doesn’t fully understand,
that it is not obvious. Indeed, he does not want to do anything but
what he fully understands. He is assured that this is the sin of
pride, but he does not understand the notion of sin; that perhaps
hell is in store, but he has not enough imagination to visualize that
strange future; that he is losing immortal life, but that seems to him
an idle consideration. An attempt is made to get him to admit his
guilt. He feels innocent. To tell the truth, that is all he feels—his
irreparable innocence. This is what allows him everything. Hence,
what he demands of himself is to live solely with what he knows,
to accommodate himself to what is, and to bring in nothing that is
not certain. He is told that nothing is. But this at least is a certainty.
And it is with this that he is concerned: he wants to find out if it is
possible to live without appeal.



Now I can broach the notion of suicide. It has already been felt
what solution might be given. At this point the problem is
reversed. It was previously a question of finding out whether or not
life had to have a meaning to be lived. It now becomes clear, on
the contrary, that it will be lived all the better if it has no meaning.
Living an experience, a particular fate, is accepting it fully. Now,
no one will live this fate, knowing it to be absurd, unless he does
everything to keep before him that absurd brought to light by
consciousness. Negating one of the terms of the opposition on
which he lives amounts to escaping it. To abolish conscious revolt
is to elude the problem. The theme of permanent revolution is thus
carried into individual experience. Living is keeping the absurd
alive. Keeping it alive is, above all, contemplating it. Unlike
Eurydice, the absurd dies only when we turn away from it. One of
the only coherent philosophical positions is thus revolt. It is a
constant confrontation between man and his own obscurity. It is an
insistence upon an impossible transparency. It challenges the world
anew every second. Just as danger provided man the unique
opportunity of seizing awareness, so metaphysical revolt extends
awareness to the whole of experience. It is that constant presence
of man in his own eyes. It is not aspiration, for it is devoid of hope.
That revolt is the certainly of a crushing fate, without the
resignation that ought to accompany it.

This is where it is seen to what a degree absurd experience is
remote from suicide. It may be thought that suicide follows
revolt—but wrongly. For it does not represent the logical outcome
of revolt. It is just the contrary by the consent it presupposes.
Suicide, like the leap, is acceptance at its extreme. Everything is
over and man returns to his essential history. His future, his unique
and dreadful future—he sees and rushes toward it. In its way,
suicide settles the absurd. It engulfs the absurd in the same death.
But I know that in order to keep alive, the absurd cannot be settled.
It escapes suicide to the extent that it is simultaneously awareness
and rejection of death. It is, at the extreme limit of the condemned
man’s last thought, that shoelace that despite everything he sees a
few yards away, on the very brink of his dizzying fall. The
contrary of suicide, in fact, is the man condemned to death.

That revolt gives life its value. Spread out over the whole
length of a life, it restores its majesty to that life. To a man devoid
of blinders, there is no finer sight than that of the intelligence at
grips with a reality that transcends it. The sight of human pride is



unequaled. No disparagement is of any use. That discipline that the
mind imposes on itself, that will conjured up out of nothing, that
face-to-face struggle have something exceptional about them. To
impoverish that reality whose inhumanity constitutes man’s
majesty is tantamount to impoverishing him himself. I understand
then why the doctrines that explain everything to me also debilitate
me at the same time. They relieve me of the weight of my own life,
and yet I must carry it alone. At this juncture, I cannot conceive
that a skeptical metaphysics can be joined to an ethics of
renunciation.

Consciousness and revolt, these rejections are the contrary of
renunciation. Everything that is indomitable and passionate in a
human heart quickens them, on the contrary, with its own life. It is
essential to die unrecon-ciled and not of one’s own free will.
Suicide i1s a repudi—ation. The absurd man can only drain
everything to the bitter end, and deplete himself. The absurd is his
extreme tension, which he maintains constantly by solitary effort,
for he knows that in that consciousness and in that day-to-day
revolt he gives proof of his only truth, which is defiance. This is a
first consequence.

