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Svetlana means "Bearing Light". It very rarely happens that the destiny of a person, their
deeds and name, fully coincide, as happened in Svetlana de Rohan-Levashov’s case. All her life,
from earliest childhood, was permeated with an aspiration to Light, Knowledge and spiritual
development. That her fate is unusual is the very least one can say. From the very beginning of her
life she had to adapt to the fact that she differed greatly from people around her, that she could do a
lot of things which were inaccessible and incomprehensible for others. Being yet very little,
Svetlana had to study and master her abilities, to learn how to control and use them correctly. She
experienced the bitter taste of misunderstanding and mistrust, envy and cruelty, loneliness and
hatred very early on. Her miraculous innate abilities were misunderstood and unclaimed; she had to
survive and live in this world, a very dangerous and insidious world, especially, for a lonely little

girl...
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Preface

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

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

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

I am grateful to my grand-dad for bright and unforgettable recollections with which he filled
my child's world and also unusual wonders which, regrettably, very soon became the "scourge" of
my childhood existence.

I am grateful to my father. I could not have lived my life with my chin up, never surrendering
or losing my faith in myself without his support. My life would never be the way it is now without
his love and faith in me.

I am grateful to my mother for her wonderful kindness and faith in me, for her help and
resolute guarding of my "eccentric" abilities.

I am grateful to my wonderful son Robert who gave me a chance to be a proud mother, for his
open heart and his talent, and also because he just exists on this Earth.

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

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

Addendum to Preface

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

Present ousts the past bit by bit, encumbering our brain, which has been already strongly
over-loaded with today’s important events, and our lovely childhood and youth, so dear to our
hearts, gradually recede into the background, being blurred by the stream of the important today...

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

For reasons of which we are unaware, sometimes a person or a fact leaves an indelible
impression and is literally "imprinted" in our memory forever, and sometimes something very
important disappears in the ever-flowing stream of time and only an accidental conversation with an
old acquaintance unexpectedly snatches out some exceptionally important event from the nooks of
our memory and the thought that we could have forgotten such a thing amazes us to the bottom of
our heart!
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Before I started writing this book, I tried to refresh some events in my memory which I
considered important for me and interesting enough for telling to others, but to my huge
disappointment I understood that even my excellent memory would be unable to restore many
details, and especially dialogues, which happened such a long time ago, with appropriate accuracy.

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

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

In case of my being unsuccessful in that, I just would like to invite all those interested to
slightly lift the veil of time with me for a short while and to live together my strange and sometimes
even slightly mad, but very unusual and colourful, life...

1. The beginning

From a bird's-eye view of the past years of our life, our dear childhood looks more like some
kind of very beautiful fairy-tale which we heard a very long time ago. Warm mother’s hands
carefully covering you with a blanket before sleep, long and sunny summer days, not yet blurred
with sorrows and many other things, light and cloudless like our far away childhood itself, are
summoned to mind.

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

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

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

2. A Friend

For as long as I can remember the greater part of my earliest recollections as a child was
always associated with the forest, dearly loved by all members of my family. We lived in a couple
of houses very close to it and went there almost every day. My grandpa who I adored with my
whole little heart was like a forest spirit to me. It seemed that he knew every tree, flower, bird or
path and he could tell about that absolutely awesome and unknown to me world for hours, never
repeating himself or getting too tired to answer my foolish child’s questions.

I would never miss these morning walks with him for anything in the world. They were my
favourite fairy-tale world which I shared with nobody. To my huge regret, I understood who my
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grandfather really was only many years later, but then he was just the nearest, warmest and most
fragile human being with bright lively eyes who taught me to listen to nature, talk to the trees and
even to understand the voices of birds. Then I was just a little girl and sincerely thought that such
things were quite normal; or maybe I did not think about it at all. I remember my first acquaintance
with a "talking" tree. It was an old and enormous oak, too huge for the little hands of a child.

— Do you see how big and kind it is? Listen to it. Listen... — the gentle and enveloping voice
of my grandfather whispered. And I heard...

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

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

I always adored nature. I was tightly connected with any of its manifestations, independent of
place, time or somebody's wish. From the earliest days of my conscious existence our enormous old
garden became the favourite place of my everyday games. Until now I remember, in the minutest
detail, the feeling of that unique child's delight which I always experienced running out there on a
sunny summer morning! I submerged into that extremely familiar and at the same time so
mysterious and ever-changing world of smells, sounds and absolutely inimitable senses; the world
which regrettably grows and changes as we grow and change, and later we have neither time nor
strength to stop and listen to our soul.

We constantly speed along in a wild whirlpool of days and events, pursuing our dream and
trying to "achieve something in this life" at all cost. And gradually we begin to forget (if we
remembered it at all) how strikingly beautiful a blossoming flower can be, how marvelous the forest
smells after the rain or how sometimes incredibly deep the silence can be and how our soul
exhausted by the everyday race needs just a simple rest.

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

At that time we lived in the old two-story house surrounded by an enormous old garden.
Every day my mother went to work and my father mainly stayed at home or was out for trips
because he worked as a journalist in a local newspaper the name of which I regrettably do not
remember. Therefore almost all day I spent with my grandpa and grandma, my father’s parents (as I
knew later, his foster parents).

3. The first "swallows"

My second favourite passion was reading, which forever remained my greatest love. I learned
to read when I was three which, as it appeared later, was a very early age for that. When I was four,
I already could fluently and incessantly read my favourite fairy-tales (for which I have now paid
with my eyes).

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

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

When, surprised, I asked: — Why?

My mother confusingly said that it would be our secret for a while. Of course I agreed, but it
seemed to me a little strange because I was used to sharing all my news openly with my friends, and
now it was suddenly forbidden for some reason. My strange "adventure" was gradually forgotten,
because every day of one’s childhood usually brings something new and unusual. But one day it
repeated again and then happened almost every time when I began to read something.

I fully submerged in my amazing fairy-tale world, which seemed to me far more real than all
other usual "realities". And in no way could I understand, having the mind of a child, why my
mother became less and less delighted every time I told her my inspired stories. My poor kind
mother! Now, on living my life, I can only imagine what she must have gone through then! I was
her third and only child (my brother and sister died at birth), which had suddenly submerged into
who knows what and was not going to come out of it!

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

4. The loss

A burning and unknown pain flung me into a strange and cold world of adults, giving no
possibility of ever coming back. My fragile, light and fairy-tale world of a child was broken into
thousands of tiny pieces which, somehow I knew, I could never bring together. Certainly, I still was
a little six-year-old child with my dreams and fantasies, but at the same time I firmly knew that our
amazing world could not be always so fairyland beautiful and, so it appears, was not always
safe to exist in.

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

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

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

I jumped up like a disheveled chicken, gasping in indignation and, as ill luck would have it,
unable to find in my "rebelling" head the words so needed for this moment. It was so vexing and
absolutely unfair! Why must he speak about the sadly-inevitable event which (I even understood it
already) sooner or later must happen, on such a wonderful evening?! My heart did not want to hear
that and accept such a "horror", which was quite natural: all of us, even children, refuse to
acknowledge this sad fact so much that we pretend that it will never happen. Maybe one day it can
happen to someone somewhere, but not to us... never.

Of course, all the charm of our wonderful evening disappeared and I did not wish to dream
anymore about anything. Life again gave me to understand that no matter how hard we try, there
are not so many things in this world which we, actually, can control. My grandpa’s death indeed
turned my life whole upside-down. He died in my hands when I was just six years old. It happened
in an early sunny morning when everything around seemed to be so happy, tender and kind. The
first morning birds joyfully called to one another in the garden, merrily passing the latest news to
each other. A pink-cheeked dawn, still soft after the last morning sleep, was about to open its eyes,
washed by the morning dew. The air exhaled an amazingly delicious fragrance from the multitude
of summer flowers.

Life was so pure and beautiful! There was no way one could imagine that a misfortune could
suddenly and pitilessly burst into such a fairy-tale-wonderful world. It just did not have any right
to do so!!! But it is not in vain that they say misfortune always comes uninvited, never asking
permission to enter. This morning it entered our home, without knocking, and effortlessly destroyed
my so well protected, carefree and sunny child’s world, leaving unbearable pain and the terrible and
cold emptiness of the first loss in my life.

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

I had a terrible feeling that time had stopped and we were both out of it, as if someone had
placed us in a glass sphere where there was neither life nor time. And then I felt as if my hair stood
on end. I will never forget that feeling, even if I live for a hundred years!

I saw a transparent luminous spirit that came out of my grandpa’s body and, on floating to
me, it began to softly flow into me. I was terribly scared at first, but then I felt soothing warmth and
for some reason understood that nothing bad could happen to me. The spirit like a luminous stream,
easily and softly flowed into me, and became smaller and smaller, as if gradually "melting", and I
felt as if my body became enormous, vibrating and extraordinarily light, almost "soaring".

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

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

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

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

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

I also began to understand that my mother was right when she advised me not to tell my
friends about everything. But I just could not understand why they did not want to know about
these things, they were so interesting! So, step by step, I came to the sad understanding that I
probably was not like any other children, that I was different. When one day I asked my mother
about it directly, she said that [ must not be sad, but on the contrary, I should be proud of it, because
it was a special talent. Honestly speaking, in no way could I understand what kind of a talent it was
from which all my friends tried to keep as far away as possible! But this was a reality and I had to
live with it. Therefore I tried to adapt to it somehow and share my strange "abilities and talents"
with my friends and acquaintances as little as possible.

Although sometimes it slipped out unwillingly, like, for example, I often knew what would
happen in that or any other day or hour to one or another of my friends and wanted to help them,
warning them about it. But to my great surprise they preferred to know nothing and were angry
with me, when I tried to explain something to them. Then, for the first time, I understood that not
all people were eager to hear the truth, even if it could help them somehow. And this discovery
made me even sadder.

6. The first contact

Six months after my grandpa’s death an event happened, which I think is worth a special
mention. It was a winter night (then, the winters in Lithuania were very cold!). I had just gone to
bed when suddenly I felt a strange and very soft "call", as if someone called me from very far away.
I got up and came to the window. The night was very quiet, bright and serene. A thick snow-cover
shimmered with cold sparks all over our dormant garden, as if the reflection of countless stars
gently spun a sparkling silver spider web on it. It was so quiet, as if the world stiffened in a strange

7



Svetlana de Rohan-Levashov Revelation

lethargic sleep.

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

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

At last we reached a small round glade and there, in the moonlight, were several very tall and
incredibly sparkling figures. They looked very like us, people, only they were absolutely transparent
and weightless, like my exceptionally uncommon guest. They all wore long streaming clothes
which looked like white shimmering cloaks. Four figures were male with absolutely white
(probably grey) very long hair with shining hoops on their heads. And two figures were female
which looked very like my guest, long hair and an enormous sparkling crystal in the middle of the
forehead. They all emitted soothing warmth and somehow I understood that nothing bad could
happen to me.

I do not remember how I found myself in the centre of the circle. I only remember that
suddenly all these figures began to produce bright luminous green rays which were directed right to
me, into the area of my heart. All my body began to "sound" quietly (I do not know how to define
my state more precisely, because this was exactly the feeling of a sound inside of me). The sound
became stronger and stronger, my body became weightless, and I hung over the surface like these
six figures. The green light became unendurably bright, completely filling all my body. I felt
unbelievably light, as if I was about to fly up. Suddenly a dazzling rainbow flared in my head, like a
door opened and I saw an unknown world. I had a very peculiar feeling, as if I knew this world a
very long time ago and at the same time I never knew it.

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

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

I again somehow found myself in the circle, only now there were twelve luminous figures
around me. I again heard a beautiful sound. And I saw myself in a strange crystal egg which was as
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if being assembled of countless number of small diamonds. The figures disappeared, I remained
alone. Suddenly each of these crystals began to shine very brightly and I felt myself full of "holes",
as if millions of holes opened in my body through which strange and warm music was poured into
me from every small crystal. I felt so amazingly well that I wanted to cry... Afterwards I
remembered nothing.

I woke up in the morning in my room, perfectly remembering every detail of what had
happened last night, being absolutely sure that it was not a dream or my imagination, that it was
all true and real, like it always was with me. But even if I wished to doubt it very much, the
following events would have wiped clean my most sceptical thoughts, if such had ever flashed
through my mind.

7. A test

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

But one night nobody came. It was a pitch-dark and moonless night. I stood at the window
pressing my forehead against the cold window-glass, keeping my eyes glued on the garden covered
in a shimmering snow shroud, trying to discern something moving and familiar till my eyes began
to ache, feeling deeply lonely and even a bit "treacherously" abandoned. I was very sad and bitter
and felt like crying. I knew that I was losing something incredibly important and precious to me. No
matter how hard I tried to prove to myself that everything was all right and they just were late, at
the bottom of my heart I dreaded that they could never come. I felt offended and hurt and in no way
wanted to believe it. My little child’s heart refused to accept such a "terrible" loss and acknowledge
the fact that some day that should happen; only I did not know yet — when and I wildly wanted to
postpone this ill-fated moment as far as possible.

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

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

Then, being on the verge of the most real panic, I remembered the creature with the crown of
amazing beauty and mentally called to him for help. Foolish, it would seem, but my headache
immediately disappeared, giving place to blustering delight, because I suddenly saw again the
already familiar shining city and my wonderful and unusual friends. They all for some reason
smiled at me very warmly, as if approving, emitting incredibly bright green light around their
sparkling bodies. As it appeared later, without knowing it, I had passed the first test in my life, of
which later on there will be so many indeed, but this was the first time and only the beginning...
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I was just a child and could not even suspect then that bad or, as we call them, "black" spirits
can perfectly exist in those "other", incredibly beautiful and "pure" worlds and snatch the
"greenhorns", like I was then, which had just "hatched out" to another level of reality, like a fish on
the hook and gladly devour their raging life-force or connect them to a "black" system for good.
Regrettably, there were not many "nestlings" that could free themselves from it without knowing
how or having the necessary potential for that.

Therefore I could not even imagine how lucky I was then that I somehow managed to see
quite another thing instead of that which someone very persistently tried to suggest to me. (I think
that even then I somehow managed to scan the situation without realizing that). And if it were not
for my amazing "crowned" friend who I called just in time, being wildly frightened, nobody knew
in what far away "black" worlds my spirit would dwell now, if it was still alive at all. That is why
there was so much joyful warmth and light in my "star" friends’ hearts. I think that this event,
regrettably, became one of the main reasons for our farewell. They considered that I was now ready
to think independently, but I personally did not consider it so at all...

8. The farewell

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

Then the male spirit with a shining crown stretched his hands toward me and the world
changed. A dazzlingly bright crystal tornado began to whirl around me and fully "insulated" me
from my friends. When it disintegrated, a strange, black and naked Earth was around me. I was in
the middle of nowhere and absolutely alone, but for some reason I was not afraid. I felt that they
were trying to show me something and I had to try to do my best to see it. Suddenly a terrible
feeling of absolute emptiness crept into my heart: there was nothing there — no light, sounds or any
foothold under my feet. [ hung in the "nowhere"...

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

I did not understand what it was, but I knew that I must remember it and did my best to do so.
Everything suddenly disappeared and I again found myself inside the same enormous pyramid and
saw all my shining "friends". There were twelve of them again and they again, like at the very first
time made a circle, and I was inside it. Only this time, in addition to the warmth which they emitted
I felt a strange deep sadness, and I understood that they came to say goodbye.

To my great surprise, I perceived it very calmly, as if I knew that it would not last forever.
Each of them came to me and laid their right arm on my chest, which made me feel astonishing
warmth and calmness. The touch of each spirit left a different shining colour on me, and in the end
my body shone with twelve amazingly bright changing colours. I again heard strange music within
myself and everything disappeared, and I remembered nothing more.

9. The awakening

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

To my enormous relief, she said nothing that night. Maybe, she did not know what to say. But
the next morning the windows in my room were thoroughly nailed up. My mother did not mention
the incident for a couple of weeks, as if giving me time to realize what I had "done", which did not
make me feel the least bit better. My dad was on a trip on his reporter’s business then, and I hoped
with all my heart that somehow everything would settle down and be forgotten before his arrival,
but that did not happen. One morning, before going to work, my mother said that she wanted to talk
to me. Of course, it was not a big secret for me, what she wanted to talk about...

As usual my mother was tender and warm, but I felt with my whole being that this story
oppressed her and she truly did not know how to begin our conversation. We were talking for a very
long time. I did my very best to explain to her how much all that meant to me and how terrible I
would feel if I lost it. But it seemed that this time I had indeed scared her and she said that, if I did
not want her to tell my father everything, when he came back home, I must promise that that kind of
thing would never be repeated again.

She did not understand that these bizarre "surprises" of mine did not happen at my will and [
almost never knew, when one or another "surprise" would happen. But because my father’s opinion
mattered to me more than anything else, I promised my mother that I would not do anything of the
kind, as far as it depended solely on me.

10. Everyday life

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

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

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

Finally I somehow managed to entreat my softhearted mother and she bought me the smallest
skis she could ever get. I was in seventh heaven!!! I immediately rushed to share the news with my
friends and was absolutely ready to try my new acquisitions on the same day. Usually they went to
a large mountain to ski, near the river, where the princely castle once was. The ice-hills were very
high there and in order to ski one had to have at least some initial skills, which, unfortunately, I did
not.

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

I hardly remember where 1 got the boldness to push off and go down. What I do remember
perfectly was the real horror of the wildly whistling wind in my ears and the picture of very quickly
approaching trees on the border of the forest. I was lucky; I did not run into a tree, but slap-bang
bumped into an enormous stump. My poor new skis were smashed into pieces and I had a lucky
escape with a little injury which I, burning with indignation, did not even feel; so much for my
short, but very bright ski "career". Much later I came to like skiing very much and could ski for
hours with my dad in the winter forest, but I never liked ice-hills.

