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In memory of my great — grandmother,
Marie Andre Sorin
(1892—1968)

1
February 11, Shrove Tuesday

e came on the wind of the carnival. A warm

wind for February, laden with the hot greasy
scents of frying pancakes and sausages and powdery-
sweet waffles cooked on the hotplate right there by
the roadside, with the confetti sleeting down collars
and cuffs and rolling in the gutters like an idiot
antidote to winter. There is a febrile excitement in
the crowds which line the narrow main street, necks
craning to catch sight of the crepe-covered char
with its trailing ribbons and paper rosettes. Anouk
watches, eyes wide, a yellow balloon in one hand and
a toy trumpet in the other, from between a shop-
ping-basket and a sad brown dog.

We have seen carnivals before, she and I; a pro-
cession of two hundred and fifty of the decorat-
ed chars in Paris last Mardi Gras, a hundred and
eighty in New York, two dozen marching bands in
Vienna, clowns on stilts, the Grosses Tetes with
their lolling papier-mache heads, drum majorettes
with batons spinning and sparkling. But at six the
world retains a special lustre. A wooden cart, hast-
ily decorated with gilt and crepe and scenes from
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B namamuv o moeii npababyuke
Mapu-Andpe Copen
(1892—1968)

1

11 cheBpans, BTOpHUK HA MacneHoit Hegene

M bI IPpUOBLIY CI0fa ¢ KapHaBajgoM. Hac mpuruama
BeTep, He IO0-(eBPaJbCKU TEILJIbIA BEeTepP, UTO
MMOJHUTCSA TOPAYNMU CAJTbHBIMH apoMaTaMU ITKBOP-
Yamux JielelleK, COCUCOK U IIOCHIIAHHBIX CJIATKOMN
myapoi Badeab — MX MEKYT Ha PACKAJIEHHOU ILINUTE
npaMo y obounHBI. B BO3ayxe MypanKuM IPOTHUBO-
SAUEeM OT 3WMBbI BUXPUTCA KOHQMETTH, CKOJbB3UT IIO
pyKaBaM, MaHKeTaM U B KOHIle KOHIIOB OCeJlaeT B Ka-
HaBax. JIlogm JIUXOPajouHO TOJIIIATCA BAOJL Y3KOU!
TJIaBHOW YJIMIIBI, TAHYT IIEeU, XOTAT PasmidfeTh o0u-
TYI0 KPeIroM IIOBO3KYy — 3a Hell TAHeTcd uuieid ms
JeHT 1 OyMasKHBIX PO304YeK. AHYK — B OJHOHM pyKe
JKeJITBIII BO3AYIIHBIA ITap, B JPYyroil uUrpylleduHas
Tpyba — CMOTPHUT BO BCe Iviasda, CTOA MexXAy Oasap-
HOI KOP3WHOM U I'PYCTHBIM OYyDPBIM IICOM.
KapuaBaJsibHbIE HIeCTBUA HAM, MHe U eii, He B AU~
KOBUHKY; IBECTHU MATHAECAT PasyKpallleHHBIX IIOBO-
30K mepen mpourasiM moctom B Ilapuike, cTo BoceMb-
mecar B Helo-Vopke, aBa fecaATKa MapIIIPYIONIUX OpP-
KecTpoB B BeHe, KJIOyHBI HA XOAYJIAX, KADHABAJIbHEIE
KYKJIBI KQUaoT OOJILIIMMY I'0OJI0BAMHU U3 Ialbe-Malle,
IEeBYIIKM B MYHAVPAaX BpallaloT CBePKAIIINMU JKe3-
gJamu. Ho xorga Tebe 11ecTh, MUP IIOJIOH 0COOOTO oua-
poBaHUsd. [lepeBAHHAA IOBO3KA, HACIIEX VKPAIlleHHAA
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

fairy tales. A dragon’s head on a shield, Rapunzel
in a woollen wig, a mermaid with a Cellophane tail,
a gingerbread house all icing and gilded cardboard,
a witch in the doorway, waggling extravagant green
fingernails at a group of silent children... At six it
is possible to perceive subtleties which a year later
are already out of reach. Behind the papier-mache,
the icing, the plastic, she can still see the real witch,
the real magic. She looks up at me, her eyes, which
are the blue-green of the Earth seen from a great
height, shining.

“Are we staying? Are we staying here?”
I have to remind her to speak French.

