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Svetlana means "Bearing Light". It very rarely happens that the destiny of a
person, their deeds and name, fully coincide, as happened in Svetlana de Rohan
Levashovdéds case. All her | i fe, é@spration ear
to Light, Knowledge and spiritual development. That her fate is unusual is the very
least one can say. From the very beginning of her life she had to adapt to the fact that
she differed greatly from people around her, that she could do atleingé which
were inaccessible and incomprehensible for others. Being yet very little, Svetlana had
to study and master her abilities, to learn how to control and use them correctly. She
experienced the bitter taste of misunderstanding and mistrust, emvycraelty,
loneliness and hatred very early on. Her miraculous innate abilities were misunderstood
and unclaimed; she had to survive and live in this world, a very dangerous and insidious
worl d, especially, for a lonely Ilittle
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Svetlana Levashova was meanly killed at home in Frlmember 13,
2010! Sneaky and cowardly nonhumansthé& mostexpensive! It is not
people, for only cowardly and vilereatures destroy women and children
when they can not cope witmen. The mind refuses to believe what
happened, but the hedrbze. It knows and achs with unbearable pain and
longing ...
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Preface

Why did | decide to write this book? Of course, | did not do that because |
consider myself someone spe@akxtraordinary. | just happened to live a bright and
guite unusual life, and if this book helps someone not to feel lonely in our beautiful,
but very cruel world, then | have not written it in vain.

We got used to make our life easier by saying: "it oabe, because it never can
be" readily casting aside everything that cannot be squeezed into our "universally
recognized" frameworks. We got used to believing that all people are kind, that TV
sets broadcast "only truth and nothing but truth" which isosofortable to live with
and anything that brings (or just could bring) us any inconvenience, or we cannot find
room for in our "welorganized", but at the same time too problematic world, is
banished from it without the least regret.

This book is exactlabout this kind of "incorrect" life. It is a history of a "little
hermit" lost in the incomprehensible and sometimes very spiky world of people. One
who has walked a long and very "thorny" way and finally found her real essence, the
understanding of lifand those wonders which accompanied her throughout her life.

| am grateful to my grardad for bright andiaSas S uEa
unforgettable recollections with which he fillgSss
my child's world and also unusual wonders whigs
regrettably, very soon became the "scourge" of§
childhoodexistence.

| am grateful to my father. | could not hay
lived my life with my chin up, never surrenderi
or losing my faith in myself without his suppor#
My life would never be the way it is now witho S
his love and faith imme.

| am grateful tany mother for her wonderfujg
kindness and faith in me, for her help and reso
guarding of my "eccentric" abilities.

| am grateful to my wonderful son Robe
who gave me a chance to be a proud mother
his open heart and his talent, and also becaa 3
just exists on this Earth.

And, with the whole of my heart, | a
grateful to my amazing husband, Nicol
Levashov, who helped me to find myself in my
“lost" world, gave me the understanding of that to which | tantalizingly tried to find
answers for manipng years and opened a door into the fabulously beautiful world of
Big Space.

To him, my best friend without whom | could not imagine my present existence,
| dedicate this book.

Back to content
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Addendum to Preface

As we grow, mature and get older, our life is filledh plenty of recollections,
which are dear to our heart, but sometimes absolutely unnecessary. They overload our
memory, which already is so tired, leaving in it only fragments of the events which
happened a long time ago and vague faces of people whmgbalso a long time
ago.

Present ousts the past bit by bit, encumbering our brain, which has been already
strongly ovel oaded with todayds i mportant eV
youth, so dear to our hearts, gradually recede intbalckground, being blurred by
the stream of the important today...

No matter how bright a life we have lived and how brilliant our memory, nobody
is able to reconstruct events which happened forty (or more) years ago with total
exactness.

For reasons of wbh we are unaware, sometimes a person or a fact leaves an
indelible impression and is literally "imprinted" in our memory forever, and
sometimes something very important disappears in thefleveng stream of time
and only an accidental conversation watt old acquaintance unexpectedly snatches
out some exceptionally important event from the nooks of our memory and the
thought that we could have forgotten such a thing amazes us to the bottom of our
heart!

Before | started writing this book, | tried tofresh some events in my memory
which | considered important for me and interesting enough for telling to others, but
to my huge disappointment | understood that even my excellent memory would be
unable to restore many details, and especially dialogueshwiappened such a long
time ago, with appropriate accuracy.

Therefore | decided to use the most reliable and well proven métirod travel
I in order to rebuild any event and any detail of the past with absolute exactness, re
living exactly that daydr days) when the event | choose to tell about took place. It
was the only way to get the result | aimed for, because the usual "normal” method
cannot, with exactitude, reproduce paants.

Perfectly understanding that such detailed precision, down etartinutest
details of the dialogues, mine and other protagonists, and the very events, may leave
my readers perplexed and even in doubt (and give the opportunity to wwshkers",
if any, to call all of it a "fantasy"), | therefore wrote this addendconsidering my
moral imperative to try to explain somehow what will be going on here.

In case of my being unsuccessful in that, | just would like to invite all those
interested to slightly lift the veil of time with me for a short while and to live togethe
my strange and someti mes even slightly

1. The beginning

From a bird'seye view of the past years of our life, our dear childhood looks
more like some kind of very beautiful faitgle which we heard a very longrne ago.
Warm mot her6s hands carefully covering

Back to content
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sunny summer days, not yet blurred with sorrows and many other things, light and
cloudless like our far away childhood itself, are summoned to mind.

| was born in Litluania, in a small and strikingly green town called Alitus, far
from the stormy life of famous people and "great powers". It had then only about 35
000 inhabitants who mostly lived in their own private houses surrounded by orchards
and flowergardens. An arient forest which stretched for kilometres embraced our
princely small town giving the impression of an enormous green bowl in which it
placidly and peacefully snuggled, living its trandiid.

It was built in 1400 by a Lithuanian prince, Alitis, on thank of the wide
beautiful river Nemunas. More precisely, a castle was built first, and the tiny town
around it appeared later. The river looped around the town, as if creating some kind
of natural protection, in the middle of which the blue mirrors otehsmall forest
lakes glittered.

Islands on the rivddemunas

s Ce

One of the three lakes in the city Neman, where we went for a swim

Regrettably, today nothing is left of the ancient castle; only its ruins survived to
see the present dayiagradually turned into an enormous hill the top of which grants
an amazing view of the river. The ruins were the most favourite and enigmatic place of
our childhood games. It was a place of spirits and ghosts which, for us, still seemed to
live in theseold tumbledown underground tunnels and looked for "victims" to drag into
their mysterious underground world. Only the bravest boys dared to go into them deep
and far enough to return afterwards and scare their less bold mates with fagniéd.

Back to content
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2. A Friend

For as long as | can remember the greater part of my earliest recollections as a
child was always associated with the forest, dearly loved by all members of my

-

family. We lived in a couple of houses very
close to it and went there almost every day. M
grandpa who | adored with my whole little hear
was like a forest spirit to me. It seemed that
knew every tree, flower, bird or path and h
could tell about thaabsolutely awesome and
unknown to me world for hours, never repeatin
himself or getting too tired to answer my foolisf
c h i udstioss.

| would never miss these morning walks
with him for anything in the world. They were
my favourite fairytale worldwhich | shared with
nobody. To my huge regret, | understood wh
my

grandfather really was only many years later, o
then he was just the nearest, warmest and mi
fragile human being with bright lively eyes who
taught me to listen to nature, talk to thees and
even to understand the voices of birds. Then | Vasily Nikandrovich

was just a little girl and sincerely thought that Seregin

such things were quite normal; or maybe | did

not think about it at all. | remember my first acquaintance with a "talking" tree. It was
an old and eormous oak, too huge for the little hands of a child.

8 Do you see how big and kind it is? Listen to it. Listeh.the gentle and
enveloping voice of my grandfather whispered. Aneard...

Until now, as if it happened yesterday, | vividly remember theslirig,
incomparable with anything else, of a confluence with something incredibly
enormous and deep. It was a feeling of strange visions of strange far away lives which
began to drift suddenly before my eyes and deep feelings of joy and sadness, too deep
and complicated for a little child. My familiar and usual world disappeared and instead
of it everything shone around and spun in the incomprehensible and amazing
whirlpool of sounds and feelings. | felt no fear, only huge surprise and desire that it
would never end...

A child is not an adult. He does not think of anything as wrong or that it should
not be (according to our "accepted” concepts). Therefore it did not seem strange to
me that it was another, absolutely different world, which was very excatinty
beautiful. And this world was shown to me by the man my little child's heart trusted
with all its natural, pure and open simplicity.

| always adored nature. | was tightly connected with any of its manifestations,

Back to content
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Svetlana Seryogina

independentf place, time or somebody's wish. From the earliest days of my
conscious existence our enormous old garden became the favourite place of my
everyday games. Until now | remember, in the minutest detail, the feeling of that
unique child's delight which Ihaays experienced running out there on a sunny
summer morning! | submerged into that extremely familiar and at the same time so
mysterious and evarhanging world of smells, sounds and absolutely inimitable
senses; the world which regrettably grows anchgka as we grow and change, and
later we have neither time nor strength to stop and listen to our soul.

We constantly speed along in a wild whirlpool of days and events, pursuing our

dream and trying to "achiex@amethingn this life" at all cost. And grdually we

begin to forget (if we remembered it at all) how strikingly beautiful a blossoming
flower can be, how marvelous the forest smells after the rain or how sometimes
incredibly deep the silence can be and how our soul exhausted by the everyday race
needs just a simplest.

Usually | woke up very early. Morning was my favourite part of the day (which,
regrettably, totally changed when | grew up). | adored hearing the way the still sleepy
earth woke up from the morning coolness; seeing how the fopswf dew sparkled
still hanging on tender floral petals and then fell down like little diamond stars at the
lightest puff of the breeze. | relished watching LIFE waking up to meet the new day.
This was trulyMY world . | loved it and was absolutely suhat it would be with me
forever.

At that time we lived in the old twstory house surrounded by an enormous old
garden. Every day my mother went to work and my father mainly stayed at home or
was out for trips because he worked as a journalist in anesepaper the name of
which | regrettably do not remember. Therefore almost all day | spent with my
grandpa and gr andma, my f at hpareris}. par ent

Back to content
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: N v e nian b N .
On the left side: mom, dad, grandmother and me.
Right: Dad aftepneumonia, Mom and I.

3. The first "swallows"

My second favourite passion was reading, which forever remained my greatest
love. | learned to read when | was three which, as it appeared later, was a very early
age for that. When | was four, | already codildently and incessantly read my
favourite fairytales (for which | have now paid with neyes).

| adored living with my heroes: | sympathized with them, cried when something
went wrong and was indignant and offended when the evil won. And whetdbasy
had a happy endingyverything sparkled in pink and the festive mood accompanied
me throughout the whole day. It is funny and sad to remember these astonishingly
pure childhood days, when everything seemed possible and absolutely real. Well,
sometimes it was indeed so reahtth could not even imagine how this was so. It
happened when | read one of my favourite faaies, being in pure rapture. The
feeling was so bright that | remember everything as if it happened yesterday: the
ordinary world around me suddenly disappeard | found myself in my favourite
fairy-tale. | mean truly appeared there. Everything there weally alive i moving,
changing and absolutely astonishing. | did not know exactly how much time | spent
in that amazing world, but when it suddenly disappd, | felt a painfullydeep
clanking emptiness inside meé

It seemed that our "normal” world had suddenly lost all its colours, so bright and
colourful was my strange vision. | did not want to part with it. I did not want it to end
and suddenly | felt sddeprived" that | started crying and rushed to complain to
anybody | could find at that moment about my "irreplaceable loss". Fortunately my
mother was at home and on patiently hearing out my confusing babble, made me
promise not to share this "extraordiyianews with myfriends.

When, surprised, | asked:Why?

My mother confusingly said that it would be our secret for a while. Of course |
agreed, but it seemed to me a little strange because | was used to sharing all my news
openly with my friends, and moit was suddenly forbidden for some reason. My
strange "adventure" was gradually forg
usually brings something new and unusual. But one day it repeated again and then

Back to content
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happened almost every time when | began &ol omething.

| fully submerged in my amazing fattale world, which seemed to me far more
real than all other usual "realities". And in no way could | understand, having the
mind of a child, why my mother became less and less delighted every timénhétold
my inspired stories. My poor kind mother! Now, on living my life, | can only imagine
what she must have gone through then! | was her third and only child (my brother and
sister died at birth), which had suddenly submerged into who knows what and was
nat going to come out af!

| am very grateful to her for her boundless patience and her efforts to understand
everything which happened to me then and during all the following "crazy" years of
my life. I think that my grandpa greatly helped her to do thatsame way he helped
me. He was always with me and probably that was why his death became the most
bitter and irreparable loss of my childhood years.

4. The loss

A burning and unknown pain flung me into a strange and cold world of adults,
giving no possility of ever coming back. My fragile, light and fattgle world of a
child was broken into thousands of tiny pieces which, somehow | knew, | could never
bring together. Certainly, | still was a little sypearold child with my dreams and
fantasies, buat the same time | firmly knew thatir amazing world could not be
always so fairyland beautiful and, so it appears, was not always safe to exist in

| remember that just a few weeks before that frightful day, my grandpa and | sat
in our garden and "listed" to the sunset. Grandpa was quiet and sad for some reason,
but this sadness was very warm and light and even had a kind of deep kindness. Now
| understand that hienew then that he would leave very soon, but regrettalolig
not know that.

8 Some day, i)many, many years, when | am not with you, you will watch the
sunset and listen to the trees and maybe sometimes you will remember your old
grandpa, his voice purled like a quiet brook.Life is very precious and beautiful,
child, even if sometimes itiseem to you cruel and unfair. No matter what happen
to you, remember: you have the most important things in the wortadir honour
andyour human dignity i which nobody can discredit or take away from you,
only you can do that Preserve them, littlen, allow nobody to break you, and the
rest in life can beemedial.

He rocked me like a baby in his dry and always warm hands. | felt so incredibly
peaceful that held my breath in order not to scare off this wonderful moment, when the
soul was warmeand rested, when the whole world seemed to be so enormous and
extraordinarily kind... suddenly the essence of his words reached my mind!!!

| jumped up like a disheveled chicken, gasping in indignation and, as ill luck
would have it, unable to find in myébelling" head the words so needed for this
moment. It was so vexing and absolutely unfair! Why must he speak about the sadly
inevitable event which (I even understood it already) sooner or later must happen, on
such a wonderful evening?! My heart did mednt to hear that and accept such a
"horror”, which was quite natural: all of us, even children, refuse to acknowledge this

Back to content
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sad fact so much that we pretend that it walver happen Maybeone dayit can
happen tesomeone somewherdutnot to us.. never.

Of course, all the charm of our wonderful evening disappeared and | did not wish
to dream anymore about anything. Life again gave me to understand that no matter
how hard we trythere are not so many things in this world which we, actually,
cancontrooMy gr andpads deat h i ndedown. Heuliedn e d
in my hands when | was just six years old. It happened in an early sunny morning
when everything around seemed to be so happy, tender and kind. The first morning
birds joyfully called toone another in the garden, merrily passing the latest news to
each other. A pinicheeked dawn, still soft after the last morning sleep, was about to
open its eyes, washed by the morning dew. The air exhaled an amazingly delicious
fragrance from the multitle of summeflowers.

Life was so pure and beautiful! There was no way one could imagine that a
misfortune could suddenly and pitilessly burst into such a-falspwonderful world.
It justdid not have any rightto do so!!! But it is not in vain that tgesay misfortune
always comes uninvited, never asking permission to enter. This morning it entered
our home, without knocking, and effortlessly destroyed my so well protected, carefree
and sunny childdés worl d, | eavwldengptnassbear
of the first loss in my life.

That morning my grandpa and | were going to go for a walk in our forest to pick
the wild strawberries which [ liked very much. As | calmly waited for him outside, it
suddenly seemed to me that a piercing icy wihelw from somewhere and an
enormous black shadow came down to earth. | felt scared and lonely. There was
nobody in the house in that moment except for my grandpa and | decided to go to
check whether he was all right. He lay on his bed very pale and sanhahderstood
at once that he was dying. | rushed to him, hugged and began to shake, trying by all
means to return him back. Then I began to yell and call for help. It was very strange:
nobody heard me and came to help for some reason, although | kiiewvehdody
was somewhere close by and must hear me. | did not understand then that it was my
soulthat r i e d é

| had a terrible feeling that time had stopped and we were both out of it, as if
someone had placed us in a glass sphere where there was lifeitiar time. And
then | felt as if my hair stood on end. | will never forget that feeling, even if | live for
a hundred years!

| saw a transparent | uminous spirit t
floating to me, it began to softly flow into miewas terribly scared at first, but then
| felt soothing warmth and for some reason understood that nothing bad could happen
to me. The spirit like a luminous stream, easily and softly flowed into me, and became
smaller and smaller, as if gradually "meg", and | felt as if my body became
enormous, vibrating and extraordinarily light, almitsstaring".

It was a moment of confluence with something uncommonly substantial, all
embracing and incredibly important to me. And then there was a terrible and
engossing pain from the loss which swept over me like a black wave, crushing any
attempt of mine to resist it. | cried so much at the funeral that my parents were afraid

Back to content

12



Svetlana de Rohanevashova. Revelation

that | would fall sick.

The pain took total hold of my child's heart and refused td tgt.iThe world
seemed intimidating, cold and empty. | could not accept the fact that my grandpa
would be buried and | would never see him again! | was angry with him that he had
left me and | was angry with myself that | failed to save him. Life was eamel
unfair... and | hated it because | had to bury him. Probably, this is why it was the first
and last funeral which | ever attended in my life.

5. Reality

After the funeral | could not become myself. | became withdrawn and spent a lot
of time alone, whicldistressed all my family to the innermost of their hearts. But little
by little life took its normal course and | gradually began to come out of that deeply
isolated state in which | submerged myself, but this coming out did not appear to be
a simple thing. My patient and loving parents tried to help me, as best as they could.
But with all their efforts, they did not know that | was not alone anymore, that after
everything | had experienced, a much more unusual and fantasticiwbdd that in
which | had already lived for some tiniesuddenly opened before me. This world,
which excelled any imaginary fantasy with its beauty, was presented to me by my
grandpads extraordinary spirit. It was
happened to me befar Only this time | did not want to share it with anybody for
somereason.

Day passed after day. In my everyday life | was an absolntenal six-year
old child, who had joys and sorrows, wishes and grief and such unrealizable cheerful
child's dreams. thased after pigeons, adored going to the river with my parents,
played badminton with my friends, helped my mother and grandmother in the garden,
read my favourite books and studied playing the pianoforte. In other words, | lived
the most normal and ortary life of a little child. The only trouble was that by that
time | already hadlwo Lives. | lived as if being in two quite different worlds: the first
one was our ordinary world in which we all live every day; and the second one was
my own "hidden" wordl where only my soul lived. With every day it became more
and more difficult for me to understamehy did everything that happened to me
not happen to any of my friend®

| began to notice more often that the more | shared my "unbelievable" stories
with some of my friends, the more often | felt a strange estrangement aiathiftbn
watchfulness from them. It hurt and made me very sad. Children are curious, but they
do not like incomprehensible things. They always try to get to the essence of what is
going with their child's mind as quickly as possible and if they are unable to
understand it, it becomes "alien" to their everyday reality and they try to forget about
it as quickly as possible. Gradually | became such an "&lnamg.

| also began to understd that my mother was right when she advised me not to
tell my friends about everything. But | just could not understahg they did not
want to know about these things, they were so interesting! So, step by step, | came to
the sad understanding that lopably was not like any other children, that | was
different. When one day | asked my mother about it directly, she said that | must not
be sad, but on the contrary, | should be proud of it, because it was a special talent.

Back to content
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Honestly speaking, in no way @l | understand what kind of a talent it was from
which all my friends tried to keep as far away as possible! But this was a reality and
| had to live with it. Therefore | tried to adapt to it somehow and share my strange
"abilities and talents" with myriends and acquaintances as littigpassible.

Although sometimes it slipped out unwillingly, like, for example, | ofkeew
what would happen in that or any other day or hour to one or another of my friends
and wanted to help them, warning them abouBiit to my great surprise they
preferred to know nothing and were angry with me, when | tried to explain
something to them. Then, for the first time, | understood ribatll people were
eager to hear the truth, even if it could help them somehawAnd ths discovery
made me evesadder.

6. The first contact

Si x months after my grandpads deat h e
a special mention. It was a winter night (then, the winters in Lithuania were very
cold!). I had just gone to bed whenddenly | felt a strange and very soft "call", as if
someone called me from very far away. | got up and came to the window. The night
was very quiet, bright and serene. A thick sramwer shimmered with cold sparks all
over our dormant garden, as if theflection of countless stars gensipunasparkling
silver spiderwebon it. It wassoquiet,asif theworld stiffenedin astrangdethargic
sleep.

Suddenly right in front of my window | saw the luminous figure of a woman. It
was very tall, higher thaihree meters, absolutely transparent and sparkled, as if being
woven from billions of stars. | felt a strange warmth coming from her and embracing
me as if she called me somewhere. The stranger waved her hand, inviting me to follow
her, and | did. The wirmvs in my room were very large and long. They almost
reached the earth, so | could easily get outside at any time. | followed my unusual
guest without feeling the least fear. There was another very strangé thaipgplutely
did not feel cold, althoughe outside temperature then was not, probably, less than
20 C below zero and | wore only my night gown.

The woman (if | may call her so) waved again with her hand, as if inviting me to
follow her. | was very surprised thatnarmal moonlight path suddenlghanged its
direction and "followed" the stranger, creating a luminous path. | understood that |
must go exactly there. Thus | followed my guest right to the forest. There was still a
piercing and stark silence. Everything around sparkled and shimmetied silent
light of the moon. Everything was so still, as if the whole world froze in expectation
of what was about to happen. The transparent figure moved farther and, as if being
charmed, | followed her. | still did not feel cold, although, as | undeddimter, | was
barefoot. There was another oddity. My feet did not break the thin crust of ice over
snow, but floated over the surface without leaving any footsteps on it.

At last we reached a small round glade and there, in the moonlight, were several
very tall and incredibly sparkling figures. They looked very like us, people, only they
were absolutely transparent and weightless, like my exceptionally uncommon guest.
They all wore long streaming clothes which looked like white shimmering cloaks.
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-

Four figures were male with absolutely white (probably grey) very long hair with
shining hoops on their heads. And two figures were female which looked very like my
guest, long hair and an enormous sparkling crystal in the middle of the forehead. They
all emittedsoothing warmth and somehow | understood that nothing bad could happen

to me.
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| do not remember how | found myself in the centre of the circle. | only remember
that suddenly all these figures began to produce bright luminous green rays which
were directedight to me, into the area of my heart. All my body began to "sound"
guietly (1 do not know how to define my state more precisely, because this was exactly
the feeling of asound inside of mg The sound became stronger and stronger, my
body became weiglass, and | hung over the surface like these six figures. The green
light became unendurably bright, completely filling all my body. | felt unbelievably
light, as if | was about to fly up. Suddenly a dazzling rainbow flared in my head, like
a door openedmal | saw an unknown world. | had a very peculiar feeling, denéw
this world a very long time ago and at the same timever knew it

My husband later explained to me that | saw then Sa&ged DaArya the far
away and fascinating ancient Motherlasfdbur ancestors. But then | was just a little
girl and only saw a crystal city of striking beauty which looked like one of the grand
cities of my fairytales. Then these visions suddenly disappeared and another
appeared, already quite incomprehensiblenta A powerful sparkling stream of
unknown signs which looked like strange and very beautiful letters floated before my
eyes (I knew what they were much later, on reading the ancient Slavonic Veda). | saw
an enormous crystal staircase, so high, thatw glae impression of going nowhere.
One of the six figures indicated to me that | must go upstairs.

It was absolutely fabulous! | almost did not feel my body, it was totally
weightless! At the top of the stairs there was another six tall luminous figurdise
head of one of them was a crown of amazing beauty. It shone and sparkled with
millions of colours which | never saw on Earth! It changed its form all the time. Much
later | knew that these were the energy structures which very highly evolved spirits
possess (which in most cases are reminiscent of a crown), but then it was truly and
absolutely unusual and painfulbgautiful.

| again somehow found myself in the circle, only now there were twelve
luminous figures around me. | again heard a beautifuhdoAnd | saw myself in a
strange crystal egg which was i®eing assembled of countless number of small
diamonds. The figures disappeared, | remained alone. Suddenly each of these crystals
began to shine very brightly and I felt myself full of "holess, if millions of holes
opened in my body through which strange and warm music was poured into me from
every small crystal. I felt SO amazing
remembered nothing.

| woke up in the morning in my room, perfectly ramigering every detail of
what had happened last night, being absolutely sure that metasdream or my
imagination, that it was altrue andreal, like it always was with me. But even if |
wished to doubt it very much, the following events would hayeed clean my most
sceptical thoughts, if such had ever flashed through my mind.

7. A test

My strange "walks" repeated every night now. | stayed awake, waiting for
everybody in the house finally to fall asleep and everything around to sink into deep
night slence, so that, without being caught, | could again submerge in that unusual
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and mysterious "other" world which | had so got used to visiting. | waited impatiently
for my new "friends" to appear and the dazzling miracle with which they presented
me everytime. Although | never knew which of them would come this time, | was
always sure that somebody wouddrtainly come and that whoever did, he or she
would grant me the next fairy instant which | would carefully keep in my memory for
a long time, like in @losed magic trunk the keys of which onlyad.

But one night nobody came. It was a piitdrk and moonless night. | stood at
the window pressing my forehead against the cold windiass, keeping my eyes
glued on the garden covered in a shimmering snow shroud, trying to discern
something moving and fahar till my eyes began to ache, feeling deeply lonely and
even a bit "treacherously" abandoned. | was very sad and bitter and felt like crying. |
knew that | was losing something incredibly important and precious to me. No matter
how hard | tried to proz to myself that everything was all right and they just were
late, at the bottom of my heart | dreaded that they could never come. | felt offended
and hurt and in no way wanted to beli e
such a "terrible" los and acknowledge the fact that some day shatld happen;
only | did not know yet when and | wildly wanted to postpone thisfdted moment
as far apossible.

Suddenly something began to change behind my window and shimmer in a
familiar way! My first thought that some of my "friends" appeared at last, but instead
of familiar luminous spirits | saw a strange "crystal" tunnel which began right near
my window and went somewhere far away. My first impulse was to rush there without
thinking twice, but the it suddenly seemed a little strange for me that | did not feel
that usual warmth and calmness that accompanied each appearance of my "star"
friends.

As soon as | thought about it, the "crystal" tunnel began to change and get dark
turning into a strangeifgh-dark "pipe" with long moving tentacles inside. A sickly
and unpleasant pressure squeezed my head, very quickly turning into a raging and
bursting pain which threatened to crush my brain. Then for the first time | truly felt
how cruel and strong a hesthe can be (which in the future, only for completely
different reasons, would poison my life for nineteen long years). | was scared indeed.
There was nobody who could help me... The house deeply slept, but even if it did not,
| would not be able to explaito anybody whathdda ppened é

Then, being on the verge of the most real panic, | remembered the creature with
the crown of amazing beauty and mentally called to him for help. Foolish, it would
seem, but my headache immediately disappeared, giving pldatestering delight,
because | suddenly saw again the already familiar shining city and my wonderful and
unusual friends. They all for some reason smiled at me very warmly, as if approving,
emitting incredibly bright green light around their sparkling iesdAs it appeared
later, without knowing it, | had pass#te first test in my life, of which later on there
will be so many indeed, but this was the first time and onlypé&genning...

| was just a child and could not even suspect then that badwe eall them,
"black" spirits can perfectly exist in those "other", incredibly beautiful and "pure"
worlds and snatch the "greenhorns”, like | was then, which had just "hatched out" to
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another level of reality, like a fish on the hook and gladly devour thging life-

force or connect them to a "black" system for good. Regrettably, there were not many
"nestlings" that could free themselves from it without knowing how or having the
necessary potential for that.

Therefore | could not even imagine how luckyas then that | somehow
managed to seguite another thing instead of that which someone very persistently
tried to suggest to me. (I think that even then | somehow managedihe situation
without realizing that). And if it were not for my amazitgyowned" friend who |
called just in time, being wildly frightened, nobody knew in what far away "black"
worlds my spirit would dwell now, if it was still alive at all. That is why there was so
much Joyful war mt h and | i gphktthatithis everyt, " st
regrettably, became one of the main reasons for our farewell. They considered that |
was now ready tthink independently, but | personally did not consider it saat | é

8. The farewell

Two female spirits came to me, as if hugging omeeither side, although |
absolutely did not feel it physically. We appeared in an unusual structure which
looked like an enormous pyramid all walls of which were completely covered with
strange and unknown writings, but on looking at them closely | shatat that | had
already seen the same letters when we first met. We stood in the centre of the pyramid
and | suddenly felt a strange "electric current” coming from both female spirits straight
into me. The feeling was so strong, that | rocked from sided®and it seemed that
something began to grow insideroé.

Then the male spirit with a shining crown stretched his hands toward me and the
world changed. A dazzlingly bright crystal tornado began to whirl around me and
fully "insulated” me from my friads. When it disintegrated, a strange, black and
naked Earth was around me. | was in the middle of nowhere and absolutely alone, but
for some reason | was not afraid. | felt that they were trying to show me something
and | had to try to do my best to see Suddenly a terrible feeling @bsolute
emptinesscrept into my heart: there was nothing thérao light, sounds or any
foothold under my feet. lhungintien owh er e " é

The only thing | saw before me was a shining ball (as | understand now, it was
Earth) and there was a bright "egg" inside it flaming with green fire. Then it began to
grow and change, becoming brighter and more transparent. Hundreds of green
"bridges" stretched out on all sides from it and there was "another" Earth at the end of
eachof them. | do not know how to explain it otherwise, but those were our Earth
indeed, only each of them looked quite different, as if being in another time or
dimension.

| did not understand what it was, but | knew that | must remember it and did my
best b do so. Everything suddenly disappeared and | again found myself inside the
same enormous pyramid and saw all my shining "friends". There were twelve of them
again and they again, like at the very first time made a circle, and | was inside it. Only
this ime, in addition to the warmth which they emitted | felt a strange deep sadness,
and | understood that they came to say goodbye.
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To my great surprise, | perceived it very calmly, askihéw that it would not
last forever. Each of them came to me and thalr right arm on my chest, which
made me feel astonishing warmth and calmness. The touch of each spirit left a
different shining colour on me, and in the end my body shone with twelve amazingly
bright changing colours. | again heard strange music withjgelf and everything
disappeared, and | remembered nothing more.

9. The awakening

| slowly came back home, feeling loss and happiness at one and the same time.
When | gotthere, | bumped into a huge surprise: my mother was waiting for me in my
room almost about to faint. The world turned upside down and | fell from my "shining
dreams" right down into pitiless reality. | could not lie, but | absolutely did not know
what to qy; also | felt that my mother perfecttmew that it somehow related to my
"strange talents", the conversation about which neither she nor | would, regrettably, be
able toavoid.

J‘L'M "'

To my enormous relief, she said nothlng that night. Maybe she did nat kno
what to say. But the next morning the windows in my room were thoroughly nailed
up. My mother did not mention the incident for a couple of weeks, as if giving me
time to realize what | had "done", which did not make me feel the least bit better. My
dadwvas on a trip on his reporterdés busin
somehow everything would settle down and be forgotten before his arrival, but that
did not happen. One morning, before going to work, my mother said that she wanted
to talk tome. Of course, it was not a big secret for me, what she wantedaoltatk u t é
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As usual my mother was tender and warm, but | felt with my whole being that
this story oppressed her and she truly did not know how to begin our conversation.
We were talking foa very long time. | did my very best to explain to her how much
all that meant to me and how terrible | would feel if | lost it. But it seemed that this
time | had indeed scared her and she said that, if | did not want her to tell my father
everything, vmen he came back home, | must promise that that kind of thing would
never be repeated again.

She did not understand that these bizarre "surprises" ofdidmet happen at
my will and | almost never knew, when one or another "surprise" would happen. But
because my fatherds opinion mattered 1t
mother that | would not do anything of the kind, as far as it depended solely on me.

10. Everyday life

Like all other children | went to school, did my homework, played with my
"ordinary" friends and infinitely missed my other, unusual and shining "star friends".
Regrettably, complications sprang up on every side at school too. | began to attend it
when | was six (normally, children began school in the former USSR at the age of
seven), because the testing showed that | could go right into grade 3 or 4, which,
certainly, pleased nobody. My school friends considered that everything came too
easily to me, and their mothers quite disliked me for that for some reason. So, it turned
outthat | was alone almost all the time at school

| had only one real school friend, the girl with whom | shared a desk. We sat
together for the whole twelve school years, but the relationships with other children
did not turn out right for some reas@md not because | did not want that, or because
| did not try, on the contrary, | did. But | always had a very strange feeling, as if we
lived at different poles. | never did my homework, or better to say | did it, but it took
just several minutes. My pamts, certainly, always checked it, and because usually
there were no errors, | had plenty of free time. | attended a musical school (studied
playing the piano and also singing), painted, embroidered and read a lot. But all the
same, | had a lot of freentel ef t é

It was winter. All the neighbourhood boys skied because they were all older than
me (and they were precisely my best friends then) and | had to content myself with
sleighing, which to my mind was good enough only for kids. And, certainly, |
despeately wanted teki!

Finally | somehow managed to entreat my softhearted mother and she bought me
the smallest skis she could ever get. | was in seventh heaven!!! | immediately rushed
to share the news with my friends and was absolutely ready to trywngaggiisitions
on the same day. Usually they went to a large mountain to ski, near the river, where
the princely castle once was. The-lalls were very high there and in order to ski one
had to have at least some initial skills, which, unfortunatedid hot.

But of course, | was not going to yield to anybody in this respect. When at last,
puffing and sweating (despite the temperature of 25 C below zero!), | clambered
behind the others to the topfriankly speaking, was terrified. Romas, one of the
boys, asked me whether | wanted to watch them ski down first, but of course | said no
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and chose the highest bdl. Well, the "punishment” did not keep me waiting...

| hardly remember where | got the boldness to push off and go down. What | do
remember pdectly was the real horror of the wildly whistling wind in my ears and
the picture of very quickly approaching trees on the border of the forest. | was lucky;
| did not run into a tree, but sldgang bumped into an enormous stump. My poor new
skis were srashed into pieces and | had a lucky escape with a little injury which |,
burning with indignation, did not even feel; so much for my short, but very bright ski
“career". Much later | came to like skiing very much and could ski for hours with my
dad in thewinter forest, but | never likeite-hills.

After such a vexing fiasco with my "sport adventures”, | had no wish whatsoever
to do any winter sports. Therefore, in order to fill the rest of my free time, | tried to
read as much as possible. And hemmething new and completely unexpected
happened again.

| was reading a lesson which I did not like and | was eager to finish it as soon as
possible. Suddenly I noticed that | read too quickly. It appeared that | did not read like
we all do it usuallyf horizontally, butvertically i from top to bottom. | was very
surprised at first. It was unusual and a little strange, but because | was already used to
my different oddities, | tried it again. It was true; the reading went much quicker.
From that day | almst always read "from top to bottom", however, for some reason
my eyes got tired much sooner doing this. But it was quicker and this method of "rapid
reading”, as | called it, saved me a lot of time in future.