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

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

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

11. The neighbours

My "sixth" winter reluctantly retreated, leaving behind lacerated furrows on the once virgin
and pure face of earth. Snow-drifts pitilessly "sank", losing their proud whiteness and growing into
dirty lumps of ice, and bashfully melting, giving life to numerous merry brooks, which playfully
whispering to one another, joyfully ran on slopes and paths which already began to turn green here
and there. The days were clear, transparent and windless. The spring confidently exhaled its "green"
scents in the air, and almost genuine warmth spread all over, waking up the earth, still sleepy from
hibernation. The new life was born once again...

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

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

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

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

Even here, in a seemingly inoffensive corner of my life, I got the next bitter lesson that it
would be better, if I kept my strange "abilities" to myself. It turned out that whatever game we
played, I always knew its result beforehand, be that hide-and-seek, riddles or just storytelling. And
at first I was sincerely sure that it really should be like this. I was glad, when I won (which
happened almost always) and did not quite understand why it caused my friends’ "deaf fury",
although usually they treated me very well. And one evening one of them finally "burst" and after
my next success he darkly said:

— We won’t want to play with you anymore until you stop showing your nasty "tricks".

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

She came to my room in just a minute and found me in tears. I never was a weeper, but it was
always hard for me to endure the bitter taste of unfair accusations, especially when they came from
the closest friends. In fact, only the closest friends can indeed wound you, because their words
get straight to your heart.

— There, there. You’ll see, the time will pass and everything will be forgotten — my
grandmother assuaged my grief — the offense is not like smoke, it will not eat away your eyes.

Well, yes it probably will not eat away my eyes, but it certainly ate my heart with each new
drop of injustice, to be sure! I was just a child, but I already knew much of "it is better not to
show" or "it is better not to talk about"... and I learned not to show. After that little incident I
really tried not to show that I knew more than others and everything was all right. But was it really
all right?

12. Cookies

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

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

I don’t remember eating anything more delicious than those home-made cookies. Even now,
after so many years, I perfectly remember the marvelous taste and smell of this dainty morsel
melting in my mouth! They always were fresh and incredibly soft with a dense sweet crust of icing
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which burst at the least touch, with a divine scent of honey and cinnamon and something else which
was almost impossible to catch... These were the cookies which I was going to get without thinking
twice. The weather was warm and I had only my short shorts on. The shop was nearby, right in a
couple of houses and (there were three shops like this in our street!)

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

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

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

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

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

13. The fire that did not warm up

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

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

— Oh! We completely forgot that our "little witch" is here with us! Well, ¢c’mon! Do it! Set
fire!

They often called me a "little witch" and it was more a rather tender nickname, than offensive.
Therefore, I was not offended, but, honestly speaking, was taken aback. To my huge regret, I had
never set a fire in my life; it somehow never occurred to me to do this kind of thing. But this was
the first time they had asked me to do something and I, certainly, was not going to let such a
chance slip away and moreover, "lose face".

I had no idea whatsoever what had to be done to "light it up". I just concentrated on the fire
and wished very much for it to happen. A minute passed, but nothing changed... Boys (and they are
always and everywhere a bit wicked) began to laugh at me, saying that the only thing I could do
was "guess" when I needed to. It was very offensive for me — I honestly tried to do my best, but
that, certainly, interested nobody. They needed a result which I failed to produce.

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

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

Certainly, today all this looks a bit funny and childishly naive, but then it was very important
for me to prove, that I could be useful to someone for something with all, as they called it, my
"tricks", and that they were not mad fables, but the most real reality which now they should take
into account, even a little bit. If only everything could be so simple, as in a child's thoughts...

14. Loneliness

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

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

In a few days I physically came back to normal and felt fairly well enough, but since then I
have never desired to set a fire. Regrettably, I had to pay for my "experiment" for quite a long time.
I was in complete isolation from all my favourite games and friends for some time. It vexed me a lot
and seemed very unfair. When I told that to my poor kind mother, she did not know what to say.
She loved me very much and wanted to protect me from any troubles and offenses. But on the other
hand, little by little, she started being scared of what almost constantly happened to me.
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Regrettably, that was a "dark" time, when it was not "accepted" to speak openly about this
kind of "strange" and unusual thing. Everything was preserved in very strict frames of how it
"must" or "must not" be and everything "inexplicable" or "eccentric" was flatly hushed or
considered abnormal. To tell the truth, I slightly envy those gifted children who were born at least
twenty years later than me, when all these "eccentric" abilities were not considered a curse, but, on
the contrary, they started to be called a GIFT. And now nobody badgers or sends these poor
"unusual" children to madhouses, but on the contrary, they are valued and respected, as unique
children endowed with a special gift and talent.

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

Later there was a lot of similar "advice", but I remember that exactly then my mother was
extremely distressed and cried for a long time, shut in her room. She never told me about this offer,
but a neighbouring boy betrayed a "secret". It was his mother who gave such "precious" advice to
mine. Certainly, thank goodness, nobody took me to any doctor, but I felt that I had crossed some
"line" with my last "acts", behind which even my mother was unable to understand me. And there
was nobody who would help me, explain or simply calm me as a friend, let alone, teach...

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

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

Also I loved my music and drawing lessons. I drew almost all the time and everywhere: at
other lessons, during breaks, at home and outside. I drew on sand, paper and window-glass, in short
— anywhere possible. I drew only human eyes for some reason. It seemed to me then that it would
help me to find a very important answer. I was always fond of observing human faces, eyes in
particular, because very often people dislike saying what they truly think, but their eyes tell
everything. It is obvious that not in vain they say that eyes are the mirror of our soul. And I drew
hundreds and hundreds of these eyes — sad and happy, grieving and satisfied, kind and wicked. For
me it was again a time of cognition of something, the next attempt to dig down to some truth,
although I had no idea of what truth. It was just the next time of "search", which, with different
"digressions", lasted almost my whole conscious life.

15. Giving up eating

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

My grandmother was a genuine first-class cook! All the members of our family gathered at

16



Svetlana de Rohan-Levashov Revelation

the table to enjoy her famous cabbage pirozhki, including my mother’s brother, who lived then 150
kilometres away. Nevertheless, he came to visit us every time when my grandma baked her
pirozhki. Even now I remember very well and with enormous warmth those "great and mysterious"
preparations: the smell of the fresh yeast pastry, which had been rising for the whole night in a clay
pot near the stove and turned in the morning into dozens of white circles spread all over the kitchen
table, waiting for their magic time to turn into fluffy pirozhki... and my grandma, concentrating, her
hands covered with white flour, busy, like a bee buzzing around the stove. I also remember how
impatiently we waited for the moment when our "craving" nostrils could finally snatch the first
amazing, deliciously delicate, savour of freshly baked pastry...

It always was a very special occasion, a true feast, because everybody adored her pirozhki.
And whoever came to our house, there always was a place for him at my grandma’s large and
hospitable table. We always stayed late at night, trying to prolong the delight of being together. But
even when our tea-drinking was over, nobody wanted to leave; it was as if my grandma "baked"
part of her kind soul into her pirozhki and everybody wanted to sit a little bit longer and warm
themselves near her cosy hearth and big heart.

My grandma truly loved to cook; whatever she made was always incredibly delicious. It
could be Siberian meat dumplings, smelling so good that all our neighbours mouths watered
"hungrily", or my favourite cherry-and-cottage cheese vatrushkas which literally melted in my
mouth, leaving the amazing taste of warm and fresh cherries and milk for a long time. And even her
most plain pickled mushrooms, which she made every year in the oak tub adding currant leaves, dill
and garlic, were the most delicious food I ever ate in my life, despite the fact that by now I have
travelled more than half the world and tested every delicacy one could possibly dream of. But no
foreign dish, even the most exquisite one, could ever outshine the unforgettable taste of grandma’s
incredibly delicious works of "cooking art".

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

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

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

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

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

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

From that day I began to notice that unknown events and facts which I could not possibly
know came to light in my memory more often, and their number increased with every day. I got a
little tired of the "influx" of unknown information which, highly likely, was too much for my child's
psyche, but since it came from somewhere, then probably it was necessary for something, and I
calmly accepted it, just as I always accepted everything unknown which my strange and
unpredictable fate brought me.

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

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

So, this was my difficult and sometimes funny childhood reality in which I lived then. Since
I had no choice, I had to find something "light and wonderful" even in that where others, I think,
would never find it. I remember that I sadly asked my grandma after my next unusual "incident":

— Why does my life differ so much from the life of others?
Grandma shook her head, hugged me and quietly answered:

— Life, my dear, is one tenth what happens to us and nine tenths how we react to it. React
joyfully, my little one! Otherwise sometimes it will be very difficult to exist. As for your difference,
in the beginning we all are different one way or another. It’s just, you will be growing up and life
will gradually "trim" you down to general requirements, and whether you want to be like others will
depend entirely on you.

I did not. I loved my unusual colourful world and would not change it for all the tea in China.
Regrettably, any wonderful thing in our life has a very high price, and one truly has to love it very
much not to be hurt when paying for it. And as we all know very well, we have to pay always and
for everything... But doing it consciously, you feel the satisfaction of free choice, when your
choice and free will depend only on you. And to my mind, this is truly worth paying any price,
even if sometimes it costs you too much. But let me come back to my fast.

Two weeks had already passed and I still wanted to eat nothing, to my mother’s huge distress,
and oddly enough, physically I felt strong and perfectly well. Since I looked very well, I gradually
succeeded in convincing my mother that nothing bad was happening to me right then and nothing
frightful would happen in the immediate future. It was a plain truth: I truly felt splendid, except for
that "ultrasensitive" mental condition which made all my senses a little too "exposed" — colours,
sounds and feelings were so keen and bright that sometimes it was hard for me to breathe. I think
that this "supersensitisation" was the reason for my following and next "unbelievable" adventure.
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16. The second contact

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

My cherished slender birchs, gilded by autumn, generously dropped their "gold-leaf-coins" at
the faintest breeze and seemingly did not notice that very soon they would be left face to face with
their nakedness and would bashfully wait until spring again dressed them in their tender smart new
clothes. And only majestic evergreen fir-trees proudly shook off the old pine-needles, preparing to
become the forest’s only decoration during the long and colourless winter. Yellow leaves quietly
rustled under my feet, hiding the last russules and milk mushrooms. The grass under the leaves was
warm, soft and moist, inviting me to walk on it.

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

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

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

— That's correct...

For some reason it seemed to me that it did not sound outside but only in my head. I stood in
the middle of a little glade and felt the air around me begin to vibrate very strongly. A silvery-blue
transparent glimmering column appeared right before me and a human figure gradually materialised
in it. It was a very tall (according to our concepts) and mighty man with silver hair. For some reason
I thought he looked very like the statue of our God Percunas (Perun) for which every year we made
campfires on the Saint Mountain on the night of the 24™ of June.

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

Usually the campfires were burning on the Saint Mountain for the whole night, ancient songs
sounded in round dances and all that looked very like an extraordinarily beautiful fairy-tale.
Hundreds of loving couples began to search for the fern flower, wishing to secure its magic promise
to be the happiest couple and of course, that would be forever. Single young girls, making a wish,
put flower garlands with an ardent candle in the middle into the river Nemunas. There were a lot of
such garlands that night and the river turned into an amazingly beautiful celestial road, softly
glimmering with reflections of hundreds of candles, along which rows of kind gold ghosts floated,
creating trembling golden shadows and carefully carrying human wishes to the God of Love on
their transparent wings. And there, on the Saint Mountain, the statue of the God Percunas, which
my unexpected visitor resembled very much, can be still found.
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The shining figure "floated" to me without touching the earth with his feet and I felt a very
soft and warm touch.

— I came to open the Door for you; — I again heard the voice in my head.
— The Door? Where to? — I asked.
— To the Big World, — came the reply.

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

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

— Who are they? — I asked pointing at the "butterflies".
— They are you, — the answer sounded again. — It is all you.

I could not understand what he was talking about, but I knew somehow that genuine, pure and
light Goodness came from him. Suddenly but very slowly all these unusual "butterflies" began to
"melt" and turn into an amazing star fog, shining with all the colours of the rainbow, which
gradually began to flow back into me. A deep sense of completeness and of something which I
could not understand yet, but only felt very much, with my whole being, appeared.

— Be careful, — my guest said.
— Careful? Why? —I asked.
— You have been born... — came the reply.

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

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

— What have you done? — Romas asked.
— It was not me, — I guiltily mumbled.
— Well then, let's go, — he agreed.

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

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

I tried to calm down, took a deep breath and tried again. This time I did not try to touch
anything, but decided only to think of what I wanted — for example, I wanted a cup in my hand.
Certainly, it did not happen; it just sharply moved. But I rejoiced!!! My whole being squealed with
delight, because I understood that, moving sharply or not, it happened just at my mental wish! It
was awesome! Certainly, at once | wanted to try the "novelty" on all the living and lifeless "objects"
I could find.

My grandma was within easy reach, placidly preparing her next culinary "masterpiece" in the
kitchen. It was very quiet; my grandma murmured a song to herself, as suddenly a heavy cast-iron
frying pan jumped like a bird from the stove and fell on the floor with a terribly loud sound.
Grandma jumped up in surprise almost like the pan, but to give her due, she settled down at once
and said:

— Stop it!
I felt slightly offended, because it had already become a family habit that I was always found
guilty of whatever happened in the house (although this time, it certainly was, absolutely true).

— Why do you think it was me? — I asked, pouting.
— Well, as far as I know we don't have ghosts here, — she said calmly.

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

— Well, well. It is much easier to break than to build; you’d better do something useful, — my
grandma said calmly.

I almost suffocated with indignation! Just imagine! How could she treat this "unbelievable
event" so calmly?! Doesn’t she see that this is such... SUCH an event!!! I could not explain how
much this "SUCH" was, but [ was absolutely sure that one should not treat what had just happened
so calmly. My indignation made not the slightest impression on my grandma, and she said, again in
her calm voice:

— It’s pretty useless to spend that much force on what can be easily done with your hands.
You’d better go and read something.

My indignation had no limits! I could not understand why she was not totally delighted with
that which seemed to me such an awesome thing? Unfortunately, I still was too small then to
understand that all these impressive "outer effects" in reality gave nothing but the "outer effects"
themselves. And the essence of producing them is just to "befog" trustful and impressionable
people's minds with "the mysticism of the inexplicable", and my grandma, naturally, was not this
kind of person. But because I had not yet grown to such understanding, I was only eager to find out
what else I could move. Therefore, feeling no regret whatsoever, I left my gran who did not
"understand" me to search for a new object of my "experiments".

A beautiful grey cat, Grishka, dad's favourite pet, lived with us then. I found him sweetly
sleeping on the warm stove and decided that it was a very good opportunity to try my new "skill". |
thought that it would be better, if he sat on the window-sill. Nothing happened. I concentrated and
added more strength to my thought... Poor Grishka flew from the stove with a wild howl and struck
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his head on the window-sill. I felt such pity for him and was so ashamed, that I rushed to pick him
up with an enormous sense of guilt. But for some reason the cat's hair bristled up and he ran away
from me full pelt meowing loudly, as if scalded with boiling water.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Thus, one wonderful morning during breakfast my cup unexpectedly hung in the air right in
front of me and continued to do so, and I had no idea how to let it down. My grandma was in the
kitchen at that moment, and I feverishly tried to find something to fix the thing in order not to blush
again and explain myself, expecting to hear her words of complete disapproval. But the stubborn
cup did not want to come back to the table. On the contrary, it suddenly glided and, as if teasing me,
began to make wide circles over it, and I was unable to catch it.

My grandma came back into the room and froze on the threshold with her cup in her hand. Of
course I rushed to explain that "it just flies, for no particular reason" and "isn’t it really beautiful"?
In short, I tried to find a way out of this situation, in order not to appear helpless. And suddently I
was very ashamed of myself. I saw that my grandma knew that I simply could not find the solution
to the problem and was trying to "mask" my ignorance with unnecessary and pretty words. Then,
being indignant with myself, I gathered all my "wounded" pride and quickly blurted:

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

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

A sage once said that there are three ways conducive to higher reason: the way of reflection is
the noblest, imitation is the easiest and one’s own experience is the heaviest. For some reason I
always chose the third way and my poor "neck" truly suffered because of my endless experiments.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I never knew how I could perform this blow. The point is that I did not touch Remi at all — it
was a pure energy blow, but I can not explain even now how I managed to do it. An indescribable
havoc spread among the class — somebody squeaked in fright, somebody yelled that it was
necessary to call the ambulance and somebody rushed to bring the teacher, because whatever he
was, he was her now "disabled" son. I stood in a frozen stupor, wondering what I had done and not
understanding how it had happened.
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Remi moaned on the floor, making himself out to be the almost dying victim, which really
horrified me. I had no idea how strong the blow was and therefore could not know even
approximately whether he was playing to take revenge on me or he truly felt that bad. Somebody
called the ambulance, the teacher-mother came, and I still stood stiff as a poker, unable to talk, so
strong was the emotional shock.

— Why have you done that? — The teacher asked.

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

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

I could not understand it (nobody could), and I could not calm down because I felt very
guilty. It would have been far easier for me, if she had shouted at me or expelled me from the class.
I perfectly understood that she must be very offended over what had happened and it was very
unpleasant for her that it was exactly me who did that, because before the incident she always
treated me very well, and now she had to make a quick (and preferably "faultless"!) decision
regarding me. I also knew that she was worried about her son, because we still had no news about
his state.

I did not remember how the lesson passed. Time hung heavy and it seemed that there would
be no end to it. Finally the bell rang and I came to the teacher at once and said that I was so sorry
about the incident, but that I honestly did not understand how it could happen. I do not know
whether she knew something about my strange abilities or she just saw something in my eyes, but
she somehow understood that nobody would be able to punish me more than I had already
punished myself.

