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ANAMNESIS




THE HAND OF the creator weaved their strings

From the ether other than all.

They are not made for the world

This world is not made for them!




Let's end this farce, observer!

Give me your last, favorite act of "freedom" ...

 What you would most like to believe is that it was your own idea!

 Saka Yesuno




Initially, there was silence. External and internal. Absolute voicelessness. 

White noise came after the silence—the rustle of the wings of a thousand butterflies. 

I have never felt such a calmness. Never in my life. 

Never?

There were no thoughts in my empty head. There is no glimpse, “Must, want, have to, if only.”

It seems that I’m not the only one. Dumbness and motionlessness were around. It looked like the whole world was playing “One, two, three, four, and five, sea creature, freeze for life.”  

The first ultimately conscious thought was the question: ‘Who am I?’  

I got up from the chair and looked around. Something fell onto the floor with a soft thud, but I didn’t pay attention. 

Where am I? 

There were plenty of people in the hall, yet no one moved. They were sitting petrified in rows along the large windows up to the ceiling. And even more people were standing motionlessly, looking into the emptiness. They weren’t blinking. Numb, as if they were shop window dummies but not people at all. 

That lifelessness made my hair curl. A long metallic sound flooded the hall. It was such a booming as if the world groaned; such a screech like the big invisible wheels started rolling in heaven. 

Suddenly, something changed. A quiet rustle crept over the heads. 

Strangers woke up one by one, jumped up from their seats and looked around. 

The noise of embarrassed people filled the emptiness gradually. 

I looked down: a brown stain was slowly spreading between the patent leather shoes. A crumpled paper cup rolled under the chair. 

That brownish lake was coffee. The name came to my mind by itself. The creamy taste appeared in the mouth. 

Recalling started gradually. It covered our heads like sea waves. Each successive wave was even stronger and higher. It was buzzing in the ears, and my head was aching. Nevertheless, we recalled only some little things. Something mechanical remembered: the names of things and how to use them. That means the basic archive of the memory has remained: muscle memory, instincts, and reflexes. 

But everything concerning Ego remained empty, as if someone wiped it out with a huge pencil rubber. It was a whole white nothing, an empty sketchbook sheet, a real existential collapse.  

‘Ego sum. Ego sum qui sum. Ego sum nemo’.

I heard the same phases from everywhere: “What? Ah. Oh. Who are you? Who am I? Do you know me? Do you believe you know me? Where am I? What am I doing here?”

The silence was more pleasant than this clamour. I covered my ears and slowly looked around the hall. No familiar face, the sudden recalling stopped. The headache went away.

Now I knew that I was in the airport terminal on the third floor. Was I waiting for anyone, or was I flying anywhere? 

“Eighth,” I whispered, blinking in confusion. “What?”

I didn’t understand, why there was the number; it had particular importance, I knew it, and no more. 

I turned 180 degrees. The vast flight information board was shining behind me. The column of status was flashing and changing to ‘delayed’ or ‘cancelled’ from time to time. 

The women who worked at the information desk were also embarrassed. Three men were wandering nearby, staring at the board like hypnotized. 

Definitely, they haven’t already come to their senses. I regained consciousness first, so I should use this head start before these lost souls start to call for the airport staff. 

“Excuse me, could you tell me what has happened?” 

A woman with blonde hair looked at me. An ocean of sadness was splashing in her eyes.  

“I don’t know,” she said with her red lips trembling, and every time she bit them. 

The blondie had a name tag with the photo of her smiling face and the name ‘Iryna’ on her shirt. Therefore, she knows her name. At least something. I don’t have even this. 

I heard a conversation between the women who sat next to her. 

‘Planes don’t fall because pilots remember how to fly them. I remember how to announce the flight, but I don’t have any idea what information I have to give. 

‘Yes! Me too! It’s so worrying,’ the third girl confessed. 

A police officer approached us with a springy step. The black uniform was crumpled, and the hair was tousled. He smiled confusedly. 

‘I can’t understand what’s going on here? Another virus, no? Maybe, they have tested a new weapon? And that message. What do you think, ladies? 

It may be strange, but the words “weapon” and “virus” didn’t call any emotions, the absolute zero resonance. It was so pleasant. 

“Who knows,” a girl named “Mariana” on the name tag grinned. “Ah, never mind! I forgot everything, and that’s why I’m so contented.”  

People in the hall were gradually coming to their senses, and, oddly enough, no one panicked. They were pacing the floor, asking others something. No tears, no complaints. 

“And what do you say?“ the police officer addressed me. “I’m Vadym, by the way.“I looked up, caught his smile and a daring glimpse of his green eyes, and shrugged my shoulders. 

“You have the beautiful name, Vadym.“ Now all the names made sense to me. ‘I don’t even know what to say. When I got over it, the world had gone nuts“. 

Vadym leaned his head back and nickered. 

“We all are a bit mad,” Mariana made a cuckoo sign and picked up Vadym’s contagious laugh. 

I was amazed by how easily I smiled at strangers and how sincerely they responded.  

“What message you were talking about?” I looked at Vadym. “What did you say?”

“When I turned on my phone, I saw a message,” Mariana said instead of  Vadym. “There was something like: ‘Keep calm. We control the situation. Everything will be fixed before long.’ It seems to me that we all received it.”

“I also had it,” Iryna approved. 

“It’s strange. Who sent it?” 

Mariana shrugged her shoulders.  

“That’s the point. The message came from an unknown sender, and after a few minutes, it disappeared. I would have thought that it was a glitch unless Olena and Iryna had told me that they had the same”.

The anonymous message says that everything will be good. It’s becoming more and more interesting. 

“Listen, what is it on your forehand? Concealer? A scar?” Mariana stood up and reached out to me. 

“What is here?”

“Let me!” 

Vadym moved closer and started to rub between the eyebrows. 

“It doesn’t rub off.”

“Don’t worry: it’s almost invisible. If I hadn’t said it, no one would have paid attention. It’s like a tattoo with beige ink. It’s a bit lighter than your skin is. A letter ‘V’ with a full stop.”  

“What a pity that I don’t have a mirror,” Iryna clicked her tongue. 

“I’m not sure that I want to see myself. I’m not ready for this meeting. 

Vadym smiled. 

“Never mind! You’re a beauty.” 

A woman approached the stand and quietly stood near. She was wearing a black dress and black lace gloves. Her silver hair was combed and tied into a tight bun. The brown eyes under the glasses looked at me with hope. 

“Dear, maybe, you can help me,” she clenched her dry fingers on my wrist. “I’m old and forgot a bit, but what has happened to us?”

“I don’t know, sorry,” I shuddered my shoulders and tried to smile. This woman might be my grandma. “I also don’t understand.” 

“Now, I see that all grabbed their phones, saying that they check the pages. But I don’t have any pages, and my phone is old with buttons. 

And it was then that I recalled what I had forgotten about. I feverishly searched the pockets of the jacket and checked the pockets of the jeans. But there was empty. 

Probably, I had a phone, but where is it? It was such a feeling that I locked a door, and then remembered that I had forgotten the flat key. A bag, I had a bag with me, and there was the phone in the bag.  

I looked quickly at the benches of the plastic seats. The majority of them were empty, and I didn’t remember where I had been sitting. 

“How stupid I am-” 

I have to hold my bag tighter. There was at least something from my past life. 

“You also don’t have a phone?” the woman guessed. 

“Now a phone is more important than money,” Vadym interjected, who was watching us with an unchanging smile. “All life is there. There is a memory! I found out about myself, having logged in on Facebook. Everything was written there: when I was born, that I have a wife and a daughter, that I love cats and comedies with Marilyn Monroe.” He continued to count all those things that he had loved and which had forgotten, but I didn’t hear anything anymore. 

Something started to rattle in my ears. An unpleasant feeling clenched her chest, and it was hard to breathe. 

