I'naBa nepBas

OuepenHOl 4YeK € TOHOpPApOM 3a MOW TOCIeTHUM pomaH mnpumén 6e3 omno3nanuii u Jluza,
BBINOJIHSABIIASA O0SI3aHHOCTH CEKpeTapld B pabouee BpeMs, a BHE €ro SIBJIAACh MOEil kKEeHOH BOT
yxke 25 5er, He 3aMe/nia OTHpaBUTh ero B OaHk. KHura mpopaBajiack XOpOIO, 3araJoyHoe
Ha3BaHHE M BHYIIUTEIBHBIH BEC B pa3Mepe HECKOJIbKUX COTEH CTPaHUI] CIENald CBOE IEo,
YUTATENIN, C HETEPIEHHEM >KAABIIUE €€ BBIXOZAA, YOBJIETBOPEHHO MOXHPAIU IVIaBy 3a TJIABOM,
II0//1aBasiCh BCE HApACTAIOIIEMY CTpaxy, IPeABKYIIast HEPEIBUIECHHYIO pa3BA3Ky, U OHH MOJIyYUIN

TO, YTO XOTEJIH.

Jlis MeHst K€ 3TO CTaJlo HayajoM JOJTOKIaHHBIX KaHUKYJ MOCJI€ HECKOJIBKHX MECSIEB KU3HU B
LIKype IIaBHOIO repost poMaHa. Ham coBmecTHBIN oTnyck JIu3a Beerna ruiaHupoBasia cama, MOU
MOXKEJIaHUSl YYUTHIBAIUCH HE YacTO, OCOOCHHO KOIJa HaIlM JeTH OBbUIM MalIeHbKHMH. Ternepb
crapmmii yautcs B MI'Y Ha mocneanem Kypce ¢dakylbTeTa MeXTyHapOoIHOTO MpaBa, a MOs JI0Yb B
MIPOIIIJIOM TOJTy BBIILIA 3aMYX, YeM TIIyOOKo paccTpouna JIuzy, kotopas cuutana, uro 19 getr — 3t1o
HeyJa4HbIil BO3pacT JuId 3akitoueHust Opaka. Kak m OOJbIIMHCTBO MaTepeil, oHa mpenmnowia Obl,
yto0b Codus mosyuusa Beiciiee oOpa3oBaHWE, 3aHsJIa XOPOIMHMH TOCT B OJHOW U3
MHOTOYMCIEHHBIX KOMIAHMN WM XOJJIMHTE, TJ€ CJHYyXKallhue CBEJEHbl K pa3Mepy u
(YHKIMOHATBHOCTH LIypYyIa, TJ€ AUPEKTOP HAIIOMHHAET JKECTKUI TUCK KOMIbIoTepa. TonbKo naxe
B CaMble 3alMUIEHHBIE KOMIBIOTEPHl IMONAAAIOT BUPYChl, U TOINA 3apa)kaeTcs Leias CeTb,
KOMITAaHUU NaJal0T KaK KapTOUHbIE JTIOMHUKH, TIOKA KTO-TO, Y KOTO >KECTKHUI TUCK MPEBBIIIAET pa3Mep
CBOETO COIEpHHKA, 00bEANHSAET Bce (ailuibl B OAHO OONBIIOE JOChe, U padoTa THICSYM LIYPYIOB,

O6OJ'IO‘-ICK, mporpaMm HAYUHACTCA 3aHOBO, ITOKa GYJICT CyHICCTBOBATb 3HAK OCCKOHEYHOCTH.

XoTs 3aueM st BaM 000 BCEM ITOM PAcCKa3bIBal0, KOMMEPYECKHE CTOPOHBI HAIIeW >KU3HHU Malio
UHTEPECYIOT MOUX YUTaTelIeH, 3apaHee MpoIly M3BUHUTH MEHS 32 9TO TPHUBHAIBHOE OTCTYILICHHE.
Uto kacaercst MeHs, s OB CIIOKOCH 3a Oymymiee Moux nere, mockoiabky u Oner, u Codust numenu
XOpOILIO yNUTAaHHBIE cYeTa B IIBEHIIAPCKMX OaHKaX M Ha Kampusbl JIM3pl O MOBOMY MOIYYEHHUS
Co(ueit KoMMEepUeCKOro BBICIIETO 0Opa30BaHMS s CMOTPEN CKBO3b NHaibllbl, Kak u cama Codus,
KOTOpafl Ha4YnHaJa CBOH HCpBBIG miaru B MI/Ipe MOJIEbI. C JCTCTBA OHA IIWJIa IJIAThsA OJIA CBOUX
MHOTOYHCIICHHBIX KyKoJ bapOw, m MeHs Jake HE YIWUBWIO, YTO OHA MPEanowia MpoQeccuro