— Go and prepare for the next lesson, everything will be all right, — she said nothing more.

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

As it turned out to my enormous relief, nothing terrible happened to our "terrorist-class-mate"
except for getting a good fright. He got off with just a small bump and already the next day sat at
his desk; only this time he was quiet as a mouse and, to everybody's satisfaction, undertook no
"vindictive" action toward me. The world was wonderful again!!! I could breathe freely, without
feeling that terrible guilt, which recently hung so heavily on me and which would have poisoned my
whole existence for many long years, if a different reply had come from the hospital.

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

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

But days raced past one another and everything "bad and frightful" gradually began to be
forgotten. Time healed big and small scars in my child's heart and, like they say, absolutely

24



Svetlana de Rohan-Levashov Revelation

correctly, truly appeared to be the best and most reliable healer. I began to come back to life and
little by little returned to my usual "abnormal" state which I had terribly missed all this time.

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

18. Anaesthesia

That winter 1 acquired the next new "abnormality" which, probably, can be called self-
anaesthesia. Regrettably, it disappeared as quickly as it appeared. Just as very many of my
"strange" manifestations which suddenly and very brightly opened in me did and then disappeared,
leaving only good or bad recollections in my enormous personal "brain archive". But even that short
time, when this "novelty" was "active", was enough for two quite interesting events to happen.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Naturally this did not calm down the already highly-strung guys. Somebody rushed to call the
paramedics and somebody else clumsily tried to help me somehow, only worsening the already
unpleasant situation. Then I again tried to concentrate and thought that the blood must stop, and
patiently began to wait. To everybody's utter surprise, in barely a minute nothing leaked through my
fingers anymore! I asked our boys to help me to get up. Fortunately, there was my neighbour
Romas who usually never contradicted me. I asked him to help me to get up. He said that if I got up,
then blood certainly would "flow like water". I removed my hands from the cut... and to our huge
surprise we saw that there was no bleeding whatsoever! It looked very unusual — the wound was
large and open, but almost completely dry.

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

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

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

The second case of the same strange self-anaesthesia happened during an operation which our
family doctor Dana persuaded us to undergo. As far as I could remember, my mother and I very
often had quinsy. It did not happen only in winter because of cold, but also in summer when it was
very dry and warm outside. Should we overheat a little, our quinsy was right there and forced us to
spend a week or two in bed, which neither my mother nor I were fond of. So, on consulting Dana,
we at last decided to listen to the voice of "professional medicine" and ablate that, which too often
impeded our normal life (although, it appeared later that there was no need to ablate it and that was
the next mistake of our "omniscient" doctors).

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

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

I never liked hospitals. The sight of so many suffering people in one place terrified me. 1
wanted to help them very much, but could not, at the same time feeling their pain as strongly as if it
was mine (probably, being totally "plugged in" to the situation). I tried to somehow protect myself
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from it, but it fell heavily on me like an avalanche, leaving no chance to get away. I wanted to close
my eyes, withdraw into myself and run from all that pain as far and fast as possible without turning
round.

My mother still failed to appear and I began to worry that something had detained her and
most likely she could not come. By that time I was tired of walking and sat at the duty doctor's
door, pouting and hoping that somebody would eventually come out and I would not have to wait
anymore. A very nice duty doctor appeared in a few minutes and said that my operation could start
in half an hour, if, of course, I were ready. I had been ready a long time ago, but could not to do it
until my mother came, because she promised to be there in time, and we were accustomed to always
keeping our promises.

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

— But what about your mother? — The good doctor asked, astonished.
— It will be my surprise, — I answered.
— Well then, let’s go, my brave little hero! — The doctor smiled.

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

— Don’t be afraid, now I’ll give you an injection and you will see and feel nothing, — the
doctor said.

— I don’t want the injection, — I objected, — I want to see how it looks.
— Do you want to see your tonsils?! — He was surprised.
I proudly nodded.

— Believe me, there is nothing pleasant in them to look at, — the doctor said, — and it will be
painful for you. I cannot let you do that.

— You will not anaesthetize me, or I shall not do it at all, — I insisted. — Why don’t you give
me the right of choice? Just because I am small, it does not mean that I have no right to choose how
I should accept my pain!

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

— Please, please, | swear that I shall never tell this to anybody, — I still entreated him.
He gave me a long look, then sighed and said:
— I shall let you, if you tell me why you need it.

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

— I am afraid of pain so much and have now decided to overcome it. If you help me, I will be
very grateful to you, — I said, blushing.

My problem was that I could not lie at all. And I saw that the doctor understood that at once.
Therefore without giving him a chance to say anything, I fired:

— Several days ago I stopped feeling pain and I want to check it!
The doctor gave me a long and inquisitive look.
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— Have you told anybody about it? — He asked.
— No. Nobody knows yet; — I answered and told him what had happened at the skating rink.

— Well, all right then. Let’s try, — the doctor said. — But if you feel pain, you already will not
be able to tell me about it, understood? Therefore at once you should lift your hand, agreed? — I
nodded.

To tell the truth T was not sure at all why I started all that, and also I was not totally sure
whether I would be able to manage that and not have to feel bitterly sorry about this crazy story. I
saw the doctor preparing the anaesthetic injection and putting it on the auxilliary table next to him.

— In case of an unforeseen failure, — he warmly smiled, — Well, shall we?

For a second all this seemed to me a wild endeavour, and I suddenly wanted very much to be
like everybody else — a normal, obedient nine-year old girl, who closed her eyes, just because she
was terribly afraid. And I truly was afraid, but to retreat was not my habit and therefore I proudly
nodded and prepared to observe. Only after many years did I understand what this nice doctor
risked in reality. I never knew why he did it. It forever remained a secret "sealed with seven seals".
But then everything seemed quite normal and, honestly speaking, I did not have time to be
surprised.

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

— As you see, things extracted from us cannot always be beautiful!

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

— Well, little hero, still don't feel pain? — He asked, attentively looking into my eyes.
— 1 just have a tickle in my throat, — I answered, and that was the sincere and absolute truth.

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

19. The neighbour

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was then too little to understand the abyss of difference between such a crippled life and the
lives of normal healthy people, but I remember perfectly that even after many years my
recollections of my wonderful neighbour very often helped me to bear offense and loneliness, when
it was truly hard not to break.

I never understood people who always were displeased with something and constantly
grumbled about their permanently "rough and unfair” fate... I never understood the reason why they
thought they had a right to consider that they were destined to be happy right from their birth, and
had the "legal right" to happiness, disturbed by nothing (and absolutely undeserved!).

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

But the next morning I met met my darling neighbour Leocadia, luminous like a bright sun,
who joyfully asked:

— It's a wonderful day, isn't it?

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

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

I agreed with pleasure. Her presence was always very pleasant and calming, and her pirozki
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were always delicious. And also I longed to talk to someone about the things which had oppressed
me for several days. For some reason I did not want to share them with anybody at home, probably,
because sometimes the opinion of an outsider could give more "food for thought" than the care and
untiring attention of the always worried about me grandmother or mother. Therefore I accepted the
neighbour’s invitation with pleasure, detecting from afar the wonderful scent of my favourite
pirozki with cherries.

I was not too "open" when it concerned my "unusual" abilities, but from time to time I shared
with Leocadia some of my failures or distressing incidents, because she was a truly excellent
listener and never tried simply to "protect" me from troubles, unlike my mother who, unfortunately,
did it very often and sometimes it made me shut more away from her than I would like to. That day
I told Leocadia about a little "failure" which happened during my next "experiment" and strongly
vexed me.

— Don't be upset, my dear — she said. — One should not fear falling down; the most
important thing is always to be able to get up.

Many years have passed from that wonderful warm breakfast, but her words were imprinted
in my memory forever and became one of the unwritten laws of my life where I had to "fall" very
often, but until now always succeeded in getting up...

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

I remember when later reading one of my dad's books, I came across an old philosopher's
lines which were written many centuries ago and which made me very happy and surprised me
unspeakably:

"Be like everybody else, otherwise life will become unbearable. If you will break away in your
knowledge or ability from normal people too far, they will stop understanding you and consider you
a madman. Stones will be thrown at you, your friend will turn away from you..."

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

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

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

I also knew that someone needed my life for something, because no matter what dangerous
situation I got into, I always succeeded in getting out without any negative consequences for me, as
if someone unknown always helped me; as for example, it happened that summer when I almost
drowned in our beloved river Nemunas...

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

21. Unexpected guests

Evening casts a smouldering gloom upon us.

It seems a harbinger of a bitter loss.

Another day is leaving, leaving and...has left into yesterday,
Like a raft down the river. And there will be no return.
Maria Semionova.

A couple of weeks after the ill-starred day on the river, the souls (more precisely, the spirits)
of the dead, unknown to me, people began to visit me. It is highly likely that my frequent returns to
the blue channel "disturbed" the rest of the souls which had calmly existed in peaceful silence...
Well, as it appeared later, not all of them were calm and peaceful. When a lot of extremely different
spirits had visited me, from very sad to deeply unhappy and turbulent, I understood how important
the way we live our life was and what a pity that we began to think about it when it was already too
late to change anything and we remain absolutely helpless facing the cruel and inexorable fact that
we will never be able to put anything right anymore...

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

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

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

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

— Please, help me.

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

— Help me... — the voice quietly rustled again.

— How can I help you? — I asked.

— You can hear me; you can talk to her... — The stranger answered.
— Who must I talk to?

— To my little girl, — the answer followed.

Her name was Veronica. As it appeared, this sad and very attractive woman died of cancer
almost a year ago, when she was just thirty and her little six-year-old daughter thought that her
mother had left her and, therefore, refused to forgive her and still deeply suffered because of it.
Veronica’s son was too little when she died and did not understand that his mother would never
return, and now stranger’s hands would take him to bed and a stranger’s voice would sing his sweet
lullaby to him. He was still too little and could not realize how much pain such a cruel loss could
bring. The matter with his six-year-old sister was different... That is why this nice woman could not
calm down and go away, while her little daughter suffered so deeply, in such a grown-up way.

— How shall I find her? — I asked.
— I shall take you, — the answer rustled.

Only now I suddenly noticed that, when she moved, her body easily passed through furniture
and other solid objects, as if being woven from dense fog... I asked whether it was difficult for her
being here. She said — yes, because it was high time for her to leave. I also asked whether she had
been afraid to die. She said — no. Dying is not a scary thing. The most frightful is to watch those
who you leave, because there are still so many things you wish to say to them, but, regrettably,
you cannot change anything... | felt so sorry for this nice, but helpless and very unhappy woman. |
wanted to help her, but did not know how.

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

— Her name is Alina, — the familiar voice rustled inside me, — please, talk to her...

I came to the gate and tried to open it. The feeling was far from pleasant — as if I intruded on
somebody's life. But I thought what an unhappy mother poor Veronica had to be and decided to
take a chance. The girl turned her enormous sky-blue eyes to me and I saw that they were filled
with such deep grief, which a tiny child simply could not possibly feel. I approached her very
carefully, being afraid of frightening her, but the girl was not going to be scared, only looked at me
in surprise, as if asking what I wanted from her.

I sat on the edge of a wooden partition and asked why she was so sad. She did not answer for
a long time and then, finally, whispered through tears:
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— My mother left me, but I love her so much... Maybe, I was very bad girl, and now she will
never come back.

I became confused. What could I say to her? How to explain? I felt that Veronica was with
me. Her pain literally twisted me up into a hard smarting lump of pain and began to burn me so
strongly that I could not breathe. I wanted to help them both so much that I decided — whatever will
be will be but I would not go away without trying. I put my arms round the girl’s fragile shoulders
and said as soft as possible:

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

— It means, now she lives with you? — The girl bristled.

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

— How do you know all that? Why does she speak to you?

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

— People are different, Alinushka, — I began. — Some have a talent for drawing, others for
singing, and I have a special talent for conversation with those who have left our world forever.
Your mum speaks to me not because she likes me, but because I heard her when nobody else could
hear her anymore. And I am very glad that I can help her. She loves you very much and suffers
because she had to go. It hurts her to abandon you, but it was not her choice. Do you remember how
long and seriously she was ill? — The girl nodded. — It was the illness that forced her to leave you.
But now she must go to the new world where she will live. And to do so, she wants to be sure that
you know how much she loves you.

The girl sadly looked at me and quietly asked:

— Does she live with angels now? My dad said that she lives in the place where everything is
like on the postcards which I received at Christmas, where there were such beautiful winged
angels... Why did not she take me with her?

— Because you must live your life here, dear, and then you will go to the same world where
your mum now is.

The girl began to shine.
— So, I shall see her there? — She joyfully prattled.

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

— What must I do? — The little child asked very seriously.

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

— Does she now see me? — The girl asked and her lips treacherously began to twitch.
—Yes, dear.

She became silent for some instants, as if gathering her inward strength, and then firmly
squeezed her fists and whispered:
— I will be a very good girl, mummy ... you go... go, please. I love you so much!

Tears rolled down her pale cheeks like big peas, but her face was very serious and
concentrated. Life had inflicted the first cruel blow upon her and it seemed that this little, so deeply
hurt, girl suddenly realized some very grown-up thing, and now tried in earnest and openly to
accept it. My heart was torn apart with pity for these two unhappy and so nice creatures, but
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unfortunately, I could not help them in anything more. The surrounding world was incredibly light
and beautiful, but it already could not be their common world anymore.

Sometimes life can be very cruel, and we never know what the lesson of pain or loss prepared
for us really means. Probably there is some truth in that: without losses, it is impossible to
comprehend what fate gives us, no matter whether it comes by right or lucky chance. But what
could this unhappy girl, shriveling like a small injured animal, comprehend when the world
suddenly threw at her all the cruelty and pain of the most frightful loss?

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

We never reflect on the fact that those who fate takes from us for one or another reason suffer
the consequences of their death much deeper than we. We feel pain from loss, suffer and sometimes
even get angry, because they abandoned us so pitilessly. But what do they feel when their suffering
increases by thousands of times, on seeing how we suffer from not having them with us
anymore? And how helpless a person must feel not having the slightest opportunity to say and
change anything?

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

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

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

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

My long "communication" with spirits of the dead once again turned upside down my already
unusual world. I could not forget the endless stream of deep human despair and bitterness and tried
to find another way to help them all. But days passed and I was unable to invent anything but doing
what I did; only now I spent my life-force more carefully. But I still could not treat what happened
with cold calmness and continued to contact the desperate souls and tried to help them, as much as I
could.

Truth to tell, sometimes there were amusing, almost funny, cases and I’1l tell you about one of
them.

22. The poltergeist

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

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

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

— Why do you think I will go with you anywhere?
— Don't you understand anything? I am dead!!! — His voice shouted in my head.

— Well, why? I know perfectly, where are you from, but it does not mean that you have the
right to be rude to me. — I answered calmly. — As I understand it, it’s you that needs help, not I;
therefore it would be better, if you tried to be a bit polite.

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

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

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

— If you do not calm down at once, I shall stop the contact, and you can rebel alone, if you
find so much pleasure in it.

The man was obviously surprised, but slightly cooled down. I had the impression that he was
not used to anybody refusing to submit to him at once as soon as he expressed his wish. I never
liked this type of person — neither then nor now. Boorishness always revolted me, even if, as in this
case, it came from the dead...

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

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

— Well, lead me, — mentally I said to my companion.

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

— But how can you still be here? — Dumbfounded, I asked.

— I told you. I will not go away until I talk to her! — He answered crossly.

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

— Well, shall we? — I asked.
— You do not know my name. — He mumbled.
— You should have thought about that at the beginning, — I answered.

Suddenly some kind of a door opened in my memory and I remembered what I had known
about these neighbours.

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

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

— My name is Vlad, — my former neighbour croaked.

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

— Please, dear, leave as quickly as possible! It can be dangerous here.

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

— I know what you are afraid of. Please, listen to what I want to say to you and all of it will be
over forever.

I tried to do my best to explain about the spirits which came to me and how I tried to help
them. I saw that she believed me, but for some reason was afraid to show it.

— Milia, your husband is with me. If you want, you can talk to him, — I said carefully.
To my surprise, she was quiet for quite a long time, and then gently pronounced:
— Leave me alone, Vlad. You have tormented me for long enough. Leave.

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

— If you do not stop frightening your wife, I will go away and then you can look for somebody
else for as long as you did before!

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

— Milia, darling, I wanted to tell you this for so long... come with me, dear...come. I cannot
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be alone... I cannot do without you for so many years... come with me.

He disjointedly mumbled something, repeating the same words all the time. Only then did I
understand what this man truly wanted!!! He was asking his living, beautiful wife to come with
him, which simply meant — to die.

I could not bear it all anymore.

— Listen, you! You are absolutely mad! — I mentally cried. — I am not going to say these mean
words to her! Be off where you should have been for a long time! Your place is there.

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

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

It is very amusing to read about poltergeists and another reality in books, being entranced
with heroes who always "defeat dragons". In reality there is nothing "amusing" in it; when you,
being horror-stricken, do not know what to do with it and a good person can die right now because
of your helplessness.

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

— Well, no way! — I thought. — You will not get her!

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

— Aunt Milia, everything is over, — [ whispered softly, trying not to frighten her. — He will
never come again.

She opened her eyes and observed the devastated room, looking tired and dubious.
— What was it, dear? — She whispered.
— It was your husband Vlad, but he will never come again.

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

— How do you know that he will not come, baby? — She asked, as if wishing to get additional
confirmation.

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

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

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

23. A car accident

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

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

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

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

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

— What's happened? — The girl asked in a thin frightened voice. — Is that us out there? She
whispered in a very hushed voice, pointing at her bloodstained little physical face. "But... how can it
be?... we’re here, as well".

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

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

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

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

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

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

— Mummy, Mummy!!! — The girl began to cry again. — Vidas, Vidas, why does she not hear
me?!

