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1. CECILIA’S LAST DAY

“My dear,” the owner of the vegetable stall politely addressed 
the elderly woman standing in front of him, “of course, Er-
nesto is a good man, a trier, but his hands are an absolute 
disaster. Today, he managed to drop four boxes of produce. 
Two of them were cherries, and most of them were ruined.”

“Oh, Mario, please forgive me,” the woman said, going 
pale. She blushed and looked darkly at her grandson, who 
was standing in a corner of the shop, smiling vacantly. “I’m 
so sorry. What can I do? Perhaps I can pay for them.”

“No. There is no need for that,” Mario replied hastily, 
lowering his eyes. He wanted to help this unfortunate wom-
an, but how could he? Her grandson was a prize idiot, and 
clumsy too.

“Ernesto, let’s go,” the woman said.
The big dark lad, with his huge long hands, dashed up 

to his grandmother, seized her, and dragged her to the exit.
“Poor Cecilia,” mumbled Mario when the door had 

slammed behind them.
“And where shall we go now, Ceci?” asked Ernesto, smil-

ing joyfully when they had got round the corner of the build-
ing.

“To the sea-front, Ernesto,” she replied wearily.
“To the sea!” exclaimed the lad. “Maybe I’ll run home and 

get my swimming trunks.”
“No, my dear, we’re not going to the sea.”
“Why not?”
“You must find work, Ernesto.”
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“And where will we look for it?”
“In the Chalet Martina. I know the lady who owns it. She’s 

strict, but it’s worth a try.”
Cecilia paused for some moments and gave a deep sigh. 

Her head was spinning, her feet hurt and her mouth was dry.
“Let’s sit down,” she said, sinking wearily on to a bench 

beside a colourful children’s roundabout. Opposite them were 
several restaurants. One of them, Chalet Martina, was about 
to host a desperate woman’s last effort to find employment 
for her feckless grandson – a hapless orphan, half Gambian, 
half Italian.

“Ernesto, my dear, go and buy me a bottle of water.”
“In a jiffy,” he replied delightedly. He dashed off, and im-

mediately collided with a passer-by who was carrying a glass 
of coffee. The coffee spilled onto the man’s trousers, and he 
gave a yell.

“Pardon me. Please! I didn’t see you,” said Ernesto. He 
leaned towards the man and, in trying to help, struck him a 
direct blow on the chin with his elbow.

“Leave me alone, idiot!” shouted the man, making haste to 
get away from the whirlwind that was Ernesto.

“Forgive me,” mumbled Ernesto, smiling awkwardly.
Cecilia heaved a sigh and looked away. Her face was cov-

ered with tell-tale red blotches. Over the past eighteen years 
she had become used to people insulting Ernesto, looking 
askance at him, laughing. She did not intercede for him, but 
merely hid her eyes – fearfully and timidly. Ernesto never 
noticed either her sighs or her ashamed looks.

“Ernesto,” she said quietly.
“Yes, Ceci,” he replied, flying to her.
“You forgot to take any money.”
Ernesto then set off once again to get the water. Cecil-

ia meanwhile plunged into painful thoughts of the past. 
Lately, she had been troubled by her memories. Her tem-
ples throbbed, burning like fire; her throat was constricted. 
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Spectral images of the past paraded by her, besieging and 
devastating her soul and bringing her sick heart pangs of 
pain. She did not trust doctors, did not get a diagnosis, but 
felt sure that her last days were upon her.

She remembered the day when Ernesto came home from 
school, pale and excited, with a still-bleeding wound in the 
back of his head. He was eight years old.

“Ceci, we had a great time playing in the yard with the 
kids from my class,” he had yelled, delightedly. “A game with 
text books. You had to hit a target. I was the leader. Dino 
was happy to let me have it, just here,” he said, pointing to 
his injury. “We drew a spot with chalk! Ceci, I was a human 
target!”

With a muffled groan, she set about bandaging Ernes-
to’s head, thinking of the cruelty that lies in the hearts of 
children. In this merciless world, life would be hard for her 
gormless grandson. Would there be so much as one person 
who would be kind to him and not turn him away?

