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THE BRIDGE

by Nicolai Chukovski
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This story's action is set in early-20™ century Russia, but it deals with a situation that could happen Tame ™

anywhere in the world. If you have ever felt unsure of yourself or of your future, you'll see that the
conflict in "The Bridge" is universal. As you read, think of how the story's title points directly to its theme.
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"l just can't see him going," Gramma said, turning over the(potato cake In the pan with a knife. "He's
scared of everything." "He'll go," Aunt Nadya replied from the depth of the kitchen. "He has to go. He'll

be bette’r\off there." W \f\\i ] whael?

| ol
ks :
Gramma sighed loudly. She wasn't at all convinced Kostya would be better off there. o \\\_z’
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Kostya had heard every word. He stood not far from the open window amid thelcurrant shrubs) quickly J\\C\“

picking the berries and shoving them into his mouth. Since it had been decided he would have to go \‘S‘Q’Lgc}\i’g
away, Kostya v\/as spending hours at a time in these shrubs, their luxurious, end-of-July growth serving _\(\\m'b"’\
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\‘;\'\\\v\% g as an excellent\hiding place. He liked to be alone and not have to talk to anyone. Through the branches O v“; o\
) , \f\io‘\\) ping over the windowsill into the shade-filled kitchen, he could see Gramma's hands moving over O Lic\ N -
e o 7,:), thelkerosene ‘Bju‘[ner and hear the sizzling of the frying pancakes. » Q«, < w
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N "He's scared of e&;rything ... everything," Gramma repeated. "He's afraid to buy a stamp in the post
office. How'll he go?" K\ Ovorutkunzotion
Kostya's mouth was getting sour from the berries. He worked his way out of the shrubbery, found his
Tt bicycle on the dark porch, and he opened the kitchen door. Aunt Nadya was peeling potatoes—since it
<2 \p'\"q was Sunday she hadn't gone to work in the factory but was helping Gramma. The peels coiled like spirals

\,XX\‘(% " over Aunt Nadya's thick, manlike fingers. Gramma, a squat, little woman, had just turned over another
sizzling pancake. She looked up at the boy. Kostya knew that the mountain of potato cakes piled up in a
plate at the burner was being baked for him—one more sign that his going-away was final. Uson Y R Nl
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"I'm going for a little ride," he sai hoisting the small bicycle over his shoulder.
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Gramma sighed, stepping heavily from foot to foot. "Go on, have your last ride," Aunt Nadya told him
without lifting her face from the potatoes. "You won't be doing it there." !- ’>’~\W\Y)‘:‘\ ’
St :}f;k\*a el N \'C‘. - |
Co¢

cne Kostya walked the bicycle through the oper{wicket')and threw his long leg over the frame. Tge bike,/a 90
WYy “' ~ juvenile size bought a long time ago, had become too small for him. This year he had shot up to almost
Y\:)\(/;(.\ twice his previous height, though otherwise he remained the same: narrow shoulders, a thin neck with a
X Y3 7, protruding Adam's apple, and slightly protuberant®,
L& the alley, hedged by dusty elder thickets. His sharp k

anslucent ears. Mechanically Kostya rode out into
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es almost touched his chin but he didn't mind— " | sae\™
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wicket: n. small gate
2 protuberant: adj. sticking out.
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