Vladislav Davidzon

Jewish-Ukrainian Relations and the Birth of a
Political Nation

Selected Writings 2013-2023

With a foreword by Bernard-Henri Lévy



UKRAINIAN VOICES

Collected by Andreas Umland

21 Vakhtang Kipiani (Hg.)
Der Zweite Weltkrieg in der Ukraine
Geschichte und Lebensgeschichten
Aus dem Ukrainischen iibersetzt von Margarita Grinko
ISBN 978-3-8382-1622-5

22 Vakhtang Kipiani (ed.)
World War II, Uncontrived and Unredacted
Testimonies from Ukraine
Translated from the Ukrainian by Zenia Tompkins and Daisy Gibbons
ISBN 978-3-8382-1621-8

23 Dmytro Stus
Vasyl Stus: Life in Creativity
Translated from the Ukrainian by Ludmila Bachurina
ISBN 978-3-8382-1631-7

24 Vitalii Ogiienko (ed.)
The Holodomor and the Origins of the Soviet Man
Reading the Testimony of Anastasia Lysyvets
With forewords by Natalka Bilotserkivets and Serhy Yekelchyk
Translated from the Ukrainian by Alla Parkhomenko and
Alexander J. Motyl
ISBN 978-3-8382-1616-4

The book series “Ukrainian Voices” publishes English- and German-language
monographs, edited volumes, document collections, and anthologies of articles
authored and composed by Ukrainian politicians, intellectuals, activists, officials,
researchers, and diplomats. The series’ aim is to introduce Western and other
audiences to Ukrainian explorations, deliberations and interpretations of historic
and current, domestic, and international affairs. The purpose of these books is to
make non-Ukrainian readers familiar with how some prominent Ukrainians
approach, view and assess their country’s development and position in the world.
The series was founded, and the volumes are collected by Andreas Umland, Dr. phil.
(FU Berlin), Ph. D. (Cambridge), Associate Professor of Politics at the Kyiv-Mohyla
Academy and an Analyst in the Stockholm Centre for Eastern European Studies at
the Swedish Institute of International Affairs.



Vladislav Davidzon

JEWISH-UKRAINIAN RELATIONS
AND THE BIRTH OF A
POLITICAL NATION

Selected Writings 2013-2023

With a foreword by Bernard-Henri Lévy




Bibliografische Information der Deutschen Nationalbibliothek
Die Deutsche Nationalbibliothek verzeichnet diese Publikation in der Deutschen
Nationalbibliografie; detaillierte bibliografische Daten sind im Internet iiber
http://dnb.d-nb.de abrufbar.

Bibliographic information published by the Deutsche Nationalbibliothek
Die Deutsche Nationalbibliothek lists this publication in the Deutsche Nationalbibliografie; detailed
bibliographic data are available in the Internet at http://dnb.d-nb.de.

Cover art: “Hasid on a bicycle/Jew Reading” © copyright 2014 by Alexander Roytburd.

Rights Betya Roytburd and Eugene Demenok

ISBN-13: 978-3-8382-1509-9
© ibidem-Verlag, Stuttgart 2023
Alle Rechte vorbehalten

Das Werk einschliefilich aller seiner Teile ist urheberrechtlich geschiitzt. Jede Verwertung
auflerhalb der engen Grenzen des Urheberrechtsgesetzes ist ohne Zustimmung des
Verlages unzulissig und strafbar. Dies gilt insbesondere fiir Vervielfiltigungen,
Ubersetzungen, Mikroverfilmungen und elektronische Speicherformen sowie die
Einspeicherung und Verarbeitung in elektronischen Systemen.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or
transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronical, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without the

prior written permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorized act in relation to this publication may
be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

Printed in the EU



For my Queen Regina.

And my family.






Acknowledgements

Much gratitude as usual to those whose support, love or violent
opposition has sustained me though the writing of this book, in-
cluding my many friends in the House of Lords —whether Jewish,
Philo-Semitic or anti-Semitic.

