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The Natashas is the first novel by Yelena Moskovich. The novel is set in Paris (where Moskovich lives), and it follows Béatrice, a young jazz singer, and César, a Mexican actor on their inevitable collision with the Natashas, people who leave their bodies and go on living, all gathered together and haunting the world. 


As such, The Natashas is a highly original novel. Chapters alternate between the two distinct voices of Béatrice and César and the underlying haunting voice of the Natashas, the last of which creates this dreamlike mist: “Buh-bye big boy… A voice mists over from a long highway between Dresden and Prague. Next time bring one of your white roses….” In the first chapter, you get the Natashas and how the Natashas came to be; the next chapter is about Béatrice, giving her backstory of being able to sing well since she was young and being bullied as a young girl. The novel shifts back to the Natashas for a chapter before switching to César, giving context on his life and backstory about his impressions of female novella characters and his siblings bullying him because he was gay. All throughout, the book switches between the Natashas, Béatrice and César in an intentional and smooth order. 

The novel is full of hauntings. One surreal scene has César meet Rosa, a dead childhood friend: “When she took her hands away, it was Rosa’s face looking at César. “You’ll carry a bit of my pain, won’t you, César?” Rosa said. … Now, as she was leaving, she was frightening him… Just when he felt his heart would burst, a voice came close to César and fogged his ear like a whisper. “I’ll email you,” Rosa said. Given the ghostly scene, the ending strange dialogue presents a goosebumps worthy moment in an almost comical tone. 

The Natashas beautifully uses language to stitch itself together, and we get repetitions of phrases such as “Do-bee do-bee do…” and “Vida.” Although not evident at first, the novel intimately wraps the lives of Béatrice and César into the world of the Natashas, forming a word without a sound: “Sabine’s chin began to drop and her eyes rolled down to her lap. She pressed them closed for a moment, and when they opened again, they were glossy and wounded. Her mouth softened and her lips parted, as her cheekbones began to rise and form a word without sound. “Na-ta-sha,” she mouthed at Béatrice.”” This moment leaves me at a loss for words in terms of describing how intriguing the three narratives connect.

The book also decorates itself with wonderfully surreal moments, such as when Béatrice has an out of body experience: she leaves her body at the club and meets up with Polina at the Louvre, and, “There, between the audio-guide station, the potted tree and the escalators, was a woman, completely naked, lying on the ground… Despite her position, she was not resting. Something about her was quite alert. Her bellybutton peered out like an insomniac eye.” This moment, like many in the book, leaves the reader attentively dazzled. 

Readers looking for dreamlike wonder with a bit of haunting mischief – which really should be all readers – will enjoy this book. The Natashas will leave you full of awe.
