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DISCLAIMER

If you see yourself or anyone you think you know as one of the 
characters in this work of pure fiction and unadulterated authorial 
imagination, you are sorely mistaken. It is definitely not you or the 
person you think you might know and you may have a problem 
distinguishing fantasy from reality. This book, however, might 
actually be for people like you, though there are certain dangers 
in associating yourself with characters of fiction. Real place names 
and real names of certain public figures are used for the sake of 
establishing setting. All scenes are fictional! None of this ever 
happened, though you might think it did, and who could blame 
you for that? Thinking is always allowed. Any similarities in the 
pages that follow to real living or deceased individuals would be 
purely coincidental.
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HISSTORY

Stories all must start somewhere, so this one starts right here or 
maybe just before or right after. Where it will end not even the 
author knows sometimes. Some authors follow a well-designed plan 
with everything laid out in exquisite logical order, others just follow 
a path or a road, and no matter how much it zigzags or winds, goes 
uphill or down, it always must take you somewhere or back to where 
you came from. So if you follow it, you will end up wherever it takes 
us both, to a somewhere, because this author is not the kind who 
can ever lay out everything in advance like crooked cobblestones on 
a seemingly perfectly straight road. One should add, though, that 
tales could often come to a crossroads with a significant choice of 
three paths to take. At those crossroads a raven usually caws and 
speaks. He might tell you, in whatever language you speak, that 
one road may lead to great riches, another to happiness and love, 
and the third possibly to death. But, of course, heroes sometimes 
never know the true meaning of the raven’s riddle. Riches can lead 
to ruin, happiness and love can end up in boredom, and the path 
of death can lead to a great quest, a spiritual awakening, and untold 
rewards. Or, then again, it might be none or a combination of the 
above…. I’m not sure what the raven would caw here if he would 
speak in his hoarse gravely raven voice, since there is no raven to 
riddle us with the meanings of the choices about to be made.
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WHERE DREAMS HAPPEN, 

JOURNEYS FOLLOW

This story begins with a dream. The dream of Nicholas Bilanchuk 
to be more precise. It was a murky, dark dream, one that left him 
brooding. It was a call, an invitation to take a journey to seek out 
something. One of those lucid dreams that makes you shudder 
when you wake up because it appears so real that you’re not sure if 
it is, or whether you’re waking up in the dream or in your reality. 
It’s one of those dreams that make you question whether you even 
know what reality is sometimes. Even though the dream was lucid, 
Nicholas had waited too long before writing it all down, so he was 
left just with the patchy outlines of his fragmented memory. 

It was a dark, misty night in the old downtown of a city with 
winding well-worn cobblestone streets. It looked centuries old, 
but there were slow-moving dark green tramcars screeching on 
tracks and people dressed in fairly modern clothes. So it couldn’t 
have been that long ago, and it could have even been right now 
or tomorrow. There were older, heavyset women wearing scarves 
selling some kind of blackish beans in paper cups and scruffy 
beggars sitting in doorways in scratchy dark brown wool pants with 
matching oversized suit coats that seemed to be as old and dusty 
as the beggars were. There was a balding, bearded man dressed in a 
colorful bowtie and black tuxedo, who seemingly had come to life 
after having stepped down from a statue on one of the buildings in 
the city square. He was telling Nicholas he had something to show 
him, even though Nicholas could not speak the language that the 
statue-turned-into-a-man was speaking. The more he listened, the 
more Nicholas understood the language. Something about keys 
to unlock locks. The doors of tomorrow. Equilibrium. Universe. 
Powerful energy fields rising from beneath the earth. All over 
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the city. The eye in the triangle. Following every step. Dangerous 
passage. Restless spirits. Wandering. Steps to a cavernous cavern 
and an underground river where two worlds meet, or two sides 
of the same world, a line that was both a barrier and an interface. 
Something about signs. Signs of the lion. Seven of them. The signs 
needed to be found. Order needed to be restored. Order out of 
chaos. Out of the order – disintegration. Two worlds along the fault 
line of quotidian and non-quotidian time. 