As always to David Samuels for his mentoring me.

The moral, emotional and financial support of my family
during strenuous times, especially that of my father Gregory, my
mother Elena Felixovna, my sister Natalia, my uncle Vadim and
aunt Marina in Washington D.C. were crucial. Special thanks to
Joseph—for bringing happiness to my mother. To my father in
law, George Semyonovich whom I evacuated to Romania and
Paris at the start of the war—you are in inspiration of tough guy
bravery under fire.

Thanks also to Mr. Eugene Demenok and Betya Roytburd for
permission to reproduce the Alexandre Roytburd painting for the
front cover of the book

This book would not be possible without the generous sup-
port of the Temerty Family Foundation, for which I am truly and
deeply grateful. The same goes for the generous support of the
Ukrainian-Jewish Encounter. I would like especially to thank you
Adrian Karatnycky, Jim Temerty and Berel Rodal. Special grati-
tude goes out to Natalia Feduschak, Alti Rodal, Rabbi Yaakov Dov
Bleich, Mark Freiman and Wolf Moskovich- the rest of our com-
rades in arms at the UJE.

Joseph Schwarzbach: even when you were very far away and
ensconced in the pleasures of family life in Jerusalem, you have
always been a pillar of support. The same goes for Victoria Kra-
vets, who has followed a parallel life path to my own. A mighty
thanks to Martin Peretz for all his solidarity, honesty and gracious
help. Marty: you are a real Mensch and I adore you.

Simon Sebag Montefiore, Peter Pomerantsev, Faina Kremer-
man, Alexander Geifman, Dmytro Sikorsky, Yevghen Pukhta-
Zhuk for their friendship.



Sean Penn, Billy Smith and Aaron Kaufman for taking me
along for the ride in Super Power.

Dmytro Natalukha —a new friend —but a comrade in arms.

Irina Dratva for her great friendship. The Bulgakov family
have always shown amazing affection and generosity, whether on
trips to Odessa and Kyiv or while vacationing in Greece. Anasta-
siya Bukovska and Danylo Kaptyukh for their friendship and
hospitality in Kyiv and elsewhere.

To the Nahum family with great affection—and Marina—
was great to write an Op-ed with you.

My deepest respect to Peter and Martine Halban, perhaps the
best people in London, you are deeply civilizing influence on any-
one lucky enough to find themselves in your orbit.

Thank you to Boris Lozhkin for our common interests.

I am tremendously grateful to Melinda Haring for all of her
loyalty and solidarity in the face of existential danger. Likewise,
my gratitude to John Herbst and Shelby Magid for their support at
the Atlantic Council. My fellow innocent abroad Brian Mefford
and I have shared many grand conversations and cold glasses of
whisky during election monitoring missions. For Chris Holzen for
his tact and generosity and great humour.

To my pals in Paris who were comrades along the way and
kept up my spirits in difficult times: Florian Hohenberg, Lex Paul-
son, Seb Emina, and Thomas Chatterton Williams.

Sophie Weisenfeld and Sam Oiknine must be thanked for
taking me and Regina into their hearts and home in London and
forging me into an angle in the Hexagon society.

Gilles Hertzog and Bernard Henri Levy great friends of
Ukrainian independence —you have taught me how to be a great
man in the 19th century sense...

A special thanks to all of the editors who have helped shape
these pieces along the way: David Samuels, Peter Dickinson, Liel
Liebovitz, Damir Marusic, James Palmer, Claire Berlinski, Jacob
Siegel, Jeremy Stern, Adam O"Neil, Park MacDougald.



My gratitude to David Loyd Stern, whose moral support and
American Midwestern decency were always crucial in getting me
to calm the hell down.

Matthew Kupfer and Simon Albert and Tchavdar Georgiev,
Alex Zhivago, Aaron Khan and Edward Mills for their masculine
comradeship.

