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grand
p
arents

had
b
een

in
the

resist-
ance.

T
hey

w
ere

p
art

of
an

und
er-

ground
p
ub
lishing

outKt
that

p
rod

uced
forged

ration
card

s,
ID
s,

and
other

need
ed

d
ocum

ents.
T
hey

also
p
ut

out
child

ren’s
b
ooks

to
sell

on
the

op
en

m
arket

to
fund

their
resistance

w
ork.

At
the

end
of

1944—
just

m
onths

b
efore

the
G
erm

an
occup

ation
w
ould

end
—
they

m
ad
e,

for
their

friend
s,

1,0
0
0

cop
ies

of
a

b
ooklet,

m
uch

like
the

one
you

are
currently

hold
ing,

containing
V
ikenty

Veresaev
’s

T
h
e

S
ta

r
and

the
tw
o
lino-

cuts
rep

rod
uced

herein.

I
have

alw
ays

w
ond

ered
w
hy

they
chose

to
p
ub
lish

this
p
articular

story.



 

A
fte

r
w
o
r
d

V
ikenty

Veresaev
(1867—

1945)
w
as

a
R
ussian/S

ov
iet

p
hysician

and
author,

p
rim

arily
of

the
social-realist

school.
In

190
1
he

w
as

Kred
from

his
job

as
d
octor

in
St.

Petersb
urg

for
his

p
olit-

ical
v
iew

s
and

activ
ities,

and
w
as

b
annished

for
a
p
eriod

of
tw
o
years

to
his

rural
hom

e
tow

n.
H
e
w
rote

T
h
e

S
ta

r
in

190
3,

after
m
ov
ing

to
M
oscow

.

T
his

text,
how

ever,
w
as

not
trans-

lated
from

the
original

R
ussian,

b
ut

from
D
utch.

D
uring

W
orld

W
ar

II
m
y

I
co

m
m

a
n
d
ed

in
th

e
v
ery

lo
w

est
p
a
rts,

th
a
t

visib
le

th
in

g
s

sh
o
u
ld

co
m

e
d
o
w
n

fro
m

in
visib

le,
a
n
d

A
d
o
ïl

ca
m

e
d
o
w
n

v
ery

g
rea

t,
a
n
d

I
b
eh

eld
h
im

,
a
n
d

lo
!

h
e
h
a
d

a
b
elly

o
f
g
rea

t
lig

h
t.

A
n
d

I
sa

id
to

h
im

:
“B

eco
m

e
u
n
d
o
n
e,

A
d
o
ïl,

a
n
d

let
th

e
visib

le
co

m
e

o
u
t

o
f

th
ee.”

A
n
d

h
e

ca
m

e
u
n
d
o
n
e,

a
n
d

a
g
rea

t
lig

h
t
ca

m
e
o
u
t.

S
eco

n
d

b
o
o
k

o
f
E
n
o
ch

2
5
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p
eered

into
the

horizon,
searching

for
the

trem
b
ling

b
ud
d
ing

of
a
new

light
com

ing
forth.

IT
W
AS

AN
O
LD

AN
D

AN
C
IE
N
T
T
IM
E
IN

A
D
IS-

tant,
long

since
forgotten

land
.
E
ternal

night
hung

over
the

earth;
m
arsh-

fum
es

rose
languid

ly
from

the
sw
am

py
land

and
Klled

the
atm

o-
sp
here.

Peop
le

w
ere

b
orn,

grew
up
,

fell
in
love,

and
d
ied

.
O
nly

seld
om

d
id

the
w
ind

’s
b
reath

chase
aw
ay

the
heav

y
vap

ors
and

then,
high

ab
ove,

sp
arkling

stars
could

b
e
seen.

From
tim

e
to

tim
e,
a
great

feast
w
as

given.
From

their
hovels

the
lonely

p
eop

le
cam

e
forth,

gathered
in

a
clearing,

and
sung

a
hy
m
n
for

the
heavens.

Parents
show

ed
their

chil-
d
ren

the
stars

and
taught

them
to

look
up
w
ard

so
that

their
hearts



 

w
ould

b
e
glad

.

Young
b
oys

and
girls

Kxed
their

eyes
on

the
heavens,

and
p
ut
into

that
gaze

all
the

d
esires

of
their

souls—
w
hich

w
ent

out
to
light

and
sp
ace.

T
he

p
riests

p
rayed

to
the

stars,
the

p
oets

sung
od
es

in
their

honor,
and

the
scholars

attem
p
ted

to
calculate

their
d
istance

and
num

b
er.

T
hey

m
ad
e

a
p
rofound

d
iscovery.

