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AHHOTaAIMA

®unocopcko-MUCTUYECKUI TpWUIEp B JyXe OIK3IONepu MU
Xuukoka. Ha ocrtpoBe, Maskom Kotoporo sBisercs J[epeBo
7Kenanuii, KOJIYHBI UCTIOHSIOT MEUTHl BCEro 3a mapy (poHapei, HO
AJuce cHSITCSI KOIIMapbl O COOCTBEHHOM YTOIUICHUH, €€ TpecieyeT
TeHb TIOKOWHOro IlaceyHrka, a 4yyxod pPeOEHOK Ha3bIBaeT MaMOW.
CMoryT i kepTBa W Majay, BMOOJIEHHbIE APYT B Jpyra, pasraiarh
CEeKpeT X03MHa OCTPOBa, kuByIIero Ha Kinanouie BocriomuHanui,
Y TIOKMHYTbh MPOKJIATOE MecTo HaBcerna? Ha pycckoM u aHrmiickom
s13bIKax (paHee — OTAEJIbHBIMU U3JIaHUSMMU ).
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O KHUTI'E / About the BOOK

«OCTPOB XAPOHA» - ¢wiocodcko-MUCTUUECKUI
tpuuiep B ayxe A. ne Cenr-Ikswonepy, JI. n JI. AnnpeeBsix,
A. Xuukoka. Ha octpoBe, Masikom Kotoporo siisiercst JlepeBo
7Kenanumi, KOJIIYHBI UCTIONHAIOT MEUTHI BCETO 3a Napy (poHapeu,
HO IVIABHOW T€POMHE CHSATCS KOIIMapbl O COOCTBEHHOM YTOILIe-
HUH, € MpecyeayeT TeHb MokoiHoro [laceunnka, a ayxoit peoe-
HOK HasbIBaeT MaMoM... CMOTYT JIi JKepTBa ¥ Majad, BIOOIEH-
HbIE JIPYT B JIpyra, pa3rajarh CEKpeT X035IMHa OCTPOBA, KUBYIIIE-
ro Ha Knan6uie BocnomuHaHuii, 4ToObl HOKUHYTD MTPOKJISATOE
MeECTO HaBcermaa?

KPIOYKOBA Anekcanapa AngpeeBHa — 3acilyKeHHbIN
nucarenb MOCKOBCKOM ropojckoit opranmsauuu Coroza nuca-
teneir Poccun, nepeBomuuk. Jlaypear mpemuit: «Hacnepume»,
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Kacranensl u np. I'oc. ctunenamar B KaTeropuM «BbIJAIOLINE-
csl JesTeN KylbTypbl U uckycctBa P®». ABrop Oecrcemepa
«Knura Tanneix 3Hanui». Yuenuna jerenaapHon P. A. Manc-
YPOBOW, YYaCTHHIIA SKCIIEPUMEHTOB HaJl BpEMEHEM, MPOCTPaH-
CTBOM M CKPBITBIMU pecypcam uesioBeka. BoiiBunyta Ha HoGe-
JIEBCKYIO ITPEMHUIO 110 Juteparype 2023.
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forever?



KRYUCHKOVA Alexandra, Honored Writer of the
Moscow City Organization of the Union of Writers of Russia,
interpreter, is a laureate and winner of international literary
awards: «Heritage», «Book of the Year», after M. Bulgakov, F.
Dostoevsky, A. Saint-Exupery, O. Wilde, E. Poe, C. Castaneda,
etc. Author of the bestseller «The Book of Knowledge» in the
«Playing Another Reality» series. Being a student of the
legendary R.A. Mansurova, she took part in experiments on time,
space and hidden human resources. State scholarship holder
in the category «prominent figures of culture and art of the
Russian Federation». Nominated for Nobel Prize Award in
literature 2023.

The book in English only / Knura na anrimiickoM si3bl-
Ke:

ISBN 978-5-0056-3940-0, M., — 2022, 216 pages.

Amazon, Ozon, Wildberries, Litres, Aliexpress



3a kyaucamu «OcrpoBa XapoHa»

B ¢espane 2014 roma BHe3armHO s ceOs1 caMoil (KOHed-
HO K€, HE CITy4aiiHO!) 51 OKa3asach Ha 3aTepssHHOM B Tuxom Oxke-
a”e yrpioMoM octpoBe Kamortec, rie, Kak MoTom BbISICHUJIOCH,
KUBYT HACTOSIIIME XWIEPhl U Maru.

[TomHI0, KaK B KPOMEITHOH ThMe T0j1 YepHOKHIKHBIM Hebom
C MUJUTMAPAOM MeplamiuX (POHAPUKOB s Pa3MbIIILIsIa Ha Oe-
pery Oxkeana (mefictButesibHO TUXOro — oH Hactymnaja Ha Oeper
MOJTYa U MEeJJIEHHO TMOTJIONIA €r0, KyCOUYeK 3a KyCOUKOM, B Ka-
YeCTBE «JIeCepTa Ha Y)KUH» O]l aKKOMITAHEMEHT IMKaN): Oy/b 5
Araroit Kpuctu, Hanvcana Obl 371eCh CBOUM CaMblil CHUTbHBIN Je-
TEKTHB, a Oyab s AnbdpeioMm XMIKOKOM, CHsIJIa ObI CBOM CaMBbIi
CTpallHbIi TpUsLiep!

Ho Torma, B 2014-M, KO MHE MOCTY4YasoCh JIMIIb OY4apoBa-
TeJIbHOE CTUXOTBOpeHUEe («DPOHAPUK NYHHDBIL HOHbIM MeCauem
HA naavme 6Kpao4uso 3asuc. . .» ), BKIIIOYEHHOE B Moi «OCTpOB»,
MaTepuaM30BaHHbIA B BUE (PUI0CO(PCKO-MUCTUUECKON UCTO-
puM Yepes. .. CeMb JIeT, — MBICIIb O 3arajoyHomM Kamotece npou-
HO 3acejia B TOJIOBE, MPOpOCya U, Habupas CUily, pa3BETBIIIACH,
npeBpaTuBIIKCh B HacTosiiee [depeso Kenanuii.

Becp nonp 2021 «OctpoB» 3aKumnan B MOEM CO3HaHWH, I1O-
JOOHO 3eIbl0 B KOJOE aJIXMMHKA — OTJIE/IbHbIE WHTPEIUEHTHI
CJIMBAJICh B €IMHOE M Marndyeckoe Heuto. Touka KUIleHus Ha-
crurna MeHs B [lonHonyHue, ciyuusiieecs Ha Adone B [1aTHu-



1y, 13-ro... (aBrycra 2021), HakaHyHE MMPABOCJIABHOIO Mpa3/i-
Huka Ycnenus IIpecesator boroponuuel, otmedaemoro B I'pe-
1y ¢ 14 Ha 15 aBrycra (Ha aBe Hellenu pasblie, yeM B Poccun).
MmenHO 3Ta moiaHoub ¢ 13-ro Ha 14-e, ctankuartomas Criel 31a
u JIobpa, 1 CTaHOBUTCSI POKOBOM JIJIAA TNIaBHBIX repoeB «OcTpo-
Ba» — Anmcel 1 Mapka — Ha JOJITOKAAHHOM MEPBOM CBHUIAHUU
BMECTO JTIOOBU UX TIOKUACT. .. KYTKas UPOHUS CYIbOBI.

Ha, s Hayana nucath «OcTpoB XapoHa» B I'peYECcKou JIepeB-
He YpaHyno/iu, pacnojioKeHHOW Ha TPaHMIle C MPABOCIABHBIM
A¢oHOM, B 1OME NTACEYHMKA, I1Ie 5 KU JIETOM (KaK pa3 HauM-
Has ¢ 2014 roma — roga 3HakoMCTBa ¢ g3biueckuM Kamorecom)
B MaJIEHbKOU KeJIbe, OKHA KOTOPOW BHIXOJSAT HA KPOIIIEYHBIN OCT-
poB AMyJibsiHU — ObIBIIIEee BiajieHre ahOHCKOrO MOHACTHIps1 Ba-
toried. Tak, B KHUTEe NogBIAOTCA ABa OcTpoBa — A0 CHUX NOP
«MIpUHaIekalui» KoinayHaMm (Kamortec) u 10 HejaBHero Bpe-
MEHU TMpUHAAJIEKABIIMNA MOHaxaM (AmyibsiHM). OHU cO3Jal0T
[opran uckyieHrem Ajs Ay, pa3aupaeMbix cBouM Husimm
v Bpicium {1 He TOJIBKO MpU KU3HU, HO U B IOCMEPTHOM IPO-
CTPAHCTBE, /I QyI, KOTOPble PaHO WM MO3HO JOJIKHBI Clie-
JIaTh-TaKW CBOM OKOHYATEIbHBIN BHIOOP B 107163y Cuit CBeTa wim
TbMBI.

Sl Havasa mucath KHWTY, eIé He 3Has, 1o0epercs o Mapk
10 AdoHCKUX cTapueB, KTo BCTpetuT Anucy B TOHKOM Mupe,
KaK UMEHHO CJIOXKUTCSA cyabOa Moux repoeB B MHoii PeasibHOCTH,
CMOTYT JIM OHM M30eXaTh JIOBYIIEK AcCTpasia U IOKUHYTh MPH-
3paunbld OCTpOB. ..



Hey:xenu Bce 3TH cemb JIeT 51 BBIHAIIMBAJIA YOMICTBO, COBEp-
ménHoe Cwiamu Temel Ha Tepputopun Cui Csera? — 3By4dT
crpamHoBaro. Ho HeT, koHeuHo *ke, nepeq Bamu — muctuyeckoe
MYTEIIECTBHE C eMEHTaMU (pUI0COUU U «JIETEKTUBA C U3HAH-
KW».

Bcemy BUHOM — MOsA TPUBBIYKA CMOTPETh Ha 3EMIIIO U 3EMHYIO
KU3Hb cO CTOpoHbI MIHOM PeasbHOCTH, TO €cTh U3 3a3epKaiibs,
u3 TOHKOro Mupa, pacroioKeHHOTO 3a IPaHbI0 HAIIIEro ObITHS.

[Touemy? — cripocute Bel. MHE MHTEPECHO CMOTPETh «OTTY/A
ciofia», a He «oTciofa Tyaa». IHTepecHo ¢ neTcTBa (BCe Mbl po-
JIOM M3 JIETCTBA, a4 y MEHS OHO CBA3aHO CO MHOTMMU CMEPTSMM),
1 Mou poMaHbl U3 cepun «Mrpa B IHy1o PeasibHOCTh» — MOIbITKA
MIOHSITh 3€MHYIO KU3Hb, BB/ 32 €€ paMKH — IOCMOTPEB HA HEE
«CBEPXY», 4 3a0[IHO — UCCIIEAOBATh U TO, YTO TaM, «HABEPXY».

Tak, B OOBIYHBIX JETEKTHUBAX BCE MIYT YOMMIly M PaHO WU
MO3/IHO HAXOAT €ro, Mpy TOM MPUYMHA YOUICTBA, KaK MpaBU-
710, OOBSCHSIETCSI ABTOPOM C TOUYKY 3PEHU S JIOTUKH Ye€JIOBEYECKO-
ro (!) pasyma, 4yBCTB ¥ 3MOLMHK (KEJIaHUE HACJEICTBA, MECTb,
3aBUCTb, HEHABUCTD U T.I1.).

B «OctpoBe» e JIMYHOCTh YOUIdlIbl B UTOTE HE MMEeeT 3Haue-
HUsI (XOTS OHA, €CTECTBEHHO, OTKPOETCS YUUTATEIIO), 14 U UCTUH-
Hasi IpUYMHA YOMIICTBA BPsiAL Ji Oy/IeT BEPHO YCTAHOBJIEHA JIaKe
CaMbIM OIIBITHBIM CHIIIMKOM — OHA U3BecTHa TBopLy. ..

[louemy? — cHoBa cnpocute Bel. [loromy 4To 312 KcTOpUS —
COBCEM O JIPyTOM. ..

Ona — o Beunom u npexopsmem. O ABOWCTBEHHOM Jyllie



u 6oxectBeHHOM [lyxe. O xaxnae JliooBu u e€ mogoouu. O nouc-
ke Hacrosimero cpeau pantomoB n wimosuil. O mpase BeIOOpa
U npegonpenenéHHocTh. O TOM, YTO KU3Hb 3aKJII0YAETCs B I0-
CTOSIHHOM JIBUKEHUU BIepén, u o Hazex e, KoTopylo Henb3s Te-
pATh, AaXe CIIM BCE yXkKe M03aJH. .. BEIb ITO TOJIBKO TaK KaXeT-
ca!

Auekcanapa KPIOUYKOBA,

3acayocentvlii nucamens

Mockosckoii 2zopoockoii opearuzayuu Coroza nucameneti Poc-
cuu

Kypnan «Mocksa nmreparypHas» Nel/2022.



Preface

(«Behind the Scenes of «The Island of Charon’»)

In February 2014, suddenly (not by accident, of course, there
are no coincidences!) I found myself on the gloomy island
of Camotes, lost in the Pacific Ocean, where, as it turned out
later, the real healers and magicians live.

I remember me thinking in pitch darkness under the black-
book Sky with a billion flickering lanterns, on the shore of the
Ocean (really Pacific, it stepped on the shore silently and slowly
swallowing it, piece by piece, as a dessert for dinner to the
accompaniment of cicadas), «if I were Agatha Christie, I would
write my strongest detective story here, and if I were Alfred
Hitchcock, I would shoot my scariest thriller!»

However, then, in 2014, only a charming poem knocked on
my door («A lunar lantern is hanging on a palm tree»), further
included in my «Island», which was materialized in the form
of a philosophical and mystical story in... seven years. Due to the
spirit of the mysterious Camotes, firmly settled in my heart, it
sprouted and, gaining strength, branched out, turning into a real
Tree of Wishes.

Throughout July 2021, «The Island» was boiling in my mind
like a potion in an alchemist’s flask — individual ingredients were
merging into a single and magical something. The boiling point



reached me on the Full Moon, which happened on Athos on
Friday, August 13, 2021, on the eve of the Orthodox holiday
of the Assumption of the Blessed Virgin Mary, celebrated

in Greece from the 14™ to the 15™ of August (two weeks earlier
than in Russia). It was the midnight between Friday the 13™ and

Saturday the 14™ that collided the Forces of Evil and Good and
became fatal for the main characters of «The Island», Alice and
Mark, — instead of love, on the long-awaited first date a horror
irony of fate met them.

Yes, I started writing «The Island of Charon» in the Greek
village of Ouranoupolis, located on the border of Orthodox
Athos, in the house of a beekeeper, where I lived in the
summer (just since 2014, the year of my acquaintance with
the pagan Camotes) in a small cell overlooking the tiny island
of Ammouliani, the former possession of the Athos monastery
of Vatopedi. Thus, two Islands appeared in the book, the one still
«owned» by the magicians (Camotes) and the one, until recently,
owned by the monks (Ammouliani). They create a Portal as
a temptation for the souls, tearing between their Lower and
Higher Selves not only during life, but also in the afterlife, for the
souls, which sooner or later must make their final choice in favor
of the Forces of Light or Darkness.

I started writing the book without knowing whether Mark
would reach the Athos monks, who would meet Alice in the
Other World, which way exactly the fate of my characters would



be developed in the Other Reality, whether they would be able
to avoid the traps of the Astral and leave the ghostly Island...

Have I been nursing a murder committed by the Forces
of Darkness in the territory of the Forces of Light for all these
seven years? It sounds scary. But no, of course, this is a mystical
journey with elements of philosophy and the inside-out detective.

The reason for this is my habit of looking at Earth and earthly
life from the Other Reality, that is, from the Looking Glass, from
the Subtle World, located beyond our existence.

«Why?» you ask. I'm interested in looking at everything here
from the Outside, from the Sky, not vice versa. It has been
interesting since childhood (we all come from our childhood, and
mine one is associated with many deaths), so my novels in the
series «Playing Another Reality» are an attempt to understand
earthly life, going beyond its framework and looking at it from
the «Outside», and at the same time to explore the «Outside».

Thus, in ordinary detectives everyone is looking for
a murderer and sooner or later finds him, and the reason of the
murder is usually explained by the author in terms of logic of the
human (!) mind, feelings, and emotions (desire for inheritance,
revenge, envy, hatred, etc.).

However, in «The Island» the identity of the murderer does
not matter much after all (although, of course, it will be revealed
to the reader), and the real reason of the murder is unlikely to be
correctly established even by the most experienced detective, it
is known only to the Creator.



«Why?» you ask me again. Because this story is about
something else... It is about the Eternal and the Transient, the
Dual Soul and the Divine Spirit, the thirst for Love and its
likeness. It is about the search for the Real among phantoms and
illusions. About the right of choice and predestination. About
the fact that life is a constant movement forward, and about
Hope that cannot be lost, even if everything is already behind. ..
because it only seems so!

Alexandra KRYUCHKOVA,

Honored Writer of the Moscow City Organization
of the Union of Writers of Russia,

laureate of international literary awards

The magazine «Literary Moscow»/ «Moskva literaturnaya»
No. 1, 2022.

IN BRIEF

«Jlns1 mobuteneit Hectanaapra! 3nech BCE He Tak, «Kak MpU-
HATO». JTa UCTOPUS pacIIUpPsET CO3HAHUE. Y KaxkJIOro — CBOU
OCTPOB, HO B3NS U3 VMHOM peaibHOCTU Ha 3eMHYIO KU3Hb
MPOCTBIX CMEPTHBIX — MPeKpacHas BOZMOXKHOCTb C/IeNaTh ray3y
Y TIOPA3MBIIUIATH O HACTOSIIIIEM W BEYHOM. . .»

«For lovers of non-standard! It is not ,,business as usual“ here.
This story expands the mind. Everyone has the own island, but
a look from an Other Reality at the earthly life of mere mortals
is a great opportunity to pause and reflect on the present and the



eternal...»

«[loTpscaonuii MUCTUUECKUN TPUIIEp AJIs SKpaHU3aIuu!
Bc€ HaunHaeTcs ¢ 3arajjok TAMHCTBEHHOTO OCTPOBA, HA KOTOPOM
HIaMaHsT KOJNOyHBI, pacTeT [epeBo XKenanuii 1 (pyHKIIMOHUPYET
[lopTan B uHble MUPBI. 3aTEM CIOKET IJIABHO MEPETEKAET B UC-
TOPUIO OTHOTO YOUICTBA, HO B UTOTE JIMUHOCTh YOUHIIBI CTAaHO-
BUTCS YK€ U HE CTOJIb BaXKHOM, TOTOMY 4TO KU3Hb MOCIIE CMEP-
T TIPOJIOJIKAETCS, U ThI CaM BBIOMpAeIilb, KAKMM UMEHHO 00pa-
30M!»

«An amazing thriller for a screen adaptation! It begins with the
secrets of a mysterious island, where magicians practice Voodoo,
the Wish Tree grows and the Portal to other worlds functions.
Then the plot smoothly flows into the story of a murder, but the
identity of the murderer becomes not so important in the end,
because life after death goes on, and you choose which way
yourself!»

«OcCTpOB-UCKYIIIEHUE, IK3aMeH, Yepe3 KOTOPbIA MPEICTOUT
npoiTu Kaxaomy. Kuura 3actaBisieT mocMOTpeTh Ha COOCTBEH-
HYIO XXWM3Hb WHaUe, a ,,CMepTh BTOpas™ Ha KJIAAOUIIE BOCIIOMH-
HaHWY NIEPEeBOPAYMBAcT BCE BHYTpU. Brieyatmw punad. . .»

«The island is a temptation, an exam that everyone has to go
through. The book makes you look at your own life differently,
and the ,second death® in the cemetery of memories turns
everything inside. I am impressed by the ending!»



«JlakonmuHo u punocodpcku-rrydoko! BomHa mpeBparaercs
B I[yHaMH U TIOTpy>kaeT TeOs ¢ roioBoi B OkeaH HeOeCHOTo CBeTa
Jyepes3 UCTOPUIO O JTIOOBU M CMEPTH, B KOTOPOii rodesxaaeT TBo-
pell ¥ ero 3aMbICIIbl Ha KaKI0TO U3 Hac. ..»

«lItis laconic and philosophically profound! A small wave turns
into tsunami and plunges you headlong into the Ocean of the
Divine Light through a story about love and death, in which the
Creator and his plans on each of us win...»

«JlepeBo Kenanuii — joBymika ana gymu! MHTepecHo, Ka-
KMe TPH KeJIaHUs 3arajait Obl sl Ha MecTe nepcoHaxei. [lomyun-
JIoch Obl Y MEHsI pa3rajarh 3arajky XapoHa U CBAJIUTH C ITOTO
IIPOKJIATOTO OCTPOBA?»

«The Wish Tree is a trap for one’s sole! I wonder... what three
wishes I would make if I were there. Would I be able to solve the
riddle of Charon and get off this damned island ?»



E. Taanennka: «Marnuyeckum 1jieH»

B moux pykax ¢puinococKo-MUCTUYECKUI TPUILIEP — KHUTA
«OctpoB XapoHa», noinyuuBiias B 2021 rogy cpa3y HECKOJIBKO
JuTepaTypHbIX npemuid: «OKeaH, BeTep, MeCOK U 3BE3/bI» WM.
A. ne Cent-Ix3onepu (OTkpeiThiid JInteparypasii Ky «Ort-
KJIMK»)!, «Has peaspHOCTb» M. Jleonuna u Janunna AHape-
eBbIX (TBOpueckuii ieHTp «OOMaKa BIOXHOBEHUS» ) 2, «beryiue
no BoHam» uM. A. C. I'puna (MI'O CII Poccuu ¢ my3sessmu
A. C. I'puna B ropogax Peogocus u Crapbiii Kpbim), «[leno
Ne2021» um. Anbppena Xuukoka u «Knura XXI Beka» B HO-
MuHaiu «Kpbuibsi» uMm. A. ge Cent-Ik3ionepu (MockoBcKast
ropojckas opranuzauus Coro3a nucateneid Poccun coBMecTHO
¢ HIT «Jlureparypnas Pecryommka»)3. Ho 51 m3y4aio OT3bIBBI,
YTOOBI PEIIUTh: YNTATh WM HE YUTATh. ..

W g yuralo kHUry noa mMyselky u3 ¢puiasma Kpucrogepa Ho-
naHa «Interstellar», BO3HMKAIOIIYIO TOUTH U3 HUOTKY/A U 3By4a-
1y pedpeHom Ha Tom camoM OcCTpoBe, — BOCCO3/1al0 peasib-
HOCTb COOBITH, BEJTb UMEHHO IO 3Ty MY3bIKY YMTATE]Ib BOT-BOT
y3HaeT, KaK HeXXHbl MOTYT ObITh OOBSITUS J1aXke CAMOU JKYTKOU

! Tazera «IToarorpag» Ne3 (399), 2022, crares JI. Koponépoii «Betep, necok, okean
Y 3BE3BI»

% lazera «JIuteparypHbie u3Bectusi» Ne3 (201), 2022, cratbs C. BepceneBa «AJek-
canapa KproukoBa oTKpblia cekpeT XapoHa».

3 Tasera «JIureparypasie u3Bectusi» Nel1—12 (197—198), 2021, crares «Utoru
MI'O CIIP 3a 2021 roa».



CMEpTH.
«30ech Y Kaxicoozo — c80li OCMpos8». ..

My3bIKa 3BE€3/1 U TUIAHET IMEPEHOCUT MEHS B IMTPOCTPAHCTBEH-
HO-BPEMEHHOU TOHHENb «OCcTpoB» — «OCTPOB», OOUH U3 KOTO-
pbix Haxoautcsi B Kaure Connia, a apyroii — B Kuure JIyHsi.
B namsaru BcisiBaer Tallinn, 2019 ron, u Kpucropep Honan
C ero ChbEMOYHOM rpynnoil Ha ynuue Tatari Mo OKHaMu MO-
eil rocTuHUBL. $1 BIKY IIpoliecc CO3AaHus €ro HOBOro pubma
«Tenet» U3HyTpHU.

HonaH CKOHUIEHTpUPOBaH, CepbE3EH, COCPEIOTOUEH.

OH pa€r komaugy: «Momop... Hauaau!»

W a Buxy, Kak Ajnekcanapa nuieT cBor «OcTpoB»:

... Teopeu, Okean, Hebo, /lepeso Kenanuii, Kuuea Jlynol
u Knuea Connuya...

— UMEHHO TaK: C 3arJ1aBHOM OYKBbBI U HUKAK MHAYeE.

N 310 He XyJ0KEeCTBEHHbIN MPUEM, a CYyTh BEJIMYMH aBTOpa —
cuctemMa KoopavHat e€ Mupo3ganus, rjie iaBHoe cloBo «JIo-
OOBb» OKa3bIBACTCS CTOJIb HEBO3MOXHO OTPOMHO U CBATO, YTO
CTaHOBUTCSI HETIPOU3HOCUMBIM !

Ho umenno JI10O00BbIO MTPOHMU3aHO BCE M BCSI BOKPYT: M CITY-
YallHO BCTPEUYEHHBIN YeJIOBEK, HE MMEIIUI aHATOMUYECKHUX
npumeT, u JleBouka, uiymas B Okeane cBow0 mamy, 1 Majb-



YUK, €€ «MaJIeHbKUI TPUHID», KOTOPbIM TPOCUT (POHAPUK HE IS
ceOs, a s leBouku, — m00 BcE€ Ha 3ToM OCTpPOBE MOXKET HC-
noHuTh [lepeBo Kenanuid, u gaxe 6ocoit CTapuk, y KOTOPOro
HE OCTaJIOCh HUYEro, KpoMe YEPHBIX MTHUII U Yy KHUX BOCTIOMUHA-
HU, — (paKT, TPOTAOIINUN MEHsI IO TIyOWHBI AYIIIN. . .

