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Preéface

La session 2021 marque la quatrieme année consécutive du concours de nouvelles en
langues étrangeres de I’UGA et a été placé sous le theme de 1’« incertitude ». En effet
I’année écoulée a eu son lot d’incertitudes et les étudiant.e.s qui ont participé au concours
ont traduit ce theme dans leur langue pour mieux se 1’approprier. Les jurys ont recu de tres
belles nouvelles sur ce theme et ils remercient vivement la cinquantaine d’étudiant.e.s qui

ont pris le temps d’écrire et d’envoyer leur nouvelle pour le concours.

Meéme si le concours ne peut pas récompenser toutes les nouvelles, les jurys
aimeraient souligner cette année encore la qualité littéraire et linguistique des textes recus et

encourager les étudiant.e.s a continuer a écrire.

Le concours de nouvelles est un projet porté par I’UFR de Langues Etrangéres et de
nombreux acteurs clef le rendent possible tous les ans : Véronique Jude, Adeline Leroux,
Géraldine Grégoire, Marie Embs, Christelle Jullien et Julie Darnand font un travail
important pour que ce concours puisse avoir lieu. Nous aimerions tout spécialement
remercier Adeline Leroux qui nous a accompagné depuis le début et qui quitte I’'UFR cette

année.

Merci aussi aux enseignants responsables de chaque langue, a tous les membres du
jury qui ont pris le temps de lire et relire les nouvelles et merci bien siir a tous les

étudiant.e.s qui ont soumis une nouvelle !

Eléonore Cartellier






Allemand

Composition du jury

Dominique Dias, MCF en linguistique allemande
Myriam Geiser, MCF en littérature allemande
Natacha Rimasson-Fertin, MCF HDR en littérature allemande

Lara Sepcke, lectrice






Zelda und Herr Sanitas

Franka Wurps

Zelda stand an ihrem Lieblingsplatz. Auf dem Dach, von wo sie iiber die ganze Stadt
blicken konnte. Die Sonne stand bereits tief und am Horizont zogen dunkle Wolken auf. Als
sie sich an die Kante des flachen Hochhausdaches setzte, strich sie mit dem Zeigefinger
iber ihren Unterarm. Etwa eine Handbreit unter dem Handgelenk schimmerte ihr die wei3e
Narbe entgegen. Die Wunde war bereits ldngst verheilt, doch immer, wenn Zelda sie ansah,
konnte sie schworen, den Schorf noch zu spiiren. Bei jeder Beriihrung konnte sie noch den
leichten Stich im Herzen nachempfinden, den sie fiihlte, als sie damals das Messer ansetzte
und schnitt. Ja manchmal sah sie sogar noch wie sich Blutstropfchen bildeten und aus der
Schnittwunde traten. Wenn sie so empfand, wurde ihr ganz schlecht und sie musste den
fixierten, leeren Blick von ihrer Narbe reifSen.
Zelda blickte auf den Horizont hinaus und sah, wie die schwarzen Wolken langsam, aber
sicher, ndherkamen. Es war nicht das erste Mal, dass sie da oben sall. Noch vor wenigen
Monaten war sie fast téglich dort. Es war tdglich eine Entscheidung auf das Dach zu gehen —
und auch wieder herunter. Oft hatte sie daran gedacht, ihr Leiden zu beenden. Einfach
Schluss zu machen, sich von da oben fallen zu lassen und nicht mehr nachdenken zu
miissen. Und doch tat sie es nie. Noch in ihren Gedanken versunken, horte sie plétzlich eine
tiefe und zugleich sehr sanfte, angenehme und vertraute Mannerstimme neben sich.

- ,,Was machst du hier?*, fragte der in schwarz gekleidete Mann.

-, Ich sitze hier. Wer sind Sie?* entgegnete sie verwirrt.

- ,,Das sehe ich. Du kannst mich Herr Sanitas nennen. Aber was machst du hier?

Warum bist du hier oben?“
- ,,Von hier oben kann ich die ganze Stadt sehen. Ich finde es schén. Die Welt erscheint
mir so klein und ruhig, es scheint fast so, als ob...“
- ,Als ob sie stehen geblieben sei?“
- ,,Ja. Genau.”

-, Warum méchtest du denn, dass sich die Welt aufhért zu drehen?“



,»Es ist nicht so, dass ich es unbedingt méchte. Aber manchmal ist es eben schon,
wenn man sich keine Gedanken machen muss. Hier oben bin ich allein und ungestort.
Ich kann meine Sorgen vergessen und es ist so, als existierte ich nicht.

»Aber du existierst. Hier oben und da unten, Zelda. “

,Woher kennen Sie meinen Namen? Ich weil$, dass ich existiere, Herr Sanitas. Aber
genau das ist ja manchmal so anstrengend.*

,»Du wiirdest also lieber nicht existieren. Verstehe. Und was bringt dir das? Nicht zu
existieren?

,Der Schmerz wiére dann weg. Es wdre leichter.”

,, Welcher Schmerz?“

,,Jch weils es nicht. Er ist einfach da, wieder da. Immer und iiberall. Er ist zuriick und

wieso, das weil$ ich nicht.*

Tréanen stiegen Zelda in die Augen und liefen ihr schlieflich heil§ iiber die Wangen.

,Aber Zelda, es wdre nicht leichter. Fiir niemanden, denn du wdrst tot. “

,»Sie verstehen nicht, Herr Sanitas, ich fiihle nichts. Ich empfinde nichts mehr. Ich bin
leer, eine emotionslose Hiille aus Haut und Knochen.“

,» Wie kannst du keine Emotionen haben, wenn du gerade weinst?

,Ich weil es nicht. Ich spiire nichts mehr und ich kann und will nicht mehr so weiter
machen. Wie soll es nur weitergehen?*

,» Erzdhle mir, was dir auf dem Herzen liegt. Ich hore dir zu.“

,»Ach! Ich weil§ doch gar nicht, wo ich anfangen soll und was ich sagen soll!*

, Fang mit dem an, woran du gerade denkst. “

Zelda weinte noch mehr. Sie wischte sich die Trdanen aus dem Gesicht, stand auf und

wanderte ziellos auf dem Dach herum. Herr Sanitas blieb wéahrenddessen sitzen und

beobachtete sie kiihl. SchlieRlich hielt sie an, drehte sich zu ihm und rief ihm mit

gebrochener Stimme entgegen.

,Gut, dann fange ich an! Ich dachte ich hétte es geschafft! Ich dachte wirklich, dass
ich die Depression besiegt hatte. Aber sie ist zuriick und es tut so weh! Ich weil3
nicht, warum! Und ich weil§ nicht einmal, ob ich so weiterleben will! Ist es schén, so

zu leben wie ich? Nein! Leide ich jeden Tag? Ja! Aber ich weil8 nicht warum! Ich



weill nicht, was ich dndern sollte oder koénnte, okay?! Da ist dieser permanente,
lahmende Schmerz! Und wenn ich eins wirklich weil§, Herr Sanitas, dann ist es, dass
ich keine Lust habe nochmal so tief zu sein, wie beim letzten Mal.*

,»Schmerzen kommen nicht von irgendwo her. Aber hére nicht auf, sprich weiter.

Die kalte, rasonable Art von Herrn Sanitas traf Zelda wie ein Schlag. Instinktiv beruhigte sie

sich genug, um sich wieder neben den mysteridsen schwarzen Mann zu setzen.

,Ich weill, dass es Menschen gibt, die ein schlimmeres Schicksal erleiden mussten
und gerade miissen und auch noch miissen werden. Aber ich verstehe nicht, warum
ich trotzdem leiden muss. Warum ich? Warum schon wieder? Womit habe ich das
verdient? Habe ich das tiberhaupt verdient? Zahlt das denn gar nicht?*

»Doch Zelda. Das zdhlt auch. Aber glaubst du wirklich, dass es dein Schicksal ist,
hier oben auf dem Dach zu enden? Beim letzten Mal hast du es auch nicht gemacht.
Du bist noch jung. Du hast dein Leben vor dir. Es gibt keinen Grund, dieses
friihzeitig zu beenden. Ein Leben sollte erst dann enden, wenn es gelebt wurde.
Stimmst du mir zu?*“

,Ja. Das klingt schon alles verniinftig, was Sie sagen, Herr Sanitas. Aber was mache
ich mit diesem Schmerz?*

,, Welcher Schmerz? Bist du verletzt? Tut dir etwas korperlich weh?“

,Nein, bin ich nicht. Aber der Schmerz ist in mir. Er beherrscht mich. Ich kann nicht
aufstehen, mich kaum anziehen. Er ist einfach zu grof§ ...«

,»Du sagst, dass der Schmerz von innen kommt. Das bedeutet gleichzeitig, dass du
den Schmerz selbst produzierst. Und wenn du ihn verursachst, kannst du auch dafiir

sorgen, dass es aufhort, weh zu tun.“

Zelda wusste nicht, was sie sagen sollte. Plotzlich fiel ihr die Narbe ein. Sie versteckte sie

oft, da sie sich nicht erkldren wollte. Und irgendwo war es ihr auch peinlich. Peinlich, sich

selbst verletzt zu haben. Sie hatte Angst dariiber, was andere Menschen von ihr hielten. Sie

hielt sich nicht fiir verriickt oder lebensmiide. Sie wollte doch nur etwas spiiren, als sie das

Messer ansetzte und sah, wie die Klinge sich in die Haut eingrub. Zelda musste mehrmals

mit dem Messer iiber ihren Unterarm streifen, bevor es die Haut durchbrach. Die Haut sieht

so diinn aus am Unterarm, dass man sogar die feinen blauen Adern durchschimmern sieht.



Doch sie ist erstaunlich schwer zu durchschneiden dachte Zelda damals. Es dauerte eine
kurze Weile und brauchte mehrere Versuche, bis sie das vermeintlich befriedigende Gefiihl
vernehmen konnte, Blut zu sehen. Wenn man sich schneidet, beim Kochen beispielsweise,
spilirt man einen brennenden Schmerz. Fiir sie war es also logisch, wie 1+1=2, dass es auch
weh téte, sich in den Unterarm zu schneiden. Doch als sie dann sah, wie wenig Blut aus dem
Schnitt trat, fiihlte sie keinen korperlichen Schmerz. Und dennoch fing sie an zu weinen.
Zelda wurde plotzlich aus den Trdumen gerissen und bemerkte, wie sie nervos ihre Narbe
beriihrte. Sie zog den Armel ihres grauen Sweatshirts zum Handgelenk hinunter. Hier, in
Gesellschaft von Herrn Sanitas, war ihr die Narbe noch unangenehmer als sonst.

,»Du brauchst sie nicht zu verstecken. Ich weils, was du getan hast. Und es war

falsch. Zelda. Du schaffst das nicht allein. Du bist krank. Lass dir helfen. “

- ,Was?“ ,

- L, Zelda...”

- ,Was meinen Sie mit krank? Mir ging es gut! Ich habe keine Depressionen mehr! Ich
hatte sie besiegt...“

-, Du hattest sie nicht besiegt. Du hast sie nur verdrdngt und lange genug
kleingehalten. Aber sie war nie weg und jetzt kommt sie wieder hoch. Aber du kannst
es schaffen. Das weils ich, ich kenne dich. “

- ,,Wieso wissen Sie so viel iiber mich? Und wer sind Sie {iberhaupt?*

-, Ich bin Ratio Sanitas. Und ich bin so wie dein Schmerz, ich komme von dir. Lass dir
helfen, Zelda. Das Gewitter kommt ndher, wir miissen bald gehen.

- ,,Von mir? Ich verstehe das nicht, Herr Sanitas. Helfen? Von wem? Mit wem und wie
kann ich denn reden? Wo soll ich anfangen? Wem kann ich vertrauen? Ich bin nicht
verriickt!

- ,,Ich sagte nicht, dass du verriickt bist. Ich sagte, du bist krank.

- ,Herr Sanitas! Bitte, helfen Sie mir! Ich weil8 nicht, was ich machen soll!*

- ,Doch, das weilst du. Denk nach und lasse es zu. Es steckt in deinem Namen Zelda,
du bist eine Kdmpferin. Aber der Anfang muss von dir kommen.

Dann stand Ratio Sanitas auf und lief Zelda zuriick. Zelda bemerkte, dass sie nie das

Gesicht des geheimen Mannes gesehen hatte, sprang auf und drehte sich herum, um ihn



noch einmal zu sehen. Doch dieser war verschwunden, wie vom Erdboden verschluckt. Wer
war dieser kalte, gesichtslose, mysteriose und zugleich klare, greifbare und unverkennbare
Mann? Wie konnte Zelda so lange Zeit mit ihm verbracht haben, ihm alles erzéhlt haben,
ohne ihn zu kennen? Ohne auch nur eine Kleinigkeit {iber ihn zu wissen auller seinen
Namen? Sie sah zu den Wolken am Horizont, die nun schon fast iiber ihr schwebten und erst
jetzt merkte sie, dass der Wind zugenommen hatte. Sie schaute {iber die Dachkante auf die
Stralle. Dann zuriick zu der Stelle, wo sie und Herr Sanitas gesessen hatten. Da horte sie
leise, fast fliisternd, Herrn Sanitas in ihrem Kopf: ,, Entscheide dich, bevor der Regen
kommt!“. Schneller gedacht als gesagt hallten ihre Worte ,,Der Regen? Wieso der Regen?*
wider und er entgegnete ihr: ,, Weil der Regen aus Tropfen besteht. Und Tropfen beleben,
wie eine vertrocknete Blume. Also entscheide dich, ob du die Tropfen willst oder nicht — was
machst du Zelda?“. Sie schloss die Augen, legte den Kopf in den Nacken und atmete tief
ein. Der Sommerwind zerzauste ihre Haare und trug den Duft des Gewitters in der Luft. Die
ersten Tropfen fielen auf sie herunter und Zelda begriifSte sie mit weit ausgebreiteten Armen

und einem Lacheln.
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Anglais

Composition du jury

Pierre-Alexandre Beylier, MCF en civilisation américaine
Vincent Bucher, MCF en littérature américaine
Fléonore Cartellier, PRAG et docteure en littérature britannique
Nathaniel Davis, contractuel en études anglophones
Sibylle Doucet, contractuelle et doctorante en littérature britannique
André Dodeman, MCF en littérature canadienne
Marie-Pierre Jouannaud, PRAG et docteure en didactique de 1’anglais

Alastair Lane, lecteur en études anglophones
Roisin Lee, lectrice en études anglophones

Elodie Raimbault, MCF en littérature britannique

Jessica Small, doctorante contractuelle en études anglophones

Jean-Yves Tizot, MCF en civilisation britannique
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Limbo Sara Eymard

March 23rd

They gave me this journal.

I was strongly encouraged to write in it.

I'm not too good with keeping up routines, but it's supposed to help.

We'll see how this goes.

March 24th

I went through some emails today. Actually sent three, so I'm feeling pretty proud of myself

for once. I'm also exhausted.

Jane told me she'd come by this weekend, she says she's bringing dates.

March 25th
Apparently, when a global catastrophe happens, I can't help but feel... relieved?
No. Validated? Maybe... I can't quite put a word to it.

When your life has felt like a continuous maelstrom of personal Armageddons for so long...

it feels odd that, for once, you didn't fuck up.
For once, the sensation of impending doom is not “just in your head.”

Am I a shitty person for thinking that? Geez, I'm the worst. Way to make this all about you.

March 26th
I'm such an idiot, I spent the whole day watching videos and interviews.
That, and a couple of episodes of a dumb show about tigers.

People are so weird.
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I need to get some groceries.

March 27th

Pros:

I got:

1 stick of butter,

6 eggs,

3 cereal boxes,

1 box of powdered milk,

1 loaf of processed sliced white bread,
2 cans of spinach,

2 cans of vegetable mix,

5 cans of beans,

1 massive bag of oats, because all the flour was gone,
2 pots of peanut butter,

1 bag of salted peanuts,

and 3 bags of crisps, because I could.

I also got to see the Outside.

Cons:

a) This was a fucking nightmare. I can't wait for it to be over.

And b) I hate beans.
They make me gassy.

March 28th
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So, Jane can't come over anymore, because of her dad, obviously. But she said she'd leave
the packet on the doorstep, maybe we can chat a little at a distance. It will be nice to see

someone.

Hey, good job me on the regular writing.

March 29th

[ started to clean up the place a bit this morning.

Then I remembered she wouldn't even get to step inside.

Still, T finished hoovering the floor and put on some fresh sheets.
Fred’s looking perky today, seemed to like its new pot.

[ wasn't very hungry at dinner.

She came by late afternoon.

It was good to see her. She looked good.

Better than me, I felt. From what I could see of her.

I hope I wasn't too intense. She said she had to go early but said she'd call.

We didn't talk about her father.

She left me the dates. They come from this shop not too far from her place, they're my

favourites.

She also left pamphlets. More pamphlets.

I kept the dates.

March 30th

I went through some more emails. I started the drafts of some replies.
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Nothing new.

I might try to find out where I stashed my watercolour set.

Seems a good time as any to pick it up again.

March 31st
I forgot that I can't draw for shit.
It was fun though.

I guess I have all the time to learn now.

April 3rd

I stopped the water colouring thing because it was literally watching paint dry, and my
paintbrushes are shit, and, to the utter surprise of absolutely no-one, I still, actually, cannot
draw for shit.

I then proceeded to binge the rest of the tiger show, finished four full seasons of yet another
detective show, started watching a documentary on the plague of capitalist hyper-
consumerism, fell down a suggested videos rabbit hole and ended up all night in a frenzy of

minimalist rapture.

The whole place is a mess.

For some reason, all my worldly possessions are in huge piles, all over the floor, and table,
and chairs, mostly divided into arbitrary categories.

Looks like a burglar with a KonMari kink tried to rob me but didn't find anything worth any

value.

This does not spark joy. This does not spark joy...

My head hurts.
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April 7th

Despite the mess,

Everything feels so empty.

Empty and stuffy at the same time.

The silence is suffocating.

I've been having a hard time breathing lately.

I can't even keep up with a goddamned writing journal.

The dread is swelling up and choking me.

April 13th
I watered Fred and moved him to the other windowsill.
Poor bugger needs some sunlight. One of us should get our daily dose of vitamin D.

I ordered some supplements online. I have no idea when they'll get here.

April 16th

I made fettuccine and a fancy spinach sauce I found online today.

It took me at least two hours and I was barely hungry enough to eat it in the end.
Everything tasted repulsive, like watered-down limp salad.

Seemed like a waste.

It's probably because my sleep schedule is out of whack. Circadian rhythm and all that.

I'll do the dishes tomorrow.

April 19th

I did fuck all today except look for my left slipper because, yes, only ten square feet of tiny

studio and of course I manage to lose one of the fluffy neon monstrosities.
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Allie was the one who gifted it to me for Christmas. She thought it was bloody hilarious.

She always liked to have a laugh.

I still haven't found it, because I am a loser.

April 24th
I feel so restless I cleaned the whole bathroom with an old toothbrush yesterday.

So uneasy it's like ants are crawling under my skin.

Now I'm anxious and absolutely exhausted. It makes for an odd combination.

Everything hurts and I can't focus.

April 27th

God, I can't believe this happened.

The world is so fucked up.
People are so stupid.

And hateful.

And dumb.

Everything is awful.

Everything is getting absurdly worse.

It's like shit on top of shit on top of a humongous pile of shit.

And we're just...stuck there.

Not even surprised because of course, of course this is happening now.
Not knowing what's going to happen next.

Not knowing anything.

Just being stuck in this void of defecations.
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Can't do shit all.

I should probably stop watching the news, nothing good comes of it.

May 8th

Alex tried to call yesterday.

I lied and texted them back this evening.

They asked if I'd like to go outside on a short walk.
I said I was too tired.

I feel like a shitty friend.

May 12th

It's been raining for six days straight.

I'm typically one of those people who really like the sound of rain, but this is driving me
crazy.

Heh.

Well, crazier anyway.

What am I doing, complaining about nothing, it's not like I'm going anywhere.

God, I can't sleep.

May 17th

What am [ supposed to write in here anyway?
Just what happened today?

Nothing happened today.

Nothing.
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Fuck all.

Nothing ever happens anymore.

May 19th
I feel grey.
So cold
So tired

Floating and numb

May 28th

I realized I haven't charged my phone for at least 3 days.

I also got out of bed today.

Hoorah, hooray.

May 29th

I'm starting to grapple with the fact that I'm probably actually losing my mind.

Last night, I'm pretty sure Fred moved.

He was on the right corner, by the bookcase. Now he's on the left.

Now I do believe somewhat in the power of names, but I'd never thought I would bring to
life an inanimate object by the simple act of christening them after a dead fictional

character.

Are plants inanimate objects? I guess not...

Are plants alive? Are they just very, very, very slow living things?

Wait, are plants sentient? Probably not.

Though I did hear this thing about trees communicating through their roots...

Life can be freaky sometimes.
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June 3rd

I don't know how but I got an appointment on the phone.

It was draining, but it was good. It was like running an emotion marathon—sweat and tears
abounding aplenty.

I was out like a light after, and I napped the whole afternoon away.

June 6th
Well.

There's a monster under the dresser.

I gave it peanuts.

It stole my socks.

June

I called Alex.

We talked the whole night through.
It was good.

It was very good.

We're not doing so well, everything is so uncertain...

But...

But.

I think we'll be okay.

Even if we're not okay right now, even if the whole world is not okay.

We'll get through again.
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We'll be okay.

July

I woke up.

And it was just sitting there, ten centimetres away from my face. Staring.

I could feel its weight on my sternum as I drew deep, shallow breaths in and out.

My heart racing between the spaces of my ribs.

Then it crawled off.

August
Alex called again.
They talked about maybe getting a place so we can rent share.

Sounds nice. Sounds lovely.

August 17th

I made myself some tea this morning. It was so very early.

Outside,

every breath was sharp and slow

the window yawning out a question,

the street was full of mist,

suspended in a shifting haze of grey

and above the rooftops touched by a backlit glow

of a sun, slowly rising.
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Two Lungfuls of Stale Air

Dorian Sifaoui

"Do you still love me, then?" Gabriel asked.

"I don't know," Mark answered.

Both men went to sleep after that: in the same bed, facing away from each other. They woke
up at eight AM the following morning, got up like nothing had happened, ignoring their
marriage crumbling to focus on the mind-numbing routine that crept over their lives like

tenacious ivy.

A week passed.

