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hen a warm wind begins to blow from the southwest,

and a little warm shower takes the place of snow; when

the ice on the pond begins to split and the heap of snow

against the window shrinks and turns black – then we all feel

that around the mill, winter is letting go. Around Purim time,

the sun seems to shine more brightly in the daytime, warming

the ice on the water wheels. The people inside the house sense

the joy of the water under the ice and understand the secret of

every single mysterious crack sounding from the river at

night. Spring is near.

This is the time when Jews come down from the nearby

town to talk things over with Lipe the Miller about koshering

the mill for Passover. They bring along all sorts of wheat sam-

ples to show. The men sit around the table with serious faces.

Carefully, they unwind the Passover wheat from linen wrap-

pings and shawls. My father puts his glasses on and wrinkles

his forehead earnestly. Step by step, the children come closer

to the table. And the simple kernels of wheat, which

looked just like every other grain of wheat grown at

any other time of year, now look strange: Jewish

kernels of wheat – thoughtful, somehow.

At the table, my mother hands the men a

thimble to measure out the grain. They spill

the grains onto the table and examine each kernel

separately. They put aside any kernel with rootlets at its tip

or any other sign that it has sprouted. Sprouted kernels make

you suspect that it’s chometz, unfit for Passover. The crop was

probably rained on; the rain affected the kernels, and fermen-

tation grabbed them. That’s what sprouting shows.

So they count out a thimbleful of kernels, and if too many

grains have sprouted, that wheat is chometzdik. That’s how

they measure out and count out all the samples until they

choose the very purest and the very driest kernels. In the

process, people show they’re experts by, for example, biting a

“Making the Mill Kosher”

kernel of wheat in two to see how white it is inside.

After the men decide which wheat to buy, they start dis-

cussing the koshering of the mill. They talk about how many

poods of grain need to be sifted this year. Once they come to

terms on a price for the sifting, finally the men drink a toast.

They wish us no lack of water before Passover, and we wish

for them that this year Jews can bake matzohs with a generous

hand. And Father and the men shake hands on it.

Once the people are gone, the ice cracks and splits even

harder; the heap of snow in front of the house shrinks even

more.

And sure enough, soon afterward, peasant wagons loaded

with sacks of wheat arrive at Lipe’s mill. The sacks are thor-

oughly covered, even though the sun is shining outside. They

don’t carry the sacks of wheat into the mill – the mill is still

chometzdik; they carry them into the house. Every one of us is

strong. Even the littlest children help hoist the sacks; they sup-

port the sacks from underneath while the grown-ups haul

them on their shoulders into the clean house.

They lay the sacks in rows in the second room of the house.

On the way into the house, one sack suddenly splits: wheat

pours out onto the ground – right into the mud. Chometzdik!

though the golden grains beckon to us from the black mud as

if they’re begging,“Gather us up; don’t let us be impure.”

Then it’s time to start making the mill kosher. Now, there’s

a job for you! Though the mill has to be made kosher every

year, still, when it actually comes time to do the work, nobody

seems to have the faintest notion where to begin. Just think of

it. Go clean up a mill – clean out every tiny fleck of flour till

there’s no sign left of impurity. How much flour dust does a

mill shake out in the course of a year? In the hoppers where

the silken bags sift flour, the walls are hung with a curtain of

flour flakes. Wherever there is a little hole, a little crack, flour

crept in there in the course of the year, and now it’s impure.

From the threshold of the mill to the tip of the attic – every-

thing is floury.

Armed with knives, with goose-wing feather dusters, in

torn clothes and old rags, into the mill goes the crowd. All of a

sudden, everybody at Lipe the Miller’s has started to hate flour

dust; all of a sudden we distrust every kernel that has crept its

way into a crevice. The first swipe with the feather duster, the

first scrape with the knife – and a little bit of a board is clean.

Fragrant wood gleams. We scrape and scrape. The millers

themselves are covered in flour – not nice, even for a miller.

But the mill itself keeps getting cleaner and cleaner.

