
        
            
                
            
        

    
	–Warlock 

	By Yevhen Busiiok

	 

	Foreword.

	(Excerpt from the diary. Two handwritings)

	Bad one: think that you can trick them? You took my life, took my hands and head, and now – you took my dreams and right to write them down. You think that someone believes that it was my dream?

	Good one: It’s no matter in what do you believe, if you want to. Necronomicon – was your idea. You are believed in that religion that you had created. What the difference? A reader of this diary would believe in anything.

	BO: Religion?

	 

	Chapter 1

	Black mini-van with the gold stripe on board and two men inside stopped in front of mental hospital. A car slowly drives to the opposite side of a street, and when engine was turn out, driver ask his passenger:

	"Well, Alex? How long we must be here?"

	The passenger attentively shrugged looking to the building of the asylum:

	“I don’t know, Jim. My contact said that usually chief of this entertainment institution goes home to sleep.” He looked at his smartphone. “If I had understood him correctly, we haaave… About an hour. Or two.”

	The driver knocked his forehead to the wheel:

	“Or three.” Another knock. “I’m sick of this town. I want to go home. You had said that it will be light case, for a couple of days.” He straightened and looked to his friend: “And we here for a week by now”

	Alex pulled out from the back seat bag, and said:

	“A couple of hours. It’s a finish, dude.”

	“Uh-huh. Looks like I had heard this ones, just before you find…” – He pointed on a notebook that Alex took out of the bag. “…that thing.”

	Alex smiled took out of bag hands-free set and throw bag to the back of the car:

	“Are you afraid, Jim? This diary frightened you?”

	“No!” answered driver, looking offended. “It’s not … fear or something like this… It’s…” Looks like he tried to find words to describe his feelings. «I found this thing disgusting, or… Filthy…You know… I’m not religious, but this… Something wrong was with this guy… And his small...confession.”

	“To put it mildly,” Said Alex. “But I promise to you, that today it would end. I need to see him. I want to know the end of the story.”

	Jim looked to his friend and asked seriously:

	“Are you sure about this?”

	“Jim…” Alex tries to interrupt but Jim stubbornly continued:

	“Alex, it gives us nothing. Really. We have material for a season of our show. And even if your words about book – is not a joke…”

	His friend before waving his head, put the notebook and headphones on his knees, turned to a driver and said seriously:

	“Of course it was not a joke. Imagine how our ratings will grow! We looked for such opportunity for a long time, and all that we were find before this case” – He pointed his finger to the notebook. – “Was worth for a set of jokes. But here…”

	“Pure madness” ended Jim.

	“Yeah! “Agreed Alex. “It would be awesome, it will be series of books, cases like that, and… What are you doing?”

	Jim takes a cap of his friend, revealing a baldhead, and put on his own head.

	“I haaave… About an hour.” He mocked Alex. “Or two. Hate to see you in such mood. If it would end faster – wake me.”

	The driver lowered a visor to the nose.

	“After all, I have a sleepless night ahead at the wheel. Wish you a good reading and good visiting.” Saying that he curled up and turned away from Alex.

	Firstly, Alex wanted to wake his friend, but after a minute dropped this idea. At least Jim right about sleepless night, and will not disturb him in revision of all case. He’s not kidding about idea of the book – he found that this material suits perfectly. However, he also knew, that book – Is more complete thing, unlike their web serial about paranormal things that they make together. Alex was a narrator and screenwriter in their tandem, and Jim was a cameraman and responsible for video editing. There were many people except them, but Alex thought that they were an engine of this show. However, book… Book needs more attention, and putting things for right places. Moreover, Alex understood that sooner or later they would need to find another format, to reach a new level. And this case could serve as a good springboard. Moreover, Jim was right – Alex have a that same spirit, that they call “kerosene mood” between themselves. It meant that Alex was so turn on about some idea, that there one sparkle may make him a live torch. However, all their company also knew that the best things happen when Alex is in such mood.

	He looked on the sleeping Jim, and thought about iteration of life – week ago, they came in this town, but that time Alex was sleeping. His smile became wiser, when he thought that maybe he had slept in just the same position, as Jim now.

	 

	---

	“Diary entry #....

	…

	I’m sorry … “

	---

	Mini-van that saw in his life then more than some Utah citizens turn on the city road of this state. The passenger, that slept curled and leaned to the door was asleep. By this sharp turn, he jerked and put up his cap visor. “Where are we?” the passenger asked and yawns. Driver look at him and answered, “It’s not a Kansas.” 

	The passenger and it were Alex, put down his cap, and rubbed his eyes. “Toto, I’m serious”, he yawned again. “Where are we?”

	“Utah.” 

	Alex touched his bold head with a scratch sound, and looks like totally awake. “Really? That was fast.”

	“Uh-huh”, answered Jim ant put down shade. “We’ll have all day for your insane search,”

	He smiled looking his friend, who was covered himself from down light, and put shades too. 

	“I had told you – that’s not insane search. This story may be more real that all we did before”. 

	“Uh-huh”

	They had driven a couple of minutes in total silence. 

	“You had told that we have three addresses,” said driver. 

	“Coffee – for the first, then – The job. There”, he thrust his hand and put on his cap again. “Best bay café” – he said, reading the sign with the smiling lobster on it. “Ridiculous, but I can live with it, if they hand us coffee.”

	Driver nods, and mini-van had another sharp turn with scratch of the protectors. 

	In five minutes, two men entered a café that was full of orange morning light. They make order, which consist of two sets of eggs, bacon and coffee, and when the waitress moved to the kitchen, driver leant forward. 

	“So, Alex. Tell me, please,” he said, “Why do we have this crazy drive, and why do you clutched this case?

	They received their order and thanks to waitress. After a woman went, away Alex looks around and told in a low voice: “Look. It’s not a common case. Yesterday, Janine called me and said that we had received an email.”

	Jim opened his eyes widely:

	“No way! An email!”

	“You know, my friend”, said Alex, “A lack of sleep has a strange effect on you.”

	“Especially, when I don’t know the reason,” Jim said. 

	“So”, said Alex sipping coffee, “This email was from a local boy and was in a spam folder. We had received it two weeks ago, but Janine saw it just yesterday. This boy told that he probably would die soon, but he afraid that his knowing will… How he had said…Erase from a history. Something like this”

	Saying that Alex began to eat his breakfast, not watching on his driver friend in front of him. Jim was sitting in silence awaiting, but not for long:

	“And? We both know how many nuts people writes to us. It is our profile - schizo, abnormal and just idiots. And we have a lot of stories that doesn’t need to night ride.”

	Alex nod, and swallowed piece of beacon, after that he sipped coffee and watch in eyes of his friend:

	“We had received email from this schizo two weeks ago, right?” Jim nodded, “But he had died a week before this.”

	After saying, this Alex continue his breakfast with a calmness, which suits a man, who read menu a second ago. 

	Jim without touching his plate spread his hands:

	“So? Maybe it’s not his email, maybe it’s just his friends, maybe…”

	Alex finished his eating, and move cutlery to the right side of a table:

	“We had checked it. It was his real email, and it was his account, and he really died a week before this. But!”

	“Yes?” asked Jim, who just recalled about his breakfast.

	“But we hadn’t found the obituary. Just a piece of information about murder in local school.”

	“Our boy?” asked Jim with full mouth. 

	“Yep. Moreover, two girls, his classmates. Nothing else - just a line about his own death. And that’s all. Three deaths and no info about. Just date and names. But Janine found that that night in their school was dance night,”

	Jim finished his breakfast, and put empty plate near his friend’s one:

	“Male variation of Carry?”

	Alex opens his wallet leave money on a table and stand up:

	“Hope not. If my feeling is right – we fond real deal.” He opened café door, and walk out in warm morning light. “It’s not a story about aliens in a barn, or creatures in a sewer that eats a hobo. Nope, my friend, we find our David, like Michelangelo does, but just as great artist, we must put him out of stone.”

	They sit into mini-van, and Jim says:

	“You had said the same nonsense when we did our first season, and you find that woman, who said that she keeps chupacabra in her basement,”

	Alex begins to laugh:

	“Oh, that was fun! House full of rats, even cat was afraid of them”

	Jim started engine, and roll up to the road:

	“Yeah, fun. One of them had bite my shoe. Hoping this case will be out of vermin’s.”

	“Hope not”, smiled Alex, “Audience like vermin’s, look on politics show ratings”

	Jim refreshed his navigator and yawned:

	“At least politics don’t spoil my wardrobe.”

	 

	---

	First, that someone can see, if he opened a diary was words, wrote in a red pencil with a large, unstable script:

	”BEWARE!! Burn it! Nobody must know that I know, and nobody must not open doors that I found. This diary is cursed! Bew…”

	But then, when shock of a reader will pass words that are a little much more accurate will emerge from the blood pencil massacre:

	“Diary entry #1. 

	My name is Call me Antony. Antony Tychov.

	So… Hello, my little diary. I hope you’re strong and healthy, because I manage to spit at you all my life. Shrink told me to do this. Yeah, my little diary, I have a shrink, because of our family was moved out from our country to US. I’m an alien here. It’s a strange world for me, and my parent’s decide… They decide to hire a psychiatrist, who can (as they hope) help me… He said that writing my minds and thoughts would help to see them, and understand them better, and to learn language either. 

	So, this is kinda “Hello world!” 

	Hm. 

	What statement I want to give to the world and write here… 

	FUCK YOU, WORLD!!! Fuck you, my former country! Fuck you, my new country! Fuck you, streets, where I need to live now! Fuck you, aliens around me! Fuck you, my new language! Fuck you, shrink! Fuck you, my parents! And especially large, thick and hard FUCK YOU, my little diary!!!

	How’s was that? Huh? So fuck you too!”

	 

	Chapter 2

	 

	"Seriously?" Jim asked. "How many times cops refuse you?"

	"Million", shrugged Alex, "Maybe two, or two and a half. I didn't count."

	Jim turned off the engine:

	"Ha-ha. You just like when people fight at you, right?"

	Alex smiled, put his cap with a logo of their show on, and went out of a van:

	"Yeah," he said enthusiastically, "But, you have no idea, how many information people told when they refuse something."

	Jim looked on a ghost that was printed on cap of his friend near the title "ABnormal", and said:

	"You are abnormal, you know?"

	Question hit Alex's back. He waved with the hand to his driver and goes across with a sleepy street to the police station. He was in thousands of such places and knows perfectly their schedule. First part of the day – morning routine with coffee and local rumors, then – Paper work, and evening was full of drunk people, family fights and other entertainments of small towns. Robbery or homicide was sensations and the smaller town – the stricter these rules are.

	Alex opened the door and in a minute was covered in coffee aroma. The uncontrolled smile occupied his lips – he liked when simple rules of life takes their place. With this smile, he comes to the reception:

	"Good morning"

	"Morning", he received as an answer from a woman in green blouse and cup of coffee in front of her. «Can I help you?"

	"Yeah." His smile became wilder. "My name is Alex Barns. I'm a journalist, and I want to talk with your chef."

	Alex was so hard trying to make a good look of himself, that he does not noticed big man with a chef badge, who entered station. 

	"You can talk with me, young man", he groaned, and when Alex had turned to him and open his mouth, lifted his huge hand and continue, "Before you said something, I must warn you that time of your conversation depends on ratings of your employer. So, you work on..."

	Alex grimaced and looks on the chest of a chef:

	"Look, Mr. Colonel... Really? Your name is Rick Colonel?"

	"Employer, Mr. Barns,"

	Alex deeply breathes and responded with to exhale in one word:

	"It’s-Spooky-Channel-mister-Colonel-But..."

	Moreover, just as he expected and just as he saw in million with a half times, face of his visive becomes sculpted from stone and he hear:

	"Have a nice day, Mr. Barns."

	Rick Colonel turned and walk into the station, to his office as Alex assumed. 

	"Come on, mister Colonel!" Alex says to the huge back of a chef, smiling. "Don’t judge by the cover!"

	Alex waved by his hand and goes outside. He winced to the woman in a green blouse behind the glass and opened the door. Despite this scene, he had good mood. He saw Jim on the other side of the street, who put his thumbs in the air. Jim, better than anybody knows what usually happens in the police stations, and dropped this part of show making year ago. When Alex came to the van, Jim looked to his smartphone:

	"Nope." he made a sad face. "That wasn't a record. Sorry. "

	"You should see his eyes." - say Alex instead of answer to the friend’s joke. "Something interesting here, I feel it."

	Jim seriously nodded:

	"Yeah! Here we have two million with a half, and one refuses! Really, really serious. Well, where do we go next?"

	"School, I think..."

	"And you see nothing there, I promise you that." 

	The makers of "ABnormal" turned to the voice, and saw young man in a police uniform. Young man with the badge that says "John Colonel", continue:

	"But I know whom you need to find."

	Jim smiled:

	"Colonel? Seriously? Alex, do you saw it?"

	"A couple of minutes ago." Answered Alex. "On the chief’s chest. But just for a second – next he turned and went away."

	Young man nodded:

	"That’s my father. He hates journalists, press and all slyboots, as he said."

	"And you want to help us because..." 

	"Because I'm your fan," said John. "I had seen all your shows, and editorials, and last year bought your second DVD", his smile became less. «First was better... Sorry, guys"

	Alex put his hand to the shoulders of the young police officer and goes with him to the other side of a van, "We don't want to become the reason of fight son with his father", Alex nodded theatrically, "And you have a thousand percent right to say critic for us! Only you, our viewers and fans – Reason for doing you and this makes us better". He stopped little farther driver door, and turned to the young man. "So, John Colonel, tell us all you know, and I promise you – you'll have your digital copy of this special for free."

	Colonel Jr. looked around and hissed a little: “Are you out of your mind, guys? Not here and not now. «He made one more look, and lowed his voice. «There is a dinner, called “Nancy's”, be there on seven p.m., and I’ll tell you all I know…”

	Saying this, he crouched a little, releasing himself from the Alex’s hand, take a fragment of paper, and write down something. After that, he gives it to Alex: “Here, when you’re going to school – find him in first place.” Then John Colonel goes to the station. 

	 

	---

	 

	Half an hour later, Alex and Jim stand's in front of local school. They were glad that summer holidays had started two weeks ago – nobody would disturb them. They were not serious show reporters, but even they did not like teenagers, who show their faces behind the beck of a narrator. Alex pointed one negative side of emptiness of the school – they cannot talk with the schoolmates of their guy. But now they have another goal – John Colonel gives them the name of a man, who must to know something. 

	Despite the unusual and not common nature of this case, local police done their job excellent – crew of the “ABnormal” can’t find more information that they know by this moment. And they hoped this man could help with this problem. 

	They lift up three steps and pull doors. It was not move.

	“Closed,” said Jim. “As our case, I think?”

	“No! «Alex said, and knocking at the door. Then he slammed it. Nothing happened. Warm summer air took this noise and dissolved them into himself. Alex grabbed the handles and throbbing doors like a mad: “Over my dead body!”

	“And if you continue to do this, I guarantee you one!”

	Unexpected answer in the middle of local calmness makes Jim and Alex jump. They turned around and saw a man in his fifties. He looked up on them and said:

	“It’s good to see when young men want to go to school, but you need to wait until autumn.” 

	Alex finds that his hands were still clutched on handles. He relaxed and smiles:

	“Hi there! Look, we search for…”

	Man grunted and takes a cigarette from hip pocket of his jeans:

	“For a doctor, I think,” He lit a cigarette. «If it doesn’t I can see other reasons to slamming to the door”.

	Jim snorted, and Alex turn to him with judgment look, then turn around and sighed:

	“I’m sorry for that. Really. We search for Ron Wise, and…”

	Man trotted ash and squinted:

	“What for?”

	Jim steps forward:

	“So, do you know him?”

	“I am Ron,” man said. “So, what for?”

	Fellows go down by the steps, and shake Ron’s hand:

	“Nice to meet you, Mr. Wise,” said Alex. He inhaled cigarettes smoke with a pleasure and makes an effort to hold his fingers as they tried to imitate smokers’ movements. “Your name gives us John Colonel, and…”

	“You should begin with it!” shined Ron. “Come on.”

	He leads them to the backside of the school, where stadium was. There was football team training. 

	“Our team wins local championship,” he said, “So when the losers rest, they must train. However, I like it, in other way summer is a dead season here. So.” He sits on the bench, butted a cigarette to its backside and put the butt in his front pocket: “How can I help you?”

	Guys sat by the different sides of Ron. Alex said:

	“As I had said, your name gives to us, John. He said that you knew something about Antony Tychov case.”

	In one second, face of Ron became much older, and seems like takes grey color in the base. “Oh, that…” he said. Some time he watched on the football players, and then said: “Huh. My knowing isn’t a great one…”

	Alex lifted his hand interrupted Ron’s speech:

	“Do you mind…”

	“What?”

	Jim takes gopro camera from his pocket, and show to their interlocutor, pointed to it with a finger. Alex explained: “We are crew of the web serial, so…”

	Sam shrugged and says: “If you think that I am – the one, who you need…”

	Alex thanked, and put out little notepad, one that use police detectives in the movies, in the same time Jim put camera on a headband, and click it on.

	“So,” Alex began. “We are talking with a janitor of the school where Antony Tychov incident happened. His name is Ron Wise, and he agreed to tell us about happened. Mr. Wise, please, told us where does you been that night?”

	A janitor cleared his throat and said:

	“It was dance night, and I was in my office,” he smiled when he saw uncontrolled reaction of guys to these words. “That’s how I called it. It’s my cupboard, but it really spacious. As I said, there were dances that night. That kind of them, when after you can find bottles of alcohol, butts, or condoms in the bushes. In other words – job for a guy like me.”

	He cleared his throat again and continues taking a cigarette:

	“When does that happen… Uh,” he clicked with his lighter, and puffed little cloud of white-grey smoke in hot warm air. Alex feels jealous, he knew that first puff is best, but then his mind takes Ron voice: “I don’t know, really. There was a scream for sure, but I thought that it was thunder.”

	“Is there being bad weather that night?” clarified Alex.

	A janitor nodded:

	“Yeah. Rain begun right after all…But all evening there was strong wind, black skies and thunder.”

	“And you thought that heard one of the thunderclaps?”

	Ron takes pause to make a puff of his cigarette and answered:

	“Yes. Anyway, it might be the kids. It’s a dance at last – they scream, howl, having fun… But next scream told me that something happened. It was… I don’t know… Something animalistic was in it, like a wounded animal… That’s how it was. And when I heard it, I run to the hall…”

	There was silence. Alex knows that kind of pauses, when his collocutor can’t or doesn’t want continue story. Moreover, he knew that sooner or later people overcomes themselves. Ron needed a minute of such kind of time. Then he said:

	“The hall was totally dark…First I thought that this weather brought hail with itself, but then I saw that it was broken glass. Every window was blown out, as if something was exploded inside… Groups of students were outside…Someone screams, someone tries to call someone, but their gadgets was all dead…”

	Alex interrupted:

	“That’s why there are no emergency calls, no photos in the internet?”

	Ron butted a cigarette and takes next one. Jim thought that janitor didn't notice this. Janitors face became grayscale his handshakes a little, and his eyes looks through Alex, through the bench, and as Jim thought time, seeing that night:

	“Yes. As we discovered later that there were two lightning strikes. The first strike was to the hall and burned every gadget. Second – later that night to our town station. So, that night there were no serious communications.”

	He stopped once again. A tube of ash at the end of his cigarette became long and curled, but he didn’t notice that looking through training on the school field. 

	“What do you saw inside? Do you go there?”

	There was a smile on the Ron’s face, but not happy one. It was pretty scare on Jim’s opinion, but his case was filming.

	“Yep,” said janitor with the frozen look, “I thought that I must clean all that stuff, whatever they did… But…” He mechanically put down his eyes on burnt out cigarette, and drop it to other in the pocket. “There was blood… A lot of…Three bodies, drops and… I thought that that was guts, but… You see… I don’t want to clarify that it was…I run outside, and… I don’t know how I kept not vomiting, but near me, some girl throw up… In any other day, I might be mad, you know, I am a janitor, but… There was one detail, which I see in my dreams sometimes”, he lifted his eyes to Alex. 

	“What do you saw there?” asked Alex with the low voice.

	“Bodies lay inside of the figure, painted by blood… It was honeycomb cell…”

	Alex frowned:

	“Not a pentagram, not other figure?”

	A janitor shakes his head:

	“Guys, I work in school if you notice, and can count to six. This wasn’t a pentagram, or other occult thing. It was a honeycomb cell. One complete figure, and… I saw it in two or three seconds, but I think that he wants to draw some other. To make a real one…”

	Alex thought that that was enough for them, and for Ron too, so he said:

	“On your feelings, Ron, what was that? Suicide? Murder? Something religious? Or just madness?”

	Janitor thought a little, then asked, looking somewhere above our reality:

	“I don’t know that guy. Maybe he was mad, or not… I’m just a janitor – dozens of them just saying, “hello" to me, and hundreds passes by without a look to my side…”

	Then he watched directly to the camera:

	“But I know the spirit of this place. Without knowing the particulars, I see the general. You know… This thing, this…event, its spoil things. You know? And there no turning back. It’s like you see an apple on the tree – green, juicy, with a red side…”

	Alex swallowed, feeling a sour taste in the mouth.

	“But then, you see a worm that creep from other side, and apple in one second became bad. You see it again and again, and it seems good, but that worm now live in your mind…”

	Ron takes another cigarette, but think a little, and pull it to the pack. 

	“Thank you, Ron,” said Alex.

	“You’re welcome,” a janitor said. But then his face became alive again. “Do you want to see a hall?”

	Alex nodded “With a great pleasure”, and Jim turned off his camera. They went off the field where trainer forced his players to run around to the scene. In addition, less than in the five minutes, Ron let them enter the hall. Jim was filming the empty, clean hall without any drop of blood, with inserting in the glass windows, but now Alex understand what Ron wanted to say with his apple metaphor. 

	They recorded some narrator lines and drafts. Alex said script work pieces, and it was his work and none of his thoughts was shown on his face. Nevertheless, his entire mind poses one thought – “it was murder scene and nothing going to change this. «If you didn’t know, what was happened here – It would be a common place, but now that worm lives in their mind talking, «how do you think, how long they clean all that blood?” or, “how do you think is this hexagon was huge? «Or other stupid question. It’s spoiled place anyway, and for locals, who will ride by school, or go to it next summer – it will be spoiled for a long time…

	---

	“Diary entry #2. 

	Ok, yesterday it was a little bit rude, I’m admit it. But… But…

	Huh… I’ll tell you everything from the beginning, and we’ll see how far this road will lead us, ok? Let’s pretend that you agreed.

	So, two months ago my dad returned home too late. My mom was furious, but when she saw pale face of my dad, she exchanged her angry to scare… You see, my dad is a businessperson, and in the part of our country where we had lived, it’s a big luck. We were at the top. However, as it often happens, with an amount of money you receive amount of problems. In our country the farther from a big city you live, the closer to countries past you are. Einstein was right about space-time, you know, and you may see it in a real world without great velocities – you just need to ride a couple of thousands kilometers from a capital, and hurray you are in a medieval age. Medieval with all its greatness – lack of roads, dirt, local small princelings and lawless…

	One of such princelings worked with my father… Well, you may say that they were a sort of partners – my father pays him a percent, and this princeling allowed him to ern money. “Corruption,” you may say, “Illegal,” you may say. “Why do your father don’t go to a police”, you may ask. And answer is very simple – princeling was a head of local police and gave a percent to head of a state. Easy scheme. 

	All this happens after my father signed a great contract. I think that all case in it. First, I notice that around me is always one police car. They do nothing, actually, it’s just was in the corner of the eye. And then – that evening when he had returned at night and dirty. His eyes, his face was… Absent I think. 

	Hey, why does parents think that their kids stupid, huh? I do not know a single thing about this case even now! From my point of view, my father lost some deal with a princeling. Just like that – he lost and run away. I’m not a moron, you know? You can tell me a truth. Kids always know and feel when there’s something bad in a family. I think that it’s something that evolution gave to us… But no – I heard nothing! Just – “we need to move”. No! Fuck no! You need to move, not me! I was great there!!!

	And where is guarantee that here we do not met such situations in a future? Yes, we had left not a perfect place at all, but you can leave any country, and can’t run from yourself. What if problem inside of my dad? What if he will trait himself and me once again? 

	Next things were fast – couple days after one evening dad said to me to be ready for going away from our country. I asked – where – because I think that we’ll have some vacation. My father always celebrated his big deals going somewhere. But this time he said – no, we’re leaving this cursed place. And asked do not tell anyone.

	So, my dirty diary, I lived two weeks between two worlds – reality around me, and real things, new life torrent that will bring me here soon. And now I’m here, in a new, strange country. And I think that my dad spoil all. He can’t manage his deals and bring us here, and he had a business partner here, so he gets a job from our second week here, and I am? I’m left. I’m alone. I’m sort of live luggage in this case… 

	It’s not a word’s end, and I think I can live here, but… I’m a part of family photo – I was packed and transferring here. So hang me up on a wall, and do not forget next time, ok?”

	“Diary entry #3.

	Here’s a nice joke. “I respect two people – Gagarin and Newton. First, one calculate how to leave a planet, and second one tried to do it. “

	Unfortunately, I’m locked here. With my family and all people around. It’s a one great asylum, if you think about that, and everyone mad around. 

	You can’t feel it, if you live in one place a long time – you get use to everything. You know, even in prison people start to feel as at home. S. King wrote about this in “the Shawshank Redemption”. But you cross some borders, and starting to feel that rules that you know and use as a second skin begun to not work. You see people and buildings, trees and cars, sky and ground – everything seems all right. But around you, another language that you used to, people’s reactions are different too, and even how they looked at you…

	It’s hard to explain, but it’s a creepy feeling. Sometimes I think that I’m a Court Russell, and I need to be very careful to see alien in someone near me. And you know the funniest thing? I am an alien here. 

	And yes, fuck you, Sting – at last, you can understand their language in New York! Now the clearest things that I can say almost without accent are “Sorry, I can’t understand.”

	 

	Chapter 3

	 

	Half an hour later Jim and Alex said goodbye to the janitor, and returned to their van. Jim turned off his camera and packed it to their inventory case. When they were in the cabin, Jim said: “Creepy guy”

	Alex, who looks like his friend pulled him out from his dreams said without any expression: “You think so…?”

	“Uh-huh, especially that part about honeycomb. This is pretty weird, as for me. You were right – pentagram, goat, triangles or some language… But honeycomb? No sense…”

	Alex looked through the window and said looking at the school, and thinking about worm. “I thought about this too,” he said. “And I don’t know what scared me most of all – what he had said this or how he had said this”.

	Jim nodded and shrugged a little, trying to release himself from the interview impression:

	“So? Where next?”

	“Let’s try local library and their papers archive. Maybe they told to give us some different view to this case.”

	Unfortunately, for them, these hopes were not destined to be realized. They spent all noon in the library, watching and re-watching archive of local and rank higher papers, but find almost nothing. Luckiest of their finds was note in a town paper day after the evens, says, “Three students were killed on the dance night”, no details, no names or description. Nothing. 

	When the sun turned to east, and after fast eat they began to lose hopes. Jim rolled out from library PC and rubbed his eyes. He sits like this minute or so, then said: “Alex, I began to think that that’s all info that we can find here.”

	His friend looked at him with red eyes and repeated his rubbing movement, “Agree with you,” he said and straightened his spine with a loud crunch. “Let’s move out then. There’s a couple of hours before our meeting with Colonel Jr., and I need a normal meal before this talk.”

	They shut off all devices and went out in stuffy standing evening air. 

	“Nothing!” Jim says spreading his arms. “Two notes with a lack of words. It seems that kids kill their classmates every week here.”

	The sat in the van and Jim programmed his navigator to guide them to dinner that son of the chef pointed. He cannot relax even then, “Just three kids died. And honeycomb? And no evidences? Clues? God, we have more detail when we had shooting our craziest stories”

	Before this, words Alex were in his own universe, but last pulling him out:

	“My friend, that’s the interesting part.”

	“Lack of information?” asked driver, looking to the digital map. 

	Alex put his cap on and nodded enthusiastically:

	“Don’t you understand?”

	Jim started the engine:

	“Enlighten me.” 

	Alex smiled: 

	“These small towns they like communes, sects, maybe. They kept their secrets before hard metal and mental gates. Look at them! Pretty little town, calm and mild. It is a dream for people like us, who tired from big cities, a lot of information, which dropped on us every second – papers, social networks, email, telephones, uh! We need the alternative – And there it is. We believe in this, and they believe in this too. And such faith – is the stronger thing, and people will do everything to keep it stable.”

	Jim rolled the wheel and went on the road, and pretty voice from the navigator lead him. “You know,” he said after a minute of silence, “I thought that similar words must be the inquisition told to their victims.”

	“Exactly. You grab the point.”

	“U-huh”, nodded driver. “And I think that we must hurry before this effect doesn’t spread on us.”

	To these words of his friend, Alex didn’t find answer. Before he wanted to ensure Jim that they will be all right, he was saved by the end of their path. 

	“I’m always forgetting about the scale,” said Jim. “Let’s go and see what we can chew here.” 

	They leisurely went out to the parking and went to the entrance. Alex stopped, seeing police car that arrived to the parking and driver behind the wheel. It was chef, and Alex’s premonition did not report anything good. 

	“Our old friend here,” says Jim, watching a huge chef comes out of his car.

	“And I hope that he would be such as friendly as in the morning, and ignore us.”

	With this words crew of the “ABnornal” entered in the dinner, named “Nancy's”. If someone had asked Alex, what do he remembered good about this case – he said that it’s “Nancy's”. It had perfect atmosphere that dissolved him inside from very first second. Dinner could be named as a restaurant without any doubt from clients and critics. It reminds Alex how Dumas describes in his books first colonies of Catalans. Due to Dumas first of them, skilled sailors took their ships ashore, dig them and lightly reconstructed to create a house. Next generations built stonewalls around, making houses more strong to nature and time. 

	“Nancy's” have this effect – Sitting inside you can imagine that this dining room was former ships cabin or cargo hold. Interior was made with the dark wood, but wasn’t dark at all – large windows allow the sun sees visitors. Besides wooden interior there was napkins and tablecloths embroidered with soft linen in pastel green and grey. This was cozy and homely place, and woman that comes to friends perfectly fits to this place. She was slightly overweight as any woman, who cooks a lot, and had smile that can disarm any terrorist better then negotiator. 

	“Hello to our new visitors!” she said happily, “My name is Nancy, and I’m glad to see you here. What do you want, guys?”

	Jim smiled with his widest smile, and even Alex, who have a large experience in talking with people can’t stay serious. 

	Alex takes the menu and said: “Hello, Nancy. Great place.” He opened the booklet and closed next second. “Don’t want to see. Give us meal that makes us sit here to a closing time, asking for more,”

	She smiled widely and more sincerely and winced to them: “I bet you’ll like our specialty of the house – our cold soups and pies with a forest mushrooms. That aroma will take you here at least once again.”

	Jim clasped with his hands, saying, “Nuf said! Take it!”

	She turned around and went to the kitchen busily way back is everything in order for the other visitors. Alex named her inwardly Miss Claus, he always thought that only such kind of woman can handle man with such nervous work. 

	Jim takes the menu from Alex, saying: «Blind ordering is not a good idea, pal,”

	Alex frowned. «Seriously? You can suspect this woman in some tricks? Come on,” saying this, he turned to the room to see visitors. A common calm town folks, not a sign of rotting that janitor was mentioned couple of hours before. Maybe, he thought, it was the biggest danger of that spoiling effect – that you can’t see it. You may say, “Hello” to your neighbor day by day for a thirty, years long, and after they some police detective told you that this nice guy killed people, and put them into the barrels with acid. On the other hand, maybe this is just paranoia and every day is shine and bright. 

	Alex dropped these thoughts because he saw how chief was entered the dinner. He sincerely smiled to the Nancy and goes to room going parallel to the bar. Nancy, that reminds a housewife with five or six children, rather than the hostess establishments has overtaken chief Colonel and went to the guys. 

	“Here you are,” she said, placing two plates. “Hope that you’ll like our soup. Pies will arrive to you some later. Hope that you’ll like our meals and town, and stay here for long”

	Chief sat to the next table of Jim and Alex, and grunted: “Hope that you will not be very inspired with this words, boys.” Big man in police form had taken his hat off and placed it to the table. He continues to sit just like that, his back to them, as though he did not say anything. 

	Alex perfectly knew that it wouldn't bring any good things to him, but he said: “I’m sorry chief?”

	And now Rick Colonel turned to them. There was a smile on his face, but not as friendly as it was when he greeted to Nancy. It was a mask of the precaution: “You hear me, boy,” he said. “I said that I hoped that you will not be very inspired with this invitation and welcome words. Not you. More precisely – not to your goal.”

	“We're not going to do anything illegal, Mr. Colonel.”

	“Shure you do!” the smile became wider, “But I’m afraid that you don’t understand what you can do. You know, like a boy with the matches – he can lit bonfire, and he can become a cause of forest fire.”

	Nancy came with Colonel’s coffee she places cup and cupcake to him: “Here you are Rick.”

	“Thanks, Nan,” he said with the warm voice. Alex mentioned how slightly chief switch his intonations. He saw that skill on high level in big city officers and federal agents, and no matter what – Rick Colonel was a good cop. Interrupting Alex’s thoughts, chief said, pointed to theirs table: “Can I sit with you? Just for coffee and sweets. Despite my weight I can’t refuse them,”

	He was not going to wait for a response, but the guys did not think to object. Rick Colonel stood up, and sat on the place that a second later vacated for him Jim, shifted to the window, and pulled out his own phone. 

	Alex tried to pretend idle curiosity beginning to eat the soup and Jim followed his example. 

	“So, Mr. Colonel,” said Alex. “It can be considered as an interview?” 

	Chief sipped coffee waved his finger and said: “You know perfectly boy that these things don’t work like that. It just… Dinner talk. Like weather talk, but…”

	“Dinner,” finished Jim with the stupid smile. Alex slightly shook his head, giving him to understand that this is no time for clowning. Rick doesn’t saw this silent discussion or just don’t want show it. He continued beginning to eat his pancake:

	“Yeah, you are totally right,” he said to Jim, and sipped coffee. 

	Alex nodded, and asked as if in passing: “And why is such a change? You and morning just turn away from me, and at evening – you are here, in front”

	Next piece of sweet cake was eaten by chief and drunk coffee. With those movements, he removed the badge from a shirt and put near the hat on the table:

	“I’m out of duty now. We can talk like an old friends, or just like passers in the cafe”

	Big man that seated with them smiled again, and Alex can’t could not have sworn that he saw in it – true, or trick. The chief continued:

	“There is one thing that I want to tell you. I hope that you’ll understand it.”

	Alex swallows the next portion, and hand invited the interlocutor:

	“Try us, Mr. Colonel.”

	Chief cut with his little spoon small piece of cupcake, and without any hurry sipped coffee after that. Alex began to think that they are the guest on some crazy coffee ceremony. A little absurd of their talk before completed the picture. 

	Rick Colonel put the cup on the table and said:

	“You know boys, that I’m perfectly understood that I am and our town are little behind of modern time. All that plasma, new kinds of fiber, smartphones, the internet. Shit can I imagine when I was a kid that would took a piece of plastic in my hand and could speak via satellite with any man in the world, who own similar plastic bar? Pure sci-fi! But we live in such worlds and such gadgets, and your work is tightly connected with all this… And I’m vividly understood that sooner or later progress will hit me and this entire town like a train.”

	He takes a pause and continued his little algorithm, which contained a piece of cake and drink of coffee, and then he continued with a small laugh:

	“And you know what?” he turned to the Jim, who shook his head, now, fully indrawn in the story of Rick Colonel. “The funniest thing that this train, named evolution, or…Progress, as you more like it”

	Jim, that forgive about his meal, dreamily said, holding his phone:

	“Progress express”

	Chief frowned, said “What?” He turned to Jim and seems to awake him. But before Alex’s friend could answer, said: “Yes. You are right. “Progress express.” I should remember this. So,” he turned to Alex again. “The funniest thing that this train even will not touch me or most of this fellas. We will be knocked down by the airflow, which fly in front of “Progress express.” Maybe someone will jump aside, but most of us will be lying in a ditch on the side of the rails. But even then, there will be remains of old world that may live. You know what they are, boys?”

	Alex, who despite eating listened very careful, said:

	“Traditions?”

	“Almost,” nodded chief, making one ore iteration of his food-repeating program. «I talk about a cult.”

	Alex seemed pricked with an awl – in a second he remembered words of a janitor about hexagon, painted by blood. He put a lot of effort not to betray course of his thoughts by emotions. He tried to stay calm, but his voice betrayed him:

	“You -,” he said hoarsely, and then cleaned his throat. “So, you say that there is religion reason here?”

	Chief smiled:

	”Mister Barns, I said to you once – do not try to transform our cute talk into interview.” He pointed him with his big finger, as if to say "gotcha." Then chief turned again to Jim, who was sitting like hypnotized: “Did you visit Europe?” 

	Jim shook his head, and a phone was still in his hands, and Rick Colonel nodded understanding:

	“I thought that...But you are young, you will. And we are with my deceased wife had traveled a lot. Moreover, once we were in Germany. You know, that little European villages. If you take a picture, you can draw some lines, add a stamp – and here you are – beautiful post card. That’s how they beautiful.”

	Alex saw that chief forget about his coffee - he got excited by telling story. Rick Colonel turn from Alex to Jim, and reminds the boy, who telling a creepy story near campfire:

	“And there is one village, boys, pretty as a toy, once year that place flooded by scum all kinds – Neo-Nazis, Nazis, and fascists. And all because of one little thing – many years ago in one Schicklgruber family was born a boy, named…”

	Alex finished: 

	“Adolf”

	Chief smiled, but there was not any funny sparkle in that grin: 

	“Bingo, Mr. Barns. It’s nice to talk with educate young man. And that human filth didn’t care that when Adolf lived there – he was a child, and the place where he became a Hitler is far from there. There is worship place there…”

	In one bite and one gulp chief finished his lunch. He placed his badge on a shirt on the same place where it was and take a hat in his big hands:

	“Maybe I’m too spleeny, and today is too fast for such things and for such places as our town. But,” he pointed that word by tapping a table with his forefinger. “I will do everything that in my power, and far beyond that if I’ll need to prevent a new cult. Good evening to you, gentlemen”

	He carefully stood up and goes to the exit. “Thank you, Nan,” he said to the hostess that taken order from the newcomer. “It was awesome, as always.” With that word, he opened the door and stepped out. There, before door was closed, guys saw how he put his hat on and taken a deep breath. 

	On the same moment, Jim and Alex understood that they hold their breaths. 

	Jim watch to his untouched plate with mushroom cold soup and says: 

	“Erm…”

	Then he thought that all words suddenly disappeared. He took the spoon into his hand, drowned it in the soup, trying to take a portion of it, and suddenly drop it, he said in a high whisper:

	“What. Was. That?”

	Instead of his friend, Alex was very calm. He sipped last spoon of his own soup and moved plate aside:

	“It was our lucky ticket. It’s the most vivid prove that this case must be investigated.”

	“As for me, that was our ticket to home,” said Jim. “He scared me,”

	“I must confess, that me too,” smiled Alex. «But you must agree with me, that such guard dog never sits just like that. And he is a damn good chief I must to say…”

	“Uh-huh,” said Jim, at last finding inner strength to continue eating. “Hope that Colonel Jr. will be more… A human like? Not like a bulldog”

	Alex nodded enthusiastically: 

	“I just can’t imagine another breed.”

	Guys laughed a little. Later they ordered same set like chief Colonel does for each of them, and when cupcake was eaten to a half John Colonel came in.

	 

	---

	They stood and shake his hand one by one, then sat too their place. Jim had shifted to the window, as he had done just half an hour ago when the chief was their companion. Colonel Jr repeated their order and looked to the Alex. The latter took his little notepad and turned rec app on his smartphone. He pointed on it and asked John “Do you mind?” - “Not at all,” answered young policeman and thanked Nancy, who brought his meal. 

	“It’s a funny feeling,” John said. “In general we must be switch roles,”

	Alex smiled and stood his cup with coffee to the table with little nod:

	“That was first question, actually. Why do you help us?”

	“Beside that fact that I’m fan of your show?”

	“Yes”

	John took a piece of his sweets and little frowned:

	“I think that such stories must be told. Not by dry language of police report, but by reporters, media, journalists, writers. You know… We, police, search for facts, you – Can find some heart in them. And besides that – in any store like that there is always takes part some goofy cop and reporter fishes tricked information,” he smiled. “Maybe it’s too perkily, but I think that I’m not stupid, so let’s it be cooperation from my side.”

	Alex ran his hand over his baldhead, uttering a scraping sound, and put his elbow on the table, resting his head on. He said, “Your father has different opinion on this score.”

	Smile on John’s face faded a little:

	“You saw him again?”

	Jim nodded “Yep. Just before you came in, maybe twenty minutes ago.”

	“You see,” said Colonel Jr. “My father is a great cop and a great man. However, he lives on the patterns of the past. He thinks that if you would be silent for some things there is a chance that no one will know about them.”

	“It’s not?” asked Alex.

	“Things changes fast,” told young man. “Maybe ten or even five years ago it may work, but now… No, we live in a big glass house, and everybody sees you. At last – we perfectly knew how such silent stories could effect on the future. Things that can do great resonance now, can divide people to implacable groups in a future.”

	“Maybe you’re right,” said Alex. “But this case seems hiding itself too good.”

	“Great phrase!” nodded John. “Actually, how do you find it?”

	“I’m heading this interview,” Alex smiled.

	“Sorry,” grinned Colonel Jr. “Professional habit. It seems like everything that connected to this case curls like a hedgehog. You take this line – dead end, this – such things, that one – another.”

	“Like Alice had been told at tea party – begin from the start.”

	“It would take long,” said John. “A year and a half ago to our town arrived a family of Tychov’s. Three of them – dad — Sam, mom — Tanya and Antony, their son”

	Alex interrupted, “Where are they from? They have some Slavic surname.”

	John shrugged, “I think they are Russians, or Byelorussians or some -stans… Somewhere from former USSR. There not perfect conditions for a businessperson in those countries. They arrived here last October, after the school year had started. I had heard that they prepared their coming a long time ago, but I don’t know for sure.”

	Alex wrote something in his notepad and lifted his head “Where we can find parents?”

	John Smiled “Oh… I can’t tell you this info, sorry. But sure that you can find it, because our town is not large, and houses sold not so often.”

	Jim smirked and bites his pancake. He knew these rules too good to interrupt in this game – his friend can get information from any stubborn cop, but when they cooperate – it is a great pleasure. However, to avoid problems from his dad and chief, Colonel Jr. must play his role to the end. 

	“Tell me about them,” said Alex. “Maybe from this point of view you can say something that you thought not important then?”

	John put his stare to the table. “You can’t say that something wrong with them… You know common people. Yes. With an accent, with some unusual manners, but we all handed in our mind that they come from far. There some details…” 

	“Like what?” tried to grab this straw Alex.

	John turns his head to the window, where evening sun presented last minutes of its glance to people, preparing to sleep. All around was colored in interesting mix of solar orange and greyness of dusk.

	“Some things… Like mother’s alcohol problems… Like stories about his fight in school… Even something about their teacher…” He had taken a pause and then continued glancing at Alex. «It’s a general thing with this case – you don’t know what the part of logic is, and what the side facts are. Occam told us that we didn't need to multiply entities, but sometimes you just don’t understand how normal boy may do things like that…”

	“Maybe there was some religion? Cult, maybe? We heard about the honeycomb.”

	John nodded. He cleared from the weight of his previous thoughts “we checked this thing. And finds nothing but rumors.”

	“What rumors?”

	“Rumors that always spread when new, not habitual person comes to town. In addition, do not forget that it is a high school – their rules sometimes harder than in a prison. That’s why I think that guys who had made “Aliens in Texas” will find some connection between these things, or find something that allow us to sign it like bullshit once ad forever.”

	“We’ll try,” said Jim, pointedly nodding.

	“Hope so,” signed Colonel Jr.

	“John,” said Alex. “What had happened that night?”

	A young cop ate all that had left from his desert, and sopped coffee. 

	“Just facts?”

	“Yes”

	“Our school have a tradition – Dance night on a third day after school year ends. That was that night. Antony came there, had a fight with two girls… Then – killed them and himself.”

	“What’s the reason?”

	“Some teen things. Relations, sex, all that hormonal stuff.”

	Alex takes a note, and then tapped to his notepad by his pen:

	“There is one thing that I can’t understand,” he said. 

	John finished his lunch, gulped his coffee totally, as if his father done, and leaned back in his chair and clasped his hands in the lock.

	“Hall full of teenagers. A lot of them. And one guy takes a knife, by the way, I saw detector ramps in the school, so he takes a knife, stab one girl, second, then himself. And no one, no one interrupted. In addition, somewhere between all this he draws those hexagons. How?”

	Colonel Jr looked on his hands and had said, “Testimonies is very different. Someone said that he done this in a couple of seconds. Someone – that he doesn’t draw that honeycomb – who he stubs in that way that the blood dropped like a honeycomb. Someone even said about his red eyes, as demons have. “ 

	Brows on Alex face jumps almost on his bald. John smiled sadly and says, “Like I had said – we know what had happened, but how…”He spread his palm a little without moving his hands then he bent forward “But I can tell you about the knife.”

	Alex lined as a spring “And?”

	At this moment, Colonel Jr smiled widely and say:

	“Quid pro quo, Clarice”

	“Oh come on!” said Alex. “You can’t do that to me.”

	“I had done it already. By the way, I’m interested in results of your search. Let’s see,” he looked up to the ceiling “Let’s meet here next Wednesday. What do you think?”

	“Today we have,” Alex turned to Jim. The latter shrugged, then looked to his smartphone “Sunday.” “Ok,” nodded Alex. «But I hope on something else.”

	Colonel Jr stood up and shake hands of guys “So do I,” he said. “Here is my card. If you find something that will be important on your opinion, I’ll be happy to meet earlier. Have a nice evening.” 

	Friends looked after him, until the door closed behind him.

	“That fox!” said Jim. “Some common phrases, but as soon as something interesting he skipped!” They stood up and goes to the bar where Nancy was. 

	“Come on,” said Alex. “He said a lot of important things. We have a lot of work.”

	They paid her for the meals, vowed to come back for more, and went out. Warm summer evening covered them and starts to sing a sweet lullaby. Alex looks around reached, at which time he heard the crunch of vertebrae and yawned.

	“Hope that you find a hotel to us,” he said. “Because I had not neither the strength nor the desire to find something.”

	Jim reached too and smiled:

	“There always van is”

	“Noooo,” begun Alex, and Jim laughed:

	“Of course I had. In addition, even reserved. Let’s go.”

	Twenty minutes later, they were near the border of the town at the motel “Pine Park Inn.” Evening quickly surrendered to the night that covered everything in total dark and crackle crickets. Alex remembered about first night at the hotel almost nothing, except of the nice girl at reception, how he had put the smartphone in charge, and fell like a corpse on the bad.

	He slept also like a corpse – without dreams and bothering about outer world. 

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #4. 

	Week passed by, and there are better days and worse, even black one. For example – one day I was walking around to see place where I live now, and to draw a map in my head. I heard about this method from… TV or internet show…? Don’t matter actually. This is a funny thing – you can try this whenever you are now. Imagine you as a dot on a map. Oh, yes, close your eyes. No! Read to the end of description, and then close your eyes. So, imagine yourself as a dot on a map. First it must be a very large-scale – your home or building where you work. You need to add to your map as more object as you can – passages, roads, stores, etc. Then, you make your imaginary map a little bigger, and more area on it. You see nearby streets, buildings around, paths that you walked by and paths that you only see every day when you go to a work or school. Next step – and next zooming out. City scale and all places that you know – you print with your mind on it. And so on. Therefore, I tried to walk around and print a map of this place. 

	It’s a nice little town, reminds me a Twin Peaks (old one, not a new with a vegetable Cooper), so neat and so cozy. Feels like that everyone know everyone and everything. And despite my feelings as an alien here, people around watch on me with a curiosity. Strange thing, because in my country (I think I need to write a former now and then) everyone watch on people that they don’t know with indifference or with an anxiety. 

	And there bad days too… When even smallest things that you can do and done for thousands of times before just… Just goes wrong. Like that day when I go to a mall. I wanted to buy something in a shop – I don’t remember what… And girl cashier (pretty one) asked me something, and I do not understand her… My vocabulary is still not so large. I said her “Sorry, I do not understand you”, and she had repeat her question slower… like for a moron. Retarded moron. I’m partly do not remember how I had walked away then because I was angry. Not about girl – about myself. My face was hot, and I can’t breathe… And only when I goes out from a mall I can feel much better. 

	It’s hard, you know? Hard to try to thing in another language, when you all of your life used another way to put words into the sentences. Therefore, I walk home with empty hands. 

	I feel like a person after a bad car crash, and now I take some rehab. Just hope that I am not too sick, and I’m will be well. ”

	 

	“Diary entry #5. 

	One of the black days again. My parents fighting. I cannot talk with my friends because of time difference. I’m alone alien, and I am got a headache. I want to burn my life. 

	My mom cry on a kitchen, my dad goes to work. Fucking perfect.

	Hey, maybe to start a diary isn’t such a bad thing? I can recall such nice things as family fights and smell of alcohol from my mom, when she says me “Good night”? Or when she lied me that it’s all right? Perfect, huh? 

	Just burn it all.”

	 

	“Diary entry #6. A little homemade philosophy.

	When you left, alone you can do something, or constructing your own inner world. Declaring its rules, connections and seeing structure in details. I think that your own rules are creating in a such minutes – when you looking deeply inside yourself.

	Moreover, what do I see now? 

	A set of pictures. Photos. It’s my memory. I think that everyone’s memory is a set of pictures, episodes with a total greyness around. That uncolored stuff – it’s a routine, and you cannot remember it in details – it’s all the same every day. And photos – they are memorable things. In addition, there are no differences between good one or a bad one – they all printing under your scull. And the sad thing – now there are more of bad pictures, unfortunately. Moreover, our memory, such a fucking thing, is much better in a deal of remembering some bad situations. 

	And I’m looking at this ugly album of my memory and thinking about it. I want to burn every picture. To rip them off. To smack and throw out. 

	However, I cannot. And do not want. Finally, we are sets of such a pictures, and I think that bad one’s form us. All our reactions, all gross things that happens – it’s all about us. Everyone is a result of surviving. Everyone is a legacy of our pre-human animal predecessors that had a much more bad days then me. Remember all this for a one day, it’s pretty interesting, that smiling man with a case and a good job that you meet on a street – is a result of bad things that he experienced. 

	How's was that? Whenever things do not kill us - they make us stronger?

	Heath Ledger's Joker change last word to "stranger". I think that he was totally right.”

	 

	Chapter 4

	 

	Next morning was started for Alex with sudden waking up. He springs back on the couch and looks around. This sharp movement led to consternation of Jim, who sat in the chair with a laptop on his lap. He held a gadget and said “Jesus, Alex, what’s wrong?”

	Alex looks at his friend, seems not understanding who he is, or where he is now. 

	“Jim,” Alex said, not sure. 

	“Yes, dude. I’m Jim. And you are Alex. Biggest neurotic of all I know. Rise and shine!”

	Alex rubbed his eyes and asked:

	“And how long you’re awake?”

	“Enough to decide that watching your sleep – it’s not the most pleasant thing,” Jim answered. 

	“Ha-ha”

	Jim watch to his smartphone, and said “Hour or so, and actually fifteen minutes from that time when I made plan for today”

	He catches a surprised glance from his friend.

	“Yes, Alex,” he said sarcastically, “When owls are sleeping, larks already caught worm.”

	Alex nodded, gets up, and goes to the bathroom. After a second, he went away with a toothbrush in his mouth:

	“And wat worm do we haw fof wrekfaft?”

	Jim closed his laptop. “First,” he said, “I don’t understand any word that you just said. Second, I know you, and I don’t tell you a thing before you drink coffee”

	Alex nodded. 

	“So,” Jim said, packing his bag. “Dress up, and go to the Nancy's for breakfast”

	Alex nodded a second time and was glad to know that his friend understands his basic needs. They are – coffee on the breakfast, and not harsh getting on the inside in the first half of the day. Two years ago, the cigarette was indispensable part of the morning ritual, but now Alex can just make coffee. 

	That is why, half an hour later they sat at dinner that they liked, wait for eggs, beacon, and nutritious black liquid. 

	“And,” said Alex after first sip from his cup. “What plans do you have?”

	“Do we have, my friend? You’re engine of our cooperation”

	Alex waved with his hand in silent “whatever” and took first bite of his breakfast, which Nancy with a nice smile brings, saying: 

	“Let the morning be really good.” 

	He looked into his plate and saw two eggs that was formed in a funny figure of an owl. He shows this to Jim, who shared with him his eggs that had shape of a bunny. 

	“Fi-sht-of-w-wall,” said Jim with full mouth than chewed and continue, “We’ll go to the cemetery. People love such shots.”

	All that Alex can do now is beckoning and chewing pausing to swallow of coffee. 

	“Next of our stops is a teacher of our guy,” said Jim, watching a scene of reviving that happened in front of him. Eyes of his friend become wider, and he can say “Uh-huh.”

	“You’re very talkative in the morning, my friend,” Jim smiled. “I rarely can put a word in you’re torrent of…” Alex gives him a finger for a second, and hide it. “Very culturally!” Jim concluded. 

	Jim ate a couple of pieces of his breakfast, seeing how his friend finishing his own meal. Alex made a small sip of coffee and said:

	“Not a great bunch of plans” 

	“A couple of things I had left for a dessert,” smiled Jim. «First one – we have an email of a former classmate of our guy.”

	“From his native country?”

	“Yep,” agreed with a friend Jim. «And for the second – we have an address of his house.”

	Saying this, Jim not without pleasure watch for his friends reaction – Alex almost choked:

	“Say it again?”

	“Good morning, buddy!” Answered Jim. “It’s nice to see you. Incoming message – we have an address of our guy. Well, formally we have three addresses, but Janine this very minute checked them.”

	Alex watch on his friend, who saying this turned to his plate again, with true interest with his breakfast. This news really awakes him, he mentioned colors, in which morning sun colored dinner, Nancy’s green apron (yesterday it was yellow.), and his great mood. He finished his coffee and asked:

	“Do I tell you someday, that you’re surname suites you perfectly, Helper?”

	“Yeah,” said Jim chewing his breakfast. “But I don’t mind hearing it more often.”

	---

	An hour later when they were in the cemetery, first disappointment met them. They can’t find Antony’s grave. Girl’s graves were easy to find – there was a lot of flowers and candles. They looked majestically and solemnly near ordinary tombstones that was warmed by summer sun. Air was still, and in general, the weather was perfect for a walk. Friends carefully looked every granite bar which contained memory of a former citizen and lives, but don’t find the gravestone of their hero. 

	Despite all this, they make two plans for their show near the girl’s graves, and went to find cemetery keeper for an information. They found him near the little workshop smoking, and warming in the sunbeams. Nevertheless, the keeper cannot help them with their issue – he knows all about interment of the girls, but nothing about their guy. Alex wants to give some money to the keeper, but he refuses it, said that he knows nothing even for a buck. 

	Next stop was Antony’s teacher, but another problem was there for guys - she was not at home. They knocked several times, but no one met them. Alex writes a note and left it under the door. 

	After the second fiasco, they decided to eat. That why, at one o’clock they were at Nancy’s, awaiting for their meal. When Nancy itself brings their plates to them, Alex turned to her:

	“Thank you, Nancy. Say, do you know something about of murder that happened here?”

	A woman that reminded a caring hen to Alex became older in a second. The smile dropped from her face “Oh, dear… I knew that girls…Great loss…So young,” she said.

	“I know,” said Alex. “We saw flowers on the cemetery. However, we can’t find the boy’s grave. Do you know…” But Nancy interrupted him, she said calmly but with some warning in her voice “He is suicide. I think that city boys do not forget rules about burials of suicides. I’m sorry, Alex, I need to go.”

	Alex nodded, and thanked to her, then returned to his friend, who was gorging his meal. 

	“How can we forget, Jim?” 

	“What?” do not understand cameramen. 

	“Do you hear our talk?” 

	“Nope, I was eating, Alex”

	Latter rolled his eyes “Jim, Antony by official version was suicide.”

	“So?” asked Jim.

	“So, church wouldn’t allow burying him in their cemetery. Our search was hopeless from the start. Moreover, our last hope is his parents. How’s Janine search. You had said that he left three options.”

	Jim nodded, chewing bread. “Yes,” he said finally. “Three become two, but she can’t make it one. We must visit both.”

	“Hope that it’s a good sign,” grimaced Alex. “Oh… Not again…”

	Jim lifted his head in direction, was looking his friend, and saw chief Colonel. Latter makes his order and nodded to friends. They responded and wanted to hide in their discussion, but they both knows that it was hopeless. 

	“Good day to you, Jim, Alex.”

	“Chief Colonel,” answered both.

	“Don’t worry, boys. Today I’m not bothering you. Maybe just a second. «He smiled with his predatory smile. «Today is a good day to visit some people, isn’t it? Cemetery, maybe. But I recommend you think twice before you continue your inquiries. Not all our people as neighborly as Nan.”

	Alex smiled. Jim knows his fake smiles perfectly, and it was one of them. Alex said, “So, maybe an interview, chief? You’ll stop all the rumors, and we will have a perfect material. Eh?”

	Rick Colonel chuckled and said “Have a nice evening, boys. See you soon.”

	Saying that, he comes in the rare corner of the dinner. As it appears, Jim thought, favorite place of chief. 

	Jim crouched to the table, and whispered, “What does he meant? «Alex slightly shrugged “Who knows? Maybe he likes you, but too shies to say this to you, heh?”

	They laughed and ate their meals with nice mood. When they stood up and nod a little to the chief, and paid for their food they took one address for one of them. They flip a coin, and round piece of metal choose the first goal for them of two. Road took them an hour, half for a road itself and half – For reasoning their navigator. At last, their van that looks like a big hornet had stopped near one old house. Its age was almost not visible, you just can felt it. It is as if watching person, who second ago heard bad news, but must perform some public job – he seems like normal one, but you feel that something wrong. Later Alex would say that he felt abnormality of this place with tips of hair on his hands, like a ghost moves through you. 

	But now they step out of the car and went to the house. With a shorter distance and a sharp eye of journalist’s friends can see details, which make an impression of this strange experience. It was in details – door was painted but messy, shingles nailed, but not in a strong order, curtains hung, but they were not pretty. A bunch of details that makes you feels bad, because of blindness of your eye, and attention of unconscious or subconscious. 

	“I have some doubts that this is their house,” said Jim when they were on a porch. Alex grimaced and looked on the house once again “Agree with you, buddy, but we must check it out.”

	Saying this, he knocked at the door.

	Nothing was happened and Alex had thought that whatever they will met in that house, what had left – they will see it tomorrow. Enough for today he thought, but knocked one more time. They even turned around when lock behind them clicked, and old man’s voice said:

	“I had heard from the first time, but I need time to come from the basement.” A door had opened, and they saw small old man, who struggle to see them, but screwed up his eyes so much, that guys doubted that he saw a thing at all.

	Jim smiled and said cheerfully “Good day, sir. We are really sorry. We search for house of one family, but…”

	Man smiled. He reminds them a little friendly gnome in that way how they described in cartoons. 

	“Not at all, boys.” Man waved a hand. “Say, is your search to hasty?”

	Little old man hesitated a bit on the spot, and opened door widely. “I had done some mint tea,” he said. “Would you be my company?”

	Guys looks at each other. Jim shrugged. Alex turned to man and said:

	“Thank you, with great pleasure.”

	“Come, come on, boys. Come on, tea is good when it hot! « said man with the impression. «Cold tea is for European girls.”

	Fifteen minutes later, they sat in the mediate hall with the old host of the house, who lived here alone – this Alex can say without asking him. Like a single man, whose friends get married, not long time ago he perfectly saw difference in home atmospheres of singles and couples. However, he thought that someday there were some missis. 

	Jim was joyed like a kid “It’s not very carefully with your hand”, he said.

	“What?” do not understand old man whose name was Bill Cherguest.

	“Such invitations,” said cameraman of “Abnormal”. «We can be bad guys, you know.”

	A host waved his hand once more, as people usually wave out fly:

	“Nonsense!” he said. “Our town is not such place, where something like this can happened. Besides, what can you take from old man? Garbage maybe.”

	Men laughed, and Bill poured three cups of nice smelling tea. Alex mentioned right and correct moves of their unexpected host, despite his almost total blindness. 

	“We’re actually…” said Alex, but was interrupted. 

	“A-a-a!” said Bill. “Tea first. Then – talk.” He takes his own cup and sipped a little. “Boys be careful, it’s a really hot thing”.

	Friends followed his example and drunk a little. At that same moment, Jim opened his mouth and takes an air. Little old man smiled. «I’m warned you.”

	Alex nodded significantly and said, “That is… Pretty good mix, Bill. You - herbalist? Or the pharmacist?”

	Host smiled little bit wider and at that moment remind to Jim Mr. McGoo if not wrinkles, “No,” he said cheerfully. “My father was, but I’m just an amateur. I’m a former principle of local school. And you are? You’re not local, am I right?”

	Guys looked at each other, shared one thought.

	“What?” asked old man. “I said something wrong?”

	“No,” answered Alex. «Vice versa. You see, we are journalists. And we searched for the teacher of your school and find principle.”

	Old man smiled and nodded:

	“Oh, I see. I see,” he said. “And about what is your story?”

	Alex, who sipped another portion of tea, gulped it hardly, looks to Jim, He found no help in his friend eyes, then said honestly, and in a little bit low voice:

	“It’s about the guy, who made those murderers in school…”

	“Oh…” sail Bill. “That’s a horrible story…”

	“Yes, and we would understand if you close this theme…” had begun Alex but he was interrupted by host:

	“Why would I do that?” He asked. “Is there something wrong with this theme? Or you?”

	Alex shrugged:

	“Both. Maybe. You see, we are creators of some… Web serial, our profile is…” he tried to find words that wouldn’t return Bill from them. «Our profile is stories that seemed like supernatural one. Aliens, ghosts, etc. And because of that…”

	Bill begun to nod, and finished sentence “And because of that everyone thought that you are vultures”

	“Sort of,” said Jim. “It’s lightest of our nicknames.”

	Bill smiled, “Well. I admit all work if it did well. Say, you, boys, are good at this?”

	Friends looked at each other again and Alex answered:

	“I think that we are. And we try to become better.”

	Old man tapped with his hand to the table “That’s most important thing! Self-improvement is the main thing in every job. And as about that story – we can talk about it. I don’t’ scare like those…”He waved with his head to the door. 

	Alex made a little bow, and said “Thank you, Bill.”

	“You’re welcome”, cheerfully said host. “But I’m afraid that I would be a bad help. Most of my time I sit here. You see – my eyes are really bad. There are several ills of our profession - lungs (because of chalk), spine (because of sitting), and eyes – that paperwork…”

	Alex nodded with participation, and agreed when almost blind man offered them another portion of tea. Hot drink slightly burns their throats, and mint males it feels freeze. Friends like this effect. 

	“But maybe you can say, why everyone so…excited with this case? No one can say that he didn't interest in it, or that it does not touch him… Everyone or scared, or tries to scare us.”

	Old man thought a little saying “Hmm…” Then he said, “I thought that all that reactions are because they don’t understand any point of this case. You see, it’s about foreign teenager. You are young, but even you forget what it feels like – to be a teenager.”

	“Yes, but…”

	“But,” said Bill. “When you are his age – You’re at war against all world, all universe. Moreover, he was arrived here – to strange country. Can you imagine?”

	Jim and Alex were silent. First out of the stupor was Jim. “But he is not unique,” the cameraman said. “There a lot of such boys and girls, who came here?”

	Bill smiled sadly, and said “Yes. Nevertheless, there a lot of local boys, who takes a weapon to school and makes terrible things. Better part of being principle, teacher of old man – You are in the world of a teenager. You work with them, or in case of old man – you feel like them. You have not all rights, and everyone talk with you like with a baby”

	Friends laughed a little. “The old as well as small. My mom said,” said Jim.

	“And she was totally right,” said Bill. “But there is one thing also. Grownups forgot how it was – to be a teenager.”

	Jim smirked and said “What for?”

	Old principle smiled instead of answer. Alex feels a light chill under his collar on the neck. Those were a smile without humor, that smile meant that his friend was mistaken. It is a triumphant smile. Bill said, “That is one of the causes why boys and girls of your hero age hate their parents, young man”, he said to Jim. “Because they forgot. In addition, see no reasons to remember. You are surrendered.”

	Roses rose on Jim’s cheeks. He put his cup on the table and said, “Look. You told about this... Their way of seeing the world like some battle… But…”

	“It is, young man. For them it is.” Bill nodded. “You see, every day, even if its calm, hide a danger inside, and they feel it more sharply. They look for their way, and they feel weight of the world, they think about size of the universe, and feel their own insignificance. They fight for their scale. Yes. I’s a war - the most suitable word.”

	“But surrendering…” had begun Jim and Bill interrupted him.

	“Yes. They see how many roads lie before them. That they can choose one of them. They think like this, and you were such idealist. Young man.” He looked down and continued like recalling something from the depth of his memory. “And then they saw grownups. Parents for example and what do they see? They see former fighters, who gets up early, goes to the work, then came home, and goes to bed with one purpose – to repeat it for another turn tomorrow. It’s surrenders behavior.”

	Alex listened to their host with great interest. He even forgot about cup with tea in his hand and recalled it when he spilled a little to his hand. “But,” he said and put his cup near his friend’s one. «Here is one thing. We live in one same world. They may saw all circumstances, all responsibility that occur to grownups, they may understand… What?”

	Alex in amazement looked at Bill, who paternally shook his head from side to side. Old man said, “And here lies, maybe the biggest mistakes of the grownups. We forget that teenager is a one-man army. Last stand rebel.”

	Jim and Alex leaned back almost at the same time. “And what about gangs?” Said Alex, thinking that he found smart way. “They are compiled of loners too?” 

	“In some meaning – yes,” answered Bill. “Do you know how see this world people with impaired vision? On the other hand, people without eyes at all? Or people who can’t feel touch?”

	Now Alex began to see the way in which the old man leading them. “I think I see what you mean.”

	Their host nodded, but Jim was too agitated “And I’m don’t,” he said.

	“Our hospitable owner told us that everybody had its own world, because understanding of reality compiling in our own head with all ours kinks.”

	Bill sipped his tea and said, “Even I can’t say it better.”

	Guys remembered about their drinks, and followed the example of Bill. At this time old man turned his head to the window, where warm evening sun were and dreamily said, «I thought about this problem a lot. Moreover, these are the conclusions I have made. «He carefully and intently looked at friends, and said, “Everyone lives in his own world into big one, overall. Nevertheless, teenagers believe that their world is unique, that their world is a chance to discover the truth. They rebel against idea of one big world, and they try to save purity of their worlds and discovers.” He pointed at Alex with his finger, “Their own world, with its horrors, sets of rules and meanings. And the hardest their faith – the fiercely they fight.” Old man looked at Jim, “That’s why they hate grownups who raised the white flag in the middle of the battlefield.” …

	Silence prevailed for the couple of minutes in the living room. Wild thought run through stunned Alex’s consciousness – now he had understood why does this house hadn’t special smell of old people. He held receipt in his own hands – herbs. In addition, why he had thought about this? In the same moment when he wanted to fulfill this silent moment, Bill said in a prosaic voice, “That’s why I think that your story would be about a ghost…”

	Saying this, he finished his tea. In addition, judging by his vivacity, it gave the impression that they have not even started talking. The guys were squeezed dry.

	“Ghost?” asked Alex almost in whisper.

	“Yes,” nodded old man. “Ghost. Nothing supernatural, just look at the teenage world from distance. Not the most accurate observation.”

	Alex feels that discussion cannot be better, and without saying, the word knew that Jim feels the same.

	“One last question, Bill,” Alex said.

	“Yes?”

	“Do you know where we can find a teacher from your school? Ms.…” He looked at the message from Janine. “Ms. Prey?”

	Bill thought a little then asked, “I don’t know her. However, many of our teachers spend first weeks of their vacations leaving our town. And I think that after things that had happened this girl want to rest.”