David Rieff —you are a legend —an honor to keep your com-
pany.

For my dear friend Michal Murawski—a comrade in arms
against the forces of banality!

Oksana Kanivets for her photographic eye.

To my friends, colleagues, comrades, competitors and ene-
mies among my fellow Eastern European journalists and experts: I
raise a toast to all of you for your collegial support, love, and ran-
cor. Mark Galeotti, Anna Nemtsova, David Satter, Devin Ackles,
Anton Shekhovtsov, Alisa Lozhkina, Konstantyn Batozsky, An-
drew Wilson, Polina Ivanova, Taras Kuzio, Max Tucker, Bruno
Magcaes, Michael Weiss, Matthew Luxmoore, Nathalie Vogel, Jade
McGlynn, Olga Tokariuk, Tom de Waal, Sam Sokol, Jason Jay
Smart, Peter Dickinson, Nolan Peterson, Emmanuel Dreyfus, Alan
Riley, Serhii Plokhii, Natalia Antelava, Roman Olearchyk, Vladi-
mir Kozlovsky. I have learned a great deal from every one of you.
So many of the individuals in our profession imbibe the worst and
most misanthropic parts of Eastern Europe, yet all of you possess
great and capacious souls!

Jason Stanley: my lunatic brother in arms—thank you for
coming to teach in Kyiv.

Timothy Snyder —for his professional respect for my learning
also introducing me to my pal Jason.

Alik Shpilyuk —let's keep going to the movies!

Jock Menodoza—Wilson for his comradeship and great ad-
vice...

Olexei Goncharenko—a great and powerful and strong
Odessan.

Oleksandr Suslenskyi, who has always treated me like a
prodigal son.



Tremendous gratitude to Ambassador George P. Kent for
getting me out of Minsk ahead of the KGB.

Marco Roth—for putting up with me when I was young and
obnoxious and carrying me home when I got drunk at 19 on the
New York Metro.

Claire Berlinski for being a great neighborhood pal and fel-
low traveller.

Luzer Twersky —for being a grand and dissolute figure —and
my brother in arms.

Assorted friends, Odessans, fellow travellers and comrades
on the path who have been indispensable in the creation of this
book in one way or another include: Peter Culshaw, Alexandra
Koroleva, Helena Akhtiorskaya, Adrian Dannat, David Kosower,
Christine Liubov Kaminsky, Alexa Chopivsky, Borislav Bereza,
Bohdan Nahaylo, David Patrikarakos, Simon Waldron, Michael
Gottlieb, Nada Gordon, Scotia Gilroy, Nikolai Karabynovych,
James Kirchick, Greg Frolov, Myron Wasylyk, Yevgeniy Fiks, Will
Murphy, Sheila O'Shea, Peter Webber, Thomas Eymond-Laritaz,
Mr. Gray the spy, Esther Adler, Val Vinokur, Vitaly Portnikov,
Misha Gulko, Isabella Tabarovsky, Olga Gershenson, Olexo
Gladushevskyy, Rabbi Stephen Berkowitz, Anne-Elisabeth Mou-
tet, Martin Gimenez Larralde, Yaroslav Trofimov, Gregory Ford,
Anthony Clark (the Venetian dandy), Anna Momigliano, Kate
Tsurkan, Itamar Mann, Laura Harth, Judith Miller, Peter Behrman
de Sinety, David Auerbach, Sam Kliger, Benjamin Haddad, Nata-
lia Libit, Sophie Schultz, Olena Golobevoa, Sam Sokol, Joshua
Dolgin, Eugene Ostashevsky, and Helga Landauer — Lord Maurice
Glassman, Lord Richard Spring Risby. A special thanks to Harvey
and Irina Stein as well as the whole Oppenheim family back in
New York City.

I am grateful to my teachers and professors—Morris Dick-
stein and Marshall Berman, Matvei Yankelevich, Professors Katie
Siegel, Andre Aciman, Martin Elsky, Robert Cowan and Emil
Draitser.