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

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

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

— Why are we lying there, why does Mummy not answer us?! — The girl still cried tugging at
her brother's sleeve.

— Maybe because we are dead. — The boy answered with his teeth chattering.
— What about Mummy? — The girl whispered in horror.
— Mum is alive. — Her brother answered somewhat doubtfully.

— But what about us? Why don't you tell them that we are here, that they cannot go away
without us! Tell them!!! — The girl still could not calm down.

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

— Mummy, please, get up! — She began to cry again. — Please, get up, Mummy!!!
The paramedics began to carry the bodies into the ambulance and the girl lost her head...

— Vidas, Vidas, they are taking all of us away!!! What about us, why we are here? — She was
unable to calm down.

The boy was paralyzed with fright. He stood silent, even forgetting about his little sister.
— What shall we do now? — The girl became panic-stricken. — Go now, please, let's go!!!
— Where to? — The boy asked quietly. — We have nowhere to go.

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

I came near and, fearing to frighten them, softly said:
— Let's talk, I can hear you.

— Vidas! She can hear us!!! — The girl chirped. — And who are you? Are you a good person?
Can you tell my Mummy that we're scared?

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

— Look, look, they will take us away now, but what about us?! — The frightened child babbled
in horror, unable to understand what was going on.
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I felt caught in a blind alley because this was the first time I had come across children who
had just died and had no idea how to explain all that to them. The boy seemed to understand
something but his sister was so terribly frightened by what was going on, that her little heart refused
to understand anything at all. I was confused for some moments and wanted very much to calm her
down, but I could not find the right words and, being afraid of doing more harm, kept silent.

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

— Daddy!!! — The girl exclaimed with joy. — I thought that you had left us and here you are!
Oh goody. That's better!

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

— Daddy, daddy, aren't you glad? Can you really see us? — His daughter chattered happily,
oblivious of his despair. The father looked at them with such confusion and pain that my heart was
slowly torn to pieces...

— Good Lord, you, too?!.. And you?.. But why — you?! — These were the only words he could
find to say.

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

— Daddy, will Mummy wake up soon? — The girl asked merrily.

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

— Katienka darling, mummy will not wake up. She will not be with us anymore. — He said that
as calmly as possible.

— What do you mean she won't be with us?! But, aren't we together? We must be together!!!
Right?.. — little Kate didn't want to give up.

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

I have never seen people (except for my grand-dad) at the very moment of their death. It was
then, on this ill-fated evening, that I understood how terribly helpless and unprepared people
were in the moment of their transition to another world! Probably the fear of something
unknown and the view of their physical body from the outside (but already without them in it!)
shocked people who suspected nothing of the kind.

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

The girl tugged at her father's sleeve, trying to catch his attention but he still was somewhere
"between worlds" and paid no attention to her. I was very surprised and even disappointed at this
behaviour, unworthy of him, for no matter how scared this big human being was, a little human
being — his tiny daughter — standing at his feet, needed his consolation and support. For her he was
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"the best and strongest" dad in the world, therefore, in my opinion he simply had no right to be so
apathetic in her presence.

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

— I beg your pardon, what is your name? — I gently asked the father.

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

— My name is Valery. Where did you come from?!... Did you die too? Why do you hear us?

I was very glad that he had somehow regained his senses and answered:

— No, I did not die. I was just passing by when all this happened; but I can hear you and talk
to you, if you wish.

They all stared at me with surprise.

— And why are you alive, if you can hear us? — The girl inquired.

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

— Mummy, here you are!!! — Kate cried happily. — I told you she would come, didn’t I?

I understood that the woman's life "hung by a thread" now and her spirit was knocked out of
her physical body for a few moments.

— Well, where is she?! — Kate looked disappointed. — She was just here!

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

— Nobody around sees us. What does it all mean, daddy?

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

— Will you stay with us for a little while? — She asked plaintively looking at me with her large
pleading eyes.

— Of course, I will, if that is what you want. — I assured her immediately.

I wanted so much to hug her firmly in order to warm her scared little heart.

— Who are you, girl? — The father unexpectedly asked.

— I am just a person, only slightly "different" — I answered being a bit embarrassed. — I can
hear and see those who "have gone" ... like you now.

— We have died, have we? — He asked more calmly.
—Yes, you have. — I answered honestly.
— So, what will happen to us now?

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

— Do people really live after death? — The father asked, still unbelieving.

— They do, but not here. — I answered. — You will feel everything the same way as before, but
in another world, not your usual one. Your wife is still there, as am I, but you have already crossed
the "border" and now you are on the other side. — I said trying to find the proper words so he could
understand what had happened to them.

— So, will she come to us some day too? — The girl suddenly asked.
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— Yes, she will, one day. — I answered.

— Well, I will wait for her then. — The girl declared confidently with satisfaction in her voice.
— And we'll be all together again, right daddy? You want Mummy to be with us again, don’t you?

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

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

I made a very interesting observation covering the whole period of my contact with an
enormous number of dead people’s spirits. I can say with almost one hundred percent confidence
that women accept the "shock of death” much more calmly and positively than men. I could not
understand the reason for that then but I was firmly convinced of it. Probably they felt the pain of
guilt for leaving their children in the world of the "living", or the pain which their death brought to
their nearest and dearest more heavily and deeply: but the overwhelming majority of them did not
experience the fear of death, unlike men. Could the fact that it was they that gave the most valuable
gift on our earth — that of human life — explain that? Regrettably, then, I did not yet have the answer
to this question...

— Mummy, Mummy! They said that you wouldn't come for a long time! And you are already
here!!! I knew that you would not leave us! — Little Kate twittered, choking with delight. — Now we
are all together again and everything will be all right!

I felt deep sadness observing this lovely united family trying to protect the little daughter and
sister from realizing the fact that their being together now was not all right and that none of them
now had any chance to live the rest of their unlived life; and that they would sincerely have
preferred any member of their family to survive: but little Kate chattered on innocently and happily,
extremely glad that the family was all together again and everything was all right...

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

— Valery, please, look at me. — The woman spoke in low voice. — What shall we do? This is
death, is this not?

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

— How could it happen? And why them too? — The wife asked Valery again. — What are we
going to do now? Tell me.

But he could not either answer or suggest anything to her. He was dead and, unfortunately,
knew nothing of what happened "after that", just like all other people who lived in that "dark"
time when the greatest lie of all was hammered into everyone’s head; that being the idea that there
was nothing "after that" and that human life was over at the mournful and frightful moment of
physical death...

— Daddy, Mummy, where shall we go now? — The girl asked cheerfully. It seemed that now,
when they all were together, she was completely happy again and ready to lead her life here, in an
unknown, for her, level of existence.

— Oh, Mummy, look. My hand went through the bench!!! How can I sit down then? — The girl
exclaimed with surprise.

Before the mother had time to answer, the air right above them sparkled with all the colours
of the rainbow and began to thicken, transforming into a blue channel of amazing beauty which
looked very like the one I had seen during my unfortunate "bathing" in the river. The channel
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sparkled and shimmered with thousands of stars and wrapped the dumbfounded family within the
thickening cloud.

— I don't know who you are, girl, but you know something about that. — The mother
unexpectedly asked me. — Please, tell me. Should we go there?

— Yes, you should. I am afraid so. — I answered as calmly as possible. — This is your new
world where you will live. It is very beautiful. You will like it there.

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

— Look, Mummy, it is beautiful!!! Almost like Christmas! Vidas, Vidas. Isn't it so lovely?!
The little thing was absolutely delighted. — What are you waiting for? Let's go!

The mother sadly smiled at me and tenderly said:

— Farewell girl, whoever you are, I wish you happiness in this world.

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

— Alice? — The mother said, squinting at the new guest.

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

— Alice, is it really you?!

— Well, we finally meet again, my dear. — The shining creature pronounced. — Are you all
here? Oh, what a pity! It's too early for them... What a pity...

— Mummy, who is she? — The little child whispered in astonishment. — How beautiful she is!
Who is she, Mummy?

— She is your aunt, dear. — The mother answered affectionately.

— That beautiful lady is my aunt? This is great — a new aunt!!! And who is she? — The curious
girl could not quiet down.

— She is my sister, Alice. You have never seen her. She went away to "another" world before
you were born.

— Well, it was long ago then. — Little Kate confidently established an "undeniable fact."

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

Alice looked at me very attentively and softly said:
— It is too early for you, girl. A very long road awaits you.

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

— It is time, my dearest. You do not need this world any more.

She embraced them all (which surprised me a little, because she suddenly became bigger) and
the luminous channel disappeared together with the sweet girl Kate and her wonderful family... I
felt empty and sad as if I again had lost someone dear, as happened almost always after a new
meeting with a person who was "leaving".
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— Are you all right, girl? — I heard an alarmed voice. Somebody was shaking me, trying to
"return" me to the "normal" state, because it seemed that I had again "entered" into another world,
distant for others, too deeply and scared a good man with my "abnormally-frozen" calmness.

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

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

24. An angel

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

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

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

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

— Mummy, please! We’re only going to try... I promise you... Let’s try?

The air in the middle of the room became thick and two spirits, which looked very like each
other, appeared. As it turned out later, it was a mother and her little daughter. I was silently waiting,
watching them in surprise, because previously spirits had come to me exclusively one at a time.
Therefore, in the beginning I thought that one of them probably had to be like me, that being, alive;
but I could not define which one, because according to my perception neither of these two was
living...

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

— Mummy!
There was no reaction whatsoever. The mother seemed absolutely indifferent to anything, and

only the child's thin voice was able to sometimes snatch her out of this terrible numbness for a short
while and lit a little spark in her green eyes which had seemed to be extinguished forever...

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

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

— Mummy! Come on! Talk!!! — Obviously the girl lost patience again.

She was five or six by appearance, but it was she who was in the lead in this strange
company. The woman kept silence all the time.

I decided to try to "melt the ice" and asked as softly as possible:
— Tell me, may I help you in something?

The woman sadly looked at me and at last said:

— Can somebody really help me? I killed my daughter!

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

— It’s not true, Mummy.
— So, what happened in reality? — I carefully asked.

— A terribly huge truck ran over us; my mum was driving. She thinks it was her fault that she
could not save me. — The girl explained patiently with the tone of a little professor. — And now my
mum does not want to live even here and I cannot convince her how much I need her.

— Tell me, what do you want me to do? — I asked her.

— Would you, please, ask my dad to stop blaming mum for all that? — All of a sudden the girl
asked very sadly. — I am very happy here with her, but after each time we go to see dad, she
becomes the way she is now for a long time.

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

— Do you also want it? — I gently asked the woman.

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

— Dad is good. He just does not know that we still live. — The girl said faintly. — Please, tell
him...

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

Her little daughter’s name was Vesta, and she was the first-born in a happy family adored by
all, and the father simply worshipped her. His name was Arthur, and he also was merry and cheerful
just like his wife, before her death. And now nobody and nothing could help him to find any peace
in his soul tormented by ruthless pain. And he gradually allowed hatred toward his most beloved
human being, his wife, to grow within him, thus trying to protect his heart from total
destruction.

— If you go to visit my dad, please, don’t be frightened... He sometimes can be strange, but it
happens only when he is not "real". — The girl whispered. I felt how very unpleasant it was for her
to talk about it.

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

Vesta glanced at me with a slightly mischievous look and said:
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— If my dad refuses to hear you out at once, say that his "fox-cub" misses him very much. He
called me this only when we were alone and nobody else knows it...

Suddenly her playful face became very sad. Obviously she remembered something very dear
to her and she indeed began to look like a small fox-cub.

— All right, if he refuses to believe me, I shall tell him this. — I promised.

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

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

By no means could I let my new guests down...

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

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

— Why can’t you keep still? What’s the urge?

— I have to go out! — I fired, happy to have unexpected help. — For a long time.
— For others’ sake or for your own? — My gran asked, squinting.

— For others’, and I really need it. I gave my word!

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

— You should be home by dinner, not later. Is it enough?

I nodded, restraining myself from jumping for joy. I could not imagine that everything would
turn out as I wanted so easily. Grandmother often truly surprised me — it seemed that she always
knew when the matter was truly serious and when just a whim, and usually helped me, within the
limits of the possible. I was grateful to her very much for her faith in me and my odd acts.
Sometimes I was almost sure that she knew exactly what I did and where I went. Probably, she did
know, only I never asked her about it.

We went out from the house together, as if both going to the market, but after the first turn we
separated and each went our own way...

The house where Vesta’s father still lived was in the first "new district" (thus we called the
first districts with many-storeyed buildings, which recently began to be built in the town) and was
approximately a forty minute rapid walk from us. I always liked to walk very much, and it never
caused any inconvenience to me, but I did not like this new district, because all the houses were like
match boxes — identical and faceless. Besides, because the place had only just begun to be built on,
there was not a single tree or any other "greenery", and it looked very much like a stone and asphalt
model of an ugly and unreal town. Everything was cold and soulless, and I always felt very
uncomfortable — it seemed to me that I lacked air there...

Besides, it was almost impossible to find the number of a house, even if one wished to very
much. For example, I was between houses Ne 2 and Ne 26 and did not understand how that could be,
guessing where my "disappeared" house Ne 12 was? There was no logic in it whatsoever, and |
could not understand how somebody can live in such chaos. But I was helped and at last succeeded
in finding the house I needed. So, I finally stood in front of the closed door, wondering how an
absolutely unknown man would meet me.
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I met many people I never knew this way, which always required huge nervous tension on my
part. I never felt comfortable, breaking into somebody’s private life, therefore each "excursion" like
this always seemed to me a little mad. Also I perfectly understood how bizzare it must sound to
those who had just lost a dear person and a little girl suddenly intruded in their life and declared that
she could help them to talk to a dead wife, sister, son, mother or father. Admit it; they should have
considered it absolutely and totally abnormal! To tell the truth, I cannot understand even now, why
did all these people listen to me at all?

So, now I stood in front of a stranger’s door, hesitating to call and having absolutely no idea
what awaited me behind it. But I thought about Christina and Vesta and mentally scolded myself for
cowardice. I forced myself to raise my trembling hand and push the button...

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

I became scared and my first thought was to go away as quickly as possible. But next to me I
felt the raging emotions of two very disturbed spirits which were ready to sacrifice heaven knows
what in order that this drunk and unhappy, but so dear and beloved man, could at last hear them, if
only for a minute...

— What do you want? — He began aggressively enough.

He was truly drunk as a skunk and all the time swayed from side to aside, obviously having
difficulty being steady on his legs. Here I understood what Vesta’s words about her daddy being
"not real" meant! Apparently, when the girl saw him in this state, which did not remind her of her
daddy who she had known and loved for all her short life, she called him "not real".

— Please, don’t be afraid of him. — Her voice sounded in my head, as if she felt what I was
thinking about at that moment. It forced me to brace up and speak.

— I would like to talk to you. — I said soothingly. — May I come in?

— What for? — Almost maliciously, the man asked.

— Please, I beg you, don’t worry... [ have a message for you... from your daughter. She is here
with me, if you want to talk to her...

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

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

— Don’t you dare!!!! — The father, infuriated by my words, raged. — Where did such a thing
like you come from? Get out!!!

I did not know what to say to him, how to explain and whether it was really worth doing? He
understood almost nothing at that moment. But the thin voice again whispered:

— Don’t be afraid, please. Tell him that [ am here. I often saw him in this state.

— I beg your pardon, Arthur. This is your name, isn’t it? No matter whether you want to
believe it or not, your daughter is here with me. It is true! And now she sees everything that you do
and hears what you say.

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

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

Unfortunately, there was no "grown up" next to me and I had to get out of this scrape by
myself. So, taking a deep breath and closing my eyes tight, I pulled my "trembling" emotions
together and pushed the doorbell again ...

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

This time the door opened much quicker. Arthur’s drunken face expressed utter surprise.

— You? Again! — He could not believe it.

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

— Daddy, daddy, please! Don’t offend her! She will go away and then nobody will help us!!! —
The girl whispered, on the verge of weeping. — It’s me, your fox-cub! Do you remember how you

promised me to take me to the magic mountain? Do you? — She "glued" her round pleading eyes on
me, desperately asking me to repeat her words. I looked at her mother. Christina nodded.

It didn’t seem a good idea to me, but I had no right to make any decision instead of them,
because this was their life and, most likely, it was their last conversation.

I repeated the little girl’s words and was terrified of the miserable father’s expression. It
seemed that he had been stabbed right in the heart. I tried to talk to him or calm him down
somehow, but he was beside himself and refused to hear anything.

— Please, enter. — The girl whispered.

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

Once, a long time ago, it had been a very pleasant and comfortable flat, one of those which we
call happy. But now it was a real "nightmare", which its owner was unable to get out of on his
OWN...

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

Probably, Christina had similar thoughts, because she suddenly asked me:
— Please, do something.

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

— So, are you going to talk to them or not? — I asked him with deliberate anger in my voice. —
I don’t have spare time for you and I am here only because this wonderful person — your daughter —
is here with me!

The man suddenly flopped into an arm-chair, embraced his head with his hands and began to
sob bitterly. It lasted long enough, and it was obvious that, like most men, he absolutely did not
know how to cry. His tears were scanty and came to him very hard. For the first time I understood
what the expression “man-tears” truly meant.

I sat down on the edge of a beside-table and confusedly watched the stream of another
person’s tears, having absolutely no idea what to do next.

— Mummy, what are all those monsters doing here? — The scared thin voice faintly asked.

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

My hair stood on end. They appeared to be mostly "monsters" from fairy-tales, only here they
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seemed very real. They looked like evil spirits released from an oil lamp which managed to
"fasten" right to the poor man’s chest and, hang on him like a bunch of grapes, gladly "devouring"
his life-force, which was almost exhausted already...

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

— Stop moping! — I cried. — Look, what "friends" you have invited to your house!