	“I see,” said Alex and stand up. “Thank you, Bill. It was very interesting.”

	Guys shook hands to their host and goes for an exit. “Thank you once again.”

	“Your welcome,” hospitably said Bill, standing after them. “I just hope that stories and thoughts of old man do not disturbed you. Hope you’ll get your story. Even if it would be about a ghost. There are so few good gothics.”

	Alex and Jim crossed the street to their van that had bathed in warm orange evening sun. There was no need to discuss that remained visit was postponed for tomorrow. They knew each other from college, and somedays there was no need to say something to understand what think another one. This quality has happy marriages and good friends. Therefore, without discussion, in complete silence they went for dinner.

	 

	---

	 

	That night was pretty hard for Alex. One of the causes he thought was cold soup that he had eat at Nancy’s. It was onion soup with chili. He knew perfectly well how acts on him hotfoot, but can’t stand. Three hours later, when he staring at the wooden ceiling of their room without dream, he thought about soup once again. There were no regrets, he decided - soup was worth it. He looked to his smartphone, and saw that it was half past twelve. He looked to the other bed, where sleeps snorting Jim, and decided to go for a walk. He stands up, dresses, taking a jacket in case of windy night and went out. 

	Night were perfect for a walk, and just for him. There were a plenty of stars above him, so close, and so bright. Modern city habitants are deprived of stars, and he always thought that that is their pay for an urban life. And more senior he becomes, more unfair seems that exchange rate. He thought that people needs to look at the skies and see stars, galaxies, Milky Way, just for understanding the scale, their all insignificance.

	Alex walks on the road that leads to the tows from their hotel, and heard only light wind crickets and sound of his footsteps and thoughts. Latest conversation with former principle echoing in his head. Alex with a little regret thought that Bill Cherguest were totally right – for this moment their story is about ghost. It was sad as for Alex – you live, you do things, you love, you kill, you die, and only thing that others can say – is how it was looked. How your shell was shining, in case if you had gone to the sunlight. Either way they can’t tell anything… We all living in shells, thought Alex, in little spheres, and our connections with other spheres is minimal – any mathematic can told you that. And remember paradox of the gold fish? The one, what tells that goldfish, living inside its little semi sphere aquarium thought of outside world like about bulgy place. The same world – the different views, is not this Bill meant?

	Alex made a deep inhale and even deeper exhale. A little association shine in his mind, and responded in lungs and on fingers. His hands even after two years of quitting smoking remember all ritual. He closed his eyes, put hand in chest pocket, put out imaginary pack, opened it, took out cancer stick, close a pack and put in the pocket. Then he took out lighter (from his jeans pocket, right one, back) and lit imaginary cigarette. He inhaled once again, and for the moment he could swear that he felt little buzz in his head and that numbness in lungs that all smokers love more of all. 

	He opened his eyes, and thought about our habits and our little spherical universes. He looked around, and smiled – even now, in total silence and alone on the night road he surrounded by this bubble. He thoroughly doesn’t want to believe in this theory, despite of that fact that everyday gives evidences for its truthfulness. Something bothers Alex in this chain of thoughts. He frowned a little, even do not understanding that he shows his emotions to the night. 

	He wants to believe that nowadays society is hyperlinked between any of its part. In other way, he thought, what makes us connected to another? Social network? Smartphone? Tweet? Really? 

	For honest talk, person need to be open, and true openness creates inside. You must be in peace with yourself for the first place, have no contradictions with your inner true spirit, and then – connect to the world. Can TCP/IP give that appeasement? Alex was doubted about this. He thought that subnet mask was not really consonant with the concept of real masks. 

	Alex signed. We all gathered in one hamster ball named our world. And anyone has his own reality in this big lunatic place, and all this madness concentrating in our sculls. 

	“God, what was in that guys had?” Alex said.

	No one answered, except of his own breathing and footsteps. He put his jacket on. Bill was right when he said about forgetfulness of grownups, that they do not want to think about their own rebellion. Is that why do them once surrendered? In that case dying young – the highest glory for such a fighter. Not a novelty, thought Alex. Looking backward he thought that grownup don’t want to enter to that asylum that teenagers word is, whet your mind ruled by pure emotions mixed with hormones on the razor blade.

	At last, he feels tiredness. He turns around and goes to the hotel. All right then, he thought, it would be story about ghost. After all, a scientist thought that ghost phenomena is a projection of our own mind. Alex smiled visualizing ghost figure that was a projection on the surface of our own world boundaries, on the plastic of our hamster balls. His only regret was that we didn't touch anything behind that sphere. We can go out and can’t interrupt in someone else’s. 

	One of Chinese’s curses told “Whatever your wishes come true”, and if Alex knows this, he can think that someone hear his mind in this same second and cursed him.

	---

	“Diary entry #7.

	Dear gross diary, I’m going mad! Fuck yeah!

	Let me tell you about this nice thing in order.

	Now, thinking about this, I can tell that this had occurred before, but so rarely that I do not thought that this is something important. 

	The situation is that from time to time I heard voices. Wait! Stop right here! It’s not that kind of voices that told me to kill John Lennon, or some secret channel with spy dialogues. Nope. It happens before I fall asleep, or when I just awake. In that state of mind when I do not recognize is that a real world that I see or dream world. Some kind of transition period. And in these moments, I heard silent woman voice. It seems like someone talking in the next room. In addition, no, it wasn’t my mom for sure – I know her voice. 

	I know what someone think about this – that I’m hear some voices from around me, and in case of my sleepy states – it also can be me. But I know how’s my own voice sound like, and now I can be sure that it isn’t my mom. This time I was totally alone at home.

	It was a calm and very low voice. Moreover, a nice one too. But in a fact it was a little creepy to hear someone in a room beside myself. For a moment, I was scary, but then come to a window to see if there someone talking near the house. None. Empty street. I got up and walk around the house – silent TV, radio and computers.

	I took a shower and drink morning tea all time listening. I do not know what was scarier – to hear or not to hear something. However, there was silence. Then I had decided to check this situation in internet, but soon close browser. Web is a very scary place at some points of view. I need to try to remember not to search health problems in a future. 

	What was that? Who is she? 

	Something or someone try to tell me something. It is a voice from another world? Another dimension? On the other hand, it’s something with my head? Or, maybe, my dirty diary became a sci-fi diary? Last sounds nice… 

	Maybe. 

	Na-ah…This some stupid shit, but…

	Anyway, I’ll listen carefully.”

	 

	“Diary entry #8.

	It was a huge day! I had met my first friend. Well, maybe not a real one, but it was a first real talk with a real person. He is a hobo. It’s just nice and all in my style.

	I met him near the mall, where I was walking around trying to create inner map and convince myself that this is my life for a long term, and I need to get used to.

	I bought a cola in a shop, other than that time when I met a nice girl and went out. I sat outside on a bench and tapped three times at the top of a can. And just after it, I heard his voice near me.

	“What’s that for?”

	I looked around and saw a hobo. Despite that fact that in our country they are much more dirty and unpleasant, I knew that he’s homeless. But, hey, that’s how I felt that minute. Maybe, that was a cause of my relaxed answer:

	“Just… Just a habit. It was a joke about it.”

	Man said:

	“Tell me.”

	I am looked at him once again, and saw nothing special. Brown coat, sweater, glows with holes and without two random fingers, jeans and old sneakers. He wasn’t aggressive or drunk or stoned. Just homeless person. I’m shrugged:

	“Little boy come to the policeman with a can of coke and said, Mr. Policemen, please, help me to open it. Policemen took can in his hand, tap to it, and said “Police! Open up!”” 

	He smiled:

	“Nice one,” he said. “Say, you’re not local, huh?”

	I shrugged once again:

	“Hard to say. We moved here a couple of weeks ago. But for this day I felt like homeless… No offence”

	Man lifted his hands:

	“All right. Where are you from? Your pronunciation… something Slavic?”

	I nodded and named country of former USSR. He whistled:

	“Far away. And how’s US to you?”

	I grimaced a little:

	“Pretty good. There are plusses and minuses in all places I think. But now all this to me is… Artificial… Plastic, you know? It seems like I’m watching a curtain and see some generic picture. And something is behind this curtain, and I don’t know – good or bad… Messy, huh?”

	He looked at me:

	“Not too much… As about curtain – look at this like on the theatre stage – maybe when curtain fall – you’ll see something interesting?”

	I thought about this:

	“Yeah. Maybe you’re right. But I like theory that tells that when you doesn’t see something it can be anything. You know, as about a table that can be at far end of the galaxy, when you come out of the room.”

	He looked at me carefully:

	“Know that theory,” he said. “But it said also that viewer – is a main person. A lot of things depends on what you see.”

	I thought a little, and smiled bitterly:

	“And too often people see only what they want”

	“Exactly”

	I stand up from a bench, and just now, I see that I don’t make even a sip from a can. I offered it to man:

	“Do you want?”

	He waved with his head:

	“Thanks, buddy, I’m already have problems with teeth.”

	I smiled, and turn to go away, and then returned to this guy:

	“I’m Antony,” I said. “What is your name?”

	“Bob,” he answered. “Some kids call me Hob-Bob. You can use it – it’s not offensive.”

	I had nodded once again:

	“Just Bob for me. Thank you for the conversation,” I said. “Have a nice day,”

	I smiled at him. 

	He waved with his hand:

	“Remember about viewer role!”

	So it was it. This simple talk with simple man gave me a feeling that everything may be good. Anything needs time, and some things – a lot of it. But, hey, my generation love computer games, where you begin with a character of first levels without any skills. And kids all over the world spend a lot of hours to improve these characters – it may be work for us, people instead of characters too. 

	Hope so.”

	 

	“Diary entry #9.

	So, my dirty diary, I thought about one more attempt to look for answers about my voice problem. No, not a problem – it’s issue for this moment. You know that joke: “The doctor asks – say, when do you begun to suffer from voyeurism? And a guy said – doc, I’m not suffering – I got a great pleasure!” Therefore, I think that if it did not bother me – it is not a problem. 

	I had decided to return to the web, but look in other direction. I read about dreams – maybe this isn’t a coincidence that I hear her in almost sleeping states. 

	Moreover, you know my dirty diary – there was something interesting. At least I think so. 

	I found that some religions (shamans mostly) thought about sleeping as about time when soul traveling around a world. Some of them thought that souls can fly to other worlds, and our dreams – is only thinks that they see flying around. That they are true. Here most of the things tied with energy of the souls. If you practice, if you living by rules – your soul is more powerful, and can remember and learn something. Some people said that they even chose directions and have their places where they visit frequently. But I’m of that kind of persons that need more proofs then interesting stories in the browser. 

	Although I think that seed of truth is there. Look at it from this point of view. Our brain is a mechanism. Without levers and wires, but it took electric charges, and with their help it changes chemical structure, and creates shapes and images of our feelings. It’s freaks me out sometimes – a couple of drops of some medicals onto your brain can turn your reality into the horror. Drops! Thanks to God that that medicals is called drugs and they are outlaw and expensive, otherwise Aldous maybe even can’t recognize this brave new world. Or much simpler example – color (let’s take red one) – you see it, I see it, but fuck, how do you know that we see it the same one? That we are understand it in the same way? 

	I heard in one of the medical shows about one guy. He got a head trauma – car crash, falling or something. And after it, he can’t recognize letters. He watched a book like I watch wedge writing in museums – very interesting, but its information, for me, is a zero. So he was for that moment when he took a pencil and outlined letter. He can read it, by writing! He looks at them and sees nonsense, but when he writes them – he can read them. Other guy can’t recognize faces, and even that ones that on the playing cards. On the place where is king’s face – is colorful blurring. Nice, but scary. At least for me. 

	So, returning to the voices issue – we talk about state when my brain… Hm. Not in its full power. Or, as some doctors think – vice versa – when people asleep, brain works in other state that does not mean lesser power. 

	Anyway, I look at this problem from two points of view. First – brain as a receiver. It works with electro magnetics, so it could feel some influence. Second – brain as a transmitter – each piece of metal cord could receive part of an outer field. But there is one feature – there is one viewer of all transmitting effects – owner of the brain. No one else can see insects all over the ill person body, except of him. 

	And now I stand in front of choice – to decide what’s going on with me – I hear something from out there, or it’s all inside me? 

	You know the funniest part of this question – I do not know what answer would be more scary…”

	 

	Chapter 5

	 

	Sleep did bring him relief to Alex. He dropped to his bed like a dead man, and fall into the dream. He saw himself in a space, around was millions of stars as bright as they were on night sky. He looked around and see nothing, even his own hands were absent. He looked down and sees a planet with a gray, green surface. He rushed down. 

	A half minute later, he landed to the grey land, like on the Moon, and saw that surface was full of figures. They were transparent, and they have no faces. There were billions of them, and Alex cannot see even a square meter of free space. Figures can’t stay aside of each other, periodically they touched each other. That second they took on faces. Just for a moment, they turned to the figure with whom they connected and show their faces to each other. A green light, just a spot, like a micro star emerged in their chests, and connected with a thin green line. 

	It seems like figures do not like to be connected for a long time, and after a few seconds, they disconnected and begin to loose theirs outlines. Few seconds later – Another link originates. Therefore, - all the time. Billions of links in one moment. Alex thought that green color of the planet – it was grass, but now he saw that it was due to endless links. He hears a low murmur every time when link was emerged, like in a library, and it always drop down when green light disappears.

	Alex looked into the faces of figures, and saw one interesting thing – figures don’t show one face to each of his “interlocutors.” Every time it is another one, as like as murmur. It was minor changes, but they were there. 

	Alex stepped backward, and had flashed by green light, covered with a murmur, and saw figures transparent face, and understanding filled his consciousness. 

	“Ghosts,” Alex do not know he thought or says. However, it does not matter that one second. “They are all ghosts.” He feels like he understands something important, something crucial. He tried to hold this thought, this thin (green) line. His conclusions begin to blur, like a face in front of him. “They are all ghosts.” His mind becomes heavier, and he put all his strength to hold one final thought “We are all ghosts!”

	Thinking about it, Alex dropped to the bottom of his dream, where there is no place for thoughts and consciousness. Where time stands still for human mind and an attraction to many large that no spark of thought cannot fly out.

	 

	---

	 

	When Alex gets up, his night thoughts and dreams faded away, as it has always happened with such dark substances in a morning light. He looks around and saw his friend sitting with the laptop on the armchair. Being under the impression of the dream atmosphere him even though is it, not the replay of the yesterday. 

	“Hi there!” Said Jim. 

	“Uh-huh,” murmured Alex. «What time is it now?”

	A cameraman looked into the corner of his monitor and said, “Oh, it’s time to work.”

	Alex grimaced with smile and goes to the bathroom. He takes a shower and begins to brush his teeth:

	“Some plans? Or yesterday tails?”

	Jim wagged with his head, saying “Sort of. We have an address of our guy’s parents, and Janine finds something interesting”

	“Wa- eh- ?” asked Alex with the toothbrush in his mouth.

	Jim looked at him. “No,” he said. “I know this. If I’ll tell you something before coffee, I will must to repeat it later after once more. Clean up yourself and go to Nancy’s”

	Half an hour later, they were finishing breakfast.

	Alex sipped coffee and said, “Ok, what do you have?”

	His friend attentively looked in his eyes, “Yes,” Jim said. “I see some intellect there.”

	“Ha-ha,” Alex answered. “What do we have for today?”

	Jim nodded and turned on his smartphone. “We have,” he said. “Contacts in social for couple of his friends. One in the former country, and two here. It’s a little bit lately for onetime and too early for local, so, I think that we’ll start from parents”

	Alex looked to his smartphone, and frowned, “Early? It’s ten o’clock.”

	“Say owl,” smiled Jim. «Recall for your own teenage schedule, when do you gets up on the holidays?”

	Alex silently nodded. He finished his cup of coffee and looked to the scene behind the dinner windows. Sun shorts the shadows and predict a good day for all undertakings. In such moments Alex totally understands believing of ancients, who thinks that sun dies every night, and resurrect itself every morning. Resurrection for everything, not just our yellow dwarf, but the sun even for today is a perfect symbol. 

	“Something else?”

	Jim nodded uncertainly, “I don’t know is it interesting idea, or not… But I thought that we may ask prof about hexagons.”

	Prof was their good friend from the first series of their “ABnormal”. His full name was Professor Bruce Williams. He was a teacher on the parallel to their journalistic faculty. They began asking him questions in the latest years of their education. In addition, as prof was a weirdo himself, he liked their issues. He was very helpful, commenting signs and psychological aspects of the heroes of their series. 

	“That’s good idea my friend,” said Alex paying for the breakfast. “But I think to set aside this conversation a little bit later on. I don’t want to bother Prof just about figure.”

	They opened the door and went outside to the warm hug of the beginning day.

	Jim frowned:

	“Why? He might give us a lecture about…”

	Alex interrupted:

	“That's it,” he said. “You know Prof as good as me. He’ll cling in this figure, and will talk for hours about number of six.” Alex strokes his beard squinted and said in a low voice “Boys! Boys! Hexagon is a very important! His history begins with the Sumerian culture where he plays role of the first screwdriver – symbol of the universe axis.”

	Guys laughed at this parody of their friend, and sat to their van, and then Alex’s smartphone begin to ring. 

	Still smiling, Alex push button and said: “Hello”

	“Alex?” asked woman’s voice. “Alex Barns?”

	He rose his hand and stopped his friend: “Yes, that’s me.” 

	“It’s Alice Prey,” said voice in a phone. “I found your note.”

	Alex needs a second to remember that last name, but when he understood, who it was, his face became serious in a second. “Oh! Thanks for your call!” He covered a microphone with a hand and told to Jim, who sat and looked bewildered. “A teacher,” whispered Alex, and put his hand aside, “So, can we talk?”

	“Yes,” she answered after a small pause. “I’ll be free after noon.”

	“Perfect,” gladly said Alex. “At Nancy’s?”

	“No.” said woman too fast. Or too harsh? “No. There is a dinner downtown, called “Crossroad”, I’ll be there at… At seven p.m.”

	“I’ll be there,” said Alex, but teacher disconnected without the good-bye words. 

	Alex put his phone in a pocket, and stare to the windshield. He thought that he could recognize mood and way of thoughts of the people, with whom he talks, but this woman confused him. He does not understand if she afraid of something or just hurry somewhere, or… On the other hand, he just used to talk with unstable people and can’t read casual people with casual problems and emotions.

	“So?” interrupted in his mind flow Jim. 

	“Sorry, dude,” came to his senses Alex. “Nineteen hundred at some place called “Crossroad.” You’ll find this place?”

	“Searching,” Jim says. 

	“She told its downtown.”

	“Almost out of town,” clarified Jim. “We must establish an hour for the road”

	Alex nodded, still thinking about woman’s voice. After a couple of seconds, he said, “Ok, we have a job for now. Let’s go to the parents.”

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #10. 

	Today my father told me that he hired a local teacher to help me with preparation to school. Lazy days ended my shitty diary. But we knew that this day would come, didn’t we?

	Today she’ll come to us to introduce to me, and to tell me about work that we’ll do. Hope that we’ll find understanding. Except of that my days becomes a little bit routine – little features that aren’t the same, but in general – today is a copy of yesterday. I can live with that. Local internet is a little bit slower that I had in my previous life, but as I said – I can live with that too. 

	But there is one problem occurred – time difference with my friends in a former country – it’s difficult to talk with them. Sometimes I can catch someone in video messengers, but it’s too rarely and their either sleepy or busy. Therefore, here is time-space curving to me without velocities of the light speed, suck it Einstein!

	Well, today is the last of total lazy days that I can spend with voice issues – in evening, I’ll meet my teacher and then – new life, full of… Full of something new, I guess. And I hope. 

	…

	Fuck! That was… Oh. In order – she’s hot! I mean, my new teacher. Her name is Alice Prey, and I should call her Ms. Prey. And she is pretty! I can’t remember even half of things that she told me. She’s not a supermodel or have huge tits, and you know – nothing like that. But she has some… nature beauty, something that doesn’t depend on cosmetics and time of a day – I believe that she’s nice right after a sleep as she was today. It would be hard (in every sense of this word) to work with her. You can place a bet on that fact that I’ll would imagine her legs during my evening playtime. What? Everyone masturbates, and today I realized that last time was long ago. With all that moving to US and stress, I can’t even imagine something connected with sex. Thank you, Ms. Prey, you already helped me a lot.

	At last, this is my filthy diary, isn’t it?”

	 

	“Diary entry #11.

	Today I hear voices again. With a great state of probability, it’s only my imagination, but it seems that I hear Ms. Prey’s voice. Damn, if that myth about blindness occurred to be truth – I would be like a bat soon.

	Anyway, I want to tell you something entirely different. 

	Here’s one theory that perfectly suits to my ghostly voice investigation. It’s a result of my yesterday web serf, but I needed to put everything on its places in my head. 

	So. Some of the scientists and shrinks thought that that grey liquid thing in our heads that someone call brain serves to two purposes at the same time – receiver and transmitter. It receives information from all sensors of our body, analyze them, and constructing some picture of our world. This picture is projecting on inner big white wall in our heads. 

	And here’s magic begins. As our brain is interpreter – it can make fail picture of things outside of it. For example – you walk on the street in the night, and it’s calm and chilly, you turn your head to the left, and you see a ghost! White figure in someone’s yard! It’s swaying, and its hands stretching to you. And if you’ll panic, later you can tell your friends a creepy story about grimaces on the transparent face. 

	Reality is too simple – someone washed nightgown, and it’s drying outside. 

	But processes into your brain create its own reality. You saw a figure, and brain gave to it features of the ghost, and projecting them into your inner view, you saw it, believed in it, and brain creates more detailed picture of your own fantasy, and so on… Recursion in the crack of the second. 

	Some scientists go farther, and said that such things as stigmata’s – s perfectly fit’s it’s a scheme. With one difference – reaction of believer’s body is much farther than just seeing something – they feel everything that they believe in. Such a people became religion fanatics or cold sceptics – depends on life path that they choose.

	Conclusion. Maybe I am bat shit crazy. Hurray! Or maybe it’s just a little distortion on the surface of my own serenity lake of adequacy. Anyway, like some doctors, journalists and correspondents say – we’ll watch this out.”

	 

	“Diary entry #12. 

	Hello, my filthy diary. I left you for a week, but I have reasons to do it. 

	To be honest – fuck you, you dirty pity piece of paper. I don’t need to apologize to you. Suck it! 

	I have an interesting week. First – I have interesting time with Ms. Prey. Despite that fact that she’s hot and I need to prepare before our classes (you know what I mean.), I teach a lot of things with her. First – it’s a huge practice to speak and write in English. You may say something like “Antony. You’re lazy ass – you can do it every minute – just walk outside. And you could do it even before moving here.” And first that I’ll answer – “Fuck you!”, and second – “It’s a little bit complicated as it seems.” Here’s a deal – I don’t like people too much. I’m talking not about crowds and chaotic groups like in subway. I’m just don’t like to communicate directly. I can do it and do it easily – at last, I had gone to school at home and even had friends. But if you give me options – to do it, or not to – I’ll choose last one. 

	Second – it’s much easier to talk in a language that strange to you with a person who can carefully fix your mistakes. And a pretty person too. Yeah, yeah, yeah, I know all that crap about inner beauty, but first impression is always about beauty. It’s not me – go to our monkey predecessors – it’s their feature that had survived in us. 

	But it’s hard… Hard to think in other language. Form your thoughts in other way, make your inner voice to speak in other language… I can do it for hour now, and then I have a light migraine and a mix from different words in English and Russian inside of mu skull. Awful feeling. I start to forget some words and can’t find them in any language. Yesterday missing was “sewage.” I need to google it to recall. 

	There is a bright side too. I begin to read classic of American literature, and find it’s cool. Not all books, naturally, but it’s interesting to see the roots of nowadays movies and scripts. After all – we live in a post-post-post-modern era, and it’s nice to review all my movie and cultural experience with new knowledge. Ms. Prey asked what I had read before, and I told her in a broken English that I’m not a bookworm at all. I had read many books in couple of first classes, but then I saw that every bookworm falls out from the company. Besides – football (as it calls here in US – cocker), computer games movies and all teenage doings are much interesting in any case. I asked her to give me such a book that makes me to read all that she’ll recommend. First, one was “Lord of flies”. And what can I tell you? She is a smart woman – she gave me an interesting book, without any doubts.”

	 

	“Diary entry #13.

	Today was a library day. I want to check something about place where we are living. A thing is I found during my small investigation that sometimes people could hear or feel something strange when they hear infrasound. We haven’t one in a house, but there are natural causes for such things, and one of them – tectonic cracks.

	I found a story about street of ghost-houses in England. Main idea that there is a row of houses in UK, where people see ghosts. Scientists all over the world go there as well as ghost fans, but can’t find an explanation to all creepy sounds and feelings.

	Later, some guys in white robes find that all town stands on the old crack between two layers under the ground. It was pretty deep crack, so houses don’t felt any pushes or other deadly stuff. Instead of this, all houses that was built on the top was resonators – almost every one of them produce infrasound. So, returns to my previous theory about brain receiver-transmitter, everyone who booked rooms in haunted hotels felt things that their own head shows them. Nothing from outside. 

	But who cares? 

	Funniest thing was that nobody gives a shit. Owners of hotels just change their brochures – instead of “haunted”, they wrote, “You can see them because of infrasound.” Just like that. No a single word about your own brain cheat – infrasound, guys, like an additional feature to ghosts and hotels capitalization. 

	It’s a pity. I think that humanity in some moment of its evolution missed a turn. I will explain. Look – we have a smartphone, notebooks, holograms, technology and even head transplantation. But, our own last frontier – our own body is almost unknown. At the same time, it’s a magnificent machine! Some people can bound themselves into the pretzel, and other – can slow their heartbeat almost to stop, some lamas high in the cloud even fall into a coma in their own will, etc. Our own body and head – is a chest with miracles! And how do we apply this gift? One of us – built cars without drivers and thought about big bang, and other – in the same time blows up old art in Palmyra and chew leaves of coke in Amazonian jungles like thousand years before. 

	Crack between these groups of people is deeper than that in England, and creates many scariest ghosts in our heads. All that stuff like religion wars, civilian wars and even books that become bestsellers, which are only a porn-bdsm-fanfic on a one “saga” about vampires, which was low quality itself. 

	Yes, I told about “shades”! Fuck them! I want to live in a world where physicians wrote best sellers, and their concerts gather thousands of fans. In a world where I know how to fall asleep in a purpose, how to chill my skin or heat instead, just by my mind… Physicist - rock star! With all that rock star money to improve its work and explain me how without a drugs pull my mind into deep mind trance. Isn’t it nice? No? Fuck you too then…

	Ok, I’m distracted a little.

	I found in a library nice woman, and she creates me a reader passport and we have a nice talk about my county and its literature. Then she helps me to find books about local history and geography. And you know what? Nothing totally. Town stands on a total plain ground, local lake knew some drowned men, but only males and without any signs of curses or other things that brothers Winchesters can investigate. This place is normal to the boredom. 

	Hm…That raises chances of my own instability. 

	The problem is that no insane man tells you that he’s insane. ”

	 

	Chapter 6 

	 

	Half an hour later, they parked their car in front of the second house, address of which found Janine. Jim looked to the building, and said, “That’s more liked.” Alex had same thoughts. They were on the other side of a street where stand pretty two-story hose color of milk. Lawn was little bit neglected but both of them can understand why. 

	Jim equipped himself with a camera, put notepad in his pocket and asked Alex, who takes his bag from the van, “Do you want to do some shots before interview?”

	“Hm?” Alex raises his head from the body of the car.

	“You know… “Here, in this house lived hero of our story…”

	Alex shook his head, “No, later.” He looked up the cloudy skies, and said seriously, “Maybe after we will have good sun. I want to tell this story in this warm atmosphere.”

	Jim silently nodded, he knew the habit of his friend – to choose some mood to the series, and follow it. Alex was heart and soul of their team, and series of their show he tried to make not similar to each other. For example, one episode with haunted house they tried to shoot in one rainy day, for one story about aliens in Texas Alex ask a classical soundtrack. There was not any need to choose a piano and violins, but it was good when they saw result. Other day (Jim forgot about what case that one was – chupacabra or live things under the ground) all episodes they did with the high contrast, so it makes really spooky effect, when they make long shots with dark places near the sunny one. At the end all crew drop forgets to think about this look at things of their narrator, especially when you think about that fact that mood and atmosphere is a huge part of serials like theirs.

	Thinking of all that Jim stepped after his friend, but suddenly he stops. 

	Alex turned to him: “What?”

	A cameraman patted his pockets, and raise his face to friends one: “It looks that I forgot the battery.”

	Alex silently with the question on his face spread his hands.

	“I forgot to charge this one,” said Jim, and pointed on his camera. “So, I need another one.”

	“Go for it,” signed Alex. «And I’m just to say hello to our heroes.”

	Jim runt to van and open driver’s door. He tried to turn out charger by pulling its cable, but it seems like everything was against him today. He threw himself on the seats and tried again. This attempt was much more successful – from the second try, he pulls off the plug of the charger and takes battery out of it. He raised on the seats to show his triumph to Alex, and saw police car through the windshield. It stood in front of a van, at a distance of twenty meters or so. Jim turned his head to Alex, who just knocked to the front door of the house. 

	Next things happen during a couple of seconds. Later Jim would not recall this feeling in its total strength, maybe because of adrenaline that injected in such moments to our bodies, maybe because of shock. Nevertheless, at that moment he could swear that he totally knew what be happened next. 

	The door opened, and Alex says something to woman who appears in front of him. Knowing his friend Jim can assume that Alex said something like “hello, Mrs. Tychov. I’m here to talk about your son.” It needs a second, and a second needs to turn all scene upside down. The woman began to scream. She grabbed Alex’s shirt and ask in raised voice “Where is he? Told me, where do you take him?!”. Alex makes a step back, but woman don’t free her hands. “Police!” she screamed. “Police!!!”. The same second Jim heard one turn of the siren of the police car. Mechanically he turns on his camera and finally step out of the van. A cameraman crosses the street, but cops were at the place first. Meanwhile, a woman was cried like a wounded animal. She mixed Russian words with English, and don’t mind about neighbors that came out to their lanes to see what’s happened. 

	Jim turned to the Alex, who seems understood what’s happened. He smiled at the policemen “Come on, guys…” But they do not listen to him. One of the cop’s asked woman if man disturbs her, and she screamed in the same strange mix of languages something about her son. 

	Alex looked on Jim and says “No, Jim, stay there! You know what to do.”

	Unfortunately, a cameraman totally knew. He made a couple of steps to his friend, and in the moment when policeman meant to put handcuffs on Alex, latter jump aside to his friend and kick him to the ground. Cops put a narrator of “Abnormal” on his feet, and finally put handcuffs on his hands. Jim, on his turn, raised to his feet keeping hand near the ribs. Under his palm was a smartphone that second ago give him Alex, who smiled “Say hello to Janine!”

	“Uh-huh”, groaned Jim, looking after cops, who put his friend to that part of police car that divided from civilians by iron grating. He goes to the van, and dial the number on his own phone. When he started an engine of the hornet car, he turns off camera, and said “Hi, Janine. He is in prison.”

	Van turned to the side where police car went, and Jim smiled first time from beginning of this grotesque show “Yep, it’s a record!”

	 

	---

	 

	Jim does not saw what does happen in police department, and feels strange about it. From one point of view – he feels some regret when he missed such unrepeatable show, in other way – he doesn’t like jail, prisons and even police departments. Despite his friend, who, obviously, like them. Sometimes Jim thought that Alex wanted to be a cop in his childhood. 

	Alex walks in like a triumphant - head held high and smile on his face. “Hello, everyone!” he said. “Nice to meet you again.” People that was in that midday at the department were confused – why does grown up man was so happy when he is in handcuffs? When Alex walk through the glass with a woman in brown blouse that still sit behind the glass he nods to her: “Mam.” One of the officers poked him to the spine: “Keep going, buffoon.” Alex smiled even wider, and said to woman behind the glass “Mam, I’ll wait for Colonel Sr. in my temporary office.”

	Officers lead Alex to the basement level, where the cells were and lock him to the farthest one. Policemen want to go away, when Alex asked “Hey, don’t you forgot something?” Men looked at each other, smiled, and go away, do not dropped a single word. Barns, still in handcuffs, sit on the couch. “Perfect,” he had said. “Jim, Helper I need your help…”

	“Five minutes ago, your friends made a call to our station,” said voice out from a cell. Alex does not need to turn head toward grates – he knew whom it was perfectly. Alex smiled and closed his eyes, “Mr. Colonel! Nice to see you!”

	“It’s nice to see you in a good mood, Mr. Barns!” said chief smiling with his bulldog face. “Hope that my co-workers were gently”

	“Totally”, answered Alex. «They even left me a present.” Alex opened his eyes and looked to his counterpart. He stands, and turned to the grate, showing his hands, “Do you mind?”

	The chief bowed a little, and said “Of course”, after that he took handcuffs off. 

	“Thanks,” said Alex, throbbing his wrists. Then he asked with smile, but eyes of a reporter were serious and narrow “Is that was so necessary?”

	“I saw movie ones”, said Colonel Sr., “There one chief of local police locked one bum.” His bulldog smile was more generous then Alex’s. “That bum happened a Vietnam vet, and spoiled all day to the chief.”

	“You don’t look like that petty tyrant.”

	“And you don’t look like a young Stallone, but precautions must be, Mr. Barns. Besides, I must be sure that you can’t do something stupid or (what much worse) clever before this dialogue”

	Alex sits on the couch ones again, nestling comfortably. He looked to Colonel, who placed handcuffs on his belt, “Chief?”

	“Yes?”

	“Why do you do all this? You and I perfectly understand that I’ll be free soon. So, why? What’s the point?”

	Rick Colonel becomes serious. There was not a sly mark of his former fun. “Let’s say that it a last warning.”

	“You are threatening me, Mr. Colonel?”

	The chief snorted:

	“No, Mr. Barns. It is not even a warning. Just a request.” He put his head to the grate, and said almost in whisper. “Drop this. Make a story without knowing the deal. Fake it. I am sure you are having talent to do such a fake. And you’re…” He waved his head to the side. «I’m sure that they don’t recognize forgery…”

	There were not fun or other emotions on the chief’s face – just… compassion? Alex was a little confused seeing this side of this strict man. 

	“Mr. Colonel, I’m doing this not for someone else, just for myself”

	“Especially if you do so! I am hope that I showed you sufficiently, that I know this town, its rules and its conditions. You do not find anything bright or interesting behind this case… Drop it, Mr. Barns.”

	Alex negatively shook his head, and with same expression of honesty said, “I’m just… Just can’t…”

	A chief whispered:

	“But why, Mr. Barns? Why???”

	Alex silenced a little, and said:

	“I feel here something… Something that I search for a long time…And I think I can find it here, inside of this case.”

	Rick Colonel raised his eyebrows:

	“And what is it, Mr. Barns?”

	“Proof”

	“Proof?”

	Alex nodded:

	“Yes. Proof that there is nothing beside our real world. That this is…” He looked around and continued, “Nothing except this. No aliens, spirits, telekinesis, pyrokynesis, other psy-abilities or abandoned specimens or blind branches of humanity. Proof, Mr. Colonel.”

	Chief looked on the man behind the bars for a half of the minute, and then said:

	“I made a mistake on your account. I’ll not interrupt to your investigation, but I’ll give you some time to think here,”

	Saying this, Rick Colonel took a step from the grate and starting to the exit from this room. 

	“About what?” Asked Alex. Answer to this was sound of steps. Man behind the bars stand up, and step forward. “Mr. Colonel? What do I need to think about?”

	At the entrance, that lead to the stairs, chief said:

	“Think what if you find more. Proof that all this do exist, but there is no other worlds except our world. Moreover, all that is around us. Inside us.”

	Having said that, chief came out.

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #14.

	Parents left me for the weekend alone. 

	I used that time to spend it like every teenager – with porn, laziness and movies. 

	I went shopping and bought everything that I need to cinema night – ton of chips, popcorn and soda. I know that it’s not a good thing to chew, but hey, it’s a movie evening. 

	As always I choose one thriller flick (action, drama or detective – does not matter), other one – is horror. And last one – the cause of this midnight writing. I saw a picture about poltergeist in a house like ours. I thought that it could scare me now, but I didn’t feel anything. Nothing at all. 

	I thought a little, and think that I found a cause. Some time ago, reading S. Kings novels (yeah, I read something, despite my hate of school program), I thought that some of his thing don’t interest me because of their low quality. And now I think about context. Think of it – how can picture about haunted three story house scare a former USSR citizen, who lives with all his family of four persons in one-room flat of forty square meters. In a good case. In that state, if someone tells them – here’s a house, but it’s haunted, so you can refuse it – “Fuck you with all this ghosts!” – that’s what you’ll hear as an answer. Really, starving man doesn’t understand full one. The same small things that differs me from all people around me in a scale of a country you can find in any segment of life. Someone calls it mentality – but I don’t think that such thing exists. Some emigrants that leave USSR and came to the US long time ago even speak without accent, and you can’t distinguish them from locals, and their children – is pure Americans. Therefore, in this case, I will think all about habits and will of the emigrant to change himself. 

	Maybe someday this thing with ghosts in house will scare me, and I’ll talk with a neighbor by the seats in movie theatre in pure English, but now… Now I sit in American house, on American chair, eating American chips and drinking American coke (Hell, their taste differs!), and laughing on the horror. Pity. 

	Other story is a screenplay and director’s job in this flick. It’s a thing line between a scare of that you see, and that you feel. True horror doesn’t need all boo’s and jumping on you with a loud scream. It’s a too cheap to be classy. And the funniest thing that all this jump scares work to opposite effect – after third one viewer don’t give a shit to things on the screen. Yeah, he jerks after every screamer, but I’m sure that heartbeat reaction is smaller every time. 

	So, what’s a good horror, smartass – you can ask me? 

	It’s not difficult to answer. Perfect horror – is that one that can push on universal buttons of every person. Or, at least, great group of them. It may have a tight specialization – for example, S. Kings “It” can scare clown-phobic in a first place, “Gravity” – agoraphobic one’s and “Saw” - claustrophobic, etc. There can’t be universal scare – all people are individuals, but skill of giving goosebumps without “BOO!” out of the corner – is a great and rare.

	That’s why I like a genre of one-line scary stories. Look at this:

	“Last man on the earth sit to dinner, and there was knock on the door”

	Same feeling when I hear the voices. These days they are frequent then before …”

	 

	“Diary entry #15.

	Second day of my loneliness at home. And half of it I feel a headache. 

	From time to time, I have hard times with my head. It starts when I was three, and with intervals for a week or two, I’m disabled because of hard migraine. All local doctors and even invited from a capital examined me and can’t find anything. That time I hear word “cancer” for a first time in the context of disease. But it wasn’t a cancer or tumor, or something that scary. Doctors said that these paroxysms must be less frequent with an age, and they were right. Now they occurred once in a month, but still in a full power. 

	How is it like? Hm… It is hard to tell, but I will try. Funny, it is a first time when I try to describe it when it has happened.

	So, it’s like a light with spikes. I have photophobia during these attacks, and people around me said that I’m pale like a wall. Sometimes there is vomit, but that was when I was younger. Now puke is pretty rare. So, it’s a spiked light that grow inside my head, filling everything with itself. After a couple of hours of trying to fight it I’m understand that I can’t think of anything except of it. Light, light, light. 

	Pills do not help. During an attack’s I think that excellent help will bring me decapitation… However, I found that sleep is the better way to heal. I fell into the Morpheus kingdom like a bag with a bricks, and sleep like a dead man. Then I wake up like a shiny coin. 

	That’s why I can’t write anymore – paper is too bright, and I can’t find English words anymore…”

	 

	“Diary entry #16. 

	Yesterday I had one of my paroxysms. It’s rude, but I got used to them. Except of one thing – I heard that woman’s voice once again. When I was almost under the deepest and darkest waters of the land of dreams, I hear her. She said something that I can’t recall now, but if my feelings are right it was an invitation. 

	Then was a dream. Sit was strange. Not because I don’t see or remember them – no. It was strange because in the state of my migraine’s I can’t see anything at all. But yesterday…

	I saw a small town. Not like this one where I live now or had lived before. No. It was something like mediaeval small towns as they now described in a RPG games, or fantasy movies. Full of stonewalls and muddy roads. It was ruined. Or leaved by any living souls hundred years before. Anything was abandoned, roofs was fallen inside, and windows – dark as a night. It was evening, despite two moons above my head, everything was pretty dull and grey. I walked by the muddy and curved road, examining the paving stones under the layer of mud. An echo from my sloppy steps reflected from the stonewalls couple of times, creating a feeling that I wasn’t alone. 

	I had stopped for a couple of times and looked around. In the same second total silence was around me, trying to creep under my clothing. Finding nothing at all, I renew my walk. I turned a couple of times to nearby streets to find – maybe I can find something or someone in this ghost town. 

	And then, I see something. Shadow runt in the opposite street. I jump to the nearest corner and leaned out. I was wrong – it wasn’t someone run – it was a shadow from a fire. 

	I step out from my hiding and walked to the source of disturbing in this world of total decay. Slowly, step by step. I hear that blood bumped in my veins with the same tempo. Step-bump-echo said “step” from the opposite wall – pause – step – bump, and so on. I had stopped for a couple of times, and my heart stopped with me, listening to the silence around hoping not to hear steps of someone else. I was so afraid that can’t turn my head around. It was that state of fear when something unknown is not as horrible as noticing of its existence. 

	I walked to the little clearance, like a square ahead of the administration, and saw a figure, that sit beneath a fire. It was in the robe, like a monk. It was grey and old. I can’t see him at all, but I hope that this was a man. He can be anything – a giant insect, a blob, or even something without body at all. So, I’m hoped that this was something that I can understand. He leaned a little, and throw something into the fire. Red tongues lick it in a second, and destroy it with a little flash. 

	“You said that it would be today,” the figure said calmly, but I hear him perfectly because of the same echo. “And now you even don’t show to me… I’m asking you, Tulpa!”

	The figure of the woman appeared in the fire. She was naked, as I can see. 

	“You promised…”, he begins, but she lifts her palm to her head in a gesture “Shh.”

	Then this palm she straightened and pointed on me, saying:

	“Right there” 

	She looked at me, and her finger pointed on me. Directly!

	The figure turned to me. I saw a darkness under its cape. I saw a smile on face in a fire. Fire face. She was smiling. 

	And then I waked up. It was a morning of this, new day without a headache. 

	But one thought doesn’t leave me all this day – voice of that fire girl was the same voice that I hear before, and her name was Tulpa.”

	 

	Chapter 7

	 

	A half hour later to the cells descended Colonel Jr. He looks like child that doing something wrong, but when he stopped in front of the bars, he stood more strictly. 

	“Good day, Mr. Barns. Looks like our meeting transferred”

	Alex smiled, and stood up from the couch where he lied:

	“It’s a great overstatement, you know”, he shakes policemen’s hand through the bars. «I have a meeting tonight, and hope that I’ll be there on time.”

	John nodded: 

	“Hope so,” said son of the chief. “It’s really interesting what you find here.”

	Alex shrugged, and began to walk inside of his cell:

	“For now I doubt that we find something that you don’t know.”

	“Anyway. We both know that people talks differently with police and with journalists.”

	Alex smiled:

	“Oh yeah”, he stood and looks curiously to the John. «But here is one thing that I can’t understand”

	“Yes?”

	“Why do you think that we’ll find something more?”

	Colonel Jr. leaned to the bars of an opposite cell, and smiled dreamily.

	“I think you had mentioned for this time, that we have pretty close populated locality here. Such…” he slightly waved his head from side to side. «Such a community, maybe.”

	Now, a smile faded from a policeman’s face:

	“And here we live in such tight connections that here are no things like rumors, for example. Everyone knows everything about everyone. You hear some gossip in church, and half day after it’s a rotten news, because it’s a well-known fact” …

	Alex slammed his own head in his imagination – he totally forgot about church. Usually, in a small town like these churches was in a first row of places where he finds needful information. However, Alex concentrated on a son of a chief, who continued:

	“But this case…” He looked in the eyes of Alex, “This case made them put this knowing under their skins. I see how its burns them, and they feel that it’s wrong, but…”

	He thinks for a couple of seconds and then said with a bitter smirk:

	“You see it’s in their eyes. It’s imprinted on the retina, but their faces told you “what?””

	Alex nodded – he knew these feelings. Despite that fact that now, he is a citizen of a big city, where no one cares about everyone; he spends his childhood in a small town. Moreover, he perfectly knew that such effect mast be caused by extraordinary and really horrible story.

	“… And, by the way, you much closer to them in this case.”

	Alex blinked in a way how does people when they get up in the morning and asked:

	“Why?”

	“I’m your fan, you know.”

	Man in the cell nodded.

	“But they don't count you for serious man, you know?”

	“Thanks a lot!”

	“You understand me,” said John. “If we ask them – they close up. And when you die it…”

	Barns ended:

	“Your father close me up”

	Colonel Jr. waved his hand:

	“Father plays some games that I don’t understand sometimes, but this people want to talk. They’ll do this for many reasons – five minutes of glory, or just interest about you, but…”

	John Colonel made a couple of steps to the bars of a cell: 

	“But first of all – they need to talk about this. But you must give them understanding of that fact that when they can talk about it.”

	After saying this, he went to the door, where twenty minutes ago went his father. 

	“Soon I’ll give you something to eat.”

	The door closed behind him.

	Alex some time looked on the opposite side of the room, and then he walked to the bench and lie on it. He knew such situations were used to them, and use to think about job. 

	He thought about the things that should be done first. If Jim did not forget – Next interview would be with Antony’s teacher. In addition, Jim had said that he found former classmate of their guy. That is good, thought Alex, it should bring some background of their hero, what person he was in their former country, and they can show how he had changed. Good. Then what? Another try for parents? We should find his father’s contacts, because obviously mother is not a good informant. And after? He had not any ideas and confessed to himself, that he hoped to this three… or two and a half meetings. “Not a perfect plan, Alex,” he thought and sits on the bench. He felt slight dizziness and looks around. The world divided to two parts – light one, and darker one. Like negative and positive of an old photo card. After a moment, this effect faded, but Alex thought that he finds perfect model for this town. In a normal state, you see common society, but with a slight impact, you can see how general things show their dualism. Everything can show to you this double nature, but in cases like this you see how far bright side and dark one separated. 

	And this was a saving nuance – he had a job that have a teenager hero, and they try to live on a sharp border. That is why they cut themselves so often and most of the scars they get in this age.

	Alex smiled to himself and thought that he wouldn’t surprise if in this second to this room come in an FBI agent and told him those owls is not what they seem to be. Every society has its own balance point, which if you push it can transform civilized people into the savages, who cut throats for nothing. And he thought about what he would do if he finds such a point here. 

	 

	---

	 

	In that moment, Jim sat in their van, and waited for a call from Janine. He sends her video of Alex’s arrest (if that performance can call it so.), and now he looked to their smartphones that was under a windshield and hoped that one of them would ring. 

	The same moment Barn’s phone made a buzz, and scared Jim, despite that he waited for a call. But when he looked on the screen, he only can silently cuss out – display showed “Antony’s teacher.” He forgot about interview. And it was almost seven. He cursed one more time, and put green button. 

	“Mr. Barns,” said woman. Jim hears irritation in her voice. “I thought that you interested in our meeting, but I see…”

	“Mrs. Prey,” said Jim. “Alice”

	“Who is this,” she said. “Is that some kind of joke?”

	“No, it’s not a joke, Alice. My name is Jim Helper, and I’m a friend and co-worker of Alex, and I had forgot call to you. I’m sorry.”

	“What… What happened?” – Jim hear tones of a real scare in her voice. 

	“Usual thing to us – Alex in a jail,” he tried to smile and hoped that his mood will transfer via satellites to woman on the other side of this conversation. 

	“WHAT? Oh… O-o-o-h… Let me guess – you went to Antony’s house?”

	Now it was Jim’s turn to be surprised:

	“Yes, but how…”

	“Never mind. Do you lead all this jail things?”

	“No, but…”

	“Jim,” she said temperedly, he recognized teacher’s tones. «I can help you; if you’ll give me number of yours lawyer.”

	Jim look to the contact list on his phone and give her number of the Janine. 

	“Thanks,” she said. “Hope that you’ll be here soon”

	Then she ends conversation, and Jim began to wait for the following events. The last was not long in coming. In a half an hour Alex’s phone rang once again. Jim, who managed to sleep a little jump on a driver’s seat. He took his friend’s smartphone and saw “Alice Prey” on a screen? Then he tapped to the green button, and said “Yes, Ms. Prey?”

	“Jim, I don’t know your number, so I dialed Alex’s.”

	Jim nodded then thought that she doesn’t see him, and answered:

	“And I’m thanking you for this,”

	“You can tell me this face to face. In an hour, I think. I’ll wait for you at the same place, where we agreed to meet.”

	“So…” he was a dispersed as everyone who was waked up so fast.

	But she doesn’t recognize this sleep tones in his voice, and said:

	“Janine soon calls you. Wait for you, Mr. Helper”

	Then she hangs a phone. Jim lifted his hand, and crumpled and rubbed his face. He looked at the watch – he had slept almost for an hour. The sun began its way to the sunset, and its light disoriented Jim – it seems like a minute ago everything was different. Such a feeling appears when you try to look in a big mirror – to the world on the other side. Everything there is looking as always, but your own guts tells you that it’s not real world. 

	Jim shakes his head, like a dog that went out of a pond and opened his eyes as wide as possible. No – he is here, and this is a real world – wheel of their van, police department and useless half of a day. He smiled – there was a warm sunlight outside – just like Alex wants to shoot some intros. 

	Five minutes later, when a smartphone ringed, Jim was so deep in he’s mind, that ring made him jump. This was his own phone, and it was Janine. “Yes, honey,” he said after tapping a green button. 

	“Helper, you know how I hate this greeting of yours,”

	He smiled:

	“And I don’t see any reasons not to use it then. Wat’s up?”

	She signed: 

	“Thanks to your third eye we have evidences that detention was conducted with violations of the procedure. And thanks to your girlfriend we know that that yelling woman is unstable. As a result, Alex will be released soon.”

	Jim smiled. At least something good. 

	“Thanks honey!”

	“I’ll kill you, Helper. One day.”

	She disconnected. Jim opened the door, and step out of a van. Fresh air met him, and bones and muscles immediately hinted to him that sleeping on the driver seat wasn’t a perfect idea. He sat down a couple of times, and warmed up, like before workout. Then he takes his camera, as Janine said – His third eye and put on the forehead. When Alex walks out of the police stations is always being a good show – he collects such situations for a future episode about making their show. Every good show has such one – like “here is our editor, he is a sociopath – in other way he may be our narrator and here is our producer – he made a million on our show, but lost two millions…” and so on. Jim also knows by word how he will introduce Janine – as sexiest lawyer ever, possessor of the hottest voice and all in this way. Then she surely kills him. And her girlfriend maybe would help her. On the other hand, she will laugh with him. Odds is equal.

	Jim saw that door of the department opened, and he touches the button on his camera. 

	This was Alex, who put his possessions to his pockets. 

	“Thank you!” he said to the doorway. “Thanks for the hostility! You have a good interior designer! He had done a good job in the cell! That’s…”

	Doors closed after him. Alex turned to his friend, who stays leaning to hot van across the street. “My dear friend! My Sancho Pansa!” 

	He put his cap on, and dancing a little went to meet him. They shake hands, and Alex said:

	“Nice to see you. You get a good skill in taking me out. This time it must be a fastest one”.

	Jim turn off his camera. “I’m cheated,” he said. “I take a little help from our friend Ms. Prey.” 

	Alex turned serious, and once again regretted that he quitted smoking – one of the sweetest things after the bars in police department – first inhale of the smoke. “So,” he said. “What’s with her?”

	Jim nodded to the van:

	“Come one, I’ll tell you. As always, your behavior gives us surprises.”

	Alex opened a door and leaned out above the windshield:

	“Why is this?”

	“Because,” said Jim. “If you did not get there…” He nodded to the station, “Perhaps we would not have a chance to talk with Antony’s father.”

	Alex smiled widely, remembering his questions to himself, when he thought about this case in the cell. “Bingo!” Saying this, he rose steadily theatrically send an air kiss to the doors of a local police department over the roof of the van, and sat inside. 

	Van with the “ABnormal” sign on the board, as if a big hornet turns around, and drove out of town.

	 

	---

	 

	A few red strokes had left by the sun on the horizon when Alex and Jim parked their auto at the parking lot near the dinner that called “Crossroad.” A cameraman checked his equipment, batteries, and closed van. When they opened the door of the dinner streetlights was lit up. Alex looked through the room and sad to himself that the farther such places from little towns, the less coziness they have. A hand raised at the far end of the dinner, and Jim pushed his friend “There we go.” 

	They walk through the aisle and sit with the smiles to the table, where young woman sit. 

	“Good evening, Miss Prey”

	She looked at them, and if there is something that can surprise Alex – there was her glance. That was a strange mix of fear, astonishment and … Readiness for a fight? 

	But she answered in light tone:

	“Outside for a jail is always good, Mr. Barns.”

	“Alex”, smiled narrator of the “ABnormal”. 

	She smiled a little, “And you must be Mr. Helper,” she told Jim, who tried not to shiver – despite smiling eyes of a woman was very cold. Jim shake her hand, and sit totally disoriented – This all was totally wrong, but he cannot say why it is. In a moment, he looks at hand that he just shakes – a half of it was gone, and now he had doubled his efforts to contain anxiety. Helper decided that work will calm him and put his camera on, but she stopped him with a left hand. He looked at it, and it was normal. 

	“No”, she said icy “Just a mic.” She hides her hand and adds “Please.”

	Jim looked on Alex and saw his nod. 

	“Anyway, the camera can work like a mic. It has a good sound”, said Helper closing lenses with a cover. 

	Alex smiled with his prepossesses smile and said:

	“Do they have a good cook here? Your jail has not the best one.”

	Another weird smile from Miss Prey and answer comes after it:

	“Pretty good. You should try their pancakes.”

	Alex nodded, and call waitress. After a couple of minutes, they begin their dinner and interview. Jim turned on his recorder, and Alex smiled with his operative smile:

	“So. We sit in a small cozy dinner with a teacher of our hero. Please, tell us and our viewers what subject are you teaching in your school?”

	Alice bent down a little, and answered:

	“It’s worldwide literature.”

	Jim waved with his hand a little:

	“You… Don’t need to talk directly to mic, as I had said it’s pretty good.”

	“Ok”, she nodded. 

	“And when do your last met Antony?”

	Alice signed a little, and rib her hands with an attempt to bending down once again, but then she took her in her hands:

	“It was that… That… That dance night… I was a lead teacher of that evening.”

	Alex listened to her carefully without interruptions, waiting when she stops. Jim liked work of his friend – he knows perfectly, that Alex wanted to eat pancake that lay ahead of him, but now he became an attention itself. Barns smiled a little, and nodded again:

	“Let’s call it incident. We use this word is such cases. It helps a little”

	Alice shows them her bitter smiled:

	“Help, yeah” she sipped her tea, and now Alex allow himself to bite a little from his food.

	“Let us begin from the beginning. How do you meet Antony?”

	She looked to the table, and her sight became a little dreamy. Jim knew this attribute – this means that Alex doing all right, and their interlocutor looks inside of herself. 

	“First time I met all their family. Tychov’s. They came to our school a week after school year start. Their father told us briefly who are they, why do they went out of their country and why they choose our city. Main thing was their son – Antony. They were afraid that if they bring him to school without preparation it would be too hard for him.”

	Alex drunk his coffee:

	“Why do you think so?”

	She looked up to the friends:

	“Say, had you moved to another school? One of you?”

	They waved negatively with their heads.

	“I thought so. You know, school is always an aquarium with the piranhas. It’s always hard enough, even if this school is across the road. You can only imagine, how do you feel when other inhabitants of this tank thought in different language.”

	“It’s hard to imagine, I must to say.”

	“Yes, it is” she nodded. «That’s why Antony took private lessons three times a week for a two month, before he came to the class for a full time,”

	“Tell us a little about him. Help us understand him.”

	She looked in her cup a little then said:

	“I wish I can help you. You see those kids a lot of time, and may think that you knew them, but it is an illusion. First of all – They live in another time, on another planet, their own planet, where no place for grownups. Young people are living proof of Einstein’s theory – they have their own time. Antony’s time was from another part of a world. And that makes him interesting.”

	Alice looked straight to the Alex’s eyes:

	“Do you think about such things as language? How it is connected with our way of thought?”

	“No” 

	“I’m too. Before I met Tychov’s. The main difference of Antony was his way of thinking. It was too hard for him to think in English. Every time he had translated his thoughts,”

	Helper frowned:

	“I’m sorry, but… Is that, the way of thought, too different?”

	She smiled:

	“Huge difference. They have another sentence construction, and this has its influence on everything. Yes, you have the same result, but with different languages you can walk from A to B in different ways.” 

	Jim nodded looking on Alex knowing that his friend does not like when Helper interrupts into interview. Barns do not show any dislike of Jim’s question. The narrator squinted a little and asked:

	“You just said that you can’t help us to understand Antony. Why do you say so? I mean, look, you were his private teacher a lot of time, then – his regular teacher in school. What’s wrong with him?”

	This time Alice had thought a whole minute before she answered:

	“He was dodging.”

	Barns frowned:

	“Hm?”

	“Despite all that we know now, despite that what he did… From a very first day, he was hard to look at. Like something far away from you in a hot day. You are looking on something in perspective, and this image dancing and changing, so you can’t concentrate on it.”

	Alex listened carefully, no matter how long pauses there was. 

	“Antony can talk of horrible things with a calm face. He needed to talk with a simple sentence, but I saw and knew how difficult his mind was. He had a good imagination.”

	Barns smiled a little:

	“Please, Ms. Prey, give us some example.”

	“Oh” it was evident that she was confused. “Ok. Once I asked him to tell a story. A fairy tale, to be exact. And he told me a short story about Lovers Bridge.”

	Seeing misunderstanding of men, she explained:

	“We have one that have such nickname. It’s because of a lot of locks that young people hang there”

	Guys nodded, and a teacher continued:

	“So, he told me a story about a worker that cut out locks from there. A worker noticed that with every visit of that bridge he feels worse. And one time he feels that his crown on his teeth fell out and his wedding ring was rusted or looked like it. Then this worker come to the dentist, and that man told our worker that crown was melted. Other diagnosis told him, that his bones in a bad state. Shortly, it happens that there was a troll under the bridge, and he takes an arrow from any trespassing person automatically. Without questions, or so – because people do not believe in them anymore. Troll was killed, and bridge felled down the next day, because without troll it can’t stand.”

	Alex nodded, as if he weighted a story in his mind: 

	“Pretty interesting.”

	“Yes,” she agreed. “Much more interesting how he told it. It seems that he looked inside of himself, and catch ideas, pictures and forms. He doesn’t invent it, and he looked it on some inner screen.”

	By this time, Alex finished his dinner and mopped his mouth silently thinking about record. He sipped coffee and asked seriously:

	“Excuse me, Ms. Prey but all that you told about Antony by now, we can say about every third or second teenager. If there was something… Something that if you looked careful, can prevent an incident?”

	She looked at her hands a second, and then into Alex’s eyes:

	“Something creepy? Something wrong with his sexuality? Blood at the corner of his mouth?”

	Barns straightened up a little and interrupted in a calm voice:

	“Ms. Prey I don’t mean any…”

	But she was calmed down:

	“I know… Excuse me, please. You know, it’s hard to talk about this. Especially now when you knew haw it ended. All small things, all signs.” She took a pause, and Alex used it to finish his coffee. “I think that when I can tell that there is something wrong with him was too late for us… For him.”

	“Can you…” Alex said almost in whisper. “Can you tell us about that point?”

	She smiled with one of her bitter smiles and shrugged her shoulders:

	“Sure, what the hell. You will discover it anyway. It is about my arm. To you viewers – I had had lost two fingers on my right arm, with a part of arm itself”

	Her smile became a little bit evil, and Helper wished to be invisible now:

	“Once I shouted at Antony. It was a week before expulsion from school. After classes I had found a little bird at last row of desks. Antony sat there. But it wasn’t a real bird, it was a doll… Something like tribal or ritual woo-doo. I took it from the floor and felt a hard pain in my forefinger. The doll dropped to the floor and saw a needle in my hand. It was brown and stuck there…”

	Alice’s hands were shaking, and Jim wanted to say something. He looked at Alex and saw serious expression on a friend’s face that said: “don’t dare.”

	Ms. Prey continued:

	“I tried to pull out that needle, but it broke in my fingers, like it was made from thin glass, and part of it left into my hand…” 

	There was hard sign.

	“When I was at the hospital, they… They told me that infection was really quick and rabid. And… Sorry…”

	Alex gives her a napkin, and she mopped her eyes:

	“Thanks,” She said and signed one more time, a little bit lighter. “They tried to rescue whole arm, but…”

	Barns said seriously:

	“Thank you, Ms. Prey, but… How do you know that it was his doll?”

	She nodded and whipped her nose:

	“It was a little mockingbird,” she answered. “When we had our lessons, he read almost all American classics, and told that only ”To kill the mockingbird” was pretty good. He dislikes most of great books, saying that their literature much greater”.

	She looked at their faces:

	“I know how it looks, but I knew that it was him. There was something wrong with him that days and expulsion was a first step to an incident. Something was rotted inside of him,”

	Alex writes something in his notepad then asked:

	“Can you indicate when does that start? I know, you said that you can’t say for sure, but maybe there was some point, some line where you can say it starts?”

	Alice thought a little with a serious face, and then said:

	“Maybe it was a car crash?” She looked in Alex’s eyes “Yes, I can say that it’s a start after his returning from hospital,”

	“Can you tell us something about that crash?”

	“No. Some episodic things like that fact that it was happened after a party. And one boy from school, from the high classes – he was also was in that crash, but he is died”

	Something flashed Alex’s eyes from inside for a second, and only Helper noticed this. He knew what this light means – his friend find some important thing. Or something that looks like that.

	“Ms. Prey, I know that it hard for you, but main cause why we are here is an incident. Please, tell us what happened there. What do you saw?”

	And once again, smile bend her lips, and Jim noticed that she had large amount of smiles. Moreover, most of them haven’t anything that connect with positive emotions. She said, looking at her hands:

	“As I had said it was a dance night, and I was the overseer. Everything goes well – some alcohol, some overlap with kisses and touches. You know how it happens with the teenagers. In addition, there was a girl, I knew that Antony likes her, and… And then he arrived at the hall.”

	Alex interrupted as tender as he can:

	“Wait a minute, and he wasn’t allowed?”

	“Yes. No.” She looked at the side, and then her eyes returned to table where her hands lie. “For that time he was suspended, but I think everybody was surprised, because of rumors about a dead guy. I don’t know the details, I heard about some fight at that party where crash were, or something like this. And besides all this – his expulsion wasn’t calm at all – he fights with one of the friends of that guy. Anyway, he wasn’t a star at that time, and I don’t see start. I came in hall when first thunderbolt strikes at hall and all gadgets dies.”

	Alex looked at Alice attentively:

	“What do you see inside?”

	She shrugged: 

	“A large number of teenagers in the darkness. Despite all electronics were dead, it wasn’t silent there – there was some humming. Similar to one when you turn large speakers on. I thought about how can I organize all of them, obviously dance was over, and then I heard a scream. I knew that something was wrong. You can differ about scream of joy from one that brings bad news. And then were a lot of them, and crowd. I saw someone in the center of the hall. I heard someone’s yelling about blood, and when lightning strikes in the second time…”

	She looked into Alex’s eyes, but he thought at that moment that she sees his guts and most hided thoughts:

	“It was a second, like a photocopy, but it burned on the back side of my eyes, and I can see it even now, liking at you. Antony was here, in the center of the hall, moving his hands on the floor. They were all red with blood. He dipped his palm into a puddle of blood near him and draws a line. It was something like honeycomb… I thought I heard that he says something, but… You never can hear in that crowd. It was only a second, when I can see him well, and then all windows blown. I was stunned for five…ten minutes? Wen Roy, our janitor helps me to get up Antony lied in his own blood. I don’t know what happens with him, but I heard that he stubbed himself.”

	Alex waited a second then said:

	“Thank you, Ms. Prey”

	“That’s all I can say about this… incident. And about this boy, except of one thing – he took something. You know there is test when they show you a room, and then hide or moves something, and you need to tell what had changed? That was what he done. He had shifted something inside of all here. And you can’t say what he did for sure, but you feel it. And you feel dizzy, because your mind knows that something happened, and eyes don’t see what…”

	All that Alex can say is repeating his previous phrase:

	“Thank you, Ms. Prey”

	“Hope that my story will help you, Mr. Barns. Help you not to investigate it, sit in your van, and go home.”

	Alex smiled a little:

	“Unfortunately, we can’t Ms. Prey.”

	“I was afraid that I would hear this answer. Well, I hope that I will never hear anything about this place, this case or about results of your work. No offences.” 

	“Yes, you’re said that you’re leaving today,” said Alex. “Is this case had such influence on you?”

	“It’s about influence on everything. Once I had a boyfriend, he was computer geek. And he had that thing – thermal grease. One wrong move, and you’re get it on everything – your hands, dress even face. Antony does something that have it is an imprint on everything. Everything is spotted with… that.”

	Alice looked on her injured hand:

	“I know that it’s would be with me forever, but I can’t live here knowing that it’s still here.” she stands and took her purse. “Well, all that I can do in this situation is to help you to descend to hell faster. As I had promised to your friend,”

	Saying this, she gave Jim a paper with some addresses and telephones. Now was Helper’s turn to smile: 

	“Thank you, Ms. Prey.”

	“No. For such thinks, you cannot say this. Bye.”

	She left money on the table and went to the door. Guys looked after her for a couple of minutes, and only after that time Jim shake his head and turn off his camera:

	“That was creepiest interview for all that we had done, buddy”

	“Giaconda,” Alex said. “Just as I told you – this is would be our Giaconda”

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #17. 

	Helooooo, my filthy diary!

	Thanks to you, I can remember some things much better. For example, I almost forgot that dream about wasteland. You can ask me how’s that, but when you are preparing to school with hot teacher – it’s pretty easy. 

	Last time we had an almost perfect lesson, dedicated to the “Lord of a flies”, talking about it, analyzing it’s influence, etc. 

	Ms. Prey asked me to write an essay about it. It was totally red from the grammar mistakes, but she said that it had nice sense. She gave me an advice – to write simpler sentences. It’s pretty hard, when you use to construct your thoughts in two or three parts in everyone. But I’ll try. 

	So, I said that its almost universal theme describes in a novel. She asked, “almost”? And I said – yeah, because I think that we live in an era of human evolution in a sense of society. That even body evolution doesn’t stop – it changes its own direction and make a small step. For example – almost thirty percent of birth children have twenty-eight teeth. Twenty years ago it number was two times less. And so on. 

	But society changes even less noticeable. Internet change things radically, and despite that fact that there is people in the Earth that live in tribes for this days, most of us can’t imagine our lives without browser. Social nets – next step of this changes. Humanity doesn’t recognize these things and probably wouldn’t in a future. But impact of this things is much greater then Spanish invasion in America or Neanderthals domination. We had changed forever. 

	Despite all that things, if you took a group of people into isolate area you can watch all that things that happen with kids in a book. Yeah, our heritage from apes is much greater and much deeper that we thought, and every living thing that now plays in MMO, scrolling Facebook or writing this dirty words become a savage when all this gone an all that bothers you – is a surviving. 

	And my main thought that in a couple of hundred years this may be changed. Because of changing of our way of thought. Because of evolution that now works silently and faster. 

	Once I saw a TV where one scientist shows two hammers. Identical rocks that tied to a sticks. They were made by our ancestors. And that man in a white robe said – that difference between them is a couple of thousands of years. Thousands! And now look at me – I saw diode lamps and cards with a holes to program first computers, and now children don’t understand how it is – to sit near the telephone, because your friend said that he would call to you. And that changes I saw during my life. No wonder that some of us became crazy as a mad hatter – they can’t evolve so rapidly. But thanks to silicon god – that insane part of humanity is too small. Most of us tapping our smartphones and checking Facebook after sleep before brushing teeth. 

