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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.

Hoxap BeIOMBaJI OECMIOKOMHBIM PUTM TIO JIOOOBOMY CTEKJTy
Teo, OKa OH BeJI CBOM MOTPETIAHHBIN IKUTI 110 U3BUIIUCTHIM JI0-
poram Ilommanackoro Haropasi.

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

Bbi10 1aj1eko 3a MOHOYb — TO CaMOe BpeMsl, KOr/ia Kaxercs,
YTO MU MPUHAJIEKUT YEMY-TO HHOMY, HE JIIO/ISIM.

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 KYPHAIUCT C TSITOM K CTPAaHHBIM MCTOPU-
sIM, YCITBIIIIAN paccka3 B made B VIHBepHecce: ppidak yTBep:Kaal,
9TO BUET KEJIIMU — JIeTeHIaPHOTO OOOPOTHSI-BOISIHOTO KOHSI,
nopHumaromerocsi u3 Jlox-Hecca ¢ mmazamu, cusiommmu Kak
pacIuiaBIeHHOE 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 BepwuJ1 B IyMuxy BOKpyr Heccu — CIMIIIKOM Yk Typu-
CTUYHO, — HO T'0JIOC CTapHKa JIpOXKaj OT CTpaxa, KOrjaa TOT OMu-
CBIBAJI TPUBY, CBUCAIOIIYI0 KaK MOPCKasi BOIOPOCTb, U KOMbITA,
IIOKaBIIIKe 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.

Boopy:xuBiirck kamepoi u TepmMocoM ¢ kode, Teo npumnap-
KOBAJICSI Y CAMOTO Kpasi 03epa, Boia KOTOPOro oTpaxkaia Oypro
YEepHBIM 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 noHec cTpaHHOe pikaHUe, HU3KOE U TPEBOXKHOE, U KO-
IJ1a MOJIHUS pacceksia HeOo, OH YBUJET €ro — IIaJIKylo ToJIoBY,
BCIUTBIBIIYIO HaJT BOJIOW, CBEPKAIOIITYIO TPUBY — U UCUE3HYBIIYIO.

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 cpabGotana ciumkom no3gHo, Ho 00pa3 3anevarien-
Csl B €ro NaMsATH — 3araJKa, He JaBaBlliasi [MOKOs1, IOKa OH exal
00paTHO, a J0K/Ib CTUpaJ IPaHb MeKAy MU(GOM U BOCIIOMUHA-
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 rycreix mxyHrisx 6acceitHa Konro Amuna Okopo jiBura-
JIach C rpalen TeHU, pacceKaia MadeTe JIMaHbl TOIUHOM C 3a-
TSCTHE.

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.

Io mpodeccun oHa Owi1a GoTaHMKOM, HO MoKene-Moembe —
JMHO3aBPOMNOJOOHOE CYIIECTBO, O KOTOPOM HIETITAJIMChH IJIEMEHA
0aka, — yBJIEKJIO €€ B IUKYIO IPUPOTY.

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

MecTHble pacCKa3blBaJId O CEPOM CYIIIECTBE, MOXOKEM Ha 3a-
yporiofia, OXpaHsIOIIEM PeKH, C Ieeid, U30rHyTOM KaK y KypaB-
JIsI, ¥ PIKOM, COTPSICAIOIIM KPOHBI JePEBbEB.



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 JMIIb TIOCMesIach, IOKA OXOTHUK HE IOKa3all eu
crnen — Tpu yTa HIMPUHOM, C TPEMsl MaJIblIAMU, BJIABJIEHHBIN
B I'psI3b, CJIOBHO OKUBIIIEE UCKOMAeMOe.

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

Toii HOYblO, pa30uB Jyarepp y peku CaHra, OoHa YCIbIIIIA-
Jla 3TO — IIyOOKOe, TYJIKOE phlYaHUe, 3aCTaBUBIIEE 3aMOJTYaTh
CBEPYKOB.

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

E€ doHapyk BBIXBATWII U3 TEMHOTBI: MACCUBHBII XBOCT pac-
CeKaJl BO/y, Yellnys MmooiecKkrBalia, Kak MOKpPBIH mudep.

Amina froze, heart pounding, as it submerged, leaving
ripples that lapped at her boots.

