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Bo ray6une Poccuu.
Bukmop Acmadnes.

CoBpemeHHasi Aumepamypa 6orama
AIOOUMBIMU UMEHamu, HO AASl meX, Kmo
umeem omHoweHue K Cubupu, k Kpac-
HOsIpCKY, umsi Bukmopa I[Memposuua Ac-
macdnbeBa 0oco6eHHO Aoporo.

Hamepec kK AcmadpbeBy — AUYHbIU
UHmMepec OrpoMHOro 4YucAa Hawux COB-
pemeHHuKoB. Kaxaoe ero mpousseaeHue,
KamAoe BbICMyNAEHUE B NMpecce — AeAa-
emcsi obwecmBeHHbIM co6bImuem, €ro
y4Yam B WKOAE, OH BXOAUM B Xpecmoma-
muu, MpyAHO Haumu $i3bIK, HAa KOMOpbIuU
He 6biAu 6bl MepeBeAeHbI €ro MpousBeAe-
Huss. OHu usaalomcs 6oAabwiuMu mupa-
’KaMu u B Hawlel cmpaHe, U BO MHOrux
Apyrux cmpasax. U mem He meHee, KHU-
ru ero Aocmamb MPYAHO, KHUIrU O HEM
— He yBuAemb. AUYHO MHe KamxemcH,
4Ymo HU y OAHOro nucameAsi COBpeMeEH-
HOCMU He Halumu MaKoro SIipKOro u sc-
HOro, Kaxk y AcmadgneBa, NnoHUMaHusi Ha-
UUOHAABHBIX, MOPaAbHbIX HOpM, KOmo-
pbieé HUKOrAa He ycmapeBasi, BXOASiln B
Hawly Aywy, popmupyom ee, yyam ue-
HuUmMb abcoaromHeie ueHHocmu. U Alo6um
mbl AcmadbeBa 3a me AoGpbie yyBCcm-
Ba, KOmopele OH B Hac 6yaum, 3a my He-
CpPaBHEHHYI0 XyAOMKECMBEHHYI0O paAOCMb,
KOmopyio MoAy4yaem, yumasi €ro, 3a mo,
4Ymo OH BXOAU B Hawly ¥XKU3Hb, KakK He-
o6xoaumMocmb, Kak rpycmsb, Kak cua-
CmMbe, KaK HEroAOBaHUe, KaK CAe3bl.

OmkyAaa B HeMm 3mo? Beab oH He
omBeYaem Ha Haulu KOHKpemHbie BOI-
pocbl — «Kak xumb?», <B yem cmbica
KU3HU?» HPAaBOYYUMEAbBHBLIMU MOAHBLIMU
omBemamu, 3mu xe BONpOChl OH 3aAaem
u cebe: «3a umo cyabba Aaposana mHe

In the Depth of Russia.
Viktor Astafyev.

Modern literature is rich in names of
popular writers, but to the readers rela-
ted to Siberia and Krasnoyarsk the name
of Victor Petrovich Astafyev is especially
dear.

The interest to Astafyev is a persc
nal interest of a great number of our
contemporaries. His every work, ever;
appearance in press are a public event.

His works are studied at schools
and included in reading books; one ca:
hardly find a language his works haven’
been translated into. The number of
copies his books are published in ou:
country and abroad is enormous. Anc
yet it's difficult to buy his books anc
practically impossible to find books
about him on the stalls of bookshops.

I think that no other writer treats
national and moral norms in such a clea:
and definite way as Astafyev does. These
norms never become outdated, they
penetrate our souls, form them, teach to
apprehend absolute values. We love
Astafyev for kind feelings his books
evoke, for the unique aesthetic pleasure
we experience while reading, for the
natural way he enters our lives, just like
necessity, sadness, happiness, indigna-
tion, tears do.

What's the source of it all? He
doesn't give detailed instructive answers
to our questions, <How should we live?»
«What’'s the sense of life?» Instead, he
addresses identical questions to himself.
«What did Fate give me happiness for?»
«Am I worth it?» «Have I always done
everything for the others to be happy?»



cyacmbe KUu3HU? AOCmOUH AU si 2MOro
cyacmbsa? Bce Au Aenan aasi cuacmbs
Apyrux? He pasmeHsiA Au mak mMsKKO
AOCMaBWYyIOCs MHE MKU3Hb Ha namaxu?
Bceraa Au 6biA yecmeH nepea cobou? He
pBaA Au xAeb uso pma 6auskux? He om-
mupaA AU C AOPOru AOKmMsmu cAabbIX?»

Ho yumas ero, Haxoauws 3mu om-
Bembl B cebe, cmapaewbCcsl cmpoxe
Xumb, 3aAyMbIBAamMbCs HaA CAOBOM, HaA
COBEPUWIEHHbIM MMOCMYNKOM.

Ero 6uorpacgusi nmpakmu4eckKu IMOA-
HOCMbIO OMpa)eHa B ero mBopyecmse.