Other "wonders" constantly happened too, batréady became more careful
and did not hurry to share them even with my nearest people. At first | was a little sad
and bitter because of it, but then | got used to it and it seemed to me tshblifd
be exactly like this at least mine. Lonelinessnst created for a child, just as a child
is not created for it. Unfortunatelyife sometimes can be quite a pitiless thing and
pays no attention whatsoever to whether we like something or not; or it may also
happen for reasons which will be hidden fromfar the time being, and when their
sense becomes clear later, it may strongly surprise someone, or leave somebody sadly
guessing "what would have happened ta usk, é "

11. The neighbours

My "sixth" winter reluctantly retreated, leaving behind lacerdtecbws on the
once virgin and pure face of earth. Sndkifts pitilessly "sank", losing their proud
whiteness and growing into dirty lumps of ice, and bashfully melting, giving life to
numerous merry brooks, which playfully whispering to one anothemnjljgyfan on
slopes and paths which already began to turn green here and there. The days were
clear, transparent and windless. The spring confidently exhaled its "green" scents in
the air, and almost genuine warmth spread all over, waking up the eakiiesply
from hibernati on. The new | ife was born

Like all children | adored spring. It seemed that we too, like sleepy little bears,
got out from our "lairs" after a long hibernation and gladly exposed our smiling faces
for a kiss from the fitstender sunrays. The good sun, brightened with pleasure,
"painted" our cheeks and noses with freckles, making our mothers warmly smile. The
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days gradually became longer, and on our street more old women came out of their
houses with small benches to gitlae porch and enjoy warm sunrays.

| loved our good and quiet street. It was neither very wide nor long; it was, as |
always called it, homely. Its one end set against the forest and thé @iainst an
enormous daisy field. Much later, to my huge etga railway station would be built
there. There were only twenty houses on our buried in verdure street. This was a
"blessed" time when there were no TV sets yet (we had the first one when | was nine)
and people simplgocializedwith each other.

We all knew each other very well and lived like one big and united family.
Somebody was loved very much and somebody less, but everybody knew that if there
was trouble, they would béelped anyway. It never happened that somebody
remained aloof, even the mostsdgreeable" neighbours offered their help, although
later they, certainly, one way or another did not miss the slightest opportunity to
mention it now and then. By no means do | try to picture a romantic idyll of the place
and time in which | lived, or deease the meaningfulness of any "progress”. But |
will never forget how much warmer and purer people were when their souls and minds
were not burdened by tladien "fog of prosperity” and "mental dirt" of "progress".

There were twelve boys and four gintsmy street then; we all were of different
age and had different interests. However, there was a time of day which we all loved
I the evening, when we gathered together and did something that allowed us all, both
teenagers and little children, to take p&ur poor parents found it quite difficult to
"drag"” us home, tearing us away from some (always exciting, of course!) unfinished
story or game.

Even here, in a seemingly inoffensive corner of my life, | got the next bitter
lesson that it would be bettef,| kept my strange "abilities" to myself. It turned out
that whatever game we played, | alwaypew its result beforehand, be that hided
seek, riddles or just storytelling. And at first | was sincerely sure that it really should
be like this. | was @ld, when | won (which happened almost always) and did not quite
understand why it caused my friendso "
very well. And one evening one of them finally "burst" and after my next success he
darkly said:

8 We w0 n tGadplaywémyou anymore until you stop showing your nasty
“tricks".

It was quite a shock for me, because | showed no "tricks" at all, never mind nasty
ones, and could not understand what he was talking about. | never thought about why
| could foreknow ae or another answer; it was an absolutely normal thing for me and,
as it appeared, not quite normal for others. | came home grossly offended and closed
myself in my room to feel it keenly all by myself, but my grandmother had a sharp
flair for all my unswcessful "adventures”. She alwdysew, when something went
wrong, and it was absolutely useless to deny it.

She came to my room in just a minute and found me in tears. | never was a
weeper, but it was always hard for me to endure the bitter taste of acdasations,
especially when they came from the closest friends. In daty, the closest friends
can indeed wound youbecause their words get straight to yoeart.
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8 There, there. Youobll see, the i me \
my grandmother assuaged my giiefhe offense is not like smoke, it will not eat
away youreyes

Well, yes it probably will not eat away my eyes, but it certainly ate my twhrt
each new drop of injustice, to be sure! | was just a child, but | already knew much of
"it is better not to show or "it is better not to talk about* é and | | ear n
show. After that little incident | really tried not to show that | knew mbesmtothers
and everything was all right. But was it really @jht?

12. Cookies

The summer came quite unnoticed. And, as my mother promised, exactly this
summer | was going to see the sea for the first time. | had waited for this moment
since winter, becaesthe sea was my long awaited "great" dream, but a quite foolish
event almost reduced my dream to ashes. Only a couple of weeks remained to the
journey and in my mind | already was on the shore, but, as it turned out, it was still a
long wayoft.

It was apleasant warm summer day. Nothing unusual happened. | lay in the
garden under my favourite old apjitee, read a book and dreamed about my
favourite cookies. Yes, yes, exactly about cookies from a little shop near by.

| dondt r e me mb e r dekciaus thamghosa mogmadeicaolges.mo r e
Even now, after so many years, | perfectly remember the marvelous taste and smell
of this dainty morsel melting in my mouth! They always were fresh and incredibly
soft with a dense sweet crust of icimdpich burst &the least touch, with a divine
scent of honey and cinnamon and something else which was almost impossible to
catch... These were the cookies which | was going to get without thinking twice. The
weather was warm and | had only my short shorts on. Thewsasmearby, right in
a couple of houses and (there were three shops like this in our street!)

Then in Lithuania this kind of small shop in private homes were very popular
and usually occupied only one room. They grew like mushrooms after rain and usually
belonged to the citizens of Jewish origin, like the shop where | went which belonged
to our neighbour called Schreiber. He always was a very pleasant and polite person
and had very good food, especially sweets.

To my great surprise, when | came there,uldaot enter insidé the shop was
crammed full of people. Obviously there was a new delivery and nobody wanted to
miss freshly brought products. So | stood in a very long line and was not going to
leave, patiently waiting for my favourite cookies. Thaeelimoved very slowly,
because the room of 5 x 5 metres was absolutely crammed with-gpssand | could
not see anything because of them. Quite suddenly, on making the next step, | began
to fall head over heels down a wooden, crudely knocked up staaodsplopped
down on the wooden boxes which were made in the same rough fashion.

It turned out later that the owner left the door of his basement (seven metres
deep!) open, probably hurrying to sell new goods or simply forgetting to do that, and
| managedad fall into it. It is highly likely that the impact was very serious, because |
did not remember how and who dragged me out of there. | only remember many
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frightened faces around and the owner, endlessly asking whether everything was all
right with me. Ofcourse | was not all right, but | was not going to confess it and
declared that | would go home. A whole crowd accompanied me. My poor
grandmother almost fainted, when she suddenly saw that impressive "procession”
which chaperoned nfeome.

| stayed in bedor ten days. As it turned out later, the fact that | managed to get
off with just a scratch after such a stunning seven meter deep "flight" with my head
downward was considered somethungoelievable The owner, Schreiber, came to
us every day for someason, every time bringing a kilogram of candies and asked
whether [ truly felt all right. To tell the truth, he looked very scared.

Be that as it may, | am sure that someae put a "pillow'under me; someone,
who considered it too soon for me to breaik head. By that time my very short life
had contained quite lot of "strange" cases of this kind. Some happened and very
quickly were forgotten, others were remembered, although they were not necessarily
interesting. Thus for an unknown reason, | well rether the case with making a fire.

13. The fire that did not warm up

All neighbour's kids (including me) were very keen on making campfires,
especially, when we were allowed to bake potatoes there, which was one of our
favourite delicacies, and making suchkampfire was a real festivity for us! Indeed,
could something else ever be compared with scalding potato, which we just fished out
from the fire with our sticks, smelling fabulous and powdered with ash?! One would
really have to try hard to stay serious) eeeing our awaiting and thoroughly
concentrated faces: we sat around a campfire, as if not having eaten for a whole month,
like hungry Robinson Crusoes. And at that very instant nothing in the world was more
delicious for us than that little, smoking baf potato slowly baking in ouzrampfire.

Exactly in one of such cheery "potato" evenings the next "unbelievable"
adventure happened to me. It was a quiet and warm summer evening and it already
started getting dark. We gathered at somebody's "potatd; feelnd a suitable place,
brought a sufficient amount of firewood and were ready to make a campfire when
somebody noticed that we had forgotten the most important thingtches. Our
disappointment had no limit. Nobody wanted to go back home and getlibeause
we had come quite far away. We tried to make fire in the ancient walgbing a
piece of wood against another piece of wood, but very soon patience ran out even in
the most persistent of us.

Suddenly one boy said:

3 Oh! We completelyforgot that our "little witch" is herewith us! Well,
c 0 mdait! Setfire!

They often called me a "little witch" and it was more a rather tender nickname,

than offensive.

Therefore, | was not offended, but, honestly speaking, was taken aback. To my
huge regret, | had never set a fire in my life; it somehow never occurred to me to do
this kind of thing. But this was the first time they Fesked me to do somethingnd
[, cettainly, was not going to let such a chance slip away and moreoverfdtese
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| had no idea whatsoever what had to be done to "light it up”. I just concentrated
on the fire and wished very much for it to happen. A minute passed, but nothing
changed... Bygs (and they are always and everywhere a bit wicked) began to laugh at
me, saying that the only thing | could do was "guess" when | needed to. It was very
offensive for mé& | honestly tried to do my best, but that, certainly, interested nobody.
They needeé aresult which | failed toproduce.

To tell the truth, even | do not know what happened then. Maybe | felt very
strong indignation that they laughed at me, which | did not deserve at all, or the bitter
offense of a child was roused too mightily? One wagnother, | suddenly felt as if
my whole body froze (it would seem that it should be to the contrary); the real "fire"
pulsated with explosive impulses only in my hands. | got up, turned and sharply threw
my left arm forward. Terrible roaring flame flasthout of my hand right into the place
with the firewood. Everybody began to yell... and | recovered consciousness already
at home, feeling a cutting pain in my hands, back and head. My whole body burned,
as if I lay on a burning hot pan. | did not fed&eimoving or even opening my eyes.

My mother was in shock about my "trick" and accused me of "all possible sins",
and the main reproach was that | did not hold to my word that | had given her, which
for me was worse than any-diévouring physical pain.was so sad that this time she
did not want to understand me, and at the same time | felt an unprecedented pride,
that I, nevertheless, did not "lose face" and somehow | could do what | was expected
to do.

Certainly, today all this looks a bit funny and Idishly naive, but then it was
very important for me to prove, that | could be useful to someone for something with
all, as they called it, my "tricks", and that they were not mad fables, but the most real
reality which now they should take into accournvere a little bit. If only everything
could be so simple, as in a chilti®ughts...

14. Loneliness

As it appeared later, not only my mother was horrified by what | had done. When
the neighbouring mothers heard their children's stories about whiatippdned, they
immediately required their children to keep away from me. This time | indeed
remained all alone, and because | was a very proud little human being, | was not going
to ask anybody to be my friend, not for the world. But it is one thing tw sime's
attitude, and quite anothe&tto live with it....

| loved my friends, the street and all who lived there very much and | always
tried to bring some joy and good to anybody. And now | was all alone and the only
person to blame for it was me, becaliseas unable to withstand the simplest and
inoffensive child'provocation. But what could | do, when | was a child myself then?
But the child, who gradually began to understand that not everybody in this world
deserved proof of something, and even if yoave something to somebody, it did
not absolutely mean that the person, to whom you do that, would necessarily
understand you correctly.

In a few days | physically came back to normal and felt fairly well enough, but
since then | have never desired ta aefire. Regrettably, | had to pay for my
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"experiment” for quite a long time. | was in complete isolation from all my favourite
games and friends for some time. It vexed me a lot and seemed very unfair. When |
told that to my poor kind mother, she did kabw what to say. She loved me very
much and wanted to protect me from any troubles and offenses. But on the other hand,
little by little, she started being scared of what almost constantly happemed to

Regrettably, that was a "dark" time, when it was "accepted" to speak openly
about this kind of "strange" and unusual thing. Everything was preserved in very strict
frames of how itthust” or "must not" be and everything "inexplicable" or "eccentric"
was flatly hushed or consideratbnormal. To tell he truth, | slightly envy those
gifted children who were born at least twenty years later than me, when all these
"eccentric" abilities were not consideredwase, but, on the contrary, they started to
be called &GIFT . And now nobody badgers or sendssi@oor "unusual” children
to madhouses, but on the contrary, they are valued and respected, as unique children
endowed with a special gift analent.

Regrettably, nobody was delighted with my "talents" at all then, quite the
contrary. Several days later after my "scandalous" adventure with fire, a neighbour
“confidentially” said to my mother that she knew a "very good doctor" which treats
exactly "probl ems" of the kind | had and if my mother wanted she would be
delighted to introduce her to him. It was the first time, when my mother was directly
"advised" to send me off toraadhouse.

Later there was a lot of similar "advice", but | remember that extdotly my
mother was extremely distressed and cried for a long time, shut in her room. She never
told me about this offer, but a neighbouring boy betrayed a "secret". It was his mother
who gave such "precious” advice to mine. Certainly, thank goodnesslynoloé me
to any doctor, but I felt that | had crossed some "line" with my last "acts", behind
which even my mother was unable to understand me. And there was nobody who
woul d help me, explain or simply cal m n

So, | "flouncered” in guesses and errors in stiff solitude, without anybody's
support or understanding. There were some things which | tried and some which | did
not dare to try. Some of them turned out to be successful, some did not. And how
often | was simply terrigd, like any other human being! Honestly speaking, |
continued to "flounder" till | was 33, because until then | had not found anybody, who
would somehow explain at least something intelligible to me. Although, there always
were more than enough people wiished to do so, having no idea whatsoever what
they were talkingg b out é

Time was passing by. Sometimes it seemed to me that everything that was
happening did not happen to me or that it was just a strangédharnywhich | invented.
Regrettably, the fay-tale was tooreal a reality. So, | had to abide by the
circumstances and, which is more important, live with it. Everything went smoothly
at school, just like before. | got "excellent" in all subjects, and my parents had no
problems at least with thaRather, on the contrailybeing still in the fourth grade, |
could solve very complicated algebra and geometry tasks and did that, as if it were
child's play, enjoying ienormously.

Also | loved my music and drawing lessons. | drew almost all the time and
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everywhere: at other lessons, during breaks, at home and outside. | drew on sand,
paper and windowglass, inshort

i anywhere possible. | dreanly human eyedor some reason. It seemed to me then
that it would help me to find a very important answer. | alasys fond of observing
human faces, eyes in particular, because very often people dislike saying what they
truly think, but their eyes tell everything. It is obvious that not in vain they say that
eyes are the mirror of our soul. And | drew hundredshamdireds of these eyésad

and happy, grieving and satisfied, kind and wicked. For me it was again a time of
cognition of something the next attempt to dig down to soingth , although | had

no idea of what truth. It was just the next time of "searaffiich, with different
"digressions”, lasted almost my whole conscilfes

15. Giving up eating

Day flew after day, months passed, and | continued to surprise (and sometimes
terrify!) my family and very often myself with my numerous new "unbelievable" and
sometimes unsafe adventures. When | was nine | suddenly, for some unknown to me
reason, stopped eating, which terribly frightened my mother and upset my
grandmother.

My grandmother was a genuine fudass cook! All the members of our family
gathered athe table to enjoy her famous cabbagezhki i ncluding my
brother, who lived then 150 kilometres away. Nevertheless, he came to visit us every
time when my grandma baked h@rozhki Even now | remember very well and with
enormous warmth thosgreat and mysterious" preparations: the smell of the fresh yeast
pastry, which had been rising for the whole night in a clay pot near the stove and turned
in the morning into dozens of white circles spread all over the kitchen table, waiting for
their mayic time to turn into fluffypirozhki.. and my grandma, concentrating, her hands
covered with white flour, busy, like a bee buzzing around the stove. | also remember
how impatiently we waited for the moment when our "craving" nostrils could finally
snatchthe first amazing, deliciously delicate, savour of freshly badeedryé

It always was a very special occasion, a true feast, because everybody adored her
pirozhki And whoever came to our house, there always was a place for him at my
gr and ma 0 hospitabie table. Weanativays stayed late at night, trying to prolong
the delight of being together. But even when ourdieaking was over, nobody
wanted to leave; it was as if my grandma "baked" part of her kind soul into her
pirozhkiand everybody wanteto sit a little bit longer and warm themselves near her
cosy hearth and bigeart.

My grandma trulyloved to cook; whatever she made was always incredibly
delicious. It could be Siberian meat dumplings, smelling so good that all our
neighbours mouths wated "hungrily”, or my favourite chergndcottage cheese
vatrushkaswhich literally melted in my mouth, leaving the amazing taste of warm
and fresh cherries and milk for a long time. And even her most plain pickled
mushrooms, which she made every yeahaoak tub adding currant leaves, dill and
garlic, were the most delicious food | ever ate in my life, despite the fact that by now
| have travelled more than half the world and tested every delicacy one could possibly
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dream of. But no foreign dish, evéime most exquisite one, could ever outshine the
unforgettable taste of grandmarB.s 1 ncr edc

So, even having such a cooking "magician” right at home, one fine day |
suddenly stopped eating to the overall horror of my farhdo not remember whether
there was an occasion for this or it simply happened for some unknown reason as,
with me, things always did. | simply lost any desire whatsoever to touch food,
although I felt no weakness or dizziness, on the contrary, Medardinarily at ease
and was in splendid shape. I tried to explain all that to my mum, but she was seriously
frightened by my next new "trick", did not want to hear and only tried to make me
"swallow" something.

It felt bad then and every new portionfobd made me throw up. My tormented
stomach could accept only pure water. My mother was almost on the verge of panic,
when our family doctor, my cousin Diana, paid us an unexpected visit. Being
extremely happy about her visit, my mother hurried to telhBiaur "terrible" story
about my starving myself. My joy was limitless when | heard that "there is nothing
terrible in that" and that | could be perfectly left alone for some time without food
being forcibly crammed into me! | saw that my loving mothebeligved that, but
she had no grounds for objection and decided to leave me alone for some time.

At once life became easy and pleasant, because | felt absolutely perfectly myself
and got rid of the permanent agony of suspense waiting for stomach spasims whi
usually accompanied every single attempt at taking food. It lasted about two weeks.
All my senses intensified and perception became keener and stronger. | felt like only
the most important things were brought to the forefront and the rest receddukinto t
background.

My dreams changed or rather, | began to have the same repetitive dream: as if |
suddenly rose above the ground and could easily walk without touching the floor with
my heels. It was so real and such an incredibly wonderful feeling that tavery
woke up, | wanted immediately to get back to it. This dream repeated every night. |
still do not know what it was and why. But | began to see it again after many years,
and even now, before | wake up, very often | have the same dream.

One day my dd's brother came to visit us from the city where he lived at that
time and during the conversation he mentioned that recently he had seen a very good
film and began to recount it. | was very surprised when | suddenly understood that |
knew what he was gainto tell us! Although was completely sure thahhd never
seerthe film, | could retell it from beginning to end with all the details... | told nobody
about it but decided to wait and see whether something like that would show up again
and of course,sausual, a new "trick" did not keep me waiting.

At that time we were studying ancient legends at school. During a lesson on
literature the teacher said that today we would examine "The Song of Roland".
Suddenly and unexpectedly for me, | raised my handsardithat | could recite the
Song. The teacher was very surprised and asked whether | often read old legends. |
said, not very often, but | know that one. Although frankly speaking, | had no idea
how.

From that day | began to notice that unknown evemdsfacts which | could not

Back to content

28



Svetlana de Rohanevashova. Revelation

possibly know came to light in my memory more often, and their number increased
with every day. | got a little tired of the "influx" of unknown information which,
highly likely, was too much for my child's psyche, but sincentefromsomewhere

then probably it wasiecessary for somethingand | calmly accepted it, just as |
always accepted everything unknown which my strange and unpredictable fate
brought me.

Although sometimes this information manifested in a very amusing iot
suddenly began to see very bright images of unknown places and people, as if being
among them. "Normal" reality disappeared and | found myself in a world, "closed" to
others, which only I alone could see. | could remain there for a long time, gandin
“rooted to the ground" somewhere in the middle of a street, seeing nothing and
reacting to anything, until some frightened and sympathetic pagdsrgan to shake
me, trying to "bring me to my senses" and find out whether everything was all right
with me.

Despite being so young, | had already perfectly understood then (from my own
bitter experience), that everything that constantly happened to me seemed absolutely
abnormal to the rest of the "normal” people according to their usual norms (although
| wasalready prepared to argue about "normality" with anyone then). Therefore, as
soon as somebody tried to help me in these "unusual” situations, | usually began to
convince the kind helper that | was absolutely all right and there was no reason
whatsoever tavorry about me. Well, | did not always succeed in that and often it
ended in calling my poor,evat i ent |, mot her who came t

So, this was my difficult and sometimes furamyildhood reality in which | lived
then. Since | had no ofte, | had to find something "light and wonderful” even in that
where others, I think, would never find it. | remember that | sadly asked my grandma
after my next unusudincident":

i Why does my life differ so much from the life of
others? Grandma shoolkihhead, hugged me and
quietlyanswered:

i Life, my dear, isone tenthwhathappens to usandnine tenths how wereact
to it. React joyfully, my little one! Otherwise sometimes it will be very difficult to
exist. As for your differencein the beginning we all are differentone way or
another . lt6s just, you wil/ be gr owi ng¢
general requirements, and whether you want to be like others will depend entirely on
you.

| did not. | loved my unusualotourful world and would not change it for all the
tea in China. Regrettably, amyonderful thing in our life has a very high price, and
one truly has to love ¥ery much not to be hurt when paying for it. And as we all
know very well, we have to pay alygand for everything... But doing it consciously,
you feelthe satisfaction of free choicewhen your choice and free will depeoly
on you And to my mind, this is trulyorth paying any price, even if sometimes it
costs you too much. But let me corech to myfast.

Two weeks had already passed and | st
huge distress, and oddly enough, physically | felt strong and perfectly well. Since |
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looked very well, | gradually succeeded in convincing my mother that mpotrad

was happening to me right then and nothing frightful would happen in the immediate
future. It was a plain truth: I truly felt splendid, except for that "ultrasensitive™ mental
condition which made all my senses a little too "expodedblours, sounsl and
feelings were so keen and bright that sometimes it was hard for me to breathe. | think
that this "supersensitisation” was the reason for my following and next "unbelievable”
adventure.

16. The second contact

It was a late autumn afternoon and some ofraighbourhood guys were going
to go the forest after school to pick the last autumn mushrooms. Of course, | went
with them too. The weather was extremely soft and pleasant. The still warm sunrays
jumped like bright young hares among the golden leavesetsmes leaking down to
earth and warming it with the last parting glow. The forest met us wearing its elegant
festively-bright autumn attire, ready to hug us in its tender arms like afietal.

My cherished slender birchs, gilded by autumn, generalrsiyped their "gold
leaf-coins" at the faintest breeze and seemingly did not notice that very soon they
would be left face to face with their nakedness and would bashfully wait until spring
again dressed them in their tender smart new clothes. And onbgtinagvergreen
fir-trees proudly shook offtheold pimee e d |1 es, preparing to b
decoration during the long and colourless winter. Yellow leaves quietly rustled under
my feet, hiding the last russules and milk mushrooms. The grdss the leaves was
warm, soft and moist, inviting me to walk on it.

As usual, | took off my boots and went barefoot. | adored walking barefoot
always and everywhere when the slightest opportunity arose! Although, very often |
had to pay for these walks Wwitonsillitis which sometimes lasted a very long time,
but, as they say, "the game was worth the candle". It seemed that my feet acquired
"sight" without shoes, and a special keen sense of freedom from something
unnecessary, which seemingly impeded bregthappeared... It was a genuine little
pleasure, not comparable to anything else, and it was worth payingdonetimes.

As usual we divided into pairs and went in various directions. Very soon | felt
that | had been alone for some time. | cannot bayit frightened me (I was never
afraid of the forest), but | became ill at ease because of a strange feeling that someone
was observing me. | decided not to pay attention to it and continued to pick
mushrooms. But the sense of supervision graduallyasestand had already become
unpleasant.

| stopped, closed my eyes and tried to concentrate on seeing who did it, when
suddenly | clearly heard somebody's voice:

ITThatsc or r ect é

For some reason it seemed to me that it did not sound outside but only in my
head. | stood in the middle of a little glade and felt the air around me begin to vibrate
very strongly. A silveryblue transparent glimmering column appeared right before
me and a human figure gradually materialised in it. It was a very tall (accordiang to o
concepts) and mighty man with silver hair. For some reason | thought he looked very
like the statue of our God Percunas (Perun) for which every year we made campfires
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on the Saint Mountain on the night of the"a# June.

By the way, it was a vebeautiful ancient holiday (I do not know whether it still
exists) which usually lasted till dawn and was very much loved by all, independent of
age or taste. Almost the whole town gathered to celebrate it and, which is quite
surprising, no negative incidewere ever noticed during the holiday despite the fact
that everything took place in the forest. Apparently the beauty of the customs opened
even the most hatdearted human souls to good, thus shutting the door to any
forthcoming aggressive thoughtsaeeds.

Usually the campfires were burning on the Saint Mountain for the whole night,
ancient songs sounded in round dances and all that looked very like an
extraordinarily beautiful fairytale. Hundreds of loving couples began to search for
the fern flowey wishing to secure its magic promise to be the happiest couple and of
course, that would be forever. Single young girls, making a wish, put flower garlands
with an ardent candle in the middle into the river Nemunas. There were a lot of such
garlands thatight and the river turned into an amazingly beautiful celestial road,
softly glimmering with reflections of hundreds of candles, along which rows of kind
gold ghosts floated, creating trembling golden shadows and carefully carrying human
wishes to the Goaf Love on their transparent wings. And there, on the Saint
Mountain, the statue of the God Percunas, which my unexpected visitor resembled
very much, can be stiibund.

The shining figure "floated" to me without touching the earth with his feet and |
felt a very soft and warrtouch.

i | came to open the Door for yoiu; again heard the voice in ninead.
I The Door? Where tol? | asked.
T To the Big World,i came theeply.

He stretched his luminous hand to my forehead and | had the strange feeling of
a light"explosion" after which | indeed had the feeling of a door opening right in my
forehead. | saw fabulously beautiful bodies which looked very like enormous
multicoloured butterflies coming out of the center of my head. They lined up around
and, being tieda me with the thinnest silvery thread, made up an amazingly colourful
unusual flower. A quiet and "unearthly" melody was flowing into me, vibrating,
through this "thread" and a feeling of peace and plenitude filled my heart.

In the shortest instant | coude numerous transparent human figures standing
around, but for some reason they all disappeared very quickly. Only my first guest
remained. He still touched my forehead with his hand thus making some very pleasant
"sounding" warmth flow into mpody.

T Whoare they? | asked pointing at thébutterflies".
I They are youj the answer sounded agaiinit is all you.

| could not understand what he was talking about, batelw somehow that
genuine, pure and light Goodness came from him. Suddenly but very slowly all these
unusual "butterflies” began to "melt" and turn into an amazing star fog, shining with
all the colours of the rainbow, which gradually began to flow back intoAraeep
sense of completeness and of something which | could not understand yet, but only
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felt very much, with my whole beingppeared.
T Be carefulj my guestaid.
I Careful? Why7 | asked.
TYou have U eanathdegyr n é

His tall figure began toilerate. The glade began to whirl. When | opened my
eyes, my extraordinary stranger had already disappeared, to my utmost regret. One of
the boys, Romas, stood in front of me and observed my "awakening". He asked me
what | did there and whether | was gotogpick mushrooms. When | asked what time
it was, he looked at me with surprise and told me. | understood then that everything
that happened to me had lasted just arfemutes!

| got up (it appeared that | had sat down on the earth), dusted myself dodwn an
was already going to go, when | suddenly noticed a very strange idétailwhole
glade around us was green!!! It had the same amazing emerald colour, as in the early
spring! Our mutual surprise became even bigger when we saw beautiful spring
flowers init! It was absolutely fabulous and regrettably, completely inexplicable.
Probably it was a sideffect of my strange guest's visit. But | could neither explain
nor even understand it then.

I What have you dond?Romas asked.
T It was not mej | guiltily mumbled.
T Well then, let's go| heagreed.

Romas was one of those rare friends of that time, who was not afraid of my
“tricks", and nothing that constantly happened to me could surprise him. He simply
trusted me, and therefore | did not have to explaithamg to him, which | considered
a very rare and valuable exception. When we came back from the forest, | was
shivering, but I thought that I had simply caught a light chill and decided not to disturb
my mother unless something serious appeared. Everythasgover by the next
morning, and | was so pleased that it fully confirmed my notion that it was indeed just
a chill. However, it was too early to celebrate the happy ending afdvsnture.

17. The result

In the morning when | went to breakfast as usubhd only to stretch out my
hand to get the heavy glass cup and it moved sharply toward me, spilling some milk
on the table. | felt a bit ill at ease. | tried again, the cup moved again. Then | thought
about the bread. Two slices next to me jumped andi®iin on the floor. Frankly
speaking, my hair began to stand on end. Not because | was frightened. | was not
afraid of almost anything then, but because it was something so very "earthly" and
precise; it was right here and | had absolutely no idea howntootat.

| tried to calm down, took a deep breath and tried again. This time | did not try
to touch anything, but decided only to think of what | waritéal example, | wanted
a cup in my hand. Certainly, it did not happen; it just sharply moved. Bjai¢ted!!!
My whole being squealed with delight, because | understood that, moving sharply or
not, it happened justt my mental wish It was awesome! Certainly, at once | wanted
to try the "novelty" on all the living and lifeless "objects" | could find.
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My grandma was within easy reach, placidly preparing her next culinary
"masterpiece"” in the kitchen. It was very quiet; my grandma murmured a song to
herself, as suddenly a heavy emeh frying pan jumped like a bird from the stove
and fell on the floor wh a terribly loud sound. Grandma jumped up in surprise almost
like the pan, but to give her due, she settled down at once and said:

T Stopit!
| felt slightly offended, because it had already become a family habit that | was

always found guilty of whatevérappened in the house (although this time, it certainly
was, absolutely true).

T Why do you think it was mef? | asked, pouting.
T Well, as far as | know we don't have ghosts hieshe saiccalmly.

| loved her very much for her imperturbability and steadfabnness. It seemed
that nothing in this world could truly get her out of the groove. Although, of course,
there were things which distressed, surprised, or made her sad, but she accepted
everything with surprising calmness, and therefore | alwaysdejtaomfortable and
protected with her. Somehow | suddenly felt that my grandma showed some interest
in my last "trick". My gut feeling was that she observed me and waited for something
more. Well, | certainly did not keep her waiting long. In a few ses@tidhe utensils
which hung over the stove flew down with a terrible noisy crash right after the frying
pan.

TWel | | wel | . | t I S much easier to br e
useful,i my grandma saidalmly.

| almost suffocated with indigation! Just imagine! How could she treat this
unbelievable event" so calmly?! Doesnbo
| could not explain how much thiSUCH" was, but | was absolutely sure that one
should not treat what had just happenedcalonly. My indignation made not the
slightest impression on my grandma, and she said, again in her calm voice:

T 1 t presty uselesgo spendthat muchforce on what can be easilydonewith
your hands.
Youbdbd better go and read something.

My indignation had no limits! | could not understamly she was not totally
delighted with that which seemed to me such an awesome thing? Unfortunately, | still
was too small then to understand that all these impressive "outer effects" in reality
gave nohing but the "outer effects" themselves And the essence of producing
them is just to "befog" trustful and impressionable people's minds with "the mysticism
of the inexplicable", and my grandma, naturally, was not this kind of person. But
because | had nget grown to such understanding, | was only eager to find out what
else | could move. Therefore, feeling no regret whatsoever, | left my gran who did not
"understand" me to search for a new object of my "experiments".

A beautiful grey cat, Grishka, dadi&évourite pet, lived with us then. | found him
sweetly sleeping on the warm stove and decided that it was a very good opportunity
to try my new "skill". | thought that it would be better, if he sat on the winditiw
Nothing happened. | concentrated amttled more strength to my thought... Poor

Grishka flew from the stove with a wild how! and strd& head on the windowill.
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| felt such pity for him and was so ashamed, that | rushed to pick him up with an
enormous sense of guilt. But for some reasomrdlie hair bristled up and he ran away
from me full pelt meowing loudly, as if scalded with boiling water.

It was quite a shock for me. | did not understand what had happened and why
Grishka suddenly disliked me so violently, we had been such very gmodidr
before. | chased after him almost all day long, but, regrettably, | failed to get his
forgiveness. Grishka's strange behaviour lasted four days, and then our adventure was
forgotten, and all was well again, but nevertheless it made me reflect ugah it
now understood that sometimes | could do harm with my unusual "abilities" even
without wishing it.

After this event | began treat everything that unexpectedly manifested in me with
more seriousness and "experimented" much more carefully. Of caardbe
following days | became obsessed with the idea of moving things. | tried to move
mentally everything that caught my eye and sometimes got deploesblés.

For example, | watched in horror how the shelves, neatly set with dad's very
expensive boak fell down on the floor and | tried to put everything back with my
shaky hands as quickly as possible because books were "sacred" objects in our house
and before | could take them, | must deserve them. Fortunately, my dad was not at
home then and "the@im passed” thisme.

Another very funny and at the same time sad event happened with dad's
aguarium. As far back as | can remember, my father was always keen on fish and
dreamed that one fine day he would construct a large aquarium (which later he did);
but then we had only a goldfish bowl with a few multicoloured fish in it. But even
such small "piece of nature" gave joy to my dad's heart and everybody, incuding me,
looked after it with gregpleasure.

One "ill-fated" day, when | passed by my dad's amumar being extremely busy
with my "moving" thoughts, | accidentally looked at the fish and felt sorry that the
poor things had such a little place to live in. The bowl suddenly began to vibrate and
burst to my great horror, pouring water all over the roBefore the poor fish had
time to be scared, our cat, being extremely happy about such a sudden stroke of luck
right out of the blue, ate them. | felt truly sad, because | did not want to distress my
dad, even less to take somebody's liiey

That evenig | waited for my dad in a very poor staté was ashamed of my
foolish blunder and although | knew that nobody would punish me for it, | was sick
at heart. | gradually came to understand that some of my "talents" could be very unsafe
in certain circumstaces, but unfortunately, | did not know how to control them and
was anxious more and more because some of my actions could be quite unforeseeable
and possibly have unintended and undesirable consequences.

But | was only a curious nirgear old girl then amh could not be upset for long
because of lost fishes, even though it had been my fault. | zealously continued to
move all objects | saw and was unspeakably glad of any unusual manifestation in my
“research’practice.

Thus, one wonderful morning during bikgast my cup unexpectedly hung in the
air right in front of me and continued to do so, and | had no idea how to let it down.
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My grandma was in the kitchen at that moment, and | feverishly tried to find
something to fix the thing in order not to blush agand explain myself, expecting

to hear her words of complete disapproval. But the stubborn cup did not want to come
back to the table. On the contrary, it suddenly glided and, as if teasing me, began to
make wide circles over it, and | was unable to cétch

My grandma came back into the room and froze on the threshold with her cup in
her hand. Of course | rushed to explain that "it just flies, for no particular reason" and
"isnb6t it really beautiful"™? Inpinerdenrt,
not to appear helpless. And suddently | was very ashamed of myself. | saw that my
grandmaknew that | simply could not find the solution to the problem and was trying
to "mask" my ignorance with unnecessary and pretty words. Then, being iridignan
with myself, | gathered all my "wounded" pride and quidiiyrted:

T Well, I don't know why it flies! And Idon't know how to let itdown!
T Granny looked at me, her face serious and suddenly very joyfully said:
T Try then! This is what your mind is given you for.