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

The way his eyes suddenly became like saucers I understood — he saw it. Totally horrified, he
dashed aside into a corner, being unable to take his eyes off his "cute" guests and say a word; he
only pointed at them with his trembling hand. He was trembling with shock and I understood that if
I did nothing, the poor man would have a nervous attack.

I mentally tried to address the strange monster-like creatures, but nothing good came of it;
they ominously "growled", waving me away with their paws with sharp claws and without turning
around, sent a very painful power blow straight into my chest. One of them "unglued" from Arthur
and thinking that Vesta would be easy prey, jumped on her. The girl began to squeal wildly from
surprise, but — one has to give her due for bravery — she began to fight it off with all her might.
They were incorporeal spirits, therefore perfectly "understood" each other and could freely inflict
and exchange energy shots. You should have seen the fervour with which the fearless little girl
threw herself into battle.

Surely her vigorous blows made the shrivelling "monster" see stars, but to our shame we, the
three observers, froze so that we did not react immediately to give her any help. Right then Vesta
began to look like a totally squeezed golden lump and, on turning transparent, disappeared
somewhere. I understood that she had given all her forces, trying to defend herself, and now she had
nothing left to maintain the contact with us. Christina perplexedly looked around — probably her
daughter was not in the habit of disappearing all of a sudden, leaving her absolutely alone. I began
to look around then and I saw the most punch-drunk face I ever saw in my life, both before and
after... Arthur was in real shock and looked right at his wife!

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

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

— Da-a-d! Daddy!!! — She threw her arms around his neck, or rather tried to, because she, like
her mother, could never physically touch him in this world anymore.

— My fox-cub, my dear, dear, child, my joy. — The father repeated, grasping emptiness. —
Don’t go. Don’t leave me, please!

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

— Think, think, think! — I yelled to myself, almost aloud.

Suddenly, in a bright flash, I saw a "picture" of my body shining with blinding green and my
old "star friends" who smiled on me and pointed at that green light... Most likely my "panicking"
brain somehow succeeded in calling them from somewhere, and now they tried in their own way to
"prompt" me as to what I must do. Without thinking twice, I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate
and mentally call the feeling forgotten a long time ago. In a fraction of a second the whole of me
"blazed" with the same amazingly bright green light which I had just seen in the "picture" that my
friends showed me. My body shone so brightly that it lit up almost the whole room together with
the swarming loathsome creatures. I was not sure what to do further, but I felt that I must direct this
"light" (or more precisely, energy) at the wriggling "monsters" to force them to disappear from our
sight as quickly as possible and from Arthur’s life, which was complicated enough without them.

The room blazed with green and I felt that a very "thick" green ray broke from my hands and
hit the mark. A wild squeal turning into an “other-worldly” howl was heard. 1 thought that
everything was over at last and they would disappear for good, but it appeared that the "happy
ending" had not come yet. The creatures convulsively clutched with their claws and paws at the
father swinging with his hands and the daughter bravely fighting with them and obviously were not
going to surrender. I understood that Vesta would not survive the second "attack" and thus lose her
only chance to talk to her father for the last time. I could not allow that. I pulled my strength
together once again and with all my force "flung" the green rays at all "monsters" simultaneously.
Something loudly flapped and..... Complete silence.

At last all monster-like creatures disappeared and we could finally breathe a sigh of relief.

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

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

But let us come back into our room, now "purified" from the claw-and-fang dirt.

Gardually I calmed down and was able to talk to my new acquaintances. Arthur sitting in the
arm-chair, stone-still and dumbfounded, looked now at me. The alcohol had totally evaporated
from him and now I saw a very pleasant but recklessly unhappy young man.

— Who are you? Are you an angel too? — He asked faintly.

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

I pricked up my ears.
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— Why "too"? — Puzzled, I asked.

— Somebody came to me who called himself an "angel", but I know that it was not you. —
Arthur answered sadly.

A very unpleasant conjecture dawned upon me...

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

— How do you know? — He was very surprised.

— It was not an angel, rather on the contrary. You were simply used, but I cannot explain it
correctly for you, because I still know little about it. I simply feel when it happens. You have to be
very careful. — The only thing I could tell him then.

— Is this something like what I saw today? — Arthur asked thoughtfully.
—In a way, yes.

It was clear that he did his best to understand all that. Unfortunately, I was unable to explain
everything to him, because I was just a little girl which tried to "dig" down to truth on her own,
being guided in her "search" just by her "special talent", still unclear even to herself...

Obviously Arthur was a strong person who, being unable to understand what was going on,
simply accepted it. However, no matter how strong this exhausted by pain man was, it was obvious
that his beloved daughter and wife’s images which now he could not see brought unendurable and
deep suffering to him... One had to have a stone heart to calmly observe how he looked around with
the eyes of a confused child, trying to "return" his beloved wife Christina and his brave dear "fox-
cub" — Vesta, if only for a fraction of a second. Regrettably, his brain could not endure such a huge
load and became firmly "shut down" isolating him from his wife and daughter’s world, thus
preventing their communication.

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

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

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

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

25. Stella

How can one understand or explain that which he never heard or knew? But people do it
constantly, without thinking that maybe they are wrong or others quite simply do not need their
opinion or explanation... I still remember my only intent to tell a "clever man" about a charming girl
with a lucid name Stella. From his "bird’s eye view", he very indulgently began to explain to me
what [ had "truly" felt and what had "really" happened....

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

The most shocking detail here was that this person was a "well-educated" university professor
who was invited to our school to carry out a meeting and I thought that he would be the one who
understood everything correctly, like it should be. But as it appeared, a graduate degree could
not always give a real level of understanding, not to mention his stale and indifferent soul. Like one
magnificent writer said: "even a small mind can shine, if it is properly rubbed against books". So,
obviously, this professor had rubbed his mind...

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

One early autumn morning I walked in the nearby forest. On gathering a bouquet of the last
autumn flowers, I, as usual, came to the cemetery to lay them on my grandad’s grave.

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

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

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

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

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

— Oh, I am sorry. I did not notice when you came! — I said being strongly embarrased.

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

— Well, here I am, speaking with my grandad. — I said abashedly.

— Don’t be ashamed, dear, — the old lady shook her head, — you have a soul-grantor. It is a rare
and enormous happiness. Don’t be ashamed.

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

— Don’t worry, dear, everything will be all right. Just don’t be in a hurry to know all the
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answers. It is too early for you, because, in order to get answers, first of all you must know the
correct questions, which have not matured in you yet...

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

— You have undertaken too heavy a weight. Be careful, you may overstrain yourself. — The
old lady calmly continued and I understood that she meant my contacts with the dead. — Not all
people are worth it, dear. Some must pay for their acts, otherwise they will begin to consider that
they deserve forgiveness for no reason whatsoever, and then the only thing your goodness will
bring to them is harm... Remember, my little one, good always must be WISE. Otherwise it is
not good, but just an echo of your heart or desire which may not necessarily coincide with the
real essence of the person to whom you have given such a precious gift.

I suddenly became ill at ease. It seemed that those words were not said by a nice old lady but
a very wise and kind sorceress who’s every word was literally imprinted in my brain. It looked like
she carefully conducted me along the "correct" path in order that I, still little and foolish, would not
have to "stumble" too often, undertaking my "soft-hearted feats", sometimes quite incorrect ones.

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

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

— What if those people just made errors? — I did not give up. — Everybody makes a mistake
sooner or later and has the right to repent.

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

— There are mistakes, and then there are mistakes, my dear. Not just any mistake can be
atoned by anguish or pain, let alone words; as well as not everybody who wishes to repent should
get the chance to, because, due to Man’s greatest foolishness, he values nothing that comes to
him gratis or when a gift requires no effort from him. Therefore, there is nothing easier for one
who has made a mistake, than to repent, but to change himself is indeed incredibly hard. You
would not give a chance to a criminal just because you suddenly felt pity for him, would you? But
anybody who offends, hurts or betrays his nearest and dearest becomes a criminal in his heart, if
only for a tiny, insignificant fraction of a second. Therefore, "give" carefully, girl...

I sat very quietly, deeply in thought about the words which this amazing old lady had just
shared with me. Only I still could not agree with her wisdom. An unshakable faith in good was very
strong in me, like in every innocent child, and back then her words seemed to me too hard and not
quite just. But that was then...

As if catching the train of my "indignant" thoughts, she tenderly stroked my hair and quietly
said:

— This is exactly what I meant, when I said that you have not yet matured enough for the
correct questions. Don’t worry, dear. It will come very soon, maybe sooner than you think now...

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

She probably noticed my confusion and reassuringly wispered:

— Life is not like you think, little one. But you will understand it later, when you begin to
accept it correctly. Your fate is strange... hard and very light, woven of stars. Many fates are in your
hands. Take care of yourself, girl.
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I did not understand what all that meant, but I had no time to ask because to my huge regret
the old lady suddenly disappeared and a, shocking in its beauty, picture appeared instead — a strange
transparent door opened and a sunlit marvellous city appeared as if being made of a solid piece of
crystal... It sparkled with all the colours of the rainbow. The shining edges of its incredible palaces
or amazing buildings and structures, which one never could see on Earth, twinkled. It was a
breathtaking embodiment of somebody's crazy and beautiful dream. And there, a little human being
sat on the transparent step of the fretted porch, a very fragile and serious redheaded girl who
amiably waved her hand to me. Suddenly I had an urge to get closer to her. I thought that it again
was "another" reality and most likely nobody would explain anything to me, as it had often
happened before, but the girl smiled and shook her head as if saying "No".

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

— Hello! — She said merrily smiling. — I am Stella. How do you like my world?

— Hello, Stella! — I answered carefully. — It is very beautiful here, indeed. And why do you
call it yours?

— Because I created it! — The girl twittered, even merrier.

Dumbfounded I stood with my mouth wide open. Words escaped me... I felt that she told the
truth, but could not imagine how one can create such a thing and tell about it so matter of factly.

— My Gran likes it too. — The girl said with contented air.

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

— Are you absolutely alone here? — I asked.

— It depends. — The girl grew sad.

— Why don’t you call your friends?

— I don’t have any. — The little one whispered cheerlessly.

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

— Would you like to see something else? — She asked, as if awaken from sad thoughts.

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

— Look, this was yesterday — Stella said, becoming a bit cheerful.

The world turned upside down. The crystal city disappeared and a "southern" landscape
blazing with bright colours materialized. I was so impressed and surprised that I had a lump in my
throat.

— Have you done this too? — I asked carefully.

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

— Is there something that you don’t understand? — The girl was surprised.
— And how, to tell the truth! — I exclaimed.

— But you can do much more! — The girl grew surprised even more.

— More? — I asked struck dumb.

She nodded, funnily bowing her red head.
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— Who showed all that to you? — I carefully asked, being afraid of accidentally hurting her
feelings.

— My Gran, of course. — She said, as if it went without saying. — I was very sad and lonely in
the beginning, and my grandmother was very sorry for me. So, she showed how to do it.

Here I finally understood that it was really her world which she created by the force of her
thought. The girl did not even understand what a treasure she was! Unlike her grandmother, who, I
think, understood it very well.

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

— Why haven’t you found someone here, where you live now? — Again I asked warily.

— I have. But they all are sort of old and serious, not like you and me. — The girl whispered
thoughtfully.

Suddenly she merrily smiled and her charming little face began to shine like a bright petite
sun.

— Do you want me to show you how to do it?

I only nodded in consent, fearing that she could change her mind. But the girlie obviously was
not going to "change" anything, on the contary — she was extremely glad to find someone nearer her
age, and now was not going to let me go so easily. This "outlook" suited me just perfectly and I was
prepared to listen attentively about her unbelievable wonders.

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

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

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

— Wha-a-at is it? — The thin voice asked in a wonder-struck whisper.

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

Suddenly the air around us strongly swayed and a luminous creature appeared right in front of
us. He looked very like my old "crowned" star friend, but obviously it was somebody different. On
recovering from shock and examining him more attentively, I understood that he did not look like
my old friends at all. It’s just that the first impression "fixed" the same hoop on the forehead and the
same might, but apart from that they had nothing in common. All my "guests" were tall, but this
creature was very tall; his height was, probably, almost five meters. His strange shining clothes (if
they can be called so) were streaming like a banner in the wind all the time, scattering sparkling
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crystal tails behind, although we felt no wind or even breeze around. His long, silver hair shone
with strange lunar halo, giving the impression of "eternal cold" around his head. And his eyes!
What eyes he had! I wish you’d never have to look into them! Before I saw them, I could not
imagine such a thing even in my boldest fantasy. They were incredibly pink and shimmered with
thousands of brilliant stars which lit every time he looked at you. It was absolutely unusual and
terribly beautiful.

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

The creature lifted his hand with the palm turned toward us and mentally said:
—I'am Ales [elei]. You are not ready to come, go back.

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

— Not ready for what? — I asked as calmly as I could.
— To come home. — He answered.

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

— You will come back, — he pronounced in response to my sad thoughts. — It will be much
later, however. And now — go.

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

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

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

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

— Of course! — The girl twittered in a merry voice. — It was what you wanted, was not it? It
was so huge and frightful, though very beautiful. I would not want to live there, not for the world! —
She confidently declared.

But I could not forget that incredibly-enormous and attractively-majestic beauty which, I
knew for certain, would become my dream forever, and the desire to return there some day will
pursue me for long, long years, until one fine day I shall find my real and lost HOME at last.

— Why are you sad? You’ve done it just splendidly! — Stella exclaimed in surprise. — Do want
me to show you something else?

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

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

— Ooops! — Stella laughed, tinkling like a bell, — not like that!

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

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

Stella looked at me with her large, round eyes, as if wishing and at the same time not daring

57



Svetlana de Rohan-Levashov Revelation

to ask me something. I decided to help her.
— Do you want me to come again? — I asked, cherishing hopes for "yes".
Her funny face again shone with all shades of joy:
— Will you really, really come?! — She squeaked happily.
— I will, really, really. — I promised firmly.

26. Stella-2. Harold

My days, busily "up to my neck" in everyday bustle, turned out to be weeks, and I still could
not find free time to visit my darling little friend. I thought about her almost every day and swore to
myself that tomorrow I would find time to "unburden my heart" with this wonderful light creature,
if only for a couple of hours... There was also another, very strange, idea which gave me no rest — |
wanted very much to introduce Stella’s grandmother to mine, no less interesting and unusual... For
some inexplicable reason I was sure that these extraordinary women would certainly find something
to talk about.

So, one fine day I suddenly decided that "That’s enough!" and it was high time to stop putting
aside everything "for tomorrow". Although I was not sure that Stella’s grandmother would be there
that day, I thought that it would be wonderful if I finally visited my new friend at least and if [ were
lucky, introduce our dear grandmothers to each other.

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

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

— Well, shall we go or what? — Gran asked calmly.

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

But she gave me a sly smile and asked, as if nothing happened:
— What? Don’t you want to walk with me?

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

— Of course, I want! — I exclaimed joyfully, and without telling where we would go, headed
for the door.

— Take a pullover, when we’re coming back, it’ll be chilly! — My grandmother called after me.

That’s it! I could not stand it anymore! I ruffled up like a frozen sparrow and mumbled, being
offended:

— How do you know where we are going?

— It’s written all over your face. — Gran was smiling.

Of course, nothing was written on my face, but I would give anything to know how she
always knew everything so confidently when the matter concerned me.

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

There were only two of us and therefore, there was no need to fear that someone would be
eavesdropping on us and not like what we were talking about.

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

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

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

— Oh, I thought I could not wait until you came! — She joyfully greeted us.

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

— Go dear, Stella is probably getting tired of waiting for you. And we’ll be sitting here for a
while...

I did not have time to ask how I would get to Stella, as everything disappeared and I found
myself in the already familiar, shining with all colours of the rainbow, world of Stella’s luxuriant
fantasy and before I had time to see how the land lies I heard the enthusiastic voice:

— Ah, how swell that you came! I waited and waited for you!
The girl flew up to me like a whirlwind and dumped a... little red "dragon" right in my hands.

I jumped back in surprise, but then broke into laughter, because it was the most charming and funny
creature in the world.

The "dragon", if I may call it that, puffed up his tender pink belly and threateningly began to
hiss at me, obviously hoping to frighten me. But when he saw that nobody was going to be
frightened here, calmly settled down on my knees and began to snuffle peacefully, showing what a
"good boy" he was and how strongly he should be loved.

I asked Stella what his name was and how long ago she had created him.

— Dear me! I have not thought of what to call him yet! He appeared right now! You like him,
don’t you? — The girl twittered merrily and I felt that she was glad to see me again.

— He is yours! — She suddenly said. — He will live with you.

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

— All right, — I agreed, — he can be with me while I am here.

— Don’t you want to take him with you? — Stella was surprised.

And I understood here that probably she did not know that we are "different", and live in
different worlds. Most likely, the grandmother did not tell the whole truth to the little girl, feeling

sorry for her, and she sincerely thought that it was exactly the same world where she had lived
before with only one difference — she could create her world.

I was absolutely sure that I did not want to be the person who would tell this small trustful
girl what her today's life truly was. She was happy in her imaginary reality and I swore in my heart
that I would never be the one to destroy her fairy-tale world. I could not understand one thing — the
way the grandmother explained the sudden disappearance of her family and the whole world where
she had lived to her.

— You see, — I began with a small hitch, smiling, — dragons are not very popular where I
live....

— But nobody will see him! — The girl twittered merrily.
A load off my mind! I hated lying or slipping out of direct answers, especially before such a
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pure little human being like Stella. It appeared that she perfectly understood everything and
succeeded somehow in combining the joy of creation and the sadness of her loss.

— I have found a friend here at last! — The little one declared victoriously.
— Really? — I was surprised. — Will you introduce me to him some day?
She amusingly nodded with her fluffy red head and squinted slyly.

— Do you want to do it right now? — I felt that she was "fidgety" and unable to restrain her
impatience.