«fl poAuacs mpu cBeme Aamnbl B Ae-
peBeHcKou 6aHe. O6 >mom mHe paccka-
3biBana 6abywika». Tak HayuHaemcs 6uo-
rpacdusi reposi noBecmu «3Be3A0MaA»
Muwku EpodeeBa, a moraa 661 Hayamb-
csi mak u 6uorpacdusi camoro aBmopa.
HmeHHO mak OH u poaAuAcsi, — B baHe,
npu cBeme AamMminbl B HOYbL Ha 2 maa 1924
roaa, B 6oabwiom ceae, Ha Gepery EnHu-
cea — OBcsHKe.

Emy He 6bIAO ewie cemu Aem, KOraa
OH nmomepsia mamb. OHa ymonyaa B Enu-
cee. C moil nmopbl peka omMemuHOu
npouaem MO BCEM €ro MNpousBeAEHUsIM,
OH MpoOBEeAEm Ha peKax CBOU Ay4uiue
AHU, Yachl, 0 KOMOPbLIX Hamuwiem KHUru,
U B KaxkAOU U3 HUX OH MOMSIHEM CBOIO
mamsb. [flucamear He Aeraem HU OAHOU
NonbIMKuU BOCKpecumsb x)uBou obpas Au-
Auu MABUHUYHBI, XOMSs ONUCaA BCIO CBOIO
POAHIO U OAU3KYIO U AAABHIOIO.

Mamb ocmaaack B €ro usHuU cBem-
A0l MEeHbI0, BOCIIOMUHAHUEM, NMPUKOCHO-
BEHUEM, U OH He cmaA omsrowams
>mom o6pa3 6bImoOBbLIMU MOAPOGHOCMS-
mu.

B aBmob6uorpacduueckom ouepke
«Conpuyacmublii» oH Hanucaa: «EcAu 6.l
MHe 6bIAO0 AQHO MOBMOpPUMB KU3Hb, — fi

«Is there a chance that I have spent my
life which I got at such a high price for
nothing?» «Have I always been honest to
myself?» «Can I be sure that I have never
snatched a piece of bread from the
hands of my fellow? And that I have
never pushed he weak off the road?»

Yet while reading one finds answers
to these questions in one’s own self, one
starts trying to live a cleaner life, to
ponder over one’s every word and action.

Almost all his life story went into
his books. «I was born in a village bania
lit by lamplight. My grandmother told
me how it had happened». This is how
the biography of Mishka Yerofeev, the
central character of the novel «Starfall»,
begins. The author’s biography could
begin in the same way. It was he who
was born like that, in bania under the
lamplight at night of the 2nd of May
1924 in a big village Ovsianka on the
bank of the Enisei.

He hadn't been seven yet when he
lost his mother. She drowned in the Eni-
sei. Since then the river would run like a
scar across all his books, he would spent
the best hours and days of his life on it
and would describe them in his books;
and each time he would make mention
of his mother. Not a single time would
he try to resurrect Lidia Ilyinichna in his
books though he would portray in them
all his relations, near and distant.

His mother remained in his life a
light shadow, a reminiscence, a touch,
and he has never tried to burden this
image with details of everyday life.

In his autobiographic sketch «The
participant» he wrote: «f I were given a
chance to live my life again from the
very beginning I would choose the same
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661 BbIGpaA my ke camylo, OY€Hb HaChbI-
wieHHyI0 co6bimusimu, paaocmsmu, nobe-
AaMu, MopalKeHusimu, BocCmopramu u ro-
pecmsimu ympam... U Auwib oAHO 51 GBI
MOMpOCUA y cBoel cyAb6bI — ocmaBumb
co mHou mamy. Ee mHe He XBamaAo BCIO
KU3Hb, U 0CO6EHHO OCMpO He XBamaem
ceuyvac...»

He 6yab cupomcmsa, oH 661 u loc-
A€AHUU MOKAOH» He mak Hamucaa. Ho on
cobpaa B amou KHuUre Kak B 6oaburyuiei
cubupckou usbe BCIO CBOIO POAHIO, BCEX
3eMASIKOB, Ymo6hbI corpembcsi BO3A€ HUX
u corpemsb Hac, €ro yumemeaeu, BOCIO-
MUHaHUsIMU YK€ 0 CBOeM AemcmBe, CBO-
el poAHE, CBOUX COCEAsX.

Ilemp IlaBaoBuu AcmadbeB —
omeu nucameasi, npu Bcei 6yiHocmu xa-
paKkmepa BbI3blBaem y Hac NmpomusBope-
4uBblie YyBCMBa: U cUMIiamuu, U HeNnpu-
fI3HU, U JKaAocmu.

Buxkmop IlempoBud nuwiem o cBoem
omue u C XKaAoCmbi0, U C MyXKecmBeH-
Hou npsimomou: «[lama mou, AepeBeHCKuu
KpacaB4YUK, MaAe€HbKO rapmoHucm, ma-
A€HbKO OXOMHUK, MaA€HbKO NMapuKmaxep
U HEMaAeHbKO XBacCmyH...»

CkumaHue u GecnpusopHu4YecmsBo
Aemeu He CMywaAu omua, He msromuau
ero. Ilpu Bcei 6ecwrabawiHocmu ero xa-
paKkmepa OH MHOroO 4Ye€ro AaA CBoOeMy
Bumebke: Beceaylo mBepaocmb nepea o6-
cmosimeAbCmBamMu, yMEHUEe Nnocmpoumb
u3 3mux o6cmosimeAbCMB «CIOKem»,
«HamnAecmu cemMb Bepcm Ao Hebec» u3 ca-
mMoro obbryHoro ¢gakma. Takum ke OGbIA
u AeA AcmadbeBa mo omuy.