T
hey

saw
that

the
heavenly

lights,
slow

ly
b
ut

surely,
w
ere

ap
p
roaching

the
earth.

It
w
as

know
n—

from
reliab

le
sources—

that
in

the
p
ast

it
w
as

im
-

p
ossib

le
to

m
ake

out
the

sm
ile

on
a

child
’s
face,

w
hile

now
one

could
d
o

p
ull

a
star

from
the

heavens.

T
he

p
arents

taught
the

child
ren

that
the

Light
to

the
stars

w
as

m
ans

greatest
joy.

B
ut

they
alw

ays
let

on,
through

their
ow

n
d
oub

ts,
that

the
light

m
ight

b
e
a
b
lessing

b
ut

it
w
as

foolish
and

fruitless
to

w
ant

to
light

the
earth

w
ith

them
.

T
he

p
riests

and
scholars

taught
the

sam
e,

b
ut

in
vain.

N
ow

and
then

there
w
ould

b
e
new

s
that

an
old

er
child

had
left

the
house.

W
here

to?
W
ith

d
ism

ay
the

p
eop

le
und

erstood
that

they
w
ould

have
to

und
ertake

the
great

w
ork

to
com

e
w
hen

a
star

arrived
.
W
ith

fear
and

aw
e

they



 

star,
w
hich

shattered
in
the

m
ud

and
m
elted

…

D
ark

cloud
s
again

covered
the

earth
and

far
aw
ay

thousand
s

of
sm
all

lights
tw
inkled

harm
lessly

in
the

un-
reachab

le
heavens.

M
AN
Y

YE
AR
S

PAS
S
ED.

A
G
AIN

PE
O
PLE

W
E
RE

b
orn

IN
the

chilly
d
usk.

T
hey

lived
and

d
ied

after
a
seem

ingly
calm

life.
B
ut

the
p
eop

le
could

not
forget

that
there

once
w
as

a
lucky

star
in

their
m
id
st.

T
heir

sm
all

p
leasures

w
ere

p
oisoned

and
the

lies
consum

ed
their

hearts.
W
hile

at
p
rayer

the
p
eop

le
w
ould

think
to

them
selves:

m
ay
b
e

there
w
ill
com

e
another

fool
w
ho

w
ill

so
from

three
p
aces

aw
ay.

T
hus

cam
e

ab
out

the
b
elief

that,
in
a
few

m
illion

years,
the

entire
sky

w
ould

shine
w
ith

a
b
right

Lam
e
and

the
entire

earth
w
ould

b
e
b
athed

in
a
gold

en
rad

iant
light.

Everyone
w
as

w
aiting

p
atiently

for
that

ap
p
ointed

tim
e,
and

still
w
aiting

they
w
ould

each
p
a-

tiently
exhale

their
last

b
reath.

M
any

years
p
assed

.
T
he

lives
of

the
p
eop

le
w
ere

quiet,
unchanged

,
and

lit
only

by
the

Krm
b
elief

in
the

far
aw
ay

constellations.
O
nce—

unex-
p
ected

ly
—
there

shone
on

a
sum

m
er

evening
countless

Lickering
lights

in
the

sky.
T
he

p
eop

le
p
oured

into
the

streets,
crow

d
ing

one
another,

and
in



 

have
learned

of
the

light
and

can
no

longer
live

in
the

d
arkness,

go
forth

and
w
in

your
ow

n
star.

Follow
the

footstep
s
of
the

fallen
p
athKnd

ers.
You

shall
return

w
ith

stars
and

then
their

light
w
ill

not
p
erish.

T
he

m
arshes

w
ill
d
ry

up
,
the

m
ists

w
ill
give

w
ay,

the
trees

w
ill
b
ecom

e
green,

and
the

p
eop

le
w
ill
w
ork

together
for

change.
T
hen

life
w
ill
b
e
good

and
b
eautiful,

b
athed

in
the

glow
that

w
ill
b
e
fed

by
your

b
lood

.
And

the
stars

that
w
ill

d
escend

from
the

heavens
w
ill
shine

on
the

life
of

those
w
ho

are
w
orthy

…
”

H
is

voice
b
roke

off.
H
is

face
grew

p
ale.

H
e
fell,

and
w
ith

him
fell

the



 

d
esirab

le
so

long
as

it
is
offered

at
a

d
istance.

O
n
earth

the
d
arkness

is
m
ore

p
leasant,

b
ecause

you
can

then
b
etter

hid
e
from

each
other

and
have

p
eace

w
ith

your
shortcom

ings.
B
ut

m
ore

so
than

ever
I
und

erstand
that

this
life

is
intolerab

le,
that

every
b
reath

silently
cries

out
to

heaven
of

the
injustice

that
p
revails

and
the

cruelness
that

reigns
…

b
ut

w
ait!