She herself had once wanted to be rid of Ernesto. When 
he was just four years old, she had decided to put him in 
a children’s home. As she had got his things together and 
dressed him, he had watched her with his trusting eyes and 
a naïve smile so broad and joyful that she shuddered. She 
had turned away, ashamed of her intended treachery. When 
all was ready, she had taken him firmly by the hand and led 
him to the bus stop, trying not to look at him.

They had walked along the sea-front in silence. It was 
late autumn. A strong wind got up; it howled like a wild an-
imal, rocked the trees, bent branches to the ground. Waves 
furiously lashed the shore. Ernesto’s small hand, strong for 
a child of his age, gripped hers, which was enfeebled by her 
own age. “The hand of a traitor,” said the waves.

At the bus stop, Cecilia placed Ernesto on a bench. A 
bright notice caught his attention. “Ceci, what’s that?” he 
asked, looking his grandmother in the eye.
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She had gasped, and even staggered backwards a little. With 
his clear glance, Ernesto had reminded her of Leah, her beloved 
daughter. His eyes were exactly the same.

Cecilia had sunk to her knees before her grandson, em-
braced him, and clasped him firmly to her. Warm tears gushed 
from her eyes, erasing the remains of her powder along with 
her treacherous intentions.

So they returned home. Cecilia held Ernesto by the hand 
as the wind swept her grey locks this way and that; tears ran 
down her cheeks; her lips quivered and she murmured, “Leah, 
Leah, my little girl.”

She would of course never forget how she had lost her only 
daughter.

The day on which Leah left the family home had been one 
of the hottest of the year. Exhausted by her work and the heat, 
Cecilia had been mighty glad to push open the door of her flat. 
It was quiet inside, as if everyone were asleep. “Leah. Daughter. 
I’m home,” she had called loudly.

No one answered. In the kitchen, her husband, Roberto, 
was sitting at the table. He was staring at a sheet of paper with 
a vacant expression such as she had never before seen in the 
twenty years she had known him. Moving close enough to get 
a clear view, she read:

My dear Mum and Dad,
I’ve fallen in love with a good man. He’s called Omar. He 
comes from Gambia. We want to get married. I know 
you’ll be against the marriage, so I’ve had to go away. But 
I’ll be back. I’ll phone you soon.
Forgive me!
Your Leah.

It was eight months before Cecilia saw her daughter again. 
Leah came home sad, emaciated, and expecting a baby.
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Roberto did not ask Leah where she had been, or look at 
her outsize belly. He just said, dryly: “Don’t go into the street. 
You’ll bring shame on us all.”

Leah did indeed stay at home for days on end. At night, 
repressed sobbing could be heard from her room.

She had changed. She was no longer the vivacious Leah 
who smiled at the morning sun, took delight in the beauty 
of the sunset, leapt laughing into the sea, lay on the golden 
sand and looked at the sky. Her love for life had burned out 
and cooled. Her eyes no longer gleamed and her voice was 
weak. She would lie in bed and look at the ceiling with un-
seeing eyes. Cecilia wondered what had happened to her; 
wondered where she had been all this time; wondered who 
this Omar was who had left her in this humiliating situation. 
In response to Cecilia’s questions, Leah just smiled warily and 
her eyes filled with tears.

So, instead of asking questions, Cecilia would stroke Le-
ah’s head, comb her hair and say: “It’s all right. Everything 
will sort itself out somehow. The main thing, Leah, is that 
you are at home.”

One night, Leah whispered to Cecilia: “Mama, I feel bad.”
Jumping out of bed, Cecilia saw a huge puddle on the 

floor. Ten hours later, Ernesto entered the world.
“Signora Bruno, we’ve done all we can for your daugh-

ter, but her body failed…,” said a thin young doctor with a 
thin black moustache. “Your daughter….” The inexperienced 
doctor crumpled as he tried to speak the words for the first 
time in his life. “I’m sorry,” he said quietly. “My condolences.”

A despairing cry tore from Cecilia’s chest. Crushed with 
sorrow, she sank to the floor – life had no meaning for her 
now. Her pulse struck her head like a hammer; her weak 
body shivered.

A nurse put something cold on her face; helped her up 
and settled her on a sofa. She checked her pulse and, leaving 
briefly, soon returned to give her an injection.
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Some time passed. “Signora Bruno, can you hear me?” 
asked the doctor. “You have a grandson. A healthy, strong 
infant. Will you take him?”