— Are you sure that he would want to come? — I asked cautiously.

Not because I was afraid of somebody or felt shy, simply I was not in the habit of disturbing
people having no special or important cause. I was not sure that right now this was really such a
cause, but Stella was obviously absolutely sure, because in a fraction of a second a man appeared
next to us.

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

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

Unlike others, highly developed spirits that live at the mental level of Earth, can create their
"look" and "clothes", because, on living for a very long time (the higher the development of the
spirit, the more rarely it incarnates into a physical body) and getting accustomed enough in
"another" world, unknown for them in the beginning, they can already create a lot of things.

I am still at a loss, why a little girl, Stella, chose exactly this grown up and deeply hurt man as
her friend. But because she looked absolutely happy with such an "acquisition", I had no choice but
to trust fully in the little and playful enchantress’s faultless intuition.

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

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

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

She was an unbelievably happy child! We call it "happy in nature". Neither before nor after
did I meet anybody who would look like, even a little, this "sunny" and charming girl. It seemed
that no trouble or misfortune could knock her out of her extraordinary "happy track". Not because
she was unable to understand or feel human pain or misery; on the contrary, I was sure that she felt
it much deeper than others. She produced the impression of being created from cells of joy and
light and protected by a strange and very "positive" protection which allowed neither grief nor
distress to get to the depth of her little and very kind heart in order to destroy it by the everyday
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avalanche of negative emotions and feelings injured by pain, so usual for all of us. Stella WAS
HAPPINESS herself and generously, like the sun, gave it to all around.

— When I found him, he was so sad! Now he is much better. Right, Harold? — Addressing both
of us simultaneously, Stella happily continued.

— I am very pleased to meet you, — I said, still feeling a little constrained. — It probably is very
difficult to be between worlds for so long?

— This world differs little from others, — Shrugging, the knight answered calmly. — Only it is
almost empty...

— What do you mean empty? — [ was surprised.

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

— He could not find his family here, but I helped him! — She gladly fired.

Harold affectionately smiled at this marvellous, "sparkling" with happiness, little human
being and nodded in confirmation of her words:

— It is true. I have been looking for them for an eternity, but what I really had to do was to
open the right "door". She helped me to do that.

I stared at Stella, expecting explanation. This girl continued to surprise me more and more.

— Well, yes, — Stella pronounced, being a bit abashed. — He told me his story and I saw that
they are not here. So, I looked for them and found...

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

— Do you want me to show you?

I only nodded affirmatively, being afraid of frightening her off and expecting something
"shockingly-unbelievable".

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

It appeared to be a very hot, maybe eastern, country, because everything around dazzled with
bright and white-orange light which usually can be found in an area with burning hot, dry air. The
earth was scorched and colourless to the very horizon and nothing diversified this stingily-
monotonous, flat and "naked" landscape except for distant mountains far away in the blue haze. Far
off I saw a small, ancient white-rock city which was walled in by a tumbledown stone wall. It was
obvious that nobody had attacked the city for a very long time, and the locals did not care about
defence or at least renovation of the municipal wall.

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

The picture was very real, just like my favourite fairy-tales into which I "fell", hearing and
seeing nothing around...

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

A little blond boy of four or five years old played on the steps under a big olive tree. Behind
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him a plump pleasant looking woman, who looked like a nice good-natured nanny, picked apples
under an old apple-tree.

A very beautiful fair young lady appeared in the courtyard and behind her I saw ... my new
acquaintance — the knight Harold.

The woman was dressed in an unusual but, obviously, very expensive, long silk dress the
folds of which softly swayed, repeating every motion of her light, elegant body. A funny little
beaded blue silk cap peacefully reposed on beautiful lady’s fair hair, splendidly emphasizing the
colour of her large blue eyes.

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

— This is the last time, my angel... | promise you, it’s true — the last time. — The knight hardly
articulated, tenderly touching her soft cheek.

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

— I shall never see you again... — the woman whispered through tears. — Never again...

The boy, for some reason, showed no reaction either to his father’s forthcoming departure or
his mother’s farewell. He calmly continued to play, paying no attention to grown-ups, as if it had
nothing to do with him. It surprised me a little, but I decided to ask nothing and continue to watch
to see what would happen next.

— Don’t you want to say "good-bye" to me? — The knight addressed his son.
The boy shook his head, without even lifting it.

— Leave him. He is just angry at you. — The woman said sadly. — He too believed that you
would not leave him alone anymore.

The knight nodded, mounted his enormous horse, galloped along the narrow street, without
turning around and very soon disappeared from sight behind the first turn. The beautiful lady sadly
followed him with her eyes, and her soul was ready to creep ... to run... to fly after him, no matter
where, if only she could see or hear him once again, even for a moment! But she knew that it would
not happen and she would remain where she was, and due the capricious whim of fate she would
never again see and hug her Harold... never... Large, heavy tears rolled down her pale cheeks,
which became haggard in a flash; the dusty soil swallowed crystal bitter drops.

— My God, save him... — The lady whispered bitterly. — I shall never see him again... never...
help him, My God...

She stood motionless, like a mournful Madonna, seeing and hearing nothing around. The
blond boy nestled up to her, now revealing his sorrow and sadly looking at the empty street, where
instead of his beloved father, only white dust swirled...

— How could I not to say goodbye to you, my angel? — Suddenly the quiet and bitter voice
sounded nearby.

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

— Please, don’t! Don’t be sad! — Stella’s fragile fingers stroked his enormous hand. — Don’t
you see how much they loved you? Let’s not look at it anymore; you’ve seen it already so many
times!

The picture disappeared... I looked at Stella with surprise, but did not have time to say
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anything, as found myself in another "episode" of the strange life which so deeply affected my soul.

An unusually bright, merry and pink dawn, spangled with diamond drops of dew, was
gradually waking up. The sky blazed up for an instant, painting the edges of lacy, tow-haired clouds
with a scarlet glow, and at once it became very light. An early, extraordinarily fresh morning came
into its own. The knight Harold and his united little family sat on the terrace of the house, which
we’ve seen before, in the cool shade of a big tree. The woman looked amazingly beautiful and very
happy, like the newly-born dawn... Affectionately smiling, she talked to her husband, sometimes
gently touching his hand. And he, being absolutely relaxed, gently rocked his sleepy, dishevelled
little son, sipped a pink cooling drink and from time to time idly answered his wife’s questions
which he had probably heard many times.

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

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

— There. Let him watch it, — Stella whispered. — And I will show you what happened next...

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

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

Terrifying scenes of violence and atrocious murders flashed before my eyes, like in the
cinema... I could not calmly look at all that; my heart literally "jumped" out of my chest, my
forehead was covered with cold sweat (as if I was in my physical body!) and the irresistable wish to
escape from this horrific and monstrously-pitiless world haunted me. But when I looked at the
serious and concentrated Stella’s face, I became ashamed of my weakness and forced myself to look
further.

We found ourselves in Harold’s house. Now everything was broken; nanny’s dead body lay in
the middle of a room, right on the floor. We clearly heard heart-breaking female screaming in the
street through the broken windows; everything mixed into a terrible nightmare of despair and fear.
It seemed that the whole world had suddenly gone mad for some reason. Then we saw another room
where three men were trying to tie Knight Harold’s tow-headed wife to the back of the bed,
bringing their whole weight to bear on the woman who tried to break loose from their grip with her
last bit of strength. And his little son sat right under the bed, squeezing his dad’s dagger in his tiny
hands, too huge for him, and whispered something with his eyes closed. Nobody paid any attention
to him in the middle of this mad bustle. He was so strangely and "motionlessly" quiet, that I thought
in the beginning that the boy just got an emotional shock witnessing all that horror, but soon
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understood that I was mistaken. As it appeared, the child simply was gathering all his strength and
preparing himself to make an important and decisive step.

He could easily reach any of the rapists, and at first I thought that the poor thing, still thinking
like a child, wanted to try to protect somehow his unfortunate mother. But, as appeared, this tiny
boy, frightened to death, was the real son of a knight in his still child's soul, and managed to find
the most correct and the only possible way out of the terrible situation. He decided to take the
heaviest step in his short life. He finally managed to pull himself together and, quietly whispering
"mummy!", jumped out to the side and with all his child's might... slashed his poor mother’s tender
neck with the heavy dagger... he loved her tenderly and selflessly and could no find another way to
save her...

At first nobody noticed anything in the "rapist" ardour... The boy quietly crawled away to the
corner and, having no strength for anything else, sat there motionless, indifferent to anything,
observing with his eyes, wide with horror, how, right in front of him, his kind and tender mother,
the best in the whole world, departed this world by his hand.

Suddenly the frightful scene disappeared and everything around shone again with all colours
of the rainbow; we found ourselves in Stella’s world, light and merry. I was unable to come to my
senses from the nightmare I had just seen. I tried to keep the pure image of this wonderful and brave
little boy in my memory and did not even notice that I was crying. I felt the tears rolling down my
cheeks, but for some reason I was not ashamed about it at all...

— I won’t show you what happened next, because it is even sadder... — Stella said cheerlessly.
— But we found them. Everything is all right with them! Oh, don’t be so sad! — She twittered,
shaking off the sorrow.

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

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

— We found them! — Stella repeated again. — I did not know how to do it but Gran helped me!

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

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

— Do you want me to show it to you? — The girl offered again.

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

— But you do want to see what happened to them! — Little Stella confidently established the
"fact".

I looked at Harold and saw in his eyes the complete understanding of what I unexpectedly
went through right now.

— I know what you’ve seen. | watched it so many times. But they are happy now, we come to
look at them very often... And at them "former" ones, too... — The "sad knight" pronounced in
hushed voice.

And only here I understood that Stella simply transferred him into his past, when he
wanted, like she did right now!!! And she did it, as if it were child's play! I did not even notice how
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this marvellous light girl began to "attach" me to her stronger and stronger, becoming a real miracle
for me which I endlessly wanted to observe and never leave. Back then I knew or could do almost
nothing, except for what I could understand and learn by myself, and I wanted so much to learn
from her, while I still had a chance.

— Please, come back to me! —Stella whispered, suddenly getting joyless. — You know that you
cannot remain here for a long time. Gran said that you would not be here for very long... that you
must not die yet. But you come...

Suddenly all around became dark and cold, as if black clouds covered Stella’s colourful and
bright world.

— Hey! Don’t think about such frightful things! — The girl became a bit indignant and quickly
"painted" out everything again in light and merry colours like a painter would paint on a canvas
with his brush.

— There. That’s much better. Right? — She asked contentedly.
— Was it really my thoughts? — I did not believe it again.

— Well, of course! — Stella laughed. — You are strong, and therefore create everything in your
own way

— How am I to think then? — I still could not understand.

— You simply "close" yourself and show only what you want to show. — My unusual friend
said, as if it was the most matter-of-fact thing in the world. — My Gran taught me.

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

— So, do you want to see what happened to Harold’s family next? — Stella asked impatiently.

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

— I won’t show you long. I promise! But you must know about them, right? — The girl
declared in a happy voice. — Here, look... the first will be the son...

27. Stella-3. Axel

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

— See! It’s him! It’s the same "little boy"... only many, many years later. — Stella whispered.
— How do you know that it is precisely him? — I asked, still showing little understanding.

— Why? It’s very simple! — The girl stared at me in surprise. — We all have a spirit which has a
"key" and everybody can be found by means of it. One just has to know how to do it. Here, look...

She again showed Harold’s son.
— Think of his spirit and you will see...

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

— Do you see that strange inverted star on his chest? It’s his "key". And if you try to follow
it, like following a thread, it will bring you straight to Axel who has the same star and it will be the
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same spirit, only it its next embodiment.
I could not restrain my utter surprise so that Stella laughed and merrily confessed:
— Hey, don’t think that I knew it all by myself. It was my Gran who taught me!

I was very ashamed to feel absolutely incompetent and clumsy, but the desire to know more
was hundred times stronger than any shame; therefore I swallowed my pride carefully and asked:

— What about those amazing "realities" we observe here? Is that in fact somebody else’s life
and you do not create it like you create all your worlds?

— Of course, not! — The girl was happy about the opportunity to explain something to me. —
It’s just a past where all these people once lived and I simply transport us there.

— And what about Harold? How does he see all this?

— Oh, it’s easy for him! He is like me, dead, so he can move wherever he wants. He does not

have a physical body, therefore there are no obstacles for his spirit here and it can travel anywhere
he chooses... like me... — The girl finished on a cheerless note.

I sadly thought that what was a "simple transfer into the past" for her would certainly be a
"secret sealed with seven seals" for me for a long time... But Stella hurried to calm me, as if she
heard my thoughts:

—You’ll see. It’s very simple! You just have to try.
— And these "keys" — don’t they ever repeat in others? — I decided to continue asking.

— No, but sometimes another thing may happen... — The little one answered, oddly smiling for
some reason. — In the beginning that was how I fell into a trap and was battered quite seriously... It
was so foolish!

— What happened? — | became very interested.

Stella merrily answered: — Oh, it was very funny! — And on thinking a little, added, — but
dangerous too... I was looking for Gran’s past embodiment all over the "floors", and another spirit
came along her "thread" instead of her. It had managed to "copy" grandmother’s "flower" (probably
the "key"!) and before I knew where I was, so happy I had found her at last, the unknown spirit
pitilessly struck me right in my chest. The blow was so strong that I almost saw stars!

— But how did you get rid of it? — I was surprised.
— To tell the truth, I did not... — The girl was slightly embarassed. I called Gran...
— And what is it that you call "floors"? — I was impatient to know more.

— Well, they are different "worlds", where the spirits of the dead dwell... Those who were
good, and probably the strongest ones too, live on the most beautiful and highest floor....

— Like you? — I asked smiling.

— Of course not! I think I got here by mistake. — The girl was absolutely sincere. — Do you

know what the most interesting thing here is? Belonging to this ""floor'" we can walk everywhere,
but the dwellers on other floors cannot get here... It’s interesting, isn’t it?

Yes, it was very strange and grippingly interesting for my "belly-punched" brain which
gasped for information, and I wanted to know more so eagerly! Probably because nobody ever
clearly explained anything to me until this day, only sometimes someone gave me something (like,
for example, my "star friends"). Therefore even such a simple child's explanation made me
extremely happy and forced me to rummage more passionately in my experiments, conclusions and
errors to find there even more incomprehensible things. My problem was that I could do or create
"unusual" things quite easily, but the matter was that I also wanted understanding of how I did it.
Regrettably, I did not achieve much of that.

— What about other "floors"? Do you know how many of them there are? Do they differ a lot
from this one? — I was unable to stop and flooded Stella with questions.

— I promise you we’ll go there for a walk! You will see how interesting it is, dangerous too,
especially at one "floor" in particular. There are such scary monsters! The people are very far from
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being pleasant too.

— I think I’ve already seen similar monsters. — I said, though not very confidently. — Here,
look...

And I tried to show her the first astral creatures I had met in my life which attacked the little
Vesta’s drunken dad.

— Oh, they are quite the same! Where did you see them, on Earth?
— Well, yes, they came when I helped a good little girl to say goodbye to her dad...
— So, they come to the living too? — My little friend was very surprised.

— I don’t know, Stella. I still know almost nothing... I wish I did not have to walk in darkness
and learn everything "by touch"... or from my experiences which constantly "hit me on the head"...
What do you think; would your grandmother agree to teach me something too?

— 1 do not know... Probably you should ask her about it.

The girl was suddenly deeply engrossed in her thoughts, then broke into laughter and merrily
said:

— It was so funny when I started to "create"!!! You should see how funny and amusing it was!
In the beginning when everybody "left" me, I was very sad and cried a lot... Then I did not know
where they were, both my mother and brother... I did not know anything then. Maybe therefore my
Gran felt very sorry for me and began to teach me little by little and... Oh dear, it was quite
something! In the beginning I constantly fell into some unknown places, created everything "upside
down" and Gran had to watch me almost all the time, but then I learned... I almost feel sorry for
that, because now she comes rarely... and I am afraid that one day she will never come.

For the first time I saw how sad this little lonely girl could feel sometimes, despite all these
awesome worlds which she created! No matter how happy and kind her nature was, she still was a
very little child who was unexpectedly abandoned by all her nearest and dearest and was awfully
afraid of the only relative she had now — her grandmother — leaving her one day too...

— Oh, please, don’t think that! — I exclaimed. — She loves you so! And she will never leave
you.

— I don’t think so... she said that we all had our own life and we must live it as destined... Isn’t
it sad?

But, apparently, Stella could not be sad for long, because her face was again lit with joy and
she merrily asked:

— Well then, are we going to look or you have already forgotten everything?
— Of course, we will! — I answered with greater readiness, as if being awakened from sleep.

I could not say that I truly understood everything, but everything was incredibly interesting
and some of Stella’s actions became clearer to me than they had been in the beginning. The girl
concentrated for a second and we again appeared in France, exactly at the same moment we left...
We again saw the same chic carriage and the same beautiful couple which could not agree about
something... In the end the young man reclined against the back of the rhythmically rocking seat
and sadly pronounced, desperate of proving anything to his young and capricious companion:

— Well, let be as you wish, Marguerite. I shall not ask for your help anymore... Although
only God knows who else could help me to meet Her. There’s only one thing I don’t
understand — when could you have changed so much and does it mean that we are not friends
anymore?

The young lady produced a stinging smile and again turned her head to the window... She was
very beautiful, but it was a cruel and cold beauty. The impatient and at the same time bored
expression frozen in her shining blue eyes showed very clearly her eagerness to finish this
prolonged conversation as quickly as possible.

The carriage stopped near a beautiful large house, and she finally breathed a sigh of relief.
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— Farewell, Axel! — On descending from the carriage, she coldly pronounced, like a true
woman of the world. — And let me give you some good advice — stop being romantic, you are not a
child anymore!

