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Kpunruabl

The rain tapped a restless rhythm on Theo’s windshield as he steered his beat-up Jeep
down the winding roads of the Scottish Highlands.

Jlox b BHIOMBaJI OECIIOKOMHBIA PUTM TI0 JIOOOBOMY cTekJy Teo, Moka OH Besl CBOH MOTpernaH-
HBII JKWIT TI0 M3BUJIMCTHIM Jioporam IlloTianckoro Haropbs.

It was past midnight, the kind of hour where the world felt like it belonged to something
other than humans.

Bouto paneko 3a MogHOYL — TO caMOe BpeMsl, KOraa KaxeTcsl, YTO MUP MPUHAJICKUT YeMy-
TO UHOMY, HE JIOJSIM.

Theo, a freelance journalist with a knack for chasing the bizarre, had heard the call
from a pub in Inverness: a fisherman claiming he’d seen the Kelpie, the shape-shifting water
horse of legend, rearing from Loch Ness with eyes like molten gold.

Teo, BHEINTATHBIN JKypHAJIMCT C TATOM K CTPAHHBIM KCTOPHSIM, YCJBIIIAJ paccKka3d B made
B MlHBepHecce: ppiOaK yTBepiKIaJl, UTO BUJIEI KEJIITHU — JIETEHIAPHOT0 0OOPOTHSI-BOISTHOTO KOHS, TIO/I-
HuMartorerocst u3 Jlox-Hecca ¢ ri1a3amu, CHSIIOIIMME KaK pacIuiaBJIeHHOE 30JI0TO.

Theo didn’t buy into Nessie hype — too touristy — but the old man’s voice had cracked
with fear, describing a mane that dripped like seaweed and hooves that clattered on the shore.

Teo He BepuI1 B IIyMUXy BOKpYr Heccu — CIIMIIKOM YK TYPUCTUYHO, — HO TOJIOC CTAPHUKA JIPO-
KaJ OT CTpaxa, KOrjia TOT OIUCHIBAJI T'PUBY, CBUCAIOIIYIO KAK MOPCKasi BOIOPOCIIb, U KOTIBITA, TIOKAB-
1iMe 1o Oepery.

Armed with a camera and a thermos of coffee, Theo parked near the loch’s edge, the
water a black mirror under the storm’s edge.

Boopyxwupiuck kamepoi 1 TepmocoM ¢ kode, Teo mpunapkoBaics y caMoro Kpast o3epa, Boaa
KOTOPOTO OTpaxkaiia Oypio YepHBIM 3€PKaJIOM.

The wind carried a strange whinny, low and haunting, and as lightning split the sky, he
glimpsed it — a sleek head breaking the surface, mane shimmering, then gone.

Bertep moHec cTpaHHOe pkaHUE, HU3KOE U TPEBOXKHOE, M KOIJIa MOJIHHS paccekia HeOo, OH
YBUJIEJ €T0 — TJIAJIKYIO TOJIOBY, BCIUIBIBIIYIO HAJl BOJIOM, CBEPKAIOIILYIO I'PUBY — U MICYE3HYBIIYIO.

His camera clicked too late, but the image burned in his mind, a riddle he couldn’t shake
as he drove back, rain blurring the lines between myth and memory.

Kamepa cpaboTana ciIuIikoM MO3[HO, HO OOpa3 3amevarielicss B ero mamsTH — 3arajka,
HE JIaBaBIIIasi TIOKOsI, TIOKa OH eXasl 00paTHoO, a JIOXKb CTHpaJl IpaHb MKy MU(OM U BOCIIOMHHA-
HUEM.

In the dense jungles of the Congo Basin, Amina Okoro moved with the grace
of a shadow, her machete slicing through vines as thick as her wrist.

B rycrbix mxyHmisx OacceitHa Konro Amuna Okopo jBuranach ¢ rpauyeil TeHu, paccekasa
MaueTe JIMaHbl TOJIIMHOM C 3alsCThe.

She was a botanist by trade, but the Mokele-Mbembe — a dinosaur-like creature
whispered about by the Baka people — had drawn her into the wild.
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INo npoeccru oHa Obia GoTaHuKoM, HO Mokesne-Mo6eMOe — AMHO3aBPONOJ0OHOE CYIIECTBO,
0 KOTOPOM IIENTAJIHNCh IIeMeHa OaKa, — YBJIEKJIO e€ B JUKYIO PUPOAY.

The locals spoke of a gray, sauropod-shaped beast guarding the rivers, its neck arcing
like a crane, its roar shaking the canopy.

