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Wild Boars Run on the 'Horizon 

Oh, rue so green, 
Let me go home, 
Oh, rue so green. 

He even felt strange to himself that evening. But maybe it was 
everything around him that was strange, for Gvildys had never felt 
the things around him so keenly before. Swaying a little, he climbed 
up the hill on which a white tower, made of crisscrossed logs, had 
been built last year. But there was no need for the tower really·-you 
could see for miles from the hill itself. The sun was already setting 
anyway, it waited for no one, with merciless speed it thrust the for
ests into darkness, and the peat bog where Gvildys had left his trac
tor, and only then would it swallow Satrija hill looming in the 
distance and the fields of clover in bloom. Gazing in that direction, 
beyond the horizon, Gvildys felt a sorrow that seldom comes in life, 
a sorrow that makes you feel you're the world's clock, not the wind
up kind but the kind on which everything depends: you radiate 
lights and colors, you give animals and people water from the rivers, 
you build nests for the birds and guard their naked young from 
hc1wks, you manage the most complicated affairs, and if you did not 
exist, everything, both living things and objects, would fall to their 
knees. And Lord, oh Lord, you realize that the time will come when 
you will no longer exist. Then the great pain and longing comes be
cause you understand that you are a god who knows that he will 
have to die. 

Gvildys sat down on a large moss-covered rock, his head was 
reeling, he had no desire to go home. The man in him still wanted to 
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be a god, to return to childhood. Childhood hounds us in every hour 
of sorrow and longing, we run to it as if to a source, there's never a 
lack of water,' for only in childhood are we truly gods, and only in 
childhood can we find the water that will quench our thirst. Then 
one day it dawns on us that we have just been rolling a rock up a hill 
and that we will never make it to the top. But we really don't want to 
let it roll back down. 

He looked around. You could see very far, the sun lit up the 
fields and on the horizon, into infinity, tractors crawled over the hills, 
they looked like the boars that, back then, after the war, Gvildys re
membered, used to come from the forest and climb up on the 
mounds of potatoes. His head was spinning from the bottle he had 
drunk, it was hard to make anything out. He got up and set off down 
the hill. He had to go home, you can't stay on the hill forever, you 
have to come down and go home. He opened the door quietly and 
went through the hallway carefully so as notto give himself away, he 
tried to shake off his sorrow and be cheerful. Two little children ran in 
from the kitchen, clung to his hand, and pulled him along. Gvildys 
didn't say hello, he only placed his hand heavily on his wife's show
der. A vague foreboding pierced his hot and giddy head. His wife 
was still silent, she kept banging the dishes around and scolding the 
children, she gave the chair a shove, her inexplicable- anger kept 
growing and growing. Suddenly she grabbed a broom from the cor
ner and slowly came toward her husband. Her eyes were horrible, 
Gvildys had never seen them like this before, he tried to laugh but he 
didn't get a chance, sharp twigs were poking at his face, and he felt 
a terrible pain in his eyes as he heard his wife shrieking with a 
stranger's voice. Covering his face with his hands, he could barely 
see her. His wife stood there like a madwoman, her arms hanging 
down, her hair disheveled. She was shaking and kept repeating: 

"That's for your drinking, that's for your bottle, you don't care 
about your home, nothing here makes any difference to you . . . " 

She probably didn't hear what she was saying, she hadn't the 
slightest idea why she had acted this way. And she never will. She was 
a woman, she was raising her children, she had looked out the small 
cottage window more than once when the children were screaming 
or were being aggravating, she had stared out the window many 
times, strange sounds lured her fyom her home, where almost nothing 
mattered: not the forest, not the fields, not the animals and-a ter
rible thing to say-not even the children. She would remember her 
mother, who had also ~en young and raised her children young and 
who u§ed to tell her daughter about a similar feeling, but what was it 
her mother had found to cling to in her hour of despair, what was if? 
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Holding his face in his hands, he sat down at the table. A fierce 
pain was stabbing at his eyes, the children stood huddled together in 
the corner, dirty and frightened, their mother too stood frozen to the 

-spot. Gvildys got up, groped around, and found a towel hanging on 
the wall, tied it around his face, twisted the towel over his left eye, he 
could still see a little with the right one, then hunched over, he stag
gered out of the house and, coming across his bicycle in the shed, got 
on it and rode off. 

It was hard to ride, the sun had already set and it had grown 
completely dark, but Gvildys knew all the paths, so he pedaled 
quickly through the field of clover. 

At the clinic they told him that he had definitely lost one eye, 
they weren't sure about the other, if the nerve had been damaged, 
anything could happen. Could he, they suggested, go to Siauliai or 
Kaunas right away, there were more doctors there. He should hurry, 
tomorrow might be t<;><> late. If he had no money with him, the doctor 
could lend him some for now, his wife could pay him back tomorrow 
or the day after. 

Gvildys was standing in the clinic, looking through his swollen 
right eye at the small lightbulb in the ceiling, he decided not to hurry, 
he'd make it tomorrow, things could wait. At the clinic they ban
daged his face better but his left eye was gone for good, only a ter
rible fire was left burning where it had been, and his right eye was so 
swollen that he could barely see anything with it, either. 

