BELOWGROUND ROOTS
Lisa was sitting at the tea-table, not at her personal place. Her “personal place’ was on the chair with 3 old books of the telephone numbers. These books laid under her because she was too short for her 6 years old and only her nose was visible over the table. These 3 telephone books contained her covert torment, affront and shame. She wished she could be grown!
The house was full of the big, usual, common human chairs. She was the only one little girl there. And when there was nobody at the dining room, she took another chair, as if it was made by mistake. 

Maybe because of these 3 books there was an awareness of passing by, undeserved abjection, permanent aspiration to become somehow more important, more estimable for others, to clear this wrong out. And she has been pursuing by this feeling all her life.
“You slopped the milk again”, - grumbled the old anile voice. “And why were you sitting not on your personal place? I would tell your mother and she would bash you.” She bashed her. Oh yeah, did she. It is out of questions. She always mopped up on. She was always found the reason. It was not necessary even to complain. Why weren’t you coiffured, why did you put your elbows on the table, why were your nails dirty, why has your nose being twitched, why were you always slouched, why did you hold the fork in a wrong way, why did you slurp. The whole day, the whole day! Everybody said I should love her for that.
How come? What does it mean, to love? 

She loved her little pasteboard elephant, simply herringbone. It contained sweets candy. And she loved it sorely. She swaddled it. His proboscis came out of white mutch, it was so poor, miserable and trustful, that she wanted to cry because of tenderness. She hid her elephant. Instinct told her to do that. If someone saw, she would have been laughed at, injured. Grisha was even capable of breaking it purposely.

Grisha was grown-up. He was 11. He attended the gymnasium and on holidays his friends – plump Tulzin and Fisher with brown pappus. They disposed soldiers on the table, jumped over the chairs and fought. They were powerful and strong men. They never laughed and joked. They were beetle-browed, with jerky voices. They were cruel. Especially plumpy Tulzin, whose cheeks were always trembling, when he was angry. 

But the most frightening was her brother Grisha. Those another's didn’t even dare to tweak her, for example. Grisha could do everything. He was her brother. It seemed, that he was ashamed of her when his friends visited him. He felt embarrassing, because he had a sister, who sat on 3 telephone books. Fisher, for instance, people said, had a sister, as a sister had to be – old, she was seven-teen. There was no need to be ashamed of such one. 

That day was a holiday, and both of them – Tulzin and Fisher would come. Oh my God! Oh my God! What would happen?

She was in the church that morning. Mother and aunt Zhenia (she was the worst), nanny Varvara. Grisha – he was a lucky one, he was in the gymnasium and went with other classmates. And she has been tyrannized.
Aunt Zhenia whistled in the ear: 
--- If you are not able to pray, then cross yourself at least. 

She prayed excellent. “Lord, may my mother, father, brother Grisha, aunt Zhenia and me, child Elizabeth, be healthy”. She knew “Rejoice, Virgin Theotokos».

It was dark in the church. Fearsome basses hummed incomprehensible and fearsome words: “aki. Ashshe. Ahu…” It was remembered, that God saw everything, knew everything and would punish for all sins. Mother didn’t know everything but only it might make feel nauseous. And God had to be loved! Varvara bowed down from the waist, crossed herself, put her head back and after that she touched the floor with the tight fists. Aunt Zhenia, she rolled up her eyes and shook her head as if it was reproach. So, that was the way to love, it got to be.

She turned round to look how another people loved. And again that whistling whisper near the ear:

--- Stand straight! Lord would punish you!
She crossed herself devotedly and putting her head back like Varvara, she drеw a sigh, rolled up her eyes, got down on her knees. She stood a little. Knees hurt. She took a load off her feet. But again near the ear there was a whisper, but that time not sibilant but coarse:

--- Stand up right now and behave yourself!

That was mother.
Gruff basses buzzed formidable words. And that was true, that Lord would punish her.

Right in front of her there was a huge church chandelier. Candles were crackling on it and a wax was dripping. There, at the bottom, were poured plenty of wax. She crawled quietly to pick off a piece. 
Heavy paw caught her shoulder and took off the floor.
--- Fool around, yes, do it, - Varvara started quacking. – As soon as you come home, mother would bash you. 
Mother would bash her. God also saw everything and would punish her too.
Oh why couldn’t she do like others?
20 years later at the terrible, crucial moment of her life she would tell:
“Oh why couldn’t I do like others? Why could I never dissemble?”