DTOM XPYIKOU, HE CJMIITKOM-TO OOITUTEILHOU JIEBOUKE-KEeH-
IIMHE C I[BETAEBCKOM YENIKOM, €3 OOMHSIKOB COOOIIAIONIEH, YTO
BCE Te, KTO 3amajaeT B AyIly, BPET, MYCKYJOM He MOBels, —
310 ¥ ecTh Thl CAM! — ynaércst JoOUThCS OUEBUIHO MPOCTHIM,
HO SIBHO Marn4yecKuM MOBECTBOBAHUEM I'pajia MOUX CJIE3!

Henoctuxumo, Ho Anekcannpa KproukoBa, yxe BbIpocIias
B TBOpUECTBE J10 YPOBHs1 (pustocodpckoit MbIciu, 3aMaxHyBIIAsI-
Cs1 Ha POHUKHOBEHUE B NIyOMHBI MUpO3/1aHKS ¥ TIPOBOJISIIAS
HAC, YMTaTeNe|, CTyTIeHb 3a CTyTeHbio 1o Jlectautie B Hebo kax-
JIOW CBOE KHUTOU, OCTAaE€TCs B AyIlle HAUBHBIM PEOEHKOM, BCE
emé oTKphIBaoImM ajs ceds Jliobos 1 Mup, obpo u 310,
Y YIUBIISIET YUCTOTON M MICKPEHHOCTBIO TPOM3HECEHHOTO: «XO-
qy!»

" 4!

A toxe xouy Ha 3TOT OCTpOB!

Tyna, rae HEeT MeKTpUYecTBa, WHTEPHETa, KOHIWIIMOHEDPA,
a CO3HAHUIO BCE PABHO: «MPOUCXOOUNT HEUINO MOALKO 8 MbICASIX
UAU HA CAMOM Oene, 8e0b PeaKyusi OpPeaHu3Ma 6cez0a 0OUHAKO-
6a».

['ne Boga u3 O3epa BinoOiEHHBIX — He IpocTasi, He MUHEPaIb-
Has, a MEPTBas u Oe3 raza, ubo JPyroi 3/1ech MPOCTO HET, 3a-



TO B TAKOM BOJIE HEJb3s51 YTOHYTh, [IOTOMY YTO B HEW MOXKHO JIbl-
1aTh !

['ne ¢pununmnuuckuii Poidak ¢ adoHCKUMU YETKAMU B3JIaMbl-
BaeT M IJIIOYUT MOE BpeMs, Oynaro Ha OCTpoBe MaroB OHO MO-
JKET UMETh XOTb KaKOe-TO 3HaueHue, BeJb Ha yacax — [loiaHoiy-
HUe, U 310 Bpems — myumee (!), HO TONBKO ISl JIOBJM PHIOBI
C JUIMHHBIM HOCOM M IIAMAHCKOTO YTOIIEHUS — KPOBbBIO C MOJIO-
KOM (!) — 3eJibsi C OrpaHUYEHHbIM CPOKOM TOAHOCTH, TJIaBHOE —
HE MOMNAacThCs Ha YIOUKY KOJIIYHOB, BCENISIIOUIUX B MPUBOPAKU-
BAEMOI'0 Y€JIOBEKa AyXa yMepUIero. ..

V1utbiTh!

VIuibITh U3 MUpa, Tjie BO3MOXHO pa3pylleHre CTApUHHOU Tro-
TUYECKOU IIEPKBU Payl T0OBIYM KAMEHHOTO YTJIsl, CAMOYOUICTBO
W3-32 HEBBITUIAUEHHBIX OAHKY MPOIIEHTOB IO 3aiiMy /i1 OM3He-
ca, ¥ BOPOBCTBO WJICH HE CUMTAETCS 3a30PHBIM — BOT €CJIU Obl
YyXKyI0 CyMKY, TOrJla — J1a... a TaK...

VYiuieith Ha OCTPOB, TAE «CHAMCSL He CHbl — 80CNOMUHAHUSL! » —
U3 KOTOPBIX $I, HAKOHEII-TO, Y3HaJIA Obl, IOYEMY «Mbl HOOCO3HA-
MeAbHO OOSMUCL NOMepsimb Opyz Opyed, MAK U He 8CIpPenue-
UWUCL 8 HOBOM Kauecmee, U OMKAA0bI8AU 6Ce PA32080Pbl HA NO-
MOM. ..»

Ha Ocrpos, rae Bpsa Jiv ¢ XO4y OTBETUIIb HA BOIPOC 3BE3-
nouéta: « Tl delicmeumenbHo 8epuiib 8 Mo, Ymo OKA3aAcsl 30eCh
cayuaiino ?» VI Oyaer BO3MOKHOCTh MOAYMaTh O CMBICIE CBOEH
JKU3HU, HO TOJILKO 1O MPUJIMBA, Haron3awoliero Tuxou (!) Bo-
JIOH, KaK JIIOOBEOOWIBHBIN MOHCTP, Beflb «OKean npuxooum cio-



oa monua...

Ha OctpoB, ¢ KOTOPOTo TaK CIOKXHO UCUE3HYTh, HOO «lf KAJMC-
0020 — €80l napom», HO OH UMeeT MPABO He MPUTLIBITh 32 TOOOM
HUKOTI/Ia, IOTOMY YTO Yy HEro He CYIIECTBYET paclMCaHusl, BEp-
Hee, OHO 3aBUCHUT MCKJIIOUHUTENLHO OT TeOsl.

Ha OctpoB, rae youTh MOXHO JIMIITh COOCTBEHHOE STOMCTHY-
Hoe I, 1 HUKakoe BOPOBCTBO YK€ HEBO3MOKHO, TOTOMY 4TO BO-
POBaTh 3[1ECh HEUETO, BE/Ib CAMOE LIEHHOE — 3TO CBET... (POHAPU-
Ka, 1 OH — DKCKJIIO3UBHO — TBOI. ..

Koneuno, n cam OCTpoB, U €ro niaBHbIE TE€POM, CYIIECTBYIO-
1[1€ B peaJIbHOCTH, UMEIOT CBOU MTPEKPACHbIE UMEHA, HO J1JIsl Me-
Hsl JINYHO OHM Y€ HE CTOJIb BaXXHbl — UX BBITECHUT U3 MaMATU
NoTpsicaoliiee ollyIeHre cBoOoab (1) OT HACTOSAIIETO, MPOILIO-
r0 U TPEAINoIaraeMoro OyayIero, KOTopoe s Mogydwia, CUIs,
YKYyTaB HOTH B IUIEA. .. BEPHEE, B IJIEH — [1a, B MarM4eCcKUu IJIeH
npo3bl Asniekcanipbl KproukoBoi.

Enena TAJIJIEHUKA,
noam u nucamenw, unen Corwosa nucameneii Poccuu,
aaypeam mMexHcOYHaApPOOHBIX NPEMULi 8 00NACMU AUMEPAMYPbl



Iazera «JIureparypueie usBectus» Nell—I12 (197—198),
2021.
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E. Tallenika, «Magic captivity»

I am holding in my hands a philosophical and mystical thriller
«The Island of Charon», which received several literary awards
in 2021: «Ocean, Wind, Sand and Stars» after A. de Saint-
Exupery (Open Literary Club «Response»)?, «Another Reality»
after Leonid and Daniil Andreev (Creative Center «Clouds
of Inspiration»)°, «Running on the Waves» after A. S. Grin
(Moscow City Organization of the Union of Writers of Russia
together with the Museums of A.S. Grin in Feodosia and Stary
Krym), «Case No.» 2021 after Alfred Hitchcock and «The
Book of the XXI century» in the nomination «Wings» after
A. de Saint-Exupery (Moscow City Organization of the Union
of Writers of Russia together with Non-commercial Partnership
«Literary Republic»)®. However, I've studied some reviews
to decide whether to read it or not.

And I begin reading the book to the music from Christopher
Nolan’s film «Interstellar», which appears almost out of nowhere
and sounds like a refrain on that very Island. I recreate the reality

* The newspaper «Poetograd» No. 3 (399), 2022, article by L. Koroleva.

5 The newspaper «Literary News» («Literaturnye Izvestia») No. 3 (201), 2022,
article by S. Bersenev

® The newspaper «Literary News» / («Literaturnye Izvestia») No. 11—12 (197—
198), 2021, «The results of the literary awards 2021» by the press-secretary of the
Moscow State Organization of the Union of Writers of Russia, https://reading-hall.ru/
publication.php?id=30044



of events, because it’s to this music that the reader is about
to learn how tender the embrace of even the most horrible death
can be.

«Everyone has their own island here...»

The music of the stars and planets places me to the space-
time tunnel «Island» — «Island», one of them is in the Sun Book,
and the other one is in the Moon Book. Christopher Nolan
with his film crew beneath my windows of the hotel on Tatari
Street in Tallinn, 2019, immediately came up to my mind. I was
watching the process of making his new film «Tenet» from the
inside.

Nolan was focused and serious. He gave the command to start.

And I see Alexandra writing her «Island»:

... The Creator, the Ocean, the Sky, the Wish Tree, the Moon
Book and the Sun Book...

Yes, that’s right, like that — with a capital letter and nothing
else.

And this is not an artistic technique, but the essence of the
author’s values — the system of coordinates of her Universe,
in which the main word «Love» turns out to be so impossibly
huge and holy that it becomes unpronounceable!

However, it is Love that permeates everything and all around:
a randomly met person without anatomical signs, and the Girl
looking for her mother in the Ocean, and the Boy, her «little
prince», asking for a lantern not for himself, but for the Girl,
because on this Island every wish can be fulfilled by the Wish



Tree, and even the barefoot Old Man, who has nothing left but
black birds and other people’s memories, the fact that touches
me to the core...

This fragile, not too sociable girl-woman with Tsvetaeva’s
haircut, who frankly informs that all those, who has sunk into her
soul, lie without moving a muscle, and they are YOU yourself
(1), manages to achieve by an apparently simple but obviously
magical narration a hail of my tears!

It is incomprehensible, but Alexandra Kryuchkova, who has
already grown in her literary work to the level of philosophical
Thought, penetrating into the depths of the Universe and leading
us, readers, step by step along the Stairway to the Sky with each
of her books, remains in her soul a naive child, still discovering
Love and Peace, Good and Evil, and surprising us with the purity
and sincerity of the pronounced, «I WANT!»

And ME TOO!

I want to visit this Island, too!

The Island with no electricity, Internet, air conditioning,
where «our consciousness does not care if something happens only
in thoughts or in reality, because the reaction of the body is always
the same.»

The Island, where the water from the Lake of Lovers is not
usual, not mineral, but dead and not sparkling, because there is
simply no other water there, however, you cannot drown in such
water, because you can breathe in it!

The Island, where a Philippine fisherman with Athos rosary



hacks and glitches my time as if it could have any meaning on
the Island of Magicians, because it is always the Full Moon on
the clock, and this Time is the best (!), although only for catching
Fish with a long nose and shamanic treats, such as blood with
milk (!), the potion with a limited shelf life; the main thing is not
to fall for the bait of black magicians, who put the spirit of a dead
person into a bewitched one. ..

To sail away!

To sail away from the world where it’s possible to destroy
an ancient Gothic church for the sake of a coal mining,
to suicide due to unpaid bank interest on a business loan, and it is
not considered shameful to steal ideas — if it were someone else’s
bag, then — yes... otherwise...

To sail away to the Island, where one’s dreams are memories,
from which I would finally find out why «we were subconsciously
so afraid of losing each other even before meeting in a new quality,
that we put off all conversations for later...»

To the Island, where you’ll hardly be able to answer
immediately the question of the Stargazer, «Do you really
believe that you ended up here by accident?» But you’ll have an
opportunity to think about the meaning of your life, although
only until the high tide, creeping as quiet (!) water, like a loving
monster, because «The Ocean comes here silently».

To the Island, from which it is so difficult to disappear,
because «everybody has their own ferry», but it has the right
never to come for you, because it does not have any schedule, or



rather, it depends solely on you.

To the Island, where you can Kkill only your own selfish Self,
and no theft is possible, because there is nothing to steal there, the
most valuable thing is the light. .. of a lantern, and it is exclusively
YOURS...

Of course, both the Island itself and its main characters,
existing in reality, have their own beautiful names, but, as for me
personally, they are no longer so important, because they would
be displaced from memory by an amazing feeling of freedom
() from the present, the past and the future, which I got while
sitting, wrapped my legs in a plaid. .. or rather, in captivity — yes,
in the magic captivity of Alexandra Kryuchkova’s prose.

Elena TALLENIKA,
member of the Union of Writers of Russia,
laureate of international literary awards

The newspaper «Literary News» («Literaturnye Izvestia»)
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JI. KopoaéBa: «Betep, necok u 3Bé31b»

Mope, mope, Mope, OCTpOBa. ...

[IpousBenenus Anekcanapa ['pruHa BIOXHOBIISAIM M IPONOJI-
’KaI0T BJIOXHOBJISITh MHOTMX IIO9TOB U IUCATENEN, a YK O MOsIB-
JICHUM Ha TOPU30HTE «AJIbIX MAPYCOB» MEUTAET MPaKTUUECKU
Kaxaas u3 Hac! ['maBHas repounsi «OcTpoBa...» — He UCKJI0Ye-
HUE, HO, K COXKAJICHUIO, JAJIEKO HE BCEI/Ia B PEAIbHOCTH JEBYIII-
KM, CyIp0a KOTOPBIX M3HAYATIBHO CXOXka ¢ AcCCOJb, BCTPEYaIOT
Hacrosiero ['pest, maxxe eciy TOT Ha3bIBaeT ceOsl TaHHBIM MMe-
HEM M JIEUCTBUTENIHHO SIBJISIETCS] KATUTAaHOM KOpaOis.

«OcTtpoB XapoHa» — 3TO MCKYILIEHHE, SK3aMEH, 4epe3 KO-
TOPBIN TPEACTOUT MPOUTU KaxkaomMy u3 Hac. B cBoém «Oct-
poBe» (kak u B «JloBymike mna MeicinedopMbl») Ajekcanapa
KproukoBa (puurpaHHO-JIaKOHWUYHA, MHOTOE OCTAETCA «3a Kajl-
POM», CHPATAHO «COKPOBMILEM» MEXIy CTPOK — YHUTATelb
YYBCTBYET HEJOCKA3aHHOCTb, KOTOpAas BJIEYET €ro BCE JaIbllie
Y JasblIe — uccaenosarb «OCTpoB» B IOMCKaxX OTBETOB U pasra-
JOK OYEpEeHBIX Iapaj, IMOKa B UTOre OH HE OCTa€TCs HACOUHE
C... camuM co0oii, BepHee, co cBouM [lyxom. ..

Hano ckazath, uro aBTOp «OcTpoBa XapoHa», HECMOTpsI
Ha HEMpOCTYIO cynbOy, a, BO3MOXHO, U Onarojiaps e, oonagaer
’KEJIE3HOU BOJIEM W HEe3aypsiiHOM cuiou Jlyxa, U He TOJIbKO Mu-
HIET KHUTH, HO U yxke Oosee 15 jieT BenET aKTUBHYIO [IesiTeNb-
HOCTh B cepe JUTepaTypsl: MPOBOIUT JUTEPATypHbIE Beuepa



Y CEeMUHAPBI [1J151 COBPEMEHHBIX TIOITOB U MTUCATEJIEN, OPraHU3yeT
KOJUIGKTUBHBIE, B TOM YHCIIE 1 3apyOeKHbIE, IIPOSKTHI, TOMOTa-
€T HAYMHAIOIIMM aBTOpaM Ha IIyTH K IIPU3HAHUIO, HEOJHOKPATHO
padoTana B KIOpH.

B 2013 rony Anekcanngpa KpioukoBa ormeuena Ilpedekry-
porr FO3AO MoCKBbI IUIIJIOMOM MOYETHOTO WiEHAa KIOpU e-
cruBais «CnaBsaHcKuil poqHuk». B 2014 — GnarogapcTBEHHBIM
nucbMoM 3am. ripenceaatens [paBurenscrBa 3a0alikaabcKOro
Kpas, pykoBogutesiss AIMUHUCTpAlMM ATUHCKOTO bypsarckoro
OKpyra 3a0aiKajbCKOTO Kpas 3a aKTUBHOE ydacTHE B TOJIIO-
TOBKE W MPOBEJEHUU MEPOIPUATUS, TOCBAMIEHHOTO 90-1eTnio
wiena Coro3a nucaresiei ¥ KypHaJIMCTOB, 3aC/Ty’KEHHOTO paboT-
HuKa KyJeTypsl PCOCP, HaponHoro nosra byparun Apcana-
Ha Kambanona. B 2015 — qurutomom Aamunuctpanuu u Cobe-
Ta gernytatoB MO «Yepémymiku» (FO3AO, MockBa) 3a opranu-
3aLMI0 U [TPOBEACHHUE JIUTEPATYpPHOro pectuBaiisl «ClaBIHCKUN
pomHuk». B 2016 — murutomom Oprromutera «AccamoOnen Hc-
KyCCTB», IIPOBOAMMOM Npu nogjepxke Munucrepcrsa Kymbry-
pbl PO, 32 BbICOKOKBATM(UIIMPOBAHHYIO Pa0OTY B COCTaBE DKC-
neptHoro CoBeTa JIMTEpaTypHOro KOHKypca U KOHKYpca YTelloB
Bcepoccutickoro dectuBais 1eOTHBIX POSKTOB MOJIOBIX aB-
TopoB U ucnonHuTenen «Kyook Poccun mo xymoxkecTBeHHOMY
TBOpPYECTBY ,,AccamOinest MickycctB“». B 2018 — Gnarogapcten-
HBIM IHCHMOM 3a BKJIaJ B Pa3BUTHE KYJIbTYPHOM XWU3HU paii-
oHa YepEMyIlKY, aKTUBHYIO TBOPUYECKYIO AEATEILHOCTh U BEP-
HOCTb XYy/IO’)KECTBEHHOMY cJIoBy. Harpaxaena menasio npedex-



ta FOBAO Mocksh «3a noomectabiid Tpya» (2007).

[Mockonbky OTKpHITHI JIuTeparyphbiil Kiy0 Bcerma npuBer-
CTBYET U TOOIIPSIET aKTUBHBIX YICHOB KJyOa, AJIeKcaH/ipa Ha-
rpaxjanach AUIJIOMaMU 3a BKJIaJ] B Pa3BUTHE JIMTEPATYPbI U CO-
XpaHeHue KyjabTypHbIX Tpaguimid (2010), 3a BepHoe ciyke-
HHE OTEUECTBEHHOU JITEpaType U JOCTHKEHUs B OOJACTH T0-
93UM U TIPO3bI C BpyuyeHUEM MaMsITHON menanu kiayda (2011),
32 BECOMBII BKJIaJ] B pa3BUTHE POCCUIICKO-BEHTEPCKUX OTHOIIIE-
HUII B oOiacTu jmTeparypbl U KyabTypsl (2012), 3a coxpaHe-
HUE U MPUYMHOXEHHUE KYIbTYPHBIX TPAAUIINNA, aKTUBHYIO JiesI-
TEJIBHOCTh B OOJIACTH JIMTEPATyPhl U MPEAaHHOCTh KIyOy «OT-
kJIuK» (2013), 3a Becomblii BKJIaJl B pa3BUTHE KHUTOU3IAHUS
U aKTUBHYI0 TBOPYECKYI0 M OPraHU3alMOHHYIO AESITEebHOCTh
B paMkax ['oma murepatypel B P® (2015), 3a Bk1aj B pa3BuTHe
KYJIbTYPBl M AKTUBHYIO TBOPYECKYIO AeATEIbHOCTD (2016).

OnHako ofiHA U3 OTVIMYUTENIBHBIX OCOOEHHOCTEN MPO3bI AJIeK-
caHzipbl KproukoBo#, HECMOTpsT Ha €€ COOCTBEHHBIN ITOJIOXKH-
TEeJIbHBI 00pa3 B JIMTEPATYPHBIX Kpyrax, — siBHas HEMOOOBb
K «IOJIOKUTEIbHBIM» reposiM. U 31ech, Ha «OcTpoBe», Mbl 00-
HapykHMBaeM, 4TO IJIaBHasl repouHs («Accoib», HallleAmas uy-
’oro I'pest), OT uIa KOTOpo# BEETCS MOBECTBOBAHUE, — XOThb
U HE KOJIIyHbsI, HO JaJIeKO He cBsiTast. [IpenenbHO OTKpBITO Oe-
ceflysl C YuTaresieM, JIMCTasi CBOM BCIIOMMHAHUS U CHBI, AJIeK-
caHzpa (Benp Bes npo3a KpioukoBoii aBroouorpaduyna, o 4ém
4YacTo YINOMUHAJIOCh €10 Ha TBOPUECKMX Bedyepax) MOKa3bIBaeT
HaM KU3Hb «KaK €CTb», He MPUYKpaII1Basi €€, HO U — YTO BaXK-



HO! — HUKOTO He ocyk/1asi. XOTs, Ha MOM B3IVIsf], CAMOE IJIaBHOE
nasxe He 310. [TocpecTBOM KHUTH aBTOP OEPET UMTaTeNIs 3 PYKY
u yBoaut ero oT Tembl B «Okean He6ecHoro CBeta» — OUMCTHTH
JYIITy OT BCETO «HUBIIIET0» U «3rOMCTUYHOTO», «OTACIUTh 3¢pHA
OT IUIEBEI», YTOOBI B UTOTE:

«.../lyx enuman 6 cebst mo, umo coumém OOCMoUHbIM OblMb
uacmoro Teopua...»

OTa KHWra 3acTaBisieT 3aJyMaTbCsl HaJl COOCTBEHHOM KU3-
HBIO, pa3oOparbcsa B cebe, MOHATh CBOE Bricmee n Hwusiree
S. MeHs JMYHO BHNEYaTIA HEOXKUJAHHBIM (PUHAI — «CMEPTh
BTOpasi» Ha KJIaJ0OuIle BOCIIOMUHAHUIA. .. TIEPEeBOpAYMBaAET BCE
BHYTpH. ..

B cBemyio, HO nevyasibHyI0 cka3ky AJjiekcanapsl KpioukoBoit
B KaYeCTBE WLTIOCTPALIMI YJaUHO BCTPOEHBI €€ «MOPCKUE» CTU-
XM, Kak, BOpOYeM, U MUHHUATIOpa «JleBouka M Mope», C KO-
TOPOM HAUMHAETCS KHUIA, — OHU MPUIAIOT YTOHYEHHOCTH IIO-
BECTBOBAHHUIO M TMO3BOJISIOT MOYYBCTBOBATh JYIIY IJIABHOM Ie-
pouHu. JlaHHBIE TIPOM3BE/IeHNUs ObLIM TpeacTaBiieHbl Kprouko-
BOM Ha KOHKYypc uMeHu Anekcanapa Crenanosnya ['puna «be-
rymue no BosHam» 2021, opraHu3oBaHHbIE MOCKOBCKOU TO-
poackor opranmzanuen Coro3a nucareneid Poccun coBMECTHO
¢ MBYK «®eonocniiCKkuil JIATEPAaTYypPHO-MEMOPHAIBHBIA MY-
et A. C. I'puna» u Jomom-myszeem A. C. I'puna B r. Cra-
poiii Kpeim (Pecniyonmka Kpeim). [To pe3ynbratam padoThl kKI0-
pu Anekcanjpa Oblia OOBSIBIEHA JIaypeaToOM KOHKypca, W 3TO
Hecy4aiHo, Befib €€ «OCTpoB» — OJHa U3 HEMHOTUX KHUT, KO-



TOpbIe MOXHO MTPOYUTATh BCETO 32 JIEHb, HO MOTYYUTb IMULILY 151
Pa3MBbIILJIEHU HA JOJTUE TO/IBI.

Hano ormeruts, uro Anekcanapa KpioukoBa — HaCTOSIIUNA
MacTep CJIOBa, Ybsl MPO3a HE TOJIBKO METa(pU3NYHO-MUCTUYHA,
HO U MO3TMYHA. HeomHOKpaTHO OHa CTaHOBWJIACH MOOEAWTE-
JIeM JIMTEpaTypHBIX KOHKYPCOB M JIaypeaToM JIMTepaTypHO-00-
HIECTBEHHBIX MPEMUM, B TOM umcie — OTkpeiToro Jlureparyp-
Horo Kiy6a «OtkJIuK». Tak, poman «AHren-XpaHuTesb» I0-
ayuaun npemuio «CepedpsHblii anren» 2015 umenn @. Caran,
poman «Vcnosenn [Ipuspaka», Ha Mo¥ B3IJIsA, OJMM3KUM TIO JTy-
Xy K «OcrtpoBy XapoHa», OTMEYeH npeMuen «TBoper, MUpoB»
2019 umenu [I. Annpeesa, a 6ecrceiiep «Kuura Taitnbix 3Ha-
Huil» (Tupax npesbicui1 10 000 sx3emmuisipoB) B 2020 rogy crain
noOequTesieM KOHKypca «Marmdeckuii peamsm XXI» umenn
Kapnoca Kacranenpt v I'eoprus I'ypoxuesa.

OpnHako 1u4HO 17151 MeHs «OcTpoB XapoHa» B OOJIbIIIei cTe-
MIEHU aCCOLMUPYETCA C DK3I0MNEPH, NOITOMY OT Jila OTKPBITO-
ro Jluteparypaoro Kiyba «OtkJIuK» s ¢ pagocTbio 00bsBIIsIO
Anexkcannpy KpioukoBy jaypeatoMm JMTepaTypHO-OOIECTBEH-
Hoit mpemun uMeHHU A. ne Cenr-Dk3ionepu «OkeaH, BeTep, Ie-
COK U 3BE31bl» 2021!

JIronmMuiia KOPOJIEBA,

noam, nucamenw, uaern Coroza nucameneti Poccuu,
PYK080OUmMeENb

Omxpvimozo Jlumepamyprozo Kayoa «Omx/JIuK»



[azera «Iloatorpaa» Ne3 (399), 2022.
http://www.poetograd.ru/arch.html
https:/freading-hall. ru/publication.php ?id=30502



L. Koroleva, «Ocean,
wind, sand and stars»

Oh... sea, sea, sea, islands. ..