Mark stood in the subway, hand raised to grab at one of the bars overhead—he looked to be
about middle-aged and wore the attire of a white-collar worker slaving away at a dead-end
job, just another cog in the machine. Muscles were barely visible under his crisp white shirt,
eroded away by a thankless job taking up his every waking hour and the lack of physical

activity. A nobody in a noisy crowd.

With his dark hair and eyes, he did not stand out one bit among the swarm of colorful
personalities inhabiting the city; had he been standing next to his husband, a primary school
teacher with blond locks framing a soft face and a softer personality, someone might have

glanced at him.

One could read all the weariness of the world in the downward slope of his shoulders.
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Maybe once upon a time he had been a bright young man, full of hopes and dreams for the
future, but life had sanded all the optimism away from him bit by bit, leaving only the last

slivers of it hidden in the proud clench of his jaw.

The door opened—that was his stop—and Mark stepped out. He had no desire to go back
home, to the nondescript house he owned in the suburbs, but where to otherwise?

Mechanically, putting one foot in front of the other, he walked.

It should have been expected, that him and Gabriel would not last. Meeting in high-school
seldom made for long-lasting couples; getting married at eighteen made for even less. They
had not listened to anyone back then: both boys had jumped into Mark's dingy car—his first
—and driven to the nearest government office where they had eloped, wearing the same
clothes they had graduated in. Gabriel's smile when they had stepped out of the building as
husbands had bewitched Mark's soul.

That day, Mark had swapped his parents, siblings, aunts and uncles and cousins for a
husband. Was that when the resentment had started? When he had watched Gabriel's parents
welcome his spouse with open arms, gushing about the ring he had bought at a pawnshop,
when all he had gotten were all his belongings dropped onto the curb without even a
goodbye? It had been raining that day. The water had drenched everything: his little league
baseball awards, the leather watch his father had gifted him for his sweet sixteen, the stick-
figure doodle of their family he had drawn at three. It had been displayed on the refrigerator

for 15 years.

Maybe. Maybe not.

Gabriel's family had tried to make up for it: they had welcomed him with open arms, apple
pies warming in the oven each time he came over — Gabriel had told them they were his

favorite. Despite their efforts, they had never gotten the taste right. Maybe the apples in his

father's orchard had been a special kind.
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All in all, when it had started did not matter. All that mattered was that, at some point, the
arms lovingly cradling him close as he fell asleep had taken on the scratchiness of a noose

around his throat.

Mark stopped at the corner of the street. He could see his house from there. He doubled

back, going off towards the park instead.

The leaves were long gone and winter was nearing, but there were still several families
there. Two young siblings he recognized—they often biked by his and Gabriel's house—
played on the swings, the little sister whooping in joy as her elder brother pushed her higher
and higher.

Their mother was sitting on a bench a few feet away; she looked about his age. The woman
got up and started rebuffing her daughter for getting her new dress all dirty; now mommy is
going to have to wash it again! She conveniently forgot that her son was just as covered in

mud as his little sister was.

Could this be what Mark missed? The familiar hypocrisy, that endless dance of "I want you
to be your own person as long as it's exactly the kind of person I want you to be" that had

backgrounded his own childhood?

Still, he wanted a child. It was a primal ache. What of his place in the world, if his existing
or not changed nothing? How easy it would have been, had he married a woman—but once
again, Mark instigated his own downfall. Not that 18-year-old him would have cared; you

cannot expect a child to wish for children of their own.

Now, as an adult, he had learned his lesson: splitting off from the norm... was exhausting.
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So what if, in a few decades, no one remembered him? Not everyone was born to be
exceptional. What an egoistical thought, to need to leave one's mark on the world, to leave a
legacy behind—even one so intangible as children, thrown out in the world to be as

unremarkable as their forefathers.

What would Gabe and he even do with a child? Both his and Gabriel's hours were too long
to raise one, and he did not fancy foisting a newborn off on his in-laws. What was the point

of having a kid if you did not raise them yourself?

As if to mock him and his senseless running away, it started to rain. Mark got up and found
himself at his own doorstep. The door was unlocked; he walked in without a word to see
Gabe hovering next to their entryway. Mark took his coat and scarf off as his husband

approached.

Gabriel bent down for a kiss but changed his mind at the last second. Mark was relieved.
When they kissed, the only thing he could taste anymore was the stale, store-brand
toothpaste his husband insisted on always buying bulk whenever there was a deal, like his
parents before him. Mark could not stand that taste anymore—not even when brushing his

teeth.

Watching his husband's tense shoulders, he asked himself when seeing Gabriel being sad
had become enough to call up annoyance. These days he knew nothing but the annoyance,

as if his being had narrowed down to gritted teeth.

There was a delicious smell wafting though their home; it smelled like Mark's favorite, the
all-American apple pie—boring, just like he was. Stepping further inside, he spied some
cinnamon splattered on the kitchen counter. Gabriel must have been cleaning up when he

arrived.

26



Something tickled the back of Mark's mind—right. He got it. Friday night was date night.
Two fluffy plaids were laid out on the couch, and the DVD case of his favorite movie was

open, the disk probably already placed in the DVD player.

For a fraction of a second, the tightness at the corner of his eyes softened. Why was he
wishing for more? He was no better than his father, quibbling about every little thing while
his spouse tried his best to make him happy. When had his dissatisfaction with life translated
into treating his husband badly? Ignoring the emptiness in his chest now the anger had gone

away, he went to the couch and bundled himself in the garishly orange plaid.

Gabriel approached with uncertain steps. His hair was getting long; he had not taken time to
go to the hairdresser in a while. Those golden curls made him look divine; no wonder his

students loved him so much.

Awkwardly, Mark raised his arm, opening up his cocoon, inviting Gabriel over. His spouse
appeared dumbstruck for a second before diving into his arms. Thinking back, Mark could

not remember when they had last hugged. Even before their fight, it had been ages.

Their peace was interrupted by the phone ringing off the wall. Mark flinched—he had
enough of the sound, heard it abundantly at work already. Gabriel shushed him, rubbing an

affectionate finger against his chin, and stood up.

That small gesture... it had started in middle school, Mark did not exactly remember when.
Whenever he had felt sad, Gabriel had poked his chin, gently massaging it. After a few
years, Mark now felt a short of peace course through him whenever Gabriel's nails had even

grazed that spot.

And then Gabriel had done it at a work outing a few months back. The gesture had not been

malicious in the least, but his co-workers' teasing afterwards had most certainly been.
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"Hello? Oh, dad!" he heard Gabriel exclaim. Mark's husband held the phone between his

shoulder and ear, taking the apple pie out of the oven before moving away.

Mark's stomach churned. Everything bubbled back up. Too antsy to stay sitting down, he got

up, wandering over to the steaming-hot pastry without thinking about it.

He looked at it. The perfect symbol of his empty, everyday man life. The apples were
golden and syrupy, the crust steaming hot. He was part of the distinguished category

including only most of the United States.

Before he could think about it, his hand moved. He grabbed a slice. Mark took a bit of the
apple pie and waited for the happy-warm-content feeling of eating his favorite dessert to

pool in his chest. It did not.

Instead, what he felt was a growing confusion at the taste filling his mouth: was this what
apple pie tasted like? Had it always tasted like that? It did not seem like what he
remembered... The pastry in his mouth crumbled; it seemed to him like he had taken a big

mouthful of the ash settling at the bottom of the chimney.

He did not like it. It did not taste good.

What was happening to him?

A week ago, Gabriel had asked Mark if he still loved him and he had not been able to

danswer-

The way Mark grilled was from his father; the way he apologized was from his mother; the
way he signed his name was from the kid he sat next to in fourth grade; his taste in cars
came from a dumb show he watched as a teenager; the work ethic he ascribed to was from

one of his high-school history teachers; his hair color was from a bottle.

28



The way he loved was from Gabriel.

In that moment, Mark asked himself who he was. And the answer, like a falling guillotine,

was merciless.

"I don't know."
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And If I Never Know...
Mia Borel

The girl arrived at Whitehaven sometime after July turned into August and nobody took any
notice of her. One day we were unaware of the mere fact of her existence, and the next she
was an unquestionable part of our lives. She was there, a ghostly presence at the back of
every room, silently haunting the family estate. She never spoke if she was not spoken to,
and went about her daily affairs without requiring any input from any member of the

household.

I knew very little of her, only that she was the niece of an acquaintance of the family, who
had nowhere to go and no place in the world. My mother-in-law had pleaded for her, and I
had accepted to take her in, because I saw no reason to refuse. I was now glad I had done so,

for we saw so little of her that it was as if she were not there at all.

In truth, the arrangement suited all of us. It suited my wife most of all, I think, because she
often made passing remarks about the girl’s beauty, and the vulgarity of it. I did not pay her
any mind, because I knew, after twenty years of matrimony, that she did not look kindly

upon her own sex.

The first time I became aware that she was indeed a tangible person, rather than a figment of
our collective imagination, occurred when I overheard two stable boys mentioning how

serviceable she had been when it came to taking care of the horses.

It was because of that conversation—though I was not supposed to have heard it, I found
comfort in the idea that any word spoken on my lands had a right to be heard by me—that I
decided to seek her out. I had never had the occasion to exchange more than a few polite
pleasantries with her, and the extent of what I knew about her, about her character, and what
set her apart, could be summed up to what my wife said of her; that she cared only for

herself and did not worry to find a husband or an occupation.

I suppose a better man than me would have blindly believed his wife, and praised her for

agreeing to welcome such a burden into a family who already had to care for an elderly
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woman. But the truth was that I found myself drawn to the mysterious girl. I wanted to learn
more about her, though I was not quite sure why. Surely it must have been because she had

been living in my home for some weeks now, and I had yet to learn her name.

But it was when I searched for her that I could not find her. I looked for her in the armchairs
that hid in the darkest corners, behind the curtains which obscured the windows at night, and
among my own staff. I did not find her. Still, a wild folly was blooming in my chest, and
with every day that passed during which I did not see her, I grew more restless, more

irritable.

I placated myself with work, often drifting off to sleep at my desk rather than in bed, and I
rode my horse every time the elements allowed it. I rode for miles and miles, only finding
solace in the burn of my weary muscles. I rode to the edge of the woods in the east, and to
the cliffs overlooking the sea in the west. It was not enough to distract me from the

impenetrable mystery of the girl.

I did not dare ask my wife, because if she came to know the reason for my recent agitation, I
knew the sort of horrid conclusions she would come to. I could not ask any of the staff,
either, for fear that it would turn to gossip and round the whole house in a matter of days,

and so I was forced to rely on no one but myself.

On the sixth day of my inquiries, I rode to the cliffs again. I felt that the sound of the waves
crashing on the shore thirty feet under me was the closest thing I could find to peace, and I

longed for my brain to be at rest, if only for a little while.

I am not sure if fate decided that I had suffered enough, or if the girl had some powers yet
unheard of, but when I reached the cliffs, her lithe figure, all dressed in white, welcomed
me. She turned to me as I dismounted from my horse, her dress billowing around her, and an
impenetrable smile stretched her lips. They were pink, as if she had been biting them
moments earlier. Her face was soft and kind, I remarked, as I allowed myself to observe her
for the first time since she had come into my life. She bowed her head, and her long hair

obscured her features for an instant, the long black strands blowing in the wind.
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‘Sir Richard,’ said she; ‘please pardon my appearance. I did not think I would come across

anyone.’

I wanted to tell her that it did not matter, but my voice would not obey me. I was struck by
her beauty, and though I tried to remain sensible, and remind myself of who she was, my

throat and mouth were dry, and my heart had started to painfully pulse beneath my ribs.

I felt suddenly that the air around us was charged with the tension of a thousand impending
thunderstorms, and that if I could make myself reach out and brush my finger against the
skin of her neck, it would explode all around us, until we were the last two creatures on

Earth.

‘What are you doing so far from Whitehaven?’ was all that my weak voice managed to

croak out.

Her smile turned mischievous, and she took three steps in my direction. She was close, now,
too close. Closer than what was recommended, closer than what was allowed. Her body was

inches away from mine, and I could feel the warmth emanating from her.

Time seemed to freeze and stretch into eternity as I saw her right hand start to rise from
where she kept it at her side. Impossibly slowly, as if the action was never going to come to

completion, her fingers rose towards my face.

I thought for a fleeting moment that she might touch me, lay her thin fingers on my face,
and I wondered whether it might kill me right there and then. My interrogations were nipped
in the bud when her hand suddenly dropped back down. I heard her take a sharp breath, and
she looked up. Our eyes met for the briefest of moments. A blade of lightning tore through
the sky.

As thunder shook the air, deafening, she took another step forwards—but instead of getting
closer to me, as some mad part of me had been wishing she would do, she walked straight
past me without another word. I could not bring myself to turn back and watch her go.

Something inside of me kept me rooted to where I stood, unable to move a muscle. In a
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second, she was gone, and it was not until I felt drops of water roll down my face that I

understood she was not coming back.

I rode back to Whitehaven without ever realising I had moved, and no one was there to greet
me when I passed the gate, the rain having chased away anyone who might have been
outside. I wondered if the girl was here. Had she gone to the kitchens, to find some warmth
among the ovens, or had she dared go upstairs, where she would have had to come face to

face with my wife?

I was not sure whether I wanted to see her again, so soon after our previous encounter,
which had left my skin burnt from all the touches that never were. And yet, the ache in me

was not satisfied.

I brought my horse to the stables and made my way back to the house with a heavy heart,
and an equally heavy head. Beads of rainwater rolled down my face, dripped from my hair,
and were absorbed by the fabric of my clothes, which now hung, limp and heavy, from my

tired body.

I found my wife reading by the fire, but the worry in her eyes when she discovered my
dismal state barely lit any spark of fondness in my heart. I think she must have noticed that
my thoughts were elsewhere, because she helped me out of my coat without a word, before
cupping my cheek in her hand. Her eyes searched my face, a thousand unspoken questions

threatening to spill from her lips.

I did not know how to answer any of them, so I closed my eyes and leaned into her touch,
trying as best I could not to imagine that it was someone else touching me—a girl in a white

dress, her mouth stretched in a mysterious smile, and her fingers on my skin. At last.

I had to spend the following days in bed, for I had a terrible fever, and my whole body was
aching. My wife blamed it on my escapade in the rain, but I knew that she was wrong,

although I did not know how.
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On the fourth day—I think it was the fourth day— my head was burning so fervently that
my vision was blurred, and my thoughts hazy. I felt delirious, which might be why I did not
immediately notice the peculiar stiffness that spread through my body, but soon I found I
could not move anymore. I tried to open my mouth so that I could call for help, but my jaw

was locked shut.

When the door to my chambers opened, I thought help was coming. In walked the girl. The
girl! She stood at the foot of my bed, her perfect lips still smiling as if she knew something
no one else knew. She only looked at me, and I looked at her. I did not have a choice, for my

eyes could not move.

My body was so rigid now that it hurt, and my feverish mind could not understand what was
happening to me. I did not know why she was there, and why she was not helping me. I
soon realised I could not breathe anymore, as the inflexibility of my muscles was preventing

any air from entering my lungs.
After a small eternity, her mouth opened, and her voice, soft and sweet, floated to my ears:

“You never asked me what my name was.’
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Oh simple thing, where have you gone?

Mahé Caussanel

She was scared. Scared and confused. Where was she? What had she been doing? There
were so many noises in her head, drowning everything out and making her dizzy. Her
thoughts were a mess. She could not come up with any coherent sentences. She tried to
scream, to speak, anything! But it was like her brain had been disconnected.

Suddenly, a voice broke through the heavy haze her mind was in.
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ove.
She knew that voice. She was sure she knew that voice. But where had she heard it?
“Zhu Li!”
Zhu Li’s eyes opened abruptly. Her breath was shallow. She blinked a couple of times to try
and shake off the remaining uneasiness that came with the memory. A hand on her thigh
made her jump. She turned to look at her wife, who had her eyes on the road but a clear look
of worry on her face. She was gripping the steering-wheel so hard her knuckles had almost
turned white.
“Are you okay?” Zhu Li’s wife said, risking a quick glance in her direction.
Zhu Li tried to answer but her throat was too dry. She coughed before answering a weak:
“Yeah”
Zhu Li’s wife kept her gaze firmly on the road. She bit on her lower lip, seemingly without
realising.

“Were you having another... attack?” She then asked tentatively, as if the words were
foreign to her.
Zhu Li stared resolutely ahead of her. Glimpses of memory came back to her. She tried her
hardest to repress them.

“No. I was just lost in my thoughts, don’t worry.” She said this in a soft voice, trying to
soothe her lover’s obvious concern. It clearly did not work, since said lover kept shooting
glances in Zhu Li’s direction. Her lips were set in a firm line. Without even knowing why,

irritation bubbled in her and before she could think of stopping herself, she snapped:
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“Kanoka I’m fine, I swear! I just got confused for a bit about where we were and what we
were doing. It’s no big deal.”

Kanoka’s eyes were red-rimmed and her lower lip wobbled a bit. Zhu Li turned her gaze
away. She could not stand seeing her wife cry, especially not when it was her fault. She
heard her inhale deeply, and then Kanoka spoke in the smallest voice:

“No. It’s worse than that. Being diagnosed with a degenerative illness is a big deal.”

Zhu Li did not answer. She suddenly felt exhausted, more so than the past few days.

“You were so out of it, love. It was scary.”

Guilt pooled in her belly. She took her wife’s hand and ran her thumb up and down in a
comforting manner. She leaned towards Kanoka to wipe off a tear that had run down her
wife’s cheek.

“I’m sorry”

Kanoka squeezed Zhu Li’s hand. She then disentangled their linked hands in order to rub
her face without causing an accident.

“Don’t be. It’s not like it’s your fault. I just... I was really scared.”

“I know. But don’t worry. I’m sure it won’t get that bad again. I promise I'll listen to my
doctor and take my meds. It was surely due to stress anyway. Kind of like a mental
breakdown but with memory loss on the side,” she joked, in an attempt to lighten up the
mood.

Kanoka glared at her and answered in a dry tone:

“It’s too soon to be joking about that, love. But I hope you are right.”

Still, she did not resist when Zhu Li took her hand again. Zhu Li tightened her grip on her
wife’s hand, only proof of the fear brewing inside her mind. Kanoka squeezed back just as

hard, a silent: we’ll get through this.

28/09/2020: So. Hi. It’s Zhu Li, I guess. My doctor advised to me to keep a diary since I’ve
been forgetting little details and information since my diagnosis three weeks ago. Kanoka
also thinks it’s a good idea but that might be her worry speaking. I can’t really blame her,
though. Anyway, I don't really know if this diary will become useful but I guess it can’t hurt

to try.
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15/10/2020: Post-attack routine:

- Breathing exercises to calm down from the anxiety I often feel

- Trying to identify familiar elements in my surroundings

- Asking myself these quick questions: where are you? Why are you here?

- Going through this diary if I can’t answer the questions above

- Finding a quiet place / cuddling with Kanoka to recover
01/11/2020: Today was my dad’s birthday. I forgot. I forgot there was an entire birthday
party for him (he turned 60), which my mom and I have spent months working on. I was so
excited to see my dad’s face as we surprise him. But instead I was taken off guard when
Kanoka asked me if I was ready to go this morning. I don’t know how to feel about that. Am
I a bad daughter? I know he won'’t be angry or anything but I also know he was hurt. My
dad and I have always been close.
07/01/2021: I keep forgetting where I put my belongings. My doctor advised me to always
put them in the same place. I decided to also write down where I planned to place them in
my diary, it’ll be more convenient.

Reading glasses and sunglasses: top corner left of my desk

Phone charger and headphones: first drawer of my desk

Keys (both to the house and the car): in the bowl on the shelf next to the front door

Book I’'m reading: on my nightstand / on the coffee table in the leaving room
23/02/2021: Two weeks ago was the Lunar New Year. We went up to my parents. For the
occasion, Kanoka’s family visited from Japan. It was really nice seeing everyone again.
Though I can’t help but think about how I can’t really remember the Lunar New Years of my
childhood. I know we went to China several times but all I can remember is a whirlwind of
colours, many different smells blending together and the gentle voice of my grand-mother. 1
can’t recall what her jiaozi tasted like and even less what she looked like. Each time I force
myself to remember something, my head hurts so much I need to lie down. Kanoka told me

to stop.

Kanoka immediately knew something was wrong when she stepped into her apartment. She

could not hear any sound. The eerie silence enveloped her as she took her coat and shoes off
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and slipped on her house slippers, a gift from her mom in Japan. Kanoka was getting
worried. Zhu Li should have been home and yet it felt like the house was completely empty.
Kanoka called into the house tentatively:

“Zhu Li? Are you there?”

No response. She walked towards the living room. What she saw upon entering the room
made her heart stop. Zhu Li was on the floor in front of the couch. She was curled up on
herself, barely moving. Kanoka thought, for a millisecond, that she was dead, before
noticing her shoulders going up and down regularly. She heaved a sigh of relief: at least she
did not seem to have trouble breathing.

Kanoka went to sit down next to her wife. It was clear she was recovering from an attack
and she would need Kanoka’s presence at her side. Kanoka gently coaxed Zhu Li’s hand
away from her face.

“Are you alright, love?” she asked in the softest voice she could manage.

Zhu Li reacted to the sound. She raised her head slowly, obviously trying to understand
where she was, turning her gaze right and left. The look she gave Kanoka when she noticed
her would forever be imprinted in Kanoka’s mind.

It was completely lifeless. Kanoka stumbled back a bit, shock etched on her face. The
person looking at her was not Zhu Li. Zhu Li always had a special expression, reserved only
for Kanoka. Zhu Li looked at her wife with the same adoration than when they first fell in
love, eyes so fond Kanoka could cry. Zhu Li reminded her in every gesture, in every gentle
squeeze of hand and in every exchanged smile how much she was loved.

At that moment, Zhu Li was looking at her as if she did not recognize her. She seemed lost
and confused. Her brows were furrowed and she glanced at Kanoka’s hands on her
forearms, trying to understand what to do with the contact. Kanoka felt a lump in her throat.
Her chest tightened. She was scared to admit what she already knew.

“Zhu Li?” she whispered, physically unable to speak any louder.

Zhu Li stared at her without answering. Then she moved to the side, away from Kanoka.
She tried to speak but no words came out of her mouth. She cleared her throat. Kanoka

wanted to shake her, to urge her to talk and reassure her wife that everything was alright, she
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just had a small attack, got confused for a minute but she was fine and they could go cuddle
in their room now, an unnecessary pile of blankets over their intertwined bodies.

“Who are you?”