“But are we? Are we?”

She clings to my sleeve. Her hair is a candyfloss
tangle in the wind.

I consider. It’s as good a place as any. Lansquenet-
sous-Tannes, two hundred souls at most, no more
than a blip on the fast road between Toulouse and
Bordeaux. Blink once and it’s gone. One main street,
a double row of dun coloured half-timbered houses
leaning secretively together, a few laterals running
parallel like the tines of a bent fork. A church, ag-
gressively whitewashed, in a square of little shops.
Farms scattered across the watchful land. Orchards,
vineyards, strips of earth enclosed and regimented
according to the strict apartheid of country farm-
ing: here apples, there kiwis, melons, endives be-
neath their black plastic shells, vines looking blight-
ed and dead in the thin February sun but awaiting
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LLokonan

II030JIOTOM 1 KPEeIloM, CIIeHbI U3 CKa3ok. I'oytoBa nmpa-
KOHa Ha IuTe, PamyHIeJb B IMIePCTAHOM IIapHKe,
pycanka c¢ 1esio)aHOBBIM XBOCTOM, IPSIHUYHBIA J0-
MUK — KapTOHHAas KOpPOOKa B IMIa3ypH C IO30JIOTOMH,
B IBEPAX KOJAYHBbA ThIUET IIaJbIlaMK C HeJIEIIBIMHN
3eJIEHBLIMU HOTTSAMHK B T'PYONY IPUTUXIIUX AETEMH...
B mrecTs j1eT ThHI c1OCO6EH TOCTUTATH TOHKOCTH, KOTO-
pbIe TOIOM II03:Ke y:Ke OYIyT BHE TBOEro pasyMeHu.
3a mambe-Mmailile, MHUIIYPOI, IIJIACTUKOM OHa ellle BU-
IUT HACTOSAINIYIO KOJIAYHBIO, HAaCTOsSIIee BOJIIeOCTBO.
Ona cMoTpUT Ha MeHs. [J1asa cuAOT, CUHe-3eJIeHbIe,
Kak 3eMJid, OTKPBIBIIAACSA B30PY C OOJIBIITOH BHICOTHI.

— M1 3gech octamemca? Ocranemcs?

IIpuxonuTcsa HaIOMUHATD, YTO TOBOPUTH HAMO TIO-
dpaHI[y3CKHU.

— Ho mbI ocramemcsa? Ocranemcs?

Ona nemasieTrcd 3a Moii pykaB. Ha BeTpy ee BoJio-
Ccbl — OYATO KOM CaxapHOM BaThI.

1 paspymrbiBaro. I'opomok He Xy:Ke IPYyrux. JIaHCK-
He-cy-Tauu. CoTHU aBe ayIi, He OoJbie. Kponleunas
TOUKa Ha CKOPOCTHOM Itocce mexxay Tyaysoit u Bop-
mo. Mopruyn — u ys:ke mpockoumau. OmHa raBHaAsA
yaulia — JBa PAfa NepPeBAHHO-KUPIUYHBIX JOMUKOB
MBIIIIHOTO I[BETA, 3aCTEHUYNBO JbHYIIUX OOAUH K IPY-
romy; OOKOBBIE OTBETBJIEHUS TAHYTCA MapaJIebHO,
CJIOBHO 3yOIlbI KPMBOM BUJIKK. BhI3bIBalomie Geas
IIEPKOBb HAa ILJIOMIAAW; II0 HNEePUMETPY IJIOMAAUA —
MarasuHuuKy. PepmMbl, pasbpocaHHbIe II0 HeIpeM-
giomuM noasaM. Caabl, BUHOTPATHUKU, OTOPOKEH-
HbIe IIOJIOCKW 3eMJIM, PacuJieHeHHO# COTJIacHO CTPO-
TOM MepapXxuu MECTHOTO CEeJbCKOTO X03AMCTBA: 3/1eCh
s10JI0HM, TaM KWBU, OBbIHU, SHAWBUH IIOA IaHIUPEM
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

triumphant resurrection by March... Behind that,
the Tannes, small tributary of the Garonne, fingers
its way across the marshy pasture. And the people?
They look much like all others we have known; a lit-
tle pale perhaps in the unaccustomed sunlight, a
little drab. Headscarves and berets are the colour
of the hair beneath, brown, black or grey. Faces are
lined like last summer’s apples, eyes pushed into
wrinkled flesh like marbles into old dough. A few
children, flying colours of red and lime-green and
yellow, seem like a different race.