The books of Alexander Grin inspired and continue to inspire
many poets and writers, and almost every girl dreams of seeing
the «Scarlet Sails»” on the horizon! The main character of «The
Island...» is not an exception, but, unfortunately, it doesn’t often
happen in reality that all girls whose fate is initially similar
to Assol meet the real Gray, even if he calls himself by this name,
being the captain of a ship in fact.

«The Island of Charon» is a temptation, an exam that each
of us has to go through. In «The Island» (as well as in «A Trap
for a Thought-Form») Alexandra Kryuchkova is filigree-laconic,
much remains behind the scenes, being hidden as the real
treasure between the lines. The reader feels an understatement
that draws him further and further to explore «The Island»
in search of answers and clues to the next charades until in the
end he is left alone with... himself, or rather, with his Spirit...

It must be said that the author of «The Island of Charon»,
despite the difficult fate, or, perhaps, thanks to it, has an

7 The most famous novel of Alexander Grin is called «Scarlet Sails». The main
character, named Assol, lives in a seaside village and believes that one day a ship with
scarlet sails will come to their pier, and the captain of the ship, named Gray, will
marry her.



iron will and an extraordinary strength of the Spirit, and she
doesn’t only write books, but she has been active in the field
of literature for more than 15 years: holds literary evenings
and seminars for contemporary poets and writers, organizes
collective projects, including foreign ones, helps new authors on
their way to recognition, repeatedly serves on the jury. <...>

Since the Open Literature Club «Response» always welcomes
and encourages active members of the club, Alexandra got many
diplomas of our Club for her contribution to the development
of literature and the preservation of cultural traditions, for
faithful service to literature and achievements in the field
of poetry and prose, for a significant contribution to the
development of Russian-Hungarian and other foreign relations
in the field of literature and culture, for a significant contribution
to the development of book publishing and active creative
and organizational activities within the framework of the Year
of Literature in the Russian Federation, etc.

However, one of the distinguishing features of Alexandra
Kryuchkova’s prose, despite her own positive image in literary
circles, is her obvious dislike of «positive» heroes. So, we find
out in «The Island» that the main character, on behalf of which
the narrative is conducted, although not a witch, is far from being
a saint. In an utterly frank conversation with the reader, leafing
through her memories and dreams, Alexandra (because all her
prose is autobiographical, as she often mentioned at literary
evenings) shows us life as it is without embellishing it and, this is



important, without judging anyone. Although, in my opinion, the
most important thing is not even that. The author takes the reader
by hand and leads him away from the Darkness into «the Ocean
of the Divine Light» to cleanse the soul of everything «lower and
selfish», to «separate the wheat from the chaff», so that in the
end «The Spirit would absorb worthy to be a part of the Creator.»

The book makes you look at your own life differently and
understand yourself, recognize your Higher and Lower Selves.
I was personally impressed by the unexpected ending, the
«second death» in the Cemetery of Memories turns everything
inside. The «sea» poems?® in the book as well as the miniature
«The Girl and the Sea», starting the novel, are successfully
built into this bright but sad fairy tale, adding refinement to the
narrative and allowing the reader to feel the soul of the main
character. These works were presented by Kryuchkova to the
competition after Alexander Grin «Running on the Waves»
2021, organized by the Moscow City Organization of the
Union of Writers of Russia together with the MBUK «Feodosia
Literary and Memorial Museum of A. S. Grin» and the House-
Museum of A. S. Grin in the town of Stary Crym (Republic
of Crimea). According to the decision of the jury, Alexandra
was declared the winner of the competition, and this is no
coincidence, because her «Island» is one of the few books that
you can read in just a day, getting food for your mind for many
years.

8 Are published only in the original Russian edition.



It should be noted that Alexandra Kryuchkova is a true
master of words, whose prose is not only metaphysical and
mystical but also poetic. She repeatedly became the winner and
laureate of literary competitions and awards, including those
of the Open Literary Club. So, the novel «Guardian Angel»
received the «Silver Angel» award 2015 organized in honor
of Francoise Sagan, the novel «Confessions of a Ghost», in my
opinion, close to «The Island of Charon» in spirit, got «The
Creator of the Worlds» award 2019 after Daniil Andreev, and
her bestseller «The Book of Secret Knowledge» (circulation
exceeded 10,000 copies) became the winner of the «Magical
Realism of the XXI century» competition after Carlos Castaneda
and George Gurdjieff in 2020.

However, as for me, «The Island of Charon» is more
associated with Exupery, therefore, on behalf of the Open
Literary Club «Response», I am pleased to announce Alexandra
Kryuchkova the laureate of the literary award «Ocean, wind,
sand and stars» 2021 after Antoine de Saint-Exupery!

Lyudmila KOROLEVA,

member of the Union of Writers of Russia,

Head of the Open Literary Club «Response», laureate
of literary awards



B. IInabubin: «Po3a mupa
MaJjieHbKOro npuHIia»

Eciu Obl TIpeACTaBIIsIOCh BOBMOXKHBIM KJIACCH(PUIIMPOBATH
oureparypy, To KHAry «OctpoB XapoHna» Ausekcanapbl Kpiou-
KOBOHM BIIOJIHE JIOTUYHO ObLJIO Obl MOCTaBUTh HA OfIHY IOJ-
Ky ¢ «ManenbkuMm npuHueMm» AntyaHa [le CeHT-DK30mepu.
TperneTHoe OTHOIIEHNE K YyAy OBITHS, TIOCTPOEHHbIE OT BHYT-
PEHHUX NIPUYMH U IPOTAHYBLIMECS BO BCIO BCEJIEHHYIO MOJIENN
B3aMMOCBSI3€M, BHIIVISAAT Y TUX ABTOPOB MOXOKUMHU, HECMOTPS
Ha Pa3HUILYy UCXOAHBIX OOCTOSATENHCTB U TUAMETPATBLHO MPOTH-
BOIOJIOKHbBIE (DUHAJIBL.

[TpaBbl ¥ T€ KPUTHUKH, KOTOPbIE CPABHUBAIOT NIPO3Yy AJIEKCaH-
apbl KproukoBoii ¢ [lanunnom AHzipeeBbIM. MHOXECTBO MUPOB
U MapaJlyieSIbHbIX BCEJICHHBIX, OTPaXEHHBIX B ero «Posze mupa»
BIIOJIHE MOTJIA OBl BKJIIOYUTH B CeOs1 M KOHCTPYKIIUU, OOHApY-
’KMBaeMble B poMaHe «VcrioBesp npuspaka» 1 B moBecTu «OcCT-
poB XapoHa». Cuia JIOTMYECKUX 3aBUCUMOCTEH, (PHIIMTPaHHO
BBICTPOEHHBIX KpIOUKOBOIA, /Ie1aeT 9TH MPOU3BeIeHN S HE MEeHee
NPaBIONONO0HKIMU, YeM (rocodckuii Oectcesuiep 3HAMEHH-
TOr'O MUCTHKA.

[Ipo3a Anekcanapbl KpioukoBoil BO3BOAUT HE3PUMBIA MOCT
MEX[y JAByMsl, HUUEM MPEexk]IEe HE CBSI3aHHBIMU aBTOPAMU IPO-
HII0r0. «MaJleHbKUA TpUHI» DK3ionepu 3a00THICS O po3e,
Y BCeJIeHCKUI (peHOoMeH [lannniia AHIpeeBa ToXe OKa3blBaeTCs



pO30H, HO y Hero 310 yxe «Po3a mupa». [Ipunumast acradery
MIOKOJIEHUM, 32 TOU K€ pO30U HE3PUMO U ACJIMKATHO YXaKHUBAET
Anekcangpa Kproukosa.

Bagum IIINJIBIIBIH,
nucamenw, uner Corsa nucameneii Poccuu
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lazera «IToatorpan» Ned (400), 2022.
http://www.poetograd.ru/arch.html
https://reading-hall.ru/publication.php ?id=30662



V. Shiltzyn, «The Little
Prince’s Rose of the Universe»

If it were possible to classify literature, then «The Island
of Charon» by Alexandra Kryuchkova would be quite logical
to put on the same shelf with «The Little Prince» by Antoine de
Saint-Exupery. The reverent attitude to the miracle of being and
the models of interconnections, built from internal causes and
stretched throughout the entire Universe, look similar in these
authors, despite the difference in their initial circumstances and
diametrically opposite endings.

Those critics who compare the prose of Alexandra
Kryuchkova with Daniil Andreev are also right. The multitude
of the worlds and parallel universes reflected in his «Rose
of the World» could as well include the constructions found
in her novel «Confessions of a Ghost» and in the story «The
Island of Charon». The power of logical dependencies, filigreed
by Kryuchkova, makes these works no less plausible than the
philosophical bestseller of the famous mystic.

Alexandra Kryuchkova’s prose built an invisible bridge
between two previously unconnected authors of the past. «The
Little Prince» of Exupery took care of the rose, and the universal
phenomenon of Daniil Andreev also turned out to be a rose, but
for him it was already the «Rose of the World». Taking up the
relay race of generations, Alexandra Kryuchkova invisibly and



delicately takes care of the very same rose.

Vadim SHILTZYN,
member of the Union of Writers of Russia,
laureate of literary awards

The newspaper «Poetograd» No. 4 (400), 2022.
http://www.poetograd.ru/arch.html
https://reading-hall.ru/publication.php ?id=30662



C. bepceneB: «MHasa PeaabHOCTB»

C TBOpUYECTBOM H3BECTHOTO MOCKOBCKOIo nucatesist AJiek-
canpsl KproukoBo# 51 3HakoM He noHacbike. Eme B 2012 ro-
1y MHE TIOCYACTJIMBUIIOCH TIPUCYTCTBOBATh Ha €€ aBTOPCKOM Be-
gepe B [lome Omkaero 3apyoexns uMm. A. ComkenniipiHa Ha Ta-
raHke, rJje OHa IMPEeKPacHO BbIIVIAJeNa cpa3y B JBYX MIIOCTa-
CsIX — MM03TA U aBTOpa-ucnonHutesist. E€ BhICTYIIIeHHE HACTOMb-
KO BJIOXHOBWJIO MEHSI, UTO sl HAMKCAJI OJHO W3 3HAYUMBbIX JJIsI
ce0s1 cTuXoTBOpeHuil — «I'oBopio Tede — 3apaBcTByi!», B u-
rpade KOToporo cTosiT cTpouku Anekcanapsl. [lo3nHee, B ssHBa-
pe 2017 roaa, Tam ke MPOUJET Mpe3eHTalMs TPaHAUO3HOIO KU-
Hopuwibma A. Kynsamuna «Pyck CBsitasi», CHATOrO 1o MOTUBam
OJHOMMEHHOUN KHUTM «Pych CBsiTas. ['ofoca pycCKUX MOITOB»,
B KOTOPOM 3By4aT MPOHUKHOBEHHBIE cTuXU A. KproukoBoii.

W BOT Temeph, CIyCTS HECKOJBKO JIET, Korjaa s, Oymayuu
npejceaTesnieM Kopu U pykopoauteneMm Tsopueckoro LlenTtpa
«O0naka BIOXHOBEHUS», O3HAKOMUWIICS C MPEJCTABJICHHOU €10
Ha JIMTEPaTypHBIN KOHKYpC «/Hast peanbHOCTh» uMeHH JIeoHu-
na v Jlannnna AHIpeeBbIX MUCTHUECKOU MOBECTHIO-TPULIEPOM
«OctpoB XapoHa», Anekcanapa KpioukoBa packpbliach AJisi Me-
Hf eIE B OIHOM MITOCTACH — KaK ITyOOKMIA ¥ BAYMYUBBIN MTPO-
3auK.

Vike caMo Ha3BaHWE KHUTH JA€T TIOHATh, YTO HAM MPEACTOUT
HE TPUBUAIBHOE TEpPEeNUCThIBAHNE OOBIIEHHBIX OAHAIBHOCTEM,



a MyTelleCTBUE B KPOHOTIMBbIE (PUIOCO(CKHUE Pa3MBIILIEHUS.
C nepBbIX k€ CTpaHMI] MbI ITOrpyxaemcs B Ty camyio MHyio Pe-
aJIbHOCTD, IJIe 3eMHasl KM3Hb U CMEPTh IJIaBHOM I'€POUHU Tec-
HO B3aUMOCBSI3aHbl C HE3PUMBIMU MOTYCTOPOHHUMM CUJIAMU —
Tembl 1 CBeTa, a CIOKET pa3BOPAYMBAETCS HA 3araJJOYHOM OCT-
POBe, IlIe «BCE HE TaK...», TOCKOJIbKY PACIIOJIIOKEH OH... B ACT-
pasmbHOM Mupe. Ho cyriecTByeT Jin ocMepTHOE ObITUE B IIPHH-
uune? Y ecnm «ga», To Kak yctpoeH Tor Mup? YUrto npeacrasiisier
cobOoi cyn Haj aymioi? Kakoil oTBeT KaxkJoMy U3 HaC MPUAETCS
JepKaTh 3a COBEPIIEHHBIE TOCTYIIKH?

Hepeii€énnple 3a1aun 1 HeJOAEJaHHbIE JIefa, TOIMYIIeHHbIE
IIPY KU3HU OIIMOKH, MPUBSI3aHHOCTY K 3€MHOMY U JJaKe HEUC-
MOJTHEHHBIE MEYThI MPUBOAAT AYIIY Ha OCTPOB, UbMUM MasikOM
asnsercs epeBo Kenanuu, Ho: «/lepeso 2Kenanuii — smo no-
eyuwika...» Jla U X03MH OCTPOBAa HECIYYalHO KMBET B JOME
Ha Knanouie BocmiomuHanuii, Beib BOCIIOMUHAHUS O JOPOTUX
CepAlly JIOASAX MOCTOSIHHO MPECeAyIOT INIAaBHYI0 TEPOUHIO.

Moxer yin onucanHoe Anekcanapou Kproukoson B «Octpo-
BE...» MPOUCXOIUTh UMEHHO Tak M Ha camoM jejne? Ham 310
HEBEJIOMO, HO HABEPHSIKa K /Abli U3 HAC, TIOAXO/S K TIOC/IEAHEN
yepre, 33JacTCsl BOIPOCAMH, Ha KOTOPBIE UIIET U HAXOJUT OTBE-
ThI IJ1IaBHAas repouHs. Cama ke aBTOp OTKPBITO BBIPAKAET CBOE
MHEHHUE O BO3MOXHOCTH MO3HaHUU VICTUHBI B Auasiore ¢ Xapo-
HOM:

«...8C¢, umo okpycaem meos, —uarnosus. Toavko mom, Kmo



CMOdiICem omKazamuvcst om Heé, nosnaem Hcmumny.

— Ilo3namu npoucxoosiee yeauKom u NOAHOCHIBLIO BO3ZMONCHO,
AU BbIOSL 34 PAMKU NPOUCXO0SULE20. SHAUUM, UUCMO Meope-
MUUECKU, KA#COOMY, KMo HaAXOO0UMCcsi 30ecb, He0OX0OUMO NOKU-
HYymo Acmpanohslii Mup?

— Ilpasunvho... Ilepconaxc kapmunvl He YeUOUM KapmuHol
UEAUKOM, NOKA He OKANCEMCSL 8 3PUMENLHOM 3de. .. »

B ommuum or OONMBIIMHCTBA OECCBS3HBIX M HaJTyMaHHBIX
(panTE3H, «OCTPOB...» AnekcaHgpbl KproukoBOM, BO3HUKIINN
Ha CTHIKE KaHPOB (JTIOOOBHBIN POMaH, IETEeKTUB, MUCTUKA U (PU-
nocoust), IEpKUT YUTATENsl B HAMPSOKEHUU C TIEPBOM /IO TIO-
CJIe[IHEN CTPAHMUIIBL: TIOUCK B3aMMHOM JIIOOBU NIPUBOJIUT K pac-
CJIEZIOBAHUI0 COOCTBEHHOTO YOHMICTBA B JyXe TPUJIEPOB AJlb-
(ppena Xuukoka, a 3aKaHUMBAETCS Pa3raJKoil ceKkpera XapoHa
JUISI OCYILIECTBJICHHS Tlepexojia QYN Ha CJAeIYIONIylo CTyIeHb
OECKOHEUYHO! JIECTHULILI B HEDO.

Ha moi1 B3ryis1, 0qHa U3 OCHOBHBIX LIEJIEN NTPOU3BEICHUS —
JIOHECTU [I0 YMTaTesisl BAXXKHOCTh MPU3HAHUS OTBETCTBEHHOCTU
32 COOCTBEHHBIE MOCTYIKH, TTOCKOJIBKY Kak/IbIl YEJIOBEK MpaK-
TUYECKHM Bcerga oOnagaer cBoOomor BbiOopa: «Ho... oopamu
sHumanue: Teopey, He oeticmayem npomue meoeli 0au U HUK020a
U HUKO20 He auaem npasa evloopa. .. »

A emgE — BaXHOCTh TPOITICHNS, Beb TJIaBHAsI TE€POWHS CMU-
psietcsi ¢ 3ambIcioM TBopIa Ha COOCTBEHHYIO CMEPTh U B UTOTE
MPOIIAeT CBOEro youiliy: « 4 ne scenaro mebe 3aa... Tl npas —



mak 3a4em-mo 0bl0 HydHcHo... Ilpowail...»

B KHUre HET HUYEro «JIUIIHETO» — BCEe COOBITUS U UAJIOTH
MIEPCOHAXKEN TILATEJLHO BbIBEpEHHI U npoaymanbl. HeT u uckyc-
CTBEHHO BCTPOEHHOU «3aymMu» — «OcTpoB XapoHa» 4YUTAETCS
JIETKO, HO MPU ITOM SIBJISIETCS CEPbE3HBIM ITPOU3BEACHUEM, 3a-
CIIy’KMBAIOIIVM BHUMAaHHSI HE MEHEE, YeM aHAJIOTUYHbIE (PUJIO-
co(pckue paboThl B 00JIACTH TaK HazbiBaeMoW «HOUM peasibHO-
cTu», oT «ManeHbKoro npuHiia» AHtyaHa e CeHT-DK30nepu
10 «Po3pl Mupa» [Janunna AHgpeesa.

Pemenuem xiopu TBopueckoro Llenrpa «O6maka BIOXHOBe-
HUs» Astekcanpa KproukoBa oObsiBIeHa OOeIUTEIEM KOHKYP-
ca «/1Has peanpbHOCTb» MMeHU JleoHnaa u [lanumna AHIpeeBbIxX
3a 2021 roa. Kenaem AjnekcaHape HEUCCAKAEMOTrO TBOPUYECKOTO
BIOXHOBEHUS M OuepeHbIX moden Ha JluteparypHom Onumre!

Cepreiit BEPCEHEB,

3acayocennvlii nucamenv Mockosckoli 20poOcKoli opzanu3a-
uuu

Coroza nucameneri Poccuu, nosm,

pykosooumens Teopueckoeo Llenmpa «Oonaxa 600XHOBEHUS»

I'azera «JIuteparypnsie usBectus» Ne3 (201), 2022.
htp:/itiz.ru/arch. html
https://freading-hall.ru/publication.php 2id=30735



S. Bersenev, «Another Reality»

(«Alexandra Kryuchkova revealed the secret of Charon»)

I am familiar with the work of the famous Moscow writer
Alexandra Kryuchkova not by hearsay. Back in 2012, 1 was
lucky enough to be present at her personal literary evening at
the House of the Near Abroad by A. Solzhenitsyn at Taganka,
where she looked great in two capacities at once: as a poet and as
a songwriter. Her performance inspired me so much that I wrote
one of my most significant poems «I say you ,.hello*!», quoted
in the epigraph Alexandra’s words. Later, in January 2017, at
the same House took place a presentation of the grandiose film
«Holy Russia» by A. Kulyamin (based on the book «Holy Russia.
Voices of Russian poets»), which features the heartfelt poems
of A. Kryuchkova as well.

And now, a few years later, when, being the chairman of the
jury and head of the Creative Center «Clouds of Inspiration»,
I got acquainted with her mystical thriller «The Island
of Charon», submitted to the literary competition «Another
Reality» organized in honor of mystical writers Leonid and
Daniil Andreev, Alexandra Kryuchkova revealed herself to me
in yet another capacity — as a deep and thoughtful prose writer.

The very title of the book makes it clear that we are not
going to have a trivial turning over of mundane platitudes,



but a journey into painstaking philosophical reflections. From
the first pages, we are immersed in that very «Another
Reality», where the earthly life and death of the main character
are closely interconnected with invisible otherworldly Forces
of Darkness and Light, and the plot unfolds on a mysterious
island, where «everything is wrong», since it is located in the
Astral World. But does an afterlife exist in principle? And if
so, how is that World organized? What is it «the judgment»
of a soul? What price does each of us have to pay for our deeds?

Unresolved tasks and unfinished works, mistakes made during
life and affection for earthly things, and even unfulfilled dreams
lead the soul to the island, whose lighthouse is the Wish Tree,
but «The Wish Tree is a trap...»

And it is no coincidence that the owner of the Island lives
in a house in the Cemetery of Memories — the reminiscences
of dear to the heart people are haunting the main character.

Can the described by Alexandra Kryuchkova in «The
Island...» be exactly like this in reality? We don’t know, but
surely, each of us, approaching the last line, asks the same
questions, to which the main character is looking for and
finds answers. The author openly expresses her opinion on the
possibility of cognition the Truth in a dialogue with Charon.

«...everything that surrounds you is an illusion. Only those who
can refuse it will discover the Truth.»

«But the only way to understand completely what'’s going on
here is to go beyond what's going on. So, theoretically, everyone



who is here now needs to leave the Astral World ?»

«Correct. The character of the movie will not see the whole
movie until he moves himself in the auditorium.»

Unlike most incoherent and far-fetched fantasy, «The Island»,
emerged at the intersection of genres (love story, detective,
mysticism and philosophy), keeps the reader in suspense from
the first to the last page. The search for mutual love leads to the
investigation of one’s murder in the spirit of Alfred Hitchcock’s
thrillers and ends with unraveling of Charon’s secret to realize
the transition of the soul to the next step of the endless staircase
to the Sky.

In my opinion, one of the main goals of the book is to convey
to the reader the importance of taking responsibility for his
own deeds, since each person almost always has the freedom
of choice,

«But... pay attention to the fact that the Creator doesn'’t
act against your will and never deprives anyone of the right
fo choose.»

...as well as the importance of forgiveness, because the main
character accepts the Creator’s plan for her own death and
eventually forgives her murderer.

«I don’t wish you any harm... You are right. It was necessary
for some reason. Goodbye...»

There is nothing superfluous in the book. All the events and
dialogues of the characters are carefully verified and thought out.
There is no artificially built-in abstruse, «The Island of Charon»



is easy to read, but at the same time it is a serious work that
deserves attention no less than similar philosophical works in the
field of so-called «Another Reality», from «The Little Prince»
by Antoine de Saint-Exupery to «The Rose of the World»
by Daniil Andreev.

According to the decision of the jury of the Creative Center
«Clouds of Inspiration», Alexandra Kryuchkova was announced
the winner of the «Another Reality» 2021 competition after
Leonid and Daniil Andreev. We wish Alexandra inexhaustible
creative inspiration and new victories on the Literary Olympus!

Sergei BERSENEYV,

Honored Writer of the Moscow City Organization
of the Union of Writers of Russia, poet,

Head of the Creative Center «Clouds of Inspiration»

The newspaper «Literary News» («Literaturnye Izvestia»)
No. 3 (201), 2022.

htp:/itiz.ru/arch. html
https://freading-hall.ru/publication.php 2id=30735



b. Muxun: «Cka3ka-1eTeKTUB»

Hu B 4éM He CTOUT ObITh YBEPEHHBIM, Be[lb «OCTPOB — y Kaxk-
JIOrO CBO», M HE BCEr/a 3T0 — UMEHHO OCTPOB, Ja U HE BE3JE. . .
Torpa uto ke Takoe «OctpoB» Asiekcanapbl KpioukoBoii?

Ckaska s B3pocibix? — [la, koHeuHo. [lonHas pomaHTHKH
Y IPYCTH OT DK3I0TNEPU U YyBCTBA «CTOSIHMS Ha Kpaio» oT Makca
Ppas.

Muctuueckuii netektuB? — besycnoBHo. Knaccuyeckas npa-
MaTyprudeckasi «ropka», TpEXakTHasl CXema, JEPKUT B Harpsi-
’KEHUU U HEBEJIEHUU JI0 CAMOW KYJIbMUHAITUH.

Kenckuit poman? — Toxe BepHO. DMOIMHU, CKPHITbIE MO/
BHEIITHUM CIOKOWCTBMEM TIJIABHOM T€POMHM, 3alllKaJIuBaioT!
Jlo nocieqHero BIoxa u Jake Mocjie Hero OHa UILET 3eMHYIO JII0-
OOBb U TIO3HAET PeabHOCTD (HY, WIN He-pealbHOCTh, — KaKk BaM
Oy/IeT Yro/IHO) He PallMOHAJIBHO, HE «JIMHEHHO».

«OctpoB Xapona» Asekcanpbl KpioukoBoi «pa3HOMacTeH»
Y «MHOT'OJIMK», HO TeM OH M 3amedareseH! [la u camble sipkue
TBOPUYECKHUE YCIIeXU OOBIYHO CITy4YaloTCs TJIe-TO Ha CThIKE, a re-
HUAJILHOCTD MPOSIBIISIETCSA B HECTAHAPTE — B TOM, UTO BBIXOAUT
32 CPeJHECTATUCTUUECKUE PAMKHU.

XOTS... HA B YEM HE CTOUT OBITh YBEPEHHBIM, BE/Ib. . .