CTHUIINCTA HpO(pCCCI/II/I KOMMCPUYCCKOT0 JUPCKTOPA.



Bosnbiie 51 3a604uyck 06 Onere, y Hero ObIBatOT MPHUCTYIIBI STHICTICUH, NIEPBBII MPUCTYI CIYUIHIICS,
Korga eMy Obu10 5 sieT. OH urpaji B IECOYHHUIE CO CBOMMHM JPY3bsIMH, 5, KaK U JPyTrue pOAUTENH,
CUJIeNl Ha JIaBKE HANpPOTUB U JICHWBO HaOIIOAAl 32 HUM, [IOCMAaTpuBasi Ha 4achl U Jlymasl, KOTa ke
3aKOHYMTCSA 3Ta 4EPTOBA IPOTYJIKa, NOTOMY YTO HY)KHO OBLIO CPOYHO IEPENENaTh JBE IEpPBbIE
IJ1aBbl MOETO MIECTOTO Ha TOT MOMEHT pomaHa. Hy, BbI 3HaeTe 3TO 4yBCTBO, KOIJ]a XOUeTCsl cOexkarhb
OT CBOEro peOEHKa WM 1aTh EMY XOpOILYIO 3aTpeluHy, Korna oH HoeT: «Hy nmana, emeé 4y Tb-qyThy.
Ho BBl He MoOxere 3TOro cnaenarb, HOTOMY YTO OKpPYKEHbI CTAWKOM ITyCTOrOJIOBBIX Mamall,
00CYX/JIAIOIINX, CKOJBKO Pa3 MX MAaJbIIl CXOAMJ B TyaleT, CKOJIBKO pa3 TPaxHYNl MYX, CKOJIBKO

CTOMT TOT WJIM MHOM NpOoAyKT B Mara3uHe. OuH U3 cambix 4acTbix BonpocoB — CKOJIBKO?

CKOJIBKO BpCMCHHU MHC OCTAJIOCh, YTOOBI A0IMKucCarb pOMaH U OCBO60,I[I/ITBC$I OT TOro 6peMeHI/I, 49TO A

Ho1ry B ce0e...

Tak BOT, Tyun OCTENIEHHO 3aBOJIAKMBaJIM HE0O, s ckazan OJery, 4To Hy»KHO COOMpPAThCS JOMOH, a
TO HOHaIIéM oA J0XJb, HA 4YTO Mou CbIH, IIOBCPHYBIINCH KO MHE, KaK BCCTJa OTBCTHUII «HCT», A
PEIIUTENHHO BCTad, YTOOBI YBECTH €r0 CHIION, U TYT OH OMSTh OIVISIHYJICS HAa MEHS U KaKHM-TO

CTPAaHHBIM I'OJIOCOM CKasaJl:

— He tporaii meHs1.