A load off my mind! | hated to seem clumsy, especially, when it came to my
"strange" abilities. And | tried... from morning till evening, until | flopped out being
absolutely exhausted.

A sage once said that there are three ways conduchigher reason: the way
of reflection is the noblest, I mitati o
heaviest. For some reason | always chose the third way and my poor "neck" truly
suffered because of my endless experiments.

But sometimes the ganteuly was "worth the candle" and my unremitting toil
was crowned with success and at last it happened with moving things. Soon | could
move any object; they flew, dropped and rose when | wished, and it already did not
seem difficult to control that, excem one case, a huge omission of mine, which to
my regret happened at schdothe thing | always honestly tried to avoid. | did not
need additional rumours about my "oddities", especially among my schoomates!

My being far too relaxed was the reason fog vexatious event, which was
absolutelyinexcusablein this situation, taking account of my "moving" abilities. But
we all make big or small mistakes once and, as they say, learn by them. Although,
frankly speaking, | would prefer to learn some other way.

The teacher Gibiene was my fommstress then. She was a gentle and kind
woman and all the schoolchildren sincerely adored her. Her son Remi was in our class.
Unfortunately, he was a very spoiled and unpleasant boy. He always despised
everybody and modd the girls and was constantly tittégtling about his classmates
to his mother. | was always surprised at the fact that, being such an open, clever and
pleasant person, his mother could not or did not want to see the real face of her darling
offspring Maybe, it is true that love can sometimes be blind, and in this case it was
truly blind.

That ill-starred day Remi came to school already being "wound up" and at once
began to search for a scapegoat to vent all his accumulated malice on. Of course, |
was"lucky" enough to appear exactly within striking distance at that moment, and
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because we did not like each other very much from the very beginning, | became the
ideal object for the wreaking of his discontent with God knaiat.

| don't want to seem biad, but not a single classate, even the most fearful
one, blamed me for what happened a few minutes later. And even those who did not
like me much were very pleased to the bottom of their hearts that there was someone
at last who braved the "thunderstdraf an indignant mother and taught an arrogant
bully a good lesson. Frankly speaking, the lesson turned out to be cruel enough, and
if I had had the choice to repeat it, | probably would not have done such a thing again
to him. But no matter how much llfeshame and pity, | have to admit that the lesson
was very well learnt and the hapless "usurper" never again showed any inclination to
terrorize theclass.

On choosing his "victim", as he thought, Remi headed straight toward me and |
understood that condlt, regrettably, could not be avoided. He began to bug me, as he
always did and suddenly something in me broke out. Maybe it happened because |
had been subconsciously waiting for it a long time? Or maybe | was sick and tired of
bearing his insolent behiaur all the time, without any comeback? One way or
another, the next second he got a strong blow in his chest, which threw him from his
desk to the blackboard and, on flying in the air about three meters, plopped down on
the floor like a squealing sack.

| never knew how | could perform this blow. The point is thdil not touch
Remi at alli it was a puresnergy blow but | can not explain even now how |
managed to do it. An indescribable havoc spread among the iclassiebody
squeaked in fright, someblyp yelled that it was necessary to call the ambulance and
somebody rushed to bring the teacher, because whatever he was, lner was
"disabled” son. | stood in a frozen stupor, wondering what | had done and not
understanding how it hdthppened.

Remi moaned on the floor, making himself out to be the almost dying victim,
which really horrified me. | had no idea how strong the blow was and therefore could
not know even approximately whether he was playing to take revenge on me or he
truly felt that bad Somebody called the ambulance, the teachaher came, and |
still stood stiff as a poker, unable to talk, so strong was the emotional shock.

T Why have you done that?The teacheasked.

| looked into her eyes and could not pronounce a word. Not becauas |
unaware of what to say, but because | still could not come back to myself from the
terrible shock of what | had done.

| can not sayvhat the teacher saw in my eyes, but the violent indignation which
everyone so expected did not follow, more precisalgthing happened at all.
Somehow she managed to control her indignation and calmly told us to sit down and
began the lesson. Just like that! As if nothing happened, although it was her son who
was a victim!

| could not understand it (nobody could), antbuld not calm down because |
felt very guilty. It would have been far easier for me, if she had shouted at me or
expelled me from the class. | perfectly understood that she must be very offended over
what had happened and it was very unpleasant fohaerttwas exactly me who did
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that, because before the incident she always treated me very well, and now she had to
make a quick (and preferably "faultless"!) decision regarding me. | also knew that she
was worried about her son, because we still had ws about his state.

| did not remember how the lesson passed. Time hung heavy and it seemed that
there would be no end to it. Finally the bell rang and | came to the teacher at once and
said that | was so sorry about the incident, but that | honestlyodidnaderstand how
it could happen. I do not know whether she knew something about my strange abilities
or she just saw something in my eyes, but she somehow understoaoblibdy
would be able to punish me more than | had already punishechyself.

i Go and pepare for the next lesson, everything will be all rigtshe said nothing
more.

| shall never forget that terribly painful hour of expectation, while we waited for
news from the hospital. | felt very frightened and alone, and this awful recollection
was forever printed on my memory. | was guilty of"attempt" on somebody's
life!ll It did not matter whether it happened by chance or unintentionally. It was a
Human Life, and it could have abruptly come to an end through my action, albeit
inadvertent. Certainly, | had no right whatsoever tohao.

As it turned out to my enormous reliefiothing terrible happened to our
“terroristclassmate” except for getting a good fright. He got off with just a small
bump and already the next day sat at his desk; only this time he was quiet as a mouse
and, to everybody's satisfaction, undertook nimdictive" action toward me. The
world was wonderful again!!! | could breathe freely, without feeling that terrible guilt,
which recently hung so heavily on me and which would have poisoned my whole
existence for many long years, if a different reply haohe from thehospital.

Certainly, the bitter sense of reproach and deep regret for what | had done still
shattered my peace and quiet, but that terrible genuine sense of fear, which held my
whole being in its cold grip until we got positive news, left neytprbed soul. It
seemed that everything was all right again. However, ths$atred incident left such
a deep print in my heart that | could not even hear about anything "unusual”. | pushed
aside the least manifestation of any "oddity" in me, and@s&® | felt that something
"strange" began to show up, | tried to suppress it, preventing myself from being
involved in a whirlpool of any sudden dangerous activity.

| honestly tried to be the most ordinary "normal” child: | went to school (and
studied een more than usual!), read a lot, more often went to the cinema with friends,
diligently attended my favourite musica
emptiness in my soul which any of those studies and pastimes were unable to fill,
even if | lonestly tried to do my best.

But days raced past one another and everything "bad and frightful” gradually
began to be forgotten. Time healed big and small scars in my child's heart and, like
they say, absolutelyorrectly, truly appeared to be the best amabt reliable healer.
| began to come back to life and little by little returned to my usual "abnormal” state
which | had terribly missed all this time.

Not without reason do they say that even the heaviest burden is not so heavy for
us only because it osl It appeared that | longed for my "abnormalities” which became
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usual and normal for me and, unfortunately, made me sufferajtete..

18. Anaesthesia

That winter | acquired the next new "abnormality" which, probably, can be called
self anaesthesiaRegrettably, it disappeared as quickly as it appeared. Just as very
many of my "strange" manifestations which suddenly and very brightly opened in me
did and then disappeared, leaving only good or bad recollections in my enormous
personal "brain archiveBut even that short time, when this "novelty" was "active",
was enough for two quite interesting eventlappen.

The winter had already come and my classtes began more often to go to a
skating rink. I was not a big fan of figus&ating (more precisgl | preferred to watch
it), but our skating rink was so beautiful that | simply liked to be there. It was arranged
every winter on the town's stadium which was built right in the forest (as was a greater
part of our town) and was surrounded by a highkbnrall which made it look like a
diminutive city.

An enormous beautifully decorated ngwar tree was there already from
October and the wall around the stadium was decorated with hundreds of
multicoloured bulbs the reflections of which interlaced ontledike a very beautiful
shining carpet. Pleasant music sounded there every evening. All that created an
agreeable festive atmosphere which nobody would wish to leave. All the children
from our street went there and of course, | went with them. So, tieeat@bout
which | would like to tell you happened precisely on one of those pleasant quiet
evenings.

Usually we skated making a chain of three or four children, because it was not
guite safe to skate alone. The reason for that was a number of boysmdewery
evening to play a nasty "catching" game. They spoiled everybody's enjoyment and
were disliked by all. Several of them would join together and, skating very quickly,
try to catch the girls and knock them off their feet. The girls were usuallyait@bl
withstand the blow and fell onto the ice. It was all accompanied by laughter and
whooping, which many found foolish, but, for some reason, nobody made any attempt
to stop.

It always surprised me, that among so many almost adult guys nobody was
angerecenough or at least touched by this situation to feel forced into to producing
some kind of counteraction. Maybe they were, but fear was stronger. There is a foolish
saying: "Being cheeky is fun". So, these "catchers" took others prisoner by their
frankly not funny insolent behaviour. It happened every night and nobody even tried
to stop these obnoxious fellows.

One evening | was caught in exactly the same foolish "trap”. | did not skate well
and therefore tried to stay as far away as possible from théaaimthers”, but it did
not help much, because they rushed about all over the rink like beings possessed,
sparing nobody. Therefore, no matter whether | wanted it or not, our collision was
inevitable.

The push was very strong and the whole moving pile ofoodlies fell on the
ice. | was not hurt, but | suddenly felt something hot flow down my ankle and my leg
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became numb. Somehow | crawled out of the ball of bodies floundering on the ice
and saw that my leg was terribly cut. Probably, a falling guy's slkaesusly
wounded me when he bumped into me with all his might.

It looked, | must say, very unpleasant... My boots were low, like the ones for
speed skating (we could not get figure skating skates then) and | saw that my leg near
the ankle was cut almoki the bone. Others saw it too and the panic began. Nervous
girls almost fainted, because, honestly speaking, the sight was quite sinister. To my
surprise, | was not scared nor did | feel like crying, although | had been almost in a
state of shock for sexad seconds. | clutched the cut with my hands with all my might
and | tried to concentrate and think of something pleasant, which did not appear to
asimpletaskbecaus®f the cuttingpainin my leg. Blood leakedthroughmy fingers
andfell onto theice; large red drops were gradually gathering into a small pool.

Naturally this did not calm down the already hightyung guys. Somebody
rushed to call the paramedics and somebody else clumsily tried to help me somehow,
only worsening the already unpleas situation. Then | again tried to concentrate and
thought that the bloochust stop and patiently began to wait. To everybody's utter
surprise, in barely a minute nothing leaked through my fingers anymore! | asked our
boys to help me to get up. Fortualst there was my neighbour Romas who usually
never contradicted me. | asked him to help me to get up. He said that if | got up, then
blood certainly would "flow like water". | removed my hands from the cut... and to
our huge surprise we saw that thereswe bleeding whatsoever! It looked very
unusual the wound was large and open, but almost compleligly

When the ambulance arrived at last, the doctor could not understand what had
happened and why | was not bleeding having such a deep wound. He also did not
know that felt no pain at all! | looked at my wound with my own eyes and, according
to all naturallaws, should have felt extreme pain... but | did not. | was taken to the
hospital for the wound to be stitched.

When | said that | did not want anaesthesia, the doctor looked at me as if | were
completely insane and prepared to give me an anaesthetitonjéden | said that |
would yell... This time he looked at me very attentively, nodded and began to sew it
up. It was very strange to observe my flesh being pricked with a long needle and
myself, feeling a light "mosquito" bite instead of something vpaynful and
unpleasant. The doctor watched me all the time and several times asked whether
everything was all right with me. | answered in the affirmative. Then he inquired
whether things like that always happened to me? | said no, only now.

| do not knowwhether he was a very "advanced" doctor for that time or |
succeeded in convincing him somehow, but in any case, he believed me and asked no
more questions. In approximately an hour | was at home and devoured with enormous
pleasure grandmother's wanprozhki at the kitchen table and could hardly get
enough to eat; | was truly surprised at such wild hunger, as if | had not eaten for
several days. Now | understand that it was the enormous loss of energy after my "self
treatment” which needed to be quickcovered, but | certainly could not know that
then.

The second case of the same strangeaselésthesia happened during an
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operation which our family doctor Dana persuaded us to undergo. As far as | could
remember, my mother and | very often had quinisgid not happen only in winter
because of cold, but also in summer when it was very dry and warm outside. Should
we overheat a little, our quinsy was right there and forced us to spend a week or two
in bed, which neither my mother nor | were fond of. @o,consulting Dana, we at

last decided to listen to the voice of "professional medicine" and ablate that, which
too often impeded our normal life (although, it appeared later that there was no need
to ablate it and that was the next mistake of our "omemgtidoctors).

The operation was scheduled for a welaly, when my mother, as all others, was
at work. We agreed that | would be the first to go for the operation in the morning and
she would have hers after work. My mum promised that she would try toatdeaest
half an hour before the doctor started to "attack" me. Strangely enough | did not feel
any fear; however there was an aching feeling of uncertainty. It was the first operation
of my life and | had no idea whatsoever how it wdokd

From the eagt morning | walked along the hospital corridor hither and thither
like a lion cub in a cage, expecting it all to begin at last! | hated waiting for something
or somebody then, as | do now, and | always preferred the most unpleasant reality to
any "downy" uncertainty. When | knew what was happening and how, | was ready to
solve it or, if necessary, fight it. According to my understanding, there was no
unsettled situation, but only indecisive or indifferent people. Therefore in the hospital
| longed to get d of the "nuisance”, which was hanging over my head, as quickly as
possible, and know that everything was left behind.

| never liked hospitals. The sight of so many suffering people in one place
terrified me. | wanted to help them very much, but couldatdhe same time feeling
their pain as strongly as if it was mine (probably, being totally "plugged in" to the
situation). | tried to somehow protect mydedim it, but it fell heavily on me like an
avalanche, leaving no chance to get away. | wantedase my eyes, withdraw into
myself and run from all that pain as far and fast as possible without turning round.

My mother still failed to appear and | began to worry that something had detained
her and most likely she could not come. By that time | wad bf walking and sat at
the duty doctor's door, pouting and hoping that somebody would eventually come out
and | would not have to wait anymore. A very nice duty doctor appeared in a few
minutes and said that my operation could start in half an Howf, course, | were
ready. | had been ready a long time ago, but could not to do it until my mother came,

because she promised to be there in time, and we were accustomed to always keeping

our promises.

But to my huge regret, time went on and nobody amgekd found it harder to
wait with every minute. Finally, | decided that probably it would be better, if | went
now and then that nightmare would finally end. | brought all my will together and said
that | was ready to go now, if, certainly, he coulceree me.

i But what about your mothei?The good doctor askedstonished.
T It will be my surprisej | answered.
TWe | | t hen, | et 6 s T ghe doctagmiled.r ave | i tt|l

He led me into a small, very white room, sat me in an enormous (for my size)
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arm-chair and began to prepare the instruments. There was certainly nothing pleasant
in all that, but | persistently continued to watch everything he did and mentally
repeated to myself that everything would be all right and | would not surrender, not
for theworld.

TDonot be afraid, now |01 I gi ve you
nothing,i the doctorsaid.

il dondt wa nitlobjedied] | wanjt@sed hovwitoks.

i Do you want to see your tonsils?He was

surprised. | proudly nodded.

i Believe me, there is nothing pleasant in them to look #te doctor saidi
and it will be painful for you. | cannot let you tiuat.

T You will not anaesthetize me, or | shall not do it atiallinsistedi Wh'y donadt
you give me the right of choicefdst because | am small, it does not mean that | have
no right to choose how | should accept payn!

The doctor looked at me with his eyes widely open and it seemed that he could
not believe what he had just heard. For some reason it suddenly became very
important for me that he believed me. My poor nerves were already at breaking point
and | felt that only a bit more and treacherous tears would pour down my tense face,
which | could not allow to happen under any circumstances.

i Please, please, | swear thahall never tell this to anybody,| still

entreated him. He gave me a long look, then sighedaidd

i I shall let you, if you tell me why you nedd

| became confused. | think | didn't understand then very well what had made me
to reject theordinary "saving" anaesthesia so persistently, but | forbade myself to
relax, understanding that | needed to find an answer very quickly if I did not want this
wonderful doctor to change his mind so everything would go the ordinary way.

i 1 am afraid of pairso much and have now decided to overcome it. If you help
me, | will be very grateful to you, | said,blushing.

My problem was that | could not lie at all. And | saw that the doctor understood
that at once.
Therefore without giving him a chance to saytaimg, Ifired:

Several days ago | stopped feeling pain and | want to check it! The doctor gave

me a long and inquisitive look.

Have you told anybody about it"He asked.

i No. Nobody knows yeti | answered and told him what had happened at the
skatingrink.

TWel | |, al | r i g hhe dottdr sardi ButlLifeydu el pding you
already will not be able to tell me about it, understood? Therefore at once you should
lift your hand, agreedr | nodded.

To tell the truth | was not sure at all why Irsgal all that, and also | was not
totally sure whether | would be able to manage that and not have to feel bitterly sorry
about this crazy story. | saw the doctor preparing the anaesthetic injection and putting

Back to content

41



Svetlana de Rohanevashova. Revelation

it on the auxilliary table next to him.
T In case of an unforeseen failufiehe warmly smiledi Well, shallwe?

For a second all this seemed to me a wild endeavour, and | suddenly wanted very
much to be like everybody el$ea normal, obedient nirgear old girl, who closed
her eyes, just because shas terribly afraid. And | truly was afraid, but to retreat was
not my habit and therefore | proudly nodded and prepared to observe. Only after many
years did | understand what this nice doctor risked in reality. | never\whgwe did
it. It forever renained a secret "sealed with seven seals". But then everything seemed
guite normal and, honestly speaking, | did not have time to be surprised.

The operation began, and | somehow calmed down at once, as if the knowledge
that everything will be all rightcaen on me out of somewher e.
all the minor details, but | remember very well how shocked | was on seeing "that"
which had mercilessly tormented me and my mother for so many years when we
caught the slightest cold or got overheated. Ittwasgrey, terribly puckery lumps of
matter which did not even look like normal human flesh! Probably, on seeing such
"ugly things" my eyes became like saucers, because the doctor broke into laughter
and merrily said:

T As you see, things extracted from @nnot always bbeautiful!

The operation was done in a few minutes and | could not believe that everything
was over. My brave doctor nicely smiled, wiping his sweaty face. He looked for some
reason like a "squeezed lemon". Apparently, my strange expenwvasrdt a price for
him.

T Well, little hero, still don't feel pain? He asked, attentively looking into my

eyes.

i I just have a tickle in my throat, | answered, and that was the sincere and

absolutdruth.

My mum was very upset and waiting for me in toeridor. It appeared that there
were unforeseen problems at work, and no matter how hard she tried to get permission
to be absent, the head would not give it. | tried to calm her, but it was the doctor who
had to tell her about everything, because | &iiind it difficult to speak. After these
two cases the "seldnaesthetic effect" disappeared and never returned.

19. The neighbour

As far as | can remember, human attributes like the thirst for life and ability to
find joy even in the most hopeless or sad situation always attracted me. In short, |
always loved the "strong in spirit" people. Our young neighbour, Leocadia, became
the ral example of "survival" for me then. My impressionable child's soul was
staggered by her courage and tinsradicable desire to live Leocadia was my light
idol and the greatest example lodw high a human being could rise over any
physical ailmentprewenting it from destroying either their personalitylite.

Some illnesses amirable, and only patience is heeded whilst waiting for that
to eventually happen. The effect of Leocadia's accident was doomed to be with her
for the rest of her life and, regettably, there was not the slightest hope for this brave
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young woman to become a normal person again one day.

Fate had treated her very cruelly. While still a small, but absolateiyal girl,
she had the bad luck to fall off the stone steps and strbaghy her spine and breast
bone. At first the doctors were not even sure whether she would be able to walk. But
time went by and due to hdetermination and persistence this strong cheerful girl
succeeded in rising from her bed and slowly but confiderfiah to take her “first
steps" again.

It seemed that all ended well, but over time, to everybody's shock, an enormous
and absolutely ugly hump began to grow both in front and at her back and later
completely disfigured her body. The most terrible thing thasnature, as if mocking,
endowed this blueyed girl with an amazingly beautiful, light and refined face,
probably wishing to show what a marvellously beautiful woman she would have been,
if it had not been for such a crdate.

| don't even try to iragine through what heartache and loneliness this amazing
woman had to go, trying to find ways get usedto the frightful misfortune whilst
being a little girl; and how she could survive and not break, when many years after,
being a young lady, she shoudabk in the mirror and understand that she could never
experience a simple woman's happiness, no matter how good and kind she was. She
accepted her misfortune with pure and open heart and probably exactly that helped
her to preserve a very strong faithhierself, without getting angry at the surrounding
world and crying over her wicked and distorted fate.

Even now | remember her permanent warm smile and joyful luminous eyes
which met me every time independent of her mood or bodily condition (but veny ofte
| felt how truly hard it all was for her). | loved and respected this strong light woman
very much for her inexhaustible optimism and cordial goodness. It seemed that it was
precisely she, who did not have the least reason to believe in good, simmyetid,
though in almost every way she was deprived of the chance to feel what itlivas to
a full life. Or, maybe, she felt it much deeper tha?

| was then too little to understand the abyss of difference between such a crippled
life and the lives of armal healthy people, but | remember perfectly that even after
many years my recollections of my wonderful neighbour very often helped me to bear
offense and loneliness, when it was truly hard natréak.

| never understood people who always were disg@éawvith something and
constantly grumbled about their permanently “"rough and unfair" fate... | never
understood the reason why they thought thag a right to consider that they were
destinedto be happy right from their birth, and had ttegal right" to happiness,
disturbed by nothing (and absolutely undeserved!).

As for me, | never believed in my "obligatory" happiness and probably therefore
did not consider my fate "bitter or unfair". On the contrary, | was a happy child and
that helped me to overca@mmany obstacles which my fate very generously and
constantly presented to me. It's just sometimes there weretshuorfrustrations
when | felt sad and lonely, and it seemed to me that | just needed to surrender in my
heart, stop searching for reasons fay "uncommonness" and fighting for my
"unproved" truth, as everything would fall into place; and there would be no offensive
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bitter taste of undeserved reproaches or loneliness which had already become almost
permanent.

But the next morning | met met najarling neighbour Leocadia, luminous like a
bright sun, who joyfully asked:

T It's a wonderful day, isnit?

And |, healthy and strong, became very ashamed of my inexcusable weakness
and, turning red like a ripe tomato, | clenched my little, but "resofidis; and again
was ready to throw myself into the fight with the whole world to defend more
furiously all my "abnormalities" and the wholeroyself.

| remember that one day after the next "emotional confusion" | sat alone in the
garden under my favouetold appleree, trying to make head or tail of my doubts
and errors and was very displeased with the result. Leocadia was planting flowers
under her window (her ailment made it extremely difficult for her to do that) and could
perfectly see me. Probablshe did not like my state of spirits (which, good or bad,
was always clearly visible on my face), because she walked up to the fence and asked
me whether | would like to keep her company for breakfast and taspérdzki.

| agreed with pleasure. Her gence was always very pleasant and calming, and
herpirozkiwere always delicious. And also | longed to talk to someone about the things
which had oppressed me for several days. For some reason | did not want to share therr
with anybody at home, probablyetause sometimes the opinion of an outsider could
give more "food for thought" than the care and untiring attention of the always worried
about me grandmother or mot her. Therefo
pleasure, detecting from afar thenderful scent of my favouritgirozkiwith cherries

| was not too "open" when it concerned my "unusual” abilities, but from time to
time | shared with Leocadia some of my failures or distressing incidents, because she
was a truly excellent listener amever tried simply to "protect” me from troubles,
unlike my mother who, unfortunately, did it very often and sometimes it made me
shut more away from her than | would like to. That day | told Leocadia about a little
"failure" which happened during my neaxperiment” and strongly vexede.

T Don't be upset, my dearshe saidi One should not fear falling down,; the

mostimportant thing is always to be able to getip.

Many years have passed from that wonderful warm breakfast, but her words were
imprinted inmy memory forever and became one of the unwritten laws of my life
where | had to "fall" very often, but until now alwasiscceeded in gettingipé

Days passed and | gradually got used to my surprising and so different world and
felt truly happy in it, degpe occasional failures. By that time | had clearly understood
that | would not be able to find anybody with whom | could openly share what
constantly happened to me. | calmly took it as a matter of course. | was not distressed
anymore on this occasion aqdit any intentions to prove anything to anyone. This
wasmy world and if somebody did not like it, | was not going to invite thtaere.

| remember when later reading one of my dad's books, | came across an old
philosopher's lines which were written margnturies ago and which made me very
happy and surprised me unspeakably:
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"Be like everybody else, otherwise life will become unbearable. If you will break
away in your knowledge or ability from normal people too far, they will stop
understanding you andbasider you a madman. Stones will be thrown at you; your
friend will turn away from you."

It means that already then (!) there were "unusual” peoplekwia from their
bitter experience how hard it all was and considered it necessary to warn ang, if the
could, to protect other "unusual” people!

These simple words of a person who once lived a very long time ago warmed
my soul and settled a tiny hope in it tlsaime day | maybe would meet someone
who would be "unusual” for others the same way | was attdwhom | would be
able to talk freely about any "oddities" and "abnormalities”, without being afraid of
being given a hostile reception or, at the very best, being pitilessly laughed at. But this
hope was still so fragile and unbelievable, that | deciledto get carried away
thinking of it too much, so that in case of failure | would not be too hurt to "land"
from my beautiful dream in rough reality.

Even from my short experience | had already understood that there was nothing
bad or negative in all myoddities". And if sometimes the result of some of my
"experiments" was not perfect, only | suffered the negative effect, not the surrounding
people. And if my friends dreaded being involved in my "abnormality” and turned
away from me, | did not need suftfends.

| also knew that someone needed my life for something, because no matter what
dangerous situation | got into, | always succeeded in getting out without any negative
consequences for me, as if someone unknown always helped me; as for example, it
hgp pened t hat summer when | al most dr own

20. Unusual rescue

It was a very hot July day. Beyond a shadow of doubt, the temperature was not
below +40 C. The whithot air was desert dry and literally "crackled" in our lungs
with every breath. We sat on the riverbank, shamelessly sweating and catching the air
with our mouths like overheating carps thrown out onto dry land. Being already
almost fully "roasted", we wistfully looked at the water. The usual moisture from river
could nd be felt at all and we all longed to jump into the water as quickly as possible,
but were a bit wary of doing so, because this was a different bank to our usual one,
and as was generally known, the Nemunas has always been a deep and unforeseeable
river which was not one to be trifladith.

Our old favourite beach was closed for cleaning, therefore we all gathered in a
place more or less familiar to some of the children and "got dried out" ashore, without
daring to bathe. An enormous old tree grew at ting @dge of the river and long silky
branches touched the water at the slightest puff of wind, quietly caressing it with their
tender leaves. Its robust old roots, abutting against the river stones, interlaced under
the tree, creating a continuous "wart\arget and forming a peculiar lumpy roof
overhanging thevater.

Oddly enough it was exactly this old wise tree that represented a real danger for
bathers. For some reason there were a lot of eddies around it which "sucked" a person
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in, and one had to be &ny good swimmer to manage holding out at the surface,
taking into account that the place under the tree was very deep.

But to tell children about danger is almost always useless. The more caring
adults convince them that an irremediable misfortune capémpthe more they are
sure that "it can happen to someone else but surely not to them, not here, not now".
On the contrary, the feeling of danger attracts them even more, provoking them to
sometimes doing stupilings.

So, wei four "dashing'neighbourhood guys and Ithought the same way and
on being unable to endure the heat any longer, decided to bathe. The river looked still
and seemingly represented no danger whatsoever. We agreed to watch each other and
started to swim. In the beginnireyerything was quite familiair the flow was no
stronger than near our old beach and the depth was the same as we had been used to
| plucked up courage and started to swim more confidently. The requital for such
confidence did not wait too long. | had restum far from the bank, but suddenly |
felt that | was being sharply pulled down. It happened so swiftly that | did not have
time to react and hold out to stay at the surface. | was twirled around and very quickly
went down. It seemed that time had stappad | desperately felt the lackaf.

Back then | knew nothing either about clinical death or luminous tunnels which
appeared during the process of dying. But what happened next looked very like all
those stories about clinical death that | found iffetent books, when living in far
away America...

| felt that if | failed to breathe any air right now, my lungs would explode and |
would certainly die. | got terribly scared and everything went dark before my eyes.
Suddenly a bright flash blazed in myddeand all feelings disappeared... A blindingly
bright transparent blue tunnel, as if woven from moving tiny silvery stars, appeared.
| placidly soared inside it, feeling neither suffocation nor pain; | was just surprised in
my mind by an unusual senseatisolute happiness, as if at last | had found the place
of my longawaited dream. | felt the incredible peace and quiet. All sounds
disappeared. | did not feel like moving. The body became very light, almost
weightless. Most likely | was simply dying indtmo me nt é

| saw very beautiful, luminous and transparent human figures slowly and
smoothly coming to me along the tunnel. They all warmly smiled, as if inviting me to
join them. | had already begun to reach out for them, as suddenly an enormous
luminous @lm appeared from somewhere, caught me from below and began to lift
me to the surface rapidly and effortlessly, like a grain of sand. My brain exploded
with the sharp sounds which gushed into me, as if a protective partition suddenly
broke in my head.. was thrown to the surface like a ball and stunned by the waterfall
of colours, sounds and feelings which for some reason | perceived deeper than
beforeé

Everybody on the shore was in a frenzy of panic. The neighbourhood guys were
yelling and vigorously gégulating, pointing in my direction. Someone tried to drag
me out onto dry land artien everything started to drift and spin in a crazy whirlpool,
and my poor overstrained consciousness glided into complete silence... When | came
to myself a bit, the chdren stood around me with their eyes wide with horror. They
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all looked like frightened owlets. It was clear that all this time they were {error
stricken and probably had already "buried" me. I tried to smile and still gulping warm
river water, managed tequeeze out that | was absolutely all right, although it was
very far from being thé&uth.

As | was told later, the whole havoc had lasted only five minutes, although | felt
that time stopped during that frightful interval when | was under water... | was
sincerely glad that my mum was not there that day. Later | succeeded in persuading a
"neighbouring mother” who volunteered to supervise us to keep secret everything that
had happened at the river, because | did not want my granny or my mum to have a
"heat attack”, all the more so now that everything was over and there was no sense
in frightening anybody. The neighbour agreed at once. It was obvious that she was
more than eager to do so, unwilling for anyone to know that, regrettably, she had
failed to jusify the trust placed in her.

This time all ended well. Everybody was alive and happy, and there was no
reason to talk about it anymore. However, very often, after my unlucky "bathing", |
came back to the same blazing blue tunnel in my dreams, whisbrfee unknown
reason attracted me like a magnet. | again felt the unusual sense of rest and happiness,
not knowing that, as appeared later, it was very dangerous...

21. Unexpected guests
Evening casts a smouldering gloom upon us.
It seems a harbinger ofldtter loss.
Anot her day is leaving, leaving
Like a raft down the riverAnd there will be no return.
Maria Semionova.

A couple of weeks after the+ditarred day on the river, the souls (more precisely,
the spirits) of the ded, unknown to me, people began to visit me. It is highly likely
that my frequent returns to the blue channel "disturbed" the rest of the souls which
had calmly existed in peaceful silence... Well, as it appeared later, not all of them were
calm and peacaf. When a lot of extremely different spirits had visited me, from very
sad to deeply unhappy and turbulent, | understood how impdthniaywe live our
life was and what a pity that we began to think about it when it was already too late
to change anyiing and we remain absolutely helpless facing the cruel and inexorable
fact that we willnever be able to put anything rightanymoreé

| wanted to run out into the street, grasp people's hands and cry to everybody
how it was terrible, when it became tooeldbr everything! And painfully, | wanted
everybody to know that nobody ever would help therftetwards"! Regrettably,
even then | perfectly understood that all | could get for this kind of "sincere warning"
would be a direct route to an asylum or, atvéey best, laughter. Besides, what could
[, a nineyear old girl, who nobody wanted to understand, and found the easiest way
of accepting was to consider her a "bit strange", prove to anybody?

| did not know what | must do to help all the unhappy pecgéfering from
their errors or cruel fate. | was ready to listen to their requests for hours, forgetting
about myself and wishing to be open as much as possible in order that all who needed
could "knock" on my door. So, the "avalanches" of my new guesfanbevhich,
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honestly speaking, at first frightened me a little.

The first was a young woman who for some reason | liked at once. She was very
sad, and | felt that an unhealed wound, which prevented her from going away, "bled"
deeply in her soul. A strangeppeared for the first time, when | sat, comfortably
curled up in dad's arthair, and "devoured" a book which it was prohibited to take
out of the house. Enjoying my reading very mulgke always,| submergednto an
unknown and such exciting world so deeplythat | did not immediately notice an
unusual guest.

First a disturbing sense of a strange presence appeared. The feeling was quite
peculiar, as if a light cool breeze suddenly blew in the room and the air filled with a
transparent vibrating fog. ifted my head and saw a very beautiful, young and fair
haired woman right in front of me. Her body slightly shone with bluish light, but apart
from that she looked quite normal. The stranger intently looked at me as if begging
for something. Suddenlyhlead:

I Please, helme.

Although she did not open her mouth, | heard the words very clearly; although
they sounded slightly different; the sound was soft and rustling. And here | understood
that she spoke to me the way | had heard it béfdree voice sounded only in my
head (wich, as | knew later, waslepathy).

THe |l p Tinthee ®oice quietly rustledgain.

T How can | help you? | asked.

T You can hear me; you can talk to har.The strangeanswered.
T Who must | talko?

T To my little girl, 7 the answefollowed.

Her name wa¥eronica. As it appeared, this sad and very attractive woman died
of cancer almost a year ago, when she was just thirty and her litjeasinld
daughter thought that her mother had left her and, therefore, refused to forgive her
and stilldeeplysuff’kd because of it. Veronicads s
did not understand that his mother wou
would take him to bed and a stranger 6s
was still too little anctould not realize how much pain such a cruel loss could bring.
The matter with his siyearold sister was different... That is why this nice woman
could not calm down and go away, while her little daughter suffered so deeply, in
such a growrup way.

I How shall | find her? | asked.
T I shall take youj the answerustled.

Only now | suddenly noticed that, when she moved, her body easily passed
through furniture and other solid objects, as if being woven from dense fog... | asked
whether it was difficult foher being here. She sdidyes, because it was high time
for her to leave. | also asked whether she had been afraid to die. Shacdying
is not a scary thing. The most frightful is to watch those who you leave, because
there are still so many thirgs you wish to say to them, butreqgrettably. you
cannot change anything. | felt so sorry for this nice, but helpless and very unhappy
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woman. | wanted to help her, but did not know how.

The next day | returned home from my friend's where we learnedayotipd
pianoforte (because | did not have one then). Suddenly | felt a strange internal push,
turned and went in the opposite direction along a street, absolutely unfamiliar to me.
| went for a short while until | stopped near a very pleasant lookingehmused in
flowers. A sad tiny girl sat in a small play area. She looked more like a miniature doll
than a child. Only this "doll" was incredibly sad for some reason... She sat absolutely
motionless and looked indifferent to everything, as if the sudiognworld did not
exist forher.