«OCTpOB — y KakJ10ro CBOW» !

bopuc MUXHH,



nosm, nucamenw, uner Coroza nucameneii Poccuu,
aaypeanm AumepamypHuix npemuii

I'azera «Iloatorpag» Ned (400), 2022.
http://www.poetograd.ru/arch. html
https:/freading-hall.ru/publication.php ?id=30662



B. Mikhin, «A detective fairy tale»

You shouldn’t be sure of anything, because «everyone has their
own island here», although not always it is an island, and not
everywhere. ..

Then, what is «The Island» by Alexandra Kryuchkova?

Is it a fairy tale for adults? — Yes, sure. It is full of romance
and sadness of Antoine de Saint-Exupery and of «standing on
the edge» from Max Fry.

Is it a mystery detective? — Undoubtedly. We see the classic
dramaturgical «slide», a three-act scheme, and it keeps you
in suspense till the end.

Is it a love story? — It’s also true. The emotions hidden beneath
the outward calmness of the main character are going wild! Until
the last breath and even after it, she is looking for earthly love
and cognizes reality (well, or non-reality, as you like) in a not
rational, not linear way.

«The Island of Charon» by Alexandra Kryuchkova is
variegated and multifaceted, but that’s what makes it so
remarkable! Besides, the brightest creative successes usually
happen somewhere at the junction, and the genius manifests
itself out of standards, going beyond the statistical average.

However, you shouldn’t be sure of anything, because...

...«everyone has their own island here!»



Boris MIKHIN,
member of the Union of Writers of Russia,
laureate of literary awards

The newspaper «Poetograd» No. 4 (400), 2022.
http://www.poetograd.ru/arch.html
https://freading-hall.ru/publication.php ?id=30662



. AaronoBa: «Kopa6.b nmpu3pakon»

«OcrtpoB XapoHa» A. KproukoBo ITpouYMTasa Ha OJHOM Jbl-
xaHuu. [lorpscena. Ha mou B3z, sto menesp! Huuero noxo-
’ero He untaia paHee. CoBpeMeHHasi IpUuTYa, B KOTOPOH 32 MPo-
3payHOll BBIBEPEHHON (POPMOM CHIpsiTaH TTyOOKui pustocod-
CKHIA CMBIC. ABTOp TpejyiaraeT CBOIO KOHIIENIIUIO OecCMepTHS.

O06passl repoeB HanoMuHaOT niepcoHaxeit A. C. I'puna, ma-
JieHbKoro npuHiia AHrtyaHa Jie CeHT-DK3onepy U MnevyaibHyo
pycanouky I'. X. Annepcena. B riiaBHO# repovHe yrajabpiBaloTCs
4epThl ACCOJIb, HO BMECTO CYACTIIMBBIX «AJIBIX TAPYCOB» €€ KIAET
BCTpeYa. .. C KOpabiEéM MpU3PaKoB.

['panu peanbHOCTH U (PAHTA3UM HACTOJIBKO Pa3MBIThI, UTO T1O-
BOPOTHI CIOKETa HEBO3MOKHO Ipeayraaath! B kHure Her city-
YalHBIX JIeTajleld, BCe OHU TMIyOOKO CUMBOJIMYHBI, 4 TPeYecKue
MU(BI, MPOIYIIEHHBIE Yepe3 cepalle, 0OPETaIOT BTOPYIO KU3Hb.

B kaxnayoo riaBy rapMOHMYHO BKpPAaIUIEHbl CTUXOTBOPEHUS



(BpoueM, BeCh TEKCT — YMCTOM BOJIBI 110331 !) ®, IPUIAIOIITHE ITO-
BECTBOBAHUIO OCOOYIO 3a/yIIeBHOCTh. Kaxkercs, uro niepes ria-
3aMU pa3BOpauMBAETCS BOJIIIEOHAs JICHTa KMHeMarorpada: CTu-
XM BOJIbI U HeOa, JIIOOBU U CMEPTH.

BesycnoBHo, npo3a KpioukoBO# 3acity:KMBaeT camOM BbICO-
KOM OLICHKH. YBEpEHa, €€ MepeBedyT Ha MHOIME SA3bIKA MMpa
U OyiecTsIe SKPaHU3UpPyIoT!

HNpuna AHTOHOBA,
unen Coroza nucameneii Poccuu,
Aaypeam AUmepamypHvix npemuli

I'azera «Ilostorpam» Ned (400), 2022.
http://www.poetograd.ru/arch.html
hitps:/freading-hall.ru/publication.php ?id=30662

0 CTI/IXOTBOpeHI/Iﬂ MpeacTaBJICHbl TOJIBKO B U3JaHUH Ha PYCCKOM S3bIKE.



I. Antonova, «The Ghost Ship»

I read «The Island of Charon» by Alexandra Kryuchkova
in one breath. I am shocked. In my opinion, it is a masterpiece!
I haven’t read anything like this before. It is a modern
parable with a deep philosophical meaning, hidden behind
a transparent, well-balanced form. The author offers her own
concept of immortality.

The main characters have something in common with the
characters of Alexander Grin, with the little prince of Antoine
de Saint-Exupery and with the sad mermaid of Hans Christian
Andersen. Assol can be guessed in the protagonist’s features,
although, instead of the happy «Scarlet Sails»'?, she is destined
to meet the Ship full of Ghosts.

The boundaries between reality and fantasy are so blurred that
the plot twists and turns are impossible to predict! There are no
random details in the book, they are all deeply symbolic, and the
Greek myths, passed through the heart, gain a second life. Poems
are harmoniously interspersed in prose, giving the story a special
intimacy''. However, the entire text is pure poetry! It seems that

10 The most famous novel of Alexander Grin is called «Scarlet Sails». The main
character, named Assol, lives in a seaside village and believes that one day a ship with
scarlet sails will come to their pier, and the captain of the ship, named Gray, will
marry her.

"' Poems are present in the original. There is only one of them included by the author
into English version of the book.



a magical film about the worlds of water and sky, love and death
is unfolding before your eyes.

Of course, Kryuchkova’s prose deserves the highest praise.
Surely, it will be translated into many languages and brilliantly
filmed!

Irina ANTONOVA,
member of the Union of Writers of Russia,
laureate of literary awards

The newspaper «Poetograd» No. 4 (400), 2022.
http://'www.poetograd.ru/arch. html
https://reading-hall.ru/publication.php ?id=30662



IMocBamenne / Dedication

S nocesimato cBori OCTpOB KakIOMY €ro YuTaTeio!
1 dedicate my Island to every reader!
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A Tak:ke / As well as to:
chiHy AHJpelo U Harlel koiiike JKozedune,
my son Andrey and our cat Josephine,

npomomunam / the prototypes:
bope, I'pumie u Cepéxe,
Boris, Grigory and Sergey,

moum zpeueckum opy3zvsim / my Greek friends:
Humutpe u e€ myxy Jumurpucy,

naceyHnky Hukocy u ero xene Hukonerre,

Dimitra Drosinos and her husband Dimitris,

Nikos Lageris, the beekeeper, and his wife Nikoletta Firai,



Moett arooumoti / my beloved:

JepeBHE YPaHyIIOJH, PacoOKeHHON Ha TPaHHUIIE

co Cesarounn Topoit Acdon B I'penum, Hacrosimemy Paio
Ha 3eMJie,

I7ie 5 Hamycasia 3Ty KHUTY,

Ouranoupolis, a village on the border of

Mount Athos, Greece, the real Paradise on Earth,

where [ wrote this book,

ocmposam / the Islands:
Awmynbsnau (I'petst), Ammouliani, Greece,
Kamorec (Oununmvnst), Camotes, the Philippines...

¢ 6J1aroIapHOCTBIO. ..
with thanks...



OCTPOB XAPOHA / The
ISLAND of CHARON

«Torma oTmano Mope MEepPTBBIX, OBIBIIIMX B HEM, ¥ CYAWM OBLIT
KK/l 10 JesaM cBouM. ..» (Otkp. 20:13—14)

«Then the sea gave up the dead that were in it, and each one
was judged according to his works...» (Rev. 20:13—14)

«bnaxeH U CBAT UMEIOIIMI yJacTUe B BOCKPECEHUH MEPBOM:
HaJl HUMHJ CMepTh BTOpasi He uMeeT BiacTu...» (OTkp. 20:6)

«Blessed and holy is he who has part in the first resurrection:
over them the second death has no power...» (Rev. 20:6)

«He xaneiite kepTB M HE OCYKJAlTe Majlayeid — OHU He CyIIle-
CTBYIOT Ha 3emiie camu 10 cebe, HO Oe30MMO0YHO BHIUUCIISIOT
JpyT Apyra, Jaxe HaxXoasiCh B MPOTHBOIOJIOKHBIX TOYKAX TLIa-



HETBl, ¥ UJIYT HABCTPEUy BCIO CBOIO KWU3Hb, YTOOBI WCIOIHUTD
npenHayepraHHoe uM CBbIIe. . . »

«Do not pity the victims and do not condemn the executioners,
because they don 't exist on Earth by themselves, they unmistakably
calculate each other, even being in opposite parts of the planet,
and go towards each other all their lives to fulfill the destined for
them from Above...»

The booktrailer: https://www. youtube.com/watch?
v=r19bfvosC9o



https://ridero.ru/link/-KjAdUjXhGi7xB
https://ridero.ru/link/-KjAdUjXhGi7xB

IPOJIOT'. ZKEPTBA u ITAJIAY /
PROLOGUE. The VICTIM
and the EXECUTIONER

0.1. /IleBouka u Mope

ocmpos Amynvsinu!2, I'peyust

«Ona nooonzy cudena y mopsi Ha 3axame, /lesouka 8 po3o-
som naamve. O 4éM-MO PAIMBIUNSANA U NPUCTANLHO CMOMpPe-
na 6 Hebo. Ona euoena Taurncmeennyro Cmpany 6 obaakax, 20e
acuau Kpwvlaamole atoou. Cuperesvle 3amMKu Manuau eé K ceoe,
8 UX NPUUYONUBHIX CaAdax OAaz0yXanu CKA30UHble UBENbl U ne-
Au gonmedHvle nmuybl. Bemep donocun 0o Jlesouxu neoodwvruari-
Hble apoMamsl U OM38YKU UaAPYOUUX MeAoouli. A euyé oHa eu-
Oena 6 Hebe 3naxomvle auya, onu yavloaiuco u 3eanu /lesouxy
6 Hebecnyio Cmpany, 6 I'opoo Coanya. Ona meumana nonacme
K HUM, HO He 3HAAA, KAK MO COenamo, — Y Heé He OblN0 KPbLAbes.

12 EnuMHCTBEHHBI W3 0OUTAEMBIX OCTPOBOB Xankuauku.  PacnosoxeH

y monyoctpoBa Adon (AiloH-Opoc), no 1922 roga nmpuHaANIEXal MOHACTHIPSIM
Casaroit T'opel. Dnexrpucdumposan b B 1973 roxy. INapomHoe coobmeHne —
¢ gepeBHsaMu Tpunutu u Ypanynonuc. Hacenenue okono 540 uenosek, IUiomaib
4,5 kM.



Connuye caounoce 6 mope. Ténavle 60aHbL AacKkaMU €€ HONCKU,
Haneeast Muxyto 00OPYo NECHIO, KOMOPYIO OHA CAIUANA O M-
mepu, Koz0a Ovlia eue coscem ManeHvkou. /lesouxa oensimy-
1ach, HO HA bepezy HUKO20 He Dblao, U eli CMAA0 CO8CeM OOUHO-
Ko. Yepromvle CKanvl He NOHUMAAU €€, NOMOMY UMO He UMenl
uyecme, omuezo, enpouem, u He ymupaau. Ckanwl, Kak u 0ObI4HO,
AUb Moaua cozepyanu kapmury Ha 3axame Coanya: /legouxy
u Mope.

Connuye npubaudcanrocy K auHuu 2opusonma. Boawwt wien-
manuco 6cé zpomue u epomue. Bonmeonas Cmpana ynaviéana
60anb, mepsisi ceou ouepmanusi. /lesouxa cmosina y mops. U caé-
3bl YNaau 8 Mope, U Mope Cmano CONEHbIM. ..

Yatixu, npunemesuiue euepom Ha mom oepee, ydice HUKO-
20 He 3acmanu. ConHye CKpblaoCh 3a 20PU3OHMOM, HACMYNAAd
Houb. ' 0e-mo danexo 6 Hebe onu 3amemunu ouepmanusi Heus-
eéecmrozo I'opooa. Um cmano unmepecro: umo smo 3a 1 opoo —
He Ha 3emne, a 8 Hebe? Hukozoa panvute oHu He 8udenu maxkux
20pooos! U 0se camvie nobonvimmbvle yaiiku peuiun 0oaenems
00 3azadouroezo I'opoda, HO MuEemHo — Yy HUX He X8AMUN0 CUN.

A Nlesouxa ucuezna. Ckaavl 60avie He co3epuanu eé 30ech,
Ha bepezy mopsi, Ha 3axkame Connya. M moavko KHUdMCKa, ocmae-
NeHHast /]esouKoli Ha NPUOPENCHOM KAMHe, HANOMUHANA UM O eé
CYULeCmeo8aHul. .. »

M-pa... {1 3aKkpblia KHUKKY M OTJIOKHWIA €€ B CTOPOHY. IDTa
MHHHUATIOPA HAIMKCAaHA MHOW B ABEHA/ILIATh JIET, HO MHOTAA MEHS



TSIHET MepevYnTaTh €€ CHOBA, M KaXKABIN pa3 Mocjie BO3BPAIIEHUS
B PEaJIbHOCTh MHE KaXKETCs, UTO 51 TAK ¥ OCTAJIACh TOM MAJICHbKOU
Acconb!3, KoTopas Bc€ eIng He TepseT HaJekK/Ibl Ha. . .

A xpana ero nucema... IlocrosgHHO 3axomuia B MHTEp-
HET, 4TOOBI IIPOBEPUTH, HE TIOCMOTPEJI JIM OH MOW TOCIIeIHUI
MOCT EMY...

Ha, na, na... UMEHHO — CHavaJla COBEPIIIEHHO HEOCO3HAHHO,
a 3aTeM LIEJICHAIIPABJIEHHO — 51 CTajla YCUJIEHHO JIEaTh MOCTHI,
BBIKJIa/IbIBasi MHOT'O3HAYUTEIIbHBIE (DOTKH, MMOAIMCHIBAS X KpaT-
KO, HO C IIOTa€HHBIM CMBICJIOM. ..

Mowu pyku ApoXaId, 1 3aKMYpPUBAIACh U, BUIS €r0 UM
B CMMCKE MPOCMOTPOB — OH HE MOCTaBWJI MHE Jlaxe janka! — s
MOATPBITUBANA, 51 BU3KaNa: « ol He 3a0vin menst! Tol xoueutv me-
Hs! Hy, ckadxcu, umo mvl modce xoueutb mersi!!!»

B TOT nensb s caenana moct ¢ pororpacdueit 1ByX BOJH, Oery-
LIMX HABCTpeUy APYr APYyry U MOAIMcana:

«Bcmpemumcs ?!»

N... oH npokoMMeHTHpOBa (DOTKY, OTBETUB MHE B JINUKY:

«/la».

Ot 3Tux nBYX OyKB 1 3aKpuvasia Ha Bcio Beenennyio! 3a-kpu-
ya-ya emy: «51 TOKE te6s xouy!», HO, TOlyMaB HEMHOTO, YCIIO-
KOMJIaCh U Hamucasa:

«A mooice xouy...»

«4mo xouewv ?»

13 Mnapuas repouns nosectd A. C. I'puna «Auible napyca».



«meos... Yeuoems...»

Aro 66110 Oe3ymuem! f Bc€ moHMMAaa, HO B3bIBATh K Pa3ymy
B TaKMe MOMEHTHI coBepIlieHHO Oecrionie3no! OH, KOHEYHO Xe,
He Obu1 ['peem, — s1 uyBcTBOBaAJIA ce0s IIIaBHOM reponHen (puibMa
«TuraHuk». ..

A pas3Be Bam HHKOrma He HPaBWINCH TUIOXHME MAJTbUMKW/Oe-
Bouku?! U pa3ee Bel nymanu B TOT MOMeHT, yto Bam «Tuta-
HUK» yxke 3aBegoMo oOpeuéH?! U s Oblia cornacHa yTOHYTb. ..
KOTrJ1a-HUOY/Ib TIOTOM. .. HO TOTJA. . .




0.1.The Girl and the Sea

Ammouliani island!?, Greece

«She used to sit for a long time by the Sea at sunset, the Girl
in a pink dress. Lost in thoughts about something, she was gazing
into the Sky. There was a Mysterious Land in the clouds, where
winged people lived. Lilac castles beckoned her to them, in their
quaint gardens fabulous flowers were fragrant and magical birds
were singing. The wind carried unusual aromas and echoes
of enchanting melodies to the Girl. And she also saw familiar
faces there, they smiled and called the Girl to their Heavenly
Country, to the City of the Sun. She dreamed of getting to them,
but did not know how to do it, because she had no wings.

The Sun was setting into the Sea. Warm waves caressed her
legs, singing a quiet kind song that she had heard from her mother
when she was still a baby. The Girl looked around, but there was
no one on the shore, and she felt completely lonely. The gloomy
Rocks did not understand her, because they couldn't feel anything,
however, that was the reason they would never die. The Rocks,
as usual, were only watching silently the picture at sunset: the Girl

14 Ammouliani is the only inhabited island of C. Located near the peninsula of Athos
(Aion-Oros), until 1922 it belonged to the monasteries of the Holy Mountain. It was
electrified in 1973. It has ferry service with the villages of Trypiti and Ouranoupolis.
The population is about 540 people, the area is 4.5 square kilometers.



and the Sea.

The Sun was approaching the horizon. The waves were
whispering louder and louder. The Magic Country floated away,
losing its outlines. The Girl was standing by the Sea, and her tears
fell onto the waves, and the Sea became salty...

The seagulls that flew to the seashore in the evening did not
find anyone there. The Sun sank behind the horizon, and the Night
came. Somewhere far away in the Sky, the seagulls noticed the
outlines of an unknown City. They wondered, what kind of City
it was, being situated not on Earth, but in the Sky. They had never
seen such cities before! And the two most curious seagulls decided
to make a flight to the mysterious City, but they had not enough
strength to reach it.

And the Girl disappeared. The Rocks no longer saw her there,
on the seashore, at sunset. Only the book left by the Girl on the
coastal stone reminded them of her existence...»

«Hmmm...» I closed the book and put it aside. The miniature
was written by me at the age of twelve, but sometimes I was
drawn to read it again.

Every time after returning to reality it seemed to me that



I remained the little Assol'>, who still didn’t lose hope for...

I was waiting for his letter... I constantly visited my Internet
page to check if he had looked at my last post to him...

Yes, yes, yes... At first completely unconsciously and then
purposefully, I began to post more and more expressive pictures,
signing them briefly, but with a hidden meaning...

My hands were trembling, I was closing my eyes at seeing his
name in the list of viewers — oh, he hadn’t given me even a like! —
but I was jumping, I squealed, «You have not forgotten me! You
want me! Well, tell me you want me, too!!!»

That day I made a post with a photo of two waves running
towards each other, and I signed it, «Meet?/» And...

He commented the photo, answering me in a private chat,
«Yes».

These three letters made me scream at the whole Universe!
Yes, 1 screamed, «I want you, too!», but after thinking a little,
I wrote,

«I want that, too.»

«What do you want?»

«...lo see you...»

It was madness! I understood everything, but appealing
to reason at such moments was completely useless! Of course,
he was not the captain of the ship «Scarlet Sails», and I mostly

15 Protagonist of the famous book of Alexander Grin «Scarlet Sails». Assol lives
in a seaside village and believes that one day a ship with scarlet sails will come to their
pier, and the captain of the ship, named Gray, will marry her.



felt us the main characters of the movie «Titanic».

Weren't you attracted by bad boys/girls?! And did you think at
such moments that your «Titanic» was already doomed?! Neither
did I, being ready to drown... sometime later... not then...




0.2. OcTpoB KOJAYHOB

Ocmpos Kamomec!, Tuxuii oxean

...Booa, éooa, kpyzom — 600a, u nanuueckuii yxcac oxeamoi-
eaem MeHsi — s NblMarOCh 8CNAbIMb HA NOBEPXHOCHIb, HO NOUe-
MY-MO He MO2Y U... 3a0bIXar0Ch!

OH Oyaut MeHs. Sl OTKpBIBAIO IJ1a3a W BUIKY Tepej coOOn
mvib OeckpaiiHee 3B€31Hoe He6o. 31ech MTHOBEHHO TEMHEeT.

— OKeaH pUXOIUT CI0AA MOJTYA, — MPaA4HO ITPOU3HOCUT AJIEK-
Ceil ¥ MPOTATUBAET MHE PYKY.

4l mogHMMalOCh ¢ OEOCHEXHOro TMecKa — eme YyTb-4yTh
¥ IIPWJIMB MTPOIJIOTMI Obl MeHsl. [la, OH peasibHO OYeHb CTPAaHHBbIH,
9TOT JUKUI OCTPOB — OCTPOB XUJIEPOB U YEPHBIX KOJAYHOB. Co-
BEPIIIEHHO He MOX0XuH Ha Pail, HecMoTpsi Ha 00KeCTBEeHHbBIE Ha-
3BaHus OyxT u onucanus B Mutepuere, Kamorec myraer, HO oj1-
HOBPEMEHHO NIPUTATUBAET. 3[€Ch OTCYTCTBYIOT TOJIIBI TYPUCTOB,
HE BUJHO U HE CJIBIIIHO MECTHBIX JKUTENEH, 1a ¥ BOOOIIIe TOI0-
3pUTEIbHO TUXO, U COBCEM HEeT BOJH B OKeaHe, OJHAKO K Beve-
Py 4acTb OCTPOBA MOJIYa YXOIUT MO BOAY, O3TOMY OT Oepe-
ra Jo CKajbl C JIECTHULIEH, coequHsAoerl OKeaH C eIMHCTBEH-
HBIM «COJIOMEHHBIM» OTeJIeM, KaK OKPECTUJI ero MOU CITyTHUK,

16 Kamorec — rpyIa OCTpoBKOB PUIIMIITMHCKOIO apXuUIleara, Kyla OTIPaB/IsAI0TCs
KeJaloe yeJUHEHHs, TOTOBBE IOKEPTBOBATh OJlaraMi NMBIIIM3ALMN  Pagd
3aTepsIHHOIO CPey TPOIMUYECKUX MaJIbM U NECUaHbIX IUIskel Past.



J00paThCsi MOKHO TOJIBKO BILJIABb.

— Ionoxau! — kpuuy s ygasoieMycst Biajib AJieKcero.

On oOopauuBaetcs. I 1oroHsio ero, oH OepeT MeHs 3a PyKY,
¥ MBI MeJlJIeHHO Openém Baoab OkeaHa B IUIsSKHOE Kade MecT-
HOT'O «JTUKapsi».

— Korma-Hubynp 51 BepHYCh CIofia, — MPUCaKUBAsICh 3a Jepe-
BSIHHBII CTOJIMK Y TIOTPEMAHHOTO 30HTA, MEUYTATEIbHO MIPOU3HO-
ury £

— Cymacienmias! Yro 3aech nenatb-to? Kako TyT K 4é€pry
Pai1? Hukakoii nuBumsanun! JInkapu-a0opureHsl Ja U TOJIBKO!
Jlaxe pecropaHa HET, a B €AMHCTBEHHOM COJIOMEHHOM OTeJie Kap-
Thl He pUHUMaIOT! 3Has Obl, Ky/la HAC STOT MAapOM 3aBe3ET, HU
3a 4to OBl He moexaj! BraHyna mens B aBanTiopy! XKau tenepn
napomMa oOpaTHO, KOT/Ia Y HEro Jake pacicaHus He CYIIECTBY-
et! 3axouer — NpUILIBIBET, a HE 3aX0YeT. . .

— A MHe 31ech HpaBUTCS! DTOT OCTPOB MPONUTAH Marven!
B HEM ecTb Kakasi-TO 3arajika, KOTOPYIO y’KacHO XOYeTCsl pasra-
Jath. ..

— Marwus, B JTydIiieM ciydae, pe/iCTaBiIsieT cCOOOM CKa3KH JIJIst
B3pOCJIbIX, @ B Xy[lIeM — mapaataicTBo! Thl elE cKaxu, 4To
B 3arpOOHYI0 KU3Hb BEPHIIIb!

— A T — HET? — yCMeXaroch 1.

— Yenosek, Anmca, — 3T0 KOCTH U MsIcOo! A Bc€ ocTajibHOE —
OT JIyKaBoro!



0.2. The Isle of Black Magicians

Camotes"’, The Pacific Ocean

... Water, water, all around is water, and a panic horror seizes
me. I try to float to the surface, but for some reason I can't, and...
I am suffocating!

He woke me up. I opened my eyes and saw before me only
the boundless starry Sky. It instantly got dark on that Island.

«The Ocean comes here silently,» Alex said gloomily and held
out his hand to me.

I got up from the white sand, just a little bit more
and the hide tide would have swallowed me. Yes, that wild
Island of healers and black magicians was really very strange.
Completely unlike Paradise, despite the divine names of the bays
and the Internet descriptions, Camotes was scaring, but at the
same time attracting. You couldn’t see or hear the locals, and
it was suspiciously quiet in general. There were neither crowds
of tourists on the shore, nor waves in the Ocean. By evening,
a part of the Island used to go under water silently so that from
the shore to the rock with a staircase, connecting the Ocean with
the strawy hotel, as my companion had christened it, one could

'7 The Camotes Islands is a group of tiny islands in the Philippine archipelago. If
you prefer solitude & are ready to sacrifice the benefits of civilization, you’ll enjoy the
paradise, lost among tropical palm trees & sandy beaches.



get only by swimming.

«Wait!» I shouted to Alex, who was moving away into the
distance.

He turned around. I caught up with him, he took my hand, and
we slowly wandered along the Ocean to the beach cafe of a local
savage.

«Someday I will come back here,» I said dreamily, sitting
down at a wooden table by a shabby umbrella.