I should thank Andreas Umland for his generosity in asking
me to prepare this volume.

10



Thanks to my intrepid editor Jessica and all of the hard work
with her colleagues at ibidem.

Finally: huzzah for the entire team at the Odessa Review, who
made the life of our journal possible, especially Hennady
Tanzzura, Lena Novitskaya, Vadim Goloperov, Larissa Babij,
Katya Michaels, Masha Sotskaya, Christopher Pugmire, and Nika
Minina.

11






Contents

Acknowledgements ...........cccriernnnnieeiciceeer e 7
CONEENES ..cnveteeceerieeei ettt 13
FOTEWArd....c.ooieieiiiieic et 15
INErOdUCHON. ...ttt 23
The Jews of Ukraine

From Baal Shem Tov to Zelensky ..o, 29

Revolutionary Beginnings,
Historical Debates,
ViIadimir PUtn ... 71

Putin Defends Ukraine’s Jews,
Slams Ukraine’s Jewish Oligarchs...........cccocovveececiiiinnnnnnnns 73

Putin to European Jews
Come to Mother RUSSIA! ......ooiiveiiiiieiieieeie e 77

Putin and the Jews?

It's Complicated........cccooviiininiiiiicece s 79
Right-Wing Ukrainian Leader Is (Surprise) Jewish, and (Real
Surprise) Proud of It.......ccoeueveueiiiinnnnnnccecicccceseneneeeenenenes 83
Ukrainians Ask

Was Their Hero an Anti-Semite?

And Should His Statue Be Removed? ........cccccovnnrneceicccicnnee. 91
The Legacy of

ANArey SheptytsKY .....c.cceiirrnnerieieeeceetirreseeeeeeve e 97
Andrey Sheptytsky, Kyiv, Autumn 2014 .........cccooorveeececnncnnce. 99

The Vatican Recognizes ‘Heroic Virtue’ of Andrey Sheptytsky....111

Ronald Lauder Awarded Andrey Sheptytsky Medal by
Ukrainian-Jewish Organizations..............cccccceeevvrrnreeercreccnan. 113

Profiles and Personalities ...........ccccooovviviiiviiiiieiiieieee e 117



91-Year-Old Yiddish ROCK Star.......c.cccoooviiivviiiiiieeieeeeeeeee e 119

Death of the Mobbed-Up Soviet Sinatra.......c.c.cocevueveverercrcerrccnc. 129
Swaggering Gangster Mayor Kernes Felled by COVID............... 133
Gay, Communist, Yiddish Utopia

A Profile of Artist Yevgeniy Fiks.........cccccceeeivinnnnnnnecccccan. 139
Jews, Israel Take Center Stage in

Ukraine’s Surreal Presidential Contest............ccccooveiueiiivniinnnnee. 147
Jewish Ukraine Fights Fascist Russia.........cccccceeveerernnnnnenerenenenes 153
The Arc of History Bends From Ukraine to Israel and Back

AGAIN ... 159
The Legacy of Babyn Yar........cccccccoeeiirnnnneieiecccccenrreennes 167
Turning Babi Yar Into Holocaust Disneyland (Or The ‘DAU’

of Stalin Opens in Paris) ........cccocovveeeieeciiiinrrrceececceeee 169
Turning Babyn Yar Into

Holocaust Disneyland...........ccccovviiiiiiiiiinrrceccccceee 185
Ukraine’s ‘Holocaust Disneyland’...........c.cccccooovnnnnnccccccnane. 203

The Holocaust and Historical Memory
A Commemoration at Auschwitz Turns into a Geopolitical

Brawl over World War IL.........cccccoeevnnecnneinnccncceneceneenenes 207
The Context of Loznitsa’s “Babi Yar. Context” .......cccoceceeerueneucne. 211
Babyn Yar After the War ........cccoviiiiiiiiiecccccee 217
On Putin and Babyn Yar........cccooooiiiccce 219