Ho He poaumeasim mocBsimua Ac-
madbeB Ayyuiue cmpaHuubl CBOUX KHUTF,
cBoelu «3aBemHol» KHuru «flocaeaHuid mo-
KAOH», @ MEM AIOAsIM, KOmMoOpbie C Aem-
cmBa ¢popMupoBaAu ero MupoBO33pEHUE.

one saturated with events, joy, victories,
failures, delights and sad losses... The
only thing I would ask Fate about is to
let my mother live. I missed her all my
life. I miss her especially terribly now...»

If he hadn’'t been an orphan he
would not have written his «Last bow».
In that book he made all his relations
and village fellowmen gather in order to
become warm sitting beside them and to
warm us, his readers, by his reminiscen-
ces of his own childhood, his family and
neighbors.

Our feelings when we read about his
father, Piotr Pavlovich Astafyev, with his
ungovernable temper, are contradictory:
it's sympathy alongside with resignation
and pity. Victor Astafyev’s story about
his father is a combination of pity and
courageous frankness: <My dad, a village
dandy, could play accordion a little,
hunted a little, worked as a hairdresser a
little and talked very big».

Father was not either ashamed of
his children vagabonding or depressed
with it. And yet, no matter how reckless
he was, his son Vit'’ka inherited from him
a lot: gay courage in front of hard
circumstances, capability to make them
into a «plot», and to invent a long exci-
ting story out of a routine event. Victor
Astafyev’'s grandfather on his father’s
side was like that, too.

However, the best pages of his
books and in particular of his «special»
book «The last bow» are devoted not to
his parents but to the people who have
mostly influenced his worldview since
childhood. The main figure among them
is his grandmother Katerina Petrovna.

Have a closer look at her photo-
graph. Her face is stern and withered.



H cpeau Hux raaBHee Bcex 6abywika —
ExamepuHa IlempoBHa.

BrasiAoumechb B ee ¢pomorpacuio. Cy-
poBoe, cyxoe Auuo y acmadgbeBcKou 6a-
6ywku. BeaAp He 3psi ee B AepeBHE 3BaAu
«reHepaA». Ho 3amano B Aywy Bumbke
NomeiAuubiHy 6a6ywkuHO ymeHue B ms-
KeAbll 4Yac MoBopavYuBambCs K cCBemy.
ToroAHO B AepeBHe, camum ecmb HeyYero,
a OoHa B AOM GpowleHHOro UWIeHKa Hecem;
obmMaHyA ee BHYK, HO MpPSIHUYHOrO KOHSHA
OHa eMy BC€ XK€ KyMnuAa; uimaHbl eMy
CWluAa C KapMaHOM, a OH mMym e ux u
norybua, Ho, caaBa 6ory, cam KXuB oOcC-
maacsi. Aa u ywyBcmBoBaAa 6abywka,
4Ymo BHYK Be€Chb B Hee MOUIEeA.

Psiaom ¢ 6abywkoii Ha pomorpacdpuu
AeaAywka — Habsa EerpacgoBuu — pyc-
CKull KpecmbsiHUH, CIIOKOUHLIU, C AOCMO-
UHCMBOM CHUMAIOWUUCS C POAHBIMU, HE
NPUBBIYHLIU K MPasAHUYHOMY MUANKaKY,
HO OYeHb MOHUMAaKWUl OmMBEMmMCMBEH-
HOCMb MOMEHmMa — HAaA0 — U Mo3momy
cmoum mozKe, Kak npu pabome. Awb6ua
OH BHYKa, 3awuwiaA om 6GabywKuHOro
THEBA U MOKEe yYUA U JKU3HU U AEAY.

Yepes 6abywky, AeAywiKy, uepes
AsIABEB U MEmoOK CBOUX mocmuraA Ac-
macgneB B 6yaAHsix, B pabome, B 3a6omax
PYCCKyl0 o6wWwuHHYI0 mMpaAuuuio, 3A0po-
Bble 3eMHbI€ KOpPHU, Kpacomy u cypo-
BOCmMb poAHOU cubupckoil 3emAu.

Xomb u mpyaHoe, HO CYacmAuBoe
AemcmBo KOH4YuAocChb. 2KeHuAcCs mama u
Hayaa MeHsimb AoMa u mecma pabomel.
C moaoA0l Mauexoli OmMHOWEHUsI CAOKU-
Auch pewiumeabHblie: «Pa3s s 6pocuAcst Ha
Mayexy Cc HOXKOM, U OHa HOCUAa MBepAoOe
B cebe y6ekAeHue, ymo s He B CMOABb
OMAAAEHHbIU CPOK BBIPpEXKY BCI0 CeMel-
Ky u noaamcs B Gera».

The village people had their reasons to
call her «general». But it was his
grandma’s ability to turn her face to
light in a hard minute that imprinted in
Vit'’ka Potylitsyn’s soul. People in the
village are hungry , the family has
nothing to eat, yet she brings into the
house a puppy thrown out by somebody;
her grandson deceived her, but she kept
her promise to bring him a honey-cake
horse all the same; she sewed him long
shirts with a pocket, he spoiled them
completely right away, but she was
thankful to God that he had remained
alive. And she always felt that her
grandson took after her.