I need to go. Urgently. Forget about the bag, don’t get distracted, go down. I didn’t notice how I moved away from the counter. The legs led me to the escalator. 

“Dear, where are you going?” 

The woman stretched a hand to me, but I didn’t stop, standing at the step. It’s like something was pulling me by invisible threads. 

“I’m sorry, I have to-” I fell silent. I didn’t understand where I need to go. 

I caught Vadym’s eye. His eyes were looking at me intently; he squinted; his mouth skewed. It was like someone switched him, and now through his olive-coloured face, another person was looking at me. 

A moment more, and the information desk appeared out of my sight. I sighed with great relief and turned back, moving down. 

A song was sounding from the invisible speakers; my brain translated the words from English automatically:

“There's a new world coming

And it's just around the bend

There's a new world coming

This one's coming to an end

There's a new voice calling

You can hear it if you try”1*

The thread that was pulling me became shorter and shorter. I went down to the first floor. “The waiting room ‘Arrival’”—this was notified by a small plane on the blue sign. 

The floor was covered with the A4 papers. On each of them, someone’s name was scratched in a bold hand, drawn, or stained with a marker. The name without an owner. I tried not to step on the names, bypassed them, or stepped over them. 

The people, who were meeting someone and who threw about the strangers’ names, now were jostling aimlessly near the glass wall that separated the hall from the luggage sector. No one waited any more. 

People were going through the corridor but, of course, I didn’t recognize anyone; I couldn’t, but I went to that fence. 

I was waiting, looking in the corridor. Without any idea, what I was waiting for, what was going to happen. Restlessness grew in me. 

A tall black-haired boy with a voluminous backpack went into the corridor. He was in black clothes from head to foot. Bluish-black hair stuck out on the top of his head.  

He looked around surprised, like the others, and didn’t recognize anyone. 

His eyes stopped at me almost at once. And I looked at him, having frozen. The heart hurt in my chest, but the pain subsided soon.

The young lad approached. For a few minutes, we were standing silent, hoping to recall those things that never happened. At last, he smiled, and nodded to me, putting the backpack on his shoulder a bit higher. 

“Your face, I have I feeling that I saw it,” his silver eyes shone. 

“And you seem familiar to me.”

I nodded. 

“That’s good; we’ll have more fun together in this madhouse.”

He twisted his finger to his temple and rolled his eyes. I couldn’t help laughing. It sounded so correctly as if I was used to laughing at his jokes. 

“So you also don’t remember anything?”

“Nothing at all. An absolute vacuum,” he knocked his forehand with the finger. “But there’s one solution.” 

The lad put his right hand into the inflated coat pocket, pulled a new phone, unlocked it, stared at the display, touched a blue icon and opened an app.

I saw this lad smiling in the small photo in the corner of the page. The same black thorns, sticking out like the crown, the same bright silver eyes. A chap from the photo looked at the world with that kind of sight, as if he was thinking about some troubles.  

“I’m Malak, how it’s written here.” He shrugged his shoulders and looked up from the screen. “Call me Malak. It seems to be a good name.” He smiled accurately as in the photo. 

“So you’re Malak. The only thing left is to find out my name”. 

“And you have no wish to know those two things, how many minutes I have and what my name is.*2” sang the baritone in my head. 

This song is familiar, but I forgot if I had liked it earlier. The same as I forgot if I had known Malak and if he meant something to me in my past life. It made me feel sad and strangely easy as if everything happened for the first time. Nevertheless, I didn’t feel either shame or embarrassment. 

“Didn’t you have any scrap of paper with you or this thingy? 

He clenched his phone as if it was the most important thing in the whole universe. The anchor kept the ship of his consciousness on the dock of mind. Maybe he was glad of its heaviness in his hand.  

Having remembered how to use phones, people started opening apps and finding out their names, like that police officer in the departure hall. The names of those, who were their friends, and the home address, with luck. They didn’t return a real memory, but at least they have some notions about the past. 

“Ah, I lost my bag,” I snapped my fingers angrily. “I didn’t have it when I came to my senses, and now I don’t remember what it was like, only that I had it.  

“I see. Never mind, my bag was on my back, maybe, that’s why I didn’t get confused. Now there is such a crowd there.” He pointed his finger at the glass wall. People were fussing near the baggage carousel in the baggage reclaim area. They were pushing, swearing and just hanging around.  

“You cut and ran in time. They’re squashed like sardines in a can there.” 

“I’m lucky.”

But I wasn’t so lucky. How could I lose the bag, perhaps, my only rescue! The only source where I could find out who I am. Panic grasped my heart. 

Tears came to my eyes. I don’t even remember what I look like. But I didn’t have time to howl. A pitiful groan caught my attention.

To my right, a girl huddled to a grey column. She was a six or seven years old child. Her big eyes became red because of tears. 

Other lost people didn’t pay any attention to her. A blonde-haired lad pushed the girl, hypnotizing his phone, and she cried louder. I approached her and squatted down in front of her. 

“Little one, what has happened?” 

She looked at me with her big blue, like an ocean, eyes. A soul might sink in these eyes. I held my breath. 

“Mommy-” she sniffed and rubbed the corners of her eyes with her fists. “She doesn’t remember me.” 

I caught my breath because of worrying. 

“Wait, little one, do you remember your mom?” 

She nodded and pushed her lips into a narrow line. I could barely contain my trembling and looked up. Malak was standing near us. He grinned, meeting my sight, and his silver eyes shone. 

Something painfully familiar was in the fact that the girl was looking for her mother. 

“Wow, the kid didn’t lose her mind.”

Malak sat near us, took off his black tactical backpack, and pulled out of there a chocolate bar.    

“Take it, little one, just don’t cry, okay? What’s your name?” 

“Vira. Veronika-” 

“And your mother’s name is-” 

“Maryna Vasylivna.”

Vira clenched the bar in her fist. 

“Okay, Vira, we’ll help you,” Malak promised. 

“Of course, we’ll help. Where’s your mommy?”

The girl pointed with her finger to the right. I followed her gaze and noticed a beautiful blond-haired woman, fussing in the mess. Wasn’t she looking for her daughter? 

Having approached the row of chairs, the beauty stopped. Now, she was standing and talking to a tall Afro-American man in a white suit. He was a real giant, probably, all two meters tall. 

The giant looked businesslike, as if he was a politician or an official. Is it possible that on this cursed day, all those, who couldn’t sit still at home, gathered in Boryspil? 

It was scary to go to the strangers. But I have no way out; I promised the kid. And the promises must be kept. It’s a law.  

A law? Why is it a law? Whose is this law? Mine? 

My mind was wandering in the labyrinth of the empty storage but didn’t find anything. 

I swallowed a bitter ball in my throat and squeezed Veronica’s hand. It was so tiny that it drowned in my palm. 

“Let’s talk to your mother.” 

I led her with me, fighting with the wish to cut and run. Something in me instinctively was afraid of the beauty and her giant. Something was wrong with them. This couple seemed to be different from the other lost ones. 

“Run from them, run, run, run-” it sounded in my head unstoppably.  

A beauty’s face looked familiar to me. Is she a public figure or a star? 

When I approached, a wave of oriental fragrances covered me. What aroma is it? Flowers? Spices? It became easy and joyfully in my soul. However, there was no reason to rejoice. 

“Excuse me.” I stood behind the beauty’s back and patted her on the shoulder. “ Are you Maryna Vasylivna?” 

She returned abruptly. Her emerald eyes glittered, and I backed away. Something wrong was with her sight — focused, sharp, intelligent. The beauty realised who she was. 

“Why are you here?” 

I blinked in confusion. Are we acquainted? 

“Excuse me, but where do we need to be?” 

The beauty stared at us, looked at the giant. They started chirping in a foreign language — fast, fluid as molten lithium. I heard familiar words in that their singing. 

“You haven’t come to your senses? Never mind, perhaps, in a few days or weeks,” the beauty smiled warmly and motherly. 

I remembered why I had come to her. 

