PART ONE

At noon on the road

I

A boy was small. And there was no time for him yet. There was only an

incomprehensible space of a green lawn. And in the middle of it there was a magic white planet enticing the attention with its mystery - a cool fluffy chrysanthemum.

A tiny tabby monster was flying over the white planet. Its limpid wings were buzzing and shaggy, rickety half-bent legs with sharp claws were groping for support.

Finally, it caught hold of the white pliant chrysanthemum petal and hung down over it.

These crystal eyes, like mirrors, reflected turquoise grass and the child sitting in front of the flower.

The child was the world.

The wasp was the world too.

The shining wide pupils of the boy were looking at it with great interest. Then the child stretched out his arm and took the flying tiger with his tiny fingers.

Two worlds met.

The wasp just turned its head. And touchy drew its proboscis. Warningly, as though aiming to, the wasp let out and drew its serrated sting in the belly again. The child in response squeezed tightly the fingers on the thick tabby shell.

Right then, the wasp tucked in its belly harshly and stabbed the pink finger with its black lancet.

The scream back in pain and horror filled the world of the lawn…

And for that one moment, the boy learned about the laws of life more than he will learn for the rest of his life.
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II

Dubravin’s house is the last one in the street row and stands on the outskirts of the village.

It’s not a building land further because there is a precipice after fifty meters. One can hear the noise of a river underneath it. Its banks are the green-mossy boulders smoothly-polished by the stream.

Now Ulba carries the yellow-murky waters slowly. Its energy is drained by pumps; a human uses it up for irrigation. But every spring, in a flood, the river whirls up and becomes black. The ebullient, seething flow is roaring and carrying the planks, baskets, trees washed at the roots, rubbish. All these things with cracks and crashes are struggling here along the river bend against stone precipice of the bank and are flowing farther down the river.

A clear cool green forest is in front of the house, on the left gently sloping bank. And on the right bank, there is a village where one can see an endless field which is behind the village gardens and orchads. There is a road lined with the poplars running straight through it.

It’s spacious. Only far, far away over the horizon is a very white mountain peak of eternal snow like a suspended one in the blue of the sky. Belukha.

The Dubravin’s house is not so big but this is the five-room house which has poor inner planning. The decor whimsically combines the furniture of the ‘50s with just a splash of quite modern things.

This is particularly noticeable in the room of young son where the central place takes a big metal beg with an iron-clad mesh and nickel-plated knobbles. Two piles of white fluffy pillows rise above it with embroidered inscriptions: “Good night!”, “The early bird catches the worm!”. A mother saw such decoration among Kazakh Germans and now, imitating them, got it at her place.

A carpet with a quaint red-blue ornamentation is hanging over this complicated architectural construction. There are big photos of young parents over it. They were retouched and enlarged by a skilled photographer, by those ones who go around the villages and make the tiny shabby photos out of “portraits”. The similarities to originals are quite remote but it’s “beautiful”.

It remains to be said that a green wooden carpet is stretching across the whole room from entry to the window. And a heavy polished wardrobe with a mirror door piles up in the corner of the room.

But against the wall there is a quite modern couch. A tape-recorder shows white with its plastic case on the chair beside the couch.

There are brown punching bags of boxing gloves. And under the bed there is kept a barbell, the steel weight plates and also excellent adjustable dumbbells.

SHurka Dubravin keeps the order in the room in so thoroughness and tidiness way than each housewife would envy him.

This spring SHurka wakes up early who is beyond his years the tall, broad-shouldered, chubby-faced teenager with brown deep-set eyes. Today, he lies not long in the bed. Just gently stretches the strong body and goes directly to wash himself to the well in the garden.

Something is rustling in the crone of an old branchy cherry-plum standing in the yard. And suddenly right on his shoulder falls a fluffy ball. His heart sinks into his boots. He even cowers from the fear. But then he jumps up on the spot and throws off the cat from himself.  