The question, asked in a raspy voice, broke through Kanoka’s thoughts and rooted her in
place. She could not respond. She stared at her wife without actually seeing her, her last
words echoing in her mind in a maddening loop. These words would never leave Kanoka.
Kanoka watched in a daze, as her wife hoisted herself up — clearly not expecting any form
of response from her — and looked around the room. Her eyes caught the mirror, placed on
the wall behind the couch. They had spent an entire day painting it, adding decorations and
little drawings. They also had written their name side by side: 2k, the Chinese characters
for Zhu Li, and "['#X, the Japanese characters for Kanoka.

Zhu Li approached the mirror without taking her eyes off it. She seemed in a trance, as if the
mirror held all the answers to her every question. When she finally saw her reflection, Zhu
Li stood there, still as a statue, face to face with herself. She stared and stared, for what
could be minutes or hours. Kanoka dared not to move, barely breathing. She felt like she
was in a dream. In a nightmare, rather.

Eventually, Zhu Li turned to face Kanoka again. They looked at each other. Kanoka’s heart
thumped hard against her ribcage. Something was in the air, as Zhu Li prepared herself to
talk, something that would change everything. Whatever Zhu Li was about to say, it would
undoubtedly seal their future. Kanoka braced herself.

“Who am I?”

And fell apart.
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Imperfecto

Tiny De Martino

Abri6 los ojos y se quedo perplejo. Dos puertas, dos carteles, dos mundos completamente
opuestos. En el primero “Paraiso” y en el segundo “Infierno”. Nunca se habia imaginado
que la vida después de la muerte hubiera podido existir y menos atin que se le dejaria la
opcion de elegir. Supuso que era una buena noticia, que al menos, la gente que no habia sido
feliz durante su estancia en la tierra lo estaria en el cielo y que era una bonita forma de
jubilarse. Esta vez, no se lo pensaria dos veces, ya no estaba en la tierra, su eleccién no
implicaba otra consecutiva: esta era la ultima.

Dio un paso hacia la puerta del paraiso. Mir6 a su alrededor. ; Nadie para impedirselo? ¢Y si
no habia sido una persona digna de acceder al paraiso? ;Y si se habia comportado de forma
horrible alli abajo? ¢De verdad que los actos pasados no importaban, no tenian ninguna
repercusion? Le parecié injusto. Las personas que se habian sacrificado toda su vida, que
habian tenido una conducta irreprochable para poder, un dia, tener el derecho a cruzar las
puertas del paraiso de la mano de Dios, ¢lo habian hecho para nada?

Dio un paso hacia atras. El no habia sido un buen hombre, eso lo sabia. Habia engafiado a su
mujer varias veces, se habia aprovechado de sus empleados sin ningin escrupulo, habia
mentido, robado, se habia reido de las injusticias de los demas y seguramente habia juzgado
a mas personas en su vida que tenia de pelos en la cabeza. El no se merecia el acceso al
paraiso porque, para ello, se tenia que haber sido muy buena persona ;verdad? Y, aunque no
tenia una definicion exacta de lo que ello significaba realmente, sabia que él no formaba
parte de esa categoria de personas.

€

Pero entonces, ;por qué le dejaban acercarse sin decir nada, sin ningun “jejem!”, sin
ninguna mano en el hombro para llamarle la atencién, para recordarle como se habia
comportado durante su vida, lo que habia hecho o no? Estaba claro, le estaban tomando el
pelo, Dios se estaba riendo de él y contemplaba divertido su incomprension.

Enfurecido, se dirigio hacia la puerta del Infierno.

-iVoy a entrar! -grit0 a tan solo unos centimetros de la puerta.
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Coloc6 su mano en la manija. Suspir6 y, dando un giro a noventa grados, se alejo. ¢ Tan mal
se habia comportado para merecerse el infierno, el lugar mas temido por los hombres, en el
que solo habitaban el mal, la desesperacion mas absoluta y sus mas grandes miedos?
Imposible.

Se acordaba perfectamente de la sonrisa que esbozaba su hijo cada vez que lo veia cruzar la
puerta de la habitacion del hospital en el que lo habia visto crecer, se acordaba
perfectamente de la donacién que habia hecho a ese mismo hospital y sabia perfectamente
que aquello si que no lo habia hecho por interés. Era pura bondad. Un acto que solo un buen
hombre (y adinerado, claro) habria sido capaz de hacer. Ademas, si habia engafiado a su
mujer era porque ella no le prestaba suficiente atencién, no porque él hubiera sido un mal
marido. Ella se lo habia buscado y, ademas, seguro que ella tampoco habia sido una santa,
siempre con sus amigas de fiesta... no tenia tantas amigas para poder salir tantas veces a la
semana...

Se volvid a fijar en las dos puertas. Se dio cuenta de que habia sido un egoista al recordar
que ni siquiera se le habia pasado por la cabeza interrogarse sobre qué puerta habia podido
elegir su hijo, o su madre ;tras qué puerta estaban, esperando su llegada? Su hijo, el paraiso,
seguro. Con catorce afios uno no puede no ir al paraiso, un nifio se merece el mundo mas
perfecto, repleto de cosas increibles, de felicidad constante, de unicornios, y todo eso que la
gente se imagina que puede haber en el cielo. Su madre, el infierno, vieja bruja que era. Y si
estaba en el paraiso era porque se habia colado.

Esboz6 una sonrisa mientras una lagrima rodaba por su mejilla. De tanto centrarse en las
puertas, no se habia percatado de que, si estaba alli, era por una razén obvia: habia muerto.
Habia dejado atras los placeres de la vida, la rutina, a sus amigos, a su familia, los malos
dias, las vacaciones, las risas y los llantos, sus suefios que atin seguian en la lista de las
cosas por hacer... Dejaba atrds todo un mundo. Ahora estaba solo, frente a dos puertas,
debatiendo sobre qué lugar era el que merecia realmente o simplemente cual aceptaria su
presencia.

A su alrededor no habia nada, ninguna otra puerta, un ascensor para volver a bajar? No,
obvio que no iban a poner uno sino todo el mundo (o una gran mayoria) volveria a bajar.

Pens6 en que era un final muy triste, que habrian podido poner un café, mas gente, o
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simplemente un poco de musica, aburrida aunque fuera, como la que ponen en las salas de
espera para llenar el vacio. Pero es que asi, si que le entraban a uno ganas de morirse.
Supuso que era porque era el lugar donde la gente solo debia concentrarse en qué puerta
elegir y que, ademas, no tenian que entretenerse alli mas tiempo del necesario: era elegir y
punto.

Tuvo una idea que le parecid ingeniosa. Se acerco a cada una de las puertas para intentar
captar algun que otro sonido. Rapidamente, se dio cuenta de que era una pésima idea, no se
oia absolutamente nada.

-Normal -pensé-. Si se pudiese oir lo que ocurre detras de cada puerta, entre gritos de tortura
o musica caribefia, todo el mundo tendria muy claro qué puerta elegir.

Decidi6 sentarse frente a las dos puertas y hacer el balance entre los pros y los contras de
cada lugar, y también hacer una lista de las acciones y decisiones mas importantes que habia
tomado en su vida, afiadiendo su caracter, sus opiniones, y todo lo que hacia de él el hombre
que hoy era (o habia sido, segin se considerase que seguia siendo un hombre aliin muerto o

si pasaba a ser un angel, claro). Conclusion: seguia tan indeciso como al principio.

Pasaron las horas, hasta que decidi6 tomar una decision. De nada le habia servido pasarse
miles de minutos sentado en el suelo reflexionando sobre el hombre que habia sido, era hora
de elegir. Iba a dejar al azar decidir por él, como tantas veces lo habia hecho en la vida real,
cuando no sabia qué elegir o cuando nadie se sacrificaba en tomar una decision por él.
Tendio su brazo hacia las dos puertas, cerr6 los ojos, y se puso a girar sobre si mismo. Mas
de cien vueltas y un millon de dudas después, se detuvo. Abri6 los ojos, atemorizado.
“Infierno”. Anonadado, se acerco hacia la puerta que le habia tocado. ;De verdad se habia
pasado horas pensando y justificandose para terminar yendo al infierno? ;Para eso habia
desperdiciado horas de paraiso, horas en las que habria podido estar tumbado en la playa
con una pifia colada? ;Para acabar achicharrado en las llamas junto a Satanas?
Aparentemente, si.

Furioso, se dirigi6 hacia la puerta del paraiso y agarré con fuerza la manija.

-iEste ha sido mi castigo, Dios! -grit6 a pleno pulmon hacia el vacio inmenso, infinito.

Abri6 la puerta y entro.
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Atonito, desilusionado, confundido, la puerta no llevaba al paraiso, no. La verdad es que no
llevaba a ningtn sitio. Y con ningun sitio se referia a que, en vez de haber aparecido en un
lugar distinto, se volvia a encontrar en el mismo lugar que antes. Enfrente suyo, dos puertas,
dos carteles, dos mundos completamente opuestos. En el primero “Paraiso” y en el segundo
“Infierno”.

Esa era la verdad, el hombre no era ni bueno ni malo, no podia ni elegir el paraiso ni
tampoco el infierno, estaba condenado a quedarse en el medio, en el lugar donde tanto el
bien como el mal habitaban, un lugar correspondiente a la tierra pero en el cielo. El lugar
habitado por un organismo capaz de representar tanto el bien como el mal, con defectos y
virtudes. Aquel era el lugar que se merecia. Lugar donde se acepta al hombre tal y como es:

un ser imperfecto.
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Amor de madre

Justine Jacquin

Margarita estaba vaciando el lavaplatos mientras miraba con carifio a su hijo sentado frente
al televisor. Cuando €l se reia al ver a los personajes graciosos de los dibujos animados, el
rostro de su madre se iluminaba y sus ojos verdes brillaban. Ella tenia el pelo peinado con
un lazo dorado y sus rizos castafios caian sobre su espalda al igual que las olas del mar sobre
la arena. Su jean estaba sucio con manchas de salsa de tomate que habia derramado durante
el almuerzo. Estaba feliz. Era su dia de descanso y no tenia que afrontar a sus colegas en la
comisaria de policia que, por lo general, hablaban de los resultados del partido de futbol.
Por eso, disfrutaba tanto los dias de descanso. Se acerc6 lentamente a su hijo y le pregunté
suavemente:

—Mi amor, ¢recuerdas por qué mafiana es un dia importante?

—Si mama, jes el dia del padre! —contest6 con alegria.

David nunca conoci6 a su padre porque éste abandon6 a Margarita al enterarse de que
estaba embarazada. El parto fue muy complicado porque estaba completamente sola, ni sus
padres sabian que estaba embarazada en aquella época. Pero Margarita sali6 adelante porque
sabia que su hijo era el mejor regalo que Dios le pudiera ofrecer. Y por eso siempre temia
que le pasara algo. Era sobreprotectora con él y perdia los nervios con facilidad cuando
sus amigos o familiares se lo reprochaban. De hecho, siempre estaba a la defensiva con la
gente.

En el colegio, fue la mejor de su clase y sus compafieras le hicieron la vida imposible
por esta razon. Cuando tenia quince afios, mientras ayudaba a su vecino a mudarse durante
un lindo dia de primavera, que se transform6 en el peor dia de su vida, fue violada
por él. Con su padre, presentd una denuncia, pero no lograron nada y este acontecimiento
desencadend en ella un deseo profundo de justicia. Por lo tanto, a los dieciocho afios,
ingreso en la Escuela Nacional de Operaciones Policiales en Tolima, su region natal.
—Vamos a comprar un regalo en el centro comercial para tu papa —le dijo con una mirada
complice.

—iGracias, mama! Asi, jcrees que papa regresara?
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—No sé, corazén. Vamos.

Salieron de su apartamento situado en la carrera 59 del barrio Pablo VI y montaron
en un autobus. Mientras David miraba pasivamente desfilar los edificios del paisaje
bogotano, Margarita contemplaba a su hijo con ternura. Después de varias paradas, se
bajaron del autobus en la carrera 11 y Margarita le tomo de la mano. Eran las cuatro y media
cuando entraron en el Centro Comercial Andino. Un cartel anunciaba: Dia del padre. 18 de
junio de 2017.

—iMierda, esta llenisimo! —grufi6 Margarita.

—Mama, no digas palabrotas—la  regafié David con  actitud severay el
dedo indice levantado.

—Tienes razén, Pollito —respondi6 soltando una pequeifia risa incontrolada.

El Centro Comercial Andino era un edificio inmenso. Las decoraciones, las plantas,
las flores, las guirnaldas y las luces lo hacian algo magico. Margarita observé la reaccion de
su hijo que estaba tan impresionado y maravillado por el lugar como ella la primera vez que
lo visito. Esto la hizo sonreir. Se dirigieron hacia el tercer piso donde entraron en la
tienda Lego. David le solt6 la mano a su madre y corrié para mostrarle una construccion
muy elaborada.

—AQuiero construir esto para mi papa —dijo con excitacion.

Margarita se quedo boquiabierta, apenas tuvo tiempo de contestar cuando resoné un
estruendo que la hizo sobresaltar. David aterrorizado abrié los ojos como platosy se
paraliz6. El ruido se pareci6 a un estallido, pens6 Margarita. Debia actuar. Vio a una madre
con su nifio en un coche. Se acerco precipitadamente a ella y le pregunto si podia cuidar a su
hijo.

—¢Qué hace usted? —pregunto la sefiora, asustada, cuando Margarita se alejo.
—Soy policia, tengo que averiguar qué esta pasando.
Asi, dejo a David con la sefiora y su nifio en la tienda Lego.

Corri6é a toda prisa cruzandose con la masa que se escapaba en panico hacia las
salidas. Vio a un agente de seguridad entrando en el elevador con una anciana agarrada a
su brazo, se acerco a €l y le mostro su insignia preguntando de donde venia la explosion. Al

parecer, un artefacto habia sido detonado en el bafio de mujeres. Volvié a correr hasta el
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bafio y, cuando llegd, un hombre estaba llamando a su madre, gritando. Se acercé mas
y vio a una mujer en el suelo. Se agachd para tomar sus signos vitales, le cogi6 la mano y
encontrd pulsaciones muy débiles, pero al llamarla no reaccion6. Desde ahi, veia el bafio de
mujeres completamente destruido, todos los espejos estaban rotos y el polvo flotaba en el
aire como la neblina en las montafias. Un enfermero de ambulancia llegé a socorrer a las
victimas y le explicé que debia llevar a la mujer a la Clinica Country. Le agradeci6 por su
ayuda y se la llevé. Margarita se levanto, frotando sus manos sobre su jean para limpiarlas.
Cuando volvié a la tienda Lego, no encontré a David ni a la madre con su hijo. Los
latidos de su corazon empezaron a intensificarse y sinti6 un fuerte dolor en el pecho.
Despavorida salio corriendo de la tienda, mirando en cada local, por todos los pisos.
Mientras salia del centro comercial al borde de las lagrimas, vio al conductor de ambulancia
dirigiéndose hacia su vehiculo y dos enfermeras aparecieron con una camilla. Margarita se
acercO y reconocio a su hijo extendido inconsciente. Se precipité hacia €l y explico a las
enfermeras que era su hijo, pero no se habia dado cuenta de que gritaba con mucha
violencia. Un enfermero la aparté y se fueron sin que ella pudiera hacer nada. Desesperada,
se dejo caer de rodillas en el suelo. Mientras una lagrima caia sobre su mejilla, Margarita se
levantd con los pufios apretados y se dirigio hacia una estacion de autobus para ir a la
Clinica Country.
—Buenas tardes, ;me podria decir usted donde se encuentra mi hijo? —pregunté Margarita
ansiosa a una de las secretarias de la clinica. Pero esta no contesto.
—iSoy policial —se exalt6. La secretaria dio un salto y se mantuvo tan firme como
un trono.
—:Como se llama su hijo, sefiora?
—David Rodriguez, tiene solo cuatro afios —respondié con los ojos brillantes de lagrimas.
La secretaria mir6 en el computador y dijo:
—No lo encuentro. Su hijo no ha ingresado aqui, sefiora.
Margarita sintié6 como sus mejillas se encendian de célera y gritdé que sabia que estaba ahi.
De repente, saco su pistola y le apunt6 a la mujer.

—iLléveme a su cuarto, ahora mismo!
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La otra secretaria se puso en cuclillas y postré sus brazos en forma de equis sobre la cabeza
para protegerse. Las personas que habian observado la escena, entraron en panico y se
empujaron las unas a las otras para salir de la clinica.

—iVamos! —rugié frunciendo el cefio.

La secretaria avanzo temblando hacia el corredor principal. Margarita se movia
mecanicamente, con la pistola apuntada a la espalda de la mujer. En un momento, a través
de la ventana de una habitacion, vio a su hijo.

—iLarguese! —le grito a la secretaria.

Suspird y entré lentamente en la habitacion. Observo la mano temblorosa que agarraba la
pistola. La enfund6 y se acerco a su hijo. Respiraba con tranquilidad, estaba vivo pero muy
palido. Mientras extendia la mano hacia él para acariciarle la frente, dos agentes de policia
entraron en la habitacién. Se dio la vuelta hacia ellos y apunt6 el arma en su direccion.
—iNo toquen a mi nifio! —grito.

Detras de los agentes vio a una mujer llorando que, mientras miraba al nifio aterrorizada,
dijo suplicante:

—Por favor, sefiora, no le haga dafio a mi hijo.

Margarita desconcertada se volvié hacia la cama y descubrié asombradaa un nifio
desconocido. Su respiracion se cort6 e inconscientemente dejo caer la pistola. Los agentes la

detuvieron y la llevaron a la comisaria El Campin.

*okok

—Margarita, ;estas loca? —Ile pregunt6 su jefe con aire agitado.
Pero ella no contestaba, no podia hablar porque un mar de sentimientos desagradables le
impedia hacerlo. Con la cabeza gacha, miraba sus pies y escuchaba a su jefe como
si estuviera en un mundo paralelo. Levanto la cabeza sorprendida cuando su jefe le dijo:
—iVete! Y acepta que tu nifio esta muerto.

Cuando llegé a casa, se extendid en el sofa y cerr6 los ojos. Un centenar de imagenes
desfilaban por su mente y pensaba en los acontecimientos terribles del dia. Estaba agotada.

Escuch¢ atentamente el silencio que la rodeaba. Sus musculos estaban tensos y sus 0jos
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le ardian. De pronto, pensando tristemente en su hijo, se dirigio hacia su habitacion y
cogio el tuto dejado sobre la cama, lo abrazo contra ella y murmuré:

—Lo vamos a encontrar, te lo juro.

Su mirada se detuvo en el baul situado en un rincon de la habitacion. No sabia por qué, pero
le producia un sentimiento extrafio y sus manos se pusieron a temblar. Sinti6 una
sombra apoderarse de ella, tenia miedo. Se acercé con vacilacion y extendi6é la mano para
abrir el baul. Dentro, habia varias cartas, pedazos de periddicos y objetos raros. Tomé una
de las cartas y su respiracion se detuvo cuando ley¢ el titulo: Condolencias. La abri6 y vio
una foto de su hijo con la fecha 2015 marcada abajo. David tenia apenas tres afios y parecia
muy feliz. De repente, sinti6 un inmenso dolor en todo su cuerpo. Las imagenes de aquel dia
desfilaron a toda velocidad y recordo la terrible escena del hombre disparando a su hijo.
Puso la cabeza entre las rodillas y se balance6 lentamente para intentar aliviar su profundo
dolor. Después de media hora, se levanto y se dirigio hacia el salon. Sonri6é cuando escucho

a su hijo reirse al ver a los personajes graciosos de los dibujos animados.
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Manana sera otro dia

Nicolas Fernandez

Los rayos del sol entran por la ventana. La vista de las fachadas de enfrente no es la mas
bonita, pero los pocos arboles que bordean la carretera tienen el mérito de existir. Ella esta
sentada alli, en la esquina de la habitacién, entre su cama y el ventanal. Sus ojos se quedan
fijos, su respiracion es lenta y su mirada se perderia a lo lejos si los edificios del otro lado de
la calle no le impidieran el paso.

En este atardecer, hay pocos coches en la calle. Los nifios juegan a la pelota y las madres se
rien entre ellas sentadas en un banco. Un joven repartidor en bicicleta parece un poco
perdido. Un hombre se esfuerza por mantener a raya a su perro mientras este tira de la
correa con la esperanza de que se rompa. Las palomas se espantan. El verdulero de la
esquina refunfufia, refunfufia y vuelve a refunfufiar y su joven empleado recoge
apresuradamente los pomelos que acaban de caer del colorido expositor. Todo es silencioso
y ruidoso al mismo tiempo. Los cristales de mala calidad no filtran esa cancién primaveral
que tararea la ciudad. Pero el silencio de la habitacion casi vacia parece aspirar el tumulto de
la vida callejera. El climatizador estd constantemente encendido, el aire es tan frio como la
decoracion, totalmente impersonal. Una cama, un armario, una silla y, al verla inmévil, uno
podria creer que ella también ha estado siempre alli. Sin embargo, sus gestos no han sido
siempre tan inseguros, sus palabras no han sido siempre tan incoherentes. El dia de su boda,
durante un baile del brazo de su amado Ignacio, su gracia y su desenvoltura no dejaban
lugar a dudas. Su maquillaje fue obra suya; el peinado fue de su mama. Con el tiempo,
puede que las imagenes se hayan transformado en su cabeza, pero no los sonidos. La
trompeta y el acordedn siguen vibrando en ella. En aquel momento estaba donde debia estar,
estaba segura, era eterna. Algunos decian que era hermosa. Hoy dicen que ya no esta en su
sano juicio.

No obstante, aunque no ocupa fisicamente la habitacién como antes, sus pensamientos lo

hacen por ella. S6lo hay que escuchar.
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Ya esta, lo sé, lo siento. Mafiana es el dia. ;Lo quiero? No lo sé. No tengo miedo. Pero, ¢a
donde me voy? Recuerdo a los que han tomado este camino antes que yo. Mama, José, mi
pequefia Laura, mi tierno Ignacio. Ellos no tuvieron otra opcién, yo no tengo otra opcion,
nadie tiene otra opcion. Cuando te das cuenta de que estas en este tren que es la vida, ya es
demasiado tarde para bajarte. Todos intentamos tomar desvios para que el viaje sea lo mas
agradable posible, pero lo tinico de lo que podemos estar seguros es de la incertidumbre de
nuestro destino. ;Me estaran esperando mama, Ignacio y los demas en el andén de la
estacion? No lo sé. Tal vez entraré en una espesa niebla en la que todos mis recuerdos
desaparezcan hasta que yo misma me desvanezca en una ligera humareda.