Next to her in the photograph we
see grandfather, Ilya Evgrafovich, a
Russian peasant standing in front of the
camera among his relatives with calm
dignity. He isn’'t used to his holiday
jacket, he doesn’t realize the significance
of the moment: the only thing he knows
is that he must do it and that's why he
stands like doing some work. He loved
his grandson, defended him when
grandmother was cross with him and
taught him how to live and work, too.
Through his grandmother, grandfather,
uncles and aunts, through daily routine,
toil and troubles Astafyev came to know
Russian community (obschina) tradition,
his own healthy roots in his motherland
ground and its stern Siberian beauty.

His childhood, hard and happy in
the same time came to an end. His dad
got married and started changing places
where he worked and lived one after
another. Viktor’'s relations with his
stepmother were grave. «Once I rushed
at her with a knife. Since then she did
not have a single moment of doubt that




B 6era oH ommnpaBUA CBOEro repos
Habky BepcmakoBa u3s cBemaou KHUru
«[lepeBan». Bckope mocAe moOro Kak
Bumbka I[NombiAuubIH MyrHyA Ma4exy HO-
JKUKOM, MPOCABIWIAB O AUKUX 3apabom-
KaX, Kakue orpebaau xXumeAu 3HaMeEHU-
moro ropoaa Hrapku, He ymeouwul yHbI-
Bamb Namna u MOAOAAsl rooamu mauvexa
pewuAu ABUHYyMb UMEHHO myAa.

INepea Bamu ¢domorpacduu HUrapku
30-x roAoB, OHU, KOHEYHO, HE MoOrym
paccKkasamb O msMKecmu mex Aem Aem-
cmBa, Komophbie nepexua Acmadbes.

BpoAsiZKHUYECMBO, A€MAOM, HaApbIB
B OMHOWEHUSX C pPoOAUMEAsIMU, HEHa-
BUCMb K Maudexe, paBHOAyuiue poACm-
BeHHUKOB. O6 smoil cmpaHuue cBOe€ro
ompoyecmBa NMucameAb CKaxem B CBO-
ei aBmob6uorpadguyeckou kHure «[loc-
A€AHUU MOKAOH», HO UrapcKyli Xu3Hb C
AOCmMamo4HoU MOAHOMOU NpeAcmaBumsb
MoxHO no kKHure «Kpaxkar», kyaa Bumsbka
IombiAuuBIH C HEKOMOpBLIMU MNOMNpaBKa-
MU mpuAem B Auue raasHoro reposi Toau
MasoBa.

B aBmob6uorpacguueckom ouepke Ac-
madbes nuuwiem: <Mrapka B my mnopy
6biAa OxBayeHa mMBoOpYecKum 3yAom... B
WKOAaxX U3AaBaAucCh PyKONucCHbIE XypHa-
Abl. Ux mucaau, odopmasiau, 6pouriopo-
BaAu camu y4yeHuku. B raseme «boabuwe-
BUK 3anoAsipbsi» OAHaXKAbI Hane4dYamaHbI
ObIAU YembIpe CMpPOYKU MOEro Cmuxo-
mBopeHusi. 1 661A mak >mum ropa, Ymo
y4dyumbcsi cmaa euwle xyxe. Ho xyxe He-
Kyaa 6bino! 51 u 6e3 moro cuaea mpemui
rOA B MsAMOM KAacce».

B smom roay nmpenosaBamb Aumepa-
mypy u pycckuil fi3blK B UIKOAE€ HOMeEp
ABeHaAuamb HayaA WUrHamuid Amumpue-
Bu4Y PoxaecmBenHckui. OH yacmo 3a-
CMaBAsIA nMucamb peb6sAm co4YuHeHuUsli Ha

very soon I would cut their throats and
escapen».

Instead, he made a character of his
sunlit book «Mountain pass», II'ka
Verstakov, escape. Soon after Vit'’ka
Potylitcyn had frightened his stepmother
with a knife, his never-cast-down dad
and dad’s young wife heard a rumor that
in the popular city Igarka one could
quickly make fabulous money and
decided to move there.

Here are the photographs of Igarka
in the thirties. Of course they don't
reveal what hardships Astafyev had to
live through as a child there.

Vagabonding, life in the orphanage,
anguish in relations with his parents,
hatred to his stepmother, indifference of
relatives. This page of his life as a
teenager we read in the autobiographic
book «The last bow»; but a complete
picture of his life in Igarka one can find
in the book «Theft», where Vit'ka
Potylitcyn is presented, with very small
modifications, by its main character,
Tolia Masov.

In his autobiographic sketch
Astafyev writes: «In those years
everybody in Igarka felt a creative itch...
At schools handwritten journals were
issued. Pupils wrote, illustrated, bound
them themselves. Once the newspaper
«Zapoliarie Bolshevik» published four
lines from my poem. This event made
me so proud that I started to do at
school even worse. Actually it couldn’t
be worse. I had been already sitting in
the fifth form for the third year».

