CRSS wk 11 handout – Prilepin

Task 1 – Passage 1

1. How is the place where the soldiers are stationed described? What attitudes can we infer from it regarding the soldiers/the narrator
2. How does it relate to Russia?
[bookmark: _GoBack]3.  How do they regard their job as soldiers?
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Task 2 – Passage 2/3

1. What do the excerpts and the text more broadly have to say about the idea of ‘Homeland’?
2. To what extent can the whole story be seen as a response to the dilemma described in these  passages?
3. Is it important that this reflection is occurring in the Caucasus, and how might we relate this to previous Russian accounts of the Caucasus? Could we describe the implications as ‘neo-imperialist’ (Fedor) and if so how?









Passage 2
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Passage 3
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Русский текст - Прилепин, «Сержант»
Он не помнил, когда в последний раз произносил это слово – Родина. Долгое время её не было. Когда-то, быть может в юности, Родина исчезла, и на её месте не образовалось ничего. И ничего не надо было.
Иногда стучалось в сердце забытое, забитое, детское, болезненное чувство. Сержант не признавал его и не отзывался. Мало ли кто…
И сейчас подумал немного и перестал.
Родина – о ней не думают. О Родине не бывает мыслей. Не думаешь же о матери – так, чтоб не случайные картинки из детства, а размышления. Ещё в армии казались постыдными разговоры иных, что вот, у него мамка, она… не знаю, что там она… варит суп, пирожки делает, в лобик целует. Это что, можно вслух произносить? Да ещё при мужиках небритых. Это и про себя-то подумать стыдно.
Всерьёз думать можно только о том, что Витьку пугает. Впрочем, и здесь лучше остепениться.
…Какой-то нервный стал опять…
Иногда, помнил Сержант, раз в несколько лет, он начинал чувствовать странную обнажённость, словно сбросил кожу. Тогда его было легко обидеть.
Первый раз, ещё подростком, когда это нахлынуло, он, обескураженный и униженный, прятался дома, не ходил в школу, знал, что его может безнаказанно задеть любое ничтожество.
Потом, повзрослев, так напугался очередной своей слабости, что начал пить водку – и едва развязался с этим.
Последний раз болезненность пришла, когда родились дети, два пацана.
И тогда Сержант сбежал от этого чувства, обретшего вдруг новые оттенки и почти невыносимого. Вот сюда, на блокпост сбежал.
В сущности, понял Сержант теперь, чувство это сводилось к тому, что он больше не имеет права умирать, когда ему захочется.
Выяснилось, что нужно сберегать себя. Как же это унизительно для мужчины…
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It was only possible to think seriously about
what scared Vitya. Although here it was also better
to get a grip.

...He'd become nervous again...

Sometimes, the Sergeant recalled, once
every few years, he would start to feel a strange
nakedness, as though he had shed his skin. Then it
was easy to offend him.

The first time, as a teenager, when this feeling
seized him, he felt discouraged and humiliated and
hid at home, he didn’t go to school, he knew that
any idiot could upset him and go unpunished.

Later, when he was grown up, he was so
afraid of this intermittent weakness that he started
drinking vodka - and barely got out of that.

The last time this morbid feeling came was
when his children were born, two boys.

And then the Sergeant fled from this feeling,
which suddenly gained new shades and became
almost intolerable. He fled here, to the post.

Essentially, the Sergeant now realized, this
feeling came down to the fact that he no longer had
the right to die when he felt like it.
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This is a foreign land, the Sergeant repeated, as if
in a delirium. A foreign land. Why does it want me so
much?

I used to be light... I felt light... I knew how to live
lighter than snow... Why has it oppressed me so?

The land is breaking up. The crazy and trampled
East. Apparitions, and the flickering remains of the
West. And magma that will swallow everything.

...And there’s nothing to hold on to..

“Where are you leading us?” Ginger asked.

The -Sergeant kept silent, not at all
comprehending what these words meant.

“I am leading you,” he replied with difficulty.

“I don't get it, Sergeant,” Ginger answered
rudely. “I don’t believe you, Sergeant. Where are
you going?”

I also love my Homeland, the Sergeant thought,
looking into the darkness and stumbling. I love
my land terribly. I love it horribly and immorally, not
regretting anything... Humiliating myself and others. ..
But what is spreading out under my feet — is that my
land? My Homeland? What have you done with it, you. ..
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Their unit had been stationed in this strange, hot
place by a mountainous border for a month now.
The guys were going mad in their male loneliness
and sweaty boredom. There was nowhere to swim.
They had driven to the nearest village a few times
in a jeep and only seen goats, fat women and a few
old people,
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But the village shop and the pharmacy looked
almost the same way that they did in distant, quiet
and secluded Russia. The guys bought all sorts of
crunchy and salty rubbish, and spat the shells of
nuts and salty saliva out of the window as they
drove back.
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After the guys had fired shots out of the gun
slits and the posts, they were forbidden to make
noise and fire shots. But they really wanted to
shoot a bit more. To imagine an attack of bearded
devils from the other side of the mountains, from
the border, and repel this attack, disperse it and
break it up.
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He couldn’t remember when he had last
pronounced this word — Homeland. There hadn’t
been one for a long time. At some point, maybe
in his youth, his Homeland had disappeared, and
in its place nothing had formed. And nothing was
needed.

Sometimes there was a forgotten, crushed,
childish, painful feeling beating in his heart. The
sergeant didn’t admit it and didn’t respond. Who
hadn’t felt this...

And now he thought a little, and then stopped.
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The Homeland - people don't think about it.
There are no thoughts about the Homeland. You
don't think about your mother — not chance images
from your childhood, but thoughts. In the army, it
seemed shameful when other people talked about
their mothers, that she... I don’t know what she
did... cooked soup, made pies, kissed them on the
forehead. Is this something you can say aloud?
And in front of these unshaven men. It's even
embarrassing to think it to yourself.