T Her name is Alinal the familiar voice rustled inside mieplease, talk tber...

| came to the gate and tried to open it. The feeling was far from pléaaant
| intruded on somebody's life. But | thought what ahappy mother poor Veronica
had to be and decided to take a chance. The girl turned her enormdalgeskyes
to me and | saw that they were filled with such deep grief, which a tiny child simply
could not possibly feel. | approached her very carefulyndp afraid of frightening
her, but the girl was not going to be scared, only looked at me in surprise, as if asking
what | wanted fronmer.

| sat on the edge of a wooden patrtition and asked why she was so sad. She did
not answer for a long time and thénally, whispered througtears:

i My mother left me, but I love her so much... Maybe, | was very bad girl, and
now she will never comieack.

| became confused. What could | say to her? How to explain? | felt that Veronica
was with me. Her pain literallfwisted me up into a hard smarting lump of pain and
began to burn me so strongly that | could not breathe. | wanted to help them both so
much that | decided whatever will be will be but | would not go away without trying.
| put my ar msragileshoulders and said gsisofpassikle: f

T Your mother loves you more than anything, Alina, and she asked me you to tell
you that she never abandoned you.

T It means, now she lives with yoiiThe girl bristled.

T No. She lives where neither | nor you ogm Her earthly life here with us
ended, and now she lives in another, very beautiful world from which she can watch
you. But she sees how you suffer and cannot live in our world, but she should not be
here any longer. Therefore she needs your help. Wauidike to helgher?

T How do you know all that? Why does she speajotd?

| felt that she still disbelieved me and did not want to accept me as a friend. |
could not think of how to explain to this little and unhappy girl that there was
"another" distantvorld from which, unfortunately, nobody could return and that her
beloved mother spoke to me not because she had a choice, but because | simply was
“lucky" enough to be a bit "different” to everybody else.

i People are different, Alinushka,l began.i Somehave a talent for drawing,
others for singing, and | have a special talent for conversation with those who have
left our world forever. Your mum speaks to me not because she likes me, but because
| heard her when nobody else could hear her anymore. Andvery glad that | can
help her. She loves you very much and suffers because she had to go. It hurts her to
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abandon you, but it was not her choice. Do you remember how long and seriously she
was ill?T The girl noddedi It was the iliness that forced hierleave you. But now

she must go to the new world where she will live. And to do so, she wants to be sure
that you know how much she lovgasu.

The girl sadly looked at me and quietly asked:

T Does she live with angels now? My dad said that she livexipl#te where
everything is like on the postcards which | received at Christmas, where there were
such beautiful winged angels... Why did not she take meheith

i Because you must live your life here, dear, and then you will go to the same
world whereyour mum nows.

The girl began to shine.
T So, | shall see her thereShe joyfullyprattled.

1 Of course, Alinushka. Therefore you only have to be a patient girl and help
your mother now, if you love her souch.

T What must 1 do? The little child asked verseriously.

T Just think of her and remember her, because she sees you. And if you stop
being sad, your mother will finally fincest.

i Does she now see mé&?The girl asked and her lips treacherously began to
twitch.

T Yes,dear.

She became silent for sommstants, as if gathering her inward strength, and then
firmly squeezed her fists and whispered:

i owi I be a very good girl, mumothly  é

Tears rolled down her pale cheeks like big peas, but her face was very serious
andconcentrated. Life had inflicted the first cruel blow upon her and it seemed that
this little, so deeply hurt, girl suddenly realized some very grapthing, and now
tried in earnest and openly to accéptMy heartwas torn apartwith pity for these
two unhappyand so nice creatures,but unfortunately, | could not help them in
anything more. The surrounding world was incredibly light and beautiful, but it
already could not be their common woddymore.

Sometimes life can be very cruel, and we névew what the lesson of pain or
loss prepared for us really means. Probably there is some truth in that: without losses,
it is impossible to comprehend what fate gives us, no matter whether it comes by right
or lucky chance. But what could this unhappy, gshriveling like a small injured
animal, comprehend when the world suddenly threw at her all the cruelty and pain of
the most frightfuloss?

| sat with them for a long time and tried to do my best to help them both to find
some peace of mind. | rememédrmy grandpa and the terrible pain which his death
brought me. How hard it would be for this fragile, vulnerable girl to lose the dearest
creature in the world her mother?

We never reflect on the fact that those who fate takes from us for one or another
reason suffer the consequences of their death much deeper than we. We feel pain from
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loss, suffer and sometimes even get angry, because they abandoned us so pitilessly.
But what dahey feel when their suffering increases by thousands of tioreseeing

how we suffer from not having them with us anymor& And how helpless a person

must feel not having the slightest opportunity to say and change anything?

| would have given a lot then to find a possibility to warn people about that.
Regrettably, | did ndhave such. Therefore, after Veronica's sad visit | started waiting
impatiently for when | could help somebody else. As usual, life did not keep me
waiting long.

The spirits came to me day and night. They were young and old, male and female.
All asked me tdnelp them to talk to their daughter, son, husband, wife, father, mother
or sister. It was an endless stream until in the end | felt that | had no energy left. | did
not know that on contacting them | had to put on my protection (which, besides,
should behe strongest one | was able to create!), restraining myself from being open
emotionally and pouring out my |H®rce, which then | did not know how to fill up,
on them like a waterfall.

Very soon | literally had no strength to move and fell ill. Whenmayher called
our doctor Dana to check what again befell me, the latter said that it was a "temporary
loss of strength because of physical overstrain”. | said nothing to anybody, although |
perfectly knew the real reason for this "overstrain” and as toad for a very long
time, honestly swallowed any medicine that my cousin prescribed me and after
spending almost a week in bed was ready for my ‘Heats".

| had understood a long time ago that my sincere attempts to explain what really
happened to meage nothing but headaches and increased my grandmother and
mother's permanent watching me; honestly speaking, | found no pleasure whatsoever
in that...

My long "communication” with spirits of the dead once again turned upside
down my already unusual worltcould not forget the endless stream of deep human
despair and bitterness and tried to find another way to help them all. But days passed
and | was unable to invent anything but doing what I did; only now | spent my life
force more carefully. But I stitould not treat what happened with cold calmness and

continued to contact the desperate souls and tried to help them, as much as | could.

Truth to tell, someti mes there were a
about one of
them.

22. The poltergeig

It was a grey gloomy day. Low leaden clouds slowly trailed across the sky,
threatening to break into a heavy shower at any moment. It was stuffy in the room; |
did not feel like doing anything my only wish was to lie down, staring at "nowhere"
and thirk of anything. But the point is that | never was able to think of anything, even
when | honestly tried to relax or have a rest. Therefore | sat in my dad's favourite arm
chair and tried to drive away my sombre mood reading one of my favourite "positive”
books.

In a while | felt a stranger's presence and mentally prepared to meet a new "guest".
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But instead of feeling a usual soft breeze | was almost glued to the back of the
armchair and my book was tossed on the floor. | was very surprised at such an
unexpeted stormy manifestation, but decided to wait and see what would happen
next.

A "dishevelled" man appeared in the room. He did not greet me and give his
name (which usually all others did), but demanded at once that | "immediately came
with him", becausée "needed me urgently". He was so highly strung and "boiling"
that | almost laughed. Unlike others, there was no sadness or pain in him. | made an
effort to look as serious as possible and calmly asked:

T Why do you think I will go with youanywhere?
i Don'tyou understand anything? | am dead!His voice shouted in myead.

T Well, why? | know perfectlywhere are you from but it does not mean that
you have the right to be rude to md.answered calmlyi As | undewyosit and
that needs help, ngittherefore it would be better, if you tried to be adalite.

My words had the effect of an exploded grenade upon the man... It seemed that
he would explode himself. | thought that he certainly was a very spoilt child of fortune
or simply had a terrilyibad temper when he wabve.

T You have no right to refuse to help me! There is nobody else who hears me!!!
i He bawled again.

The books began to whirl in the room and then flopped on the floor. It seemed
that a typhoon raged inside this strange persa.ten it was me who became
indignant and | slowly pronounced:

1 If you do not calm down at once, | shall stop the contact, and you can rebel
alone, if you find so much pleasureiin

The man was obviously surprised, but slightly cooled down. | had thressipn
that he was not used to anybody refusing to submit to him at once as soon as he
expressed his wish. | never liked this type of pergsoneither then nor now.
Boorishness always revolted me, even if, as in this case, it came fraiate.

It seened that my violent guest calmed down and asked in quite normal voice
whether | wished to help to him. | said yes, if he promised to behave in a civilized
manner. Then he said that he must talk to his wife and that he would not go away
(from earth) until heould talk to her. | naively thought that it was one of those cases
when a husband loved his wife very much (despite that seeming quite unnatural
regarding his way of behaving) and decided to help, even if | disliked him. We agreed
that he would come badkmorrow when | was not indoors, then | would try to do
what | could.

The next day | felt his mad (I can not call it otherwise) presence from the early
morning. | mentally sent a signal to him several times that | could not hurry the course
of events and would go out when | could in order to prevent additional questions
from my family, but my new acquaintance was again quite unbearable. Apparently
the possibility of talking to his wife made him absolutely beside himself. Then |
decided to change my schead and get rid of him as quickly as possible. Usually |
tried not to refuse help to anybody, therefore | said yes to this strange and capricious
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spirit. | told my grandma that | wanted to go for walk and went out tetteet.
T Well, lead mej mentally Isaid to mycompanion.

We walked for about ten minutes. His house appeared to be not far from us, on
a street running parallel to ours, but for some reason | did not remember this man,
although I knew all our neighbours. | asked when he died. He saigkdenago (!!!).
It was absolutely impossible, and to my mind too lagg!

T But how can you still be heré?Dumbfounded, &sked.

i | told you. I will not go away until | talk to hef! He answeredrossly.

There was something wrong in it, but | could notlerstand what. Nobody of all
my dead'guests” stayed on earth for so long. Maybe, | was not right, and this strange
person loved his wife so much that he did not dare to leave her? But to tell the truth, |
could hardly believe it. Well, he did not lobke a "knight, inlove-forever", even at a
huge stretch. We came to the house and here | suddenly felt that my stranger had
become shy.

T Well, shall we? | asked.
T You do not know my namé. He mumbled.
T You should have thought about that at the beginningnswered.

Suddenly some kind of a door opened in my memory and | remembbegd
had known about these neighbours.

It was a house "known" for its oddities in which only I, in our whole
neighbourhood, believed. The neighbours rumored that appatieathostess was a
bit off her head, because she constantly told "bizarre" stories about flying objects,
self-writing pens, ghosts, etdhings like this are shown very well in the film "Ghost"
which | saw many yealater).

The neighbour was a very pleasavoman in her forties. Her husband indeed
died about ten years ago, since when these "wonders" began to happen. | visited her
several times, being eager to know what really happened in her house, but regrettably
could not get my reserved neighbour tatkinTherefore now | fully shared her
husband's impatience and was eager to enter, anticipating that which, in my opinion,
should happen there.

i My name is Vladj my former neighboucroaked.

| looked at him in surprise and understood that he was very afnatid decided
not to pay attention to it and entered the house. She sat by the fireplace and was
embroidering a pillow. | greeted her and was going to explain why | was here, when
she unexpectedly quickly said:

i Please, dear, leave as quickly as possibln be dangerousere.

Poor woman was frightened to death and | suddenly understedthbshe was
so much afraid. Obviously she always felt the presence of her husband when he came
in! And all the poltergeist manifestations, which had happened befdrer house,
were his fault. Therefore, when she felt his presence again, she wanted to "protect”
me from possible shock. | took her hands and said as gently as possible:

i 1 know what you are afraid of. Please, listen to what | want to say to you and
all of it will be over forever.
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| tried to do my best to explain about the spirits which came to me and how |
tried to help them. | saw that she believed me, but for some reason was afraid to show
it.

T Milia, your husband is with me. If yowant, you can talka him,7 | said

carefully. To my surprise, she was quiet for quite a long time, and then

gentlypronounced:

i Leave me alone, Vlad. You have tormented me for long enduegive.

| was shocked at how much pain was in the woman's voice! As it turned out, her
answer dumbfounded not only me, but her strange husband. His reaction was
immediate. | felt a wild whirlwind of stranger energy next to me, which began to
smash everything around. Books, flowers, teadupwerything which was on the
table fell on the floowith a terrible crash. The neighbour turned white like linen and
hastily began to push me outside. But it was already too late to frighten me by such
"effects” like tossing cups. Therefore, | softly moved the poor shaky woman and
firmly said:

T If you do rot stop frightening your wife, | will go away and then you can look
for somebody else for as long as you lokdore!

But the man did not pay any attention to me. Apparently he had been waiting for
somebody who would help him to "get" his poor wife andtémsyears of "sacrifice"
would not be spent in vain. And now, when it happened at last, he totally lost control...

T Milia, darling, | wanted to tell you this for so | o n gcéme with me,
dear éclcammtbe al oneé | cannot do witho
come with me.

He disjointedly mumbled something, repeating the same words all the time. Only
then did | understanavhat this man truly wanted!"! He was asking his living,
beautiful wife to come with him, which simply mednto die.

| could not bear iall anymore.

T Listen, you! You are absolutely maid!l mentally cried.i | am not going to
say these mean words to her! Be off where you should have been for a long time!
Your place ighere.

| was simply turned inside out through sheer indignation! Can this really happen?
| did not know what | would do, but | knew one thing for sudewas not going to
give this woman to him, not for the world

He fell into a furious rage because | did nqie&t his words to her. He yelled at
me. He yelled at her. He cursed with words | never heard. He wept, if it can be called
weeping... | understood that he could be truly dangerous now, only | did not
understand yet how. Everything moved frantically in thmuse, the panes were
smashed. Milia stood motionless, unable to say a single word. She was terribly
frightened, because, unlike me, she saw nothing of what was happening in "another"
reality, closed to her and saw only objects "dancing" in front of hemmad fantasia,
and slowlywent r azy é

It is very amusing to read about poltergeists and another reality in books, being
entranced with heroes who always "defeat dragons". In reality there is nothing
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"amusing" in it; when you, being horrstricken, do ot know what to do with it and
a good person can die right now because of your helplessness.

| saw Milia slipping down the wall and become pale as death. | was terribly
frightened and suddenly felt who | really was thiguist a little girl who, due to her
foolishness, got into something terrible and did not know now how to get out of it.

T Well, no way!i | thought.i You will not gether!

And | delivered an energy blow to this insignificant spirit, putting all my
indignation into it. | heard a wild howl areerything disappeared. The crazy motion
of objects over the room stopped; there was no fear... and there was no strange crazy
man who almost sent his innocent wife to the next world. Dead silence hung in the
house. Only broken bits still tinkled. Miliaason the floor with her eyes closed and
showed no sparks of life. But for some reason | was sure that everything would be
well with her. | came to her and stroked kbbeek.

T Aunt Milia, everything is overi | whispered softly, trying not to frighten her.
I He will never comegain.

She opened her eyes and observed the devastated room, looking tired and dubious.
i What was it, dear? Shewhispered.
T It was your husband Vlad, but he will never coagain.

And here she broke into tears. | have never heardésfch a hearending
weeping! It seemed that the poor woman wanted to cry out everything that had been
happened in her life for these long (as | knew later, terrible) years. But, as they say,
no matter how deep the despair or offense, one cannot dgsslyd The tears wash
away the bitterness and pain and the soul gradually comes back to life, like a bud turns
into a beautiful flower in spring after a long cruel winter. The same way Milia began
to come to her senses. Her eyes were filled with sunptgeh was later replaced by
shy gladness.

T How do you know that he will not come, baldy&he asked, as if wishing to
get additional confirmation.

Nobody has called me baby for a long time and in that moment it sounded
especially strange, because | veasctly that "baby" which right now accidentally
saved her life. But, naturally, | was not going to be offended. Besides, | simply had
no strength for that, being unable even to move to the sofa from the floor. It is highly
likely that | had "spent" all mjorce in delivering the only blowhich nothing could
make me repeat now.

| stayed with my neighbour for quite a long time and she at last told me how her
husband tormented her all this time (the whole ten years!!!). She was not quite sure
then that itwas exactly he, but now her doubts disappeared and now she knew that
she was right. When Vlad was dying, he said that he would not know rest until he
took her with him and he did his best to achieve it for so many years...

In no way could | understand havperson can be so cruel and dare to call that
love. But | was, like my neighbour said, just a little girl, who was still incapable of
believing that sometimes man can be really cruel even in such a high and noble feeling
as love.
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23. A car accident

It was the most shocking case in the endless train of my contacts with the spirits
of the dead. It happened one warm autumn evening when | was slowly making my
way home from school. Usually I would have been much later because | attended the
evening lessons whickinished at about seven o'clock, but on that day the two last
lessons were cancelled and we were allowed to go home earliersian

The weather was uncommonly pleasant. | was in no hurry and decided on a
gentle stroll. The air was filled with the bittsweet scent of the last autumn flowers.
The playful breeze rustled among fallen leaves whispering tender words to the now
bare trees which bashfully blushed in the last rays of the sunset. The soft twilight
calmly breathed quiet peace and rest...

| loved this time of day. It attracted me with its fragile inscrutable air of
something undone which at the same time has not even started: when the day has not
yet dissolved into the past and the night still refrains from claiming its rights. It feels
like a fary-tale "no man's land glusive, suspended in time. | adored this short period
of time and was always myself then, in a very special way. That day something
"special" did indeed happen, but not the kind of special which | would gladly see or
experiencegin.

| was calmly approaching a crossing, being deep in thought, when the wild squeal
of a car's brakes and the screams of shocked people suddenly and sharply pulled me
out of my reverie. Right in front of me, a small white car slammed into a cement post
and met an enormous car coming from the opposite direbgadon.

In a few moments the spirits of a small girl and boy "jumped out" of the smashed
white car. Confused, they began to look around until they saw their disfigured
physical bodies and dazedlaeed at them.

I What's happened?The girl asked in a thin frightened voidels that us out
there? She whispered in a very hushed voice, pointing at her bloodstained little
physical face. "But.. welhow can it be?.

It was perfectly ear that she was shocked by the event and her greatest desire
was to hide somewhere from all that.

i Mummy, where are you?! The little girl suddenly cried. Mummy!

Judging from her appearance, she was four, no more. Two thin blonde pigtails
with enormous pink bows bristled like odd pretzels on either side making her look
like a little, funny kindof faun. Her wide open large grey eyes looked with enormous
confusion &her familiar and wetlknown world, which for some reason had suddenly
become incomprehensible, strange and cold. She was terribly frightened and did not
hide it.

The boy was eight or nine. He was thin and fragile, but his round "professorial*
glasses maal him look a little older, very businebke and serious. But all his
seriousness suddenly evaporated somewhere giving way to absolute confusion.

A lamenting and bewailing crowd began to gather around the cars. Within
several minutes the police came acpamied by an ambulance. Our town was quite
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small then, therefore the cigervices could react to any incident quite quickly and
efficiently. After some swift words the paramedics carefully began to take out the
maimed bodies, one by one. The first wadatngs body whose spirit stood in shocked
silence next to me, unable to say or think anything.

The poor little fellow was shivering wildly. Obviously, it was too much for his
child's overtaxed mind to comprehend. He just looked geggtel at that which lth
been "him" some moments ago and had no strength to come out of his prolonged
"numbness”.

T Mummy, Mummy!!! i The girl beganto cry again.i Vidas, Vidas, why
doesshenot hearme?!

Or rather, she cried mentally because, unfortunately, she was already dead
physically, as waker brother.

And her poor mother, whose physical body still clutched tenaciously at its
fragile, hardly glimmering life, could not hear her because they already belonged to
different, inaccessible to each other, worlds....

The children bcame more confused and | felt that give it another minute or two
and the girl would have a real nervous breakdown (if that can be said about an
incorporeal spirit).

i Why are we lying there, why does Mummy not answer usbhe girl still
cried tugging at ér brother'sleeve.

I Maybe because we are dead’he boy answered with his teathattering.

T What about Mummy? The girl whispered itorror.

T Mum is alive.i Her brother answered somewldaiubtfully.

T But what about us? Why don't you tell them that wehare, that they cannot
go away without us! Tell them!! The girl still could not calnadown.

T 1 cannot, they do not hear us. Don't you see? They truly don't heaiThs.
boy tried somehow to explain it to his little sister; but she was too youngitrstand
that her mother could neither hear her, nor talk to her, anymore. She could not
understand and refused to accept this horrid situation. Spreading the tears that
streamed down her pale cheeks with her little fists, she saw only her mother who for
some reason did not want to answer her and did not waseto

T Mummy, please, get up!She began to cry againPlease, get updfummy!!!

The paramedics began to carry the bodies into the ambulance and the girl lost her

head...

I Vidas, Vidas, they araking all of us away!!! What about us, why we are here?
I She was unable to caldown.

The boy was paralyzed with fright. He stood silent, even forgetting about his little

sister.

T What shall we do nowi? The girl became panistricken.i Go now, please,
let'sgo!!!

T Where tod The boy asked quietly. We have nowhere tgo.

| could not stand it any longer and decided to talk to the poor frightened, clinging
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to each other, children who were suddenly thrown into a strange and
incomprehensible world. | realfglt for them and could only try to imagine the horror
of a little girl who did not have a clue as to what death was.

| came near and, fearing to frighten them, softly said:
T Let's talk, | can hearou.

T Vidas! Shecanhearus!!! i Thegirl chirped.i And who areyou?Are you
a goodperson?
Can you tell my Mummy that we're scared?

The words streamed from her lips nonstop. Obviously, she was terribly afraid
that | would suddenly disappear and she would loose the chance to say everything she
wanted. She lookkat the ambulance and saw that the paramedics had redoubled their
activity.

T Look, look, they will take us away now, but what about lisPhe frightened
child babbled in horror, unable to understand what was gwing

| felt caught in a blind allepecause this was the first time | had come across
children who had just died and had no idea how to explain all that to them. The boy
seemed to understand something but his sister was so terribly frightened by what was
going on, that her little heart refe$ to understand anything at all. | was confused for
some moments and wanted very much to calm her down, but | could not find the right
words and, being afraid of doing more harm, lsajgnt.

Suddenly the figure of a man emerged from the ambulance aedrd lhe
paramedics' voices crying: "We are losing him!" Then | understood that the next to
say farewell to life was the father...

i Daddy!!' T The girl exclaimedwith joy. 7 | thoughtthat you had left us and
hereyou are!
Oh goody. That's better!

The father, understanding nothing, looked around. On seeing his body covered
with wounds and the paramedics bustling around it, he grabbed his head with both
hands and howled faintly. It was very strange to watch a big strong man contemplating
his death irsuch wild horror. Or maybe, it always happeractly this way? Because
he, unlike childrenperfectly understoodthat his earthly life was over and nobody
could do anything about that despite wishing with all one's heart that it was not so...

i Daddy, dadg, aren't you glad? Can you really see’iukits daughter chattered
happily, oblivious of his despair. The father looked at them with such confusion and
pain that my heart was slowly tornpeeces...

1 Good Lord, you, too?!.. And you?.. But wiiyou?!T These were the only
words he could find tsay.

The three bodies in the ambulance were already covered fully; there was no
doubt that all three were dead. The mother was the one who remained alive and, to
tell the truth, | did not envy her "awakening" at &l fact, on seeing that she had lost
her whole family, the woman could well renounce her life too.

i Daddy, will Mummy wake up soori?The girl askednerrily.

The father was totally confused but | saw that he did his best to gather his
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strength to calm hibttle daughter.

I Katienka darling, mummy will not wake up. She will not be with us anymore.
I He said that as calmly @®ssible.

i What do you meanshewon' be with us?!But, aren‘twe togetherVe must
betogether!!!
Right?..i little Kate didn't want taive up.

| understood that the father would find it difficult to explain to his daughter
such a little human beirigthat their life had changed dramatically and they could not
return to the old world, no matter how much she wanted that. The father slesck
himself and, to my mind, needed consolation no less than his daughter. The boy bore
up best of all, although | could see perfectly well that he also was terribly frightened.
Everything happened so unexpectedly and neither of them was ready ffor tha
Obviously, the boy had an "instant of courageousness" triggered when he saw his
"big, strong" dad so taken aback, and he, poor thing, had to be the man and take the
“reins of government" from his confused father's hands into his child's shaky little
ones...

| have never seen people (except for my grdad) at the very moment of their
death. It was then, on this-flited evening, that | understood hevribly helpless
and unprepared people were in the moment of their transition to another world
Probalby the fear of something unknown and the view of their physical body from the
outside (but alreadwithout them in it!) shocked people who suspected nothing of
the kind.

i Daddy, look! They are taking us away and Mummy too! How will we find her

again?

The grl tugged at her father's sleeve, trying to catch his attention but he still was
somewhere "between worlds" and paid no attention to her. | was very surprised and
even disappointed at this behaviour, unworthy of him, for no matter how scared this
big humanbeing was, a little human beirighis tiny daughtef standingat his feet,
neededhis consolationand support.For her he was "the best and strongest” dad in
the world, therefore, in my opinion he simply had no right to be so apathetic in her
presence.

| saw that the poor children had no idea whatsoever what to do and where to go;
neither had |, frankly speaking. But someone had to do something and | again decided
to interfere in that which, probably, was not my business but | simply could not look
at allthat calmly and not act.

T | beg your pardon, what is your naniePgently asked th&ther.

This simple question led him out of the "thick fog" in which he had been
submerged, unable to find his way. Astonished, he confupeoihounced:

I My name is ValeryWhere did you come from?!... Did you die too? Why do
you hear us? | was very glad that he had somehow regained his senses and
answered:

T No, | did not die. | was just passing by when all this happened; but | can hear
you and talk to you, if yowish.
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Theyall stared at me with surprise.
T And why are youalive, if you can hear us? The girlinquired.

| was just going to answer when suddenly a young -tanled woman
unexpectedly appeared and swiftly disappeared, without saying a word.

T Mummy, here you are!ll Kate cried happilyl | told you she would come,
di dinodot
| understood that the woman's life "hung by a thread" now and her spirit was
knocked out of her physical body for a few moments.
T Well, where is she?! Kate looked disappointed.She was judtere!

The storm of strong emotions exhausted the girl and her face became very pale,
helpless and sorrowful. She grabbed her brother's hand very tightly as though seeking
support and whispered:

i Nobody around sees us. What does it all mdaddy?

Suddenly Be looked like a little, sad and confused old lady, who looked at the
so familiar world with her pure eyes and could not understasidere she was to go
now, where was her mother and her home?.. She turned both to her sad brother and to
her father, who sibd apart, lonely and seemingly indifferent to everything; but neither
of them could answer her simple child's question and suddenly the poor girl became
reallyterrified.

T Will you stay with us for a little while? She asked plaintively looking at me
with her large pleadingyes.

T Of course, | will, if that is what you warit.| assured hammediately.
| wanted so much to hug her firmly in order to warm her scared little heart.
T Who are you, girl? The father unexpectedasked.

T | am just a person, only ightly "different” i | answered being a bit
embarrassed. | can hear and see those who "have gone" ... likengau

i We have died, have wé?He asked more calmly.
T Yes, you havei | answeredonestly.
I So, what will happen to usow?

T You will live, onlyin another world. And it is not so bad, believe me! You just
need to get accustomed to it and accept the idea that you will like

i Do people reallyive after death? The father asked, stilinbelieving.

T They do, but not heré.| answeredi You will feel everything the same way
as before, but in another worldot your usual one. Your wife is still there, as am |,
but you have already crossed the "border" and now you are on the othérlsdiel
trying to find the proper words so he could undersiahdt had happened them.

i So, will she come to us some day téoPhe girl suddenhasked.
T Yes, she will, one day. | answered.

T Well, I will wait for herthen.i The girl declaredconfidentlywith satisfaction
in hervoice.
i And we'll be all together again, right daddy? You want Mummy to be with us again,
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d o ryau?

Her enormous grey eyes shone like little stars with the hope that one fine day her
dear mum would be there too, in her new world. But she did not and could not
understand that being iner new world would mean death for her mother, no more
and no less...

It so happened that the girl did not have to wait too long. Her beloved mother
reappeared. She was very sorrowful and slightly confused but behaved much better
thanthe wildly frightened father who, to my sincere joy, slowly became himself again.

| made a very interesting observation covering the whole period of my contact
with an enormous number of dead peopl ebd
percent cofidence that women accept the "shock of death” much more calmly and
positively than men. | could not understand the reason for that then but | was firmly
convinced of it. Probably they felt the pain of guilt for leaving their children in the
world of the living", or the pain which their death brought to their nearest and
dearest more heavily and deeply: but the overwhelming majority of them did not
experience thé&ar of death,unlike men. Could the fact that it was they that gave the
most valuable gift oour earthi that of human lifé explain that? Regrettably, then,
| did not yet have the answer to this question...

i Mummy, Mummy! They said that you wouldn't come for a long time! And you
are already here!!! | knew that you would not leave usttle Kate twittered, choking
with delight.i Now we are all together again and everything will beight!

| felt deep sadness observing this lovely united family trying to protect the little
daughter and sister from realizing the fact that their being tegeibw wasot all
right and that none of them now had any chance to live the rest of their unlived life;
and that they would sincerely have preferred any member of their family to survive:
but little Kate chattered on innocently and happily, extremely tilat the family was
all together again and everything wasrggjht...

The mother smiled sorrowfully trying to show that she was glad and happy too...
but her heart screamed in pain like an injured bird mourning for her poor children who
had lived so litle. Suddenly she created a transparent "wall" as though "separating"
her husband and herself from the children and looked at him gently touching his
cheek.

i Valery, please, look at mé.The woman spoke in low voicé.What shall we
do? This is death, ifits not?

He fixed his large grey eyes on her. An unbearable mortal melancholy reigned
in them so that nowwanted to howl like a wolf because my heart and soul could not
take it anymore...

i How could it happen? And why them tobThe wife asked Valerggain.i
What are we going to do now? Taik.

But he could not either answer or suggest anything to her. He was dead and,
unfortunately, knew nothing of what happeriafter that" , just like all other people
who lived in that "dark” time when the greatd® of all was hammered into
everyonebs head; thdieanas nbteing Hager tha' endithdte a t

human lifewas overat the mournful and frightful moment of physical death...
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i Daddy, Mummy, where shall we go now?The girl asked cheerfullyit
seemed that now, when they all were together, she was completely happy again and
ready to lead her life here, in an unknown, for her, level of existence.

i Oh, Mummy, look. My hand went through the bench!!! How can | sit down
then? The girl exclaimed vih surprise.

Before the mother had time to answer, the air right above them sparkled with all
the colours of the rainbow and began to thicken, transforming into a blue channel of
amazing beauty which lookeeery like the one | had seenduring my unfortunde
"bathing"” in the river. The channekparkled and shimmered with thousands of stars
and wrapped the dumbfounded family within the thickening cloud.

i | don't know who you are, girl, but you know something about thdihe
mother unexpectedly asked niePlease, tell me. Should we tiere?

i Yes, you should. | am afraid siol answered as calmly as possililelhis is
your new world where you will live. It is very beautiful. You will liketitere.

| was a trifle sad that they had to leave so soon, batlérstood that it was for
the better: they should avoid regrets about the world they just lost, because they would
quickly accept their new world and new life...

i Look, Mummy, it is beautiful!'! AImost like ChristmasVidas, Vidas. Isn't it
solovely?!
Thelittle thing was absolutely delightetl. What are you waiting for? Let's go!
The mother sadly smiled at me and tenderly said:
i Farewell girl, whoever you are, | wish you happiness invioidd.

Embracing her little children, she turned to the sparklingnolel. They all,
except for little Kate, were very sad and looked extremely worried. They had to leave
everything they were accustomed to and knew so well and "go" who knows where.
Unfortunately, they had no choice. Suddenly a luminous female figure csedlen
itself in the middle of the sparkling channel and slowly began to approach the
dumbfounded bunched up family.

i Alice?T The mother said, squinting at the nguest.

The spirit smiled and stretched her hands toward the woman as if inviting her
embraces.

i Alice, is it reallyyou?!

i Well, we finally meet again, my dedr.The shining creature pronouncéd.
Are you all here? Oh, what a pity! It's too early for them... Wipittya. .

i Mummy, who is she?i The little child whisperedin astonishmenti How
beautifulsheis!
Who is she, Mummy?

i She is your aunt, dedr.The mother answereaifectionately.

i That beautiful lady is my aunt? This is gréa new aunt!!! And who is she?
i The curious girl could not quietown.

i She is my sister, Alice. You havever seen her. She went away to "another"
world before you were born.
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i Well, it was long ago theii. Little Kate confidently established an "undeniable
fact."

The luminous "aunt" sadly smiled watching her cheerful little niece who saw
nothing bad in thisvew situation. The girl merrily hopped on one leg, testing her
unusual "new body" and feeling absolutely satisfied with the latter stared inquiringly
at the growrups, full of expectation, that at last they are going to go into the unusual
luminous "new wdd." She seemed to be quite happy again, because the whole family
was there which meant that everything was perfect and all right and there was no
need to worry about anything anymor e.
the people she loved drshe did not have to think about what had happened to them
anymore and she just waited for what would happst.

Alice looked at me very attentively and softly said:
i Itis too early for you, girl. A very long road awaytsu.

The luminous blue channdilssparkled and shone, but it seemed to me that the
luminescence was becoming weaker. As if confirming my thought, the "aunt" said:

i Itis time, my dearest. You do not need this world imoye.

She embraced them all (which surprised me a little, becauseswddenly
became bigger) and the luminous channel disappeared together with the sweet girl
Kate and her wonderful family... | felt empty and sad as if | again had lost someone
dear, as happened almost always after a new meeting with a person who was
"leaving".

i Are you all right, girl2 | heard an alarmed voice. Somebody was shaking me,
trying to "return” me to the "normal" state, because it seemed that | had again
"entered" into another world, distant for others, too deeply and scared a good man
with my "abnormallyfrozen"calmness.

The evening was still wonderful and warm and everything around was the same
as it was an hour ago... but | did not want to stroll anymore.

Some fragile, good lives had just been torn off so easily and flown away to
another wadd like white clouds. | was sad, as if they had taken a little piece of my
lonely heart with them. | wanted to believe that the lovely girl Kate would be happy
while expecting to return "home." | was sincerely sorry for those who did not have
such "auntsto calm their fear, and who rushed about in horror departing for another,
unknown and frightening world, having no idea what waited for them and not
believing that their own redllFE was still going on...

24. An angel

Days glided by unnoticed. Weeks passed. Gradually | began to get used to my
unusual everyday visitors. In fact all events, even the oddest ones, which at the very
beginning we consider almost a miracle, become ordinary, if they recur regularly. Just
as hapened with my wonderful "guests" who greatly amazed me in the beginning
and then became almost an ordinary phenomenon to which | honestly gave part of my
heart and was ready to give much more to help anybody, but it is impossible to absorb
endless human pawithout it asphyxiating and destroying you. Therefore | became
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more careful and tried to help without opening all the "sluices" of my boiling emotions
and tried to remain as calm as possible; and to my greatest surprise, | noticed very
soon that | couldhelp more efficiently without getting tired and spent noticeably less
life-force.

It would seem that my heart should have been "locked" very quickly, being
submerged in a "waterfall* of human sadness and grief, but apparently, the joy for
those who had fnd the so long needed peace, when | succeeded in helping them,
greatly exceeded any sadness, and | wanted to do it endlessly, as much as my forces,
unfortunately still those of a child, allowed. So, | continued to ttalkach ongto
search for somebodyomewhere, to prove something to somebody, to convince
somebody of something and, when | could, even to console somebody...

All "cases" were very alike; all of them had one and the samé & wish to
“correct" that which one did not have time to liverough or to do right in the
"passed"” life. But sometimes there were really outstanding cases which were fast
imprinted in my memory, making me come back to them over and over...