The Jewish-Ukrainian Gothic
The New Head of Ukraine’s Church Council Is a
Brooklyn-Born Rabbi............cccccoiiiiiiiiiiice, 233

3,000 Hasidic Cossacks Congregate on the Ukrainian Border ....239

Two Jews, a Nazi, and a Russian Meet in Ukraine’s Parliament... 245

14



Foreward

By Bernard-Henri Lévy

Vlad

Vlad came into my life upon my return from Ukraine in 2014.

I had brought Petro Poroshenko and Vitaly Klitschko, the
two leading candidates in the upcoming presidential election,
with me to Paris.

Both knew that this contest, which capped the fall of pro-
Russian puppet Viktor Yanukovych, would open a new page in
Ukraine’s history.

For the two candidates I had organized a meeting in a Paris
theater repurposed as a conference center for throngs of Ukrainian
exiles, newly converted Russian dissidents, and Parisian friends of
the spirit of the Maidan.

At the end of the meeting, indifferent to the crush of the
crowd and ignoring the increasingly nervous French and Ukraini-
an security services trying to protect the day’s heroes there
emerged a very young man, small in stature but working his el-
bows to good effect. Admirably bold, he planted himself in front
of enormous Klitschko, hulking Poroshenko, and me: “My name is
Vlad Davidzon. I work for the American magazine Tablet. | want
to interview you.”

I was struck by his combination of playfulness and assertive-
ness.

By his voice, which, in the course of a sentence, switched
from a flute to a baritone.

By his air of a disheveled dandy, a cross between Truman
Capote in Bennett Miller’'s movie and the suspendered Balzac in
Nadar’s famous photograph.

A few days later I gave him the interview he had asked for,
which he turned into a fine article.

Since then, we have been real friends.
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From Paris to Kyiv, from Tangiers to the south of France and
New York, I have gotten to know this start-up intellectual, as mis-
chievous as a child and fascinated by rakes, with a devilish laugh
and a taunting gaze, arrogant and clever, impulsive but never
credulous, ambitious but indecisive, erudite and poetic.

He asked unusual questions: Could one admire Hemingway
and love Fitzgerald? Is it possible to be a writer and rich at the
same time? Is there a secret to literature? If one fails to produce a
first book, is there a way to skip ahead to the second or third? Is
there a king who would pay a jester like himself? Once a book is
written, is it possible to distance oneself from it?

He spent considerable energy compiling, not a book, but a
scrapbook that filled enormous albums whose pages sagged and
swelled with overlapping items, a never-ending scrapbook in
which everything came together like an exquisite corpse of which
he was the sole author: calligraphied haikus and aphorisms, glued
paper cutouts, candid photos, detail from a painting, a fragment of
a comic strip, a quote plucked from his mind at dawn or in the
midst of sleeplessness, an outline for an article, a fallen leaf, a
stamp, a calligram, a geometric shape, an expression of admira-
tion, the first words of a curse, a cat’s head, a silly sketch a la Rim-
baud stuck to a Warholian laundry ticket—all assembled into a
caricature of a book (like Mallarmé’s The Book), about which his
wife Regina did not hesitate to say, her eyes turned up to Heaven,
that this was not how he was going to make the name for himself
that he sought.

Was he a poet or a dilettante, a devil or a dandy? Was his
bottomless curiosity offensive? Did his friends have to worry that
he would not exempt them from his ulterior motives and claimed
to know everything about the penchants and passions of others?
Was he American or European? Uzbek, Russian, or Ukrainian?
Was he bragging when he declared that on the day Russia invad-
ed Ukraine (for he was one of the few people I know who, like me,
never doubted that the day would come) he would tear up his
Russian passport in front of Putin’s embassy in Paris, London, or
Washington? And how much should we believe of his stories
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about his childhood in Brooklyn in the shadow of a powerful,
half-mad father who imparted to him a taste for luxury cars, in-
fernal machines, and mischief—and who, in Vlad’s telling, was
always on the verge of stepping out of a Jéréme Charyn novel and
into a Martin Scorsese film?