“What?”
“Your grandson. Will you take him?” the doctor repeat-

ed.
“Me?”
“As the closest relatives,” began the doctor, running his 

finger along his thin moustache, “you and Signor Bruno can 
take your grandson, or you can give him up.”

Cecilia was not able to give up her grandson. She lived 
according to rules which had been instilled in her in child-
hood: to be an obedient daughter, a faithful and caring wife, 
and a kind and loving mother – a true Catholic woman.

The only right decision was to bring up her orphaned 
grandson. It was her Christian duty. When she took his 
small, wrinkled, dark-skinned body in her arms for the first 
time, she experienced only a feeling of duty, pain and cruel 
injustice, which she humbly accepted.

She and Roberto lived modestly. She worked as a maid in 
a hotel: Roberto caught fish and sold them to local restau-
rants. They had a two-room flat. There was a small liv-
ing-room/kitchen, and a bedroom which was divided into 
two parts by a partition. The furniture was inexpensive: a 
small sofa, upholstered with a grey, cotton fabric, a simple 
wooden table, four chairs and an old television. The carpet 
was worn, and the only wall decoration was a picture of 
Castle Torregalli.1 Cecilia had often looked at this picture 
and said dreamily to Roberto: “We’ll save up. I’ll buy a prop-
er silk dress, yellow, with blue flowers and a wide-brimmed 
straw hat. We’ll go to Castle Torregalli and walk in the gar-

1  A mediaeval castle (early 14th century), situated not far from Flor-
ence, in the foothills between the River Arno and Greve.
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den. Leah will run along the avenues catching butterflies. 
In the evening you and I will drink Pino Grigio and dance.”

Drunk on her dreams, Cecilia spun around the room sing-
ing:

It is a simple song for two pennies
That is sung on the streets of the suburbs
For those who wait, for those who love, for those who dream,
 It is the eternal sweet tale of love.2

Cecilia and Roberto never did visit Castle Torregalli.
It was a bright sunny day. Cecilia was cooking lunch, while 

one-year-old Ernesto played on the carpet. There came an 
insistent ring at the door of the Brunos’ flat. Cecilia gave an 
involuntary shudder, looked around and opened the door. On 
the threshold stood her neighbour, Toni. He was crumpling 
his hat in his hands and shifting from foot to foot. He gave a 
sigh and, without looking her in the eye, said in a quiet voice: 
“Cecilia, my dear, Robert is there, at the harbour.”

Snatching up little Ernesto, she rushed to the harbour just as 
she was, wearing her house slippers. There a small knot of fish-
ermen had gathered. The men made a passage for her, shaking 
their heads. When she got through to the boats, it was to see a 
pale Roberto with blue lips, lying motionless on a damp board.

He had suffered a heart attack as he came into the harbour.
So Cecilia was left alone with their small grandson.
The years flew by, making of Cecilia the frail, sick old 

woman who was now sitting on a bench, staring fixedly, 
sighing, muttering to herself, picking over the threads of 
bitter memories.

When Ernesto ran up, carrying a bottle of water, she was 
dozing.

2  Canzone da due soldi.
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“Here you are, Ceci, I’ve brought it,” he said loudly into 
her ear.

 “Ah, Ernesto,” she replied hoarsely. “What took you so 
long?”

“I was looking for your favourite, in the blue bottle.” 
Cecilia drank the water greedily.
“All right. Let’s go, Ernesto. Let’s go.” She stood up from 

the bench and, leaning on Ernesto’s arm, headed for the 
entrance to the Chalet Martina.

Looking around timidly from the threshold of the 
restaurant, she saw the owner, Signora Marino. She was 
bending over a young lad who was reluctantly sweeping up 
the remnants of a broken glass. She stood with hands on 
hips and was frowning.

“Antonio, how many times do I have to tell you? And 
how can you make pasta if you can’t keep hold of a glass. I 
give up.”

“What sort of a day do you call this?” she further ex-
claimed, seemingly to the wider world, waving her arms. 
Then she noticed Cecilia and Ernesto.