No me sorprenderia. Porque incluso los vivos nos olvidamos un poco de los que ya no estan
a nuestro lado. Nos olvidamos del cuerpo, nos olvidamos de la piel. A veces sofiamos con
eso, nos acordamos de ellos cuando nos despertamos, como mucho durante unos minutos.

Luego la realidad se los lleva de nuevo.

La noche ha caido. Sus manos, aferradas al reposabrazos, se rozan dolorosamente. Coge su
baston de la pared y utiliza toda la fuerza que le ofrece su viejo cuerpo para levantarse sobre
sus dos fragiles piernas. El esfuerzo es grande pero pronto estara en paz, ella lo sabe.
Camina lentamente hacia el pequefio bafio. Sus pies apenas se levantan del suelo a cada
paso. Ya no camina mucho, no habla mucho, tampoco rie mucho. Pero en su cabeza, sigue
bailando. En medio de la habitacion, se detiene y, cerrando los ojos, vuelve a la pequefia
aldea de su juventud. La Sevillana con Petronila y Maria Fe en el baile de Villaverde. Qué
felicidad. Con dificultad, esboza con sus manos un movimiento que no ha olvidado. La
fluidez ya no existe, la intencion esta intacta. Su reumatismo pronto la devuelve a la
realidad. Y eso le irrita, asi que se dirige de nuevo al bafio. "No sé donde estaré mafiana,
pero sera mejor que aqui”, piensa. Se dice que no tiene miedo, pero en lo mas profundo, la
joven a la que le encantaba bailar esta angustiada por la incertidumbre del futuro.

Llega frente al espejo. En el estante a su derecha, hay un estuche. Lo abre y saca viejos
frascos y tubos de maquillaje. Intenta reproducir los gestos de antafio. L.os ojos, la boca. El
movimiento también es incierto. En la habitacion, se oye una voz. "Sefiora Garrido, le traigo

su cena." Es Ana. Es una chica tan amable Ana, no le obliga a ir al refectorio. Le trae una
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bandeja y a veces le pone una flor del jardin en un vaso. "jAh, pero estd aqui! ", dijo
asomando la cabeza por la puerta. "{Pero si hoy se ha puesto guapa! Algo me dice que hay
un hombre detras de esto...", le dijo Ana, divertida. "Mejor que eso", responde la anciana.
Ana se rie antes de salir de la habitacion. "Volveré mas tarde".

El embellecimiento puede reanudarse. Saca dos bonitos pasadores de una pequefia bolsa de
terciopelo. Se los coloca en el pelo, uno a cada lado, como solia hacer mama. Se mira
atentamente, acercando su rostro a unos centimetros del espejo. Observa el resultado. Es
mejor que nada. Al menos, cuando mafana la encuentren sin vida en la cama, no sera la mas
fea. Porque ella sabe mejor que nadie que para los vivos la muerte no es bella. Lo ha
experimentado demasiadas veces. Pero para el que se va, puede no ser tan fea. Ademas, si
por una vez su hija y su yerno se deciden a visitarla, tendran una ultima imagen bastante
agradable de ella. Tal vez podra verlos desde donde esté. Todavia le cuesta imaginar ese
momento. ;Se nos va el alma volando? ;O cerramos los 0jos y nos encontramos en otro
lugar? ;Sera capaz ella de ver los que se quedan aqui? ;Y se encontrara con los que ha
amado? Son demasiadas preguntas para un cerebro tan cansado.

Vuelve a su cama. La bandeja esta en la mesita de noche, pero no tiene mucha hambre y
nada de lo que hay alli le apetece. No le gusta mucho la comida que le sirven. Es insipida.
Siempre le ha gustado cocinar para su familia. A veces le gustaria poder hacer un buen
plato, para complacerse a si misma por una vez porque ella ha cocinado tanto para los
demas. Pero ya no puede hacer eso tampoco. Esta noche no va a comer nada. Junto a la sopa
de lentejas grisacea, en un vaso alto, una flor de iris. Ana esta muy atenta. Ademas, se esta
haciendo tarde, la joven cuidadora no deberia tardar mucho en volver.

Es hora de meterse en la cama. Levanta la pesada colcha y se arrastra peligrosamente hasta
la cama. Las sdbanas estan muy frias. A pesar de sus esfuerzos, no puede cubrirse hasta el
cuello. Esta bien. Ana vendra pronto a arroparla como siempre. Ya esta. Esta dispuesta a
poner un punto final a esta vida demasiado larga para ella. Mafiana es lo desconocido, el
encuentro con el mayor de los misterios y la liberacion. Su existencia se termina esta noche

y no hay duda de ello.
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La luz del sol naciente brilla a través de la ventana. En el pasillo, se oye a unos residentes
charlar en voz demasiado alta a esta hora tan temprana. Algunos llevan horas levantados.
Ella sigue bajo la manta, parece serena. Tiene las manos cruzadas sobre el pecho e incluso
esboza una pequefia sonrisa. El maquillaje de su cara, sorprendentemente, no ha cambiado.
La puerta se abre lentamente. "Sefiora Garrido, soy Elena. Es hora de bajar a tomar su café".
La cuidadora se acerca a la cama. "Vamos, sefiora Garrido, apurese". La anciana se levanta

en silencio y se sienta junto a la ventana.
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Ojos Azules

Natalia Hincapie

—iNo encontramos a Allan! ;Alguien lo ha visto? jAyudenme a buscarlo! {No! jMi hijo no!
iNo puede ser!

Nadie sabe donde esta, lo han buscado por toda la casa, por los alrededores del vecindario y
no aparece, no hay rastro de su paradero. Ya han pasado casi cuatro horas, y Allan un

pequefio de tan solo un afio de edad desaparecio, como si la tierra se lo hubiese tragado.

Era el 22 de marzo de 2010 y Andrea miraba con tristeza el album de fotos familiar. Lo
hacia cada afio, a la misma fecha, a la misma hora. Los recuerdos felices dolian cada vez
mas, como si lo ocurrido hacia cinco afios acabara de suceder hacia apenas unos instantes.
Miraba con nostalgia las fotos de sus padres, jqué felices se veian! Estaban tan llenos de
vida y amor, que solo podia recordarlos sonriendo. Se sentia tan culpable, no debi6 conducir
ese dia, no debi6 tomar las llaves del carro; se decia a si misma jdebi morir yo!, se aferraba
a las fotos ya desgastadas y lloraba hasta quedarse dormida... El suceso que desplomé su
vida ocurrio el mismo dia, en 2005, cuando sali6 de paseo con sus padres y su hermana
Laura. No iban muy lejos, sélo querian salir de Medellin. La ciudad estaba siempre tan
alocada que el cumpleafios de mama era la mejor excusa para ir a un pueblo cercano y
respirar aire puro. Todo pasaba de maravilla. La familia se divertia; cada uno tomaba y
comia. Pero lleg6 el momento de volver a casa y todos estaban demasiado borrachos para
conducir. Asi que Andrea se ofreci6 a pesar de que era tarde y estaba cansada. Le dolia un
poco la cabeza pero pensé que no era grave. Estaba a solo diez minutos de llegar y su
cerebro exhausto se durmié. Un instante, un solo instante fue suficiente para salirse de la
carretera y chocar contra una camioneta de carga. Sus padres murieron al instante, su
hermana de tan so6lo 17 afios sufri6 golpes tan graves que no pudo volver a caminar, y ella
salio ilesa.

Antes del accidente, Andrea era una mujer feliz, muy familiar, sociable e incluso tenia
planes de boda con Alex, su amor de infancia. Parecia una vida perfecta pero se convirtié en

pesadilla y dolor. A pesar de todo, Alex fue su pafiuelo de lagrimas, su consuelo. El anhelaba
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ser padre; los dos tenian treinta afios y sentian que ya era hora de dar un paso mas. Ella sélo
queria que él siguiera siendo su salvavidas, que no se alejara, no hubiera podido soportar
una pérdida mas. Asi que después de dos afios de la muerte de sus padres, intentaron tener
hijos, pero sin éxito. Después de mucho intentarlo, en 2009 por fin Allan llegé a cambiarles
la vida. Nacio justo el mismo dia de la muerte de su familia. Era muy irénico que el 22 de
marzo fuera una fecha tan feliz y tan triste a la vez, como si el destino se burlara de ella.
Eran unos padres felices, completos, la vida les sonreia y, a pesar de las heridas del pasado
que aun no cicatrizaban, Allan los motivaba. Era un pequefio risuefio y jugueton. Podian
pasarse el dia mirando sus pequefios o0jos azules que inspiraban amor. Era tan inocente y tan
ajeno al dolor que les renovaba la energia, lo iluminaba todo, era el tesoro y la cura de unos
padres golpeados por la vida.

Se acercaba el primer cumpleafios de Allan y querian celebrarlo por lo alto. Vivian en una
pequefia finca a las afueras de Medellin, en un barrio tranquilo donde la gente era amable y
el clima perfecto. Prepararon un festin. Invitaron a sus amigos mas allegados, a algunos
vecinos, a los padres de Alex y por supuesto a Laura. Andrea no veia a su hermana desde
hacia muchos afios. El dolor de perder a sus padres y su condicion la obligaron a buscar
ayuda profesional en una clinica psiquiatrica, pero ya estaba bien, habia recuperado y tenia
ganas de retomar las riendas de su vida.

Llego6 el dia. Todo transcurria con aparente normalidad: los nifios jugaban, los adultos
compartian en la mesa, hablaban de todo un poco. Laura y Andrea estaban tan felices de
volver a verse. No pronunciaron ni una sola palabra que pudiera herirlas, sélo se abrazaban
y disfrutaban del reencuentro. Era la hora de apagar las velas, pero Allan no aparecia. Al
principio, lo tomaron con calma, estaria jugando con los demas nifios o con sus abuelos.
Pero no, nadie lo habia visto, los nifios negaron haber jugado con él y los abuelos estaban
igual de sorprendidos por la desaparicion. Todos comenzaron a buscarlo desesperadamente.
Los padres estaban destrozados y sélo se escuchaban los gritos de una madre angustiada,
hecha un mar de lagrimas buscando a su hijo.

Llamaron a la policia, y tan pronto como llegaron, los policias empezaron a interrogar, a
buscar algun indicio, una pequefia pista para encontrar el paradero del pequefio. Todo fue en

vano. No habia explicacion ni huella. Era un rompecabezas sin forma. Sumergidos en la
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angustia, veian como pasaban las horas, los dias y todavia no aparecia. Andrea no paraba de
llorar dia y noche, nadie encontraba consuelo. Alex aparentemente intentaba guardar la
cordura para reconfortar a su familia, pero el miedo y la preocupacién eran palpables. Las
miradas de todos estaban perdidas, confundidas. Nadie se atrevia a pronunciar una sola
palabra. Todos querian ayudar. Hicieron grupos de busqueda y se repartieron: unos buscaban
en el bosque, otros en el vecindario, en los lagos, los acantilados, los pueblos aledafios e
incluso pegaron afiches con una foto de Allan por todo el pueblo, la ciudad y los noticieros.
Era una noticia que desconcertaba a todos. No pudieron robarse a un pequefio en su propia
casa, en la cara de sus padres, y ademas no dejar ni una prueba. Habia pasado una semana,
no habia sospechosos y Andrea se imaginaba lo peor. Estaba tan destrozada, ya no queria
vivir. Sus ojos estaban cansados, rojos e hinchados de llorar. Al verla podia transmitir su
dolor, estaba muerta en vida, aferrandose a la esperanza que disminuia conforme iban
pasando las horas.

A casi siete dias de la desaparicion, Andrea se encontraba en la habitacién del pequefio,
abrazando el dlbum de fotos que contenia sus mas preciados recuerdos. Necesitaba un
abrazo de su madre, una palabra de su padre, pero no tenia nada, s6lo imagenes y un alma
en pedazos. Mientras ojeaba el album encontré una pequefa foto que llamo su atencion. No
recordaba haberla visto antes. Se trataba de Laura, en su primer cumpleafios. Tenia sus
padres a su lado que le daban un beso en cada mejilla. Entonces sinti6 que necesitaba a
Laura. La ultima vez que la habia visto, estaba ayudando en la bisqueda de Allan. Verla les
haria bien a ambas. Decidi6 llamarla, pero no contesto. Insisti6 varias veces, pero no obtuvo
respuesta. Penso que lo mejor era ir a verla a su casa... En el camino estaba mas nerviosa de
lo normal. Conducir a la antigua casa de sus padres era escalofriante. No entendia como
Laura todavia podia vivir alli.

Al llegar, se top6 con una nota en la puerta que decia: “Para mi querida Andrea”. Impactada
comenzo a leerla:

Qué ironica es la vida y qué injusto es el destino. Nos roban a quien mds amamos y nos
dejan sumergidos en el dolor. Lo quieres olvidar, pero yo te lo quiero recordar. La noche del
22 de marzo, hace cinco afos, ti condujiste de camino a casa. Una hora antes te habias

drogado, yo te vi, pero era demasiado joven para entenderlo. Es tu culpa, me quitaste todo
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lo que mds amaba, me dejaste heridas fisicas irreparables, pero esta vez tu no saldrds
ilesa... Aqui voy, al cielo con tu pequefio que estard muy feliz de conocer a sus abuelos.
Esta vez yo conduzco y no habrd contratiempos. Te dejo con tu vida siempre perfecta y me
libero de este padecimiento.

Laura, Allan, Papa y Mama.
La hoja de papel cayé al suelo, y junto con ella Andrea de rodillas. Comenz6 a gritar
ahogadamente, perdio el aliento y su corazon estaba a mil. En ese momento su cabeza quedo
en blanco. De un tir6n abri6 la puerta. Un camino hecho de pétalos de rosa se dirigia a la
habitacion principal y alli estaban. Lo primero que vio fueron esos ojitos azules, sin vida,
aun abiertos, siempre inocentes, tan llenos de luz a pesar de lo inerte de su pequefio cuerpo,
y, al lado, el cadaver de su hermana, abrazandolo, sonriente y por fin en paz.
Este golpe fue el remate para Andrea. Parecia un alma en pena después de encontrar los
cuerpos. No emitia ni una sola palabra y no habia lagrimas en sus ojos. Simplemente dias

después del funeral, desaparecio, sin dejar rastro.
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Caisse numeéro 4

Heiner Blon

Je me faisais controler a chaque fois chez Lidl. Tout du moins, j’étais toujours observé
d’une maniere tres attentive par le personnel de sécurité.

Cette fois, pareil : « Monsieur, montrez votre sac a dos. Ok, c’est bon. »

Ce n’est pas tout que Lidl gagne des milliards en vendant des produits merdiques et controle
tous les clients, il faut aussi avoir le controle total sur les employés. C’est chiant de devoir
faire mes courses ici, mais il ne me reste pas de sous. Putain, il recommence a neiger. Cette
nuit, ¢a caille. Demain a 5 heures je devrai gratter le pare-brise. Il faut que je me casse de ce

parking avant que les flics arrivent.

Le caissier a eu I’air tres stressé quand elle s’est rapprochée lentement de la caisse. Il a jeté
des regards confus vers les clients et s’est dépéché d’aller aussi vite que les caissiéres des
caisses 5, 6 et 7. Il ne réussissait jamais. Méme la caissiére numéro 3 travaillait comme une
machine. C’est pour cette raison que j’avais choisi le caissier numéro 4 : il avait toujours
I’air d’étre perdu, il bougeait d’'une maniere un peu épileptique, ses coudes se levaient et
s’abaissaient dans une sorte de rythme étrange.

Une jeune femme portant une veste imperméable et parlant au téléphone avait étalé
beaucoup de chocolat, des noix et des poires sur le tapis. Elle ne s’était pas arrétée de
parler : « Oui, c’est clair. Ecoute, 13, il commence a neiger ! On va se régaler demain, c’est
certain ! Tu prépares déja tout le matos ? Non, mais écoute, je suis au Lidl. C’est pour ca
qu’il y a du bruit. Oui, Monsieur, il faut que quelqu’un fasse les courses pour demain.
Franchement, ca ne m’intéresse pas que tu les aies déja faites la semaine derniere. Ou
I’année derniére. En tout cas, j’ai bossé toute la semaine et je veux bien profiter du
weekend. Ecoute, tu vas appeler Charlie, qu’on se voit demain a 5 heures vers le parking.
Oui, celui- la. Ok, bon... a plus. » Elle était toujours si charmante ! J’ai songé furtivement a
ma mere qui avait une maniere similaire de parler. Elle a payé, quitté le magasin et les
portes se sont fermées derriere elle avec un claquement qui a résonné dans ma téte. Je

n’aurais jamais osé lui parler.
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Je I’avais vue toutes les semaines précédentes, elle venait d’habitude chaque vendredi vers
17 heures, elle était presque toujours au téléphone. Elle parlait d’une voix euphorique et il
me semble qu’elle avait toujours un projet en téte pour le weekend. Mon projet par contre se
limitait au suivant : je me levais le samedi trés tot pour bouger ma voiture vers un autre
endroit. Ma caisse était toute petite et j’avais du mal a me coincer dedans. Une fois que je
réussissais a sortir de mon sac de couchage, je démarrais tout de suite le moteur pour éviter
les flics qui passaient dans la rue. Apres ces événements, je passais la journée bourré sur un
autre parking. J’avais développé une préférence pour le gin de la caisse numéro 4.
J’aimerais bien qu’il existe un « gin numéro 4 », comme il existe par exemple le fameux

« Ouzo 12 ».

Ce weekend-la, il y a eu des irrégularités : je ne me suis pas réveillé a 5 heures comme
prévu, mais a 9h30 par de fortes frappes contre la vitre de ma caisse. Je me suis cogné la téte
en me levant abruptement. Mon vieux sac de couchage s’est arraché et j’ai senti la pulsation
de la bosse qui grandissait sur mon front. Les flics étaient arrivés juste pour « voir, si tout se
passe bien. » Bien siir, ils ont controlé ma carte d’identité et ont fait un alcootest. J’avais un
peu d’alcool résiduel, mais pas trop. J’ai été libéré.

J’ai démarré ma caisse et je suis parti en rage du parking, la douleur sur le front de plus en
plus insupportable. Cette douleur m’écrase, j’imagine entendre encore une fois le
claquement de la porte derriere elle et je veux juste aller tout droit, parce que c’est le plus
facile. Si on va tout droit, on connait enfin la direction dans laquelle on va. Et on peut dire
encore une chose avec certitude : on va, a un moment donné, arriver a un objet, un obstacle.
La douleur dans ma téte a augmenté, toutes ces pensées que j’avais sont revenues a la
surface. J’ai fermé les yeux mais j’avais déja en face de moi ma destinée : un portail en
métal qui avait I’air tres solide.

J’ai accéléré, pour que la puissance corresponde a la force de la douleur en moi, toutes ces

pensées qui m’avaient déchiré chaque jour.
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Mon comportement a été tout a fait logique, c’est ce que les psychologues n’ont pas cessé
de m’expliquer une semaine apres : « La destruction par 1’alcool n’a pas été assez rapide, il
vous a fallu un accélérateur. Vous avez eu besoin de la certitude d’une mort subite. »

Je me sentais completement vide tous ces jours apres mon carambolage, ce qui n’était pas
désagréable. En tout cas, ma coquille vide n’avait plus de désir d’une « mort subite » et cette
idée ne m’est jamais revenue, je ne suis méme pas slir que je 1’aie vraiment eue. En plus, la
biere belge « Mort subite » n’a pas un numeéro attaché, je suppose que c’est pour cette raison
qu’on n’a pas une multitude d’opportunités de mourir vite-fait. Imaginez : « mort subite
numéro 7 ! ». Sarcasme a tres haut niveau.

Tous les psychologues dont j’ai fait la connaissance ont eu la déformation professionnelle de
fumer pour profiter au maximum de I’absence de leurs clients perturbés. J’ai eu plusieurs
opportunités de relire mon dossier sur leurs bureaux, et voila un résumé bref :

« La coincidence a joué un role regrettable dans la vie de Luc, qui a vécu une enfance
heureuse et avait réussi a obtenir un doctorat en chimie avant de subir une chute brutale : sa
mere est décédée d’un cancer de I’utérus. Le pitoyable est ensuite devenu alcoolique et a
perdu tout son soutien dans la société. Le déclencheur de son essai de suicide était bien-siir
I’incapacité de bien réussir sa vie malgré les circonstances aggravantes ». Le sermon
continuait comme ¢a, étrangement, il y avait a chaque fois que je le vérifiais, le nombre total
des mots me concernant indiqué : a la fin c’étaient 1432 mots, cela me paraissait énorme.
C’était un document écrit a la main.

Je suis revenu chaque semaine a Lidl, pour avoir une vie dictée par les coutumes
personnelles qui s’appelaient maintenant : accompagnement psychologique, réunions pour
1’abstinence, dépistages de drogues, ballades dans les parcs et enfin et surtout : revenir
chaque vendredi a la caisse numéro 4.

Elle n’est pas venue la semaine d’apres. En fait, elle n’est jamais revenue a Lidl parce
qu’elle était morte dans une avalanche ce weekend-la, condamnée. Son absence durait déja
depuis des semaines et puis j’ai recherché les nouvelles de la date du samedi 14 janvier et
dimanche 15 janvier en ligne. Il y a eu une grande avalanche dans laquelle trois personnes

ont été tuées. Deux hommes et une femme.
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Aujourd’hui, je suis encore persuadé qu’elle est morte dans cette avalanche. Il serait
évidemment possible qu’elle ait déménagé ou changé de supermarché, mais je n’y crois pas.
Il y a deux ans, j’ai commencé a travailler dans un magasin bio (les psychologues seraient
trés contents, ils diraient que je fais de bons progres). Je remplis les rayons vides et cela me
donne plus ou moins le méme sentiment qu’au moment ou je suis allé tout droit, tout droit :
j’ai ma mission, je sais ce que je vais faire et ou je vais bouger dans les secondes a venir. Ca
suffit pour I’instant.

J’ai loué un petit appartement juste a coté, ironiquement avec le caissier numéro 4. Apres
ma découverte du magasin bio, j’allais comme d’habitude chez Lidl et il était la-bas, comme
toujours. « Bonjour Monsieur, vous ne voudriez pas travailler dans un autre magasin ? Par
hasard, je travaille dans un magasin bio qui cherche des caissiers. » J’ai di répéter deux fois
ma phrase avant qu’il ait pris note de moi : « Intéressant, faut voir apres le travail, 22
heures ? » Il s’appelle Charles et a toujours 1’air de subir une crise épileptique a un moment
donné, cela n’a pas changé a cause de son vétement de travail en vert et orange, les couleurs
du magasin bio. En plus, il est beaucoup moins rapide que le caissier numéro 3. Dans le

magasin bio il n’y a que 4 caisses.
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Quanti passi mi restano?