When they appeared | was sitting quietly at the window and drawing roses for
my school homework. Suddenly | heard very clearly a thin but very persistent child's
voice which for some reason spoke in a whisper:

iMummy, please! Webre only gmwpdng to t

The air in the middle of the room became thick and spirits, which looked
very like each other, appeared. As it turned out later, it was a mother and her little
daughter. | was silently waiting, watching them in surprise, because previously spirits
had come to mexclusively one at a timeTherefore, in théeginning | thought that
one of them probably had to be like me, that being, alive; but | could not define which
one, because according to my perception

The woman was still silent, and the girl obviously unable to waitlanger,
lightly touched her and quietly whispered:

i Mummy!

There was no reaction whatsoever. The mother seemed absolutely indifferent to
anything, and only the child's thin voice was able to sometimes snatch her out of this
terrible numbness for a short idhand lit a little spark in her green eyes which had
seemed to be extinguished forever...

The girl, on the contrary, was merry and very lively. It seemed that she was quite
happy in thevorld where she dwelt presently.

| could not understand what was wgphere and tried to be as calm as possible
in order not to frighten off my strange guests.

i Mummy! Come on! Talk!!l' Obviously the girl lost patiencagain.
She was five or six by appearance, but it was she who was in the lead in this
strange company.he woman kept silence all thiene.

| decided to try to "melt the ice" and asked as softly as possible:
i Tell me, may | help you isomething?
The woman sadly looked at me and at last said:
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i Can somebody really help me? | killed ehgughter!

On hearing such confession, | felt chills run up and down my spine, but it did
not perplex the girl at all and she calrmphonounced:

il tds M™Mammy.t r ue,
i S0, what happened in reality? carefullyasked.

i A terribly huge truck ran over us; my mum was driving. 8tieks it was her
fault that she could not save rineThe girl explained patiently with the tone of a little
professori And now my mum does not want to live even here and | cannot convince
her how much | neeker.

i Tell me, what do you want me to db? asked her.

i Would you, please, ask my dad to stop blaming mum for all thatP of a
sudden the girl asked very sadiyl. am very happy here with her, but after each time
we go to see dad, she becomes the way she is now for anfeng

| understood thathe father had probably loved this child very much and, on
having nowhere he could unburden himself of his pain, he accused her mother of
everything that had happened.

i Do you also want it? | gently asked thevoman.

The only thing she did was a sad nod ¢hen she again firmly locked herself in
her mournful world, letting nobody in there, including her little daughter, so anxious
for her mum.

i Dad is good. He just does not know that we Btil. i The girl said faintlyi
Pl ease, tell hi mé

Probably there is nothing more awful in the world than to feel such guilt as the
mother did... Her name was Christina. When she was alive, she was a cheerful and
very happy woman who was just twenty six at the moment of her death. Her husband
adored herée

Herlittedaught er s name was \Vi®mwmina,hapgynd s
family adored by all, and the father simply worshipped her. His name was Arthur, and
he also was merry and cheerful just like his wife, before her death. And now nobody
and nothing could hplhim to find any peace in his soul tormented by ruthless pain.
And he graduallallowed hatred toward his most beloved human being, his wife,
to grow within him, thus trying to protect his heart from total destruction.

i If you go to visit my dad, pleasepch 6t be frightenedé He
strange, but it happens only when he is not "rdallhe girl whispered. | felt how
very unpleasant it was for her to talk about it.

| did not want to ask and thus distress her even more and decided that | would
find out for myself. | asked Vesta who of them would wish to show me where they
had lived before their death, and whether her father still lived there. The place which
they indicated disappointed me a little, because it was quite far from my house and
time was needed to get there. Therefore | could not think up anything right now and
asked my new acquaintances whether they would be able to appear again in a few
days? On getting the affirmative reply, | firmly promised them that | would meet their
husband anéather.
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Vesta glanced at me with a slightly mischievous look and said:

i If my dad refuses to hear you out at once, say that hisctibX misses him
very much. He called me this only when we were alone and nobody else ikrtows

Suddenly her playful face bete very sad. Obviously she remembered
something very dear to her and she indeed began to look like a smalifox

i All right, if he refuses to believe me, | shall tell him thid.promised.

The figures disappeared, softly twinkling. | continued to sity chair, trying
to think something up to get at least two or three free hours to have the opportunity to
keep my word and visit a disillusioned with life father...

At that time "two or three hours" outside home was quite a long period of time
of which lundoubtedly would have to give an account to my grandmother or mother.
As | never could lie convincingly, | had to think ofeal reason for my absence for
such a long time.

By no means could | | et my new guest s

The next day was Friday and msandmother was going to go to the city market
which she did almost every week, although, honestly speaking, there was no huge
necessity in that, because the majority of fruits and vegetables grew in our garden,
and other food could be bought in the nelagrscery stores. Therefore a weekly
“tour" to the market obviously had another reason and mostly was symibdiicah
simply wanted to "get some fresh air”, meet with her friends and acquaintances, and
also to bring us some delicious things from the reafér the weelkend.

| hung around her for quite some time and could not invent anything, and then
she suddenly asked:

iwhy canét you keep still? Whatoés the
i | have to go outi | fired, happy to have unexpected helg-or a longiime.

i For odake erifosydur ownP My gran askedsquinting.

iFor otherso, and Wwordleal |l y need it. I

As usual, she scrutinized me (few liked this gaze of hetseemed that she
peeped straight into your soul) and finally said:

i You should be home by dien not later. Is ienough?

| nodded, restraining myself from jumping for joy. | could not imagine that
everything would turn out as | wanted so easily. Grandmother often truly surprised
mei it seemed that she always knew when the matter was truly samnoluwhen just
a whim, and usually helped me, within the limits of the possible. | was grateful to her
very much for her faith in me and my odd acts. Sometimes | was almost sure that she
knew exactlywhat | did and where | went. Probably, she did knowy bnever asked
her about it.

We went out from the house together, as if both going to the market, but after
the first turn we separated and each we
The house where Vestaodos father stildl
calledthe first districts with mangtoreyed buildings, which recently began to be built
in the town) and was approximately a forty minute rapid walk from us. | always liked

Back to content

66



Svetlana de Rohanevashova. Revelation

to walk very much, and it never caused any inconvenience to me, but | did not like
thisnew district, because all the houses were like match haxestical and faceless.
Besides, because the place had only just begun to be built on, there was not a single
tree or any other "greenery"”, and it looked very much like a stone and asphalt model
of an ugly and unreal town. Everything was cold and soulless, and | always felt very
uncomfortablé i t seemed to me that | | acked ai

Besides, it was almost impossible to find the number of a house, even if one
wished to very much. For example,av¢ b et ween houses -~ 2 a
understand how that could be, guessing
There was no logic in it whatsoever, and | could not understand how somebody can
live in such chaos. But | was helped and at last gz in finding the house |
needed. So, | finally stood in front of the closed door, wondering how an absolutely
unknown man would meate.

| met many people | never knew this way, which always required huge nervous
tension on my part. | never felt comfarb | e , breaking into so
therefore each "excursion" like this always seemed to me a little mad. Also | perfectly
understood how bizzare it must sound to those who had just lost a dear person and a
little girl suddenly intruded in theiife and declared that she could help them to talk
to a dead wife, sister, son, mother or father. Admit it; they should have considered it
absolutely and totally abnormal! To tell the truth, | cannot understand even now, why
did all these people listen toe at all?

So, now | stood in front of a stran
absolutely no idea what awaited me behind it. But | thought about Christina and Vesta
and mentally scolded myself for cowardice. | forced myself to raise my trembling
hand and push the buttonté

Nobody answered for very long time. | already was going to leave as the door
suddenly swung open with a jerk and a young man appeared on the threshold. He was
undoubtedly very hansome in the past, but now he, regrettably, produetder
unpleasant impression, because he was absolutely drunk.

| became scared and my first thought was to go away as quickly as possible. But
next to me | felt the raging emotions of two very disturbed spirits which were ready
to sacrifice heaven knowshat in order that this drunk and unhappy, but so dear and
bel oved man, could at | ast hear t hem, i

i What do you want? He began aggressiveinough.

He was truly drunk as a skunk and all the time swayed from side to aside,
obviously having difficulty being stead
words about her daddy being "not real" meant! Apparently, when the girl saw him in
this state, with did not remind her dfier daddy who she had known and loved for
all her short life, she called him "not real".

iPl ease, dondti Hereoicadounded th mphead,has ifrshe felt
what | was thinking about at that moment. It forced mieréee up andpeak.

i ' would like to talk to youT | said soothinglyl May | comein?
i What for?i Almost maliciously, the maasked.
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iPl ease, I beg you, donot worry... I
daughter. She is here with me, if you wanttotalkte r é

| was afraid to imagine what reaction my words could cause in the blind drunk
man. As it appeared, | truly was right to be fearful.

He roared like an injured beast, and | was afraid that all the neighbours would
come running and | would have to geay, achieving nothing.

iDondt vy oiuThafahereihfuridted by my words, ragédwhere did
such a thing like you come from? Get out!!!

| did not know what to say to him, how to explain and whether it was really worth
doing? He understood almostthimg at that moment. But the thin voice again
whispered:

iDondot be afraid, please. Tellstate.i m t h

il beg your pardon, Arthur. This is vy
want to believe it or not, your daughis here with me. It is true! And now she sees
everything that you do and hears what gay.

For a fraction of a second he stared at me with almost intelligent gaze and |
already rejoiced that everything would be all right, as suddenly strong handk raise
me from earth and put me on the other side of the threshold, quickly slamming the ill
fated door right in front of my very nose.

To my shame, | was absolutely taken aback. Certainly, many different things had
happened over the time that | communicatdth the dead. Some people were angry
only because an unknown girl suddenly dared to shatter their peace. Some did not
want to belive in the reality of what | tried to tell them. Some did not want to talk at
all, because | was a stranger to them. Yeg, aflihings happened... But nobody ever
chucked me out of the house. Again, like it sometiiregspened to me, | felt myself
to be a little and helpless girl who wanted very much thaéeer grown up would
give me some good advice which would solve alghoblems at once and everything
would fall into place.

Unfortunately, there was no "grown up" next to me and | had to get out of this
scrape by myself. So, taking a deep breath and closing my eyes tight, | pulled my
“trembling" emotions togetherand pasd t he door bel | again é

Danger is not frightful when you know how it looks. Therefore | said to myself
that | just had to deal with a drunk, embittered with pain, person who | would not be
afraid of anymore.

This time the door o0 pdeunkerdfaceraxpessedjuttar ¢ k

surprise.

i You? Again!i He could not believé.

| was very afraid that he would slam the door again and then | would have no
chance to do anything...

iDaddy, daddy, pl ease! Dondt offend
will help us!!!'T The girl whispered, on the verge of weeping.t 6 s me-cubly our
Do you remember how you promised me to take me to the magic mountain? Do you?

i She "glued" heround pleading eyes on me, desperately asking me to repeat her
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words. | looked at her mother. Christinedded.

It didndét seem a good idea to me, but
of them, because this wHweir life and, most likely, it wagheir last conversation.
I repeated the Ilittle girlds words

expression. It seemed that he had been stabbed right in the heart. | tried to talk to him
or calm him down somehow, but he was beside himself ancecefodheaanything.

i Please, entet. The girlwhispered.

| managed to squeeze by him through the doorway and entered the flat. There
was a stifling smell of alcohol and of something that | could not define.

Once, a long time ago, it had been a very pleaaad comfortable flat, one of
those which we catlhappy. But now it was a real "nightmare”, which its owner was
unable to get out of on his own...

Pieces of broken porcelain were scattered all over the floor, mixing with torn
photos, clothes, and heavemws what else. The windows were tightly curtained and
the room was submerged in sesiarkness. Certainly, this kind of "decor” could only
cast a mortal gloom followed by suicide...

Probably, Christina had similar thoughts, because she suddenly asked me:
i Please, dsomething.

| answered: "Of course!", but thought to myself: "If I only knew what!!!"
Nevertheless, something had to be done and | decided that | would try until | got
whatever result either he would hear me at last or (at worst) he again wahuldk
me out of the flat.

i S0, are you going to talk to them or notPasked him with deliberate anger in
myvoiceil dondét have spare time for you an
personi your daughter is here withme!

The man suddenljopped into an arathair, embraced his head with his hands
and began to sob bitterly. It lasted long enough, and it was obvious that, like most
men, he absolutely did not know how to cry. His tears were scanty and came to him
very hard. Forthefirsttime under st ood whattedh®0 etxpuleyp

| sat down on the edge of a bestdble and confusedly watched the stream of

another persondés tears, having absol ut e
i Mummy, what are all those monsters doing hér€Rescared thin voice faintly
asked.

Only now did | notice some very strange creatures a multitude of which "spun”
around the drunken Arthur...

My hair stood on end. They appeared to be mostly "monsters" fromtédas,
only here theyseemedvery real. Theylooked like evil spirits released from an oil
| amp which managed to "fasten" right tc
bunch of grapes, gladly "devouring" his Hferce, which was almost exhausted
alreadyé

| felt that Vesta was absolutely horrified but tried not to show it as best she could.
The poor thing watched in horror at how the terrible "monsters" pitilessly "ate" her
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beloved father right before her eyes. | had no idea what to do but somethingemust b
done immediately. | quickly looked around and found nothing better to grasp than the
pile of dirty plates and toss them on the floor with all my might. Arthur jumped up in
the armchair and stared at me with his halhdeyes.

i Stop moping! | cried.T Look, what “friends" you have invited to yduouse!

| was not sure whether he could see what we saw, but this was my only hope to
bring him round somehow and thus make him sober up a bit.

The way his eyes suddenly became like saucers | undeiistashwit. Totally
horrified, he dashed aside into a corner, being unable to take his eyes off his "cute"
guests and say a word; he only pointed at them with his trembling hand. He was
trembling with shock and | understood that if | did nothing, the poor mandwaayle
a nervousattack.

| mentally tried to address the strange monlgtercreatures, but nothing good
came of it; they ominously "growled", waving me away with their paws with sharp
claws and without turning around, sent a very painful power blowgbtranto my
chest. One of them "unglued" from Arthur and thinking that Vesta would be easy prey,
jumped on her. The girl began to squeal wildly from surprise] lmrte has to give
her due for bravery she began to fight it off with all her might. Theyne@ncorporeal
spirits, therefore perfectly "understood” each other and could freely inflict and
exchange energy shots. You should have seen the fervour with which the fearless little
girl threw herself intdattle.

Surely her vigorous blows made the shlimg "monster” see stars, but to our
shame we, the three observers, froze so that we did not react immediately to give her
any help. Right then Vesta began to look like a totally squeezed golden lump and, on
turning transparent, disappeared somewhenaderstood that she had given all her
forces, trying to defend herself, and now she had nothing left to maintain the contact
with us. Christina perplexedly looked arouingrobably her daughter was not in the
habit of disappearing all of a sudden, leavirey absolutely alone. | began to look
around then and | saw the most pwachnk face | ever saw in my life, both before
and after... Arthur was in real shock and looked right aivtied

Most likely the overdose of alcohol, huge stress and all subsequerions
opened a "door" between our different worlds for a short while arsdwwéis dead
Christina, being beautiful and "real" the same as he always knew her. No words could
describe the expression in their eyes! They did not talk, although, as stowdkr
Arthur could hear her. | think, he jusbuld not talk at that moment, but his eyes
contained everything the wild pain which had tormented him for so long, boundless
happiness which stunned him with its suddeness and supplication, and a lot more
things which no words would be able to express!

He stretched out his hands to her, not understanding that he would never be able
to hug her anymore in this world. | think he hardly understood anything at all then...
He simplysaw her again, which was quiiacredible in itself! All the rest did not
matter to him at all... And here Vesta appeared again. She stared at her dad in surprise
and suddenly, understanding everything, cried heardingly:

i Darad! Daddy!!! i She threw her arms around his neck, or rather tried to,
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because she, like her mother, could never physically touch him in thisamgritbre.

i My fox-cub, my dear, dear, child, my joy. The father repeated, grasping
emptinessi Don 6.t oon 6t | eave me, pl ease!

He literally "choked" with emotions too strong for his tormented heart. And here
| became worried that this unexpected, almost superhuman, happiness could kill him...
But the hissing and frenzied "monsters”, about which we haflytébrgotten, took
the strain off (just in time!), bubhey obviously were not going to forget anybody. To
my shame, | absolutely forgot about them, being "hypnotized" by the beauty of the
family reunion! Now, they changed "tactics" and did not attaek fther. They
considered it more comfortable to appease their eternal "hunger" and sate themselves
with the lifeforce of a childi little Vesta. Arthur frantically brandished his arms,
trying to protect his daughter, but of course he was unable to haroody. The
situation got totally out of hand and began to acquire a very unpleasant turn too
quickly. I had to get rid of this degoth- clawshissing horror as quickly as possible
and do that so that it could never come back and hurt thexpaon &

i Think, think, think!7 | yelled to myself, almostloud.

Suddenly, in a bright flash, | saw a "picture" of my body shining with blinding
green and my old "star friends" who smiled on me and pointed at that green light...
Most likely my "panicking" brain somehowsucceeded in calling them from
somewhere, and now they tried in their own way to "prompt" me as to what | must
do. Without thinking twice, | closed my eyes and tried to concentrate and mentally
call the feeling forgotten a long time ago. In a fractiora slecond the whole of me
"blazed" with the same amazingly bright green light which | had just seen in the
“picture"” that my friends showed me. My body shone so brightly that it lit up almost
the whole room together with the swarming loathsome creatus@s. mot sure what
to do further, but | felt that | must direct this "light" (or more precisely, energy) at the
wriggling "monsters"” to force them to disappear from our sight as quickly as possible
and from Arthuro6s | ife, whhemh was compl

The room blazed with green and | felt that a very "thick" green ray broke from
my hands and hit the mark.-wArWwdl ¢ 0s o wl
heard. | thought that everything was over at last and they would disappear for good,
but it appeared that the "happy ending" had not come yet. The creatures convulsively
clutched with their claws and paws at the father swinging with his hands and the
daughter bravely fighting with them and obviously were not going to surrender. |
understoodhat Vesta would not survive the second "attack" and thus lose her only
chance to talk to her father for the last time. | could not allow that. | pulled my strength
together once again and with all my force "flung" the green rays at all "monsters”
simutan eousl y. Something | ousdehcg. fl apped an

At last all monstetike creatures disappeared and we could finally breathe a sigh
of relief.

This was my first, still a "child's", war with real creatures from the-éstval
level of our planetl cannot say that it was pleasant or | was not scared. Today we live
in the twentyfirst century with a glut of computer games and have got used to
everything, so that no scary thing can surprise us anymore. Even little children feel
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totally at home in thevorld of computer vampires, werewolves, killers and rapists
and are absolutely delighted to kill, cut, devour and shoot just to "go to the next level”
of their favourite game. Most likely, if a real monster were to appear at that moment
in a room, they wold not even think about being frightened, but surely lump the
blame onto special effects, holography, shifting in time, etc, despite the fact that none
of them could experience ireality either "time travel" or the other "effects" they
adore sanuch.

But they proudly feel themselves the "fearless heroes" of their favourite cruel
games, althougtt is highly unlikely that these heroes would behave in the same
"heroic” way, if they saw any LIVING low-astral monster in reality.

But let us come back into ouwom, now "purified" from the clavandfang dirt.

Gardually I calmed down and was able to talk to my new acquaintances. Arthur
sitting in the arnchair, stonestill and dumbfounded, looked nat me. The alcohol
had totally evaporated from him and nowwsavery pleasant but recklessly unhappy
youngman.

i Who are you? Are you an angeb?1 He askedaintly.

| was asked this question very often (only without "too") when | met the spirits
and | already got used to not reacting to it, although to telktiie, tin the beginning
it perplexed me for a long time.

| pricked up my ears.
i Why "to0"?1 Puzzled, asked.

i Somebody came to me who called himself an "angel”, but | know that it was
not you.i Arthur answeredadly.

A very unpleasant conjecture dawngmbn me...

i Did you feel bad after the "angel" left?l asked, having already understood
what was the matter.

i How do you know? He was verysurprised.

i It was not an angel, rather on the contrary. You were simply used, but | cannot
explain it correctly foryou, because | still know little about it. | simply feel when it
happens. You have to be very careful.he only thing | could tell hinthen.

i Is this something like what | saw todayArthur askedhoughtfully.

i In a way, yes.

It was clear that he didibest to understand all that. Unfortunately, | was unable
to explain everything to him, because | was just a little girl which tried to "dig" down

to truth on her own, being guided in her "search" just by her "special talent", still
unclear even to hergel

Obviously Arthur was a strong person who, being unable to understand what was
going on, simphacceptedit. However, no matter how strong this exhausted by pain
man was, it was obvious that his bel ove
could notsee brought unendurable and deep suffering to him... One had to have a
stone heart to calmly observe how he looked around with the eyes of a confused child,
trying to "return” his beloved wife Christina and his brave dear-"¢ok"T Vesta, if
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only for afraction of a second. Regrettably, his brain could not endure such a huge
| oad and became firmly "shut down" i sa
world, thus preventing their communication.

Arthur neither begged for help nor was indignant... To myreous relief, he
accepted those crumbs which life could give to him today with surprising calmness
and gratitude. Obviously, the "squall" of both positive and negative emotions totally
emptied his poor, exhausted heart, and now he could only patientjyheaing that
| would have something to offer him.

They talked for a long time, even making me cry, despite the fact that | thought
| had got used to something like that, if, certainly, one can get used to this at all...

In approximately an hour | felt like a squeezed lemon and began to worry a little,
thinking about returning home, but did not dare to stop this meeting, which had
already become much happier, but regrettably doomed to kestlume. Very many
who I triedto help this way pleaded with me to come again, but | refused. Not because
| did not pity them, but because there were so many of them and | was one,
unfortunately. Besides | had to limey own life which | adored and always dreamed
of living as fully andinterestingly as possible.

Therefore, no matter how I pitied them, | always gave myself to a person for only
one meetingin order that he had the opportunity to change (or at least to try) that
which he or she would like very much to change umually had not the slightest
hope of doing sol considered it to be fair enough, both for me and for them. Only
for one did | break my "iron" rule and met my guest several times, because | just could
not say no tder.

25. Stella

How can one understand or explainttianich he never heard or knew? But
people do it constantly, without thinking that maybe they are wrong or others quite
simply do not need their opinion or explanation... | still remember my only intent to
tell a "clever man" about a charming girl witha¢ i d name Stel |l a. F
eye view", he very indulgently began to explain toweat | had"truly” felt and
what had"really" happened....

It was an amazing story and | was eager to share it with somebody for the first
time, but aftethisunprecedented in its foolishness case, | never repeated a similar
error and shared my thoughts or adventures with anybody, except my father,
which happened a bit later. Then I firmly decided that | would never again allow
someone to wound my soul, whichdually held "unbuttoned" for all who might
need it, so badly and which now got a deep crack in it, because a quitetthal
person senselessly wanted to make a brilliant display of his "knowledge" in front
of a naive nineyearold child.

The most sheking detail here was that this person was a “edilicated”
university professor who was invited to our school to carry out a meeting and | thought
that he would be the one whimderstood everything correctly, like it should be.

But as it appeared, a gruete degree could not always give a real level of
understanding, not to mention his stale and indifferent soul. Like one magnificent
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writer said: "even a small mind can shine, if it is properly rubbed against books". So,
obviously, this professor had rultbhismind...

But this story is not about him, but about someone truly pure and lucid and
therefore absolutely worthwhile telling about.

One early autumn morning | walked in the nearby forest. On gathering a bouquet
of the last autumn flowers, |, as usueme to the cemetery to lay them on my
grandadds grave.

Our cemetery was very beautiful (if, certainly, one may use this word to describe
this sad place). It was (and still is) right in the forest in a surprisingly light glade
surrounded by mighty old tes and looked like a quiet green harbour where
everybody could find rest and peace, if fate for one or another reason suddenly broke
his fragile thread of life. We called this cemetery "new", because it had just been
opened and my graradhd was only the thd person to be buried there. Therefore it
did not look like a real cemetery...

| entered the gate and greeted a shortish, thin, old lady who sat there alone and
was submerged in the train of likeoughts.

The day was pleasant, sunny and warm, althougiimau had acceded to the
throne and ruled very confidently. The light breeze rustled in the remaining leaves,
spreading around the sweet smell of honey, mushrooms and earth warmed by the last
sun rays... Kind, deep and "golden" silence reigned in this fodgtace of Eternal
Rest, just like it should.

As usual, | sat down on a small bench
the latest news. | knew that it was foolish and that he could not hear me, even if |
wished it very much (because his spirielilvin me from the day of his death), but |
lacked his presence so strongly and constantly, that | had allowed myself this tiny,
inoffensive illusion in order to return that wonderful connection which | had only with
him alone, if only for a short moment.

So, | quietly and peacefully "spoke” to my grandad and did not notice when the
miniature old lady came and sat down next to me on a small stump. | do not know
how long she sat with me like this, but when | came back into "normal reality", | saw
blue radianeyes, not at all senile, which tenderly looked at me, as if asking whether
| needed any help.

i Oh, | am sorry. | did not notice when you carhd! said being strongly
embarrased.

Usually it was difficult to approach me unnoticed. An internal senseelbf
defence always snapped into action, but this nice old lady emmited such warm and
boundless good which most likely inhibited all my "protective reflexes".

i Well, here | am, speaking with my grandad.saidabashedly.

iDonot be agd tha otHady, shodkeharrhead, you have a soul
grantor . 't i s a rare asmhedenor mous hapeg

| looked at the frail and very unusual old lady with total attention having
absolutely no idea what she was talking about, but for some reason fealahgtab
and complete trust toward her. She sat closer, tenderly hugged me with her aged, dry,
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but very warm hand and unexpectedly smiled very brightly:

i D o nwotry, dear,everythingwill be all right. Justd o nbé ih a hurry
to know all theanswers. It is too early for you, becauseyrder to get answers, first
of all you must know the correct questionswhich have not matured in you yet...

Many years had to pass before | succeeded in understanding what this strange
wise old lady truly wardd to say. But then | just listened to her very attentively, trying
to memorize every word in order to "scroll" later in my memory everything | did not
understand (but which was, as | felt, very important for me) and try to catch at least
grains of what waold help me in my eveasting search.

i You have undertaken too heavy a weight. Be careful, you may overstrain
yourself.i The old lady calmly continued and | understood that she meant my contacts
with the deadi Not all people are worth it, deg8ome mus pay for their acts,
otherwise they will begin to consider that they deserve forgiveness for no reason
whatsoever, and then the only thipgur goodness will bring to them is harm.
Remember, my little ongood always must b&VISE. Otherwisat is not good, but
just an echo of your heart or desire which may not necessarily coincide with the
real essence of the person to whom you have given such a precigifis

| suddenly became ill at ease. It seemed that those words were not said by a nice
odladybuta very wise and kind sorceress whc
in my brain. It looked like she carefully conducted me along toeréct" path in
order that |, still little and foolish, would not have to "stumble" too often, undertaking
my "soft-hearted feats", sometimes quite incormes.

A panic thought suddenly flashed through my mind: what if she disappears right
now?! But | wanted so much that she shared with me as many things as possible!

But | understood that this would be exactly thecéiving something for freé
against which she had just warned me. Therefore | tried to take hold of myself,
extinguish my raging emotions as much as | could and rushed to "defend" my
rightness.

i What if those people just made errorddid not give upi Everybody makes
a mistake sooner or later and has the righ¢pent.

The old lady sadly looked at me and calmly said, shaking her grey head:

i There are mistakes, and then there are mistakes, my dear. Not just any mistake
can be atoned by anguish or pdet alone words; as well a®t everybody who
wishes to repent should get the chance to because, due to
foolishness, hgalues nothingthatcomes to him gratisor when a gifrequires no
effort from him. Therefore, there is nothing ead®m one who has made a mistake,
than to repent, bub change himselifis indeed incredibly hard. You would not give
a chance to a criminal just because you suddenly felt pity for him, would you? But
anybody who offends, hurts or betrays his nearest aatkdt becomes a criminal in
his heart, if only for a tiny, insignificant fraction of a second. Therefore, "give"
carefully,gi r | é

| sat very quietly, deeply in thought about the words which this amazing old lady
had just shared with me. Only I still coutdt agree with her wisdom. An unshakable

faith in good was very strong in me, like in every innocent child, and back then her
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words seemed to me too hard and not quite just. But thatheas

As if catching the train of my "indignant” thoughts, she telydgtroked my hair
and quietlysaid:

i This is exactlywhat | meant,when| saidthat you havenot yet
maturedenoughfor thecorrect questions Don 6t worry, dear.
soon, maybe sooner than you think now...

| accidentally glanced into hewyes and | felt a chill down my spine... They were
the most amazing, truly bottomless, omniscient eyes of a person who had lived on
Earth for at least a thousand years! | never saw such eyes!

She probably noticed my confusion and reassuringly wispered:
i Life is not like you think, little one. But you will understand it later, when you

begin to accept it correctly. Your fate is strange... hard and very light, woven of stars.
Many fates are in your hands. Take care of yourgeilf,

| did not understand whall that meant, but | had no time to ask because to my
huge regret the old lady suddenly disappeared and a, shocking in its beauty, picture
appeared instead a strange transparent door opened and a sunlit marvellous city
appeared as if being made of aidgiece of crystal... It sparkled with all the colours
of the rainbow. The shining edges of its incredible palaces or amazing buildings and
structures, which one never could see on Earth, twinkled. It was a breathtaking
embodiment of somebody's crazy deéutiful dream. And there, a little human being
sat on the transparent step of the fretted porch, a very fragile and serious redheaded
girl who amiably waved her hand to me. Suddenly | had an urge to get closer to her.
| thought that it again was "anotheeality and most likely nobody would explain
anything to me, as it had often happened before, but the girl smiled and shook her
head as if saying\No".

At a short distance she appeared quite a "tiddler" who did not look more than
five years old, at theery best.

i Hello!' T She said merrily smiling. | am Stella. How do you like myorld?

i Hello, Stellali | answered carefully. It is very beautiful here, indeed. And
why do you call ityours?

i Because | created it!' The girl twittered, evemerrier.

Dumbfounded | stood with my mouth wide open. Words escaped me... | felt that
she told the truth, but could not imagine how ca@ createsuch a thing and tell
about it so matter of factly.

i My Gran likes it tooi The girl said with contenteair.

| undersood that "Gran" was the unusual old lady who had just talked to me so
amiably and who hugely impressed me, just like her no less unusual granddaughter.

i Are you absolutely alone heré? asked.

i It dependsi The girl grewsad.

iWhy dondét fiends?cal |l your

il don ot i Thalitle onawhisperedheerlessly.

| did not know what to say, being afraid to distress such a strange, lonely and
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charming creature even more.

i Would you like to see something elde3he asked, as if awaken from sad
thoughts.

| only nodded in reply, deciding to leave the thread of conversation to her,
because | did not know what else would distress her and had no wish whatsoever to
try to find out.

i Look, this was yesterdadyStella said, becoming a lmheerful.

The world turnedupside down. The crystal city disappeared and a "southern™

landscape blazing with bright colours materialized. | was so impressed and surprised
that | had a lump in my throat.

i Have you done this tod?l askedcarefully.

She proudly nodded her curly red head. It was very amusing to watch her,
because the girl was earnestly proud of what she succeeded in creating. Who would
not be? She was a tiny being which created new unbelievable worlds in between times
with no effort whatsoever and changed those of which she had tired, just like that...
To tell the truth, it was something that may truly shock you. | tried to understand what
was really happening here. Stella was obviously dead, and it was her spirit that
communicated withme all this time. Butvhere we were andhow she created those
"worlds" was still a real riddle fame.

ils there somet hi ng itTheaitlwagsarprised.on 6t un
i And how, to tell the truthil | exclaimed.

i But you can damuch more! i The girlgrew surprised evemore.

i More?i | asked strucklumb.

She nodded, funnily bowing her red head.Who showed all that to iydu?

carefully asked, being afraid of accidentally hurting her feelings.

i My Gran, of coursei She said, as if it went without sayirigl was very sad
and lonely in the beginning, and my grandmother was very sorry for me. So, she
showed how to dd.

Here | finally understood that it was realigr world which she created Ithe
force of her thought The girl did not even understand wtaatreasure she was!
Unlike her grandmother, who, | think, understood it very well.

As it appeared, several months before Stella died in a car accident together with
all her family. Only the grandmother survived because it happened there was no place
for her in the car that day. She almost went mad when she knew about the frightful,
irreparable tragedy. Oddly enough, Stella did not go to the same level where all her
family went, as usually happens. Her body possessed a highly developed spirit which
went D the highest levels of Earth after death. Thus the girl found herself quite lonely,
because her mother, father and elder brother apparently were the most ordinary people
who had no specisdlents.

iwWwhy havenoét you found s o mihAgarel adkedr e,

warily.

i | have. But they all are sort of old and serious, not like you andl ifiee girl
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whispered thoughtfully.

Suddenly she merrily smiled and her charming little face began to shine like a
bright petitesun.
i Do you want me to show ydwow to doit?

| only nodded in consent, fearing that she could change her mind. But the girlie
obviously wasot going to "change" anything, on the contiashe was extremely

glad to find someone nearer her age, and now was not going to let meaglgo

This "outlook" suited me just perfectly and | was prepared to listen attentively about
her unbelievable wonders.

i Everything here is much easier than on EaithGtella twittered, being
enormously pleased with the attention provided¥ou must jst forget about the
"level" where you still live (!) and concentrate on what you want to see. Try to imagine
it very exactly and it will come.

| tried to disconnect myself from outside thoughts and failed. | never could do
that easily for some reason.

Findly everything disappeared somewhere and | found myself hanging in
complete emptiness. A feeling of Total Peace appeared. lts plenitude was amazing,
impossible to experience on Earth... Then the emptiness began to be filled with a fog
which sparkled with lathe colours of the rainbow and gradually became thick looking
like a shining and very dense ball of stars. Fluently and slowly the "ball" began to
untwist and grow until it looked like a shockingly beautiful, giant sparkling spiral the
end of which wasnebulized" with thousands of stars and disappeared in the endless
expanse. Dumbfounded | looked at this faale unearthly magnificent beauty, trying
to understantiow andwhereit came from. It did not occur to me that it was truly me
who created it irmy imagination. Also | could not get rid of a very strange feeling
that exactly THIS was mgeal home

I Whaa-at is it?i The thin voice asked in a wondstruck whisper.

Stella was in shock, "frozen", unable to move a single muscle. Her eyes wide
like saucers observed the unbelievable beauty which came like a bolt from the blue
who knows where from.

Suddenly the air around us strongly swayed and a luminous creature appeared
right in front of us. He looked very like my old "crowned" star friend, but alsip
it was somebody different. On recovering from shock and examining him more
attentivel vy, I understood that he did |
the first impression "“fixed" the same hoop on the forehead and the same might, but
apat from that they had nothing in common. All my "guests" were tall, but this
creature wasvery tall; his height was, probably, almost five meters. His strange
shining clothes (if they can be called so) were streaming like a banner in the wind all
the time,scattering sparklingrystal tails behind, although we felt no wind or even
breeze around. His long, silver hair shone with strange lunar halo, giving the
impression of "eternal cold" around his head. And his eyes! What eyes he had! | wish
youodd wredoleok intdithem! Before | saw them, | could not imagine such a
thing even in my boldest fantasy. They were incredibly pink and shimmered with
thousands of brilliant stars which lit every time he looked at you. It was absolutely
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unusual and terriblipeautiful.

He emanated a feeling of enigmatic distant Space and something else which my
brain of a little child was unable to grasp then...

The creature lifted his hand with the palm turned toward us and mentally said:
i | am Ales [elei]. You are not ready tome, gdoack.