That very year a new teacher of
Russian language and literature, Ignatii
Dmitrievich Rozhdestvenski came to
school N 12. He often made children



BOAbHBbIE meMbl. B 0OAHOM U3 WKOABHBIX
coyHeHul Bums Hanucaa o mom, Kak Ae-
mom 3abayauacsi B maiire. CouuHeHue
XBaAUAU U HameyYamaAu B WKOAbBHOM
KypHaAe.

Muoro aem cnycmsi Bukmop [Mempo-
BUY BCMIOMHUM O CBOEM NEpPBOM COYUHE-
HUU U Hanuwem pacckKas AAs Aemei:
«BaclomkKuHO o3epo».

Ilepea Bamu HeckoAbKo ¢omorpa-
¢dhuit moro nepuoaa.

INocae wiecmu KAacCoB B AemAOMeE
AcmacgbeB Hawyaa 3apabamsbiBamb CBOU
xAe6 cam. Paboman on Ha cmanke Ky-
peika. lNNucemoBoAumMeAeM, KOHIOXOM,
KOHOBO34YUKOM mnpu ceabcoBeme. Ho
mym npuwiAa BoilHa, U OH MOAAACs B
poAaHble mecma B KpacHosipck. 3aech oH
nocmynua B ®30. Bei6bupambs npodec-
cuio He mpuxoAuAock. [locmpouau pe-
6sim, B35IAU U3 HUX MOKpEnYe U MOKpymn-
Hee u ompeAeAuAu B Oyaywiue cocmasu-
MEAU MOE3A0B.

Ecmb u ¢pomorpacus smoro nepuo-
Aa. Bom oH cpeau cBoux moBapuuweii.
[Mpuroxuii, B3pocAbIll mapeHb, aKKypam-
HO oAem u KpacuBo npuudecaH. Takas
mupHass ¢omorpacdusi. A BoliHa yxKe
cmy4yumcs B ero 6uorpaduio.

YUmo 3a yueba 6bina B @30 u umo
3a paboma MbI BCe MOMHUM IO rFAaBam
dlocaeaHero nokaona»: «fae-mo rpemum
BoliHa», «CoeBble KOH(pembI».

B nmepBoM HOMepe CMEHHOU rasemsl
B P30 oH yxke rpemeA cmuxamu: «BoiiHa
npuwiaa u BCe Mepemeuwiasa, BCIO KU3Hb
OHa mocmasuAa AbIGOM», — U MOAMUCKI-
Baacsa «Henmo6eaumabrii».

Ocenbio 1942 ropna AcmadbeB yxo-
Aum Ao6posBoabuem Ha ¢hpoum. [lepea
Bamu Bcero AsBe c¢ppoHmoBbie ¢pomorpa-
¢$uu. He Ao smoro...

write compositions on a free topic. Once
Vitia wrote how in summer he had lost
his way in taiga. That composition of his
was praised and got into a school
journal.

Many years later Victor Petrovich
would recall his first literary success and
write a children’s story «Vasiutka's laken.

Here you see some photographs of
that period.

After he had spent six years in the
orphanage, Astafyev started to earn his
daily bread. He operated a machine, was
a clerk, a stable-man, drove horses in
sel'sovet. And then the war began and
he left for the place where he was born,
for Krasnoyarsk.

There he entered a FZO (a factory-
and-workshop school).

Nobody asked him what profession
he would choose. All the teenagers were
stood in a row, and those who were
bigger and built stronger were selected
to make up trains.

We have Astafyev’s photograph of
that period. Here he stands among his
schoolmates. A handsome, grown-up
young man in neat clothes and with a
nice haircut. The atmosphere of the
photograph is very peaceful. But the war
is already knocking at the gates of his
life.

What kind of studies it was and
what kind of work we all know from
such chapters of the «Last bow» as «The
thunder of the war is heard somewhere»
and «Soya sweets».

In the very first issue of the FZO
newspaper his verse thundered: «The war
has come and confused everything, it
turned the life upside down», signed
«Unconquerable».




Ero BoeHHas 6uorpacgusi He ompa-
JKeHa MOAHOCMbI0O B €ro msopuYecmse.
Ho o ero yyacmuu B 5momM CmMpauwiHOM U
MpaBeAHOM A€A€ Mbl Yumaem co cmpa-
HUU €ro pacckasoB, KHUr o Boune: «[lac-
myx u mnmacmyuwkar», «3Be3Aomaar,
«JTopcmb cneAbIX BuuwieH». B msaxeAbix
60six OH ObIA paHeH, MHOro Ae€xXaA Mo
rocnumaansim.

3a Bouiny Bukmop IlempoBuu Harpa-
xAeH opaeHom KpacHoii 3Be3abl u meaa-
Asimu «3a omBary», «<3a nobeay Haa lep-
maHuel», «3a ocBob6oxaeHue INoaburu».