	But “Lord…” is still may happen. And I think that I would feel it on my skin in a first day at school. I’m perfectly know how it is – to step in a new group. I said to Ms. Prey, and she said that in any case I can count on her, and tell her everything. I smiled and said that suicide wouldn’t so cruel compare to talking to the teacher.

	“No offence, Ms. Prey, but if you have problems in a class – teacher is a last resort.”

	She smiled and agreed, but said if it would be need – she can be that resort. (Oh God, how many dirty thoughts and jokes I had that second). 

	That was one of the best days here. She left me for the next lesson other book and fantasies about her. You see, my filthy diary, life can be pretty nice. ”

	 

	“Diary entry #18.

	So, my dirty diary, thoughts about “tulpa” was forgotten for a week or two. But then, last night I was woke up by girl’s voice. For a moment I thought that I lay on a dirty street from my dream, but then I understood that it was a cold floor of my own room. That was creepy. I can’t tell even to myself why I was lying on the floor, but it wasn’t a sleep for sure – when I got up I saw a figure. Before I’m understand that I see a mirror – I hit it. The surface got a crack – the best evidence of night episode. In my culture a broken mirror is a bad thing, so I throw it in the morning. 

	I can’t sleep, so I turned on my laptop, and loaded browser to search info about that girl. 

	I find out that this “tulpa” is a tricky thing. Roots of it you can find in Tibetan practices if you want to, but, I’m afraid that google can’t index them properly. So, I read that things that internet knows about it. And knowing is… Strange. 

	For the beginning – it’s a spiritual practice of visualization of your senses – visuals, sound, etc. It’s very similar to that things that kids do with so-called imaginary friends. They do it without any purpose – just at that time their brain need to train imagination, and touch border of real life where it crosses our imagination. Tulpa needs you to step over that border, and imagine something on demand. Imagine, like it’s real things. 

	“It’s a schizophrenia” – some of you can tell. But the funniest thing – no, and it’s not. Schizo – is a mentally ill person, who can’t determine all that things – imaginary or real – he can’t refer to them differently. He emphasizes them like they are all real. Tulpa – is another case – you took it from your brain and put in front of you. It’s look, and its voice, everything – depends on you. And you know that it is your imagination. 

	And here begins its trickiness. It’s like a leak in a valve. Tulpa – it’s anomaly of our brain, and if you create it – you must do some damage to your brain valves. Just a little – so it can drip with a little doses of madness on purpose. And when you’d want to get rid of it? Or leak become too large? Internet full of such a stories. They have the same pattern as: “I create it, and it fun, it began to irritate me, oh look – I’m in a madhouse.” To be true to the end there are good stories too like “I played with it some period, and then I understood that I do not need it, and it’s faded”, “She said that I do not need her and vanished” or even “I ate my Tulpa and got its power”. Stories like last one was rare, but there were a couple of them. 

	It’s hard to separate truth from fiction, especially in the field of internet stories like this. Hey, it may be a viral city horror story like the Slender-man. 

	But you know what? I believe that if you think that something is real – part of it is already in our world – because of you, believer. You are transmitter of yours believes, and its materialization depends on you. So, there are Slender out there, and Tulpa have its own seed of truth. And, looking on the last events, my own Tulpa makes a step to me, by herself. I’ll find a manual for Tulpa’s creation, manual for security from Tulpa, and meet her. After all – waking up on the floor is too much for me. ”

	 

	Chapter 8

	 

	They had finished their dinner and came into their room in the hotel hour and a half lately. Jim lay down on the bed:

	“Sorry, dude, I can’t sit with you – that interview leave me without any strengths.”

	Alex nodded:

	“It’s all right. I will sit here to chat time with his classmate. Once again – at what time it will be?”

	“Two A.M.,” Helper answered. 

	“Ok,” Alex said. “Just one thing – please, backup interview with Alice, and give a copy to me. Anyway, I need to do something for…” he looked ad his smartphone, “…for three hours”

	“That’s two things,” Jim said connecting his camera to computer. 

	Two hours and a cup of coffee later Alex sat in the couch of their room, looking at his notepad, listening for a third time whole interview with Alice Prey. 

	It was a pity that she doesn’t allow them to film it, but even in audio format, it was a good work. He marked time with that emotion that he can restore from his memory – her fierce glance, her smiles, her fierce smiles. He does not show his own emotions nor to her, nor to Jim, but like his friend he was pretty scared with her. It was not about a story – they had heard even scariest and weirdest tales, but her attitude… Even now, cold wave run at his spine. 

	There was a lot of questions after its interview. First that he noted – they need to know everything about car crash – what, when, why? Second – Antony’s expulsion – Alice said that then there was something wrong with him for sure. Third – small things. How it’s describes Alice – Blood, creepy things and sex. A little story like her mockingbird with a needle. Alex does not think that it was Antony’s job, but sucks little details always make story more interesting and colorful. And the fourth thing that he had noted with a smile - thermal grease – what was that? 

	Half of the time that had left to chat Alex read about that mystique grease. It was something like joke in a computer world. Indeed, that thing, if you do not know this ability after its use can left smears on hands and things near workspace. “Not a perfect metaphor” thought Alex, but he thinks that it describes perfectly what does Alice meant. 

	Then he makes another cup of coffee, third or fourth – he does not know and logged on a social network, where Jim accounted his chat with a former classmate of Antony. Twenty minutes later, he saw cherished green circle above his contact’s avatar. 

	“Hello,» he printed. 

	“Hello” printed his interlocutor. Her name was Eve. 

	“Thank you for agreeing to give interview.” 

	“You’re welcome,” she wrote. “Sorry for my English – it may be bad, or I take time to translation.”

	“That’s all right. Do Jim told you about what thing I want to ask you?”

	“Anton,” she answered, after a second added “?”

	“Yes. How long do you knew him?”

	“From a kindergarten. Then we came to school. We were in one class, until he went.”

	“It was close friendship or something more?”

	“Do you mean is he was mine BF?”

	Alex was pleased to see an international abbreviation. Smiling he answered:

	“Yes”

	“No, just friends. But maybe he thought in other way…”

	“Why do you think so?”

	“He made a scene after … month, maybe… He saw pictures in my portfolio with a guy, and jealous and named me with a bad words… I had banned him, and not talking with him…”

	“I see” Alex printed. It was pretty weird to make an interview is this way, but he thought that it would have an awesome look in the episode, and even better in the book. 

	“How can you describe him?”

	“Hm…” she printed then, after a minute printed. “He was casual. Normal. We were calm, he does not wasted his energy for everything. Like a spring – if he does something, he uses all his strength in that direction.”

	“Anything wrong? Scary? Creepy?”

	“No, in that way”, she put a smile after that phrase.

	He felt something interesting here:

	“But in some way?”

	Another pause while she writes. Then text appeared on the screen silently as Alex muted his computer:

	“I think that you can tell that he doesn’t belong to this area, to this people. Like he always had a huge part inside of himself. I don’t know how to yell it to you… Maybe, like this – he was always on his mind, he had a large invisible shield, and hided beside him. All his secret thoughts, and looking at him you may think that there were a lot of them,”

	Barns asked straightly:

	“Do you know what happened with Antony?”

	Three dot’s that mean printing status danced for a minute, and then answer appeared:

	“Only in general. Something about killing his classmates. But not any details”

	Alex sipped coffee and then looked above the cap on sleeping Jim, afraid that his midnight journalism make a lot of noise, but his friend sleeps deep. 

	“Did he have a penchant for such things? Was he aggressive? Fights in a school?” 

	“No. “ That answer was fast, and after a couple of seconds “He was even shy a little. He was with a popular company. He was a friend to the girls.”

	“Friend to the girls? How’s that?” 

	“Well… Boys can be rude or even a little cruel in attempts to be seen with a girl, you know – a little kicks, jokes, tugging at a pigtail.”

	Alex printed, and without noticing nodded:

	“Oh, I see,”

	“He can tell a dirty joke, or laugh on you, but… Not offensive. He was a nice boy.”

	“Thanks. Eve, was he a religious? Something, in this case, is connected with some mystery things.”

	“Like all of us.” She answered. “We have an orthodox country, we all baptized in childhood, but “religious” … I don’t think so.”

	“Maybe sects? Or some cult devotions?”

	“No.” But there were another three dots and Alex thought that he will wait for answer. She printed after a minute: “He was fond of mystic thrillers. You know – “Exorcist”, “Blair witch”, “Nightmare on Elm Street”, and so on… But you rather call him a movie geek, then a cultist.”

	Alex starts to print his next question when “Stop” appeared at the chat screen. 

	“Almost forgot – there was one episode.” She wrote this, and next two minutes was for Barns like an hour. He looked with apprehension on the screen, and at last, text appeared. His heart stopped, when he saw next lines:

	“Once he visited some meeting of so-called wizards or witches, I don’t know how it sounds in English. He told that this meeting was in the local cemetery, at midnight. They even cut a cat with the knife. But then it becomes a joke, because Antony saw that knife was fake, and it was constructed to spill blood, imitating a cut. We laughed about this case, so I almost forgot it”

	Alex noticed that he was not breathing. He made a calm sigh, and then wrote:

	“Do you remember, why does he visited that company?”

	“No.” She answered quickly. “He said that he saw them in the internet. And knowing that in that time computers and net was a rare thing – I may admit that that was bored rich kids”

	“Antony’s family was rich?”

	“Not too much, but above average,” she said. “But this never affected on him.”

	Alex feels like luck slipped from his hands. 

	“And there was nothing else in such way?”

	A minute passed. He yawned.

	“Not related to him, or... I do not know…I had a dream. I saw some old church and him, performing some ritual”. Eve answered. 

	Alex sighed again – they moving in wrong direction. He decided to change a theme:

	“Do you know why they move out?” 

	“Just rumors. One people says that his father was a fair businessman, and that the local politics wanted a piece of his money, other said that he was a part of a gang, and run with his and their money.”

	He rubbed his eyes and printed:

	“Their family – was it normal? Any visible conflicts, any abnormalities?”

	He smiled with the last word.

	“I’m always wanted family like his”, Eve answered. «Nothing wrong by sight, at least.”

	“Thanks, Eve. You make me a pleasure to talk with you. Do you want to say something that we may put in our episode about Antony?”

	Three dots perform their dance, and Alex feels that slumber gets closer to him. He feels its warmth, and furry nice paws that cover’s him. One minute, two, three. Then, her answer appeared:

	“I just want to tell you that Anton was a good nice guy. With his dignity and disadvantages, but he was not a mad killer. Not that boy, whom I know, who live here. And if that story is true… Something may happen with him there.”

	Alex writes down one thought in his notepad:

	“Something happens with him here.”

	Then she added: 

	“Just that”, and after a second “Thank you, Alex.”

	“Have a nice day.”

	Typed this he saves chat in a blank file, close browser and shut down the computer. He rubbed his eyes, and trying to step as silently as he can he goes to the bathroom. It was a long day for him and their project. He almost feels all that weight that they find today in form of facts, thought and gossips on his own shoulders. He brushed his teeth with a closed eyes and dreamy head, and in a five minute, he was asleep in his bed. 

	 

	---

	 

	Alex opened his eyes, and first thing, that he saw was smiling face of Helper. He sat on the couch with the laptop on his legs, drinking a coffee. Barns can’t understand what’s going on and what had awake him. A second after when he sat on the bed, he decided that it was a complex of things – smell of coffee and sunlight. 

	“Oh, I wish I can see your face, when she said that”, said Jim, putting his finger to the screen.

	“What time is it now?” Alex asked.

	Helper move his eyes to the corner of the screen.

	“It’s almost twelve,” he said. “Quite a helpless interview”

	Alex rubbed his face, murmuring: 

	“Nah, but it gives us zero level”

	“What do you mean?” asked Jim closing laptop.

	“We can see what kind of person he was before…” Alex yawned. “… Before all this. Can you bring me a coffee?”

	“Uh-uh”

	While Alex brush his teeth and do his usual morning things, Jim bring him a cup of coffee, so when Barns came out, he takes it from a hand of his friend. And when he sipped the first portion, he noted that Helper had a towel on his hand, imitating a waiter. 

	“Very funny”

	Helper throw towel into the bathroom:

	“You know, that someday I’m even don’t want sun to rise. You’re shining every morning!“

	“Shut up,” said Alex, sipped one more time. “So, you read that. What do you think?”

	Jim shrugged:

	“I thought that it was pretty empty. But you said that it had sense.”

	Alex nodded. 

	“As I had said it gives us starting point. Proof that he was common guy with nice family”

	“We knew this already. Or do we?”

	Alex sipped his coffee and shook his head. He gulped his coffee:

	“Not exactly. You know the biggest claim for Kubrick's “Shining”?”

	“I see what you mean,” said Jim. “You want to tell that our guy may be schizo even before arrival.”

	“Yep,” answered Alex, and begin to dress himself. “Ok, let’s go to have a lunch – I had overslept our breakfast,”

	Jim smiled, when they came out from their room:

	“Oh, don’t worry – I think Nancy will do everything for your smile.”

	Helper was right only partly – at “Nancy's” they can’t order meals from breakfast menu, but they got new pie with mushrooms and crème, just cooked. Friends said, “thank you” to smiling hostess, and begin their half breakfast, half lunch. 

	“What do we get for today?” asked Alex.

	“Hmf…” tried to answer Jim, but he need to chew to the end. “Now…” He opened a piece of paper that Alice gives him. “We got – address of one of the victim girls, one of the friends of Antony, and bonus – his father’s telephone.”

	Alex nodded:

	“Perfect. His father we need to leave for later and…”

	“Why? It’s our jackpot!”

	Barns shake his head: 

	“Nope. Look, we will make a deal with sad parent. Parent of unstable killer kid. How do you think – what kind of story we will hear from him? No. I need to hear bad things in first, then – his version,”

	Jim frowned. 

	“Besides” said Alex, “In that age parents don’t know what happened with their kids. His friends – then father”

	When they push their plates aside, Nancy comes with a nice mint apron, and take them.

	“Thank you, Nancy,” said Helper smiling. “Delicious as always!”

	“Thank you, Jim,” answered she. “Say, guys, how long do you stay here?”

	Alex looked at her:

	“If it depends on it, whether we try some novelty or not – we can revisit our schedule.”

	“Oh you,” she laughed and waved her hand on Alex. “If you're stay here till Sunday, I’m heartily recommend to you our Sunday service. They are leading by young and talented priest…”

	Even from his place across the table, Jim saw light in his friend’s eyes. 

	“…Maybe you’re not religious…” continued Nancy, but guys hear her with half of their mind. Jim knew perfectly way of thoughts of his friend, and was sure that their schedule will change in this moment. 

	“.. I hope that I’ll see you.”

	“Yes,” said Alex. “We’ll try. How much do we own you?”

	Five minutes later, their van was rolling from the parking lot.

	“Oh, how it was stupid!” lamented Alex. “Three days and I’m didn’t get it!”

	Jim shrugged:

	“But why do you think that it would be valuable? You read words of that girl – Antony wasn’t religious.”

	“This town, Jim” – Alex pointed with his head to the view behind glass. «This case only partly about Antony, another sub-story is about this community“

	
Helper for a moment looked to the landscape. He saw pretty houses, children that play with their dogs, their moms that looked for them, or hang out clothes. 

	“But…Is there a community? I mean, have they a core, a spirit? I don’t see it…” 

	Alex smiled:

	“That’s the answer! You do not see it, and maybe you are right in some way. It may be weaker in our open world, but when somethings like our incident happened – community becomes denser, more solid.”

	Jim decided to stop arguing. What could happen if Alex wrong? Just another empty interview. Nevertheless, if Barns right – they can catch something interesting. Jim, as a city habitant can’t say for sure is there a seed of reason in the speeches of a friend, but he believed to his senses. In Helper’s mind, like from the bottom of the lake lifted face of Alice Prey, that sparkle of fear that he saw during their conversation. She told about something that left a print all over. Maybe she had strictly meant something about the spirit of what Alex said - about the community. Alternatively, maybe she was a little crazy, and Alex just see a wrong path.

	Thinking that Jim parked their hornet like van beside the church. Last was accurate and almost totally white. It made a strange impression. It hadn’t that solemnity or greatness that some churches have. No, it seems very quiet and peaceful. And just for one second it seemed to Jim that form of the building repeat an outline of the town itself (if you look at the city in the perspective of the building), like some portal, but illusion disappeared in a moment. 

	Friends step in, and looked around. And here Helper do not feel anything. Just a nice white building, and if you put down all crosses and icons you can say that you’re inside of the library or town hall. Voice, that connected strength and calmness said from the rear part of the interior:

	“Hello. How can I help you?”

	Black man in the cassock stepped to them. It was hard to tell how old is he, but Alex thought that forty – the biggest guess. Thirty-five? Seven? Thinking that narrator of the “ABnormal” smiled:

	“Good day to you, sir. You may be reverend Ray?”

	“Yes,” man answered. “How can I help you…”

	“Alex. And this is my friend and companion Jim” they shake their hands. 

	Reverend Ray spread his arms:

	“So, Jim, Alex. How can I help you?”

	Alex answered in abstract who they are, and what do they search here. 

	“I see” All with the same calmness said Reverend. His lost some gleam, just for a moment, but Jim noted this. Reverend pointed to the bench. “Please, sit down. Yes, I know this family and know this case.”

	Just this moment Helper totally understands why Nancy spoke about him so well and enthusiastically. He was the concentration of greatness and solemnity that church lacks from the first glance. Jim said pointing to the camera in his hands:

	“Do you mean?”

	Reverend smiled:

	“No. I had nothing to hide, especially here.”

	Jim nodded, and put camera on his head. 

	“Please, Reverend…” begin Alex

	“You can call me Ray.”

	“Ok. So, Ray, how did you meet Tychov family?”

	“Like all my parishioners, here at church. They came here on the second month after their arrival here.”

	Alex meanwhile gets his notepad:

	“How do you know this?”

	“Oh, they told me after the service. They left to talk with me, and it was pleasure conversation.”

	“If it’s not the secret of confession…”

	Reverend smiled:

	“No, it’s not. They want to meet me, talk with me about their religion. I know a little about their country, so I said them that this…” He looked over. «Is a house of God and I believe that that is also their God. They excuse themselves for the future, said that they do not have a habit come to the services on Sundays, but said that they will come as they can.”

	Alex nodded:

	“And what did they seem to you? Do you feel something wrong, something…”?

	“That forecast things that happened…” Finished Ray without question.

	“Exactly”

	“No,” Reverend answered firmly, but soft in that same time. “There was one thing that was unusual to me – their strangeness. They were here, with their neighbors, but everything in them told you that they came from far away, that they are not part of this community. It almost invisible thing you can feel it with your skin. But it was then.”

	“I see,” said Alex. “So, do you know them only because they came to service?”

	Ray smiled with a mild smile:

	“Actually I knew Anton much better than some of mine parishioners. He had come to me couple of times to talk, and sometimes he had left after service to ask a question.”

	“You said.“Anton”, not “Antony.” Why?” 

	Reverend shrugged:

	“He himself asked me when we had talked at first time. He told that his true name – one of that things that left from his former life” he shrugged once again. “Simple respect I think”

	“Your conversations. They were about religion?”

	Ray took a minute to answer. 

	“Yes and no. He wasn’t religious boy but he was interested in theory of religion.”

	Alex mentioned something in his notepad, and then asked:

	“Explain, please.”

	“Well… Oh, I know. There are two kind of people that loves cars – one is fans of speed and good look, other – like all that mechanics that hide under the hood.”

	“Antony likes mechanic,” said Alex.

	“Yes”, nodded reverend. Then smiled once again, and Jim feels uncomfortable because that smile reminded him one of once of Alice with a bitterness inside. “Sometimes I think that he laughed at me, but when I saw that total seriousness in his eyes…”

	“Can you tell us about those conversations?”

	Ray nodded a little:

	“First one was unique in that way that he never again returned to that theme. He asked me about one homeless guy that lived not far from town. Anton met him during his first week here and wants to know who it is? I saw that man couple of times, and ones even tried to help him with a food, shelter or job, but…” Ray looked strictly to Alex’s eyes. “There are people that don’t want any help…So I told all this to Anton, and said that I can’t help him. 

	Then he asked me about God and how can he let such things to a man. I said that everybody had its own road, and only God know why we walk by this path, why we carry one or another thing, and there is purpose in every second of our lives. Anton mentioned that it is a little bit cruel, but then we stop our conversation. If I remember all facts correctly – his parents call him.”

	“That homeless guy”

	“Yes”

	“Do you know his name or how we can find him?” said Alex writing notes.

	“Unfortunately, he died.”

	“Oh” Barns put a sad smile near the last note. 

	“Then was a brief meeting. I was cutting my mint and eating banana. He drove pass me one time and said that I should not throw out banana peel – they just perfect fertilizer. First, I thought that he joked on me, but later, when I use his method, I start to look at him from a different point of view. When I… Oh, where is my manners? Mint I had grown for tea. Do you want some?”

	Friends looked on each other, shrugged a little, and then Alex said:

	“Yes, it would be nice.”

	“It would be too bed, if we change our disposition?”

	Alex look around, close one eye, look on Jim without seeing him and answered:

	“Please, tell us about that conversation, and then we’ll change view.”

	Reverend nodded “Ok. That one, with a banana was pretty short. We talk about God in general. He said that he thought about religion and made a conclusion, that there is no God now in that meaning that we all think of him. Every person has its own religion, his own Jesus, like everybody have its own internet. Therefore, he said if everybody belief in his own set of rules – everyone is starting his own religion. He said that now everyone has its own God in a pocket.”

	Ray looked aside and then continued:

	“Much more important talk happened just before car crash,” said Reverend. “Anton came to me and said that he wants to talk about evil. That day he made awful impression. He said that God is dead. That believer has only old stories and fear to look into the future…”

	“Hm,” said Jim.

	“Yes, “hm””, answered Ray. “But Anton continued his speech, because all that he had said before wasn’t his main thought. He said that it is nonsense if finally everybody belief in different ways. He blows my mind at first. I began to tell him that people need faith, they need to know that something lies at other side, that their doings may make their life here and there better. Nevertheless, Anton was not such simple guy. He continues to talk with such cold logic, you know? In such way without any emotions, that this conversation began scare me at the end.”

	Reverend looks to the altar, and Alex was ready to bet that conversation of Antony and Reverend happened on the steps, which he looks at, but said nothing. He knew perfectly that in such states interlocutors could recall most interest details. But Ray shakes his head a little, and smiled:

	“Let’s go for a tea.”

	Fifteen minutes later, they had seat in the small room of Reverend Ray. It was in the nearer building to church where was situated all gardening stuff things that left from carpenter work and some building material. You may call this building a storehouse if not part of it wasn’t house for Reverend. He makes them mint tea that remind them one that principal of local school did other day. 

	Jim smiled after first sip:

	“Now I thought that mint tea is a local feature”

	Reverend nodded with a warm smile that seems a part of mild weather and warm drink:

	“Yes. I took this receipt from one old guy.”

	Alex put cup on the table:

	“Do you mean Bill?”

	Reverend glance at a narrator with surprise, then nodded:

	“Small town, huh? But I’m improved his formula a little. Can you recognize?”

	Jim took a sip one more time and tried to guess:

	“Cinnamon?”

	“Fine,” said Ray. “One more ingredient?”

	“Something light,” said Jim. “No, can’t”

	“It’s pretty hard,” said Reverend. “Melissa. This was Anton’s prompt too. He said that his grandmother mixed mint and Melissa, one to one, but to make tea good small pinch is enough.”

	They took a pair of sips for better taste of all ingredients and nuances that they know for this moment. 

	“So,” said Alex. “Can we continue?”

	“Yes”, answered Reverend, looking on Jim and how he turns on his camera. Helper nodded, and Ray continues his story. “As I had said, Anton left me after first conversation in strange mood. One side – he talks about my life and calling, other side – he said heresy, if it’s not too much… However, I thought about his words and found, as I thought right answers. I was ready to continue our conversation from place where we left it, but Anton was full of surprises. Next time was after one of mine services, month or...” Reverend looked to the window, recalling. «Yes”, he nodded. “It was a month after the crash.”

	Alex lifted his hand:

	“I’m sorry, Reverend,” he said. “But we are heard about crash from everyone. Do you know something about it?”

	Reverend clenched his lips and waved with his head:

	“No, sorry, boys. Nothing special. Regular things – it was a party at home of one classmate of Anton. Some fight… That’s all.”

	Alex nodded and writes down something at his notepad. Then he looked at Ray:

	“I’m sorry for interrupting you. Please, continue.” 

	“After one of the services Anton told to his parents that they may go home without him. His father asked me to call me if something will happen. I am prepared to hard talk on previous theme, but Anton said that it is not interesting him. He wants to talk about my God.”

	“Your God?” clarified Alex.

	“Yes, exactly. My God. He said that my God was not solid. He consists of a child, dead propagandist and emptiness. That emptiness he said everyone fill with his own meanings. I was bewildered. Child? Dead propagandist? But he calmly nodded – yes, he said, carpenter’s son. I was shocked, but his question was how these parts hold together? He said that he thought that emptiness isn’t enough to clue all this in one.”

	Alex wanted to say something. He looked down, frowned, open mouth, but close after a second. Then he gathers his thoughts together:

	“Rather radically”

	“Yes,” said Ray. “From a high scholar especially. I sat like you now, and tried to answer him something that must say Reverend. It took a little time before I can tell him something about his thoughts. I said that all that he described is a part of human nature, some parts of society evolution. That’s the way in what that people saw our world. And maybe if these things work for such many years, maybe, just maybe there are seed of truth there?...”

	Jim thought that even now Reverend arguing with Antony, again and again trying to convince him. Or himself?

	“But he said that all this time showed us that people belief in stories. I am retorted that these stories have something inside – moral, way in what people must to act. He made a conclusion that nowadays religion is a set of rules, which stands on a basement of old so-called true deeds of saints. I said that his description is little bit sketchy, but in some way, maybe he is right. «Ray looked on the floor and said. “We sit a minute or so just like we are sitting now and Anton asked if I saw the God? And before I am even try to open my mouth he said – Not in a heart of yours. God as he may be. Some… Bearded man of pure energy or something like this. I am answered that I’m seeing only his imprint on my soul. Anton nodded, and in a doorway he said, even not asked, just say – what if you someday would see God, and he wouldn’t your God…”

	Ray took cup in his hand, but a couple of seconds after he put it on a table where it stayed before. He said looking directly to Alex:

	“I knew that it wasn’t all right in his family. You know, in such little towns gossips spreading faster than Wi-Fi, but even now, his thoughts scare me. Not because of my faith, it is pretty solid, but because his conclusions. What may happen in life of a young boy that he called Jesus – propagandist?”

	Alex writes something in his notebook without seeing what he writes, because he doesn’t want to break such a moment. 

	“Now, comparing and connecting all things I think about this, and thing – were he then that guy, who killed classmates, or he was just halfway? Or maybe he just began to plan this…”

	Again, Reverend takes a cup, but now embraced it with his hands, and looking into sit a couple of seconds, then drink all to bottom. 

	Barns correct things that he writes blindly and asked:

	“Reverend, you said that he knew that there was a problem in their family. Can you say what you mean?”

	Ray waved with his head: 

	“Sorry, guys, that the secret of confession”

	Looking on the interlocutor Alex wrote an exclamation mark in his papers. Then he said:

	“Last conversation, Reverend. How was it?”

	“Scary” answered Ray. «He came to me three or four days before that night. He looks awful. He had circles under his eyes, pale skin he was stooping. It seems that he was ill for some time. But maybe he was…” Saying this Reverend looks to the window and continues looking there to the midday sun. «He said that he saw death. Now he knew death. And he knows that our god dead. For too long. Everything that is perceived like a religion is a corpse of a former god that decomposes. You know, he said, that if you look to the corpse from the point of view of a microorganism we will see a carnival. Fest of life. You see?” Ray turned to the Alex, and in the eyes of Reverend narrator saw true dismay. “He said then, “You see?” But we are watched. By new gods. They like us, and all modern society is their altar. All display, stay it on your table or lay in a pocket is iconostasis of a new way of life, new religion, new God. We are like bees, and our life is all about honey. Honey to a new gods.”

	Jim thought that Alex was stroked by a charge:

	“Honey, Reverend?”

	“Yes”

	“You know about a honeycomb?”

	Ray slightly nodded:

	“Yes, but I do not understand this signs, and truly for this day I do not understand what does Anton meant. I thought that he had a fever, but he had not allowed me to touch him. He jumps from the bench, and said in a whisper – it’s an incomprehensibly… It’s… Were just seeing an inch from infinity. We thought that we knew everything, but it is just an inch… Were on their eyes. I'm going to look at the whole picture above our dimension, beyond the sky, beyond the eye. I tried to catch him, but he ran away. That was a last time when I saw him.”

	Silence occupies all volume of the room. Seems like lack of any sound connected with warm rays of midday sun, that spreading through the glass, making unusual magic tapestry. And in all its weaves you can see all conversation, like a solid structured picture. Barns look at specks of dust that merely falling through large sun pillar, fascinated by this spectacle. Then a narrator of “ABnormal” blinked and looked on Ray:

	“Reverend, what can you say about all this? This incident, Antony? What do you think about all this complex of events?”

	“Hm,” firstly said Ray. He crossed his fingers and looked at them couple of seconds, then he lifts sight on Alex. “You had said that your show about supernatural things, right?”

	Alex nodded.

	“So I think that it’s not your profile. I think that we… this town. Yes, town. It was a spectator of work of one sad mind, one sad soul that do not believed in God, and tried to find something instead. I think that trying to find replacement of God you need to see everywhere, even in darkest corners of our mind and soul. Corners, where we can find particles of hell. But I think that Anton’s tragedy was in that fact that he finds nothing. Emptiness, as he had said to me. But I’m pray for him, and hope that his soul hears me.”

	Alex waits a second then said:

	“Thank you, Reverend.” 

	“Your welcome, Alex. Jim.” He shakes their hands. Barns nodded to his friend, and Jim switched his camera off. 

	Alex exhaled, and look on the Reverend with eyes wide open:

	“Well that was… Creepy. To confess, I thought that this interview would be more… Mild? Soft? But this was pretty awesome”

	Ray smiled with a sad face:

	“Thank you. I hope I helped you a little bit. I think Anton will be glad for that, and I hope you’ll tell his story right. Finally, he was just a kid, and despite other lost souls he ruined himself in a first place.”

	Alex and Jim stand up. 

	“Thank you,” said Jim. 

	“Your welcome, guys”

	They walk to the exit from the storehouse and near the door Reverend shake their hands once again. He smiled (now it was a smile without any shade of bad emotions.):

	“Hope to see you here, but without such grim background”

	Alex smiled back:

	“Yeah. Hope so. Have a nice day, Reverend. Thanks for the tea”, they turn to the van, but Alex looked back. “Reverend, do you mind if we shoot here a little more? Talking, a panorama, you know?”

	Ray waved with his hand:

	“Be my guest,”

	Saying this, he drops his head down and goes back to his place. He looks like a man after a day of hard work, and Helper understand him – even he, who said nothing feels tired. But they needed this additional shooting, as Alex said. Therefore, they gathered their strengths and do three versions of storytelling text. This was their little tradition – Alex always do two editions of the script and one – pure improvisation. In addition, frequently these improvisations looked more interesting and fresh. Barns never told to anyone that he thinks about this attempts even more then of script, because he knew that best improvised things are rehearsed things. 

	After a half an hour, when the sun became to roll down from the sky, they sat in the van. Alex exhaled heavily, and Jim noticed that his always-shining friend looked tired. Saying nothing, Jim started an engine, and roll to “Nancy’s”. 

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #19.

	Today was Sunday, and we went to local church. Our family is not religious, but the father offered this little campaign to meet people of our town, and to see how things like this goes. Well, everything was like in the movies – that universal source of knowledge about US.

	Reverend welcomed us and said that this house is opened for us every time if we need. Then he preached a sermon, pretty nice one about bad things that can be helpful, and vice versa – good things that can lead you to the hell. Not my theme at all, but it was interesting. Later I’m understood why – USSR almost killed church (that churches that have nowadays post-USSR countries is a parody), but they killed monologue and rhetoric art for sure. 

	After a sermon some people came to reverend, and talk with him. Father asks us to stay, and when everybody was out – we come to preacher. 

	He welcomed us in our town, and welcomed here, in a church. Said that we can find shelter here anytime. My parents said thank you, and I’m echoed them. But without any emotions. Preacher saw this and said that I’m not too happy to be here and asked is I am a religious. Firs I wanted to say something to turn it into a joke, but hey – church is not a good place to talking something untruth, so I said that it’s a little bit complicate question. 

	Father explained him that we have a little bit different religion, and came here to see if we can visit this church. Reverend Ray smiled and said that he thinks that we all walk under one God, no matter how does you call him, or what things do you do in the name of your God. This answer pleased my father, and we talk a little about our former country and our impression about this town. I thought that this Ray is a pretty nice guy. 

	He asked if we have some time, because he wants to talk with us some time face-to-face. Not a full-scale confession, just a talk with a new citizen and maybe parishioners

	We agreed, and then reverend talked with my mom and my dad, sitting on the first row of benches. That was nice, I thought, because of non-official (if you can use such word in this case) spirit of the talk. I was third in this small queue. I sat on the bench and looked on the Christ behind the cathedra.

	“So, Antony…” said reverend. “Or Anton?”

	I look at him:

	“This doesn’t matter. I’m here now, so it’s Antony.”

	“I hear how your parents call you Anton.”

	I shrugged: 

	“That something, that we save from previous life…”

	He thought for a moment and said:

	“I’ll call you Anton. Think that would bring you a part of your home here. Like a seed from a distant land.”

	I nodded and stared at Jesus in front of me. 

	“Do not believe in this guy?”

	I thought a little and answered:

	“As I said, it’s more complicated.”

	“Talk me about.”

	I look at the Christ a little more, on his face, bright but sad a little, changed with a pain.

	“As about Jesus – I think that he was a real person. You know, a prototype. He lived, preached. Maybe for our time it was something like philosophical course.”

	Reverend nodded, I saw this by my side vision, despite that I’m continued looking on son of a God.

	“Indeed, he was a talented guy,” he looked at Christ with himself, and asked. “But you have problems with a faith?”

	“I do not believe that he was son of God, actually. Just… Just a man… Talented, but a man…”

	“And why do you think so?”

	“I don’t feel like it. You know? Just something inside of me. It tells me that he was just a carpenter’s son. Maybe I need to structure my thoughts a little.”

	“I think so,” said reverend. “I have a proposition. Think about him a little. Just put your thoughts in some order. Maybe, you’ll find something interesting. Anyway, if you’ll think about him a little – that will be a good thing too.”

	I thought a little then nodded:

	“Ok”

	He stands up from a bench, and I’m looked at him:

	“You know all people here, don't you?”

	He thought for a second, then said:

	“Most of them”

	“Maybe you know one guy…I met him near the mall, and he’s homeless. His name is Bob.”

	Reverend thought and nodded slightly:

	“Yeah, I know him. He comes here from time to time, but I haven’t seen him for a long time.”

	“He… He wanted some help?”

	Preacher waved with his head: 

	“No. That’s one of that kind of people that do not want any help. They like living that they have.”

	I signed.

	“Let’s go to your parents,” he said. “In a modern world preacher must not stay with a young boy alone for a long,”

	He smiled and said to my parents:

	“Nice to meet your family. Once again – you’re welcome here anytime.””

	 

	“Diary entry #20.

	Another day with a headache in the end of it, but it worth it.

	Today I had seen my tulpa. Well… Not “saw” her like someone near you in the mall…It’s just…Uh… Ok, I’ll try to tell you whole story.

	This day was a pretty regular day for me. I got up, have a couple of hours of torture with Ms. Prey, her legs and a brief course of history of US. It’s hard for brains like mine that used to hear about tsars, revolutions and wars. But you know what? The finest way to learn something about a nation – is to hear what does people think about historical persons. And the bigger hate in them – the worse things in their country. Even if nation hate someone in the past (you can’t have a good opinion about Hitler for example.), but instead you can have a lesson of history. The cruel and hard lesson that Hitler gives to Germans they would remember for long. As long as other world (it seems like now some countries forgot – and a new tsar rise in the east, but I believe that all would be fine). I’d want to hear someday from a former USSR citizen thin just alike one I hear from Ms. Prey today. We talk about civil war, and I asked something like “Wait, for this day south states make monuments for their generals, and northern – for theirs. How do you manage all this differences?”

	And she answered – “We have founding fathers.” That’s all that you need to know about spirit of the US. Despite all that can depart them, they always have a thing that unite them in any moment of night and day. Jealous a little – I’ll never hear something like this about Lenin for example. Half of nation will hail him, half – will say that he’s a bloody moron. 

	After this sexy lesson (every lesson with Ms. Prey is sexy, even if she comes to us in a long dress.), I had a free time. I had decided to practice in meditation – first step to create a tulpa. If you want to see something that’s not existed – you need to train your brain. You can say that this is a brainwashing – and maybe from some angle you’ll be right. But I see this situation like on a process of metal welding – to create something interesting from a bar of iron – you need to heat in to the red, and change it form with a hammer. 

	As any teenager, first I look for the info in the web. God, it’s a junk! With a great effort I find some guided meditation that was created with people who know what they want. It’s a freaking strange thing – you can find any manuals, but quality product made by them – nope. Numbers of pages with meditation techniques, and the second set of music found in video hosting – is a mesh… God I hate dilettantism!

	Next disappointment awaited me after next turn – I can’t even relax. All the time something buzzed in my head. I managed to throw out all my thoughts, and when I was sure that my head is empty – some other one arrived. I concentrate all my will, all my body, later my muscles were aching from my tries of become more relaxed, but no. I can’t achieve a state that relaxed voice online tells me playing with. There was something in my head, which I can’t see and recognize. 

	My head begins to throbbing with pain, and I’m surrender. First was side thoughts, then – headache – that’s not a good state for meditation and creation. I looked into the mirror and saw my pale face – it was like a wall, and then I feel like from inside of my eyeballs someone pushing needles out. It was sharp pain, and I’m automatically almost close my eyes. That was it – migraine. I know how to fight it – the best cure is a dream. Yeah. Easy. Just lay, sleep, and couple hours (or in the morning) you’ll be a shining coin again. Pills don’t help me in such states, so I said to parents that I have a headache and went to sleep. 

	It was half past six pm, when I got out my blanket and lay with a moaning. Pain doesn’t get me to fall into the puffy hands of Morpheus, and I’m trying to dissolve any pain center into my mind and body. I tried to visualize pain like a red balls that squeezing my head from left and right temples. I can’t open my eyes now – every single part of the light, whatever - particle or a wave, let those needles moving through my eyes again and again. 

	But then, for a fracture of second I was so ill, pain was so high that I relaxed totally, I was dissolved in that state, and eyelids slipped a little up, and I saw it. It was a shadow, no more – just and outline of something like a human, but I saw it! It moved its head (I sure that it looked at me), and then I was knocked out. 

	I fall into a sleep.

	When I got up, I’m almost forgot about this shadow, because I get up at nine o’clock, and a couple of minutes tried to understand who I am, and where I am. But then I looked on to the window, where I saw shadow of tulpa, and recall everything. 

	So, It’s real. I can do this, and despite all circumstances I’ll do this. The greatness of mind, it’s possibilities – is my founding father. 

	That night I don’t try to repeat my success, I’m understood that brain must be training like a muscles, and my headache – is a best proof of it, but now I have a target and even know how to get it. 

	Before my second sleep that day, when I go to bed at two a.m., I hear a relaxed laugh in my room. That wasn’t scary anymore, I know who it was. ”

	 

	“Diary entry #21.

	I saw a death today. And I think that this fucking diary exist just for such episodes like this one. 

	I don’t want to hold it into myself. 

	I can tell you another story about my life – nice legs of my teacher or my so-called friends at home, but… Today all this going to hell…

	You know, my hands are hake right now, and I have a little uncontrolled smile. And I’m not even sure why? I have one theory, but maybe I’ll tell you about it later, and now…

	FUCK!!! FUCK!!!

	It was a small death, not w fly, or something – it was a kitten.

	Yeah, I know, everyone like kittens, and that is sucker punch from me, but hey, fuck you! I am, not you saw it!

	I ride my bicycle in the midday and rolled to my favorite place for such rides here – a little forest not far from a cemetery down the road. It has some path, so it’s pretty neat for a bike. And as I passed a cemetery, I slowed down, because in front of me was a stupid turn of the road strictly to the right. You hardly can see a car that rolled out there, so you must be very careful. Yeah, there is a sign there, so it pretty safe for people with something grey in their heads. But cats don’t give a fuck to the signs, especially kittens. 

	So… Huh… There was a kitten that run out from a tree, and stood still. Even I’m hear that truck, but… I don’t know, maybe it was deaf or something… Or… 

	A kitten turned and tried to run across the road. And I saw like all kitten vanished under a massive tire, and just tail was left outside of it… I do not why, but tail become still and erected, like an old car antenna. 

	I do not blame a driver – what can he do? I think that if I’m stood on that place – I’m must be smashed under that tire too, and nothing would leave. Even a tail. 

	And you know what? I hear nothing except of regular truck noise. Don’t even slightest crack or something. Just, there is a kitten – there is no kitten, just tail. Real death. With no special effects like stroke, gunshot or something like this. Pure death. Simple death. Just death.

	I ride home, without any lookouts, or even eye drop…And I was exhausted like after three hours ride… 

	Fuck all. I wish that I don’t see that little tail in my dreams…”

	 

	Chapter 9

	 

	Alex pulls plate aside and sits still trying not to hiccup. When danger was off, he sits comfortably on a soft bench in “Nancy’s”. He looked to the street where Jim bathing in the rays of evening sun was trying to talk with Antony’s father. When Helper lowered his head for a second, Alex grasps that luck was not on their side.

	Nancy came to their table and took plates. 

	Alex smiled at her: 

	“Nan, it was perfect! Just… Just perfect.”

	A woman nodded and said:

	“Thank you, honey. You can’t even imagine how I like when man eats with the appetite. What do you want for dessert?”

	Alex grimaced:

	“Oh… Nan, we’ll tell you a little bit later, ok? It’s hard to breath, not mention eating something more,”

	She giggled and walks away. In the aisle, Jim met her and also said pleasure words about dinner. Helper sat in front of Alex:

	“We have bad and good news.”

	“Let me guess – today interview with a father canceled?”

	Jim nodded and said seriously:

	“You God damn right,” saying this he figuratively adjusts an invisible hat.

	“Hey!” said Alex. “I’m a bald guy here – it’s my line.”

	Instead of answer Jim show with his hand gesture that mean “bla-bla-blah.”

	“Canceled forever?” clarified Alex.

	Helper waved with his head:

	“Nope. Just to Friday. They have some Force Majeure at his work, so he must be there. Usually, he works three days – after two, but not this time”

	Barns looked on the table in front of him slightly waved and nodded after:

	“Ok. Isn’t perfect situation, but Ok. He would summarize all info that we would got for that time. What did we get for tomorrow?”

	Jim looked in his smartphone:

	“Let’s see. Janine said that she got a mother of one of the victims.”

	Alex’s brows jumped highly:

	“Really? Remind me that she deserved a bonus for this month. What else?”

	“Hm,” said Helper sliding display with his finger. “Yeees. Oh, here. Antony’s classmate seems like his close friend.”

	Barns knocked tap on a table with his forefinger:

	“Perfect! Closer and closer. And culmination – parents. Nice idea for structure for this episode” he looked to the ceiling. “Maybe. I need to think about this.” 

	Alex looked at his phone and said:

	“We haave… A little more than an hour before meeting with Colonel Jr. Unfortunately, we haven’t anything good for telling him, so my proposition is: ordering coffee, some of the great pies, and thinking about what we got for this time”. He pointed at Jim. “Mr. Helper?”

	“Yes?”-answered Jim, taking his shirt with his hands, and putting invisible monocle into his eye. 

	“Mr. Helper would you kindly approve your last name, and order us some local pies, and coffee?”

	Jim theatrically nodded:

	“With a great pleasure. And can I ask you sir, what will you do?”

	Jim screwed up his eyes:

	“It’s a nice question, my friend.”

	Jim nodded, still holding his shirt:

	“Thank you.”

	“Your welcome. I’ll visit men’s room of this nice place and go to our cab for my papers. Then, I hope not longer than in fifteen minutes we’ll meet here again and will celebrate success of our little plan,”

	“I agree with all your conditions,” said Helper, then released his right hand, and take an invisible cylinder:

	“Sir”

	“Sir,” said Alex, repeated gesture of his friend and left the table.

	 

	---

	 

	Sooner as they planned, in thirteen minutes, they met again. There were two pieces of banana pie with caramelized cinnamon and two cups of coffee. Friends drink a little, and then Alex put his notepad on a table and opened it on a blank page:

	“So,” he said enthusiastically. “What do we have for this moment?”

	Jim seriously answered:

	“First: there are several episodes of Antony’s life here” Barns nodded, and write this down. “His life before crash, and after. Based on Reverend story, there are three of them, these parts. Third is after a crash, when he became… Not that Antony that they all knew”.

	Alex sipped his coffee and put an exclamation mark near the word “crash”:

	“Nobody tells us any detail about it.” He flipped over page and write there “what to ask”:

	“Circumstances of the crash. Who saw it? What happened? What can say in hospital about it. Jim, tell Janine to ask questions in hospital – maybe someone can recall something there.”

	“Uh-huh,” said Helper, writing this down into his smartphone. Unlike his friend, he prefers technological notes. Then he lifts his head. “Next. Honeycomb. Reverend something told about bees.”

	“Yes, here two points. First – ask our professor about bees and honeycombs. Who knows, maybe there are some sects who worshipped this insects? Second – another question for the father. Maybe he knows something about. 

	Helper put a piece of cake to the mouth and pointed on a friend with empty spoon:

	“Remember, Antony’s ex told that he went to the cemetery one time?”

	Alex grimaced:

	“I think that it’s a dead end.”

	“Why? You heard Reverend – he had a hard time with a religion.”

	“That’s why. Cultists do not doubt in their faith. But maybe you’re right. We shall ask this. Next?”

	Helper looked to the down left side of a table:

	“I think that we need to ask about killings.”

	Chewing Alex makes a face that depicts interest.

	“Description. We have not any. Everyone told us some mash, but nothing for sure.”

	“Ok,” said Alex. “One thing that may have connection with all this dance night – his expulsion. Remember, like Alice said that he was rotten then?”

	“I wouldn’t wonder, if this thing would be connected with that Rays mention about “Another Antony””

	Alex writes this mention down, and take a piece of cake and looked at his own words on previous pages. He began with full mouth:

	“Offu”. Then he swallows and drunk coffee, and continues. “I almost forgot. Hobo guy, that Reverend mention. What is his story? Aa-and interest about religion. There is something here – he wasn’t too religious, but wants to know more about its setup.”

	Jim tried to recall something more, and shined in one moment:

	“Reverend said that there were problems in their family.”

	Alex nodded chewing another piece of cake:

	“Yes, I wrote this down then, but it’s a weak chance, buddy.”

	“But why?”

	“Look, if you’d have some misunderstanding in your family, and there is a chance that your child was affected with this – how do you think – you’d want to talk about it?”

	Jim understood, but insisted:

	“We can ask.”

	“We will, be sure.”

	They eat dessert ant drunk their coffee trying to recall something else, but it occurs that except things that they already mentioned nothing else matters too much. When Nancy came to them, asking do they want something more, car of Colonel Jr. drove in to the parking. White police car reflects first rays of evening sun, that pain vehicle in orange colors. 

	“Three coffees, Nan, we’ll sit here for a while more with a friend.”

	A woman earnestly smiled and said:

	“All the time that you want, honey!” 

	She met a son of the chief at the doors with her hospitable smile. He pointed on the group of “ABnormal”, and she asked him something. After answer, that she received Nancy smiled even nicer then before and goes to a kitchen. Colonel Jr comes to table where Jim and Alex sit and shake their hands.

	“Good evening, friends. Nan told me that you already order coffee for me. Thank you.”

	“Your welcome,” said Barns, looking after policeman that took his place near Jim. “How’s your day?”

	Rick shrugged:

	“As usual. Nothing happens here in summer. It’s a dead time.” He saw sarcastic smile of Alex, and add. “Except of you case, of course. But believe me – such things take place here one in a million years. I thing last homicide was at the Jurassic era with tyrannosaur and triceratops.”

	Jim burst out laughing, but in a moment take control on himself.

	Colonel looked at him:

	“What?”

	“Nothing”, answered Alex. “You placed several mistakes in one sentence. First, dinosaurs do not live at Jurassic era, second – nowadays scientists say that tyrannosaurus was a scavenger. So, homicide… No. He can eat exhibits”

	Rick nodded:

	“I see. But, I think you understood that I mean”

	Friends nodded. At this time Nancy bring them three pieces of pies with cranberries. Alex looked at them, and then lift his eyes to host:

	“Nan, I think that Rick must arrest you soon”

	Her eyes opened widely:

	“Why?”

	“You’ll kill us with your delicious pies. As for me I sure that I’ll blown out right here,”

	She giggled, says something about jokes, and went to service other visitors. Rick adds sugar to his coffee, takes the spoon, bit a piece of cake, and asked:

	“So, Jim, Alex. What do you find out about this case?” 

	“To be honest, not too much”, answered Alex, and copied actions of their interlocutor. 

	He tells to the Colonel Jr all that they know for this moment, what Alice told them, girl from Antony’s former country, and what questions they had distilled from all this case. Rick listened with interest, sometimes he nodded, pointed that he knows this details, sometimes he said something like “Huh”, “Hmm” or even “That’s weird.” Some details Alex intentionally concealed. Jim know how it work – if story would be enough for Rick, Alex will hold these facts to the episode. But if they would need to bargain – they will have something to give. 

	“Not bad! Alex, Jim, if you want to live here I will get you job at the department. Even now, without special knowledge you’re better than half of my man.” He bit another piece of pie about which he managed to forget. “It would be a great episode, for sure. You find some… emotional aspects, I think that I can call them like this.”

	Alex smiled a little and nodded with appreciation:

	“Thank you, Rick. Can you answer for some of our questions?” 

	“Without telling you a details of the investigation that are confidential?”

	Alex nodded once again, and give him page of his notepad. Colonel Jr looked at paper and run through the rows of text:

	“Hm…” he said after a couple of moments. “Crash. That case is closed, so I can tell you some things.” He turned a notepad to Barns, so he can write down information. “That event was occurred near the home of one Antony’s classmate. Actually, that was one of the killed girls. He argued with one of the guys there and in the heat of fight, they turn up near the road. It was dark time then, and nobody can tell us what car it was. Some said that it was Cadillac, or even van. Anyway, both guys went to the hospital. Both of them were on the edge. Antony gets out.”

	Alex lifts his head from the notepad:

	“Other one?” Rich waved with his head. “Driver?” 

	Another denial gesture. 

	“But I can tell you something interesting. A doctor said me then that other guy had better chances and rapidly died.”

	Alex grimaced a little, but Colonel Jr continued:

	“I know, that such things happen too frequently to think that they are some unique. But next thing is more interesting. The next day after Antony returned to school one of friends of that guy was killed by another car. Some kids told us that it was the same car, but I think that it’s a bullshit because then nobody can tell us nothing.”

	Barns write down something and underline this. 

	“Grim coincidence,” Alex said. “Do you think that here is some connection?”

	Rick shrugged, then eat last piece of pie, sipped a coffee, and said:

	“I think that there a lot of strange things – car crash after a car, rapid recovery, etc. And if my information is right that two boys were bullies and gives Antony a lot of troubles.” He shrugged again and adds “But maybe as you said it just a coincidence. Big grim coincidence”

	“Maybe”, said Alex to nobody, but Jim saw face of his friend and know that they have one thought for two of them – all this case full of such coincidences. Too many of them. “Something about other questions?”

	Rick grimaced:

	“No. I do not know anything about the inner situation in their family… And last one, about killings… I can tell you one thing: my father did his best to make sure that no one found out anything. Nothing else, sorry, guys”

	“Nothing to apologize for,” said Alex. “You gave us a great hint.”

	“Hope that I help you”, smiled Colonel Jr. “And if you think that I’m forgot about our deal – no, it isn’t”

	Barns become serious:

	“Knife”

	Rick nodded:

	“Knife. But this case is not close, so you must say it by yourself. Place yourself on the place of some great detectives – Holmes, Poirot, etc.”

	“Marple”, smiled Jim.

	Colonel smiled a little:

	“She was a bright character too. So. You stand at the murder place. You see a lot of glass from windows. You see stab wounds, but there no knife there. And you know that nobody took it. What can you say about knife?”

	Alex frowned and looked in front of himself. 

	“It was a nice evening, gentleman,” said Rick, and stand up. 

	Alex wanted to guess, to find answer, and it was a really important to him to found it here and now. His thought was like a swarm, where electric discharge was traveling, lightning on then something, then another points. Thoughts – insects. One lighted – knife was melted, and in the same moment thought dead – wrong. Another – it was not knife – another dead insect in his head. His thoughts rolled so quickly that out world become slower. He saw Rick saying “good bye” to them, and he saw him coming through dinner, he saw him open a door – and all this at half speed. Another mind – a lot of glass – charge hit it, but thought survive. Glass. One more charge in the same place, like a little lightning. The swarm become bigger and chaotic, it feels right direction. Another charge and swarm become one fireball with a one thought inside. 

	Alex gets his smartphone out and feverishly dials Colonel Jr. 

	“Hello,” Rick said staying near his car with opened doors.

	“Glass,” Alex said. “It was a glass knife.”

	Jim’s eyes opened widely, and he looked at the Rick too. Son of the chef answers nothing, but he touches his nose with a forefinger. He put down the phone, smiled, and sat in the car. After a second he rolled out from parking lot. Now his car seemed red because of evening sun, and two shocked men looked through the dinner glass after him.

	 

	---

	 

	Next morning Alex wakes up with a strange feeling. His dream clung to him and despite all his tries, he can’t shake him off. 

	Everywhere he saw parts of it dream, feed it with his skin. Such an impression has people who didn’t sleep for a long time. Everything seems on a large distance no matter how far it is, or even in your own hands – you see all thing like from other, parallel world. And sounds – you hear them like from underwater. But when you feel a lack of a dream this effects cause emptiness in your brains that left after sleepless night. Barns felt everything vice versa – his dream permeate everything. 

	Jim noticed state of his friend before breakfast, but knows Alex perfectly and knew, that before coffee his friend rather zombie than human person. But when Helper saw, that even breakfast doesn’t fix his friend, he asks Alex what happened? 

	At that moment they sat down at the van and were going to go to first interview for today. Alex signed and answered:

	“It’s all about my dream that I saw this night.”

	“Dream?” wondered Jim. “What was a dream about, that it was able to dislodge you?”

	Alex smiled with one of those dreamy smiles that Jim saw a lot for this morning, and said: 

	“It hasn’t any… It was without any story or action at all. It was about the place.”

	Helper leave alone keys that he holds in his hand meaning to start engine:

	“Tell me. It’s the best way to get it off.”

	Alex exhaled and looks on the street for a minute. Then, he said:

	“It was a strange feeling, like… like I had woken up as another person. I saw everything through eyes of someone else. But I haven’t seen or recognize myself.”

	Jim nodded:

	“I heard somewhere that this is one of things that can you help to recognize is there are dream around you – you must look to your hands. If you don’t see them – it’s a dream.”

	Alex shrugged:

	“I don’t need such details then. I walked by a muddy lawn. A little hill was in the left of me, and I walk to it. It was not far from me, and I was there pretty fast, or it is just a wrong dreamtime…So, when I come on that hill, I saw a place of worship. It was not like in a cinema – no candles, pentagrams or blood. No. It was just a couple of stairs, portal and two huge rocks on a both sides of stairs. It looks like a ruin of some church, then a cult place, but I knew … that thing, that I was in a dream knew what place is it. 

	And I feel power of its place. I feel that it weakens. Ones it was a powerful, strong place, and now it’s losing its strength. Like a bubbles in soda – one by one, but in a large scale – become weaker. 

	Then I saw a rat. A simple common rat. It runs to the strongest part of this place. I don’t know – it was a plan of this rat or it was just a feeling, instinct or something else. But like a magnet rat run to the epicenter of the worship place, and then… Then it slowed down, and I heard…”

	Barns lift his eyes to Jim:

	“The rat screamed, you know? Like a tiny human, in pain. It stopped and start eating ground of its cursed place. It’s a scream stopped, and rat wheezed a little, but again – almost like human. My uncle died because of throat cancer and he wheeze like this in his last days…I saw a blood that spilled from a rat’s mouth, and then it turned on a side and died. Two minutes? Three? But it was a rapid death. I felt a little spark of power. This place… Uh, I do not know… It was glad about death of thee rat, and took it with a pleasure, but it was just a tiny scintilla, it was not enough to stop degradation…

	Then I looked closely and see dead birds around this place. They formed something as if solar winds pattern around earth – disfigured circles that have one direct center. And then was something that caused my waking up… I do not know what it is, but I think that it was some voice, female voice, but I do not sure…”

	Helper looked at his friend a little. Still, without any movement. Then he touches keys and turns them on to start engine. And only after that, he looked ahead of him:

	“I think that you are trying to find something in this case, that wasn’t there. And you call any supernatural help that you can. But, listen” he turns to Alex for a second. “Even powers of your imagination know that this case is closed, and you can turn local forces to life. We can only make a record about past.”

	Alex nodded. 

	“Yep. I think that you are totally right. But just imagine how powerful that place was.”

	Jim turns their van to the road:

	“In your dream?”

	“Yes”

	Helper shrugged:

	“I think that power of that place is the drama of suicide and killings of young people. And that’s all.”

	Alex nodded for a second time, and then asked to look straightly on a road:

	“And we are the rats?”

	Jim smiled:

	“Hope no. I want to take your role – nameless silent spectator. That one, who can tell a story.”

	Barns leaned back on the seat:

	“I like it.” He closed his eyes. “So be it.”

	Fifteen minutes later, their van parked across the street from a home of one of the Antony’s classmates. Jim checked charge in camera, took spare batteries; Alex took his notepad and pen. Helper looked at his friend and mentioned that he was almost all right. This time, which they spent at a way to this house – Alex with closed eyes and Jim – behind a wheel was helpful for both of them. But despite of all positive changes, Jim still felt that Alex was held by his dream. Jim hoped that interview; something well known and usual to his friend would help him throw last particles of that bad atmosphere. 

	They walked by the path to house, deepen in their own thoughts when door opened, and middle-aged woman stepped to them and stopped on the porch:

	“Get out of here!” she screamed. 

	Jim looked at Alex. In the light of morning mood of Alex, he was afraid that this situation would affect badly on him. However, it was a pleasure to see a smile in his friend’s face. Barns said to himself:

	“Rock n roll.” Then a little bit louder to Jim. “Camera on”, and finally to a lady. “Good day to you! There must be some misunderstanding…”

	“Yeah!” She said. “You! You caused that misunderstanding! Vultures!”

	Alex throws a glance on Jim and saw a camera on his head with a light on, then spread his arms a little, and turn palms to the woman:

	“Maybe there is some mistake? We are here to take an interview with a family…”

	“Yeah!” she screamed. “You talked with me! But you didn’t say that you made that monster your hero!!!” Her mood changed for a while, and she closed her face with palms. 

	Guys heard sounds of sobbing. 

	Alex said:

	“We do not lie to you, is’ just a profile of our program!”

	Another mood change is happened with a lady, and now she was furious: 

	“Killers?! That foreigners comes here and kills our children, and vultures like you make show about it!!! You, jackals!”

	“So tell us your version!”

	“My version: fuck you, mister! And your friend! Blood and death is your rating! I thought that you would tell about a grief that that commie gets here, but he is your hero! Killer! Monster! And you are an ally of a killer!!!”

	People appeared in their windows and on the porches to see what happened. Jim took a panorama shot of the street looking around, and then – back to the woman. Her husband appeared behind her spine. He took her shoulders and accompanied her inside. He turned around just once to say:

	“Interview is over, guys. And you have a five minute to get out from a private property.”

	Jim and Alex stood a couple of seconds on a path, and then Barns said:

	“Aa-a-nd cut!”

	Helper touch his camera and put it off to his neck. He looked on his friend:

	“Why do you smile?”

	“It’s even better than I can imagine.”

	Jim, waving with his head went to the van behind of Alex, who smiled and waved to all spectators on the street. 

	Half of an hour of a road and their van stopped near house of their second interviewer. 

	Alex, still smiling, put his staff into the jeans pocket and said:

	“Turn camera on here,” saying this, he closes car door.

	Helper looked on his friend with a question on his face, and Barns explained:

	“I hope that I’m mistaking, but news in such towns spread too fast. Second interview with a yelling woman would be too much, but in that case we need first reaction.”

	Jim shrugged – he does not get this idea, but trusted Alex with such things.

	Friends stepped two steps up to the porch, and Alex ringed to the doorbell. 

	Despite his bed feelings Alex does not show anything, when the woman opened the inner door and with a grim face said:

	“You are Alex Barns?”

	“Absolutely,” Alex said with a cheer face. «And you are Mrs. Fidelt?”

	At first, she said nothing, but after a fecund nodded:

	“Yes. And you are here only because of Fred”

	The smile on Alex’s face became a little bit said, and he dropped his head:

	“Let me guess and you just talked with Mrs.…”

	“Yes,” woman cut his monologue. «And if I’d can decide – I’d say to you just the same. However, Fred. He asked me to let you to speak with him. As for me – I do not want to have anything do with this case. Fred is on the back yard, and you can…”

	“Here I am.”

	All three of them turned their heads to the right, where boy on the wheelchair mowed from the far side of the house to them. “It’s ok, mom. I’ll take a walk with these guys.”

	A face of his mother became more serious:

	“Fred, doctor said…”

	He looked at her with a calm strong glance, and in that moment, Jim knew that it would be a nice talk. A boy had a strong self-confidence, and it was even in his voice:

	“That I need fresh air and to work with a wheels. It’s a good way to combine these things, isn’t it?”

	She crossed her hands on the breasts:

	“At the sun down you must to be at home, mister.”

	Fred nodded, looking straight in mother’s eyes, and said:

	“Yes.” Then he turned to friends and said with a smile. “Good day, I’m a fan of your show”

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #22.

	It was another hard day. Without a headache for this moment and I hope that I’ll haven’t it later…

	Today I was dedicating all my time to meditations and concentrating. 

	Despite that fact that you sit all this time, it occurred a hard job. It was hard to throw out all that garbage that filled my head and mind, but I had success in this. 

	First – I mentally fucked up and killed a girl from my home. That bitch fucking with my another frie… Former friend from former country. Hey, for this time it’s almost two months that I’m here, and my past say “go fuck yourself asshole” in capital letters. Isn’t it nice? It’s a lesson to all readers of this trash diary – your life – it’s your habitat, nothing more. So all that stuff like a relationship on the distance you can put in a deepest hole in your organism and turn a dozens of times. For greater pleasure you can sing “You spin me round.” I imagine that bitch with that dork, and killed them in my imagination. Like that. They’re not exists for me anymore.

	Next was legs of Ms. Prey. Yeah, I know that they take a huge place in this diary. But half … (Whom I try to lie?) all free space in my mind filled with sex. So, I think that it’s a normal state for a teenager. But I needed to clear my mind, and put aside all fantasies for evening. What next? Irritation about moving here, my language issues and school that I will visit next week for a first time… God it was hard to put all this in the farthest closet of my mind, but then, in a minute I can’t think anything. At all. Pure, clear mind. 

	It was… It was awesome! It’s like to dive into a cool, nice sea water after an hour at the beach. But for a full comparison, you must take away gravitation and water resistance. It’s… Oh, that was just perfect state. 

	I’m opened my eyes for a second and saw that a thin air in front of me is dancing, like above of the hot asphalt in summer. This ghost-like cloud became light-grey, and I closed my eyes. In a clear space of my mind one thought fly through me – my tulpa is baking, I don’t need to mess this process. 

	That’s why I continued my flying in the universe of my mind.

	It was huge and empty. 

	And then something strange happened, because I saw a cube. It was grey and lazily reflected shining of distant stars on its edges. For that moment I thought that cube was a little, size of a children toy. But then I saw that my eyes were wrong – cube was floating far from me. It was some sort of illusion, because I saw him perfectly, and in that same time I understand that it’s huge. 

	Meanwhile, the cube begins to move toward me. I can’t even imagine it’s velocity, because a half a minute later it was like a house and I can’t understand how far it was, and his growth continues. And when this grey and now cyclopean cube was everywhere in front of me, I saw other, totally black cube that floats between us. 

	He was tiny, but now I can’t be sure about measurements after fail with a first cube. He seems small now, but who knows, maybe it’s bigger then the first one? And what does that mean, if a grey cube now so big that I can’t see his edges? He seems endless. 

	I felt dizzy. That scale absurd make me sick, and I step out of that weird universe. That was my own universe, I know, but hell if I know what does that cubes meant… 

	I’m tired as a dog. So, my dirty diary that all story for today – my former girl is a whore, my former friend is a dick, and I have two cubes with a different scale in my head. Good night.”

	 

	“Diary entry #23.

	And here I am, my dirty diary!

	After my fist day at school. 

	It would say nothing if you say that it was fail. It was a pure nightmare. And of course it finished with a headache. And until I can watch at white paper and write some words – I’ll try to.

	So it begun as usual morning in all school movies that I saw before. 

	Young people arrives at school by parent’s cars, by bus, by bikes or own cars, crowd before the main door, someone smocking, someone kissing, etc. Maybe it was most pleasure moments because then we with my parents entered main hall, and went to the principal. And I was praying to all known gods that my future classmates wouldn’t see me walking with parent’s side by side. It looks so… Stupid. As much as guards around a prisoner. 

	We entered office with a name of a new principal and had a nice little talk. My parents knew her already – they had meet before, and now she wants to hear me. “That’s nice,” thought I. “What do I need to tell to that owl? That I’d rather break open my veins then enter a full class of unknown teenagers?”

	But I know what everyone wait from me and do not disappoint them. I said something like this:

	“Good day, Mrs. Owl. I’m glad to meet you. And despite my English and knowledge of some special subjects, I’ll try to be one of the best your scholars. I hope that I’ll assimilate as soon as possible. And let me kiss your ass in prove of it, and so on…”

	Owl said that I seem a nice guy, told a couple of words about rules, restrictions and good reputation of my new punishment residence in a form of school, gave me a direction to a class, and said “Good luck”.

	I said something nice, turning her words in deepest holes of her body, and went to the class. Just after coming in I took leave of my parents, they wish me a good luck, and I stick their words near first one in the owl, and opened a room. 

	Thanks to Ms. Prey, she let me begin my new life with her class. She thought that this would be better, and she had a point. But, anyway, I saw wolves around, and I was a lamb. A silent one, yeah. 

	She introduces me and asked me to tell something about me to this flock of predators. I cleaned my throat and give all my best in English and introducing. That was a fiasco, and I was wondered – is there a place in the owl to stick it there too? Anyway, after this execution, and seeing everyone’s eyes on me, I sat in the end of a class. And now, here, in a class surrounded by my new classmates I felt like the loneliest guy in the world. 

	I was scared, left alone by whole world, and angry. 

	It was the most interesting thing – that I was angry on myself. There was a couple of causes of last state. One of them – I felt like a first grader. Just like I’m traveled in time for an eight years, and here I am, a little boy, sit in a class with a bunch of unknown people of my age and one grow up in charge. And I don’t give a fuck what I can wait from this situation. It’s a great tense and stress, but hey! I’m a grown-up now! Why? Why the hell I’m shrunk with my mental state to a small kid? I can do this! I can!!! And my unconscious said – “fuck you, I’m a six-year-old-child and I’m scared.” Perfect. I looked around myself once, and drop my head on a blank paper, where I need to write words in my new language, sitting with my new class, in a new school, hoping that my new life wouldn’t like this for ever. 

	Next cause of my angry mood was that I was on the other side of a situation. I was the part of wolfs flock, who bite and test newcomer. I know perfectly what’s in their minds. I knew what I needed to bare next weeks, and that was awful. 

	Then I thought about karma. It’s a wheel turned to me all that bad things that I had done. But, hey, maybe all changes in life can’t be possible without such crises? At last, my karma wheel had turned on a half of the world in radian rate. So, I’ll think that I can stand all this, and that fact that I was on the other side – it’s my advantage, and when this flock would bite me (and they would.) I will be ready to bite in my turn.