M
y

star
w
ill
not

shine
m
uch

longer.
T
he

stars
ab
ove

shine
on

their
ow

n
p
ow

er,
b
ut

a
star

rip
p
ed

from
the

sky
lives

off
of

the
b
lood

of
the

one
w
ho

carries
it.

M
y
life

w
ill

soon
b
e

d
rained

,
and

w
ith

it
the

star.
Another

cannot
inherit

it,
b
ecause

each
m
ust

conquer
their

ow
n
star.

All
you

w
ho

silent
aw
e
their

souls
w
ent

out
to
the

eternal
lights.

“B
rothers!”

called
a
voice

from
the

crow
d
,
“H
ow

glorious
is
the

light
up

ab
ove,

and
how

d
ark

and
b
leak

is
it

d
ow

n
here

w
ith

us!
I
have

lost
all

joy
and

lust
for

life
in
this

tw
ilight.

W
hat

use
it
to
us

that
in
a
m
illion

years
our

child
ren’s

child
ren

w
ill

live
in

the
light?

W
e—

w
e
have

need
of

it
now

,
m
ore

so
than

even
air

or
food

,
m
ore

so
than

a
m
other

and
a
w
ife.

W
ho

know
s?

M
ay
b
e
there

is
w
ay

to
the

stars.
M
ay
b
e
there

is
a
force

that
can

p
ry

them
from

the
heavens

and
b
ring

them
d
ow

n
for

the
salvation

of
all

creatures.
C
om

e!
Let

us
Knd

that
w
ay.



 

Let
us

Knd
the

light
of
life.”

“W
ho

w
as

it
that

sp
oke?”

asked
the

p
eop

le
in
a
w
hisp

er.

“Ad
oïl

the
fool.

Ad
oïl,

the
reb

ellious
youth!”

S
ilence

fell
on

the
gathered

p
eop

le.

“C
hild

,”
at

last
said

the
old

Tsoer,
w
ho

knew
the

w
orld

’s
w
isd
om

,
“Your

d
iscontent

is
und

erstand
ab
le.

W
ho

hasn’t,
in

their
youth,

felt
that

w
ay
?

B
ut

hum
ankind

is
sim

p
ly

not
ab
le
to

rip
the

stars
from

the
heavens.

B
ey-

ond
the

earth
lie

gap
ing

chasm
s,
b
e-

hind
w
hich

rise
steep

rocky
cliffs.

A

B
ut

you
can

still
m
ake

good
.
S
m
ash

your
star

and
take

one
single

sp
linter

of
it

to
illum

inate
life,

w
here

such
light

is
need

ed
to

lab
or

p
rod

uctively
and

fruitfully.”

“You
have

sp
oken

the
truth

Tsoer,”
rep

lied
Ad
oïl,

“T
he

star
b
rought

neither
joy

nor
p
eace.

I
could

n’t
have

p
red

icted
this

w
hen

I
scaled

the
steep

cliffs
w
ithout

regard
for

m
y
ow

n
life

and
saw

m
y

friend
s
fall

into
the

abyss.
I
thought,

life
w
ill
b
e
good

so
long

as
there

is
one,

just
one,

w
ho

reaches
the

goal.
B
ut

as
soon

as
I

stood
here

and
learned

your
w
isd
om

I
und

erstood
that

m
y
d
ream

s
w
ere

fruitless,
and

that
the

light
is

only



 

star
from

the
heavens

and
w
ith

it
w
ished

to
illum

inate
life,

b
efore

it
w
as

fully
d
evelop

ed
.

T
hat

is
w
hy

every
thing

looks
so

ugly
and

w
rong.

H
ad

w
e
not

alw
ays

susp
ected

that
it

w
ould

b
e
so?

T
here

is
no

w
isd
om

in
b
ringing

d
ow

n
a
star

from
the

heav-
ens

to
uncover

the
suffering

of
life.”

“N
o!
Take

on
the

d
ark

and
d
irty

w
ork

yourself
to

change
the

w
orld

.
T
hen

you
w
ill
know

w
hether,

even
w
ith

an
ocean

of
light,

it
is
easy

to
clean

up
the

eons
of

d
irt

that
have

accum
u-

lated
.
You

d
on’t

know
the

life’s
w
ays

and
rules.