Naturally, at once | was eager to know who he was and wanted to retain him
somehow, if only for a littlevhile.

i Not ready for what? | asked as calmly ascbuld.
i To comehome i Heanswered.

The unbelievable might (as it seemed to methamd at the same time a strange
deep warmth of loneliness came from him. | wished him never to go away and
suddenly I became so sad that | was on the verge of bursting into tears.

i You will come backj he pronounced in response to my sad thougHtswill
be much later, however. And nawgo.

His halo became brighter and to my huge regret he disappeared.

The sparkling enormous "spiral" shone for some time and then began to scatter
and fully thawed, leaving the deep night behind it.

Stella at last "cam@" from the shock and everything around began to shine with
merry light, hugging us with fairtale flowers and multicoloured birds which her
incredible imagination hurried to create, most likely, wishing to be rid, as quickly as
possible, of the oppres® impression of eternity which leaned heavily on us.

i Do you think it was me? | whispered, still unable to believe in what just
happened.

i Of coursel The girl twittered in a merry voicé.lt was what you wanted, was
not it? It was so huge and frightfuhough very beautiful. | would not want to live
there, not for the world! She confidentlyeclared.

But | could not forget that incrediblgnormous and attractivelyajestic beauty
which, | knew for certain, would become my dream forever, and theedesieturn
there some day will pursue me for long, long years, until one fine day | shall find my
real and lost HOME dast.

iwWwhy are you sad? Youo\v etelld exalamed i | u ¢
surprisei Do want me to show you somethialge?

She wrnkled her nose in a conspiratorial way, after which she looked like a
funny little monkey.

Again everything turned upside down, "landing” us in a mdudight "parrot
like" world where thousands of birds chirped loudly and incessantly. My head began
to sph because of this terrible cacophony.

i Ooops!i Stella laughed, tinkling like a bell,not likethat!

Pleasant silence came at once. We "misbehaved" together for a long time,
creating funny, merry and faitale worlds by turns, which in reality did notpgar
so difficult. | could not tear myself away from this unearthly beauty and the erystal
clean amazing girl Stella who carried warm and merry light within herself and with
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whom | sincerely wanted to stay forever.

Regrettably, real life called me to "cons®wn to Earth" and | had to say
goodbye, without knowing whether | would succeed in seeing her again, if only for
an instant.

Stella looked at me with her large, round eyes, as if wishing and at the same time
not daringto ask me something. | decided & her.

i Do you want me to come again? asked, cherishing

hopes for "yes". Her funny face again shone with all shades

of joy:

i Will you really, really come?! She squeakedappily.

i [ will, really, really.i | promisedfirmly.

26. Stella-2. Harold

My days,busily "up to my neck" in everyday bustle, turned out to be weeks, and
| still could not find free time to visit my darling little friend. | thought about her
almost every day and swore to myself that tomorrow | would find time to "unburden
my heart" withthis wonderful light creature, if only for a couple of hours... There was
also another, very strange, idea which gave me noiréstanted very much to
i ntroduce Stellads grandmother to mine,.
inexplicable reasohwas sure that these extraordinary women would certainly find
something to talk about.

So, one fine day | suddenly decided t
to stop putting aside everything "for t
grandmother would be there that day, | thought that it would be wonderful if | finally
visited my new friend at least and if | were lucky, introduce our dear grandmothers to
each other.

Some strange force literally pushed me out of home, as if someonsoftyy
and at the same time very insistently called me, mentally, from far away.

| quietly came to my grandmother and, as usual, began to hang around her, trying
to think up the best way of telling her about all this.

i Well, shall we go or whatf? Gran askd calmly.

| stared at her in disbelief, trying to understand how she could know that | was
going to go somewhere at all.

But she gave me a sly smile and asked, as if nothing happened:
iwhat ? Dondt youme®ant to wal k with

From the bottom of my heart | wasdignant at such unceremonious intruding
in my "private mental world" and | decided to "test" her.

i Of course, | wanti | exclaimed joyfully, and without telling where we would
go, headed for theoor.

iTake a pullover, w h e n chillyeioMy ggrancimothern g |
called afteme.

That 06s i t'! | could not stand it anym
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mumbled, being offended:
i How do you know where we ag®ing?
iltds writtenie@hnwassmlieggr your face.

Of course, nothing &as written on my face, but | would give anything to know
how she always knew everything so confidently when the matter concemed

In a couple of minutes we were strolling toward the forest, enthusiastically
chatting about different and unbelievabteries, of which she, naturally, knew much
more than me and this was one of the reasons why | liked to go for a walk with her so
much.

There were only two of us and therefore, there was no need to fear that someone
would be eavesdropping on us and nat Mhat we were talking about.

My grandmother easily accepted all my oddities and was never afraid of
anything; and sometimes, if she saw that | totally "got lost" in something, she gave
me advice, helping me to get out of that or another unpleasantaituladit most of
all she simply observed how | would react to complications, which had become
permanent on my "thorny" lifpath. Lately it seemed to me thatly grandmother
waited impatiently for something new to happen in order to see whether | had grown
up even a little bit, or still "stewed" in my "happy childhood", unwilling to get out of
my child's short shirt. But | loved her very much even for such "cruel" behaviour and
tried to use every single opportunity to spend time with her as often as possible.

The forest met us with friendly rustle of gold autumn foliage. The weather was
absolutely gorgeous, and | hoped that | would find my new friends there too.

| picked a small bouquet of still remaining modest autumn flowers, several
minutes more and we cartethe cemetery and | saw the same fragile sweet old lady
sitting at the same place, the cemetery gates...

i Oh, Ithought I could not wait until you camieShe joyfully greeteds.

Extremely surprised, | looked at her with my mouth wide open and molst like
looked foolish enough, because the old lady broke into merry laughter, came to us and
tenderly patted my cheek.

iGo dear, Stella is probably getting
here for a while...

| did not have time to ask how | wioluget to Stella, as everything disappeared
and | found myself in the already familiar, shining with all colours of the rainbow,
world of Stellads luxuriant fantasy an
heard the enthusiastic voice:

i Ah, how swel that you came! | waited and waited fgu!

The girl flew up to me like a whirlwind and dumped a... little red "dragon” right
in my hands. | jumped back in surprise, but then broke into laughter, because it was
the most charming and funny creature invrgeld.

The “"dragon”, if | may call it that, puffed up his tender pink belly and
threateningly began to hiss at me, obviously hoping to frighten me. But when he saw
that nobody was going to be frightened here, calmly settled down on my knees and
began to snuffle gacefully, showing what a "good boy" he was and how strongly he
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should be loved.
| asked Stella what his name was and how long ago she had created him.

i Dear me! | have not thought of what to call him yet! He appeared right now!
You | 1 ke hiinhe gid wvitteded merridyward | felt that she was glad to
see magain.

i He is yoursi She suddenly said.He will live with you.

The dragon funnily pushed out his thorny little mug, hoping to find out whether
| had something interesting for him... Andaxpectedly licked my nose! Stella
squealed in delight and was obviously extremely pleased with her work.

i All right, T | agreedj he can be with me while | ahere.
iDondt you want tidtellawdsarpribed.m wi t h you?

And | understood here thatobably she did not know that we are "different",
and live in different worlds. Most likely, the grandmother did not tell the whole truth
to the little girl, feeling sorry for her, and she sincerely thought that it was exactly the
same world where she héided before with only one differendeshe could create
her world.

| was absolutely sure thatld not want to be the personwho would tell this
small trustful girl what her today's life truly was. She was hapgyemimaginary
reality and | swore in snheart that | would never be the one to destroy her-faley
world. | could not understand one thihghe way the grandmother explained the
sudden disappearance of her family and the whole world where she had lived to her.

i You seej | began with a sntbhitch, smiling,i dragons are not very popular
where | live....

i But nobody will see himi The girl twitteredmerrily.

A load off my mind! | hated lying or slipping out of direct answers, especially
before such gure little human being like Stella. #ppeared that she perfectly
understood everything and succeeded somehow in combining the joy of creation and
the sadness of her loss.

i I have found a friend here at lastThe little one declaredctoriously.

i Really?i | was surprisedi. Will you introduce me to hirsome day? She
amusingly nodded with her fluffy red head and squistgky.

i Do you want to do it right nowP | felt that she was "fidgety" and unable to
restrain her impatience.

i Are you sure that he would want to coniielZaskedcautiously.

Not because | was afraid of somebody or felt shy, simply | was not in the habit
of disturbing people having no special or important cause. | was not sure that right

now this was really such a cause, but Stella was obviously absolutelyeaause in
a fraction of a second a man appeared next to us.

It was a very sad knight. Oh, yes, it was exactly a knight! The fact that, even in
this "other" world where he could "put oatly energy "clothes" he still did not give
up his severe knightl®ok, in which he probably remembered himself very well,
surprised me very much... | thought that he must have very serious reasons for being
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unwilling to change his look after so many years.

Usually, when people die, for some time their spirits alwayk jastlike they
looked in the moment of their physical deatMost likely, the shock and wild fear
before the unknown is great enough to add additional stress to it. When the time comes
(usually in a year), the spirits of old people gradually begin tk lpounger till they
look as they did in the best years of their youth. Prematurely dead children sharply
"mature”, as if "catching up" with their unlived life and come to look like the spirits
they were before they entered the bodies of the poor chiltrergnly difference is
though, some of them "added" a bit in their development, if they were lucky enough
during the short years they spent in their physical bodies. Much later, every spirit
changes, depending dow it lives in the "newtworld.

Unlike othershighly developed spiritthat live atthe mental levebf Earth, can
create their "look" and "clothes", because, on living for a very long tthreel{igher
the development of the spirit, the more rarely it incarnates into a physical pady
getting accustomed enough in "another" world, unknown for them in the beginning,
they can already create a lot of things.

| am still at a loss, why a little girl, Stella, chose exactly this grown up and deeply
hurt man as her friend. But because she ddokbsolutely happy with such an
"acquisition", Il had no choice but to t
faultless intuition.

As it appeared, his name was Harold. Last time he lived in a physical body was
more than a thousand years agd e obviously possessed a very highly developed
spirit, but | felt with my heart that the recollections about his life in the last
embodiment were very painful, because exdctisn there Harold brought this deep
and mournful sorrow, which had accompanta for so many years.

i There! He is very good, and you will be his friend todbtella pronounced
happily, paying no attention to the fact that her new friend was here too and could
perfectly heaus.

It obviously does not occur to her that to talk aldwut in his presence cannot
be quite proper. She simply was very happy that at last she had a friend and shared
this happiness with me openly and with grgaasure.

She was amnbelievably happy child We call it "happy in nature”. Neither
before nor after did | meet anybody who would look like, even a little, this "sunny"
and charming girl. It seemed that no trouble or misfortune could knock her out of her
extraordinary "happy track". Not because slas unable to understand or feel human
pain or misery; on the contrary, | was sure that she felt it much deeper than others.
She produced the impression of being created from celipyofind light and
protected by a strange and very "positive" protecivbich allowed neither grief nor
distressto getto the depthof herlittle andvery kind heartin orderto destroyit by
the everydayavalanche of negative emotions and feelings injured by pain, so usual
for all of us. StellaWAS HAPPINESS herself andyenerously, like the sun, gave it
to all around.

i When | found him, he was so sad! Now he is much better. Right, Harold?
Addressing both of us simultaneously, Stella hapmiytinued.
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i | am very pleased to meet ydu) said, still feeling a little constained.i It
probably is very difficult to be between worlds forleng?

i This world differs little from otherd, Shrugging, the knight answered calmly.
I Only it is almostempty...
i What do you mean empty? wassurprised.

Stella interfered immediatelyit was obvious that she wanted to tell me
everything as quickly as possible and jumped with burning impatience.

i He could not find his family here, but | helped hiimShe gladlyfired.

Harold affectionately smiled at this marvellous, "sparkling" with haggs, little
human being and nodded in confirmation of werds:

i Itis true. | have been looking for them for an eternity, but what | really had to
do was to open theght "door". She helped me to dloat.

| stared at Stella, expecting explanation. Tdirs continued to surprise me more
and more.

i Well, yes,i Stella pronounced, being a bit abasliede told me his story and
| sawthat they are not here. So, | looked for them faehd...

Naturally, | understood very little from such explanation, buaswvashamed to
ask for more and decided to wait what she would say further. But unfortunately or
fortunately, nothing could be easily concealed from the clever girl... Cunningly
glancing at me with her enormous eyes, she offered immediately:

i Do you want meo showyou?

| only nodded affirmatively, being afraid of frightening her off and expecting
something "shockinghanbelievable".

Her "variegated" reality vanished and the unusual landscape appeared...

It appeared to be a very hot, maybe eastern, coumdcguse everything around
dazzled with bright and whiterange light which usually can be found in an area with
burning hot, dry air. The earth was scorched and colourless to the very horizon and
nothing diversified this stingiymonotonous, flat and "na#& landscape except for
distant mountains far away in the blue haze. Far off | saw a small, ancientodite
city which was walled in by a tumbledown stone wall. It was obvious that nobody had
attacked the city for a very long time, and the locals didcace about defence or at
least renovation of the municipal wall.

Narrow ophidian streets hurried inside the city and then united in one, a bit wider
with unusual little "castles" on it which rather looked like miniature white fortresses
surrounded by minat ur e gardens which bashfully
their high stone walls. There was almost no greenery in the city; therefore the
incinerating heat mercilessly "melted" the white stones lit by the wicked midday sun
which furiously brought dowall the power of its scalding rays on unprotected, dusty
streets which, choking lamentably waited for the slightest puff of fresh breeze which
never came. The burning hot air "swayed" with hot waves, converting this unusual
town into a real stuffy ovent seemed this was the hottest day of the hottest summer
onearth.

The picture was very real, just like my favourite famies into which | "fell",
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hearing and seeing nothing around...

Suddenly a small but very "domestic" fortress came forward from treetgl
picture”, which would have looked more like a large and comfortable house, if it had
not been for two funny square turrets.

A little blond boy of four or five years old played on the steps under a big olive
tree. Behindhim a plump pleasant lookinggoman, who looked like a nice good
natured nanny, picked apples under an old apppk

A very beautiful fair young lady appeared in the courtyard and behind her | saw
... my new acquaintandgethe knight Harold.

The woman was dressed in an unusual duticusly, very expensive, long silk
dress the folds of which softly swayed, repeating every motion of her light, elegant
body. A funny | ittle beaded blue sil k
hair, splendidly emphasizing the colour of hegablueeyes.

Despite the incinerating infernal heat, Harold "honestly suffered" in hieaoed
knight's panoply, almost suffocating and damning the heat in his thoughts (after which
he immediately begged pardon of the "gracious” Lord which he had dnesc
devotedly served for so many years). Hot sweat was pouring off him, strongly
irritating his skin and blurring his eyes, heartlessly spoiling the quickly escaping
minutes of their next "last" farewell. Probably the knight was going to go very far
away |, because his fair | adydos face was Vv,
to conceal it as much as she could.

iThis is the | ast t i metrueinthe last intgeieThe . . I
knight hardly articulated, tenderly touching heftgheek.

| heard the conversation mentally; nevertheless, there was a strange feeling of
foreign speech
| perfectly understood the words, but knew that they spoke another language.

i | shall never see you againi..the woman whispered through teardNever

again...
The boy, for some reason, showed no r
departure or his motherds farewell. He

to grownups, as if it had nothing to do with him. It surprised me a litilé | decided
to ask nothing and continue to watch to see what would haygen

iDondt you wa-hye"totne? Eha knight addressed his son. The
boy shook his head, without even liftirtg

i Leave him. He is just angry at yduThe woman sal sadly.i He too believed
that you would not leave him aloa@aymore.

The knight nodded, mounted his enormous horse, galloped along the narrow
street, without turning around and very soon disappeared from sight behind the first
turn. The beautiful lady sy followed him with her eyes, and her soul was ready to
creep ... to run... to fly after him, no matter where, if only she could see or hear him
once again, even for a moment! But she knew that it would not happen and she would
remain where she was, atide the capricious whim of fate she would never again see
and hug her Harol deé never. .. Lar ge, hee
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became haggard in a flash; the dusty soil swallowed crystal dhitips.

i My God, save him..I The lady whisperedbitterly. i | shall never see him
again... never... help him, Myod...

She stood motionless, like a mournful Madonna, seeing and hearing nothing
around. The blond boy nestled up to her, now revealing his sorrow and sadly looking
at the empty street, wheren st ead of hi s bel oved fathe

i How could | not to say goodbye to you, my angelBuddenly the quiet and
bitter voice soundedearby.

Harold looked at his charming and so sad wife, without taking his eyes off her,
and mortal sorn@, which could not be washed off even by the waterfall of tears, hid
in his blue eyes... But he looked a very strong and brave man who would not and could
not shed tears easily.

iPl ease, donodit $t Dlolnadd s bfer asgaidli!le fi nger
handiDondét you see how much they | oved yo
seen it already so many times!

The picture disappeared..l looked at Stella with surprise,but did not have
time to sayanything, as found myself in another "episodeth# strange life which
so deeply affected my soul.

An unusually bright, merry and pink dawn, spangled with diamond drops of dew,
was gradually waking up. The sky blazed up for an instant, painting the edges of lacy,
tow-haired clouds with a scarlet glowc at once it became very light. An early,
extraordinarily fresh morning came into its own. The knight Harold and his united
|l ittle family sat on the terrace of the
of a big tree. The woman looked amaziniggautiful and very happy, like the newly
born dawn... Affectionately smiling, she talked to her husband, sometimes gently
touching his hand. And he, being absolutely relaxed, gently rocked his sleepy,
dishevelled little son, sipped a pink cooling drinkldrom time to time idly answered
his wifeds questions which he had proba

The morning air was charmingly "tinkling" and strikingly pure. A small tidy
garden breathed freshness, moisture and lemon fragrance; the plenitude of the
stunnigl 'y pure air, which streamed right
Harold wanted to "fly" because of the quiet happiness which filled his tired, worn out
suffering heart! He listened to the thin voices of just waking birdsong, saw his smiling
w i & leeéutiful face and it seemed that nothing in the world could break or take away
this wonderful moment of light, joy and peace with his little happy family from him...

To my surprise, the idyllic picture was suddenly separated from us by a luminous
blue 'wall", leaving the knight Harold alone to enjoy his happiness. Indeed, hie did
forgetting about everything in the world, he "absorbed" these wonderful and so dear
to him, moments with all his soul, not even noticing that he was left alone.

i There. Let himwatch it,i Stella whisperedi And | will show you what
happenedext...

The wonderful picture of quiet happiness disappeared... and anothiecared
and frightening, which promised nothing good, let alone a happy end, appeared
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instead...

It was still the same whiteock city and the same house we had seen before.
Only this time everything was seized by fire. The fire was everywhere. Roaring, all
devouring flame broke forth from broken windows and doors and attacked people
who rushed about in horror, meerting them into screaming human torches, this
turned them into easy living targets for the pursuers. Screaming women grabbed their
children and tried to hide in the basements, but their salvation did not last long
i the monsters, laughing loudly, pulledetn, halfnaked and desperately yelling,
outside to rape them right in the street, next to still warm dead bodies of their children.
One could not see anything because of the soot which spread everywhere. The air was
stuffily filled with the smell of bloodand ash; there was nothing to breathe with. The
old people, crazy with fear and heat, ran out of basements and fell dead under the
swords of the beadike wild people, which rushed about the city on their horses with
terrible whooping. | heard the lougaphony of rattling hoofs, clanking iron and
wild cries which made my bloddeeze.

Terrifying scenes of violence and atrocious murders flashed before my eyes, like
in the cinema... | could not calmly look at all that; my heart literally "jumped" out of
my chest, my forehead was covered with cold sweat (as if | was in my physical body!)
and the irresistable wish to escape from this horrific and monstrpiiggss world

haunt ed me. But when | | ooked at the se
ashamed of my weakness and forced myself to look further.
We found oursel ves I n Har ol dos house

dead body lay in the middle of a room, right on the floor. We clearly heard heart
breaking female screaming in the streebtiyh the broken windows; everything
mixed into a terrible nightmare of despair and fear. It seemed that the whole world
had suddenly gone mad for some reason. Then we saw another room where three men
were trying t o t-headedinifa tgte back dfahe bed,dbrngingt o w
their whole weight to bear on the woman who tried to break loose from their grip with
her last bit of strength. And his little son sat rightlerthebed s queezi ng h
dagger in his tiny hands, too huge for him, andsplred something with his eyes
closed. Nobody paid any attention to him in the middle of this mad bustle. He was so
strangely and "motionlessly" quiet, that | thoughtie beginningthat the boy just

got an emotional shock witnessingall that horror, but soonunderstood that | was
mistaken. As it appeared, the child simply was gathering all his strength and preparing
himself to make an important and decisive step.

He could easily reach any of the rapists, and at first | thought that the poor thing,
still thinking like a child, wanted to try to protect somehow his unfortunate mother.
But, as appeared, this tiny boy, frightened to death, was the real son of a knight in his
still child's soul, and managed to fitlde most correct and the only possiblevay
outof the terrible situation. He decidéaltake the heaviest step in his short lifeHe
finally managed to pull himself together and, quietly whispering "mummy!, jumped
out to the side and with al/l his chil d'
with the heavy daggeré he | oved her ten
way to save her...
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At first nobody noticed anything in the "rapist" ardour... The boy quietly crawled
away to the corner and, having no strength for anything elsehesat inotionless,
indifferent to anything, observing with his eyes, wide with horror, how, right in front
of him, his kind and tender mother, the best in the whole world, departed this world
by his hand.

Suddenly the frightful scene disappeared and evenythround shone again
with all colours of the rainbow; we fou
| was unable to come to my senses from the nightmare | had just seen. | tried to keep
the pure image of this wonderful and brave little boy inm@mory and did not even
notice that | was crying. | felt the tears rolling down my cheeks, but for some reason
| was not ashamed about it at all...

i 1w o nsbdwyouwhathappenecext,becausé is evensadder..i Stellasaid
cheerlessly.

i But we foundt h e m. Everything is al/l right
She twittered, shaking off the®rrow.

And poor Harold sat on the sparkling stone which she had created for him,
stroked the purring red dragon with one finger and was very far from us, in his
cherished world, where they were still together and where his faygtbeen dream
lived very really...

| was so sorry for him! Regrettably, | could not help him in anything and,
honestly, | was eager to know how this unusual littleaptlld.

i We foundthem!i Stella repeated againl did not know how to do it but Gran
helpedme!

It appeared that Harold did not even get to know in his life time what a terrible
fate befell his family. He was a knighitarrior and had died before his city appeared
in thehands of the "butchers", just as his wife Ipaedicted.

But, as soon as he got into this unknown, marvellous world of the "gone" people,
he at once couldee how pitilessly and cruelly wicked fate had treated his nearest
and dearest After that he had been obsessed with trying to find them for the whole
of eternity. He looked for them for a very long time, more than a thousand years, until
one day an unknown charming girl Stella offered Hiommake him happy" and
opened another, tHeight" door to finally find them for him...

i Do you want me to show it to yoli?The girl offeredagain.

But | already was not so sure whether | wanted to see something more. Because
the pictures she had just showed wounded my heart and | was unablaitbaje
them so quickly to wish to see a continuation.

i But you dowant to see what happened to theimlLittle Stella confidently
established the "fact".

| looked at Harold and saw in his eyes the complete understanding of what |
unexpectedly went througight now.

il know what youdve seen. | watched i
we come to look at them very often... And at théamher" ones, too..T The "sad
knight" pronounced in hushed voice.
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And only here | understood that Stella simpignsferred him into his past,
when he wanted, like she did right now!!'! And she did it, as if it were child's play! |
did not even noticdowthis marvellous light girl began to "attach" me to her stronger
and stronger, becoming a real miracle for me Wwhiendlessly wanted to observe and
never leave. Back then | knew or could do almost nothing, except for what | could
understand and learn by myself, and | wanted so much to learn from her, while | still
had achance.

i Please, come back to niebtella whisgred, suddenly getting joyless.You
know that you cannot remain here for a long time. Gran said that you would not be
here for very long... that you must not die yet. But gome...

Suddenly all around became dark and cold, as if black clouds coverddISta 6 s
colourful and bright world.

iHey! Dondt t hi nk abohegirl becamela bifindigngrit t f u
and quickly "painted” out everything again in light and merry colours like a painter
would paint on a canvas with Hisush.

iTher e. dhtbetter.dRghtmBhe askedontentedly.
i Was it really my thoughtsi?1 did not believe itagain.

i Well, of course!i Stella laughedl You are strong, and therefore create
everything in your owmway

i How am | to think then® I still could notunderstand.

i You simply"close" yourself and show only what you want to showi My
unusual friend said, as if it was the most mattiefact thing in the worldi My Gran
taughtme.

| thought that, obviously, the time came for me too to slightly "shake" my
“classified’ grandmother who certainly knew something (I was almost sure about it!),
but for some reason did not wish to teach me anything yet.

i So, do you want to see whaitStellaagkgde n e ¢
impatiently.

To tell the truth | did not feeh burning desire, because | was not sure what |
would see during this "show". But | did not want to offend the generous Stella and
agreed.

il wondt show you | ong. I promi $e! B
The girl declared in a happy voideHere,l ook é t he fsomsé will

27. Stella-3. Axel

To my greatest surprise, we got into a completely different epoch and country
which looked like France and, judging by the clothes, showed every sign of being the
18th century. A very elegant covered cargatyove along a wide paved street. A
young man and woman in very expensive clothes and apparently, a very bad mood,
were inside it. The young man persistently proved something to his female companion
who absolutely did not listen to him and had her absentled head up in the clouds,
which extremely irritated the young man...

iSeel |l tds hi m! |l tds t he same i"Stellat t | e
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whispered.

i How do you know that it igrecisely him? i | asked, still showing little

understanding.

iWhy? |t 06s TWvhegiystased anpd inesstirpri$eWe all have a spirit
which has a "key" and everybody can be found by means of it. One just has to know
how to do it. Herdpok...

She again showed Harol ddéds son.

i Think of his spirit and you wiltee...

At once | saw a transparent, brightly shining and surprisingly powerful spirit. An
unusual "diamond" energy star sparkled on its chest, flashing with all colours of the
rainbow. It slowly pulsated shrinking and then enlargirigand sparkled so ightly,
as if it were indeed made of the finest diamonds that ever existed on Earth.

iDo you see that strangéais'keg'vendifyeud st a
try to follow it, like following athread.,it will bring you straightto Axel who hasthe
samestarandit will bethesame spirit, only it its next embodiment.

| could not restrain my utter surprise so that Stella laughed and merrily confessed:
iHey, dondét think that I knew ime!l al |
| was very ashamed feel absolutely incompetent and clumsy, but the desire to

know more was hundred times stronger than any shame; therefore | swallowed my
pride carefully and asked:

i What about those amazing "realities" we observe here? Is that in fact somebody
el s e 0 dyol doina create it like you createyadlur worlds?

i Of course, notli The girl was happy about the opportunity to explain
somethingtomei 1| t 6s just a past where all t he
transport ushere.

i And what about Harold? Hodoes he see dhis?

i Oh , I tos easy for hi m! He is | i ke me
He does not have a physical body, therefore there are no obstacles for his spirit here
and it can travel anywhere he chooses... like md&he girl finisked on a cheerless
note.

| sadly thought that what was a "simple transfer into the past" for her would
certainly be a "secret sealed with seven seals” for me for a long time... But Stella
hurried to calm me, as if she heard my thoughts:

iYouol!l | syeimple! You jass have dy.
i And these "keyst don o6t t hey eveirldecideg ® aantinuen o
asking.

i No, but sometimes another thing may happénThe little one answered,
oddly smiling for some reason.In the beginning that was howdlFinto a trap and
was battered quite seriously... It wadaeolish!

i What happened?| became very interested.

Stella merrily answered: Oh, it was very funnyl And on thinking a little,
addedi but dangerous too. .. | was | ooking
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"floors", and another spirit came along her "thread" instead of her. It had managed to
“copy'gr andmot h e prébsbly'the key)aad béforg | knew where | was,

so happy | had found her at last, the unknown spirit pitilessly struck me right in my
chest. The blow was so strong that | almost saw stars!

i But how did you get rid of it? | wassurprised.
i To tell the truth, 1 did not.i. The girl was slightly embarassed. | calédan...
i And what is it that you call "floors"P | was impatient to knownore.

i Well, they are different "worlds", where the spirits of the dead dwell... Those
who weregood, and probably the strongest ones too, live on the most beautiful and
highestfloor....

i Like you?i | askedsmiling.

i Of course not! | think | got here by mistakeThe girl was absolutely sincere.

i Do you know what the most interesting thing hereBisldnging to this "floor" we
can walk everywhere, but the dwellers ongther floors cannot get herel t 6 s
i nteresit2ing, 1isnot

Yes, it was very strange and grippingly interesting for my "bellgched" brain
which gasped for information, and | wanted tooiw more so eagerly! Probably
because nobody ever clearly explained anything to me until this day, only sometimes
someone gave me something (like, for example, my "star friends"). Therefore even
such a simple child's explanation made me extremely happyfaaoed me to
rummage more passionately in my experiments, conclusions and errors to find there
even more incomprehensible things. My problem was that | could doeate
"unusual” things quite easily, but the matter was that | also wankelstanding of
how | did it. Regrettably, | did not achieve muchthuit.

i What about other "floors"? Do you know how many of them there are? Do they
differ a lot from this one® | was unable to stop and flooded Stella wgjtiestions.

il promi se you walldYou wilysee hovw iateresting ibis, a
dangerous too, especiallyone"floor" in particular.Therearesuchscarymonsters!
The peoplearevery far from being pleasant too.

il think |1 6&6dve al r eialdad,tloegk motvery confiddya r mo
I Here, look...

And | tried to show her the first astral creatures | had met in my life which
attacked the |little Vestads drunken daodc

i Oh, they are quite the same! Where did you see theitadh?
i Well, yes, they came when | helped a good lgttéto say goodbye to heliad...
i So, they come to the living todMy little friend was verysurprised.

il dondét know, Stell a. I still know a
in darkness and learn everything "by touch"... or from exyperiences which
constantly "hit me on the head"... What do you think; would your grandmother agree
to teach me somethirigo?

i | do not know... Probablyoushould ask her aboitt
The girl was suddenly deeply engrossed in her thoughts, then brokaugtadr
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and merrilysaid:

i It was so funny when | started to "create"!!! You should see how funny and
amusing itwas!

In the beginning when everybody “left" me, | was very sad and cried a lot... Then |
did not know where they were, both my mother and bratHealid not know anything
then. Maybe therefore my Gran felt very sorry for me and began to teach me little by
little and... Oh dear, it was quite something! In the beginning | constantly fell into
some unknown places, created everything "upside domah'Gaan had to watch me
almost all the time, but then | learned... | almost feel sorry for that, because now she
comes rarely... and | am afraid that one day she will ree.

For the first time | saw how sad this little lonely girl could feel sometimes
despite all these awesome worlds which she created! No matter how happy and kind
her nature was, she still was a very little child who was unexpectedly abandoned by
all her nearest and dearest and was awfully afraid of the only relative she had now
hergrandmothei leaving her one day too...

i Oh, pleased o nthink that!i | exclaimed.i Shelovesyou so! And shewill
neverleaveyou.

i | donot t hi nk so. . .owndife &ad weanusl livd ith a t
as destined.l. s it gatl?

But, apparently, Stella could not be sad for long, because her face was again lit
with joy and she merrily asked:

i Well then, are we going to look or you have already forgatemything?

i Of course, we willli | answered with greater readiness, as if bewgkened
fromsleep.
| could not say that | truly understood everything, but everything was incredibly
i nteresting and some of Stellads acti on

beginning. The girl concentrated for a second and we again apdpedfrance, exactly

at the same moment we left... We again saw the same chic carriage and the same
beautiful couple which could not agree about something... In the end the young man
reclined against the back of the rhythmically rocking seat and sadhoymoed,
desperate of proving anything to his young and capricoogpanion:

Well, let be as you wish, Marguerite. | shall not ask for your help anymore...
Although only God knows who else could help metomeeter., Ther eds on
t hi ng undedcstarmd © when could you have changed so much and does it
mean that we are not friends anymore?

The young lady produced a stinging smile and again turned her head to the
window... She was very beautiful, but it was a cruel and cold beauty. The impatient
and at the same time bored expression frozen in her shining blue eyes showed very
clearly her eagerness to finish this prolonged conversation as quigkbgsible.

The carriage stopped near a beautiful large house, and she finally breathed a sigh
of relief.

i Farewell, Axelli On descending from the carriage, she coldly pronounced,
like a true woman of the world.And let me give you some good advicstop being
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romantic, you are not a chilthymore!

The carriage was off. The young man called Axel cadusly looked at the
road and sadly whispered:

i Oh my merry Daisy, what happenedo you?Is this really all thatis left of us
sincewe grewup?

The picture disappeared and then another one came... It was the same young
man called Axelput a completelylifferent and shockingly beautiful "reality",
looking more like an unreal dream, surrounded him...

Enormous mirrors reflected thousands of candles which dizzily sparkled in a
splendid fairy tale hall. Probably it was somebody's very rich palace, maybeave
royal one... An unbelievably great number of guests in their finest dresses stood, sat
and walked in this wonderful hall, radiantly smiling at each other and, almost as one,
from time to time looking toward the heavy gilt door, expecting somethingicMus
quietly played somewhere; charming ladies, each one more beautiful than the last,
flittered like multicoloured butterflies catching delighted glances from the likewise
stunningly dressed gentlemen. The multitude of different jewels sparkled, shone and
glittered all over the place; silks softly rustled and the enormous elaborate wigs
besprinkled with fairy fl owers coquett:.

Axel stood, leaning against the marble column, and looked absently at the
lustrous crowd, being ablutely indifferent to its charm, and | felt that he too waited
for something, just as did the rest of the people.

At last everything around began to move and, as if with the wave of a magic
wand, the splendidly dressed crowd divided into two parts, fay@ivery wide, "ball”
aisle exactly in the middle of the hall. A dazzlingly beautiful woman walked regally
along this passag®ay, or rather it was a couple, but the man next to her was so artless
and plain, that despite his sumptuous attire, he hopglesitd into insignificance
next to his magnificent companion.

The beautiful lady looked very spridige 1 varicoloured paradisiacal birds and
amazing silverypink flowers were embroidered all over her blue dress, and garlands
of fresh flowers reposed drer silk askgrey hair, set in a highly elaborateiffure,
like a fragile pink cloud. Numerous strings of tender pearls coiled around her long
neck and it seemed that the extraordinary whiteness of her amazing skin made them
shine. Enormous sparkling ldiweyes amiably looked at the surrounding people. She
happily smiled and was exquisitddgautiful...

Axel, who had apathetically kept aloof from all that, transformed as if by magic!
The bored young man vanished somewhere in the wink of an eye and abt@agl
embodiment of the loftiest feelings appeared, which "devoured" the beautiful woman
who sl owly approached him with a blazin
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French Queen MariAntoinette
- h! Wh at a b e ai stelld mapturolisly drgathed hoét.She s !
alwaysis so beautiful!
i Why? Do you see her oftein asked with an eaganterest.
iOh, yes! 1 | ook at her very so?2ften. S
i Do you know her? Do you know who sis@
i Of course | do! She is a very unhappy quéenhe little girl grew slightlysad.
i Why unhappy? To me, she looks very happlywassurprised.

iltds now. .. Later she wil!/ di e. .. Sh
her head. .. But |71 Stetawbisperddadiy.e t o | ook at

Meantime thédeautiful lady came up to young Axel and, on seeing him, stiffened
unexpectedly for a fraction of an instant and then smiled a very pretty smile,
charmingly turning red. | had the weird impression that the world around these two
people stood still for amstant, asf everything and everybody ceased to exist for a
split second, except for them... But then the lady continued to move and the magic
moment disintegrated into thousands of brief instants that interlaced into a strong
shining thread and connectdtese people never to release them...
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Axel stood absolutely stunned. He continued to notice nobody but followed his
fair lady with his eyes and his heart, which she had conquered so effortlessly... He
was absolutely oblivious to the admiring glances whydung beautiful ladies
constantly cast at him and did not return their shining and beckemiites.