The great clean-up affects not only people, grown-ups

and children. Our yellow dog, Burtshik, is amazed, too. He

can’t understand why we’re scraping and scraping so hard

in the mill. He goes around smelling and licking and

sneezing. He wants a piece of the whole event too. He sees

how the people are more floury than usual, and he wants to
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imitate the people. He bares his teeth, grins, and – Plop! – right into the

scraped-up mountain of chometz.

Our black cat envies Burtshik. Though she’s more cautious than the dog, all

the same she comes down to the mill, looks up at the people at work, sniffs

around in every corner where they’re scraping and cleaning, and starts to sneeze.

She does not understand what is happening to the millers in their mill.

Here comes Aryeh the Tailor, who sews crude coats for the peasants all year

long. Every spring, before Passover, as soon as we kosher the mill, he comes to do

a delicate job. He has to sew the silken bags for sifting the Passover flour. We buy

silk that is so transparent, white, and fine, if you double it over and hold it to the

light, shimmering circles ripple through it.

The usual work of trimming the millstones, turning the top one over

grinding-side-up – they do that now with a special, religious intensity. Using

pointy steel hammers and flat hammers, they cut ridges into the stones; they peck

little holes out of the stones and make the stones sharp so they’ll be really eager to

grind the Passover flour.

For three days and three nights, the whole mill family is submerged in chometz

because we’re koshering the mill. Till we begin to sight an end to the job. Then we

start cleaning the house, tidying up the house, because the young rabbi of the

town is supposed to come and say the word: “Kosher.”

My father gets the wagon ready. He repairs its ladder-sides, lays down fresh

straw on the floor, and creates a soft place to sit. My mother spreads a clean sheet

over that straw seat. As soon as the white horse is harnessed, my father, looking

serious and thoughtful, drives off to bring the rabbi.

In the house we feel the holiday spirit. We sprinkle yellow sand over the floor.

We even move the table from its usual place. We smooth down the curtains at

the windows.

Everybody’s eyes keep turning to the window. People keep going into the mill

to take another quick look, check here and there, take one more swipe here, one

more scrape there, or blow away the dust that is settling back onto the walls.

And here it comes, the wagon with the rabbi. Everyone jumps up, eyes fixed on

the window. The dog, the cat – they look at the window too. The wagon is at the

house. My father jumps down and helps the rabbi descend. The rabbi is still a

dayen, an assistant rabbi, for now, because our old blind rabbi is still alive. Of

course, we can’t bring him, the blind rabbi, to examine whether the mill is kosher.

The young rabbi is a tall, stringy fellow with a sparse black beard and long,

heavy peyess. He has black eyes and a pale face. The rabbi stands beside the wagon

for a while and observes the mill-world all around. Stepping carefully, he strides

right over the permanent pool of mud in front of the threshold and enters the

house. We all stay standing. We all look at him very respectfully. He takes off his

long black overcoat and stands before us in his shiny black satin coat.

We wonder, “How will the rabbi, in a black satin coat like that, creep into the

mill, crawl all the way into the hopper?” He must know that he’s going to kosher a

mill. He ought to understand that you can’t possibly dust all the flour out of a mill.

A clean, scoured knife with a sharp point is waiting, all prepared for him, and

we hand him a brand new, never-used feather duster – the entire wing of a goose.

We light a candle for him, and with dignified steps, he sets off into the mill.

The first thing he picks to do is crawl right inside the big hopper where the big

bag is going to sift the flour. A tall hopper on four strong legs – a whole house!

He’s going to have to climb up into it. All the men help. They boost him from

underneath: first one leg, then they pass his other leg over to him, and little by
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little, the rabbi manages to crawl all the way into the hopper.

Never mind that the entire mill family has been scraping and wiping for three

days and three nights. It makes no difference. As soon as the rabbi in his black

satin coat crawls into the hopper, his black satin coat is immediately smeared

with flour. He doesn’t notice. With his candle in his hand, carefully, he starts

inspecting every single little crack, testing with his knife point and his feather

duster. And at last he manages to get a kernel of wheat out from a little crack. The

kernel falls down and lies there, embarrassed and silent. The rabbi picks it up,

and studies it, and smells it. And what he is thinking, nobody knows. Every

bystander, without saying a word, blames somebody else:“You’re the one who left

the kernel in the crack.”