“Hello, Cecilia,” she said affably.
“Good day to you, my dear Martina. Look, I’ve brought 

my grandson. You remember Ernesto, don’t you?” She 
pushed the lad forward.

“Of course I remember Ernesto,” exclaimed Martina 
kindly, surveying him with interest. He was looking her 
straight in the eye. “Will you come to dinner? Please do. 
Today, Adriano is cooking his trademark pasta.”

“Thank you for the invitation,” Cecilia replied, “But we 
can’t do dinner. I’m looking for work for Ernesto. He’s a big 
lad now.” She broke off, lowering her eyes. Then, collecting 
herself, she went on: “Maybe you’ve got some work for him, 
Martina?”

“What can he do?” Signora Marino asked, casting an 
involuntary look at the lad’s long, strong hands.
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“Since he was a child, he’s helped me in the hotel. He’s 
strong and tolerant.” Cecilia switched her gaze to her grand-
son. “He’s a quiet boy, kind and honest.”

“Antonio! Son!” Martina yelled suddenly. “How long are 
you going to be clearing up that wretched glass?”

Antonio shot an enquiring look at his mother, shrugged his 
shoulders and reluctantly continued gathering the fragments 
on to a tray. Ernesto stooped and began helping Antonio.

“Martina, please give my grandson a job in your restau-
rant.” Cecilia went on, looking beseechingly at Martina. “I 
can’t work in the hotel any more. I’m old already. I can’t cope 
on my own.”

“Of course, Ernesto is a fine lad…,” drawled Martina.
“I understand,” interrupted Cecilia. “You can’t take him. 

I’m sorry,” she snapped and, taking Ernesto’s hand, made for 
the exit.

“Why can’t I take him?” Martina retorted with a smile.
Cecilia turned and looked unbelievingly at Martina. Her 

determination to leave the restaurant gave way to perplexity.
“Did I hear you right?” she asked. “You’ll find a job for my 

Ernesto?” The poor woman looked hopefully at Martina.
“Yes, I most certainly will take on the boy in our restau-

rant,” replied Martina, firmly. “Ernesto, my dear, you come 
along with me.”

Smiling broadly, Ernesto followed her.
“Antonio, are you still here?” said Martina, raising her voice 

again.
Antonio ran to the kitchen. Martina guided Ernesto to-

wards the beach recliners lying folded by the entrance to the 
Chalet Martina. Cecilia followed them, saying nothing.

“Just here, on this spot,” Martina began solemnly, “every 
evening, at about nine, fold up the recliners. In the morning, 
at seven, put them out on the beach in even rows. When cus-
tomers arrive, show them to the places whose numbers I will 
give you.”
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The bespectacled Martina fixed a look on Ernesto. “As 
this is just the second week of the season, I haven’t got a 
security man, so you will also keep an eye on the restaurant 
at night. Will you cope?”

“Yes, of course, Signora Marino,” Ernesto replied, de-
lighted.

Cecilia, her eyes downcast, said nothing.
Martina pointed to the first door of an annex in a nar-

row passageway between the restaurant’s inner courtyard 
and the beach, where there were chalets for visitors. “You 
will sleep here,” she said. “I will pay you thirty euros a day. 
Food is on the house.”

“Thank you, Signora Marino. I’m very pleased,” said Er-
nesto, smiling broadly.

“Excellent,” she replied. “Cecilia, what do you think?”
“I’m very grateful to you, my dear Martina.” Cecilia 

seized Martina firmly by the hand. “What a kind heart you 
have. May God preserve you.”

“Ernesto can start today,” said Martina, withdrawing 
her hand.

“Yes, of course,” said Cecilia. “Ernesto will be back here 
by seven.” She took her smiling grandson by the arm and 
quickly left the restaurant before Martina could change her 
mind.

Martina followed Cecilia and Ernesto with her eyes and 
did not notice that her irate husband had arrived at her side.

“What have you taken it into your head to do? That’s all 
we need, that what’s-his-name,” exclaimed Adriano. Anto-
nio watched from the kitchen, expecting a scene.

“He’s called Ernesto,” Martina replied calmly. “I’ve taken 
him on. He’ll be the night watchman, and by day he’ll help 
me on the beach.”