OH mUPOKO YNBIOHYICS W TIOKa3al MHE 3bIK, M KaK TOJBKO S IPOTSHYN PYKY, YTOOBI CXBaTUTh €T0
3a TUIEYO, pa3psl MOJHUHU pa3pe3as HeOO IMorosiaM, MepBble THKENBIC AOKICBBIC KAl HadaJd
najiaTh, NpuOWBas AOPOKHYIO TbUTb. OJer BAPYr Hayall UCTEPUYECKH XOXOTaThb, a MOTOM YyHall
JUIIOM B TecOK. $1 OBICTPO 3amphITHYN B MECOYHUILY W CXBaTHII ero Ha pyku. Korma st yBuzen ero,
MOHUM TIEPBBIM pediaexcoM OBUIO OTTOJNKHYTH €ro OT cebs, 3TO ObLT He MOW PEeOEHOK: 3payku
pacimmpeHsl, TpuMaca KJIOyHA, YIBIOArOIIerocss BO Bce 3yObl, 3acThUIa Ha €ro JIMIE, CIIOHA
OOMJILHON TIEHOM BBIAENSATIACh M30 pTa. OT JIETHUX MIOPTUKOB MaxJio MOYoW. Mamaiiu ucCImyraHHo
Havyalli cCOOMpaTh CBOUX JIETEH, yoerasi OT JOXKII U OT TOTO, YTO CIIyYHIIOCh C MOMM chiHOM. Ho, kak
W3BECTHO, JFOOOIBITCTBO IMEPECHIIMBACT CTPaxX, M, TMOCICIIHO TOKHIas TECOYHHILY, HU OJHA HE
npeMHUHYyJa OpPOCUTH OBICTPBIN, CKONB3SIIHMA, KaK 3Mes, B3INIAJ HAa MOETro OeCIIOMOIIHOTO ChIHA,
OBIOILIETOCS B CYIOpOTax, U Ha MEHsI, PACTEPSHHO JCPIKABIIETO €ro Ha pyKaX M MOJISIIETO TOJBKO

00 OTHOM:



— Onexex, AbIIIY, JIbIIH, MO XOpOolUid, — OECCMBICIEHHO MOBTOPSII S, HE 3HAsl, YTO JEJaTh.
[TaHnuyeckoe 4yBCTBO CTpaxa OXBAaTUJIO MEHs, 1, 1a, MEHs, MUIIYIIETro Npo CTpax U yx,ac TOro, 4To
OKpy»aeT Hac. JloKIp yCWIHMBAJCS, MHE MPUILIOCH O€XaTh /10 HAIIETO IMOAbE3/1a, KOTOPHIA B
XOPOIIYIO MOTOAY U MPH IPYTHX 0OCTOATEIHCTBAX OBLI HE TaK YK M JAIEK, HO Temephb, Ka3aaoch,

9TO OH Ha HEAOCATAaCMOM PACCTOSAHUU.

Cynoporu cotpsicanu Teno Onera ofHa cUIbHEE APYTOH, INla3a 3aKaTUIUCh TaK, YTO BUIHBI ObLIN
OCJIKHM TJIa3HBIX S0JIOK, TOMUMO OIS TIOMIEN Tpaja, OH OOIBHO YAapsJl IO TOJIOBE, TJieUaM, CIIHHE.
COrHyBIIUCH MOYTH BJIBOE M IMPHKAB ChIHA KaK MOXKHO IUIOTHEE K cebe, s yCKOpWI Oer, HO TyT
MaJIeHbKOE XpynKoe Teinblie Oyera BHITHYJIOCh CTPYHOM, Kak Oy[ITO HEBeAOMas CHJIa UCIIBIThIBAIA
€ro Ha NPOYHOCTb. YIEp>KHBas MaJblllla Ha pyKax, s MONBITAICS NPUAATH €My MOJycHAsdee
noJiokeHune, Ho TyT OJEeKeK OMATh PE3KO BBITIPSMUIICS, TJ1a3a MEePeCcTaId 3aKaThIBaThCs, U B3I

CTaJl OCMBICJICHHBIM.

— Tbt mepemamp OTO, — mnpomentan OH MU, COTPACAEMbIH OUYEPEIHON CyAOpPOTOH,
NEepEeBEPHYBIIUCH PHIOKOM M3 MOMX pYK, ynaji Ha acanst. S HuKorma He 3a0yny TOT TIIyXOH 3BYK,
KOTOPBII NpOW3BENa €ro rojoBa, yAapsisicb O Kpall pa30MTOr0 M BEYHO 3a0BITOTO JOPOXKHBIMU
ciryx0amu 6oparopa Tpotyapa. KpoBb XJIbIHYIa pyubEéM, CMEIINBAsICh C TPA3BIO U JI0XKAEBOH BOIOM,

CTCKAaBIIIMMH B CTOUYHBIC BOJHI.

Part One

My yet another pay cheque arrived on time, and Lisa, my secretary during working hours, and my
wife of 25 years now, did not hesitate to send it to the bank. The book was selling well. I believe
that the cryptic title and tons of pages worked out just perfect after all. The readers, awaiting its
arrival, were subject to gluttony consuming one chapter after another, succumbing to a growing

fear, anticipating the unforeseen outcome. They received exactly what they asked for.

