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A3BIHKA TOPOXTYLUKO

CBITASIHOK

FIREFLY
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AHOpIU []pbomiH. Boeub nosiky «A308», nampiom Ykpairu, sipHuti nobpamum i mosapuu. [jpye.

Mu yacmo eeme yucmo 3abysanu, wo 8iH AHOpid. Caimnak. Came mak — Caimnak. Takum eiH bys
308X0U: WOOHSA, W0200UHU. 30a8a10CA, WO AKECh Muxe, 00bpe, He3eMHe C8imMJI0 HAaBKOI0 HbORO.
C8imni OyMKuU | NopuBaHHs, cgaimaul noznAo. BiH 3a8xou 3Has 8ionosioi Ha 3anUuMarHA, 3Has, 4020
xoye, 8Mig8 00NOMoemu, Nidmpumamu i po3padumul.

Bin mag npocecito. Mu mex 3abysanu, aky came. Adxe Caimnak bys kogasnem. | ue 3axonsieHHA Ha-
CMINIbKU 8i0N08I0anN0 tioeo CKNady Xapakmepy i NpazHeHHAM, WO CMaso Hei0'EMHOK YaCMUHOIK
KUmma.

BiH ymie mpiamu. IHOO), HaiBHO, NO-0umAa4oMmy, iHOOI, Ak dopociull | po38axnusuli 4oa08iK, AKul
3HAE, Y020 X04e 8 Xummi. | Ui Mpii mex 3asxou 6y1u ceimaumu.

Bir mpiss. Tak! Bukysamu Hadkpawii y cgimi keimu. LLJob — Ak xusi. Bukysamu maky niokosy, aka
8CIM NpUHece Wacms. Bukysamu coHue, Wo 8Cix 3iepie i 8CiM caimumume.

Ane Haubinewe AHOPIG MpIag Npo YKpaiHy. BineHy, 3aMOXHY, yCniuwHy KpaiHy 3i wacaugumu si00bMU.
Y Kompiti KoxeH 3mMoxe bymu wacugum.

Bin 6oposcs 3a YKpaiHy. | 3aeuHys 3a YkpaiHy. BiH cmas Hauloko C8imJion nam’ammio.

Caimuo. Caimak. C8imAa4oK.

LLJoOHSs. [lJoeo0uHu. Hazasxou...
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EXEX XS

Andrew Dryomin. He was a soldier of «Azov» regiment, a patriot of Ukraine, a true brother and a friend.
The Friend.

We often used to forget that his name was Andrew. He was the Firefly. That's right — the Firefly. So it always
was: every day and every hour. It seemed there was a kind of quiet, good unearthly light around him.
There were bright ideas and aspirations, there was his bright gaze. He always used to know the answers to
all questions, he was sure to know what he wants; he was able and eager to help, to comfort and support.
He had a profession or trade. We also used to forget what kind of trade. The Firefly was a blacksmith. And
this passion is so consistent with his temperament and desire that has become an integral part of his life.
He was able to dream. Sometimes, his dreams were naive, childish, but sometimes they were rather adult
and sensible dreams of the man who knows what he wants in life. These dreams were always bright.

He was a dreamer. Undoubtedly he was! He used to dream to forge the best flowers in the world and
they should resemble live. He used to dream to forge such a horseshoe that would bring happiness to
everyone. He used to dream to forge the sun that would bring warmth and sunshine to everyone.

But his most cherished dream was of Ukraine. He used to dream of a free, prosperous, and successful
country with happy people. Such a country where everyone could be happy.

He fought for Ukraine. And he died for Ukraine. He was the light of our memory.

The Light. The Firefly. Our Firefly.

Every day. Every hour. Forever...
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[apsade COHLe BifKOYyBanocs 3a ropy. | Tam, Hauye nepecTurnmii abpukoc, nonanoca i -
PO3XJTIOMYBANOCA 3 TOrO HOKY ropw TArYUMM COKOM, PO3TIKANOCA Haf CXUIOM i Hiby napy-
BafIO Hafl BEYIPHBOIO MPOX0N0A0H0. [1p030pi CyTiHKM BOMPANy COHAYHI MPOMEH | MpinK
TUXUM CEPMAHKOM Haf 3eMIelo.

PKHVBA LLe He MOYannca, ane Tyri KONOCKM XWTa BXe CXUNANNUCA AOLO0AY, Taki TBepAi i
BaXKKyBaTi, HibW 11 cnpaBpi HanuTi 3010TOM. BOHM WypxOTiny AOBIMM ByCHKaMI Ha ner-
KOMY BiTepLi, MOBOW MepeLlinTyBanmcb. A MOMiX KOMOCCAM, TO TyT, TO TaM — BOJOLLKY,
MaKW i maxyuuin MK ropox. [onnieca cTebnamm »uTta ax 4O CaMiCbKMX KOMOCKIB, LBITE,
KPaCYETbCA | MaxHe TaK, WO ax NaMopokw 3abueae. Cepnetb. J1iTo.