“And you’re not interested in my opinion?”
“I’m always interested in your opinion, my dear,” said 

Martina, with a smile. She gently patted her flushed hus-
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band on the cheek. “Ernesto will work for us, and that has 
been settled,” she said, kissing him. “Come on, let’s try the 
best pasta in the world.”

Martina led the smiling Adriano back to the kitchen, of 
which he was the undisputed master.

Cecilia returned Ernesto to the Chalet Martina at exactly 
seven o’clock. She once again warmly thanked Martina. 
Then she embraced her grandson, kissed him tenderly, and 
set off home with tears in her eyes.

She paused on the promenade and for a long time gazed 
at the sea. For a moment she thought she saw Roberto in 
the distance in his boat. He was waving and pointing to a 
net with a rich catch. Cecilia waved back, but he had already 
disappeared from view.

She felt a powerful, pulsating pain in her head. A noise 
in her ears drowned out all else. The muscles in her limbs 
obeyed her half-heartedly, and only after seeming to delay 
for as long as possible. She felt tired as never before.

The road home seemed endless. Breathing heavily, she 
finally reached the staircase to her second-floor flat. Open-
ing the door when she reached it was itself an effort. She 
stepped into the dark, empty living room. Cruel silence. 
Solitude.

When the time for sleep came, she found she could not. 
She stood by the window in her nightdress and for a long 
time stared into the darkness. An apple tree grew beside 
her house. Suddenly, it seemed to her that young Leah was 
standing under the tree. She was wearing a linen dress, 
white, with red spots; her wavy hair was gathered up in a 
long pony tail. Looking up at Cecilia, she smiled. With a 
trembling hand, Cecilia grasped the old window latch and 
tried to open the window. How many times had she asked 
Roberto to mend that latch? Finally, she managed to open 
the window.

“Leah,” she cried.
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But Leah had vanished.
Tears rolled down Cecilia’s cheeks. For a long time, she 

stood in front of the open window, hoping Leah would re-
appear.

When she finally slept, she dreamed that she and Roberto 
were strolling over the lawn beside Castle Torregalli. Ro-
berto was wearing a light linen suit and a white shirt. Cecilia 
had on a yellow silk dress with a pattern of blue flowers, 
and a wide-brimmed straw hat. A little girl – Leah – was 
running along the path towards them. She was wearing the 
same dress as in Cecilia’s waking vision, with her hair in the 
same pony tail.

“Mummy, look what a nice butterfly It’s got yellow wings 
with blue spots, just like you have on your dress.”

The butterfly continued on its haphazard way. Cecilia 
and Roberto joined Leah in running after it across the green 
meadow in front of Castle Torregalli. They were all hand in 
hand, and they laughed.

The breeze carried the strains of a tune being played 
somewhere far off:

It is a simple song for two pennies
That is sung on the streets of the suburbs
For those who wait, for those who love, for those who dream,
 It is the eternal sweet tale of love.3

The sun rises every morning, illuminating all the inhabitants 
of earth, with their pain and their joy, their grief and their 
happiness, with snatches of phrases left unfinished at night. 
People find each other and lose each other; people are born 
and people die, and the sun rises again.

3  Canzone da due soldi.
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That morning Cecilia did not see the rays of the new sun. 
Neighbours found her lying in bed, a smile frozen on her 
lips. In her cold and lifeless hands was a photograph in which 
Cecilia, Roberto and Leah were together, smiling happily.
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 • The Vital Needs of the Dead by Igor Sakhnovsky
 • The Sarabande of Sara’s Band by Larysa Denysenko
 • A Poet and Bin Laden by Hamid Ismailov
 • Zo Gaat Dat in Rusland (Dutch Edition) by Maria Konjoekova
 • Kobzar by Taras Shevchenko
 • The Stone Bridge by Alexander Terekhov
 • Moryak by Lee Mandel
 • King Stakh’s Wild Hunt by Uladzimir Karatkevich
 • The Hawks of Peace by Dmitry Rogozin
 • Harlequin’s Costume by Leonid Yuzefovich
 • Depeche Mode by Serhii Zhadan
 • Groot Slem en Andere Verhalen (Dutch Edition) by Leonid Andrejev
 • METRO 2033 (Dutch Edition) by Dmitry Glukhovsky
 • METRO 2034 (Dutch Edition) by Dmitry Glukhovsky
 • A Russian Story by Eugenia Kononenko
 • Herstories, An Anthology of New Ukrainian Women Prose Writers
 • The Battle of the Sexes Russian Style by Nadezhda Ptushkina
 • A Book Without Photographs by Sergey Shargunov
 • Down Among The Fishes by Natalka Babina
 • disUNITY by Anatoly Kudryavitsky
 • Sankya by Zakhar Prilepin
 • Wolf Messing by Tatiana Lungin
 • Good Stalin by Victor Erofeyev
 • Solar Plexus by Rustam Ibragimbekov
 • Don’t Call me a Victim! by Dina Yafasova
 • Poetin (Dutch Edition) by Chris Hutchins and Alexander Korobko