The carriage was off. The young man called Axel continuously looked at the road and sadly
whispered:

— Oh my merry Daisy, what happened to you? Is this really all that is left of us since we grew
up?

The picture disappeared and then another one came... It was the same young man called Axel,
but a completely different and shockingly beautiful "reality", looking more like an unreal dream,
surrounded him...

Enormous mirrors reflected thousands of candles which dizzily sparkled in a splendid fairy-
tale hall. Probably it was somebody's very rich palace, maybe even a royal one... An unbelievably
great number of guests in their finest dresses stood, sat and walked in this wonderful hall, radiantly
smiling at each other and, almost as one, from time to time looking toward the heavy gilt door,
expecting something. Music quietly played somewhere; charming ladies, each one more beautiful
than the last, flittered like multicoloured butterflies catching delighted glances from the likewise
stunningly dressed gentlemen. The multitude of different jewels sparkled, shone and glittered all
over the place; silks softly rustled and the enormous elaborate wigs besprinkled with fairy flowers
coquettishly rocked on lady’s elegant heads.

Axel stood, leaning against the marble column, and looked absently at the lustrous crowd,
being absolutely indifferent to its charm, and I felt that he too waited for something, just as did the
rest of the people.

At last everything around began to move and, as if with the wave of a magic wand, the
splendidly dressed crowd divided into two parts, forming a very wide, "ball" aisle exactly in the
middle of the hall. A dazzlingly beautiful woman walked regally along this passage-way, or rather it
was a couple, but the man next to her was so artless and plain, that despite his sumptuous attire, he
hopelessly faded into insignificance next to his magnificent companion.

The beautiful lady looked very spring-like — varicoloured paradisiacal birds and amazing
silvery-pink flowers were embroidered all over her blue dress, and garlands of fresh flowers
reposed on her silk ash-grey hair, set in a highly elaborate coiffure, like a fragile pink cloud.
Numerous strings of tender pearls coiled around her long neck and it seemed that the extraordinary
whiteness of her amazing skin made them shine. Enormous sparkling blue eyes amiably looked at
the surrounding people. She happily smiled and was exquisitely beautiful...

Axel, who had apathetically kept aloof from all that, transformed as if by magic! The bored
young man vanished somewhere in the wink of an eye and instead a living embodiment of the
loftiest feelings appeared, which "devoured" the beautiful woman who slowly approached him with
a blazing look...

— Oh! What a beautiful lady she is! — Stella rapturously breathed out. — She always is so
beautiful!

— Why? Do you see her often? — I asked with an eager interest.

— Oh, yes! I look at her very often. She is like spring! Don’t you think so?

— Do you know her? Do you know who she is?

— Of course I do! She is a very unhappy queen. — The little girl grew slightly sad.
— Why unhappy? To me, she looks very happy. — I was surprised.

— It’s now... Later she will die... She will die a terrible death. They will cut off her head... But
I don’t like to look at that. — Stella whispered sadly.

Meantime the beautiful lady came up to young Axel and, on seeing him, stiffened
unexpectedly for a fraction of an instant and then smiled a very pretty smile, charmingly turning
red. I had the weird impression that the world around these two people stood still for an instant, as if
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everything and everybody ceased to exist for a split second, except for them... But then the lady
continued to move and the magic moment disintegrated into thousands of brief instants that
interlaced into a strong shining thread and connected these people never to release them...

Axel stood absolutely stunned. He continued to notice nobody but followed his fair lady with
his eyes and his heart, which she had conquered so effortlessly... He was absolutely oblivious to the
admiring glances which young beautiful ladies constantly cast at him and did not return their
shining and beckoning smiles.

Axel was truly a handsome man, "both inside and out" as they say. He was tall and elegant
and had enormous serious grey eyes, always polite, restrained and modest, which attracted both
women and men. A smile rarely lit his regular serious features, but when it happened, Axel’s charm
was absolutely irresistible... Therefore the ladies’ increased attention toward him was natural, but,
to their regret, Axel was interested in only one creature in the whole world — his fascinating and
magnificent Queen...

— Will they be together? — I could not wait to know. — They both are so handsome!

Stella just gave a sad smile and "submerged" us in the next "episode" of this unusual and very
touching story.

We found ourselves in a very comfortable, fragrant little summer garden. A luxurious park,
splendidly well-groomed and decorated with numerous statues, surrounded us with green for as far
as we could see and in the distance there was a stunningly enormous stone palace which looked like
a small city. Only this cosy garden, totally protected from indelicate strangers’ glances gave a
feeling of real comfort and some warm, "homely" beauty in the middle of all this slightly
oppressing grandiosity...

A dizzyingly-sweet fragrance of blooming acacias, roses and something which I could not
define soared in the air, being intensified by the heat of the summer evening. Enormous cups of
gently-pink water-lilies and the snow-white "coats" of lazy, ready to fall asleep, majestic swans
were reflected in the pure surface of a little pond, as in a mirror. A beautiful young couple
promenaded along a narrow path around the pond. Music, a merry female laugh which sounded like
little bells and the happy voices of many people were heard somewhere far off, but the whole world
stopped here, in this little corner of the earth, for these two people, where birds sang their tender
songs only for them; a playful breeze rustled in the petals of roses only for them; and time
obligingly stopped only for them, giving an opportunity to be together — just as man and woman
who came here to say goodbye, without knowing whether they would ever see each other again
some day...

The lady was charming and seemed "flimsy" in her modest, white summer dress embroidered
with tiny green flowerets. Her beautiful ash-grey hair was tied with a green ribbon which made her
look like a charming forest fairy. She looked so young, pure and modest that I did not immediately
recognize the majestic and dazzling Queen in her magnificent "parade" beauty that I saw just
several minutes ago.

"Our acquaintance" Axel walked next to her without taking his eyes off her and catching her
every motion. He seemed very happy and at the same time deeply sad for some reason... The Queen
linked her arm through his with elegant motion and gently asked:

— But what about me? I shall miss you so much, my dear friend. Time flows too slowly when
you are so far away...

— Your Majesty, please, don’t torment me... You know what all this is for... And you know
how hard for me is to leave you! I have already managed to avoid unwanted marriages twice, but,
nevertheless, my father still cherishes hopes to get me married... He dislikes rumours about my love
for you. I too don’t like them. I cannot... I have no right to do you harm. Oh, I wish I could be
somewhere near you; to see you, to touch you! ... It is so hard for me to leave! And I am so worried
about you...

— Go to Italy, my friend, you will be awaited there. Only don’t stay long! Know, I shall be
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waiting for you too... — The Queen said, affectionately smiling.

Axel kissed her elegant hand with a long kiss and when he lifted his eyes, there was so much
love and anxiety in them that the poor Queen exclaimed:

— Oh, don’t worry, my friend! I am so well protected here that even if I wanted, nothing could
happen to me! Go and may God be with you; and come back as soon as possible...

Axel looked at her wonderful face, so dear to him, for a very long time, absorbing every detail
and trying to remember this instant in his heart forever, and then he gave a low bow and quickly
went along the path toward the exit without turning around or stopping, as if being afraid of not
having the strength to leave her, if he did...

She followed him with her enormous blue eyes which suddenly became damp and deeply
sorrowful... She was a queen and had no right to love him, but she was also a woman, whose heart
belonged to this purest and bravest man forever, without asking anyone’s permission...

— Oh! How sad is all this? — Stella whispered. — I wish I could help them!
— Do they need anybody’s help? — I was surprised.

Stella nodded with her curly head without saying a word and showed a new episode... I was
very surprised at her deep concern about this charming story which still seemed to me just a sweet
history of somebody's love. However, I already knew pretty well about the sympathy and kindness
of Stella’s big heart and therefore I was almost sure that everything would not be as simple as it
seemed in the beginning, and I only had to wait...

We saw the same park, but [ had no idea how much time had passed since we had seen them
in the last episode.

This evening the park sparkled with thousands of coloured lights which, on merging with the
glimmering night sky, created a magnificent continuous firework "blaze". Judging by the splendour
of the preparations, it certainly was a grandiose evening party where all the guests were dressed
exclusively in white, fulfilling the Queen’s whimsical desire. They looked like ancient priests and
moved in an "organized" manner through the blazing park ingeniously lit up with thousands of
lights, heading for the beautiful stone gazebo which all called the Temple of Love. Suddenly, a fire
flared behind it... Blinding sparks soared up to the tops of the trees, staining the dark night clouds
with blood-red light. The guests exclaimed in delight, approving the beauty of the happening, but
nobody knew that according to the Queen’s plan the raging fire expressed the force of her love,
and only one person understood the real meaning of this symbol...

Axel was thrilled. He leaned against the tree and closed his eyes. He could not belive that this
spectacular beauty was meant exclusively for him.

— Are you pleased, my friend? — A quiet tender voice whispered behind his back.
— I am delighted... — Axel answered and turned around. Of course it was she.

For only an instant they looked at each other with rapture, then the Queen gently squeezed
Axel’s hand and disappeared into the night...

— Why was he always so unhappy in all his "lives"? — Stella was still sad about our "poor
boy".
To tell the truth I still saw no "unhappiness" whatsoever and looked at her sad face with

surprise, but for some reason the little girl persistently refused to explain anything...
The picture sharply changed.

A luxurious and very large green carriage rushed at full speed along the dark night road with
Axel as a coachman. He managed this enormous vehicle with admirable mastership and from time
to time looked around with obvious anxiety. There was an impression that he was in a mad hurry to
get to some place or was escaping from somebody...

We recognized the King and Queen inside the carriage and a pretty girl of probably eight
years old and two ladies who we did not know. Everybody looked sullen and disturbed, and even
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the little girl was very quiet, as if she felt the general mood of the adults. To my surprise, the King
wore very modest clothes — a simple grey frock-coat and a round hat of the same colour; the Queen
hid her face behind a veil and it was obvious that she was afraid of something. It all looked very
like an escape.

I glanced at Stella, hoping for explanations, but no explanation followed — the girl watched
what was happening with utter concentration and a deep sorrow, inappropriate for a child, was
hidden in her enormous doll’s eyes.

— Why? Why did not they listen to him, for heaven’s sake?! It was so simple! — Unexpectedly
she exclaimed in indignant despair.

The carriage rushed at a mad speed. The passengers looked tired and somewhat lost... Finally
they drove to a large yard obscured by black shade from the stone building in the middle and the
carriage sharply stopped. The place looked like an inn or a large farm.

Axel jumped down to the ground, approached the window and was going to say something, as
suddenly an authoritative masculine voice was heard from the carriage:

— It is time to say goodbye, Count. It is unworthy of me to expose you to danger further on.

Certainly, Axel did not dare to object to the King and could only briefly touch the Queen’s
hand at parting... The carriage darted away into the night... and quickly disappeared in the darkness.
He stood alone in the middle of the dark road, wishing with all his heart to throw himself after
them... Axel felt with his whole being that he had no right to leave everything to the mercy of fate!
He simply knew that something would certainly go wrong without him and everything that he had
been carefully preparing and organizing for such a long time would fail because of a ridiculous
contingency...

It had been quite a long time since the carriage disappeared from his sight but poor Axel still
stood motionless, peering into the darkness which swallowed them; his fists squeezed in despair.
Scanty angry tears rolled down his deathly pale face...

—It’s all over... I know, this is the end... — He whispered.

— What happened to them? Why do they escape? — I asked, understanding nothing of what
was going on.

— Oh! Very bad people now will catch them and put them into a prison... even the boy.

— Where do you see a boy here? — I was surprised.

— Haven’t you got it? He is dressed up as a girl!

I shook my head. I still did not understand almost anything about what the matter was —
neither the royal escape, nor the "bad people". So, I decided to watch what would be next, without
asking about anything any longer.

— These people treated the King and Queen really badly and wanted to capture them.
Therefore they tried to escape. Axel arranged everything... But when he was ordered to leave them,
the carriage went slower, because the King got tired. He even got out for "some fresh air"... and he
was recognized right there and caught, of course.

Stella sighed... and threw us into the next "episode" of this not so happy, but still beautiful

story...
This time everything looked ominous and intimidating.

We found ourselves in dark and repulsive quarters which looked to me like the most truly
wicked prison. In a tiny, dirty, damp and stinking room a thin grey-headed woman, exhausted by
sufferings and dressed in black, in which it was quite impossible to recognize the fairy-tale beautiful
and ever smiling miracle-queen who the young Axel loved more than anything, sat on the wooden
stove-bench with a straw mattress... He was in the room too, punch-drunk by what he saw, noticing
nothing, bending his knees, pressing his lips to her still beautiful white hand, unable to utter a
word... He came in absolute despair, having tried everything possible and impossible in the world to
save her and having lost the last hope of doing so... Nevertheless, he again was ready to offer his
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last, already almost impossible, help... He was obsessed with only one aspiration: to save her,
despite everything... He just could not allow her to die, because his life, which he did not need
without her, would be over...

They looked silently at each other, trying to hide disobedient tears which rolled down their
faces leaving narrow paths on the cheeks... They could hardly take their eyes off each other,
because they knew that if he failed to help her, it would be the last time they looked at each other...

The bald jailer stared at the visitor broken with grief and looked at the sad scene of other’s
sorrow, having no intention whatsoever of turning away his impertinent gaze...

The picture disappeared and we saw another, worse than the previous one — a yelling crowd,
terrifying in its brutality, armed with lances, knives and guns, was pitilessly crushing a magnificent
palace...

Then Axel appeared again. This time he stood near the window in a very elegantly decorated
and exquisitely furnished room. The "friend from childhood" Marguerite, who we saw with him in
the beginning, stood next to him. But now her arrogant coldness had vanished somewhere and her
beautiful face expressed concern and pain. Axel was mortally pale and, pressing his forehead to the
window-pane, watched with horror at what was happening outside... He heard the noisy crowd and
repeated one and the same words, being in a horrific trance:

— My Soul, I could not save you... Please, forgive me, my dearest... Lord, help her; give her
strength to bear it!

— Axel, please! You must pull yourself together for her sake. Please, I beg you, be prudent! —
His old friend tried compassionately to persuade him.

— Prudent? What prudence are you talking about, Marguerite, when the whole world has gone
mad?! — Axel exclaimed. — Why her? For what; what has she done to them?!

Margaret unfolded a little sheet of paper and pronounced, obviously not knowing how to ease
his pain:

— Calm down, dear Axel. You’d better listen to this: "I love you, my friend... Don’t worry
about me. The only thing I miss now is your letters. Probably we are not fated to meet again...
Farewell, my most beloved and most loving of all..."

It was the Queen’s last letter which Axel had read thousands of times, but for some reason it
sounded even more painful when a stranger pronounced the bitter lines.

— What is it? What happens there? — I asked impatiently, unable to restrain my inquiring
mind.

— The beautiful Queen dies... They are going to execute her now. — Stella sadly answered.

— Why don’t we see anything? — I asked again.

— Oh, believe me. You don’t want to look at it. — The girl shook her head. — What a pity! She
is so unhappy... How unfair is all that.

— Nevertheless, I would like to see... — I asked.

— All right, watch... — Stella sadly nodded.

A scaffold ominously towered in the middle of an enormous square crammed full of highly
excitable people... A mortally pale, very thin and exhausted woman in white proudly stepped up its
small crooked steps. A plain white nightcap almost fully covered her short cut fair hair; deep
gloomy sorrow was reflected in her tired eyes, reddened by tears or insomnia...

Slightly rocking — she found it difficult to maintain equilibrium because her hands were
tightly tied behind her back — the woman somehow managed to climb the dais, still trying to remain
straight and proud with all her might. She stood and looked at the crowd, without lowering her gaze
or showing how truly scared she was... There was nobody around whose friendly look would warm
the last minutes of her life... There was nobody, who would help her, with the warmth of their heart,
withstand this horrific moment, when her life had to leave her in such a cruel way ...
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The raging, excited crowd suddenly fell silent, as if it had bumped into an insuperable
obstacle... The women in the front rows began to cry silently. The thin figure on the scaffold came
to the block, stumbled and very painfully fell down on her knees. For a few short seconds she lifted
her exhausted face, pacified by the closeness of death... deeply breathed... and, on proudly looking
at the executioner, laid her tired head on the block. The crying became audible, women closed
children’s eyes. The executioner came to the guillotine....

— My God! No!!! — Axel uttered a bloodcurdling cry.

At the same moment, suddenly the grey sky was split by a sunray which peeked from the
clouds, illuminating the last path of the ill-fated victim... It gently touched her pale, terribly
emaciated cheek, as if tenderly saying the last earthly "Good bye". Something flashed brightly on
the scaffold — the heavy knife fell down and splashed scarlet drops... The crowd gasped. The blond
head fell into the basket and everything was over... The beautiful Queen went where there was no
more pain or mockery... only peace...

Mortal silence reined in the square. There was nothing to look at any longer...

This was how a tender and kind Queen died. To the last minute of her life she managed to
stand, head proudly raised, which was then so pitilessly cut by the heavy knife of the bloody
guillotine.

Pale Axel, stockstill, like a dead corpse, looked at the window with blind eyes and it seemed
that life left him drop by drop, painfully slowly, carrying his soul very far away in order to merge
forever in the light and silence with the one who he loved so strongly and selflessly...

— My dearest... My soul... How could it happen that I did not die with you? Everything is over
now for me... — Axel whispered with stiff lips, still standing near the window.

But everything will be really "over" for him much later, in twenty long years, and his end will
be no less terrible than that of his unforgettable Queen...

— Do you want to look further? — Stella asked gently.
I nodded, unable to say a word.