Aok ok

If T remain in that prearranged position which consists in
drawing all the conclusions (and nothing else) involved in a newly
discovered notion, I am faced with a second paradox. In order to
remain faithful to that method, I have nothing to do with the
problem of metaphysical liberty. Knowing whether or not man is
free doesn’t interest me. I can experience only my own freedom.
As to it, I can have no general notions, but merely a few clear
insights. The problem of “freedom as such” has no meaning, for it
is linked in quite a different way with the problem of God.
Knowing whether or not man is free involves knowing whether he
can have a master. The absurdity peculiar to this problem comes
from the fact that the very notion that makes the problem of
freedom possible also takes away all its meaning. For in the
presence of God there is less a problem of freedom than a problem
of evil. You know the alternative: either we are not free and God
the all-powerful is responsible for evil. Or we are free and
responsible but God is not all powerful. All the scholastic
subtleties have neither added anything to nor subtracted anything
from the acuteness of this paradox.



This is why I cannot act lost in the glorification or the mere
definition of a notion which eludes me and loses its meaning as
soon as it goes beyond the frame of reference of my individual
experience. I cannot understand what kind of freedom would be
given me by a higher being. I have lost the sense of hierarchy. The
only conception of freedom I can have is that of the prisoner or the
individual in the midst of the State. The only one I know is
freedom of thought and action. Now if the absurd cancels all my
chances of eternal freedom, it restores and magnifies, on the other
hand, my freedom of action. That privation of hope and future
means an increase in man’s availability.

Before encountering the absurd, the everyday man lives with
aims, a concern for the future or for justification (with regard to
whom or what is not the question). He weighs his chances, he
counts on “someday,” his retirement or the labor of his sons. He
still thinks that something in his life can be directed. In truth, he
acts as if he were free, even if all the facts make a point of
contradicting that liberty. But after the absurd, everything is upset.
That idea that “I am,” my way of acting as if everything has a
meaning (even if, on occasion, I said that nothing has)—all that is
given the lie in vertiginous fashion by the absurdity of a possible
death. Thinking of the future, establishing aims for oneself, having
preferences—all this presupposes a belief in freedom, even if one
occasionally ascertains that one doesn’t feel it. But at that moment
I am well aware that that higher liberty, that freedom fo be, which
alone can serve as basis for a truth, does not exist. Death is there as
the only reality. After death the chips are down. I am not even free,
either, to perpetuate myself, but a slave, and, above all, a slave
without hope of an eternal revolution, without recourse to
contempt. And who without revolution and without contempt can
remain a slave? What freedom can exist in the fullest sense without
assurance of eternity?

But at the same time the absurd man realizes that hitherto he
was bound to that postulate of freedom on the illusion of which he
was living. In a certain sense, that hampered him. To the extent to
which he imagined a purpose to his life, he adapted himself to the
demands of a purpose to be achieved and became the slave of his
liberty. Thus I could not act otherwise than as the father (or the
engineer or the leader of a nation, or the post-office sub-clerk) that
I am preparing to be. I think I can choose to be that rather than
something else. I think so unconsciously, to be sure. But at the



same time I strengthen my postulate with the beliefs of those
around me, with the presumptions of my human environment
(others are so sure of being free, and that cheerful mood is so
contagious!). However far one may remain from any presumption,
moral or social, one is partly influenced by them and even, for the
best among them (there are good and bad presumptions), one
adapts one’s life to them. Thus the absurd man realizes that he was
not really free. To speak clearly, to the extent to which I hope, to
which I worry about a truth that might be individual to me, about a
way of being or creating, to the extent to which I arrange my life
and prove thereby that I accept its having a meaning, I create for
myself barriers between which I confine my life. I do like so many
bureaucrats of the mind and heart who only fill me with disgust
and whose only vice, I now see clearly, is to take man’s freedom
seriously.