The man in the tuxedo and red plaid tie smiled and pointed 
at Nicholas. “You’re the one,” he seemed to be saying. “You’re 
the one.” Nicholas heard the thoughts even though he didn’t 
understand the language. And Nicholas felt a tug at his heart and 
mind. “Come to the city, the city of lions. All the answers lie there 
if you make the journey.” Nicholas looked up on top of a building 
and saw the head of the statue motionless and back in place on the 
roof. How it came down to speak with him he didn’t know.

Snippets, just patches of words quilted together. Nicholas 
wished he could have remembered more. In those moments right 
after lucid awakening, everything is clear. Just a short time later the 
dream memory like a stained glass window broken by a thrown 
brick and fallen to the ground was now shattered in shards and 
losing its narrative. You could see parts of it in individual pieces, 
but its wholeness was gone. Perhaps the wholeness of it would have 
made more sense to him. But then again, it was now a mystery. 
Mysteries leave a trail to follow to solve and a pressing need to 
solve and resolve them. And Nicholas needed to find the glue to 
reconstruct the shattered stained glass narrative for himself.



14

SEVEN SIGNS OF THE LION

HEROES

What should a hero be? Joseph Campbell says he can be of a 
thousand faces. A hero can be pure of heart, pure of spirit, a man 
of suffering, a man of forgiveness, a man of wildness tamed. Or a 
woman of all the above, since heroes are not just of one gender. 
There are all different kinds of heroes. Some show feats of strength. 
Some show feats of mind and mental acuity. Some stumble their 
way into situations backward. Some try too hard. Some don’t try 
enough. Some who want to be heroes just can’t be, some who 
think they can’t be turn out to be the best of them. All heroes have 
doubts and failures because all heroes are human. It could be a 
random teenage girl with a calling to lead the armies of France, or 
Davids tossing stones at Goliaths, or a paralyzed Ilya of Murom 
who drinks the water of life to gain his strength back to defeat the 
evil Tartars threatening his homeland. Throughout all of recorded 
and unrecorded time one person has always had the capacity to 
make history turn, though most people may not believe that. All 
heroes must begin their journey with the first page. This is already 
the fourth.
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SLIGHTLY REMEMBERED ANCESTORS

It was a journey he planned to the roots of the homeland of not par-
ticularly remembered ancestors, one that was foreign to him, since 
he grew up in the environs of the melting pot of the New York City 
area. Those ancestors simply weren’t remembered by him in his own 
living memory, so he had to learn about them in other ways, and if 
such a thing exists, perhaps it was some kind of a genetic memory 
of them that he somehow still retained as well as bits and pieces 
of familial oral history. He was also forced to learn about them in 
the dreaded Ukrainian Saturday schools where he had to memorize 
poems by Taras Shevchenko, Ivan Franko and Lesya Ukrainka and 
where he was taught by laxative-intolerant refugee men and women 
in their seventies. In that way he learned about the language and 
country of what had become fossilized in their fading memory from 
the years 1943-1945 when these refugees were forced into Nazi work 
camps. They were later to be named with the more elegant euphe-
mism – displaced persons. Nicholas’s grandfather and father used to 
call them dependable people. His grandfather learned the trade of a 
mason even though he was a schoolteacher back in the old country. 
His university degree and education meant nothing in a land where 
he needed to learn English just to survive, much less find the money 
to return to school for more degrees even to approximate his previ-
ous social status. His first job was as a janitor, then a night watch-
man, and then an apprentice mason’s assistant until he learned the 
trade from his toothless Italian mentors whose broken English was 
worse than his. It was easier just to work, though he kept on top of 
all the events going on back in the homeland including the Brezhnev 
years of repression, the Chornobyl explosion in 1985, the end of the 
Soviet Union in 1991 and Ukrainian independence. He didn’t live 
to see the Orange Revolution of 2004. He would read his Svoboda 
Ukrainian daily newspaper out of Jersey City religiously as three 
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or four of them often would arrive on the same day. So he went 
from respected intellectual to respected manual laborer and crafts-
man, though he did make pretty good money until his retirement. 
He proudly bought his first black Buick with cash (he didn’t be-
lieve in credit) and kept it for nearly twenty years. He pronounced 
the name something like “Boo-ick.” In emigre Ukrainian it was his 
kara (taken from the English word “car”), which in real Ukrainian 
meant “punishment.” It wasn’t a punishment of course, but rather 
just something to get him to church, to work, and to the store. He 
barely put 5000 miles a year on it and it was always waxed to a lus-
trous shine. He bought the first family home in Queens the same 
way, with money saved and not a penny wasted on frivolous things. 
A lot of his friends from the old country squandered their money 
in bars and in the Ukrainian club called Tryzub, or Trident, but not 
he. (The trident was the emblem of Ukraine that was banned in So-
viet times. It’s made a comeback since independence.) He did love 
to drink whisky and Rolling Rock beer, but never to excess. He’d 
religiously have a shot of Seagram’s Seven in the morning when he 
woke up, at lunchtime with the Italian crew of masons, and in the 
evening after dinner. Like a Japanese, he couldn’t pronounce the “l” 
in “Rolling,” so it came out sounding like “Rorring.” He lived to the 
ripe age of 77, never having been sick a day in his life in his adopted 
homeland. He did, however, become a bit stooped over because of 
the heavy hauling he had to do. The years of heavy loads of mud, as 
the paesano masons called it, of mortar, in wheelbarrows and lifting 
sixteen-inch blocks curved his back into scoliosis and made him an 
inch or two shorter, though he never was one to complain – except 
about the “lyakhy” (the pejorative Ukrainian word for Poles) and 
the “prokliati Moskali” (accent on the last syllables – the damned 
Russkies). 