Christina Tardivel

La pagina rimane bianca.

Una parola viene, poi svanisce. Si va avanti, poi si torna indietro. Come mai € cosi difficile?
Ho sempre quest’impressione di avere la testa sotto 1’acqua. Vedo la superficie, ma mi
sembra troppo lontana. Mi sento sommersa. Il dubbio torna sempre. Dopo un mese, una
settimana, un giorno, torna ogni volta che ti senti meglio. Non so piu cosa fare. Rifletto, il
passato guida il mio presente. Il mio presente e il mio passato. Il tempo scorre, ma io
rimango allo stesso punto della mia esistenza. Faccio un passo in avanti, il futuro mi
accoglie con un grande sorriso e poi torna il passato. La tristezza e il dolore. Non c’é piu
nient’altro. Solo la sofferenza. Ma allora la speranza incomincia a farsi vedere dietro le
nuvole, guida un raggio di sole in direzione del cuore, che riscalda ogni cellula del mio
corpo. Tuttavia, e cosi che vedo la vita: “Se tutto va male, domani verra il sole, se tutto va
bene, domani verra la pioggia.” Un giorno si e leggeri, e I’indomani si e disperati. Mi faccio
sempre queste domande, rimangono in me, ragionano nella mia testa in un continuo sussurro
stridente: “Ho veramente voglia di guarire? In fondo la sofferenza non sarebbe piu facile da
accettare? Voglio proprio lottare?” E poi viene la rabbia, quella verso la vita. E i mi
avvicino alla superficie. E riesco a tirar fuori la testa dall’acqua. Sono capace e allora ritrovo
il coraggio. Respiro, intravedo il futuro e faccio questo passo tanto aspettato, ora sto meglio.
Ma so che il passato tornera. Inspiro, espiro. Inspiro, espiro. Uno, due, tre, quattro, cinque.
Uno, due, tre, quattro, cinque. Respiro. Il mio cuore ritrova un po’ di pace. Ma non ce la
faccio piu. Devo partire.

Mi trovo sull’autobus in direzione di Parigi, la valigia nella stiva. Vado via. Ho paura, sudo.
Respiro. Devo respirare, il mio battito cardiaco diminuisce. Mia zia mi aspetta alla fermata.
Dormo a casa sua per una notte e domani saro sull’aereo. Ma per ora mi fa tante domande.
Come mi sento? Bene. Come mai me ne vado? Perché? Non ho voglia di spiegarle, non mi
vengono le parole, vorrei tacere per sempre. Perché? Adesso devo spiegarle. Mi rende
nervosa, non mi capisce, anzi non vuole capirmi. Forse ha paura perché non ha mai osato

uscire dal suo paese natale. Ha paura per me ma soprattutto per lei. Si sta chiedendo se
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sarebbe capace di fare la stessa cosa. Se potrebbe intraprendere un tale viaggio. Se avrebbe
la forza di voler cambiare. Parto per un anno. Non so se mi aiutera, non so se trovero questa
volonta di fare meglio, ma ho preso la mia decisione. Questo sogno di un’evasione continua
a perseguitarmi. Il desiderio di partire ¢ sempre piu potente. Quindi lo faccio. Prima andro
in America del Sud: Bolivia, Pert, Colombia, e poi piu verso il Nord, in Alaska. In seguito
mi accogliera la Finlandia e poi la Russia. Continuero a scendere fino alla Cina, dopo mi
rechero in India, e la mia avventura finira in Africa. Tutti questi grandi viaggi li faro in bus.
Vorrei evitare 1’aereo. Devo ritrovare una guida in Bolivia. Rimarra con me per tutto il
percorso. Si chiama Michela. Tuttavia non é una vera guida, ma piuttosto un’appassionata di
viaggi. Conosce benissimo tanti paesi, secondo un mio amico, soprattutto quelli dove voglio
andare. Non voglio una guida tradizionale, cerco tutto quello che mi puo sorprendere. In
fondo non so se dovrei fidarmi di lei con certezza, ma qui, a casa mia, mi sento morire, e se
dovessi morire preferirei farlo vivendo qualcosa di straordinario. Voglio abbandonare le mie
vecchie abitudini. Voglio vivere.

Parlo solo francese. Lei é italiana. Proviamo a capirci, improvviso un inglese disastroso.
Non funziona. Provo a parlare la lingua dei segni. Ma non la conosco ed ¢ ancora peggio.
Ma lei sorride. E quindi decido di fare il mimo. Si mette a ridere forte. E bella la sua risata,
melodiosa. Mi fa sorridere. Sono ridicola, ma mi sento viva! Mi porta nelle citta, nei paesi,
nelle montagne. Incontro la poverta, ma anche la bellezza. La bellezza di cio che mi
circonda ma anche nel cuore della gente. Pero, piu ci allontaniamo delle citta, meglio mi
sento. E poi ci ritroviamo in una foresta. Nella foresta Amazzonica. So che laggit mi aspetta
qualcosa. Lo sento nelle mie viscere. Vado avanti. Voglio tornare indietro ma Michela mi
prega di continuare. Gli uccelli cantano, creano il loro ritmo. Uno si sente a destra, uno a
sinistra, e poi altri si uniscono ai primi per inaugurare la loro sinfonia. Siamo in ritardo.
Quindi seguo Michela. Albero dopo albero, fiore dopo fiore, passo dopo passo. Piu entriamo
nel cuore della foresta, piu risento che 1’eccitazione si aggiunge alla paura. Un fruscio, uno
scricchiolio, sussulto ogni due secondi. I rumori della foresta non mi aiutano piu. Sto
diventando paranoica. Ma e solo a causa dell’angoscia, del cambiamento interiore che sta
per emergere. Faccio una pausa per riprendere fiato. Michela aspetta. Ha capito. Ha fatto

questo viaggio molte volte, ma prova ancora oggi una certa apprensione. Non e mai la stessa
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cosa. Osservo il paesaggio che mi circonda. Mentre le ombre mi prendono allo stomaco,
tutto prende un’altra dimensione. Sono in pace, e bellissimo. Indescrivibile. Gli insetti mi
girano intorno ma non mi disturbano piu. Il loro ronzio mi calma e riprendiamo la marcia.
Attraversiamo un ruscello. Un secondo e poi la vediamo. La casetta. Una donna vi si trova
seduta per terra, appena fuori I’entrata. Ha in mano un tamburo. A sinistra vedo delle piante,
a destra un fuoco. E quasi buio, ma non ha paura. Sorride. Ci invita a raggiungerla. Ci offre
una tazza di te. Mi rassicura. E mi vedo attraversata da questa linea invisibile che mi
allontana ancora da me stessa. Per la prima volta, ci credo. Lo posso fare, questo passo lo
posso fare, e senza piu tornare indietro.

La cerimonia sta per cominciare. Siamo tutti arrivati ma ’incertezza é tornata. Ho paura di
quello che sta per emergere. Ho paura del mio passato, dei miei dubbi. Voglio farlo? Ci ho
pensato per mesi, ma 1’angoscia rimane. Pero non ho piu scelta. Sono arrivata fino a li, non
posso pitl abbandonare. E solo I’inizio del mio viaggio. Gli sciamani incominciano i canti.
Dei brividi percorrono il mio corpo. La donna fa suonare il tamburo. Sento il suono dentro
di me. Sento la sua potenza, che attraversa tutte le mie cellule. E bevo dalla pianta. Ho fatto
il passo, I’ho fatto! Ma non succede niente. Come mai non funziona? Bevo ancora. Niente.
L’angoscia torna ancora piu potente. Ho voglia di piangere. Ci credevo. Speravo cosi tanto
che mi avrebbe aiutato ad uscire dalla letargia. Perché non funziona mai niente nella mia
vita? Mi dicono di respirare, e mi lascio portare dalla musica. Mi sdraio a terra. Chiudo gli
occhi. Ho voglia di dormire, di abbandonarmi. Non ho piu voglia di provare dolore. Non
voglio piu vedere le mie debolezze. Vorrei sapere dove vado e come. Allora mi lascio
andare. E arrivano le vibrazioni. Sento tutto il mio corpo che si mette a vibrare. Ho
I’impressione di confondermi nella natura. Che cosa succede? Non sento piu il suolo, non so
pit dove sia la mia testa, dove siano le mie mani, i piedi, il Nord e il Sud, benché non ho
mai saputo dove fossero. Provo solo vibrazioni. E strano, perd mi piace questa sensazione,
sento solo leggerezza e il peso della vita svanisce. Ho fiducia, vedo allora il mondo nella sua
realta, ma il mio cuore batte forte. Sempre piu forte. Devo respirare, devo rilassarmi. Le
vibrazioni durano un momento, e poi tutto si calma. Non so perché e salito lo stress. Poi
riprendo il controllo del mio corpo. Ma non ho voglia di aprire gli occhi. Voglio continuare

questo viaggio interiore. E. mi metto a piangere di nuovo, ma non so piu perché. Non lo so
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pit e questo mi rende triste. E di colpo mi trovo trascinata in una specie di cerchio infernale
dal quale vorrei tirarmi fuori. Ma non soffro e viene la liberazione. Le lacrime mi
tranquillizzano mentre il suono del tamburo si fa sentire piu forte, la donna lo porta al mio
orecchio. E vedo delle immagini. Una maschera nera e rossa. Poi arrivano altri colori, e
delle forme. Non capisco tutto, cerco di razionalizzare ma non funziona. E ricordo le parole
che mi diceva sempre mio padre: “Non devi cercare di razionalizzare, bisogna solo provare,
le cellule ricordano e ti guariscono.” Quindi lascio correre. E vedo altre immagini. Vedo,
provo, vibro. Non so dove vado, neanche come, ma ci vado. So che sono dei messaggi che
mi permetteranno di trovare un po’ di fiducia nel corso della mia vita. Si iscrivono in me e
mi guideranno sempre anche nei momenti di disperazione.

So che domani tornera il sole.

Mi sveglio nel mio letto, vedo la mia fidanzata addormentata accanto a me, ¢ mezzanotte.

Quanti passi in avanti dovro ancora fare? Quante pagine resteranno ancora bianche?
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Russe

Composition du jury

Isabelle Despres, PR en littérature russe
Youlia Sioli, ATER, docteur en littérature russe

Laure Thibonnier, MCF en langue et littérature russes
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§1 xouy nuTH
Hervé Aubert

51 He MOTy TIOHSTB, T/e s HAXOXKYCh. 51 OMIAABIBAlOCH BOKPYT Cebsi, HO BCe, UTO s BUXKY, 3TO
6eCKOHeUHO TI/IOCKOe TIPOCTPaHCTBO. Kakasi-To MyTHasi, UyTh OpaHKeBO-KpacHast 3eMJisi, Hajl

KOTOPOW MOAHUMAETCs ropsiuri rnap. Kpome toro, 31eCb O4eHb >KapKo.

Hu ogHoro 3manusi. Hu ropel, HU Aake xoiMa. Hu iepeBa, HU Masieililieid pacTUTeTbHOCTH.
Bce paBHOMepHO muiockoe. Kak BHUMaTe/NbHO 1 He OIVIsiIbIBalOCh, HUUero Hert. Ilelsax -

TIIOJIHOCTBIO ITyCT.
A He 3Har0 Kyza UATU. B Kakyro CTOpoHY?

n IMMOTOM, BO-TIEPBLIX, KdK s CIO/ia I10I1aJjl ? S Huuero He nmomHI0. Kak 6yATO, g TOJIBKO 4TO

nipocHyscsa. Ho, uro 6bi10 paHblie ?
A cvotpro Ha 3emitr0. Hukakux ciezios.

Yto MHe genarb ?

“Korza Thl ToTepsiellibCsl, 0CTaBaiicsi Ha MecCTe, U Mbl HaiiieM Tebsi.”
Ia. HaBepHOe, 3TO TO, UTO HaM HYKHO fenaThb. [Ipocto cuau u xau. Y Mel Oyzem. ..

...HO TJe g y>Ke ciibliian 3Ty ¢pasdy ? OTKyza 3T0 B3sI0Ch? f1 UyBCTBYIO, UTO HAXOXKYyCh Ha
rpaHM Uero-to, BpOfie BOCMOMHUHaHW... He coBcem o00pa3bl, HO BII€UAT/IEHWS, ITOUTH

3araxu... CJierka Biaa>kKHasi npoximazd... TEHb...

51 6b11 ManenbkuM. B siecy. [laBHO yke 310 6b10. CO MHOI pasroBapvBaeT My>kurHa. OH

6onbiioii. S ero 3Hato. S moBepsito eMy. OTo Mot oter] ? He romHio...
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JKapko.
A xouy nuTe.

51 ne MOTYy 34€eCb OCTaBaTbCsl. Mamue HY>XHO HalTh I-ITO'HI/I6YAB TIOITUTh. KpOME TOro, CoJIHLe

IMaJInT.

Connue... 1 Mor 6Bl MCIIO/B30BaTh €ro, UTOObI HalTH HarmpaBieHue. Ho OHO mpsiMo Haf

MOEeH T'OJIOBOM.

MHe Hy)XHO UATU fanblie. Ho MHe TpyJHO OTOpBaTh HOTM. JTO He COBCEM 3eMJIs, 3TO YTO-
TO BpOJZie TPsA3H, KOTOpasi 00epThIBAeTCSI BOKPYT MOUX HOT W V/ep)KUBaeT UX. S Jo/DKeH

MOMNbITaTbCA ABUTdaTb HOI'dMH, BBITAILIUTL UX W3 IVTIMHBL.

OTOT OO/BIION UesIoBeK, OH He ObUT MOMM OTIIOM. I MIOMHIO CBOEro oTma. Y Hero Oblia
Oosbitias KyapsiBast 6opoga. OH ObUT KpacuB, 100poykesiatesnieH, HO 30/71. OH ObIT BCe BpeMs
OKPY>KeH >KeHII[iHaMu. §1 faxke Zymaro, 4To MOst MaTh Obl/Ia He )KeHOM OTI[a, a OJJHUM U3 ero
MHOTOUYMC/IEHHBIX TIOKOPEHWH. B KOHIIe KOHIIOB, s HE OueHb XOpOILIO ero 3Hat. OH uacTo

OTCYTCTBOBaAJI.

Y MeHs Takoe BIieuaT/ieHHe, uTo CTajo eie >kapue. CosHIle oOKkuraeT Moy BoioCkl. U HeT
BO3MO)XHOCTH HaMTU TeHb. 5 O/DKeH MPOZo/DKaTh JBUTaThCs Briepes. Hecmorps Ha 60sib B
Horax. HecMoTpst Ha 3Ty ro/ioBHY0 060/1b, KOTOPYIO 51 UyBCTBYI0. HecMOTps Ha yCTanoCTh,

KoTopasi OepeT Bepx.

OO6pa3bl IPUXOAAT MHE B TOJIOBY.
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S Buwky Oosbinyto KomHary. CTeHbI OKpallleHbl B sipkue 1jBeTa. KomMHara [AAWHHas |
3aKaHuYMBaeTCs CLieHOW. UTo-To CTOMT Ha TOM nyargopMe, BOH TaMm, Ha 3aZiHeM I/laHe, HO A

He Mory pa3obparb. Cy11iecTBoO U Belljb. TeHb.

Sl oTkpbIBato 171a3a. MHe Ka)keTCsl, UTO s BCe ellje BUXKY 3Ty TeHb BJajii, HO s y>Ke He B TOU
KOMHare, 0 KOTOPOU BCIIOMKHaJI. S CHOBa B 3TOM OAHOOOpa3HOM Tieif3aske, IeperoHeHHOM
cBeToM. [1oT TeueT 110 Moemy Juily. ['1azam 60/1bHO. DOPMBI TTOSBISIFOTCS TIepeiIo MHOM, HO
s He 3Ha, CYL[eCTBYIOT /M OHM Ha CaMOM [iefle WM HareuyaTaHbl HA MOUX Ivia3ax. 1
JO/DKEH TIPWIOXKHUTb YCHIWSA, UTOOBI CKOHIIEHTPUPOBAThCS, CKOHIIEHTPUPOBATh CBOE

BHUMdHUHE.

MHe KaXeTcsi, UTO TaM, BJajeke, 4YTO-TO ecTb. UTo eciu 310 Mow Jtogu? [pyrue

MnoTepssHHLbIE JTFOAW Bpoe MeHs1? MHe HY>XHO YBUAETLCA C HUMMH.

Ho Tak TpygHO aBuratbcsi fanbiie! Mou HOrM TOTPY>KAlOTCS B STy TPSI3HYIO 3e€MJIHO 10

JIOAIDKKY, Y MeHsI 60/1aT MbIibl Hor. U 3Ta »kapa! U 3To cosnHie!

A UYBCTBYHO cebs TdK, KdK 6y,£[T0 g 30eChb y>Ke HECKOJIBKO 4dCOB, U BCe K€ COJIHLE BCE ellle

Haj Moel FO]IOBOﬁ, IIBBIPASA CBOU pAdCKa/IeHHBIE JTYUH Ha MO yeperl.

A xouy nuTe.

Korga st 6611 ¢ oT1joM, 3T0 661710 Tak xopoio! IToroga 6vuia uaeansHoM. Mbl 6b1TM Ha TODe.
Bricokue nyra pacKUHY/IMCh Tiepesio MHOW B HEeXXHOUM U JoOpokesiarenbHOM 3enend. Hebo

BCerga ObLI0 UKCTBIM, a BUJ, CBEPXY HA A€PEBHIO 3dXBAThIBAJI AYyX.

Torga Bce ObITIO JieTKO. $I TIOMHIO ceMeliHble BCTPeUM T10[, OTKPLITHIM HeOOM, CMeX, efny.
Moii oTel] cuzies 3a OAHUM KOHIIOM CTOJIa, YBa)kaeMbli BcemH. Hac 66110 Tak MHOTO, UTO o

YyBCTBOBaJI Cebsi OKpY>KeHHBIM, JTFOOUMBIM.

Ho Tenieps g oguH. B oTuagHHOM ofuHO4YecTBe. MHe cOBCeM He 10 Aylile oguHouecTsBo. He

3Hato, ObLT /I s KorJa-HUOyAb OAWH, HO 3TO yKacHo. Eimje Gosee crpaiHo, kKorga tebe
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6ombHO. UTO 51 X0uy, yTOOBI CO MHOM OBIT KTO-TO, C KEM MOXXHO ObLIO ObI pa3fie/luTh MO

00JIb.

A By TeHU BOH TaM. OHH, KaXkeTcsl, ABWXKYTCS (€C/Id TOMbKO MOe 3peHre He pa3MbITO

TEeIJIOM, UCXOASALIMM OT KPaCHOU 3eMJIN).

B moboMm ciyuae, s [BUTAlOCh MEJJIEHHO, M 3T TeHW, KaXKeTCs, He mpuOmkaroTcss. OHU
JBUTAFOTCS Kak 7 VT OHM HAaCTOJIBKO Jja/ieKH, UTO MOM IIIarH, e/[Ba JOCTUTHYThIe Ha TPSI3y,

SIBJISTFOTCSI HACMEILLIKOM?

[ToTepsiHHBIN B MBIC/ISX, 51 TIpOCTO ymasn. Cepasi TKaHb, KOTOPYIO 51 HOIITY, YaCTUYHO MOPBaHa.
Moe Tesio 3ansiTHAHO T'psi3bl0. f1 UYBCTBYIO IPsi3b Ha JMLe, B BOJIOCAX, YXKe JIMTIKUX OT TOTa.

51 ¢ Tpy#mom Mory CHOBa BCTaTh. Y MeHSI TIOBCIOAly 00JIb, s1 UyBCTBYIO C/1Ia0OCTb.
51 6611 KOposieM. TeHb Ha CIieHe, B 3a/IHeH YacTH OOJIBIIION KOMHATHI, Obljla MHOM.
51 6B17T KOpOJIeM U CHIHOM KOPOJIS.

51 OblT BeTUKMM KOpoJieM. HekoTopble Ha3biBald MeHSI TOPABIM M BBICOKOMEpPHBbIM. Mosi
ofiexxaia Obla pocKolHOM. [ake Mou joiaayd Obuid 607ee POCKOIIHO OfleThl, YeM MOU
noAaHHbIe. f ycTpawBas BenuuecTBeHHble OaHKeThl. [[pyrvie KOpou yBakaiud MeHs. $1

»xus B borarom zBopije. Korja s yexan B CBOIO CTpaHy, BOKPYT MeHs1 Obliia 1ie/iast CBUTA.

B Moem KoposieBcTBe Ob1710 MHOTO TopozioB. OH Obln 6orar. Ho uHorga Obin ronoz. VI mue
MIPUXOIUNIOCH OBITh CYpOBBIM, UTOOBI HAjIOTW BCErJa IUTM B MOK Ka3Hy. $1 m0/DKeH ObLT

3dC/IYXKUThb CBOKO DOCKOIIIb.

S meiTatock BCcTatb. MoOM pyKM MNOTpYyKarOTCs B rpsi3b. Sl MponuTaH 3TOM IVIMHOU, M

UyBCTBY1O, UTO ITOCTE€IMMEeHHO CTAHOB/IIOCH €€ UdCThHO.

CTpaHHO, TdKafd I'PsA3b, TaKdAd MOKpAA 3€MJId 110[, TAKUM T1d/IAIIUM COJ/THLEM.
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S 3mech y>ke HECKOIbKO 4acOB, HO UyBCTBYIO, UTO He CABUHYJICS HU Ha A0MM. MyCKy/bl B

MOUX HOr'aX Iapa/In30BaHbI. I'onoBa Tak 6OJII/IT, YTO Ka>KeTCs1, BOT-BOT JIOITHET.

MHe Bce ellle HY)KHO JJBUTAThbCs Briepe/l. S He MOT'y 0CTaThCs 3/1eCb, yMUpasi Tak Oecc/IaBHO.

He Takoli Ba)KHBIN UeioBeK, Kak .

Yo s czenan, uToObl 0Ka3aThCs 371eCh? UeM 51 3TO 3aC/y>KUII: ObITh B 3TOU a/ICKOM Ipsizu?