T
hat

is
w
hy

you
b
rought

sad
ness

instead
of
hap

p
iness,

w
ar
and

hate
instead

of
p
eace

and
freed

om
.

p
ath

to
the

stars,
you

see,
is

there
not

p
ossib

le.
E
xp
erience

and
p
rud

ence
sp
eak

from
m
y
m
outh.

“I
d
o

not
ad
d
ress

m
yself

to
you

p
hilosop

hers,”
rep

lied
Ad
oïl,

“Your
know

led
ge

cloud
s
your

v
ision.

Your
w
isd
om

m
akes

you
b
lind

.
M
y
w
ord

s
are

for
the

young
b
rave

hearts
that

have
not

yet
b
een

stiLed
by

your
m
ould

ering
gray

w
isd
om

.”

H
e
w
aited

for
a
rep

ly.

S
om

e
said

:
“W

e
are

the
light

and
joy

of
our

p
arents’

lives.
W
e
are

loathe
to

b
ring

them
grief.”



 

O
thers

said
:
“W

e
w
ould

like
to
follow

you,
b
ut

w
e
have

just
b
egun

b
uild

ing
our

hom
es

and
w
ish

to
Krst

Knish
them

.”

B
ut

others
said

:
“Yes,

Ad
oïl,

yes.
W
e

w
ill
go

w
ith

you.”

And
m
any

young
m
en

and
young

w
om

en
follow

ed
Ad
oïl

to
the

d
ark

uncertain
horizon.

And
the

d
arkness

d
evoured

them
.

M
AN
Y
YE
AR
S
PAS

S
ED.

N
O

W
O
R
D

C
AM
E
FRO

M

T
H
O
S
E
w
ho

had
gone

out.
M
others

m
ourned

their
reckless

child
ren,

and
w
ent

on
w
ith

their
lives.

Again,
chil-

d
ren

w
ere

b
orn

in
the

chilly
d
usk.

d
arkness

is
equally

as
holy.

You
have

com
m
itted

sacrilege
w
ith

your
cold

hub
ris.

H
ave

rem
orse,

m
y
son,

throw
the

light
from

you
and

return
unto

the
earth

her
freed

om
.”

“And
if
I
d
id
,
w
ould

freed
om

then
not

b
e
lost

forever?”
asked

Ad
oïl.

And
trem

b
ling,

all
felt

that
he

had
sp
oken

the
truth.

Tsoer,
the

teacher
of

the
w
orld

’s
w
isd
om

sp
oke

thus:
“In

truth,
Ad
oïl,

you
have

acted
foolishly.

You
w
ill
reap

no
fruit.

Every
thing

m
ust

d
evelop

slow
ly.

S
low

ly
m
ust

the
stars

ap
-

p
roach

m
an’s

life.
You

d
id
n’t

w
ant

to
w
ait.

You
grab

b
ed
—
on

your
ow

n—
a



 

at
Ad
oïl,

b
ut

they
d
id
n’t

d
are

b
ecause

of
the

b
right

shine
of

the
m
urd

erous
light.

“C
om

e
to
your

senses!”
cried

out
the

gray
ing

p
riest

S
atsov

i,
“If

you
curse

the
light

then
you

b
ring

d
ow

n
on

your
conscience

a
heav

y
sin.

W
hat

have
w
e
alw

ays
d
esired

,
b
ut
the

light!
B
ut

you,
m
y
son,

Ad
oïl

have
sinned

by
b
ringing

a
star

d
ow

n
am

ongst
us.

T
he

holy
G
od
d
ess

said
:
B
lessed

are
they

w
ho

asp
ires

to
the

stars.
T
he

overreaching
hum

an
m
ind

has
m
is-

und
erstood

the
ruler

of
the

w
orld

’s
w
ord

s.
U
nread

y
stud

ents
have

tw
is-

ted
the

m
eaning

of
the

w
ord

s.
O
nly

our
soul

w
ill

rise
up
,
b
ut

on
earth

T
hey

fell
in

love
and

d
ied

w
ith

the
silent

certainty
that

in
thousand

s
of

years
a
great

light
w
ould

rise
over

the
earth.

T
hen,

one
d
ay,

there
trem

b
led

a
faint

light
on

the
gloom

y
horizon.

“W
hat

is
that?”

asked
the

p
eop

le
as

they
gathered

outsid
e.

T
he

sky
b
e-

cam
e
b
righter

and
b
righter.

B
lue

rays
b
roke

through
the

cloud
s
and

d
anced

on
the

m
ists.

T
he

p
eop

le
clung

to
each

other
ap
p
rehensively,

and
then

b
roke

and
scattered

to
every

corner.
B
ut
they

light
kep

t
grow

ing.