	But not this day. I was in my own microcosm for all day. Such a blind spot in the crowd’s eye. I was alone in a class, despite all people around, alone in a cafeteria, and alone with my headache at home in my room now. With you, my dirty diary. 

	This evening I had light meditation – I was afraid that it would increase my headache, and saw my tulpa. She (I had decided that it would be female.) had a silhouette today, but almost transparent, but she had looked at me, and I knew this perfectly. She listened my thoughts, smelled them, licked them, like dog licking a hand of its owner. I think that these emotions fed my tulpa, but it was ok for me, despite that fact that I feel empty. But hey, I’ll be stronger tomorrow, and she will be too. That suits me perfectly.”

	 

	Chapter 10

	 

	Alex pulled a wheelchair, and Jim takes shots unique to their show. Despite their several seasons of the show – this was a first met with someone who have limited functionality. But even now, Helper knew that this interview would be awesome, because a boy was real fan of their show, and find a common language with Alex from the start.

	“Where do you want to go, Fred?” 

	“There is a park not far from here,” a boy answered and smiles. “You saw my mom’s reaction – any place is good in comparison with our house.”

	Three of them goes straightly forward, and Fred turned to the Alex, who pulled him:

	“We need to stop to talk, or we can start just right here?”

	Barns shrugged a little:

	“We have not any laws, as you know. If you want to start here – we may do this,”

	A boy smiled and looked forward:

	“This is my first interview, and…” he smiled wider, “I can’t imagine that I would be in your show. It is a pity about the cause... I'll be much happier to tell you about neighbor who was kidnapped by the aliens.”

	Jim smiled. He likes this guy. 

	“And in that case I can be walk with you…” he put his hands on his knees. “However, hey! We are here, so let’s begin. You want to talk with me about Antony, right?”

	Alex nodded agreeing:

	“Yes. You were his best friend here, right?”

	Fred looked forward then took a small nod: “I am his friend even now. Without any past expressions. You know, despite of all this I think that here lies some… Some cruel misunderstanding. You know, like some guy, who put a bomb on his sash and goes to bank. And some time later you find that he had an ill daughter, no work, and his wife died couple of years ago…”

	Fred lifts his head to look on an Alex:

	“You get the point?”

	“Sure,” answered Barns. «But we are here a couple of days, and I can say that a little number of people can say such things about Antony”

	Fred smiled:

	“They do not know him. Besides, does it need to tell you about people behavior? If a mob doesn’t understand something it rather claim this thing as bad, and then take a closer look”

	Alex saw a park that Fred told about and turns wheelchair to the walkway. Jim took a panoramic shot of the park. It was nice and quiet. A person who had created this place done a good job – here was strange, but nice connection of an old trees and nature as it is with a nice benches and walkways. 

	Barns slowed down a little and looked around himself:

	“I can’t say better. Nice place you have here.”

	”Yes, I like to take a ride here,” answered Fred. “Here’s quiet place. Without a crowd, you know?”

	“Totally,” said Alex. “So, where do we start? You said that people around do not know Antony. Help us to know him better.”

	Fred crossed his fingers on his belly:

	“Huh. In that case you need to have a couple of spare kilos in the school, or move to other school, or to other country.”

	“Antony had problems with weight?”

	“No,” Fred laughed. “I have, but other things – about him. All that things makes you an outcast. In addition, if you remember your school – this group is pretty small. So there is no surprise that people doesn’t understand much of things.”

	They rolled to the bench that was under the great oak. Alex purposed to shot a little here, and Fred agreed cheerfully. Helper make a nice frame to his camera, and they continued their talk – Barns, sitting on the bench and boy – opposite to narrator. 

	“So,” said Alex. “Let’s begin from the start. You met Antony…”

	“Yeah, I met him at his first day at school, and he was introduced to our class by Ms. Prey, and the brightest thing that I remember even today - I thought that he would be an outcast forever.”

	“Why do you think so? And why do you remember this?”

	Fred smiled a little:

	“I was happy, because that was my role. I thought that he would take it. He was not a sporty but rather strong guy and his glance… I saw similar when I once run with a broom after rat that I saw in a basement. But when rat was in corner and turned to me – that small eyes was the same that Antony had at that day. He was ready to fight, and he hates everyone and everything.” 

	“Hate is a little bit strong world, why…”

	“He told me that,” answered Fred before the question. «Later, when we became a friends. He said that he wanted to beat shit out of everything. Oh…”

	He looked at Alex and Jim and said with a shy smile:

	“Sorry for this word…”

	Jim smiled and Alex answered:

	“That’s fine. We knew what we got with teenager case. So, he was angry. At whom?”

	Fred took a pause, looked to the oak crown, and then answered:

	“I think that there was no person at whom he was angry. Obstacles. Circumstances. Life position, maybe. Something like this. You know – like that rat in a basement – it was angry at that fact that I close it in corner. He was crooked,” boy nodded. “That’s a perfect word.”

	Alex noted something in his notepad, and then said:

	“I see. How do you find mutual language? What was that thing that make you friends?”

	“That was old games. You see, as I’m not a very popular guy in school – my free time I spend in net and playing games. And I’m little bit strange in that ways – I like good old games. No matter what – PC or console. Antony was on my side – graphics and great number of polygons not interested him. He, as I am, liked gameplay. That was lunch break. He sit at the table alone and played a game on is a table. “Some browser shit” I thought, but passing by I saw that he played “Heroes 3.”” Fred looked at the guys. ”No?”

	Jim and Alex waved with their heads.

	“Ok,” said Fred. “In a two words - it’s a legend. And launch it on a tablet – not an easy thing. I asked him about this thing and word by word – we talked all break. That crooked glance disappeared from his eyes, and then I stopped being afraid of him.”

	Fred dropped his head a little, and his voice changed to more calm:

	“And at that same moment happened one of the important thing that connected with Antony. When we entered to our next class one of the bullies talked to him. He said something like “very poor choice of friends, newbie.” He mentioned me, of course.”

	A boy put his hands on the wheels, and then, after a second close his fingers again:

	“And then Antony did a thing whereby I understood that he might be a real friend. He said. « and you are representing?” Bully smirked and said – “myself”/ Antony looked around and answered that he knew such a guys and groups from his own class – first, who come to a newbie placed on the lowest stair of group hierarchy”

	Fred laughed a little”

	“I bet that he doesn’t know this word, and you should saw he’s face. He said, “What do you mean?” Antony turn to his copybook and said – “I would talk with alpha, not omega.” That was knockout for the bully.”

	A boy on the wheelchair looked to the Alex and Jim:

	“You can’t believe in anything that people said about Antony. He was normal,”

	Alex noted something, smiling, then asked: 

	“You aren’t firs who told this – which he was normal, but something happened with him, right?”

	Fred looked at the ground:

	“Set of things happened. This… A little bit complicated if I would tell about all this like a list. You… You know about ancient wars? Hannibal?”

	Alex frowned:

	“Only things that I remember from school”

	Jim waved with his hand showing “So-so.”

	“Ok,” said Fred. “You read in a school book that Hannibal led his army through Italy to fight with someone. However, you do not even imagine that this was during ten years. Ten years of life, army things, surviving, changes of nature and landscape.”

	Alex nodded:

	“I saw your point. Can… Huh. How can we show to our viewers that little things that you told about Antony? Maybe there was some points? For example – a car crash. Everyone told about it. But no one knows details.”

	Fred became silent for a couple of minutes, and then in a voice full of grief said:

	“This has a simple reason – Antony doesn’t talk much about it, and other two participants of that evening had died,” boy become a little quickened. «That’s why I told you about the Hannibal. A lot of things happened before the crash.”

	Barns looking at Fred said:

	“Ok. Told us about them. Let’s make an exposition,”

	Fred smiled.”

	“As a movie geek, Antony would like your way for sure,” he thought a little then began. «A bullies. That’s a main part of a crash story, because after the conversation that I told you about…”

	“First day? About alpha and omega?” Clarified Alex.

	“Yes. At the same day, after school they beat Antony. Not hard, as I can saw. Antony said that he had a much rougher fights at his former country. He said that that bully, omega, wanted to teach him manners. Also, Antony mentioned that one of their gang stayed aside of fight. That was alpha, said me Antony later, smiling. I asked him that day – why do you so happy about this? He answered that he had a two reasons – first – he read them right, second – he heard that they talk about buying a grass, and now he knew more about them then they about him.”

	“Grass? You mean a cannabis?”

	Boy look at him with one brow frowned:

	“You know a lot of teenagers, who use this word with a lawn context?”

	Alex smiled and waves with his hand, asking Fred to continue. Boy looked at him a couple of seconds, and then said:

	“I almost forgot about this case, because of time that had passed, and set of other things that happened. I think that would be right to left bullies story for a while as it was then. I introduce Antony to my friend – to Mary Root.” 

	“He…” Alex does not finish his sentence, Fred say all by himself:

	“Killed her. Yes. But then she was a nice shy girl. Pretty too,” Fred stopped for a second. “I liked her, but… Hope she knew it…”

	He signed.

	“If you want to stop…” begin Barns, but again, boy do not let him to finish:

	“No, it’s all right. Despite… Oh, you know what I am saying about. She was nice to Antony and me like that a lot. I thought he liked her too, but was not interested in her too much. Besides, he saw my feelings to her. Therefore, there were three of us. His English became much smoother, but his pronunciation still was awful, as his grammar. But he accepts our laugh and even lead jokes when talk gangster’s lines with his Russian accent. You know that grotesque bad guys in movies. Especially that was fun when he talks like this in a mall or other crowd place. You know, I thought that person isn’t bad when he or she can laugh about herself.”

	“That’s true,” agreed with Alex.

	“Maybe, that month or two. Two actually – they were perfect. Three friends, one of us – Antony, was absolutely unique and interesting. Even for his last days, he wondered wits small details of this new world. He was new and unknown to him. Without such a people with view like theirs, you don’t thing about small things around us. He made us see them. Interesting experience, anyway.”

	Fred looked far away, and dreamily said:

	“I can’t recall what happened first – that thing that I saw Antony talking to himself, or his bullies’ last fight… All the same, let’s pretend that fight. This case let me saw Antony in a little bit scary way,”

	Alex frowned:

	“Scary?”

	Fred smiled with a corner of his lips:

	“Not in that way that you think, but… Let’s me explain. Here Antony on his first day – fight’s with a dork. Next, he asks me about grass sellers nearby. And a two month later he makes his revenge using grass. Two months without a word between. I don’t know what you think – such things scare me a lot.”

	Barns appraisingly waved his head:

	“Yeah, that means that Antony was a serious guy”

	Fred nodded with compliance:

	“Yeah. And when you add here his serious face without a smile – you even can be wondered, how we were friends.”

	Alex writes something in his notepad and asked:

	“Serious face? What do you mean?”

	Fred smiled a little:

	“Antony said that this a topos of all former USSR people. They do not smile on the street, with strangers, etc. It’s one of those small details that you aren’t think about before you meet one of them. Without a smile you think that person ahead of you is ill, or sad, or continuously think about something. But Antony said that young people haven’t this feature. So we don’t pay much attention to this.”

	“I see,” said Alex. “And what about bullies’ fight? Do you know how it’s happened?”

	Fred waved his head:

	“Nope. This was another feature of Antony – some things that he doesn’t want to tell he keeps deep inside of him, no matter what. He can keep secrets, and his own secrets was sacred.”

	Alex looks disappointed, note something to his notepad, when Fred added:

	“But I can guess by what I heard about that case from different people”

	Barns lift his head from pencil to Fred:

	“I’m listening,”

	A boy smiled:

	“Something I heard from a girlfriend of one of the, something from a guy, who selling weed here…”

	“Can you say their names?”

	“A girl was the one who Antony killed and guy…” Fred thought a little. “Why not? But I ask you to delete his name from this record, ok? He’s a nice guy, and pretty careful, but I do not create a problem for him. His name is Joe, and he work in local grocery store. He told me that Antony came to him once, and asked for a grass. As I had said, Joe is a careful guy and said to come after a two day. He checked Antony, asked about him, and when he assumes that Antony is ok, two days after sell him a little. Then Antony asked about other customers, the bullies. Joe tells him all that he knows about them – which twice a month they came to him for the goods.”

	Alex frowned:

	“Just like that?”

	“Excuse me?” do not understand Fred.

	“Joe told unknown boy everything about his business?”

	“Huh. Two facts. First – Joe knows someone in a local police, and if he agrees to work with you that means that, he checked you there. Second – Antony proposed to use weed that he bought for two of them.”

	“Local police. You know who is it?”

	“No. Absolutely. But I know that Joe from time to time spend a night in the department, but never got any serious problems.”

	Alex nodded. 

	“So, Antony proposed him next thing – he’ll buy all that bullies buy for one and a half prices”

	Barn’s eyebrows jumped.

	“Yes,” nodded Fred. “Antony’s father has some money, and Antony has too. Later he told me that all his money for the two months goes for this case. But it was worth for it. They did that a job, and next time, when bullies goes to the Joe for a grass, he told them that new Russian guy bought all stuff for the highest price.”

	Fred smiled:

	“Do I need to tell you about their reaction? Next day they met Antony at school, took him to the backyard and told him that he has a choice – weed or everyday beatings. Antony said, ok I have everything here, in my bag. I don’t know how he performed all this, but I’m only tell you a gossips. He took a couple of gloves from the bag. Then pick up a 60 oz. bottle with a dark liquid and squeeze all to that dorks. Then he run. Only thing that he told about that case – that that was his fastest run in a life. I do not know how that happened, but that crowd collided with a patrol car and officer hold them. Antony dropped his gloves early, and what policeman saw? A group of bullies run after a guy, and all of them in liquid that smells like cannabis.”

	Alex asked, writing something in his notepad without looking in it:

	“What was that liquid?”

	Fred jerked his shoulders:

	“I do not know. Joe said that maybe that was an oils that left after smoking grass with water. But as I had said – Antony doesn’t tell anything about this case.”

	“If you’re right,” begin Alex pointing Fred with pencil. “That means one of two things. Antony must smoke all of weed, or he just… Just spoil it all for oils.”

	A boy shrugged:

	“Do not know. I know guys who like this stuff,” Fred showed international sign of cannabis smoking. “And I can say for sure that that wasn’t Antony’s business.”

	“Ok. Other stuff?”

	“Huh?” do not understand at first Fred, but then he said. “Oh, yeah. Approximately at that time when Antony close his case with a bullies I begun to see Antony talking to himself. It wasn’t one of that funny episodes from serials like “Quantum leap” when someone arguing with an air. No. It was… Weird. Too weird, maybe. Every time when I saw him in that state his head was bent low, and his eyes was squinted.”

	Another note and another question from Barns:

	“Do you ask him about it?”

	“Oh yeah,” nodded Fred. “But you do not know Antony if you think that that was an easy thing. At first, he refuses all my questions. He said that I saw something wrong, etc. But then I made a record with one of these… episodes”

	Alex’s eyes blinked:

	“Do you have that video?”

	“Unfortunately,” said Fred waving his head from side to side. “Lightning fried it with the video. It wasn’t too valuably anyway – you may think that it’s just a sad or sleeping boy. But for Antony it was an evidence, so I made him to talk.”

	Alex can’t stay in a couple of seconds of silence: “And?”

	“Let’s ride a little,” said Fred and rolled by the walkway.

	Guys looked at one another, and went after him.

	 

	---

	 

	When Jim catches a frame and they can continue an interview, Alex said:

	“Fred, I understand you, but…”

	A boy stopped for a second:

	“I’m afraid that I do not believe you, Mr. Barns,” he looked at Alex for a second and continues rolling. “You do not understand me. It’s not a pain to talk about this… Painful, but not too much. I can’t place details in my head to talk about them slightly. I’m afraid that you’ll understand nothing.”

	“Look,” said Alex heatedly. ”We went too far to stop…”

	Fred’s laugh interrupted him. He even stopped his wheelchair to stop laughing. At last, he whipped tears with his sleeve and said:

	“It’s just a start, mister. Say, what do you know about tulpas?”

	Alex, not expected previous reaction of a boy do not find what to say, and just lifted his shoulders and dropped them with a light grimace. Fred nodded:

	“I thought so. Hey, I know something about creepy things that “ABnormal” creator doesn’t know.” He smiled and pulls a chair a little. “Tulpa – it’s an imaginary friend. But you make it real by your own mind. You can hear its voice, feel it’s touch, etc. Say, it’s a controlled mental destabilization, made by your own efforts and your own will”

	Fred looked at Alex:

	“Understand?”

	“Hardly,” honestly said narrator. “You say that it’s an imaginary friend.” 

	Fred nodded, and Alex continues:

	“But, as I can see, it doesn’t look like that one’s that kids have?”

	Fred thought a little, and then slowly begin:

	“Lo-o-ok. Ok. I think I know,” he looks on Alex. “There are two of us. Here comes a magician and told us to imagine… a chicken in our hands”

	Boy look at the empty palm:

	“It only depends on my imagination how detailed it would be. But then this magician hypnotizes you, and say that chicken is real. And there two of us again – I am, who can only imagine chicken, and you – under the hypnosis that can touch a little furry ball” 

	Alex stopped and looked attentively at Fred, and then his eyes become larger:

	“You want to say, that he made it with himself? I mean this… hypnosis or else… Yes?”

	Fred turned around and slightly nodded:

	“I’m afraid that my explanation is the nearest for a thing that he did to himself. It a very interesting practice, after all you can train your brain as a muscle. But it may be as dangerous as big masses for a workout if you’re a beginner in gym. And I think that Antony… Damaged something inside of himself”

	Alex shake with his head and continue their walk:

	“Huh, let me see…” he looked at Jim and camera, smiled perplexedly and turned to Fred. “How can you say that Antony doesn’t mock with you? Maybe that was a big joke?”

	Fred is little smile became sad: 

	“Big joke... It may be a great heading of its story, but I saw all seriousness of it case…” He turned to Alex. “No, he doesn’t joke with us, because when I noticed his strange behavior it begin to worrying him.”

	“How do you know?”

	“Antony told me. When I show him a video. Do you know why people create imaginary friends or second, third personals inside of their heads? Except of deceasing of course.”

	Alex shrugged:

	“Because of their problems? They try to fight them with help of someone.”

	“Yes. And I think that his biggest problem was his loneliness,” said Fred, and then shrugged. “Or he was just another unstable teenager, who knows? But fact is that tulpa bothering him.” 

	Barns write something in a notepad and then asked:

	“How that bothering happened?”

	Fred looked aside and said:

	“Antony doesn’t talk too much about it, but that was things like his talking to himself. He cannot ignore it. Moreover, as they live in his brain her activities were well seen. Someone may think that he’s only a weirdo, but I knew the reason. But after the crush things rapidly changes”

	“What do you mean?”

	A boy shrugged:

	“Antony had said something about a pact they signed. Or something like this,” Fred looked at the Alex. “The longer I think about this crash, the more my confidence that this was something like point of no return. From that, time tulpa was a part of him. And their symbiosis was pretty creepy.”

	Alex pointed Fred with a pencil:

	“Symbiosis is a strong word. Do you mean it?”

	Fred nodded without single word:

	“Totally. I’d never use it if I don’t saw proof of its right.”

	“Tell us about them”

	“As I had said, from a simple point of view of people who doesn’t know him, it might seem like eccentricity. Once we planned to go to the cinema after classes, but tulpa had other plans. And she blocked his memory when a teacher asked Antony to answer at the board. And only when he agreed, she let him to answer. Other classmates thought that he can’t recall answers, or want to fool around, but I saw his struggling. After the class he apologizes and said that he can’t go with us to the cinema.”

	“Anything that it does to him was connected with harm?” Alex waved with his hand. “Does it helps him somehow?”

	“As I had said, it was a symbiosis, and – yes, she helps him a lot.”

	“She? It has a gender?”

	Fred smiled: 

	“If you are a teenager, and you create an imaginary friend – do you have something in your mind that doesn’t connected with opposite gender?”

	Alex smiled a little and nodded:

	“I see. Do you saw examples of … her help?”

	“Yes. It was well seen in the school. Antony can look on a page for a few seconds, and recall information on it pretty clear. Something he can pass a test without even preparing for it. And looking on his face – with a couple of sleepless nights”

	“Something like a “Rain Man?” 

	Fred thought a moment then waved with his head:

	“No. It was closer to the “Wishmaster”, with that difference, that gene lived in his own head. And I think that after the crash to the night of … an incident that thing grew stronger”

	“Why do you think so?”

	“Sometimes he had done almost impossible things. He can talk about things that lay on the roof of my house or make some kind of predictions. You know how it happens when you turn a radio and know for sure what song will be played next? He done that pretty frequently. And that scared a lot. In addition, there was something around him… I don’t know, maybe this was an aura, or… I don't have words in my vocabulary to describe this…”

	“Can you characterize it? Something simple – what do you saw or felt?”

	This time pause was long. All this time Fred looked away. Then, still looking at the orange line at the horizon he said:

	“When you ride on the night road, lights let you see only asphalt ahead of your car. And you see and know everything about this light area,” he turns his head to a narrator. “But you not sure about darkness around you. Something may sit there and looking on you with absolutely black eyes. Sometimes I thought that something hid behind Antony and looking at me.”

	Alex tried to look calm despite cold needles on his back. 

	“Ok,” he said bravely. “Car crash. Do you know something about it?”

	“Only rumors,” answered Fred. “I heard that he came to the party at the Stephanie Prima house. She’s kind a star of our class. And she thought that inviting Antony would bring something interesting to the party,” Fred smiled with a corner of his mouth. “For sure you need to be afraid of your wishes… I know that he went with Mary there. And then tried to seduce Stephanie. And even successfully, if not bullies whom he framed early. Sometimes I heard that Stephanie tried to stand up for Antony, sometimes – that she was dreamy a little. Maybe that was alcohol or another dope…”

	“But?”

	“But Mary told that she was a little…Slow. Like people under the hypnosis. She told that Stephanie stood between bullies and half-naked Antony and tried to say something to defend him, but she can’t talk rightly. Then bullies take Antony to the street and there was a fight until car crash… Nobody can’t recall what look had that car or what color it was, or brand. Mary told that it looked like a huge shadow, but she is was not reliable witness”

	Alex noted something, turn page of notepad and frowned:

	“Why?”

	Fred smiled with a sad smile, and Jim noted to himself that this kind of smile is too frequent to this case:

	“Because she had liked Antony,” boy said looking at his arms. “And I heard a rumor that she dances with him that night. Then this happened… She wasn’t talk a lot about that party, and I didn’t ask trying not to hurt her.”

	Jim noted for himself that sun going down, and there is not much time left. He was sure that Alex keeps track of time too, but said to him silently only with lips “time.” Alex closed eyes in a sign of understanding and said to Fred:

	“You said that this crash change everything. What do you mean?”

	“I think that after that crush there was no symbiosis. I can’t say where Antony end’s and his tulpa begins. Sometimes I thought that I could see her through the apples of his eyes. And that shadow around him became thicker.”

	“Mrs. Prey said that she thought that her misfortune with the hand – is Antony’s job. Do you think so?”

	Fred nodded:

	“For that time I knew that something wrong with him. I’m even had a nice demonstration of his new powers.”

	This time Alex almost drops his pencil. Moreover, before he asked a question boy continued to talk:

	“We had a test. Very important. And I saw that his tulpa gives him a great help, so I asked – can she help me too? Then he thought a little, looked aside smiled and said – we can try. When he said this a saw strange gleam in his eyes. He invited me to his room. I was there a lot of times, but that time I remembered perfectly because of atmosphere of that place. Wherever you looked in his room, you saw something fake, like watching optical illusions pictures. It seems like that room had a lack of corners, despite four that your eyes saw, brain said that there must be more walls and corners. You saw connections between a ceiling and walls, and thought that it’s a wrong angle. You felt dizzy there, like on the sheep because of difference of what you see and what you feel”

	Fred looked at the Alex:

	“I know how it sound’s but it was like looking at the props of an illusionist – common things have a second bottom. He opened some notepad, thicker of yours, and prepare some little bones. He took them from a little chest that he kept under his bed…”

	Pencil in Alex’s hand danced on the white page, noting important words.

	“He read some nonsense from his notepad, simple words, but when he pronounced them, they become a one string of letters and sounds. I can’t say when this one ends and other begin. His reading and dizziness that I felt before almost disconnected me from reality. Then he dropped little bones on the floor and sliced his hand with a knife, dropped some blood on bones, outlined a honeycomb, put dot in one of its corners and ask for my hand. I denied. Then he turned angry and said that if I want to get help, no matter with the test or with Mary I need a sacrifice something, and blood – less that I can give.”

	Fred opened his palms and looked at them. 

	“I was afraid and angry, because of his words about Mary… But fright was much stronger, so I run away. That was the week before his expulsion and Mrs. Prey hand case…”

	A boy looked with watery eyes to Alex:

	“So, yes. I think that he did that somehow.”

	“Notepad – do you see it before?”

	Fred waved with his head:

	“No. Not before and not after.”

	Alex turn page of his own pad to previous page:

	“Honeycomb?”

	“I don’t know anything about them, and why it was exact this figure.”

	“Bones. What do you think about them?”

	Fred shrugged:

	“Something little. Like rat or some bird. I do not know. And don’t want to.”

	Barns nodded, and turn page forward:

	“This ritual. This was first one that you saw?”

	“Yes. But then I’m understood source of his bandages and medicine plasters on hands”

	“He wore them frequently?”

	Fred nodded. Moreover, smiled:

	“The funnier thing that he passes that test perfectly. In addition, that was the case why Ms. Prey argued at him, because his results were too clear, and she asked how he had cheated. What happened next – you already know”

	Alex nodded and looked to the red line on the west:

	“We had not so much time, Fred. Please, tell us about the incident.”

	Instead of answer boy looked at his smartphone, and put hands on the wheels:

	“Let’s go, I think I can tell you all this on the way to home.”

	They stand up. Jim’s and Alex’s legs cracked a little, and they began to move in opposite direction. 

	“That was a dance night, as you know. I had a great plan for it – I want to tell Marry about my feelings to her. I was afraid because after the party with a crash, she and Stephanie became friends, and I think that now she would ignore me for sure…Then he entered the hall. There was something wrong with him. And for this moment, I don’t know what it was. It seemed that he skipped a step one after another. He slides through a crowd. I think that if vampires were real – they must move like he then. He saw Mary and Stephanie and goes to them. I do not hear what they had talked about but then Mary slapped his face. Then…”

	Fred pulled wheels one more time and then closed his eyes. His chair stopped. Jim and Alex waited a little, and then Alex squatted near the boy and put a hand on his shoulder:

	“Fred…,” he said. “If you do not want…”

	A boy opened his face full of tears and waved his head:

	“No. I must. So,” he said straightening out. “Mary slapped him, and then he stubs her. I do not remember order of things that happened then, but scream and lightning happened almost in the same time. Stephanie gave a cry when Mary dropped to the floor, and then in another lightning strike I saw something near them… It was something like stone pillars. They were transparent and vanished after the flash, but retina fixed it image… Another flash and I saw that some figure stands between these pillars and two stones in front of them are stone manticores. They were old and carved out of stone, some details were missed from them, but… But when other flash occurred, I saw that they looked at the figure behind them, whereas few moments early they looked at me…”

	Fred pulled his chair, and they renew their walk.

	“Then Antony stabbed Stephanie. A lot of things happened for a couple of seconds, and I’m not sure that all thing was as if I recall now… Then I went mad and run to Mary. Crowd with the loud scream runt out, and I needed to break through it to get to her… I saw Antony dropped to knees and beginning to draw honeycomb. I tried to hit him, but he stabbed me with a piece of glass that now was everywhere. I screamed something, but can’t say what that was… Then pillars became much more visible, and he stepped to figure that stands there. It seemed that he done all this against his own would, because his face was full of tears. He made one more step, and they become one with the figure… And then he stubbed himself. I saw transparent manticore’s screaming, and figure behind Antony bent down. Then everything was dark and black. Pillars, figure and my consciousness were gone…”

	Saying this, he stopped right in front of his house. 

	“You know, then and today I have the same impression about all that he done there… He was like a joggler, who drop one of his balls. And then, one by one dropped all other balls. His… His plan was failed… Something made him fall apart like a house of cards”

	Alex stretched out his hand:

	“Thank you, Fred. You’re very clever, and courage boy for your age”.

	Fred smiled, and sweep tears with his sleeve:

	“All geeks like that didn’t you saw movies and shows?” he shakes Alex’s hand and then Jim’s. “Thank you, guys. Hope you’ll have a nice show from this massacre… But do not forget that Hannibal walk around Italy a lot of years, and he became a different person in contrast to who was in the beginning”

	A front door opened, and Fred’s mother calls him. He sweeps his face one more time, and roll to her. Jim takes a shot of Fred hugging his mother and doors closed after them, and then turn off camera. He looked on Alex, who as if reading his thoughts dialed phone and said:

	“Good evening, Mr. Tychov. Oh. Ok. No-no, it would be nice. Thank you.”

	By clicking red button, he turned to Jim:

	“Our interview would be tomorrow,” he signed. “Let’s go to Nancy, and I want to sit in some calm place.”

	After a couple of minutes, their van was rolling to well-known dinner. Guys sit in total silence as for today it was already said all.

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #24.

	Second day in a school. It was much more interesting. Much more. 

	A soap sphere around me gone, and today I received first “hello.” This simple word said to me one geeky guy that sit near me in the class. He had some problems with a weight, but his eyes had that sparkle that identifies intellect. I’m afraid to look like a Nazi or fascist, but I’m believe in that fact that you can judge from one sight on someone’s face to see if he (or she) is a city habitant or village, if he (or she) is smart or not. In a line that wait for some form paper in some government organizations you can see a scandalous woman almost without any mistakes. I believe in that fact that some of our ancestors, covered with a fur gave us a miraculous ability to see nature of people that we meet with a couple of moments. Some of us lost this ability, but on some unconscious level everyone can do this. And this guy has a light and intelligent face. 

	For the contrast next of mine classmates haven’t any sign of intellect on his face. He said: “Very poor choice of friends, newbie.”

	I turned to the voice. It was a guy, much bigger than me, and, maybe, I would be scared if I don’t know how this flock worked. I know that first, who come to the new guy is always a hyena – lowest person in the flock’s hierarchy. 

	I looked strictly into hyena’s eye and said:

	“At last, he, despite your friend who sent you, has the courage to say something himself.”

	At first he even doesn’t understand my answer. What a shock, huh? But then, his face showed me than my words took place of that one thought that occupied his scull earlier. He smiled a little, and said to guy that said “Hi” to me:

	“Look here, Fred. Here one who can take your place,”

	A big guy smiled wider (I believe that this action took all of his brain and goes to his place.

	That occasion makes me a little bit calm. First – I know the name of that guy and second – I was totally right about that fact that rules for a newbie are same in my former country and here. Despite all my problems thought that there are constants in this world makes me more comfortable. 

	Tomorrow this situation will continue, and I need to be ready. 

	What do I mean? This is a simple situation, and if you sometime would be a newcomer to some big company, where some sub-companies exist, be sure of next things. First – you’ll be tested by most aggressive sub-company. Anyway. No options. Everybody wants to know you, but only they will try to know on experience. They’ll push you, and see how far do you dodge. This is a role for the smallest person in hierarchy in that sub-company. It’s a chance to that person to become second, so he’ll try to do his best. If you pass this exam – next to you will talk leaders of every group, but after a leader of that most aggressive sub-group. It may be a long process, a couple of days, but main goal is not bend in a first minute, and you’ll have a chance to take a nice place. Not an alpha from a start, but not an omega too. That’s a nice news for today. 

	Another nice news is that my parents went away for a weekend, so I’ll have enough time to practice with my tulpa. Today training was only repeating of my former success – I saw her figure, increase her density, and feel her presence in the room. I think that’s yesterday feeling that she licked me is just my imagination, or lack of masturbation. Anyway, I have a great amount of work in this field. 

	Good night, my dirty diary. And fuck you too.”

	 

	“Diary entry #25.

	Today is a great day! Not because of school – fuck that place (except of Ms. Prey of course.), no – there is a same still situation without any movement – I’m a shadow, and everyone doesn’t give attention to me. 

	All because of a tulpa. I saw her today for a first time. 

	And all because of a simple discovery! I looked at my issue under another point of view. I thought about old-time magicians. Their obligatory attributes were special things, or rather artifacts with a magic powers, special spells and movements passes. Of course, I know, that everyone of that old dead so-called magicians wee talented actors with set of tricks. But hey! Here might be a seed of truth. Look. Success in a job depends of your confidence, and even with your self-confidence. And I think that all that artifacts and passes is only for raising level of self-confidence. So, I took a notepad and a pencil, and begin my meditation.

	At first my hand and mind were still, but then I saw her, my tulpa. I saw her shapely body, and her nudity, that she tried to hide with a half-turn pose. She had a red-brown eyes with a pupil like a cat’s one, and a long dark-brown hair that covers her buttocks. Damn, she was pretty! I looked at her, and forgot about all around – room, pencil in my hand, and even about a school. Here she is! My tulpa! She stands in front of me and begins to turn to me. One second after I saw her pretty tits, and… Uh… 

	In a second she was gone. I lost concentration. 

	I do not know how long, but I sat without any movement. Then I shake my head, like after a deep dream, and looked at my notepad. And then I saw something interesting. In the center of the page, all crossed with a random lines was a drawn octagon. It was almost perfect and had a couple of lines at every side. I think that my hand moved three or four times, drawing it. And tip of pencil was stand at one of the corners of an octagon, inside of the figure. 

	That was pretty interesting, and in the same time – scares me a little. I don’t remember how I draw that octagon. More of that, it was drawn without looking at the page, and I was sure that if I’d measure it sides, it would be perfect. 

	But I thought that it was a good sign. 

	Ha! Get it? 

	Have a nice night, my dirty diary! Sleep well with a dreams, full of octagons.”

	 

	“Diary entry #26.

	A summary of this day, my dirty diary is: a couple of bruises one friend and first word from a tulpa. 

	And now in order of this happens.

	In a school, as I had said I met the leader of bullies. More correctly would say that he met me. On the biggest break, when I had sat alone with my meals, he sat near me, and took something out from my lunchbox. 

	“Nice,” he said. “And talking to my friend in that tone that you choose – isn’t so nice.”

	I was silent as a fish, looking up on a mess with thoughts in my head. 

	He continues:

	“But, hey, I know that my friends haven’t sharp mind, huh.”

	Another moment of silence from me. 

	“Hey, I know how’s newbie feels. Now you are thinking that if you’re would still in the class, you could choose role by yourself,” he grabs another slice of food, I can’t see what it was because adrenaline makes me almost blind. “But I have some info to you – you can’t rule here. Hey, join us, newbie.”

	He looked around and smiled at someone out of my sight:

	“Hey, or you’re a fag like Fred? Fred-fag have a new friend, huh? Let’s ask him…”

	He stood from a bench and goes aside. 

	And in one second my sight become absolutely clear. I stood up and went after him. Meanwhile, bully came to Fred, and clapped him on the shoulder. I don’t hear what does he said, because of blood drums into my head. Someone of bullies’ gang screamed something to leader, and it helps me a lot, so, when he turned around I hit him with a tray and a smile on my face. Later, when principal asked people, who sat at the cafeteria, everyone said that it was an accident. And, partly, it was, but juice that I spilled on leader’s jeans was on purpose. 

	One thing that I learn about scum – the biggest injury that you can do to them – make them funny. No matter, who it is – school bully or someone from fucking pair of Second World War - Adolph or Joseph, each of them most of all was afraid of being funny. And now, leader of the bullies stood in the center of the cafeteria with a dark stain on his jeans.

	I’m imagined my own coffin. Here’s a wood, and here’s a nails, and in my hand – an old good hammer. And I’m saying at loud:

	“Hey, I know that US is a cheerful country, but such a reaction is too much!”

	This would be a great coffin! Nice and qualitative. I know that laugh is around us, but I can’t hear a thing. I hear my funeral drums, and hitting nails, seeing red face of the bully. Some of his friends run to us, and try to scare me, but leader was wise, and stopped him. He said in a hissing manner:

	“That was a great mistake, newbie.”

	He looked around, took off his hoodie, and put it around his hips, covering a stain. 

	All group went out, and I sat at the nearest bench. 

	“Thanks,” said Fred. “It was too much, you know?”

	I nodded. I decide to stay silent for a little, because I know that my voice would tremble, just like my arms, that’s why they stayed on my knees. Then I said:

	“It was a mistake, I know. Hitting that hyena couple of days ago – would be more vise…” I took a pause, then continue. «But he wanted to hurt you.”

	“Fred,” he said, and straight his hand to me.

	I shake it:

	“I know. And I’m Antony, and I’m guessed that you know it.”

	He smiled: 

	“Yeah. Thanks,” He said once again. “But you became their enemy. I used to a role of victim.”

	I found something on my trey that evade of juice and chew it without feeling a taste at all:

	“Well, now I’m a bullies’ enemy, I think…” I thought a little, and smiled. “I think that I can stand it, if you had,”

	Fred smiled:

	“I wasn’t fight them.”

	“So do I”

	“Yet”

	And he was right, because just after a school I was beaten by a group of that bullies. A leader stood aside with a glass of yellow liquid. Do I need to tell you what that was? I can say only that thing that he tells to me, before he spills it on me, when I was lied at the ground:

	“You asked this. And we all give you a part of us.”

	He spills it all over me. 

	Loser. 

	I humiliated him on the eyes of the crowd, and his answer is a small bite after a school at the backyard. I’ll stand it. 

	That’s why despite extra laundry and some bruises on the ribs (another amateur act from them – my former friends always beat up on kidneys – that bring a lot of hurt without any signs), despite all this I was in a good mood. I set on laundry (Hail to washing machine – it helps me without mother noticing), and closed in my room. 

	I turn on my favorite meditation track, placed a notepad on my lap and pencil in my hand. I judged that if octagons – is appeared in the last session, maybe they mean something to state of mind that helps seeing tulpa. You know, that trick with a smile – when you’re having a nice mood – you’re smiling, and when you haven’t one, smile that you put without any fun in your mind, can change your spirit to many lighter. 

	So, I began to draw honeycombs, sliding into state of trance. Later I saw that all of them was a little inclined, like I’m drawing them in 3D space on some angular surface. 

	Anyway, I saw her much faster than other times. She had a shape of a girl with a dark hair, and something animalistic was in her face. Something powerful, that kind of true, nature power of thunder or a tiger – uncontrolled and scary. She looked at herself, smiled and raised her sight on me:

	“Hi, Antony,” she said. Her voice was quite strange. Seems that it undefined yet – I hear my own tone, mother’s tone that bitch from former country tone in it. Strange mix. “Do you mind dressing me up?”

	And just at this moment I saw that she hasn’t any clothes. No, she wasn’t naked thought. Just undefined pattern – figure, hips, breast (shapely), but without any texture. 

	I closed up my eyes and strained. When I opened them, there were sweat at my forehead, and tulpa was dressed up like a teacher. She looked at herself once again and smiled little bit wider: 

	“Not bad. I see where you took this idea, but it’s a beginning, yes?” she corrected her skirt a little, then said. “Now, take a rest, mister”

	And then she disappeared, like a thick grey smoke.

	I’m exhausted, my filthy diary, but two friends were worth of it. And that one enemy that I got today… Looking at the place where a couple of moments ago stood tulpa, and on the page full of hexagons - I’m sure that I’ll see a way to manage this issue. ”

	 

	“Diary entry #27.

	 Today I had one of the additional lessons that I still have with Ms. Prey. And today we had talk about “The Catcher in the Rye”. And… Huh… I’ll try to talk civil… I hope I’ll can manage it, looking on a popularity of this book, and all respect from the world of literature. So:

	- Fuck you, J. D. Salinger!

	Here.

	Now I feel better. 

	I… I just don’t know where I need to begin by talking about it. It has a nice language, nice atmosphere, setting of the inner world of a teenager. Not a brightest one too. But… It’s like a brick. Well-done architectural brick. What can you say about brick, huh? Nicely done? Solid? Useful? And that’s all. I can’t see why someone sees a revelation in it, see a genius book in a nice solid story. You can say that it describes a time, a trying to find yourself in a strange circumstances and all that rubbish that can give you teachers. But it would be just the argumentation of the status of this book. 

	I think that a great trick was happened here – someone saw geniality here, talk about this. Other people listened to that first guy, and say something “Yeah! That man absolutely right! It’s unseen from a first sight, but it’s a genius!”. And now we have something like nuclear reaction – one hit leads two hits, two to four and so on. And when sometime later you stand on the black surface after reaction ends you see nothing. All thing was in reaction itself. Nothing left after this. 

	And I think that thinking about “Catcher” as a must-read think is just an aftermath of that reaction. 

	Many years that brick called genius – how come you think that this is a common (but nice) brick? Yeah. I think it is! And you know, whose think that I’m totally right? Salinger himself? Why do you think he doesn’t write anything else? I think that he doesn’t want to talk with such dumb crowd, who saw a black cat in a black room, and now worshipping it. 

	Reverse situation. Can of soup from Warhol. That’s truly genius thing. You may say, “Fuck you, Antony! That’s your brick itself! Just a painted brick!”.

	And I will say. “First – fuck you!” Second – yes! That’s a brick. And it was created as a brick. And it was sold like a brick. No surprises, no searches for additional senses, it’s just a black cat. Nice healthy black cat. Pur-pur-pur. But that can of soup was genially sold. Warhol was first, who thought of thing like this, and that’s why his can is a brilliant idea, and “catcher” is just a brick. 

	Ms. Prey was surprised by this explanation, but said that I have a nice way of thoughts. We agreed that every thought have a right to exist if you have a nice background of argumentation behind them. Logic, as other genius Asimov said – can’t be wrong, but you can have wrong presuppositions. I have nothing to add. 

	Today I decided to make a day off from meditations and seeing tulpa. It took a lot of energy, and I can’t do this every day. So far, at least. Tomorrow is a Friday, and that means that weekend without parents full of movies, porn and chips is close as my own nose! Fuckin’ hurray!

	See you, my filthy diary!”

	 

	“Diary entry #28.

	Friday evening. Some new bruises on my ribs (I count them all to return in a full-scale.), and one new friend. Now it’s a girl. Let’s begin with her.

	Her name is Mary. She was away this week, so I don’t meet her earlier. She’s nice and even may be called pretty. I had a lunch with a Fred, when she sat near us. You see, my shitty diary, for everyone except Fred and those bastards that beat me I’m still a ghost. It’s a par – I don’t touch anyone, and they pretend that I’m not exist. Nice and comfortable. I had noticed a new face in a class of course, but hey what I know? 

	She has an interesting look – she has such a… Natural. I’ll use that word – she has a natural beauty. Something that doesn’t need a push-up’s or ton of makeup. I’m sure, that the guy that would wake up near her, would see that nice face – that doesn’t need any bathroom manipulations to be pretty. 

	I knew one guy in my former country, from an elder company, and he doesn’t see his girlfriend without makeup. She goes to bed after him, always. And even after sex, she took a pause before brushing her teeth and all girl’s procedures in the bathroom. And that guy was totally ok about this. He said that if she continue to giving him all kind of pleasure in the bed – he doesn’t give a shit about her look. I can’t understand it, though. I think that this would be a sign that I found my true pair – if she would be beautiful in the morning. 

	So, Fred introduces me to Mary, and we had a nice chat. As Fred said after, Mary have an interesting place in school hierarchy. She was pretty smart, so she could help other girls, and in return – she was a part of their group. Not an alpha, but not an omega too. Girls ladder has other structure then boys, despite all common things. She’s a pretty geeky – she easily talks with us about games, movies and comics. And she already knew all things that had happened to me here. Einstein was wrong about limit of speed – school gossips is much faster than light. 

	And after school I have another session of beating me up. Without any expression I must to note. Just as a schedule. They were still jerks and still hit’s like amateurs. But they gave me one present – one of them, when he made another hit with a leg to my ribs dropped out a bag with a weed. I was covering my head, but I saw it. I can use it somehow. The more details – the better. I need to ask Fred about this. 

	And now, ladies, gentleman and you, my filthy diary – time to practice with a tulpa. ”

	 

	Chapter 11

	 

	Next morning was not just waking up for Alex was rather a resurrection, not just opening of the eyes. He felt worse than before going to bed. He was exhausted yesterday, but today he was totally broken. He was not sure what was it, but he thought that it was a result of yesterday interview. Despite its greatness for the show, it took a little bit more of his energy then he thought. For his luck Jim was a live proof of God’s purpose and justifying his last name, held out his hand with a coffee cup. “Here,” Jim said. Looking Alex, who drank coffee like a thirsty man in the desert. ”I can’t recall when I saw you last time like yesterday, but I knew in what state you’re open your eyes after.”

	Barns return to Jim empties cup:

	“Thanks buddy”

	“You’re welcome,” said Helper throwing wrinkled cup across the room to the trash bin. He missed a little and with a silent curse went to throw it right. “You know what do I think about coffee before the breakfast?”

	Alex answered something, but Jim does not recognize anything like words because of a toothbrush in the mouth of his friend. However, he was sure that Barns said something rude.

	He thought a little, and then goes to check his stuff. He checked indicators of the charge on his cameras and decided to put them on charge. He always had a couple of power banks in his bag, and they were always charged to the maximum. 

	“So,” said Jim. “I hope that this would be last interview for this case?”

	“I …” there was sound of spitting from the bathroom. Then Alex said: “I think so.”

	Narrator came out to the room and said:

	“In any case I do not see other probabilities to find something interesting. Our guy is a real talent. He had two friends…” Alex, like his friend checked his working things. “One of them he put to the wheelchair, other one he killed”

	They took their bags and went to the street. It was a nice shiny morning. Alex close his eyes, smiled to the sun and went to the van. 

	“In such places people always suspicious about the newcomers. And when one of them starts to kill people…” Alex waved with his head. «Anyway, even if his father doesn’t say us anything helpful, we had a nice material at the moment”

	Jim nodded and started an engine. He wouldn’t say it to Alex, even because of tortures, but he hoped that father of their guy wouldn’t say anything interesting. But something black and deleterious in the farthest corner of his mind said that he’s wrong. 

	Van rolled on the road and friends went to the “Nancy’s” for the breakfast. It was not too much time that they needed for a couple of eggs, stripes of beacon and hazelnut pie, and in order that in an hour big metal hornet rolling to the Antony’s parents’ house. 

	Alex tried to concentrate on his notes that he made all this time. He rewrote them during the breakfast and tried to make a structure for his interview. Nevertheless, result wasn’t so good – this case consists of rumors, superstitions and strangeness. That’s why he tried to isolate some storylines from tons of facts that they collected by these days. Some themes were joint in different interviews, some – special and known by one person who knew Antony, but Alex hoped that father can give him an answers.

	Jim parked their car in front of the house, and walk out. He opened a side door, and walk to the slide door to pick up his equipment. Alex takes a few minutes to finish his notes, and then walk to the street too. 

	There was a cloudy morning, when you didn’t know what kind a day lay above – it may be rainy day as in the same way as shiny. Alex looks around and make little deep inhales. He felt slight worriedness, he knew this feeling – it means a good interview to him, but it wasn’t a comfortable state. He took his small bag, checked blank papers of his notebook and looked on Jim. Helper saw his friend’s condition, and as Alex know that this a good sign, and smiled to him, “Let’s go to your Giaconda.” 

	They walk to the door, and Barns felt a weak Deja view feeling, he thought that in the same second when they will ring at the door Antony’s mother would scream at them again. That is why, when he put his finger on the bell his hand treacherously shake. He hoped that Jim didn't notice it. There was a moment when nothing happened, and then door opened. On the threshold, they saw a middle-aged man with a silver moustaches and silver hair on both sides of his head. That was definitely Antony’s father – he had almost the same face as his son, only older by itself. He said with a calm voice:

	“Mr. Barns and Mr. Helper I think?”

	Alex nodded and shook hand of the man:

	“Good day, Mr. Tychov”

	Jim shook his hand too.

	Man stepped aside and pointed with his hand inside of the house:

	“Come in, gentleman. Coffee? Tea?”

	Alex smiled:

	“Thanks, Mr. Tychov, we just had a breakfast.”

	“Call me Luc,” said man. 

	Alex said looking around and pointing for a Jim to the photo on the wall:

	“Uncommon name”

	Mr. Tychov turned to friends and smiled a little:

	“You mean uncommon for a former USSR citizen?”

	Alex distracted from the walls and said:

	“Oh… Sorry. Yes, I mean exactly this.” 

	Mr. Tychov nodded and continued his walk to the kitchen:

	“My parents were religious people. And now I grateful them, because this name is almost common here. At least more common than some “Mytrophan””. 

	Friends smiled.

	“Say, where do you had your breakfast?”

	“Nancy’s,” said Alex.

	“Nice choice but let me make coffee by my own receipt. Nan is a good cooker, but not good coffee is a commonplace of all US dinners, whatever good they cook their meals.”

	Jim nodded, and Alex said for both of them:

	“Thanks, it would be nice”

	A host nodded and said:

	“Sit down, please. Oh, or you want to shoot here?”

	Alex looked on Jim. Helper shrugged, and narrator turned to Luc: 

	“We can make it later. Besides, we do not bother Mrs. Tychov”

	“You can feel save,” answered host. “I made her an injection of her sedative. And I want to apologize about that incident with her. Everyone here know about her condition, especially Colonel, but he let you done this… I do not know why.”

	Alex smiled and nodded:

	“You do not need to apologize, and it’s a frequent thing – my visits to a jail. And Mr. Colonel has his own reasons, he told me them.”

	From a cooker guests heard a sound of boiling water, and then they feel spicy smell of coffee. Barns felt taste by inner part of his throat.

	“Smells like a miracle,” he said.

	Mr. Tychov nodded:

	“It tastes better,” saying this, he took three little cups and fill them with hot almost black liquid. “So. We will sit here or in the living room?”

	Alex looked on the Jim, and last answered to the undelivered question:

	“It would be cozy if we begin here, and then after a short intermedium will go to the living room.”

	A narrator nodded and turned to the host:

	“You heard the cameraman.”

	Luc gave them biscuits, and cups of coffee. He waits for friends make first sips, and then take his own.

	“Oh…” said Alex. “Like said one FBI agent – it’s a damn good coffee.” 

	He turned to the camera. “As you can notice, this great reception arranged with the father of Antony Tychov. We sit on the kitchen of their house and now let us begin our talk. Good day, Mr. Tychov, Luc”

	A host nodded to the camera, then turned to Alex. 

	“First of all, thank you for you agree to this talk. We faced with the fact that a very small number of people want to talk about this case…”

	Luc nodded:

	“I think that they afraid even of thinking about this. People afraid of things that they do not understand, but we are living in an open world now, somebody even calls it a glass house. I think that this is a right comparison, and the better we would see something, the more we will talk – the better world would be.”

	“And wat do they afraid of?”

	Mr. Tychov look into his cup and said:

	“I think that most of scare was of answers. You know a phrase that the more we study, the less we know? So, I think that the feel with their guts that here, in this case, is something that they need to study, to understand, to… To expend borders of an understandable world.”

	Alex sipped his coffee and said:

	“Let’s begin from the start. You came to this town last summer from…” 

	“Spring. It was March… No, an April when we came here. And let’s call our former country – ex-USSR, especially region we came from.”

	“Hm…” Alex looked into his notes. “In that case, it turned out that you have a couple of weeks before integration in this town’s life.”

	Mr. Tychov nodded:

	“Yes, I want to look on this new life from a side before we became part of it. I think it was a good plan, because such… Immigration, let’s call it by its name – it’s a very hard thing. It’s hard for a new generation, who live in an open world, not saying about me, who saw a cold war and closed border.”

	“How Antony face it?”

	Luc shrugged and looked into the kitchen window:

	“He thought that I was a traitor,” man turned to the narrator. “He was angry. Of course. We must leave all that we knew before and went across the world. It was hard adaptation. That’s why we came here earlier then begin to integrate into town life… But I think that Antony never forgive me.”

	“Why do you think so?”

	Luc sighed:

	“Like every old offence from time to time it appears in our family scenes… He missed home for a while, but later he thought that the root of all problems here is our moving out… Then was a couple of visits to a family doctor. I think that it’s hurt Antony a lot worse”

	“Was that helpful?”

	Luc shrugged:

	“For that moment… I think so. Anyway, he shows us some ways to change point of view. Anyway, I think that that visits helped Antony to reconcile with circumstances.”

	Alex nodded and drinks his coffee for a last drop. He put cup on the table and said:

	“Thank you for the coffee once again.”

	“You’re welcome,”

	Barns continued:

	“Everyone with whom we talked before said that they didn't find that point where he became… Different. Do you see it from today?”

	“Different,” dreamily repeated Mr. Tychov. “Nice word… Nevertheless, I am afraid that like any other parent’s we denied a problem to the last. I heard such a stories about the parents of drug addicts. At first, they refuse that there is a problem is. Then they try to help their children, and often knowing that all money that they give to them will go for drugs, they give them money. And you know why?”

	Alex shakes his head, and Antony’s father answered:

	“Because if their children buy drugs, their pain will go for a while. Parents will do many things to rid their children of something… So do we. We do not want to see a problem, hoping that giving him time he will cure himself. Time of our non-reaction was drug for him. But when it started… No, I can’t say that. I remember his speech about Necronomicon, but now I think that it wasn’t the start.”

	Alex shakes his head lightly:

	“Necronomicon? Book of dead?”

	“Yes. The same one. One Sunday after the church, Antony asked me do I know something about it? I said – yes, some films use it, as I know. It mentioned in a different creepy stories. He nodded and said that he found a story about it in the internet, then some guy who sells it, as he said – rewritten from an original. I said that I thought that there no place, for such a literature in our house, and that makes him laugh to the tears in his eyes. And you know why?”

	“I can only suppose,” said Alex. “Maybe Antony knew the origin of that book?”

	“Exactly! He told me a story of a Lovecraft’s pantheon, about all his gods and Necronomicon that Howard made up. Next, my question was why do he think about this book? In addition, he said strange thing for that time. He said – I think about the power of imagination. It easily can make some imaginary things real. I said that for that purpose you need also faith and followers. He nodded and said – you caught an idea.” 

	Jim silently places his cup near the Alex’s one, and Luc, finishing his coffee, took all the cups and place them into the sink. 

	“That day I thought that he told me about the church, some irony. Despite my parent’s I am not religious man and Antony too. Then I do not pay attention to that talk…So, if you want a starting point – that was it, but I do not saw it”

	He turned to the interviewers: 

	“Let’s go to the living room.”

	Three of them went to the hall and turned right. They came in a large, light room with photos on the walls. There were family photos and every part of it separately. Jim shoots them when Alex and Luc took their places. 

	“So,” said Barns. “You just said that when it starts you do not know, but when does you mentioned it?”

	“As I had said – parents see almost at the start, but they do not want to understand it, trying to think that all ok, nothing happens, all is just a coincidence. Nevertheless, small things always tell you that something is wrong…It is always almost nonsense. We found strange pictures on his shelves, some bones, candles wax…But it all had no sense when your kid is a teenager, who had just left his country and friends… But at some point you can’t close eyes on facts, and you need face them…”

	“When does that happen?”

	“Crash,” answered Antony’s dad. «Although… No, there was one moment that scared me for a first time. I think at that moment I understand that something is wrong. It was… Hm. A couple of months after the crash. All that little stuff that I had mentioned we can’t ignore and one weekend we came into Antony’s room. There was a mess. Everywhere were some papers with a strange signs and loud music. We said that he must clean his room, and so on… In the finale of our fight, he said that if we ever enter this room without his invitation we would have some backwash that we do not allow to cross line at the door.” Luc looked to the side and said: 

	“Then he shut the door. After that, we argued with my wife do, he touches it? I was sure that he doesn’t, just waved his hand and door shut. But my wife said that was it was only my imagination.”

	Alex held a pause that Luc put then asked:

	“But he cleans his room?”

	Antony’s father smiled:

	“Oh yeah, cleaned. And shut music off. Moreover, sitting in the kitchen we heard his voice. Angry teenager shout something – what’s wrong? Nevertheless, there were two voices there, and we were afraid to look in his room again. It seems that he is arguing with someone. And after it, one day when I stayed at home, I entered his room. I cannot stay there even for five minutes. I felt lack of air, even when I opened a window and dizziness. I ask my wife to enter, and she runt from there after three minutes. Something was wrong there, despite total clearness.

	He looked aside and continued:

	“It became a very strange place. It was wrong. You cannot see the reason, but you feel it. Every dimension has some its own curve: volume that you saw doesn't equal volume that you feel, light was little bit bright or less then it must be, if you count angles sometimes it feels like you must find fifth, or count on three at all. Now it has only a light start of that effect - it's only uncomfortable, but even now you can't say why for sure.”

	Barns turned some pages of his notebook:

	“Here,” he said pointing on page with his writing. “Fred said that his room seemed had a pair of additional corners, but you can’t see them. A brain thinks that they are there, but eyes see nothing,”

	Luc smiled:

	“Fred. Smart and nice boy. How is he?”

	“He’s fine. As much as possible.”

	“Glad to hear. He’s a good friend. And yes, I think he found a way to describe effect of that room.”

	“Can we shoot some there?”

	Luc raised eyebrows:

	“Yes. I will lead you there but now effect weaker with every day. Maybe it’s connected with symbols that we found on the walls and corners. Nobody can’t say what does they meant, but after we erase them room became bouncing back.”

	“Signs? Was there a honeycomb?”

	Mr. Tychov looked at Alex and nodded a little:

	“So, you know about this too… Yes, they were on the walls too. Variations on the theme of a honeycomb. Lots of them. A small hexagon with a dot at one of the sides was a basic symbol. Even now I do not know what does they meant.”

	Alex frowned a little:

	“Let me clear one thing, Mr. Tychov. You can’t give us something that looks like proof of something weird?”

	Antony’s father looked at an interviewer calmly: 

	“Proof, Mr. Barns?”

	“It’s just… Everything that we heard last week is like your last words – one saw one thing, other – another. And no confidence.”

	Luc nodded:

	“I see. No, you do not find such things here. I think that this is one of the senses of this how you call it case. You’ll walk on the margin on and on.”

	Alex sighed and said:

	“A set of strange stories that connected with your son”

	“I’m afraid that it is the most accurate description.”

	“Ok,” said Alex and shook himself a little like after the dream. “Let’s go to another story. The crash. What do you know about circumstances?”

	Antony’s father shook his head:

	“No,” his eyes looked on the floor. «We had a call from the hospital, and they tell us “your son was hit by a car” … I’ll remember that word for the rest of my life. They denied telling me more and we went to the hospital… Their doctor came to us and said that all bad… He said that it would be a fantastic if he’ll be in the wheelchair. And he said that he and the other guy in the coma now…”

	Antony’s father closes his eyes with his fingers. Alex and Jim looked at him in a total silence, they knew that in such moments total non-interference is a best way to interact and help. After a minute Luc’s hand dropped down and he said after a deep inhale:

	“Sorry. So, they had said that both guys in a coma. Moreover, if we would, lucky Antony will have a disability… Three days after he opens his eyes and said something about silhouette, thunder and called his mom. Forty days after those words he came out on his own legs, smiling.”

	Alex’s eyes widened:

	“How that’s happened?”

	Luc spread to the sides his hands and drop them on his laps:

	“I wish I know. A doctor says that this is a pure miracle, because even if it was not a hard case – he had too many injures. Broken bones – the least of them. When I say that words to the Antony, he answered calmly that miracle is only an event with an extremely low probability.”

	Mr. Tychov looked directly to the camera:

	“He wasn’t surprised at all. He said about that like winning in a lottery.”

	Alex smirked a little:

	“You can say that he picked a lucky ticket. Unlike the other guy…”

	Antony’s father dropped his head:

	“Yes, that boy died. A nurse told me that Antony’s awaking and death of that guy were very close. She said in whisper that it happened in one same moment.”

	A narrator placed something on the page of his notebook:

	“Can you confirm this?”

	Luc shrugged with his shoulders: 

	“I don’t know. When your boy opened his eyes after the coma, you can spit on the thousands other people, dead or alive.”

	Barns nodded, showing his total understanding. Then he asked:

	“Many of our respondents told us that after the crash Antony had changed.”

	Luc nodded, and Alex said:

	“Can you tell us how? What the changes are?”

	There was a pause for a minute and Antony’s father slowly, as in search of right words said:

	“He became a little shadowy… Sometimes I think that something from another side stick to him, and he bring it back with him. Looking on him was like seeing someone through the frozen glass. You can guess who it is, you can guess some general things, but details are dodgy.”

	“He tells something about, as you said – other side?”

	“Nothing,” Luc quickly responded. “He always said that he can’t recall anything. But I think that he lied. There was something… Like piece of glass from the fairy tale about Snow Queen it settled in his heart.”

	“What do you mean?”

	Antony’s father looked to the side, looking for right words:

	“Sometimes I thought that he lost some emotions. He became cold and icy. He smiled and laughed, but all that he did with fakeness. Moreover, sometimes I thought that he became a different person at all. Like a car when people inside exchanging their places. Those who watch from the side saw the same car, but driving skills would be different”

	Alex listened carefully, without noting anything and then asked:

	“You mean that he had split personality?”

	Luc grimaced and waved with his heat:

	“Nope. Or a doctor doesn’t recognize it.”

	“Doctor? It was a therapist or…”

	“Psychiatrist,” ended sentence after Alex Antony’s father. «I thought that my request about visit to him would start another fight. You know, teenager, crash, shrink… But he looked on me with his cold glance and asked me “Do you think that in this family it me, who need this visits?””

	“What does he mean?”

	“We had some problems at that time…I thought that it’s all because of mess around and too many stresses for us. I thought that it was too quick decision. And then he was expelled and that incident with Ms. Prey happened… And I insisted on a shrink.”

	Alex lifted his hand, asking for a pause:

	“Excuse me. Too many things here,” he tipped a pencil to the page. “Ms. Prey. We heard her version, that Antony done that to her. Do you think that she’s right?”

	“At that moment I thought that she was too scared and shocked, so she is projecting her scare at him, but now…Now I think that he might be involved in that story.” 

	“Why do you think so now?”

	Luc shrugged:

	“As I had said – too many strange things happened around him and in a sum… I think that he did that in some way…”

	Alex nodded:

	“Expulsion. What about that? Fred said that it happened to Ms. Prey class, and her arm – is a result of their fight.”

	Antony’s father looked at his hands:

	“I think so too” he raised his eyes to Alex. “You know, she knew him before the school. She prepared him to classes. Moreover, I think that she felt that something is wrong with him before us. She tried to deal with it, but failed. Her hand… You know what is the scariest thing here? That this incident is corresponds to the spirit of our time – total hybrid. She said that he was attacking her, but when she said what kind of attack it was – everyone thought that it wasn't truth. And you see how many of such things around him – you begin to doubt…”

	“Post-truth…” said Barns.

	“I’m sorry?” asked Luc, but then nodded. “You can call that too. Maybe it’s a most accurate description of all this case.”

	Alex held a pause than said:

	“Do you ask him about Ms. Prey?”

	“Of course! He said calmly that she made it herself. He said that he thought that it’s something like stigmata. I said that stigmata’s it’s a sign of believers. His answer was – she believed that she all does right. Now she is punished herself badly, and there is no worst punishment that people done to themselves. That was the end of that case for us. But he’s do not turn to school.”

	Luc looked on the window for a couple of seconds, and told in a low voice:

	“I think at that time I decided to a new schedule on the work… To be less time here… Something scared me… I hoped that doctor would change it…”

	Alex looked at Antony’s father very attentively:

	“But he can’t?”

	Luc waved with his head than closed his eyes and said:

	“No.” he sighed and looked on straightly to the camera. “No. A shrink said that my son was totally ok.”

	Antony’s father turns to the Alex:

	“He gave him a couple of recommendations, but he said that he was all right. Little coldness can be explained with a crash, moving from our country, his age and so on.” 

	“And what do you think about his opinion?”

	“I think that that… That identity, new one tricked a doctor. Yes, it was a normal person, but not Antony at all. A funny thing, if you look from a distance…”

	“That was the same doctor which you visited earlier?”

	Mr. Tychov nodded:

	“Yes. That’s why it scared me – he saw my son earlier. And despite that he said that’s everything is ok. He even didn’t notice scars on Antony’s hands…”

	“Scars?”

	Luc nodded:

	“Yes, pretty fresh. Once my wife asked him about them, and answer was “you need to count perfectly, especially when you have a deal with death” …”

	Alex looked puzzled:

	“And…And what does he mean?”

	“A wife thought that was something like a reckoning… List of the death that he can be connected too. But I think that she’s wrong.”

	“Why?”

	“There were three scar for that time. I… I do not know about such number of deaths. I think that scars are a part of some ritual, receipt if you want to call it like this.”

	Alex turned page on his notepad:

	“Can you say me name of your doctor?”

	Luc smiled with corner of his mouth:

	“He’s dead” seeing astonishment of Alex he continued. “Day or two before Antony’s visit by his schedule. He crashed in his auto. Police said that it was accident. Interesting detail – on shrinks working desk lied a page of paper, and set of honeycombs on it. It was Antony’s picture.”

	Alex holds his mouth shut with all his strength, because he thought that his jaw would drop out. He blinked a several times then said:

	“Gkhm…” He cleared his throat and asked. ”Excuse me… And what do you think about this?”

	“I think that from that time I was really scared, because after the last session Antony said that he thought that we wouldn’t see a doc anymore. I said why? And he answered – he can’t handle things that I show him…”

	Now narrators jaw dropped, and he asked quickly:

	“And what it was?”

	Luc smiled with a sarcastic smile once again:

	“He just said – honeycombs. I could not resist and asked – what’s with them? He looked at me with his cold eyes. Like a dead fish, and he answered – everything that he can imagine, anything that he can understand is honeycomb…”

	Alex was on the seventh heaven, and even if this moment Luc would say, “stop,” he thinks that he got a perfect interview. But he held a serious impression on his face and asked:

	“Do you think that Antony… I don’t know… implicated in this case too?”

	Luc shrugged:

	“I don’t know… If I assume just for one second that he could do such thing… Sorry, I do not know what say to you about this…” 

	“Ok”, Alex wrote down something in a notepad. And underline it. “Finale of our story – incident at school dance. Can you say something about it?”

	Antony’s father looked to the side then turned to Alex:

	“Before…” his voice jumped a little, and he stopped. He looked to other side, on a window and continued. “I know that he wants to go there. He said that he was expelled from lessons, but not from the dances. And he fought with a teacher, not with friends.”

	He turned to a narrator:

	“You see, I think that shrink wasn’t so wrong. That person was ok, but he was ok in his total wrongness. He had a plan, and I am sure. Moreover, that plan consist of killings – I’m sure in this fact too. For a week before dance night, we heard his talk in his room. There were two voices, I’m sure that that was he’s talk, but… But neither then do neither now I am not want to know how that dialogue looks. We… We just wait when it stops…There were a smells too, and like voices – we do not know what’s it being. Smelled like roasted fur and… You know something metallic. Taste like when you put a cut to the mouth.”

	“Taste of blood?”

	Antony’s father winced:

	“Let’s stay on “metallic” …”

	“That night I was at work… Hiding…I saw a storm and knew that our house was cut off the electricity – my wife called me after the lightning stroke our local station. And when we are talked, he went out… She asked him when he would turn, he answered “never” …I…I want to mistake, but I heard sigh of relief in the cell…She… She hoped that it would be truth…”

	He turned from window to Alex:

	“You know how funny we looked in hospital, when they called to us? We were afraid and… happy. We hoped that he would not return, and looking on him in… in the morgue we… We hoped that it all ended. In a horrible, bloody way, but ended… They called to us and said that our son… That he’s…”

	Luc dropped his head and close eyes with his hands. 

	Alex awaited a minute then said:

	“Mr. Tychov? Luc?”

	“Yes”

	“You don’t need to…”

	“But I want to,” answered Antony’s father. His hands dropped down. Then he wiped his face with a sleeve, reminding to Alex the same actions of Fred. Luc calmed down, and then continued. “I do not know what happened there. I heard a version of the cops and some rumors. And I believe in all of them. Everybody has their own experience, and they believe in it totally. Even the wildest one, where Antony lifted from the floor – I think that it may be truth too. Everything in this case can be.”