CBiTnAYOK Ay»<e Nobue cepnerb i Nito. Oui TPEMTNBI PaHKMK, rapadi, MOBOM 3aneyeHi
Ha COHLLi, IHI | VX, Tenni BeYOpW.

BOHW BUCTWranu nepep CyTiHKamu, Hadye xnib, BUMHATKIM 3 nedi. IHogi CBITNAYKOBI
3[0aBa/I0CA, L0 BEYIP 3aCNXAE XPYMKOIO CKOPMHKOIO, Have i cnpasfi xNib. bo Tak naxno
MOMOBIKOYE XKMNTO.

CBITNIAYOK XKMB Ha KPAEYKY XWUTHbOrO Nons, 6ina CTeXKK, WO Bena Ao Nicy. 3a HUM i
BMCOUINa OTa ropa, WO Mo Hiln nepecTuriie CoHLe POo3TiKanocA.

YneHb BiH CNaB Yy CBOIW 3aTULLHIM HipUi NiL KOPEHEM KyLla WNMLWWHK, @ BBEYEPI BUXO- 48
[VIB Ha Kpaw CTeXKM, 3anastoBaB CBOrO NIXTapyKa i CBITB Maixe 4O PaHKy. R
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The hot sun was rolling behind the mountain. And over there, the sun, like an overripe
apricot, was bursting and slopping over the other side of the mountain with viscous juice, 48
flowing over the hill and somehow evaporating over evening coolness. Clear twilight -« &
was absorbing the sunlight and was barely seen like a gentle haze above the ground.

The harvest had not begun yet, but tight, ripe rye ears were bowing downward, being
so solid and heavy, as if they were indeed poured with gold. They were rustling with long
mustache on a light breeze as if they were whispering. And among the ears, here and
there, one could see cornflowers, poppies and aromatic wild pea. The pea was twining
round the rye stalks straight towards the ears blooming, showing off and smelling very
sweet. It was August. It was summer.

Firefly loved August and summer very much. He appreciated those anxious mornings,
hot days as if they were baked in the sun, and also he enjoyed quiet, warm sunsets. The
days were cooling down before twilight like a fresh-baked bread just removed from the
oven. Sometimes firefly felt like the evening was drying up like a crispy crust as if it was
bread. It was the smell of an unripe rye.

Firefly lived on an edge of the rye field near the path that led into a forest. Behind the
forest towered the mountain, on which the overripe sun was flowing in. By day he slept
in his cozy burrow under the roots of wild dog-rose bush. Every evening he would go to
the edge of the path and turn on his flashlight and light it almost till the morning.




To byna oro npaua — CeiTUTK. LLIoB HiuHi MelKaHLi nicy 6aunnm CTexky i He 3abpeaanu
B TEMPABI Ha nose. BOHW xoamnm BHOUI COAX-TYAN, MO AKMXOCh CBOIX 3BIPUHKMX CNpaBaX,
IHOAI 3YMVHANNCA NepenoyunTyi, MOrOMOHITI, PO3MOBIAANM OCTaHHI HABKOMNLWHI HOBUHNX,
PO3NUTYBaNV JOPOTY.

Lyxe CBitnaukosi nofobanocs, Konm CTexKo fiuina ctapa ikauuxa. Benmka taka, cxo-
Ka Ha KynAcTy KoMUY ropy, a 3a Heto KOTUAOCA CiM ManeHbKYX rofkacTux ropovikis. [xa-
yaTka. [ycToTnmei i nupxatodi, MOBOW M LLIOCb HOCKKM MOCTINHO nockoue. Lie byno Tak
KymMeAHO, o CBITNAYOK WMPO PeroTaBca 3 Toro BuaosuLLa. obpe, Wo ikaumnxa He yyna,
AK BiH CMIETbCA, @ TO, NEBHO, WTPWKHYNA 6 CBOIMU FOCTPUMY FONKAMM.

Ane Halkpalle, Wo Taina B Cobi cepnHeBa Hid, — To byna mMy3mka. CBITNAYOK Wopa3y He
MIT [OYEKaTUCS, KOMW BOHA 3a3BYUMTb. | 3aBXK/AW XOTiB, 0O BOHA He 3aKiHUyBanac.
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His job was to light a flashlight. He did it in order for the nocturnal inhabitants of the
forest to see the path and not wander into the field in the darkness. At night they walked
hither and thither about their animal business, sometimes stopped to rest, to gossip, to
tell the latest surrounding news or to ask the way.

Firefly liked when Mrs. Hedgehog was walking along the path. She looked like a big
spiny round mountain. Seven little spiny balls, baby-hedgehogs, were rolling behind her.
They were naughty and they sneezed frequently as if something was constantly tickling
their noses. It was so funny that Firefly was earnestly laughing watching them. Luckily
Mrs. Hedgehog did not hear him laugh or else she would probably prick him with her
sharp spines.

But the best thing that concealed August night was the music. Firefly was always
looking forward to it would play. And he always wanted that the music would never end.
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KiHeupb 6e3KoWwTOBHOrO ypuBKY. LLlobn ynTaTtn gani,
npnabanTe, 6yab Nacka, NOBHY BEPCiHO KHUTU.