“S
uch

b
rightness

can
only

b
e

the



 

heavenly
stars!”

said
S
atsov

i,
the

old
p
riest.

“H
ow

can
such

a
light

reach
us?”

asked
Tsoer,

the
scholar

of
the

w
orld

’s
w
isd
om

,
“T
here

is
no

p
ath

from
the

stars
to
us

or
from

us
to
the

stars.”
B
ut

the
sky

b
ecam

e
b
righter

and
b
righter

until
a
b
right,

sp
arkling

d
ot
could

b
e
seen.

“A
star!

A
star

is
com

ing!”
T
he

cry
ran

joy
fully

through
the

land
and

the
p
eop

le
ran

to
m
eet

the
com

ing
star.

W
hite

b
und

les
of

light,
like

glow
ing

b
eam

s,
b
roke

through
the

m
ists,

tearing
and

b
reaking

them
so

that
they

fell
to
earth.

Freed
from

its
gloom

,
the

w
hole

earth

sham
eless,

p
enetrating

light.
It

reaches
every

cranny
of

our
hom

es
and

sees
how

d
irty

it
is

there.
W
e

can’t
look

at
each

other
any

m
ore,

b
ecause

w
e
d
o
not

see
the

p
erson

b
ut
their

m
isery.

W
e
can

live
like

this
no

longer.
D
ow

n
w
ith

the
star-

b
ringer!

D
ow

n
w
ith

the
light!

D
ow

n!”
shouted

the
m
asses,

"Long
live

the
d
arkness.”

“T
he

light
b
rings

p
overty

and
m
isery

!
D
ow

n
w
ith

the
star-b

ringer!”

T
hreateningly

the
m
asses

p
ushed

forw
ard

,
hungry

to
d
estroy

the
hor-

riKc
b
lasp

hem
y
of

the
v
ile

light.
T
he

p
eop

le
w
anted

to
throw

them
selves



 

S
om

eone
hurried

across
the

square,
their

eyes
b
urning,

their
face

contor-
ted

,
b
ile

sp
ew

ing
from

their
m
outh.

“D
ow

n
w
ith

the
star!

D
ow

n
w
ith

the
accursed

star-b
ringer.

I
sp
eak

for
everyone!

D
ow

n
w
ith

the
light,

that
steals

our
life

and
joy

!
In
the

d
arkness

there
w
as

no
hate

or
strife,

and
now

look!
It
has

b
ecom

e
light

and
p
eace

has
gone!

T
he

p
eop

le
are

ugly
and

rep
ulsive;

the
houses

and
trees

are
b
leak

and
b
arren.

And
the

earth!
C
overed

in
foul

b
lood

stains.
T
he

od
or

follow
s
us

w
hen

w
e
eat

and
w
hen

w
e
p
ray,

sap
p
ing

our
strength.

Every
thing

is
aw

ful—
and

clear.
N
ow

here
is

there
escap

e
from

the

had
b
ecom

e
v
isib

le
and

the
p
eop

le
stood

relieved
that

their
b
rothers

and
sisters

still
lived

.
Everyone

w
alked

tow
ard

s
the

com
ing

light.
S
low

ly
Ad
-

oïl
cam

e
closer.

H
igh

ab
ove

him
he

held
tightly

to
the

ray
of

a
star

that
he

had
rip
p
ed

from
the

sky.

H
e
w
as
alone.

“W
here

are
the

others?”
asked

the
p
eop

le.

“T
hey

have
p
erished

,”
he

answ
ered

w
ith

a
d
oleful

voice.

Jub
ilantly

the
p
eop

le
gathered

around
him

,
the

star-b
ringer.



 

“Praise
Ad
oïl!

Praise
b
e

the
light-

b
ringer!”

F
O
R

M
AN
Y

D
AY
S
A
D
O
ÏL

STAYED
IN

T
H
E

square,
w
ith

his
star

held
high,

to
il-

lum
inate

the
city.

B
ut

grad
ually,

the
cheering

d
ied

aw
ay.

Peop
le

w
alked

p
ast

each
other

scow
ling

and
angry,

avoid
ing

each
other’s

gaze.
W
hen

they
crossed

the
square

w
here

Ad
oïl

stood
,

their
m
ind

s
Klled

w
ith

anger
tow

ard
s

him
.
N
either

song
nor

p
rayer

w
ere

heard
any

m
ore.

T
he

m
ists

w
ere

gone,
b
ut

had
b
een

rep
laced

w
ith

b
itter

env
y
and

taut
rage.

It
had

b
e-

com
e
op
p
ressive

to
live

und
er

such
p
ressure.


