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This morning, | lost a tooth while biting into a
carrot. | opened my jaw to find the carrot
clinging to my tooth for dear life. The carrot was
hard and crunchy, just the way | like them, but
the stupid vegetable cost me an incisor.

CporojHi BpaHiii s 3aquiIuBcs 0e3 ogHoro 3yoa,
KOJIM TpU3 MOPKBHHY. S BIAKPUB POT 1 BHUSIBUB,
mo Miid 3y0 IIUIBHO 3acTpar y LbOMY
nypHyBaToMy oBOoYl. MopkBa Oyna TBepaa W
XpyCcTKa — AKkpa3 sk s Jo0mo. Ta usg Haconona
KOIITYyBajia MEHI NMEePeIHhOTro 3y0a.

This afternoon, I tripped on some peas. I didn’t
notice the splattering of squishy marbles across
the kitchen floor. My foot went flying, and the
only thing that saved me was my hand reaching
out and grabbing the counter. | stared
incredulously at the green minefield laid out
before me, and my stare turned into a suspicious
glare. Those peas had been in a pod, tucked away
in the fridge. | was certain.

CporoaHi BAE€Hb 5 CHITKHYBCS Ha ropolnHax. S
HE TIOMITUB M’ SKMX MAaJIEHbKUX  KYJIbOK
PO3KHMJIAHUX Ha MiAI031 B KyxHl. Mosi Hora
nijyieTiia JOropy, 1 He BHaB S TUIBKU TOMY, IIO
SKUMOCH JJUBOM BCTHUI BXOIMTHUCH 3a CTIHKY. A 3
MOJIMBOM JMBUBCS Ha 3€JieHe MiHHE IoJje nepesi
MHOIO, 1 MId TOTrJs] CHOBHUBCA MiIO3PLIUM
BinOmuckoMm. Lleit ropomok yexaB y UMUKy B
XOJOJIUIBHUKY. Sl OyB BIIEBHEHHI.

Tonight, I almost choked to death on a zucchini.
The whole restaurant turned to stare as | fell off
my seat, clutching my throat and wheezing. I
could feel the zucchini stuck in my esophagus,
stubborn and cruel, two little viridescent arms
spread out and keeping it wedged in place. A
waiter performed the Heimlich maneuver. He
thrust upwards with his fists, and a little piece of
green mush flew out of my mouth in a
spectacular arc to land a few feet away. How
embarrassing. Almost taken out by an overgrown
cucumber.

Cporomui BBeuepi s JeAb HE  BIABUBCS
kabaukomM. Bci y pectopaHi 00epHYIHCH
CIIOCTEPITAlOYH 3a TUM, SIK Sl 3BAJTUBCS 31 CTUIBIIS
Ta 3aJIMXal0YMCh CXOMUBCA 3a TopJio. S BimuyBas,
K 1Ieil Kabayok BHEPTO M >KOPCTOKO THUCHYB
MEHI Ha CTpaBOXiJ, HEPYXOMO 3acTpsAruy y
HboMy. OdimianT BuUKOHAB MaHeBp ['elimiixa.
Bin 3po6uB MOMmMTOBX JIOTOpH HATHUCHYBIITHA MEHI1
Ha KUBIT 1 HIMATOYOK 3€JICHOI UKl BUJIETIB 3
MOTO pOTa IO BpakKarouii TpaeKTOpii, BIIABIIH 3a
KiIbKa MeTpiB. Akuii copoMm. MeHe neqib He BOUB

SIKHICh OTIPOK-TIEPEPOCTOK.

When | staggered to bed, exhausted from the
day’s adventures, I found onion shavings all over
my pillow. My eyes watered, and my nose burnt,
and | fled my own bedroom howling like a
scalded dog.

Konmu s, moxuTyrouuch JicTaBcs 10 JIDKKa,
BUCHO)KCHUH yciMa IIPUTOJIaMH JHS, S BUSBUB Ha
CBOIM momymii ImMaTkd 1umoyni. Moi  oui
3aCJIBO3WIIMCS, HIC ITOYaB IIiNaTH, 1 S BTIK 13
BJIACHOI CIIajbHi, BHIOYH, SK TOMW OIIMAapCHHUM
cobaka.

That proved it, once and for all. The vegetables
were out to get me.

I Tomi s 30arHyB Iie SK HIKOJHM: OBOYl XOYYTh
ICTAaTH MEHE.

| told my best friend about the vegetable
uprising. “That isn’t normal, pal,” he said. “You
need to see a doctor.”