“Maryna, here’s your daughter,” I nodded, pointing at the child. 

Vira stomped near me, sniffing with her red nose. 

“Mine,” the beauty approved. 

“Do you remember?” 

A shiver ran down my spine. I looked at her with hope and fear, like she was a saviour. 

Maybe, this collective amnesia is just a temporary pathology, a consequence of a magnetic storm, solar flare, the impact of a hadron collider, a symptom of a new virus — it doesn’t matter! The main thing is that the emptiness in my breast will soon disappear. 

“We remember,” the giant answered instead of Maryna. 

“Now, Veronica will only bother me. We have a ton of work to do, and it is dangerous for a mortal to be near. I won’t have time to look after the child.” 

I was frozen by her answer. How could mother even say this? I wanted to cry instead of Vira. 

“We need to prepare the world more and more to let Aten come down,” the giant intervened again. “This is our main bother for the next year or two.” 

“Aten?” I blinked several times very fast. The name looked to be familiar. 

Something ancient Egyptian, it seems to me. A mythical god, but I can’t remember which exactly: of the sky, sun, or stars.  

“You see, when we embodied, an information overload happened. Sofia can’t accommodate so many souls at once. The existing Universe limits the space of her creation. You need to convert the world inside if you want to change it,” the giant explained. His eyes were glittering like polished garnets. Can human eyes glitter so brightly?    

“Sofia? Who is she? I don’t understand what relation does Sofia have to this? Listen, I just brought you your child and that’s all. I don’t want any problems. 

Maryna sighed and stamped her shoe. 

“Do you mean humankind forgot their mother’s name? Let it be, we predicted it. Sofia, let’s say, is a mother of this girl, a mother of that soul, whose place you took.” She pointed at me with her sharp nail. A red smile appeared on her lips. “How much amazement you have in your eyes, sister! But don’t worry, you can’t change anything anyway. I controlled the process to let you with Azraim embody last. There will be fewer troubles with you, our merciful friends. 

“Whose place you took,” these words, like a shoot, hit my heart with burning pain. 

I didn’t fully understand, what the beauty was telling me about, why she called me her sister and who that Azraim is (what a strange name, as an angelic one). But I felt that the burden of guilt pressed on me harder than the force of gravity. 

“So, it’s your fault.” 

The enlightenment descended on me; a heavy echo sounded in my head louder and louder. 

This amnesia is artificially created and connected with these weirdos. 

“Yes! You’re coming to your senses at last. This was my idea,” she brightened up, put her hand near her heart and lifted her chin. “It will be easier to assimilate into the world that lost its memory. Didn’t I come up with a brilliant idea, do I?      

“It’s easier to rule the world without memory,” the giant added and smiled sincerely.  

The beauty looked at him and shook her head, without waiting for my answer. 

“I think that they’re unconscious, Aker. Look at her eyes, they’re so dim. There’s an emptiness.” The beauty squinted and glanced at me. Her emerald eyes started glittering brighter. “Dear, your name is on your forehand. Didn’t you look in the mirror?” 

My cheek up to the temples reddened. Suddenly, I felt embarrassed and didn’t understand why. I just opened and closed my mouth, trying to find the right words. 

I didn’t answer. Didn’t have time. Unexpectedly, the beauty reached out, grabbed me by the shoulder, and pushed me behind her back. Losing balance, I grasped the giant's hand and almost fell. 

“Ay, are you insane?” 

The beauty stood ahead of me, covering us with her back. It looked comical. Of course, she was shorter than me and by far shorter than the giant. 

“Hold Veronika,” she ordered with a stern voice, glanced at Malak. “Cover her eyes. The mortal doesn’t need to stare at this monster.”     

I started twirling in the embrace of dark arms. Giant’s skin had a colour of strong coffee and circles on it as if was drawn with a pencil. These strange circles scared me. 

“Stop it immediately! You’re scaring the child. What the deuce are you doing?” 

The giant’s arms grabbed me so tightly that I almost choked on air. 

“Be silent and don’t mention the sharruk3. That’s why we’re having trouble. Rael, be careful, the enemy is among us. 

A policeman was approaching us from the excavator with a military step. It was that lad from the third floor who loved Marilyn Monroe, but now he looked a bit differently. There was no smile on his lips; his face froze and turned into a mask, from which someone else peeked out. He looked straightly ahead. His black eyes focused on one point. The sclera was fulfilled with the blackness; the iris was absent.   

He was leisurely scanning everything before him. It seemed that he was looking for someone. All of a sudden, his eyes stopped at me. 

The hair on my hands stood on end. Insider instincts woke up again and demanded to run immediately.  

Vadym stopped at a distance of three steps from the beauty. Corners of his pale lips, as covered with the hoarfrost, lifted on the frozen mask of his face.  

“Wow, who came to us? Is that you, Rael? Or do my eyes deceive me? You have changed so much since our last meeting. Now you’re a woman. What an unusual metamorphosis. How do you feel, is it comfortable in the woman’s body? Okay, okay, don’t answer. You look nice! So, what do we owe such guests?” 

The beauty wolfishly showed her white teeth, and her blonde hair bristled up, destroying her complex hairstyle. 

“Who am I talking to?” 

The voice of the beauty was chiming with the tension. It sounded like a multifaceted echo in my head as if she was speaking the words into the microphone. I gasped and covered my ears with the palms. 

The corners of Vadym’s lips lifted even higher. An ordinary person can’t smile like that. A little more — and the police officer’s face will burst like a white balloon. 

“Does it mean anything? You’re talking to me. It’s always me.” 

“You should go willingly and leave the lad alone,” the giant said with a bass voice.   

“He invited me himself,” Vadym said, “hmm”, and turned his black eyes on us. “And not only he. I had been working before you broke into my house and made a mess. 

“Free us from your excuses,” the beauty grimaced. 

“Here’s the second lost child. I heard you calling me. I came for you, dear,” he lifted his hand, stretching his long fingers in the air. 

His black eyes focused on me. 

“Forget about it,” Malak barked. “She isn’t yours.”

He picked Veronika up and held her to his chest. The girl was crying unstoppably and calling for her mother. If I had remembered my mother’s name, I also would have called her. 

“Look at me, honey! Listen to me, listen to my voice.” 

The beauty growled, took a golden figure eight out of her pocket and, stretching his arm, showed it to Vadym. The eight became bigger; the golden flame covered it. I didn’t know what it is, but I was scared. 

“I’m done! Get out, shard!” 

The eight glittered like the miniature sun. 

“Hey, stop it! It’s a human!”

I twirled in the tight embrace of the giant. 

“Are your eyes deceiving you? Look, it’s not a human any more. It’s a shard.”

Vadym spread his arms out, the shadow under him divided into dozens of pieces like a shattered mirror. They scattered across the floor, grew and elongated, stretched out in all directions, like twisted, sharp fingers. 

Malak took Veronika to a closed exchanger. The girl was crying again. I sincerely felt her, because I also wanted to cry. As long as I didn’t remember what the fear is and how to be afraid of something, I was happy. Now a cold, caustic feeling was filling the emptiness in my soul. The heels stabbed; something was pitching in my chest. Fear, I already hate you. 

It became less light in the hall as if midnight was reigning out of the high windows. The people, who were caught by those black fingers, froze in those poses they were at the beginning of amnesia. Their faces were grey, turned into porcelain masks with black bee eyes. 

Returning to life, they were turning back and marching towards us, twitching like ancient automatons whose gears were forgotten to be oiled. 

“I don’t have to fight with all of you. I already see the weakest link. Lover of Humanity in the human body, what a pleasant gift!” 

Vadym was nickering, the black shadows under his feet looked like black threads of puppets. He raised his hand, and porcelain people started running. 

The giant threw me behind his back. A golden trident, like Triton’s one, appeared in his hands out of nowhere. The crowd rushed at us from everywhere. The black wave at once pushed the giant and me to the toilets. Malak and Veronika disappeared. 