As the char advances ponderously along the
street behind the old tractor which pulls it, a large
woman with a square, unhappy face clutches a tar-
tan coat about her shoulders and shouts something
in the half-comprehensible local dialect; on the wag-
on a squat Santa Claus, out-of-season amongst the
fairies and sirens and goblins, hurls sweets at the
crowd with barely restrained aggression. An elderly
small-featured man, wearing a felt hat rather than
the round beret more common to the region, picks
up the sad brown dog from between my legs with
a look of polite apology. I see his thin graceful fin-
gers moving in the dog’s fur; the dog whines; the
master’s expression becomes complex with love, con-
cern, guilt. No-one looks at us. We might as well be
invisible; our clothing marks us as strangers, tran-
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LLokonan

W3 YePHOTO IJIACTUKA, BUHOTPAIHbIE JIO3BI — CYXUe,
3ayaxIiiye IUIETH B JIy4yaX CKYIHOTO (PeBpaJbCKOTO
COJIHIIA — OKUIAIOT MapTa, YTOOBI IT00EJOHOCHO BOC-
KPeCcHYTh M3 MepTBBIX... [anbimie — TaHH, MaleHb-
Kuit mputok ['apoHHBI, — HaIIymbIBaeT cebe JOpPOry
1o 6OJIOTUCTOMY IACTOUIY. A UTO JKe MeCTHBIE JKUTe-
au? Majio ueM OTJIMYaloTCs OT TeX, KOTO MBI BCTpeda-
JIV TIpEXKIe; MOJKET, UyTh GJiefHee IIPU CBETe HEXKJaH-
HOT'O COJIHIIA, UyTh TyCcKJee. [lnaTKky u 6epeThl Tex Ke
OTTEHKOB, YTO 1 YIPATAHHBIE IIOJ HUX BOJIOCHI, — KO-
puUYHEeBbIe, YUePHBIE, cephle. JInila CKyKOKeHHbIe, KaK
IIPOILJIOTOAHME A0JOKM; IJIa3a YTONAIOT B MOPIIUHMI-
CTOI KOKe, OYATO CTeKJIAHHBIE NMIAPUKU B 3aTBEPEB-
meM Tecte. HeCKOMBKO pedATHIIIEK B KPaCHBIX, Jafi-
MOBBIX, KEJITBIX Pa3BEBAIOIIMUXCA OHEKKaX UYAATCS
IIPUINEJTbIIaMH C APYTOil IJIaHeTHI.

KpymHasa KeHITMHA C KBaApPATHBIM HECUACTHBIM
JIMIIOM, KyTasd IJIEYU B KJIETUATHIH ILIAI, YTO-TO KPHU-
YUT HA TOJIYIIOHATHOM MECTHOM JHAaJIEKTe B CTOPOHY
TIOBO3KM, MEJIEHHO KaTAIell Mo yJIuIle BCae] 3a cTa-
pPBIM TPaAaKTOPOM, KOTOPHIM ee u Tamut. U3 ¢yprouna
kopenacteiii CaHTa-Kiayc, SBHO JUIMHUN B KOMIIa-
HUU 371bGOB, CUPEH U TOOJUHOB, NIBHIPSIET B TOJIITY
CJIAOCTH, €Jie CAEeP:KUBAas 3JI0CTh. IIOKMION MYK-
YMHA C MEJKUMHU YePTAMHU JUIA — BMECTO KPYTJIOTO
O6epeTa, TPAAUIIMOHHOTO TOJIOBHOTO y0Opa MECTHBIX,
Ha HeM (eTpoBas NLIANA, — IVIAHYB Ha MEHA C BUHO-
BaTOl YUTHMBOCTBIO, 6epeT Ha PYKU I'PYCTHYIO OYPYIO
IICUHY, MIPUTYJUBIIYIOCA y MOUX HOT. I BMIKY, Kak
€ro TOHKWEe KpacuBble MaJbIbl 3apBhIBAIOTCSI B coba-
YbIO IIIEPCTh; IIEC CKYJIUT; Ha JIUIE ero X03AUHA OTpa-
JKaeTcs CJIOMKHAsA cMech YYBCTB — JIIOOOBb, TPEBOTA,
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