«Crazy girl! What do you plan to do here? What the hell is
this Paradise? No civilization! Aboriginal savages only! There is
even no restaurant, and the only hotel doesn’t accept cards! If
I had known where the ferry would take us, I would never have
gone! You got me on an adventure! And now we have nothing
but wait for the ferry back, which has no schedule at all! If it
wants, it sails, but if it doesn’t?»

«However, I really like it here! This Isle is full of magic! There
is some hidden secret in it I would be pleased to reveal.»

«The magic theurgy is, at best, a fairy tale for adults, and at
worst it’s quackery! And don’t tell me that you believe in the
afterlife!»

«And you really don’t?» I chuckled.

«A human being, Alice, is bones and meat! Everything else
is from the evil one!»



I. PBIBAK / The FISHERMAN

1.1. Pu10aubsa ceTh

MHO20 /1em cnycms

...Booa, eooa, kpyeom — 600a, u nanuueckuil yscac oxeamoi-
eaem MeHsi — 5. NbIMAIOCh CNABIMb HA NOBEPXHOCHIb, HO NoYe-
MY-mo He MO2Y U... 3A0bIXAOCh!

On Oymut meHs. $1 OoTKpbIBalO I71a3a U BUXKY Teper coOoit
i 6eckpaiiHee 3B€3nHOe Hebo.

31ech MTrHOBEHHO TEMHEET.

— OKeaH NpUXOIUT CI0fIa MOJTYa, — MPAYHO ITPOU3HOCUT MY K-
YMHA U TIPOTITUBAET MHE PYKY.

Sl mogHMMAaOCh ¢ OENIOCHEKHOTO TecKa — eIl€ 4yTb-UyTh
Y TPWIUB TporyoTil Ob MeHs. K Tomy *e. ..

«bppp! ©yyy! Ymo smo? Yocac! — Okean nabpocun na me-
HSL... pblOoaublo cemb ?!»

Mens mepen€pruBaer, s Ope3IJIMBO CKHIBIBAI0 €€ C ceds
U KpU4y yJaisiionieMycsi Bajib MyKYMHE:

- D!

On obopauuBaercs. 51 mogderao K HeMy H...

— IIpocrute! [Tomepemuaocs. ..



OH ynbioaetcsa. CTpaHHOE 4yBCTBO, YTO S BUAENA €ro Tje-
TO... panbine. HaBepHoe. .. 3Hakomoe muio? Mnu gaxe B3misan?
A TaKk — HIYero 0COOEHHOTO: BBICOKHIA, XY/IOIIABbIA, YepHOIJIa-
3blid — 0€3 OTJIMYUTENIbHBIX MPUMET. B cBET/ION Malike U CUHHMX
moprax. deHeuku — Ha 3aIACThAX, MMpaTCKast OaHJaHa — Ha ro-
JIOBE. ..

— Tbl roBOpUIIIL MO-AHIIMMACKK ? — CITPAIIUABAIO 51 Y HE3HAKOM-
11a, M1 OH KMBaeT.

Ms1 MeieHHo Openém Baoiib OKeaHa B IUISKHOE Kade.

— Korga-to s 6puta Ha 3TOM OcTpoBe. [laBHbIM-gaBHO. To-
I/1a s CJIy4aiiHO OKa3allach 371€Ch, XOTS. .. CJIyYallHOCTEN He Obl-
Baet? [loexana B ormyck Ha CeOy, MO3HAKOMMJIACh C COOTEYe-
CTBEHHUKOM, KOTOPBIN TaM 3UMOBaJI, U Mbl PEIIUJIN TPOTYJISITh-
cs1 o okpectHocTsiM. Habpenu Ha mapowm. Jlaxke He 3HaM, Ky/ia
OH Hac 3aBe3€r. Ho MHe 31ech noHpaBuiock. B 3ToM octpose
eCTh Kakasi-To 3arajka!

— W Tl BCIO KW3Hb MeUTaIa CIoJa BEPHYThCA?

— Jla, HO He TaK MpsIM, YTOO BCIO KU3Hb. . .

— A TOT My:;K4MHa pelni He Bo3Bpainarhcesi? [loaTomy Thl rpy-
CTHUIIIb 371eCh B oguHOouYecTBe? HaBepHoe, Thl moOua ero?

— Her, y Hac He OBUIO OTHOIIIEHUH, XOTsI, KaK HU CTPaHHO, I
3arajia eMmy B JIyIny, — yIbIOHYJIachk 5. — Ho BOT ObuIa Ji y HEero
ayma? — emié 6osbion Bonpoc. OH HAOMUHAJI MHE TJIABHOTO
reposi u3 «PoxkiecTBeHCKOM NeCHU B 1po3e» Yapib3a JIMKKeHca.

— He uuran.

— Crapuk, 3as/Tblid aTeucT U OBIBIINIA (PUHAHCUCT, KOTOPO-



IO MHOTME Ha3blBAJIU «IOATMOJBHBIM MUJUIMOHEPOM». CaMm xke
OH cuuTas cedss 6paBbiM POOMH30HOM — TIOCIIE BBIXO/IA HA TIEH-
CHIO CIIaBaJI KPYTYIO KBapTUPY B 1IeHTpe MOCKBBI, ITyTEIIeCTBYS
o Asuu — Tannann, Manonesns, bany, ®uinunnuHel 1 Tak na-
nee. Ctpemuics B xkeHcKoe 001mecTBo. Jlymaio, emy ObLIO OYEeHb
OAMHOKO. PouTenu ero JaBHO ymepiiu, caM — B pa3Bojie, a €IMH-
CTBEHHasl 704Yb SMuUrpupoBaiga B Wrammio. Emy, Ge3yciioBHO,
He XBaTajo JoOBU, 3a00Thl U BHUMaHMS. BO3MOKHO, UMEHHO
U3-32 BHYTPEHHETO KOH(JIMKTA «X04y, HO yXke M3-3a BO3pacta
HE MOT'Y», OH U CTaJI TAKMM 3JIbIM U HETEPIUMBIM K 1y:KOMY MHe-
Huo. Ero pasmpaxainu Bce u BCSI BOKPYT, BCE eMy ObLIO HE Tak.
Kcrarum, ero 3Banu AiekceeMm. A Kak 30BYT Te0s1?

MyXunHa OCTaHOBUJICSI M IOCMOTPEJI MHE B IJ1a3a.

— nauc. A Te6s?

Or ero B3MIsIIa MHE MTOYEMY-TO CTaJIO He 1o cede.

— Anuca. .. Y 1e0s rpedeckoe ums?

SlHuc KMBHY U YJIBIOHYIICS.

— Tor nepeexaun clona w3 ['penun?

- Ha...

— A s 9acTo npoBOAMJIa CBOU OTITYCK B I'peliuu, Ha OCTpoBax.
It0 Kade Ha Oepery, caydaitHo, He TBOE?

SIHMC CHOBa KMBHYJI U MPEJIOKUI 3aiTU NIEPEKYCUTD.

4l cena 3a CTONMMK, OH MPUHEC PIOHOE MEHIO.

— Tb cam stoBUIIIb PHIOY WK TTOKYHAEIIb €€ Ha PhIHKE?

— Cawm, — ynbIOHYIICA SHMC.

— Tak 310 OBLIIA TBOSI CETh, KOTOPYIO Habpocwt Ha MeHs1 Oke-



an?! — 3acmesach 1.

— Koneuno! {1 xe kaxay1o HOUb PacCTaBJISAI0 CETH BOKPYT OCT-
poga.

— He cnumikom nu kpymHasi ceTb asst pulObl? M Thl JTOBUIIB
pycaJIoK ? — TIONIyTHJIA S ¥ TIoMMaJia ceOsl Ha MBICIIH, YTO HE XOuY
ectb. — [IpuHecenp monpoOoBaTh KPeBETOK ?

SIHUC CHOBA KMBHYII, U B TOT )K€ MOMEHT IOCIBIIAINCH AET-
CKHE pBIIAHUA.




1.1. Fishing nets

many years later

... Water, water, all around is water, and a panic horror seizes
me. I try to float up to the surface, but for some reason I can',
and... I am suffocating!

He woke me up. I opened my eyes and saw before me only
the boundless starry Sky.

It instantly got dark on that Island.

«The Ocean comes here silently,» said the man grimly and
held out his hand to me.

I got up from the white sand, just a little bit more and the hide
tide would have swallowed me.

Besides. ..

«What's this? Brrr! Whoo! What a nightmare! The Ocean
threw a... fishing net on me?!»

I twitched and squeamishly threw it off.

«Hey!» I shouted to the man, who was moving away into the
distance.

He turned around. I ran up to him and...

«Sorry! It seemed to me...»

He smiled. It was a strange feeling that I'd seen him
somewhere... before. Probably... A familiar face? Or even



a look? Otherwise, nothing special: tall, thin, black-eyed...
without distinctive features. In a light shirt and blue shorts, with
rosaries on his wrists and a pirate bandana on his head. ..

«Do you speak English?» I asked the stranger, and he nodded.

We slowly wandered along the Ocean to the beach cafe.

«I was on this Isle once upon a time,» I said. «I happened here
accidentally, although... there are no accidents in life. I went on
vacation to Cebu, met a compatriot, he spent winters there, and
we decided to take a walk around the neighborhood. We got on
the ferry. We didn’t even know where it was sailing us. But I liked
Camotes. There is some mystery in this Island!»

«Have you been dreaming of coming back for all your life?»

«Yes, but not for all my life.»

«So, the man decided not to come back, didn’t he? That’s why
you’re sad here all alone. Did you love him?»

«No, we had no affair, although, oddly enough, he felt
something for me in his soul,» I smiled. «But did he have a soul?
It’s a big question. He reminded me of the main character of the
,»Christmas Carol“ by Charles Dickens.»

«I haven’t read it.»

«An old man, an avid atheist and former financier. Many
people called him a ,,secret millionaire®“. He considered himself
a brave Robinson, because after retirement he leased a cool
apartment in the center of our city, while traveling abroad around
Asia: Thailand, Indonesia, Bali, Philippines and so on. He aspired
to female companionship. I think he felt very lonely. His parents



had died long ago, he’d got a divorce, his only daughter had
emigrated to Italy. He certainly lacked love, care and attention.
Perhaps, because of the internal conflict ,,I want to, but for my
age I can’t”, he became so angry and intolerant towards the
opinions of others. Everyone around annoyed him, everything
went wrong. By the way, his name was Alex. And what’s your
name?»

The man stopped and looked into my eyes.

«Yanis. And yours?»

For some reason, his gaze made me feel uneasy.

«Alice. Is your name a Greek one?» I asked, and Yanis nodded
smiling, and I supposed, «So, you moved here from Greece,
didn’t you?»

«Yes...»

«I often spent my holidays in Greece, on the islands. It’s your
cafe on the beach, isn’t it?»

Yanis nodded again and offered to come in for a bite to eat.
I sat down at a table, he brought me his fish menu.

«Are you a fisher or just buying fish in the market?»

«I fish myself,» Yanis grinned.

«So, was it your net that the Ocean threw over me!?»
I laughed.

«Correct! I set up nets around the Island every night!»

«Isn’t the net too big for fishes? Do you catch mermaids?»
I joked and thought that I wasn’t hungry. «Would you bring me
some shrimp to try?»



Yanis nodded again, and at the same moment I heard
children’s sobs.




1.2. /IeBouka, KOTOpas HCKaJIa MaMy

51 obepHynach u 3aMeTwia Oy/ITO U3 HUOTKY/AA BO3HUKIIYIO
Ha Oepery TeMHOBOJIOCYIO JIEBOUKY JIET MATH B MOJTYyNpPO3pay-
HOM PO30BOM I1aThe. OHa cMoTpesia B OkeaH, HO HUKOTO PSIJIOM
C Heil He ObLIO.

— Ma-maaaaal!!! — paznancs e€ mpyuiepazaupaioniviil KpukK.

4 BarsHyna Ha SlHuca. Kazanock, ero jamio rnoMmpayHeso,
HO OH JJa’Ke He CIIBUHYJICS C MecTa. §l BCKoumia u3-3a CToja U T0-
Oexana K IeBOYKe.

— Dii! — 1 oOHsa e€ 3a rieun. — Yto cmyunnoch?

JleBouKka BCXJIMIBIBAJIA, MOBTOPSisS BCETO OJHO CJIOBO: «Ma-
Ma!», 1 He oOpailajia Ha MeHsI HUKaKOTO BHUMAaHUSI.

— UYro c TBOe Mamoii? — cripocuia si. — e ona? B Bone? Kak
TeOs1 30ByT?

JleBouKa TO JI He MOHMUMAJIa, TO JIM He CJIbIIIasa MEeHsl, ¥ IPo-
JoJDKana BCXuibiBaTh. A B OkeaHe ObLIO MO-TIPEXHEMY THUXO
¥ COBEPIIIEHHO MycTO — HU 1yi. Hu B HéM, Hu Ha Gepery. Kpo-
Me Hac, pa3yMeeTcsl.

41 BepHynach B Kade K SAHucy, HO TOT Ucue3 — BUIMMO, yJa-
JIUJICS 32 KPeBETKAMHU.

OkeaH yxe 3aTOnuI 4acTh Oepera, 1 st OpOCHIIach K JIECTHULIE
BIUIaBb. BckapaOKaBIIMCh Ha CKaty, moOexkana Ha PecerIt co-
JIOMEHHOW TOCTUHUIIbI U 3a3BOHMJIA B KOJIOKOJIBUMK. HO HUKTO
HE MOSIBUJICSL.



— Di! — 3akpuyana s1. — 3nech ectb KTo-HUOYIL? [Tomorute!
Tam neouka! OHa notepsinace!

Ho 3710Beimas ThimmHa Obljla MHE OTBETOM.

4 noGe:xana odparHoO K JiecTHHLIE — He Aail bor, neBouka yTo-
HET B 3TOM TuXOoM — cO Bcex Touek 3peHusi — OkeaHe BCiel
3a cBoer Matepbio! Ho, korja s Belllia U3 BOJIbI HA KYCOYEK eIle
HE 3aTOIIEHHOro Oepera, IeBOYKH HUTJIEe He HaOMI0aaIoCh. . .

[TpeObiBasi B COCTOSIHUY 110K, 5 CTOsI1a Ha Oepery u cMoTpe-
na B OKeaH, KOTOPBHII MOJIYAJIMBO MPOJOJKa MOIJIOMIATh OCT-
POB.

— KpeBeTku? — BHE3aHO pa3gajioch MPsSIMO 32 MOEN CITUHOM.

— JleBouka... — mpoienTaa s B OTYasiHbe.

— OHa BepHETCH, — AHMC OCTOPOKHO MPUKOCHYJICS K MOEHN
PYKE U IOBEJ MEHS IIPOYb.




1.2. The Girl who was
looking for her mother

I turned around and noticed, as if from nowhere, a dark-haired
small girl of about five in a translucent pink dress appeared on
the shore. She looked out to the Ocean, but no one was near her.

«MA-MA-aaaa!!!» her heart-rending scream rang out.

I looked at Yanis. His face seemed to get darkened, but he
didn’t even move.

I jumped up from the table and ran to the Girl.

«Hey!» I hugged her by the shoulders. «What’s happened?»

The Girl sobbed, repeating just one word «Mom!», but paying
no attention to me.

«What’s about your mom?» I asked. «Where is she? In the
Ocean? What’s your name?»

The Girl either did not understand, or did not hear me, she
continued to sob. And the Ocean was still quiet and completely
empty. Not a soul. Neither in it, nor on the shore. Except us,
of course.

I returned to the Yanis’ cafe, but he had disappeared,
apparently, he had left for shrimps.

The Ocean had already flooded part of the shore, and I rushed
to the stairs by swimming. I climbed up the rock, ran to the
reception of the strawy hotel and rang the bell, but no one
showed up.



«Hey!» I screamed. «Is anybody here? Help! There’s a small
girl on the shore! She’s lost her mother!»

But an ominous silence was rising in answer.

I ran back to the stairs.

«Poor Girl! And what if she became food for fishes in this
Pacific — from all points of view — Ocean after her mother?! God
forbid!»

However, when 1 got out of water to a piece of the not yet
flooded shore, the Girl was nowhere to be seen...

Shocked, I stood on the shore and looked into the Ocean. It
continued to swallow the Island silently, when the voice came
suddenly from right behind me.

«Shrimps?»

«The Girl...» I whispered in despair.

«She’ll be back!»

Yanis gently touched my hand and led me away.

&k

T'opul cedetom om 2opst —
Beovuwl covisanoce npokasimoe,
Ckanvl cudenu y mops,

Deio depoicanu 3a naamve.

3amox — 6030ywHbliL, HO 6 cavice,
Des 630vixaem — He naauem:
«Mama, nanomnu moii cmpaogice:



Jlonzo 3a cpeeii ne ckauem!»

Bemep wenmancs c 301010,
Beuep msnyacs k 6anrnadam,
Connue npousanocs ¢ 3emaéio,
Bpemsi ovuuano na nadan.

Dero ykpana Kap-nmuya. ..
Ckanvt yepromo moauanu:
Houvlo suoenvsam ne cnumes —
Bpoosim cnaouwnvie neuanu!

Tyuku cnyckaauco Ha CKAOHDbI,
Heby nemmnoorcko ecnaaknynoco,
Cné3vl ynanu Ha 601Hbl,

Mope — conénbim — npochyaoce.

kAo

The Mount grays because of grief ...
The curse of witch came true — distress!
The Rocks were talking with Belief
And holding Fairy by her dress.



In soot — her air castle, yard...

The Fairy sighed, she didn’t cry:
«Mama’, remind the Heaven guard
To come for me before I die!»

The Wind was whispering with ash,
The Night was reaching for a song,
«Goodbye, the Sun!» On Earth of trash
The Time was breathing clearly wrong!

The stolen Fairy was all right,

But gloomy Rocks were sad and silent,
«Some Visions cannot sleep at night,

The Sorrow wanders through the Island!»

The clouds covered all the slaves,
The Sky was crying being fault,
And tears were falling on the waves
To make the Sea wake up from salt.




1.3. Maabunk, KOTOPBHIA
npocuJ (poHaApuK

K necatu Beuepa s ornpenenéHHO oxuia. Bo-nepBbiX, cka-
3bIBAJIACH PA3HULIA BO BPEMEHU — UMEHHO HOYbIO Y MEHs JIoMa
HauMHaJcA JeHb. BO-BTOPBIX, JHEM 31€Ch CTOsJIa HEMMOBEPHAs
’Kapa, 1 HAXOAUTHCS Ha yJuUIle ObLIIO COBEPIIIEHHO HEBHIHOCHMO.

Kazanoce, 13Hb Ha OCTPOBE 3a 3TU TOAbl COBCEM HE M3Me-
HWIACh, KAK U COJIOMEHHBIN OTeJIb, COCTOSIINIA U3 Maioradapur-
HBIX TOCTEBBIX JOMHMKOB, B OJTHOM M3 KOTOpPbIX 1 U IMPOBEJIA TO-
I71a HOYb B okuaanun nmapoma Ha CeOy. [IpaBna, Tereps, Benen
3a AJleKceeM, MHE XOTEJIOCh Ha3blBaTb FOCTEBOW [IOM «XMKH-
HOW».

ConomMeHHas Kpblila, ToJble CTEHbI, HEOOIbIIOE OKOILIKO, CTOJ
C MOJICBEYHUKOM, KPOILIEUHAsI KPOBATh U Y3KUI1 IIATSHOM 1IKad.

Sl obparuia BHUMaHMe emE Toraa, YTo B CBETUJIbHUKAX OT-
CYTCTBOBAJIM JIAMIIOUKH, — U JIO CUX TIOP HUKTO HE JOraajcs ux
BCTaBUTB!

[Mo-nipe:xHEMY He ObLIIO KpaHa JIJIsl TOpsTueil BOABI B AYIIIEBOM,
NpaB/ia, XOJIOAHAS TeIUIesia eCTECTBEHHBIM 00pa3oM — HarpeBa-
sick oT nassinero CosHIa B HAKOMUTEIbHBIX OaKax ¢ BHEIHEH
CTOPOHBI JIOMA.

Yro yX TOBOPUTH O KOHAMIIMOHEpaX! — B HOMepe 51 0OHapy-
KWJIa JIMILb CTApEHbKUI BEHTHIITOP, HO JIEKTPUYECTBO U3 CETU
Ky/1a-TO YJETy4YHJIOCh.



N em€ — s nepenpoBepwiia TPUkAbl, B TOM YHUCJIE Ha pe-
CeIIIIIH, — 3/1eCh BCE Tak ke He padortan MHTepHer.

Ho, BO3MOXHO, UIMEHHO B TIOJIOOHOW JUKOCTH — B OTpbIBE
OT LIMBWJIM3AIIUM — U 3aKJII0YAJIach MpesiecTb 3aTepsiHHOro B Oke-
aHe OCTPOBA, 3araJIky KOTOPOro MHe MPEICTOSIIO pa3raaarh’?

B 310t cBOM npue3n s permmiia TOCKOHAIBHO uccnenosarhb Ka-
MOTEC, BeJlb B IPOIIUIBIA pa3 MPUIILIOCH cOeXaTh OTCIOA Ha CJie-
JyIolliee K€ YTPO — HAJIMYHBIX JeHer He ObUIO, a KapThl 31eCh
HE PUHUMAIOT.

Sl marHyna W3 XWKUHBI B KPOMEIIHYIO ThMy M ToOpena
Ha CBeT (pakesia, TOpSIIEro y peceniiy moJjoOHO BEYHOMY OTHIO.
dakesI0B, Ha CaMOM JieJie, BCeria 3aKUrajoch HECKOJIBKO, YTOObI
TYPUCTBI MOTJIA B3$5ITh UX C COOOM B JOPOTY, €CTI KOMY-TO MPH-
CIIMYUT MPOTYJIATHCS MO OCTPOBY B HOUM.

4 BoCIHONMB30BAIACH BO3MOKHOCTBIO OCBETUTh CBOU IYTh
¥ BBIIIIJIA 32 BOPOTA Ha TPYHTOBKY, IO OOKaM OT KOTOPOU BO3BHI-
HIQJIMCh IJTMHHOHOTHE TMaJIbMBbl, TTPOTHIKAIOIME YePHOKHUKHOE
He6o.

[loBepHYyB HaJeBO, s 3al1arajia B CTOPOHY NPUCTaHU, [PUBbI-
Kasl K TEMHOTE, KaK BHE3aITHO U3 TPOMUYECKUX 3apOC/Iell HEU3-
BECTHBIX MHE MOpOJ BBICKOYWII... Maibuuk! Ha Bug ser ce-
MU, TIOXOXHIA Ha G€3JOMHOT0 YyMa30ro MOIMPOIIaiKy, KOTOPOTO
MO>KHO 3aIPOCTO BCTPETUTDh U HA YAUIAX OOJBIIUX TOPOAOB, OH
CXBaTWJI MEHs 32 PYKY M CTaJl YTO-TO TPeOOBaTh, BHIKPUKUBAS
OJJHO M TO € CJIOBO YyTh JIM HE Ha Bcex si3blkax mupa. U 3to
CJIOBO OBLJIO. ..



— ®onapuxk!

Huuero He nonuMas npo (oHapuk, s JocTajla U3 KapMaHa
11apy MOHET U MPOTsIHYJIA UX MAJIbUMKY.

Ho, k Moemy BeslMuaiillieMy yIMBIEHHUIO, Pa3IJIsifIeB COlep-
’KMMOE€ MUJIOCTBIHH, TIOMPOIIAiiKa OPEe3JIMBO MIBBIPHYJT ICHBIU
B 3apOCJIU, IOKPYTWJI AJIBLIEM Y BUCKA, XMXHKas, a 3aTeEM CHOBA
KPUKHYJI:

— ®OHAPHUK!!!

ALLLCLLLLL



1.3. The Boy who asked for a Lantern

By 10:00 p.m. I became definitely alive. Firstly, the 12-hour
time difference between the Island and my country affected.
Secondly, during the day it was incredibly hot there and
absolutely unbearable to stay out on the Sun.

It seemed that life on the Island had not changed at all over
the years, as well as the strawy hotel, consisting of small guest
houses, in one of which I had spent the night waiting for the ferry
to Cebu during my previous visit. But that time, following Alex,
I was ready to call the guest house a «hut».

Thatched roof, bare walls, a small window, a table with
a candlestick, a tiny bed and a narrow wardrobe... I had noticed
even then there were no light bulbs in the lamps, and so far no
one guessed to insert them!

As before, there was no tap for hot water in the shower,
although the cold water got warmed naturally under the scorching
Sun in some storage tanks outside the house.

And what to say about air conditioners! — I found only an
ancient fan in the room, but the electricity in the network had
disappeared somewhere.

And more! I double-checked, including the reception, there
was still no Internet there.

However, perhaps the charm of the lost in the Ocean Island,
the riddle of which I had to solve, was precisely in such wildness



and complete isolation from civilization. ..

Planning my vacation, I decided to explore Camotes
thoroughly, because the first time we had had to escape from the
Island the very next morning for having no cash. By the way, no
cards were still acceptable there.

I stepped out of the hut into the deep darkness and wandered
towards the light of a torch burning at the reception like an
eternal flame.

In fact, several torches were always available there so that any
tourist could take one out if felt like walking around the Island
at night.

I got the opportunity to light my path and stepped out the gates
to a dirty road, on both sides of which long-legged palm trees
towered, piercing the black-book Sky.

Turning to the left, I walked towards the pier, getting used
to the darkness. Suddenly a boy jumped out of unknown to me
species of the tropical thickets. He seemed to be about seven
years old and looked like a homeless grimy beggar, easily found
along the streets of big cities. The Boy grabbed my hand and
began to beg, shouting out the same word in almost all languages
of the world. And that word was. ..

«Lantern!»

Understanding nothing, I took a couple of coins out of my
pocket and handed them to the Boy.