Bosbine n3o00pakeHnii MpyUXoJUT KO MHe. B moHOM xaoce.
A BWXKY JKeHILWH, TOJTISLLIUXCS BOKPYT MEHS.

51 BrKy amdopy, HaroSHEHHYH0 HalMTKOM, KOTOPOTO He 3Halo, HO OH Ka)keTcst MHe Oosee

LHeéHHbIM, 4eM BCe 30J/I0TO B ITakTose.

A BUXY 6aHKETbI, KOTOpbI€ OpPraHr30BdJl MO 0Tel], Hd KOTOPbLIX IIPUCYTCTBOBAJ/IM BCE
CaMble MOTr'ymjeCTBeHHbIE JIFOAW B €ro LiapCTBe. Mens PETY/IApHO TIpUT/Iallld/In Ty/d. A

Ofiep>KUM, B YaCTHOCTH, OFHUM 00pa3oMm.

51 BUXKY, Kak pebeHOK OpocaeT Ha MeHs >Kankuil B3, OH Aep)KUT PyKy, Kak OyaTo OHa
BOT-BOT oTBanutcsa. OH OGpocaeT MHe yMosisitolijie coBa. Ho ’kanmocTe - 3TO UyBCTBO,

KOTOPOrI'o 4 TOrAd He 3HaJl...

$1 Hauan Mona3TH. HOHaanIy OBIJIO 3aMETHO Jjierye ABUT'daTbCA BIIEPE/l, KdK 3Mesd, 4eM KdK

yesioBek. §1 BUTAsCS OBICTpEE.

[ToTom s yBUZIeN BraieKe AepeBo, KOTOpOe He 3aMeTU/ paHbiiie. S Tak 60s/ICS CTONMKHYThCS
C raJuTIOLUHALVSIMU, BEI3BAaHHBIMU CO/THEUHBIM YZIapOM, UTO TIBITAJICS JBUTATHCS KaK MOYKHO
ObicTpee mpexkae deM wu300pakeHWe wucye3no. M yeMm fanblie s 1€, TéM OCTpee

CTaHOBUJ/IOCh MO€ BHU/IE€HHE. Tam oripeaejIeHHO OBLIO AepeBo.

81



Buj ero BeTBeii C JIMCThSIMH, MOMHBIMU TUIOZIOB, ellje Gosblile yCyrybua Mou CTpajaHus.
Ka>kga ObuTa y)KaCHOM TILITKOM fAosroe Bpemsi. Moul poT ObT HaCTOMBKO CYXWM, YTO
JbIxaHye ObLT0 60sie3HeHHBIM. [ToTOM BHeE3aITHO Ha MeHsI HaXJ/IbIHYJIO UTO-TO IPYTOe, Ha UTO

s 10 TeX Mop IMOYTH He 06paLU,'an BHHMMdHUSA — T'OJIOA,.

[Toka st mpubmKancs, s Jaxke BUzes elje uTo-To. CBOero poja Tpyz Wi o3epo, Geper

KOTOpOTO ObUT B TEHU 3TOTO OIMHOKOTO JlepeBa. MasieHbKui paii.

MoxxeTt 6I:ITI:, s He ObI/T HA MecTe FI/I6EJII/I, 0} KOTOpOﬁ g AyMaJl. MoxxeT 6bITb, BCe-TdKH eCTb

Hazlexa.
Hapexxza, KOTOPYIO s He 3aC/Ty>KUBalo.

Teneps 5 3Har0, KTO 1.

[TocnegHre HECKOMBKO METPOB Tiepe] TeM, Kak J00paTbCs [0 3TOTO OCTPOBKA 3e/ieHU -
camble Oose3HeHHbIe. [Tayke Kor/ia st TIOM3Y, 1 BCe TyOKe U TIyOyke MOTPY»Karoch B rpsi3b. o
TaKOMW CTerleHH, UTO s OJDKeH CHOBA BCTaTh, UTOOBI MOSI TOJ/IOBa BBICTYIW/IA U3 T/IMHBL. Ho B

TaKOM I10JIO)KEHUU 5 C TPYLOM MOT'Y IBUTaThCs BIIepes.
[epeBo B 1pesiesiax A0CAraeMOCTH.

N o3epo Toxe.

Moe criaceHue 37ece.

UenoBek cugut TUXO mof AepeBoM. OH CMOTPUT Ha MeHs1 C MpoHWelh. OH [O/DKeH MHe
nomoub. Ho oH He paBuraercs. KaxeTcsi, OH He TOHMMaeT MOUX CTpajaHud. Wnu He

COUYBCTBYET. JKanocrs, HaBepHOe, eMy TOXKe UyXK/id.

MHe HY>KHO TOTOBOPUTH C HUM. HO g He 3Har0, CMOTY /i 51 TIPOU3HECTU XOTb OJHO CJIOBO,
BCe TIepecox/io Bo pTy. Kaxkaplii >kecT mpuunHsieT 60/b, Aake MopraHue. Tak UTO OTKPBITh

POT...
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A neITaroCh, HO OH OMEepeAU MEHS.

"{1 3HarO, KTO THI. »

Ero ronoc Msrkuu, ooy, B MOJHOM HECOIVIaCHU C OKPY’Karollei Ccpesjoiu.

"¢1 To>ke 3Hato, KTO 5. 51 6bUT KOpoJieM Cpe/ii CaMbIX MOTYITIeCTBEHHBIX U OOraThIX.

[Ha. Panbliie ObUI. »

1 3Har0, UTO OH CKa’KeT ellje /10 TOT0, KaK OTKPOoeT POT. §1 He xouy, 4T0OBI OH 3TO TOBOPHII
A cMOTprO CyXyM B3IVISIZIOM Ha ZIEPEBO C COUHBIMM TIJI0JJaMH.

«Tenepp myuarics, TaHTan!».
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I'Oe s1 Ha ceoem mecme
Valentin Albert

[TpuObLIB Ha MECTO U YBU/IEB OTPOMHBIN 0COOHSIK MOET0 OTL{a, 51 OLYTH/I OecriokoicTBo. Bee
3TO BBIIVIAZE/NO CJIMIUKOM >KYTKO. Korza s Bblllles1 M3 TakCHM BO3/le TEMHOIO CTapUHHOIO
3[laHuUs], 51 TIOUYBCTBOBaJ OyATO s eJUHCTBEHHBLIM Ye/OBeK Ha 3eMJie, CHUIbHOE UyBCTBO
ofuHOYecTBa. f1 TO/NBKO UTO 3aKpbUl CErOHAIIHION raseTy, B Heu HanucaHo «C
HacTymnawlmyM HoBbIM 1927 ropom!». § cefiuac mpouwrTan cTaTbio O cebe : 0 uesoBeke,
KOTOPBIM CerofiHs Hac/eflyeT MMeHHe CBOero orua. Moy orer; ymep 5 sieT Hasaf, I10
KpallHeld Mepe, TakK INOCTaHOBU/ CyZ. BOT B uem feo: OH MpOCTO ucue3 JieT 5 Hasaf,
yeJUHUBILKCH OJUH B CBOeM 0COOHsiKe. U Terepsb, KOT/la ero HUKTO He BHUZE y)Ke MHOTO
JIET, peLlW/Ii, YTO CerofHs rocyapCcTBo AO/DKHO CYMTaTh €r0 MepTBbIM, [IOTOMY UTO OH He

IrmoaaBasl BeCTeli BCé 3TO BpeM.

Takum o00pa3oM, 10 WMPOHWM CYAbOBI, B CBOM 25-U [eHb POXKIEHUS 5 TIONyuYdI B
COOCTBEHHOCTh €ro y/aleHHbIN 0COOHSIK, KOTOPBIA ceiiuac BO3BBIIAETCS Tepefo MHOM. 1
He 0COOeHHBIM UesioBeK: y MeHsl HeT OOJbIION CTpacTh K 4eMy-/i00, HeT HaCTOSILEero
x000u v uHTepeca. Mosi paboTa HaCTO/ILKO CKY4YHA, HACKOJIBKO 3TO BO3MOXKHO, U SI XKUBY
O/IH, UMesl TaKOU pPacropsifioK, 4To nociesHue 10 et Moel )XU3HU MOKHO Pe3IOMUPOBATh

3a 10 cekyH[,

Ho TYyT BC€ CTA/JIO UHTEPECHO. KOF,E[& MO oTen nucues, 3TO 3dXKIVI0 BO MHe IlJIaM4. A norom
N3y4nj1 UCTOPHIO Halen CTpaHbI U CaM IIPOBOAW/T UCC/Ie40BaHUSA, IMBITAACH MOHATD, IIOUEMY

1 KaK Mcye3aeT OO/IBIIMHCTBO JIIOZEH.

OpHakKo, MOM MCCJIeIOBaHUS TI0KAa He YBeHYa/IMCh yCIIeXOM, HO Terleph, 5 ieraabHO B/ajieto
OCOOHSIKOM, MeCTOM, TJie er0 BUEIU B TOCTeAHUNA pa3 U Ije s CMOTYy HalTh uTo-HUOyAb
uHTepecHoe. OKOJI0 37aHUsI OBIJIO CTpAIIIHO: S TIPUeXas C HaCTYIIJIEeHHEM TEeMHOTBI U YKe
CJIbIIIIA/T BU3T COB, TPa3JHYIOIMX Hauaso Houu. [ToBciopy ObLTM epeBbs, 0COOHSK ObLT
OKpY’KeH T'YCTbIM JIeCOM, TaK 4To JitoOOoW uesoBeK MOT Obl 3a0yuThCs B HEM. §1 TTOHATHS

He MMeJI, KdK TIPOIldJI MO oTen, HO Terepb g1 BUAe/TT CAMYIO 6OJII:I_HYI-O MoACKa3Ky CBOMMU
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ra3aMy. 371eCb HauMHaIO0 X0JI0[aTh, TaK KaK COOCTBEHHOCTh OTLIa HaxO[W/Iach Ha CeBepe
Cogetckoro Cotro3a, I03TOMY $1 C/ie/ia/l HeCKOJTBKO II1aroB K TUTaHTCKAM AyOOBLIM /IBEPSIM U
BCTaBUJ/I CTAPUHHBIN K/IHOU B PXKaBYHO 3aMOUHYIO CKBa)KUHY. I OCTaHOBW/ICS HA MTHOBEHMUE,
s BAOXHY/J BO3AyX, HAarO/JHUB JieTKWe CBEXUM BO3[yXOM HOUHM, HACJaX[asiCb STHUM
TOP>KeCTBEHHBIM MOMEHTOM, TIPe)KJe YeM II0OBEePHYTh K/IOU, M PACKPBITb IpaBay 00

HNCUe3HOBEHHMHU MOET'o OTILid. MHue IMMPOCTO HY>KHO ObL10 3HaTh. MHe HY>XeH ObL/T 3TOT OTBET.

51 OCTOpPOXXKHO TOBEpPHY/ KJ/II0U B 3aMOYHOM CKBa)KMHe M IIMPOKO pacraxHyn ABepu. B Ty
caMyl0 CeKyHJy, KOTZAa si OTKDbLI JBepyd, MOM HO3[pPU OXBAaTW/ TIPOTOPK/bIA 3amax,
VHCTUHKTUBHO OTBEpPHY/ICS OT [JBEePU M MeHsl pe3KO BBIPBaJO, IOC/Ae TOro, Kak $

HAl10JIOBHUHY CK/IOHWJICA Hall 3eMJIeH.

Tyxnas pbiba.

[MTaxso Tyx/o#i peiOoii. Ha MrHOBeHHMe s TIO3BO/IAJI [IBEPSIM IITMPOKO PACIIaXHYThCS, OKUasl,
TOKa pacceercsi Oofblllas YacTh HETMPUSATHOTO 3araxa. 3aTeM s OCTOPO)KHO BOIIeN B
0COOHSIK, TIDUKPBIB POT W HOC IapdoMm, W BIepBble YBUJE/] BeJMUYeCTBEHHBIA 3am. B
OCHOBHOM 37laHWe OBIJI0 C/le/laH0 W3 IVIaZIK0 OTPaHEeHHBIX KaMHed, U Koe-rjie ObLIH
BBICTaBJIEHBI CPe/JHEBEKOBBIE Belly. §1 MOUTH HUUEro He BUEI B TEMHOTE, I03TOMY B3sUT CO
CTeHbI (hakes U 3aXKeT ero. ITO JIeNCTBUTeFHO OBbIJI0 CpeIHeBEKOBOe MCTOPHYECKOe MeCTO,
S 3aMeTHU/T KakKOW-TO IIUT B YIVIY, KOTOPBIA SIPKO CHSI/T B OTPa)XEHWU OTHS, 51 YBHUEN
HEeCKOJIbKO YacTel Jocriex U Medeld, JieXKall[iX Cpe/id CTOTIOK Oymar Ha o0Oe/leHHOM CToJe.
Mow 171a3a OKpYIJISUTMCH BCe Oosibiiie W Oosbilie OT yauBieHus. Tereps, Korja s Aymaro 00
3TOM, 51 TIOHMMal0, UTO 51 JeMCTBUTEHHO Majio 3HAal0 O MOeM OTLle ¥ O TOM, KaK OH CTaJ
B/IaJIe/TblIEM TAKOTO MeCTa. 3aTeM, s 3aMeTH/T KOe-uTO B OJIHOM KOHIIe KOMHAThI: TaM ObLIA
Kakye-TO CYIIWJIKA [Jjisi MscCa WM pbIObI, C OCTaTKaMHW OMapoOB W Pa3HON pbHIObIL. OTH

MODPEIIPOAYKTHI 3[1€Ch THUJIN AOJITHNe I“O,I[LI!
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Xopollio, s TIOHSI/, BOT OTKYyZla UCXOAUT 3arax, U 3TO UMeeT CMbICT ... Heflaieko OT UMeHUst
eCTh 3a/TMB, BbIXOZ K OKeaHy. M ecnu mogymarb, pa3Be MOU OTel] He yMes JIOBUTh peiOy? 1

AyMadlo, Yy HET'0 TOXe Obls1a HEeOOJIbIIIAs JIOAKd.

3a Bce 3TO BpeMs 51 He CABHMHYJICS C Tiopora. Sl TIpoCTo C HefoyMeHWeM CMOTpes Ha To,

HACKOJIBKO I'PA3HO TaM ObL10.

1 pern, uTO y>Ke Be OMOTpeJI B X0JIjIe, TIO9TOMY CZie/iasl Iiar B CTOPOHY APYrol KOMHATBhI,
HO YyTb He CIOTKHY/JCS W He ymal: Toa ObUT MOKPBHIT KAaKOM-TO JIUMKOW Cin3bio. S
OCTOPOKHO HAarpaBW/ICS K O/yKakIel KoMHaTe, ¥ W30 BCEX CHUJI TIBITA/ICSA CAEpKaTh PBOTY,
KOTJja OTKDBUI /[BepPb. BeposTHO, 3TO ObL ero KaOWHeT, e OH uuTaa W paborasn, HO 3TO
ObuT0 yKacHoe 3penuile. Ha crone Obina Kyua Oymar v Tymiu KpeBeToK. Ha momy u Ha

cTeHax Oblsia KPOBb. U ... 3TO ... aKy/IbUii TIJIaBHUK, JIEXKall[|Uil B YI7Ty KOMHATHI 27!

Bce eme kpemko mpwkuMas Imapd KO PTy M HOCY, s OCMOTpesn KoMHaty. Crapbli
JIePEBSHHBINA CTY/T TOXKe ObUT TIOKPBIT KaKOW-TO C/IM3bI0, TTO3TOMY Sl HE PEIU/ICS Ha HEero
cectb. JlasHO, 37eCh TIO/MHBIM Oapzak, 3aueM s BooOIe croma mpuexan? Kak Oyaro o
3abotmicsa o cBoeM oTie ?! OH ObUT KAKUM-TO CTPaHHBIM TIAapHEM, JIIOAW [yMaJjii, uTO OH
ObUT BOBJIEUEH B KAKOW-TO CTPAIHBLIM KY/IBT, TIO3TOMY S I€HCTBUTETBLHO He POC PSAJOM C
HUM. A TyT 51 peluI YHTH HaBceria u3 0co0OHsAKa, HO 3aMeTH/I HeOO/IbIITYI0 KHUTY Ha IOy,
s Cpa3y B3sJ1 ee, OUeHb XOTeJl YBHU/IETh, UTO 3TO ObLIO, U BBITEP PYKY O OPIOKH : Ha KHHUTe
ToXXe ObUIO HEMHOTO C/M3H. Y Hee He ObLIO Ha3BaHMS, HO OHa ObUI IMOXOXKAa HAa KAKOH-TO
JHEBHUK. §1 BBIIIET U3 3TOr0 CTPAIIHOIO OCOOHSIKA Ha Y/IWI[y, MCIOIb30BaB (hakesi, 3a)KEr
KOCTED BO3/1e KaMEHHBIX CTyIleHeH, BeAyIUX K HWMEHUI0, W YCTPOW/ICA KaK MOXKHO
KoM(bOpTHee B 3TOM HAIpsDKeHHOM atMocdepe Houd. S1 Me/iJIeHHO OTKPBUT KHUTY, W30 BCEX

CHJI CTapasiCb He ITIOBPeJUTE €€, TdK KdK OHd OblIa CTapas U IIbl/IbHAsd.

$1 GBI IpaB, 3TO OB KAKOW-TO JTHEBHHUK.
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18 mapra 1922 r. - nepBas 3anucCh B [[HeBHHKe.

« Menst 3o0ByT Kupunn JIbBoBuu UepHoB. §1 - Brazesner] ocobHsika JleckuHo. S muiny B
JTHEBHUKE CBOM OTKPBITUS IpeBHUX apTedaKToB. f Mo/yuyusi OT O[HOTO U3 MOUX TPe/JaHHbIX
YUeHUKOB YHUKa/dbHBIA Oapenbed. 3OTO CBoero poja CKYAbITYypa, Upe3BbIYaiiHO
JeTajiM3MpoBaHHas W 3armyTaHHas. OfHa W3 TepBBIX Belljel, KOTOpble s 0OHApY>KWJ, UTO
OT/IMYaeT ee OT BCeX APYTUX Pe/IMKBUM, KOTOPBIE S M3yYaro : 3TO TO, UTO BCSIKUM pas, Korja
3Ta Bell[b HAXOAUTCA PSZOM C BaMH ... BBl MOKETe MOUYyBCTBOBaTb HEKOE MPUCYTCTBUE ...
OyzATo 3BYK OBFOIIEroCs CepAlia, UCXOISAIIUNA OT MaJleHbKOW CKY/IBIITYPhL. DTO UTO-TO BPOZe
TUIOCKOTO KaMHs, s yMalo, OH TIpe/iCTaB/isieT co0oii cBoero poja ocbMuHOora. OOBEKT - He
OT MHpa Cero, 1 HUKOTJa He UyBCTBOBA/J HUYETrO TMOXOXKero IMpy MPUKOCHOBEHUH K 3TOMY
npeamety. CKOMb3UTh TMAnbIlAMUA 10 CKY/IBIITYPHBIM IyTasbliaM ObIIO ... CJIMIIKOM
CTpaHHO. BOT moueMy s pelinn BeCTU AHEBHHMK CBOMX OTKDBITHM, KacCaroLIUXCS 3TOTO

06'bEKTa, TdK KdK YBE€P€EH, UTO OH CO3/laH HEe Ue/IOBEKOM. »

51 mpepBas uTeHWe B KOHILIe 3TOW 3aryCH, YTOOBI TIOJIOKUTH ellle JPOB B KOCTep. JTOT
JHEBHUK ObIT OUeHb WHTEPECHBbIM, U s He YBepeH, UTo ObUI TOTOB UWUTaTh C/IEAYIOIHE

I'J1IaBHI.

24 mapra 1922 r. - BTOpas 3anuch B JHEeBHUKe.

« $1 He cMor HaWTH HUKAKOW HOBOM MH(OPMAIIMHU 0 TOM, I7ie ObUT HakleH 3ToT Oapesbed, HO
Terepb s YBEPeH B ero CoppeayMcThueckux cBoiicTBax. C Tex ToOp, KakK s MPUKOCHYJICS K
HEMY, y MeHsl Haua/IMCb CTPaHHble MOTepy CO3HaHUA. OHaXXBI S IPOCHYJ/ICSA U TIOHSUI, UTO

Ob1 Oe3 co3HaHWS Iefblii AeHb. S UyBCTByIO, OyATO TOlOBa BOT-BOT B30PBETCS, a
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KOHEUHOCTH KaK HUKOr/a poxkar. S Gosiblile He Aymaro, UTo s - €IJUHCTBEHHOE CYIeCTBO,
KOTOPBI KOHTPOJUPYeT MOEé Teso. f1 OOHapy>KWs IATHA TMPO3pauHOM C/IM3U Ha TYTH K
3a/uBy. Sl fymaro, 4TO KTO-TO yKpasl MO0 JI0AKY. [IpOCHYBIIMCEH CerofHs yTPOM, 51 I1arHys1 B

JIY>KY 9TOM C/TU3H, TIPSIMO PSIZIOM C Moeid KpoBaThto. Tak Oosblile MPOJ0/KaThCS He MOYKET. »

05 anpens 1922 r. - ?? 3an1UCh B AHEeBHUKe.

« C KaKIpIM THEM CTAaHOBHUTCS BCe XyxKe. SI Bce BpeMs Tepsit0 CO3HaHUe. XOTS y ITOH ...
Oo/le3HM ecThb CBOM TIpeuMylecTBa. $I OOHAapy)XHJ, UTO Temepb Y MeHs HeHaChITHBIM
areTUT K MOPEeNpPOYKTaM, U 51 cTan Oojiee MPOAYKTUBHBIM B TIOBCEAHEBHOM >KU3HU: XOTS S
BCeryia B Tomybecco3HaTe/TbHOM COCTOSIHUH, s [yMato, YTO I0BOJIbHO MHOTO Pa3 YAMBJISICS,
KOT/J]a MBLT TIOCY/TY, UMTA/I KHUTY, U B TO >Ke BpeMs TThcasl 3TH CTPoKu! IToCKO/IBKY Tereph s
MOTY >KUTb OfUH Osilaroziapsi pei0ajike BO3/le MOEro yaajJeHHOro ocobHsKa, s Oosbilie He

Ha/leBaro OJieXK Y. 5 ke OZIUH JKUBY.»