Axel was truly a handsome man, "both inside and out" as they say. He was tall
and elegant and had enormous serious grey eyes, always polite, restrdimediast,
which attracted both women and men. A smile rarely lit his regular serious features,
but when it happened, Axel 6s charm was
increased attention toward him was natural, but, to their regret, Asahteested in
only one creature in the whole woildis fascinating and magnifice@ueen...

Count Axel Fersen Marie Antoinette

i Will they be together? | could not wait to knowi. They both are sbandsome!

Stella just gave a sad smile afslibmerged” us in the next "episode"” of this
unusual and very touching story.

We found ourselves in a very comfortable, fragrant little summer garden. A
luxurious park, splendidly wetiroomed and decorated with numerous statues,
surrounded us with greenrfas far as we could see and in the distance there was a
stunningly enormous stone palace which looked like a small city. Only this cosy
gar den, totally protected from indelic
comfort and some warm, "homely"dgy in the middle of all this slightly oppressing
grandiosity...

A dizzyingly-sweet fragrance of blooming acacias, roses and something which |
could not define soared in the air, being intensified by the heat of the summer evening.
Enormous cups of gentlyink waterlilies and the snowhite "coats" of lazy, ready
to fall asleep, majestic swans were reflected in the pure surface of a little pond, as in
a mirror. A beautiful youngouple promenaded along a narrow path around the pond.

Back to content

95



Svetlana de Rohanevashova. Revelation

Music, a merry femalt&augh which sounded like little bells and the happy voices of
many people were heard somewhere far off, but the whole world stopped here, in this
little corner of the earth, for these two people, where birds sang their tender songs
only for them; a playfulbreeze rustled in the petals of rosedy for them; and time
obligingly stoppednly for them, giving an opportunity to be togethiefust as man

and woman who came here to say goodbye, without knowing whether they would
ever see each other again satag..

The lady was charming and seemed "flimsy" in her modest, white summer dress
embroidered with tiny green flowerets. Her beautiful-gety hair was tied with a
green ribbon which made her look like a charming forest fairy. She looked so young,
pure andnodest that | did not immediately recognize the majestic and dazzling Queen
in her magnificent "parade" beauty that | saw just several miagtes

"Our acquaintance" Axel walked next to her without taking his eyes off her and
catching her every motion.eHseemed very happy and at the same time deeply sad
for some reason... The Queen linked her arm through his with elegant motion and
gently asked:

i But what about me? | shall miss you so much, my dear friend. Time flows too
slowly when you are so far away...

iYour Majesty, pl ease, dondét tor ment
you know how hard for me is to leave you! | have already managed to avoid unwanted
marriages twice, but, nevertheless, my father still cherishes hopes to get me married...
Hed sl i kes rumours about my | ove for yol
no right to do you harm. Oh, | wish | could be somewhere near you, to see you, to
touch you! ... It is so hard for me to leave! And | am so worried ajgmut.

i Go to ltaly, my friend, you will be awaited there. Only d o nstay long!
Know, | shall bewaiting for you too..i The Queen said, affectionately smiling.

Axel kissed her elegant hand with a long kiss and when he lifted his eyes, there
was so much love and anxiety in thémat the poor Queen exclaimed:

iOh, dondt worry, my friend! |l am so
nothing could happen to me! Go and may God be with you; and come back as soon
aspossible...

Axel looked at her wonderful face, so dear to hongaf very long time, absorbing
every detail and trying to remember this instant in his heart forever, and then he gave
a low bow and quickly went along the path toward the exit without turning around or
stopping, as if being afraid of not having the sttartg leave her, if he did...

She followed him with her enormous blue eyes which suddenly became damp
and deeply sorrowful... She was a queen and had no right to love him, but she was
also a woman, whose heart belonged to this purest and bravest man foréwait
asking anyoneds permi ssioné

i Oh!' How sad is all this? Stella whispered. | wish | could helghem!

iDo they need idwagshrprided.06 s hel p?

Stella nodded with her curly head without saying a word and showed a new
episode... | was very surprised at her deep concern about this charming story which
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still seemed to me just a sweet history of somebody's love. However, | already knew
prettywellabot t he sympathy and kindness of ¢
almost sure that everything would not be as simple as it seemed in the beginning, and

| only had to wait...

We saw the same park, but | had no idea how much time had passed since we
hadseen them in the laspisode.

This evening the park sparkled with thousands of coloured lights which, on merging
with the glimmering night sky, created a magnificent continuous firework "blaze".
Judging by the splendour of the preparations, it certaidy a grandiose evening
party where all the guests were dresse
whimsical desire. They looked like ancient priests and moved in an "organized"
manner through the blazing park ingeniously lit up with thousantigha$, heading
for the beautiful stone gazebo which all called the Temple of Love. Suddenly, a fire
flared behind it... Blinding sparks soared up to the tops of the trees, staining the dark
night clouds with blooded light.

The guests exclaimed in delight, approving the beauty of the happening, but
nobody knew that according to théferceQueet
of her love, and onlyone personunderstood the real meaning of teysnbol...

Axel was thrilled. He leaned against the tree and closed his eyes. He could not
belive that this spectacular beauty was meant exclusively for him.

i Are you pleased, my friend?A quiet tender voice whispered behind bask.
i | am delighted..i Axel answered antuirned around. Of course it wslse

For only an instant they looked at each other with rapture, then the Queen gently
squeezed Axel s hand and di sappeared in
i Why was he alwaysso unhappyin all his "lives"? i Stellawasstill sad
aboutour "poor boy".
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To tell the truth I still saw no "unhappiness" whatsoever and looked at her sad
face withsurprise, but for some reason the little girl persistently refused to explain
anything...

The picture sharply changed.

A luxurious and very large greararriage rushed at full speed along the dark
night road with Axel as a coachman. He managed this enormous vehicle with
admirable mastership and from time to time looked around with obvious anxiety.
There was an impression that he was in a mad hurry ttogaime place or was
escaping fronsomebody...

We recognized the King and Queen inside the carriage and a pretty girl of
probably eight yearsld andtwo ladieswho we did not know. Everybodylooked
sullenanddisturbed,and eventhe little girl was veryguiet, as if she felt the general
mood of the adults. To my surprise, the King wore very modest clothesimple
grey frockcoat and a round hat of the same colour; the Queen hid her face behind a
veil and it was obvious that she was afraid of sometHirgl looked very like an
escape.

| glanced at Stella, hoping for explanations, but no explanation folléwbéd
girl watched what was happening with utter concentration and a deep sorrow,

i nappropriate for a chil de was hidden i
iwWwhy? Why did not they | isten to him,
Unexpectedly she exclaimed in indigndespair.

The carriage rushed at a mad speed. The passengers looked tired and somewhat
lost... Finally they drove to a large yard obsmiby black shade from the stone
building in the middle and the carriage sharply stopped. The place looked like an inn
or a large farm.

Axel jumped down to the ground, approached the window and was going to say
something, as suddenly an authoritative miisewoice was heard from the carriage:

i Itis time to say goodbye, Count. It is unworthy of me to expose you to danger
furtheron.

Certainly, Axel did not dare to object to the King and could only briefly touch
the Queends hand a artechavay tinio thg night... antl quecklyc a r 1
disappeared in the darkness. He stood alone in the middle of the dark road, wishing
with all his heart to throw himself after them... Axel felt with his whole beingtbat
had no right to leave everything to the mey of fate! He simplknew that something
would certainly go wrong without him and everything that he had been carefully
preparing and organizing for such a long time would fail because of a ridiculous
contingency...

It had been quite a long time since tbarriage disappeared from his sight but
poor Axel still stood motionless, peering into the darkness which swallowed them;
his fists squeezed in despair. Scanty &

iltos all over . . .i Hewhiperedv, t hi s i s t he
i What happened to them? Why do they escdpd?asked, understanding
nothing of what was goingn.
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i Oh! Very bad people now will catch them and put them into a prison... even
theboy.

i Where do you see a boy heiiePwassurprised.

iHa v e n @adtit?He is dressed up agid!

I shook my head. I still did not understand almost anything about what the matter
wasi neither the royal escape, nor the "bad people". So, | decided to watch what
would be next, without asking about anything any longer.

i These people treated the King and Queen really badly and wanted to capture
them. Therefore they tried to escape. Axel arranged everything... But when he was
ordered to leave them, the carriage went slower, because the King got tired. He even

got out for 'some fresh air"... and he was recognized right there and caugbtireé.
: § P e T TN ‘ L38483 Wk I By ™3 -
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Mayhem at Versailles Royal family arrest

Stella sighed... and threw us into the next "episode" of this not so happy, but still
beautiful story...

This time everything lookedminous and intimidating.

- »
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Fear of what is happening ... Seeing Marie Antoinette to prison

We found ourselves in dark and repulsive quarters which looked to me like the
most truly wicked prison. In a tiny, dirty, damp and stinking room a thin-geayled
woman, exhausted by sufferings and dressed in black, in which it was quite impossible
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to remgnize the fairytale beautiful and ever smiling miraalgieen who the young

Axel loved more than anything, sat on the wooden sbarech with a straw mattress...

He was in the room too, punchunk by what he saw, noticing nothing, bending his
knees, presing his lips to her still beautiful white hand, unable to utter a word... He
came in absolute despair, having tried everything possible and impossible in the world
to save her and having lost the last hope of doing so...

vom
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Marie ntoinette in prison
Nevertheless, he again was ready to offeldss already almost impossible, help...
He was obsessed with only one aspiration: to save her, despite everything... He just

could not allow her to die because his life, which he did not need without heulevo
be over...

They looked silently at each other, trying to hide disobedient tears which rolled
down their faces leaving narrow paths on the cheeks... They could hardly take their
eyes off each other, because they knew that if he failed to help heyld b® the
last time they looked at eaother...

The bald jailer stared at the visitor broken with grief and looked at the sad scene
of otherds sorrow, having no intention
gaze...

The picture disappeared and se&w another, worse than the previous dree
yelling crowd, terrifying in its brutality, armed with lances, knives and guns, was
pitilessly crushing a magnificent pal ac

Then Axel appeared again. This time he stood near the window in a very
elegantly decated and exquisitely furnished room. The "friend from childhood"
Marguerite, who we saw with him in the beginning, stood next to him. But now her
arrogant coldness had vanished somewhere and her beautiful face expressed concern
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and pain. Axel was mortallpale and, pressing his forehead to the wingawve,
watched with horror at what was happening outside... He heard the noisy crowd and
repeated one and the same words, being in a horrific trance:

i My Soul, | could not save you... Please, forgive me, myea$tar Lord, help
her; give her strength to bear it!

i Axel, please! You must pull yourself together for her sake. Please, | beg you,
be prudentl His old friend tried compassionately to persuhute.

i Prudent? Whaprudenceare you talking about, Marguerite, when the whole

world has gone mad?!Axel exclaimedi Why her? For what; what hakedone to
them?!

Margaret unfolded a little sheet of paper and pronounced, obviously not knowing
how to ease his pain:

i Calm down, deaA x e | . Youdd better |listen to
Dondot worry about me. The only thing I
fated to meet again... Farewell, my most beloved and most lovialg.of

It was t he Qu &kAxé bad feadghousdnds tofttimas, but For
some reason it sounded even more painful when a stranger pronounced the bitter lines.

i Whatis it? Whathappenghere? | askedimpatiently,unableto restrain
my inquiring mind.

i The beautiful Queen diesThey are going to execute her nawstella sadly
answered.

iWhy dondét weillaskedagamyt hi ng?

i Oh, believeme.You d o nwvarttto look atit. i The girl shookherhead.

i Whata pity! Sheis so unhappy... How unfair is all that.
i Nevertheless, Would like to see..i | asked.
Back to content
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i All right, watch...I Stella sadlyhodded.

A scaffold ominously towered in the middle of an enormous square crammed
full of highly excitable people... A mortally pale, very thin and exhausted woman in
white proudly steppedpuits small crooked steps. A plain white nightcap almost fully
covered her short cut fair hair; deep gloomy sorrow was reflected in her tired eyes,
reddened by tears orsomnia...

Slightly rocking1 she found it difficult to maintain equilibrium becauser h
hands were tightly tied behind her bacthe woman somehow managed to climb the
dais, still trying to remain straight and proud with all her might. She stood and looked
at the crowd, without lowering her gaze or showing how truly scared she wase.. Ther
was nobody around whose friendly look would warm the last minutes of her life...
There was nobody, who would help her, with the warmth of their heart, withstand this
horrific moment, when her life had to leave her in such a cruebway

The raging, exciteg crowd suddenly fell silent, as if it had bumped into an
insuperable obstacle... The women in the front rows began to cry silently. The thin
figure on the scaffold came to the block, stumbled and very painfully fell down on her
knees. For a few short sexts she lifted her exhausted face, pacified by the closeness
of death... deeply breathed... and, on proudly looking at the executioner, laid her tired
head on the bl ock. The crying became a
executioner came to tigaiillotine....

~ . .oy
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i My God! No!!'' T Axel uttered a bloodcurdlingry.

At the same moment, suddenly the grey sky was split by a sunray which peeked
from the clouds, illuminating the last path of thefatedvictim... It gently touched
her pale, terribly emaciated cheek, as if tenderly saying the last earthly "Good bye".
Something flashed brightly on tiseaffoldi the heavyknife fell downandsplashed
scarletdrops. Thecrowd gaspedTheblond
headfell into the basketand everythingwasover. The beautiful Queenwentwhere
therewasnomore pain or mockery... only peace...

Mortal silence reined in the square. There was nothing to look at any longer...

This was how a tender and kind Queen died. Todkerhinute of her life she
managed to stand, head proudly raised, which was then so pitilessly cut by the heavy
knife of the bloody guillotine.

Pale Axel, stockstill, like a dead corpse, looked at the window with blind eyes
and it seemed that life left hidrop by drop, painfully slowly, carrying his soul very
far away in order to merge forever in the light and silence with the one who he loved
so strongly and selflessly...

i My dearest... My soul. How could it happen that | did not die with you?
Everything 8 overnow for me Axel whispered with stiff lips, still standing near the
window.

But everything will be really "over" for him much later, in twenty long years,
and his end will be no less terrible than that of his unforgettable Queen...

i Do you want tdook further?i Stella asked gently. | nodded, unable to say a
word.

We saw another crowd, raging in a wild
frenzy, and Axel in front of it. It happened
many years later. He stilwas a very
handsome man, only his hair was almos
completely grey. He wore a magnificent,
military uniform of a very highrank and
looked the same as before, elegant a
slender. So, the same brilliant and cleverest ¢
men stood before a crowd of half diy
brutal people and in vain tried to outvoice anc
explain something to them Regrettably
nobody wantedto listen to him.  Stones
started to fly toward poor Axel; the crowd,
kindling its malice with swearing,began to
push. He tried to defend himsdifut he was
knocked off his feet. They began to trample f ",
him brutally and strip off his clothes.A tall  count Axel Fersen about twenty years aft
fat personsuddenlyjumped on his chest, the death of Marie Antoinette
breaking his ribs, and easily killed him
striking Axel 0ssboetmp| Axevli dh malsedknecki sf
on the side of the road, and there was nobody who would pity him, dead already.
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There was only a drunken and agitated mob, roaring with layghiech had just
needed to unleash iIits beastly malice on

At | ast Axel 6s pure, worn out with su
his light and only love, who had been waiting for him for so many long years...

Here was how very cruellyagain) the life of a man called Axel, who Stella and

| had not known before but who became |3
dear to us, was over. He was the same little
which, on living for just five short years, cou
perform the only and most shocking feat in his li
of which any adult could be proud...

il t 6s {1 kewhisperédlineshock. Why
did they do suclthings?

il don 6 i Stdlaawhispered tod.For
some reason people back then were very wické&ss®
worse eventhan beasts..l looked at it so many
timesto understandvhy, but| could not...

i the girl shook her head. They did not listen to
their mind, simply killed and for some reason crushed every beautiful thirgg too

iWhat about Axel Olaskedhraecuperatimgrirostoock. wi f e ?

i He never marriedHe always loved only his Queen.Stella answered with
tears in heeyes.

Suddenly a thought flashed through my mind. | undersidomwe had just seen
and so worried about! It was the French queen Marie Antoinette. Recently (and very
briefly!) we studiedher tragic life in a history lesson and our teacher strongly
approved of her executiprconsidering such a frightful end very "correct and
instructive”... apparently, because of all history subjects, he mostly specialized in
teaching "Communi sm"é

Despitethe sadness | felt after what | had seen, my soul rejoiced! | could not
believe the unexpected happiness that came like a bolt from thd blae 'waited
for this for such a long time It was thefirst time that I, at lastsaw something that
could be easilycheckedand | almost squeaked with the puppyish delight which
seized me! Certainly, | was not so glad because | disbelieved what constantly
happened to me. On the contrary, | alwayswthateverything | went through was
real. Probably, like any ordinary human being and child, in particylagvertheless
needed sometimes even the simplest confirmation that | was still in my senses, had
not gone mad, and could prove to myself that everything that was happening to me
wasnot a figment of my imagination or fiction, but purely real fact described or
seen by other peopl&herefore such a discovery was a real gifinher!

| already knew beforehand that, as soon as kecaome, | would at once rush to
the municipal library tagather everything | could find about poor Marie Antoinette
and | would have no rest until | found any famnsilient with our visions..
Regrettably, | found just two thin books which did not describe many facts, but it was
absolutely enough, becausettelly confirmed that what Stella and | saw was the
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truth.
Here is what | succeeded in finding then:

i The Queen loved the Swedish Count calle@| Fersen who selflessly loved
her throughout his life andever married after her death;

i Their farewell before he Count 6s thekplace inthe gardeno |t
of Little Trianon 7 MarieAnt oi netteds favourite plac
totally coincided with what we hasken.

i The ball in honour of King Gustav of Sweden happened on June 21, where all
guestswere dressed in whitdfor somereason;

i The attemptecescape in the green carriage organized by Axdhe also
organized another six escape attempts, but none of them, for one or another reason,
were successful. Two of them failed at M&i@a t o i wik betaasg the Queen did
not want to escape alone and leave her chilgtren

iThe Queends dec apcommmeteisikenceinptead ofetleed e d
expected "happy rage" of tleeowd;

i Unexpectedly the sun peeked out of the clouds few seconds before the
executioner released théade...

i The Queenbds | ast l etter CounCtoulher sFe
Memoirs(Probably, the full name of the book in Englisiary and Correspondence
of Count Axel Fersen, GrarAdarshal of Sweden Relating to the Coaf Francei
E.L.) and almost the same text that we had heard, except for just a few words, was
cited.

These little details were enough for me to continue my odd experiments with
much greater enthusiasm, but that happened later... right then, in orderseeim
strange or heartless, | tried to conceal my delight about my exciting "enlightening"
with all my might and asked, in order t

i Do you like the Queen vemuch?

i Oh, yes! She is kind and so beautiful... And look at our fmay", he suffered
so much here too...

| felt pity for this sensitive and nice girl who even in her death worried so much
for the people she hardly knew unlike many others who do not care even for their
nearest ...

i Probably, there is a share of wisdom urffesring without which we would
never understand what a precious gift our lifeiis®aid with a great deal of
uncertainty.

i There! Gran says that tobThe girl cheered up. But if people only aspire
to good, then why should theyffer?

i Maybe becauseven the best people would not truly understand what good is
without pain and ordeal?! joked.

But for some reason Stella did not take it as a joke and said very earnestly:

iYes, | think, youbre right... Do you
son next? She asked evemerrier.
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iOh,mm! Pl ease, i 6begyed hStelth craicklgayfigiy !

iDonét worry. There wil/| beliveslo troubl

i How is that, he lives®? | wassurprised.

A new vision appeared again andhy utter surprise we were in our century (')
and even our time... A greyaired, very goodooking man sat at a writing desk and
was deeply engrossed in thoughts. The room was crammed with books; they were
everywherd on the table, floor, shelves and evan the windowsill. An enormous
fluffy cat sat on a small sofa, paying no attention whatsoever to his owner, washing
itself with a large and very soft paw. The "scenery" created an atmosphere of
"erudition" and coziness.

i What does it mean? He lives adainl did not understand. Stelteodded.

i And it happens right now?| wenton.

The girl again nodded with her lovely red head.

i It is, probably, very strange for Harold to see his son being another person?
How did you find himagain?

i Oh, the same way!dimply "felt" his "key" like Gran had taught mie Stella
pronounced thoughtfullyi When Axel died, | was searching for his spirit on all
“floors" and could not find it. Then | looked among the livingnd he washere.

i Do you know who is he now in thiise?

i Not yet... But | shall. Many times | tried to reach him, but for some reason he
does not hear me... He is always alone and spends most of the time with books. Only
an old womarni his maidi and this cat are withim.

iBut what about ydhdindbdrwa¥dasked.f e? Di d

iOf cour se, | di d! Youi Skellacmledllylys wi f e.

| was really shocked. For some reason this unbelievable fact was absolutely
beyond my comprehension...

i Your grandmother? That was the only thingdould squeeze out of me. Stella

nodded, being extremely pleased with the prodetkstt.

i Wow! How is that? Is that why she helped you to find them? Did she khow?
Thousands of questions simultaneously spun in my agitated brain. | feared that |
would nothave time to ask about everything | wanted to know so eagerly. | wanted

to know EVERYTHING! And at the same time | perfectly understood that nobody
was going to tell méeverything"...

i Probably | felt something and that is why | chose himStella said
thoughtfully.7 But maybe it was Gran who "put me on the trail"? Well, she will never
confess! The girl waved with her hand.

i And HE? Does he knowwo?

i Of course, he does!Stella broke into laughter. Why are you ssurprised?

iWel | |, I t 6s sjhuesti,s yad uw ekandoyw,ol d. . . |t
T | faltered without knowing how to express my feelings and thoughts more
exactly.
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i Oh, noli Stella laughed agaifi. He was glad! He was very, very glad. Gran
gave him a chance! Nobody could help him, butshdd! And he saw her again...
Oh, it wasgreat!

Only now at |l ast | understood what s
grandmother gave her former "knight" the leengaited chance about which he had
desperately been dreaming for his whole ldafegafter physical death. After all, he
had been looking for them for so long and so persistently, he wanted to find them so
desperately just to tell them one thing: how awfully sorry he was that once he went
away... that he was unable to protect them.shiow how strongly and devotedly he
loved them..He needed them so badly to understand and forgive him somehow,
otherwise there would be no sense for him in living in any of thevorlds...

So, she, his sweet and only wife came to him, appearing as he always
remembered her, and gave him a wonderful chdnebe gave forgivenessand
t herefor e, | i f eé

|t was only then that | truly under s
she told me hownportant the chance that | gave to the "gone" people was... Because,
probably, there is nothing more frightful in the world than to live with the unpardoned
guilt of any offence and pain you once inflicted on those, without whom, the life you
lived wouldnot make angense...

| suddenly felt very tired, as if this very interesting time | spent with Stella took
the last drops of my forces... | absolutely forgot that this "interesting" thing, as well
as all interesting things before, had their "price". Trereenow, as well as before, |
had to pay for today's adventures :
produced enormous loads for my poor physical body which had not got used to them
yet, and to my huge regret, | could only hang on fotegaishort time..

iDondt you worry,; I &tella said merrdyhas iy readingh o w
my sad thoughts.

i Do what? | did notunderstand.

i Well, how to last out so that you could be with me long8ihe girl answered,
surprised at my question.You arealive, t her ef ore you find i f
you. Do you want to go where "others" live? Harold will wait for us her8lyly
wrinkling her little nose, the gidsked.

i Right now? | asked with a great deal ohcertainty.

She nodded... and suddenly we "“fell through" somewhere, "leaking" through
"star dust" which sparkled with all the colours of the rainbow and appeared in another
"transparent” world which looked quite different from the previous one...

Addition
Below are some photographs of rare paintings from the life of the French Queen Marie

Antoinette. The first 4 photos: sixtegearold Princess Marie Antoinette and the
youngqueen.
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After the assassination of King Louis XVI Humiliated by soldiers
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Participle. The night before the execution The last portrait of the queen

The path to the guillotine ...
28. Stella-4. The astral world

i Look, angels!!! MummyJook! Angels!i Unexpectedly somebody's thin
voice squealed nearby.

| had not come to myself after the unusual “flight" yet, as Stella already
twittered something to a little chubby girl.
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i If you are not angels, then why do you sparkle so miicrrelittle one
asked, being sincerely surprised and then cheeped in exhilaratow! What a
beautiful little thing yothave!

Only then did we not iicheramusirgtred Qitagoh”l a 6 s
i had "“fallen through" too...

i It... What is itA The girl asked, gasping with excitementay | play with
hi m? He wonohe?resent i1 t, wil!/l

Apparently, the mother mentally pulled her up sharply, because the girl
suddenly got verypset. Tears began to glitter in her warm brown eyes and it
was obvioushat a bit more and they would be rolling down her pretty cheeks.

iPl eas e, T 6&telladuicklyaskeg.!Do you want me to do a dragon
|l i ke this for you? The |l ittle girlds
hand and happiliwittered:

i See, mm, | did nothing bad, and they are not angry with me at all! May |
have him too? | promise | will be a very gogil!

The mother looked at her with sad eyes, choosing the correct answer, as the girl
unexpectedly asked:

i Have you seen my dad by any charkied shining girls? He and my brother
disappeared somewhere.

Stella looked at me inquiringly and | already knew what she would offer...
i Do you want us to look for theni?She asked what | thought skeuld.

iWebdbve already sear cheqditealengtme, biwWehéyv e Db
are not heré. The woman answered vecglmly.

i We shall look for them in a different waiy Stella smiledi Just think about
them in order for us to see them and we will fthdm.

The girl funnily blinked, trying very hard tcreate a mental picture of her dad.
Several seconds passed...

i Mummy , how coul d it bei ThelitHetchill wad o n 0t
surprised.

It was the first time | heard something like that and, judging by the surprise in
Stell ads | arl seo eyerse,t hiithgwansew f or her t

iwWhat do you mean iyTheumother diddntanderstané mb e r ?

i Wel | | Il try and try and dondot r ememb
much, you know. Maybe latyi@se?t rue t hat he

i | am sorry, ca you see him? | carefully asked thenother.

The woman confidently nodded, but suddenly something changed in her
countenance and it became very confused.

i No... I cannot remember him... Is this kind of thing really possiblgRe
said, being almost scate

i Canyou rememberyour son?Canyou remembeltyour brother?i Stella
asked,addressindpoth.
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Mother and daughter shook their heads negatively.

Stell adéds face, usually so cheerful, I
understandavhat was happeningere. | almost felt the intense working of her vivid and
very unusual brain.

il 6ve got i tiBuddenlyStlahabpyy chogrmed: We will
"dress" in your images and go for a "walk". If they are somewhere, they will see us;
Right?

| liked theidea and we had only to "change" our clothes mentally and set off for
a search.

i Please, may | have him until you come baickhe girl persistently did not
wish to forget her desiré.What is hisname?

iHe stil | do&elasdniledatder.dVh @ tyadirs?

i Lia. T The girl answered. Why do you shine, anyway? We saw several
creatures like you, but everybody told us that they were angels... Who arepGu

i We are girls like you, only we liv&ipstairs".
i Where is it, this "upstairs'f? Little Lia continued to heap us witjuestions.

i Regrettably, you cannot go thereStella tried to explain it somehow,
finding it quite difficult.T Do you want me to show it twou?

The child began to jump with joy. Stella took her hand and opened her amazing
fantastic world, where everything was so bright and happy that it was truly hard to
believe that this kind of thing could really exist.

Liadbs eyes became | i ke two enor mous r

i Wow! How beautiful! What is it? Is it paradise? Oh, niyThe girl was
absolutely delighted, but expressed it in a very low voice, as if being afraid of
frightening off this unbelievable visioin.Who lives there? Wow, look, what a cloud!
And the rain is golden! Can it really be like this?

i Have you ever seen a red dragdnia shook her head. See, but | do have
one, becawrkle it ods my

i Then what? You are God'i! But God cannot be a girl, right? Then who
areyou?

Questions poured from her like an avalanche and Stella burst out laughing,
unable to answer all them at once

Being free from the question and answer session, | slowly began to look around
and was astonished at the unusual world which spread around us... It was a genuinely
“transparent” world. Everything sparkled and shimmered with a blue, ghostly light
which did not make us feel cold (as it seemingly should), but on the coritnary
warmed us with an unusual deep warmth which penetrated to the bottom of our hearts.
Transparent human figures floated by me from time to time. They constantly changed
I First becommg more compact and then transparent like luminous fog... This world
was very beautiful, but somewhat unsteady. It seemed to change all the time, as if
having difficulty deciding how it would prefer to lberever.

i Well, are you ready to "take awalkiSte | | adés cheerful voi
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of my thoughts.
i Where shall wgo?
i We are going to search for the disappearetthe girl smiledmerrily.

i Dear girls, would you let me guard your dragon, while you go auwdyRle
Lia asked, reluctant to forget himwasting down her rourgyes.

i All right, here you are. Guard him.Stella indulgently granted her permission.
iJust dondét give him to anybttightecned. He i s

i Oh, no! How could I! I shall love him very much while you avey.

The girl was willing to bend over backwards to get this fascinating "dragon”,
which bellied out and puffed up, trying to please us with all his might, as if knowing
that we were talking precisely abdun...

i When will you come back? Will you come very soon, dear girl$he little
one asked, hoping very much that we waubt come thevery soon

The glimmering transparent wall separated us from them...
i Well, what shall we begin withi? Stella asked, being dewight concerned.

| 6ve never seen such a thing, bumyst cert
do something, right? We promised!
iWell , |l etds try to " piulbofferecowithodt thieking i m
twice.

Stella performed her neXhocuspocus" and looked exactly like little Lia and
that meant that the "mother” was left for me, which made me laugh... As | understood
it we simply put on energy images which we hoped would help us to find the people
we aimed to find.

i Thisis apositveway of wusing ot her peaegatiltee 6 s |
oneiwhen someone uses It for bad ends, |
to beat me. Later she explained inte...

|t was very amusing to hewithwhichseshet i ny
expounded such serious subjects... But she really treated everything very earnestly,
despite her sunny, happy nature.

i Well, shall we go, "qgirl Lia"7 | asked, with a feeling of burningnpatience.

| was eager to see these other "floosiile | still had some forces left. | did
notice the huge difference between the "floor" where we were now and the "upper”,
Stellads "floor" Therefore | wanted ve
next unknown world and know about it as s possible, because | was not sure
whether | could ever retuithere.
Why is this "floor" much denser than the poeis one and has more spirits?
| asked.

il don 6t Stéllashnwgged her shoulderdviaybe because good people
who did not do anyarm to anybody in their last life live here, therefore there are
many of them here. And "special” and very strong spirits live in the Uftper"... 1
she began to laugh.But | am not talking about me, if you think that! Although Gran
saysthat myspii t i s very ol d, more than a mil
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dondét you think? How can one know what
ago?i The girlcontemplated.

i Maybe then you were not dfarth?
iWhere do you t Stalanaked in@reaperplexate n ? !
iWel I |, | dondt know. Ciawasdurpnsedu r eal | vy

It seemed to me then that her abilities allowed her to do ANYTHING! But to my
huge surprise, Stella shook her head.

i |Istill can do very little, only what my Gnataught mei She sighed withegret.
i Do you want me to show my friends to yduPsuddenly asked.

Before she knew where she was, | unfolded those meetings in my memory, when
my wonderful "star friends" came to me so often and when it seemed to me that
nothing interesting could ever happen in my life...

i Wow! What beautyl Stella exhaled in delight. Suddenly she saw the strange
signs which they had shown me many times and exclaiimedok, it means they
taught you! Howinteresting!

| became frozen, unable to pronounce a word... They taught me!!! Could it be
that during all those years | had some important information in my brain and instead
of trying to understand it somehow, |, like a blind kitten, floundered in my shallow
attemptsand guessvork, trying to find soméruth i n t hem?! And |1 6ve
for such a long, long time?

Even without knowing what | was taught, | "boiled" with indignation at myself
for such a vexing negligence. Can you believe it! | was given some "sefcoeh the
very beginning and | did not understand that! Well, they surely gave them to the
wrong personi!!
i Pleased o nbésbupset!i Stellasmiled.i Y o u $hbwit to Granand
s h ee@plainit to you.
i May | ask you? Who is your grandmotheranyway?i | askedfeeling
embarrasseattrespassing on "private territory".

Stella was engrossed in her thoughts, wrinkling her little nose in a funny way
(she had this amusing habit, when she thought of something in earnest) and
pronounced wavering a little:

ildon6t know... Sometimes it seems to
she is very, very old... We had many photos at home and she was the same’ion them
ol d, l i ke now. | havestrangg¥ er seen her yoa

i Did you ever ask her aboii®

iNo,Id dnot. | think she would tell me ,

at that! How beautifuli Suddenly the girl exclaimed in delight pointing at the strange
golden sea waves with her finger. It, certainly, wata sea but they really looked

very like sea wave$ they heavily rolled on the shore, playfully outstripping each
other, with one difference thoughinstead of snowvhite sea foam and blue water

we saw shining pure gold which nebulized into thousands of transparent goldish
sparks... It wasery beautiful and, naturally, we wanted to sexaser.
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When we came close enough, | heard thousands of voices which sounded
simultaneously. Theound resembled a strange magic melody. It was a not song
or even music in the sense we understand itvast something barely thinkable

and definitely indescribable... but it sounded awesome.

iCome on! |l t s a t hi StMachirgederela! Youodl |
il i ke 1t alread?. |l t6s not dangerou
i No, not at al . D o n &he "lostosouis yhich aré stile x i s
sad after they came here. .. I have | i s

different things to different souls. Do you want to hi€ar

Only now | noticed that there were a lot of spirits splashing in the golden
sparkling waves... Some simply lay on the surface, fluidly rocking on waves; others
dived into the "gold" and remained there for hours, fully submerged in the mental
“concert" and were absolutely reluctant to return tcstiréace...

i Well, shall we listen? The girl impatiently pushed nsightly.