S po3mOBIB CBOEMY HaWKpalioMy IPYroBi IPO
MOBCTaHHS OBOYiB. «lle HEeHOpMaJIbHO, ApPYXKE»,
— ckazaB BiH. «ToOi TpebGa 3BepHyTHCS 0
JKAps».

| went to see a doctor, and he told me, “You need
to get your head looked at, fella.”

S mimoB 10 mikaps, 1 BiH cka3zaB MeHi: «To0i1
Tpeba /10 reuxiaTpa, XJIOomue».

I went to see a psychiatrist, and she said, “I
should start charging more.”

S mimoB Ha mpuioM A0 TCUXiaTpa, 1 BCE, IO
BOHA CcKazaja: «MeH1 CIiJl MABUIIUTH TapuQu».

Bereft of ideas and feeling alone, | returned to
the safety blanket of my mother’s house.

[lo36aByenuii inei Ta NIOYyBalOYUCh CAMOTHbBO, 5
NOBEPHYBCS MMIJ HAAIMHY KOBAPY OYAMHKY MO€T
Marepi.




“First a tough carrot and runaway peas, then a
stubborn zucchini. | think the vegetables have it
in for me,” I told her, not meeting her gaze.

«CrnoyaTky TBepJa MOpKBa Ta TOPOIIUHKH-
yTiKa4i, MOTIM yneptuil kabadok. MeHi
30a€TBCA, IO OBOYl II€ BCE CIEIIAJILHO
poOJIATHY, — CKa3aB 5 i, ONMYCTUBIIHU MOTJISI.

“Well, of course they do, dear.” She shrugged.
“I’ve warned you.”

«Hy 3BicHO. Tak 1 €, moOuil.» - 3HHM3ana BOHA
ieunMa. - «51 Tebe monepemxanar.

“You said veggies were good for me. You made
me eat them first, even if | didn’t like them.”

«Tu kazama, 1m0 OBOYl KOPHUCHI ¥ 3MyIllyBaJsa
MEHE CrHoyatKy 3’iCTH iX, HaBiTh SKIIO BOHHU
MEHI HE 1000ar0ThC).

“No, you’re misremembering.” She patted my
arm. “I told you to eat them first because they
don’t like you.”

«Hi, T He Tak mam’sitaeur». - BoHa mecHyna
MEHE M0 pylIl. - «f ka3ana To01 covyaTky 3’iCTH
iX, TOMY 110 mu M He MOA00a€IICs.

I got home and bundled up all the produce into a
black bin bag. Was | forgetting something? The
sandwich | had purchased from the shop the day
before, shrink-wrapped and tucked away behind
the carton of milk. How sneaky. A BLT, or
Bacon-Lettuce-Tomato, to forego the
abbreviation. It wasn’t worth the risk. Into the
black abyss the sandwich went.

S moBepHyBCs A0/10MYy 1 310paB yci MPOAYKTH B
YOpHUM MImOK s cMmiTTs. S 1mock 3a0yB?
byrepOpon, skuii s KynuB Yy  MarasuHi
HanepenoAHl. 3aropHytuii y  1enodaHoBY
YyIIaKOBKY BiH HETNOMITHO TNPUMOCTHBCSA 32
KopoOkoto 3 mosiokoM. Ak miacrynHo. BJIT, a6o
OEKOH-TTaTyK-TOMAT, SIKIIO po3imudpyBaTu. Bix
He BapTuil pusuky. [loneriB OyTepOpos y YOpHY
0€30IHIO.

After tying up the bin bag, | dragged it to the
compost heap at the end of the garden and buried
the bundle deep within its contents. Satisfied the
ordeal was behind me, | returned inside and went
to bed. There would be no Vegetable Revolution
in this house.

3aB’s3aBIIM Ha BY30J1, S MOTATHYB MIIIOK B
KIHEIb caly 10 KOMIIOCTHOI SIMH, B SIKI TJTHOOKO
3aKormaB Horo. 3aJI0BOJICHHH, 10 BUIIPOOYBaHHS
1o3ay, s MOBEPHYBCS BCEPEAMHY 1 ITIIIOB CIIATH.
bineme He Oyne OBoueBoi PeBomtonii y mpomy
OYIUHKY.

In the middle of the night, the sound of shuffling
and creeping of the decaying masses jolted me
awake. The image of limbs breaking through the
compost came to me clear as day — arms of
potato and fingers of celery clawing through the
dirt, reaching out against the moonlit night,
dragging their rotting corpses up from the ground
and into the house.