AMmHa 3acThlIa, cep/lle KOJIOTUIIOCh, TIOKa CYIIeCTBO MOrpy-
KaJIOCh, OCTABJISASA PAOb, TOXOAMBIIYIO 0 €€ OOTUHOK.

She sketched it by firelight, the lines trembling, knowing
she’d stumbled into a story older than the forest itself.
Omna 3apucoBaja yBUJIEHHOE MPU CBETE€ KOCTPA, JTUHUU APO-



KaJii, 1 OHA IIOHUMaAJI4, YTO HATOJIKHYJIACh Ha UCTOPUIO, IPEBHEC
caMoro Jieca.

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

Yepes Tuxuii okeaH, B CypoBbIX ropax Xokkanao, Kanasu
Caro mnoripaBus1 OMHOKJIb, OCMATpPUBasi 3aCHEKEHHbIE BEPIIMHBIL.

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 1iesibio ObUT Kanma — 4epernaxornooOHbIi IEMOH STTOHCKO-
ro (posbKIIOpa, He MYJIbTSIIHBIN, a HACTOSIIIIUNA: TYMAHOU/I C Tie-
PETIOHYATHIMU PYyKaMH, KJIIOBOOOPA3HBIM PTOM M BOTHYTBHIM Ye-
perioM, B KOTOPOM SIKOObI XpaHUTCSI BOJIA.

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.

Ksna31, (ONBKIOPUCT CO CKJIIOHHOCTBIO K CKETICUCY, HE BEPUIT
B MMOJJOOHBIE CKA3KH, MOKa (hepMep He MoKa3al eMy BUJIE0 — 3ep-
HUCTOE, JposKalee — Ha KOTOPOM CYIIIECTBO BHITACKUBAJIO PhIOY
U3 pyubsl, a €ro rjia3a CBETUIUCh 3€JIEHBIM B CyMepKax.



Now, perched on a ridge, he waited as mist rolled in, the
air sharp with pine.

Tenepb, yCTPOUBIIKCH HAa rpeOHe, OH K[aJl, TOKA HaJBUTaJICsI
TyMaH, BO3/IyX ITPOIUTAH 3arlaXxoM COCEH.

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

Bcrnneck BHU3Y MPUBIIEK €ro BHUMAHKUE: TaM, HATIOJIOBUHY TIO-
rpyX€HHasl B Bofy, (urypa cujesia Ha KOPTOUKax, 3a4eprbiBast
BOJIY KOI'TUCTBIMHU PyKaMHU.

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

OHa noBepHyJIach, BCTPETUBIIKMCH C HUM B3IJISIZIOM, M JIbIXa-
Hue KoHa3u mepexBaTuio — B Tex ria3zax ObUl pa3yM, He MH-
CTUHKT.

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.

Cyl1IecTBO UCUE3JI0 B TYMaHe, OCTAaBUB MOKpbIE CJIe/Ibl, TasIB-
e B cHery, a KSHa3u cuien HerojBUKHO, 3a0bIB O Kamepe,
JIyMasi, He HaOJTIoaeT JIi Karia Terephb 3a HUM.

In the arid plains of central Australia, Layla Carter



tracked the Yowie, the Aboriginal «hairy man» of the
outback.

Ha 3acymmBbIX paBHMHaX LIEHTpaJIbHOM ABcTpaiuu Jlaiina
Kaprep BoicnexuBaia fyn — aDOpUreHHOro «BOJIOCATOrO YeJio-
BeKa» 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 POJIHBIE 3eMJIM, OHA BBIPOC-
na Ha ucrtopusix Bpemenu CHOBUJEHUI O TUTAHTCKOM, 00€3bsI-
HOMOI00HOM CyIIeCTBe, OPOASAINEM IO OYIITy, UbH BOILIA PA3HO-
CcATCA 0[] 3BE3JAMMU.

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

CkenTHUKY Ha3BIBAJIM 3TO MTPOCTO OIMMOKOM — MOJI, TIeperyTa-
JIM C KeHTypy, — HO Jlaiiia Buena Npu3HaKu: CIOMaHHbIE BETBU
Ha BBICOTE TPEX METPOB U MOMET, CAUIIKOM KPYITHBIH JJIs1 JII0-
00ro M3BECTHOTO KUBOTHOTO.