And then, sure enough, the rabbi finds a corner that we missed entirely and

never cleaned. He sets right to work in earnest. He looks like a big woodpecker.

He drills in with the knife, blows, wipes with the feather duster, and down fall

little flakes of dried flour.

Not nice. Here we cleaned for three days and three nights, and now the rabbi

comes and finds a whole nest of impure flour. Still, we realize that the rabbi

wanted something to show for all his trouble. The minute he catches the hidden

bit of impurity, he calms right down. He’s happy. He stops fussing and only gives

a once-over to the rest of the hopper’s walls. He signals to the men standing by

that he’s ready to crawl out of the hopper. They come help him again, with the

same reverence – even though now he doesn’t look like a rabbi any more. His

satin vest is floury. His skullcap is white. His black peyess have been dipped in

flour, and his black beard is all floured over.

He goes up into the attic, too, where the heavy millstones lie upside down,

with their faces up. The heavy stones lie cold and silent – they don’t notice the

rabbi’s approach. And he himself doesn’t know what to do with them. Scrape at

the stone with his knife? That doesn’t seem right. He smiles and says to the

bystanders,“You must have made sure the stones are kosher.”

“Kosher, Rabbi. Like every year, Rabbi. Kosher.”

The rabbi starts down the stairs. He hands over the candle, knife, and feather

duster. His part is over. When he comes into the house, smeared with flour, he

smiles and doesn’t know what to do. Everyone in the house gathers around him.

They dust the impure flour off him, brush him, shake out the skirts of his coat.

Now you can see how tall and pale he is. His satin coat has gotten back its satiny

importance.

When the rabbi has cleaned his peyess for himself, and his beard, and wiped

his face around with his big red handkerchief, and when someone has wiped

down the flour off his boots with a rag – then, as if concluding deliberations, he

gives a smile and says, “May you have no lack of water this year. And may salva-

tion come to the Jews. Kosher.”

Then he takes a little whiskey that was prepared for him in a little jug, and he

says once more,“Kosher.”

Again they fluff out the straw in the wagon and air it. Mother arranges the

sheet neatly back over it. Father helps the rabbi climb into the wagon. The rabbi

goes away back into town for a whole year. For us at the mill, he leaves just one

single word:

“Kosher.”

Nahma Sandrow is the author of Vagabond Stars: A World History of Yiddish

Theater and Surrealism: Theater, Arts, Ideas.
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cTyrTfy sh uu̇xehhy pui ngk thbguuhhbhe/
Tz ngi v†y cTayhny uu†x pTr T uuhh. mu euhpiw v†y

ngi dgbungi anugxi pui Fari sh nhk/ ngi v†y
†Pdganugxy uuhpk Pus uuhh. ngi uugy cTsTrpi v̇h†r
ċykgì nuauuv dguu†ri nhyi nej pTr ċykgi sh uuhh./
b†l sgo Tkgngi v†y sgr guko nTbxchki dgyrubegi
kjhho/ sh hHsi v†ci dguuUbyaiw Tz ehhi uuTxgr z†k sgo
pTrPxj bhay pgkiw tui tubszgr ms uuhbyayw Tz hHsi z†ki
v̇h†r e†bgi cTei nmu, chs-rjçv/ sgrċ nTfi sh hHsi
nhyi yTyi T ≤ehg,-F;/

sh hHsi TuugedgdTbdgi ≈ v†y sgr t˙z b†l ayTregr
dgebTey tui dgPkTmy` sgr abhh pTri ayuc uugry b†l
ngr t˙bdgarunPi/ pTrPxjshegr dgruha muuhai sh
chhngr thz tubsz Tkgngi uuuhk cTeTby/

tui yTeg thi eurmi zgbgi †bdgeungi mu khPgx nhk
Puhgrag puriw †bdgk†si nhy zge ≤çutv` sh zge zgbgi
mhygrhe thcgrdgsgeyw f†ya sruhxi a˙by sh zui/ yr†dy
ngi Tr†P sh zge uuhh. bhay thi nhk Tṙi ≈ sh nhk thz
jnmshe sgruu̇k` sh zge yr†dy ngi Tṙi thi ayuc/
hgsgrgr pui tubsz thz T cgk-Fuj/ sh ekgbgrg ehbsgr
vgkpi tubygrfTPi T zTe` vTkyi tubygr sh zgew cg, sh
druhxg szauuhdgi zhh tuh; sh Pkhhmgx thi ayuc Tṙi/ sh zge
khhdy ngi tuhx thi auru, thi muuhhyi jsr/ tuhpi uugd thi
ayuc Tṙi bgny T zTe tui PkTmy thi nhyi uugd` uuhh. rhby
Truhx tuh; sgr grs ≈ dk̇l thi ck†yg Tṙi:

≈ jnmshe dguu†ri!
sh d†ksheg uuhh.-egrbgr uuhbegi pui sgr auuTrmgr

ck†yg Truhx uuh zhh cgyi Iek̇cy tubsz tuh;w k†zy tubsz
bhay jnmshe uugri"///

ngi cTsTr; †bvhhci Fari sh nhk/ p†kd nhl T dTbd!
f†ya Fngy hgsgx h†r Fary ngi sh nhkw pubsgxyuugdiw
Tz ngi cTsTr; muyrgyi mu sgr nktfv ≈ uuhhxy ngi bhay
pui uu†x prHgr †bmuvhhci/ T ekhhbhehhy ≈ dhh nTl rhhi T
nhk` rhhbhe tuhx uuh T ayuhcgkg ngkw chz gx uugy ehhi xhni
pui ehhi jn. bhay ck̇ci/ uuhpk ngk ayuhcy sh nhkw
yrhhxky †i thi pTrkuh; pui h†r! sh eTxybxw uuU sh żsgbg
ċykgi zhPi sh ngk ≈ s†ryi zgbgi sh uugby cTv†bdgi nhy
ngkheg pTrpk/ uuU T aPgkygkgw uuU T kgfgkg thz pTri
h†r pTrer†fi dguu†ri nhy ngk tui jn./ pui auugk chzi
aPh. cuhsgo ≈ Tk. thz pTrngkhey/

cTuu†pby nhy ngxgrxw nhy dgbszgbg pkgsgruuhaiw thi
mgrhxgbg ekhhsgr tui Tkyg anTygx dhhy sgr guko thi
nhk Tṙi/ nhy T n†k v†y ngi ċ khPg sgo nhkbgr ṗby
cTeungi ngk-ayuhc` nhy T n†k dguu†rpi T jas tuh; hgsi
egrbskw uu†x thz pTrer†fi thi T aPTrubg Tṙi/ 

sgo grayi nha dgy†i nhyi pkgsgruuhaw sgo grayi
xer†cg dgy†i nhyi ngxgr ≈ T ayhegkg crgy rhhi
dguu†ri/ angegshe v†k. a˙by Truhx/ ng xer†cgy tui
xer†cgy` sh nhkbgr Tkhhi uugri tuhxdgyubey thi ngkw

gi x'v†y †bdgvuhci ck†zi uuTrgngr pui sruo-ngrç-
ży` T uuTrgo rgdgkg pTrbgny auhi x'†ry pui abhh̀

uugi sgr t˙z v†y †bdgvuhci mu PkTmi tuhpi xyTuuw tui sh
vurcg abhh Tbyegdi pgbmygr vhhcy †i mu uugri
t˙bdgarunPi tui auuTr. ≈ v†ci Tkg ċ tubsz
sgraPhryw Tz sgr uuhbygr Truo nhk pTky/ tuhxdgeungi
Truo sh Purho-ygdw sh zui a˙by vgkgr surfi y†dw uuTrgny
sgo t˙z tuh; sh uuTxgrrgsgr/ sh ayuck̇y aPhri sh
†beuugkgbha tubygri t˙z̀ pTrayhhgi sgo xus pui Thgsi
tuncTeTbyi ebTe ċ bTfyw uu†x thz dgeungi pui y˙l/
prhkhbd thz b†gby/