“Help me!” 

Porcelain people didn’t attack me. They just kept me in a narrow circle. 

Suddenly Vadym appeared in front of me. I stepped back, but I had no way of escaping. Just a moment ago, he was near the giant, and now he grabbed me by the neck. His fingers were holding tight but not suffocating.  

“I look familiar to you, yeah, dear? I saved your life in the past. Do you remember this? Look at my eyes!” 

“No! Don’t even think about obeying him!” The beauty, Rael, was shouting from somewhere. However, I heard her slightly, as if I was underwater, as if we were separated not by meters, but by miles, by the whole universe. In my head, a completely different female voice sounded, full of anger and tears. 

“A clever girl. Recall. Recall who you loved.” 

“You never think about your uncle and me!” The voice was changing to a moan or a yelling. “You live only for yourself, little selfish girl. At least this time, think with your stupid noggin. You will not be fed up with love, remember my words. No man needs your love. They are all the same! You'll see, he'll leave you alone! If you raise a bastard on the street, don’t come to me to beg for bread!”  

I saw a woman shouting at me from the blackness of glass eyes. My soul was torn by her words. They were cutting more painfully than a knife. But I didn’t remember who she is. Her face, red because of anger, was just a spot of light and shadow. A spot of a game of a flame on a top of a black candle. 

“Shut up, I beg you. Why don’t you believe me, why do you hate me so strongly if I so strongly loved you.” 

“Ah, what a snag. She almost melted your brain.” Vadym clicked his tongue. “They’re so ruthless, these supreme spirits. But never mind, dear, we’ll fix everything. You will remember what you did. 

“What a cuckoo bird,” That woman complained to the grey-haired man. “Left her child with me and is having a lot of fun somewhere.”

I felt the goosebumps running through my skin from the man’s watchful gaze. Something bad poisoned the soul. 

“Recall why you forgot,” Vadym whispered. “Your mother left you with your uncle and aunt. Remember it? She sent money for you to study, but your dear aunt stole everything and hid it in her pockets. And her new husband. Do you remember what he did to you? Remember?”

The memory was as sharp as a blade. It hit me on the head with such force that it flickered in my eyes. It hurts as if I were a child again. They put a wooden stick on my back to keep it straight while I did my homework. 

Have I ever been beaten?







That day, I returned from my lections earlier. I didn’t have money to pay for the art classes, that’s why I had oodles of time for housework. My aunt wasn’t at home yet. But her husband was at home. 

Victor was a freelancer who was selling all sorts of trinkets in his online store, so he was always at home. 

He smiled happily, making a cup of tea for me, “Help yourself, dear.” 

He asked me about my studies, my marks, and what was new. But suddenly, he changed the topic. 

“So don’t you have a boyfriend?” he shook his head and sighed sincerely. “We’re having such a beauty growing up. But she doesn’t have a young man.”

His staring look frightened me. Something sticky wrapped around my limps. The feeling was like I stepped barefoot into a rotten egg. It clung to my skin, and I smell the stench under my nose.

I didn’t want to explain anything. Why should I justify myself? It’s complicated for me to have any relationships, what of that? Sometimes, children may be very cruel - it’s a holy truth. 

My first school love was ruthless. I still hear his muttering behind my back in dreams. I sometimes recall him mocking me during breaks. 

Perhaps, I have outgrown the traumatic experience but didn’t forget anything. It’s so bad that you can’t wake up one day and forget the past. Forget everything that hurts you and rots in the soul. 

Victor looked at me attentively. There was something sinister in his smile. 

“So, my flower, aren’t you interested in what it’s like to be with a man?” He asked. 

Everything cooled in my chest as if I swallowed an ice cube. I didn’t like the way we were talking. 

I felt disgusted because of Victor’s smile. The premonition of the danger pressed on my shoulders harder and harder every second.   

He leaned over, grabbed my hand and began stroking my wrist with his sticky fingers. 

I froze looking at his ugly limbs. The dirt blackened under his bitten nails. 

When he leaned over even closer, I came to my senses, shouted and pushed him in the chest with all my force. 

“Don’t touch me!” 

Victor got up from the table and hung over me like a dark mountain. There was anger in his soulless eyes. 

The lock clicked, and the front doors creaked. I was saved. 

“I’m at home!” The aunt said. “Came to have lunch. All air conditioners broke down, and there’s such a hell in the office. Zinka, you know, she’s such a chatterbox, doesn’t leave me alone-”

When she came into the kitchen, I stood up and, without saying a word, ran to my room. I closed here and fell to my knees. I was shaking like a leaf. I called my mom three times, but she didn’t pick up the phone. 

We used to talk on the phone every day. However, today was the second day she was silent. One deeper, darker fright added to my fears. 

The door slammed against the wall. Aunt ran into my room without permission. She grabbed my shoulders and put me on my feet. 

“You, little jerk! My husband told me everything! What were you thinking about, whore? Is that how your mother raised you? I feed you, I take care of you. And that is all the thanks I get! Did you intend to seduce my husband?”

“It’s him! I swear you!” 

She slapped me; my cheek, I remember, was hurting for a long time. My aunt didn’t want to listen to me. 

“A little liar! You lie like your mama. If I saw you touching my husband one more time, you will sleep outdoor.”

She went out, slamming the doors. I was crying, lying on my pillow, and then was begging the twilight, “Take me with you, take me-”

I was alone in the room, but couldn’t get rid of the feeling of someone’s presence. 

I felt the darkness creeping into my heart and covering me with a web. Thoughts, every successive one was sadder than the previous one, were scrolling in my head like a news feed. I slept in the morning completely desolated. I wasn’t at home in my own flat. 

I tried not to talk to my aunt and avoid Victor. I used to wake up early, get out of the flat and have lunch in the canteen. I got a part-time job at my friend’s coffee shop and returned home late. I was calling my mom every hour, but she ignored me. I have never felt so superfluous, lonely, and scared.  

I met Mykyta in a few days. He was like a gift from heaven to me. I started to believe in angels, saints, and God’s love for all his suffering children.  

We understood each other immediately. It was like an insight, a burst of inspiration. Or, maybe, just my intuition. 

He ran into me in the hallway. When I lifted my head, I met his gaze, the gaze of his silver eyes. I heard something dizzying in my head because of worrying. It was like someone attached the wings to my back, and the halo of happiness was above my head. The world became completely mine.

We didn’t want to leave each other after that time. We had dinner together at the university. Were talking about everything until dusk. He walked me home and noticed that something was wrong with me. He asked me what had happened.

“I don’t want to return here.”

“You don’t want to go home?” 

“That’s not my home any more.”  

I told him everything. All those things that I had to keep secret from other people. I was looking for support from a person I had met eight hours ago. 

“Don’t return there!” Mykyta’s face was pale; I saw lightning in his silver eyes. “You mustn’t go there. If you want, you can stay at my home. You know, my parents are extremely kind, the best parents in the whole world!”

He smiled in confusion and ran his fingers through his black hair. 

“You may think that I’m some kind of maniac or a perv, yeah?” 

I couldn’t help laughing. 

“Yes!” 

“I understand that I blurted out the sheer stupidity. So, what do you think? I have a flat where no one is living now. We rented it before, but now it’s renovated and all along those lines. You can live here if you want. Free, of course!”

I really wanted to accept the offer and let Mykyta take care of me. However, my instincts didn’t disappear after eight hours of closeness. He might be the right person for me, nevertheless, I shouldn’t trust him like a blind kitty. 

“I need time to think—” 

He signed. The silver lightning dimmed in his eyes. 

“I don’t want to let you go,” he confessed. “I want to beat the hell out of that jerk every time I remember that he dared to touch you.”

I smiled and released my fingers from his palm. 

“My dear Gilgamesh, soothe your anger!” 

I didn’t know why I called him that way. Mykyta’s eyebrows arched like the wings of a paper aeroplane. 