 • A History of Belarus by Lubov Bazan
 • Children’s Fashion of the Russian Empire by Alexander Vasiliev
 • Empire of Corruption: The Russian National Pastime  

by Vladimir Soloviev
 • Heroes of the 90s: People and Money. The Modern History  

of Russian Capitalism by Alexander Solovev, Vladislav Dorofeev  
and Valeria Bashkirova

 • Fifty Highlights from the Russian Literature (Dutch Edition)  
by Maarten Tengbergen

 • Bajesvolk (Dutch Edition) by Michail Chodorkovsky
 • Dagboek van Keizerin Alexandra (Dutch Edition)
 • Myths about Russia by Vladimir Medinskiy
 • Boris Yeltsin: The Decade that Shook the World by Boris Minaev
 • A Man Of Change: A study of the political life of Boris Yeltsin
 • Sberbank: The Rebirth of Russia’s Financial Giant by Evgeny Karasyuk
 • To Get Ukraine by Oleksandr Shyshko
 • Asystole by Oleg Pavlov
 • Gnedich by Maria Rybakova
 • Marina Tsvetaeva: The Essential Poetry
 • Multiple Personalities by Tatyana Shcherbina
 • The Investigator by Margarita Khemlin
 • The Exile by Zinaida Tulub
 • Leo Tolstoy: Flight from Paradise by Pavel Basinsky
 • Moscow in the 1930 by Natalia Gromova
 • Laurus (Dutch edition) by Evgenij Vodolazkin
 • Prisoner by Anna Nemzer
 • The Crime of Chernobyl: The Nuclear Goulag by Wladimir Tchertkoff
 • Alpine Ballad by Vasil Bykau
 • The Complete Correspondence of Hryhory Skovoroda
 • The Tale of Aypi by Ak Welsapar
 • Selected Poems by Lydia Grigorieva
 • The Fantastic Worlds of Yuri Vynnychuk
 • The Garden of Divine Songs and Collected Poetry of Hryhory Skovoroda
 • Adventures in the Slavic Kitchen: A Book of Essays with Recipes 

by Igor Klekh
 • Seven Signs of the Lion by Michael M. Naydan



 • Forefathers’ Eve by Adam Mickiewicz
 • One-Two by Igor Eliseev
 • Girls, be Good by Bojan Babić
 • Time of the Octopus by Anatoly Kucherena
 • The Grand Harmony by Bohdan Ihor Antonych
 • The Selected Lyric Poetry Of Maksym Rylsky
 • The Shining Light by Galymkair Mutanov
 • The Frontier: 28 Contemporary Ukrainian Poets - An Anthology
 • Acropolis: The Wawel Plays by Stanisław Wyspiański
 • Contours of the City by Attyla Mohylny
 • Conversations Before Silence: The Selected Poetry of Oles Ilchenko
 • The Secret History of my Sojourn in Russia by Jaroslav Hašek
 • Mirror Sand: An Anthology of Russian Short Poems 
 • Maybe We’re Leaving by Jan Balaban
 • Death of the Snake Catcher by Ak Welsapar
 • A Brown Man in Russia by Vijay Menon
 • Hard Times by Ostap Vyshnia
 • The Flying Dutchman by Anatoly Kudryavitsky
 • Nikolai Gumilev’s Africa by Nikolai Gumilev
 • Combustions by Srđan Srdić
 • The Sonnets by Adam Mickiewicz
 • Dramatic Works by Zygmunt Krasiński
 • Four Plays by Juliusz Słowacki
 • Little Zinnobers by Elena Chizhova 
 • We Are Building Capitalism! Moscow in Transition 1992-1997  