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

OpHax bl HA 3aKaTe, aTPYJIUPYs HEMIOJAIEKY OT YIIypy, OHa
yCIIBbIIIAIA HU3KUH, IPOTSKHBIA BOM, OT KOTOPOT'O BOJIOCH Ha 32-



TBUIKE BCTAJIU JIBIOOM.

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

JIyu e€ poHaps CKONB3HYJI 110 KPACHOM IbIJIM, BHIXBATUB (PU-
Typy: BBICOKYIO, JIOXMATYIO, CUIY3T KOTOPOU Ha (hOHE CKaJIbI TO-
XOIWJT Ha )KUBYIO TEHb.

It turned, eyes reflecting the light, then loped away,
leaving a trail of crushed spinifex.

Cy111ecTBO MOBEPHYJIOCH, €0 IJ1a3a OTPa3UIIU CBET, 3aTEM OHO
yOe:kajio, OCTaBHB 3a COOOH CJIe]l TPUMSATOro CrimHU(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 nomua cienom, cepaiie KOJIOTHIOCh, TOTOHST YBOAWIA
e€ BCE I1yOsKe B HOUb, a TPUCYTCTBHE Slyr OIYIIAIOCh KaK ITyJIbC
caMoM 3eMJIM, KOTOPbIi OHa HE MOIJIa HE YyBCTBOBATh.

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 ctopoHe 3eMHOT0 111apa, B TYMaHHbIX JouHaX [le-



py, Kapioc Mennoca nogaumasica no Aiiam, pasbickupas Uy-
Jla4aKkbl — 0OOPOTHSI, JIECHOTO TyXa, KOTOPBI, TIO CIyXam, cOu-
BAaeT MyTHUKOB C JOPOTH, MMesl OIHY HOTY He KaK Yy YesIoBeKa.

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.

Kapioc, atHorpad, cobupan pacckasbl CTapeHIldH Kedya:
(purypa B moH4O, OJHa HOTa YeJOBEUECKast, Ipyrask KOMbITO0O-
pa3Hasi, MO MEHSIOIIEeCs, YTOObI TPUHSTH OOTHK OJIM3KUX.

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

OH nocMeuBascsl HaJl 3TUM, MOKa MeCsIl Ha3aJ He Mporal
MPOBOJHUK, OCTABMB JIMIIb CAaHJAIMIO CO CJEIOM, TMOXOKUM
Ha OTIIEYATOK KOTIbITA.

Now, deep in the cloud forest, the air thick with orchids,
Carlos felt watched.

Tenepsb, NIyOOKO B TYMAHHOM JIECY, TJIe BO3IyX ObLUT HACBIITIEH
apoMaroM opxujer, Kapioc 4yBcTBOBasI, YTO 32 HUM HaOJTI0/1a-
IOT.

A rustle - there, by a ceiba tree, a figure stood, one leg
twisted, face a blur of his mother’s features.
[lopox — Tam, y AepeBa ceiObl, cTosiia purypa, ogHa HOra



BBIBEPHYTA, JIMIO PACIUIBIBYATOE, C YEPTAMU €TI0 MATEPH.

It beckoned, voice a soft echo of her call.
OHa nmoMaHuIa ero, roJocoM, MOXOKMM Ha HEKHBIM OTKJIMK
e€ 30Ba.

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

Kapnoc otnpsiHyJ1, cepaiie KOJIOTUIIOCh, CYIIECTBO PaCTBOPH-
JIOCh B JIUCTBE, OCTABUB €T0 PacTepsHHBIM, O€3 TPOIIbI.

He marked the spot, the encounter a thread in a tapestry
he couldn’t unravel.

OH OTMETHII MECTO, a CITyYMBIIIEECs] CTAJIO HUTHIO B TOOEIICHE,
KOTOPBIM 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.

B 6omnotax ®nopuasl Paiimu [[)keKkcoH rHaJl CBOIO adpoJiof-
Ky 1o DBepriieic, oxoTsach Ha CKyHK Dilna — IByHOrOro, 3J10-
BOHHOTO TIpUMara, KOTOPBIi, MO CJIOBAM MECTHBIX, OPOIUT cpe-
JI1 MaHTPOB.