However, to my greatest surprise, having seen the coins, the
beggar squeamishly threw them into the thickets, twisted his



finger at his temple giggling, and then he shouted out again,
«LANTERN!!!»




1.4. Crapuk ¢ 4épHbBIMH NITHIIAMHA

Mse crayio He 1o cebe, HO B TOT K€ MOMEHT IMOCIIBIIIATICH
YbU-TO IIArH, — CJI€Ba, CO CTOPOHBI MPUCTAHU, K HAM MPUOIIH-
’Kaach cropOjeHHast Myxkckasi purypa, 1 BCKOpe OKOJIO MEHsI
ocTaHoBUJICcs 60col cenoBiachiii CTapuK B XOJIIIOBBIX OEkK/aX,
JepKaliiii B OTHOW pyKe MOCOX, a B APYrod — KJIETKY C YEPHBI-
MU NITUIIAMU.

— HoOpwiii Beuep, — mMpou3Hecsa si, YTOObl pa30aBUTh THETY-
LIyI0 TUIIMHY. — ¥ Mory Bam yem-T1o momoub?

Crapuk ycMeXHYJICs, POJOJKask MEHsI CKaHUPOBATh, & MaJTb-
YUK CHOBA 3aXMXUKAJ.

BHesarnHo, OTKyJja HU BO3bMMUCh, MOSIBUIIACH JKEHIIMHA, CYAs
10 BCEMY, MaTh Majbuuka. OHa HU3KO MOKJOHMIAch CTapuKy,
YTO-TO MPOOOPMOTaJIa HA MECTHOM HAapEeuuH, 3aTeM CXBaTHJIa
CbIHA 32 PYKY, 1 OHU MTHOBEHHO MCYE3JIM B 3apOCIIsX.

A MHe cTano coBceM He Io cede — 51 CTosIa Kak Mapain3o-
BaHHasl U HE MOIJIA TIOIIEBEJIUTHCS OT CTPaxa.



— Yero Tbl xouemb, [lyma Mos? — OTYETIIMBO, BJIACTHBIM I'O-
socoM cipocuit Crapuk.

Mog cepatie 6el1eHO 3aKOJI0THIIOCh.

B rosnose napui nosHbIi Xaoc, HO 5 MOYeMY-TO MOyMaJia Ipo
pbibaka. MHe 3ax0Tesioch, 4ToObl SIHHMC cefiuac oKa3ascs 31ech,
PAIOM CO MHOM, HO 51 TPOMOJTYAJIA.

Crapuk ke, MOHSB, YTO OTBETA OT MEHS BPs[ JIU JOKAETCS,
pa3BepHYJICs U MOKOBBUIA Jajblie. S cMoTpesna eMy Bciies, BCeé
eIe He B COCTOSIHUU TPUATH B ceOsl, KaK YbsI-TO PyKa OIMyCTH-
JlaCh Ha MOE IIEYO, U s BCKPUKHYJIA OT HEOKMJAHHOCTH.

— Anmca? — OCTBIIIAJICSA YK€ 3HAKOMBIU TOJIOC.

4 obepHynack u yBuena Suuca. OH Mo6e3HO0 MPOBOAMIT Me-
HSI 10 XMKUHBI, TIOTTPOIIAJICS U UCUE3.



1.4. The Old Man with black birds

I felt uneasy, but at the same moment I heard someone’s steps
from the left. A hunched male figure was approaching us from
the pier side, and soon a barefoot, gray-haired Old Man in linen
clothes, with a wooden walking stick in one hand and a cage with
black birds in the other, stopped nearby.

«Good evening,» I said to break the oppressive silence. «Can
I help you somehow?»

The Old Man chuckled and continued to scan me, and the Boy
giggled again.

Suddenly, a woman, apparently the boy’s mother, appeared
out of nowhere. She bowed deeply to the Old Man, muttered
something in the local dialect, then grabbed her son by the arm,
and they instantly disappeared into the thickets.

I felt completely uneasy and stood as if paralyzed. I could not
move in fear.

«What do you want, my dear Soul?» the Old Man asked
distinctly, in an authoritative voice.

My heart began to beat wildly.

The disastrous chaos reigned in my head, but for some reason
I thought about the Fisherman. I wanted Yanis to appear right
next to me, but I kept silent.

The Old Man, realizing that he was unlikely to wait for my
answer, turned around and hobbled further. I looked after him,



still unable to recover, as someone’s hand fell on my shoulder,
and I screamed in surprise.
«Alice?» I heard a familiar voice, turned back and saw Yanis.
He graciously escorted me «home», said goodbye and
disappeared.




I1. BOJIA MEPTBAA /
DEAD WATER

2.1. OkeaH npuxoauT MOJ4a

...Booa... kpyzom —600a... s He mozy 6cnablmb — Y MeHsI Hem
cun, umoowt. ..

«I[Ipoxasmuve! Imom com yorce 3amyuun meus!»

4l cMyTHO MOMHIO, YTO TaM, BO CHE, MTOCIETHUM KaJIpoM 5 BCE
BpeMsI BUKY MYKCKOE JIMIIO, HO, MPOCHINAsCh, HE MOTY BOCCTa-
HOBHTbH €TI0 B IIaMSATH.

51 ounynace Ha 6epery OkeaHa BoBpeMsl — pruB. Beg-taku
CTpaHHO — 37IeCh COBCEM HeT BOJH, U CoJTHIIe MTHOBEHHO Tajia-
€T B BOJly, YCTyHasi MECTO TOCIOk€e YePHOKHMKHUIIE TT0 UMEHU
Hous.

A npucena 3a cronuk B Kademke SAnnca.

— Kak niena, Anuca? — cipocus OH. — Y1anoch BbICIIaThCsi?

— Ha, crmacu6o0. XOpoIo, YTO HOUYLID Thl TIPOBOIOWII MEHS
10 n1oma. HEMHOXKO CTpalrHOBaToO, €cid YeCTHO. 37ech Jei-
CTBUTEJILHO XUBYT YEPHBIC KOJAYHbI?

— W xonayHbl, ¥ 3Be3/10YETHI, U XUJIEPHI, U ATIXUMUKH. .. Koro
3]1eCh TOJIKO HEeT! — ycMexHyJIcs SHuc.



— A 1ot Crapuk ¢ Y€EpHBIMU NTULIAMH. .. OH KTO?

— X03491H OCTPOBA, — KaK-TO HEXOTA OTBETUJI SHHUC.

— Xo3smH?! Hukoraa O6b He mogymana! Takoid coBceM. .. Kak
HUIMEA... A y Hero 31ech Buwuia? Vi oH B BaiieM Paio Toxe
JIOBOJILCTBYETCSI I11aj1aiiom?

— Her, oH xuBET Ha KaaouIIe, — OTBeTWI SIHUC, He TIPOSIBIISIS
HUKAKUX SMOLIMHN.

—I'ne?! dnuc, ol mryTUIb! X0Ts Ha OCTPOBE YEPHBIX KOJAY-
HOB 0e3 YE€pHOro IoMOpa, HaBEPHOE, HUKAK. .. A UTO 37eCh MOX-
Ho nnocmoTpeTsh? Ha Kamotece? Thl ke 3Haenb €ro Jiydiie MeHsl.

— CMOTps 4TO ThI KeNaellb YBUJETD.

— 31ech KaxXIbli BUOIUT CBOE? — 3acMes1ach .

— A kak xke! Bmpouem, kak u mnoscioogy. Yem TBOS Ay-
IIEHbKA KeJIaeT MOJaKOMUThCs ceronHs? KpeBeTkamu, Muausi-
MU WIH. .. 7

— Her-ger... Tonbko Kode ¢ MOJIOKOM. . .

AHuC ynanuics, a Korjaa yepes rnapy MUHYT IPUHEC MHE Ka-
MYYMHO W CTaKaH BOJIBI, s PElIvia MPOJIOIKUTD HAIll 3a0aBHBIN
JMAJIOT.

— U naBHO THI 31€CH?

— Bpems — noHsiTue ycinoBHOE, — YKJIOHUMBO OTBETUJI OH. —
3aBUCHT OT TOTO, B YEM Thl ET0 U3MEPSICIb.

— Tak 4TO THI MOCOBETYEIIIb TOCMOTPETh?

— Bcé, — ynpionycsa Anwc.

BHesarHO KTO-TO AEPHY MeHs 32 pyKy. 51 oOepHyIach U yBuU-
nena. .. Manpuuka! Toro camoro, noxoxero Ha nonpoanky. On



HBIPHYJI MHE B JyIIly ’aJOOHBIM B3IJISIIOM, TIPOTSHYJI JIAJOIIKY
Y CKa3aJl 3aBETHOE CJIOBO:

— ®onapuk!

4 B3nIHY1a Ha SlHKCA, HO TOT YTO-TO NPOU3HEC HAa HEU3BECT-
HOM MHE f3bIKE, 1 MasbuMK yganuics BOCBOSICH.

— Ho nouemy «doHapuk»?! — BOCKJIMKHYJA $I, OCKOJIbKY
CTPaHHBIN 3aPOC BBOAWJI MOE CO3HAHUE B CTYTIOP.

— Tel He oKHA HUYEMY YAMBIIATHCA 31€ch, Ha Kamorece, —
SIHKC MOAMUTHYJ MHE, — BE/Ib TOT OCTPOB HE TaKOM, KaK OObIY-
HbIE OCTpOBa!

4 nonmna xode, mobnarogapuia fIHuca, ocTaBuIa YaeBble
Y pellna nporyyisThCs.
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2.1. The Ocean comes silently

SS‘S‘SZ

... Water... all around me is water... I can't float up... I have
no strength to...

«Damn! This dream has already tortured me!»

I vaguely remembered that always in that dream, in its last
frame, I saw a man’s face, although waking up I couldn’t restore
it in my memory.

I woke up on the Ocean shore just in time. High tide. Still,
it was strange, there were no waves at all there, and the Sun
used to fall into the water instantly, giving way to Mrs. Warlock,
named Night.

I sat down at a table in Yanis’ cafe.

«How are you, Alice?» he asked. «Have you got enough
sleep?»

«Yes, thank you. It’s good you walked me home at night. To be
honest, I was a little bit scary. Do black magicians really live
here?»



«Yes, all kind of sorcerers, and stargazers, and healers, and
alchemists. .. It’s easier to tell who is not here!» Yanis chuckled.

«And that Old Man with black birds... Who is he?»

«The owner of the Island,» Yanis replied reluctantly.

«The owner?! I would have never thought! Just like a beggar. ..
Does he have a villa here? Or is he content with a hut in your
Paradise, too?»

«He lives in the cemetery,» Yanis replied without showing any
emotion.

«Where?! Yanis, youre kidding! Although on the Island
of black magic, there is probably no way to exist without black
humor... Well, but what about sightseeing here? Tell me, you do
know Camotes better than me.»

«It depends on what you want to see.»

«Does everyone see one’s own?» I laughed.

«Why not! However, like everywhere else. What does your
tender soul prefer for dinner today? Shrimps, mussels or...?7»

«No, no... Only coffee with milk, please!»

Yanis left and was back a couple of minutes later with a cup
of cappuccino and a glass of water, and I decided to continue
our sweet talk.

«How long have you been here, Yanis?»

«Time is a relative concept,» he answered evasively. «It
depends on the way you measure it.»

«So, what would you recommend me to see?»

«Everything!» Yanis smiled.



Suddenly, someone pulled my arm. I turned around and saw. ..
the yesterday’s Boy! The one who looked like a beggar. He dived
into my soul with a plaintive look, held out his hand and said the
cherished word... «<KLANTERN!»

I'looked at Yanis. He said something in an unknown language
to the Boy, and the Boy went away.

«But why ,lantern“?!» I exclaimed, because such a strange
request had sent my mind into a stupor.

«You shouldn’t be surprised at anything here, on Camotes,»
Yanis winked me. «This Island is not like ordinary ones!»

I finished my coffee, thanked Yanis, left a tip and decided
to take a walk.




2.2. /KyTknil pbIHOK

Ha sT10T pas, He BO3Bpalasach M0 JECTHULIE B OTEJb, S MOILIa
BJJIb 110 TPONMHKE, KOTOpasi HAUMHAJIACh Cpa3y ke 3a Kadell-
KOI flHuCa U, Cyas 1o BceMy, Bella B IEPEBYILIKY MECTHBIX KHU-
TeJei.

B KpomemHoil ThMe MeJbKadl OrOHbKM 3aXKEHHBIX CBe-
yeil U (pakesnoB, TyAa-Ciola HOCWIMCh JIETUIIKH, JTIOOU B IOMax
I'POMKO Pa3roBapvBaIid U Jaxke nenu. § oOparuia BHUMaHUE,
YTO MHOTHE U3 BCTPEUAOIINUXCS MHE TI0 TTYTH a0OPUTeHOB IIUTH
C KOpP3WHKAaMH, TIOTHBIMU BCSIKOW BCSUYMHBI, Oy/ITO BO3Bpallia-
Jmch oMo ¢ 6azapa. M geficTBUTENbHO — 3a IepeBHEN pacro-
JIaraJiuCh poIHOYHBIE PSIJIBL. . .

S 0OpasoBaTach HATMYMIO MEJIOUM B KapMaHe W peria mo-
6aoBath ceOs1, KyIMB YTO-HUOY/Ib BKYCHEHBKOE.

OpHako B MepBOM ke JTaBOUYKE, K KOTOPOM BBICTPOMJIACH O4Ye-
pelb, s OOHAPYKWJIA JIUIIb BOTY.

— Xouers monpoOoBaTh? — JIOOE3HO TOMHTEPECOBAJICS TIPO-
JaBell.

— C Bamero ocrpoBa? MunepanbHasi? C razom wim 6e3? —
YTOUHUIIA f1.

— C namero O3epa, — YTOYHWI MPOJABELl C TOPAOCTBIO. —
Ho ne munepanpHasa — npocto Mépreas. bes raza.

—Meéprsas Bona? — s1 oTinatHysnack 1 nogymana: «OuepenHou
IITYTHUK 7»



— [Monpo6yii! — mpenoxuI npoaaBer| ¥ NpOTSHYI MHE KPYX-
Ky.

— Her-ner, cnacu6o! B apyroii pa3! — ynbiOHYy/Iach 1 paau
NPUWINYKSA U POCJIeI0BaJIa JajblIe.

MuHys J1laBKM C JIETYyUYUMU MbIIIIAMH, 3MESMHU, TapaKaHaMH,
nayKamM ¥ MpoYel *KUBHOCTHIO B Pa3HOOOpPA3HBIX BapUaHTaX
MIPUTOTOBJIEHUSI, sI BCTAJIa B OUepeb K MYyKUYMHE, TOPryoIe-
My KOKOCOBBIMU KOKTEMJISIMU M CBEKEBBLKATHIM I'PAHATOBBIM CO-
KOM, HO, YK€ TIOUTH TOOPAaBIIUCh IO IPUJIaBKa, YCIbIINAIA BHE-
3arHble BO3IJIACH U3 TOJIIBI:

— Oomannuk! Iponaser; — oomanmuk! He Bepbre emy!!!
Buepamns!!!

K nponasiy nomyierena B30emeHHas MOTyOOHAXEHHAS JKEeH-
myHa ¢ Oy THUIKOU B PyKe W, 0OJIMB HECYACTHOT'O C TOJIOBBI JI0 HOT
’KUIKOCTBIO OOPIOBOIO IIBETa, MPOKpHYAa:

— Buepammnss!!! Ona ueparninss!!!

Ouepep BOBMYIIEHHO 3alllyMeNIa U MTHOBEHHO HUCIIApPUJIACh.
Jlvime 51, 6yATO 3arMIMHOTU3MPOBAHHAS COOCTBEHHBIM HETIOHU-
MaHUeM IPOUCXOASAIIETO, 3a4eM-TO TOAOILIA K TPUJIABKY eIne
omxe.

[Iponagen, mpoTepeB JMILIO, OKUHYJI MEHsS OLIEHUBAIOIIUM
B3IJISIZIOM M, KaK HU B Y€M He ObIBAJIO, IPOU3HEC:

— Jla cBexas kpoBb! Haucsexaiiasa! Mamon kisnycs! Ilo-
Hioxaite! Bam ckosbko utpoB? C MonokoM uim 0e3?

4l oTmiatHynach, He Bepsi CBOMM YIllaM, B TO BpEMsI KaK B IJ1a-
3aX 3aMepuany 3BE3A0YKU. Sl Havasa TEpATh CO3HAHUE, HO,



K CYACTBIO, KTO-TO BOBPEMSI IOAXBATUJI MEHS IO PYKY.
4 oTkpbLIa M1a3a.
— dnuc. ..
— Bhineit 310, — OH NPOTAHYJI MHE JEPEBAHHYIO KPYXKKY.
Sl caenana rIOTOK M TYT e MpHIIUIa B ceOsl.
— MéprBasa? — nomrytunia .
SIHUC HAKJIOHWUJICS K MOEMY YXy Y IPOIIENTAI:
— A 311€eCh ApYTroy IPOCTO HeET. ..




2.2. A Scary Market

That evening, instead of going back to the hotel, I went far
along the path that started immediately after Yanis’ cafe and,
apparently, led to the village of local residents.

The lights of candles and torches flickered in the darkness,
children were rushing back and forth, people in the houses were
talking loudly and even singing something. I noticed that many
of the natives I met along the path were walking with baskets
full of all sorts of things, as if they were returning home from
the market. And indeed, behind the village, some market rows
were placed. ..

I was glad to have change in my pocket and decided to treat
myself buying something delicious.

However, in the first shop, to which the queue lined up, I found
only water.

«Do you want to try?» the seller asked me kindly.

«Is it from your Island? Mineral? Sparkling water?»

«From our Lake!» the salesman clarified with pride. «But it’s
neither mineral nor sparkling. It is just dead! Pure dead water
without gaz!»

«Dead water?!» I recoiled with a thought in my mind, «One
more joker?»

«Have a try!» insisted the seller and handed me a glass.

«Oh, no, thank you! Next time!» I smiled for the sake



of decency and proceeded further.

Having passed bats, snakes, cockroaches, spiders, and other
creatures cooked in different ways, I stood in line for a man,
who was selling coconut cocktails and fresh pomegranate juice.
Almost reaching the counter, I suddenly heard exclamations from
the crowd.

«Deceiver! The seller is a liar! Don’t trust him!!! It expired
yesterday!!!»

An enraged, half-naked woman flew up to the seller with
a bottle in her hand and doused the unfortunate man from head
to toe with a burgundy-colored liquid.

«It’s not fresh! It’s yesterday’s!!!» she shouted.

The people in the line roared indignantly and instantly
evaporated, leaving me tet-a-tet with the seller. As if hypnotized
by my own lack of understanding of what was happening there,
I approached the counter even closer.

The seller, after wiping his face, gave me an appraising
look and...

«It 1s fresh!» he said, as if nothing had happened. «Fresh
blood! The freshest one! I swear by my mom! Smell it! How
many liters do you need? With milk or without?»

I recoiled in disbelief, and stars twinkled in my eyes. I began
to lose consciousness, but, fortunately, someone caught my arm
in time. I opened my eyes.

«Yanis...»

«Drink it!»



He handed me a wooden mug. I took a sip and immediately
came to my senses.

«Dead water?» I joked.

Yanis leaned in to my ear.

«There is no other water here...» he whispered.




2.3. I'uranTckuin Kopaoab

Houblo MHE He criaiock.

41 BpIIUIA U3 CBOEM XWKMHBI M pEIlnjIa HACJAAIUThCS BUIOM
Ha OKeaH €O CKaJibl — C TOTO MecTa, IJie HAYMHAETCS JIECTHUILIA,
COEAUMHSIONIAsI OTEJb C IUISIKEM.

S ocraHOBMJIaCh HA CAaMOM Kpalo.

Yeépnoe 33100 Hebo, Tuxuii — Bo Bcex cMbiciiax — OkeaH
uA...

OpHako OyKBAJIBHO uepe3 Mapy CeKyH/ s TOYyBCTBOBAJIA
CTpaHHOE, yXke Mo3a0bIToe 371eCh, HA OCTPOBE, JbIXaHue. .. Ber-
pa! Ha! Hano xe, rocnogud Berep BepHysics!

N Heb60 MrHOBEHHO M3MEHUJIOCh — 10 HEMY TOOeKaIM Ty-
9, J1a TaK OBICTPO, OY/ITO KTO-TO HaKaJl HA KHOIIKY YCKOPEHHOU
NepeMOTKM KUHO(pwiIbMa. Pazgasicsa MouHenmumn ygap rpoma.
He60 paspesau jie3Bus1 MOJTHUIA.

S yxe cobrpanachk 6exarb 0OpaTHO, B XMJKHMHY, KaK BHE3AITHO
3ametuia... ['uranrckuii Kopa6me... OH BbIIIsiIeN aOCOMOTHO
cioppeamctuunbiM! Kazasnocs, ero 3anecio ciona Berpom u co-
BEPIIEHHO CIyYallHO — U3 KaKOU-TO JPYrou 3MOXH, U3 Mapa-
JIEJIbBHOTO MUpa!

Hauascst nposvBHON 10%/1b, HO s HE MOIJIa MOIIEBEIUThHCS —
Kopa6ss! OH ObU1 feficTBUTENHHO TUTAaHTCKUM ! Y TakuMm cTpaH-
HBIM — CTAPUHHBIM, C TIOTPENaHHBIMU Napycamu. be3 kakux-im-
00 r1aroB u oro3HaBaTeIbHBIX 3HAKOB.



Ho Bot Kopa0ib 3amén B OyxTy. ..

...Her! Droro He moxer ObiTh! C Hero — u npsimo B Oke-
aH — cTaj ciyckarbes oau. .. Ho ckonbko ux? Cotas? Thicsi-
ya?.. VI Bce OHM Ka3aJIMCh MHE MTPU3PAYHO-TTPO3PAYHBIMU. . . JIi0-
I¥ TIUTK TI0 BOJIE. .. K Oepery... u, 100Mpasch 10 HEro, TYT Ke
MCYE3aIIH. . .

4 ¢ Tpynom 3actaBuiia ceOsi pa3BepHYThCs, modexkana B Xu-
KUHY Y, BOPBABIIIUCh BHYTPb, 3allepiia IBepb Ha 3aMOK.

«0, ecau 6b1 Mol menegpon He Obin paspsidicer (!) u 30ec Obl
paboman Humepnem, yeepena: Iueanmckuii Kopabne npous-
6én ovl pypop 6 cemu! Humepecro, nposieuaucsy Obl Ha PomKax
npuspautrivle 1oou? Komy pacckazame — ne nosepsm! Ho yoice
uepe3 Hedento sl BEPHYCb OOMOILL U NPUOEMCSL OMUUMbIBAMbCS HA-
pody o ceoém nymewecmauu. I nagnoe, umobvbl NOMOM HUUE20
He 3a0blMb, HAUAMb 6CE BOBPEMSL 3ANUCLIEAMb! »

51 3akria cBevy, 6;1aro B SIIMKE CTOJIA UX HAXOAUIIOCH TIPEJIO-
CTAaTOYHO, JOCTaja OJIOKHOT M HavaJIa Tak:

«...Booa, sooa, kpyzom — 600a, u naHuuecKuli Yicac oxeamvl-
eaem MeHsi — 5. NbIMAIOCh CNABIMb HA NOBEPXHOCHIb, HO NOYe-
MY-MO He MO2Y U... 3A0bIXAIOCH. ..»



2.3. A Giant Ship

I couldn’t fall asleep at night. I left my hut to enjoy the Ocean
view from the cliff, directly from the point where the stairs,
connecting the hotel with the beach, began.

I stopped at the very edge.

Black starry Sky, in every sense the Pacific Ocean and me...

However, literally in a couple of seconds, I felt a strange,
already forgotten there, on the Island, breathing of ... the Wind!
Yes! Who could imagine, the Wind...

And the Sky instantly changed! The clouds started running
across it and so quickly, as if someone had pressed the fast-
forward button of a movie. I heard a powerful thunderclap, and
the Sky was cut by lightning blades.

I was about to run back to the hut when I suddenly noticed...
a Giant Ship! It looked absolutely surreal! It seemed to be
brought there by the Wind and quite by accident, from some
other era, or even from... another world!

It was raining, but I couldn’t move, gazing at the Ship... It
was really gigantic! And so strange, old, with shabby sails, but
without any flag or identification marks...

Finally, the Ship entered the bay...

...Oh, no! It was impossible! Passengers began to descend
from the Ship straight into the Ocean! How many people were
there on board? A hundred? A thousand? But all of them seemed



to be ghostly transparent. They were walking on the water
surface to the shore and, as soon as they reached it, immediately
disappearing!

I hardly forced myself to ran back «home». I locked the door.

Oh, I was sure, if my phone had not been dead for the lack
of electricity, and the Internet had been available, the Giant Ship
would have made a splash on the network! I wondered if ghostly
people would have shown up in the pictures. However, nobody
would have believed my words.

«l'll be back home in a week, and I'll have to report to the
Lcommunity*“about my journey. Not to forget anything, one needs
fo start writing everything down in time!»

I lit a candle, since there were plenty of them in the table
drawer, took out my notebook and began like this...

«... Water, water, all around is water, and a panic horror seizes
me. I try to float up to the surface, but for some reason I cant,
and... I am suffocating...»



ITII. KAIIMTAH KOPAbBJIA /
The CAPTAIN of the SHIP

3.1. Kanutas, yabI0HUTECH!

Muina 61 KanutaHoMm kopabisi. CHavasia. A IOTOM — Bak-
HOM TIEpCOHOM B MOJUTHYECKMX Kpyrax. IlomHio, korga MHe
BpYyYaJi OYEPEIHYI0 TBOpUECKYI0 Harpany B LlenTpansHoMm [o-
Mme Jlureparopos, IIpe3anaeHT Harpaguil ero rocy1apcTBEHHON.
Ho Murika TBOpuIIL, Kax U $, U, B OTIMYME OT MeHsl, ObLJI reHua-
neH. COOCTBEHHO, Mbl M TO3HAKOMMJIUCh C HUIM Ha TBOPYECKOMH
BOJIHE. A TIOTOM. ..