sients. They are polite, so polite; no-one stares at
us. The woman, her long hair tucked into the col-
lar of her orange coat, a long silk scarf fluttering
at her throat; the child in yellow wellingtons and
sky-blue mac. Their colouring marks them. Their
clothes are exotic, their faces — are they too pale or
too dark? — their hair marks them other, foreign,
indefinably strange. The people of Lansquenet have
learned the art of observation without eye contact.
I feel their gaze like a breath on the nape of my neck,
strangely without hostility but cold nevertheless.
We are a curiosity to them, a part of the carnival,
a whiff of the outlands. I feel their eyes upon us as
I turn to buy a galette from the vendor. The paper
is hot and greasy, the dark wheat pancake crispy at
the edges but thick and good in the centre. I break
off a piece and give it to Anouk, wiping melted but-
ter from her chin. The vendor is a plump, balding
man with thick glasses, his face slick with the steam
from the hot plate. He winks at her. With the other
eye he takes in every detail, knowing there will be
questions later.

“On holiday, Madame?”

Village etiquette allows him to ask; behind his
tradesman’s indifference I see a real hunger. Knowl-
edge is currency here; with Agen and Montauban so
close, tourists are a rarity.
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LLokonan

yrpeidenuda coBectu. Ha Hac HUKTO HE CMOTPUT, Oyn-
TO MBI HeBuUAUMKHN. Omesxaa BbIJaeT B HAaC UyXKaKOB,
mpoe3Kux. BocrmTanuble JIOAW, Ha PEIKOCTb BOCIU-
TaHHbIE; HU OAWH He B3IVIAHET Ha Hac. Ha eHImuuy
¢ JUIMHHBIMHW BOJIOCAMM, 3aTKHYTHLIMH 34 BOPOTHUK
OpaHKeBOTO ILIalla, W AJUHHBLIM TPEHbIXaloINMCS
IIeJIKOBBIM Itapdom Ha 1iee. Ha pebeHKa B JKeJITHIX
PE3UHOBBIX CAIlOTaxX M HeOeCcHO-ToIyO00M MaKMHTOIIIE.
Y Hux npyroi# kosoput. Bpockuit HapAn, auia — de-
pecuyp OJeHbIe NN CIUIIKOM CMYTJIblie? — BOJIOCHI,
BCe y HUX He TaKoe, UysKoe, CMYTHO HEIPUBBLIUHOE.
Oburarenu JlaHCKHe B COBEpIIEHCTBE BJIANEIOT INC-
KyCCTBOM HaOJIOgeHUus YKpangkoii. X B3TVIAOBI CJIOB-
HO OBIIIAT MHE B 3aTHLIOK — BOBCE He Bpa:KaeOHEIe,
KakKk HU CTPAaHHO, U TeM He MeHee X0JomaHbIe. MbI mis
HUX — JIWKOBMHKA, KapHaBaJibHAasg BJK30THUKAa, 3a-
MOpPCKHUe TOCTHU. §I UyBCTBYIO MX B3TJIAIBI, KOTJA TIO-
BOpPauMBAaIOCh K YJINUYHOMY TOPTOBIY, UYTOOBI KyIIHThH
JenemKy. Bymara :KupHas M ropAdasi, MNIITeHUYHAA
JIeTIellIKa XPYCTUT II0 KpasM, HO B CepeIrHe TOJICTasd
u npinrHasg. S oTaMbIBaio Kycok u maio0 AHYK, BBITU-
paio pacrasBlliee MACJIO C ee IMOAOOPOAKA. YIUUHBIH
TOPTrOBEIl — IIOJHOBATHIN JIBICEIONTNN MYKUNHA B OU-
KaxX ¢ TOJICTBIMH CTEeKJaMM; OT ;Kapa ILJIUTHI Ha JIUIle
ucnapuda. On nmogmuruBaer AHyK. [Ipyrum riasom
moaMevaeT KaKaIyio MeJodb, 3Hasd, UTO IO3XKe ero 0y-
IyT paccrpalinBaTh.

— B oTnyck npuexainu, Mmagam?

CorsacHO MECTHOMY BTUKETY, €My MTO3BOJIEHO 3a-
roBapuBaTh C He3HAKOMIIaMH. S BUIKYy, UTO 3a BHEIII-
HUM 0Oe3pasjauymeM TOPTOBIIA KPOETCA KaaHOe JIo-
oombiTcTBO. B JlaHCKHE, cOocelCTBYIOIEM ¢ AKeHOM
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

“For a while.”