Mention the word “communism” or “revolution,” and he would 
fly into a rage. He and his wife Olesya, who worked at the counter in 
a bakery shop in the Ukrainian neighborhood where they had set-
tled, saved every nickel they could squirrel away to pay for the edu-
cation of Nicholas’s father, who graduated from high school despite 
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having to learn English as a teenager and who got an engineering 
degree from Stony Brook University and along with that a well-
paying job with the local planning commission as their engineering 
consultant. Nicholas’s younger brother Yaroslav (known as Jerry by 
his American friends) got his accounting degree from Stony Brook, 
while Nicholas got his in English literature from there, too. 

Nicholas took a job at Nassau Community College and learned to 
hate it with a passion, a hate that grew with each year. The place wasn’t 
bad. It just was stifling him, and he didn’t know why. The students 
were getting worse each year (or he was getting smarter – hardly!), and 
the course load was way too heavy, though the pay was pretty good. 
He just was suffering from burnout. His brother with the malleable 
bicultural name Yaroslav-Jerry, who could have never even dreamt 
of forgetting his Ukrainian origins as a result of that first name, mar-
ried the proverbial nice Ukrainian girl next door Rostyslava (Rusty 
in English), whom he met at church on Sunday, and was living the 
hyphenated Americrainian assimilation dream with three kids and 
a house in Syosset. He worked as an accountant for Pathmark, and 
his wife became the archetypal Ukrainian hospodynia, or housewife, 
making everyone gain pound after pound each year on Ukrainian 
varennyky (potato dumplings), holuptsi (stuffed cabbage), and tortes 
of all kinds for special and even not very special occasions. Great 
torte making entered Ukrainian culinary life through the Austro-
Hungarian occupation. Some colonial invasions have their upside. 
He and his wife became more and more Americanized and just as 
the church they attended switched to mostly English masses, their 
Ukrainian identity became more and more submerged and melt-
ingpotted as time went on. They spoke at home in English to the 
kids to the disdain of the grandparents, but made them go to the 
summer camps at the Ukrainian Soyukivka resort in the Catskills at 
Kerhonkson. But that attrition of language skills will happen when 
foreigners come to foreign lands and have children. Oddly, Nicho-
las, who wasn’t particularly interested in the homeland of his ances-
tors when he was growing up, who didn’t have kids of his own, got 
infected with searching for his ethnic roots later in his life.
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Nicholas had gotten married much too early and his “mixed 
marriage” (i.e., to a non-Ukrainian Sicilian girl and also the child of 
emigrants, the latter of whom could barely speak English even after 
being in the US for over thirty years). Nicholas and Gina after several 
years of making a go of it just came to the mutual realization that 
they didn’t get along and couldn’t iron out the differences between 
them. They turned out to be just totally different people than the 
two people who married each other. Nicholas was both introspective 
and outgoing, that is, he became outgoing after overcoming his early 
teenage shyness. He was also a Libra and even-tempered, though 
he didn’t believe in any kind of zodiacal predetermination of per-
sonality. Gina was Aquarian, restive, fiery and even explosive, but 
also very introverted. Over time Nicholas constantly began to brood 
over his job, which bored him beyond tears. Unhappiness breeds 
unhappiness (Tolstoy must have said something like that, Nicholas 
thought, as he recalled it from one of the classes he had taken at 
Stony Brook with a professor of Polish extraction), and he bred a lot 
of it, though he and Gina thankfully neither birthed nor bred any 
children, though they tried. But you need the former to do the latter. 