“Wow-wow, who is that Gilgamesh? I feel that I have a lot of rivals to overcome. I’m Malak. That’s my nickname.”

“Malak—” 

He laid his palms on my cheeks. That was my first kiss. Sweet as honey; tart as strong coffee. 

I returned home, having forgotten all my fears. My aunt met me with a gloomy look but didn’t ask anything. 

I felt so excited when I fell asleep with the phone in my palm (Mykyta and I were talking until we simultaneously dozed off from fatigue). 

That was the first night I saw her in my dream. That creature was illuminated by light, majestic and distant like a star. She flew over the colourful ocean, obscuring the rainbow horizon. I stood in the shadow she cast.

I felt her watchful gaze on me, though she didn’t have eyes. She didn’t even have a face, but just contours, as if she was a sketch made with a white pencil. A strange sign shone on her white forehand — a Latin ‘V’ with a dot. 

I saw compassion and sadness in her eyes. 

“Why did you wish me to take you?” She sighed, her crystal voice turned into spots of reflected sunlight and started jumping in the twilight that covered everything behind me. 

“What? No-no— What are you saying? I didn’t wish that— I would never—” 

“You, human beings, never pay attention to your wishes. You beg us to do terrible things, but in fact, you wait for something completely different.” She sighed again; the light of her lithe body swayed because of the breath of the wind. “But it can’t be helped, Zoya. I have to make your wish come true.” 

She stretched her radiant hand to me; her fingers were as thin as silver fishing line. 

“But I don’t want you to take me away! Not now, when I met him!” 

She stopped. Her white hand was all covered with strange signs. They were seen under her skin like fluorescent ink. 

“I see. You love.” Her crystal voice singsonged from everywhere. “I also love. Zoya, here’s what we’re going to do. I will merge with your soul when I embody into being. You’ll lose your memory, but you’ll live in me.” She touched her white chest. 

“I’ll lose my memory? But wait, why must I lose my memory?”

“Observers will come down to this world to free Sofia from pain and to correct the being created by her firstborn. Zoya, aren’t you feeling her suffering? Aren’t you hearing her crying? Your dimension — the seen world, being — is doomed since the moment of its creation. Sofia has been striving to be free herself from the yoke of existence. Being suffocates her and keeps her away from us — her family, from the Primordial World. Being destroys her. She hates her creation and yet loves it because she isn’t able to shatter— correct. Her torments change human consciousness and repeat the being. You see that something evil is happening with the world. Wars, epidemics, famines, violence— All of these are the products of her suffering. Her hatred of the world, her fear, and her sadness embodied in her firstborn. And he gave birth to dark creatures, shard. They are beings who manipulate the human mind and cripple human souls. People go wild and become evil and miserable. They lose the primordial Ego. We must stop it.” 

“Sofia—” 

It was my mom’s name. Sofia. Strangely. But I knew that we were talking about something different, something extraterrestrial, unknown and distant to my consciousness. She told me about strange and horrible things, but I understood everything deep in my soul. It scared and excited me. 

“Sofia used to be like us.” The bright creature touched her chest and bowed her white head. “We were united. Then, she wanted to unite with Creator.” She sighed; the wind, flying over the rainbow ocean, became stronger. “Sofia fell. Her falling disrupted the harmony and gave birth to another world — being. The world you came from.” 

“I came from? But where am I now? Isn’t it a dream? It’s definitely a wild dream! I quarrelled with my aunt, so now I have a bizarre night.”

“You’re in the dream dimension, Zoya.” She shook her big head. “It’s a bridge between being and the real world. We started changing everything from this dimension.” She slowly pointed at the rainbow skyline. “Firstly, we have to adjust human consciousness and establish resonance before incarnating.” 

“I don't understand. Sofia, being, shard—” I covered my head with my palms. The information overload boggled my mind. “Why are you doing this? Who are you? Who is that Creator? Why do you need me? What are you going to do with me?” 

It seems to me I cried if it’s possible to cry in the dreams. 

“Don’t worry, child. It won’t hurt, I promise. I won’t destroy nature. You’ll leave in me and become a part of me.” 

She touched her chest near a part where normal people have a heart. And at once, seven beings, a little smaller than her, broke away from her. They shone with a bright white light as she did. 

“You’ll be the eighth,” the seventh said and stretchered her right hand to me. “You’ll be free from pain and torment.”

When I woke up, I forgot the dream. I was away with the fairies and full of hope. My aunt noticed my happy smile and wasn’t silent. 

“Why are you so contented? Your mama disappeared and doesn’t answer calls. We don’t receive any money from her, but you’re on cloud nine.” 

I didn’t want to spoil my mood and just went to the room, but my aunt followed me. 

“Why are you so elegant today? For what reason?” She squinted; the wrinkles appeared under her deep eyes. “You’re like that Lady Gaga. If you get into trouble with such a short skirt, don’t return home. You’re looking obscene. 

She snorted, and I reddened to my ears.     

“Don’t worry, I won’t return here soon! I was offered to move. And I’ll do this!”

As soon as I said it, my aunt became almost purple; her face swelled like a ball; she gritted her teeth. 

“Did you find a boyfriend? Well, just like my dear sister. Like mother like daughter! Did you think what would people say, you, stupid girl? You don’t think about your uncle and me at all—” 

I ran out of the flat without listening to her monologue till the end. I didn’t have breakfast. My appetite disappeared after her caustic words. And Mykyta and I agreed to have breakfast together. 

We were together all day. It seemed to be a charming dream. 

I was scared to wake up from such a dream, but my aunt’s words didn’t leave me alone. 

My handsome Gilgamesh repeated his offer in the evening. 

“Don’t return to your aunt. It’s dangerous!” He insisted. “I’m worried about you, Zoya—” 

The tenderness of him uttering my name made my head spin. 

“They weren’t so bad at first. They came to look after me. My mom asked them when she went in search of work. I know that she sent them money every week. But now, she doesn’t send so much as usual. My aunt was upset, and cut my pocket money, so I had to give up drawing lessons.” 

“What a stupid person!” Mykyta hissed and curled his hand into a fist. 

“Don’t say this, Mal. They took care of me for many years. Maybe, they’re just tired of this. There are oodles of problems and Victor—he’s like went wild! He has some troubles with his business, so he started drinking a bit—” I shrugged. 

“You’re just kind-hearted,” he sighed. “I’m afraid they aren’t tired of taking care of you. They just need your flat. There is not much money, so they want to grab your property. They’re not kind.” 

I calmed him down and we kissed again. This time, our lips seemed to be glued. Mykyta didn’t release me for a long time. I got goosebumps on my skin; my heart melted in my chest. 

I reached toward him as if Mykyta’s gravity was stronger than the sun’s. I felt such a desire for the first time in my life. 

I returned home. Victor shouted something from the kitchen, but I quickly hid in my room. My aunt wasn’t at home. It began to darken. 

I was sitting on the windowsill and talking to Mykyta. He sent me the photos of his parents and the flat to confirm that everything there is “acceptable”. 

“I explained everything to them. They invite you to visit us! Mom will cook something delicious! Will we go tomorrow? Do you want?” Mykyta’s eyes shone like a hot silver rain on the screen of my phone. 

I smiled and shook my head. 

“How fast you are! You’ve managed to get a blessing from parents.” 

“Why should we wait? I understand that we belong together, Zoya.” 

“Oh, you’re my Nostradamus. Why are you so sure about it? You’ve known me for only two days!” 

“Isn’t it obvious? You like ‘DC’ and ‘Marvel’, admire ‘Nickelback’ and ‘Skillet’ and black coffee. We’re destined to stay together!” 

I giggled and didn’t hear the door open. Victor entered the room. I looked at him and pressed the phone to my chest. 

“What are you doing here in the dark?”

I jumped off the windowsill. Victor stood in the doorway like a dark shadow. 

“Who are you talking to?” He looked around the room. Does he hope to find a lover under my bed? 