[Tocepen HOUYI s Pi3KO MPOKUHYBCSA BiJl 3BYKY
MOLIAPIIYBaHHS TIOTHWJIOI MOB3ar040l MacH.
OOpa3 KIHIIBOK, WI0 MNPOOMBAINCH KPI3b
KOMITOCT OYB JUJISS MEHE SICHIIIUM 32 JICHb: PYKH
KapTOIUTi W TanbIll celiepu, sSKi TATHYJIUCH 0
HIYHOrO Heba NPOAMPAYNUCH KPi3h 3EMIIIO,
BUTATJIM CBOI TMOTHWII TPymHW 3-TiA 3eMii H
MIOTIOB3JIN Y OYJIMHOK.

| leapt from the bed and tipped the wardrobe over
to barricade myself inside. I could hear the
moans of terror and stumbling of angry
vegetables. The plop-plop-plop as they ascended
the stairs. And then —

S cxomuBes 3 NMbKKa W MEpeKUHYB mmady, 1100
HiANEepTH HEtO Bepi. S 4yB MOTOPOIIHI CTOTOHU
1 yasaraHHs pO3TIOYEHUX OBOYIB, K1 MITHSIUCH
cxonaMu. Yanan-uanan-vanan.. A moTIM...

Scratching. Tiny fingers against the door.
Clawing to get in, crying out with a singular
purpose. The door pulsated like a heartbeat.

Hpsnanas. KpuxiTHI mans4uKky, M0 CKPEOIHCh Y
nsepi. CkpeOnnch Ta BOJANIH 3 OJTHIEI0 METOI —
yBiiTH.  JIBepi, Haue  BiEOUBAIM  PUTM
cepreOnTTs.

Adrenaline flooded my veins. | rooted myself to
the floor and pushed my back against the door as
hard as | could as the decomposed assailants on
the other side slammed against the wood.

AJpeHaliH B MOill KpOBI 3allIKadioBaB. S npuman
70 MIAJIOTH ¥ MPUTHUCHYBCSI CIIMHOIO JI0 JBEpEit
SKOMOTa CUJIbHIIIE, TTOKW MOTHUJII HAMaJHUKHU 3
1HII0r0 OOKY OMIIMCs 00 IEpEeBUHY.

Again. And again. And —

3HoBYy. [ 3HOBY. I...




Silence. Merciful silence.

Twuma. bnarogataa tuina.

Morning came. A slither of golden light peered
in from the window, shining right where | was
sitting. Bathed in gold, | had won first prize. Beat
out the competition. Well done. When |
eventually plucked up the courage to check to
see what | had won, | dragged the wardrobe
away from the door and investigated. Nothing
was to be found. No signs of forced entry and no
claw marks on the door.

HacraB paHok. 3 BiKHa MPOCIHU3HYJIO BCEPEIUHY
30J10T€ CSAMBO, SIKE OTOPHYJIO MICLIE, /1€ sI CUAIB.
S Bech y MO30110Ti, TOMY IO OTPUMAaB NepIle
micue. S oOiMImIOB BCIX CYNPOTUBHHUKIB.
[TIpexpacno. Komm g  Bpewmti  HaOpascs
CMUIMBOCTI MEPEBIPUTU IJIOJIU CBOET NMEPEMOTH,
s BIATATHYB IIady, BIIYMHUB JIBepl W MOYaB
ornsaaTuck. Ta Hidyoro He 3HaimoB. JXomHux
03HAaK HACUJIBbHULIBKOTO NMPOHUKHEHHS Ta CIII1B
BiJl Na3ypiB Ha ABEPSIX.

Except. If you looked closely, and followed the
smell of cabbage and onion, you might find a
trace of lettuce leaf in the corner, or the root of a
carrot trapped in the seams of the stairs.

Xoua... SIKHo yBakHIilllE MPUIUBUTUCA W MITH
Ha 3amax KamycTd W nuOysi, TO B KyTKY MOXKHA
3HaWTU CJiA BiA JUCTA canary abo KOpiHb
MOPKBH, SIKHI 3aCTPST MK CXOJaMH.

Not to worry, I’ve learnt my lesson. I’ve just
returned from the shop. Bags full of bread, rice,
pasta, frozen chips, crackers, pretzels, and cakes.
That’s right, nothing but carbohydrates from here
on out. Carbs would never hurt me.

Hewma yoro xBumoBatuch. S 3acBOiB CBiil ypoK.
[IloitHO mOBEepHYBCS 3 MarasuHy 3 T[OBHUMU
topbamu: KynuB  xyib, pHUC, MaKapoHH,
3aMOpO’KEH1 YIIlCH, KpEeKepHu, KpeHjaem Ta
TicTeuka. Bce BIpHO — 3 IIbOr0O MOMEHTY TUIbKU
BYTJIeBOAM. BOHM HIKOJIM HE 3aIIKOMSITh.
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