	Alex noted in his notepad “Everything can be truth, and it depends on what do you believe in”, underline it and asked:

	“What was after that night?”

	Luc shrugged:

	“Burial. Aftershock. Ours, towns, social… I heard that next day chief had a meeting in a town center with once who was at the dance. I heard that two bolts that hit in one same place twice ruined electricity down. Third, bolt stroke right into the hall where dances took place. That’s why you’ll never find any video or photo from any cellphone.” He smiled a little. “Everything that can give us progress may be shut down by nature powers. We are little creatures in this world…”

	Mr. Tychov sits with a slight smile looking at his hands, and then said:

	“We became an outcast here. In addition, just now I can feel Antony’s feelings when we move here…Sometimes I wanted to go to his room, but even then, after his… I was afraid. I do not know how I would feel, or what more frightening what would I find there. A week after I am entered the room… It was neat, but has that atmosphere that I told you… I had a bad migraine that day. However, month later I can stand there for an hour or so. I found that symbols, honeycombs, on the walls and corners. And turn on his computer…”

	Mr. Tychov stopped, because of Alex. A narrator straightened hilariously turned page of his notepad, searching for something. After a couple of moments, Barns named a precise date of this event, and said:

	“Wednesday at sixteen thirty-two.”

	“Maybe,” said Antony’s father. “I’m not sure. Why do you ask this?”

	Alex smiled and answered:

	“That was our invitation,” he said, rounding up this note with a pencil. “We received an email from your son. Then we found that he’s dead for the month or so.”

	Luc nodded:

	“I think that he failed to send it when everything shut down. Anyway, you need to be grateful for that letter – because of it I’m agreed to tis interview…” he looked on Alex. “Seems like you found much bigger story then about the ghosts in email. I think that I cannot help you anymore here… Except of you have questions?”

	“Just one,” said Barns. “Can we see Antony’s room?”

	Mr. Tychov stands up and said:

	“After me, gentleman”

	Saying that he goes out from room to the stairs, and guys go after him.

	 

	---

	 

	Two flights of the stairs and they stayed in front of the door. One look on it can tell you that this is the boy’s room – there were poster with the philosoraptor meme, with a sign "If god stop believing in himself - would he be an atheist? « Antony’s father smiled pointing on picture:

	“He liked such a humor,” said Luc, opening the room. “Hope, you’re forgive me, if I would be downstairs?” He looked around the room. “I don’t want a migraine today.”

	Guys nodded, and with a bitter smile, Mr. Tychov went back.

	Jim entered first. Alex knew procedure and looked after his friend. Helper turn his camera to panoramic option and slowly turn around. When his face goes to the door, he coldly said, “scat”. Alex hided in the corridor. Then a narrator heard “come in”, when Jim turn head from the door and switched his camera to the interior mode. “Behind my back,” said Helper, going to the walls.

	Alex stepped in the room and looked closely. It was interesting picture, no matter what reason lead them here. It was common teenager room, but a little difference was pretty nice. First of all - language on the books and pictures. He knew about origin country, but it was unusual even if you prepared to things like this. Second thing – as Fred said, Antony liked retro things. He had posters with a “Throne”, “Thing” and “2001: A Space Odyssey.” On the shelves, he saw old fashion games and CD with a hand writing in Russian.

	Third – was signs. They were little. Almost unseen, here and there they were illustrated on the walls and furniture. Not bigger then the nail, and pictured with a lines they were pretty hideous, but when your eyes saw one of them mind knows where to search. And it appears that they everywhere. Honeycombs mostly, but there were other symbols too, polygons consisting of crossing lines or just broken lines. But when he stepped to the walls near the corner one more step he saw a little dots on the honeycombs. They were randomly putted there, some inside of the figure, some – outside. 

	“Here,” Alex said, pointed on the east wall, that now was lighted by the dawn sun. Jim fixed signs that interested Barns, and goes to the other corners. Alex stayed here and switched his attention from one honeycomb to other. He thought that here and now he can find some order, some sequence, and logic maybe. He hoped that looking from a figure to figure his mind can predict next one, like in the tests where you asked, “what figure must be in the end of the line?” and you must choose from the several variants. But signs laughing on his consciousness, and more – he felt dizzy. He thought that it was because of changing little signs that were drawn under the ceiling. Alex switched his sigh to the Antony’s bed, and for the second he saw dragon scales instead of a green blanket. Moreover, it was a crazy thing, but he can swear about it – he saw how dragon scales lifted and going down. A giant green dragon that sleep. 

	Alex close his eyes, and squatted.

	At the same time Jim’s voice ahead of him said “C’mon.” Barns heard two or three plastic clicks. Without changing his position, he asked:

	“What’s wrong, buddy?”

	“Charge… He… He’s gone from the battery A…,” there was another, well-known clicks – Helper changed battery in his camera. “Here, “ Jim said. “What the f…”

	Alex opened his eyes and, trying not to fall straightened up:

	“What?”

	“Charge. Battery A – empty. And B… Half of it is gone!”

	A narrator looked to the bed, to reassure that it’s not a dragon, and their voices wouldn’t wake him up, and asked:

	“Maybe you forg…”

	“If you managed to say something about my memory – stop right there. You know how it is important to me.”

	Alex nodded – he knew this quality of Jim, and he never forgot anything that connected to work or technique, especially – work electronics. 

	“Some magnetic field?” asked Alex.

	“I don’t know… It’s a bad place, dude…”

	Alex shakes his head and noted that dizziness gone. Most part of it for sure. He asked:

	“Time that we have for shooting?”

	Jim looked to the camera:

	“Little more thaaaan… Thirty minutes”

	Alex nodded:

	“Enough. Shoot his books, please, I want to translate their names later, and any signs. Thanks”

	He looked to the bed once again. That dragon doesn’t want left his head. There was something with him… Something on the merge of consciousness and sub consciousness, that wanted to lift to the layer of understanding. He tried to think about it a little more – then dropped this idea. He thought about Helper’s words – “bad place”, and that was absolutely truthful expression. Something was wrong here, but what? 

	Alex looked under his sneakers and saw rocks in form of honeycomb in the mud. He turned around to check is that their tracks, but when his eyes turned to place where he saw mess on the floor – there was empty place.

	“I’m feeling bad,” said narrator. “I think I’m begin to understand what does Luc said about influence of this room.”

	There was some rustle under the stairs, but they weren’t care. 

	Jim looked around:

	“Uh-huh, and he said that it became weaker. Can you imagine what impact it had when Antony was alive? Image has some interference…”

	Alex can’t throw a sleeping dragon from his head. He thought that its stranger idea in his head, but can’t drop to look on it from different angles. What about dragons he knows? Different meanings in different cultures. Sometimes they can talk, and sometimes – it’s a symbol of some nature powers like water or fire… What’s with dragons?

	They heard another humming sound from far away, and low voice.

	“Let’s go from here,” said Alex. Dizziness comes back, and he felt like throwing up.

	Jim looked on him, nodded, and turned his camera off. In the doorway, Alex stood like a stone, and Helper stumbled upon him. 

	“What?” asked Jim, but Alex do not hear him – his head was full with one word – “dragon.” Then near it, like under the dark water on the surface appeared another one – “Wisdom”

	He said it aloud:

	“Wisdom”

	Helper stepped aside and frowned:

	“What?”

	Voice and hum from under the stairs become little more loudly.

	“Dragon. It’s a wisdom,” said Alex, and in two steps, he comes to the bed. “They… They had gems in their heads. Magical jewelry of wisdom.”

	He laid on the floor and looked under the bad on the head side, where pillows lie. 

	“It must be…”

	Now Jim can understand what a rustle and voices was about – it seems that Mr. and Mrs. Tychov talked about something. 

	Alex stretched farther, deeper, and finally said:

	“Here”

	And in the same moment, they hear the scream. Not far from. It was something between bawl and lament of a half-crazy person. Barns said from under the bed:

	“Shut. Door. Quick”

	Jim did that and turned to the Alex. Few seconds that they got Alex used to get out from the bed, and to rise to his feet. He hides something under his shirt, and after a moment Antony’s father entered to the room. He looked around and asked:

	“What’s going on here?”

	“Here?” said shocked Jim. “There was a cry!”

	“It’s… It’s my wife… She waked up, and… Something bothers her/ I’m sorry, but I’m would ask you to leave…”

	“Oh… Thank you, Mr. Tychov!” said Jim. “We just want to leave when a draft shut the door.” He shook a host’s hand and said “Good buy”.

	He almost run to the exit.

	“I’m sorry for such ending,” said Luc. “But she is not well, and sometimes she is worse…”

	“That’s ok,” said Alex. He’s heart beating to his chest from inside and he was afraid that Antony’s father would hear it. “Thanks a lot! We got perfect interview!”

	Saying this, he stepped out the house and walked to the van, where Jim started an engine. Alex opened the door, and in a second jumped to the seat.

	“Go-go-go,” said Alex smiling and waving to Luc that stood in the doorway.

	Tires of the van creaked, and it rolled to the road. 

	“What. Was. That?” said Jim. “What do you do there?”

	Instead of answering Alex, get out from under his shirt notepad. 

	“What is that?” asked Helper.

	Alex turned to his friend and said with a happiest smile ever:

	“Our gem of wisdom”

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #29.

	Today was Saturday, and I decided to ride in the town on my bike. I can’t think about out town roads now – not enough time passed from that kitten. But I think that this option is much better – I’ll study my new home better. 

	I met one old man. Well, “met” is a strong word – I almost hit him. But then – I helped him with his bags, and he told me that he’s a former principal of local school. As any old man – he talks too much and glad for any listener. And I decided – what a fuck – let’s talk. He’s nice man, and I’m almost hit him – this is a nice change. 

	Then I decided to see other part of town, and rode almost to its end, when I saw church and reverend that had work on his garden bed. And as I like greens, I decided to talk with reverend a little. 

	He works with some greens (basil or mint as I can judge.) and soon grows a small tomatoes/ Reverend and doesn’t saw me riding to the end of a road. 

	I said hello, and he lifts his face. Then he smiled:

	“Good day, Anton!”

	He had a good memory, I should note. I thought that he would forget original pronunciation of my name. 

	“How are you?”

	THAT! That question is still a puzzle for me. Look, I knew that US people say this always, but in my former country people answer for this. And here I see that I can live it without any answer – it’s just a synonym of “Hi.” But still, habits are a strong thing, and I’m answered:

	“Nice, thanks. Riding around.”

	“That’s nice. Other part of town has a nice forest.”

	My smile faded a little – I can’t control this reaction:

	“I had decided to learn this part. How’s your day?”

	Reverend straightens up and looked at his work:

	“As you see, fertilize these tomatoes. The local weather do not please them, so I fed them a little.”

	I looked up at his work – nice green leaves, but not a strong stem. He took a banana from his bag and opens it:

	“Want some?”

	Oh, that was too much for my sense of humor, and I laugh:

	“No, thanks. I have some sandwiches.”

	I took them and minute or so, we are eating without any word. Then, when reverend wanted to throw away banana peel, I waved with my hands, chewing my last bite:

	“Stop!”

	Man stopped and looked at me. 

	“Do not do this. Banana peel is a great fertilizer for tomatoes.”

	He frowned, looked at peel in his hand, and one of his brows jumped up:

	“You sure?”

	I nodded:

	“Yep.”

	“And how can I use it?”

	I pack paper that left from my sandwich into my bag and said:

	“Ton of ways. First – next year you can throw a whole peel just under the plan’s roots. Second – you can dry it, and then mix soil with it. Other way – is pouring it with water and insist a week. Then – use this infusion for watering”

	Reverend looked at peel in his hands once again, and put it in his own bag:

	“Huh. Thank you, Anton. God works in mysterious ways.”

	“I’m sorry, Reverend, but you know what I think about God?”

	He smiled:

	“Yes. But I thought that you believed in something like him?”

	I waved with my head:

	“Yes, and no. It’s a complicate thing.”

	“Tell me,” he said.

	And you know? He said it very seriously, and he was truly interested. You know, like grownups sometimes say “It’s interesting, tell me about” and you see in their eyes, that they don’t give a shit about your words. He does.

	“I think…” I begin, and thought that formulate this thoughts for a first time, despite that I live by my own rules all the time. Maybe we must to talk with someone more often? “You know how internet works, Rev?”

	“I’m a man of God, not a caveman,”

	I smiled. “So, you know that if we’ll search something, we’ll have different results?”

	He nodded: “Something hear about. This because of browsing history.”

	“Yes,” I agreed. “Because of all your earlier behavior in the net. So, I think that everyone has its own God, just like search page with its results – one view, different inside part.”

	“Comparing God with a search…” he begins, but I interrupted.

	“How does God looks alike?”

	There was a silence for a ten seconds, and I see how he smiled and nodded:

	“Nice,” he said. “I see where you go. But there is a one problem with that way – God, he is unique for everyone, and he is universal in that uniqueness.”

	“Quantum god,” giggled I.

	“What?”

	I smiled wider:

	“In quantum theory almost everything depends on an observer. You even can say that observer forms all Universe.”

	Reverend thought a little:

	“I wouldn’t say that much. But,” he raised his hand as like he preaches at me. “in a situation with God and human that believe in him that’s pretty correct.”

	“So,” I continued. “For me God is a nice old man with a beard, and for someone – just something abstract thing.” 

	“Right”

	“And here a nice thing – for agnostics God is absent. So, he is once again demonstrate his quantum feature – he depends on an observer. So, the human is almighty, because he’s creates his own God to himself. And all that stuff with a rituals or customs – just for making it easier – you have a pattern.”

	“Well… For your first statement – I only can say that God existing in any case – no matter believes human in him, or not. Second – rituals are a great part of any religion, because of it’s meaning for the believers.”

	I nodded:

	“Agree with you. But do you know, how many Gods had born from a virgin woman? How many of them was sacrificed? How many of them were resurrected? How many of them told on their believers to eat something certain or drink, saying that it’s his parts?”

	Reverend said seriously:

	“It’s only an evidence of true nature of God. As I had said earlier – he’s unique in all his differences, and he is one in all meanings.”

	“Uh-huh… Occam said something about that you needn’t to create explanations, if you have one and simple. I have one about God – I haven’t see him. And you. And if I can’t explain something I can say that science work on that, or I can create my own God to explain it.”

	“And who creates science? Laws of science? Occam itself.”

	I smiled bitterly and sat on my bike:

	“Science was created by scientists, Reverend. And for Occam – I think you know how people are making. Have a nice day, Reverend.”

	“You too, Anton. He watches for you,” said Rev, pointing on the sky. 

	“And I think that he doesn’t exist,” I say riding away. “Check and mat!”

	Plans for the rest of the evening is this – porn, movies, meditation, talking with tulpa. Whatever what order this would have, or repeating. Let’s see.”

	 

	“Diary entry #30.

	Sunday morning.

	It was perfect evening! My simple plans were accomplished totally! 

	But before I’ll told you everything I feel that I need to give a little explanation about religion to you, my dirty diary. Because yesterday I was only re-telling of our conversation with reverend, and despite that fact that all my thoughts there, I need to tell this statements a little larger. 

	So. God. I don’t believe in him. In such a thing like personalization, or even concentration of some rules and senses that run our universe. If there a force that can take such amount of things, it must be something as unified theory or sum of equations. Yeah, I think that today’s god is a quantum God and can be described as a system of equations. And I do not tell that they’re simple. If Einstein and Hawking failed to create this system, I would think that it’s not an issue for nearly a thousand years or so. It’s God of to‐day. In other words – I think that you can’t find God in your any given day. Millions of people will tell you about him, millions of people will try to kill you because of your different faith, but none of them can’t prove you his existence for hundred percent’s.

	Maybe, somewhere there is a God. Sitting on a god’s couch, eating Gods pizza that was warmed in a god’s microwave. I don’t know. But I can agree with one statement – God was here, at least at one moment – creation of time and space. I can agree that something gave a push to all that mess that swings around me just now – bosons, electrons, molecules, microbes, street’s, humans, animals, planets galaxies, black holes, pulsars and all that stuff. I believe that there is some… Someone or something that can see edge of space-time like anyone can see round glass of the golden fish aquarium in zoo store. 

	But here is one thing – if a little kid took a leaf from a tree, and that starts on some quantum levels some processes that wasn’t exist there early – is that kid would be a god for quantum people of the leaf? I want to think that I live on a nice green leave that still growing. Or, maybe, fuck this – I want to be in the needle of some pine tree. Always green and fresh. Nice, huh?

	But let’s leave God or his absence. Despite all that fact’s that nobody can’t prove existence of God there is a huge number of believers. And if my earlier conclusions are right, they are believe in nothing. In their own fantasies. And here hiding biggest trick in all religions – that fantasies is not truly theirs. Believers base their faith on to old stories that had changed and adapted for ages. So, their faith – it’s only their point of view that had formed by inspiration of the ancient stories. And the last nail into the coffin of bright mind and sense is that if you are asking for a proof – you’ll hear just one thing – “Powers of thing that you asking about is so huge, that they form your desire to know about them.”

	Fuck you! 

	One guy was so smart, and had so black sense of humor, that he creates his own cult. The name of that guy was Howard Philips Lovecraft. This genius invented a whole pantheon with famous Cthulhu, Yog-Sothoth and less known things. And “Necronomicon” from stories of this misanthrope become so famous that many of modern people believes that it’s exist. 

	I was so impressed by this information that once asked my father what he knows about “Necronomicon.” He watches at me closely and said something like:

	“It’s a dark and no-good book, if my memory is correct. What about it?”

	I said that it would be nice to read about it. He answered: 

	“I ask you to think about such things with a great attention.”

	I wanted to hook him:

	“How do you know about it? And why so you think that it’s bad?”

	I think that dad feels something, and that’s why he thought a little, but then said:

	“I think that it’s a book of dead. Full of dark rituals and information about dark powers. Isn’t it bad enough?”

	
I smiled a little, and then said:

	“What if I’d say to you that it’s totally fake?”

	“Why?”

	“Lovecraft invented it for his tales. He created a little background story, so weak and without details that it seems even more real. But it’s a fake.”

	I got him! My father was silent for another minute and then said:

	“It could be a nice joke, but…”

	I was disappointed. I think that this is the best joke that I heard. Dad continued:

	“But theme… You know about radio play “War of the Worlds”, right?”

	Oh… I know where it goes, and now he got me… Fuck.

	“Yes,” I said. “Orson Wells did that. He scared a lot of people.”

	“Uh-huh,” dad nodded. “That was a perfect visualization of strength of beliefs and total stupidity of the mob. Our history knows much more horror examples.”

	I know that he’s told about world war. Discussion was over then, but I remember how my dad was scared about that idea. About believing in something like “Necronomicon.” I know that other cause of his feeling was my youth, but hey, I can separate funny things from shit. And if you are the parent, and if you confident in your level of teaching life – such things can’t scare you, right? 

	And here’s main point – Lovecraft write about his idea. Idea becomes a faith, when people believe in it. And then – Necronomicon became real. And what a difference with all religions? Someone saw roots of them or just hears a stories? And it comes to one simple conclusion – every true believer is his own God. And he scares shit about that fact, and separate God from himself in something amorphous. Scared Gods, that invented God instead of themselves, and now – they scared of his will. 

	And that’s a creepy joke, dad!”

	 

	“Diary entry #31.

	And now about Saturday evening. 

	First it was about meditation, but after a second fail I understood that I need to masturbate. What? If you’re not a teenager, you maybe forget that their thoughts were mostly about sex. And hey! Don’t be a downer – everybody does this, even monkeys and dolphins. After all, head is much clearer after a good masturbation, so porn and internet – are the best friends of today’s teenagers. 

	And, as a prove of all that I said before, during …hm…a culmination I saw her, my tulpa. She looked at me with a curiosity, as teaching that process. And I wasn’t mind about this – after all I was alone at home, and masturbation is the best way to teach yourself, and tulpa is a part of me too. So I let her watch. This makes me a little bit horny. 

	When I opened my eyes to clear, and to try meditation once again, she was absent. I think that all was because of the peak of feelings. Anyway, after all this, when I sit and relaxed, I’m even didn’t have time to draw a honeycomb before her appearance. 

	She said hello, and was… embarrassed? I ask her:

	“What’s in your mind?”

	“You… doing that... I saw you.”

	Despite talking with my fantasy, my heart beats faster:

	“Do you like that?”

	I think that I saw her blush a little:

	“Yes,” she said. 

	“I heard that some guys had sex with tulpas,” I said. 

	Now I was sure – her cheeks were red, she looked down. And then one thought flashed through my mind, and I said:

	“You even don't have a name!”

	She looked at me and nodded:

	“Yes, you haven’t given me one.”

	I looked at her carefully, and with a couple of mind efforts make her hair and teacher dress more real. That’s reminds me better quality of graphics in some games that released with a difference of a couple of years. But in that case all thing in a hardware and algorithms, in this – in my mind only. I feel sweat at my forehead. 

	“Do you think about it? Something that you like?”

	She waved with her head and said:

	“No. But I’d want something that would remind your former country and culture to you.”

	I frowned. Not only because of tiredness of talking with her, but trying to think about her request. 

	“How’s about Mara?” I said after a while. “That’s a name of a spirit in a natural religion in my country.”

	“She’s a good spirit?”

	I think about this and said:

	“Sometimes. She’s live in a forest, near the villages and small towns. She hides in a morning fog and tricking travelers. She’s like a small child – want to play, and doesn’t want to do any harm.” 

	She thinks a little, and then smiled:

	“Then I’ll be a Mara for you.”

	“Nice to meet you, Mara”

	“Thanks,” she said and looked at my hands that draws a figures in a notepad:

	“What are you doing?”

	I looked down, and when turn my head at her felt a dizziness: 

	“I noticed that this hexagons help’s me to see you.”

	She looked a little bit closer, and said:

	“I think that I can help you with those,” she thought a little as humans when they try to recall what they did last year at this time. “Next time I’ll show you something much more powerful then honeycombs.”

	Saying this, she touched my cheek and said:

	“Now you need to rest.”

	And – puff. She’s gone. As always like a smoke. 

	I fall on to the couch and took rest for an hour or so, but I’m absolutely happy. And you know why? I felt that touch to my cheek, and it was amazing!”

	 

	“Diary entry #32.

	Sunday. 

	It was a strange day. I decided not to call Mara today – I had spent a lot of strength yesterday, so I decided to meet closer to US culture. In other word I watched TV, surfed the internet, eat chips and drunk coke. 

	And you know what I think about all this? 

	Fuck you, modern life! Fuck you, modern society! If you think that you are the important part of all this – think once again. And do it careful. Do you have a money on your account, in a gold or stocks actions? No? Fuck you! Do you a part of reality show from one of the channels? What? What do you need to do there? Just walking around and doing stupid things of course! Just be fun, entertaining, sell something with text on your shirt, curse someone, and have a sex! What again? You said that this was for a dumb clowns? YOU GOD DAMN RIGHT! And that clowns would have more money and respect then teacher or doctor, or even scientists! You need to have a good marks, then have a nice specialization in university, then – make a career and have a family! Or – you can show your genitals in the internet for money. Just make a nice porn home video, post it and then – sell your life, your name, your family and your butt! 

	Nice, huh? 

	That shit depressing me… 

	I can’t imagine how that people live. Their heads are empty… They are the products of you, people! You make them so ugly, you say – “here some of my money, dance, monkey! Show me some of your ass!”. And she shows, and say to you – “I start my clothes line – buy some”. And you buy! It’s like a birds, when they feed their babies with something that they chew earlier – so these so-called celebs give us such yuck, double, or even triple chewed filth shit… Your shit, because first was you, given it to them…

	Or another example, in a field of literature. One woman wrote a bad series of books about vampires. She told that they were not a frightening nightmares with an army of creatures of darkness. No. Now, she said, they’re a nightmare of epileptic humans, because they’re glittering in a sun, like a showpiece of Swarovski museum. Ok, she ruined nice gothic legend and swept her ass with a couple of good books. She earned a lot of money, and even has movies, based on that book. Nice, her creation is popular. Then, on a fan forum of this garbage in the largest compost heap — internet — one other woman wrote a BDSM fan-fic of this … fan-fic. She chews something that was chewed before, thinking of sex. The forum and author said – that’s disgusting, like glittering vampires not. And that second woman change some names, and publish this two-times-chewed thing. And it’s become a hit! And she has her own movie franchise! FUCK! Seriously? Shitty fan-fic of the fan-fic? Without any creativity! Without anything – just a sex fantasies of one fan!!!

	Dear dirty diary, I’ll publish you too! Who knows, maybe in this mad society you worth some money too? Maybe a million? Maybe we’ll make a movie, huh? Maybe someone would be interesting in the imprint of my mind, soul and life? Or maybe someone would take from me this malice and indignation, take from me another evening fight of my parents and smell of alcohol from my mom… Just write down all this here, and sell. Interesting, is something would left inside of me, or I can change all this to something more?”

	 

	Chapter 12

	 

	They just give empty plates to Nancy (today her apron was like innards of Sicilian orange) and asked her for a coffee and a pies. Jim looked at his friend. There was something wrong with Alex, but he can’t say what definitely: 

	“So, you said that you saw a dragon, and later just… understood that diary there?” Jim waved with his head. “Just like that?”

	Barns shrugged:

	“Uh-huh. However, before this conclusion my… my mind was a one solid think – “dragon.” Like someone wrote this on the inner side of my scull.”

	“Or something,” said Jim.

	“Huh? Oh, Yes. But… There was some … essence, gist… I don’t know,”

	Helper frowned:

	“I know,” he said grimly. “Nothing good…”

	At this time Nancy, bring them their order. Friends thanked her and sipped their drinks. Jim decided to change a subject:

	“Do you see her?”

	“For a second or two,” answered Alex. “I didn’t mention it, but when I was in stupor. I think I hear their talking downstairs.”

	Helper nodded:

	“Yes. It seems that she’s continuously hummed, and he tried to talk with her. And when you touch that thing…”

	“That thing? Jim, it’s the grail!”

	“Oh. I do not know…,” said cameraman. “As his father said – too many coincidences…”

	Alex lifted right palm, and nodded:

	“Ok, I know. But can we just … just ignore a diary? Only it itself can give us a great story. Diary of a killer. Taste it! And if we make a combination with our show!”

	Jim dropped his head and cut a piece of pie:

	“Yeah, I know. Then a book, interviews and so on”

	“You, faithless grumbler,” smiled Alex. “Besides, his wife, or rather her look tells us that we can find in that diary more information then everybody gives us.”

	“What do you mean? She’s a sick woman, and you can understand what she…What?”

	Alex showed to his friend a sarcastic sign that he could go on talking. Jim repeated: 

	“What?”

	Alex smiled.

	“She’s an alcoholic. Or former one, if you believe in former alcoholics”

	Jim moved backward a little:

	“And you decide it by a second that you had to see her?”

	“I can bet,” said Alex, cutting another piece of pie. “You can see them in a crowd when you know where to look.”

	Helper smiled tartly:

	“Your own experience?”

	Alex nodded without changing expression on a face, and chewing:

	“Uh-huh,” he said, sipping a coffee. “My father was a drinker.”

	A smile on Helper’s face faded down. He leaned back in the seat and opened his mouth to apologize, but Barns said before him:

	“That’s ok. I’m ok. But my idea that we can find a lot more when we read it.”

	Jim took a fork in his hand:

	“As you wish,” he said with his head down. Then he lifts it. “But I wouldn’t touch it, ok?”

	Alex nodded. 

	They eat and drink for a couple of minutes in total silence, and then Jim said:

	“I’m sorry, buddy.”

	Alex brushed aside:

	“That’s ok.”

	Fifteen minutes later, they came out from dinner. The sun was almost sat down, and guys climbed in a van. 

	“So,” asked Jim. “What our plans are?”

	“For you – recharging batteries of our electronics, and your own – get a sleep – we had a tough day. As for me – a lot of coffee and a diary”

	Jim looked on a friend, then on the notebook in his hand and start an engine. He doesn’t like that thing in hands of Barns, but he could not help to agree that this finding was a true miracle. As finding itself, and as journalist’s luck, and at least one of them need to read it. But he strongly decided to have nothing in common with a diary. 

	Nodded to himself underlying his thoughts Jim turn a wheel.

	 

	---

	 

	For his night watch Alex, get from his stash compact led lamp and thermos. Helper called this set “vampire set”, because when narrator use it - that means that Alex would work at night and sleep all day after that. Jim wished good luck for his friend and lay asleep. Their ability to distribute roles was arising long ago when they studied at university and prepared to the exams. At that time, many years ago they invented vampire set, and have learned how to sleep in turn with a high efficiency.

	“Good night,” said Jim, and turn away from improvise work place of his friend. 

	Alex wished Jim good, and turn music little bit louder in his headphones. He looked over his working place for next hours. From left to right was thermos, thermos-cup, led lamp, laptop, notebook, diary, set of pans and cookies without wrapping. Despite Jim’s ability to sleep anytime and anywhere with no reaction to the things that happened around him, Alex prefer to make the lesser noise he can. 

	Barns looked for classics in his playlist, turn on Mozart, opened notebook, and took pen in a hand and open diary. 

	First page that he saw screamed at him with a red pencil handwriting. It was made over the normal title page in a very unstable handwriting, but it makes Alex hold a breath. 

	It said: 

	”BEWARE!! Burn it! Nobody must know that I know, nobody must not open doors that I found. This diary is cursed! Bew…”

	And from that same moment Alex knew that he‘d read any page to the last one.

	Alex spent all night reading and making notes. Sometimes he forgot to drink his coffee or to straight up after a long period without moving. Sometimes he felt dizziness and nausea, uncontrolled vertigo and state on the verge of puke. Then he stops reading and took pauses to breathe. 

	And there were moments when it seems that he forgets to breathe. Here and there on the pages of a diary were drawn simple geometrical figures, but they disturb Alex a lot. Sometimes he felt like falling into them, other times he thought that honeycombs watch over him. Soon they began worrying him, and he began to close them with his hand, when he saw figures on the page.

	Streetlamps and darkness outside of their room was only witnesses of his night watch. Barns do not see how night sky became as black as cosmos, how cold stars watching Earth with the same indifference, just as thousands of years ago. He does not care – his own cosmos for that night became a small book, where teenager wrote his thoughts, words of his sole. Page after page, day after day narrator of the “ABnormal” lived Antony’s life, and when sky became a little bit grey, he finished it for the first time. 

	He looked up to the window and heard how his neck crack, even though the “Metallica” that now playing in his headphones. He moved with his head from side to side, eat a cookie and sipped warm coffee. He thought about standing up, walking outside, smelling a fresh air, and imagining smoking a cigarette. That cancer sticks were great companions and permanent part of vampire’s set, but not now. Barns looked up to the sky once again and saw that stars disappearing in order to watch us all day from the far away, and to show up again next night.

	He turned a diary over and opens it once again to read it one more time. 

	Here and there was written simple phrases in a bad and in a good script. They were done in a hurry with the same red pencil that Antony (Alex was sure that it was he) wrote note in the beginning of diary. Reading for the second time, Alex begun to write them down in his notebook. 

	When nice warm morning sun show itself on the east, he finishes his reading for the second time. He rubbed his eyes and decided to make a walk. His joints are treacherously snapped, and he turned to Jim side. No, his friend does not hear him. Step after step he moved to the door, and walk on the street. 

	Air was cool and nice. Alex liked night work for those precious moments that almost everybody misses – darkest night, grey state before the sunrise and the first rays of the morning sun. It’s an everyday resurrection of nature, almost religious play that happens every night. 

	But now his mind was full of thoughts that was generated by what he was read for the last seven hours. He lifts up his right hand to the face in gesture of a smoker and inhaled imaginary smoke. He left it in his lungs for the four seconds and then slowly exhaled. Then Barns repeat this procedure for the couple of times, throw away invisible cigarette and smiled to the morning sky with closed eyes. He felt silence of this morning with his own skin. 

	Standing there with closed eyes, he felt like a musician before the concert. At the same moment when a hall became silent and waits when fiddlestick will touch strings for the first time. You can touch that silent moment, and you can play on it instead of strings. And Alex had in his notebook notes for today play.

	He smiled wider, smelled an air once again, opened his eyes and went to the room. 

	An hour later Jim opened his eyes and first thing that he heard was:

	“They are all liars!”

	Helper looked with watery eyes on Barns and murmured:

	“Uh-huh. Good morning to you too”

	“Their stories, they do not tell us all truth,” said Alex walking in the room from wall to wall. 

	Jim stands up, tears his eyes and yawned:

	“Breaking news. People lie,” said cameraman. “Stay with us, and you’ll know other shock news,” Saying this, he goes to the bathroom. “Some people are thieves, and everyone are making tons of shit. Only in “ABnormal”, please. Subscribe,”

	Jim begins to brush his teeth, and Alex came to the bathroom doorway:

	“Ha-ha,” he said. “You can’t imagine the edges of tis lie!”

	Jim rolled his eyes.

	“All story is a fake without this diary! For this moment, I had called to the Janine and asked her to do some research. I hope that we’ll make a perfect twist in the end of this story!”

	He looked at Jim, and seeing his lack of interest say:

	“Look, with this diary all words about memory of people, that pathetic “people live until someone remembers them” is total bullshit and lie. Everyone, you see – every-one want to remember something of their own.”

	Jim spitted foam and washed up. Then he swept his face with a towel and turned to Alex:

	“Do you slept?”

	Barns waved with his head with a great energy:

	“Nope. I had a lot of coffee. And now need my breakfast coffee. Today we’ll do something that we never did – after-interview”

	“What?”

	“I just invented this term,” said Alex. “We’ll fix statements of all our collocutors!”

	Jim nodded:

	“Or we can say that we badly prepared to the first talk.”

	Another energetic waving of head from Alex:

	“Nope. It’s a raising the curtain to see the truth!”

	Helper jumped a couple of times, then waved his head and smiled:

	“Ok. Can you tell me whole story during the breakfast?”

	“You bet!”

	Guys dressed up, and went outside.

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #33.

	Hello, my filthy diary! And go to the hell! That was without any purpose, just because of nice mood. There is a couple of causes of it.

	First – I asked Fred about grass that I saw when bullies beat me. And as I had supposed – there is just one guy, where they can buy it in our area. I met him after a school, and he’s pretty cool guy. His name is Joe, and he’s working at the local groceries' store. And he is a pot-smoker. All locals know this, from time to time he even sleeps in a police department because some of the cops found him walking near the road too happy or with a pack of grass in a pocket. But nothing serious. As Joe said to me – some of the policemen are his customers too, and he’s careful – they always find a small amount with him, allowed by a local law, or just for a small fine. I ask him how often bullies buy grass, and at first he doesn’t want to tell me even this. But I persuaded him, telling that I can buy a double pack of grass and we can smoke it at evening. Payed him forward. He liked it a lot, and I went home for a dinner. 

	Later I came to him. It was nine o’clock, as Joe said – dead hours on Monday. We smoked his grass, and I must admit that he grows a nice one. Yeah, he told that it was all his cultivation, and some sorts he had invented by mixing himself. I had smoked grass in my former country couple of times, not my dope – I prefer booze, but I like nice weed too. Joe’s was relaxing and allows us to talk without any borders. He said that bullies he’s customers, but they can smoke even parsley – they don’t give a shit about quality. He said that they bought a pack or two every two weeks, and he always keep for them such amount. I ask Joe, can he sell this grass to me.

	He smiled with an open and friendly smile:

	“I can sell you better one, dude,” saying this, he reminds me Keanu Reeves from a movie about time traveling… “Bill and Ted…” something. Never mind. 

	I said:

	“Look, I need to set up them, that’s why I need to buy their shit. And I need you to be clear – that you can tell that you sell it to me for a double cost, and that weed that you left is too expensive. Is it looks like a true?”

	He thought a little longer then I expect, and then smiled with one of pot-smokers smiles that you never mix up with something else:

	“That’s sounds like my business,” he said. “But double for that…”

	“I have some money,” that was true. I saved up some amount, without any idea why – and now I have an aim. “So?”

	He nodded:

	“Okay. When do you want to take it?”

	“When so you expect them?”

	Joe looked somewhere in front of him:

	“Next Wednesday I think. Yeah. It must be Wednesday.”

	“Next one?”

	He nodded. That’s nice, I thought. I can prepare for that time, and I can hit them at Friday if anything would be smooth. 

	“I can take it tomorrow,” I said. “Can I?”

	Another long look to the side, and then:

	“No… I’ll wait for you on Wednesday.” He said and then added. “This Wednesday.”

	I smiled to him and shook his hand: 

	“Ok, thank you, Joe!” I stood up, and sat up on my bike. “Have a nice evening! Next time we’ll try something from your special reserves.”

	“Nice to meet you, Antony! Be careful!”

	“I will!”

	How I got home I can’t recall totally. That shit had interesting effect – when you relaxed you feel nice, but when you’re doing something, it says no, man, sit still, relax. I drunk soda on the way back, and eat some chips. I have some spare t-shirts in my backpack, so when I returned home, you can’t say that that I spent my evening smoking grass. Just a light scent. 

	I slip through my parents to my room, saying that I don’t hungry and opened my meditation playlist. It’s Mara time. She said that she would show me something. I turned on the music and minute after faster than ever she was in front of me:

	“Hello, Antony,” she tilted her head a little. “Something’s changed.”

	“I smoked some grass,” I said. “Is that a problem?”

	She looked at herself and smiled:

	“I’m here, so all fine,” she looks at me. “Maybe this even will help. First, we need to warm up a little.”

	I shuddered a little, like from a cold. She continued:

	“That teachers dress… I don’t like it. Change it for something else.”

	I look at her, concentrate, and her strict dress had changed to a light summer dress of nice green color. She looks at herself, and nodded a little:

	“Nice. Much better. Next.” She came to me and sits in front of me. “Now, I’ll show you something, I’ll lead your meditation. Hold on!”

	And she began saying words. First they were a different, recognizable words about time, space, size and all like this. But then they climbed on top of each other, stumbled together, parted and tangled in pieces, forming an illegible ligature, a constant stream. It was hypnoses. Words, it’s ligature swing me, turn me around and around, leading me far away. A minute, half an hour or hour (I don’t know how many time I listened to her.) everything around me faded, and I found myself in a space. I looked at an endless grey surface. I felt something familiar, but can’t recall what it was. I looked around and rather guess then saw that endless surface – it’s a cube. That was a scene from my dream, where was a couple of space-cubes with a relevant and cyclopoid sizes. I was one of them. I looked attentively to the cube in front of me and saw that surface is not solid at all. It has a pattern. I looked more closely (not knowing how far it’s surface from me – a couple of meters or light years), and saw a honeycombs. Like a carbon it looked solid, and had a hexagon pattern in the same time. I do not know why, but they’re inspired me, I watch them, how they curved, how one side become another, hiding in a next hexagon, transforming and changing. Still a pattern become live when you pay attention to it. And then, when I thought that I can guess secret of that surface, something stung me in the forehead, and everything faded. 

	It turned out that floor stung me – I was passed out. Mara was absent, of course. At first, I can’t recognize my own room – hexagons were everywhere, a little ones and a medium size of them were printed on the walls. When they begin to fade I understood that they were just a flash on my retina. I stood up, and looked to my notebook, and saw this:

	(next page was full of hexagons, drawn in a hurry, but they looked like hand that draw this complicated pattern know exact result that he needs to reach)

	I need to ask Mara what this pattern means…And with a hope that I wouldn’t have a bruise on my forehead I tell you good night, my filthy diary. ”

	 

	“Diary entry #34.

	Today I was almost hit by a police car when I had a ride to a school. The dog barked at me in the open window, and a policeman told me a small lecture about attention on a road. But my head was far away from here – I thought about my plan for the bullies. This close location of the police department could be helpful. 

	I must admit that bullies seems forget about me – they beat me one day through three, and this interval gets bigger with every week. I think if I would be calm, I can stand all this, and they would forget about me totally. But, hey, I can’t do this. I think in this way – if you can play some role, and you comfortable with this – continue. And if this is a role of a vengeful person – so be it. I don’t have problems with a good or bad side, if bad side can give you a good profit – so fuck that good! Really. You need to have enough brains to protect yourself, and think about your next step. Do not turn up your nose, do not become arrogant, think.

	So I think.

	Another detail that said that It’s a nice idea - was handle of the PD. I know this looks like madness, but it was hexagonal. Yeah, you can call me crazy, but I felt something… stitching. Like goosebumps, but these ones were because of excitement.

	Next was boring day at school. It’s really funny – after a couple of weeks in a new school, after a couple of months in new country and a new life – all stresses become routines. Verily, man is the most adaptable being. Fred and Mary became a good friends to me, and we spend our free and lunch time together. I do not tell them about my evening with Joe and my plan – one of an important part of such plans is their secrecy. This that I mean saying “think”. Think, if you want to break the law, and set up a couple of bullies – how many people you would tell you whole plot, huh? The lesser – the better, because if you’re will be caught – you can lie strictly, and if there would be other people… You understand.

	Boring of the day was erased with a history teacher. She said at the end of the week we would have a test. Perfect. I can’t say two words rightly, and I need to say something about history… I hope that I would catch up something in a week. 

	Next thing that happens today was rather interesting one – I had invited to a party. I do not know why, I suspect that it’s a Mary’s influence in the girls' group, but I had a red invitation. When we had a lunch, I asked a Fred – is it for real? 

	He said – yes, one girl set up a Birthday party. It’s her every year tradition, and her parents leave town for two or three days. I continued to ask him, until Mary knocked me under a table, and I understood that he wasn’t invited. That was awful feeling. 

	“Come on,” he said. “Such guys as me never invited.”

	Sucks. I was in a compilation of all movies that I saw early – party’s bullies, geeky friend that haven’t invite for a party. Watching all this on screen is more peaceful, guys. 

	“I’ll tell you all gross stories,” I said. “About princesses vomiting, and …”

	“And I do not want to hear all this,” said Mary and walk to the girls. 

	Yes, I think that this invitation – was her idea. I need to watch on her closely. 

	Anyway, a couple of hours lately I was sitting in my room, surrounded with a papers with complicate ornament of hexagons on them, and meditating. I do not need to draw anymore – practice does its job – I can call Mara much easier. She sublimates from an air.

	“Hi,” she said. “How’s your day?”

	I look at her and smiled:

	“I think that you know all about this.”

	She signed:

	“Nope. If I do not near you – I can’t get such information,” she looks around at the papers and finished. “In other words – I live only when you see me”

	“Live? So, when I alone, you’re…”

	She lifted her head:

	“No. No-no-no. Dying is a bad word. It’s just... A dream. A coma, to be fully right. But you bring me to life, so I think I can stand it.”

	It bothers me a little. But I begin to retell her all my day, and soon find that it’s a nice way to set all emotions and thoughts to their places in my head. Mara agreed that party is a nice thing, and thought that Mary is a nice girl. As for my plan about bullies – she asks to wait a little, that I need to think about all things a little more, but I said that all is set – today I’ll pick a sack of grass from a Joe. She was little disappointed but then shuddered a little and said that she’ll thought how to help me. And finally, when she hears about the history test, she smiled:

	“That’s the easiest thing from all that you tell me today.”

	I was shocked:

	“You are kidding? How...”

	“I can help you,” she said. “Look. You let free this part of the brain where I live. So store all info for the test here. And call me in the class.”

	“But…,” I was bewildered. “But, how? How I…”

	“What do you miss in a class?” she looked at me like a Ms. Prey, when she perfectly knows that I can tell her an answer if I’m thought promptly. “Meditation is just a way of concentration. No one would see me. And anyway – you’ll teach all this – it would not be any harm, if I would listen all this.”

	“But…,” I don't have any arguments, and I just can’t understand all this idea of Mara (in fact – my own idea). 

	She put her hands on my shoulders, and I felt their weight and coldness:

	“We’ll do this. Trust me.”

	That moment you can call intimate. And sexy in some way. She straightened up and smiled:

	“You said that you had some question about yesterday meditation…”

	I’m came to myself:

	“Yeah. All this pattern,” I pointed at papers with my finger. “What do they mean?”

	She grimaced a little, and thoughtfully said: 

	“Assume that magic exists. Why do you think witches and mages use spells, books, potions and special movements and passes?”

	I smiled:

	“To divert attention”

	She clicked with her fingers:

	“Antony, I said assume that magic is real. Why do they do this?”

	“To… “

	She looks at me with interest:

	“Well?”,

	“To help it happens?”

	“It?”

	“Magic”

	She nodded:

	“Indeed. It’s like a metronome. Spells, potions, passes and other things cause… a sort of vibration of our world that magic happens (as you said) easier. That’s a principle of this pattern work.”

	I frowned:

	“One problem with all this stuff,”

	She smiled and lifted into the air, like a spirit. She often does this, reminding me that she’s not real:

	“Yeah?”

	“Magic. It’s not real.”

	Mara turned her face strictly to me:

	“Oh really? Look at this. We call magical something that can’t happens with common laws of our life.” Her ability not to blink scare me a little. “Yeah?”

	I nodded and she continued:

	“But, as we know nothing is impossible for a hundred percepts. Probability theory and physics only give a small probability to some events. So think of magic like something that can change probability here and now. Locally, fast and narrowed force.” One of her eyebrows jumped. “Think about this today. And tomorrow we’ll start preparing to the exam.”

	Saying this, she was gone, and today almost without smoke in the air – Mara became transparent instantly, and then missed her density. 

	I can’t think a lot today, so I looked at Mara’s words at different angles, and thought that she had some sense. At last – it was my thoughts too. Good night my filthy diary. Hope you’ll see some naughty dreams. ”

	 

	“Diary entry #35.

	 Another boring day, my filthy diary. It was so boring that even nice legs of Ms. Prey doesn’t make it better. 

	At my way home I watch on PD once again. If I need to make my plan true – I need to think how to manage a couple of things. I bought a bottle of coke and drink it sitting in front of PD. Nothing interesting happens, except of one curious thing – with the first blow of the city clock, notifying about the onset of five o'clock in the evening dog that I had saw earlier took one of the policemen on the street from a building to pee. It may be coincidence, but if that dog listen for a clock – it’s my chance. With a silly smile in a couple of gulps, I had finished my drink, and drive home.

	There was a session of teaching history with Mara. It’s a strange thing if you think of it calmly. I read schoolbook at loud, and can’t remember a lot of things, I’m even yawn when I read it, but Mara said at loud almost all-important facts! Fuck me, if the brain doesn’t human’s last big mystery and frontier!

	It was hard, and after a couple of hours Mara say “good buy” to me and vanished. I felt on a bed, and read next book in my list of great American literature. For this time, it was “Moby Dick”. And I finished it today, and instead of talking about boredom of my life, I want to talk about white whale a little. 

	Do I like it? 

	Yeah. I guess. 

	It’s need to besay right. It’s not a great text, it doesn't have such a suspense that makes you to read from beginning to the end with your breath hold. And you know all metaphors and cross-cultural meanings even if you live across the world in a country with a snow falling half time of a year. 

	But! 

	It’s a great book about human nature. Just look into yourself and agree with me, that humanity doesn’t changed radically from the time when we lived on the branches. Sex, food, surviving, joy, angry, friendship and obsessions. Shake but do not mix. Even old, almost encyclopedically parts about whales – you can see a great sense even there. Just a description of a human with all its courage and deep inner world. 

	Nice book. So nice that I’ll change first words in my diary. Suck it, Salinger!

	Mara said that she’ll show me something in my dreams, so I don’t need to be too late to go to bed. Wish you a nice dreams, my dirty diary!

	(Hey, it’s interesting idea for a novel – to write about wandering of a person in the world of dreams, thinking about its life. And so on. And in the end you’re figuring out that your hero – it’s someone diary! What a twist! Nah, I go to bed)”

	 

	Chapter 13

	 

	 

	When they asked Nancy for a coffee and today’s pies, Alex ended story about what he had read this night. Jim looked at him, nodded, and picked a piece of cherry pie. Chewing, he said:

	“Do you give a chance that that,” he draws a circle in the air with a fork. “All, that our guy written is his sick imagination? Just that.”

	Alex enthusiastically nodded:

	“Yep. But,” he sipped coffee. “But look at this with a point that if it is a true…”

	“If”

	“If!” Barns saw obsession of his friend and know that he can’t do a thing with it. “If it’s a true – we have an additional act in our story!”

	Jim frowned and sipped a coffee:

	“Four act?”

	“Y...!” Alex looked around and said calmly. “Yea! Don’t you see? What would we do now without it?”

	Jim shrugged:

	“Well… Shooting general script, making some additional takes, panoramas’…”

	“And went out,” finish for him his friend.

	“Well, yes.” Helper saw where Barns goes, and finally he nodded. “Ok. Let’s take a several key moments from that diary and check them after the breakfast, ok? If they are not true – fuck it and we shoot general script.”

	Barns nodded heatedly:

	“And if I’m right?” 

	“We’ll make your forth chapter.”

	“Hurray!” said Alex and leaned back. “Somewhere in your pretty plan must be a time for a sleep.”

	Jim smiled and cut another piece from his cake. This was a victory in such situation. He perfectly knows that Alex would do what he wants anyway, but now he had a chance to lead him. Therefore, Helper looked on his friend and say:

	“I allow you two attempts.”

	Alex waved with his head:

	“Uh-uh! Three!”

	“Two,” said Jim.

	“Three”

	“One,” said Jim calmly

	“Ok, two! Dick.”

	“Watch your language, young man,” said Nancy. None one of them notices her.

	“Sorry, Nan. He twists my hands,” smiled Alex. 

	“And this is not a cause to swear here.”

	“I’m sorry, Nancy,” Barns lowed his head.

	A woman smiled and took their empty plates:

	“I can’t be angry at you, boys! You are so fond of my pies,”

	Giggling she went to the counter. Meanwhile, guys went to the exit. Alex paid by check, and stepped outside. It was a nice sunny morning. Bright light makes him squint, and he put on his cap. 

	“Our first point?” asked Jim.

	“Let’s meet Joe,” he opened a diary, and found page that he needed. While he sat on a seat, he said address to Jim. He snapped belt, and hide diary. “I hope he’ll proof my position.”

	“Yeah-yeah,” said Jim, nodding. 

	They drive half an hour to store where Joe worked. Alex began to nap, and Jim tried to move him with help of conversation. It helps for a while, and Helper was glad that this town is so compact.

	Outside weather become worse, heavy clouds running through the sky and air become humid. Not paying attention to spoiling weather they prepared for interview like always. No matter what – they were professionals, and that fact that cause of this talk is bet – they want to do it right.

	Alex and Jim entered the shop and look around. There were no clients inside, and thin guy bored with a book at the counter. He rises his head for a second, dropped “Hello”, and returned to a book. But after a moment he rise his eyes again. He lifted his hand and pointed at friends:

	“You!” a guy screamed. “ABnormal! That’s you!”

	Alex smiled and said to Jim:

	“Apparently, we have a huge fan base here”, then Alex turned to shop man. “Yes, we are. Hi. Say, are you Joe?”

	The guy nodded, like a bewitched.

	“Nice! Said Alex. Do you have a time for interview? A couple of questions.”

	“Huh… Boy…” Joe looked around. “I can’t go anyway from here to end of my shift…But it’s in the evening…”

	Barns nodded and turned to a cameraman:

	“Dude, how do you think, light here is ok?”

	Jim looked around, grimaced a little, and said:

	“Not perfect but pretty good”

	Alex turned to Joe:

	“Then, if you don’t mind we can talk here. You’ll be first man behind the counter in our show.”

	Joe smiled and nodded:

	“Ok”

	With a style of talk, Joe reminds to Alex young Keanu Reeves from the “Bill & Ted's Excellent Adventure". It was awkward, but nice at the same time.

	“We are here collecting an information about last year’s incident at school. Do you know about it?”

	“Sure,” Joe nodded. “In our town if someone sneezes on one end of it, from an opposite end you hear “Bless you””

	Guys smiled.

	“You knew Antony, did you do?”

	Joe nodded:

	“Yes. I met him one evening here. He came to watch over the goods. He was new here, and as he said scouted territory. But later he said that that day he does not want to go home, and searching for a reason to delay.”

	“You became friends from a start?”

	Joe waved with his head. Alex understood that it would be all time – before an answer Joe would be nodding or waving. A narrator knew this effect – that’s a camera affect. 

	“No. He came here from time to time, buying soda or sweets. Ones he wants to buy some beer, bur I said that he is too young. He told that in his former country people could buy it at sixteen, and even earlier. But I thought that he just was kidding at me.”

	“So,” said Alex. “Just weather talk. Nothing serious?”

	This time Joe stopped for a second, but then nodded:

	“Yes. Or... No. I mean – nothing serious. Sometimes he tells me something about his country like first time, sometimes something about games or movies. You know, like that.”

	“But once he asked you for a favor?”

	Joe looked on the sides:

	“Not for recording.”

	Alex worried that Joe now close for a talk at all, and said:

	“No problem. Without a root of a case – just a favor. Ok?”

	Joe nodded:

	“He came here and asked for it. Yes. But it was hard, because his favor… He needs to buy something from me. My friends buy it every time. In addition, they know that I have it every time. I do not want to upset them. But Antony said that he pays a double, and I’m agreed.”

	Alex frowned:

	“Your friends?”

	Jim shrugged:

	“Yeah. It’s a small town, you know. I sell them something, they – take me to the company. Almost barter.”

	A narrator smiled. 

	“Ok, to the case. What do your friends say then?” 

	“They were upset, naturally. I said that next time I’ll buy more, that I got more money from a new guy… They asked – whom I’m talking about? And I said that it was Antony, and it was a couple days before.”

	Joe looked to the floor:

	“They were furious…Asked me if I know where he lives, and so on. But then one of them said – hey, there he is!”

	Barns frowned:

	“Antony was here?”

	“No”, said Joe. “He was in front of the shop. Right there, on the pavement. They walk outside, and I was with them. He stands there with a plastic bottle in his hands, full of some brown liquid. They asked him about that thing that they want to buy, and he said that only thing that had left from it – liquid in a bottle. Then he said “Down”, and poured out all from bottle on them… They run for him, but they can’t catch him. And finally a police stopped them. Blots of quid cause questions, and they were detained…”

	Alex thought a little then asked:

	“How do you think…”

	But Barns was interrupted by ringing of the bell above the door. Some old man in a checkered costume came in. He was blind – his eyes were totally white, but he goes straightly to counter where said:

	“Hi, Joe. As usual.”

	The salesperson nodded, said “Hi” in answer, and gave him two packs of cigarettes.

	Man turns his head to Jim and Alex, guys smiled to a man, despite his blindness and said “Hello” almost at the same time. Old man smiled:

	“Hello, young men. You’re not local, are you?”

	“Yes,” answered Barns. “We are here to shoot some video. We’re making a serial.”

	Old man nodded, and walking to the door said:

	“Hope that you find here your story, and hope that you are prepared to it. Any search it like a diving – the deeper you want dive, the better readiness you need to have. Our mind - deepest place in our world.” At the door, he turned to the guys. “Have a nice day!”

	Three of them said good-bye almost automatically. Jim shrugged a little. Joe saw this and smiled:

	“Mr. Able is a former military driver. He can tell you an interest stories. Some of them are really creepy.”

	Alex looked after an old man a little, then turned to Joe, looked into his notepad, and recall his previous thought:

	“Yes, I wanted to ask you. That day, how do you think - that was Antony’s perfect plan, or he’s lucky day?”

	Joe frowned:

	“What do you mean?” 

	“Well,” said Barns. “Do you agree with me, that it’s a pretty unusual plan? Many point’s many moments had to play into his hands. You know what people talk about Antony?”

	Joe signed:

	“Oh! I see. I think that that was he’s lucky day. All was very smooth.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“I can’t remember any problems that Antony could find that day. Even traffic lights, you know, they can spoil all day, but even they played on his side… I can recall…”

	Joe lifted his head, and his eyes were full of excitement:

	“Yeah. There was one moment that I find strange, but remembered only now. That order “Down”, that I heard before Antony squeezed his bottle…”

	“Yes?” interested Alex.

	“That day, after all I was puzzled. I heard some girl voice. Not Antony’s.”

	Alex frowned:

	“Maybe someone in company…”

	“There were only boys.”

	“Huh,” murmured Barns, wrote something in a notepad, and said. “Thank you, Joe. One more question. Do you know something about party incident?”

	Eyes of Joe lost their light and become dimmed:

	“With a car?”

	“Yes,” nodded Alex. “You said that you knew that group. You were there?”

	And again Joe waved with his head:

	“I worked that day for night. However, I talked with Antony before, and he said that he wanted to seduce one girl. I said him do not be stupid, because that gang would beat you. But he said that he had one plan, an experiment he said. I asked – what kind of? And he answered that he had charm she can’t refuse.”

	“Charm.” Pointed Alex.

	Joe nodded:

	“Uh-huh. Later I heard that guys set a trap for him. They wanted to let him… Let him to take her to bed, undress him, and throw out his clothes, but something went wrong, and girl spoil all plan.”

	Alex pricked up his ears:

	“How come?”

	“Guys said that she was carried away. And even after they jumped out she said that they must leave him alone.” Joe looked strictly to Alex. “She was girl one of the guys, and he begun that fight. And then was crash… That guy died in the hospital, and Antony lived. But…”

	Barns were as if on needles:

	“But? “ 

	“But he wasn’t former Antony after that… Something was broken inside of him…And then there was dead of the second guy, and group was broken totally” 

	“You said that Antony wasn’t himself anymore. What do you mean?”

	Joe looked to the wall and said:

	“I can’t describe it… He became colder. You know, like vets in the movies with that syndrome…” he turned his head to Alex. “You know, after war.”

	Barns said:

	“PTSD”

	“Yeah, I guess it is. Anyway, after that we had seen one more time and that was last our talk”

	“What are you talking about?”

	Joe shrugged:

	“One thing… Another… Then we talk about death of David, the second guy, who died. I said that it was horrible that a car shot him down. Antony said then that it was logical consequence. I’m asked what does he talking about, but he’s only smiling, you know, without any emotions, just a curve of the mouth, and said – he wanted to beat me, put me to the brink, and I showed it to him…”

	Alex noted that, and said:

	“Do you know what does it mean?”

	Joe lifted up his shoulders, grimaced, dropped them and said:

	“I don’t know…But when a car knocked down David, he was looking on a penny with a strange picture on it”

	Eyes of Alex opened wildly:

	“Do you know what picture it was?”

	Joe looked ahead of him and murmured:

	“It was something geometrical… With many corners…”

	“Hexagon?”

	Joe frowned:

	“What?”

	“Honeycomb” 

	Joe’s face brightened:

	“Maybe… Yes… Yes,” Joe nodded. “I think that it was it.”

	Alex looked on Jim, smiled, and then turned fast to Joe:

	“Thank you, Joe,” said Barns, and shake hand of salesperson. “Thank you very much,”

	Joe smiled and nodded:

	“Thank you, guys. It was nice to talk with you.”

	Jim turned off his camera and shake hand of Joe too: 

	“It was nice to meet you, Joe. Have a nice day!”

	Cast of “ABnormal” walked out from shop, Alex was smiled:

	“So?”

	Jim shrugged:

	“Well, that was nice talk, but…”

	Barns stopped:

	“What?”

	“There were interesting details,” said Helper walking by. ”But most important details you prompted him”

	“What do you mean?”

	Jim turned to Alex:

	“Hexagon. He doesn’t give a shit of hexagons, pentagons and pentagrams. Come on. We have another point, come on.”

	Barns growling sit into the van and Jim rolled out from the parking lot.

	 

	---

	 

	That day sun decides not to watch over the Earth, and when in the second part of the day Jim stopped van near the cemetery, outside was dark like in the evening. Because of the wind, guys wear on jackets, checked their electronics and went out. They cemetery keeper him smoking near the workshop in the same way as last time. He recognized them and was wondered why do they returned. Alex said:

	“We found more information. Say, do you find here a body, a couple of months ago? A hobo.”

	Keeper choked smoke from the cigarette, cough a little, and asked:

	“How do you know?”

	“So, you found it?” said Barns seriously. “Where?”

	A keeper was puzzled:

	“Nobody knows about that case. How?”

	“We have good informers,” said Alex, looking up the skies. Little drops of rain began to fall. “Can you show us that place?”

	Keeper, continuously smoking led them to old part of the cemetery, where tombstone was nearly blank and hidden between old tall trees. The wind bussed loudly between the branches, it became much darker, and rain become stronger. Finally, keeper stopped near the old crypt, and said:

	“Here. Here I found him,” he opened a rusted gate. “It doesn’t lock, and I think he lived here some time…”

	Jim turned on his camera long time ago, and now flash a light on it. 

	“… It was awful,” said keeper. “Blood was everywhere. And that smell… He was here for some time, and it was too hot this summer you know…”

	Guys stepped inside, and watch over. Several tombstones with remains of words on them and stone bench. Alex pointed to the corner of the bench, helping Jim with his own flashlight:

	“Here, look”

	Light snatched out of darkness brown spot. Alex turned to the doorway, where keeper stopped, reminding to Barns a vampire that had no permission to enter:

	“Say, it’s his blood?”

	“Yeah,” said man throwing out cigarette butt, and lightning up next one. Because of nerves, wind and rain, he lights a light from third attempt. “He laid there,” keeper swayed with his hand, pointing on a bench. “Blood dripped from his mouth.”

	Alex turned to the man and said:

	“I heard that police took out from his throat something. Do you know what that was?”

	Hands of keeper began to shake:

	“How… How do you…”

	Ray of the light from the Jim’s camera jumped to the walls behind the spine of a narrator. Helper said:

	“Dude, look at it…”

	But Alex does not even move. HE still looks on a keeper:

	“It was a coin. Am I right?” He almost screamed because of the wind and rain that roared outside. “Sharpened coin! Like a honeycomb?!”

	“Dude!”

	“Am I right?!”

	A keeper does not say anything, and he only nodded. 

	“Jim,” said Alex, do not turning to cameraman. “Is it a hexagon on a wall?”

	There was total silence from behind, and narrator of “ABnormal” smiled, and turned to his friend to see that he expected to – hexagon with a dot in one of his corners on a wall of the crypt. 

	“Now, Jim!” screamed Barns. “What can you say? Do I win additional day here?”

	He see pale face of his friend, who can't say anything. Alex smiled a little, and patted his friend to the shoulder:

	“Come on, buddy! There rain outside, and I want coffee.”

	When they got out from crypt keeper was gone, and they must find exit by themselves. With such weather, it wasn’t an easy task, but fifteen minutes later, they climb into the van. Jim started an engine and turned to Alex:

	“Dude, this case is scaring me. And I would be waiting with the impatience the end of this additional day,”

	Saying this, he led a van toward their beloved dinner. 

	They eat their mills almost without talking. Jim was scared, and Alex too tired to climb a fork properly – it falls from his hand twice. Coffee doesn’t help him from influence of warmth and dryness of the Nancy’s dinned. He began to doze at same minute they sat at a table. Jim tried to hold up his friend in consciousness with talk, but he cannot think straight – his thoughts returning to the hexagon in the crypt. He knew that this information Alex took from a diary, and he can only hope that it was the creepiest thing that written there. 

	On the way to their hotel, Alex dozed in the van and Jim must shake him hardly to wake up when they were at the parking lot, across their room. They runt to the room and walk in totally wet. Jim walked to the bathroom, took off his clothes, and squeezed toothpaste to the toothbrush and went to the room. Alex Barns, half-closed was asleep.

	Jim doesn’t bother about light that was turned on, finish his routines and fall asleep, hoping that his dreams would be without nightmares. However, he was wrong. 

	 

	---

	 

	Helper realized himself sitting behind a wheel of their van. The situation was so common that he didn't do pay attention to other details. The day was sunny, and he was getting a pleasure from driving. Van rolled through suburbia street with nice white houses on the both sides of the road. Spotted shade, created by branches of the tall trees that grows here and there complete a nice effect of this picture.

	Jim looked to the right and saw Alex, who read Antony’s diary. Helper smiled and said:

	“Get off of that notebook, dude, it would make you crazy.”

	“No, it’s not,” answered Alex. “It shows me more than I can get from interviews.”

	Jim shrugged and turned to the window. Sky becomes cloudier, and a street become a little bit darker. Only now, the driver noted that it’s a quite long street. HE looked around and saw continuous raw of the houses to the horizon.

	“Dude?” he asked Alex. “Remind me, where are we?”

	“We are here,” answered Barns, tapping with a finger on the page of a diary. “All here. It’s all here, I need to find it.”

	“Wha… Alex, are you kidding?”

	Abut barns said nothing. He continues his reading. 

	Jim looked through the window, and saw the same houses, grey sky and understood that street become much darker.

	“Alex! Hey! Where. Are. We?”

	“I… I just couldn’t understand… Here, near the warlock… On the other hand, on ritual in the school… Somewhere…”

	Jim shakes his head:

	“You lost your mind?”

	Streetlights turned on, and anything around became darker and darker with every inch that they drive. It seems that darkness surrounds them closer and closer. Helper turned on lights of the van, but their help was not great. Van still rolled through the endless road with houses and trees. Jim can’t see them properly, but knew that they are there. 

	“We are here,” said Alex. “Somewhere… Here… Need to find it…”

	He began to repeat this word over and over, changing their places, stopping on the half of one and starting another. 

	“Nee… Here... Somewhere… Somewhere... Here… Need…”

	The strangest thing Jim noted just now – Alex does not move. Despite his obsession with finding something in the diary – none of his muscles move. He sat still and just talks endlessly.

	“Need-somewhere-find-here-we-are-need…”

	“Stop,” said Jim.

	“We-are-somewhere-need-to-need-to-”

	“Stop,” Helper repeated with no effect. “Stop! Stop! Stop!!!”

	Suddenly Alex turns his head to Jim, like a mechanical doll, at an unnatural angle for human neck. His eyes were empty – just a holes that had hexagon shape. They were black as night around them. 

	Jim looked through the window behind empty eyes trying to find something usual, but doesn’t see any streetlight anymore, even road disappeared it total blackness. Then honeycomb-eyed robot-Alex said:

	“Hey! It was you.”

	Still looking on Jim, Barns lifted his hand and pointed to the street beyond the windshield. For a fraction of a second, Jim saw two people ahead, and he did not have time to break. 

	There was a sound of hit, and crackling. 

	Jim was screaming, when mechanic Alex near him lifted a diary and continues to pronounce his senseless net of words. In addition, in the same moment, when Jim realized that he just hit Antony, he woke up…

	There was Alex above him and shook his shoulder:

	“Hey, hey. Jim, wake up.”

	Helper sat on the bed, and looked around with the wild eyes. His breathing was heavy, and a forehead and spine were wet. 

	“It was a nightmare,” said Alex.

	“It was,” agreed Jim and tried to recall something from it, but dream became light and foggy like the ether. “It was something about this case…” He dropped on the bed and murmured: “I’m getting mad with this, buddy.”

	“Uh-huh,” answered Barns. “Screams in the night do not add normality to it… Good night.”

	Jim turned on his favorite side for a sleeping and after hearing of rain outside for a couple of minutes, his consciousness dropped into dreamless sleep.

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #36.

	Yesterday dream. 

	Mara’s promise wasn’t an empty – she met me in my dream. 

	I recognized myself standing in the grey darkness near the Mara. 

	“Here you are,” she said. There wasn’t any joy in her voice – she was totally serious. “I was afraid that I would miss you somewhere,”

	I smiled:

	“How can you miss me? We’re the same brain.” 

	“Not here,” the same seriousness in her voice. I looked at her closely – she wasn’t dressed like during our day sessions. She had some leather suit on her, but it was old and weary. She looked like some post-apocalyptic person or survivalist. “Come with me.”

	She walks forward, and I came with her, trying to step where her leg was second before. She said stepping over something:

	“Don’t worry, it’ll be lighter soon.”

	I try not to worry, but it wasn’t too easy. I could only hope that it wasn’t a part of my dream of cosmic cubes. I asked:

	“We are separate here?”

	“Yep,” she jumped somewhere, and I tried to repeat her gestures. “Dreams it’s… It’s a rainbow pattern that causes by gas on the surface of the puddles. A totally secondary thing created by trash that our brain collects during the day.”

	“Dreams – is a trash?”

	“Yeah,” she answers as it was obvious. “To be more correct – it’s a rotten smell of decay of that trash. Not a pleasant thing, but colorful. Trash is out – you’re awake with an empty parts of the brain where that garbage was to live another day, and to collect new litter”

	Now we going a little upward. She stopped for a second, and seems like listening something. Then she continues her moving – now it was downward:

	“A minute to moon rising,” she said. “We follow the plan.”