Those questions aside, he accompanied me on a pilgrimage
to Bangladesh, where he was a quiet witness to my reunions, half
a century after the fact, with the survivors of the young team that,
in the shadow of André Malraux and his still-born international
brigade, gave me a taste for adventure and an obsession with the
laws of genocide.

He was with Gilles Hertzog and me—solid as a rock, brave,
and funny—on a trip to Tunisia during which we had hoped to
start a new dialogue among old comrades from the Libyan revolu-
tion but where, with conspiracy theories and local antisemitism
playing a role, I fell victim to an electronic lynching that nearly
became a real one.

When I wrote Looking for Europe, a one-man play that was an
invocation of the spirits of Dante, Cervantes, and Victor Hugo
(and an appeal for their speedy resurrection in Ukraine bearing
the features of Taras Shevchenko back from limbo), it was Regina
and Vlad who made it possible for me to present the play in the
opera houses of Kyiv, Lviv, and Odesa.

It was Vlad who arranged my first meeting with Zelensky.

Vlad who told me about Metropolitan Andrei Sheptitsky and
the fact that Ukraine, the land of the Holocaust by Bullets, was
also one of the countries with one of the greatest number of Right-
eous Among Nations (rescuers of persecuted Jews).

In other words, it was Vlad who began to instill in me a con-
viction central to this book—namely that the relations between
Ukraine and the Jews were and are more complex than they are in
the minds of those who cannot see beyond the continuing popu-
larity of Stepan Bandera among Ukrainian nationalists.

But our minds really met with the breakout of the war in
Ukraine.

Vlad was in Kyiv on the morning of the invasion.
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As the holder of a Russian passport that he had not yet
burned, it was very possible that his name would be on the Krem-
lin’s kill lists of “traitors to Greater Russia.”

And fearing that a Ukrainian patriot manning one of the
checkpoints that were sprouting up like mushrooms after the rain
of rockets and missiles might see him as a Russian infiltrator, his
friends advised him to go home.

He stayed.

First in a village halfway to the Belorussian border, where he
was like a caged lion calling us nonstop on FaceTime to show us
the combat helicopters flying over his house.

Then, in the Odesa region, where, between reporting assign-
ments for Unherd, Foreign Policy, and Tablet, he organized the exfil-
tration of his wife’s family on a cold and solitary night.

And later still further east in Lysychansk, where, with a mu-
tual friend, British essayist and war reporter David Patrikarakos,
he reported on the battle of Severodonetsk: the targeting of civil-
ians, the pain-lined faces of survivors, the days when the rolling
fire of artillery rattled the bunkers and made it impossible to sleep.

And finally on the southern front, in Russian-occupied Kher-
son, from which he followed the beginnings of the counterattack
led by commander in chief Andrii Kovalchuk, the oft-decorated
hero of Ukraine, who deployed the blend of courage and tactical
intelligence that proved the key to victory.

Vlad passed through deserted villages and fields scorched by
artillery duels.

He accompanied the general to forward posts where he en-
gaged a fighter in a surrealistic discussion of the press crisis in the
United States and the decline of literary criticism.

He was with the soldiers as a deluge of fire was falling and
they all killed time in the trenches by calculating the firing
rhythm, the distance between shots, and how long it might be
until the firing resumed, thinned out, and fell silent.

He meditated on the relative merits of woods or copes for
impeding, diverting, or possibly stopping the fire from a Russian
sniper targeting his car.
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Here was the straight Oscar Wilde, converted overnight into
the most curious, intrepid, and acute of war reporters without
ever giving up the stylish pouch he wore with the bullet-proof
vest, without forgoing his matching jacket and socks, and, above
all, without sacrificing anything of his humor and composure.