“With my friend.” I shrugged my shoulders. 

I wanted to seem calm, but I was shaking like a leaf.

I was home alone. My aunt wasn’t here. Victor is taller than me, and he boxed professionally in the past. What could I do against him? 

“With a boyfriend?” He crossed his arms on his chest. 

“And what? None of your business. Get out of my room, please.” 

I didn’t notice Victor standing next to me. His face contorted with anger; his eyes filled with blood. 

“That’s how you’re talking now! Became brave. I heard what you told to Mira. Do you want to go to that boy? What can he give you that I can’t give?” 

“What are you talking about? Get out, now!” 

Victor hissed. He was drunk. I heard the words of that enlightened being from the corners of my subconscious like a bubble, “They lose the primordial Ego—” Victor didn’t let me escape. He intercepted me near the door. His strong hands gripped my waist. He easily lifted me above the floor. 

I cried out with all my power. My ribs ached from the screaming. I tried to fight back with my hands and feet. I hit him in his jaw with my elbow and finally escaped. 

“Where are you going, my little flower? Don’t run from me! I’m not coming to hurt you! I’m sure you’ll like it!” 

I bolted to the kitchen, tripped over the old carpet, fell and jumped to my feet. I need to grab at least something: a knife, a rolling pin — it doesn’t matter. I clung to the table. Victor was behind me. He was breathing heavily and hoarsely into the back of my head. 

“Little bitch— Come here, I tell you!”

He grabbed me by the waist and pulled me closer. 

“No—let me—let me go, freak!” 

I clung to the table like it was a life jacket in the middle of a black stormy ocean. A vase with the artificial flowers fell on the side, rolled across the tablecloth, dropped and shattered into a billion pieces—shards—shiny and sharp like a blade. If I could reach for one, stick it into Victor’s eye! I burst into tears. 

“No—Don’t do this!” I cried and, in my mind, begged the neighbours to hear me. Let them hear me and call the police. Let them save me. Anyone, it doesn’t matter who! 

Victor pulled me with such a force that my arms were about to tear off my shoulders. Something really cracked in my chest, but I didn’t feel any pain. There was only the heat that engulfed my body as if I was in the oven. 

Victor tore me off the table and hit my head against the wall. White butterflies flashed in front of my eyes. I remained conscious but didn’t resist. I froze like paralysed.  

“Be a good girl—” 

Victor picked me up, pressed closer and bowed his head to my lips. 

The doorbell rang like an angel’s voice from heaven. Someone pounded on the door. 

“Police! Open immediately, or we’ll break down the door!” Someone warned from the outside. 

Victor froze like a Chinese toy with a dead battery. I had a moment to free myself from his arms and rush to the doors. I clicked the lock, opened the door, tripped over the threshold and fell on the police officer. It was enough to look at me and understand who was the victim. 

“Call the ambulance!” The police officer said to his workmate, who was standing at his right hand. 

He picked me up, holding me with his free hand. The last thing I saw was his green eyes. 

Then darkness fell. A white hand with sharp nails reached out to me through the blackness and the endless spiral of the Universe. 

“My darling, my chosen one,” something whispered from everywhere. 

I woke up in the hospital. My head rumbled like I was hitting it against the wall for a long time. A catheter was attached to my right wrist. Mykyta was sitting near me, sleeping in a chair. I moved, and he woke up and wiped his eyes.

“Zoya, thank Heaven.” 

He gently hugged me and pressed his cheek to my cheek. His kisses burned my scratched skin. 

“You’ll never return to them! Do you hear me? I was so frightened! I thought I might lose you.” 

I freed myself from his careful embrace. Mykyta barely touched me, but my whole body still hurt. My left arm hardly moved under the bandages. 

“Where am I? What has happened?”

I looked around the hospital room. There was no one except Mykyta and me. 

“You don’t remember?” He sighed and sat down in the chair in front of my bed, folding his arms. “It’s your uncle. Victor.” Mykyta roared. 

The fear woke up with the awareness of the reason I was in the hospital. 

“Where—is he—” I pulled the blanket higher. 

“Don’t worry, my parents took care of everything. This jerk won’t be released from the pre-trial detention centre soon.” 

“But what happened?” 

“You didn’t turn off the video. I heard your screams and called the police. I went to you immediately. But you were in the hospital. I learnt the number and came to you.” 

“You were with me all the time?”

“Of course!”

He leaned forward to kiss me but didn’t have time to touch my lips. The door creaked, and the police officer entered the room. He smiled and approached the hospital bed. I recognized him. It was Vadym. 

“How are you?” He smiled sincerely. “We have contacted your relatives. Your mother’s phone was stolen. She was restoring her contacts, that’s why she couldn’t call you.” 

I felt relieved as if someone removed a stone from my heart. Even the pain eased from the relief. 

“Does she know?”

“Yes, but don’t worry. The doctor said you should have a rest. Your mother is alive. Everything is okay with her and her child. She’ll call you soon and explain everything herself.” Vadym smiled and glanced at Mykyta. “You have to give testimony, but it can wait. We have registered the application, and you have to answer some questions for the investigation to continue.”

“Her child?” 

What child? Trembitas sang in my head.  

I leaned back on the pillows. Do I really want Victor to go to prison? What will my aunt say? God, it was so scary to imagine her reaction… What will be when she finds out everything? 

“Your mother was in the hospital, where her phone was stolen. Your little sister was born yesterday,” Vadym coughed awkwardly, seeing my facial expression. “Didn’t you know that your mother is pregnant?”

My mom gave birth to her second daughter. Another daughter from another man. Isn’t she satisfied with her ex-daughter? I hope she was pregnant from that Alberto. 

My aunt’s caustic words sounded in my head, “cuckoo bird, cuckoo bird.” 

I remembered that Mykyta was near and heard everything. What he would think of me? Did he need to know about the terrible abyss in our family relationships? 

“Mom—didn’t she say if she would come?” 

Vadym didn’t have time to answer. The white doors opened. My heart pounded in the chest. Did I hope that my mom would come to me? What stupid I was! It was impossible. 

My aunt closed the doors quietly and glanced at me, then at Vadym and Mykyta. She was crumpling her bag for some seconds and then threw herself at me. She gripped my shoulder and my hair. 

Mykyta and Vadym both jumped up to pull her away from me, but she clung to my wrist and pulled me to the floor. The drip fell. 

I could hardly hold my hair with my left hand and tried to fight back with my right hand.  

“She got hysterical,” someone shouted. When nurses and doctors rushed to my hospital room, my aunt was still dragging me by the strands, pulling out some of the longest ones. 

Finally, she was pulled away from me with the joint efforts of nurses, the doctor and Vadym. Mykyta picked me up and put me on the bed. My aunt shouted and jumped at me like an angry dog. “What did you do, stupid girl! Shame on you! Called the police and told them a fairy tale, yeah? Did you hit your nut? You’re a little liar!” She was pointing at me with her finger as if she wanted to pierce me through. “Your mother left you! This beau of yours will leave you, too. I want you to die, bastard!” Her voice cried through the darkness of mirror eyes. 




I touched my cheek, ribbed tears with my trembling fingers and looked scarily at the fingertips black from the mascara. 

The hot breath burned my wet cheek. Vadym wasn’t stifling me, just holing my shoulders. He was breathing fast and abruptly. 

“How much sadness…” he hissed puffing as if he had run a marathon. “No one can hurt you so much as your loved ones. Right? They know what hurts us, they stifle us with their care. And then they leave us at that moment when we need them most. They tell us a lie and keep us away from the truth. This girl was also left firstly by her mother and then by her aunt. You don’t remember anything, of course. What a pity. You’ve eaten the sweetest and the most innocent soul. The soul I wanted for myself…

Vadym leant so low that he almost touched my lips. Black unhuman eyes glittered ominously. 

Either it seemed to me, or I really felt the smell of smoke mixed with ozone. The bitterness was like a lump in my throat. I tried turning away from him, but his long fingers held me tightly. 