Riley, a wildlife photographer, had scoffed wuntil
a tourist’s phone video showed a hulking figure lumbering



through the sawgrass, stench wafting even through the
screen.

Paiinu, ¢otorpad AMKON NPUPOABI, JUIb yCMEXaJcs, MoKa
BUJIEO TypHCTa HE MOKa3aJIo I'POMO3IKYI0 (uUrypy, npodupaio-
11ytocs yepes OONIOTHYIO TPaBy, a CMpaJl, Ka3aloch, YyBCTBOBAJI-
CA JaKe 4epe3 KpaH.

That night, engine off, he drifted, camera rolling.
Toll HOubIO, 3arTyIIMB MOTOP, OH JApeidoBai, BKIOUYas Ka-

Mepy.

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 HanmoiaHWICS TsKeIbIM MYCKYCHBIM 3ariaxoM, U BOT
OHO — ceMb (DYTOB POCTOM, IIEPCThb CITyTaHa IPs3bIO, I1a3za Ose-
CTAT B JIy4e MPOKEKTOPA.

It snarled, a sound like tearing roots, then bolted, leaving
a wake of trampled reeds.

OHo 3apblyajo, 3ByK — OyATO PBYT KOPHH, — U OPOCHIIOCH
IIPOYb, OCTABUB 3a COOOM CJIe]T N3JIOMAHHBIX TPOCTHUKOB.

Riley’s footage was shaky, but the stench lingered on his
clothes, proof of a presence the swamp guarded jealously.
Bupeo Painm momyuywsiock Ipoxkammm, HO 3amax OCTajcs



Ha €ro OACKAC — JOKA3aTCIILCTBO MPUCYTCTBUSA, KOTOPOC 00J10TO
PEBHHUBO XpaHUJIO.

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.

Bepnysiucy B Ilotnanauio, Teo BcrpeTwics ¢ AMUHOM,
Ksu3u, Jlaitnoit, Kapnocom u Paidnu Ha cumMiiozuyme no Kpuri-
TuaaM B [1asro, rje 3aj ryzen oT BUCKU U AUKUX UCTOPUI.

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 nokazan pa3mbITyto pororpadpuio keanu; AMUHA — CBOU
HaOpocok Mokene-Mo6embe; Kanasu — Buseo ¢ kanmoid; Jlaiina —
cnenpl Aywu; Kapnoc onucan nuio Yynayakeu; Paitim — peraanve
CkyHK Durna.

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

CmMmex nepemeskaics ¢ B3/10XaMH, KOrJa OHU OOMEHHBAJIHCh
KapTamMH ¥ TEOpUsIMHU, & CTEHbI ObUIM YTHIKaHBI OyJaBKaMu, CO-
€IMHSIBIIMMU HAOJIOIEHNS TI0 BCEMY MUDY.



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

CHaPY)KI/I JOXIOb XJIECTAJI IIO OKHaM, U ITOAHAJICA HU3KUU
I'yJl — HaloJIOBUHY BeTep, HATOJIOBUHY TIECHsI — MPUBJICKAs UX
B3IJIA4bl K TEMHOTE.

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 MoKJIsACs, YTO YBUACT JABWXKYIIYIOCSA TE€Hb, C Karaloen
I'PUBOM, M OCTaJbHble KUBHYJIH, Beb KAKIbI U3 HUX XPAHUI
CBOE BUJIEHUE HEBUIMMOTO — OOIIYI0 HUTh, CBS3BIBABIIYIO WX
C CyILIECTBaMHM, CKPBITHIMU 32 TIpeJesaMU CBETa.



OoopoTens 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.

Bo3ayx ObUI ITporuTaH apoMaToM COCEH M CHIPOM 3eMJTH, TIOKa
Mapa MeHceH exana Ha BEJIOCHIIE/E IO TIPOCEIOUHBIM JOPOraM
CeBEpHOro BuckoHcuHa.

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

Crosii1 KOHeI OKTSAOpS — MPOXJIATHBIA Beyep, KOrJa JIUCThs
MbUIAJIA KPACHBIM U 30JI0THIM, a JieC Oy/ATO KHJ COOCTBEHHBIMU
TallHAMM.
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