MecTHble paccKas3blBaJl O CEPOM CYIIECTBE, MOXOXKEM Ha 3ayporoja, OXpaHSIONIeM peKH,
C 1Ieel, U30HYTOM KaK Y 5KypaBJisi, U PbIKOM, COTPSICAIOIIMM KPOHBI IEPEBbEB.

Amina had laughed it off until a hunter showed her a footprint: three feet wide, three-
toed, pressed into the mud like a fossil come to life.

AMMHA JIMIITb TIOCMESIach, OKA OXOTHUK HE ToKa3as ey ciiefl — Tpu pyTa HIUPUHOM, C TpeMst
NaJIbLIAMHM, B/IABJICHHBIH B TPsI3b, CIIOBHO OKUBIIIEE UCKOMAEMOE.

That night, camped by the Sangha River, she heard it — a deep, resonant bellow that
silenced the cicadas.

Toit HoublO, pa30uB Jarepb y peku CaHra, OHa ycIbliajia 3T0 — IIIyOOKoe, TYJIKOe phlYaHue,
3aCTaBHBIIIEE 3aMOTYATh CBEPUKOB.

Her flashlight caught a glimpse: a massive tail slicing the water, scales glinting like wet
slate.

E€ poHapuk BBIXBATUJI U3 TEMHOTBI: MACCHBHBIN XBOCT PAaCcCEKaJl BOAY, Yellysl MoOJeCKMBaa,
Kak MOKpBbI mudep.

Amina froze, heart pounding, as it submerged, leaving ripples that lapped at her boots.
AMMHa 3aCTbLIa, CepIIe KOIOTUIIOCH, TIOKA CYIIECTBO MOrPYKaIoCh, OCTaBIIsAS PsiOb, TOXOAWB-
HIyI0 10 €€ OOTUHOK.

She sketched it by firelight, the lines trembling, knowing she’d stumbled into a story
older than the forest itself.

Ona 3apurcoBaa yBHJICHHOE ITPH CBETE KOCTPa, JIMHUM JIPOKAJIU, ¥ OHA TIOHMUMAJIa, YTO HATOJIK-
HYJIaCh Ha UCTOPUIO, IPEBHEE CAMOTO Jieca.

Across the Pacific, in the rugged mountains of Hokkaido, Kenji Sato adjusted his
binoculars, scanning the snow-dusted peaks.

Uepes Tuxwuii okeaH, B CypoBbIX ropax Xokkaiao, Kanmsu Cato nonpaBui OMHOKJIb, OCMart-
pyBast 3aCHeKEHHbIC BEPIIIMHBIL.

The Kappa, a turtle-like imp of Japanese folklore, was his quarry — not the cute cartoon
version, but the real thing: a humanoid figure with webbed hands, a beak-like mouth, and
a hollow skull said to hold water.

Ero nenbio ObUT Kara — 4epenaxonofo0Hbil JEMOH STOHCKOTO (POJIBKIIOPA, HE MYJIBTSIIHBIN,
a HaCTOHH_[I/IﬁZ rymaHon/[ ¢ nneperioH4arolIM pyKaMu, KHIOBOO6pa3HI)IM PTOM U BOTHYTBIM 4Y€PCIIOM,
B KOTOPOM SIKOOBI XpaHUTCS BOJA.

Kenji, a folklorist with a skeptical streak, had dismissed it until a farmer showed him
a video — grainy, shaky — of a creature dragging a fish from a stream, its eyes glowing green
in the dusk.
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Ksn13m, posbKIOpHUCT CO CKIIOHHOCTHIO K CKETICUCY, He BEPHJI B TIONOOHBIE CKa3KH, TIOKa (ep-
Mep He MoKa3ajl eMy BHIEO — 3epHUCTOE, JpoXkalllee — Ha KOTOPOM CYIIECTBO BBITACKMBAJIO PBIOY
U3 pyubsl, A €T0 I71a3a CBETHJINCH 3€JIEHBIM B CyMEpKax.

Now, perched on a ridge, he waited as mist rolled in, the air sharp with pine.
Ternepp, yCTPOUBIIKCH Ha rpeOHE, OH KAaJ, TIOKA HAJBUTAJICS TyYMaH, BO3/IyX ITPOMUTAH 3aria-
XOM COCEH.

A splash below drew his gaze: there, half-submerged, a figure crouched, scooping water
with clawed hands.

Bcrnteck BHU3Y NMpUBJIEK €ro BHUMaHUE: TaM, HAroJIOBUHY MOTrpykEHHasi B Boay, durypa
CUeNa Ha KOPTOYKaXx, 3a4€pIbiBas BOAY KOITUCTBIMUA PyKaMHU.