Kaxayio Hamy Berpeuy Muinia npeBpaniait B (heMepBepK SMO-
uid. OH OyaTo Be€ BpeMs IbITasIcs JOKa3aTh MHE WK Aaxe cede
CaMOMY: OH — JIyUIIUH, «HUKTO, KaK OH. ..»; YTO ObLIO O€3yCIIOB-
HO IIPUSTHO, HO COBEPILIEHHO He 00s13aTebHO, Be/lb MuIlia 1 Tak
ABJISUICA JIyYIUM, [0 KpauHEW Mepe Iji MEHs, — He IPOCTO
YEepTOBCKU 00asATeIbHbIM, BHICOKUM U, KaK MPUHSATO TOBOPUTD,
CIIOPTUBHOTO TEJIOCJIOAKEHNS, HO M YMHBIM 4eJIOBEKOM. Muiie
HPaBWJIOCh MHOTO YMTaTh, CTUJIBHO OJEBAThCS, BKYCHO KYILIATh
¥ JI0poro naxHyTb. Korga mbl rynsuim no ropofy, s 3aBUJoBala
camoii cebe: ¢ KakuM MyK4uHOW miaraio psjgom! CoOCTBEHHO,
MBI OBUTH ITPEKPACHOH Mapoil He TOJIbKO BHEIIHE.



WHorpa s ynupnsiiack, noyemy Muina He HaiieT cede Ka-
KyI0-HUOY/Ib MaJIOJIETHIOI0 JE€BOYKY, Be/Ib s MJIAJIIIIE €rO JIUIIIb
Ha ceMb JieT. OHaX/Ib! (XOTS CCOPUIJIMCh MBI BCETO JIBa pasa) s
Jaxe Mocjiaia ero... HeT, He «Ha...», a «K...» IPOCTUTYTKaM,
Ha YTO OH COBEPIIEHHO CIIOKOMHO OTBETHII, YTO €My MHTEpEC-
HO U TIPUSITHO OOIIATHCS CO MHOM, KaK C YMHBIM YeJIOBEKOM,
¥, HECMOTpPSI Ha TO, YTO MbI COBEPIIIEHHO pa3Hble, Y Hac ecTh
00III1e MHTEePEChl, MHTEJUIEKTYalIbHast U (PU3MUYECKast COBMECTH-
MOCTb, & TIPOCTUTYTKH — 3TO MyTh B HUKY/IA.

Ha, g canTtaia ceds TUIOXOH JIIOOOBHUIIEH, HO TOJIBKO ¢ Mu-
IIeH A [1eJTOBaJIach B ryObl, [IOTOMY YTO OH JAEHUCTBUTEIBHO YMEI
LIEJIOBATHCS, U KIMEHHO C HUM — ¥ KaK-TO UCKJIIOUUTEILHO JIETKO
Y HEHABA3YMBO, 110 €r0 MHUIIMATHUBE, HO C MOETO COIIACHS — MBI
nepenpoOOBaM B TIOCTENIM BCE, a 3aTEM BEPHYJIUCH K TPAIUIIH-
OHHOM KJIACCHKE.

Muika ObUT JIMIEPOM, U MHE 3TO HPABHJIOCh, TMOCKOJIBKY
Ha padoTe s, KOHEYHO, OECITPEKOCIOBHBIN JUKTATOP, 3aTO B JINY-
HBIX OTHOIIIEHHSIX — MOKOPHAsI TJIMHA.

1 3Hasa Muiiry MHOTO JIeT He TOJIBKO 10 CJIOBaM, HO | IO TIO-
CTyIIKaM, IO3TOMY CMEJIO MOTY 3aBEPHUTb: 3TO ObLJI UMEHHO TOT
MYXYMHA, O KOTOPOM MEUTAIOT [IOUTH BCE BEIOMBIC JKEHIIUHBI, —
mo0asi U3 HAaC TIOYYBCTBOBAJIA OBl ce0sl 32 HUM Kak 3a KaMeH-
HOW CTEHOIA: TPY BOSHUKHOBEHUY NIPOOJIEM OH HE MPSTAJI TOJIOBY
B TIECOK, MOJI00HO CTpaycy, HO MyXeCTBEHHO OpaJl UX pelleHHue
Ha ce0sl.

Wcropust He TeprnuT coclaratelIbHbIX HAKJIOHEHWI, HO ec-



71 OBl... TO... AyMaw, Muia ObUT €AMHCTBEHHBIM U3 TMOCIIaH-
HBIX MHe CBBIIIIe MYXK4HH, 32 KOTOPOTO 51 ObI BBIIIUIA 3aMYK, TIPH
3TOM COBEPILIEHHO OCO3HAHHO PACHMCHIBASACH MO TEM, UTO. ..

«MA-MAaaa!!!» — pazganoch rae-to coBceM OJU3KO. . .

«Eé kpux Oadice mépmeoeo uz epoba nooHumem!» — nogyma-
JIOCh MHE.

Sl otkpbiia r1aza. .. Boga npubsiBaia. . .






3.1. The Captain

Michael was the captain of a ship. At first. And then he
became an important person in political circles. When 1 got
a literary prize at the Central House of Writers, the President
awarded him a state one. But Michael was also a creator like me,
and, unlike me, he was a genius. Actually, we met each other on
the creative wave. And then...

Michael turned each of our meetings into a firework
of emotions. He seemed to be trying all the time to prove to me
or even to himself, he was the best, no one would be like him. It
was certainly pleasant, but not at all necessary, because Michael
was already the best, at least for me. Not just damn charming,
tall and, as they say, athletic, but also an intelligent and wise
person, Michael liked to read a lot, to dress stylishly, to eat
delicious food and to be perfumed expensively. When we walked
around the city, I envied myself, « What a man I am walking next
to!» Actually, we were a wonderful couple, not only outwardly.

Sometimes I wondered why Michael would not find himself
a young girl, because I was only seven years younger than him.
Once (although we quarreled only twice), I even sent him to...
prostitutes, but he calmly replied that it was interesting and
pleasant for him to communicate with me, as an intelligent
and wise person, and, despite the fact that we were completely
different in characters, we had common interests, intellectual and



physical compatibility, and prostitutes were a road to nowhere.

Yes, I considered myself a bad lover, but only with Michael
I kissed on the lips, such kisses were his know-how, and
exceptionally easily and unobtrusively, on his initiative, with my
consent, we tried in bed everything and then returned to the
traditional classic.

Michael was a leader, and I appreciated it, because, of course,
I was an unquestioning dictator at job, but in personal
relationship — a submissive clay.

I knew Michael for many years, not only by words, but
by deeds, so I could assure you, he was exactly the man that
almost all led women were dreaming of. Any of us could feel with
him safety like behind a stone wall. He didn’t hide his head in the
sand, like an ostrich, but courageously solved every problem.

There’s no subjunctive mood in history, but... Michael was
the only man sent to me from Above, whom I would marry
immediately, having quite consciously agreed with the fact that. ..

«MOTHER!!!» it exploded somewhere very close...

«Her cry will even raise the dead from the coffin!» 1 thought
and opened my eyes...






3.2. Onsarp — [IeBouka?!

Booa... kpyzom — eooa...

1 cena Ha GeNTOCHEKHBIN MTECOK, OTOIBUHYBIIIUCH OT HACTYIIA-
1oiero Ha MeHsi OkeaHa, u orsisiHyJack. JleBouka. Ta camas. OHa
OIATH IUIAKaa, CTOs1 Ha Oepery U CMOTpsl BIAJIb.

4 mopoiiia K HEW ¥ B OUEPEIHOMN pa3 CIIPOCHIIA:

— Kak 1e6s 30ByT? Yto ciyumnocs? ['ne TBOst Mama?

HeBouka BexymnHyIa. OJHAKO Terepb MHE MOKa3aJloCh, 4TO
OHA IMOHMMAEeT MOM CJIOBa, HO MOJTYMT Kak mapTu3aH. 51 ynapuia
MATKOM 10 OeJIOCHE)KHOMY TIECKY, PACIIMChIBasICh B COOCTBEHHOM
Oeccuuy, U yBHIesa Opeayiero Kk Ham SlHuca.

— IIpuser, Anucal!

— 3napaBcTBYil, AHKC. DTOT peOEHOK, C HEell HYKHO YTO-TO Jie-
jare! Hano 3asgButs B noaumnuo! OHa HE TOHUMAET, YTO S €1 ro-
Bopo?! Thl 3Haemb e€? ['ne ona kuBET? OHa ke IBHO HE MECT-
Hast abopurenka! U uro c e€ mateppio?!

fAHuc mocMoTpen Ha MeHsl CTPaHHBIM B3IJISIIOM, B KOTOPOM
pOCBeYMBAJIaCh ITyOMHHAS Tedasb Win Jaxe... 6omb? U mue



CHOBA I0Ka3aJI0Ch: 51 BCTpevyasiach ¢ SIHMCOM paHee, BEpHEE, OH
CJIMILIKOM CHJIBHO MOXOX Ha KOTo-TO ellE. . .

— YTO THI XOUElllb MOKYIIATh CETrOAHA? — HEOKUAAHHO CIPO-
cuil SlHuUC, U 5 CHavyasa orennia, a NoToM 3aKpuJara:

— TIOMOI'M El HAT MAMY !!! § He Mory cibimars eé
OecKOHeYHbIH mayq!!!

Auuc npunoxun nanen ko pry: «Tcc!»

4l 3amoyana ¥ BHE3amHO... OYYTHJIACh B BAKYYMHOW TUIIM-
He. $1 oGepHynack — [leBouku yxe Hurme He Obl10. f ¢ yxkacom
B3IVIsIHY/Ia Ha SIHMCA, HO TOT, Kak HU B Y€M He OBIBAJIO, MPOTSI-
HYJI MHE PYKY.

— [otiném?

— JEBOYKA!!! — 3akpuyasa g em€ rpomue, HO SHuUC crio-
KOMHO OTBETWII:

— Ona BepHETCA. ..



3.2. The Girl, again?!

Water... all around... water...

I sat down on the white sand, moving away from the Ocean
advancing on me, and turned back. The Girl. The very same one.
She was crying again, standing on the shore and looking into the
distance. I went up to her.

«What’s your name? What happened? Where is your
mother?» I asked once more.

The Girl whimpered. However, she seemed to understand my
words, but she was silent like a partisan. I hit the snow-white
sand with my heel, signing my own impotence, and saw Yanis
walking towards us.

«Hello, Alice!»

«Hello, Yanis. The child... Something needs to be done with
her! We must report to the police! Doesn’t she understand what
I'm asking about?! Do you know her? Where does she live? She
1s clearly not a local aborigine! And what about her mother?!»

Yanis honored me with a strange look, full of deep sadness or



even... pain? And it seemed to me again, I had met Yanis before,
or maybe, he looked too much like someone else. ..

«What do you want to eat today?» Yanis asked suddenly, and
at first I was taken aback.

«Help the Girl to find her mother! I can’t stand her endless
crying!» I screamed.

Yanis put his finger to his mouth, «Shh!»

I stopped talking and suddenly... I found myself in a vacuum
silence. I turned around. The Girl was nowhere to be found!
I looked at Yanis with horror, but he extended his hand to me,
as if nothing had happened.

«Let’s go, Alice...»

«The GIRL!» I shouted even louder.

«She’ll be back...» Yanis answered calmly.



3.3. 1 caoBa — MaJjbyuk!

S cunena B xademke Annca. Ecth He xoTenoch — 6omena ro-
JIOBA.

AHuc NMpUHEC MHE CBEXKEBBIKATHIA COK U3 TPOMUYECKHUX
(bpyKTOB 1 MONOBMHKY KOKOCA, a 3aTeM, Opocasi B3IJIsI/I Ha TLJIe-
TEHOE KPEeCJI0, PACIOIOKEHHOE HAIPOTUB MEHS, YYTUBO CIIPO-
CHIL:

— MoxH0?

A xuBHyna emy «[Ja». OH npuces U NpOAOJIKWII HAlll pasro-
BOD:

— A rae 1ol oTapixana B ['perumn?

— Ha octpose, HanipotuB AdoHa.

— Ha Tacoce?

— Her, na Amynbsan. A To1 0601 Ha Tacoce?

— Her... U kak 1ebe Amynbsanau, octpoB MmoHaxoB? ITpouys-
crBoBasia [lyx CesaroropuieB? Benp eig He Tak JaBHO AMYJIbsi-
HU NPUHAJIERKAT MOHACTBIPIO Baronen. MoxkHO cka3arb, 4TO Th
*uia Ha CBATOM 3eMIie. . .

— Jla, motpscarorie! — yaplOHyIach 51, BCIOMUHAsA. — 3HAEIIIb,
Tam sk ¢ BugoM Ha Cesaryio ['opy. [lecounoe 1HO 1 po3pay-
Has Boja. Jlake Korga jajieko 3aribiBaelllb, JHO BUAHO. U co-
BCEM He CTpantHo. 51 60I0Ch BOJIBI. . .

— bounibcesa? [ouemy?

— He 3nato. C nerctBa. MHe 4acTo CHUJICSI COH, UTO S TOHY.



B mope wiu B Okeane. U s 6010ch BOH. A Ha AMYJbsIHE HET
BOJIH.

— 37ech ToKe HET BOJIH, — YCMEXHYJICs SHuC.

— Ho 3nech — OkeaH, oueHb J0JII0 OUYEHb MEJIKO U BOJOPOC-
... A Tam — cpasy ryOoko u 6e3 Boopociei. .. S1 3aruibiBasa
JaJIeKO-/1ajieko OT Oepera M 4yBCcTBOBajia cedst ppidoil B Boje!
Hy, wm. .. pycankoii! [TnaBana kaxapiii pa3 Oosnbllie yaca, co-
BCEM OJ1Ha, BepHee: 51, Mmope u Cearas ['opa. .. [Ipencrasnserns?
N Hukoro u3 noaen psijiom... MHe HpaBWIOCh HBIPSITh. .. U Ha-
OmoaaTh 32 PHIOKaMH. . .

Anuc ynpidasncs, Koraa st pacckasbiBasia emy Ipo ero I'penuio,
a 51 ynpioanach OT COOCTBEHHBIX BOCTIOMUHAHUIA.

MHOro-MHOro JIeT Ha3a/l B KHUKKE YMHOTO YeJioBeKa st OOHa-
PYK1JIa MUHTEPECHYIO UICIO: HAILIEMY CO3HAHUIO BCE PABHO, MTPO-
VICXOZIUT HEUTO TOJIBKO B MBICJISIX WJIM HA CAMOM JIEJIE — PEAKLIMA
opranusMa Bcerga oarHakoBa. U g nogymana: «Bo3moorcHo, ue-
N08€UECKASL MBICAb U eCHb ,, MAUUHA 8DEMEHU , 4 HAUU BOCNOMU-
HAHUsL — 3MO 6ce20a ,NO-HACMOoAEeMY , NOIMOMY 6CHOMUHAMb
cuacmAusble UMY NPOCMO NPUSMHBIE MOMEHMbL — NOAE3HO 0N
300p08bSi...»

BHe3anmHO KTO-TO cxXxBarui MeHs 3a PyKy. S BCKpUKHYna
OT HEOKUIAHHOCTH, OOEPHYIACh —

...Manpuuk! ToT camblii. ..

OH MpOTSIHYJ JIAJOIIKY U, KaJIOOHO 3arjisiHyB B IJa3a, Mpo-
V3HEC:

— ®onapuxk!



M B TOT MOMEHT MHE IIOKa3aJ10Ch, YTO MOU MO3I' OKOHYATEJTb-
HO B3JIOMaH.

SIHuC BCTa M3-3a CTOJMA M B3sUT MaJIbUMKa 3a pyKy. Pasrosa-
pHBasi HA MECTHOM Hapeuuu, OHM TOIILIM B CTOPOHY JiepeBHU. S
3aJlyMUYMBO MMPOBO’KaJa UX B3IJISJIOM, KaK BHE3AITHO BCIOMHMJIA
cBOM HOuHOW Kommap — ['mrantckuit Kopabmb, u, korma Aavic
BEPHYJICS, pellIia MOAEIUThHCS 3araJJOYHbIM BUICHUEM.

— Anuc! Tocnymai! Housto! Cerognst Houblo!

— Tebe He cnanocs?

— Jla, s BBINIIIA U3 XWKUHBI noapimate OkeaHom. f crosina
Ha CKaJie, y JIECTHUIIbI, KaK BJAPYT MOJHSICS yparaHHblii Berep!
He60 MruoBeHHO cTajio TakuMm ctpaiiHbpiM! Tyun HOCUITUCD Ty-
na-ciona! MonHus, rpoM, U Havascs JI0XKb, BEpHEE, TpOI1ye-
CKMI1 JIMBEHb, a B OyxTy 3amen [uranrckuit Kopadns! Tonbko
JIO/U. .. 51 BUJENA, BUJENA, TOHUMAelllb, CKBO3b CTEHY HOXK[s,
KakK OHHM citycKkanuch ¢ Kopabis, Ho nipsimo B Okean! U oHu 1iutn
K Oepery o Boze!!!

— A oTKy/a emié oM B3SThCSI HA OCTPOBE, Kak He C Kopao-
na? — yemexnyicst fuuc. — Tol cama-To Kak 3J1ech OKazajiach?



Ha koBpe-camonére npunerena?

M TyT MOE CO3HaHME CHOBA 3aITI0YUIIO.

PaszymoM ¢ npekpacHO OHUMaJIA, YTO APYroro IyTH Ha OCT-
poB He cyuiectsyeT. Ho KapTrHKa Ha BHYTPEHHEM 9KpaHe roye-
MY-TO Pa3/IBavBajiach: 51 BUENA TOT CTAPblil ApOM, Ha KOTOPOM
IIPUILIBUIA CIOZIA BIIEPBBIE — C AJIEKCEEM, MHOT'O JIET Ha3al, U. ..

...800Y... KOmopast N08CIO0yY... KpYzom — 8004, U NAHUUECKUIL
yorcac oxeamuléaenm MeHsi — s NblMAaroC 8CRAbLIMG HA NOBEPX-
HOCH1b, HO NOYEMY-MO He MO2Y U...

...Hem, He 3a0bIXaiocb! — nepeo «3adbIXarochby — s GUINCY AUUO
KAaKO020-M0 MYMHCUUHDL. .. MUUO, NYAbCUPYIOULEe CKBO3b PA30BOEH-
HYI0 KaPMUHKY HA 8HYMPEHHEM SKPAaHe — NoCAeoHee, Umo Melb-
Kaem 6 mom cHe...



3.3. And once more... the Boy!

I placed myself in Yanis’ cafe, although I didn’t want to eat,
having a terrible headache.

Yanis brought me the freshest tropical fruit juice and half
a coconut, and then, glancing at the wicker chair in front of me,
politely asked, if it was free.

I nodded «yes» to him. He sat down, and we continued our
conversation.

«Well, where did you have a rest in Greece, Alice?»

«On the island opposite to Mount Athos.»

«Thassos you mean?»

«No, Ammouliani. Have you ever been to Thassos?»

«No... And how do you like Ammouliani, the island
of monks? Not so long ago, it belonged to the monastery
of Vatopedi. Did you feel the Spirit of the Holy Mountain? We
can say that you lived in the Holy Land!»

«Yes, it’s amazing!» I smiled remembering. «You know, there
1s a wild sandy beach with Mount Athos view there. The water is
so clear and transparent, that even if you swim far away from the
shore, you can see the bottom, and it’s not scary to swim there.
To be honest, I'm afraid of water.»

«Afraid? Why?»

«I don’t know. Since childhood. I often have the same
nightmare about drowning in the sea or in the ocean. That’s why



I'm afraid of waves. Fortunately, there are no waves usually in the
Ammouliani bay.»

«There are no waves here either,» Yanis chuckled.

«But the Ocean here has lots of algae, and for a kilometer
there is no deepness at all! It’s impossible to swim, only to walk!
On Ammouliani one makes two steps and doesn’t feel the bottom
anymore. And there is no seaweed there! Although I used
to swim far from the seashore, I felt like a fish in water! Or...
maybe like a mermaid... [ used to stay in water for more than an
hour, all alone, or rather, me, the sea and the Holy Mountain. ..
Imagine, nobody else around! By the way, I'm fond of diving and
watching fishes!»

While I told Yanis about his Greece, he was smiling, and [ was
smiling too, diving in my memories.

Many years ago, in some book of a wise person, I discovered
an interesting idea, «Qur consciousness does not care if something
happens only in thoughts or in reality, because the reaction of the
body is always the same». And 1 thought, «Perhaps the ,time
machine* is a human thought, and our memories are nothing
but the ,here and now* reality. So, it is good for our health
remembering happy or just pleasant moments...»

Suddenly, someone grabbed my hand. I screamed in surprise,
turned around and saw...

...the Boy! The very one...

He held out his hand, looking pitifully into my eyes, and said,
«Lantern!»



And at that moment my brain seemed to be completely
hacked.

Yanis got up from the table and took the boy by the hand.
Speaking in the local dialect, they went towards the village.
I thoughtfully followed them with my eyes, but I suddenly
remembered my last nightmare — the Giant Ship. When Yanis
came back, I decided to share my mysterious dream.

«Yanis, listen! Tonight!»

«You couldn’t fall asleep...»

«Yes, I went out to breathe the Ocean. I was standing on the
rock, by the stairs, when suddenly the Wind appeared! It looked
like hurricane! The Sky instantly became so scary! Huge clouds
were moving back and forth! Lightning, thunder, and it started
to rain, or rather, it was a tropical downpour, and a Giant Ship
entered the bay! And people on board... I saw through the wall
of rain, I swear to you, I saw them descending from the Ship, but
straight into the Ocean! And they walked towards the shore on
the water surface!!!»

«And how else do people arrive on Camotes, if not by ship
or by ferry?» Yanis chuckled. «<How did you get here, Alice?
By a flying carpet?»

My mind went blank again. I got a glitch in the brain,
I perfectly understood that there was no other way to the Island.
However, the picture on the internal screen split in two. I saw the
old ferry that brought me there with Alex, many years ago, and
I also saw...



...water... everywhere... all around me... water... and a panic
horror seizes me... I try to float up to the surface, but for some
reason I can’t and...

...no, I'm not suffocating! — I see a face of a Man before it,
a face, pulsing through the double image on the internal screen —
the last thing that flickers in my nightmare...




3.4. IIpouneccusi KOJIYHOB

Houblo ObIJIO TOJO3pUTENILHO THXO. BeTpa He HaOmonamoch,
Kak 1 Ty4dek B HeGe. f Bocrosnb3oBasiach OMHUM W3 32K KEHHBIX
(bakesioB y pecerniiH ¥ OTHpPaBIIACh Ha MPOTYJIKY IO MpayHO-
MY OCTPOBY, PEIHB 00513aTeIbHO JOOPATHCS 0 XOTh KAKOTO-HH-
Oy/Ib KOHKPETHOTO MYHKTA.

U BOT, NOBEPHYB B CTOPOHY MPUCTAHH, KaK W B TIPOIILIbIN pa3,
S [IUIa MAHYT JIECATh BIOJb BCE TEX ke JJIMHHOHOTUX TaJbM,
npoteikaomux He6o, 61arornoayyHo MUHYS ¥ TIPOYUE JIEPEBbs
Y KYCTApHWKHW HEW3BECTHBIX MHE TMOPOJI, KaK BIAJIM MOCIIbIIIA-
JIMCh 3BeHsIIMe OyOHBI M OapabaHHast IpoOb, a 3aTeM — Jie/IeH -
IIMe Oyl TeCHOTICHHUSI.

OpHako JTOOOIBITCTBO B35JI0 BEPX HAJl CTPAXOM, U yXKe ue-
pe3 mapy MHUHYT s CTOJIKHYJIaCh ¢ HEOOBIYHOU MPOIIeCCHEN T0-
YTH OOHAKEHHBIX AOOPUTEHOB-KOJIIYHOB C pacKpallieHHbIMU JIH-
IIAMU U TIEPbsIMU Ha TOJIOBE, C YCTPAIIAIIUMH YKpaIIeHUSIMU
U )KYTKAMH aKceccyapami, ¢ Yepernamu Ha Majkax ¥ OrpOMHON
COJIOMEHHOU KYKJIOH Ha IeHTpaIbHOM Iiecte. Heckombko yeno-
BEK 00eCIeurBaid My3bIKaJIbHOE COMPOBOXICHUE 1IEPEMOHUH,
yepeayss MaHUIY/AUA ¢ OyOHaMu u O6apaGaHaMu, OCTajIbHbIE
pacrneBasy 3aKJIMHAHUS U TIPUTAHIIOBBIBAIH.

4l cnenana mmiar B CTOPOHY — Ha 000YMHY, YTOOBI IIPOITYCTHUTh
MIPOIIECCHIO, U TYT K€ TIOYYBCTBOBAJIA, YTO KTO-TO JIEPraeT MeHsI
3a PyKaB IUIaThsl, a B YIIIaX pa3Jalioch yke 3HAKOMOE BOJIIIIEOHOE



CJIOBO:

— ®OHAPHK!

— Manpuuk!!! — BockIMKHYyNa 51, obepHyBImCch. — Hy Her
y meHs poHapuka!!! Hery! He Buauiin?!

4l nokazana eMy B3IJIsIIOM Ha (pakesl B CBOEU pYyKeE.

Manbunk B OoTBeT TKHYN majbiieM B He6o. Ho momymars,
41O ObI 3TO 3HAYMJIO, 51 HE yCIIeNa, MOCKOJIbKY YBU/IENA Ha I0pO-
re fHuca, Opeayiero B CTOPOHY MPUCTaHU C phIOAYbEN CEThIO
Y CHACTSIMU.

[Tpoueccus KOIAYHOB yaausiach.

— [Ipuser... — BbIOXHYNA 51. — Byay?

— Jla. Ho Tebe nyurie He. ..