The dream to go to the homeland came a year or so after his 
marriage ended. There were no kids to divide Solomonically; they 
had two separate but equal cars of the same vintage, so they could 
each take one, both of them Toyotas and no longer American-made 
Buicks like his grandfather’s; and both shared just an apartment as 
their abode, one that Nicholas was happy to move out of, taking 
with himself most of the Ukrainian trinkets he had recently accu-
mulated in his search for his Ukrainian roots (a Kozak (aka as Cos-
sack) bulava, or mace (a symbol of power); multicolored pysanky 
Easter eggs; a few embroidered shirts; inlaid enamel wooden boxes 
from the Carpathians; and a growing Ukrainian music and literature 
collection he had picked up from the Arka and Surma Ukrainian 
stores on Seventh Street on the Lower East Side). He particularly 
liked the Kvitka Cisyk folk songs he had picked up. Her voice was 
pure, gentle and powerful, and the instrumentation exquisite. Un-
fortunately, Kvitka, whose name means “flower,” withered away of 
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breast cancer in 1998. Her claim to fame in American culture was 
singing the “Have you driven a Ford, lately?” jingle and having had 
her name mangled when she appeared on the Johnny Carson show 
once. Gina decided to keep the embroidered tablecloths someone 
had given them as a wedding gift because they reminded her of the 
Italian ones her own mother had brought over from her mother’s 
home town of Sciacca in Sicily. 

When the dream of Mr. Viktor and the murky city had come 
to him, Nicholas took it quite seriously. He first decided to take an 
extended summer vacation and sign up for an advanced Ukrainian 
language class at the Harvard Ukrainian Research Summer Institute. 
He had started taking another class at the same time with a professor 
of Ukrainian literature from Yale or Princeton; he couldn’t quite re-
member where he was from, but it was one of the Ivies. The guy was 
SO arrogant and had SUCH a condescending attitude that Nicholas 
dropped it on the first day. 

Nicholas’s homespeak Ukrainian was on the old-fashioned 
side and frozen in time circa 1943 when his grandparents had left 
– since they and his parents were the conveyors of his spoken 
language skills. He also remembered many of the Old Church 
Slavic words from church services such as “prysno,” “vonmim” 
and “paky, paky.” So at the summer class he had to unlearn those 
ingrained habits of kitchenspeak and churchspeak with his 
parents and grandparents, who lived in houses next door to each 
other in the Ukrainian neighborhood in Queens on 31st Street, to 
learn to speak in the way that Ukrainian was spoken now in the 
abandoned homeland. 