We saw another crowd, raging in a wild frenzy, and Axel in front of it. It happened many
years later. He still was a very handsome man, only his hair was almost completely grey. He wore a
magnificent, military uniform of a very high-rank and looked the same as before, elegant and
slender. So, the same brilliant and cleverest of men stood before a crowd of half drunk, brutal
people and in vain tried to outvoice and explain something to them... Regrettably, nobody wanted to
listen to him... Stones started to fly toward poor Axel; the crowd, kindling its malice with swearing,
began to push. He tried to defend himself, but he was knocked off his feet. They began to trample
him brutally and strip off his clothes... A tall fat person suddenly jumped on his chest, breaking his
ribs, and easily killed him striking Axel’s temple with his knee-boot. Axel’s naked, disfigured body
was thrown on the side of the road, and there was nobody who would pity him, dead already. There
was only a drunken and agitated mob, roaring with laughter, which had just needed to unleash its
beastly malice on somebody...

At last Axel’s pure, worn out with suffering, soul was free and flew away to join his light and
only love, who had been waiting for him for so many long years...

Here was how very cruelly (again) the life of a man called Axel, who Stella and I had not
known before but who became so dear to us, was over. He was the same little boy which, on living
for just five short years, could perform the only and most shocking feat in his life, of which any
adult could be proud...

— It’s terrible! — I whispered in shock. — Why did they do such things?

— I don’t know... — Stella whispered too. — For some reason people back then were very
wicked; worse even than beasts... I looked at it so many times to understand why, but I could not...
— the girl shook her head. — They did not listen to their mind, simply killed and for some reason
crushed every beautiful thing too ...
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— What about Axel’s children or wife? — I asked, recuperating from shock.
— He never married. He always loved only his Queen. — Stella answered with tears in her eyes.

Suddenly a thought flashed through my mind. I understood who we had just seen and so
worried about! It was the French queen Marie Antoinette. Recently (and very briefly!) we studied
her tragic life in a history lesson and our teacher strongly approved of her execution, considering
such a frightful end very "correct and instructive"... apparently, because of all history subjects, he
mostly specialized in teaching "Communism"...

Despite the sadness I felt after what I had seen, my soul rejoiced! I could not believe the
unexpected happiness that came like a bolt from the blue! I had waited for this for such a long
time! It was the first time that I, at last, saw something that could be easily checked and I almost
squeaked with the puppyish delight which seized me! Certainly, I was not so glad because I
disbelieved what constantly happened to me. On the contrary, I always knew that everything I
went through was real. Probably, like any ordinary human being and child, in particular, I,
nevertheless needed sometimes even the simplest confirmation that I was still in my senses, had not
gone mad, and could prove to myself that everything that was happening to me was not a figment
of my imagination or fiction, but purely real fact described or seen by other people. Therefore
such a discovery was a real gift for me!

I already knew beforehand that, as soon as I came home, I would at once rush to the
municipal library to gather everything I could find about poor Marie Antoinette and I would have
no rest until I found any fact consilient with our visions... Regrettably, I found just two thin books
which did not describe many facts, but it was absolutely enough, because they fully confirmed that
what Stella and I saw was the truth.

Here is what I succeeded in finding then:

— The Queen loved the Swedish Count called Axel Fersen who selflessly loved her throughout
his life and never married after her death;

— Their farewell before the Count’s departure to Italy took place in the garden of Little
Trianon — Marie-Antoinette’s favourite place, the description of which totally coincided with what
we had seen.

— The ball in honour of King Gustav of Sweden happened on June 21, where all guests were
dressed in white for some reason;

— The attempted escape in the green carriage organized by Axel (/e also organized another
six escape attempts, but none of them, for one or another reason, were successful. Two of them
failed at Marie-Antoinette’s will, because the Queen did not want to escape alone and leave her

children);,

— The Queen’s decapitation proceeded in complete silence instead of the expected "happy
rage" of the crowd;

— Unexpectedly the sun peeked out of the clouds a few seconds before the executioner
released the blade...

— The Queen’s last letter to Count Fersen is reproduced in Count Fersen’s Memoirs
(Probably, the full name of the book in English is Diary and Correspondence of Count Axel Fersen,
Grand-Marshal of Sweden Relating to the Court of France — E.L.) and almost the same text that we
had heard, except for just a few words, was cited.

These little details were enough for me to continue my odd experiments with much greater
enthusiasm, but that happened later... right then, in order not to seem strange or heartless, I tried to
conceal my delight about my exciting "enlightening" with all my might and asked, in order to dispel
Stella’s sad mood:

— Do you like the Queen very much?

— Oh, yes! She is kind and so beautiful... And look at our poor "boy", he suffered so much
here too...
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I felt pity for this sensitive and nice girl who even in her death worried so much for the people
she hardly knew unlike many others who do not care even for their nearest ...

— Probably, there is a share of wisdom in suffering without which we would never understand
what a precious gift our life is? — I said with a great deal of uncertainty.

— There! Gran says that too! — The girl cheered up. — But if people only aspire to good, then
why should they suffer?

— Maybe because even the best people would not truly understand what good is without pain
and ordeal? — I joked.

But for some reason Stella did not take it as a joke and said very earnestly:

— Yes, I think, you’re right... Do you want to look at what happened to Harold’s son next? —
She asked even merrier.

— Oh, no! Please, I’ve had enough! — I begged.

Stella chuckled joyfully.

— Don’t worry. There will be no trouble this time, because he still lives!

— How is that, he lives? — I was surprised.

A new vision appeared again and to my utter surprise we were in our century (!) and even our
time... A grey-haired, very good-looking man sat at a writing desk and was deeply engrossed in
thoughts. The room was crammed with books; they were everywhere — on the table, floor, shelves
and even on the window-sill. An enormous fluffy cat sat on a small sofa, paying no attention
whatsoever to his owner, washing itself with a large and very soft paw. The "scenery" created an
atmosphere of "erudition" and coziness.

— What does it mean? He lives again? — I did not understand.

Stella nodded.

— And it happens right now? — I went on.

The girl again nodded with her lovely red head.

— It is, probably, very strange for Harold to see his son being another person? How did you
find him again?

— Oh, the same way! I simply "felt" his "key" like Gran had taught me. — Stella pronounced

thoughtfully. — When Axel died, I was searching for his spirit on all "floors" and could not find it.
Then I looked among the living — and he was there.

— Do you know who is he now in this life?

— Not yet... But I shall. Many times I tried to reach him, but for some reason he does not hear
me... He is always alone and spends most of the time with books. Only an old woman — his maid —
and this cat are with him.

— But what about Harold’s wife? Did you find her too? — I asked.

— Of course, I did! You know his wife. It’s my Gran! — Stella smiled slyly.

I was really shocked. For some reason this unbelievable fact was absolutely beyond my
comprehension...

— Your grandmother? — That was the only thing I could squeeze out of me.

Stella nodded, being extremely pleased with the produced effect.

— Wow! How is that? Is that why she helped you to find them? Did she know? — Thousands of
questions simultaneously spun in my agitated brain. I feared that I would not have time to ask about

everything I wanted to know so eagerly. I wanted to know EVERYTHING! And at the same time |
perfectly understood that nobody was going to tell me "everything"...

— Probably I felt something and that is why I chose him. — Stella said thoughtfully. — But
maybe it was Gran who "put me on the trail"? Well, she will never confess. — The girl waved with
her hand.
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— And HE? Does he know too?
— Of course, he does! — Stella broke into laughter. — Why are you so surprised?

— Well, it’s just, you know, she is already old... It must be hard for him... — I faltered without
knowing how to express my feelings and thoughts more exactly.

— Oh, no! — Stella laughed again. — He was glad! He was very, very glad. Gran gave him a
chance! Nobody could help him, but she could! And he saw her again... Oh, it was great!

Only now at last I understood what she was talking about... Apparently Stella’s grandmother
gave her former "knight" the long-awaited chance about which he had desperately been dreaming
for his whole long life after physical death. After all, he had been looking for them for so long and
so persistently, he wanted to find them so desperately just to tell them one thing: how awfully sorry
he was that once he went away... that he was unable to protect them... to show how strongly and
devotedly he loved them... He needed them so badly to understand and forgive him somehow,
otherwise there would be no sense for him in living in any of the worlds...

So, she, his sweet and only wife came to him, appearing as he always remembered her, and
gave him a wonderful chance — she gave forgiveness and therefore, life...

It was only then that I truly understood what Stella’s grandmother meant when she told me
how important the chance that I gave to the "gone" people was... Because, probably, there is
nothing more frightful in the world than to live with the unpardoned guilt of any offence and pain
you once inflicted on those, without whom, the life you lived would not make any sense...

I suddenly felt very tired, as if this very interesting time I spent with Stella took the last drops
of my forces... I absolutely forgot that this "interesting" thing, as well as all interesting things
before, had their "price". Therefore now, as well as before, I had to pay for today's "adventures"... It
happened that the "viewings" of other’s lives produced enormous loads for my poor physical body
which had not got used to them yet, and to my huge regret, I could only hang on for quite a short
time...

— Don’t you worry; I’ll teach you how do it! — Stella said merrily, as if reading my sad
thoughts.

— Do what? — I did not understand.

— Well, how to last out so that you could be with me longer. — The girl answered, surprised at
my question. — You are alive, therefore you find it difficult. But I’ll show you. Do you want to go
where "others" live? Harold will wait for us here. — Slyly wrinkling her little nose, the girl asked.

— Right now? — I asked with a great deal of uncertainty.

She nodded... and suddenly we "fell through" somewhere, "leaking" through "star dust" which
sparkled with all the colours of the rainbow and appeared in another "transparent" world which
looked quite different from the previous one...

28. Stella-4. The astral world

— Look, angels!!! Mummy, look! Angels! — Unexpectedly somebody's thin voice squealed
nearby.

I had not come to myself after the unusual "flight" yet, as Stella already twittered something
to a little chubby girl.

— If you are not angels, then why do you sparkle so much? — The little one asked, being
sincerely surprised and then cheeped in exhilaration: — Wow! What a beautiful little thing you have!

Only then did we notice that Stella’s last "creation" — her amusing red "dragon" — had "fallen
through" too...

— It... What is it? — The girl asked, gasping with excitement. — May I play with him? He won’t
resent it, will he?

Apparently, the mother mentally pulled her up sharply, because the girl suddenly got very
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upset. Tears began to glitter in her warm brown eyes and it was obvious that a bit more and they
would be rolling down her pretty cheeks.

— Please, don’t cry! — Stella quickly asked. — Do you want me to do a dragon like this for you?
The little girl’s face instantly lit up. She grasped mother’s hand and happily twittered:

— See, mum, I did nothing bad, and they are not angry with me at all! May I have him too? I
promise I will be a very good girl!

The mother looked at her with sad eyes, choosing the correct answer, as the girl unexpectedly
asked:

— Have you seen my dad by any chance, kind shining girls? He and my brother disappeared
somewhere.

Stella looked at me inquiringly and I already knew what she would offer...
— Do you want us to look for them? — She asked what I thought she would.

— We’ve already searched here. We’ve been here for quite a long time, but they are not here. —
The woman answered very calmly.

— We shall look for them in a different way. — Stella smiled. — Just think about them in order
for us to see them and we will find them.

The girl funnily blinked, trying very hard to create a mental picture of her dad. Several
seconds passed...

— Mummy, how could it be that I don’t remember him? — The little child was surprised.

It was the first time I heard something like that and, judging by the surprise in Stella’s large
eyes, it was also something new for her too...

— What do you mean you don’t remember? — The mother did not understand.

— Well, I try and try and don’t remember... How can that be? I love him very much, you
know. Maybe it’s true that he does not exist anymore?

— I am sorry, can you see him? — I carefully asked the mother.

The woman confidently nodded, but suddenly something changed in her countenance and it
became very confused.

— No... I cannot remember him... Is this kind of thing really possible? — She said, being almost
scared.

— Can you remember your son? Can you remember your brother? — Stella asked, addressing
both.

Mother and daughter shook their heads negatively.

Stella’s face, usually so cheerful, looked very concerned, probably, she could not understand
what was happening here. I almost felt the intense working of her vivid and very unusual brain.

— I’ve got it! I really got it! — Suddenly Stella happily chirped. — We will "dress" in your
images and go for a "walk". If they are somewhere, they will see us; Right?

I liked the idea and we had only to "change" our clothes mentally and set off for a search.

— Please, may I have him until you come back? — The girl persistently did not wish to forget
her desire. — What is his name?

— He still doesn’t have one. — Stella smiled at her. — What’s yours?

— Lia. — The girl answered. — Why do you shine, anyway? We saw several creatures like you,
but everybody told us that they were angels... Who are you then?

— We are girls like you, only we live "upstairs".
— Where is it, this "upstairs"? — Little Lia continued to heap us with questions.

— Regrettably, you cannot go there. — Stella tried to explain it somehow, finding it quite
difficult. — Do you want me to show it to you?
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The child began to jump with joy. Stella took her hand and opened her amazing fantastic
world, where everything was so bright and happy that it was truly hard to believe that this kind of
thing could really exist.

Lia’s eyes became like two enormous round saucers:

— Wow! How beautiful! What is it? Is it paradise? Oh, my! — The girl was absolutely
delighted, but expressed it in a very low voice, as if being afraid of frightening off this unbelievable
vision. — Who lives there? Wow, look, what a cloud! And the rain is golden! Can it really be like
this?

— Have you ever seen a red dragon? — Lia shook her head. — See, but I do have one, because
it’s my world.

— Then what? You are God!!! — But God cannot be a girl, right? Then who are you?

Questions poured from her like an avalanche and Stella burst out laughing, unable to answer
all them at once.

Being free from the question and answer session, I slowly began to look around and was
astonished at the unusual world which spread around us... It was a genuinely "transparent" world.
Everything sparkled and shimmered with a blue, ghostly light which did not make us feel cold (as it
seemingly should), but on the contrary — it warmed us with an unusual deep warmth which
penetrated to the bottom of our hearts. Transparent human figures floated by me from time to time.
They constantly changed — First becoming more compact and then transparent like luminous fog...
This world was very beautiful, but somewhat unsteady. It seemed to change all the time, as if
having difficulty deciding how it would prefer to be forever.

— Well, are you ready to "take a walk"? — Stella’s cheerful voice pulled me out of my
thoughts.

— Where shall we go?
— We are going to search for the disappeared! — The girl smiled merrily.

— Dear girls, would you let me guard your dragon, while you go away? — Little Lia asked,
reluctant to forget him, casting down her round eyes.

— All right, here you are. Guard him. — Stella indulgently granted her permission. — Just don’t
give him to anybody. He is still a baby and can be easily frightened.

— Oh, no! How could I! I shall love him very much while you are away.

The girl was willing to bend over backwards to get this fascinating "dragon", which bellied
out and puffed up, trying to please us with all his might, as if knowing that we were talking
precisely about him...

— When will you come back? Will you come very soon, dear girls? — The little one asked,
hoping very much that we would not come the very soon.

The glimmering transparent wall separated us from them...

— Well, what shall we begin with? — Stella asked, being downright concerned. — I’ve never
seen such a thing, but, certainly, I have not been here long... Now we must do something, right? We
promised!

— Well, let’s try to "put" on their images, as you said? — I offered without thinking twice.

Stella performed her next "hocus-pocus" and looked exactly like little Lia and that meant that
the "mother" was left for me, which made me laugh... As I understood it we simply put on energy
images which we hoped would help us to find the people we aimed to find.

— This is a positive way of using other people’s images, but there is a negative one — when
someone uses it for bad ends, like the spirit which put on my Gran’s "key" to beat me. Later she
explained it to me...

It was very amusing to hear the tiny girl’s professorial voice with which she expounded such
serious subjects... But she really treated everything very earnestly, despite her sunny, happy nature.
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— Well, shall we go, "girl Lia"? — I asked, with a feeling of burning impatience.

I was eager to see these other "floors" while I still had some forces left. I did notice the huge
difference between the "floor" where we were now and the "upper", Stella’s "floor". Therefore I
wanted very much to "dive" as quickly as possble into the next unknown world and know about it
as much as possible, because I was not sure whether I could ever return there.

— Why is this "floor" much denser than the previous one and has more spirits? — I asked.

— I don’t know... — Stella shrugged her shoulders. — Maybe because good people who did not
do any harm to anybody in their last life live here, therefore there are many of them here. And
"special" and very strong spirits live in the upper"floor"... — she began to laugh. — But I am not
talking about me, if you think that! Although Gran says that my spirit is very old, more than a
million years... It’s a terribly long time, don’t you think? How can one know what happened on
Earth over a million years ago? — The girl contemplated.

— Maybe then you were not on Earth?
— Where do you think I’ve been?! — Stella asked in great perplexity.
— Well, I don’t know. Can’t you really look through? — I was surprised.

It seemed to me then that her abilities allowed her to do ANYTHING! But to my huge
surprise, Stella shook her head.

— I still can do very little, only what my Gran taught me. — She sighed with regret.
— Do you want me to show my friends to you? — I suddenly asked.

Before she knew where she was, I unfolded those meetings in my memory, when my
wonderful "star friends" came to me so often and when it seemed to me that nothing interesting
could ever happen in my life...

— Wow! What beauty! — Stella exhaled in delight. Suddenly she saw the strange signs which
they had shown me many times and exclaimed: — Look, it means they taught you! How interesting!

I became frozen, unable to pronounce a word... They taught me!!! Could it be that during all
those years | had some important information in my brain and instead of trying to understand it
somehow, I, like a blind kitten, floundered in my shallow attempts and guess-work, trying to find
some truth in them?! And I’ve had it already for such a long, long time?

Even without knowing what I was taught, I "boiled" with indignation at myself for such a
vexing negligence. Can you believe it! I was given some "secrets" from the very beginning and I
did not understand that! Well, they surely gave them to the wrong person!!!

— Please, don’t be so upset! — Stella smiled. — You’ll show it to Gran and she’ll explain it to
you.

— May I ask you? Who is your grandmother anyway? — I asked feeling embarrassed at
trespassing on "private territory".

Stella was engrossed in her thoughts, wrinkling her little nose in a funny way (sh