	“Plan?”

	“Uh-huh”

	I was irritated a little:

	“Do you tell me about it?”

	Her answer was so easy, that my irritation was burned by itself like a match:

	“Nope. You need to see it.”

	I want to say that I’m almost blind here, but I saw that she was right, and everything around become a little more visible and now greyish instead of dark. I saw that we go between two great, huge, cyclopean walls. It reminds me a pictures of Babylonians great walls of Ishtar. I was sure that this walls also covered by some religious pictures, but darkness doesn’t allow me to see them. Mara catches my glare and asked:

	“What are you looking for?”

	“It’s like an ancient pat’s that used in the cult’s or in ceremonial purposes. There need to be some pictures on a wall. Or something like a pattern.”

	She nodded and turn the way we are going:

	“Yes, there were pictures. Long time ago,” she looked to the walls by herself. “It’s an ancient place, and you’re right, but I’m afraid that here you’re only can see a scale of its place… Nothing more.”

	I was little disappointed, and we went forward in a silence. There wasn’t road under our legs, we were going on the dry mud. Maybe sometimes here was a paving stones all the way, and I think that I saw remains of it, but now… It was not even a village road – no one walking here, it was just a dirt. 

	I looked in the sky and saw a strange view – there was glowing cloud. First, I think that it belongs to the atmosphere, and then – saw that there was bigger parts and rocks too, and beneath of them real clouds of this world runs. After a minute I had an idea of nature of this object:

	“Is that… a moon? Satellite?”

	She nodded:

	“It was.”

	“What… What happens?”

	She walked silent for a couple of moments, then said:

	“Disbelieve. In general, we are almost here,”

	Saying this, she walks up to small earth hill on top of which they we can see inner space that lay after the doors. And yes, that hills, amount of earth – it was the doors of its place. Place itself was a great circle with a radius of two or three kilometers (in miles – something like two). All inner space was full of brick and stone one or two story buildings, and all of them were ruined. But at the far-right side of this plateau I saw something that was comparatively not destroyed, at least, from this far I can say that first floor was undamaged. 

	I pointed at that building:

	“What’s that?”

	“Chapel that we need,” she said. “Come on, light here is a variable and valuable thing”

	Next part of the way we passed in silence, I was looking around all the time, and Mara was in a hurry. She said something about a small frame of time for our visit, but I can hear her properly. It wasn’t a street anymore, but someday it surely was – for both sides of the road stood buildings, reminding small streets in European cities. But here, instead of nice flowers on the windowsills and pizzerias everywhere was smell and signs of decay and abandons. I think that if revelations in Bible is true, someday this view someone would see after exodus on the Earth. For some reason I was sure that I’m not on my native planet. There was a rocks under my shoes, some of them round, some had strange shape, but after a couple of minutes I understood all pattern – pavement was constructed with hexagons. Buildings around had two stories mostly, and some of them had one, but that one where we go was higher. 

	“What was there?”

	Mara even doesn’t turn around, she knew what I talk about:

	“First, it was some administrative building. Then – It was a chapel. But it doesn’t help.”

	A minute after we climbed on a top of a stone heap in front of building. She goes without small delays, like she was here before just yesterday, but… Who knows? 

	We came in, and in a dim light I saw that every wall had the same pattern as walls outside, with one change – here were smaller hexagons, and pictures were inside. There were pale from time that passed and weather (maybe, fuck, I can’t imagine even weather here), but some of them were still colorful. They contained pictures of some solar system, planet that crushed, fire and corpses. Just like pictures on the walls of a cave, but painter was more skillful. I saw a couple of cubes, and thought is that cubes that I saw in my dreams, but then, Mara said “look up”, and I lift my eyes on the roof. Last was absent, and I saw through it, but it wasn’t a sky of this world. To be more correct – not only sky, because through its greyish, I saw something beyond. I saw cosmos itself, with a planets and constellations, and in a one part I think I saw a galaxy. It’s a strange thing, because all this I saw in a hole in a roof that was to me like inside part of the well – everything except clear part was black. And I mentioned that darkness become thinner with every second – light was out, like Mara warned. 

	“Here they can see him, his eye…” She said looking with me upward. “Here their madness found a great sense and becomes senseless at all, because they saw him, they saw everything. And those, who saw need nothing more…”

	“Him?” asked I, still looked upward. There was something that hypnotize me. “About whom are you talking about?”

	She looked at me:

	“You say it.”

	I looked on her, feeling a light dizziness, and shook with my head:

	“I don’t…”

	I hardly saw her – everything, except of her eyes and teeth become blurry because of darkness. I thought about a cat without a smile, and smile without a cat, and now it scares me a lot. She said hardly:

	“You know.” 

	“I…”

	“Who is he?!”

	Total darkness was around, and I said, do not knowing is there a Mara still near:

	“Their God””

	 

	“Diary entry #37.

	Next day, after a school and our history practice I asked Mara about my dream. I wanted to know what place we had visit. She looked at me seriously:

	“What’s your version?”

	I looked to the window for a second and said:

	“Some… Some projection of a world that had died… And its death somehow connected with a religion.”

	She waved with her head:

	“In general, you’re right. It was my world once. I saw it’s fall…”

	“But…” All thoughts were mixed in my head. “You’re my creation, isn’t it?”

	She smiled bitterly:

	“Yes, I was created by your mind. But how was your mind created? Isn’t it something more than chemical reactions? Something greater than just a set of remembering and recalling?”

	I was confused:

	“I never had thought about this”

	“You can imagine some great mind, something really huge, size of a millions of light years. Pure mind, almost eternal energy of thought. So huge, that it projections to the other, inside parallel universes we can call human’s mind. Great well, and you, Anton’s individuality is just a glint on its surface.” She took a pause to give time to understand all this. That was no use – that information was too astonishing. “Carl Jung called it the collective unconscious. All ideas, individualities, all tulpas – is a projection of that well. And then, in one part of the projection something changed. I think of it like of evolution, because something is happened with sparkles that had shone for that universe that you saw. God is appeared…”

	I frowned: 

	“You lose me here, Mara.”

	She looked at me with surprise:

	“Explain?”

	“God,” I said cautiously. “You said it’s appeared – but... Bu that’s wrong. Something like a God can’t just appear from nowhere.”

	“You’re right,” said Mara, turning to a window. “It was an evolution. Next step for the mind in this universe. Something greater than ever was. But people can’t realize that, can’t imagine something like this. And for them it’s become a punishment instead of promotion. They desperately tried to understand it, to realize what’s happened, and it’s causes changes in that master-mind… It began to eat that universe, like a cancer. It was a part of it, it was next step of its evolution, but its own parts see him like a monster…”

	I raise my hand a little:

	“Mar,” I said carefully. “How's cancer can be borne by your body?”

	Her face looked surprised, and I understood stupidity of my question:

	“I mean, I know that cancer is a part of a body, ok. But you said that for this case it was good at first? How cancer can be good?”

	“You see, cells in our body work with different tasks, and each one have its lifecycle – born, do that things for what it was programmed to, creates new cell and dies. Cancer is a mutation in some sort, cancer cells in some moment say that they do not want to work, they want to reproduce themselves only, eating other calls by the way”

	I knew all this, but Mara told everything in some other way then I remember all this. I thought about her words and said:

	“There were period in a history of my former country, when people act like a cancer… A hundred years ago…”

	“It’s not surprising, such behavior is very contagious. You know that only thing that stop cancer is death of the body?”

	“Huh?”

	“If you can create a host for cancer that can stand him – it would transform all that host into a cancer. Totally.”

	I smiled:

	“You say me about deadpool?”

	She answered that smile:

	“It’s main idea of that character. So,” she continues her previous thought. ” That world creates his own cancer, that begun to do its job. Soon, a group of people understood their mistake, and wanted to join to their God. You saw very last town that stood for the last days of that planet, and saw how they transform their main building into a church.”

	“Yeah, but… Pray to the cancer? Isn’t it too much?” 

	“Occur that their old Gods was all dead. They only perform rituals, honoring old tales and people that conducted religion to them, but…”

	“Like us…” I said dreamily.

	“What?”

	“Just like most of our churches,” I said. “you may apply that description to any religion here.”

	“Yeah. I think…” she looked on the floor and said. “I think you’re right. God doesn't have a place in his own religion. That was a trap for that dimension. And then, when he showed his face to them, when they met him face to face, when the need came to realize what can exist in their time-space – they went mad… That civilization ends, as you see…”

	“But… Why? They build churches to see him, and they knew about him. Why do they go mad?”

	“Even then it was shock to them. They weren’t prepared for existence of such…such being. Do you think that if son of one carpenter will return now to the earth – everyone will hail him?”

	I was silent, because I knew that she was right. In the better case Jesus will stuck into some madhouse. In a worse one... Hm, let’s see it in this way – there are some religions on the planet that do not mind about cutting heads off. 

	I look at my hands that lay on my knees and then lift my eyes on Mara:

	“Why me? Why do I see all this pictures?”

	She shrugged and said calmly:

	“I do not know. Maybe, because you can stand this story, about those people. Or maybe you can do something with it… I do not know.”

	After Mara goes out, I played on my PC half hour and then goes to bed. All this time I thought about her words. Thought and was afraid of space cubes – they scare a shit of me. Interesting, I can’t stand a simple dream about simple geometrical figures – how can I manage something about gods, space cancer and something like this? And when all those thoughts were mixed up in my mind, I was asleep.”

	 

	“Diary entry #38.

	Today we were writing that fucking test. And you know what, my stupid diary? It seems that I’ll pass it, but Mara… She scared me as a fuck…

	I write this, and my hands are shaking…

	So… Test begins, and all was just fine. I checked all questions answers to which I knew and wrote them down. That took a half an hour and was on one purpose – to be sure that I save strength for Mara. When I was sure that I don’t know any left questions, I concentrate and call her. 

	It wasn’t too hard, but I felt another tension of mine – I had never called my tulpa in a such circumstance. She stretched like after a sleep and said: 

	“Well, hello, world!” she looked around with a facial expression that may be described in a one word – interest. “So, that’s your class. Interesting. There’s Fred, and…” She looked around and found Mary. “There she is! She’s nice. But you made me prettier,”

	I said in a low whisper, forgot for a second that I’m not alone:

	“Do you mind?”

	Someone looked at me from my right side, but I do not look at him. 

	“Oh, yeah! I’m here like a Jeanie in a bottle – just to make your wish come true. I obey,” she said and nods to me. Then she straightened up “Oh, you too serious, we have enough time, and we know everything”

	She flew to me like always does, despite that that I ask her to go like a human, and looked into my paper:

	“Hm… Pretty nice,” she said. “And here is a mistake my boy.”

	I looked on to the paper:

	“I’m sure that it’s correct answer…”

	And just as I ended this sentence I hear from above:

	“Mr. Tychov, do you want to say something to class?”

	That was our history teacher. Mrs. Neric. I lifted my sign to her and said:

	“No, thinking at loud.”

	“He’s praying,” said leader of the bullies. “To his prehistoric gods”

	“Silence, Mr. Tychov,” she said, pointing with her finger at me. Then she turns it to bully. “And you, mister, one more word about origin of Antony, and your mark would be lowed by one point”

	Everyone put down their heads. 

	“Antony,” smiled Mara. “Think about talking to me. You managed this. So, you have a mistake here.”

	I was furious and think to her:

	“Look, I’m sure that we had read one book, so, fucking please, help me…”

	Her eyes caught fire for a second, and then become two pieces of blue cold ice. 

	“You know everything better,” she said and becomes more and more transparent. “Call me when you want to talk…”

	I do not know, whispered I or told at loud:

	“No, no…” 

	But she was gone. Perfect! One part of my brain was angry at me and went off. With knowledge about test! 

	“Mara,” I thought. “Please, come back.”

	Nothing. Just a headache started. Minute pass, but nothing had changed. I sat at my desk, looking on my paper and clock. I almost felt like time, just as a sand, pour out from me. What if I can’t call her another time? Or can’t call her at all? What would this mean? That part of my brain is blocked to me, or that she would leave it? My hands start to tremble, and I thought to her:

	“I’ll change my answer.”

	“Why?” said her voice near my ears. “You’re so fucking smart!”

	“We are the two parts of one full system. I need to listen to you.”

	She turned to her visually solid state:

	“Ok, but that was rude”

	“I’m sorry, Mara.”

	She said what answer I need to choose for that question, and then quickly patting on the paper pointed answers for other questions. It took a minute or so. I checked paper, said to her “Thank you Mara, and sorry once again.”

	Then I make her disappear. I felt dizzy and stood up. 

	“Mr. Tychov,” said teacher. “What do you think you’re doing?”

	“I feel bad,” I said and went to her desk. I put paper on the top of it. “Can I go?”

	She looked at me through her glasses:

	“You can’t come back after you put your paper here.”

	I just node and said:

	“Thanks”

	Stepping not quite confident I went to the toilet. There I had vomited. I haven’t breakfast today, so it was only bile. Then was a small period of shaking, and after a minute or so I could go to the outside. There I sat under the tree to the end of the lesson. Five minutes later Fred and Mary comes to me. Fred smiled:

	“What was that?”

	I waved with my hand, showing… Oh, fuck, showing that I don’t have an answer to this. Not a normal, or some bat shit crazy answer. 

	“Maneuver,” I had said at last. “We have a proverb: war is bullshit, main thing – is maneuver”

	Mary frowned:

	“I think that I’ll never understand your proverbs.”

	“Look,” said Fred, who always find them interesting, like a puzzles. “It’s about importance and…”

	I do not listen to them after that words. I thought about Mara. She was confident in her answer, that one that she called “wrong”. How does this come? Can one part of one brain have a better memory then other? Someday I saw one tv-program on discovery or geo… I do not remember details (Irony, huh?). In that show group of people need to go through path with markers of interest. They were some signs, trees, and even at one time there was soldier standing and looking at them. Then they answer on the set of questions about their trip and go home. Magic starts after a week, when that group of people were gathered second time, and they answered on that test one more time. What a bullshit they wrote! That was almost totally failed readings! They lied, but not intentionally, their brains lied to them!

	And then I recall one simple fact – Mara is a guest in my brain too. She lives here, use it and what the fuck – can make worse jokes than that. Then I decided to take a break from her. As long as I can. It was pretty nice experiment, but it scares me now. 

	On the weekend we’ll meet with Fred and Mary and will go to the movie. In our town we haven’t theatre, but we discussed it – on the way there we would ride on Mary’s parent’s car, and way back – my mom. So, I hope that I’ll spend a weekend without Mara. 

	At all.”

	“Diary entry #39.

	It was awful night and day. 

	Mara was offended as I can judge from a bad dreams, and whisper that I hear all night. Just like first time – woman’s voice, but it wasn’t low. Seems like someone playing with volume on the radio – louder-lower-off-just a little louder – FUCKING LOUD! And so on. I think that it was because of tiredness of my brain – some time it can hold Mara inside, and other time – she breaks through my defense. 

	Anyway, I had a little time to sleep. 

	School wasn’t better at all, except of one moment – I pass yesterday test. Everything else – was muted almost all day. It was like hearing all around from a deep. All voices, all sounds were low and at some distance from me. And all the world was full with some sticky liquid, like jelly – nobody hurries, nobody can perform any fast moves or doings. All speed was divided by two. 

	One or two times I saw Mara. Like a Tyler Darden in a first fifteen minutes of “Fight Club” she appeared on second or two. In the end of the hall. Sitting on the other side of the cafeteria. Under the tree, in the shadows…

	Oh! There was one more thing that you can call nice – I met cop dog today, right at six PM she pulled one of the policemen outside. I say hello to them, and make some joke about mood of the dog. 

	Policemen answered to me from a deep sea of today’s universe that he hates Dr. Pavlov because his study of the reflexes. The previous owner of this dog was an old cop, who worked here, and he teaches this dog to go to pee at some determined time. A cop said that it felt time, and near the right one it counts carefully. I smiled to dog and to cop, and most of all – to myself, because a trap on the bullies was set.

	I can’t see my words properly.

	Hope that this night would be better.”

	 

	“Diary entry #40.

	 Hello, my dirty diary…

	Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck YOU!!!

	I’m so mad, you even can’t imagine. Today’s one of my father’s long shifts. When he has some long project, he can work at office and stay there for a couple of days, and after that spend all day, or a couple of them at home. So, he was absent today. And he left my mom in charge. And she decided that it was a nice thing to drink glass or couple, or WHO CARES!!! Fuck! She was drunk when I rung her from a stop in front of the cinema! 

	That was horrible! I rang and rang her, and she doesn’t pick the phone! I saw thousands of horrors in my mind in these couple minutes! I saw fire, homicides, heart attacks and whatever else! And then she picked up the phone, and all that was only my imagination – I hear her voice… Or…That what left from it…

	Thanks God, I invented some story fast, and told it to Fred and Mary – I’m even don’t remember about what it was about – some ankle injuries or something with a car. But… But it was so … Embarrassing, shame and… shabbiness (for last word I need to thank to google.). 

	So fuck this day! Fuck mom and her alcohol!

	Oh… I hear woman’s voice… 

	Fine, another try of Mara. I’ll talk with her.

	So long, my dirty diary! And fuck you too!!!”

	 

	“Diary entry #41.

	Sunday morning, and… You never guess what happened yesterday. 

	I was mad about mom and booze issue, and decided that it’s a perfect mood to talk with Mara. So I called her, and she appeared in front of me.

	“Hey,” she said without any intro. “What do you think you doing? You…”

	“Shut up, Mara!”

	She stopped rapidly:

	“Wh…” She began, but I do not let her such chance, interrupted:

	“I said shut up! We had a deal. And you almost ruin it. Do not forget, who own this head.”

	She looked at me with some curiosity and playfulness:

	“I never saw you in a such state before,” she said smiling. “What’s happened?”

	I told her briefly about mom, and she smiled little wider:

	“Hm,” she looked into my eyes. «That means that nobody would interrupt us, yes?”

	“What are you talking about?”

	She stepped to me:

	“I know that you thought about this before…”

	Another step. 

	“And I know that you think about this now…”

	Her breast touches me and I felt her warmth:

	“The best thing is that you do not know my thoughts.”

	And then she kisses me. My heart almost jumped out, my breath stopped and I felt wet tender touch of her lips. Then she slightly pulls back and whispered:

	“All that you want. All your fantasies you can do with me. With your fantasy.”

	And I do not know, when I was going to sleep. Three? Four?

	Ok, I know that technically it was masturbation. But fuck it was awesome! And I don’t give a shit is she was real or not – my feelings and fantasies were real at that moment. Anyway, sex it’s mostly your own reactions to something that happen to you, right? And all things that happens to you – it’s technically your own impression about things around, impression that create your own brain. So, if Mara (part of my brain) creates images and feelings for me, and other parts of my brain (me) have its own image about things around – then I can tell that for me yesterday sex was perfectly real. Despite that it was masturbation. 

	And thanks to Mara I slept without any dreams. ”

	 

	Chapter 14

	 

	When Jim opened his eyes for the next time, he saw Alex sitting at his laptop.

	“What time is it now?” Helper asked.

	“It’s five a.m.,” answered Alex. “You have a couple of hours to sleep.”

	“Ok,” said Helper and turned on the other side.

	Meanwhile, Alex returned to the screen. He hoped that his night watch would give him some result. He stood up fifteen minutes ago, because of his sleepless previous night, he can't stand all night today. He decided to write to Eve, former Antony’s classmate, and hoped for her answer. He looked at the chat window for five minutes, but there was nothing except his own “Hello.”

	Alex makes a plan of this day in the text redactor. It would be a blitz poll of main characters of this story. He had questions to Antony’s dad, to Ms. Prey, to eve and to Fred. But narrator of “ABnormal” perfectly understood that his partners with a great probability would be angry. That’s why he played with the questions, trying to make them as calm as possible. He wrote a letter to Janine, asking her to find some information, and just sends it when unmuted chat make a sound, that means response.

	Barns opened chat window and saw:

	“Hello.”

	Then after a moment of “typing” appeared:

	“I’m not expected your message.”

	“Good…” Alex wanted to write “night”, but type “day” instead. “I received additional information and have a couple of questions to you. Can you help me?”

	“Yes,” Eve typed. 

	“Ok. Thanks. You said that you argued with Antony, “He makes a scene,” you said. Nevertheless, do not tell that you were a couple. Why?”

	Barns expected that chat would close, and can imagine a girl on the other side, who hold cursor near the red button. But some time later “typing” appeared, and Alex exhaled with a relief.

	She wrote:

	“What’s the difference? He banned me that day and called a whore and a bitch in much worse expressions.”

	Words appeared one after another, Alex felt her anger, but was glad that she didn’t drop chat.

	“He screamed at me across the fucking ocean. Why do I need to read it, and then – write to you???! You had your story with a nice guys from school from a different part of a world. So why do you ask it now?”

	Barns felt like a sapper – one wrong move, and his interlocutor would explode. He wrote:

	“I want to ask you, do you remember next couple of days?”

	“What do you mean?”

	Barns, remembering information from a diary formed a question:

	“I think that Antony might try to curse you.”

	There was a little pause, and then appeared on the screen:

	“Are you serious?”

	“I hope so, but as I can see, you can’t recall something like that.”

	“Yes,”

	Alex smiled. Now he felt like idiot sapper who would cut wires on his own luck:

	“Also, I know that you were a much closer, and even had sex. Is it true?”

	“FUCK YOU!!!!!”

	That was last that she wrote. Then chat was logged off, and Alex understood that he was banned. 

	He looked on the clock in the corner of a laptop, and thought about plans to the next day. He was sure that all his interviews would be like this one, but sometimes swearing or refuse can tell you much more then empty words. At last, he had the most confident source in this situation, and only thing that he needed – approving of the dead boy’s words.

	Barns looked on the watch one more time, and looked by the window. Raindrops were nearly notable on the dark grey skies. Music of the prolonged rain played the role of a lullaby, and he decided to lay down for a couple of hours. Do not take off his clothes, he lied on the bed. Fifteen minutes later, he was asleep.

	 

	---

	 

	When Alex woke up and turn off his alarm clock, he was not glad that he lied to sleep in the morning. Maybe, everyone knows this effect: when you got up early – you feel good, and if you decide to sleep one hour more – you get up totally broken. Alex had to collect himself in parts, and all the king’s men would be absolute losers in this case.

	He can't recover to first cup of coffee. Narrator of the “ABnormal” thought that this was because of rain, that didn’t stop for this time. Sometimes more, sometimes less – rain do not stop pouring. In addition, when he finished his short story at the same time finished his pie. Alex turned from the torrents of water on the glasses of windows, and looked at Jim:

	“So, what do you think about this?”

	“Fa-fo,” said Helper, and then swallow up his piece of pie. “I think that this day isn’t necessary thing…”

	Alex tried to interrupt him:

	“What d…”

	Helper lift his pam:

	“Look. I perfectly understand your searching of information. And you got it, in this diary. What’s the difference about anyone else? Someone can say that he was just a sick nerd, and someone would repeat a great ending of your second interview with Eve.” 

	“How do…”

	Jim waved with his palm, which was lifted all this time:

	“No matter. We have a story. We have his truth, Antony’s. What else?”

	Barns opened his mouth and started:

	“I just…” but then he stopped and deepened in his thoughts. “His truth you say, huh…”

	Jim nodded, cut another piece of pie and sipped a coffee. 

	“Well…” finally said Alex. “I want to check, what part of his story can take part in my world. How in this universe can exist things what I see, and things that he wrote there. In all, I want to walk by his road, and see what he saw.”

	Jim smiled sarcastically, took with a tooth a piece of pie from a fork, and said to Alex, pointing with a fork on him:

	“Please, do not step aside from a golden bricks, ok?”

	Alex nodded and smiled too:

	“Sometimes you can see valuable things only on a side from main road,” he sipped a coffee, and for a second looked aside, and then return his eyes to his friend. “There was one strange doctor some time ago. It was a genetic, and he was a racist. It was a long time ago, and then it was normal. And he tried to find what a difference between people with a different skin color on the genes level. He did a huge research and finds that genes are identical. It was a mistake, right? But it gives a result to that man.”

	“He stopped to be a racist?”

	“No, he became an alcoholic. “

	Guys looked at one another, and begin to laugh. They finished their breakfast and went to the van. There Jim awaited when Alex put some calls. First, he tried to call to Ms. Prey. When Alex tapped a red button on a phone and started to find next number, he received a message. It was from Ms. Prey, and he opened it and read:

	“Mr. Barns, I thought I told you not trying to connect with me.”

	Alex smiled, and write in answer:

	“I know everything about you and Antony’s father.”

	He sends it and waited for a two minutes for an answer. It was a new sms, and he opened it:

	“Then, nothing to say”

	It was all. 

	Alex smiled. He knew that second interview would be impossible, but for now, he cannot say that he tried. He wrote in answer:

	“Do you think that your arm is enough vengeance?”

	He awaited five minutes and wrote:

	“I know that Antony thought that isn’t enough.”

	Another five minutes, and another sms from Alex: 

	“He tried to do something more. Do you want to find what?”

	This time sms returned to him after re-sending to another number. Barns understood that she was somehow banned him. At least now, Alex can say, that he tried to the end. He looked through his phone book and finds next number. When he found it, he tapped on it, and display shows “Antony’s dad.” However, he does not pick a phone. 

	Cursing, Alex wrote in a social network private message for a Fred:

	“Hi, Fred. I found some new information about Antony’s case. You lied to us. I know the truth.”

	There almost was not delays before answer:

	“I doubt it.”

	“Can we talk?”

	There was a pause, and Fred answered:

	“We can talk here.”

	Alex smiled, he knew that Ms. Prey is a dead end, but Fred would agree for an additional talk. That is why he attacked:

	“No, it’s not for a chat. Where can we talk face to face?”

	Five minutes later Fred wrote:

	“In an hour, meet me at the mall, “An avenue” café. You’ll have thirty minutes.”

	“Thanks,” typed Alex smiling.

	He turned to Jim and said where they would go. And when an engine was started, Alex’s phone buzzed. Even without looking on the screen, he knows who it is.

	“Good day, Mr. Tychov,” said Alex. “How are you?”

	“Fine, Mr. Barns. You had called to me. I’m sorry, I can’t talk. You needed something from me?”

	Alex, still smiling, nodded:

	“Yep. A truth.”

	“What do you mean? I do not…”

	“I’m afraid that you understand me perfectly, Mr. Tychov. You lied to me. And I want to know a true story from you.”

	After a moment of silence, man with changed tone of voice said:

	“What do you allow yourself?”

	“I know that incident with Mr. Prey hand – is a vengeance for your affair with her. I know that you had intoxication one time, just after you give Antony some pills. I know…”

	“How do you find it?” asked Luc with a cold voice.

	“It doesn’t matter, Mr. Tychov. What do matter – is what you tell me. Can we talk today?”

	Alex wait for an answer for a couple of seconds then Antony’s father answered:

	“Eight P.M. At “Nancy’s” 

	And without saying goodbye, he put down the phone. Alex smiled looking on Jim. Last one looked on a friend expectantly.

	“Two interviews,” Barn’s said. “First – Fred, second – Luc at evening”

	He put a cap on his baldhead, and close his eyes, and said “Two more.”

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #42.

	Another boring day at school.

	Suddenly I understood that I live awaiting of something. I can’t understand what it is – fight with a bullies, party or something else? 

	Maybe all that I mention, or something that I don’t know yet. Can someone wait for something that he doesn’t know? Just like a sixth sense. Something in you knows that hurricane or earthquake will come soon, but your brain shocked – how come, if now he, with his own eyes see perfect sunny weather? And this tension grows inside you, like abscess, full with a dark precaution, to the moment when something bad happens. 

	I can’t understand a source of that feelings. Maybe it’s because of yesterday fun with Mara. What? The hormonal picture of my body is changed, and if you think that it doesn’t matter – keep away from sex for a month, and you’ll see what would your brain looks like. Or it’s just yesterday issue with mom? Now I know that she could let sown anything at any moment. Or it’s just some disease in my brain, and I’m just goes mad step by step. 

	Fuck it. 

	I decided to take a ride after a school, first time through that place where kitten dies. I rode out of town to that bad turn, when I saw a pigeon aside of the road. He was all in his own blood, folding one wing and leg after him. He was almost dead. I stopped in a couple of meters behind it. Mara showed near and looks at the bird. Then, without any move she said:

	“Kill it.”

	I was astonished:

	“Wh… What?”

	She turned her head to me, simple glare, without any impression. She repeats:

	“Kill it.”

	“But…Why? And… It’s not my deal…”

	“It would die after all. In any case. But we can use its death.”

	I looked at her cold face, and can’t find anything. It scared me:

	“What the fuck, Mara? How can we use it?”

	“Feathers. Blood. It’s valuable things…”

	“Fuck it.”

	I sat on the bike and turn it from that cursed part of the road. I knew one man that can help me to wipe out this picture from my head. I rode to the reverend. He was near his greens again, digging something in his rows. He saw me riding and waved with his hand:

	“Hi, Anton!”

	I stopped near him:

	“Good evening, reverend! How’s your plants?”

	He smiled and shook dirt from his hands to shake my hand:

	“Thanks to you – much better”

	I looked at his plants and see that they were much better look – green and healthy. 

	“Glad to see. Rev, I have a question”

	His face becomes much serious:

	“I listen to you, Anton,”

	I thought a second and asked:

	“Not far from here, there’s a road, turn. It's pretty dangerous…”

	“…Oh,” he said, laying down his tools. “I know this road. You mean that one, near the forest, right?”

	I nodded and answered:

	“Yeah. I saw how there died animals. I mean, there is a bad place. And I think, just can be place be bad just by itself?”

	“I do not understand you, Anton.”

	“Look, there was a forest, right?” Rev nodded. “Then came people and make a road. That dangerous turn. And I wonder, road makes that place so bad, or people? Or it was bad before? Always.”

	Reverend looked on to the orange sun that rolled to the west, to the black horizon line. 

	“I think that there is an evil, and like humans, it can change its place of living. Sometimes it’s stay somewhere for long, sometimes – fast change its habitant. And like a human – it searches place where it feels comfortable.”

	I thought a little:

	“Is it somehow connected with a people?”

	“I doubt,” he said. “People lived with good and evil in their souls. And any given day people themselves, and with a help of God decide what they’ll bring into life today…”

	I smiled a little, and waved with my hand:

	“Rev, you know what I think about God,” I said. “Let’s make him stay aside?”

	He smiled looking at me:

	“I thought that question about evil, presume God in any case,”

	Saying this, he put his knees to the ground and took his instruments again:

	“I thought that you had changed your mind about God.”

	I look at the sun myself and said with the same smile.

	“Yeah, I had.” Rev stopped for a moment, and I said. “I thought that he was dead.”

	Reverend frowned, and looked at me from the garden bed:

	“What do you mean?”

	“When people, like population, like a specimen was young, they invent God to explain some laws of nature. Thunder, lightning, rain. It was a simple connection, but uncontrolled. It deals with narrow algorithm – somethings happen, shaman told about this. And sometimes, if shaman work well for these gods – they allowed for him to take a part of their powers”

	Reverend Ray forgot about his plants’ he looked at me in astonishment. I look to the left and saw Mara. She listened to me with a smile. I continued:

	“Then, shamans understood, that it would be more profitable, if they will teach their flock, if they will be a first unit in a chain. And why need to divide all powers between so many gods? It would be faster, more comfortable and more powerful to deal with one god. And then it was born…”

	Rev smiled bitterly:

	“By whom?”

	I’m answered without any pauses:

	“By us. By humans. God was created because of our fear, our incapability to deal with next day. And that God, like humans itself was a child.”

	I looked at Mara, and she nodded to me. 

	“Child?”

	“Yes, reverend, judge by yourself – all “Old Testament” – is a proof that that God was a child. He asks to proof love to him. He whim and ask to do something for him. Being capricious, he kills people and makes a bet with Satan to proof his rightness. He’s cruel – all that sulfur, flood et cetera.”

	Mara smiled a little bit wider and began to look at the plants of reverend Ray. Last one saw that I’m looking in some other direction, and try to see what I am looking for, but saw nothing, and turned to me, and asked:

	“And what about “New Testament”?”

	“I think that that was nice try of much more grown up people to create new, modern and grown up God, as themselves literally.”

	Rev giggled, but in some afraid type:

	“Nice try?”

	I smiled a little:

	“Yes. Look, Jesus is a thirty-three years old man, Son of God and all those stuff…But all that book, all “Gospels”, they’re schoolbooks of extremism. Teachings of laws of life and how to create a religion as a mix of all things that existed before. All that virgin mothers, resurrections, spirits in doves, and all things – you name it – they were before. Even twelve apostles remind a twelve month, and all that chickens at Easter? That is perfect assimilation of pagan spring holidays with a symbols of the sun. Christian religion tries to eat all other ones. But you know the main trick?”

	“I doubt that I want to know…” said Rev. 

	“The main trick, that God of Christianity is dead for two thousand years. And all this – just aftermath of his death…”

	Reverend looked aside and then continues digging and put in order his plants:

	“Ok, let’s pretend that you’re right,” he said. “Can you say me, why Church is so needed in our time? Why it’s exists to our days?”

	I shrugged:

	“Because of us,” I said. “We are the same, mostly. Sex, eating, murder, money, power. All that things interested us before Christ and after him. So as need of something that can rule our lives, even if it’s nothing. Something that we can ask for, or something that we can blame. Christ, old God – they’re comfortable for that rudimental parts of our brain. But no one saw any proof of God’s existence and proof of quantum physics – in every cellphone. Why people don’t ask a microchip for something?”

	“You tell me.”

	“They knew that he wasn't answer to them. They knew that it didn't give them a chance to know what’s they met after their life. They believe in a different Gods, thinking that he’s one for all of them, because he does not answer them. God has one silence for them all, one ignoring for them all. As you said before – he’s unified in his uniqueness?”

	Reverend got up and touch my shoulder:

	“You know, Anton that I believe in him, no matter what you or someone think about him, right?”

	I smiled a little and said:

	“Yeah. At last, maybe Saint Peter would hit me on a head with his keys one day, huh?”

	Saying this, I mounted on my bike:

	Reverend Ray smiled, and say in answer to my joke:

	“I would pray to him, Anton.”

	“Prey louder, Rev, for us both.”

	I was glad him for this conversation, and with a light heart ride home. At home I found my mom with a smell of alcohol. Not too much, like day before, but she was pretty tipsy. But even this can’t spoil my mood completely – today we planned meditation with Mara, and another visit to place from my dreams.”

	 

	“Diary entry #43.

	Good day, my filthy diary.

	Day was pretty dull, that’s why I’ll told you about yesterday meditation.

	We visit that church where we were a couple of days before, that one, where Mara told me about cancer God. But first, Mara told me to write some figures on the walls of my room. First, I’m argued about this, mostly because of the parent’s – they were always against something on the walls. No matter what – posters or photo – clear walls!

	But Mara insisted, telling me that it would help me to see her, and travel with her away from here. Anyway, thought I, as my father work so hard, and mom is so fond of booze – they wouldn’t spot anything on the walls. Sometimes I think that they forget about me…

	So I took a line marker and stood on my table – Mara said that I need to begin near the ceiling. She lifted to the air, and spotted place with her finger:

	“Here,” she tapped lightly on the wall with her nail, painted in black. Then she ran a finger along the wall, and I’m repeating her movements with a marker. “Ok, she said, and here’s we need a dot.”

	I tapped with a marker on a wall within a figure. Above me was drawn a hexagon with a point at his top. 

	“Nice,” she said. Next wall”

	We repeat this figure in every corner on the left wall of it, but dots were in a different places. In one case even out of the honeycomb. After all, that I had returned the table to its place, and sat on him. Mara looked at every corner with half-opened eyes:

	“Not bad,” she turned to me. “You need practice, but you’ll get one. But we don’t finish.”

	I looked at her with wonder, and she smiled:

	“Later, when you’ll teach all details you don’t need all this, but now to see something beyond you need map.”

	I do not understand her at all:

	“Map? Where I’ll get it?”

	Mara laughed so loud that I for a second worried that parents would hear her, but then I recall her nature. She calmed and said:

	“Maps – not only a paper with longitude and altitude, Antony. Actually, you just did a part of it,” she pointed to the honeycombs at the ceiling. “Now we must create a rose of winds. Repeat after me.”

	She looked at first honeycomb that we just draw:

	“Jah pros’hva s’var”

	“Wha…” She turned to me as I hurt her with a fire, and under that glaze I said in my turn:

	“J’ah pros’hva s’var”

	“J’ah pros’hva v’stoh” - “Jah pros’hva v’stoh”

	“J’ah pros’hva j’ag” - “J’ah pros’hva j’ag”

	“J’ah pros’hva zo’od” - “J’ah pros’hva zo’od”

	“P’kjav t’meh skr’moj” - “P’kjav t’meh skr’moj”

	After last words I felt a little dizzy, and with my side sight I saw something under the ceiling. I can’t understand what was that, but it was somehow related to the volume of my room. There was a difference now in what eyes see and what brain understand as a free space. That dizziness was with me next week every time when blind spot of my eyes crossed that honeycombs. 

	“Here we go,” said Mara. “Now we can go to that land much faster. Shall we?”

	I nodded and sat in my pose for meditations. And truly after a couple of seconds with closed eyes I felt that room become larger. You know how it feels – when you try to sleep and someone opened a door into your room. It’s not just a sound, it about a bigger volume, space, ability to pass through. And you can say all this without opening your eyes. And now I feel something similar – I knew that some new ways opened in my room, some passages were under a ceiling. Not big, but I felt unknown air movement from there. Then I felt myself like under the water – weight push me to the ground, and I can’t inhale for a second, afraid to exhale, because then there left no air to me. Second, and all gone.

	Mara said somewhere near me in the darkness of my closed eyes: 

	“Arrived. Open your eyes.”

	I opened them, and saw the same view that I saw in my dream – forbidden passageway and former great doors in its end. Everything was illuminated by the light of a former satellite, and I know that we must hurry. I asked Mara after a minute:

	“To the church?”

	“No, I want to show you something different.”

	Next five or ten minutes we walk in a total silence. And now, when we crossed door line, I saw that all inner space is a great hexagon. I do not saw it earlier, but now I saw its sides and buildings that grown from them in the past, and now became a ruins. And just here I saw something strange with buildings today – they are all was like made from a thick smoke, or something like ghosts made from. In the base – still ruined blocks, but in front – something like projections, and soon I understood that this really was projections, time projections. To be sure, I’m asked Mara:

	“Is that…”

	And of course she knew what I want to ask. She nodded:

	“Yes, it’s past of this land.”

	I hadn’t remembered all our previous route, but I had noticed that we walking in opposite direction. Here and there I saw something like ghosts on the streets. Human silhouettes walking here and there, leaving behind them ethereal trails. They were almost invisible and transparent and that afraid me most of all – totally silent. All that we hear – was sounds of our steps that reflected from former buildings. 

	Fifteen minutes after we come on to some clearance, and Mara stopped in front of it.

	There wasn’t anything on that hill now, but I knew that sometimes here was park with a nice lawn. In the center stood large stones, reminding something like entrance to a big hall, some of them you can see in front of the largest museums in the world. They may be a pillars, or lions, but anyway – something large and solid. In front of that stones was a big crowd of ghosts, and between stones – just one figure. Its figure reminds a monk by outfit, telling something to a crowd and they waving with their hands. I was sure that many years ago they screamed to the monk. What – I can’t even figure now, but I think that it wasn’t something cheerful. 

	I turned to tulpa:

	“What does he say to them?”

	“He told them about new God. About his nature and what he would bring to them. And they said in answer that their land is dying, and now it’s full of something strange and scary.”

	Everything around us becomes darker with every moment. Ghosts become more visible for a moment, but then became to fade like everything around us. Mara continued:

	“Man, that you called “monk” is really something like this. He tried to figure what’s going on with that scary things, and found God. Find the idea of God,” she turned to me and looked into my eyes. “Firstly any religion is an idea in one mind. Then this mind becomes a prophet. He found a prophet to himself and became one to them. And to prove that he’s right he gathered all of them here to show them.”

	Monk, by this time come to the spot, as I can understand – place where fire was and throw something inside. Ghosts in the crowd jumped from it in that second. 

	“Mar, can you…”

	She looked at me and read my mind in a second:

	“Oh, ok. You’re right – there was a fire, and he throw there one of the artifacts that he found, that he gets from a prophet. And they saw a glint of their new God.”

	Monk spread his arms to the sides, and then pointed on the crowd. A crowd became smaller for a second and then bring to the monk one of them. It was similar to that scenes of witch hunting that you can see in movies, when an inquisitor told that plague in a village is because of that pretty woman, and if they burn her – all stop. Monk stabbed that one guy (or a girls) that everyone brings him, put something to the wound, and after a minute throw body into a fire. 

	“He took her blood,” explained Mara. “And then he…”

	“Draw a hexagon around a fire…” finished I, watching on this play from the past. 

	Then something happened with a crowd – one of them jumped on another, someone runs away, and the couple of them – jumped into the fire. But most of them – kneeled before the portal and bowed to it, touching ground with their heads, and that was the last thing that I saw. 

	Everything was black now, and I’m only can hear voice of Mara:

	“They saw him. Just for a moment, but they saw their new God. Not that one, that they invented, but that one which they can’t even imagine, can’t understand him, can’t realize…”

	I opened my eyes and saw my room. Everything turns around me for a couple of times, and I was on the edge of fading away, but I kept in conscious. I had panted, like run a couple of miles, but my breathing had restored quickly. 

	“Why?... Why do you show all this to me? How does this affect me?” 

	She looked at me and answered seriously:

	“I wanted to show you what happens with that ones who doesn’t ready for changes. Who can’t or couldn’t evolve,”

	Saying this, she disappeared, turning into a smoke, like always does. Fifteen minutes later I was asleep, and slept without any dreams.”

	 

	“Diary entry #44.

	That was today! Bullies come to me after a school and led me to the empty space behind the school. Two of them held me, and their leader said something like “Are you fucking get out of your fucking mind???”. I forgot is there was some additional “fucking”, but I think you catch the sense. I tried to make a serious face and asked – what does they mean? 

	Their leader hit me in the ribs.

	“Is that help you to recall?”

	I smiled a little:

	“Oh, that one!”

	He grabs me, and lift to his face:

	“Where are our shit?”

	I tried not to laugh, but I failed – with a smile I said:

	“Maybe in toilet? Or maybe check dick one of your buddies…”

	“Why you…,” there was two other hits into the ribs and one – to the chest. “Newbie, don’t test me,” he said. “You do not want to see me in anger.”

	I laughed once again, despite the pain.

	“See, how’s I’m smiling? I smoked all that grass, or eat it, I forgot, act… actually…”

	Another hit, and once again I was lifted, this time – from the floor, where I had fall. 

	“You’ll bring me all tomorrow, or our today’s meeting will be repeating every fucking day. Do you understand me?”

	I nodded with a stupid smile. Oh, how I held back not to tell him what had happened to his grass. But that was part of my plan – to make him believe that grass is still there. They let me free, and I’m I leaned against the wall to keep from falling.

	…

	In evening, when I prepared to next day action, Mara that was near me, said to me:

	“I could help you, if you’d killed that pigeon.”

	“What?”

	“That pigeon,” she repeats. “On the road. Remember? That one after which you rode to reverend and lectured him in a theology “

	“Fuck you. I do not want to use death in my experiments.”

	“As you know,” she shrugged her shoulders. “But a small drop of the blood or a couple of feather could help us to make an awesome amulet, that your trick would not be needed”

	“No deaths”

	She lifted her hands as a sign of surrender. 

	”

	“Diary entry #45.

	That was awesome! Fucking awesome! Not perfect plan, but what a nice result!

	About everything in order.

	I was in a school half hour early, and hide everything that I bring with me. I was worried that gang would met me before the classes and all my plan would be fucked. But all goes well, and I went to our sport hall, where locked all my stuff. I need play for time until the end of the classes. And my calculation worked perfectly – I met their leader when I was going to my locker. I met Fred and talk him some joke, when his face changed, and something pulled me out of the crowd:

	“Hey,” said main bully. “Do you bring shit that you stole from us?”

	I try to be brave:

	“I bought it. It was a fair deal. It occurred that that you’re too greedy”

	He hit me in the chest. That he hit exactly yesterday bruise. I doubled with a moan. 

	“Hide” …

	“Wha?” 

	“I hide it.”

	And that moment happened thing that I wait for – Ms. Prey walked by us in the hall. She stopped near us and asked about our deal. I said that anything was ok, that we play. A bully was silent most of the time, so Ms. Prey asks him to go to the class and left with me. Oh, that eyes of the leader! He showed me sign of cutting my head, and walk away. She turned to me:

	“Is everything ok?”

	“Yeah,” I said, and Mara added. “Until you show your legs, honey, he’s totally ok”

	I look at Mara that stood behind Ms. Prey, and then turned to my rescuer:

	“Yes, everything is ok.”

	She looked at me patiently and then said:

	“If anything goes wrong you may say to me, right?”

	I nodded. She looked on the back of the bully:

	“I know that he hurt some guys here, but we can’t catch him…And his victims are too silent. But you’ll told me if anything goes wrong?”

	“Uh-huh,” Mara nodded. 

	I tried not to look at her and said to Ms. Prey:

	“Everything is ok.”

	“Ok,” she said and went away. Second after there was the ring to the classes. I looked for the Mara, but she disappeared. How does she show?

	“Saved by the bell,” said Fred, jumping near. “But after the classes they will find you,”

	I said in answer:

	“I hope so.”

	Fred left standing behind me for a moment, and then catch me in the door of our class. 

	Then was the longest day in this school by far. Class after class it stretched and proved Einstein’s theory, that time may be different, and its flow can change. Albert of course doesn’t know my bullies issue, but I know that he’ll understand me in this case. 

	I playing hide and seek all day on the breaks, just not to give them chance to catch me and took their stuff earlier then I need. But after the last class I loosed my attention for a moment and was hit by one of the gang. He pushes me into the man’s room, where leader and other guy wait for me. One of them holds me, and one – watching on a door. Leader came to me slowly:

	“So, newbie, you almost lived to the end of the day,” two hits on the chest makes me moan. “You’ll tell me where is my stuff, and I let you go. How’s the deal?”

	He nodded to the guy that hold me, and he loosed his tension a little, so I can breathe. I coughed and said:

	“I hide it. To be sure that I’ll live to the end of the day”

	And once again, without any effort from me, Mara appeared near the bully that holds the door. Someone tried to open it, and bully watch who it was. That was some four-grade, and bully barked on him: 

	“Out of order, pup. Go and find some other place…”

	Mara looked at me, and screamed in the doorway:

	“Hello!!! Hey, you!! YOU, FUCKER IN THE GLASSES!”

	I thought to her:

	“Mar, I doubt that someone can her…”

	And then someone said to the bully:

	“What did you say? What’s going on here?”

	The leader nodded to guy that hold me, and he put his hands off me. By some miracle, I left to stay on my legs, but gosh it was hard! Mara disappeared again, but I don’t give a fuck by that moment to her todays freedom. I was saved! Some teacher enters the bathroom, when two of three bullies jumped out. 

	He screamed to them:

	“Hey! You two…”

	And, probably he goes after them, because I do not saw him. The leader stayed near me. He hissed:

	“After the classes, newbie, we’ll go to your hide place. Together.”

	…

	And he kept his promise. He even goes to this class, although usually he rides out with his gang just before it. The teacher makes a couple of jokes about this, but there wasn’t lot of laugh about them. 

	And then, when ring said that scholars are free for today, leader come to me:

	“Let’s go, newbie.”

	We went to the sports hall, where I took my bag, and went out with them to backyard of our school, where they usually beat me. It was a blind spot of out school, and if anyway else teachers or cameras can watch on us – here was safe place for all kind of stuff. Smoking, drinking, fucking, you name it. But today this place will see something special. 

	They stood around me, and leader thrown me to the ground. 

	“I want you to give me all shit. By yourself. Like a present”

	They are all laughed, but it reminds me some farms where horses suddenly afraid of something. I smiled and said:

	“Give me a minute.”

	All thing hardly took a half of the minute. I opened my bag, looking on them from below. Put out two-liter bottle with a muddy liquid, and open it. Then I took from a backpack small bag with a grass, and open it too. One of them started to ask:

	“What the fu…”

	But he was too late. I squish a bottle and spill out all liquid on them, with one turn around, second turn I use to sprinkle them with that small amount of grass that was in a bag. 

	And then I drop my backpack, and run like never before. I run away from school, away from bullies, away from all that hits and bruises. Traffic lights were on my side, but one moment it seems to me that I see Mara, leaning against on one of them. After her today help – I wouldn’t surprise. My goal wait in two blocks from school. I don’t hear a thing – blood drummed in my veins, and heart was throbbing in my throat. I hit asphalt with my legs, and one moment I thought that my sneakers would drop for a parts right here. But they were solid as my determination. 

	I turned around and saw that they only a couple of meters behind.

	I saw the police department, and I saw that smart-ass dog, that priceless, smart, awesome dog. And then I hear that dog barking. I saw it jump on me, and for a moment I thought that all my plan failed, but dog doesn’t aim on me. It jumped on the leader, knocked him to the ground, and continues to barking on him, splashing saliva on him. 

	I saw bullies stopped in a shock. I saw policemen jump after his dog, and begun to scream something on them. For the couple of seconds, I saw all this, but I don’t stop. I thought that it I’ll reduce my speed, my heart will blow up into my chest. So, I was run for a block or two, until I don't have any strength left. I fall onto the lawn of someone house, and panting deeply, looking at the direction where I am running from. 

	Half an hour lately I was at home. My cellphone received a message from Fred. It sounds like “Got it”. He says about my backpack, that I dropped behind the school. I drop all my clothes into the washing machine, and fall onto the bed. I was exhausted. 

	Mara appeared near me. She said:

	“Awful plan. Nice results. They’ll sleep today at the police station.”

	“How do you know all this?” I asked. “And how do you showed today, huh?”

	She smiled and vanished. I did not have a time for wonder – I felt into a deep sleep.”

	 

	“Diary entry #46.

	Today, comparing to yesterday was dull not interesting day. 

	About the bullies I hear only gossips – that they spent night in the jail and were expelled from school for some time. That’s all, but I was glad. Fred gives me my backpack, that he took yesterday, and in exchange for I tell him all story. He was astonished, and said that rumors are spreading already, but I wasn’t care for them. I hope that that would learn them something. 

	Now, main theme of my life is party next day – that’s all that I can thinking about. 

	I talk with Mary a little, asking her what I need to put on me or how I need to behave? She laughed at me and said that I need to relax. Dress like we’re going to the cinema. 

	It’s a chance to me, to become something more than just foreign guy, become a part of this group of people, this community. I wonder, do I need to go to the shop and buy some condoms? Gosh, all this time I had only porn via the internet and masturbation. Who knows, maybe someone would have enough mood and insanity for something more? 

	But there is one thing that I had learned long time ago – do not expect too much from any of situations, but be ready to any of them. So, I’ll be prepared.

	I remember all our school parties in my former country. In general, they have one algorithm – girls get booze, guys find place. It’s an easy plan because boys can steal keys from some class in the teacher’s room, and girls do not suspect in bringing an alcohol. Sometimes we had something to eat – someone keep sandwiches from lunch, or someone have time to get to home and bring something else. But all this is a child’s play with bottle of two of vodka for everyone, comparing to that parties that I saw in my outdoors yard. Older guys from my house always got a bottle for each one, and enough of food. 

	Do you think that we have a problem with alcohol there? Or… Had. Maybe, you’re right, but booze is a cheapest way of forgetting all that life there. And, it’s much cooler there. And one additional detail – in our country you can buy an alcohol from eighteen, so to the twenty-one year our guys have one or two attempts of becoming totally sober. 

	Anyway, saw I got all my knowledge about US from movies, where I also saw a parties at home like this one, it would be interesting to see how them happens here.”

	Next record was made by another handwriting, but despite all difference from previous part, it was definitely made by the same hand. Letters was inaccurate and trembling, but the author was same for sure.”

	 

	Chapter 15

	 

	Twenty minutes later, they were at the mall. They checked their electronics, and walk into it. They find a café that Fred mentioned, and walk in. Waitress walk to them, and said that she is so sorry, but they can’t film here without permission. Alex frowned and tried to find how they can take such a permission, but girl answered that she cannot solve such questions and she need to talk with a general manager. She tried to dial him, but he does not pick a phone. Then she said that she was sorry one more time and said when will get through to a manager, she’ll said them. 

	Jim was forced to shut a camera down. 

	Five minutes later, Fred rolled into the café. He shakes hands to the cast of “ABnormal”, and ordered milkshake for himself. Alex turn on his Dictaphone, and said:

	“Thank you for coming.”

	“You almost forced me to,” answered boy. “Be sure that it would be our last meeting.”

	Alex nodded silently. 

	“Sorry for rude expressions, but we found out those things that you told us – is not truth…”

	Fred screwed up his eyes and smiled a little:

	“Not all truth to be correct.”

	“Why?”

	Fred wondered:

	“Why what? Why I don’t want to talk about this? Or why I tell you my version of a story?”

	Barns looked at him attentively, it was another person that boy in the park. This boy was much older and angrier. He said to this version of Fred:

	“I found that everyone tells me his own truth. For example, you told us about one episode of cooperation with Antony, but there was a month of your supernatural experience.”

	“Nice,” said Fred. “It sounds very nice when you say this, but it wasn’t.”

	“Why do you join to him, and why do you rejected?”

	Fred crossed his hands:

	“Correct me if I’m wrong, but I think that you know the answer.”

	“In general. I need details.”

	“It was easy,” said Fred. “Cooperation, as you said. It was pretty easy – couple drops of your blood, some picture, redrawn from Antony’s notebook, and voila! Your marks become better, and you can pass a test.” 

	“But?”

	The waitress come to them, and bring two Americano’s and one milk shake. They thanked her, and she went away. Despite question, Fred sipped a little amount from his shake and said:

	“But as always – there is always is a price”

	“What price?” interested Alex. “Money?”

	Fred smiled and even laugh a little with cold emotions:

	“Money… Insanity does not need a money. It feeds up with emotions, horrors, screams and nightmares. Do you see how fly eat something?”

	“Hm… No.”

	“It is sitting still. Do not move at all, except of its proboscis. It straightened, and licked up remains. That remains that left after acid works on something eatable. I felt something similar. I felt an acid, but it feels nice. I think that dope does something like this – it destroys you, but it feels nice. But when it began to lick…”

	Fred waved with his head his shake, and looked up the Alex:

	“Once Antony shows me a trick. Trick with a Mary. He gave her a pendent. A hexagon of course. And she…” boy looked to the side, and said a little bit slower. «Something was wrong with her in fifteen minutes. I think that it was something like hypnosis. And Antony said that he can give it to me if I want.”

	Fred grimaced for a second, and then said:

	“It was ugly and… And it scares me a lot. Especially, that intonation that he used saying this…”

	Alex put something in his notepad:

	“It before car incident, right?”

	Fred nodded:

	“Yes. Then I told about pendant to Mary. And she didn’t believe me,” smile appeared on Fred’s face for a second. “I think that she was in love in him and just don’t want to think that it may be true…And sometime later this talk she saw a similar pendant on neck of Stephanie at that party. She saw how it is work, how… Ho it’s looked from my point of view”

	Fred looked aside once again, and dreamily continued:

	“And then was that fight and a car crash… We visit him at the hospital once, and Mary said that she saw all things about his pendant, wishes him to get well, and doesn’t want to hear anything from him. That was not our last meeting like friends. We tried to join to his… activity”

	Alex looked at him closely:

	“Tell me about”

	Fred answered with a bitter smile:

	“It was a try, nothing more. And… I think that in the end was to our advantage – we saw all danger of his… Talents. You know, as if in creepy fairytales – when you take a great power, you must to pay for it. We have a trial period, and payment was fair…” Boy looked in the side, and smiled widely. “And a funny thing,” said Fred returning his eyes to Alex. “Steph and Mary become good friends after all this. It’s funny because now then had something that can combine them, non-intersection points before. We all was separate after all…”

	Alex wait for a continuing, but Fred left nothing to say, and Barns asked:

	“Next pint was a case of Ms. Prey.”

	Fred nodded. 

	“What can you say about this?”

	A boy sipped some shake and said:

	“We knew that it was him from a start. We don’t talk about this at all, but when principal announced us about, I looked at Mary and saw that she is looking at me. There were not even nod to understand everything and synchronize our thoughts. I’m sure that it’s Antony.”

	“Do you talk with him about this?”

	Fred waved with his head: 

	“Yes. But it seems that we talked with another person,” he looked down to table and said. “But I can bet that Mary thought about small bottle of blood that we once saw in Antony’s home.” He straightened up and continued calmly. “One day, when we were a gang, he shows us small bottle with dark red liquid. We asked about it, and he said – it’s a blood. He said that it was a dead dog’s blood. For that days we don’t surprised for such things. We asked – what for? His answer was – it would work for me, and blood is like a sponge – what you’ll put it in, it would dissolve it in itself.”

	Barns frowned, noting something in his notepad:

	“Can you explain about sponge?”

	Fred shrugged:

	“I can only repeat that things that Antony said to us. His thought was that blood is a strong powerful liquid, which feeds bad and good people equally. And its charge – good or bad depends only from people’s heart and soul. Therefore, you can use that charge, or change it, making lower or stronger. Dog, he said is a pure animal, Chinese culture see it with a horse like most loyal creature. And if you collect dog’s blood, you can use it, making strong ingredient, which would hold effect for a long time.”

	Alex looked up on Fred:

	“And you think that he used it on Ms. Prey?”

	A boy shrugged one more time:

	“I do not know. That was one of things that he showed to us, and I’m afraid to suggest how many of them he hides. I know one thing – that we were bound in that case, and could not say anything.”

	“Why?”

	Fred smiled with his cold non-expressive smile:

	“We helped him for a number of things and some rituals – we can’t say we helped him with this not or not… Anyway, we were afraid,” he sniffed a little. “As he, I suppose. That’s why it was such a reaction – silence. Some silent pact, if you want a pathetic name, signed with afraid.”

	Alex wait a little, and wanted to ask next question, when Fred said:

	“After it, I think, I am and Mary knows that something bad would happen…”

	“And incident itself…”

	“I told you truth. Visions, ritual, my attempt to stop him, and my injuring,” Fred looked straight into the Alex’s eyes. “Except of one thing, maybe – I knew a spot where I must to hit. Antony named it once – liver. He said that it’s a very important organ, and it can regenerate itself very fast, and scientists think that secret of long life is need to search there. Besides, he told that in ancient times people thought that all bad things of our body and souls is collecting in liver. Ancient doctors cut people up, and saw that that one’s who was a drinker or had bad illness have a strange liver. So I hit there.”

	Last sentence makes Alex worry. Fred said it calmly, in a straight common tone, like about going to the movie. Using this pause, boy looked to the watch:

	“Half an hour, gentlemen.” He sipped his milk shake to the last drop and said. “That is. A pure acid what can melt all story up to something could lick it. Thank you for shake, and please, erase my number.”

	Saying this, he rolled out from a café.

	Alex return to his coffee, which became cold, but do not lost its taste. He thought about quality of coffee that do not become a trash after cooling out, and about those things that he just hears. Jim reached for a dictaphone, and turn it off. Waitress come to them, and pick up all cups. She said:

	“Friend of yours?”

	Alex was in the land of his thoughts and can’t hear her question:

	“Huh?”

	“Boy, Fred. Is it your friend?”

	Alex frowned a little:

	“I don’t think so.”

	“Pity,” said girl, wiping out a table from watery circles. “You can be asked him to call her mother for permission of filming here.”

	“His mother is…”

	“A manager, that I can’t call,” interrupted girl. Jim starts to laugh. She looked at Helper for a second without understanding what he finds fun here, and asked. “Something else?”

	Barns cursed silently, and smiled a little:

	“Check, please.” 

	 

	---

	 

	Jim asked, where they will spend time their time before meeting with Antony’s father. Alex wants to propose to go back to the hotel room, but thought a little and said:

	“There always a hotel room, but with this rain it pretty dull and uncomfortable.”

	“I think so too,” said Jim. “Nancy’s?”

	Barns grimaced a little and waved with his head, as evaluating options:

	“Yeah. We have a meeting there. Look, how’s the internet there?”

	Jim thought a little, and said:

	“Fine… I think. I do not note this especially. What?”

	Alex looked into through the window of the van: 

	“We still haven’t talk with Prof,” he said. “And it seems a perfect timing for it. One option – internet.”

	Jim turns ignition key, and a van began to hum. 

	“At the worst, I’ll give you my phone – you’ll use it like modem”

	Moreover, after this words van, washing by rain went up the road to the “Nancy’s”

	Thirty minutes later guys sit inside with two cups of coffee, wait of their supper. They agreed that going to the hotel room was fail idea. Rain was the – because if they need to go outside once again they want to go home, and stay there. Alex opened his notepad and connected to local Wi-Fi, for their amusement, it gives a nice stable signal. 

	Alex took his pone, and launching skype, dialed number of the account that was signed “Prof.” After a couple of buzzes Alex heard “Hello.” A narrator of the “ABnormal” smiled:

	“Hi there, Prof! How are you?”

	“Alex, my boy!” Barns can hear smile of his friend even without eye contact. “Fine, fine. Thank you. Janine told me that you may call, but I’m almost forgot about it. How can I help you?”

	Jim smiled and waved with his palm.

	“Jim here,” said Alex. “Waving with a hand.”

	“Say hello to Mr. Helper, Alex. So? What did you get?”

	Alex frowned a little:

	“Janine doesn’t tell you?”

	“Something about honeycombs? Hexagons?”

	Alex nodded:

	“Right. Can we record your commentary now?”

	“Now? I admit, that I’m doesn’t prepare properly.”

	Alex grimaced a little, and then smiled:

	“Prof, come on. We know you! Your “doesn’t prepare” means that you can’t give us lecture for a two hours, just one. Let’s shoot your thoughts right now, huh?”

	“Oh… Oh… Oh-kay,” said man. “But it would be the strangest of my appearances in your show, Alex.”

	Alex smiled wider:

	“Don’t worry, Prof, it’s the strangest case ever. Be on the screen, two minutes.”

	“Ok,” said man, and disconnected.

	Alex turn on recording software, and call to the Prof via skype. A set of standard sounds and on screen appeared smiling broad face of silver-haired man. From a first look, he reminds a Shaun Connery a little, if he loved the sweets more than it was supposed to.

	“Good day, Mr. Williams,” said Jim. “Nice to see you!”

	Prof saluted into the camera and cheerily said:

	“The brave Sancho of our Alex! Good day, Mr. Helper. So, Alex, let’s go?” 

	“Yep. Three-twoo-one. Good day, Mr. Williams.”

	Prof nodded:

	“Hello, Mr. Barns. It’s nice to see you.”

	“My pleasure,” smiled Alex. “Mr. Williams, we have met an interesting thing in our latest story,” said Barns. “Our hero was obsessed with hexagons. Right figures principally. So, we want to ask you, and how can he use them? What’s the meaning of its figures?”

	Prof nodded and said in lecture’s tone:

	“As about most of right and simple figures, mankind knows hexagons for many years. Early people can see them in honeycombs, some stone structures, or even in snowflakes. Pre-human saw that it’s a very stable structure, and one of the meanings is stability itself. Also, it is one of the perfect pattern unit. Adding hexagons one to another, you may draw them as many, as you can. Later, in China people saw a symbol of human in hexagons – six ends: two hands, two legs, body and head. Most accurate description gives us Euclid – he shows in 300 A.D. how to draw it with compasses and ruler. Some interesting math about it. Some cultures thought about six as a perfect number because it is the sum of its divisors, one, two, and three. Note that factorial 6, or 6! is 720. The sums of the angles of a hexagon and the tetrahedron are 720.”

	“Religions,” said Alex. “Do a hexagon in some way used in them?”

	“It appears in many religions. Buddhism use it like a base of lotus flower that remind a David’s shield a lot. Sometimes it was drawn with swastika inside, and many mandalas have it in their bases. Here a quote: 

	A lotus flower with twelve petals symbolizes Anahata (also known as Anahata-puri, or Padma-sundara). (See also heart mind). Anahata is related to the colors green or pink. Key issues involving Anahata involve complex emotions, compassion, tenderness, unconditional love, equilibrium, rejection and well-being. Physically Anahata governs circulation, emotionally it governs unconditional love for the self and others, mentally it governs passion, and spiritually it governs devotion.”

	“Thank you, Mr. Williams. So, it’s a perfect and good sign?”

	“Mostly. You know, later scientists saw its structure in molecules connections and even in Saturn. And again and again everyone saw there high scale of stability. For example, of you make a set of balloons filled with water and put them one onto another, as a result you’ll have a…”

	“Honeycomb structure,” said Alex.

	“Exactly,” nodded Prof. “So, in practice we have a pattern, which organize, regulate something to perfect view.”

	Man on the other side turn page that laid ahead and continued:

	“As abstract – you can search for those directions. Connection, structure and something global. There’s one interesting thing: David’s shield is also have six points. But our hero is a figure that lays around perfectly, hiding its sharp corners. But it’s a very rare link – most recent is the sun and connections”

	Alex said:

	“Thank you. One more question. Can someone change a meaning of the figure? And how would it work if someone can?”

	Prof looked on Alex and smiled: 

	“Nice question, Alex. We have a lot of examples of such things in history. The most horrible change is the swastika. European nations, Slavs and other revered it as if symbol of the Sun, but Hitler change its charge for a long time. It’s not an impossible thing, but, considering a meaning of some signs, you must do awful things to change their meaning.”

	Alex looked on Jim, and write fast in his notepad “dog blood”, and almost without pause asked:

	“So, say, if I’d want to see something besides stability in hexagons – I can see it and extend my view, changing sign?”

	Prof waved with his head:

	“Let’s see on the example of an eye. Egyptians draw it like a mention of the Ra. Sign means the woman side of Ra, and drawing it you meant that God oversee you and defend a human, houses and of course – pharaoh itself. But if you’ll draw a simple fork around it, you’ll see something like this,” Mr. Williams show simple picture, and Alex smiled. 

	“It’s Sauron’s eye,” said narrator.

	“Glad to see that you recognize it,” smiled Prof. “The same things are about right figures. If you’ll draw a red line in the border – most of them will transform in the alert traffic signs”

	Alex looked in his notepad for a second, and asked:

	“Mr. Williams, can you say such a thing – if you saw a number of such hexagons, wrote on the walls – what would you think about them?” 

	Man on the other side of internet connection stroked his beard and said:

	“Maybe that host of this picture wanted to connect something. Or that he wanted to make something more stable as it is now…”

	“Or bigger.”

	“Or large-scale,” said smiling Prof. 

	Alex smiled:

	“Thank you, Mr. Williams for as always a full explanation.”

	“Thank you, Mr. Barns,” said Prof, nodding. “For invitation and interesting conversation”

	“A-a-a-and, cut,” said Alex. “Thanks once more”

	Prof shrugged:

	“Your welcome, but I’m afraid that most information I took from the internet. You see, David’s Star is more complex symbol, and hexagon is it’s only a base of it. So, if you find meaning that want to see your hero in it – it would be interesting.”

	“Yeah”, said Alex dreamily. “Very interesting.”

	Then Alex shakes a little and said more enthusiastically:

	“Have a nice day, Mr. Williams”

	“You too!”

	After these worlds, they heard sound of disconnect. Nancy saw that they finished their work, give them two plates of hot mushroom soup with croutons. Alex handed over their laptop to Jim, and last put in on the windowsill. They had a half an hour before meeting with Luc.

	 

	---

	 

	Thirty minutes later Alex become to doubt that Antony’s father will come to the meeting. Rain becomes a pure waterfall. Torrents of water slide on the windows from top to bottom, highlighted with a streetlight remind to Barns Christmas garlands, especially with a total blackness as a background. 

	He looked at the visitors of Nancy’s today. It was most loyal people to this dinner, who despite horrible weather came here to eat pie, drink couple of cups of coffee or just to chat with the host.

	But then Alex saw car that parked across the street. Car’s lights catch a light cone from a wall of water and then shut down. Then a figure fast run to the dinner, and entered. That was Luc Tychov, totally wet and pale as a sheet. He looked around the dinner, and Alex raised his hand to help him. Antony’s father noticed him and went by the aisle to cast of “ABnormal”. 