“It’s not too late, little one. Do you hear me? I know you’re there, inside…” his black eyes glittered like polished beads. Here I saw my pale face turned upside down. 

I wanted to vomit because of this sight. 

“She hasn’t absorbed you yet. You have the freedom to choose. You can reject this shen4. Reject this selectional critter, thrust her away! Come with me! I promise I’ll give you everything you ask me for. You won’t have any problems. I’ll retaliate against everyone who hurt you. I will never leave you alone. 

A faint, barely perceptible light flashed a bit more brightly inside me and reached out to Vadym. 

“Yeah, listen to my voice. Tell me what you want. I’ll give you this.” 

Vadym seemed to grow up; his shoulders became wider. The world hid behind him. He became the world for me. 

“I need you to love me. Open your heart for me.”

He touched my forehand and suddenly yelled, backing away. A scratch appeared on his wrist — deep and red, as if from a knife. Blood was dripping from the wound. It was enough to break the spell. I saw Malak running to us with a black sword in his hand. 

“Mykyta…”

Yeah, now I knew why I remembered his face. Rael was ahead of him. She threw away the crowd of puppets and jumped over half of the hall, breaking the gravitational law. The gold eight flashed in her white hand. 

“Get out of here,” the beauty roared. “Tell others that your time is coming to an end. The world is ours. 

The gold light hit Vadym on his chest. I felt the air electrifying around us. 

He roared, backing away the frozen crowd. A moment — and the gold flame engulfed his body. His skin blackened and crumbled into big pieces, falling on the floor. I felt the smell of salt. Vadym petrified, turning into a million miniature salty shells. 

“That fleabag can’t sit quietly at home.”

The beauty shook the “eight”. When it shrunk to a size of a toy, she put it into the pocket of her jacket. 

“What… what has just happened? Vadym? 

Rael winced in disgust. Her emerald eyes glittered. 

“What a stupid facial expression. It doesn’t fit you, sister. Wake up! Oh Lord, how much hassle with you. Don’t worry, I burnt only the shard. The man is alive. He’s lying here and will come to his senses soon.” 

The beauty pointed with her finger to the left. 

I rubbed my eyes. Vadym was here, stretched like a dark arc under the column. He seemed to lie down to rest. No one touched him. No one noticed him. The night passed, and the light flooded the hall. 

“I—I saw the past?” 

My head was spinning. I barely stood on my feet. Zoya, Mykyta, my first kiss, evil Victor. Was it real? 

It was strange, but I didn’t feel sad or happy. I perceived my life, my past that I saw in the black mirror of Vadym’s eyes like a film, an interesting film with special effects.   

Aker joined us and put his hand on my shoulder. 

“Don’t bother yourself, sister. Everything you saw may be someone else’s life, not yours. Shards and sharruks are masters at creating fake memories. A human brain tries to imagine the past if it doesn’t know its own. It’s easy to distinguish fake memories—they’re bright, brighter than usual. Shards are best at creating false memory. They get into your head and find all the most secret, the darkest desires, your traumatic experience — everything that can help them to get a pure soul. They seduce a person with promises and then take it for themselves. 

Aker’s words made my head ache. 

“He said I had eaten someone’s soul in me,” everything cooled down inside me. “Is it true? I—I’m not Zoya? 

I looked at my palms. Long lines and circles decorated the white skin. Exactly as those Aker had. 

“What nonsense! We don’t eat souls.” Rael snorted. “We join with you. Embarrassed, abandoned, betrayed souls call us in dreams and receive forces from us. Forces to change lives. You responded to the prayers of this mutilated soul and intervened. That shard, probably, wanted to take this soul for himself that’s why he’s here. He is a fool, forgot who’s the boss.

Rael smiled, satisfied. People around us were coming to their senses as if waking up from a nightmare, shaking their heads, hurrying to leave. To my mind, the closeness to Rael and Aker confused them. 

They were lucky that they had an opportunity to run away. I couldn't. I understood that it didn't matter who I had woken up, I was not Zoya any more. I wasn't that naive, helpless girl, betrayed by her relatives. These people were running away from me, too. They instinctively felt that I was a monster. 

“So, was it a demon or something like that?” 

“A demon?” Rael laughed. “What a primitive word! Do you mean those horrors with horns and fangs? Demons live in people's imaginations. Shard isn't evil. Not in this meaning. They're destroyers if that's more comfortable for you. You may think that they're some kind of virus that changes the essence of creation, infecting the world.” 

“People call them demons or Nephilims, but shard was born from us” Aker intervened, ignoring Rael's gaze. “When Sofia, captivated by her creation, hated it and herself, she wanted to destroy everything. Shards still grant her wish. They look for human souls and are embodied in fears and dreams.” 

“Crap,” Rael hissed. 

“We don't have to judge them, sister. Only The Highest will judge a being.”

“What will happen next?” Malak approached inaudibly and stood near, holding Vera's hand. She was still crying but quietly. 

“We've just started. Everything will be more interesting soon.” Rael smiled. 

“But it's so incorrect. What you did. You must correct everything. You must return the memory to humankind.” 

Rael, Aker and even Mykyta looked at me with surprise. 

“Humankind begged us to give a new world. To give them the Kingdom of Heaven where they can live carelessly and happily. Isn’t it the best way to satisfy their wish? Wars of conquest and old feuds will be forgotten. There will be no broken hearts. Lovers will not remember their betrayal. We give you the perfect world!” She spread her arms as if wanted to hug us. “Haven’t humankind been dreaming about it for thousands of years? We bring salvation to everyone. They have been begging us — we did it. We always listen and always carry out. We’ve done it before. Do you think the great empire was destroyed by barbarians? No, dear, all things are up to The Highest! We’re his arms and voice. Human greed, as usual, started to mutilate the being. Sofia asked us for help, and we erased their knowledge. Ah, sister, you know, I’m so tired of listening to that midnight muttering: “curse him”, “wish her to die”. Their screams are so loud that I don’t hear the begging of those who want to rescue someone.”  

She rubbed her nose. 

“Imagine how I live with this.” 

“The World of Oblivion?” I was scared. “Is it the salvation?” 

The beauty sighed and folded her arms. She looked at me as if I was a child. 

“The World of Oblivion isn’t the perfect world!” I insisted. My voice sounded more powerful, and I heard the noise in my ears. “You stole people's lives…” 

“Ah, sister, you’ll never change, right? Why do you always care about humans?” She smiled, looking at Malak. “That’s why you fell in love with her? Because she’s so stubborn? Okay, we have time before Mikael comes down. Listen carefully. I beg you, don’t make complaints at least to him. So, a long time ago, there were people with Aten-Creator. They were united with the Primordial Universe. Being was in harmony. 

“I know this fairy tale. Then Eve ate the apple, and we were thrown out of Eden.  

Rael smiled. 

“Eve? What does it have to the first mortal mother? Eve has nothing to do with it.” She continued with a flattering voice. “Humankind was given a chance to choose. They could continue to live with Aten or find freedom from him, the freedom to select their own way, to make mistakes, to gain experience. That one who offered them this choice said that they would never learn something while they live with Aten. They would remain children, the youngest, not equal with their Creator, not equal to his first children. The first people accepted his proposal and at the same time, they lost their connection with the Primordial Universe. You see, the freedom appeared to be false, to be a trap, where the enemy lured those unfortunate souls. They’re doomed to be born and to die plenty of times on the bottom of the being, cut off from the Primordial Universe. Until the freedom of some soul will get strong enough to escape from the trap and to leave the being.”

“We came to correct this,” Aker said. “We do it frequently. People have noticed it and written it down in their Holy Books several times. Mainly, mortals don’t bother us, but it happens when they kill ambassadors of Aten,’ he smiled inconsolably. “They managed to kill the embodiment of Aten several thousand years ago!”