It turned, locking eyes with him, and Kenji’s breath hitched — those eyes held intelligence,
not instinct.

OHa MOBEPHYJIAChb, BCTPETUBIINCH C HUM B3IVIAAOM, U JbIXaHHUC K'E)H)I3I/I MepexBaTnuiio — B TEX
r71a3ax ObUT pa3ym, He MHCTUHKT.

It vanished into the fog, leaving wet prints that melted into the snow, and Kenji sat there,
camera forgotten, wondering if the Kappa watched him back.

CymiecTBo McYe3io B TyMaHe, OCTaBUB MOKpBIE CJIe/bl, TasiBIIE B cHery, a KsHmsu cuaen
HETIO/IBUKHO, 3a0BbIB O Kamepe, {yMasi, He HaOMIoAaeT JI Karma Tereph 3a HUM.

In the arid plains of central Australia, Layla Carter tracked the Yowie, the Aboriginal
«hairy man» of the outback.

Ha 3acynumBeix paBHMHaX 1ieHTpasibHOW ABcTpasnu Jlaiina Kaprep BeicnesxuBana Sy — a6o-
PUTEHHOTO «BOJIOCATOTO YeIOBEKa» U3 OyIa.

A park ranger with a love for the land, she’d grown up on Dreamtime stories of a giant,
ape-like figure roaming the bush, its howls echoing under the stars.

Bynyuu erepem, BIOOJIEHHBIM B POIHbBIE 3eMJIM, OHA BBIPOCTIa Ha uctopusix Bpemenn CHoBU-
JEeHUHN O TMTAHTCKOM, 00€3bsHOIMOJ0OHOM CYINECTBE, OpOsAIeM o OyIy, YbH BOIUIA Pa3HOCSTCS
110/, 3BE3/1aMU.

Skeptics called it a kangaroo misidentified, but Layla had seen the signs: broken
branches ten feet high, scat too large for any known animal.

CKenTHKY Ha3bIBAJIM TO MPOCTO OIMMOKON — MOJI, ITeperyTaiv ¢ KeHrypy, — Ho Jlaiina Buziena
MPU3HAKM: CIIOMaHHbIe BETBU Ha BBICOTE TPEX METPOB M TMOMET, CIUIIKOM KPYMHBIA IS JTI0O0TO
HU3BECTHOI'O JKUBOTHOI'O.

One dusk, patrolling near Uluru, she heard it — a low, mournful wail that raised the
hairs on her neck.

OpHaxapl Ha 3aKarte, NaTpyJIupys HEMOJAIEKY OT YIIypy, OHa YC/bIIlana HU3KUH, IPOTSKHBIA
BOM, OT KOTOPOT'O BOJIOCHI Ha 3aTBIIKE BCTAJIU IHIOOM.

Her torch beam swept the red dirt, landing on a figure: tall, shaggy, its silhouette against
the rock like a living shadow.

Jlyd e€ poHapsi CKOMIB3HYI 0 KPACHOM IBLIIH, BHIXBATUB (DUTYPY: BBICOKYIO, JIOXMATYI0, CUITY3T
KOTOPO# Ha (pOHE CKaJIbl IOXOAW Ha KUBYIO TEHb.
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It turned, eyes reflecting the light, then loped away, leaving a trail of crushed spinifex.
Cy11ecTBo MOBEPHYJIOCH, €0 IJ1a3a OTPA3UIIU CBET, 3aTeM OHO YOe:Kaso, OCTABUB 3a COOOH ciiejt
MIPUMSITOTO CIIUHU(EKCA.

Layla followed, pulse racing, the chase pulling her deeper into the night, the Yowie’s
presence a pulse in the land she couldn’t ignore.

Jlaiina nonuia cieioM, cepare KOJIOTHIOCh, TOTOHS YBOAWIIA e€ BCE ITyOke B HOUb, a TIPUCYT-
crBUe Sy ONIymanoch Kak MyjibC caMo 3eMJIM, KOTOPBIM OHA He MOTJIa He 1yBCTBOBATH.

Halfway across the globe, in the misty valleys of Peru, Carlos Mendoza hiked the Andes,
chasing the Chullachaqui — a shape-shifting forest spirit said to lure travelers astray with
a single mismatched foot.

Ha npyroii cropone 3eMHoro mapa, B TyMaHHbIx goauHax [lepy, Kapioc Mennoca nogaumanics
no AHgaM, passickuBasi Uynayakpy — 000POTHS, JIECHOTO J1yXa, KOTOPBIH, IO CIIyXaM, COMBaeT IMyT-
HUKOB C JIOPOTH, MMesl OIHY HOTY He KaK y 4eJIOBeKa.