	He sits on the bench, splashing a drip of water on the table. 

	Alex nodded:

	“Good evening, Mr. Tych…”

	“Fuck you, Mr. Barns,” said Luc. “You know perfectly, that I’m here only because of your blackmail.”

	The smile wiped from Alex’s face, but his mood in the voice were the same, he said:

	“I’m sorry, Mr. Tychov. It’s a misunderstanding.”

	“Really?” said in an angry whisper Luc. 

	Nancy came to them, smiling:

	“Good evening, Luc. What do you want this evening?”

	Antony’s father calmed down a bit, and even smiled a little:

	“Hi, Nan. Coffee and pie… What kind of today?”

	
“Cherry,” she said, smiling.

	“So be it,” nodded Luc.

	“And the same to us, Nan,” said Alex, tapping Jim’s leg.

	Helper raised his pupils to the camera, and Alex noted that green light is on. He smiled a little, and turned to Luc:

	“Mr. Tychov, you are here because of your lies.”

	“Fuck you, Barns,” said Luc in the same angry whisper. “How do you know about affair?”

	Alex shows a slight smile, because at this moment came Nancy in an apricot color apron and give them their order. Three men said, “Thank you.”

	Barns cut a smile piece of cake, chew it and sipped a coffee, and then he looked at a pale face with a wild eye of Luc, and calmly said: 

	“That’s no matter, where I got this info. You lied to us, Mr. Tychov. Lied about your son. That’s…”

	“That’s my case, Mr. Barns,” said hissing Luc, “You got your story, so…”

	“Your story, Mr. Tychov. Your own imaginary story. Where you don’t find a place of your affairs, alcoholism of your wife and your attempts to fed up medicine to your son”

	Luc became paler than he was what caressed Alex a lot, because he thought that it was ended with a heatstroke to Antony’s father. His eyes became little foggy, and he opened his mouth like a fish on a shore. 

	“So, Mr. Tychov. How can you explain that such a details left untold, huh? Or you think that they don’t connect with your son’s death?”

	“He’s… It…,” Luc dropped his head, and close his face with his palms. In this pose, he sits for a minute and then drop both of hands under the table. “We were scared. Yes, I… We all spoiled a lot of things… My wife’s troubles with alcohol had a horrible impact on Antony and me…”

	He looked at Alex, and last saw a tear, which dropped from the nose of men across the table. Luc continued:

	“Ms. Prey and me… I think I felt trouble in our family and tried to run from it… Moreover, my wife too. Something was wrong, and everybody closed about themselves. Everybody finds something dark inside – treason for me, dependence for my wife, and… something dark for Antony”

	“What was that?”

	Luc shrugged:

	“I do not know. Sometimes I think that it was an evil itself. Sometimes I think that it was that darkness that everyone has inside, but Antony gave it leading role… And sometimes I’m too scared to think about this, because I think that he found something… Something that don’t belong to our world…”

	Alex looked into his notepad:

	“How do you think, it was his reaction, or it was inside of him for a long time?”

	Luc looked ahead on one spot somewhere on the table, and said with an emptiness in his eyes:

	“It was like a nuclear reaction. You know what happens in Chernobyl?”

	Alex frowned:

	“It blew up?”

	Luc focused his gaze on Alex:

	“In general – yes. But in details, it was an uncontrolled reaction. For some fraction of time energy that were in uranium rods doesn’t diverted. That energy, which can be used for a light in houses, make a roof flying up to the skies. I think something similar was happing with Antony, and school incident was the same thing for his classmates as Chernobyl for Pripyat.”

	Antony’s father smiled:

	“The funniest thing that affects is pretty similar. That fact that you sit here and said to me that you said is an attribute of a great pollution…” 

	“Mr. Tychov can you tell about that episode with a medicine?”

	Looking in one spot, Antony’s father smiled, and do not changing his face he said, raising his eyebrows:

	“I thought that you knew for sure what’s happened,” he sighed and continued. “When we saw that… That that thing that happened with Antony became uncontrolled, I proposed to use sedatives…”

	He looked on the Alex with his empty eyes and smiled with corners of the eyes:

	“We can’t say to one another that we have our own problems… And we thought that this… Somehow, will give us strength to solve our problems… We failed…”

	He put his hands on a table, and looking on them continued:

	“First five days was perfect. I thought that we had a chance. Antony smiled again, stopped to moving lips like praying all the time, and even left his room unlocked once… And then, one morning, he said that he noticed a strange smell from his drink and asked with what shit we fed him? You… You can’t imagine his tone. A cold almost absent. Like talking to himself.”

	He tried to take a coffee cup, but it became to dance in his hands, and he left it on a table. He continued:

	“I said… I said – nothing. Then he raised his eyes on me and said with the same cold tone – you can lie to mother, she can lie to you, and you can lie to yourself, but don’t dare to lie to me. You know that I can do horrible things to you, that’s why I give you attempt to fix your answer. What’s in a cup?”

	He locked his hands, unlock, and then tried to sip coffee once again. After this, much better try, he said:

	“I said – nothing. Hoping that we can full him and make a prolongation of these five days…But then he broke his cup. It just crackled for a three pieces. Boom,” he showed like his two hands fall apart. “Just like that. And then he said – you afraid of me now… We’ll look at you after the punishment…”

	Alex frowned:

	“Punishment? He does something?”

	With another empty gaze, Luc nodded and said:

	“Yep. However, as I told you in our first met, it may be looking like an incident. My wife… She was intoxicated with alcohol, and I’m almost crushed in the car… But,” he looked in Alex’s face. “The funniest thing is that we checked bottle and car. They were all right. In lab and in garage we heard the same thing – unhappiness.”

	“But you think that he did that?”

	Luc nodded without answer. 

	“Mr. Tychov. It may be the rude question, but I need to ask it. Do you… Do you glad that it all stopped?”

	Antony’s father nodded once. Twice. He begins to cry silently, still nodding and hanging his head. Tears dropped from his face, when he said in a whisper:

	“Yes… Yes… I’m glad with what happened to him… It… It ate him from inside… And now… Nothing left…”

	Alex dropped an eye on Jim, and saw that his cameraman is pale as Luc, and decided that interview closed. He said to Antony’s father:

	“Mr. Tychov, I need to confess,” said narrator. His words don't have any reaction. Luc still sat with a hanged head. I took something from Antony’s room.”

	And once again – no reaction. At all.

	“I took from Antony’s room his diary. I can give it to you…”

	“No!” whispered Luc, looking around with a mad eye. Jim was scared – a moment ago, men across him sat in despair catatonia, and like after a switch click – start behave like a mad man. “No! Keep it! The farther it would be, the less probability that it will happen again. No… No!”

	He almost drunk full cup with one sip took cake with his bare hands and continue to say “No” walk outside under the rain. Jim and Alex looked after him. He walked to his car, waving with his head, and chewing pie. Rain does not bother him anymore. He stood near the car, talking something to himself, dropped a pie, and sat into the car. Luc started an engine and drove a car to the road, and only at that moment turn lights on. After a second, he drove away.

	“What. Was. That?” asked Jim. 

	Alex waved with his head silently. They finished their meals, and sit a little more inside. Weather was pretty bad, so guys don’t hurry anywhere. They asked a tea, and drink it, looking on the stripes of dropping rain that streetlight show to them. Alex frowned looking at this picture, and said:

	“I need a final shot, dude.”

	Jim looked at his friend, feeling something strange:

	“What kind of shot do you want?”

	“Antony’s grave and tombstone,” Alex said firmly. 

	Helper put his cup to the table:

	“Just like that?”

	Alex nodded.

	“Why, dude? Why? You got your story, and you got even bigger than this – you got his story. Why?”

	Barns sat without moving for a couple of moments, then said, continue looking to the outside view:

	“I don't have the end of this story, and I need it,” he looked at his friend. «Just… They all afraid of it too much, and like a gravity – their scare curves picture that I see. And I want to see a solid “The End.” The grave would be such ending,”

	Saying this, he put his phone and dialed some number. After a couple of seconds, he said:

	“Hi, Janine!”

	Jim nodded and whispered:

	“Say hello to her.”

	Alex smiled: 

	“Yes, here’s Jim, and he said “Hi honey!””

	Guys laugh silently, and clapped.

	Still smiling, Alex said:

	“Janine, I need his grave.” There was a second, and Alex changed in a face. “No! I do not need exhumation, Jesus…Just a background to a final monologue.” He nodded. Then nodded once again and said, “As always, you get the task perfectly. Thanks! Bye!”

	He tapped a red button, and after five minutes, after drinking up all berry tea cast of “ABnormal” runt to their van under a hard rain. 

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #47.

	Call me Antony… and I had my second birthday couple of days before. 

	It would be a long story, but I can’t dedicate much time for it, so, I’ll describe it all in several days…

	That party… Fuck, I can’t remember all that happened there, but I’ll try to tell you about. I met Mary at the entrance, and we come there. It had a crowd on a lawn in front of the house, but they were happy and cheerful. Nice music played (I forgot what kind of music it was.), and we say hello to the hostess, Stephanie, and something glint in her eyes… But I don’t recognize that emotion… Unfortunately, … We have a drink… Or two… We danced a little and laugh. Mary is a nice girl and nice company. But because of all light-dressed girls that I saw there, and all booze that they drunk – we separated for some time. Then I met Stephanie. She was thoughtful about something, and… Oh yeah! There was Mara! She appeared there, looked on Steph, and asked – do I want to fuck her! That’s why… Mara helped me. She said something about special words, or something like that… Word by word… And (I can’t recall how it was happened.) we were in a bedroom. Alone. 

	Then I tried to fuck her, but… Hm… What was then… I was a little drunk, but I was totally ready… There was something about her, Stephanie… It seems that Mara told her something too hard, because I remember that she was like under hypnosis, and all my mood gone… The funniest thing – I was rescued by bullies… I’m tired…It’s hard to write… Next day, fucking diary…

	…

	Let’s continue. 

	So. Bullies, same one that I framed a couple of days ago – they were there too. And Steph – was a girlfriend of the leader of that gang. It was sooooo funny to watch how he asked her something, and she is only blink on him in answer. What happened next – I do not remember. At all. Excuse me, all that I can recall now – it’s a small amounts of emotions that I felt that night. As I was deadly drunk. But I wasn’t. When an ambulance brings me to a hospital percentage of alcohol in my blood wasn’t zero, but it was just a little bigger that allow you to drive with. Anyway, how’s fight started I do not remember, as well as van that hit us with the leader of the bullies. Fred also told me, that I had hurt Mary with my attempt of the affair with Steph, but hey, I do not promise her anything? Or did I? Fuck, in any case – I do not remember it. I tried to recall something about Mary, maybe I had flirted with her? It highly probably – I desperately look for sex that night… Anyway, next thing that I saw – was a ceiling of an ambulance. Hard cold light, and something wet on my jeans. I don’t feel pain at all – just numb of my legs, and something sticky on them. I prayed that that liquid does not turned out my piss or shit. Silly, huh? 

	And then I saw Mara’s face. Serious, with a light cold smile. She said to me:

	“Soon we’ll have a talk.”

	And then I passed out…But before darkness hit me second time for an evening, I saw the second person in the ambulance – it was leader of the bullies. Fuck, how can I wrote a long messages before? I’m tired. Tomorrow, dirty diary…

	…

	Another attempt to tell everything. 

	Next things that had happened – is a series of flashes of my memory. One – bright light, smell of some meds, and pain in my legs and head. Second – feelings of fire on my legs and picture of my jeans dumped in some dark red thing. “Shit” – thought I, but then “FUCK! BLOOD!”. And then – another fall into the darkness of my mind. Third – second during which I saw a face of Mara in the operational room. One thought – how can they let her here? And another well of darkness. Next time when I opened my eyes – I saw everything around me without colors – just black and white around me. Doctors doing something with my legs without any hurry – like astronauts or divers on the bottom of the sea. Mara came into my eye direction, and smiled:

	“Hello, Antony”

	I tried to say something, but she stopped me:

	“S-h-h. Don’t try to speak,” she said. “Actually, you’re dead now”

	I tried to move, or scream, but all my attempts brings me nothing, just I can’t do anything or say something. 

	“So,” she said, “We have a little more than five minutes to decide one little thing”

	She walked around surgeons looking on their attempt to save my life. She clucked with her tongue, and turn her head to me again:

	“In this state it would feel more than five minutes, but believe me, time is running”

	I try to relax, and think to her:

	“I listen to you.”

	She nodded:

	“It’s all that I want,” she did couple steps backward to the wall, jump, and leaned on it above the ground. Seems that for her wall was horizontal, and she lied on it like on the lawn. She put her hands above her head, and leg on other. Mara was totally relaxed, and that thing that she tells was too contrast because of it:

	“So, as I said, you’re dying. Actually, you’re dead now. And, as you can imagine – if you’re die, I’ll die with you. And we have two options. First – spend this four minutes to moan, laugh, or what do you think to do before death. Or,” she lifts her head and looked at me. “I can help you to survive this situation.”

	“Second,” even in my mind I was panting. “Second option. What do you want for this?”

	“Sacrifice. And offer. You see, here’s two cases – one – make you live after, resurrection, as an act and my reward, of course.”

	“Live itself isn’t a reward?”

	“Yes, nice reward, actually, I can take it. So, what about sacrifice?”

	I was confused, but hey, I thought that I’m already dead, so I let her to jump from one theme to other. In any case, I don’t give a shit what to answer about the sacrifice. 

	She looked at me and smiled – of course she knew what thoughts swarmed in my mind now:

	“Let me propose something,” she sits on the wall, wait until one of the doctors run between us, and continued. “In the next room lye that scum, who beat you, and throw both of you under the van. I can take his life instead of yours.”

	“You talk about?...”

	“Yes, that bully was hit too, and he’s in the coma now. If you let me, I’ll kill him, and you will live.” She looks at the empty hand, as like as there was a clock and said. “Two minutes”

	“I must kill him?”

	She frowned:

	“Oh no. I’ll kill him…”, she waved with her head. “But. Yeah, some part of yours would kill him. But for a good reason!”

	I closed my eyes, and she said:

	“Tick-tack, Antony. Imagine – that dick would live, and you will be buried. Mother and father of yours on the edge of suicide, and that dork… Well, hope you like his life now – I doubt that he has enough of brains to teach…”

	“Agree”

	“…a lesson,” she stood on the wall, being parallel to the floor she made two steps, and turn herself in a normal position – two legs on a floor. “Agree with what?”

	“To kill him and give me life”

	“And give me life.”

	“Yes,” I said in a hurry and excitement. “I agree with all that!”

	She smiled widely:

	“Ni-i-i-ice. Wait a minute,”

	She said this, and step through the wall. Like an echo in my ears I hear flat line signal, and after a second, the appeared in a room with bloody hands, still smiling:

	“Done,” she said, and then something falls on me. Like a great wave, something pushes me to the table, and like wave that something doesn’t let me to inhale. She come to me and looked into my eyes. “Now we’ll have a fun” Moment, or millions of them I lie on the table, being enabled to breathe. “But now – take a rest,” she said and touches my forehead with her finger. She runs her finger along my forehead, and then I make long, deep inhale. 

	She blinks me with one of her eyes, the color of which I have not previously attached importance to – they were orange, and disappeared. And then, like from a small sources of the atomic blow – colors and sounds spread instantly from that orange dots around. Everything turns normal, and even better – sounds wand colors were sharper and louder. I tried to feel all this, but another invisible wave hit me, and last thing that I thought about was a figure that she drew on my head – it was hexagon, of course… Then I’m passed out…

	My hand aching, hope that tomorrow I’ll end all this…

	…

	Hello, my filthy diary. Hope that you sleep well, because I was. I have one of that nice hot dreams that lead you to change your underwear. I think that this is a sign that I’ll get well soon. 

	I need to end all this story, and end up here. 

	I do not know how many times I was unconscious, but when I open my eyes, I felt sleepy, as I had sleep for half a day. Parents told me that everything that Mara said me before – was true. They were two of us, whom ambulance brings to the hospital. The bully was in the next room, and he died two days ago (so I was unconscious for two days), and yes – I was dead for a four minutes. But now, said my mother, I’m getting well perfectly. I was glad to see her totally sober, and don’t smell any signs of alcohol. Small amount of things can make me happy – life and sober mother. Then I had visitors – Fred, doctor, Ms. Prey, and finally Mara. 

	Fred told me all things that I do not remember from the party and that had happened in school. I ask him to say hello to the Mary. Ms. Prey bustling and worrying, but I was glad to see her and her legs in a white stocking, thinking of next nice dreams. The doctor looked at me, and told me about mine injures – broken leg, concussion, and a small hemorrhage, which caused a slight cardiac arrest. But now – it’s all right, and I quickly recover. He said that my recovering is rapid, as death of a boy that I had a fight. He even said that if to be honest to the end – he thought about our chances as about vice versa ones. But he was glad that I was alive, and in the doorway say that he hoped that rehabilitation of mine would be as fast as it begun. 

	“You bet!” said Mara that appeared moment before doc closed door after himself. She turned to me. “We haven’t much time to lye here, we need to meet the warlock”

	I frowned and looked at her:

	“What do you mean?”

	“That we have a plans. You can separate from them either, but that would not be such a problem.”

	“I’m afraid that I can’t understand you…”

	“You’ll see. And I knew that you’ll like it. You liked our little affair couple of weeks ago? Like how that little slut looked at you at a party? Like feeling when bully died?”

	I was bewildered, and looked at her with a great interest. 

	“That was just a beginning,” she said. “We need to begin our practices. Ask your parents to bring you diary and a pen.”

	“And what is your plan?”

	“To live,” she simply answered. “With that life that you had present to me,”

	She smiled at me and said:

	“No worry, you’ll like it.”

	Saying these, she disappeared, living me with my thoughts. And you know what? I do not want to agree with her, but I really like that feelings that she mentioned. When something supernatural near me shows its powers. Something inside me. 

	And I do not want to think about all this now. I’m too tired. But hey! We are here and now! We did this, and we catch up all this time. Hope I’ll not lose it now.

	See you, my filthy diary.”

	“Diary entry #48.

	Three days you were out,” she said. 

	I’m just open my eyes, my mind was still in the dreamland. I groaned:

	“Mara…”

	“No,” she said. “We need to make the plan.”

	I teared my eyes, looking at her, walking here and there in my hospital room.

	“Mara,” I said again. “What are you talking about?”

	She stopped, and her arms dropped:

	“Oh, I forgot… That’s me, who have active time with your brain – you just woke up.”

	She jumps on my bed and looks into my eyes with a smile, which may be cute, if she may be real, but now it was little bit creepy. Mara looked into my eyes, seems like she tries to find something inside them. Then she said at last:

	“You must be healthier to reach my goal,” she leaned back. “But today we may have a little practice”

	She took the diary from the inside of my nightstand and gives me:

	“Here,” Mara opened a notebook on the first page. “Now I show you something interesting.”

	Tulpa pointed her finger on the page, and run her finger over it, inviting me to draw something after her. It was a honeycomb (of course it was), but then she upgrades it with a triangle on the one side. Couple pages after she repeats the hexagon, but then she draws a circle on the other side. Then we turn a couple of other pages. Here and there we draw such random figures, but soon I found that I can’t breathe. 

	“Stop,” I said after the fourth sign. “Wha… What the fuck are we doing?”

	“We’re setting the traps. Or securing your diary. Chose what you like most.”

	I panted, and trying to make my breathing calmer:

	“And what it would do to… To unwanted reader?”

	She looked at me sarcastically, telling me without words that I’m asking stupid question. I smiled a little:

	“I see. The same things that just happened to me”

	She nodded:

	“Indeed. So, let’s continue?”

	In that tempo we draw figures to the end of the diary, even on the blank pages. Mara said that she does not want to return to this process later – better to do it now beforehand. All that stuff with hexagons and my breaks after each five-six ones took an hour and fifteen minutes. At the end I was existed almost completely. 

	“There,” she said. “Now it’s much more secure”

	Mara bow her head to the side, and frowned:

	“Not a bank, for sure, but I found this work pretty nice. Thanks.”

	She touched my shoulder, and smile to me:

	“You need to take a rest. See you tomorrow.”

	Saying this, she disappeared. I hide the notebook to the nightstand and fell to the bed without any energy. I was almost empty, but in the same time I felt something inside me, some… Some shining spot that with a time would turn in the great light. Pretty similar feelings you can feel after the workout – you’re exhausted and feel strength and energy that rise inside you. You know that tomorrow you’ll be bigger and heavier. But today – you’re empty.

	With a such thought’s I fell into a dreamless sleep”

	“Diary entry #49.

	Today I had two visitors – Fred took Mary to me. We had talked about things that happened on the party, and I said her easiest lie in my life – that I don’t remember all things, and if I had done something bad to her – please, excuse me, because I was drunk and almost dead. And if something can change me – it definitely happens there. 

	It was easy because of Mara, of course – she had played a role of my prompter. I ask Fred to leave us alone for a moment (it was already funny, because there were three of us there). Mara stood behind the spine of Mary, and lift her hand to the eye level of a girl ahead of me. Then she placed her hand behind Mary’s ears:

	“Here. You need to look here. Repeat after me. “Look” …”

	“Look…”

	Mara hides her palm for a second:

	“Antony, drop your eyes, just for a second. Lift them. Look up on hand. There. Say her – “I know that I hurt you somehow”, Antony, in her eyes.”

	I listened to her carefully and followed her instruction:

	“…I’m sorry. I do not know what had I done, but, please, forgive me…”

	And so on. 

	As a result – she said that I was a dick, but she thinks that I had got my punishment from life in a full scale. Even I can’t say better. Then Fred entered, and we had a nice little chat. In the end he asked me about Mara. She, sitting near him smiled at his question. 

	“How’s yours imagine friend experiment? You said that you passed that exam with its help.”

	“Look at him,” Mara said and become invisible. “They need to think that I’m a simple projection.”

	“Yeah, I said. This… This hospital case slowed me don for a while, but I have practice here too.”

	Mara was interested for the first time of this visit:

	“What it’s look like? What do you feel?”

	I shuddered:

	“Like talking with you, actually. You know, if you for a thousand timed will repeat that you need to wake up at three o’clock in the morning, with a great possibility – you’ll open your eyes at this time,” They slightly nodded. ”So, here you have one difference – you’re talking to some imaginative person. Just like that.”

	They were little puzzled as I can see, but I was glad. They do not need to know about powers of Mara, or the ways that she can show me. After a fifteen minutes they leave me alone. 

	In the evening my parents came to me. They visit me day after one, and I think that it’s too much actually, but I could understand their feelings. Mom told something that I’m suffered for her sins. Yeah! With a such degree of pathos! She meant her alcohol issues of course, and she promised that she learned her lesson. And you know why I think that all that she said is a bullshit? Because I’m sure that the same face I had when I talked with Mary a little bit earlier. Mom, she hadn’t believed to herself – she was scared. And we both knew what happens when scare fades away, and she calms herself a little. 

	Dad was strange too. Yeah, he was glad to see me alive, and all that staff, but something was inside him. Something grey. I can’t see it now, but I felt it easily. Hey, parents do not suppose that you’re the smartest ones on this planet – your children can see when you lie, can feel it, something shivered inside them – be sure. And if my mom was an open book to me with her alcohol problem, but dad… Even Mara felt something – when he talked, she looked at him directly, and even tried to touch him, like people touching fresh paint to see it sticky or dry enough. She touches his shirt, rub her toes, and even lick them. She frowned and looked at him during all our meeting. I’ll try to find what happens with my dad, but I need to be at home. 

	A doctor said that my healing went perfectly good, so in three or five days I’ll be home.

	After my parents leave me, I draw some additional signs to my diary, and write down this sentences with a great effort actually – my hand is burning. 

	See you, my filthy diary.”

	 

	“Diary entry #50.

	Today was a long-long day. It was something like final observation, diagnostics of all my body and shit inside me. I think that doctors always interested in shit mostly. Fuck, all people around interested in that dirty things inside you, heh? Compare – learn something new about Mother Teresa or find something dirty and naughty about her? I doubt that you’ll think too long.

	But shitty nature of our civilization is not today’s theme. 

	Today is all about me. There couple of stitches, bruises and blood mars. That’s all that left on me in a week after my death for a five minutes. Doc said that it was almost a miracle. Then he tested my reflexes, eyes, ears and all holes of my body. It’s not a good phrase – he tested all my holes naturally. And believe me – this is gross. 

	All this time Mara was near me, making this humiliation more bearable. She makes fun on the doctor’s fake hair, his diplomas, etc. Sometimes I forgot that she is part of my conscious – she so live, so teenager, if I can say this like. 

	Then they put me into a MRI to watch on my brain, and Mara became pale in the same moment when I was almost hide from her in a tube. Her voice was trembling:

	“I don’t like this,” she said, looking around. Then the screamed. “Aaaaagh! Antony!!!”

	She dropped on her knees and disappeared. I tried to look on her, and took a hit inside a tube. Doc came to me and asked if I’m all right. I said, yes, just confused a little. He looked at me attentively and asked if we can continue? I tried to see is there Mara near me, but she was totally absent. I say, “yes”, and we began all stuff from the start.

	Then was a talk with doc. He looked at slices of my brain and say something like:

	“There is some blood inside,” he talks dreamily, looking on black and white prints. “Not too much, dot here, dot there.”

	Then he turned to me:

	“A couple of them in the vision and hearing centers. Tell me, do you felt last week something unusual?”

	Oh, I saw where all this talk going:

	“No,” I lied. “Nothing unusual.” Last wasn’t total lie. 

	He looked at me more carefully:

	“Do you saw something that mustn’t be there? Or hear something strange?”

	I looked straightly into his eyes and answered:

	“Nothing like that”

	I know that Mara appeared beside my left shoulder. She said faintly:

	“Look into his eyes until he turns them from you.”

	She sounded ill and lack of strength, but I’m still looked into doc’s eyes:

	“And even If I saw something, and that things weren’t supernatural, or something like this – maybe I do not know that they were fake.”

	Doc looked at me for second or two, smiled, and look at the pictures once again. I won. I looked behind, but saw empty room. “Mara,” I said. “Where…”

	“I need to rest a little. I’ll be beside you, if you need me, but without visual.”

	I nodded a little, and concentrate on a doc. He stops looking on the brain slices and wrote something into my card. Then he leads me to the shrink, saying that this is a last stop of mine for today. And if he (shrink) would advise to let me go home – so be it. I thanked to doc, and came into shrinks’ office. 

	It looks as it always shows in serials and movies – diplomas on the wall, some greens, light from the big window (I also noticed black curtains – maybe he uses them for more comfortable mood.), and couch on the left, right under the wall with a nice painting, reproduction of a … Fuck. How does it call? Something about the picnic in the England – a lot of ladies and gentleman on the nice green lawn. If I’ll recall name of it – I’ll wrote it. 

	The shrink was also classical one – middle aged man with a small beard and weigh problems, but in a nice suit and pretty good watch that he tried to hide all the time. 

	He looked at me, smiled, and said:

	“Hi, Antony. Sit down, please,”

	Mara said in my ear:

	“To the chair, sit deep on it and relax.”

	I obey her totally. A shrink read something in a card, that doc gave to his, humming a little. I was wondered is it was his light spirit or it was a standard way of meeting people in this office. I looked to the diplomas and saw his name – Norman Elvoy. 

	“So,” he said, stop humming, and looked at me. “How do you feel, Antony?”

	I cleared my throat and tried to answer with a calmest tune of my voice:

	“Fine, thanks”

	Norman took a pause, looking at me, then said: 

	“Something bothers you? Mr. Menright wrote that your reactions and state in physical meaning is pretty sharp. My work is you as a person. How do you characterize your state by yourself?”

	“Think carefully,” Mara said. “Do not rush.”

	“Tired,” I said after a couple of moment’s. “Clinic is not the happiest place, you know.”

	He smiled a little:

	“Right. And how do you feel about other guy, that wasn’t so lucky as you were?”

	Mara once again appeared in the form of a voice only:

	“Ve-e-e-ery careful,”

	I said: “I do not care.”

	Mara: “Fuck”

	Shrink: “Why?”

	I took another time segment to think about. Do you think about your own words as you think in the police station or sitting opposite a doctor like I am now? I doubt about this. 

	“He beat me quite often,” I said. “So, I do not care about him. This is a nicest emotion that I can show about him.”

	Norman look at me, and put down his pen:

	“How do you think, do you ready to return to previous life?”

	I felt like Mara touch my shoulder with her hand:

	“Look,” she said, and I know that I need to repeat after her. So I did. “Look, that what’s happened to me… It left an imprint on me. And it would affect me in any way. But. But I hope that I’ll get enough strength and ability to become better guy, that I can hold this in my hands. You want to hear what I’m thinking about myself? If I’m normal or not?”

	I saw reaction, Mara guessed perfectly, but she continued:

	“I think that answer is “no”, because being dead for five minutes isn’t normal obstacles, and if you live through this – it left something inside you, something out of borders of normality. Normal – no, I think that it’s “no”, can I stand this? I hope. I’ll do my best.”

	Then was a silence. Shrink looked at me, and I look at him. 

	Mara said:

	“Nice job, and now – sit still without any sound. We need to await.”

	Some moment passed, and he said:

	“I’m accepting your answer,” he took papers that doc gave to him and began to write something, continuing. “You’re right about print that such a situations left. And I believe that sometimes they’re deeper than people think. So, we’ll meet again. First month – every week. Then – once a three weeks for another couple months. And then – we’ll see.”

	I nodded:

	“Fair enough”

	Mara signed a little: 

	“Douchebag, it will be a waste of time,”

	I smiled and stood up. I do not notice how many energy this talk took from me. 

	“Have a nice evening.”

	“And you,” Norman nodded. “See you next week.”

	I nodded and went to my room in a hospital. Here I felt to bed and slept for an hour. Cellphone woke me up – that was mom, who was glad to tell me, that they’ll take me from a hospital tomorrow morning. “Yeah,” I said. “I’m glad too.” 

	Then I wrote the whole stuff here, my dirty diary. And now I need to sleep, my hand is ache, but it’s nice to say good bye to all this medical thing, and return to every day’s shit at home. Interesting, all that stuff about normality – was Mara’s fake, or I can’t think about myself as normal anymore. I’ll think about this other day.

	Good night my filthy diary and fuck you. Just in case.

	…

	Oh! Yes, the name of a painting is “A Sunday Afternoon on the Island of La Grande Jatte” by Georges Seurat, thank you search engines of the internet! I’ll never recall it by myself.”

	 

	“Diary entry #51.

	Today I had returned from a hospital, and… And everything is strangely dim and grey. Something wrong with a whole world around me or something wrong with me? 

	I felt strange new air in my room, and it seems like it become larger. I know that is ridiculous, but when I watch on the walls or corners, I see that it becomes like an opening box – boundaries of a room want to let in some spare space. Or other dimension. In an early era of computer games, somedays inner design of buildings has the same issues – designers don’t close them up, or creates materials that leaved free space in the corners. But I know that all this because of hexagons that we draw with Mara before the crash. 

	There was a tension between parents, and between me and them – they watch on me, like on an ancient vase. First – I can’t understand what’s the deal? Then I got it – they were afraid that something would happen to me. A couple of rude barks from me and they believed that I’m fine. 

	But I wasn’t. Something was wrong. Something was near me, something that I can’t touch or see properly. Like something from another life. Like a root that I don’t know – dying or growing in something. 

	There is a theory that every our decision creates a parallel universe, with another probability map and another history as well. And when you feel that you must do something in the past in another way, think about it, or try to configure your life with another obstacles and circumstances – that means that you feel that one parallel universe, which it’s situated in this second too close to you. 

	Another theory told that there are no parallels itself, that everything with all these multi-universes reminds something lie a soup with amount of ingredients. And if you take this soup and make a slice of it’s in particular moment – you’ll get our universe. Next moment – it would mix all possibilities inside itself, creating something awful like moment before. 

	And I can’t clearly understand, what do I feels. How impact does it feel or cause. If you’ll think of it properly, you’ll find that the is no small or big things. You try to compare everything with yourself or some imaginary scales. And what the elementary part of it? Micron? Inch? Sand part? Your body? Milky Way? Universe itself? What if our universe is located in the virus DNA that just killed a cow? Whole damn universe with all parallel ones?

	Your mind can't take it in whole scale, your language can't describe it, so how can you be a more than a molecule or even an atom on the beach? Elementary part in a desert that no one sees and no one cares.

	It’s like a cat that sit and watch into the corner near the ceiling. What does he see? Something? Someone? That same thing, that he let in a room, and wait before it passes through? Something like that thing like I see now – something from another world?

	Fuck. Deal with it now.”

	 

	“Diary entry #52.

	I missed yesterday. 

	Not figural, but in a fact. The whole yesterday gone. I wake up and just after the breakfast I saw that yesterday was gone through me. It was a shock, but I was smart enough not to ask about this my parents. I went to you, my dirty diary, in a case that I wrote down something, and find a set of hexagons. My side sight shows me that geometry of my room changed, and I went closer to the walls. Then I thought that my legs would trait me, and I’ll fall right where I stand. There was a whole set of little hexagons on a walls. Here and there, they weren’t visible with a naked eye, just if you watch closer, you’ll see them properly. In a whole set, they remind me something like a hologram, or that pictures with a second payer, which you see if you cross your eyes. 

	I felt dizzy and sit on a floor. I called Mara, but she said that she hasn’t enough strength to show up. I ask her, if she somehow connected with a missing day issue? But, fuck. I know the answer. 

	She says “yes”, in a low voice.

	After my question “what a fuck…?” she in the same voice answered that I gave her a life, that was my part of contract in the hospital. On all my argument’s that she has a life and it were stealing a day from me, she answered nothing, except of “Life, Antony. You gave it to me.”

	I was shocked. I looked once again on the walls, and almost vomited. But thanks to my early breakfast, it all ended with nothing messy. Next arguing we left to the time after the Ms. Prey visit – she came to me to give a homework to prepare me to school. Again. I like a bug on a damn disc in the gramophone, spinning round, and round, hitting pin with my head in the same place of a circle. 

	Ms. Prey was beautiful as always, with a nice legs and smile, that complete her look. And once again, I felt something, when she came to me in a room. Something different, something thinner then air, something that you can’t feel even with your skin – just a nerves. To be honest, she felt something too, but I’m sure that that was her reaction to the room, and it’s an upgrade. She looked around a couple of times, trying to understand what does bores her. Same sight I saw in my parent’s eyes and noticed that they enter my room much rarely now.

	Ms. Prey told me about a test in the end of the month and asked something about car crash. I said that my memory failed me a little with all this stuff, and she left her question. She said that if I’m interesting in a dances – they have a ball in the end of the year, or summer dance – that name and definition suits more to sense and time of the year. I asked her, what’s happened if I fail the test, and she can’t answer me properly. Maybe, she said, they let me to pass, but she can’t be sure. 

	I almost see Mara’s smiling.

	Ms. Prey gives me book to read one Ray Bradbury book, which I put on my desk, and took a little walk with Ms. Prey to her car. I asked her how’s class mood and how was the funeral of a bully. She looks at her shoes and said:

	“Sad. Tough,” then she lifts her eyes on me and said. “I know that you weren’t friends with him, but, I ask you to… To take attitude some of his friends… It would be hard to them to look at you…”

	Her sigh dropped, and her cheeks blushed a little.

	“I know that you had a hard times…”

	“I understood you perfectly,” I said. “I’ll try too.”

	“Thanks,”

	Saying this, she sat in the car and waved me. There was a smile on her face, strange one, and maybe a sad, but a smile. 

	Anyway, I was still confused with that feeling. It doesn’t disappear. 

	I passed my dad, that stood in a kitchen with a mug of coffee, do not answer of his question (honestly, I have more serious things to do), and went up to my room. 

	There I opened my notebook on a page that I do not remember I drawing, and call Mara. She appeared, smiling:

	“Test, huh?”

	“What the fuck, Mara? How dare you…”

	She frowned:

	“Repeat that you just said?”

	There were knocking to my room, and father’s head appeared in the opening:

	“Antony, is there all…”

	“All right, dad.”

	He stood in the doorway. Parents remind me a vampires last days – like that undead, they do not allow to enter a room. But bloodsuckers – without invitation and my room… I think that you need serious mental problems to be calm here. 

	“Look, if you want to talk…”

	“No.”

	“All right, then”

	The door was shut. 

	I looked at Mara once again – her face was a war mask:

	“Just. Say. It. Once. Again.”

	Her voice feels like my own blood dripped from my corpse to the drum. I was confused, and… Fuck, I was afraid! 

	“Mara, look, I said then in a hospital…”

	“Life.”

	I nodded, “Yes, life, but…”

	“Without any “But”, Antony. Life. And I tend to take what is mine. It may be in a nice way, just like yesterday, or you may even be a spectator, or we can play Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll situation.”

	Nice. That was just nice. I need to know more. I asked:

	“Ok, what do you want?”

	Mara smiled, and flow around a room a little, in a small circle, then look at the ceiling:

	“You first. What do you want? From a life.”

	Now I need to be very careful with choice of words, last attempt brings me totally missed day. 

	“I want to be someone,” I said. “Not just Antony Tychov, student, worker, father, corpse, ash, molecule. Nothing. I want to be someone, whom people would remember. Whose name will mean something. Really something. I’m not talking about big-ass girl, who became famous because of sex tape, or inherit of the famous hotels, or even sugar Canadian boy, whom parent’s turn into a wet fantasy of a million girls around a world. I do not want to change my IQ and brain to popularity and thousands of fans in a twitter who would write to someone with whom I would argue “Die. Die. Die.” They’re nobody. Clowns. I want to do something, be someone.”

	“Money?”

	“Of course. I would be a foul, if I do not want them, but… There is no such a thing like “enough amount of money”. And newer would. I think that I can express it like “ability to pay” every bill that I want to.”

	“Power?”

	“Nope. It’s an additional responsibility, and then you need to secure it and multiply it. No. True power multiply itself, just like an attraction law or the gravitation”

	She nodded:

	“Nice set.” Mara begins to walk forward and backward. “And I’m afraid that you don’t want all this.” She stopped, ad looked at me. “Truly.”

	I looked at her and feel that something ringing out of tension around her. I felt heaviness in my stomach, like someone filled it with melted led. I try to keep it from vomiting. 

	“You are the part of me,” thought I. “So tell me, what do I want.”

	“An answer. A feeling. A view, chance to see a little bit.”

	“Of what?”

	“Something beyond,” she said seriously. “And tomorrow I’ll show you the path.”

	Puff, and she’s gone, leaving a grey smoke after her.

	Now, my dirty diary, I’m trying to recall all our dialogue from a hospital, and I can’t. If I would believe that things that I wrote down here some time ago – I let her free, definitely. And… And, yes, she was totally right about my true desires. And today’s bit would finish with a nice irony – book that left me Ms. Prey is “Something Wicked This Way Comes.”

	Isn’t that cute? ”

	 

	Chapter 16

	 

	Morning met Alex with a bad news. Rain was still coming, and they were all wet before their breakfast. After the coffee and eggs with a beacon, they sat a little at the dinner. A half an hour Alex cannot stand anymore, and dialed Janine by himself first.

	The more they talked, the greyish becomes his face. When he finished his talk, he grimaced and said to Jim:

	“She can’t find it.”

	Helper understood most of the information by questions of his friend and reactions, but needs to fill blind spots:

	“Anything? There must be traces.”

	Alex negatively waved with his head.

	“Maybe…” said Jim, trying to think properly. “Maybe they do this at other state? Locals hate Tychov’s, and maybe they…”

	”Nope,” said Alex, still waving. “All states around. Nothing.”

	He thought a little, and then said:

	“Let’s ride to the reverend? Maybe he knows something about this? He’s a local preacher at last.”

	Helper looked to his watch:

	“Frist – checkout from the hotel.”

	Alex dropped a head for a moment and says:

	“Ok. Sorry. I know that I had asked one day, and it was yesterday.”

	Jim smiled and tapped his friend to the shoulder:

	“You have a great story! We shoot an ending at the cemetery. At last,” Said Helper opening the door of the “Nancy’s. «There’s a ton of great stories without ending,”

	Saying this, they run across the parking lot. 

	It was noon, when they put their signs in hotel documents. Weather was still bad, and guys thought that this town would say it’s “good-buy” in this style, hoping that they will drive fast from here. But Alex was unshakable – he needed all story, to the end. 

	That’s why, twenty minutes later they opened a door of the church. 

	It was empty, but warm and dry. Barns smiled thinking of symbolism of their state – church is last place at this town, where they are welcomed. Reverend walk to them from backdoor:

	“Oh! That’s you again. Good day, gentleman,” He walked to them through an aisle, and shake their hands. “What’s brought up you here in such unpleasant day?”

	Reverend pointed with his palm on the benches, but Alex refused his invitation:

	“Thanks, we have not much time. Actually, we almost finished our work here. We have one last problem, and hoped that you can help us, reverend.”

	Big man in the mantle spread his hands for a second and then clasped with them on his chest:

	“Knock and the door will be opened to you”

	Alex smiled a little and said:

	“We gathered almost all picture about Antony, except of last detail – his funeral. Can you say…”

	But he stopped seeing reverend closed his eyes and lowed his head down:

	“What?”

	“I do not know a thing about his death. Sorry.”

	Alex was confused:

	“But… But why? Isn’t your church alone here? His parents are rel…”

	Reverend lift his palm, and said with a calm voice:

	“As I had said to you when you visited me before, Antony’s goal was suicide, and church can’t make a deal with a suicide, as you know. So, I can’t help you here, sorry.”

	Barns couple of times opened and close his mouth silently, like a fish, but then he gathered himself, and said:

	“But maybe you heard something from locals? Some information that can help us? Something?”

	Reverend looked at Alex calmly and said:

	“All that I can say about your question is under is secret of confession, I am afraid,” then he slightly tilted his head and continued in the same calm tone. “And I think that it’s for good to you.”

	Jim saw as if Alex’s eyes blinked with an inner light:

	“Why do you think so, reverend?”

	“Because you obsessed with this case. I heard such a tone from Antony, when I saw him last time. And…”

	Alex turned around, made couple of steps, and turned around:

	“You know, it seems that everyone here lives in their own little worlds. A couple of inches around them. Anyone thought that they could protect themselves if they will just see what they want to. Moreover, if you ask them, they will tell you a story that they want to believe. In addition, know what, reverend? It would be a lie. All the same. But you are the worst – you covered with a religion, with a God, who allowed young boy to perform a suicide. “

	Saying this, he stepped out from the church under the rain.

	Jim was shocked. He looked at reverend and says:

	“I’m sorry, he’s do…”

	“Oh, he thought like this, do not sorry for him. Rude, but honestly,” he said.

	Helper nodded and shook reverend’s hand:

	“Anyway, thank you for all that you said. Have a nice day!”

	At the doorway, Jim was stopped by reverend’s cry:

	“Mr. Helper!”

	A cameraman turned around to see reverend where he left him. Man in the mantle said:

	“Despite what your friend thinks, I’m not saying a word of lie to him. And I hope that this case does not affect him too much. Go back home, for your own good”

	Jim looked at him for a couple of seconds and left the church. 

	They drive to the cemetery, find a nice place to shoot an ending, and take a couple of takes. Cemetery keeper met them at the entrance, but then hided in his workshop. Jim and Alex didn’t mind at all, remembering their last visit. Alex was not pleased, and after the shooting went to the van with a gloomy face. 

	“It’s a fake,” he said at last.

	“Hm?”-said Jim

	“All this ending,” said Alex. “Fake. Totally.”

	Helper nodded, stepping on the wet grass:

	“At least you have it, By the way, each of our stories was fake in some sense. You tell them through the prism of your reception, and sanity of our guests and hosts.”

	Alex shrugged and decided not to answer. He had a bad mood, as always, when he doesn’t believe in his own stories. He thought that people on the other part of screen would feel it, and with a high percent of probability, that material that they just shoot he would cut by himself. Then Barns, looking on his legs heard that Helper said:

	“Oh, f… There something isn’t a fake…”

	Alex lifted his head and smiled. His spirits raised up, because he understood that he had a chance for another ending – behind of their van stood a police car. More – Alex knew who was behind a wheel – chief himself. Red and blue lights nicely flashed under the rain, and Alex said, smiling:

	“Jim, buddy, please, take a shot,”

	Saying this, he bowed like an actor after a performance.

	Lights of police car blinked and a chief walked out. His hat was covered with a plastic, green waterproof coat was over his uniform. Guys walked to the head of local police, and shake his hands. Colonel smiled with his bulldog grin and said:

	“Good day, Mr. Barns, Mr. Helper. Not the best weather to walk across the tombstones.”

	Alex smiled:

	“Yes, but our job as same as yours need to be done without looking up the sky”

	Chief smiled more cheerfully:

	“Cemetery keeper called me and told about your visit,” he shrugged. “It’s not a crime, I’m answered, but thought that visiting of the cemetery must be final words in your story.”

	Barns smiled:

	“The cemetery is always finale, chief. There are exceptions, but one for million. And this case – not one of them…”

	Colonel nodded and looked aside:

	“I phoned to your hotel. They said that you checked out,” he looked at the guys, and they nodded. “It means that you’ll drive away soon. So, maybe, we’ll share dinner together?”

	Cast of “Abnormal” agreed, and they drove to “Nancy’s” after the chief’s police car. Rain was still coming when they crossed a parking lot and enter into the dinner. The chief ordered meals for three of them, and asked Nan for some alcohol. In the range of law, as he said. Nancy was touched with news of their last meeting and gave guys pies with a lot of crème for free. 

	“So,” said Colonel, when they ate a little. “Do you get what you searched for here?”

	Alex waved with his head and grimaced a little:

	“Almost. The strongest underline of this case is q quote of one character that everybody lies,” he stroked his baldhead with a hand. “Everybody tried to tell me some lies. With a small exception, but none of them isn’t brave enough to face a truth”

	A chief smiled, and slightly laughed:

	“Welcome to club, Alex. Policemen faced it for every day.”

	“I know,” said Alex. “But I’m sure that they turn on their TV’s or opened their papers, and would hope for reading and watching a truth. How can they combine these things?”

	Colonel cut a piece of pie, and chew it:

	“They know about lying. For sure. But they search for a lie that looking like truth. For one-time usage. They use that pretty truthful look, and do not bother about inside. But I heard that you had investigated a lot of things. Tell me about?”

	Alex looked on Jim, who shrugged. Barns thought a little, and then told to a chief about everything that he had heard from people around town. He said nothing about the diary, and last two conversations with Antony’s dad and Reverend. In general, Chief listened a script of coming an episode. 

	When Alex finished his monologue, he shrugged:

	“We shot one version of ending but I think that story still lack of it…”

	Despite last words, Colonel nodded and said:

	“You did a great job, son. If you ever would need a job – tell me.”

	Alex smiled:

	“Thanks”

	Meanwhile, the chief finished his pie and sipped a coffee: 

	“But the main question is – do you find what you searched here?”

	A narrator of the “Abnormal” thought about this question a dozens of times, but don’t find an answer for himself. Looking on the corner of the table, as if in its corner he would see an answer, he said:

	“In dry residue – yes…” He looked up on Colonel. “I found that there’s a lot of dark holes around people. Holes that consist of different things inside of them. Some of them covered with a religion, some – in fear, and some – in loneliness… That holes… All of them leads to strange and even scary places, but it depends on human itself where. Some of them is just a road, and in the end of it walker become stronger – like a Nietzsche said. But some of this ways leads to other realities, where human means nothing at all…”

	Chief looked on him for a moment and said:

	“It may be a religious point of view, if there a place for a God in your scheme.”

	Alex shakes his head a little to get rid of dreamy expression in his eyes, and answered:

	“Unfortunately, I don’t find God in this story, Just a man. Men with their plusses and minuses, problems, fears and lies. Maybe it is God himself, but I’ll find in either places.”

	A chief grinned with a corner of his eye:

	“Do not like such solutions?”

	“No,” Alex smiled. “I’m sure that it’s can’t be so simple.”

	They finished their meals, and Colonel insisted to pay for dinner. After Nan take away their cup’s chief asked:

	“You said that you do not like straight roads, Alex. But everywhere you try to find something about yourself, with help of watching others. Is it right?”

	“I can’t be saying this more correct.”

	Chief looked at him with his bulldog grin, but this time there were more of interest and ardor then fight spirit that Alex saw before. He said:

	“What road do you use to get here?”

	Jim checked the map on his smartphone and gives an answer. Colonel made a step to him, and scrolled map, and tapped aside of main road:

	“Here. Use this one. That road shows you all, maybe you’ll find something interesting, if you at the end will look at all this from another angle,” Guys thanked him, and he stood up. “Thank you, gentleman. I hope that you’ll drive safely, and that this episode of your show would be jewelry gem in your collection.”

	He said this, and gout to his car, putting hat and coat without any hurry outside. 

	Jim looked after a chief a minute, and then turned to friend:

	“Strange man.”

	Barns asked dreamily:

	“Why?”

	“I can’t understand him for sure. One moment he put you in jail, another – give us a safer way home.”

	Alex shrugged:

	“He have his own code. It’s not a simple, but he uses it carefully.”

	Helper looked at him for a moment and asked:

	“About what do you think of?”

	“Huh?” Alex looked at Jim, and his eyes become wider. “Oh, sorry dude. I’m still thinking of the gravestone.”

	Jim leaned back:

	“Forget about this, dude. We’ll go home.”

	Alex took out his phone and write something.

	“One last try, he said.”

	Helper watching him for the time when he wrote a note then asked:

	“Tell me.”

	“If you hear, that someone dead, but you can’t find a grave or a tombstone, or evidence that he had buried, what’ll you would think of?”

	Jim looked at him:

	“That this is something secret, that gover…”

	“Simple. Boy,” said Alex, smiling. “Put away soldiers and spies. Boy.”

	“In our case – that parent’s use their money and ….” He looked at Alex and his curving in a smile mouth. “Oh no. No. You think that he’s…”

	“Alive,” nodded Alex. “And now Janine, using her connections would check does Luc pay for someone alive…”

	Helper leaned back once again:

	“This is insanity, you know?”

	“Why?” wondered Alex. “Anyone. You noticed this, anyone do not mention nor funeral, nor body, nor something connected. No-thing.”

	“Ridiculous”

	At the same moment Alex’s smartphone buzzed on the table, and something appeared on its screen. After a couple of rude words, Janine gave them name and address of some medical institution. Jim traced it, and show result to Alex – it was on the same road that Colonel named them. 

	“Another angle, huh?” smiled Alex, and walk to the doors.

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #53.

	A week passed by in a strangely fast pace. It wasn’t routine or something, just every minute I have to do something, and it wasn’t a heap of deals. One issue resolved – other comes. I haven’t enough time to think about crash, Mara, parents, hexagon’s and another stuff. 

	I had to prepare to test, and in the end of a week, I was pretty sure that I’ll pass it. Mary and Fred come to me couple of times, and they were astonished about my preparing. It occurred that they knew much less then I. Question begins. All conspiracy, all great plans can be ruined with a questions, and, hey, it’s the kryptonite to all good secrets. Naïve questions like “where had you been?”, “is that tobacco scales in your pocket?”, “I found that 10 cents from every hundred dollars slipped to some account”, etc. It’s like a droplets of water that with a time can break solid stone. And if you want to safe your secret – you must have an answers, good ones, solid ones, almost perfect. They will not be perfect in any case, because it will be lie, but you must believe in them, and (main rule, attention) – never, (You hear me?), never change it! There is a second option, of course – tell the truth, it also can work, but in the strange way – either you will have a temporary ally or foe. You see, secret – it too unstable thing and someone can resist some time with you, or seep to another side of it rapidly. You must remember one simple thing about this, second option – your temporary friends,are temporary – they will seep too, but with some time. I think that underline is – secrets or conspiracy – it’s a deal of one man – yourself. 

	That’s why Mary and Fred hear a truth from me – I said that if I’ll pass the test, and they still want to know how – I’ll tell them. That was a Mara’s idea – she said that in a small scale we can make a profit even from brief allies. 

	And that’s why shrink hear a nice story about my accommodation. The same story that parents receive every day and whole world in general. Here’s one trick – anyone gets a part of one big chunk of a great lie. Mom and Dad – their one, about nice teenager with common teenager problems, that doesn’t know about mom’s issues with alcohol, and dad’s secret’s. Friends have their part of a lie cake – about strange teenager, that have his own secrets and knowing nothing parent’s. Shrink – his part of this fun with post trauma guy that see that world isn’t such a nice place. But greatest thing that all this parts doesn’t contradict each other. Nice, huh? 

	And to you, my young conspiracy apprentice, here’s one main, gold… nuh, platinum rule – DO NOT THINK THAT YOU’RE THE BIGGEST SMARTASS IN THE WORLD. Yes, fucker, in a capital words, because if you just for a second would believe in this shit – your plan is ruined just next moment. 

	Watch on it!

	But the main thing that I wanted to tell to you, my filthy diary, it’s our night walk with Mara. Once she said me that she wants to show me something – and in the middle of last week just after the sun goes down she said me:

	“Be prepare, Antony. Today we will go for a walk.”

	I was puzzled a little:

	“In the dark? Where?” 

	She nodded:

	“Yes. In the midnight, to be correct. And “where” – to the crossroads.”

	“W…”

	“Enough, you’ll see all with your eyes.”

	I was confused, and do not understand anything, but prepare things that she told me to prepare, and pack them to the schoolbag. There were you, my dirty diary, some coffee in a bottle, mixed with a small amount of cognac (thanks, mom and your bar), and small portion of a weed that was left from a bully incident. There was something more, but I don’t know this before we came to place. 

	Anyway, in eleven-thirty I had departed from my room. On my question what if someone would want to check my sleep, Mara answered:

	“First, parent’s hate your room, because of our protection. Can you recall how often they goes inside last week?” I can’t answer a thing, and she continued. “That’s the point. And second – I prepared something to make an addition barrier” 

	Saying this, she took off my bag a simple kitchen plate with a hexagon pattern on the inner side of it, and filled it with a coffee, mixed with a cognac. Drawings were hidden under the brown liquid. I frown and looked at the Mara:

	“What’s the point? The picture is unseen.”

	She smiled bitterly and walked downstairs:

	“I thought that you know physics much better. Say, if I’ll take an ultraviolet light, and draw something with it on the wall – do you see it?”

	That had a sense, and I catch a point. 

	“She doesn’t want to finish me off and said – if you don’t see something, that doesn’t mean that that thing is absent. Let’s go.”

	Saying this, she slipped through the crack to the garage. That reminds me description that gave one Irish guy to one count from Romania – he can transform into the big dark wolf, became a mist, and slips like that to the crypts. Goosebumps run on my skin, but I followed her. 

	We used a bike. For a first twenty minutes Mara fly near me, but I was afraid of this picture – her beauty look in front of the night view, background of the dark trees and shades, created by moonlight and my flashlight. She looked as a witch that goes to the annual coven, and I ask her to vanish for this ride. She smiled, and disappeared, but just for a moment, for the small part of the moment, like in a photoflash, she appeared absolutely naked with a wide, happy smile on her face. And then she looked exactly like a witch! I tried too hard, not to fall from my bike. My hands trembling, but I managed my state. 

	Twenty minutes after she said to slow down a little. I don’t want to think where does we ride, but now, when I thought about direction, everything inside of me became cold as ice. We were on the road, where I saw that kitten’s death. She appeared on that same place, on that same turn, lighted up by my flashlight, and say:

	“Stop”

	I stepped from a bike, and took harnesses of my backpack, trying to hide that my hands trembling. As I saw, she doesn’t give a fuck about my state:

	“Paint inside of backpack, took it out”

	I do not remember any paint, and when I looked inside, I saw several other things that I don’t put there. First was a knife. I took it to the light and almost drop it, when I saw it’s a big and shiny blade. She looks at me and said:

	“Careful. We need it clear” she turned to the road and looked both sides. “For now, at least. Paint, Antony?”

	I looked in the backpack, and found yellow aerosol. Where did I get it? Fuck, how does it got to me? To backpack? And I was afraid, that answer was too simple, and I know it. She was an answer, and now she pointed to the road. There was clear asphalt, but, hey, we all knew why does she picked this spot:

	“Here. Honeycomb. A little bit bigger than a palm.”

	With a shake hands I draw six lines, which make a hexagon. I felt wind that touched back side of my neck, like someone, who want to attract my attention. I do not mind him. 

	“Dots,” she said and pointed her finger to the road. “Here. Here. And here.”

	Three hissing sounds, and three dots were painted – two inside and one – outside of the figure. She sits up and drove a line:

	“One straight big line,” she looked after me. “Like that”

	She stood up and went to the wood. She walked without any effort, despite of darkness and hard way with a leaves, wigs and loose earth under my legs. 

	“Say me, why this place is so important?”

	I’m almost fell on the ground:

	“What?” I hold on the tree near me. “You bring us here!”

	She smiled (I do not see it, but hear):

	“You know the reason, tell me.”

	Some little creature run near me, almost touched my leg. I jump to the side, switching off my flashlight – don’t want to see what that was. Her question burned inside of my head, and again – I was too afraid of knowing the answer. But I said it:

	“Kitten”

	She nodded:

	“It’s death.” She stopped a little, awaiting of me. “Almost all cultures on the planet earth believes that dead it’s a process of transmitting. Soul or person itself goes to hell, heaven, Walhalla, another turn of samsara circle, you name it. A little piece left, she said, here.”

	She turned to the left and stepped a couple of her ghostly steps. 

	“We may say that death it’s a portal. Or. That it’s open a portal. And who say that it must be one sided?”

	Mara turned to me, almost transparent in this place full of shadows and my fear. I felt that this place isn’t usual. Here ware other essences, spirits, and ghosts. I felt that they watch on us, breathes on us, lick us, walk through us… Thousands of eyes, from this and other worlds. I know, I was sure that openings in my room opened in the world of some of that ghosts around me. Some of them were small as I am, but I know that for some of them I was just a little bug, annoying, buzzing around. 

	She stopped:

	“Here”

	I looked around, but in a second dropped my sight – ghosts were everywhere, and I was afraid that I can see their eyes. Mara told me to open a backpack. I took a cannabis cigarette that I made and lit it. 

	Mara starts to walk around me. She told me to inhale and hold the breath. 

	“Look around,” she said. “Look through the matter. Through the time. You have a chance to know something. Something beyond.”

	I exhaled. Sweet and bitter taste now was around my tongue. I inhaled next portion. My head became lighter, and I stopped to feel my fingers. Something raised inside of me. Something that I can’t exhale with a smoke. Something or someone hold my lungs. 

	“You stand in the door way! You dared to call me! You scared of things that you can see there!!! Became a something bigger! Someone, who knows truth! Someone!!!”

	I made third cigarette lingering, and do not felt my legs anymore. 

	“Here, where thousands of years ago one people sacrifice other to the gods, to knowing to something inconceivable, marvelous, here, where death means something great, here spill your blood to see what I mean.”

	I took a knife from a backpack, and slide my palm with a blade, like I saw hundreds of times in movies. And then I saw them. There lies a white bones of a little creature. And I do not give a shit about darkness, or my high state – it was that kittens bones, I know! And my blood spilled on them!

	I tried to step aside, and felt to the grass. I saw stars above me, they were spinning a little, but every their rotation made a crack in the sky. I saw that some dark, violet light tends to light through them. A couple of stars became a lights inside of Mara’s eyes:

	“Warlock,” she said whispering, and I was knocked off.

	I opened my eyes in my room. I looked at the clock – it was three in the morning, and I was lying on the floor. No sight of Mara around, but I knew that she brought me here. My clothes smelled with a cannabis, so I left it on the windowsill to be aired.

	And now I finish writing all that mad stuff to you, my asylum diary. Fuck this day, and fuck this knife, my hand hurts…“

	 

	“Diary entry #54.

	My doctor said that I needed to write down my dreams. But since I had met her… I mean, Mara, there one special dream. I can’t tell that I see him every night, or that he repeats very frequently, but… I think that something lay behind this dream, some story, and I see it only when I dream. A little part, like watching under the theatre curtains to see what actors do when they came out of the light. I’m a voyeuristic for my own dream.

	So I open my eyes, laying on the ground. It full of dirt. It seems like there was rain hour ago. I’m looking around and see that I’m standing on the village road, for the right hand on the distance of kilometer or so was a forest with high pines. There were huge. I think that I’m even do not saw their tops – they had lost in the clouds. For the left hand farther than forest was a village. Maybe a small town – I can’t clearly see from my spot. 

	I feel wetness and moisture – and I thought that would be another rain soon. But this thought sleeps away when I feel shaking under my feet. I saw the ripple on a dirt and on the surface of the puddle. It scares me, despite small strength of this impulse. It scares me because soon, too soon it’s repeat with a greater intension. 

	I am begun to walk away. Suddenly I know that this comes from the wood. I do not know what it is, how big or terrible it is – I know that it will be good not to meet it. My feet bogged down in the mud, and ripple became greater with every minute. 

	I do not know what it makes hair stand on end – chill or fear. The rain began to drizzle, and I saw a white ghost of my exhale. For a second I thought that it was my soul that trying to fly away from upcoming terror. I saw flock of birds that flew away from wood. I heard a great noise, and I not need to watch back – I know what it was. It started to throw down pines. A great push and then a rustle that become a crush, like a grinder and it becoming louder and louder with every second.

	Soon waves on puddles lick my ankles. I try to be faster – to run away from there, but the next push throws me on the ground. My attempts to stand were unsuccessful – everything was trembling around me. I can’t see forest clearly because of the veil of rain that become stronger. 

	I am understanding that I cannot run from here and lay on the ground watching in terror to the tops of pines. Something tears up these great trees from the clouds and fall them under its steps…Push… Another one and every one of them responded to me, in my guts, in my darkest parts of my soul. I know that something great is coming, something unbelievable. 

	I saw third raw of the trees falling. Some of them cut out very an edge of the wood. And now I must see it, but there is nothing. A great nothing. Its stumps made me jump in the dirt, but there was nothing that came out of the forest. 

	And then lightning flashed.

	And I saw it. And can’t never forget. Even when I write these words I shiver from the terror. I know how it’s look like – boy, he afraid of his dream, but that thing…

	It was huge, even bigger then pines, that seems rooted in the clouds. But It wasn’t solid. It consists of stripes. I can’t remember how they looked like, but they were red and wet. Blood maybe? Most accurately I can describe it like a huge, cyclopean something that was wrapped in saddened with blood bandages. But bandages were part of it, and it moved continuously, changes its tension, position…

	I think that I saw it for long, but it was only when lightning flashed. Then was another one and I saw that it had a four sided structure, with a great spire in the canter. A bird I don’t know it was tired or insane for that moment sat on it, and that bird was dead in a second. In a next second it slides inside of the thing, between the two stripes. Just like that, like someone sink meat ball into the spaghetti. Looks like it, by the way, and most relevant part is indifference in this actions, and goal – eating. 

	It passed past me, and I saw a few more flashes. It was moving to the village. 

	Everything whirled inside of my head, I misunderstand everything that was inside – sides of the world, my senses – they were misplaced, wrong. I was like a short circuit inside of my head. But one thought was brighter than other, and seems more solid it was about edge. I thought that what I see now wasn't the end of possible, there may be other things, much greater, much more powerful. Things that we may call gods. 

	I can smell it even now. Something rotten, I think that there everything rots, and that’s how it feed itself. 

	I hear it stamps – they resonate in my mind and stomach and see it’s blood between the “bandages”.

	So, doc, what’s the diagnosis? ”

	 

	“Diary entry #55.

	Another day that I took from something like a copy machine. Breakfast, study with Mara, some practice, dinner, talking with parents, some meditation, and going to bed. 

	This algorithm driving me crazy. I’m tired of it. 

	Oh, perfect, parent’s fighting…

	Fuck you, diary!”

	“Diary entry #56.

	Another missed day. I found another missed fucking day! 

	I called Mara, but he mumbled something in a low tired voice. 

	It’s a madhouse when you turn on your devices and see that you jumped over yesterday. It’s a scary madhouse when you understand that you lived yesterday, and done something, and maybe even act like yourself, but do not remember it. It’s driving you crazy, when you point to yourself that yesterday day lived instead of you tulpa, personality that you created in your mind and gives a life to it. One of my fingers was cut.

	Fuck… I’m tired and I’m scared…

	Mom was in a bad mood, and later I discovered a cause – father do not sleep last night at home. He phoned and told that he stayed at work, that he has some release, and mother cried at him, and got drunk. She tried to say something about her headache today because of weather and I stayed silent. I want to say something: “Yeah? And that alcohol smell is also because of bad weather? Your vomit at down is also weather?”

	But I stayed silent. I stayed aside. 

	Everyone here destroys his life in his own way – I am with the madness, mom – drinking her brains off, father… Hm. I don’t know his drug, but I can assume that he found some girl. And after this thought I hear voice in my head:

	“We can try to found who she is.”

	“Oh, hello, Mara. I ask for you in the morning, but you…”

	She cut me off in a dull voice:

	“I do not want to talk then. So, you want to know the truth, or you want to bitching me?”

	Oh, I’ll find the way to make you sorry about that, and I’m even know how, but that I leave for a next missed day. And today I’ll play by your rules:

	“How?”

	“You need to take something that your father keeps close to him.”

	“Like what?”

	“Underwear,” answered Mara, and when I start to answer that she’s out of her mind, she said. “Shirt may be fine too. Cissy.”

	I think about this a little, and then said:

	“Ok. I’ll think about this. May I ask you what do you draw yesterday in my notebook?”

	She answered with the same tired voice, but now in have something stubborn:

	“Our. Notebook. It was practice. I tried to connect something. Not successful. But I prepared you something for day after tomorrow,”

	I frowned and even begin putting a question:

	“And what would be…” and then I understood that it would be the day of my turning to school. “Oh, right. What do you prepare?”

	“You can take it from the left corner on the desk.”

	I drop a sign on my study place and saw nothing. 

	“There’s nothing there.”

	I hear her deep exhaling, and answer in a flat voice:

	“Antony, you must be understand, that I chose my words with a high attention. I do not say “you can see it there.” Just “take”.”

	I sat on my chair, and still there was nothing lying on my desk. But hell, I saw a lot of mad things last time, so I drop my palm in the place that she told me and felt something different from wooden texture of the table. Something small and cool. I drew my palm to myself without raising from the surface, and look under it only when it was near me. It was a coin. I took it and look under the lamp light – it has two dots and brown hexagon on it. From the first sign I knew that it was my own blood, and that is the reason of a cut on my finger. My mind was a mess. 

	“What’s this?”

	I hear her smiling:

	“A coin,” answered her. “You can call it your lucky nuke coin. If something goes wrong tomorrow – just drop it on your enemy.”

	I look at a small disk of metal that in your world mean a small amount of money and tried to guess in what weird stuff Mara turn it in my own world? I’m feeling that earth slowly slide from my feet, and next second I’ll see that moon turn into the cat, and chess will tell me an interesting story about space-time.

	Fuck it, I want to sleep.

	Good night, my dirty diary.”

	 

	“Diary entry #57.

	First day at school after a crash. 

	It was a total emptiness. Everybody looks at me, and I’m feeling dead instead of that scum, who’s a photo is situated in the main hall. Fuck him, and he was a trash!

	Everything around is also dead. On the scale of thousand, oh fuck it – even a hundred years are a great deal, and you may say that hundred and a half – and everybody who’s you know or just born – is dead. And if you think about it – everyone around is dead too. Zombie apocalypse happened yesterday, congratulations!

	We live this second, and next one – car, sarcoma, some meteor, or, fuck it – heart attack because of a lot of masturbation (yeah, guys, hairy hands are not the deal). And you’re dead. 

	But trick isn’t here. Trick is in thoughts about death. If you’ll think – wait for it, I’ll buy it later – and then, minute after some dickhead shit shot you in the park – you’re loose that thing that you wanted to buy. Other case – you buy it, and that dickhead thought about laundry instead of killing people. You have a thing that you wanted, but thoughts about death took tomorrow dreams from you. Death wins again!

	So, what’s a point, you ask? Think, or not – you lose anyway. Yeah, suckers! Now you’re right! Jim, tell them what they won! And Jim would say you – you won another day on the Earth among such losers as you are, with Death walking nearby. Live with it – death rule your live as he or she or fuck it – it wants. 