We came closer... and | felt the miraculousbft touch of the sparkling wave...
It was something incredibly soft, surprisingly affectionate and sedative, and at the
same time getting to the "depth" of my suspd and slightly watchful soul... Quiet
"music” ran through my foot, vibrating with millions of different tones. It went up,
shrouding me in something fairyland beautiful, which cannot be described with
words... | felt | was flying although | did not inalgty. It was sensational! Every new
surging wave dissolved and melted my every cell; the sparkling gold washed me
through, carrying away everything bad and sad, leaving only pure primordial light in
my soul...

| did not feel the moment when | entered antimerged in this shining miracle.

| felt so unbelievably wel/l and never v
i Al | right, thatos enouigtht!elTlhaed sni psuws hoi
burst into the shining beautly.Did you likeit?
il 01 I7 |weatied outi | wish I did not have to leav#
i Indeed! Some "bathe" there to the next embodiment... and then never return
here...

i Where do they goP | wassurprised.

i Below... Gran saysthatoseh oul d des erheetoo.nfndthe pl a
one who justwaitsandhas rest "works" 1t off in th
true...

i What is there, belowi? | wasinterested.

iltds not a pl e aisSetatsmilpdkhydyc e , beli eve m

i And this sea, is it the only one or there are many of thena?

iYouo!l I alveags.differentlittisdlike a sea in one place, "scenery" in
another and in the third place itbds a

plants, and all that "treats" the soul and calms too... only one should not simply use it,
one has to desve itfirst.

iWh at about those who have nioldid mbte s e r
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understand.

i Yes, they do, but not so comfortably..The girl shook her head.Here is like
on Earthi nothing is given for free, only values here are quite differénose who
do not want to exert themselves, get very simple thifigss beauty cannot be
bought; it can only bedeserved..

i You speak now exactly like your grandmother, as if you learned her wdérds...

| smiled.

il t 6si Stellauretutned a smile toanri | try to memorize a lot of what she
says, even that which | dondét quite wun
time, right? Probably then thereheli | L

Then we suddenly saw an incomprehensiblé yvbuy attractive picturé a host
of spirits stood on shining and fluflyansparent blue earth, like on a cloud. They
constantly changed with each other, took someone somewhere amettimead.

i What is it? What do they do therePuzzled, bsked.

i They come to help the "newcomers" not to feel afraid. This is where new spirits
come.i Stella saiccalmly.

i Have you seen see all that? Can we come closeok®

i Of, coursel’ And we approached theloud"...

| saw something absolutely thrilling in iteduty... A transparent luminous ball
suddenly appeared in complete emptiness, as if from nowhere and opened up like a
flower, letting out a new spirit which looked around in confusion, understanding
nothing... The spirits who waited for it hugged the "nemer" in a mass of warm
sparkling energy, as if calming it, and led it away somewhere.

i They are those who come after dedth=br some reason | spoke in\ery

low voice. Stella nodded and saghid:

i Whenl came,we wentto different"floors" i my family andl. | wasvery
lonely andsad...
But now everything is all right. | came to visit them here many times. They are happy

Now.
i Are they right here, on this "floor'i?1 could not believet.
Stella sadly nodded again and | decided to stop askirmyg¢der not to worry her
lucid and kind heart.

We walked along an unusual road which appeared and disappeared as we set foot
on it. The road softly twinkled and it seemed that it conducted us, pointing a way, as
if knowing where we had to go... There waglaasant feeling of freedom and
lightness, as if the whole world around suddenly beaampenderable.

i Why does this road point us where to §jd7askedagain.

i It does not point, it help$. The girl answered. Everything here consists of
thoughts. Have qu forgotten? Even trees, the sea, roads and flowersy all hear
what we are thinking about. It is a trybyire world... probably, the one that people
call Paradise... It is impossible to here.

i Where is Hell then? Does it exisin?
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i Oh,ofcoursel, 61 I show it to you! 1t &9YCHon t h
things'it St el | abs shoulders flinched, obvio
unpleasant.

We continued to walk and | noticed that the surroundings began to change
gradually. The trangwency disappeared little by little, yielding to the "denser"
scenery which more looked like the earthly one.

iWhat 6s happeni npgpAcked/bpemears.ar e we ?

iWedre still i Stellatcddndy assevared.Omyinats "simpler”
part. Rem mber, weobdve just discussed it? Mos
they see the scenery which | ooks | i ke

them to assimilate the "transition" into a new world... Also those who do not want to
be betterthan they are and make the least effort to achieve something greater, live
here.

i So, it means that this "floor" consist of two pantdspecified.

i Yes, you can say that.Stella answered thoughtfully and unexpectedly changed
thesubject.
il t 6 s Tisnbbody pagseany attention to us. Do you think they aréerat?

We looked around and stopped, having no idea what to do.
i Shall we venture "downstairsi?Stellaasked.

| felt that the little girl had become tired. To tell the truth | too was very far from
being on my best form, but | was almost sure that she was not going to surrender and
therefore | nodded in reply.

i Well, then we have to prepare ourselves a bitStella declared, "wdlike",
and concentrated, biting her lip. Do you know how to creatgour powerful
protectiveshield?

i | think | do, but | am not sure whether it will be sufficiently stroiigl
answered confusedly. | did not want to let her down exactly.

i Show mei The girlasked.

| understood that it was not a whim and she simplytadrio help me. |
concentrated and made my green "cocoon" which | always created when | needed to
be seriously protected.

iWow!T St el ]l abs eyes wi deWgl lop ehetdd svi ¢ &
This time our flight downward was not so pleasant unlikgptlegious one... For
some reason | felt that something strongly squeezed my chest and | could not breathe

freely. But gradually everything returned to normal and | could observe the
surroundings. The sinister scenery unpleasantly surpmsed

A heavy, blooered sun stingily lit up the dim, violdirown silhouettes of distant
mountains... Deep cracks crept along the surface like giant snakes; a dense, dark
orange fog came out of them and, on merging with the surface, came to look like a
bloody ¢$roud. Strange human spirits, which were very dense, almost physically
dense, wondered aimlessly everywhere... They appeared and then disappeared, paying
no attention to each other, noticing nobody except for themselves, as if they lived

exclusively in the private world, tightly closed to anybody else. In the distance we
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saw the dark silhouettes of monstrous beasts which fleetingly appeared but did not
dare to approach us yet. The danger was strongly felt; everything smelled of horror. |
felt an urgent dare to run from there at breaknespeed...

i Are we in Hell, or something?l asked, being séeon.rri fie
i Well, you wanted to see how it looks, so, you did iTensely smiling,

Stella replied. | felt that she expected trouble. No wondiat else could

it be in a place lik¢hat?

i You know, you can sometimes find kind spirits here. They simply made huge
mistakes. To tell the truth, | pity them very much... Can you imaginaiting for
your next embodiment here?! Terrible!

No, | could notimagine that and honestiydid not want to, and besides there
was not a tiny snippet gfoodin the air.

i You are not right, you know. The little one eavesdropped on my thoughts
again.i Sometimes truly very good people get here, and they pay for thais gery
dearly... 1 do indeed feel so sorry them...

iDo you think that the boy wedre | ool
had no time to do anything bad. Do you hope to find ineme?. Do you think such
thing ispossible?

i Watch out!!!i Stella suddenly shriekeout.

Before | knew where | was | was flattened like a big frog and felt an enormous,
terribly stinking mountain on me... something puffed, champed and snorted, spreading
the disgusting smell of rot and tainted meat. | felt like vomitingas very fortunate
that it was just our spirits that "went for a walk" here, without physical bodies,
otherwise | would have hugeoblems.

i Get out of here! Come on, get out!!'The frightened girliesqueaked.

Regrettably, it was easier to say thaddo.. A stinking hulk leaned the whole of
its enormous weight on me and apparently, prepared to regale itself with my fresh
life-force... As ill luck would have it, | could not get free from it and the panic which
began treacherously to squeak within neah squeezed me with fear.

i Come on!i Stella cried again. Then she suddenly struck the monster with a
bright ray and again cried:Run!!!

| felt that it became a bit easier and delivered an energy blow with all my might,
pushing the stinking hulk off meStella ran around and fearlessly struck the
weakening monster from all sides. | managed to get out, heavily breathing and was in
horror at what | saw! An enormous thorny hulk lay right in front of me, covered with
the sharply stinking mucus. There wasemmormous, bent horn on the wide, warty
head.

i Run!i Stella cried agairi. | t 0 «alives t i | |

| tore along... | absolutely do not remember where to... But | can say | ran like
hell.

i Well, youcanrun, | dare say.li. Stella squeezed out breathlessly, hardly
articulatingwords.
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i Oh, | am sorry. Please, forgive mel exclaimed, being ashamedThe way
you screamed, | just ran in fright wherever my feet would cagy.

iWel | |, I tds nothing. NdgStellat i me weobl |

tried to calm me. This s&@ment made my eyes open wide!

i You mean there can be a "next" timé!Pasked carefully, hoping to he'aro".

i Of course! After all, thejive here!i The brave little girl "calmedine.

i What are we doing hetben?

i We came to rescue somebody. Have fgygotten? Stella was sincerely
surprised.

Obviously our "rescue expedition" went right out of my mind because of the
awful occurrence, but | tried to pull myself together as quickly as possible in order
not to show Stella how terribly scared/as.

i Hey,d o nworty. Thefirst time it happenedo memy hair stoodon endfor the
whole day!
i The girl said, mucimerrier.

| wanted to give her a huge kiss! She somehow saw that | was ashamed of my
weakness and managed to make me feel good.

i Doyoureallythinktat | i ttl e Liabs f atithasked and
surprised from the bottom of neart.

i Of course! They could be simply kidnapp&dlhe calm replyollowed.

i What do you mean kidnapped, whdy?

But the girl did not have time to answerSomething scarier than our first
"acquaintance" jumped out from thick trees. It was something incredibly nimble and
strong, with a little but very powerful body. Its hairy belly expulsed a strange sticky
"net" which caught us before we knew where we wegiella looked like a little

disheveled owlet. Her large blue eyes looked like two enormous saucers with splashes
of horror in the middle.

| had to think of something very quickly, but my head was absolutely empty, no
matter how hard I tried to find anytig clever there... Meanwhile the "spider” (having
nothing better to call this creature) dragged us, apparently, to its nest, anticipating a
feast.

i Where are all the peopléBeing almost strangled asked.

i Oh, there are a lot them here. You sawyfaurself. More than anywhere... But
the majority of them are wowuse than t he

i What shall we do nowf? In my mind my teeth began thatter.

i Rememberwhenyou showedyour first monsterdo me, you struckthemwith
agreenray?

i Stella asked with a sprightly and mischievous sparkle in her eyes (she came to her
senses again, quickerthanmé!. et 6 s tr y tbgeteer. same t hi ng

| understood that, fortunately, she was not going to surrender yet and decided to
try, because we haubthing to lose anyway.

But we had no time to strike, because the spider sharply stopped and we plopped
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down on earth... It had dragged us to its home much quicker than we thought...

We found ourselves in a very strange room (if it can be called so)s ltdark
and completely silent... It strongly smelled of mould, smoke and the bark of some
strange tree. From time to time weak sounds like moans were heard. It seemed that
"suffering” souls produced them with what was left of their strength.

i Can you lighti up somehow? | asked Stella beneath rbyeath.
ilove tried already, 7Tlohetrepliedaisai | ed f or
whispering. At once a tiny light shone right in frontusf

i That is all that I can do hereVexed Stellssighed.

This dim, scanty ibmination made her look very tired and much older. | always
forgot that this amazing child was only five years old! Probably it was her often, so
serious, unchildlike conversation or her adult attitude toward life, or everything put
together that made nferget that she is still a tiny girl who must be terribly scared
now, but she bravely endured everything and even was gofigito.

i Look, who is here? Stella whispered.

On peering into the darkness, | saw strange "shelves" on which people lay.

i Mother? Is it you, mother???A surprised thin voice whispereidHow did you
findus?

At first | did not understand that a child addressed me. | clean forgot why we
came here. | understood only when Stella shoved her fist in my side.

iWe donodt namesiw whisheeed.r

i Lia, what areyou doing here? A masculine voicsounded.

i | was looking for you, daddy.St el | a answer evdicement al | \
i But how did you get hera?l asked.

i Probably, the same way you did.there was a hushed answie¥WWe went for
a wal k on a | akeshore and did not see t
and below waited this beast... What shallde@

i Leave.i |tried to answer as calmly asssible.
i What about others? Do you want to leave thein3tellawhispered.
i Certainly not! But how are you going to take them othak?

A strange round manhole opened and viscid, red light blinded our eyes. | felt as
if my head was squeezed with nippers and I felt an irresistible wish to sleep...
iHol d on! D&%tellacied.s| eep!
| understood that the spider exerted a strong influence upon us. Probably this
terrible creature needed us wemiled to easily accomplish its "spidery" ritual.
i We cannot do anythingi..Stella muttered to herseifWhy doesndét a
work?
| thought she was absolutely right. We both were just children, which set off on
a life- threatening trip without thinking it out well and now were unaware of how to
get out of it.
Suddenly Stella took off our imposed "images" and we again becarselves.
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i Oh, where is my mother? Who are you? What did you do with my mother?!
The boy hissed indignantly.Bring her backmmediately!

| liked his fighting spirit, considering the hopelessness of our situation.

i The point is that your mother has maten herel. Stella whispered. We met
your mother at the "floor" from which you “fell* here. They were very worried about
you, because they could not find you and we offered to help. But, as you see, we did
not take enough care and got into the saméteme s s é

i How long have you been here? Do you know what he will do witfi bgfed
to speak confidently.

i We are quite new here... He brings new people all the time, sometimes little
animals, then they disappear and he brings new ones.

| looked at Stel with horror:

i Itis areal world and absolutelyeal danger! It is not thainnocent beauty
which we created earlier! What shall de?

i Leave.i The little girl persistentlyepeated.

i Wecantry, c a wé?Granwill notleaveustoo, if thingsgetreallydangerous.
Probablywe can get out by ourselves, |if
she will not leave us.

| wish I had her confidence! Although I never was too fearful, this situation made
me very nervous, because the matter was not only abdotituelso about those who
we came to rescue from this horrific situation. However, | had no hedgato
scramble out of thisightmare.

i There is no time here, but he usually comes in at one and the same interval,
approximately, twentyour earthly hoursi Suddenly the boy answered tpughts.

i Was ittoday?i Stella asked witlobvious relief. The boy nodded.

i Then, shall we goP She gave me a significant look and | understood that she
asked me to "put" my "protection” ahem.

Stella was the first who paut her red head outside...

i Nobody!T She rejoicedi Gosh, what aightmare!

Immediately | started climbing after her. Here was a real nightmare indeed!
Human spirits hung in "bunches" near our strange "place of incarceration"... They
hung head downwardsuspended by their feet, forming something like inverted
bouquets.

We came closér nobody showed any signs of life...
i They are totally "pumped out 1! Stella was terrifiedi There is not even a

A

dropoflifef or ce i n t he mlawa!l | right, | et 6s r L

We were off like a shot, absolutely not knowing where we running, simply
wishing to be as far as possible from the bitr@#zing horror... We did not even
imagine that we could bump into the same or even vibisg.

Suddenly it grew very dark. Dark blauds rushed across the sky, as if a strong
wind pushed them, although there was no wind whatsoever. Blinding lightning
flashed in the bowels of black clouds; the tops of mountains blazed with a red glow...
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Sometimes the wicked tops ripped swollen clowdsich released dark brown
waterfalls. This frightful picture was reminiscent of the most terrible of terrible
nightmares....

i Daddy, | am so scaredThe boy squealed in a thin voice, forgetting about his
former "bellicosity".

Suddenly one cloud was "torrahd blazed with blindingly bright light. The
figure of a very thin young man with a face, sharp like a Koliéele, being wrapped
in this light as in a sparkling cocoon, approached us. The sparkling light "melted"
black clouds which turned into dirty, lolashreds.

i Blimey! i Stella cried with joyi How does he dthat?!

i Do you know him? | was unspeakably surprised, but Stella shook her
head negatively. The young fellow landed next to us and asked, affectionately
smiling:

i Why are you here? This is notwoplace.

i We know. We just tried to get upstaiisThe happy Stella began to twitter at
full speed.i Will you help us to come back up? We have to come home real quick!
Our grandmothers are waiting for us there, and these two have others waiting for them
too.

Meantime the fellow very attentively and in earnest examined me for some
reason. He had a strange and piercing gaze which made me feel uncomfortable.

i What are you doing here, giil"He asked softlyi How did you manage to get
here?

T We simply wenfor a walk.i | answered honestly.And then looked for them.
i 1 smiled at our "lost and found" and pointed at them withhiaoyd.

i But you arealive?i The rescuer continued toquire.
i Yes, but I've already been here several timdxalmly answered.

i Only not here,"upstairs"!i Laughing, my little friend correctedme.i We
would not comeback here for all the tea in China, right?

i Oh, yes. I think that will be enough for a long time... at léasr me...T |
flinched, recalling recergvents.

i You must leavel The fellow repeated softly, but more insistentiyNow.

A sparkling "path" stretched out from the place where he stood and ran straight
into a luminous tunnel. We were literally pulled in there, without having the chance
to take even one gigand in an instant we found ourselves in the same transparent
world where we found our nicely rounded Lia and her mother.

iMummy , dadds b a cilittle LAarrah oW t® meek us, tlironky !
clasping the red dragon to her bosom. Her round little one like the sun. She
could not contain her stormy happiness
with delight.

| watched the reunion of this family with enormous joy and was a little sad about
all my "guests” who had come to me on earthh&pi they could not hug each other
anymore, because they had already belonged to different worlds...

Back to content

121



Svetlana de Rohanevashova. Revelation

iDaddy, you are here at | ast/! | thoug
found! How wonderfult The little one shone withappiness.

Suddenly hehappy face was clouded with gloom and grew notably sad... She
addressed Stella with a quite different tone@te:

i Dear girls, thank you for my dad! And for my brother, of course! Are you going
to leave now? Will you ever come back? Here is your dragenkas very good and
he liked me very much...

It seemed that poor Lia would start to howl right rioshe was so eager to keep
this miracle of a dragon for a tiny bit more! And he was about to be taken away and
she would never see him again...

i Do you wanthim to stay with you for a little while longer? And when we come
back next ti me, yoiutllahadgity anghe litthehiid. b ac k t ©

At first Lia could not believe her luck which suddenly came like a bolt from the
blue, and then, unable say anything, began to nod her head so vigorously that we
were afraid it would fall off!

On saying goodbye to the happy family, we moved further.

| was unspeakably glad to feel myself safe again, to see the joyful light which
filled everything around andobto be afraid of being unexpectedly grasped by some
terriblemonster...

i Do you want to go for another walkStella asked me in absolutely freshce.

The temptation, certainly, was huge, but | was so tired that even if | saw the
greatest miracle on gh, | probably would be unable to enjoy it in full measure...

i All right, another timel Stella giggledi | am tiredtoo.

Our cemetery appeared again where our grandmothers sat next to each other on
the same small bench where we hadtledm...

i | would like to show you something.Stella said under héreath.

And then two incredibly beautiful and brightly shining spirits appeared instead
of our grandmothers... They both had marvelous sparkling stars on their chests, and
Stell ads gr an dingarowm errherheadwhahshoaenaadzshimmered
with all the colours of the rainbow...

iltds them. .. You wa n noeldkd, betng absolatelyt h e n
stunnediOnly donodt tell them thtat | showed
iWel |, I t 0 0 gd..ii Whe little one sadigwhispered.l cannot go
with you there....
i | shall visit you! Absolutely! Many, many time$! | promised with all my
heart. The redheaded girl looked at me with her warm sad eyes, and it seemed she
understood everythingAl I t hat | coul d not express

29. Stella-5. Svetilo. Hell. Isolda

All the way home from the cemetery | was sulky with my grandmother for no
reason whatsoever, at the same time being angry with myself for that. | looked like a
ruffled sparrow and my grandmother perfectly saw it, which, of course, irritated me

Back to content

122



Svetlana de Rohanevashova. Revelation

even more ath forced a retreat into my "safe shell”. It is highly likely that it was
childish offence that raged inside me because she actually, so | thought, hid a lot from
me and taught me nothing, apparently considering me unworthy or incapable of doing
something geater. Although my inner voice was telling me that | was awfully wrong,

| was unable to calm down and look at the situation from the outside, which | always
did when | thought that | could erong.

Finally my impatient heart was unable to bear the sédeargy longer.

i Well, what were you talking about for so long? If certainly, | am allowed to
know...T | mumbled, not even trying to hide how offendeslas.

i We did not talk, wehought. i My grandmother answered, calngdgniling.
It seemed that she simplyatged me to provoke me to some action which only she

knew...

i Well then, what did youthink" about? Then | finally fired, unable to contain
my feelingsi Why does Stell ads grandmot her te
Do you think that | am incapablé anythingmore?

i First of all, st op b Grahdmathgr said calmly u 6 |

again.i And secondly, Stella has a long way to go to match you. Besides, what do
you want me to teach you, if you have not yet understood even that which you have
now? So, when you have, weodll talk abou

| stared at my grandmother, as if | saw her for the first time in my life. What does
she mean "Stella has a long way to go to match me"?! She does such things and knows
so much! And of what am | capable®elonly thing | did was just help somebody;
and apart from that | knew nothing.

My grandmother perfectly saw my utter confusion, but did not help a bit,
probably considering that | must get through it on my own, but | could not. The
unexpected "positive"nock made my thoughts somersault. | was absolutely unable
to think soberly and only looked at her with eyes wide open, failing to digest the
"devastating'hews...

iBut what about "floors"? | could not
showed thento me!i | persistently did not wish to givep.

i Well, she did that precisely so you could try it on your oy grandmother
established an "undeniablitt.

i Can | really go theren my owr?i | wasdumbfounded.

i Ofcourseyoucanl't 6 s t he thingsnhatlyeusdndo f You don
believe in yourself and therefore donot

il d o nidltneatyrsyffécated at such terrible injusti¢eThe only thing |
constantly do is keep trying! Well, probably not the things | showyld

Suddenly | remendred that Stella very often repeated that | could do much
more... Butwhat precisely could | do? | had no idea what they all talked about, but
now | felt that | gradually began to calm down dhishk which always helped me in
any difficult situation. Sudddy life did not seem so unfair to me and | began to
revive.

Being inspired by such good news I, certainly, "tried" during the following days.
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Not sparing myself and pitilessly martyrising my emaciated physical body, | daily
visited the "floors" dozens ¢ifmes without showing myself to Stella. | wished to give
her a pleasant surprise but wanted to do it properly without disgracing myself by
making a foolish mistake.

At last | decided that it was time to stop hiding and to visit my dear little friend.

i Wow! Is it you?T At once the familiar voice sounded like happy béild.
cannot believe i1it06s truly you! But how
yourown?

As usual her questions rained down on me; her merry little face shone and | was
sincerely pleasd to see the joyous light that gushed out of her.

i Well, shall we go for a walkP | asked smiling.

Stella was in raptures about nmgependently comingand that now we could
meet when we felt I|i ke i1it, needing nobc

i See! | told you that yoaan do much morg! Stella twittered happilyi. And
now everything wil!/ be all right and w
wanted to show you something and have been waiting and waiting for you to be here.
But weol | have ntmacego t o that unpl easa

i Do you mean the "ground

floor"? Stellanodded.

i Why?1 | askedl Have you lossomething?

i | have not lost anything; on the contrary | found somethinglfhe girl
exclaimed victoriouslyl Remember, | told you that there are good spirits in that
world and you did not want to believe me?

Frankly speaking | still held that opinion, but | nodded, unwilling to offend my
happy friend.

iAnd now vy o u 0ilStellabagllcantentedly. Shallwe?

This time we easily "slipped” down the "floors", pattly because we had
already gained somexperiencen that, and|l againsawan oppressivepicture,very
like onethatl hadseenbefore.

Our feet squelched through the black stinking slush, out of which the brooks of
turbid reddish water streamed. The &#asky was dark. It blazed with bloodd
flashes and loomed very low, pushing the purple mass of heavy and cumbersome
clouds, which resisted and huingheavy, swollen and pregnant, threatening to be
delivered of a terrible waterfall, wiping everything tife face of the earth. From time
to time a wall of browsed opaque waters broke through out of them with a
resounding roar, striking the earth so strongly that it seemed that the sky fell to the
ground...

The trees were naked and faceless and idly maehedt flabby and thorny
branches. Further on there was a joyless withered steppe which faded in the distance
behind the wall of dirty grey fog. Numerous sullen and wilting human spirits aimlessly
rambled here and there, senselessly looking for sometbaiy@g no attention to the
surrounding world, which, to tell the truth, wes unpleasant that it evoked no desire
whatsoever to look at it. The scenery spread horror and depression seasoned with
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despair albround.

i O, dear! How scary it is heré.Stellawhispered shivering. | could not get
used to it and probably never will, no matter how many times | come here. How can
the poor fellows livéhere?!

i Well, probably, these "poor fellows" did something really wrong, if they got
here. In fact nobody sent timeherel they got what they deserved, righitPstill did
not giveup.

iJust wai t 1aStetlawhisparéghigmatsalye .

Suddenly we saw a cave covered with greyish greenery. A tall stately man who
was absolutely out of place in this wretctsmliHreezing landscape came out of it,
squinting...

i Hello, Sad Oneli Stella affectionately welcomed the strangerHere, |
brought my friend. She does not believe that it is possible find good people here and
| wanted to showouto her... |hopeyoudodt miyaudl, do

i Hello, deari The man answered sadly| dondt think 1 am
show to anyone. You should not do thaglly.

Strangely enough, | liked this sad man. He emanated strength and warmth and it
was very pleasant to be next to hiAnyway, he was not like the overwhelming
majority of people whalwelt on this "floor"i weakwilled and brokerhearted,
surrendered at the discretion of fate.

i Tell us your story, Sad Mani..Stella asked, lightlgmiling.

i Well, there is nothing to telkctually, and there is nothing to be proudiof.
The stranger shook his heddwhat do you need thisr?

For some reason | felt deep pity for him. | knew absolutely nothing about him,
and still I was almost sure that this n@uld notdo anything trulypad. Well, he just
could not! Stella, smiling, observed my thoughts which she obviously liked very
much.

- All right! | agree.Y o u dightéi At lastl honestlyconfessedon seeing
her satisfiedlittle face.

i But you know nothing about him and the matsamat so simple with
him.

I Stella complacently pronounced, slyly smiling. Please, tell her, Sad
One...

The man cheerlessly smiled at us and quietly pronounced:

i | am here, because | killed... | killed many peoplaot for pleasure, but of
necessity.

| was terribly disappointet] he killed! How could | be so foolish as to believe
in him! But for some reason the slightest sense of rejection or hostility persistently
failed to appear in me. | obviously liked the man and | could not do anything with it,
no matter how hard | tried.

T Is it an identical guili to kill for pleasureor from necessity? | asked.i
Someti mes people dondt have a choice,
defend themselves or others. | always admired héroearriors and kights. The
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latter | always adored... How is it possible to compare them to ordiilkmg?
He gave me a long and sad look and then quietly answered:

il dondét know, dear. The fact that I
judgingon how Ifeet hi s guilt in my heart, It 60s 1
protected my land;was a hero thereAnd here it appeared that | just killed... Can it
be fair, really? I think not.

i So, you were a warrioii?| asked with hopé. But then, the diffenece should
behugé¢ you protected your home, fami |l y an
killer.

i Well, dearNone of us are truly as others see ubecause¢hey see only what
they want to seeor only what we want to show them And as to the war, at §t |
thought the same way as you and even was proud of my deeds. And here it appears
that there was nothing to be proud of.
way it wasaccomplished.

i But this iswrong! i | was indignanti How can a maniakiller turn out to be
the same as a hero?cln notbe; itmust notbe!

My whole self raged in indignation! But the man dolefully looked at me with his
sad grey eyes in which | reahderstanding...

i Both a hero and killertake life. Probably, there are "extenuating
circumstances"”, because a person who protects somebody else takes life being guided
by anoble and just reason But one way or another, they both have to pay for it...
very bitterly, believame.

i May | ask you, when did yolive?1 | asked, being slightlgonfused.

i Oh, it was quite long time ago. | am hdoe the second timealready. For
some reason my two lives were aliké militated for somebody in both... and then
paid... always bitterly.i The stranger fell silerfor a long time, as if not wishing to
talk about it anymore, but then continued quietlyThere are people whike to
militate. | always hated it. But for some reason life returned me to the same circle for
the second time, as if | was deliberately pubithisexclusive circlewithout any
possibility of being freed from it. When | lived, all people fought inter se. One
occupied othersdé | ands, the | atter prot
brothers killed brothers... Many terrible thsx¢pappened. Some people performed
unthinkable exploits; some betrayed others and some were simply cowards. But
nobody even suspected what a bitter price they would have to pay for everything they
did.

i Did you have family there? | asked to change the gabt. i Were there

children?

i Certainly! But it was so long ago! They once became gyeatdfathers, died
then... And some live again. It was a long tiag®...

i And you are still hered! | whispered looking around imorror.

| could not even imaginethte 6d been | iving there
suffering and "paying" for his guilt, without the slightest hope of leaving this horrific
"floor" before the time comes to return to the physical Earth! And once there he will
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have to start everything again frahe very beginning, in order that when his next
“physical" life is over to return (maybe here!) with a whole new set of "luggage"”, bad
or good, depending on how he lives his "next" earthly life... And there is not the
slightest hope for him to be freedoin this exclusive circle (be it good or bad),
because if ondeginsthe earthly life, he "dooms" himself to this eternal circular
“journey”. And depending on his actions, the return to the "floors" can be very
pleasant or very scary.

iWhat i f vy &lbanybalyio the ngwolite, you will not return to this
"floor" anymore, right7 | asked withhope.

i But lremember nothing, my dearwhen | returnthere. . . |ldedhthataf t e
we remember our lives and errors. And whenhbegin to live there again, ou
memory is closed at onceProbably, that is why our old "acts" redubecause we

dondt remember our old errors... But fr
“punished" again, | would never stand aside, if my family or my country was in
dangerl t 6 s al | strange, I f we come to thi

"distributes our guilt andpayment wishes that only cowards and betrayers live on
Earth. Otherwise, he would not punish scoundrels and heroes the same way. Or is
there, nevertéless, a difference in the punishment? It must be, in all fairness. In fact
there are heroes who performed superhuman exploits. They had songs and legends
dedicated to them which lived for centuries. They should not be placed amongst
ordinary murderers, fasure! | wish | could ask somebody abbuh at é

i | also think that such thing cannot be! In fact there are people that performed
such wonders of human courage that even after death they, like the sun, lit up the
earthly path for all the living for centuries. | like to read about them very much and |
try to find as many books as possible which tell about human exploits. They help me
to live and cope with my loneliness, when life becomes too hard. The only thing that
| cannot understand is: why heroes alwaysst dieon Earth in order that people can
seetheir rightness? Why does everybody become indignant only when a hero cannot
be revived? Why is it only then that the long sleegingan pride arises and the
crowd, ardent with just anger, take down the "enemies” like specks of dust on their
“faithful” way?i Sincere indignation raged in me. Probably | spoke too quickly and
too much, but | rarely had the possibility of expressing what really "hurts" me... and |
continued.

i In fact peoplekilled first even their poor God, and only afterwards began to
worship hm. Is it really impossible to sdébe real truth beforei t 6 s al ready
Is not it really betteto keep safe theheroes follow their example antearn from
them? Do people really always netd shocking example of others' couragéo
believe in tleirs? Why is it necessary to first kill somebody so that they could set a
monument to glorify him after? Honestly | would preferetect monuments to the
living, if they are worthy oft...

And what do you mean that somebody "distributes guilt"? You nah or
s o met hi n goPGodthat punished\ge punish ourselvesWe are responsible
for everything.

i Dondt you bel iidheeadiman, viho ditentivdlyeliaten@d to
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my "emotionallyindignant" speech, wasirprised.

i 1 have not found him yet.. But if he really exists, then he mustled. But
for some reasomanypeopleareafraid of him or threatenothersin his name.They
sayin our school:"Man - stands proud"! How can a persongreud, if fear hangs
over him all the time?! Besides, there twe many different Gods.Every country
has its own. And everybody tries to prove that their Gothésbest...No, | d o n 6 t
understanda lot of things yet... But how can one believe in somethingwithout
understanding? We are taught at our school thiaére is nothing after death But
howcan | believe it, if | seequite another thing? | think that blind faith simply kills
hope in people and increases fear. If they knew what happesality, they would
behave a lot more cautiously.vibuld not be all the sameo them what happens
after their death. They wouldhow that they will live again, and they will have to pay
for how they lived their life. The only thing is that they will not answer to a
“threatening God", of course, btd themselves And nobody will come to redeem
their sins, but theyave to do that on their own | wanted to tell about that, but
nobody wanted to listen to me, probably, because life is much more comfortable and
simplerwithout this knowledgei. At last | finished my "terribly longspeech.

Suddenly | became very sad. This man somehow made me talk about things that
never left me in peace since the day I first "touched" the world of the dead, and naively
| thought that I yst needed to tell to people what | know atitey would believe at
once and even rejoice! And of course, would want to do only.'g@ddat anaive
child one has to be to engender such a
Peoplehate to knowthat there is something elsiére”, after their death. Because
if they admit it, it will mean that they will have smswer for everything they have
done and this is exactly what nobody wants to do. People are like children. They are
sure for some reandhat if theyclose their eyes and see nothinghennothing bad
will happen to them . . or i f they shift everythin
which "redeemed" all their sins, everything will be all right... But is it truerggid ?
| was just aenyearold girl, but a lot of thingslready could not find their place
within my simple "child's" logical scopiaen. For example, the book about God (the
Bible) told thatpride is atremendous sin but the Christ (son of man!!!) said that he
would redem™all human sins" with his death... What Pride one must have to put
oneself on the same footingthg wholeof humanity?! And what kind of man would

be so bold as to think of hi mself I n t

churches: each onerisore beautiful than the last, as if ancient architects tried to do

t heir best to outdo each ot her dithe buil

churches are incredibly beautiful. They look like museums. Each is a real work of art.

But,ifIgotitn ght , man goes to church to speak
In that casehow can he possibly find Him in the shocking luxury that strikes

the eye withits abundanceofgold whi ch, | et s take me focC

me to open my heart at all, on thentraryi | shut it as quickly as possible in order
not to see the brutally tortured bleeding God, almost nerdeified in the middle of
the glittering and oppressing gold as if peoplecelebrated His death but did not
believe or rejoice in Hife... We plantfresh flowerseven on our cemeteries in order
that they remind us of thde of the dead. So why | did not see a statue lofiag
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Christi n any church, to whom one can pray,
really so that thélouse of God only meandHis death? One day | asked a priest why

we did not pray to &ving God. He looked at me as if at an importunate fly and said
that 'it was done to prevent us from forgetting that he (God) had given His life for us,
redeeming our sins, and nave always must remember that we are unworthy of Him

(?!) And repent of our sins, as much as possiblélowever if hehas already
redeemedall our sins then for what we should repent? And if we must repent, then
His atonement is a lie? The priest gotyweangry and said that | hageretical
thoughts and | must atone for them, reading "Our Father" (!) twenty times in the
evening. | think, comments are unnecestang...

| could go on at great length,
because all of that strongly irritated me
then. | had thousands of questions to
which nobody gave any answers, but
only advised me to "believe", which |
could never do, becaubefore | come
to believe, | need to understangahy,
and if there was no logic in "faith”, then
| considered it to be a "search for a Church in Vilnius (Lithuania), on
black cat in a black room", and neithefhe trembling golden allltar of Wf"!ich the bleedi@ad is
my heart nor my soul needed such faith. also "hanged" ..
Not because | had a "dark" soul (like some told me) which diche@ed God, on the
contrary, | think thamy soul was light enough to understandindaccept but the
matter was that there was nothing to accept... Besides, what can be explained here, if
people killed their Godand therdecided that it would more "correct" to worship
Him? In my opinion, it would be better if they had not killed Him trigd to learn
from Him as many things as possible if He indeed was a real God... For some
reason | felt much closer to our "old Gods", the carved statues of which were in
abundance both in our city and the whole of Lithuania. They were amusing and warm,
merry and angry, sad and severe. These gods were not so incomprehensibly "tragic"
like, for example, Christ to whom shockingly expensive churches were dedicated, as
if somebaly really tried to atone for sins.

Lo
. z
e

'old" Lithuanian Gb s in my hometown Alytus, home and warm, like a simple friendly famil
To me these Gods were kind protagonists of faafgs and looked like our
parentsi they could be kind andffectionate, but if necessary, they could to punish

us severely when we misbehaved too much. They were a lot nearer to our heart than
that incomprehensible and distant God v

| would like to ask the faithful tary not to be indignanton reading the lines
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