Bce caaHsm u caaHsmM Ayuwy mnuca-
meAsi BOeHHbIe roAbl. boab, HeHaBuCmb
HE MOABKO K Bpary, HoO K meM mnpecmyn-
HUKaM, CINosiWiuM BO rAaBe Hauwlero rocy-
AapcmBa, He JKaAeBUIUM CBOU HapoA, ap-
mMmuio, Aemeii: «[lamame BouHbl. Cuacm-
AUB mMoOm, KO He 3Haem €e U si XomeA
6b1 moxkeaamb BCEM AOOpbLIM AIOASIM: HE
3Hamb €€ HUKOrAa, He BeAamb, HE HO-
cumb pacKaAeHHBIE yTAU B CepAue, CXKu-
rajpuiue 3A0poBb€, COH, HOPMaAbHbIE
OMHOWIEHUsI C AIOABMU U OKpyiKaouum
Mupom».

Umo X, B ero »us3HU BcCeraa mak
6bIANO, KaKABIl OMPE30K XKU3HU OGbIA OA-
HOBPEMEHHO U ropbKuUM U CAaAKuMm, u Ge-
3bICXOAHBIM, U CO BCeraa mepuamouwei
HaaexAol. CupomcmBo u Kpemkas ce-
Mbsl A€Aa, Aa AI0GOBL U kKanocmb 6abyui-
Ku B AemcmBe; cKumaHus, 6ecnpusop-
Hocmb B HUrapke u owlyuwieHuss cHacmbs
u BoCnopra om NepBOro B JKU3HU KUHO,
meampa, yaauyHou cmpodku. Tak u BoiiHa
CO BCEMU €€ YyAOBUWHbLIMU MOCAEACMBU-
siMu NpuBeAa ero K mepsou Aw6sBu. Ha
BOlUlHE OH BCMpPEmuA CBOI0 CyAbOy, cBOIO
xeHy. Bom yxe 47 aem cemedHou 6uo-
rpacdhuu 3a naeyamu Mapuu CemeHOBHBI

Not everything from his war years
has got into his books. Yet something
about his participation in this awe-
inspiring and just action we read in his
short stories and books about the war:
«Shepherd and shepherdess», «Starfall»,
«A handful of ripe cherries». He was
wounded in hard battles and spent a lot
of time in hospitals.

For his participation in the war
Victor Petrovich was awarded the order
of Red Star and the medals «For cou-
rage», «For the victory over Germany»,
«For the liberation of Poland».

But the writer’'s soul is still
disturbed by reminiscences of war years,
in the same way as his body still feels
the pain of old wounds. There is pain
and hatred not only for the enemy, but
also for the criminals who ruled our
country and didn’'t have pity for its
people, army, children: «<Reminiscences
of the war. Happy is that who doesn'’t
have them; and I'd like to wish all people
of good will not to know what war is,
not to see, not to carry hot coals in their
hearts, coals which burn health,
nightsleep, normal relations with people
and with the world away.

Well, it has always been like that in
his life, its every period was bitter and
sweet at once, hopeless and in the same
time lit with a distant hope. The life of
an orphan — and his grandfather’s family
with its strong ties, and his grand-
mother’s love and pity in his childhood;
vagabonding, homelessnes in Igarka and
a sudden feeling of happiness and
delight evoked by the first in his life
visit to the cinema, the theater or by a
good line. In the same way the war with
all its terrible consequences brought him



u Bukmopa llemposuua AcmadneBbix.
Bce 6b1A0 B 5mu Aecsimuaemusi.

H cuyacmbe poxkAeHusi Aemeil u
yiKac, rope noxopoH AByX AO4YEeK, cupom-
cmBoO BHYKOB. U roaoa, u xoaoa, u 6oaes-
HU, HO U CmMoOUKOoCmb, U MyApoCMmb, U
BEPHOCMb E€AUHCMBEHHOU MEeHbl, MOCB-
muBweu emy Bcio cebs. U 6wiana pa-
AOCMb MEPBOro CBOUMU pyKamMu Mocmpo-
€HHOro cemeiiHoro aAoma. Bom ero ¢o-
morpacgusi. U papocmpb nepsoi KHUKKU
OH mepexuBaA co cBoeu Manei. OH aAaa
eid Bce. Cyacmbe, cmpaaaHusi, Al060BBb,
60Ab, paaocmb, Bce Kak y AwaAeid. «Myxk
c xeHou. XKeHwuHa ¢ MyK4UuHOU, COBEp-
WEHHO He 3HAIWUE ApPyr Apyra, He MOAO-
3peBaBUWUE AaXKe O CyuleCimBOBaHUU KUu-
BbIX MbIAUHOK, BpawlalWuxcsi BMecme C
3eMAel BOKpYr cBoelli OCu B HemocmuKu-
MO rpOMaAHOM MpOCMpaHCMBE MUpPO3Aa-
HUsl, COEAUHUAUCH, YmMo6GbI cmamb PoA-
Hel pOAHU, MepeXumb poAUmMeEAel u uc-
NbiIMamb POAUMEABLCKYIO AOAIO, MPOAOA-
¥Kas cebs B Aemsx, mpoimu BMecme A0
MOruAbl, omopBamb cebsi Apyr om Apyx-
KU C HUKOMY HEBEAOMBLIM rFopemM u cmpa-
AaHuem» (B.I.AcmadbeB. dleyaabHbIU
AemeKmus»).