thi hgbg ygd zgbgi Tr†Pdgeungi hHsi pui b†gbyi aygyk
thcgranugxi nhy khPgi sgo nkhbgr nFuj Fari sh nhk tuh;
Pxj` v†ci Tdç dgcrTfy mu cTuu̇zi Tkgrkhh uuhh.-Pr†cgx/
sh nTbxk̇yw nhy grbxyg Pbhngrw zhmi Truo yha` pui
k̇uubygbg y†rcegkglw pui pTyahhkegx v†y ngi
p†rzhfyhe Truhxdguuheky Pxjshei uuhh./ sgr yTyg yuy †i
sh aPTeukiw pTrebhhyay grbxy sgo aygri/ yrhy ċ
yrhy eungi tubygr sh ehbsgr bggbygr muo yha/ tui sh
dTb. Pauyg uuhhmegrbgrw uu†x zgbgi dguugi dgr†yi thi
Tkg Tbsgrg uuhhmi pui T dTb. h†rw v†ci thmygr tuhxdgzgi
tuhxygrkha: hHshag uuhhmegrbgrw pTryrTfyg Tzgkfg/

sh nTng sgrkTbdy T phbdgrvuy muo yha` ngi ngxy †P
T phbdgrvuy egrbgr` sh egrbskgl ahy ngi tuhx tuhpi yha
tui ngi ek̇cy thcgr Thgsgx egrbsk cTzubsgr/ ngi
ek̇cy †P †i T ży Tzgkfg egrbskglw uu†x uu̇zi xhnbho
pui tuhxuuUex ≈ nhy uu†rmgkgl thi aPh./ Tzgkfg
tuhxdguuTexgbg egrbgr v†ci dguu†rpi T jas pui jn.: sh
≤çutv thz nx≤nt dguugi tubygri rgdì sgr rgdi v†y
surfdgbungi sh egrbgrw tui T hgrgbha v†y zhh †bdgfTPy/
s†x thz sgr xhni pui tuhxuuUex/

v†y ngi thcgrdgmhhky T phbdgrvuy egrbskglw tui
tuhc mu phk uuhhmi zgbgi tuhxdguuTexgbg ≈ v†y ngi sgo
s†zhei uuhh. jnmshe dgnTfy/ Tzuh v†y ngi surfdgn†xyi
tui tuhxdgmhhky Tkg uuhh.-egrbskgl/ Tdç v†y ngi sgrċ
Truhxdguuhzi nçhbu,w mgchxi T egrbsk tuh; muuhhgi tui

uu

n˙bg ehbsgr-h†ri
pui Pr. vhraċi

ngi Fary sh nhk
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hubdgr rç pui aygyk cTsTr; eungi tui z†di żi uu†ry:
Far/ sgr yTyg nTfy mu rgfy sgo uu†dì pTrrhfy sh
srTchbgx` khhdy †i thi uu†di prhag ayruhw tui nTfy T
uuhhl †ry muo zhmi/ sh nTng pTraPrhhy sgo ayruhgbgo
zhm†ry nhy T rhhbgo k̇kgl/ t˙bdgaPTby s†x uu̇xg
pgrsk ≈ p†ry sgr yTygw Ti grbxygr tui T
pTryrTfygrw crgbdgi sgo rç/ thi ayuc phky ngi sh huo-
yuçshehhy/ ngi v†y thi ayuc tuhxdga†yi nhy dgki zTns`
Tphku sgo yha thcgrdgruey pui żi †ry/ ngi dkgy tuhx
sh p†rvgbdkgl tuh; sh pgbmygr/ Tkgngbx tuhdi zgbgi

Tkg uu̇kg dguugbsy muo pgbmygr/ Tkg uu̇kg dhhy ngi
b†l Truhx thi nhk fTPi T euew cTyrTfyi s† tui s†ryi ≈
b†l T uuha dgy†iw b†l T xer†cg dgy†iw tui dgck†zi sh
ayuhcgkglw uu†x v†ci uuhsgr mudgsgey sh uugby pui nhk/

tui †y thz auhi sh pur nhyi rçw Tkg tuh; sh phx/ sh
tuhdi †bdgaPhmy ċo pgbmygr` sh eT.w sgr vuby ≈
euei thi pgbmygr/ 