«JIHEBHUK ITOCTOSTHHO TIafiaeT Ha 3eMJTt0, 51 O0JIbIlle He MOTY JiepyKaTh ero pyKaMu, si 60/ibIe
He MOT'y pPa3yMHO MbIC/IUTb. JTO MOC/IeZiHAE CTPOKH, KOTOPbIE Bbl, BEPOSITHO, IpounTaete. f
HamepeH BepHYTh 3/100HbIN Oapenbed Ha MecTo. S Gosbllle He MOTY >KUTh Ha 3eMmJjie, 3TO
6osbHO. 1 TIOMAY Tyda, TAe s Ha CBOeM MecTe: B TTyOMHBI OKeaHa. $1 3aKaHUMBalO MUCAThb
3TO C TPYZAOM, KpeNkKO JepXka PydykKy B OJHOM M3 CBOUX LIymajell, TOTOBSICb MeJIeHHO
CKOJIb3UTb Ha CBOMX BOCBMH IIyTia/ibljaX B OKeaH, Hecsi C cO00M TIPOK/ISTYIO CKY/IBIITYPY U

HaBCerad rprucoeanHsAasaCb K CBOUM C06paTI)HM-OC]:>MI/IHOFaM.»

89



S Ot B IIIoKe, THEBHUK YyIla/l U3 MOUX DYK B KOCTEP, OT KOTOPOIr'O BO3HHKJId BCIIBIIIKA

IJiaMeHH.

OroHb ropen sipko, ObLIO C/IMIIKOM >Kapko, OH 00e3BokuBas MeHsi. CJIMILIKOM CyXO, MHe
HY)KHa Obljla BoZla, MHE OUEeHb 3aX0Te/I0Ch T00eKaTh K 3a/MBY M MPBITHYTh B BOAY, 1 COPBAI

c cebst 01Xy, BHE3AITHO CTAJI0 CJTUIIIKOM TECHO.

A nonnbin I"J'IY6)Ke B OKeédH B ITOMCKaX pr6bI.

...OKeaH cHOBa CTaJ CHOKOﬁHbIM, BOJIHBI Me/JJIEHHO KOJIBIXaJ/INCh.

IlHeBHUK, BOOOIIle-TO, He Cropes, OH BCe ellle jie)kajll B OrHe, HETPOHYTHIN, U Oapesbed

Oorblile HUKOT/Ia He BUIEJIH.
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Cuacrsbe - 310 JIEKAPCTBO, B KOTOPOM MBI BCe HYXK{d€eMCH.

Alix Legeay

[TaumienT N(0) 347: Jlopu Magopees

«Tema HOMep 347 oueHb HecTabwibHa. JleueHue ciieflyeT HeMeAJeHHO TIPeKpaTUTh. Ero
YPOBEHb )XU3HU OUeHb HU30K. EC/TM Mbl MPOIO/DKUM JiedueHre, Mbl ero MoTepsieM. »

«Hert, HeT. [laBaiiTe fAaguMm el ellje HECKOJILKO CEKYH/], MOXKeT ObITb, OHa cesiaeT 3To. Ero
6710KMpOBKa BOT-BOT C/i0OMaeTcs. EC/i MbI 0CTaHOBUMCSI Ceifuac, HaM TIPUZETCS HayaTh BCe
CHayasa. »

[lBa Bpaua CMOTpSIT [pyr Ha Jpyra : OfWH 00eCroKoeH, JApyroi yBepeH. JIWI[0 ZOKTOpa
MaiizeHa HarpsbKeHO, B3TAsJ XMYpbid. [JOKTOp XOMCKUW JepXXKUT MeHs 3a PYKY, B3IV
TIOTPY>KEH B MeHs. $1 Bcerjia 3a/1at0oCch BOIIPOCOM «3Ta O/IM30CTh - 10OpOXKesaTeTbHOCTb,
WM OH CMOTPUT Ha MeHs, Kak U Ha Apyrux. Kak Ha 3KCrepuMeHT C OJJHOM M3 MOPCKHUX
CBMHOK, KOTOpBIM TIOllesl He Tak». Moe 3peHre HauWHaeT pa3MbIBaTbCs, s HUUEro He
YyBCTBYIO. 1 He UyBCTBYIO XOJIOHOTO CH/IE€HBS T0J] pyKaMy U sirofuiiaMu. $I Oosibliie He
YYBCTBYIO IUTPUIL], KOTOPbIM TMPOH3aeT MOK JIeByKO BeHY, BBO/ld MHE BBICOKYIO [103y
bydorrna u [IMT. I Gosblille He MOTY BOCTIPUHUMATD 3BYKH BOKPYT MeHs.. OObIYHO HOMeEp
CJIMILKOM LIYMHBIM J7s1 MeHsl. Henmpekpaijatromuicsi myM MalllWH, rojoca Bpaueld, 3BYK
Moero COOCTBEHHOTO Trosioca B rosioBe. §1 aymaro, UTO 3TO Xy/illas 4acTb: 3BYK MOETro
rojioca. DTO C/JUILIKOM OCTpPO, CJWIIKOM JAupeKThBHO. OH Bcerja TOBOPUT MHe
COCPe/IOTOUUThCSI, YTOOBbl HAllOMHUTb MHE O MOeM TIpoIuioM, 000 Bcex JeTassix
nipou3oiteaiiero. Ho si He Xody 3TOro BCIOMHHATh. JTO, BEPOSITHO, OOKUPOBKA, Kak
rOBOpAT BpauM. BJIOKUpOBKa, KOTOpasi MelllaeT MHe ABUraThcsi BrepeZi. Kak TOMbKO OHU
00bSCHUMM MHe, UTOOBI jieueHre ObI0 3(h(HEKTUBHBIM, BbI JO/DKHBI COTVIACUTHCA C HUM.
X0Uy 3TOrO, s XOUy BBIMTH U3 Hero. Ho Kak Mbl MOXXeM BBIMTH M3 TIOPOYHOTO KpPyra, KpPyra,
KOTOpBI ObUT HaBs3aH HaM TIPOTWMB Halleid BoyM? Moe [bIXaHWe 3aTpYJHSIETCS, TPYZb
TIOAHUMAETCST Hepery/sipHO. $1 3a/IbIXatoCh, BO3AYX Oofblile He TOCTyIaeT uepe3 HOC WU

ropJio, HO HpOHBI/ITEJIbHHﬁ KPHK BBIPDBIBA€TCA U3 MEHH.
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ITaruent No 424: Openua [JpBeMo

A cuoBa ycombiuana Kpuk Jlopu. OnHa camas 4yBCTBUTe/IbHAasE M3 HAC TPOMX.
UyBcTBUTE/BHASL, HO He caMasi (yiabasi. B KOHIle KOHLIOB, OHA TOC/IeHSS, KTO COTJIAaCHUJICS
y4acTBOBaTh, U 3TO MOsI BUHA, UTO OHA 3/leChb... KoHeuHo, 51 6bI HUKOTZIAa He CKa3aja eil. 1 He
X0uy, yTOObI OHA 3/M/IaCh Ha MeHs, He 3a 3TO BO BCAKOM ciaydvae. §1 czemasna 3To [/ Hee.
[ Heé M Bcex OCTa/lbHBIX. JIO/DKHO OBbITh, MHe OBUIO [ABajIaTh MATH JIET, Korjga s
HaTKHY/ach Ha Hebosbilloe oObsiBNIeHWe B ra3ete. Bpaun vcKaiu MOPCKUX CBHHOK, UTOOBI
TIPOBEPUTHL Ha HUX HOBBIM Mperapar OT Aenpeccuu. Tak uTo s nmoAmnucanach Ha 3TU TeCTHl,
HACTOSITE/ILHO TIOOIMIPSsisi MOWX JIpy3eli cfienarh TO ke camoe. I Aymaro, uTo ObIIO MHOTO
KaHJuJaTOB. Bo-1epBbIX, «MOpCKasi CBUHKa» Oblyia paboToli, HaMm TUIaTH/IX 3a TO, YTOOBI HaC
ucnonb3oBamm. [Tocse Bcex uWcciefoBaHWM 3TO Obula He eAWHCTBeHHasi 00/acTb, KOrja
TeCTUPOBAHUSI/, UCTIBITAHUS TPOXOAWUIM Ha moAsx. ITotom ObuT AocTynm K OecruiaTHbIM
JlekapcTBaM. f coxkasero o JieKapcTBax. JIMUHO s CUMTar0, UTO TPaHb MeXAy HapKOTUKaMU U
HApKOTMKaMH OUeHb pa3MbITa, OHAa 3aBUCHT OT JIFOieH, 310X, obirjecTBa. S He cumTaro cebs
HapkoMaHoM, Oydotepud u JJMT — SBASIOTCS 3aKOHHBIMHU HapKOTHKaMu. UTO HEMHOTO
CTpaHHO. JTO $J, W3BJIeUeHHbIH W3 CMIOHU »KaObl Bydo AsbBapuc, KOTOpBIM HMeeT
NICUXOZe/IMUeCKre, Ta/UIFOLUHOTeHHble, HO W TepaneBTUYeCKue CBOMCTBA. Bnactu
COT/JIACU/TMCh C TE€M, UTO BpauM JO/DKHBI Pab0TaTh Hajl 3TUM BUAOM TIPOAYKI[UH, UTOOBI
TOMOYb HacesjeHuto. [leMCTBUTeNbHO, HA TPOTSHKEHWW [eCSTUIeTHUH JIIoAu KpaiiHe
HEeIOBO/IbHBI. YPOBEHb CAMOYyOWICTB B CTpaHe [OCTUT DEKOPAHO BBICOKOTO YypOBHs. $1
lyMar0, YTO Mbl BC€ HaxXOAUMCS B OAWHAKOBOW CUTyallUM, Mbl He 3HaeM, UTO J[eJaTh.
Jlyuiiee cpeficCTBO OT HeCuacThbsi -MPOCTO 3aCTaBUTh €r0 YWTHU, U 3aMeHWUTb HeraTUBHbIE
BelllU  T[OJ0KUTebHbIMUA. Korma Hac HakauuBatroT [IMT, [OKTOp B/iMBaeT HOBbIE
BOCIIOMMHAHUSI B Hallly TaMsiThb, UM [aKe yAaeTcs W3MEHUTh Hallly JIMYHOCTb, CO3[aTb
HOBYy10. 51 B 3TOl GosbHULIE yke Oosiee cemu MecsitieB. Mou Apy3bsi Bcerjila co MHOM, HO o
YYBCTBYO, UTO 51 e[MHCTBEHHAs1, KTO U3MEHWICS K Jyuiiiey. 5l 4yBCTBYIO ce0si CUaCT/IMBOM, B
mupe ¢ camuM coboii. [IpobnemMsl co 3mo0poBeeM Jlopu mpoAo/bKarT pactu, U Openua Bce
Gorbliie ¥ OOMbIIIe TIOTPYKAETCS B IETIPECCUI0 B TEUEHUU JIHS. Y MeHs TaKoe UYBCTBO, UTO S
Oyny eqUHCTBEHHOM, KTO OCTaHeTCS XKUBbBIM.

[Tarment No 318: Amu [Ipopenaso
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Korya Jlopu BepHy/iach B KOMHaTy, ApoXKaiilasi, OHa Oblia efiBa B co3HaHUU. Eé r1a3a Oblu
CTEK/ITHHBIMUA U TIOYTU BHe OpOuT. UeCTHO TOBOPS, eC/i ObI 51 He yC/IbIlasa eé JbIXaHusd, 51
ObI 1MolyMasia, UTO Bpaud MpUHECIU eé TpyIrl. VIHOT#a OoHM MOTYT ObITh OU€Hb >K€CTOKUMHU,
TIOYUTH CaZIMCTaMM, OHU CKa3a/ld, UTO JieJlaloT 3TO UToObl Hac rpoBepuTh. Ho s He gymato,
YTO TIOKa3 Tpyna uYesiOoBeKa SIB/ISeTCA TOJIe3HOM U TPOJYKTHMBHOW Tepanuer. B KoHLe
KOHI[OB, HEKOTOpPble METO/Ibl UX Teparnuy ObLTH OueHb CTpaHHBIMU.B OosbHUIE OOsbIIE
COTHU TallueHTOB, HO Hac ObwI0 Tpoe. Hy, He coBceM Tak, KaX/blii pa3 OAWH W3 Hac
orcyTcTByeT. [Ioka g B komHare ¢ Jlopy, Opesva NIpoXogUT AOMNOJHUTe/IbHBIe TecThl. Korza
s ¢ Openua, Jlopu go/mKHA TTOMTH B y1a3apeT. Kaxkplil eHb - OAUH U TOT >Ke AUCKYPC, OAUH
Y TOT >Ke TIOPOUHBIM KPYT, OeCKOHeUHbIH U 6e3 BbIX0/la KaK TYIIHK.

-ITaumenTs! 347, 318 v 424 npurnamaroTcs B KOMHATy 725 Ha [IepBOM JTaxKe.

OTO 3asiB/ieHre TM0Ka3a/JoCh MHE CTPAaHHBIM, HaC HUKOTZA He BbI3bIBA/Id BCEX TPOUX B OFHO
U Toxe Bpemsi. Ha 3tor pa3 npuiio Bpems. [lopa ybGeratb. ¥ Hac HUKOTZQ He ObIIO
BO3MOXHOCTH OBITH BCEM TPOUM BMecCTe. Y MeHsI co3pesia ujes, s He 3Har0, COTIaCsITCs JIN
JIEBYIIIKM C HeM, Mbl MHOTO pa3roBapvBa/id, U TeMOM, KOTOpas 4acTo 00CyKzanach, ObLT
Hail oTbe3s. Hukro u3 Hac He Obul roToB. JleueHuWe WMeI0 HeTraTMBHbLIE TOC/EACTBUS
TonbKO Asisi Jlopu. OHa oueHb TJIOXO pearvpoBajia Ha yXof, y Hee, Ka3ajoch, ObUTH Bce
no6ouHble 3PQeKThl: TTOCTOSTHHOE 6eCrOKOMCTBO, MPHUCTYIBI CTONOHSKA W OYeHb YacTo
W3MeHeHHs1 B 3puTelbHOM BocripusTud. OHa Oorbllle He BOCTIPUHUMAET peajibHOCTh. UTo
KacaeTcss AMH, y Hee ObUTM TIOJIOXKHUTENTbHBIE 3(PQeKThl, OOMBITMHCTBO €e HeraTUBHBIX
BOCTIOMHUHAHUN CTHUPAETCs, ee HaCTpoeHWe OOJibIlle He MEHSIeTCS, ¥ OHa Y/bl0aeTcs BCe
Bpemsi. [leficTBUTENIbHO BCe BpeMsi. DTO HEMHOTO 00eCKypaXkMBaeT U TPeBOKUT. HaCcKOJ/IBbKO
s MOTy CyAWTb, MO€ COCTOSIHUe He HW3MEHW/IOCh.... . HeT HMKakoro ymyuieHusi WIv
yXyAueHusi ... Mbl Bce Tpoe Takue pasHble. {1 37eCb HAUEro He CyXYy, [0 KpauHen mepe, s
Tak AyMmasna. Tak 4To s JieXKy Ha KpPOBaTH, IVisi[i JOKTOPY MpsMO B r7a3a. Ha 3ToT pa3 He
OBI/IO KA/IOCTH B €T0 B3IVIsZIe, Ha 3TOT pa3, Ka3aaoCh, ObLIO 00/erueHue.

«BbI moMHUTE CBOe UMsI, MUCC?» 1 TIPOCTO XOUYy KOe-4TO TIPOBEPUTb.

Ero Bompoc nokasasicsi MHe CTpaHHbIM. KoHeuHo, 51 TOMHU/Ia CBOE UMSL.

«Moe ums ? Amu [IpopenaBo.»

Ha ero /e otobpa>kaeTcst KpaTkasi y/ibIOKa U B3ZI0X 00/ierdeHusl.
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«51 pag yBUIeTb BaC CHOBA, TIPEXK/E UeM YUTH.»

Bce crano criokoiHbIM, BIiepBble AMHU TTOYYBCTBOBAJ/ia CBeT, 0CBOOOAM/Iack. Bpau perm,
YTO TIPUILIO BpeMsi, YToObl €€ OTMmycTUTb. HekoTopble MaljieHThl He OYeHb XOPOIIO
pearupoBa/sii Ha JieyeHve. Bosibllyl0 yacTb BpeMeHU UM y[aBajloCb OTMeKeBbIBATbCS OT
pa3[BoeHus] JIMYHOCTeH M UTOObI COXpaHUTb TOMbKO Jyulllee. OfHAaKO 3TO He Bcerza
cpabarbiBano. Tak 6wi10 ¢ Amu [IpopenaBo. [IBa ee anbrep-3ro, Openus [IpBemo u Jlopu
MagiopeeB, noctossHHO Opanu Bepx Haj Heil. Kpazisi eé BocrioMyHaHMs], He TIO3BOJISIST i
BbIpasuTh cebs. OHM He MOMOI/IM el ynyumuThcs. OHU ObUIM C/IMIIKOM HeraTUBHBIMU,
I1IeCCUMMCTUYHBIMU. YacTo OHU CO3aBajiv JIOXKHbIe BOCIIOMUHaHUA. HU ofvH ricuxosor He
MOT TIOHSATb, YTO CAyunniock. OHU HUKOT/IAa He MOIJIM TOHSTh, B UeM rpoOsieMa, Heyjaua.
Camoe crokHOe [y HUX ObUIO pasrajiaTb HacTtosiye ToAfenkd. OHM  CTanu
HeIpUIroAHbIMU /11 KU3HU. HUKTO He MOr »XWUTb C TakuM He3zgopoBbeM. VM korza 3To
TIPOMCXO/IUT, JIyullle OTMYCTUTh UX. YOUTb KOr0-TO HUKOTZA He ObIBaeT jierko. JTo TpebyeT
MyxecTBa. Ho MHOIza 3TO efUHCTBeHHOe, UTO HY)XHO czenarb. Mbl Bcerga crapaeMmcs
NpoiTH MOOBIMU cpeficTBaMu. Bpauu 371eck, 4To0bl moMoub HaM. OHU TaK)Ke 3HAlOT, KOoTza

OTIMyCTUTL.
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«3arajiai xeJ1aHHe»

Anna Yashivili

B ToT feHb ObI7IO TIpeKpacHoe JieTHee puMcKoe yTpo. Ha uacax 6buio 5:30 , cosHIe yke
B30LJI0 M Hayaj0 OCBellaTb MasneHbKyto KoMHaTKy Cecunbu. Cecunbsi CUIbBeCTPH, TaK
30ByT Hallly IJIaBHYIO T'epOWHIO, 0ObIYHasi JieBylllka M3 Heboratoli ceMbH, OTel] KOTOpOii
paboTaeT ToBapoM B MaJjieHBKOM pecTOpaHuUMKe, a MaTb TperojaeT B yHUBepcuTeTe PrmMa

TEOPHI0 UCKYCCTB.

Cecubst OUeHb CKPOMHA Y THXa JIEBYIIIKA, Y Hee MPaKTHUeCKU HeT APYy3eH, Tak Kak OHa BCe
cBOe CBOOOZIHOE OT yueObl BpeMmsi, TIPOBOAMT 3a PUCOBAHHWEM: OHA JIFOOMT JeaTh 3CKU3bI
pa3HbIX BUIOB Oabouek. OHa JFOOUT HAXOAUTHCS B OAMHOUECTBE, HAC/IaXK/[asiCh TUIIIMHOW U

CHOKOﬁCTBHEM, O0CTaBasAChb HaearHe CO CBOMMU MBIC/ISIMHU.

Kakgoe yTpo, Jaxke ceilluac, BO BpeMsi JIETHUX KaHHKYyJ, CeCWsbsi TIPOCHITIAETCS PaHo,
yTOOBI IPOBECTH YTPO BMECTE CO CBOMMH DOJUTE/ISIMU U TIPOBOJUTH UX Ha pabory. [Tocse
TOTO, KaK POJIUTE/N TIepellaruBaloT opor KBapTUpbl, CeCubs MOCBsITaeT Bpems cebe: oHa

caZiTCs Ha OasIKOH C KHUTOM M uaIriieukou (pupMeHHOro Kode U3 reii3epHoii KoeBapKH.

Kaxapi netHnit fleHb CeCWbM TIOXOXK Ha MPEABIAYLINN, HO TOJBKO He CEeroJHSILIHUMN.
[Tocse vallleyky 3CTIpecco U ouepeHOM [103bl KIaCCUUYeCKOM JINTepaTyphl, Hallla T/iaBHas
reporHs: cobpasack, YToObI HEMHOrO TOOpoAUTE 10 ropoAy. OHa Hazesa JieTKoe JieTHee
TJIaThHIle, TIaCTe/IbHO JKeTOTO IIBeTa, UyTh BhINNIe KojieHa, Oesble OOCOHOXKKM, Halllia B
cBoeM IIKay MasieHbKylo Oe/lyl0 CyMOUKy U TIOBeCH/a Ha ruiedo. Ilepe BBIXO[OM U3
KBapTUpbl CeCcusibs TbITaaach CAe/iaTb XBOCTUK, HO C ee KOPOTKUMH, CBET/IO-MIIIeHUYHbIMU
BOJIOCAMH 3TO 0Ka3aj0Ch HEMHOTO TPyJHee, YeM OHa /iyMasia, [I03TOMY CXBaTW/a TepejHre

TIPS BOJIOC MaJIeHbKOM 3aKOJIOUKOM B Bi/le 6aOD0UKM Ha 3aThLIKe.
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Cecunbsi CO CBOUMHM POJUTE/ISIMUA >XUBET psifloM ¢ Bok3anom TepmuHH, 1O3TOMY, KaXKbIi
pa3 Hallla TePOMHSI XOJUT CBOWM W3/H00/IeHHBIM MapIpyToM depe3 ynuily KaByp, CKBO3b

T/IOIIA/Th

OCKBU/IMHO, CBOpaYMBaeT Ha y/uIy AroctyuHo JlenpeTuc mocjie KOTOPOU UeT Ha Y/IuLly

KeupuHase, utobnl ronacts B KBupuHaibckue cazibl. Ho 3To O6bUT He KOHeI| ee MapIlIpyTa,
TakK Kak y Hee ObL/10 /IF0OMMOe MeCTo, B KOTOpPOe OHA YacTo MPUXOJu/ia U MOTJIa CUZeTh TaM,

IIOKa He CTeMHeeT.

Heno 6but0 K momyaHio v Cecwibsi TIOHSIA, UTO TPOTOJIofagack W IO JOpOre B CBOE
Mr06MMOe MeCTO 3allljia 3a C3H/[BUUEM C MPOIIYTTO KPYZA0, MOLIApes/ION U MOMHUI0PAMH.