“I don't understand…”

“Ah, sister, don't worry. It's just the first try. People will come to their senses in a few days. They'll return to their regular daily activities.”

“Does it mean that this amnesia can be cured?” I sighed with relief, looking at the giant. He was smiling and looking at us with his warm eyes. 

“Who are you? Who are we?” 

“Is it so important how we're called? Angels, gods, spirits, ancestors,” she shrugged. “We're observing the world. We're shen. We're eternal.”

Rael, that earlier was Maryna, looked at Aker and sighed. 

“Now, we have to go. Azrail,” she addressed Malak-Mykyta. Her green eyes were glittering like Aurora. “Please, look after Uriil. I don't want everything to be as it was in Shuruppak5. No saved kings! Is it clear? We don't need any witnesses. Please, don't make me regret that I endorsed your embodiment. Don't worry, you're coming to your senses soon. Then you'll understand everything. 

When all humankind forgets everything for the second time, your memory will remain unharmed. We'll take care of it. Find us when you regain your consciousness.”

She gave me her gold laminated visiting card. 

I took it thoughtlessly and stared at it with an empty look: “Tkach Maryna Vasylivna. The Ministry of Justice”, I read. 

When I looked up, I saw her true essence. Huge, formless “something” with an aura of rainbow light. It was looking at me interested and meaningfully. I felt its watchful gaze, though it didn't have eyes. It didn't have sex. It didn't have much from a human. It seemed to be an idea about a human. 

One more second — and the vision disappeared. My heart was beating fast. Are these creatures really angels? The very angels who we pray? Those who soothe sinless people? 

I wondered what had happened to Maryna Vasylivna. What had happened to Zoya and Mykyta. Had they disappeared? Had they merged with these formless invaders? 

“We’re starting to work from this city. We’re going to need you very soon.” Aker touched his forehand with an unknown gesture. Rael copied it. They headed to the doors with a springy step. Maryna-Rael didn’t even look at Vira. The child sobbed quietly near Malak. 

Others were leaving the hall, too. When they looked back at us, they did the same gesture. 

“How many people remember everything? Who are they? Gods? 

Malak shrugged. 

“Idk. Does it matter? 

“Is it the end of the world?” 

Veronica sobbed louder. Malak and I looked down.

“Oh, Vira, don't cry. Your mother… so, she's very busy. And we… we'll take care of you. Okay?” I hardly smiled. It was scary to me to take such a responsibility. But I couldn't leave the child. Maybe, Zoya will finally have a real family. 

“Everything will be good, little one! You'll see it!”

Malak was talking more sincerely. He pulled off his backpack, picked the girl up and put her on his shoulders.  

“Are you comfortable? So, Uriil, let's go home? It seems to me that I remember how to drive a car. Here's a key in my pocket. Let's walk around the parking area. That car that will open is ours. What do you say? 

Music started playing from somewhere. Melodic song in English. But I could understand all the languages of the world. 

“Meet me on the battlefield

Even on the darkest night

I will be your sword and shield, your camouflage

And you will be mine

Echoes and the shots ring out

We may be the first to fall

Everything can stay the same, or we could change it all.”6

Zoya, Zoya. Do you still exist? Maybe that angel disappeared, but you, Zoya, remained here? I concentrated and tried to feel at least something from the flame that woke up from Vadym's words. 

“Are you fine?” Malak interrupted my concentration. 

“Call me Zoya, okay? The idea isn't very good, but still,” I smiled. 

Malak leaned towards me and kissed me on the cheek. So warmly and tenderly like it was in my memories. 

“Okay. Did you remember your name?”

I sighed and touched the cheek where he kissed me. I wondered if he remembered Zoya. It looks like he doesn't. Now, he's Azrail. He's the incorporeal creature that captivated Mykyta's soul. The invader from another dimension. Well, we will fix it over time. 

“We need something to start with.”




***

And when the truth of being is always in our souls,

isn't this soul immortal?

So, not knowing now, that is, not remembering something,

you must boldly dare to explore and remember.

Plato "Menon"

***










ANGELS







MALAK (ARABIC: ملاك٬ ملك, romanized: malāk;) — in Islam: an angel, a spiritual being, invisible to man, but able to influence events in the human world.
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Uriel

( /ˈjʊəriəl/ or Auriel (Hebrew: אוּרִיאֵל ʾŪrīʾēl, "El/God is my light» or Light of God")  is the name of one of the archangels who is mentioned in the post-exilic rabbinic tradition and in certain Christian traditions. Uriel is also known as a master of knowledge and archangel of wisdom.

Uriel is also known as a master of knowledge and archangel of wisdom. In Hermetic Qabalah, Uriel's name is commonly spelled Auriel. He is regarded as the archangel of the North, and of the element of Earth.

[image: ]







Raphael 

(/ˈræfiəl/, "God heals") 




Is an archangel first mentioned in the Book of Tobit and in 1 Enoch, both dating from the last few centuries before Christ.

in John 5:2-4, and in Islam, where his name is Israfil, he is understood to be the unnamed angel of Quran 6:73, standing eternally with a trumpet to his lips, ready to announce the Day of Resurrection. In Gnostic tradition, Raphael is represented on the Ophite Diagram.
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Aker 




Is an angel mentioned in the Greek Apocalypse of Ezra whose name was revealed to Esdras as one of the nine angels who will govern "at the end of the world." The nine angels mentioned are: Michael, Gabriel, Uriel, Raphael, Gabuthelon, Aker, Arphugitonos, Beburos, and Zebuleon. Aker is not considered an archangel and is a non-canonical figure. Theologians surmise that Aker may be comparable to Kyr.
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Azrael 

(ˈæzriəl/; Hebrew: עֲזַרְאֵל, romanized: ʿǍzarʾēl; Arabic: عزرائيل) 




Is the angel of death in some Abrahamic religions, namely Islam and some traditions of Judaism. He is also referenced in Sikhism. Relative to similar concepts of such beings, Azrael holds a rather benevolent role as God's angel of death; he acts as a psychopomp, responsible for transporting the souls of the deceased after their death.

In Islam he is one of the four archangels, and is identified with the Quranic Malak al-Mawt (ملك الموت, 'angel of death'), which corresponds with the Hebrew-language term Mal'akh ha-Maweth (מלאך המוות) in Rabbinic literature. In Hebrew, Azrael translates to "Angel of God" or "Help from God".
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TRACKLIST




1. DíSA - New World Coming

2. С.К.А.Й. - Як мене звати - S.K.A.Y.

3. SVRCINA — Meet Me on the Battlefield

4. New World Coming · Cass Elliot

***

5. Skillet - Savior 

6. Skillet - Looking For Angels
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ABOUT AUTHOR




I am Aya Neia, a Ukrainian author of indie short stories, a collector who collects wonders and fairy tales, mystical stories that happened to me and my friends. 

Thank you for your attention to my work. I rejoice every reader. Please note that most of my works are available exclusively in Ukrainian. We are currently planning to translate my other popular short stories.

To contact me, please:

Search on Instagram @aya.neia

Write also: ayamineya@gmail.com

Leave comments and wishes somewhere here. I am always happy to welcome guests and new friends.

***

You can find my recent stories and indie short stories on the Patreon resource.

https://www.patreon.com/aya_neia

I will be grateful for your support! And I will mention the patrons in this book!






Глосарій

1. Here you can hear song:

DíSA - New World Coming

2. Here you can hear song: С.К.А.Й. - Як мене звати - S.K.A.Y.

3. Sharruk — same as shard. They are the creation of Sophia (or rather her son) and carry out her will.

4. Shen — here in the meaning of Eternal. Same as Sefirot  — emanations.

5. Shuruppak is the birthplace of the sage Ziusudra (Babylon). Utnapishtim), who survived the flood on a ship built by him on the advice of God.

The memory of the "flood" is preserved in Sumerian and Akkadian mythology.

6. Here you can hear song: SVRCINA — Meet Me on the Battlefield
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