sh pur thz auhi ċ sgr ayuc/ sgr yTyg aPrhbdy Tr†P
pui uu†di tui vgkpy Tr†Perhfi sgo rçw uu†x thz b†l
sgruu̇k T shhiw uu̇k sgr Tkygrw ckhbsgr rç kgcy b†l`
thow sgo ckhbsi rçw e†i ngi s†l bhay crgbdgiw gr z†k
cTyrTfyiw mh sh nhk thz Far/ sgr hubdgr rç thz T
vuhfgrw Ti tuhxdgmuhdgbgr nhy T auuTr.w ahygr cgrsk
tui auugrgw kTbdg Phtu,` v†y auuTrmg tuhdi tui T ckTxi
Pbho/ sgr rç ayhhy T uu̇kg ċo uu†diw cTyrTfy sh
nhkbgrag uugky Truo` nhy p†rzhfyheg yrhy aPṙzy gr
Trhcgr sh aygbsheg ck†yegkg pTr sgr auugk tui euny
Tṙi thi ayuc/ Tkg ayhhgi tuh; sh phx` Tkg euei mu tho
nhy hHrt,-vFçus/ gr yuy tuhx sgo kTbdiw auuTrmi
thhcgr-cds tui ck̇cy thi żi dkTbmhe-auuTrmiw
Tykgxgbgo xursuy/

yrTfy ngi: Iuuh Tzuh uugy gx sgr rç nhy TzT
Tykgxgbgo auuTrmi cds erhfi thi nhk Tṙiw Tṙberhfi
thi ngkeTxyi Tṙi"?

grw TPbhow uuhhxyw Tz gr dhhy Fari T nhk/ tpar uuhhxy

uu†x PTxy Tphku pTr ehhi nhkbgr tuhl bhayw †cgr sh nhk
Tkhhi uugry Tk. rhhbgr tui rhhbgr/

s†x druhxg dgaggbha uuhrey ≈ bhay b†r tuh; sh
kgcgsheg ngbyaiw gkygrg tui ehbsgr ≈ tubszgr dgkgr
vuby curyahe thz ayTre pTrjhsuayw gr e†i bhay
pTrayhhiw uu†x xer†cgy ngi tui xer†cgy thi nhk Tzuh
phk` gr dhhy Truo tui angey tui kgey tui bhxy` gr uuhk
tuhl v†ci T jke thi sgo dTbmi gbhì gr zgyw uuh sh ngbyai
zgbgi s†x n†k pTrngkhey ngr uuh dguuhhbykgl ≈ uuhk gr
sh ngbyai b†fy†i/ ayahrgy gr sh mhhiw anhhfkyw tui

cTT. thi sgo cTrd †bdgxer†cgyi jn./
thz sh auuTrmg eT. nebt curyahei/ f†ya

p†rzhfyhegr pui vubyw pubsgxyuugdi euny zh tuhl Tr†P thi
nhkw euey Truh; mu sh ngbyaiw angey Truo Tkg
uuhbegkglw uu†x ngi xer†cgy tui rhhbheyw angeyw tui
vhhcy †i mu bhxì zh pTrayhhy bhayw uu†x thz dguu†ri nhy sh
nhkbgr thi nhk/

euny Tr†P Trhv sgr aḃsgrw uu†x bhhy T dTb. h†r
Puhgrag xgrnhdgx/ Thgsi prhkhbdw pTr Pxjw tuhc ngi
Fary b†r sh nhkw euny gr mu tubsz y†i Ti thhsgkg
Trcgy/ gr sTr; tuhpbhhgi sh żsgbg ċykgiw uu†x uugki
zhPi s†x Pxjsheg ngk/ ngi euhpy TzT surfzhfyheiw uu̇xiw
ahygri żs/ Tz ngi khhdy thi muuhhgi mubuh; sgo żs tui
ngi vTky Tbyegdi khfy ≈ vhhci thi tho †i eṙzkgi
rhPxgbg rhbdgi/ sh dguuhhbykgfg Trcgy mu anhsi sh
ayhhbgrw thcgregri sgo thhcgrayi ayhhi nhyi Pbho
Truh; ≈ s†x yuy ngi thmygr nhy T cTzubsgrgr Fuubv/
nhy aPhmhegw ay†kgbg vTngrx tui nhy pkTfg vTngrx
vTey ngi tuhx rhbgkgl thi ayhhì Phey ngi tuhx kgfgkgl
thi ayhhi/ nTfy'i sh ayhhbgr aTr;w zhh z†ki n†ki sh
Pxjsheg uuhh. nhy ngr jae/