“From Paris, then?”

It must be our clothes. In this garish land the
people are drab. Colour is a luxury; it wears badly.
The bright blossoms of the roadside are weeds, in-
vasive, useless.

“No, no, not Paris.”

The char is almost at the end of the street. A small
band — two fifes, two trumpets, a trombone and a
side drum — follows it, playing a thin unidentifiable
march. A dozen children scamper in its wake, pick-
ing up the unclaimed sweets. Some are in costume;
I see Little Red Riding Hood and a shaggy person
who might be the wolf squabbling companionably
over possession of a handful of streamers.

A black figure brings up the rear. At first I take
him for a part of the parade — the Plague Doctor,
maybe — but as he approaches I recognize the old-
fashioned soutane of the country priest. He is in
his thirties, though from a distance his rigid stance
makes him seem older. He turns towards me, and
I see that he too is a stranger, with the high cheek-
bones and pale eyes of the North and long pianist’s
fingers resting on the silver cross which hangs from
his neck. Perhaps this is what gives him the right
to stare at me, this alienness; but I see no welcome
in his cold, light eyes. Only the measuring, feline
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LLokonan

u Mouto6aHOM, TYypHUCTBI — OOJBINAA PESKOCTD,
U moceMy Jobas HOBad MHGopMauuA 34ech — Kak
JKUBbBIE NEeHBIU.

— Ha Bpems.

— W3z Ilapu:xka, sHauuT?

IT0, TOJKHO OBITh, N3-3a OEKAbI. B aTOM mecTpom
Kparo Jjgogau 6sekiabie. CouHble I[BeTa, II0 UX MHEHUIO,
HeHYKHas POCKOIIb; He K JuIlly. fIpKas pacTUTesb-
HOCTBH IO 000UMHAM — 3TO Bce OecIiojie3HbIe, HaBA3-
YUBLIE COPHAKH.

— Hert-ner, He us Ilapuxa.

IToBo3Ka y:ke MOUTH B KOHIE yaullbl. HeGombImoi
OpKecTp — aBe (PJIeHTHI, ABe TPYObLI, TPOMOOH 1 BO-
eHHBIN OapabaH — wuIeT 3a Hel, TMXO HAWUTPLIBas
Hey3HaBaeMbIli mapiin. CiaemoM 6eryT C JecATOK pe-
OATUINIEK, MMOAOMPAIOT C 3eMJM HeBOCTpPeGOBaHHLIE
caactu. Koe-KTo B KapHaBaJbHBIX KOCTIOMAaX: I BUKY
Kpacuyio IIlamouky u elile KAKOT'0-TO KOCMATOTO IIep-
COHAa’Ka; BO3MOKHO, 3T0 Boix. OHu 0e33/100HO IIpe-
MUPaloTCS M3-3a OXAIKU JICHT.

Kosonny sambpikaer ¢urypa B uepHoM. IloHauary
s MPUHUMAIO €70 3a YUYaCTHUKA KapHaBajaa — OBITh MO-
sKet, BpaueBarens Yymbl, — HO BOT OH IPUOIMIKaETCA,
U g Y3HAIO CTAPOMOIHYIO CyTAHY CEeJILCKOTO CBAIIEHHU-
kKa. Emy 3a TpuamaTh, XoTA n3gajieKa OH KasKeTcs cTap-
e — 10 Toro uomoper. OH IIoBOpaunBaeTcAd KO MHE;
A BUIKY, UTO OH TOXKe He MeCTHBIN ypo:keHel. ITTupo-
KOCKYJIOe JIUIT0, CBEeTJ/IbIe IVIa3a CeBepAHUHA, JINHHBIE,
KaK Yy TUAaHUCTA, TAJIBIILI TOKOATCA Ha cepeOdPAHOM Kpe-
cTe, BUCAIIEM Ha Itee. Bo3MOXHO, UMEHHO 9TO, €T0 Uy-
*KepOHOCTh, 1 JAeT eMy IIPaBO CMOTpeTh Ha MeHA. Ho
s He 3aMeualo APY:KeNI00MUA B ero XOJOTHBIX CBETJIBIX
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I>xoaHH Xappuc

look of one who is uncertain of his territory. I smile
at him; he looks away, startled, beckons the two
children towards him. A gesture indicates the litter
which now lines the road; reluctantly the pair begin
to clear it, scooping up spent streamers and sweet-
wrappers in their arms and into a nearby bin. I catch
the priest staring at me again as I turn away, a look
which in another man might have been of appraisal.