Carlos, an ethnographer, had collected tales from Quechua elders: a figure in a poncho,
one leg human, the other cloven, its face shifting to mimic loved ones.

Kaproc, atHOrpad, codupan pacckassl CTapediniH keuya: (purypa B IOHYO, OfIHA HOTA Yello-
BevecKasi, Ipyrasi KOIbIToOOpa3Hasi, IO MEHSIoIIeecs, YTOObI IPUHATH OOIUK OJTU3KHX.

He’d laughed it off until a guide vanished last month, leaving only a sandal with a hoof-
like imprint.

OH nocMeuBasICcs HaJl 5TUM, 1TOKa MeCSI] Ha3aJ He MPoIiaJl IPOBOJHUK, OCTABUB JIMIIb CaH/1a-
JIAIO CO CJIEJJOM, TIOXOKHM Ha OTIEYATOK KOIIBITA.

Now, deep in the cloud forest, the air thick with orchids, Carlos felt watched.
Terneps, TIyOOKO B TYMaHHOM JIeCy, I7ie BO3IyX ObUI HACHIIIIEH apoMaTtoM opxujei, Kaprmoc
YyBCTBOBAJI, YTO 32 HUM HaOTIOAIOT.

A rustle — there, by a ceiba tree, a figure stood, one leg twisted, face a blur of his mother’s
features.

[opox — Tam, y aepeBa ceiiObl, cTosla (pUrypa, oJjHa HOra BHIBEPHYTA, JIUIIO PACIUIBLIBYATOE,
C YepTaMH ero MaTepHu.

It beckoned, voice a soft echo of her call.
Omna rmoMaHuJjia ero, roJIocoM, OX0KMM Ha HEKHBIN OTKJIMK €€ 30Ba.

Carlos stumbled back, heart slamming, as it melted into the foliage, leaving him
disoriented, the trail gone.

Kapnoc otnpsiny, cepaiie KOJOTUIOCh, CYIIECTBO PaCTBOPUIIOCH B JIMCTBE, OCTABUB €ro pac-
TEpPSIHHBIM, O€3 TPOIIBI.

He marked the spot, the encounter a thread in a tapestry he couldn’t unravel.
OH OTMETHII MECTO, a CITyUHMBILIEEeCsI CTAJIO HUTBIO B rOOesieHe, KOTOPHI OH HE MOT PacIyTaTh.

In the swamps of Florida, Riley Jackson poled his airboat through the Everglades,
hunting the Skunk Ape — a bipedal, foul-smelling primate locals swore roamed the mangroves.

9
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B 60morax ®nopumpt Paiinu [I)keKCOH rHaJI CBOIO a3POJIOIKY IO DBeprienc, 0XxoTsach Ha CKyHK
Siina — ABYHOTOro, 3JI0BOHHOTO MTPUMara, KOTOPHIH, 10 CJIOBAM MECTHBIX, OpPOUT CpPe MaHTPOB.

Riley, a wildlife photographer, had scoffed until a tourist’s phone video showed a hulking
figure lumbering through the sawgrass, stench wafting even through the screen.

Paiinu, pororpad aukoi npuposl, JUIIb yCMeXascs, MoKa BUIEO TYPUCTa HE MOKa3ajio I'po-
MO3JIKYI0 (DUTypY, MPOOUPAIOIILyIOCs uepe3 O0JIOTHYIO TPaBy, a CMpaJl, Ka3aloCh, YyBCTBOBAJICS JIakKe
Yyepe3 SKpaH.

That night, engine off, he drifted, camera rolling.
Toli HOUBIO, 3arTyIIMB MOTOP, OH JIpeioBa, BKIOYas Kamepy.

The air grew thick with a musky reek, and there it was — seven feet tall, fur matted with
mud, eyes glinting in his spotlight.

Bo3ayx HamomHWICS TSKEIBIM MYCKYCHBIM 3aI1aXOM, U BOT OHO — CeMb (DyTOB POCTOM, IIIEPCTh
CITyTaHa TpsA3bI0, T71a3a OJIECTAT B JIyde MPOKEKTOPA.

It snarled, a sound like tearing roots, then bolted, leaving a wake of trampled reeds.
OHo 3apbIyasio, 3ByK — Oy/ATO PBYT KOPHH, — 1 OPOCUIIOCH ITPOYb, OCTABHB 32 COOOH Clie]] N3J10-
MaHHBIX TPOCTHUKOB.

Riley’s footage was shaky, but the stench lingered on his clothes, proof of a presence the
swamp guarded jealously.