— OHU peasbHO TYT IIAMaHAT, WK 3TO Urpa’?

— PeaspHo, HO. ..

— Kaxnayio Houb?

- a...

flHrc ObUT HEMHOTOCJIOBEH, HO S TIOYYBCTBOBAJIa, UTO TeMa
Byny ero siBHO He BO30yKJaeT, B TO BpeMsI KaKk MHE MpeCTaB-
JISJIOCHh KYTKO JIIOOOMBITHBIM TOMPUCYTCTBOBATh HA MEPOIIPUSI-
TUU KOJIIYHOB.

— A Kyga oHu nouum?

— B INopran... Ho g xareropudecku He coBeTyio Tedbe oOpa-
IaThCS K HUM.

4 XoTena cpocuTh: «A Kmo mul makoi, umoovl MHe 4mo-
mo cogemosamu ?» Ho BOBpeMsi OCTaHOBUJIACh: SIHUC, K CUACTBIO
WY K COKAJICHUIO, ObLT €TMHCTBEHHBIM HA TOT MOMEHT MECTHBIM



KUTEJIEM, C KeM sI MOIJIa OOIIaThCsl TIO-YEIOBEUECKH, TO ECTh I'O-
BOPUTH HAa OJTHOM SI3BIKE.

«A uepemonusi Byoy noooxcoém u 0o zasmpa. Cmasums HAHu-
Ca 6 U38eCIMHOCHbL O C60UX NAAHAX U OMUUMbIBAMbCS eMY O UX
Peanu3ayuu Mems dce HUKmo He 3acmaegnsiem!»

— Oken. lonycrtum, Ilopranm OeUCTBUTENBHO CYILECTBYET, —
ckazana . — Ho (ponapuk? Ilouemy Manbumk MOCTOSIHHO IMPO-
CUT Y MEHsI KaKOU-TO (DOHAPUK ?

[Ipoucxoasiiee Ha OCTPOBE HUKAK HE YKJIabIBAJIOCh B CTaH-
JapThl MOETO MBIIILJICHUSI.

— He ¢oHapuk oH mpocuT Ha caMoM Jiesie, — B3/10XHY.1 SAHuc. —
A... JaMITOUKY.

— Jlammouky? — emi€ Oosbllle yAMBUIACH 5.

— Hns donapuka... Ho moxno u 6e3 poHapuka... IIpocto
Jamnouky... Ho...

— 3AYEM?!! — BOoCKJIUKHYJIA 51, HIYETO He TOHUMAs.

— YtoOm! moBecuTh Ha Jlepeso. ..

SHKc, BUIMMO, pelmi1 MONPUKaIbIBaThCSA HAJA0 MHOM !

— [Ha 3necy Her samnouek gaxe B orene!!! Her ¢ponapen
Ha oporax!!! 3neck BooOIe anekTpuyuecTsa HeT!!!

— 3aro JlepeBo Kenanuii ects, — ynslOHysCS SIHUC U cripo-
CWI: — A 4ero xoyelib Thl?

Sl cxxaia masiblibl B KYJIaK OT OECCHITHS YTO-JIMOO OHSATH ¥ Ma-
IIMHAJIBHO OTBETUJIA:

— IIpoBoau meHs a0 aoma. [Toxanyiicra.

skeksk



BepHyB baken Ha peceriH, s 3aluia B CBOI0 XMKHUHY, 3aKIJ1a
CBEUKY, JocTaJla OJIOKHOT U TPOIOJIKIIIA BUEPAIIIHEe:

«Muwa 6vin kanumanom kopabas. Chauana. A nomom —
BAJICHOIL NEPCOHON 8 NOAUMUUECKUX KPY2aX...»




3.4. Voodoo Procession

It was suspiciously quiet at night with neither wind, nor clouds
in the Sky. I took one of the torches from the reception and
went for a walk around the gloomy Island, aimed to reach some
specific «point».

I turned towards the pier, as the previous night, and walked for
about ten minutes along unknown to me species of shrubs and
the long-legged palm trees piercing the black-book starry Sky,
when at first the tambourines and then drums roll with chilling
chants were heard in the distance.

However, curiosity got the better of fear, and after a couple
of minutes I saw a shocking procession of almost naked native
magicians with painted faces and feathers on their heads, with
frightening jewelry and scaring accessories, with skulls on thin
sticks and a huge straw doll on the central thick one. Several
people provided the musical accompaniment of the ceremony,
manipulating with tambourines and drums, the rest were singing
incantations and dancing.

I took a step back, out of the road, to skip the procession
and immediately felt someone pulling my dress sleeve, and the
already familiar magic word rang in my ears...

«LANTERN!»

«My God!» I exclaimed, turning around. «Look, my dear,
I don’t have any lantern! Only a torch, this one!»



I gave it a glance.

The Boy pointed at the Sky in response, but I had no time
to think what it meant, because I saw Yanis on the road,
wandering towards the pier with fishing nets and gear. The
procession of black magicians was moving away.

«Hi,» I breathed out. «Are they Voodoo people?»

«Yes. But you’d better not...»

«Do they really shamanize here, or is it just a game?»

«Really, but...»

«Every night?»

«Yes...»

Yanis was too laconic, but I felt that the topic of Voodoo did
not excite him, while it would be very curious for me to attend
their ritual.

«Where are they going?»

«To the Portal... However, 1 categorically advise you not
to contact them.»

I was about to ask, « Who are you to advise me something ?» But
I stopped in time, because Yanis, fortunately or unfortunately,
was the only one local resident, with whom I could communicate,
speaking the same language. I thought, «The voodoo ceremony
would wait for me till tomorrow. No one forces me to inform Yanis
about my plans and to report to him about their implementation.»

«Okay, Yanis. Let’s say the Portal does exist. But what
about... lanterns? Why does the Boy keep asking me for some
lantern?»



Strange things happening on the Island didn’t fit into the
standard frames of my mind.

«He doesn’t really ask you for a lantern,» Yanis sighed, «but
for a light bulb.»

«A light bulb?» 1 was surprised even more.

«Yes, a light bulb for the lantern. But it is okay also without
lantern. A light bulb is enough...»

«What for?» I exclaimed understanding nothing.

«To hang it up on the Tree.»

Apparently, Yanis decided to make fun of me!

«I see... There are no light bulbs even in the hotel! There are
no lights on the roads! There is no electricity here at all!»

«But we have a Wish Tree,» Yanis smiled and asked, «What
are you dreaming about, Alice?»

I clenched my fingers into a fist because of my powerlessness
to understand something.



«Walk me home. Please.»

keksk

I returned the torch to the reception and went into my hut, lit
a candle, took out the notebook and continued. ..

«Michael was the captain of a ship. At first. And then he
became an important person in political circles...»



IV. IIEINEPA KROJIAYHOB /
The CAVE of MAGICIANS

4.1. 7JKu3Hb CJIMIIKOM KOPOTKa

Muitia. .. BOT OBl OH cefiuac oKka3ajicA 31eCh, CO MHOU, Ha 3TOM
ocTpoBe!

Mpl HMKOrZa HE OTAbIXaJIM BMecTe... S1 mpuceuiana emy
CBOM 3POTUYHBIE (POTKU C IPEUECKUX OCTPOBOB, CIIpalllBAJIA:
«Buvibupati, xaxas Odesyuika mebe Hpasumcs?» A oH: «bepém
écex!» C 4yBCTBOM IOMOpa y HEro TOXke BCE OBbLIO B MOPSIKE. . .

Ha, noxainyii, Muiiia — eIMHCTBEHHBIN U3 MOCTaHHBIX CBbllle
B MOIO KU3Hb MYKYMH, 32 KOTOPOTO 51 Obl BHIIIUIA 3aMYX, MPU
3TOM COBEPIIIEHHO OCO3HAHHO PACIMCBHIBASICH MO/ TEM, UTO OH
OyaeT U3MEHATh MHE TIOCIe CBaibObl TOUHO TaK ke, KaK JI0 3TOro
U3MEHST JKeHEe CO MHOM.

CTpaHHO, YTO MHOTHE JICBYIIIKH MPEOBIBAIOT B TIIyOOKHX WJI-
JIIO3USIX O BO3MOKHOCTH MepeeaTh MyKYMHY IIITAMIIOM B Mac-
noprte. §l He MoOHMMAaJa U TeX, KTO TAallKOM 3arJisiIbIBaeT B TeJie-
(pon cBoero MY, BeIcMaTpUBaET Ha €ro OEK/IE Yy KHUE BOJIOCHL,
BBIHIOXMBAET MOCTOPOHHUE 3aaXU U BBINIOIHSET IpoYre (PyHK-
IIUU YaCTHOTO JIETEKTUBA. 3aMETUB YJIUKH, 51 Obl, HABEPHOE, UTO-
HUOY/Ib ChA3BWIIA, HO MOMPOCUJIA B CIIEAYIONIUNA pa3 MEHs UMU



He OEeCITOKOUTb.

PeHoBana i 1 Muny k keHe? — Her. Kenasia i B TaiiHe
uX pa3Boza? — Aaxe 1 He lyMasa B 3TOM HallpaBJieHUH.

Ero xeHa Obuta akcomoil. K Tomy e 4yTh JI He C NepBOro
JHS HaIllero 3HakoMcTBa Muiiia BOMBaJI B MeHsI I'BO3/ISIMHU MBICITh
O TOM, YTO 51 — a0COMIOTHO CBOOO/IHA, MOTY HAWTH JIIOOOTO JIpY-
rOro MyXX4HHY B JIOOOH MOMEHT, IMTPOCTO TaK JIH C LIEJTbIO BhIN-
TH 3aMy’K, 1 Muia OyeT UCKpeHHe pajl U JJake C YIOBOJIbCTBU-
€M TOTyJIsIeT Ha MOel cBaib0e, MOTOMY UTO ero, Muiiy, y MeHs
BOOOIIIE HET, He ObLJIO U HUKOTAa He OydeT.

[Neproguyecky 51 4eCTHO TBITAIACH C KEM-HUOYIb MO3HAKO-
MUTBCS C LIeJIbIO CO3JJaHUS CEMbH, PAaCCMaTpHBasi UCKJIOUUTE b~
HO cBoOOIHBIX MY, 1 MHOTIA axe neniack ¢ Muineid pe3ysib-
TaTaMy MOUCKOB — TieTHO. Ho coBceM He moToMy, 4To 51 peIb-
SIBJIsIJTa 3aBBIIICHHBIE TPEOOBaHMS K MIOTEHIIUAIBHOMY TIPHHILY.

Bunumo, Tak 6b1710 cyxaeHo CBbllle: KO MHE ITPUTATMBAIICH
«HE MOM» MYKUMHBI — XPOHUYECKHUE AJIKOTOJIMKH, POXKKEHHBIE
aTb(HOHCHI, OECKOMITPOMICCHBIE ATEHCTHI M CEKCYaJIbHBIE M3BPa-
mieHibl. IIpu BcéM «OoratcTBe» BbIOOpA, MHOW abTEPHATHBHI
Muiiie He HaXOANJIOCh.

Bo3MokHO, MMEHHO H3-32 Jayxa CBOOOABl KaxIas Hala
BCTpeya, KOTopasi MOIJIa OKa3aTbCsl MOCEJHEN, MTpeBpallaiach
B MaJICHbKUI MPa3IHUK, U MOAOOHBII (pOPMAT OTHOILIEHU BbI-
Aepkajl JOCTaTOYHO JJIMTEbHOE UCTIBITAHUE BpeMeHeM ?

Muiiia HEKOTja He J1aBaJl MHE JEHET U He Japuil MOAAapKOB,
3aTO IMEHHO C HIM CBSI3aHO MOE camoe BommeOHoe 14-oe ¢eB-



pauisi. Muiiia BCero Juiiib JIOBWI [J1s1 HAC YHUKaJIbHBII MOMEHT —
«3J1eCh U cefvac», B KOTOPOM HaM OBLJIO TIPOCTO XO-PO-1IIO.

OpHako ollyllieHMe HENPUHALJIEKHOCTH U YyBCTBO HE3aHSsI-
TOCTH OTPABJISITIO MEHsSI U3HYTPU. UTO emMy CTOMIO pU3HaTh TOT
(akr, uTo 5 3aHsATa UM? [la ¥ B 1IETIOM, HaJI0 CMOTPETH MPABJIE
B IJ1a3a: 3TO ObLIM COBCEM HE T€ OTHOIIEHU s, KOTOPbIE TPUHOCAT
CYaCThE, O KOTOPBIX CJIEAYET MEUYTATh U/UJIM KOTOPbIM CTOUT 3a-
BHUIOBATh.

XOTsl CCOPUJIMCh MBI 32 BCE 3TH TObl JIMIIb JBAXbL. [la-
e He CCOPUJIMCh — 51 TPOCTO obuenack. CHavasia Ha ero Iu-
HUYHOCTh IO OTHOLIEHMIO K... BepHee, Ha TOH BbICKa3bIBAHUS
cBoero MHeHus. He motomy 4To 5 ObUIa C JJaHHBIM MHEHUEM
HE coIlacHa — KOHEYHO ke, MuIna, Kak Bceraa, Opl1 aDCOTIOTHO
IpaB — HO MMEHHO Ha TO, KaK OH IPOU3HEC TO, YTO IPOMU3HEC.
OpHako cnycTs mapy aHer Muiiia moHsI, Ha 9To s 0Ouaesnach,
nprexaj Ko MHe Ha padoTy ¥ MOMPOCKI MpoieHus1. MHorue Jin
JIIOAM TMPOCKUJIA Y Bac MPOIEHMS 32 TOH BbICKa3bIBAHUS CBOETO
MHEHHsI?

Bropoii pa3 oH HACTOWYMBO BBISICHS y MEHS TPUUUHY OOUIbI
JIBa JHS MOAPSA — Kak pa3 Nepesl MOMM BbIJIETOM Ha OYepeJHOU
rpeveckuii ocTpoB. Sl fAaxe OTHpaBuia eMy HIYTOYHYIO YIpo3y:
«Bom kax Hanuwy Ha ocmpose poMaH npo mo, KaK mol...»

Ha 4t0 nosnyumia oTBET «HE MajibuMKa, HO MyKa»:

«He-He-He, 5mo He pomar, u 0adice He UCMOPUSL, U He SNU300. ..
31O 8Ce20 NUUb MOMEHIM U3 HCUSHU OBYX B3POCABIX CAMOOOCMA-



MOUYHBIX N100€ll, KOMOopble NPOCMO HeOONnoHsAu Opye Opyea. I1po-
cmu, 51 NOCMYNUA HENPAGUALHO, K020a UCUe3, HU1e20 He 00BsC-
HUB, Y MeHSl Oblaa UEpHASL NOAOCA, NPOOAEMbL C OCHb2AMU U 8O-
obue... HO KaK mMoabKo JHCU3HbL CMANA HANAHNCUBANCS, 51 NO3-
6onun cebe meosi...»

U 310 «5 nozeoaun cebe medsi» MporevaTasioch BO MHE pa3
Y HaBCerja, MFTHOBEHHO COEJIMHUB B €IMHOE 11eJI0€ KUIOMETPHI
BOCIIOMUHAHUI;

«A oavice He 3naro, uem ewé mebs Yyousume. .. »

«O yocac, s — yace oedyural »

«A noxyoen na Hxc kunoepamm! Tenepv coscem kak mano-
uur!»

Sl ynpIOHyIach ¥ HamKcana COBEPIIEHHO CEPbE3HO:

«Yeavuuo mensi... Tol ne oo6s3an Obims cynepeepoem! Ecau
Y mebs Hem Oenez, umoodbl CHIMb 015 Hac ,,Memponoawv“ ueau-
KOM, Mbl MOJNCEM NPOCMO No2yasimo no 20pody. Ecau mot cma-
Heulb UMNOMEHNMOM, NO2AAOUULb MEHS NO CNUHKe, U MHe Oydem
npusmno. .. Kuznv caumkom Kopomka, umoovl mepsimo epems,
3aeucas Ha YépHuIX nonocax!»

Krto-TO n€pHYN MEH# 3a PyKY.
B nmonynpéme, néxa Ha OEJTOCHEKHOM TIeCKe, sl TPUOTKPhUIA
I1a3a, HO BCKPHUKHYJIA OT WUCIyra — BMecTo npuBbiyHOro Heba



MO B3IJIsi/l YTKHYJICSI B YyMa3oe JIMIO. .. Masbumnka!

Ou 3acmestiics 1, yoeras ot Oepera B CTOPOHY J€pEeBHH, KpH-
YaJl 0 AOPOre 3aBETHOE:

— ®onapuk! PO-HA-PUK!!!

4 Bcrana, B310XHY/IA U niepesesia B3] Ha OkeaH. ..

Booa... kpyzom — eooa...
«OKkear npuxooum crooa moaud...»




4.1. Life is too short

Michael... I wished he had been with me on the Island!

We never spent vacation together... I used to send him my
erotic pictures from the Greek islands asking, « Which girl do you
prefer? Choose!» to get in response, «Let’s take them all!» He had
a good sense of humor...

Yes, perhaps Michael was the only man sent to me
from Above, whom I would marry immediately, having quite
consciously agreed with the fact that he would cheat on me after
the wedding in the same way, as he cheated on his wife with me.

It was strange for me that many girls were lost in deep illusions
concerning the possibility of changing a man via some stamp
in his passport. I never understood those who used to read
phones, to look out for a strange hair on clothes, to sniff
out foreign smells and to perform other functions of a private
detective. Having noticed the evidence, probably I would have
said something acrimonious, asking not to bother me with it any
more.

Was I jealous of Michael for his wife? No. Did I secretly want
them to get divorced? I didn’t even think in that direction.

His wife was an axiom. Besides, almost from the first day
of our acquaintance, Michael hammered into my mind the idea
that I was absolutely free and could find another man at any
moment with the aim to be friends or to get married, and he



would be sincerely happy for me and even ready to celebrate my
wedding, because there was no Michael in my life and would
never be.

From time to time, I honestly tried to get acquaintance
with someone with the aim of creating a family, considering
exclusively free boys, and sometimes I even shared the results
of such search with Michael. Negative results. Not because I had
excessive demands to a potential prince.

Apparently, it was my destiny. I attracted not «my» men,
such as chronic alcoholics, hardened gigolos, uncompromising
atheists and sexual perverts. With all the wealth of choice, there
was no alternative to Michael.

Perhaps for the spirit of freedom each of our rendezvous,
which could become the last one, turned out into a bright holiday,
and such a format of relations withstood a rather long test of time.

Michael never gave me money or gifts, but the most magical

February the 14™ was connected with him. Michael just used
to catch for us a unique moment of «here and now», in which we
found ourselves shining as the Sun.

However, the feeling of being unoccupied and not belonging
to anybody poisoned me. What did it cost him to admit that he
existed in my life? In general, we must face the truth, that was
not at all the relationship that could bring happiness, should be
dreamed of and / or envied.

We quarreled in all these years only twice. Not even quarreled.
I took offense. The first time I didn’t like his cynical words



about... Or rather, the tone of expressing his opinion. I agreed
with him, of course, Michael as always was absolutely right, but
I disliked the way he said what he said... However, after a couple
of days, Michael realized the reason of my bad mood, came into
my office and asked to forgive him. How many people asked your
forgiveness for the tone of expressing their opinion?

The second time he persistently asked me the reason of the
offense for two days in a row just before my departure
to Ammouliani. I even sent him a joking threat, «/'ll write a novel
about you!»

And I received a letter as the answer of not a boy, but a man.

«No-no-no, this is not a novel, and not even a story, and not
an episode, but just a moment in life of two adult self-sufficient
people, who simply misunderstood each other. Sorry, I did wrong
when I disappeared without explanation. I had a black streak,
problems with money and in general... But as soon as life began
to improve, I allowed myself to approach you again.»

And that «I allowed myself to approach you...» was imprinted
in me once and forever, instantly connecting kilometers
of memories into a single whole picture.

«I don’t even know how else to surprise you!»
«Oh my God, I am already a grandfather!»
«I've lost some kilograms! Now I'm like a boy!»



I smiled...

«Listen,» 1 responded quite seriously, «you don’t have to be
a superhero! If you have no money to rent the whole five-stars
hotel for us, we can just walk around the city. If you become
impotent, pat my head, and I'll be pleased. Life is too short to waste
time getting hung up on its loosing streak!»

Someone pulled my hand.

Half asleep, lying on the snow-white sand, I opened my eyes
and cried out in fright. Instead of the usual Sky, before my eyes
appeared a grubby face of ... the very same Boy!

He was laughing.

«Lantern! LANTERN!!!» he shouted the cherished word,
running away from the shore towards the village.

I got up, sighed and looked at the Ocean...

Water... all around... water...

«The Ocean comes here silently...»



4.2. AdoHCcKHEe YETKHN

— Anuca, — nocnsliaics rojaoc SIHuca, XoTs. .. Ha MTHOBEHUE
MHE I0Ka3aJ10Ch, YTO 3TO I0JI0C APYroro 4ejoBeKa, KOTOpOoro s
MOYEMY-TO HUKAK HE MOT'Y BCLIOMHUTb.

51 obeprynach — Her, SIHuUC.

CoOcTBEHHO, KOMY eI€ TyT OBbITh?

— Kak cnanoch? — NOMHTEPECOBAJICS OH.

— Cnacu60, HopMasbHO. .. [Tociymmai, SIauc... Yke yerBep-
THIH JIEHb, KaK $1 3[IECh B OTIYCKE, a Ha IUJIsike — HUKoro. U y Te-
Os1 HeT KMeHTOB B Kade, na? He ce3on? TeOe xBaraer neHer
Ha xu3Hb? MoxeT, myuiie BepHyThes B [ peruio?

— He ce30H... — TaKOHWYHO OTBeTW SIHWC, U MBI TOOpETN
B CTOPOHY €ro Kade.

SHKc npuHEC MHE BOIIbI (MEPTBOM ? — Xa-Xa-Xa. . . ), CeJl Harpo-
TUB U TIOMHTEPECOBAJICS:

— V Te0s Ha rpeYecKuX OCTPOBAX OCTATUCH JPY3bsi?

Bunumo, BociomuHaHus 00 YIOTHOW U COBEPILIEHHO HE KOJI-
JOBCKOM ['peryu rpenu mynry Ham 0OOuM.

— Ckyuaemnb o I'perun?.. Tam 310poBo, aa. Hacrosimii Paii.
Xots B IHTepHeTe Kak pa3 muIiyT, uyto Pait — 31ech, Ha Kamore-
ce... beum npy3bs, koHeyHo! [locieaHne roapl A €3aua TONb-
KO Ha AMyJbsiHU. Tak TaMm BCs IepeBHsI MeHs 3Haia. S mbiTa-
JIach UHOT/IA TAKOM TIPOTYJISATHCS MO0 BTOPOCTETIEHHBIM YJIUIIAM,
HO M Ha HUX CTajla y3HaBaeMa U CO MHOM 3/I0pOBAJIUCh. Y Bac,



B ['peryu, mprHATO OCTAaHOBUTHCS IPH BCTpeue, OOMEHSThCS Ma-
poit (ppa3, HO s — YeJoBeK He 0coOo obmmTenbHb. Kerath,
B COII. CETH Thl MOKEIIIb HAUTH MHOT'O I'PEKOB Y MEHSI B JIPY3bsiX.
IpaBna, 6bL1 cpey HUX U COBEPILEHHO 3aMKHYThIE MY, ycioB-
HO Ha30BEéM ero «Konmutep»...

— Jliobums cnagkoe?

— Her, HO nHOra 3ax0oa1ia K HEMY B JIaBKY 3a [EUYEHbEM.

— ThI xoTes1a Obl BBITH 3aMYXK 3a rpeka’

— Bo3MoxHO.

— A xwurtb B ['petun?

—Jla, Ha ocTpoBe. . . — 51 3acMesiIach, BCIOMHUB: — Mosi Oapy-
ra ¢ Amynbsau, Codusi, ckazana: «[Toka Tl Ha OCTpOBE, C TOOOKH
HUYETO HE CITYyYUTCA!»

— ITouemy tak? — ynusuicsa Auuc.

— INocnennuii pa3, korjga s pue3xana, B CBOIKaX HOBOCTEH
I1IJTU CIUIOIIHBIE yOUicTBA. My XKUMHBI YOUBAJI CBOUX KEH U JIIO-
6oBHUI. CaMu TPEKM CUMTAIM BCEMY BMHOW MaHAEMHIO, MOJ,
KphbIlIa roexana Ha (poHe camomn3oAunu. Kax s 1eHb KTO-TO
Koro-to yousas. Ho He Ha Amynbsiau, cnaBa bory! EnuncTBen-
HO, KTO YHCTO TEOPETUYECKU M3 MECTHBIX KUTEJIeH U MOr Obl
CTaTh «IaJa4yoM», TaK 3TO TOT camblii KoHgurep, — pa3Mbllus-
Ja g Beayx. — Keratu, Mot poBecHUK. MpauHeniee co31aHue.
HemnonuMblii, yrploMblii, HUKOT/1A HE KEHUJICS M HE COCTOSL B OT-
HOIIEHUSX HU C )KEHIMHAMU, HU C My )XUMHamu. 7Kui ¢ mamou,
HO OHa ym™mepJa B TOT rof. OgHax /bl g MPUIUIA K HEMY B JIABKY
yke BedepoM u norpocuiia kogpe. «Kakon eme koge? Her kode!



Housto ciate Hago! Tel cMoTpesnia Ha yackl? !» Toraa s monpocu-
Jla MUHEPaJIbHOU BOJIBI € Ta30M. M OH onsATh 3aBOpYa: HOYEMY S
TOBOPIO «MUHEPAJIbHAS» U [TOUEMY «C razom»?! 51 ke yxe jaBHO
JIOJKHA ObLIa BBIyUnTh, uTO B ['peru roBopsaT «Comar !



Konen 03HaKOMUTEJLHOI'O
¢dparmenra.

Tekct npegocraBieH OO0 «Jlurpec».
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