Without saying goodbye, Gvildys walked his bicycle over to the 
beer bar, where they could get the stronger stuff as well. It was 
crowded inside, everyone noticed Gvildys, they hurried over to ask 
questions, some tried to make fun of him, others commiserated, after 
all, it wasn't often such incidents occurred in their village. Gvildys 
didn't answer their questions. Perhaps if he hadn't climbed the hill 
this evening, if it hadn't been for the painful longing, maybe he 
would have sought comfort from his neighbors and told them all 
about it, but now it wasn't that simple. Gvildys found an empty, 
banged-up table in a corner and sat down. If he had ever had occa
sion to see it, surely it would have occurred. to him how sadly he re
sembled the self-portrait of the painter without his ear. 

The people didn't let up, they were constantly coming up to 
him asking questions, but Gvildys didn't open his mouth. When a 
young girl in a dirty smock came up to him, he quietly asked her for 
a bottle and some bread and then continued to gaze out over people's 
heads through his white bandage. 

He drank a glass and rested his chin in one hand. He looked 
awful, already there was talk in one corner of the room that it might 
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not be a bad idea to call the police: Gvildys had gone out of his mind, 
can't you see? But someone else-swore and laughed at this coward. 

Gvildys had downed his second glass, his wife's father, his 
father-in-law, came up to the table, old and wizened like a stick, he 
was shabby and gray-haired, his hands were gnarled. The old man 
sat down with his back to the people, and just this made Gvildys feel 
a little better. He asked thee girl for a second glass and poured his 
father-in-law a drink. 

An hour or so had passed, the drunks had dispersed, not many 
people were left in the bar, ,but the two of them were still sitting there 
and drinking in silence. 

"So tell me how it happened. What did she do it for?" the old 
man finally spoke up, scratching his grizzled jaw. 

Gvildys downed another glassful. 
"I don't know, father. That's just it, I don't know. Yesterday I 

brought home half a month's wages, I made out pretty good, I hid 
some for a bottle and drank it today for lunch, I didn't drink much, 
just enough to cheer me up, you can go out of your mind it's so sad, 
what, can't I have a drink once in a while, don't I make a decent liv
ing, don't we get enough to eat in my house, father?n He felt his 
tongue beginning to get twisted, and the spot where his left eye had 
been started to burn even more. 

"But my daughter was so ... like an angel she was." 
"That's just it, father. I don't think we ever even had a real fight ~ 

before. I just came in the door ... and all at once she pounced on 
me, you can see what she did." 

It seemed that only after hearing his son-in-law's sorrowful 
words did the old man realize what had really happened. He dug his 
nails into his cheek, drank a glassful, and felt a few large tears rolling 
down his face onto the table. He looked at his son-in-law with tearful 
eyes, and then the thought came to him that something alien, some
thing distant and terrible, was walking around their forests and 
fields, no one had seen it yet or met it anywhere, but it was right 
here, it stopped at every farmstead, at every home, it sat in the tractor 
or on the plough attachment, but people couldn't see it yet, no one 
was aware of it yet. 

"Something's wrong here, son-in-law." 
"We've had quite a bit to drink, father." 
"There's not much I understand anymore, son-in-law." 
"I don't think it's because of the alcohol, father ... Just like 

that, she lunges at me like I was some stranger, some murderer. She 
pokes my eyes out, and all you .can do is moan and drink like some 
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bum, and that's all. There's no way to get even, no one to fight, 
you're blinded in your own house and that's that." 

As Gvildys got steadily drunker, he retained less and less of the 
controlled manhood that can carry you to your destined end through 
the biggest misfortunes and sorrows in life without spilling your gut. 
He felt his fingers and his whole body begin to quiver, and his right 
eye, which hadn't been poked out altogether but whose future was 
uncertain, kept blinking. He realized he was like the good kitten that 
a child who can barely hold back his own tears is carrying to the river 
while slowly searching for a rock. The kitten is sad, it knows what's 
coming, yet it can't bring itself to claw at the sobbing child ... 

"What's going on, father, can you tell me? Huh? You're just an 
old man! You can't do anything, you just sit there, that's all. And 
what's to become of me now, huh? Did you hear what they said at the 
clinic? They said the other one can go, too. Do you know what that 
means?" Gvildys slalll1ll.ed his fist into the table, and his father-in
law, not knowing what else to do, grabbed his hand and began to kiss 
it like a madman, tearful and helpless, as if it were possible to expiate 
the inexplicable crime with kisses. 

"She never hurt an animal or a bird, but this . . . ," the father
in-law started. 

"It's easier to hurt a human being, father ... " 
"The rye is in bloom everywhere," the old man was talking to 

himself as if he hadn't heard his son-in-law, "the air is filled with pol
len, and you start to feel warm and good inside, you start to feel 
whole. Without meaning to the cuckoo still calls 'Out in midsummer, 
and everyone sees you and you see right through them. How can you 
hurt anyone, when all of creation looks up to you as if you're the 
most intelligent and the best?" 