In the meanwhile, I was enjoying my long-anticipated vacation out of the character’s skin. Lisa was
always the one to plan our common trips. My preferences were rarely taken into account especially
when our children were small. The eldest one was about to graduate from the Moscow State

University’s faculty of international law, while my daughter, to Lisa’s great disappointment, had



already married. She thought that 19 was not the right age to do so. Like most mothers she wanted
for Sophie to get a degree, land a job at some company or holding and become a nail. You know, a
typical worker. And the boss? Oh, he is the hard drive. Now, if a virus infiltrates a computer, and
they tend to even when it comes to the most secure ones, the companies fall apart, like a house of
cards. That is when someone else, who has a bigger hard drive than the competitor’s, comes around
and combines the files into a folder. And there they go again! The nails, the skins, and the

programmes function until the infinity sign persists.

Then again, why do I bother telling you this? The commercial aspect of our lives is hardly of any
interest to my readers, and I am asking you to forgive me for this trivial detour. In fact, I was
confident regarding my children’s future. Both Sophie and Oleg were well off with their significant
funds on the Swiss accounts. I therefore turned a blind eye to Lisa’s new whim — for Sophie to get
a business degree. So did Sophie who was about to establish her own fashion house. She had been
sewing dresses for Barbies since she was a small child, and I was hardly surprised by the fact that

she preferred to be a stylist, not a commercial big shot.

I was more concerned about Oleg. He often had epileptic seizures, the first one occurred when he
was merely 5 years old. He was playing in the sand, and I sat there watching him and thinking when
will this damn thing just stop so that I can go home. To be honest, I urgently needed to rewrite from
A to Z the first six chapters of my then sixth book. You do know what it feels like when you want to
run away or smack your kid but he goes on whining, “please daddy just a tiniest bit more.” And
there is a bunch of empty-headed mommies sitting around and discussing how often their kid uses
bathroom, how many times their husband shags them, and how much is that thing in a store? How

MUCH, how MANY is all you can hear.

How much time do I have left to finish my novel and disburden myself, I wondered?
And yet clouds were slowly filling up the sky, and I told Oleg that we should be going home. The
son turned around and firmly said, “no” as usual. I stood up decisively and tried to drag him but he

turned around once more and said in an eerie way, “don’t touch me.”

He smiled and stuck his tongue out, and when I reached out to grab his shoulder a thunder struck
the sky in half, the first heavy raindrops started to fall nailing down the road dust. Suddenly, Oleg

burst into laughter, a hysterical one, and then fell with his face right into the sand. I immediately



jumped into the sandbox and grabbed his hands. At first I instinctively wanted to push him away, as
this was not my child: the pupils were dilated, a clown’s grimace smiling in full froze on his face,
tons of drool were coming out of his mouth. His summer shorts gave off a smell of urine.
Mommies, scared to death, started to grab their kids running away from the rain and from what was
happening to my son. Yet curiosity always beats fear. And when leaving the sandbox hastily, each
one of them glanced at us like a malicious snake. And there we were: My helpless kid thrown into
convulsions, and me who was holding him perplexedly and praying only for one thing.

“Oleg, breathe, dear baby, breathe,” I repeated pointlessly not knowing what to do. Panic took over
me, yes me, the one who writes about fear and atrocities around us. The rain intensified, and I had
to run to our entrance, which seemed to be so far away comparing to when the weather was good.
Oleg’s body was in seizure. His eyes rolled to the back of his head so much that one could see his
white. Hailstones were now falling from the sky painfully hitting the head, the shoulders and the
back. Bent over in half I pressed my son against me and ran faster, but Oleg’s petite fragile body
suddenly arched like a string, as though an unknown power tested his resilience. I tried to straighten
him, but Oleg abruptly did it himself, his eyes stopped rolling back in the head, and his gaze
became once again conscious.

“You will pass this,” he whispered while convulsing, and rolling out of my arms like a fish, he fell
onto the pavement. I will never forget that deaf sound his head made when he hit the corner of the
poorly-maintained pavement. Blood started to fountain mingling with dirt and rain water, which

was flowing down into the drainage.