Bupnieo Paiinmm nmosmy4ymsioch ApoxaiyM, HO 3arax OCTaJICS HA ero Ofek[e — JOKa3aTelbCTBO
MIPUCYTCTBUSI, KOTOPOE OOJIOTO PEBHUBO XPAHUIIO.

Back in Scotland, Theo met Amina, Kenji, Layla, Carlos, and Riley at a cryptid
symposium in Glasgow, the room buzzing with whisky and wild stories.

Bepnysimcs B lllotnanauto, Teo Bcrpetwicst ¢ Amunoi, Kanmnzu, Jlaitnoit, Kapnocom u Paiinu
Ha CUMITO3UyMe 10 KpunTuaam B [1asro, rie 3aJ1 ryaen oT BUCKU U JUKUX UCTOPHIA.

Theo projected his Kelpie blur; Amina shared her Mokele-Mbembe sketch; Kenji played
the Kappa video; Layla traced Yowie tracks; Carlos described the Chullachaqui’s face; Riley
aired the Skunk Ape snarl.

Teo mokazas pa3MeITyio hoTorpaduio Keimu; AMUHA — CBOM HaOpocok Mokene-Mobembe; Kan-
31 — BUeo ¢ Kamroit; Jlaina — cienst Syu; Kapnoc omucan muno Yynavakew; Paiinu — peluanue
CkyHk Diina.

Laughter mingled with gasps as they traded maps and theories, the walls plastered with
pins connecting sightings worldwide.

CmMmex mepemesxalicsi ¢ B3[JOXaMHU, KOTjla OHM OOMEHHMBAIMCh KapTaMy M TEOPUSIMHU, a CTEHbI
OBbLTM YTHIKAHBI OyJIaBKaMU, COSIMHSBIIMMUI HAOJIO/IEHHS TI0 BCEMY MUPY.

Outside, rain lashed the windows, and a low hum rose — half wind, half song — drawing
their eyes to the dark.

CHap}/)KI/I JOXKAb XJIEeCTaJI 110 OKHaM, U ITOJHAJICA HU3KUI I'yJ1 — HarioJIOBMHY BETEP, HAITIOJIOBUHY
MECHA — IPUBJICKAs UX B3MJIAAblI K TEMHOTE.

10
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Theo swore he saw a shadow move, mane dripping, and the others nodded, each carrying
their own glimpse of the unseen, a shared thread binding them to the creatures that lurked
just beyond the light.

Teo MOKJIAJICA, YTO YBUICI ABMKYUIYIOCA TCHDb, C KaHaIOHlteI FpI/IBOfI, N OCTaJIbHBIC KMUBHYJIN,
BEIb Ka)K,IILII';I N3 HUX XpaHUJI CBOE BUJIECHUEC HEBUIUMOI'O — 061[1}/[0 HUTDb, CBA3BIBABIIYIO UX C CyLIE-
CTBAaMM, CKPBITHIMU 32 TpeJelaMH CBETa.

11
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Ooopotenns u3 Buckoncuna

The air hung heavy with the scent of pine and damp earth as Mara Jensen pedaled her
bike along the backroads of northern Wisconsin.

Bo3/1yx ObUI IPONMTAH apOMATOM COCEH ¥ CHIPOii 3eMTH, TIoka Mapa VleHceH exalia Ha BeJio-
CHIIe]Ie TIO TIPOCENOYHBIM JOPOTraM ceBepHOTro BUCKOHCHHA.

It was late October, the kind of crisp evening where the leaves blazed red and gold, and
the woods seemed to pulse with secrets.

Crosist KOHell OKTSIOPsT — MPOXJIAIHBIN Beuep, KOT/a JIMCTh MbUIATM KPACHBIM U 30JI0THIM, a JIeC
OyIITO KT COOCTBEHHBIMH TalHAMMU.

12
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KoHen 03HakoMuUTEJIbHOT0 (pparmMeHra.

Texkcr npenocrasinen OO0 «JIutpec».

IIpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEJIMKOM, KYIMB II0OJHYIO JIETaJIbHYIO Bepcuio Ha JluTpec.

BesomnacHo onnatuTh KHUTY MOKHO OaHKOBCKOM Kaprtoit Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cuera
MOOWIIBHOTO TenepoHa, C TUIaTeKHOro tepMuHana, B catone MTC wm Cesi3Hoii, yepes PayPal,
WebMoney, fAunekc.densru, QIWI Komesnek, 60HyCHbIME KapTaMu WX APYTUM YIOOHBIM Bam crio-
coOom.
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