Nicholas’s teacher Andreya in the summer program was from 
the Taras Shevchenko University in Kyiv and was super. She was 
bright, bubbly and kindhearted, and married to an energy company 
executive in Ukraine. Nicholas spent some extra time with her in the 
afternoons working on his spoken Ukrainian and she on her spoken 
English in the coffee shops and ice cream parlors of Cambridge, and 
by the end of the summer session, he had built up enough confi-
dence to take the plunge for a journey. 
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Nicholas also met the Ukrainian writer Andriy Yurkevych there, 
who gave a reading from his poetry and prose works. Yurkevych was 
doing a writer’s residency in the summer at the Tufts creating writ-
ing program. He had been invited by Rurik Denysiuk, who, despite 
the heavy-duty Scando-Ukrainian first and inescapably Ukrainian 
last name was Director of the program and a poet and novelist who 
wrote in English. The three of them (Nicholas, Rurik and Andriy) 
hit it off quite well and spent a lot of time in the evenings ruminating 
over the meaning of the universe as well as the blessings and curses 
of Ukrainianness, and sipping cognac and draft beer in the establish-
ments of Cambridge like the B-Side Lounge and John Harvard’s. The 
Ajanta Indian restaurant on First Street was also a favorite spot for 
them to meet. Nicholas loved spicy Indian food, and Andriy enjoyed 
both that as well as the exotic flavors he had never tasted before his 
residency abroad. He later wrote a cycle of poems called “The Tastes 
of India” that must have been influenced by the meetings at the res-
taurant. And Nicholas invited Andriy to come visit him on Long 
Island for a few weeks at the end of the summer and the beginning 
of the academic year where they spent some time at Long Island 
Beaches and visiting Nicholas’s good graduate school friend Sarah 
at her family’s summer home in Sag Harbor. 

With speaking skills improved after the end of the summer in 
Cambridge, Nicholas decided to apply for a Fulbright to teach Eng-
lish during the course of the next academic year – and to his sur-
prise managed to get one on the first try. He was granted a leave of 
absence from his teaching position for a five-month Fulbright stay 
and got a placement at Ivan Franko National University in Lviv, the 
city of lions, a city of about 800,000 people (and a good 120,000 of 
them students) in what was described to him as the western cultural 
capital of the country. It was the biggest city closest to the villages 
where his grandparents and parents were from, and, in fact, nearly 
equidistant from both of their respective villages. It was also the city 
that in a purely intuitive way he somehow understood had to be the 
city of his lucid dream. Some things you just seem to know.
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FLIGHT 4772 TO WARSAW

The first leg of the flight to Warsaw was mostly uneventful except 
for one chance meeting. Though curiously Nicholas met a rather 
attractive woman by the name of Lilia from Poland on the flight. Her 
long pitch-black and naturally curly hair flowed down her shoulders 
and back. Unfortunately for Nicholas, he was able to speak with her 
mostly only for the last two hours of the flight. By nature Nicholas 
was shy, and it took him a while to start up a conversation with 
her, and she was extremely tired and slept for several hours before 
awakening from a deep sleep that seemed filled with dreams. 

“Do you speak English?” He mentioned to her after she groggily 
woke up as the plane according to the flight-position tracker screen 
was flying over England.

“Sure,” she laughed with a nice sparkle in her warm brown eyes. 
“I did my Ph.D. at Harvard. I’ve lived in the States for five years.”

“Oh… I did my Ph.D. at Stony Brook in English. I wrote on 
Milton and Blake. You know, the heaven and hell stuff. Paradise lost 
and paradise gained. What did you write on?”

“Antonych.”
“Is he Polish?”
“Kind of,” she laughed. “He’s Lemko, but he wrote in Ukrainian. 

He was a poet who died in 1937,” she said in her mildly accented 
English. “Bohdan Ihor Antonych is his full name.”

“So what are you doing in Poland?” 
“That’s where I live. I teach Ukrainian at Jagiellion University in 

Krakow. But I’ve traveled a lot to Lviv. That’s where Antonych went 
to school and did most of his writing. He died of pneumonia there 
in a hospital in 37.” 

“Wow!” He said. “That’s quite a coincidence. I’m going over to 
Lviv on a Fulbright. I’ve been learning Ukrainian and getting back 
into my family roots. You might think it’s a bit strange, but I had 
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a dream about seven signs of the lion that I need to find in Lviv. It 
intrigued me.”

“You know, Antonych has a poem called “The Sign of the 
Lion…,” she said, and paused thoughtfully. “I have a copy of it in 
this book,” and she pulled out a volume from her travel bag and 
flipped through it until she found the poem. “It’s from his 1936 
collection Book of the Lion.”