"Ah! But after all, the rye and the cuckoos haven't disappeared. 
There are plenty of them, no one shoots cuckoos yet, father. But, dear 
Jesus, that's small comfort, small comfort to me; nothing helps, not 
money, not bread ... I can sqircely hear the cuckoo, it's as if its voice 
is drowning in a barrel of tar . . . Last night, when I climbed the hill, 
the tractors were crawling over the hills like wild boars, just crawling 
over the potato heaps . . . " 

"It was a comfort to me . . .", the old man sighed. "What can 
an old geezer like me tell you, how can I help? I sit here slobbering 
like a calf and I can't say anything that's sincere. I have centuries 
weighing me down ... My daughter Onute poked your eyes out and 
now her old drunken father is slobbering at the table ... " 

"What the hell is there to say . . . ?" 
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"You think I don't know that the first thing I should have done 
is to make you get out of here and take you to the city right away? 
And that's what I planned to do when I first found out, I ran around 
looking for you like a wild man, but later, the closer I got, the sillier 
it seemed. Why, taking you to the hospital doesn't solve anything 
anyway. Maybe the alcohol's making me talk in circles, but if your 
wife poked out one eye and the doctors fix up the other one, that 
won't solve anything, will it?" 

"So you want both my eyes bandaged up?" 
"Don't you understand thcJ.t you can't undo what's happened?" 
"Ah, why complicate things, father! I feel bound and gagged as 

it is . . . Maybe only time heals all wounds. I remember as a kid I 
couldn't possibly imagine how I'd live when my mother and father 
died. And look, fifteen years have gone by, and I don't think about 
my folks for months at a time . . . " 

"That's the way it is. But death is something else again. As soon 
as you learn tq think, you already know you're going to die. And you 
know that others will die, and you know that that's the way it has to 
be ... " 

"Maybe that's the way it was meant to be, my wife was sup
posed to poke my eyes out, only I didn't know it, no one did, just like 
death: that's just the way it has to be ... " 

They each downed another glass, and the bottle was empty, 
there were only a couple of people left, though some were still walk
ing around and waiting outside the windows; they both got up, the 
old man and the son-in-law. The old man carefully held his son-in
law by the arm so he wouldn't trip over the chairs. Outside Gvildys 
found his bicycle against the wall, ,he leaned against it and felt it as if 
he were checking to see if it was still real, then he hung his head. 

"Well, I'm going to go, father." 
"Where are you going to go? It's dark, let's go to my house, 

you'll make it home tomorrow or you can go to town straight from 
here." · 

"What do I need a place to stay for, father, don't I have my own 
home?" Unsteadily, Gvildys pushed the bike forward and got on. 

People made way for him, everyone had had more than their 
share to drink, but they still retained some common sense, they 
understood that it was no ordinary person getting on the bicycle, 
but someone not quite like them, someone quite different. And the 
old nian, tripping as he tried to chase after the bicycle, was also not 
like them. 
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Gvildys was already out of the village, he was pedaling through 
the meadow, in the dark night his head shone white like a flag and 
his swollen eye followed the road unerringly .. As he pedaled away 
from the village and past his house, thoughts of what his wife was 
doing, what the children were up to, flashed through his head. He 
wondered why she didn't come running after him, why she didn't 
fall to her knees like a sinner at Jesus' feet, and why she didn't 
begin to weep. After all, the old man had blubbered up a storm. He 
felt sorry for his wife, his home and his children, there was some
thing almost sacred about his pity, while a painful yearning con
stantly drove Gvildys further and further away; one would have 
thought that he was trying to ride back to childhood, where all of us 
were gods. 

Early the next morning the old man hurried to his son-in-law's 
house on horseback, he found his daughter, Gvildys's wife, sitting 
outside in the potato bed, dry-eyed and sad. Tile old man became 
very frightened, rode his horse into the village, ·then turned down 
the path that his son-in-law had taken yesterday; people also sensed 
what was wrong and dashed after the old man, some on bicycles 
or horses, some on foot; the tractors stopped on the hills like wild 
boars, their drivers set out across the fields, at that moment the old 
man jumped down from his horse and ran headlong like a dog on a 
fresh trail. 

They found the bicycle seven kilometers from the village, tears 
were already streaming down the old man's face as he followed his 
son-in-law's footsteps stepping on the tufts of grass. Suddenly ev~;ry
one stopped dead in their tracks: in a nice little clearing in the grass, 
his legs crossed like a saint's, surrounded by a halo of white gauze, 
sat Petras Gvildys, the old man's son-in-law, calmly eating. He had 
remembered that yesterday his wife Onute had packed him a lunch, 
but he had been drinking by the tractor and completely forgotten 
about it. 

Petras Gvildys sat there calmly, he seemed to see neither the 
people who had run up nor the old man who had turned pale in as
tonishment. With his one eye, Petras Gvildys was staring through the 
white gauze at a birch tree growing at the clearing's edge. On it a 
frightened cuckoo perched. 

1970 
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