	And the main trick is not forget about caped grim figure, main thing is always remember about it. Some Slavic nationality have a proverb – if you feel good – go to the cemetery, and if you feel bad – go to the cemetery. And you know what – today was another day at the cemetery named “my fucking life”, in the corner named “school”. 

	Al stuff that happened today – test, hitting me with a shoulder from one guy that left from the former bully gang, and drunk mom at home arguing with father, and even sex with Mara – all this stuff only a wind on the cemetery. 

	Enjoy!”

	 

	“Diary entry #58.

	Today was a thought day. 

	Actually, it was yesterday, because now I’m writing it in a four of the morning. 

	Three main things happened today. 

	First one was the results of the test. We wrote it day before, and now I know that I pass it with a nice result. Fred and Mary was astonished – they knew that I haven’t enough time and brains to prepare properly. So, on the lunchtime I agreed to tell them how I done that. I ask them:

	“What do you saw?”

	Mary was confused, but Fred understood me, and said:

	“You’re looking to the side. As if you’re read answers from something ahead of you. That technique would be helpful next week, if…”

	I waved with my head:

	“There is no special technique, as you said… Look, I’ll try to show you.”

	I gave them three papers and cover them with their bags:

	“I ask you to write three numbers, and think about them with all your strength”

	Mary smiled:

	“This is some trick?”

	Mara that stood behind her shoulders smirked:

	“Antony, maybe we’ll forget about this, huh? They’re even so not imagine…”

	I looked at her for a split second and turned to Mary:

	“Three numbers, ok?”

	They obeyed, turn papers over, and closed their eyes. Mara looked at me with a sarcastic smile:

	“It depends on me, huh? Ok, we need something from them anyway. Mary – three-five-seven, Fred – three-two-nine,”

	I had repeated numbers to them and wait for a second, so they can check space behind them – is there some mirrors, or something like a camera above them. 

	“How…”, Fred begins, but I interrupted:

	“Do you familiar with a concept of tulpa?”

	Mary waved with her head, and Fred frowned:

	“Something like mental projection…”

	“Something like this,” answered I. “I trained it before the crash, but after it – it became something bigger than just projection. I can perform things like that.”

	Mary looked at me for a moment, and then asked:

	“Ok, I see how it can help you, but we?”

	I smiled:

	“Let’s make a reverse thing. I’ll think about three figures. It’s easier than numbers at first. And you’ll draw them. Ok?”

	They looked at me, as I’m totally mental, but took pencils in their hands once again. This time they placed bags between them and covered their drawings from me with a hands. Mara touched their heads lightly with her hands, and look at me:

	“So?”

	I thought at her:

	“Let’s go. Rectangle. Circle. And hexagon.”

	She smiled and saw they drawing. But then I saw tension on her face, and her hands trembling. She looked at me with a blind eyes, and say me in a low voice:

	“Hurry them up.”

	I look at her for a second and say to them:

	“Stop”

	Mara took her hands off from their heads, and stepped back wearily. She looked aside, then on me, but it seems that she doesn’t see a thing, and then – puff, and just a grey smoke left. Friends looked at me with a confused glares. I said at last:

	“Ok. They must be one circle, one rectangle and hexagon.”

	And of course they were there. To be honest – not in the same order, and Fred draw a rhomb instead of a rectangle, but hey! They were all there. Hexagon rules – it’s not a trivial figure, you know? So, they believe me, and we set our meeting in the one local diner. I asked her why not that forest where we had talk some time ago, and she said that she, of course, wouldn’t show them all that I knew, but they need to see some things beyond. 

	In the evening I had visited my shrink, Norman Elvoy. 

	He was glad to see me in a good mood, asked something about school and test, and all that stuff. Mara helped me with her voice, without showing herself, and shrink was pretty pleased with our talk. But I have another plan instead of Mara’s. I said:

	“Mr. Elvoy, you have a lot of patients like me? With head injuries?”

	He thought for a second and answered:

	“Not, really. There were a couple, but mostly them injures was caused by sport, or something like this. Shakes are a frequent thing. Why?”

	I said with a light tone:

	“I know that our brain is a pretty strange thing – someone forgot how to write, someone does not see the faces, and so on. Interested in what you got in your practice.”

	He smiled:

	“Nothing like that. I think that such cases are rare, and it’s almost in all cases is a medicament treatment.”

	I smiled in an answer:

	“And if I’ll see something that wouldn’t belong to this world what tablets do I need to buy?”

	“Nice trick,” Mara said. “You’ll be sorry for this,”

	He frowned:

	“Do I need to worry?”

	I smiled wider, trying to say in a pleasure tone:

	“Nope. I knew the rules – see something – tell it to the doctor,” I look at him with a worry. “Hope that you’re real, after all.”

	Norman Elvoy looked at me a couple of seconds, and relaxed:

	“Ok, then I’ll recommend you some sedatives. Maybe something like clozapine, but short course. But you can’t but them by yourself – just by the receipt. In your former country doctors doesn’t gives receipts to patients?”

	I shrugged:

	“No, actually. There receipt is a prescription. Just you don’t forget all that medicines names. Or if a drugstore does something by themselves – then you need a receipt too. But other drugs – almost free. Or rather this way – the smaller town, the more freely you can buy some drugs.”

	“I see,” said shrink thinking about all that I said. “But here, you can’t by something stronger then vitamins by yourself, so, once again – if something would bother you – just say to me, ok?”

	I nodded:

	“Ok”

	So, this is being the end of this consultation, and in the doorway, where I shook hand of a shrink, I hear Mara’s voice:

	“And now I’ll show you what you’ll get, if you don’t listen to me.”

	And then something happened. It was a strange thing, like someone drop me under the water, not deep, but thick of water caused some deafness. Then I found much more accurate description, when I found that I can’t control myself – I was locked down behind a thick glass, allowed to see what Mara do with my body. 

	She (I) went to the dinner at eleven o’clock, as we agreed before, where Fred and Mary wait for a talk. Mara told them short story of her creation and receiving freedom. That was half a lie, but a lie in core points. For example, she said them that I can control her totally, and if I want – switch her off, or that in a hospital I felt that she would me a lead to deeper consciousness of myself. Bullshit. 

	Then she said rather a believable story about trick with a figures that she shows today at the lunch time. She said that as brain consist of brain cells, that can provide electricity, you can receive a picture of it, and you can effect on it with a picture and if your brain can work like a speaker, it may be also used as microphone either. And she thinks that this switch was turned in the crash. Hell’ if it occurs to me to sit in front of her and listen all that – I’ll believe in her totally. And then she led them to the outside, where small rain was going. They stood a little bit farther a dinner’s parking lot, just a couple of steps besides, in that area where no lights were shining. And there she took out from my pants a knife, and said:

	“This is rather a spiritual thing, and I’m afraid this is the best way to connect us,” she drove a blade up on my hand, and looking on drops that wetted the ground below us, said, “I connect me with Fred and Mary to touch world beyond of ours”

	She gave a knife to the Fred. He looked at me, but didn’t recognize any change in me. I tried to cry, to tell him with my thoughts something – but all I heard was Mara’s laugh. He cut his palm, and repeat all that Mara said. Next was Mary. 

	When they asked me what all this means, Mara said that we fixed some crack between worlds with our blood – in the witch hour we spilled our blood on the crossroads. 

	“But there is no crossr…,” begin Fred, and saw how Mara shows him sign of a dinner. Of course it was “Crossroads.” “Is that counts?”

	Mara nodded with a smile:

	“Yes. People choose names not without reason. No matter, they think about it or just an intuition. This is a crossroads, and now I’ll show you what you meet soon.”

	And then she begat to talk. Sentences, words, letters, all meshed up in a solid ligature. It was a hypnosis like she ones used to me, but now I saw how it effects on somebody else. Despite night and darkness, I saw everything pretty clear. First, they looked as a puzzled people, I think they were at that second – listening word-rubbish from a friend. Words tried to mesh up with previous and next to them, but special order kept them from mixing, but to Fred and Mary they were a mash. And then, in ten or twenty seconds they began to breathe too heavy, their faces became pale, and they eyes closing. In one little flash of the second I saw their both eyes rolled, fucking zombies stood against me. Word by word, letter by letter, now you can’t find where is end or start for any of them, it was endless necklace, where pearls were vowels and consonants. They remind me ghosts, or rather shells without innards, they stood with a half-opened mouths and white eyes in the middle of the night in the dead end of a parking lot! Fuck! Maras voice almost become a hum, low, buzzing in the darkest parts of their brains. Writing this word and my hands trembling!

	And then, Mary’s legs became soft, and she nearly fell on the ground. Mara keeps her straight by holding her, next was Fred – he swiveled to another side, and Mara almost let him drop. Both of them were on their legs, soft ones, but they stood without any help. They rub their eyes do not understanding what was it, but only I know what. It was an assurance. Mara closed to them all ways of talking about her to others. Psychological embargo. 

	“We had done a lot of things today,” She said with my voice. “And we all need rest” 

	Guys were so embarrassed that even can’t find what to answer to Mara, and went home almost silent. 

	And now I’m here, my filthy diary. Alone. Mara left me when I entered my room, she said “And this was even not all of my strength”. Her voice was too weak, but I hear that it was absolutely serious. Without any attempt to scare me. Just facts. “Imagine what I can if you really irritate me.” And then was silence. I’m scared and tired. 

	Good night, my dirty diary. Hope I’ll not see any of today’s faces in my dreams…”

	 

	“Diary entry #59.

	All in our life have its own price. 

	Yeah, I know, it’s a very fresh and unknown before I had said it idea. I’m fucking genius, huh? 

	But let’s I’m told you a story about one dog. It was born is some dark, nasty corner of this life. Nobody loved it, maybe except of its mom, but hey, if it was brought in such a state into this rude life – maybe even its mom doesn’t love it. It has a life full of fights and searching of food and dry, warm places to sleep. If it’s catch up something in a trash of someone’s house and wasn’t hit with a boot of owners of that trash – it can say that this day is pretty good. It fucked some other dog on the trash heap, like it’s mother, and brought into this fucking world some puppies that suffering now elsewhere like it. Full doggish circle of no one fucking cared life. 

	If it’s catch up something in a trash of someone’s house and wasn’t hit with a boot of owners of that trash – It’s jaw full of blood, and its innards are dropped around. 

	No, that’s not my job – I found this dog in a such state, not far from that place on the road where kitten had died. Someone hit this fucking dog and drops it to the curve. And this poor thing, crawled to the woods ten meters or so, and now I stood above it, looking in its eyes, full of… Understanding of its fate. Of everything that had happened with it in its dirty life. And… Acceptance. 

	And I think about the cause of my standing here. It’s my friends. Just couple of hours before we had prepared to the next test in my room. Now Fred and Mary were totally involved in Mara’s rituals. We meditated a little, and then – draw a couple of hexagon portals on the papers. It’s like a mandala for a Mara – she said that it helps her to interact with our world. I’m almost sure that she’s lying. 

	Then we are reading material of the test aloud, trying to understand it, and let Mara listen to it, hoping that she’ll help us when we would need her help. He helped me before, and she shows how she can interact with my friends, so we haven’t seen any causes not to do this. Yeah, it’s reminding some woo-doo practices, but who told that woo-doo doesn’t work, huh?

	So, we work and talk for a couple of hours, and when we got tired, we arrange our next meet to the tomorrow, Sunday. Guys says to tell to my mom wishing of getting well, and I say that I’ll do. I’m totally lying, because my mother is sleep in an alcohol coma since yesterday evening. I had had some to her before friends went to see if she could spoil me day, but nope – she was totally absent. It was a result of yesterday fight with my dad, they screamed to each other, and then he went out. Mom screamed to the shut door that he can go to his slutty bitch. Least, I know what the fuck is going on with my dad. I was afraid all the time that she’ll wake up during Fred and Mary presence, but Mara calmed me down – “Do not worry. I send her a strong deep dream.”

	I asked her:

	“Bad one I hope?”

	“For now – it’s nothing. Absolute nothing.”

	I thought for a second and said:

	“Let it be bad one.”

	Mara smirked, and we had a nice time with a friends. Next I managed some dinner to myself, and when I go to my room after it, I met my mom. She stayed in the corridor, touching her head, swaying a little:

	“Oh, I had a bad sleeping time,” she said. “How’s your day?”

	“Awesome,” I said passing by herm trying not to sniff her alcohol fume. Hate it!

	“Where are you going?”

	“Away,”

	Saying this, I closed a door to my room. It was my safe place, my panic room, that despite of its cracks to another dimensions were only one whole, not totally smashed thing in this house. 

	I managed our papers, and Mara told me:

	“We have advanced,” I hear her voice in my head with some intonation that I can’t recognize, but it won't wish me any good things. «But I spend our energy much faster.”

	I frowned:

	“What energy?”

	Mara laughed:

	“I thought that you had good marks in physics. Everything needs energy, Antony. It’s not taken from anywhere. And that fact that I’m your imagination, can’t change this fact – I need to feed up too.”

	“And what do you wand from me?”

	“Help in feeding.”

	I felt something cold and heavy in my stomach. I hide papers full of hexagons on my shelve, and sit on the floor, trying not to watch on corners at the ceiling. But it was even worse – if a corner fit’s your side seeing spot, that things that shows us can get you nervous for all the day.

	“What if I deny?”

	“I will take that I need from your friends. And I knew that you would be against this idea, so…”

	“Of course I would!”

	“So…”

	Mom knocked to my room, saying:

	“Antony, is there someone with you?”

	I drop my head:

	“I’m alone,”

	“I thought that I heard girl’s voice. Can I come in?”

	I clutched my teeth:

	“No”

	“Please, Antony,” she said in a drunk pity voice. I know this state – when you wake up after a great buster, eat something, drink some water, and you became as drunk as before. But you feel much worse. “Please”

	I opened my door so abruptly, that she jumped a little. Then she tried to look inside, and say in a drunk voice:

	“I hear girl’s voice…” then she looked with her watery eyes on me. “Look, look, Antony. Sorry. I’m so sorry, you know… Father and I… We have a bad times… But you… So sorry…”

	I watch for her with no move:

	“That’s all?”

	“Do…Don’t say like this, do…”

	I closed my door once again, and asked Mara:

	“What’s your proposal?”

	“A little kitten brings me to life…” Mom said something behind a door, tried to sob, but I do not hear her, and after some time she went away. Mara continued: “I feel that something’s happened there, at that place. You need to ride there!”

	I knew perfectly that arguing with her would be a mistake, so I took my hoodie and key for a bike. 

	“What are you use as a food?”

	“An entity that surrounds emotions, reactions. Every doing has this stuff around it, but the most delicious – things that surrounds deaths.”

	And now I’m looking into that crappy dog’s eyes. And I see myself, with intention to kill it. With intention to help my tulpa to eat. Dog blinked and I saw a little glint in its eyes – she recognized me as its own death. 

	I lifted a front wheel of my bike above the dog’s head. 

	I close my eyes. 

	I hold a breath. 

	And I drop a wheel with a force.

	I hear a little squeal. I saw kitten’s death in my imagination. I hear watery crack. 

	I hold a vomit desire. 

	I kill the dog. I fed tulpa. I’m scared. I’m tired. 

	I want to burn everything around me… 

	No wishes for a night. Fire. Healing fire. ”

	 

	“Diary entry #60.

	A week! I lost a whole week! Fuck!

	It was a Mara’s revenge on my last attempt to trick her. I do not know slang of the drug addicts here, but at home there is a word “system” in that society’s. That’s the scariest word to all relatives and friends. “System” means that addicted use drugs not to get high, not to great pleasure. “System” is about taking drugs to stay alive, to stay in a state that reminds human one. As a habit, just like a tooth brushing in the morning. I had a couple of addicts in my company in the former country and I that stuff too good. They were dead all the time except of minutes when they got a dose. And when they got last – they are transferring elsewhere, just a shell reminds before you – person itself was absent. All addicts the same, alcoholics, narcotics, gambling – all they are dead and suffering after their death searching for a high. 

	And I saw that Mara have the same habit – after her stepping forward, or food intakes – she is passing out, like those addicts in the land of my past. And I had decided to use it. 

	After I wrote those words in a previous chapter, I felt that she’s gone. After that dog death, she was near me, like a druggy, feeling high, and I’m sure that if I can see her now – her eyes were rolling inwards and her face have that dumb smile that all addicts have after a dose. And then, when I out a dot after “Healing fire“ I felt nothing. I was alone. 

	I took my smartphone, fond number and dialed it. 

	“H…hello,” said sleepy voice. “Antony?”

	I answered in a fast pace:

	“Yes, it’s me, Mr. Elvoy”

	“Antony, it’s…”

	“Too late, I know, but I have too small amount of time. Listen…”

	“Wha…”

	“Listen! I have huge problems! I have another person in my head that I can’t control. I lied to you, and it lied too, when she took control over me. I create it by myself before the crash, but then, after, it becomes much stronger. Please, send me that pills that you said. By the mail, doc! It needs to be unrecognizable, that she can’t figure out what is that!”

	“Antony… You know how it’s sounds?”

	“Like a mess, but you can listen and read all our previous conversations! Compare them for sake! In other case she wouldn’t let me to talk with you like this anymore! Please!”

	And I hang the phone. I know that it had small chances for success, but I hope that I show the way to the shrink to check up my words. And now the hardest phase begins – trying to hide that I just did. I don’t know is I was too good in a hiding, or Mara was too gullible, but she found anything. 

	On a fourth day I had received a pills. They were in a craft paper with a small sign, where name of the doc was printed. And that’s all. 

	Mara was there. She looked on the envelop and asked with a cold serious voice. She tried to be friendly, but I know her too good:

	“What’s this, Antony?”

	I was scared, as usual when she used that intonation:

	“Nothing serious.”

	She looked at me and closed an eyes a little:

	“You hide it from me. What’s inside, Antony?”

	There was no time. I ripped an envelope up, catch a plastic container, took two pills, and chew them up. Their taste was awful, but my goal was reached – I took the pills. Hope that doc sent me something good, not a placebo or aspirin. 

	Mara stood in front of me with a smile. She looks up on to the pills, and then inclined her head a little, and said calmly:

	“Nice trick. But how long you can take them,” she nodded to the container. “Without forgetting? How long you can stand without me? H..w l..g…” Some letters became totally silent. Like a bad connection on the telephone line – part of her words were miss. 

	“I’ll r..urn, …u know th-….-at?”

	“See you later,” – she said clearly and puffed becoming a grey smoke, like she always does. 

	And that was all for the three days. Instead of Mara in my head was something like wadding, colorless and numb zone. Same feeling I had when I took a shot of lidocaine one time – you know that you have that part of the body, but do not feel it, and it’s do not respond to you.

	And you know what? That was the happiest three days of my life. First thing that I had done – dialed my shrink. He picked up the phone on the third ring:

	“Antony! How are you? Received my parcel?”

	“Yeah! Thank you! I take two pills to get rid of her, hope that wasn’t too much?”

	There was noise on the line:

	“If you ate before – that’s ok. But please, next time read a prescription. And please, be careful, this pills knock off that parts of your brain that we use in mechanical processes. So, riding bike and other stuff like that – reduce to a minimum.”

	I smiled. I almost forget how it is – to have a nice mood:

	“Thanks! I need to talk with you, doc.”

	“I leave the city for a three days,” said shrink. “I’ll back in the Wednesday morning, and I’ll accept in the evening. After a school. All right?”

	I nodded, and then realized that he doesn’t see me:

	“Yeah, all right!”

	I read a prescription and don’t understood even a half of it. It was a pretty strong medicine, and I’m glad that doc believed me. 

	Next day on a school was pretty dull. I rode there on a school bus, and for a moment thought that I saw father’s car at the entrance. But I copied it to pills effect. It reminds me something like paracetamol or other anti-cold stuff – it immerses you into interesting half-sleep state, similar to night without a sleep at all.

	Then I lied my friends about Mara. I said that I started to feel bad, had a nightmares and headaches, so we need to improve our plan, because of pills that made that bitch to shut up. As I said this I understood that it wasn’t lie to a hundred percent’s – my life was a nightmare, and that fact that I now half asleep without any dreams arranges me totally. Besides all of this, our preparations to the test wasn’t hopeless totally – we read information endlessly, and in this or other way – it left its print in our brains. Friends are asked me, is there a chance that Mara would return, and I said – I hope not, because my shrink said that she was a cause of my headaches. Fred said that it was a pity, because I was his “professor X” all this time. In the end of the day I collided with that bully that was part of a former gang. He said something to me, but I don’t give a fuck about it – next portion of pills begun theirs action, so I was sedated totally. 

	When I sat to the bus, I saw father’s car once again, and that wasn’t mistake – I saw his numbers. I tried to figure out this situation to myself, but decided that it doesn’t matter now. Fuck my family with all their problems, fuck bully, fuck everything around – I’m feeling good, and this is what matters to me. If all that stuff is built in mechanical part of my brain – so, fuck it! I do not want such happiness, and I want to be free of my demon. 

	And then come Wednesday. 

	I walk out of the house, shown my father wasn’t shown for a two weeks or so, and hear that my cell is ringing. I looked at the screen and saw that it’s Norman. I pick up the phone:

	“Hello, Mr. Elvoy”

	There was a sound of road in my ear with voice of my shrink:

	“Hi, Antony! How are you?”

	“Nice, thanks to you.”

	“Glad to hear it! For today nothing changed?”

	I waved with my head (I had noticed that pills changed this part of my behavior, and I try to manage this.):

	“Nope”

	“Nice, he said. I want to talk with you about a picture that you sent me yesterday.”

	I stopped and tried to figure what he is talking about. I look up on cotton mess in my head and found nothing:

	“Picture, doc?” 

	The bus stopped in front of me, but I was too busy to see it. 

	“Yeah!” I hear a signal in the phone, probably from the car that passed by, and then signal made me jump, because of last one was from the school bus. At that moment I was no care about it, and waved to it. Doors shut, and school bus went to the school. “That one with a hexagon on it. You wrote in an email that it was something interesting. That this is a picture of that… That Mara.”

	Half of the words were drowned out by the blood that drummed in my ears. I run to our house, hastily opened it, and run to my room. Mom screamed something to me with her hangover voice, but I slammed a door.

	“Look, doc! I do not send you anything!”

	“What? Antony, I do not hear you! You were right! It’s an interesting picture! I watch on it now! There’s something in it!”

	I turn on my PC and tried to assemble. Through the numbness of my ears, I hear the whisper:

	“Surpri-i-ise”

	“Doc! Doc, look, that wasn’t my picture!!!”

	I opened mail application and opened yesterday letter. It was sent at half past one in the night. Two hours after I went to sleep. I opened an image and looked on the hexagon. It was frightening. And a couple of seconds before it happens, I know what it would be. 

	“I’m sorry, Doc…”

	“What? Antony? Oh…”

	I took the receiver from his ear – there was an apocalypse. I drop the phone and felt on the floor without any strength. I was empty.

	I had lost. 

	I close my face with a hands, and realized myself just now – sitting at my working place with a notebook lying in front of me. I looked on the calendar – I was out for a week. Whole fucking week. 

	I wanted to write all this down before something else happened. 

	I’m so tired and afraid no more. I lost this war…”

	 

	“Diary entry #61.

	Today I found myself standing in front of the mirror without shirt. I looked at my reflection without interest – I don’t give a shit about that idiot that looked on me. Yes, he looks tired, he looks thinner than usual, yes he did it with himself by himself, yes – fuck him. 

	Mara does this thing from time to time – occupy my body totally, releasing me from time to time. Sometimes I am a passenger in a glass subway in my own mind, that moving deeply into insanity day after day. Sometimes she knocks me off totally. This day was like that – I closed my eyes in a school cafeteria, and opened here, in my room, dirty with the grass, without shirt, and there is new big thing in my room. I turn my head – it’s a chest. 

	Then, I can see some memories from time when she was a main pilot. Today it was a father in our house. He came, he ate breakfast and tried to talk with me. He said:

	“Anton, you know, we have a hard times with your mom,”

	Mara answered:

	“Uh-huh”

	“But this doesn’t have anything to you, just…”

	Mara nodded:

	“Yeah. You’re right. Just a situation”

	Father stopped for a second, and looked under his shoes:

	“It’s just… Look, we’ll…”

	“What are you does near my school?”

	He looked at me and hesitated for a second:

	“I… I just passed by.”

	Remember, kids – never, you hear me, never think about your future children as like an idiots! 

	“Right,” said Mara. “Have a nice day, dad.”

	She stood from a stool in a kitchen and went to the room. 

	“He wants to see that bitch!” screamed my mom. “That long legged… How is it there ... That book slut!”

	Dad screamed in answer:

	“Do not call her like that!”

	Mara stopped for a second, and closed a door behind her back. 

	I shake with my head and looked at the chest. It stays in the corner of the room, but I can’t watch on it because of bending of that corner. It seems like that chest stand in a niche, or hole, meter into the wall, but I know that behind that wall is just a street air. I know the cause perfectly – guarding signs, around the chest, and on it too. But I can’t recall any information about it, or it’s intestine. I’m afraid of it, and doubt that I can stand that things that I’ll see there.

	But I call Mara.

	She appears near me, watching in the window. She looks for a second or two and said:

	“You know, you pulled me out from that far lands, I am searching on prophet.”

	I was disoriented and intrigued, so I ask her:

	“That guy in the monk robe?”

	She turns to me, with a bitter smile on her face:

	“No. I talk about that great creature that you saw in one of his dreams that is a prophet,”

	I frowned and tried to manage her ill logic:

	“Neither prophet needs to bring us an ideas of new religion? Neither he need to bring new man in new church?”

	Mara’s smile faded, but something from that smile left in her eyes, some light in her yellow eyes, that I can’t stand last days: 

	“Didn't he do that? Words means nothing when you see true power,” she waved with her head a little and then change the theme rapidly. “Oh, you find my last purchase. Nice, huh?”

	I giggled a little inside of me, my shell was too tired even for this – I imagine how I’ll ask her with a groan moaning “What’s in the boooox”. What is missing is Morgan Freeman's next to me.

	I'm looking on the chest and afraid of it, of what it could content. 

	Mara looked at me, and asked:

	"Do I need to worry about my stuff?" But then she looked at me with more attention and smiled. "I see, you scared about it more than interested " 

	She did a couple of steps to it, and nocked five times on its top with a pauses - two-pause-two-pause-one. My heart goes wild, beating, and whet there was a gap under the top, I felt like it's stopped. She looked at me:

	"Come here and look. I have not any secrets from you. Come."

	I made a couple of steps to the ghostly niche, and my imagination draw to me some acid green color that may light on me when I'll open the chest. I grab the top and hold my breath. Then I lift it fast. Nothing happened except of that must be - chest opened, no light, gas, or something unexpected happened. With a breath still hold I looked inside. There were dozens of different things, from a first sight it was a set of separate things that you can find in a pocket of the first grader. 

	But I knew what was behind of this set. First thing that dropped in my eye was dogs jawbone and flask with a dark liquid and piece o half rotten bandage. I also saw some feathers, needles, plastic bag there with something dark. My sight becomes blurry, and I'm turns from the chest. That was a set of voodoo practice, all connected to that place in the woods, where was a lethal road turn. And also I knew one thing that scared me most of all - I knew that all that stuff I made, I cut out, put out, decanted from something...

	I wanted to walk out from the chest, and even turned from it, but hear Maras voice: 

	"Let's take something from there, honey."

	I watch how my hands took a flask with a blood (of course it was blood, and more accurate - that dead dog blood that I beat to the death early.), needles, candle (of a strange, green color), and feathers. I asked her:

	"What for all that stuff?"

	She looked at me and inclined her head:

	"Really?" She asked. "You know perfectly that we will make a bird for our miss Prey,"

	I frowned:

	"Wh..."

	"Do not pretend that you're sillier then you are."

	I looked deeply into myself and found an answer easily:

	"She... She and my dad..."

	Mara raised her hands in the air:

	"Bingo! Ladies and gentleman, we have a fucking genius here!" She turns calm, almost cold. "I'll make her suffer."”

	 

	“Diary entry #62.

	Today, two days later I opened my eyes standing across the street on a little play that would before me. Just for me. And I can’t move or do something. I was locked for these two days, just like a spectator – role that Mara gives me more often this days… And you know what? I don't have a strength or will to perform my usual behavior. I’m too tired. And now, I watch on everything with a sort of apathy. And fear.

	If I’ll can choose a name of the play, I’ll name it “aftermath”, but I know that tulpa have her own – “revenge”.

	Across the street doors of the school opens, and Ms. Prey step out, screaming, and holding her hand. In the same moment one of my classmates looking under his boots and see a coin with something brown on it which lies on the road. This guy – is a remaining bully from the gang that beats me. He stretches down and hears scream. He looks to the school doors. As a driver, who just turn on the street. 

	Scenery was set a couple of hour ago. Mara doesn’t want to involve that poor bastard, and Ms. Prey was her target for today, but Mara decided to show me something like a gala concert. The bully pushed me and Mara when we stepped out from the cafeteria and said something rude. Mara smiled, and start walking to the exit from the school. I hear voice of Ms. Prey behind my back:

	“Class would start soon!”

	“I’ll be in time,” said Mara with my voice. And then continued with her mind just for me:

	“I’ll tell you a story about of group of pilots. They had a very important, secret mission. They departed from their base excited, and had that mood all the way to their goal. They needed to drop their load, just one thing, and make photos, evidence to the history. They, actually, were the history, their flight, and themselves, even before the time that they awaited.”

	We walk out to the street, and she pulled my hand in my (or it’s now her own?) pocket. She took something out and looked in front of me, to other part of the street, across the road. She continued in that tone:

	“And then, they complete their mission. They dropped their cargo. They have euphoria. But then, history show its fangs. Its shows the price and its greatness. Majesty.”

	She tossed something into the air, and now I figured out what’s this. 

	“Their craft was named “Pangea, and their cargo was “Big daddy” They saw first combat nuclear explosion.”

	Mara turned to the class with a smile, and finished her story:

	“I had told you all this just for one reason – do not turn out from the history, from your own doings. They’ll bite you anyway, but if you’ll meet it looking right into its muzzle, you can feel or even take a part of its splendor.”

	When Mara opened the classroom all were sat behind their places, and Ms. Prey said:

	“I glad that you come.”

	And tulpa smiled, passes this words through her with a silent, but I saw what was up into her mind. She wants to set a scene, but a little bit later. Mara wanted a scandal, but only when all scenery would be on its places. She sat at the last desk.

	Fifteen minutes later Mara took a little thing that remind a bird from our bag. Mockingbird, actually. Mara thought that it would be funny to hit her with something that became common for me and her in my previous life. The hardest way we can hurt only people that we know. And Mara know perfectly how to pin her. Today we had talked about “Brave New World”, by Aldous Huxley and when Ms. Prey told us about polygamy that author describe there. Mara dropped feather thing to the other desk that stood near us empty, and said that she knew a couple of people, who can find polygamy very comfortable thing. Everyone giggled, but Mara’s face was absolutely serious. Ms. Prey tried to continue a lesson, talking about native guy, who can’t have understood all this rules, and once again Mara said her word, now, more directed, something like “I can understand him. Totally.”

	She asked, not turning her head:

	“Well, tell us then, Antony.”

	Then she turned to me second time, and by her reaction on Mara’s face, she saw that something bad must to be happened. Mara said:

	“When someone thinks that she (or he), can fuck anyone” … here starts some giggling again, but without understanding that something more than curse that slipped away happened…” from her (or his) point of view it may be a casual, usual thing. But to other people it may be just wrong”

	I saw Ms. Preys cheeks reddish, and she with a voice with a little crack said to me:

	“Watch on words, An…”

	“What do you mean? Fucking?” …now giggles were mixed with some stupor around.” But when some… Hmmm… For example, a young school teacher, and she found some guy to fuck, she can never mind between that fucking sessions that guy can have….”

	Ms. Prey was on the edge of hysterics, she screamed:

	“Enough!”

	Mara laughed inside of our little inner space, and said to the class in a calm tone:

	“Why? Something familiar?”

	“Out,” said Ms. Prey. “Get out.”

	Mara shrugged her shoulders, smiled, took our (hers) bag and went to the exit. In the doorway she told to the teacher calmly:

	“What a nice story, huh?”

	And here I am, watching on play, that Mara promised to me. One of the main characters wanted to take coin from the road, and saw other, screaming. In the next second two things happened at the same time – car hit bully straight into the head, and arm of Ms. Prey infected so much that it became inoperable. 

	And I don’t even know what thing scares me more – eyeball on the asphalt and screams around dead body of my classmate, fact that I knew about poisoning in the hand of my teacher, that fact that had I known all this before it’s happened, or that I watched directly to the Fred and Mary, smiling. 

	Now I know a couple of new things. First – Fred and Mara knew everything. It’s not too hard to see all picture, given that they know about Mara. Second told me Mara when an ambulance took dead body and Ms. Prey from the school – my dad would return home soon.”

	“Diary entry #63.

	Two? Three weeks passed? 

	I do not know… I want to sleep, and knocks out every time when I can. Mara is near the wheel, and I do not care. She wakes me out when she need me, like a prisoner, hostage, or… Or what the fuck does she needs from me? Life strength? Energy? Some infernal juices? Sometimes she even wakes me for a sex, but now she uses me, just like that. Nothing like BDSM, when there is a discovering something beyond your edges, nothing erotically – just leveling down all hormones. 

	It's like a death every time when she took my place. 

	…

	I imagine how I take razor, and cut my veins. Along.

	…

	And then I have an hour in real world. Half of the time I am struggling with dazzle, because I forgot how to manage with my body in reality. Then I’m opening my diary and find a sets of papers that drawn by Mara. There is a hexagon schemes like mandala, some receipts, written in a strange language and pictures from other worlds. Other time that I can spent conscious took writing down everything that I can recall from my blackout. The further – the lesser time I need to do this. 

	Then I’m dying again. 

	…

	I imagine how I choke myself with a belt on the door.

	…

	I’m walking out from my regular black out and saw Fred and Mary. I’m looking around and saw that they stood into the doorway of my room. I look onto the clock on the wall and see that it’s a midday. It’s a weekend then. That incident in a school was on Wednesday. So, it’s a half of the week, or one and a half? Two maybe? Fuck it.

	I notice that all this time Fred is saying something. He says:

	“And we’ll find a way…” 

	“Really?” ask Mara. I’m an observer. Again. “And what do you tell to them? Hey, everyone that shit that happened with our slutty teacher – that sub consciousness of one guy done? Yeah, and that crash just before a teacher – that is that tulpa thing too? Don’t be stupid.”

	She looked at them and smiled:

	“Anything else?”

	Mary looked on Fred, then turned her eyes to me (us) and said:

	“What else you done to us?”

	My tulpa smiled inside, but then with all seriousness said:

	“Else, honey?” Mary frowned for a second, but then I saw how she is flinched from next Mara’s words. “You mean what else I had a dome except of shutting you up on a theme of tulpa? Nothing. Just protect myself from stupid things that you may make to you in a first place.”

	Mara looked at them for a second. A short second, but it was enough to set conviction in both of them, that she’s serious. Then she said:

	“But you can be sure that I can do a lot of interesting things”

	Fred done step to me. His face was severe:

	“We can’t say to everyone that it’s your job, but…”

	Mara laughed once again inside of my mind prison, but aloud said in a whisper:

	“But what? One dumb guy can’t look to his sides. Other slut – took something from the floor. Shit happens. And do not forget that you own me for the test. So let’s trade your silence to that help, huh? Not a big price to prevent your dearest from such things? Have a nice night. You’ll find a way out.”

	…

	I imagine how I take gun, and blow my brains off.

	…

	I open my eyes and see mom and dad in front of me at the kitchen table. She is drunk, but this fact doesn’t bother him. He looks at me, and I see in his eyes strange mix of rage and… fear? Yeah, I’m scaring him, and Mara feel it. She licks these emotions from his skin. She eats this fear with her spliced tongue. He asks me:

	“What do you do to her?”

	And Mara smiling, inside and outside. She pisses them off.

	“Wrong question,” she said, looking at them. I see that mom isn’t drunk – she is scared to death. “Right question what would be next. Next – I’ll go to my room and would continue things that you interrupt. Dad – would return to us, and we’ll pretend that we are normal family. Mom…” Mara smiled carnivorously. «You know what would happen if you touch alcohol once again…”

	Dad look at her. Now there was no fury in his eyes – pure fright. 

	“What he…”

	She lowered her eyes, and said, looking on the table:

	“He made me sick…”

	Mara grimaced, and move with her hand theatrically:

	“No, Mom!” she pointed with hand on dad and nodded. “Tell him all truth.”

	Mom hided her face in her hands and started to cry. My tulpa waits for a second, and took a quick glance from my dad, and then said:

	“Here. Now, tell everything.”

	” I… I was drunk once…” my Mom can’t talk smoothly, but tried to. “And…”

	“She wants to tell that she lies here,” said Mara. “On the kitchen. Almost naked, in a gown and spattered with her own vomit, an…”

	And then my mom blown up with a scream. I saw a vein on her forehead that became visible when she screamed:

	“SHUT UP!!! You!!! YOU FREAK!!! SHUUUUT UP!” 

	A millisecond of silence and Mara’s laugh:

	“Oh, mom. You’re so funny,” she looks up on dad and said. “So, I sit in front of her, and ask her to wake up, and see what she had done with herself. With our life. With me. And then she washed up with vodka, clean herself with vodka. Right, mom?”

	Mom start to cry once again, all her strength she uses on that moment of wrath, now she reminds me forgotten puppet:

	“He made me do it… Made me…” She lifts her eyes on me. “You made me…”

	Mara grimaced once again, now with the serious face:

	“I don’t touch you. Even with a finger. You. All. Done. By. Yourself.”

	Mom started to cry. Bitterly, do not lift her head. Mara looked at her, and continue with a serious face, looking just on my father, like there was nobody else in a kitchen:

	“So,” tulpa tells seriously. “She washed up with an alcohol and brings up to the shower every alcohol that she could find in our house. Everything that she hides or left for the next day. Even a cologne. Right, mom?” Last question she put without any move from father’s eyes, and without any answer she finished. «Then the wash herself with a booze. You know, like a human after a thirsty day – trying to suck liquid with all pores of a skin. Then she felt bad. It was an intoxication maybe. I asked her, can I help her? Maybe with buying of some vodka or wine. But she refused. One day she was at bed, and now…” Mara spread her arms. “You see her – clean person.”

	Dad looked at crying mom. I saw his uncertainty. And I know that he believes of every word that he hears, he was uncertain about his own normality. 

	“And now,” said Mara, putting her arms at a table. “I’m going to my room. Mom – calming down, and dad – going to say fucking good bye to his long-legged bitch.”

	She smiled with one of my smiles – relaxed and pleased with myself:

	“Love you, parents. Have a nice day.”

	…

	I imagine how I am standing on a roof of a building. School maybe. Or it’s just a small ladder? No matter. I jump down with my head first…

	…

	Week, two… Dozens of pages written Mara. There foreign words on some schemes. I see something like a knife. Next time when I can breathe myself – I see broken glass and someone’s teeth. She is creating something ugly and something strong. Something not from here. Something that doesn’t belong to this world…

	…

	I imagine how I’m sits in the parent’s car and connect exhaust system with a cabin. Then I turn on a car…

	…

	I open my eyes in front of the mall. The next thing shakes me up to my bones – great drums of thunder, like sky ripped above me. Small lightning’s playing within a purple clouds, trying to catch each other. I felt cold droplets of rain on my face. I felt alive. In a many days, many situations, observations inside of Mara’s madness, inside all of this shitty hurricane, first time I felt alive. And all because of small amount of water that fell from the sky. 

	Humans, homo, is a fucking idiotic specimen. That fact, that we rule this planet is a joke, coincidence, and we can’t even imagine our chances against common sense of history.

	Someone aside said in a hoarse voice: 

	“Looking like a shit”

	I turned to that side, and saw Bob. Hob-Bob, my friend without a home. 

	I smiled:

	“Your look is not much better”

	Bob smiled, nodded, tried to laugh, but failed in a cough. He spits something red-brown to the asphalt. I’m grimaced, and said:

	“What is that?”

	Bob looked at me with a smile:

	“Part of me. Death trace in my body…”

	Mara appeared near him, and looked with excitement. There was a fire burn in her eyes:

	“Antony! Oh. Antony!!! He’s… “

	Something blinked above us, like a great flush bulb, and tulpa vanished. After a three seconds there was a sound explosion above our heads. I instinctively looked on the purple clouds. Meanwhile, Mara appeared once again:

	“Fuck, I hate thunder! Antony, I saw his death! This is our chance!!!”

	I tried not to watch on her. I asked Bob:

	“What’s with you?”

	He shuddered:

	“Who knows,” he searches for something in his pockets and continued. “I can’t afford a hospital care. Some sweet girl there gives me some pills, but they do not help me, and I stopped to go there…You?”

	I smiled bitterly:

	“I’m mental. Just another crazy teenager.”

	Mara looked at me with squint:

	“Nice. I’m glad that you’re honest wit…”

	Another thunderbolt flashed across the sky. 

	Bob coughed once again, and once again spit something aside:

	“That’s why you are walking in the woods at night?”

	I was shocked:

	“Huh? How…”

	He waved with his hand:

	“Saw you once or twice. You did something with dead animals there,” he took some bill from one pocket and stared to search in another. “First I thought that you dug something there. But then saw that dog… Maybe I catch something from that corpse, huh?”

	Mara showed again:

	“Antony, his… His life!” she walked around him, reminding me a wolf in a cage that I saw in the zoo once. “I sat that portal! I saw his way to a death!!!”

	She licked him.

	“Say,” Bob said. “Do you have some money? I want to drink something pure before I die, but…”

	Mara took a lead:

	“Only if you’ll take me with you.”

	Bob smiled, and I… Mara gave him some money. We bought nice whiskey, and he leads me to the cemetery. He said that he lived here last month, in some old crypt, which nobody visits. He said that it was warm, cozy, and there is no better company then a dead people – they knew all secrets of the world, but can’t tell you any of them, just listen of yours with a great attention. 

	When he opened his crypt, there was a hard rain outside. There was no thunder, so I was only a guest at this date. Bob was right – he found a nice place. When he fired a candle and filled plastic cups with a booze, I asked:

	“What about a keeper?”

	Bob coughed a little, and said:

	“He’s a nice guy. He does not mind me too much. And I’m…” cough and spit. “I try to be a nice guy. Well, what are we drinking for? Toast?”

	Mara looked at him, and said:

	“For the other worlds”

	He looked at me, and nod. Then he drinks up all whiskey from his cup, and said:

	“I do not notice early,” he said, looking into Mara’s eyes. “There is interesting yellow fire in your eyes.”

	He thought a little, nodded to himself, and filled cups once again. Wind howls in the doorway to the crypt, but Bob said that he can’t close it because of fresh air – there is no other way for it to come here. I saw that there was no light outside. We were alone in the large cosmos of the field of the Death. 

	“So, he said” looking in the cup. “What mental thing do you have?”

	Mara smiled:

	“I had found a way of visiting other worlds. Greater ones. Magnificent!”

	Hob-Bob smiled:

	“I know one way,” he lifted his hand. “Booze! Cheers!”

	Once again he drunk all volume with a one gulp. This time his cough was a huge one. Two or three times he whipped his mouth with his sleeve. Soon, his cuffs were red and wet. 

	“You know, Antony,” he said after. “I do not afraid of the death.”

	I filled his cup once again, because his arms were shaky after a fit of coughing.

	“I had a nice life, and I saw many things. I’m only hoping that I’ll see something above that border…Something new. Something different…”

	“I can help you,” said Mara. “I can be your conductor.”

	He looked at us and smiled. Then he nodded:

	“Ok, buddy. I agree. When does our travel start?”

	Mara was absolutely serious. She looked at his red face and said:

	“We already started. Look at the corner of the crypt”

	She was right – there was something interesting there. Corner itself opened up, like a tulip to the outside, and above it was a darkness of the another dimension. Hob-Bob looked there, and then turn his head to me:

	“What the…”

	Mara lift her hand!

	“To the journey!” she said, and drunk up all cup, and looked on Bob, who did the same, and now coughing. “And to the Death, the greatest of them!”

	Bob can’t stop his cough. He did not have enough breath. Something gurgled inside of his throat. He can’t inhale properly because of that gurgling, convulsively inhaling, from time to time, like a drowning man. Actually he was drowning man – his own blood chokes him. 

	Mara sits without any move and looked at him. 

	His eyes became wider, he thrusted his hands to me, but tulpa just looked at him. Bob’s face became pale, his lips acquired a blue tint, and small fountain of blood emerged from his throat. That was the moment when Mara stood on my feet. She came closer to dying hobo and dunked a finger in a trickle of the blood in the corner of the mouth of Bob. 

	She draws a hexagon on the wall. Dunked once again, listen to his gurgling and for the wind howling outside, overstepped him, and went to other space. There she draws another hexagon. She began to say something. Something in the language that I do not know, but I was sure that in this language she writes in a diary. She added some details to symbols and went to the source of redness once again. Now shadow from the candle hide his face, and blood became absolutely black. I noticed that Bob looking to the corner that had opened and saw some violet glow from there. A light was barely noticeable, but this purple color filled all crypt. It was in the shadows, on our clothes, and it seems climbed on the walls, soak everything around with himself, mixed with everything. 

	Mara drawn third a symbol, and then everything was all drowned in purple dim light. I hear last hiss from Bob’s lungs… I saw last glint of a light in his eyes. I felt last string that attach him to this world burst. I felt his death. Not a grim reaper. Not a figure in a dark cloak. It was a force. Essence that was made from the blackness. Total blackness, that one from a center of the black holes, where no time and no space. Something beyond. It stretches it’s stretched out the appendages, its tentacles, and touch Bob. That what had left from him. It began to drag him into himself. Mixing with yourself. Penetrating and becoming one. In the end, everything is imitating. Everything becomes Death. Everything becomes nothing. I looked in Bob’s eyes and saw a tunnel. 

	I saw it in a dead body’s eyes that look into the opened corner of a crypt…It was infinitely long, and stretched somewhere, where was no life at all, it had some other kind, somewhere, where everything has a million dimensions and probabilities. Maybe billions. Or maybe in the end of that tunnel I’ll find something that even does not obey the concept of account… I saw stars from that side. They glowed with a colors that I do not know. They are older than everything I can imagine. I saw… I saw that side…

	…

	I took a pills in my hand and drop them into my mouth. Then I open vodka bottle, and I wash them down. When vomit chokes me, I’m dead for a couple of minutes…

	…”

	 

	“Diary entry #64.

	Fuck it, my diary… I can’t track all records, and… And I can’t do it anymore… Maybe it’s a last of them. 

	I lost count of a new pages, written and drawn by her, like I lost count of days when I were absent… Fuck it…

	Today I found glass knife. Something red was inside, and I know what it was – Bob’s blood. Somehow Mara left it in a state of liquid. I wanted to break it, but felt that my hand rapidly become still like a wood. Mara was near me, but with some reasons she’s hiding. I guessed that she spent too much of her strength last days and decided to use all time that I can get from this situation. 

	I dressed up and went outside. 

	Sometime later I was at that fatal turn, where I saw kitten’s death. 

	“Well,” asked Mara in my head. “What do you want to find here?” 

	I answered silently:

	“Something that would help me”

	“There is no help, Antony. That’s almost ended.”

	I hear motor hum, and stepped aside a little, to be sure that I’m safe. But suddenly, car stopped near me. It was reverend. He pulled a window down and said:

	“Hey, Anton! How are you? Looks bad”

	I tried to smile:

	“Hey, Rev. Yeah, a little bit ill…Try to breath with a fresh air.”

	Reverend nodded and smiled in an answer:

	“Want some tea? Nice mint tea would be nice after a walk, how do you think?”

	“I think it would be.”

	I rode after him, and in a twenty minutes I hold nice yellow hot drink, that smells with a mint. I sipped it and nodded:

	“Tasty”

	“With your hint’s and help,” answered Rev. “So, what’s happened with you? I hear strange rumors.”

	I sipped ones more and answered:

	“Well, I’m afraid that the reports of my behavior is not greatly exaggerated. I think I’m ill, Rev. Mentally.”

	He looked at me with a couple of seconds, seriously, without a shadow of a doubt, or irony, and said:

	“Then, I think, you’re in a right place,” he put his cup on a table and continued. “You see, churches as a home of a God is always…”

	I started to wave with my head slowly, but that was enough to interrupt him. I look at him:

	“I’m afraid, I do not believe that your god left here… Even as a crooked reflection of his original image.”

	“Why do you think so?”

	In my turn I put a cup on the desk top and said:

	“We are changing. Despite that people thought that they’re the same, it’s the nonsense. We are changing. Society is changing. Evolution, progress, call it whatever you want. And there is almost no place for a person. No place for a particle of a God. No place to God. We have a system. We are parts of that system. We are the system, Rev.”

	Reverend was interested and a little bit scared, but he didn’t show it anyhow and asked in a flat tone:

	“System, Antony?”

	“Yes, Rev. System, where you have one particular role. Are you ready to play a role of bee in a new world? To become a little creature which name or will mean nothing, sense of which is producing honey? Or guarding a queen? Or just fighting with the intruders? 

	What if I tell you that you are bee for a long time? Or not even a bee - just a little dust particle on a bee eye, which have a cells in form of honeycomb?”

	Reverend looked aside and said:

	“That system, Antony – that’s how society works. Everyone have its role. In some point of view – yes, we are all bees.”

	I smiled bitterly:

	“We're searching and finding a new senses, we're try to see is there a new god here. Old ones dead, everyone live with a stories about them. But there were Jesus and he was a philosopher, his study lived to our days because we were the same. People in the time of Tesla and Napoleon were just same as Caesar and Tuth. 

	But now humans, humanity is changed, and it needs a new god. And know what the greatest thing is? He's come from the future, but all religion stuff would be the same - in some things we will never change. And who knows-maybe Jesus himself was time traveler from the future, huh?”

	Mara stepped forward and took control:

	“Enough,”

	Reverend frowned:

	“I’m afraid that I can’t understand your line, Antony. Can…”

	She waved with my head once again, but I tried to say, when she made me stood up:

	“It’s quite an incomprehensibly. I can’t explain it… It’s… We are see a small inch from infinity. We thought that we knew all around us, but it's just a trifle… Were on their eyes. I want to see everything. Our and another dimension. To seize, to catch. Rises above the eye, above the sky.… Sorry, Reverend, I need to go.”

	“Antony.”

	“Good bye, Rev,”

	She went out without looking back…

	…

	I imagine how I’m stepping on the bridge stakes, and jump right on the traffic below…

	….“

	 

	Chapter 17

	 

	Next things kept within half an hour. Janine called to the mental institution, financial track of which she found, and search for details and person, who can help to their case. Guys don’t know how’s she doing such things, but an hour lately she called to them and gave a telephone number of the person, who can help them. It was a nurse, and she said that she could lead one of them to Antony for two hundreds of dollars. There was an option – there would be just one of them and no recordings. Jim easily refused – he wanted to end this case as soon as possible.

	That’s why they parked their van across the mental institution in their last rainy night not far from town where Antony Tychov lived. 

	"Well, Alex? How long we must be here?"

	Alex attentively shrugged looking to the building of the asylum:

	“I don’t know, Jim. My contact said that usually chief of this entertainment institution goes home to sleep”. He looked at his smartphone. “If I had understood him correctly, we haaave… About an hour. Or two.”

	Jim knocked his forehead to the wheel:

	“Or three”. Another knock. “I’m sick of this town. I want to go home. You had said that it will be light case, for a couple of days”. He straightened and looked to his friend: “And we here for a week by now”

	Alex pulled out from the back seat bag, and said:

	“A couple of hours. It’s a finish, dude.”

	“Uh-uh. Looks like I had heard this ones, just before you find…” – He pointed on the notebook that Alex took out of the bag. “…that thing.”

	Alex smiled took out of bag hands-free set and throw bag to the back of the car:

	“Are you afraid, Jim? This diary frightened you?”

	“No!” answered driver, looking offended. “It’s not … fear or something like this… It’s…” Looks like he tried to find words to describe his feelings. “I found this thing disgusting, or… Filthy…You know… I am not religious, but this… Something wrong was with this guy…”

	“To put it mildly,” – Said Alex. “But I promise to you, that today it would end. I need to see him. I want to know the end of the story.”

	Jim looked to his friend, and asked seriously:

	“Are you sure about this?”

	“Jim…” – Alex tries to interrupt but Jim stubbornly continued:

	“Alex, it gives us nothing. Really. We have material for a season of our show. And even if your words about book – is not a joke…”

	His friend before waving his head, put the notebook and headphones on his knees, turned to a driver and said seriously:

	“Of course it was not a joke. Imagine how our ratings will grow! We looked for such opportunity for a long time, and all that we were find before this case” – he pointed his finger to the notebook. – “Was worth for a set of jokes. But here…”

	“Pure madness” – ended Jim.

	“Yeah!“ – agreed Alex. “It would be awesome, it will be series of books, cases like that, and… What are you going?”

	Jim takes cap of his friend, revealing a baldhead, and put on his own head. 

	“I haaave… About an hour.” He mocked Alex. “Or two. Hate to see you in such mood. If it would end faster – wake me”.

	The driver lowered a visor to the nose. 

	“After all, I have a sleepless night ahead at the wheel. Wish you a good reading and good visiting.” Saying that he curled up and turned away from Alex.

	He looked on the sleeping Jim, and thought about iteration of life – week ago, they came in this town, but that time Alex was sleeping. His smile became wiser, when he thought that maybe he had slept in just the same position, as Jim now.

	Alex thought about this week once again, flashing forward all talks, interviews and small details, which always made up whole picture, and dipped into a well-known diary once again. He read it for a half-dozen times for last days, but still he can’t comprehend all inner world of their guy, all transformations, and especially causes and result. Last one interests him most of all. He can’t even pretend what to ask first. This is the ending that he searched for but there is still one question that interested him above talk with the Antony. It’s a chief’s decision to show him other way, right way. What was that? His words about a lie? Unlikely. Chief showed to them before that for security of his town he can pay many. A simple willing of help is a dead end too. Maybe he saw that guys found nothing? On the other hand, he was pleased with a tone of their investigation?

	Alex shake with his head, and read some days of Antony once again, trying to tune in to the atmosphere of his new collocutor. He knew his mind perfectly for this moment, but he tried to understand how that mind worked, how does he done such conclusions from things that was happened with him. 

	In that way, turning pages and reading a bad script, Barns spent all time before his smartphone buzzed. He walks out from a van, carefully shut the door, and tap a green button:

	“Yes, hello.”

	Strong woman’s voice said:

	“At the back door in five minutes”

	Then she broke up the connection. Alex walked to the black door, and hided in a shade. Once again, he regretted that he quit smoking – the universal way of brightening up of any expectation. That’s why he done thing that helped him in such situations – he lifted up an empty palm to the lips, and inhaled wet night air. Rain was still come, but it seems that he got used to it. 

	A couple of minutes later door opened, and a little but large woman looked on the narrator:

	“Are you Alex?”

	He closes his eyes for a second, trying to look at the woman that stood in a bright corridor, and nodded:

	“Yes. I am.”

	Joke that he stood at the head of a line of night visitors, and it is his turn he kept for himself. She looked at him for a second and said:

	“Money first”

	Alex gave her two bills, and she allowed him to enter. There was warm and nice inside, light shut down after she closed a door, and it occurred that all building is dipped down into the calm night atmosphere. She said that he must go after her without delays and led him through the corridors. Even if she would go without any word, Alex thought that he wouldn’t stay on the same place in such institution. Despite the profile of this hospital, it seems neat to Alex. From all his references he took a hospital from “Terminator 2”, and hoped that T1000 would visit it another night. They walked up long corridors, and their steps were reflected from the walls and in total silence it’s seemed that there more than two persons here. Alex was glad that there was not any screams or shouts of locals, but then thought a little about worse option – dead silence or a screams. 

	One or two times his own shadow jumped ahead of him. He was so deep into his mind that it scared him, and he stopped for a second. One glance through the bars, and he saw an outside lamps, that create such an effect. The woman stopped and looked at him:

	“Do not stop, she said. It’s not an excursion.”

	All that he left is just nod, and walk after her. 

	Two corners and two corridors, and she stopped near the door without any sign on it, only a number – 720.

	She opened a door and said:

	“I’ll come to you in five minutes.”

	Alex was struck:

	“Five… It’s… This is miserable...”

	She looked at him and without any changes on her face said:

	“It’s enough,” she opens a door wide and nods to it. “Well?”

	He stepped inside. He does not know what he thought to find here, but he awaited something else then a dark room with a chair in the center of it. In the light of the street lamp, back to him sat someone and looked at the window. All pictures about mental institutions that he saw in the movies, cartoons and shows were wiped out with the adrenaline. 

	Alex cleared his throat and said:

	“Good evening… My…” he cleared his throat once again, and said in much calmer tone, because of great acoustics of calm night place. “Hi. My name is Alex Barns.”

	He makes a step to back of a person, then one-step to the left side, where bed stands:

	“I’m a narrator of the internet show.”

	Another step and he saw that part of head of this person is totally silver, as streetlight itself. He saw his cheek, covered with soft teenager’s hair. He continued with small steps:

	“You know this show, you wrote an email for me, and I’m came to …,” and then he stopped. Words stuck in his throat, and he heavily sat on the bed. Rapidly it’s become clear to him why nurse gave them five minutes…

	In the center of the room on the chair sat a sheath, not a living person. One part of Antony’s face was shifted, like a wax of a candle that stood near the fireplace. There was saliva at the corner of the shifted part of the mouth. Hair on his face were all silver. His eyes were directed to window to the streetlight. First, Alex thought that he doesn’t blinking at all, but then he catches this moment. 

	Barns shut his mouth with palms of his hands and looked at the former Antony Tychov. He took a shot with his smartphone, and just at this moment, he noticed that mouth of the boy is moving. Alex moved closer, trying to recognize something, but it was a slight whisper. 

	“Antony…. Antony?” There was no reaction. Former Antony Tychov continue to say something, but don’t pay attention to the Alex, who stand on his knees above him. “Antony…”

	He shook his shoulder and a boy began whispering a little bit louder. He listened to closer, putting his ears to the boy’s head. Harshly he took out smartphone and recorded his words. It was a chain of simple words that Antony repeated continuously and randomly. He said:

	“Eye-mote-little-like-universe-mote-mote-in the eye-God-like-comb-eye-universe-like-honeycomb”

	Alex’s eyes gleamed in the dark and he shake boy once again:

	“Honeycomb, Antony. Hexagon. What does it mean? Hm? Antony?”

	Rapidly, in a part of the second, he turns his head to Alex and continued to say this chain of words. Alex looked in empty Antony’s eyes, and saw their total darkness, he thought that something like these scientists would see in the black holes. It was a singularity – without a time, without a sense, without a sole – pure solid emptiness, and around it words flying, words that tried to suck him into his eyes, into his emptiness inside:

	“…mote-universe-eye-like-eye-in-in-God-mote-like-Universe-God-eye-like-universe-like-in the-mote-God-comb-like-mote-God-the-in-in-honeycomb-God-like-mote-univercse-God-lik-God-mote-eye-like-Universe-God-like-eye-God-comb-like-eye-God-honeycomb-eye-like-God”

	These words filled Alex’s mind, slithering like a huge snake, filling all space with coils of its body, and trying to eat its own tail:

	“…mote-universe-eye-like- eye-God-comb-like-eye-God-honeycomb-eye-in-in-God-mote-like-universe-God-eye-like-universe-like-in the-mote-universe-God-like-eye-God-mote-eye -God-comb-like-mote-God-the-in-in-honeycomb-God-universe-like-a-mote-in-the-eye-of-God-like-honeycomb-God-comb-like-eye-God-honeycomb -like-mote-univercse-God-lik-God-mote-eye-like-universe-God-like-eye-God-comb-like-eye-God-honeycomb-eye-like-God”

	Moreover, when he almost drowned in this never-ending torrent of words, someone shakes his own shoulder. He woke up and looked to the nurse that stands above him. Alex saw that he still sits on the couch and looking on a boy, who still looks on the streetlight. He shakes his head and stand up. Nurse, without any words lead him away, and he was grateful for the total silence, and for the echo of the steps around them. 

	Outside still rain comes, but he was not care about it. He walked slowly to the van, and sits to the passenger seat, looking ahead. Jim woke up and looked at the watch. He tears his eyes and said:

	“Hm… I don’t hear when you walk way…,” he looked at Alex. “So, what did we get?”

	“Nothing,” said Alex. “Absolute and total.” 

	Helper looked at his friend and yawned:

	“As I said,” he stretched up and starts an engine. “So, what do you think to do with ending?”

	Alex looked on the torrents of water on a windowsill for a second, and then backed to himself:

	“I got it. We have an ending.”

	Jim frowned:

	“But you said that you got nothing?”

	Alex nodded:

	“I was wrong. For this case, it’s a perfect option. Sometimes ashes is the great ending of creation, and sometimes emptiness – the greatest proof of existing.”

	Saying this, he gets from his case a spare coat, and change his wet one. He put his cap on and closed his eyes.

	Jim looked at him for a moment, and then pressed the gas pedal. A big black van, like a monstrous hornet turned, slightly slipping on the road, and headed to where they had come from a week ago

	 

	---

	 

	“Diary entry #65.

	I know how it all would end… I saw it yesterday in my dream…I saw everything…

	I saw our school. I saw an autumn ball, dance night where nobody waits me. But Mara went there anyway. Weather would be pretty bad – grey skies and a small rain. Despite all of this everyone would be cheered up – at last, it’s a ball. It’s an important event. 

	You even can call it a rite. Why not? Everyone meet’s everyone told the same words to the same company, and even jokes would be the same. In an alcohol, dances themselves and sex weren’t any changes for centuries too. So, Mara would interrupt one rite with hers.

	There she would lead her mass. I’ll skip through the metal detectors easily, because my knife is made from a glass. People looking at me, and stepping back, giving me way. I do not know why – I’m scared to look at myself in a mirror. I guess, I’ll see an exhausted and tired guy, with a pale skin and bruises under the eyes. Hell, I guess that it would be a nice view, comparatively to real one. I’m entering a main hall, and then, in a flash of a lightning I see a landscape of lands from another dimension that Mara showed me long time ago. Dead land, where warlock tried to perform a similar rite. That picture I see just for a fracture of second, like an imprint on a retina, but see it clearly.

	I walk to the Stephanie, and with a light application of force I take her to dance with. That brings Mary and Fred to me. They talk something about that they ask me to let her. They try to talk with Steph, but that bitch is under hypnosis. Then Mary slaps my face. I do not know why – because of our old issues, or because of her friendship with Steph, but when I look around once again – I see that couple of guys came to us to figure out what’s the deal.

	Six of us. Perfect. 

	I took a knife from under my shirt, and stab Mary. Next that I see – time around me slowing, and I can see how everything around me become thinner. Our dimension becoming transparent and I can see through it that land, where warlock lived long time ago. I know why – our worlds become closer, and more blood I’ll spill – the closer it would be. Next I stab Mary. Blood from her heart makes pillars of that distant world red. I saw how stones of that far temple become to recall their shape and rebuilt themselves. Blood nourishes them. In a flash of the thunder, I see stone guardians near the pillars. Statues blinks, and make a silent roar. I think they’re recognize me, I think they know that I’m their old master. I see image of a hooded figure, old reflection on the surface of time and space, and killing Fred, combine us to one.

	I am the warlock. 

	Lightning strikes to the hall, and time stopped totally.

	I draw honeycombs with blood in a constant white glow of the pure energy, that sew up sky of this world, and empty sky of that old world. I draw tricky multiply honeycombs, feeling wind from that wastelands, feeling smell of that air. Images become more and more complicated, and I kill last two participants of the mass. With their last breeds I see a dark passage between a pillars. I know what I’ll see there. I want to see it by myself. I make one step forward it. There is no moving air there. I think that he doesn’t need air at all. He is an answer. New alpha and omega beyond any alphabets and concept of word at all. He is a response…

	…

	“Diary entry #....

	…

	I’m sorry …”

	…

	(Two handwriting, scattered across the diary across the main records, made in red pencil)

	Bad one: think that you can trick them? You took my life, took my hands and head, and now – you took my dreams and right to write them down. You think that someone believes that it was my dream?

	Good one: It’s no matter in what do you believe, if you want to. Necronomicon – was your idea. You are believed in that religion that you had created. What the difference? A reader of this diary would believe in anything.

	BO: Religion?

	GO: Think of it. You are wanted to break old gods, create new religion, using roots of the old believes, then you’re took two followers, then you’re died, then – resurrected, and now – you’ll rise and leave after you this diary – your own Testament. 

	BO: I’ll destroy it… I’ll destroy you with it…I’ll hide it, I’ll write a warning… Whatever strength it would need…”

	 

	Chapter 18

	 

	Alex pours himself a whiskey and sit on an office chair. 

	He looked at the numbers of likes below the video player on their site, where he just downloaded a new episode of their show. It was about a ghost of the museum keeper from Chicago. He smiled looking how numbers are raising, knowing that every one of them do not even watch until the end. Barns sipped his drink and leaned back. Janine appeared in the doorway. “Good night,” she said. “Yeah,” he answered looking on her, but his eyes were turn someone else, beyond her.

	She frowned a little, but after a moment went home. 

	Telephone call pulled him out of his mind. His finger set slider apart, and eyes become consciousness. He said with a theatrical impression:

	“Good evening, Mr. Colonel. You’re maybe the last man on Earth who’s call I expected to hear.”

	“Hello, Alex. Nice to hear that you don’t miss your sense of humor”

	Barns nodded, and sipped a little:

	“How did I deserve this call?”

	“I just finished seeing your episode. About Antony…”

	“And?”

	“You lied.”

	Alex smiled:

	“So what?”

	On the other side was a dead silence, and a moment before Barns want to say something Rick Colonel said:

	”Thank you, Mr. Barns.”

	Now was Alex’s turn to keep silence. However, after half a minute he finds what to say:

	“Thanks. I mean, you are welcome. I hope you know that I didn’t do this for you, Rick.”

	He heard that police officer smiled: 

	“Actually, that’s why I call, Alex. Why do you do this?”

	Barns swirled whiskey in his glass, thinking. 

	“If I tell you, that I liked your town, you would believe me?”

	“No, Mr. Barns”

	Now both men smiled:

	“As I thought. Moreover, your opinion, Mr. Colonel? Why had I done such a nice review about your situation? Hm?”

	Alex was ready to swear that Rick sit in his own office with a bottle of something like beer in his hand, and something like a sad ironic smile on a face:

	“I think that you scared.”

	Barns shivered a little, and was glad that his opponent doesn’t’ see him:

	“And why do you think so, Mr. Colonel?”

	“Because I'm scared myself. I am like a dinosaur, Mr. Barns, who look up to the sky, and see a falling star. But unlike a big lizard I know what does that mean”

	The throat of narrator of the ABnormal became dry:

	“And what?”

	“That we are understand nothing, Mr. Barns. That beyond our world, our mind, our universe lays something huge, and unknown. Something that I can’t even imagine. But I saw a glimpse a faint shadow of it in my town, as you did.”

	They sat for a half a minute in a total silence immersed in their own thoughts. 

	“So, I have one new dedicated viewer?”

	“Ha! Good night, Mr. Barns” answered Rick. “Say hello to Mr. Helper”

	And he hangs a phone. 

	Alex held his hand near the ear a minute or so before he put it with the dark screen on the table. His glance became even dreamier. After of ten minutes of watching in one spot, he drinks whiskey that left in the glass with one gulp, and shut his computer. 

	He walks outside and watches on stars. For a moment, he thinks that billions of lightning spots above his head remind him something. Something that he someday knew. On the other hand, maybe that knew of his ancestors, that someday just as he now watches at the night sky, and see gods, glimpses of infinity wisdom, and proportionate fear of powers that they cannot even imagine. He remembered last worlds of Antony “Like an eye winker… Infinity… Just an eye... Eye of a God… We are all there.”

	Alex began to walk to his car when something makes him look up again. He saw a falling star. He stopped and looked at the starry night without any vulgar attempts of making a wish. Not anyone at that moment can even say what kind of thoughts was in his mind. He looked at the enigmatic infinity above him, without any move. In addition, it has seemed that he became part of that greatness, stillness and grandeur, dissolved in it without residue with a slight smile on his face that reflected in the universe above him.

	 

	The End.


cover.jpg