by Robert Stephenson
 • The Nuremberg Trials by Alexander Zvyagintsev
 • The Hemingway Game by Evgeni Grishkovets
 • A Flame Out at Sea by Dmitry Novikov
 • Jesus’ Cat by Grig
 • Want a Baby and Other Plays by Sergei Tretyakov
 • Mikhail Bulgakov: The Life and Times by Marietta Chudakova
 • Leonardo’s Handwriting by Dina Rubina
 • A Burglar of the Better Sort by Tytus Czyżewski
 • The Mouseiad and other Mock Epics by Ignacy Krasicki
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 • We Are Building Capitalism! Moscow in Transition 1992-1997  

by Robert Stephenson
 • The Nuremberg Trials by Alexander Zvyagintsev
 • The Hemingway Game by Evgeni Grishkovets
 • A Flame Out at Sea by Dmitry Novikov
 • Jesus’ Cat by Grig
 • Want a Baby and Other Plays by Sergei Tretyakov
 • Mikhail Bulgakov: The Life and Times by Marietta Chudakova
 • Leonardo’s Handwriting by Dina Rubina
 • A Burglar of the Better Sort by Tytus Czyżewski
 • The Mouseiad and other Mock Epics by Ignacy Krasicki

 • Ravens before Noah by Susanna Harutyunyan
 • An English Queen and Stalingrad by Natalia Kulishenko
 • Point Zero by Narek Malian
 • Absolute Zero by Artem Chekh
 • Olanda by Rafał Wojasiński
 • Robinsons by Aram Pachyan
 • The Monastery by Zakhar Prilepin
 • The Selected Poetry of Bohdan Rubchak: Songs of Love, Songs of Death,  

Songs of the Moon
 • Mebet by Alexander Grigorenko
 • The Orchestra by Vladimir Gonik
 • Everyday Stories by Mima Mihajlović
 • Slavdom by Ľudovít Štúr
 • The Code of Civilization by Vyacheslav Nikonov
 • Where Was the Angel Going? by Jan Balaban
 • De Zwarte Kip (Dutch Edition) by Antoni Pogorelski
 • Głosy / Voices by Jan Polkowski
 • Sergei Tretyakov: A Revolutionary Writer in Stalin’s Russia by Robert Leach
 • Opstand (Dutch Edition) by Władysław Reymont
 • Dramatic Works by Cyprian Kamil Norwid
 • Children’s First Book of Chess by Natalie Shevando and Matthew McMillion
 • Precursor by Vasyl Shevchuk
 • The Vow: A Requiem for the Fifties by Jiří Kratochvil
 • De Bibliothecaris (Dutch edition) by Mikhail Jelizarov
 • Subterranean Fire by Natalka Bilotserkivets
 • Vladimir Vysotsky: Selected Works
 • Behind the Silk Curtain by Gulistan Khamzayeva
 • The Village Teacher and Other Stories by Theodore Odrach
 • Duel by Borys Antonenko-Davydovych
 • War Poems by Alexander Korotko
 • Ballads and Romances by Adam Mickiewicz
 • The Revolt of the Animals by Wladyslaw Reymont
 • Poems about my Psychiatrist by Andrzej Kotański 
 • Someone Else’s Life by Elena Dolgopyat
 • Selected Works: Poetry, Drama, Prose by Jan Kochanowski



GLAGOSLAV PUBLICATIONS
w w w . g l a g o s l a v . c o m

 • The Riven Heart of Moscow (Sivtsev Vrazhek) by Mikhail Osorgin
 • Bera and Cucumber by Alexander Korotko
 • The Big Fellow by Anastasiia Marsiz
 • Liza’s Waterfall: The Hidden Story of a Russian Feminist by Pavel Basinsky
 • Biography of Sergei Prokofiev by Igor Vishnevetsky
 • Ilget by Alexander Grigorenko
 • A City Drawn from Memory by Elena Chizhova
 • Guide to M. Bulgakov’s The Master and Margarita by Ksenia Atarova  

and Georgy Lesskis

         More to come . . .