Ocenbio 1945 roaa oHu Bmecme Ae-
Mo6GuAu3oBaAuCh U3 apmMuu U Mpuexasu B
ee ropoa Yycosoi Ha 3amaaHom Ypaae.
TaxeAble paHeHusi AuwuAu ero ¢hassou-
HOU mpocdgeccuu — OCmaACsi OAUH raas,
NMAOXO cAywianack pyka. Pabomsi ero Bce
6biAU cAyvaliHbI U HEHAAEKHBI: CA€Caphb,
YepHopabouuil, rpy34yuKk, MAOMHUK, MOli-
WuK msacHbIXx myw. XKua, B obuwiem-mo,
He oyeHb Beceno. Ho oaHamxkAbl OH momaa
Ha 3aHsAiMuUe AumepamypHOro KpyxKa
npu raseme «YycoBou pabouutii. [Tocae
5moro 3aceAaHusi OH 3a HOYb Hamucaa
CBoU mepBbIU paccka3 «[paxkaAaHcKul ye-

to his first love. In war years he met his
destiny, his wife. They have been a
family for 47 years already. And they
have lived through everything together.

There was the happiness of their
children birth and awe and grief of their
two daughters’ funerals, and the life of
their two orphaned grandchildren.
Hunger, cold, illness — and courage,
wisdom, faithfulness of his only wife
who devoted all her life to him. There
was the happiness of the first family
house they built with their own hands.
This is its photograph. And the joy of his
first book — they shared it, he and his
Mania. He gave her everything. Happi-
ness, suffering, love, pain, joy. They had
everything all people have. «<Husband
and wife. A woman and a man who had
never met before and hadn’'t even
suspected that there existed miniature
living particles going round the axis
together with the Earth in the incom-
prehensibly immense cosmic space
united to become relatives of relatives,
to outlive their own parents, to meet
parents’ destiny themselves, to continue
themselves in their children, to come
together to the grave and there to tear
away from each other with sorrow and
suffering nobody can see».(V.P.Astafyev.
«A sad detective story»)

In the fall of 1945 they both were
demobilized from the army and arrived
in the city Chusovoi ir the western
drals. His heavy wounds deprived him of
his profession: he had only one eye left,
and his hand didn’'t obey him. All his
jobs were got by chance and one
couldn’t rely on them: he was hired a
locksmith, an unskilled worker, loader,
washer of cattle bodies. Their life was




AOBeKi, Komopbili u 6biA onyOAUKOBaH B
raseme. Bbino a3mo B 1951 roay.

C smoro BpemeHuU Ha4aAaChb €ro Au-
mepamypHasi AesiMmeAbHOCIb B Kayecm-
BE AumMCOmMpyAHUKa rasemsi ¢ 1951-1955
roabl. Ha cmpaHuuax smou rasemsl OH
nomeuwlaA MHOTOYUCAEHHBbIE KOPPECIOH-
A€HUUUu, cmambu, O4YEpPKU U paccKasbl.
3amem npousBeaeHuss AcmadbeBa neva-
maAuch B MEPMCKUX rasemax «3Bes3aar,
«Moaopaasi rBapausi», «CmeHa», B psiAe
Apyrux usAaHul.

B 1953 roay BblWIAa €ro nepsas
KHUXKKa — cOopHUK paccka3oB «Ao Gyay-
uwiell BecHbI». Bckope mosiBuaach mo-
Becmb «3Be3aomnaa». Cmapwuid mosa-
puui, 6aaropaapHbii yumameab Hukoaaiu
AarexcaHapoBu4d MakapoB cka3aa 006
amoi KHure: «3Be3A0MaA» MOXKHO nocma-
BUMb B PsIA CaMbIX NMO3MUYECKUX NMpous-
BeAeHUull...»

B 1958 roay AcmadbeB npuHsm B
uyaeHbl Colo3a nucameaei PCPCP.

B 1959 roay o mocmynua Ha Beic-
wiue AumepamypHble Kypcbl npu Colose
nucameaeui CCCP.

3amem paboma u xusHb B [lepmu, B
Boaorae.

B 1959 roay BbiwieA pomaH «Taiom
CHerar», MOCBSWEHHbIU KU3HU COBpPEMEH-
HOU AepeBHU.

I[MpusHanue yumameasi AcmadbeBy
npuHecAau noBecmu «[lepeBaa» (1959),
«Cmapoay6» (1959) u «3Besaonaa» (1960),
«Jlopocau okomnbl mpasoii» (1965), «Kpa-
¥Xa» u Apyrue.

B 1967 roay nosiBAsiemcsi aBmob6uo-
rpaduueckas noBecmsb «[locaeaHuld mno-
KAOH», KOMOPYI0 NMucameAb 3aKOHYUA CO-
Bcem HeaaBHo. Ecau 6b1 «JlepeBaa»,
«Kpaxka» u «3Be3ponaa» 6bIAU MOMEWEHBI
B «IlocaeAHUl MOKAOH», MBI ObI yBuA€Au

not very comfortable or happy. But once
he was present at the gathering of the
literary circle organized by the
newspaper «Chusovoi worker». At night
right after that gathering, at one sitting
he wrote his first story «A civil man-
which was published in that newspaper.
It happened in 1951.

Since then, editing a literary column
of that newspaper in 1951-1955, he began
his literary career. There he published
correspondences, articles, sketches and
stories. Then his works were published
in Perm newspapers «Zvezda» («Star»),
«Molodaia gvardiia» («Young guards»),
«Smena» and some other editions.