“Can you help me translate it into English?”
Here is the translation that emerged from their collaboration:

THE SIGN OF THE LION 

A kingdom of dead flowers – the desert sleeps
in a golden red shirt of sand.
The stripling sedge is the devilry of foliage, 
the chasing of the sun’s ecstasy and lightning.

Living candles above the coffin of the earth,
stiff weeds suddenly like a burning bush.
Like bushes bent over by a hand,
the bottomless abysses of faith bend aside. 

And you see eternity – an opal sky
and the fluttering of the red streams of flame.
From behind mountains of centuries the Constellation
of the Lion leads, this is the sign 
   of monarchs, of warriors, of prophets.

The sun darkens in a cloud of gray birds,
the laurels of a storm crown it, brown, blue,
and thunder, like the golden signature in a book,
will endure on the pages of the desert.

The signature of thunder in the royal book of lions
written by the winds from below the Sinai,
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from the slopes of the mountain that embellish the brocade 
spire of sands with the garland of God’s lightning. 

Sinai wind, strike the open playing cards!
Without you I am an empty vessel of form.
On guard all the day over a prophetic spring,
and the night is like a bible red and black. 

Nicholas thanked Lilia as they disembarked from the plane and 
took down her phone number and exchanged email addresses with 
her. Was the poem the first sign of the lion he was supposed to find? 
He was tired at that point since he couldn’t sleep on the plane, so 
he’d have to mull it over another time.
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ARRIVAL

Nicholas’s first impression of the country after he arrived by plane 
from Warsaw was, to be honest, that of a third-world place. The 
sturdy but noisy Lot Airlines propeller plane that carried him to 
Lviv took about an hour and a half during a mildly bumpy ride. In 
looking at the name of the airline, Nicholas focused on the fact that 
it’s strange how the same word means different things in different 
languages. “Lot” means “fly” in Polish, “lead weight” in Russian, 
“fate” in English (as in the English expression “that is my lot”), and 
in Ukrainian the same as in Russian. It is also the Biblical name of 
the single righteous man, whose family is saved by God from fiery 
destruction and whose wife’s curiosity ends up turning her into a 
pillar of salt. 

The cement runway looked weatherworn and pockmarked 
on the cloudy day. Lviv, Nicholas was to find out, was well known 
for its cloudy days and rain. Nicholas remembered a Natalka 
Bilotserkivets poem he read in his language class with Andreya 
that started with the line “It always rains in the cities of Lviv and 
Ternopil.” Bilotserkivets, whose name means “white church,” was 
actually from Sumy and not from Bila Tserkva (the town of White 
Church – 400 kilometers away from Sumy) in Central Ukraine, 
though the latter is probably where her distant relatives might have 
been from. Your last name in Ukrainian can often reveal where 
you come from. Nicholas was learning that names could be quite 
meaningful in Ukrainian. 

The plane landed and Nicholas got off with everyone else to 
board a dilapidated pigeon-blue and grimy white bus that took the 
passengers to the gray, green and dingy terminal room. Various 
declaration forms were strewn all about in different languages in 
antediluvian holders on the walls and on very short tables that 
were quite uncomfortable to write on. Nicholas couldn’t find a 
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declaration form in English or Ukrainian, so he decided to do the 
one in Russian because he could at least understand it.

It took nearly an hour to get through the baggage check and 
customs at the airport. They questioned him on whether he had 
gifts for relatives (all his aunts and uncles had died, though he might 
have had some cousins left, but he didn’t know them). But his name 
was a common one – so he could be related to half the country. Two 
faculty members from Ivan Franko National University greeted him 
at the airport – Marta and Roman, who were linguistics and history 
professors respectively. Roman was a bearded man of average height 
with long dark hair and an expert on the ancient world of Greece and 
Rome, and Marta was a sweet and animated comparative linguist 
specializing in metaphorical constructions in English as compared 
to the Slavic languages. They were his good and caring hosts for the 
duration of his visit and helped get him settled in his apartment at 
13 Nechui-Levytsky Street and in learning the ways of his new land 
for the next five months. Their friend Marko, a photographer for 
the Lviv Gazette newspaper, happened to have a trusty, not very 
late model maroon Volkswagen, which Marko offered for picking 
Nicholas up. Nicholas was to find out that Nechui-Levytsky was 
a realist Ukrainian writer from the 19th and early 20th centuries. 
For Nicholas, the city of Lviv-Leopolis turned out to be far from a 
third-world land and more than a cold, gray, wet and stony city. It 
was, rather, a place of great beauty and history, and, apparently, of 
mystical dimensions and implications.
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NO ONE EVER PUTS  