T sṙ ygd tui sṙ bgfy thz sh dTbmg nhkbgr-naPjv
tuhxdgyubey thi jn.w uu̇k ngi nTfy Pxjshe sh nhk ≈ chz
ngi vhhcy †i Truhxmuzgi T xu; mu sgr Trcgy/ sgn†ky
vhhcy ngi †i rhhbhei sh ayucw muek̇ci thi ayucw uu̇k sgr

s

How much flour dust does a mill shake out in the course of a year? 

In the hoppers where the silken bags sift flour, the walls are hung with a curtain

of flour flakes. Wherever there is a little hole, a little crack, flour crept in there 

in the course of the year, and now it’s impure. From the threshold of the 

mill to the tip of the attic – everything is floury.

 



 P A K N T R E G E R

rçx sgrbggbygrubd/ gr Tkhhi uuhhxy bhayw uu†x mu y†i
nhy zhh/ T xer†cg y†i nhyi ngxgr sgo ayhhi? x'v†y ehhi
Pbho bhay/ yuy gr T anhhfk tui z†dy mu sh Trunheg:

≈ nx≤nt v†y thr s†l dgzgiw sh ayhhbgr z†ki żi Far?
≈ Farw rch/// uuh Tkg h†rw rchw Far///
bgny sgr rç Tr†Pdhhi pui sh yrgP` dhy thcgr sh khfyw

ngxgr tui pkgsgruuha ≈ gr v†y żbx †Pdgy†i/ Tz gr
euny Tṙi thi ayuc Ti tuhxdganhrygr thi ngk ≈
anhhfky gr tui uuhhxy bhay uu†x mu y†i/ Tkg thi ayuc
rhbdkgi tho Truow ngi Pukhgy pui tho sgo jn.w ngi
cTray thow ngi yrhhxky sh kTbdg P†kgx pui żi xursuy`
thmygr zgy ngi uu†x pTr T vuhfgr tui ckTxgr gr thz/ żi
Tykgxgbgr xursuy v†y murhe cTeungi żi Tykgxgbg
jahçu,/

Tz sgr rç Tkhhi v†y rhhi dgnTfy sh Phtu,w s†x cgrskw
nhy sgr ruhygr pTyahhkg Trundguuhay s†x Pbhow tui b†l
sgow uuh ngi v†y nhy T anTyg Tr†Pdguuhay s†x ngk pui
a˙bg ayhuukw v†y grw uuh b†l T hHauç-vsg,w T anhhfk
dgy†i tui dgz†dy:

≈ z†k t˙l ehhi uuTxgr bhay pgki v̇h†rw tui z†ki
eungi haugu, tuh; hHsi/ Far///

gr v†y sgrb†l dgbungi T chxk naevw uu†x ngi v†y
pui żbgyuugdi mudgdrhhy thi T drTphbegkg` v†y thhsk T
zuP dgy†i tui b†l T n†k dgz†dy: Far/

v†y ngi uuhsgr tuhpdgyrhhxky tui surfdgkupygry sh
ayruh thi uu†dì sh nTng v†y dgcrTfy thi †rsgbubd sgo
pTraPrhhyi k̇kgl thcgr sh ayruh̀ sgr yTyg v†y
dgv†kpi sgo rç Truhperhfi tuhpi uu†dì sgr rç thz
Tuugedgp†ri thi ay†y Tṙi tuh; T dTb. h†r tui
thcgrdgk†zy ċ tubsz thi nhk ckuhz thhi uu†ry:

≈ Far///

grw Tz T nhk e†i ngi cauo tupi bhay †Payuhci thi dTbmi pui
ngk/ x'uuTry pTr tho mudgdrhhy T rhhbgrw †Pdga˙grygr
ngxgr nhy T aTrpi aPh.` ngi sgrkTbdy tho T ḃgow b†l
bhay ehhi dgbumyi pkgsgruuha ≈ T dTbmi dgbszgbgo
pkhdk/ ngi mhbsy †i pui żbgyuugdi T khfyw tui gr vhhcy †i
nhy cbghnu,sheg yrhy dhhi thi nhk Tṙi/