In 1953 his first book, a collection of
stories, «Until spring comes», appeared.
Soon a story «Starfall» was published.
His older friend and apprehensive reader
Nickolai Aleksandrovich Makarov said:
«One can put «Starfall» on the same level
with the best poetic works».

In 1958 Astafyev became a member
of the Writers’ Union of the RSFSR.

In 1959 he entered Higher literary
courses organized by the Writers’ Union
of the USSR.

Then he worked and lived in Perm
and Vologda.

In 1959 his novel «Snow is melting»
devoting to the life of modern country-
side was published.

The stories «<Mountain Pass» (1959),
«The Old Oak» (1959), «Starfall» (1960),
«Grass Grows in the Entrenchments»
(1965) and others brought him recogni-
tion of the readers.

In 1967 the first part of his auto-
biographic story «The last bow» ap-
peared. The author finished writing it
not long ago. If <Mountain Pass», «Theft»



MOCAGAOBAaMEABHO €AUHYI0 CyALOy pyc-
CKOro 4e€AOB€Ka, pa3sAe€AuBuUIero co cmpa-
HOU BCe CAOXKHeUwue AecsimuAemusi ee
KU3HU. Omom pycCKuili YEeAOBEK NOCB-
MUA CBOIO XKU3Hb CAYKEHUI0 OAHOMY Ae-
Ay, IOAYUHUB U NpUHECsi eMy B JKepmBy
Bce: DmMO AEA0 — CAyMKEeHuUe Aumepamy-
pe. Bom umo oH roBopum 06 smom: «f
ybexaeH, ymo 3aHAmMuUe Aumepamypou
— AEAO CAOXKHOE€, He mepnsuiee 6aAoB-
CmBa, HUKaKoU caMoAesimeAbHOCMU, U
HEm nucameAl HuKakux mnobaAaxkex... B
Aumepamype Xus3Hb AAA cebGs paBHO-
cuabHa cmepmu» (B.II.Acmadrnes. «Cio-
¥Kembl u cyabbar).

Pycckuii nucameas, ecau cyanba 3a-
HOCUM €ro AaA€Ko O POAHOro ropoaa
UAU A€peBHU, HEMIPEMEHHO cMmapaemcs,
€CAU HEe COBCEM BepHymbLCs ImyAa, mo
Xomb KaxKAbIU IOA NMpuesikamb.

Haw Acmadres u B INMepmu noxkua,
u B Boaorae, a Bom He yaepmaAcs mam,
CHaYaAa mMpocmo PeryAsipHO €3AuA, a Mo-
mom u BoBce nepebpaacsi B Cubups, B
pPoAHou cBoeu OBcsiHKe mocmasBuAa cebe
AoM nmpomusB 6abywKuHol u36bi, YMo6bI
yXe HUKOrAa He oCmaBAsilmb MUAYIO 3eM-
A0 AemcmBa.

OH BoccaaBuA 3my 3eMAI0 npekpac-
HbIM moaomHom B «Llapb-pbiber», Hanucas
Cubupe npocmopuo, noapo6uo, KpynHo
U HEXHO.

Ero npousBeaeHus nmpuBAekaom
BHUMaHUE CaMOro WUpPOKOro 4umameAs
Uy Hac B cmpase, U 3a e€e npeAeAamu.

Takue npousseaenusi, kak «Ilocaea-
HUU MOKAOH», «Kpaxka», [lacmyx u mnac-
mywka», «llapb-pbi6a» u «3psa4yull MOCoOX»
— YAocmoeHbl B pa3Hoe Bpems locyaap-
CmBeHHbIX npemui PCP®CP u CCCP.

Kauru B.AcmadgbeBa nepeseseHbl u
U3AaHbI BO MHOrux cmpanax: ®PpaHuuu,

and «Starfall» had been collected in «The
last bow», we would have seen the fate
of a Russian man as an integral whole.
He shared the most difficult decades of
his life with his motherland. He devoted
all his life to one goal; he sacrificed
everything for it and subordinated his
life to it. This goal is to serve to lite-
rature. This is what he himself says
about it: 4 am sure that literary work is
a very complicated type of activity
which wouldn't endure any mischief or
amateur approach; and the writer can’t
have an easy time. In literature when
one lives for himself it equals death».
(V.Astafyev. Plots and Fate).

A Russian writer, if Fate takes him
far from his native place would do his
best either to come back or, at least, to
visit this place every year.

Our Astafyev lived in Perm and
Vologda but did not stay there. First he
started visiting Siberia and his native
Ovsianka regularly, and then he moved
there. He built a house for himself right
across the street from his grandmother’s
house never to leave this beloved land of
his childhood.

He praised it with a masterpiece
canvas of his «Tzar-fish» where Siberia is
portrayed with free spacious touches,
tenderly and in every detail.

His works draw attention of readers
belonging to various social and age
groups both in our country and abroad.

Such books as «The Last Bow»,
«Theft», «The Shepherd and the Shepher-
dess», «Tzar-Fish» and «The Rod that Can
See» were awarded State prizes of the
RSFSR and the USSR.

Books by Astafyev have been
translated and published in many count-