Tulzin and Fisher visited them after breakfast. 
Tulzin had a marvelous hanky – huge and awesome thick. It looked like a bedsheet and ruffled the pocket up, resembling a drum. Tulzin rubbed his round nose, even not unwrapping it, but holding this hanky as if it was a pack of rags. Nose was soft and a pack of rags – firm, relentless. His nose was slowly becoming purple.
That man, whom Liza would love 19 years later, would use delicate, small, almost feminine handkerchiefs, with a big satiny monogram… What do we know? 
Fisher, with brown pappus, bully, as a young cockerel, was bustling near the table in the dining room. He brought a box full of the tin soldiers and he was hurrying Grisha up to get his own soldiers to join battle.

Tulzin had only one small gun. He held it in his pocket and dropped it every time he took his hanky.
Grisha was busy by bringing his boxes and suddenly he noticed his sister. Liza was sitting on the elevated armchair and feeling herself like a supernumerary. She was observing the military build-up with a frown.
--- Varvara! – Grisha is screaming madly. --- Take this silly goose away, she disturbs us.
Varvara with a rolled-up sleeves came from the kitchen.
--- Why are you brawling here, you, imp? – she is speaking angrily. 

Liza was shrinking up, clinging strongly to the arms of a chair. It was on the knees of the gods, whether she would be pulled by the legs… 

--- I want to brawl and I will brawl – snarling Grisha. – And you don’t dare to nurture me. I am studying now.
Liza understood the meaning of these words quite brilliant. “I am studying now”. It meant that since then he was not under her control – he has a right not to obey her and even not to acknowledge this broad. It was finished with nursery and nannies.
Obviously, Varvara was aware of it, because she answered him not so menacingly: 
--- So if you are studying, then behave yourself as a scholar. Why do you push Lizuscha around? Where can I take her? There is the place of aunt Zhenia’s rest, and in the living room we have a foreigner. Where do I get her, so? She is sitting quietly. She won’t interrupt anyone.
--- No, you are lying! She disturbs – Grisha is yelling. – We cannot dispose our soldiers in a right way, when she is looking at it. 
--- If you cannot, then don’t do it. It’s not a big deal! 
--- Silly goose!

Grisha turned purple with rage. He felt confused that one old stupid crone ordered about him, when his friends were present.

Liza humped her shoulders and was shifting her gaze from Varvara to Grisha, from Grisha to Varvara. She was a beautiful lady, for which two knights were fighting. Varvara protected her.

--- She won’t sit here anyway! – Grisha is hollering and grabbing Liza at the feet. But she freezed so strongly, that Grisha was pulling her with the chair.

Tulzin and Fisher didn’t pay attention on that stormy doings. They were calmly shaking their soldiers out from the round bast boxes and putting them on the table. They couldn’t be surprised with such kind of an affray. They could hardly brag about some better situation in their families. Aunt, nanny, younger brothers, elder sisters, old broads, who were 16 years old. In a short, it was hard to surprise them in a such way.

Well, Grishka Wagulov, are you coming or what? – Tulzin is wondering busily and taking his marvelous hanky. The small gun felt on the floor.

--- Ah, yes – he tells. – Here is an artillery. Where do I put it? 
Grisha left Liza’s legs alone, flapped his fist near her nose quite impressive.  
--- Okay, doesn’t matter, sit. But don’t dare to look at the soldiers, don’t dare to breath, otherwise you will spoil me here everything. Do you hear me? Don’t dare to breath! U-u, moo-cow!

“Moo-cow” sighed heavily and deeply. She held the breath, because nobody knew, when she would be allowed to take a breath. 

Boys started playing. Fished took his soldiers. They didn’t suit to Grisha’s soldiers at all. They were twice bigger and brighter. 

--- These are grenadiers, - Fisher is telling with proud. 
Grisha felt unpleasantly, because those soldiers were better than his own.
--- But it’s not enough. We have to put it at the edges of the table, like horals. Leastwise, in this case, it will be clear, why they are so huge. 
--- But why? – Tulzin is puzzled.
It’s clear as a bell. Horals are being chosen only from giants. It is a dangerous duty. Everyone sleeps, but he is awo…owa…awake.
Fisher was satisfied.
--- You bet, - he tells. – They are heroes.

Liza wanted to take a look at the heroes so much. She understood, that at that time nobody would pay attention on her precisely.  She crept quietly to the chair, then stretched out her neck, as if she was sniffing.
--- Bang!
 Grisha fisted her nose.

--- Blood! Blood! – someone is screaming.
Fist blood sprayed over the battlefield. Liza was hearing her squeal. Her eyes were closed. Somebody was screaming. Varvara? Liza was carried. Many years later she would tell: 

--- No, I would never love you. You are a hero. Only this word, I even don’t know why, makes me feel sadness and yearning. And I am telling you, that I don’t know the reason of it. I feel propensity to the quiet – quiet people. I feel calm with them. Oh, I don’t know, I don’t know why.
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