Ona mia mo ymuie CraMriepusi OZHOBPEMEHHO Joefas CBOW ob0en. I HakoHell, OHa
HauMHaeT OTJa/IeHHO CJIBILIATh LIyM BOZbI U B 3TOT MOMEHT, OHa [TIOHMMaeT, UYTO yKe COBCeM
6/m3ko. Elrle uepe3 rapy MrHOBeHUM, OHa BUIUT, UTO TI0 JIEBYIO PYKY BU/IHEETCS TO CaMOe
MeCTO, KOTOpPOe TaK MHOTO 3HAuHT JIJIs1 Hee, OHa MOAXOAMT elrje Omrke, MpoOUpasich yepe3
TOJITy TYPHUCTOB U BCTAeT TakK, 4TOOBI BUZETb BCe I[eIMKOM. «BOT s U Jolia» - CcKasasa
Cecunbsi, CMOTpPsI Ha camoe TpeKpacHOe M Be/JlueCcTBeHHOe MecTo B Pume, Ha (poHTaH
TpeBu. OHa cesla Ha CTyIeHbKH, HaXoJsllMecss HalpoTUB (hOHTaHa, U B3[0XHY/a MOTHOU
rpyabto. OHa uyBcTBOBasa ceOs psioM C 3TUM (OHTAaHOM BCeTZia CIIOKOMHO U
YMUPOTBOPEHHO, HECMOTPSI Ha TOJIbI TypucTOB. Beab, korga Cecusibsi pucyeT, OHa He

3aMeydaeT HUKOTO BOKPYT. Ho cerofiHsi ee CIIOKOMCTBHe OBI/I0 HApYILIEHO.

«HpI/IBeT» - CKd3dJI KTO-TO I103aH.

«[TpuBeT» - MammHanmbHO OTBeTWa CeCu/ibs W Ha CEeKyH/Y 3acCThbla, TaK KakK TIbITAIach
TIOHATBb, KTO TOJBKO UTO C HeM mo3zopoBascsa. OHa Habpanach CMeNOCTH W TIOBEPHY/IACh
Ha3a/l, HO C3a/ii HUKOTO He ObIIO.

«[laBHO TyT CUUIIIL?» - BAPYT KTO-TO CKa3asl CJieBa.

«AW» - BCKpUKHy/a Cecumnbsi OT HeOXXUAAHHOCTU — «Hesib3s ke Tak myratb»
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«[la s1 1 He cobupascs Tebst MyraTh, HO BCe paBHO MPOCTU. MeHs, KcTaTh, BUHUEHIIO 30BYT,
HO [py3bs 30BYT MeHS TIPOCTO OHI[O» - CKa3aJl OH, TPOTSITHBasi DPYKY, YTOObI
M03710poBaThCsl - «OueHb MPUSTHO» - CMYLLIEHHO CKa3asa JleBYILKa.

ITay3a.

«3Haellb, NAIOT MeXXY ABYMs JIFOAbMH 3TO Korjja 00a UTO-TO TOBOPSIT M CITPAIITUBAIOT» -
cKa3as BuHueH110 c jierKoii yieIbkoi. - «Hy sagHo, gaBaii monpobyem cHauasa. ITpuBet!»
- CKasan OH, cMOTpsd Ha Cecuabl0, HO OHa MOJYMT U C HeAOyMEHHWeM CMOTPUT Ha
He3HaKoML|a repe/; Heil.

«TyT ThI JIO/DKHA CKa3aTb MHE YTO-TO B OTBET» - TUXO TOBOPUT BrHueH1j0 Cecunbe
«OH, na, npoctu.llpuset!» - ckazana Cecusnbs

«MeHsi 30ByT BrHUeHII0, a TeOs?»

«Cecusibsi» - CKasasa OHa, IpOTAruBasi pyKy

«BoT, BUAUIIL ¥ HUYEro CJI0KHOTO B OOLeHUM C JPYTMM Ue/IOBEeKOM HeT, TlaBHOe UTO-TO
TOBOPUTB B OTBET» - CKa3a/l MOJIOZIOW YesioBeK U 3aCMesiyICS.

Cecusibsi HeBOJBLHO Hayajsa CMeATbCS W ToAyMmana Tpo cebsi: - «Kako ke y Hero

3apa3uTe/ibHbIA CMex». V1 B 3TO MTHOBEHHME OHA TMOHs/Ia Ha CKOJIbKO eM JIeTKO C HUM, UTO

OHa He OOWTCSI pa3roBapvBaTh, OHa TlepecTana CTeCHATbCA. B oauH mur oHa OyaTo crana

HEMHOTO YBepeHHee B cebe, ueM paHbIIIe.

«JIroOuITIb PUCOBaTh B OJJMHOUECTBE» - Pe3K0o cripocun BunueHijo y CecumbH, NpepBaB
TIOTOK ee OeCKOHEUHBIX MbIC/IeN

«Uro...Kak..nmoyemy... Tbl PO 3TO CIIPOCUI?» - C HefiOyMeHueM nocMoTpesia Cecusibs Ha
cBOero HoBOTO Jipyra — «C 4ero Thl BOOOII[e B35/, UTO S PUCYIO?» - HEYBEPEHHO CKa3asa
OHa U OTBEpPHY/IA TOJIOBY OT DHII0, YTOOBI CKPBITH CBOE CMYIIeHHe.

OH mocMoTpes Ha Hee, B3ZJOXHYJ W Hayajl rOBOpUTh — «IIOMHHUILB, MATH CEeKyHJ, Hasag,

KorJia s TIepBbIl pa3 cKasan Tebe TIpUBeT, a Thl JepPHy/Jach Tak, Kak OyATo MpuBejeHue

yByuzena? [loMHMIIB?» - CKasajql OHLIO U 3aCTbUI OT ee KPacOoTbl, OH B MPSIMOM CMBIC/Ie

YTOHY/I B €€ CBET/JIO CEPBIX Ijla3dX. On ncciaegoBsaa ee Jio, TdK, yTOOLI HUUEro He
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ynyctutb. ¥ CecusnbH, JeHCTBUTENbHO, OUeHb KpacHBble UepThl JIMIla: MpO3pavHble I71a3a,
MaJileHbKUM, aKKypaTHbIM HOCHK, HEBEPOSITHO [/IMHHbIE PeCHHL[bl, KpacHBbIe T'y0Obl C SIPKO
BBIPa’KeHHOM ra/Ioukoi Hasl TyOOi.

«Hy Aa» - CKa3dJ/ld Cecunbs BI/IH‘-IEHL[O, HO TOT MOJ/TUUT U CMOTPHUT en MpAMO B I71d3a

«TBI K€ CaM I'OBOpWJ, UTO AHaJIOI — 3TO, KOIr/a o0a ue/loBeKa OTBEYAIOT» - C yXMI::IJ'IKOﬁ

CKa3asia OHa
«YTo mpocTu?» - npousHec BuHueHI0, OyATO OBI TOBLKO ITPOCHY/ICS

«[Togoxay, MHe TI0Ka3a/oCh WM Thl WCTIOMb30Bajia MO ke (pasy!» - ckazam DHIO C
YBEPEHHOCTBIO, PACIIPaBJIsisl TPY/b

«He et cebe, s IpoCTO CTaparoch BeCTH Oecefly, a Thl YCTaBUICS Ha MeHsl, U BooOIIle, He
TIPWIMYHO TaK CMOTPETh, Tebst UTo, B IETCTBE MaHepaM He Hayuwiu. U Jja, oTBeuy Ha TBOM
BOTIPOC, 51 /OO0 pUCOBaTh B OJUHOYECTBE...» - He ycrena Cecuibs JOTOBOPUTH, Kak
BuHUYeHI[0 TTPoAo/KuI (dpasy: - «b6abouek». Cecunbss CMOTPUT Ha HErO W JyMaeT -: «KakK
rapeHb, C KOTOPBIM S TTO3HAKOMW/IACh MEHbIIe TSATH MUHYT Ha3aj, 3HaeT 000 MHe Bce
camoe TI0TaéHHOe: MOoe JTF00MMoe MecTo, Moe X000H, Moe TF00MMOe HaCeKOMOoe, MOXKET OH
elle M 3HaeT, Kakoi C3HABMY s Oepy!» - «5 He [OTOBOpPW/I, B MOMEHT, KOTZ[a TbI
WCITyrajiach MeHsl, Thl 0OpPOHHU/IA 3CKU3 CBOEro PUCYHKa, a TaM Oblla HauepueHa 6abouka,
Tak ke Ha TBOeM Opac/ieTe eCcTb MajieHbKasl TI0/IBecKa B BHle 0a00UKM U 3aK0JIKa Ha TBOUX
BOJIOCAX TOXKe ¢ 0abOUKOM, UTO HAaTa/JIKMBAEeT Ha MBIC/Ib, YTO ODabouKa

— TBOE JIF00MMOe HaCeKoMOoe.»

«[1a, TbI TIpaB» - cka3zana CecCubsl, 3aKW/IbIBasi BLIOMBIIIYIOCS TPSi/Ib BOJIOC OT BeTpa Ha3af,
— «ThI OUeHb BHUMaTe/bHbIH, s TAKMX KaK ThI, ellje HUKOT/a He BcTpedasa». Ceclsibsi cama
He O)KKZlaja, 9To CKaXKeT TaKyro ¢pasy, OHa He TIOHUMAeT, KakK O[H He3HaKoMell, KOTOPOTo
OHAa BCTpeTH/a MeEHbIle TSTH MHHYT HasajJ, IOMOr el BBICBOOOJUTHCA W3 OKOB
HeyBepeHHOCTH. C HUM OHa UyBCTByeT ceOsi cBOOOHOM, OHa OOsIbliie He CTeCHSIeTCS U He

OOUTCSI TOBOPUTB.

Ona CMOTPHUT Ha HEro, B €ro CBET/IO-KadpHe I7id3d, Y HETO KallITAHOBbIE HEMHOT'O BBIOIIKECA

BOJIOCHI, T'YCThIE 6pOBI/I, CWJIbHO BBIDdA’K€HHbIE CKYJIbI, OCTpLIﬁ Hoc — «boxe MOﬁ, g 4To
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CMOTPIO Ha Hero» - rnmogymMasia Cecunbs u BCTPETU/1aCh B3IVIA0M C 3HL[O, KOTOprﬁ TOXXe He
OTphbIBaJ/I OT Hee B3Ijid4d.

Onu MpocuejiM TakKk HEKOTOPpOe BpeMd U Cecunbs TIOHAJ/I4, TIOUEMY €€ TAHYJIO Croad, TOUHee
KTO TAHYJ/I, OHA GyATO 3dpdHee 3HaJ/la, UTO BCTPETUT €ro. Cecunbs TIOHsI/1a, UTO He MOKET

nepectarb CMOTPETb Hd HE3HAKOMIIAd HAIIPDOTKUB Hee.

«MoxkeT nporysisieMcsi HEMHOT0?» - cripaimBaeT JHI0 y Cecunbu
«[la, C ynoBONIbCTBHEM» - CKa3ajia OHa

«[ToeM B CTOPOHY ...» - He ycreBaeT AOroBOpUTh BrHuUeHI]0, Kak Cecusibsi, yuTast ero
MBIC/IM, TIPOM3HOCHUT: - «MbI I0MeM Ha VCraHCKyro JIeCTHULLY, X0uy IOCH/eTh Ha Hew,
TaM Kak pa3, B 3TO BpeMsl He MHOTO JIFoZeii»

«$] He MOHMMarO Kak» - ToBOpUT BuHueH110 — «Ho TbI OyATO UyBCTByelllb MeHs, UATAelllb

MOMU MBIC/IA. Y MeHs omy1ieHue, 4To 4 3HAl0 TeOsI BCIO JKU3Hb».

CrnoBo 3a C/I0BO, y/vlja 3a y/aWIleH, yablOKa 3a yabIOKOH, W OHM 00a He 3aMeTH/H, Kak
CTeMHeJI0, TaK KakK ObLTM yB/ieueHbl Oece/joil U vccieqoBaHreM Apyr aApyra. OHU cuziesiu Ha
WICTIaHCKOMW JIeCTHULIe, CMOTpe/IM Ha Tuioliab VicraHuu, Ha TIPOXOASIIMX MUMO Jtofield U

OHH 00a TTOHA/IW, YTO HUKTO HE€ HY>KE€H UM B 3TOM MHPE, I'J/laBHOE OBITH BMeECTE.

Bapyr Cecunbsi mocMoTpesia Ha CBATSLUMCA 5KpaH CBoero TejedoHa, TaM Obul
TIPOMYILIeHHBIH OT ee Taribl, ¥ OHa yBHU/esa BpeMsi, Ha yacax O6buio 23:59.
«[ociogn, yxke mo/MHOUB» - pe3ko BCKpUKHysna Cecuibsd, 4TO BHHUEHI]0 HEBOJBHO

B3/IPOTHY/

«YMeelllb >Xe Tbl MPEKPAaCHbIM MOMEHT CBOWM BU3IOM CIyTHYTb» - HAaCMELIJIMBO CKa3as
BuHueH1]0 — «BOT UTO ThI TaK KPWUUMIIb, Thl Jyullle csigb U Koraa Oyzet 00:00 3aragait
CBOE CaMoe 3aBeTHOe JKeylaHue!»

«Y4to?» - ¢ HegoymeHueM cripocusia Cecunbsd — «Tbl mpaBja Bepullb B 3Ty Yemyxy?» -
TIPOZIO/DKMJIA OHA.

«Boo011e-To Bepro!» - yBepeHHO CKa3ajl JHI[0
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«H ThI XOUeIllb CKa3aThb, UTO y TeOsI CObIBA/IMCH JKeJlaHHsl, KOTOphIe BOT TaK BOT 3arafibiBa!»
- YBEPEHHO CKa3ajia OHa

«[la, cOBIBA/IMCh» - CKa3aJ DHI[0 M Pe3KO BCTa/l Ha HOTU — «Buepa, POBHO B TOJHOUb S
3arajilajl BCTPETUTb 4YeJjioBeKa, KOTOPBIH OyleT MOHWUMATh MeHsl C TIOMyC/IOBa, KOTOPBIM
OyzeT uyBCTBOBaTh MeHS. YTPOM s MPOCHY/ICS OT TOrO, UTO B MOKO KOMHATy CTad
3anetath 0Oabouku. BHauasie s1 HUKaK He oOpalrjajl Ha 3TO BHUMaHUS, HO WX KOJMYECTBO
YBEJIMUUBAJIOCH, U S PEIIN/ Y3HaTh, OTKY/lA K€ OHH JIETST.»

«1 uyto? OTKyza OHM jeTeu?» - C yaubieHueM cripocusia Cecusibs, OHa XOTesa 3HaTb
TIPOZIOJDKEHHE.

«Cecusib, OHU MPUBEIH K Tebe!» - cka3ayn JHI0, CMOTPSI el TpsSIMO B IV1a3a

«YT0?» - cripocusia oHa

«,Z[a, W BHa4daJ/ie g4 He ITOHKMMaJl, 4 II0OTOM YBH€JI TBOKO 3dKOJIKY U OCO3HaJl, UYTO MOe€ XeJldHHe
HCIIO/THUJ/IOCh. . Hy d JdJjbllle Tbl KW CdMa 3Hd€llb» - CKd3adJjl BI/IHLIEHLIO CMYyLIasChb,

3aCOBbIBasi PyKH B KapMaHbI OPIOK.

Cecubst CUUT Ha UCTIAHCKOM JIeCTHULIE B HEJJOYMEHHH, Y>Ke 3a0bIB, UTO HY>KHO 3arafibiBaTh
)KeslaHue Y UTO HY>KHO BepHYThCs IoMou. OHa CUIUT U MbITAeTCSl 0CO3HATh MPOMCXOsliiee,
BAPYT ee TOTOKH OeCKOHEeUHO-LIMPKY/IUPYIOIIUX MBICTeN TpepbiBaeT JHIO: - «Cecunb, s
Xouy, uToOBI MBI BCerJia ObLIM BMeCTe, Mbl He TIPOCTO TakK BCTpeTUUCh! Cecusibsi, 3TO
cyzabbal!» - ckasas OH ¥ HEeXXHO B3si/1 ee PYKU B CBOM.

«51 He 3Har0...DHI]0, Mbl 3HAKOMbI He TaK J0/r0...» - He ycrnesna CeCusibs 3aKOHUWUTh CBOe
rpesijiokeHue, Kak BUHUeHII0 roBOpUT ell: - «B Apyrou pas, Thl He COBEpLIUIIb TOW Ke
oi6KH, oobeiijaii MHe!»

«Uto? B kakoii fpyroit pa3? Tel 0 ueMm, JHII0?» - HauMHaeT KpruuaTh CeCusibs U MIOHUMaeT,

uyto BuHueHI[0 O0bille HeT, OH OyATO MCITapHICS.

Cecwibsg HauMHaeT OeraTh 1O TuIoIiaAu Vcrmanwu, wina BuHUYeHIIO, OHa OeXXHUT, TIIauer,
KDUUHWT, a TOTOM...M[lejieHa TepeJ ee Ila3aMM M OHa CJIBIIUT Tro/IoC CBOEW MaMmbl: -

«Cecubs,J04Ka, IPOCHUCH.
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Cecwibst OTKPBIBAeT I71a3a U HUUero He roHMMaeT. OHa CUAUT Ha OanKoHe CBOel KBapTHUPHI,
pPSAOM C Hel BCTPeBOXKEHHble poauTenu. [leBylka OMISAbIBAeTCS, BUAUT YallKY
He/IONUTOr0 YTPeHHero Kode, JieXKalllyto KHUTY Ha ee KOJeHsIX, 1 0CO3HaeT, UTo BCe TO, UTO
C Hell TPOMCXOAW/O0, 3TO ObIM BCero villb CoH. CeCusibsi TIOJHUMAeT TOJIOBY, U POAUTENH
CIipallvBaroT ee: - «Cecusibs, YTO IMPOU3O0LIIIO, Thl yCHY/IA? Thl TaK KpUyasia BO CHe, UTO MbI

C MaMoOl OoueHb I/ICl'IyT'EUII/ICB! ThI YTO, He [IOMHHIIIb, KdK KpI/I‘-IaJ'Ia?» - CIIpDOCHJI I1dal1a.

Cecunbsi HUUero He OTBeTW/14, JIMIIb ITOCMOTpe/ia Ha pO,E[HTE]IEﬁ Y Haya/a njakatb. OHa He

CMOIJIa paccKas3aTb CBOW COH.

Beuep 6b11 00bIUHBIN B ceMbe CuibBecTpH, MaMa CeCUTbY TIPUTOTOBUJIA TIACTY, U OHU BCe

BMecTe celud YkuHatb. OHU TOBOpwIM 000 Bcem, K 3ToMy BpemeHu Cecusbs HEMHOTO

npuiivia B cebss W y Hee TIPOCHY/ICS ammeTHT, HO, KaK TOJLKO OHAa TIOAHeC/a BHJIKY C

HaKpy4eHHOM MacTol, Kak B PYT, KTO-TO TTIO3BOHW/I B /IB€Pb.

- «Koro 310 npuHec/o B Takoi yac?» - ckasas narna Cecusby € MOMHbIM PTOM MaCThbl

- «51 He 3Hato, moly mocMoTpro» - ckaszasna Cecusbsi. [eByllika BCTaja M3-3a CTOJ/lA U
nogoiizia K fisepu. OHa OTKpbL/IA ee U Mepef; Heil AOCTaBILIMK, HO JIMLla ero He BUJHO U3-3a
TeHH, KOTOPYIO CO3JaeT KerKa.

- «[106pbIii Beuep!» - CKa3as A0CTABILIMK U TIOAHS/T TOJIOBY.
- «OHLO!» - BCKpUKHY/1a CeCcusibs OT HeJOyMeHUs

- «Tb1 MHe TooGel1iasia, YTO He COBEpPIIUIIL OOJIbIIIe TaKoW OLIMOKU» - CKa3aa DHII0 U Jal
el B pyKH KOpoOKy

- «Y4T10 TaM?» - cipocuiia Cecusbs

- «OTKpOM» - CKasas OH

Cecubsi OTKpbIBaeT KOPOOKY W OTTYZIa BBIJIETAIOT COTHW PAa3HOI[BETHBIX Oabouek, KOTopbie

HAUWHAKOT KPY>XHUTh I10 BCel KBapTHpe.
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Organisation : Eléonore Cartellier
Coordination par langue :
Allemand : Natacha Rimasson-Fertin (Grenoble), Agnes Selles (Valence)
Anglais : Eléonore Cartellier (Grenoble) ; Vivien Todeschini (Valence)
Espagnol : Laurence Garino-Abel (Grenoble) ; Janice Argaillot (Valence)
Italien : Filippo Fonio
Russe : Laure Thibonnier
Frangais (pour les ERASMUS uniquement) : Nadi Ferchiche-Jay
Bibliothéque d’UFR : Julie Darnand
Communication : Géraldine Grégoire
Direction de ’'UFR de Langues étrangeres : Véronique Jude, directrice

Allemand Espagnol

Prix de I'innovation narrative : 1. Imperfecto, Tiny De

Zelda und Herr Sanitas, Franka Martino

Wurps 2. Amor de madre, Justine
Jacquin

3. MafAana serd otro dia,
Nicolas Fernandez

4. Ojos Azules, Natalia
Hincapie

Anglais

Prix Coup de coeur du jury : Limbo,

Sara Eymard

1. Two Lungfuls of Stale Air,
Dorian Sifaoui

2. And If I Never Know ..., Mia
Borel

3. Ohsimple thing, where have
you gone?, Mahé Caussanel

UCA UCA UGA

UFR DE LANGUES Université
ETRANGERES S'r‘évni’ii‘eempes Grenoble Alpes E ditio n S

Frangais (ERASMUS)
1. Caisse Numéro 4, Heiner
Blon

Italien
1. Quanti passi mi restano?,
Christina Tardivel

Russe

1. Axo4y nutb, Hervé Aubert

2. [ge a Ha cBoem mecre,
Valentin Albert

3. Cyacrbe - 370 /IEKAPCTBO,
B KOTOPOM Mbl BCE
Hy»aaemcs, Alix Legeay

4. «3aragai
wenaHue»,3aragam
enanue», Anna Yashivili

Université Grenoble Alpes
UFR de Langues étrangeres

1491 rue des Résidences
38400 St-Martin-d’Heres
FRANCE
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