CHANGE IN YOUR HANDS

Almost no one ever puts change in your hands in this country when 
you buy things. Very different from back home where everyone 
without a second thought will take the grubbiest-looking money 
from your hands and give you change right into your hands. They 
must think money is dirty by its nature here. It must have been 
remnants of socialism or an aversion to capitalism. Most shops and 
restaurants, and even food carts on the street, have a small plastic 
tray on the counter for money with an advertisement for beer, cola 
or something else emblazoned on it. You place the money on it and 
you get change back on the plate. They’ll only put money into your 
hands if the plate is somehow covered with the half-loaf of bread 
you’re about to buy or some other goods you’re buying that have 
covered the tray.
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EVERYBODY PLOWS  

THROUGH YOU ON THE STREETS

Leopolis is a dangerous place for walkers, of which there are 
multitudes. Everyone walks here, particularly in the downtown 
feeder streets to the Old Town areas. People nearly knock you over 
every time. It’s utter madness with its own rules and regulations 
unlike the ones you’re used to back home where you usually move 
to the right of anyone coming in the opposite direction. It’s like a 
gray stone billiard table with tens of thousands of human billiard 
balls, but no one knocks into anyone else. Expect every driver here 
in this city NOT to stop for you. Half of them are in big SUVs 
or BMWs (status symbols) and most of them are talking on a cell 
phone, as they are about to plow through you. They only stop when 
a uniformed police office sticks out a baton or a hand at them. They 
do also stop screechingly at the white-lined pedestrian crossings, of 
which there seemed to be at least a few in the city. 

If Nicholas were to wait during the morning from 9-11a.m. or 
early evening from say 4-8 p.m. to cross Copernicus Street near his 
house, he’d still be there waiting. It’s just a solid line of cars all the 
way to the light at Nechui-Levytsky Street. You learn to pick a spot 
to jump across the street in front of a car that had come to a stop 
and just started to pick up speed. When they’re not gunning the 
engine, they’ll slow down for you, or at least they won’t step on the 
gas. There was the same problem crossing the street by the main 
post office near the university, but at least there were a lot of traffic 
lights where you could cross. There were also immense problems 
crossing the street at Sich Riflemen Street all the way to the center 
of town. Fortunately cars would turn left or right onto side streets, 
which gave you sufficient time to sneak across to get to the Puzata 
Khata (Pot-Bellied House) restaurant for your cup of coffee or 
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 Dear Reader,

Thank you for purchasing this book.

We at Glagoslav Publications are glad to welcome you, and hope that you 
find our books to be a source of knowledge and inspiration.We want to show 
the beauty and depth of the Slavic region to everyone looking to expand their 
horizon and learn something new about different cultures and different people, 
and we believe that with this book we have managed to do just that.

Now that you’ve gotten to know us, we want to get to know you. We value 
communication with our readers and want to hear from you! We offer several 
options:

– Join our Book Club on Goodreads, Library Thing and Shelfari, and 
receive special offers and information about our giveaways;

– Share your opinion about our books on Amazon, Barnes & Noble, 
Waterstones and other bookstores;

– Join us on Facebook and Twitter for updates on our publications and 
news about our authors;

– Visit our site www.glagoslav.com to check out our Catalogue and 
subscribe to our Newsletter.

Glagoslav Publications is getting ready to release a new collection and 
planning some interesting surprises — stay with us to find out more!

Glagoslav Publications
Office 36, 88-90 Hatton Garden

EC1N 8PN London, UK
Tel: + 44 (0) 20 32 86 99 82

Email: contact@glagoslav.com 
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