There is in him a bit of the early Norbert Jacques, before his
invention of Doctor Mabuse and before the Second World War,
the Norbert Jacques who covered the battle of Anvers in 1914 and
the combat on the Dnieper in 1916, where he made it a point of
honor not to change any of his upper-class habits, neither his taste
for first-class travel nor his nostalgia for the luxury hotels of his
Barnaboothian youth.

Vlad has obviously read Malaparte, the inspired author of
Kaputt and chronicler of the battles of the 20th century, the man
who never empathized better with a humanity tattered, battered,
and torn by aggressive fire from aircraft and artillery than when
he was at the front, his head in the ragged clouds, carrying on his
secret dialogue with D’ Annunzio, his obsessive reading of Virgil
and Homer, and his commentaries on Horace, Pascal, Shake-
speare, and Villon.

Vlad’s description of a field of sunflowers that have bloomed
as if nothing had happened while being enshrouded by gray
smoke from an exchange of artillery fire suggests a passage from
Isaac Babel in which (though I cannot locate it) nurses lying in the
grass watch yellow flames consume nearby carpets of flowers.

Then there is the other form of art in which he dares to dab-
ble, that of writing simultaneously on three tracks —the comic, the
tragic, and the strategic. Did Ilya Ehrenburg, the master of the
genre, do any better in his reporting from the eastern front for Red
Star?

Readers may think me exaggeratedly enthusiastic.

But I have chided Vlad too often not to say to him, on this oc-
casion, “Well done, my friend!”

For every man, or for every intellectual at least, there comes a
moment, an event, a shock (Michel Leiris would say a cornada)
where a searching life is revealed to itself.
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I am not talking about love.

Nor a spiritual awakening that is like a second birth.

Nor the great encounter—Socrates, Descartes, Freud,
Levinas —that changes the course of one’s life and causes one to
feel reborn yet again.

No.

I am thinking about the historical event that everything with-
in you sensed approaching, an event that, once it occurs, pulls
together scattered thoughts, brings back dreams from childhood,
awakens unused strengths, imparts an aspiration to greatness that
prior circumstances had not allowed to emerge —in short, an event
that mobilizes and crystalizes the most secret and noble part of the
soul.

For some, the event comes too early. Unprepared and une-
quipped, the intelligence is there but not the heart; the heart has
not yet been broken enough; it is insufficiently hardened. Sartre in
1940.

For others, it is right in front of you, holding out its arms. It
looks at you like your reflection in the mirror. But it has come too
late; you're tired of waiting; life got the better of hope; the foun-
tain of youth has dried up; your restlessness has left you. This is
Lamartine grumbling—bitter and gentrified —that he, too, if he
hadn’t been married, would have followed Byron to Greece to
fight.

For others even less fortunate, those born too young in too
old a world or too old in too young a world, the moment never
comes at all. These individuals are the retired soldiers of the corna-
da, the eternal lookouts, caught somewhere between Julien Gracq's
The Opposing Shore and Dino Buzzati’s The Stronghold. It is the fate
of children of the century crushed by greatness of their fathers,
blinded by their panache, and incapable of recognizing the signs
of the epic even were they to appear before them.

For still others, the rendezvous comes, and it comes at an op-
portune time, at the right stage of life. The civil war in Spain for
some. The war in Bosnia for others. Bangladesh for me. (To say
nothing of those who create their own stage, forcing fate, in a cer-
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tain way.) They are not examples of the knife and the wound ex-
actly —more like the toreador and the horn.

Vlad belongs to the last group.

The war in Ukraine is his war.

It caught him off guard —but he expected it.

It threw him off —but he got right back in the saddle.

The war was a summons for which he had been preparing
with the poise that he brings to all things, a poise that did not fail
him when the event arrived.

A successful baptism.

Welcome to the club.

Now he can finally get to work.
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