The absurd enlightens me on this point: there is no future.
Henceforth this is the reason for my inner freedom. I shall use two
comparisons here. Mystics, to begin with, find freedom in giving
themselves. By losing themselves in their god, by accepting his
rules, they become secretly free. In spontaneously accepted slavery
they recover a deeper independence. But what does that freedom
mean? It may be said, above all, that they feel free with regard to
themselves, and not so much free as liberated. Likewise,
completely turned toward death (taken here as the most obvious
absurdity), the absurd man feels released from everything outside
that passionate attention crystallizing in him. He enjoys a freedom
with regard to common rules. It can be seen at this point that the
initial themes of existential philosophy keep their entire value. The
return to consciousness, the escape from everyday sleep represent
the first steps of absurd freedom. But it is existential preaching that
is alluded to, and with it that spiritual leap which basically escapes
consciousness. In the same way (this is my second comparison) the
slaves of antiquity did not belong to themselves. But they knew
that freedom which consists in not feeling responsible. ! Death,
too, has patrician hands which, while crushing, also liberate.

Losing oneself in that bottomless certainty, feeling henceforth
sufficiently remote from one’s own life to increase it and take a
broad view of it—this involves the principle of a liberation. Such
new independence has a definite time limit, like any freedom of
action. It does not write a check on eternity. But it takes the place
of the illusions of freedom, which all stopped with death. The



divine availability of the condemned man before whom the prison
doors open in a certain early dawn, that unbelievable
disinterestedness with regard to everything except for the pure
flame of life—it is clear that death and the absurd are here the
principles of the only reasonable freedom: that which a human
heart can experience and live. This is a second consequence. The
absurd man thus catches sight of a burning and frigid, transparent
and limited universe in which nothing is possible but everything is
given, and beyond which all is collapse and nothingness. He can
then decide to accept such a universe and draw from it his strength,
his refusal to hope, and the unyielding evidence of a life without
consolation.
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But what does life mean in such a universe? Nothing else for
the moment but indifference to the future and a desire to use up
everything that is given. Belief in the meaning of life always
implies a scale of values, a choice, our preferences. Belief in the
absurd, according to our definitions, teaches the contrary. But this
is worth examining.

Knowing whether or not one can live without appeal is all that
interests me. I do not want to get out of my depth. This aspect of
life being given me, can I adapt myself to it? Now, faced with this
particular concern, belief in the absurd is tantamount to
substituting the quantity of experiences for the quality. If I
convince myself that this life has no other aspect than that of the
absurd, if I feel that its whole equilibrium depends on that
perpetual opposition between my conscious revolt and the darkness
in which it struggles, if I admit that my freedom has no meaning
except in relation to its limited fate, then I must say that what
counts is not the best living but the most living. It is not up to me
to wonder if this is vulgar or revolting, elegant or deplorable. Once
and for all, value judgments are discarded here in favor of factual
judgments. I have merely to draw the conclusions from what I can
see and to risk nothing that is hypothetical. Supposing that living in
this way were not honorable, then true propriety would command
me to be dishonorable.

The most living; in the broadest sense, that rule means nothing.
It calls for definition. It seems to begin with the fact that the notion
of quantity has not been sufficiently explored. For it can account
for a large share of human experience. A man’s rule of conduct



and his scale of values have no meaning except through the
quantity and variety of experiences he has been in a position to
accumulate. Now, the conditions of modern life impose on the
majority of men the same quantity of experiences and
consequently the same profound experience. To be sure, there must
also be taken into consideration the individual’s spontaneous
contribution, the “given” element in him. But I cannot judge of
that, and let me repeat that my rule here is to get along with the
immediate evidence. I see, then, that the individual character of a
common code of ethics lies not so much in the ideal importance of
its basic principles as in the norm of an experience that it is
possible to measure. To stretch a point somewhat, the Greeks had
the code of their leisure just as we have the code of our eight-hour
day. But already many men among the most tragic cause us to
foresee that a longer experience changes this table of values. They
make us imagine that adventurer of the everyday who through
mere quantity of experiences would break all records (I am
purposely using this sports expression) and would thus win his
own code of ethics." Yet let’s avoid romanticism and just ask
ourselves what such an attitude may mean to a man with his mind
made up to take up his bet and to observe strictly what he takes to
be the rules of the game.