≤jhk, ek̇cy gr tuhx Tṙbmuerhfi thi druhxi eTxyi
Tṙiw uuU sgr druhxgr ċyk uugy zhPi sh ngk/ T vuhfgr
eTxyi tuh; phr ayTreg phx ≈ T ayuc T dTbmg/// gr uugy
sTrpi Truhpekgygri/ Tkg nTbxchki vgkpi sgo rç` ngi
vhhcy tho tubygrw prHgr thhi puxw sgrb†l sgrkTbdy ngi
tho Trhcgr sh Tbsgrg puxw tui mu chxkgl pTrerhfy sgr
rç thbguuhhbhe thi eTxyi Tṙi/ bhay euebshe tuh; sgow
uu†x sṙ ygd tui sṙ bgfy v†y sh dTbmg nhkbgr-naPjv
dgxer†cgy tui dguuhayw pubsgxyuugdiw Tz sgr rç erhfy
Tṙi thi eTxyiw uugry żi auuTr.-Tykgxgbg eTP†yg
≤hF; tuhxdganhry thi ngk/ gr aPhry gx bhay/ nhy sgr
khfy thi vTbyw p†rzhfyhew vhhcy gr †i cuse żi thi Thgsi
aPgkygkgw PrUuuy nhyi aPh. ngxgrw nhyi pkgsgruuhaw
tui gx dgkhbdy tho TruhxmucTeungi T egrbsk pui T
aPgkygkg/ s†x egrbsk pTky Tr†P tui ck̇cy khdi
pTragny tui ayhk/ sgr rç vhhcy gx tuh; tui cTyrTfy
gxw angey gxw tui uu†x gr yrTfy sgrċ ≈ uuhhxi sh
Trunheg bhay/ sh Trunhegw †i uugrygrw cTaukshey thhbgr
sgo Tbsgri: Isu v†xy gx thcgrdgk†zy T egrbsk thi
aPgkyk"/// tui cTks yTeg v†y sgr rç tuhpdgsgey T
uuhbegkgw uuU ngi v†y d†r thi dTbmi surfdgk†zi tui bhay
dgrhhbhey/ gr vhhcy †i grbxy sh Trcgy` uuh T druhxgr
v†kmPhegr zgy gr tuhx/ gr cuhgry nhyi ngxgrw ck†zyw
uuhay nhyi pkgsgruuhaw tui x'pTki pTryrhebyg
ngkpTrpgkgl///

x'uugry bhay ahhi/ sṙ ygdw sṙ bgfy dgrhhbheyw tui
thmygr euny sgr rç tui dgphby d†r T dTbmg bgxy nhy jn./

ngi sgregby †cgrw Tz sgr rç v†y dgzufy T dguuhxg
cTprhsheubd pTr żi yhrjv/ uuh b†r gr v†y dgPTey sgo
pTrc†rdgbgo jn. ≈ thz gr ruHe dguu†ri/ muprhsiw nTfy
gr auhi ngr bhay ehhi druhxi uugzi tui tuhcbtuhphe cTyrTfy
gr uu̇ygr sh uugby pui eTxyi/ gr nTfy T mhhfi mu sh
ngbgrw uu†x ayhhgi sgrċw Tz gr uuhk Truhxerhfi pui
eTxyi/ euny ngi tho uuhsgr mu vhk; nhy sgo thhdgbgo
hHrt,-vFçus ≈ f†ya gr thz thmy auhi bhay gbkgl tuh;
ehhi rç: żi Tykgxgbg zauPhmg thz pTrngkheyw sh
hTrnkeg thz uu̇x` żbg auuTrmg Phtu, zgbgi tuhxdgyubey
thi ngkw tui pTrngkhey thz żi auuTr. cgrsk/

gr dhhy b†l Truh; tuhpi cuhsgow uuU sh auugrg
nhkayhhbgr khdi thcgrdgegry nhyi Pbho Truh;/ sh auugrg
ayhhbgr khdi eTky tui auu̇dguushe ≈ zhh aPhri bhay sgo

s