There is no police station at Lansquenet-sous-
Tannes, therefore no crime. I try to be like Anouk,
to see beneath the disguise to the truth, but for now
everything is blurred.

“Are we staying? Are we, Maman?” She tugs at
my arm, insistently. “I like it, I like it here. Are we
staying?”

I catch her up into my arms and kiss the top of
her head. She smells of smoke and frying pancakes
and warm bedclothes on a winter’s morning.

Why not? It’s as good a place as any.

“Yes, of course,” I tell her, my mouth in her hair.
“Of course we are.”

Not quite a lie. This time it may even be true.

The carnival is gone. Once a year the village flares
into transient brightness but even now the warmth
has faded, the crowd dispersed. The vendors pack
up their hotplates and awnings, the children dis-
card their costumes and party favours. A slight air
of embarrassment prevails, of abashment at this
excess of noise and colour. Like rain in midsum-
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LLokonan

rnazax. OH CBepAUT MeHSA OIEHWBAIONIMM 3JI00HBIM
B3IVISIOM KaK UeJIOBEK, OMAcaloIUiCsa 3a CBOIO TePPU-
Topuio. S yapibatoch eMy, OH MCITyraHHO OTBOpadYMBa-
ercs. sKecTom mofseiBaeT IByX peOATHIIIEK, TOKA3bIBa-
eT UM Ha MyCcOpP, KOTOPBIM TeIlepPhb yChITTaHa BCA AOPOTa.
JeTu HeXOTsA MOAO0UPAIOT U OPOCAIOT JEeHTHI 1 (haHTUKU
B OTMaKaMIImil MyCcOpHBIHN 0ak. OTBOpauMBasaCh, KpaeM
I7Ia3a OUSATH JIOBJIIO €T0 B3TVISAMA, KOTOPbBIH, BO3MOMKHO,
cousia ObI BOCXUINEHHBLIM, OyIb Ha MeCTe CBAIeHHUKA
JII000¥ ApyToil My:KUMHA.

ITonunetickoro yuactka B Jlanckue-cy-Tann Her,
a 3HAUUT, HEeT M IpecTymHocTH. §I mbITaloch GpaTh
mpuMep ¢ AHYK, IBITAIOCh PAa3IIALETh UCTUHY IO
BHEITHUM 00JINYbeM, HO MOKa BCe PAaCILIbIBAETCA.

— Mgs1 ocranemca? Ocranemcs, maman? — OHa
HACTOWMUYMBO [OepraeT MeHA 3a PYKy. — MHe 3mech
HPaBUTCs, OUEeHb HpaBuUTCcA. MBI BeJlb OCTaHEMCA?

§1 mogxBaThIBaIO ee HA PYKU U ILEJYI0O B MAKYIIKY.
Or AHYK maxHeT IbIMOM, KapeHbIMHU JeIellKaMu
¥ TEIJIOM IIOCTEJI B 3UMHee YTPO.

ITouemy O6n1 HeT? I'OpPOZOK He XyiKe OPYTUX.

— Jla, KoHeYHO, — OTBeualo A eil, 3aphIBasiCh I'y-
0aMu B ee Bojockl. — KoHeuHO, ocTaHeMcCs.

1 a moutu He jary. BosMo:KHO, Ha 5TOT pas Tak
u Oyzer.

KapnaaBan okonuen. Pas B rox JlancKkHe HeHamoOJI-
IO BCIIBIXWBAET IPKUMU KPaCKaMM U Tak JKe CTPeMU-
TeJbHO ocThIBaeT. Ha HaIIUX riasax ToJIIa paccenBa-
eTCs, TOPTOBIbI YOUPAIOT ropAYMNe ILJIUTHI U HABECHI,
IeTH CHUMAaIOT KapHaBaJbHBLIE KOCTIOMBLI M YKpalle-
HUs. Bce HEMHOTO CMYIIEHBI M PACTEPAHBI OT U30BIT-
Ka IIyMa ¥ I[BeTa, UTO HCIaPAIOTCH, KaK MIOJbCKUI
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