Breaking all the records is first and foremost being faced with
the world as often as possible. How can that be done without
contradictions and without playing on words? For on the one hand
the absurd teaches that all experiences are unimportant, and on the
other it urges toward the greatest quantity of experiences. How,
then, can one fail to do as so many of those men I was speaking of
earlier—choose the form of life that brings us the most possible of
that human matter, thereby introducing a scale of values that on the
other hand one claims to reject?

But again it is the absurd and its contradictory life that teaches
us. For the mistake is thinking that that quantity of experiences
depends on the circumstances of our life when it depends solely on
us. Here we have to be over-simple. To two men living the same
number of years, the world always provides the same sum of
experiences. It is up to us to be conscious of them. Being aware of
one’s life, one’s revolt, one’s freedom, and to the maximum, is
living, and to the maximum. Where lucidity dominates, the scale of
values becomes useless. Let’s be even more simple. Let us say that
the sole obstacle, the sole deficiency to be made good, is



constituted by premature death. Thus it is that no depth, no
emotion, no passion, and no sacrifice could render equal in the
eyes of the absurd man (even if he wished it so) a conscious life of
forty years and a lucidity spread over sixty years.!2! Madness and
death are his irreparables. Man does not choose. The absurd and
the extra life it involves therefore do not defend on man’s will, but
on its contrary, which is death.1¥ Weighing words carefully, it is
altogether a question of luck. One just has to be able to consent to
this. There will never be any substitute for twenty years of life and
experience.

By what is an odd inconsistency in such an alert race, the
Greeks claimed that those who died young were beloved of the
gods. And that is true only if you are willing to believe that
entering the ridiculous world of the gods is forever losing the
purest of joys, which is feeling, and feeling on this earth. The
present and the succession of presents before a constantly
conscious soul is the ideal of the absurd man. But the word “ideal”
rings false in this connection. It is not even his vocation, but
merely the third consequence of his reasoning. Having started from
an anguished awareness of the inhuman, the meditation on the
absurd returns at the end of its itinerary to the very heart of the
passionate flames of human revolt."!
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Thus I draw from the absurd three consequences, which are my
revolt, my freedom, and my passion. By the mere activity of
consciousness | transform into a rule of life what was an invitation
to death—and I refuse suicide. I know, to be sure, the dull
resonance that vibrates throughout these days. Yet I have but a
word to say: that it is necessary. When Nietzsche writes: “It clearly
seems that the chief thing in heaven and on earth is to obey at
length and in a single direction: in the long run there results
something for which it is worth the trouble of living on this earth
as, for example, virtue, art, music, the dance, reason, the mind—
something that transfigures, something delicate, mad, or divine,”
he elucidates the rule of a really distinguished code of ethics. But
he also points the way of the absurd man. Obeying the flame is
both the easiest and the hardest thing to do. However, it is good for
man to judge himself occasionally. He is alone in being able to do
SO.

“Prayer,” says Alain, “is when night descends over thought.”



“But the mind must meet the night,” reply the mystics and the
existentials. Yes, indeed, but not that night that is born under
closed eyelids and through the mere will of man—dark,
impenetrable night that the mind calls up in order to plunge into it.
If it must encounter a night, let it be rather that of despair, which
remains lucid—polar night, vigil of the mind, whence will arise
perhaps that white and virginal brightness which outlines every
object in the light of the intelligence. At that degree, equivalence
encounters passionate understanding. Then it is no longer even a
question of judging the existential leap. It resumes its place amid
the age-old fresco of human attitudes. For the spectator, if he is
conscious, that leap is still absurd. In so far as it thinks it solves the
paradox, it reinstates it intact. On this score, it is stirring. On this
score, everything resumes its place and the absurd world is reborn
in all its splendor and diversity.

But it is bad to stop, hard to be satisfied with a single way of
seeing, to go without contradiction, perhaps the most subtle of all
spiritual forces. The preceding merely defines a way of thinking.
But the point is to live.



Let me repeat. None of all this has any real meaning. On the
way to that liberty, there is still a progress to be made. The final
effort for these related minds, creator or conqueror, is to manage to
free themselves also from their undertakings: succeed in granting
that the very work, whether it be conquest, love, or creation, may
well not be; consummate thus the utter futility of any individual
life. Indeed, that gives them more freedom in the realization of that
work, just as becoming aware of the absurdity of life authorized
them to plunge into it with every excess.

All that remains is a fate whose outcome alone is fatal. Outside
of that single fatality of death, everything, joy or happiness, is
liberty. A world remains of which man is the sole master. What
bound him was the illusion of another world. The outcome of his
thought, ceasing to be renunciatory, flowers in images. It frolics—
in myths, to be sure, but myths with no other depth than that of
human suffering and, like it, inexhaustible. Not the divine fable
that amuses and blinds, but the terrestrial face, gesture, and drama
in which are summed up a difficult wisdom and an ephemeral
passion.

The Myth Of Sisyphus

The gods had condemned Sisyphus to ceaselessly rolling a rock
to the top of a mountain, whence the stone would fall back of its
own weight. They had thought with some reason that there is no
more dreadful punishment than futile and hopeless labor.

If one believes Homer, Sisyphus was the wisest and most
prudent of mortals. According to another tradition, however, he
was disposed to practice the profession of highwayman. I see no
contradiction in this. Opinions differ as to the reasons why he
became the futile laborer of the underworld. To begin with, he is
accused of a certain levity in regard to the gods. He stole their
secrets. AEgina, the daughter of AEsopus, was carried off by
Jupiter. The father was shocked by that disappearance and
complained to Sisyphus. He, who knew of the abduction, offered
to tell about it on condition that AEsopus would give water to the
citadel of Corinth. To the celestial thunderbolts he preferred the
benediction of water. He was punished for this in the underworld.
Homer tells us also that Sisyphus had put Death in chains. Pluto
could not endure the sight of his deserted, silent empire. He



dispatched the god of war, who liberated Death from the hands of
her conqueror.

It is said also that Sisyphus, being near to death, rashly wanted
to test his wife’s love. He ordered her to cast his unburied body
into the middle of the public square. Sisyphus woke up in the
underworld. And there, annoyed by an obedience so contrary to
human love, he obtained from Pluto permission to return to earth in
order to chastise his wife. But when he had seen again the face of
this world, enjoyed water and sun, warm stones and the sea, he no
longer wanted to go back to the infernal darkness. Recalls, signs of
anger, warnings were of no avail. Many years more he lived facing
the curve of the gulf, the sparkling sea, and the smiles of earth. A
decree of the gods was necessary. Mercury came and seized the
impudent man by the collar and, snatching him from his joys, led
him forcibly back to the underworld, where his rock was ready for
him.

You have already grasped that Sisyphus is the absurd hero. He
is, as much through his passions as through his torture. His scorn
of the gods, his hatred of death, and his passion for life won him
that unspeakable penalty in which the whole being is exerted
toward accomplishing nothing. This is the price that must be paid
for the passions of this earth. Nothing is told us about Sisyphus in
the underworld. Myths are made for the imagination to breathe life
into them. As for this myth, one sees merely the whole effort of a
body straining to raise the huge stone, to roll it and push it up a
slope a hundred times over; one sees the face screwed up, the
cheek tight against the stone, the shoulder bracing the clay-covered
mass, the foot wedging it, the fresh start with arms outstretched,
the wholly human security of two earth-clotted hands. At the very
end of his long effort measured by skyless space and time without
depth, the purpose is achieved. Then Sisyphus watches the stone
rush down in a few moments toward that lower world whence he
will have to push it up again toward the summit. He goes back
down to the plain.

It is during that return, that pause, that Sisyphus interests me. A
face that toils so close to stones is already stone itself! I see that
man going back down with a heavy yet measured step toward the
torment of which he will never know the end. That hour like a
breathing-space which returns as surely as his suffering, that is the
hour of consciousness. At each of those moments when he leaves



the heights and gradually sinks toward the lairs of the gods, he is
superior to his fate. He is stronger than his rock.

If this myth is tragic, that is because its hero is conscious.
Where would his torture be, indeed, if at every step the hope of
succeeding upheld him? The workman of today works every day in
his life at the same tasks, and this fate is no less absurd. But it is
tragic only at the rare moments when it becomes conscious.
Sisyphus, proletarian of the gods, powerless and rebellious, knows
the whole extent of his wretched condition: it is what he thinks of
during his descent. The lucidity that was to constitute his torture at
the same time crowns his victory. There is no fate that cannot be
surmounted by scorn.
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If the descent is thus sometimes performed in sorrow, it can
also take place in joy. This word is not too much. Again I fancy
Sisyphus returning toward his rock, and the sorrow was in the
beginning. When the images of earth cling too tightly to memory,
when the call of happiness becomes too insistent, it happens that
melancholy rises in man’s heart: this is the rock’s victory, this is
the rock itself. The boundless grief is too heavy to bear. These are
our nights of Gethsemane. But crushing truths perish from being
acknowledged. Thus, CEdipus at the outset obeys fate without
knowing it. But from the moment he knows, his tragedy begins.
Yet at the same moment, blind and desperate, he realizes that the
only bond linking him to the world is the cool hand of a girl. Then
a tremendous remark rings out: “Despite so many ordeals, my
advanced age and the nobility of my soul make me conclude that
all is well.” Sophocles’ CEdipus, like Dostoevsky’s Kirilov, thus
gives the recipe for the absurd victory. Ancient wisdom confirms
modern heroism.

One does not discover the absurd without being tempted to
write a manual of happiness. “What! by such narrow ways—?”
There is but one world, however. Happiness and the absurd are two
sons of the same earth. They are inseparable. It would be a mistake
to say that happiness necessarily springs from the absurd
discovery. It happens as well that the feeling of the absurd springs
from happiness. “I conclude that all is well,” says CEdipus, and
that remark is sacred. It echoes in the wild and limited universe of
man. It teaches that all is not, has not been, exhausted. It drives out
of this world a god who had come into it with dissatisfaction and a



preference for futile sufferings. It makes of fate a human matter,
which must be settled among men.

All Sisyphus’ silent joy is contained therein. His fate belongs
to him. His rock is his thing. Likewise, the absurd man, when he
contemplates his torment, silences all the idols. In the universe
suddenly restored to its silence, the myriad wondering little voices
of the earth rise up. Unconscious, secret calls, invitations from all
the faces, they are the necessary reverse and price of victory. There
is no sun without shadow, and it is es-sential to know the night.
The absurd man says yes and his effort will henceforth be
unceasing. If there is a personal fate, there is no higher destiny, or
at least there is but one which he concludes is inevitable and
despicable. For the rest, he knows himself to be the master of his
days. At that subtle moment when man glances backward over his
life, Sisyphus returning toward his rock, in that slight pivoting he
contemplates that series of unrelated actions which becomes his
fate, created by him, combined under his memory’s eye and soon
sealed by his death. Thus, convinced of the wholly human origin of
all that is human, a blind man eager to see who knows that the
night has no end, he is still on the go. The rock is still rolling.

I leave Sisyphus at the foot of the mountain! One always finds
one’s burden again. But Sisyphus teaches the higher fidelity that
negates the gods and raises rocks. He too concludes that all is well.
This universe henceforth without a master seems to him neither
sterile nor futile. Each atom of that stone, each mineral flake of
that night-filled mountain, in itself forms a world. The struggle
itself toward the heights is enough to fill a man’s heart. One must
imagine Sisyphus happy.
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