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The Son of the Sky

(fragments from the book)

Developing the project named “A Human Being” the Chief Designer endowed his creation with the abilities exceeding those of the modern homo sapience about twenty times. But during the first dozens of millenniums of its existence practically being still in the cradle the offspring started to show the most disgusting qualities such as aggressiveness, blood-thirstiness and mercilessness plunging the Creator into horror from his creation. 

The Creator was anxious about unpredictable consequences of his child’s behavior. The Chief Designer started to block programs one by one in his brain decreasing the abilities of his creation to five-six per cent of the laid ones. And so we have been living with these plugs and stop-gaps for million of years.  
The goal of the character of the book is to unblock the whole series of programs to get an ability to go behind the Point of Irrevocability… The present book is devoted to the methods of gaining outstanding abilities though in terms of its form it resembles fantastic phantasmagoria.

≈ ₪ ≈

      - It seems that grown-ups do not care about us today. Let’s play winking.

- Have you got anything fresh?

- We can launch thunder.

- What about a hurricane?

- We shouldn’t. The old will know and will scold at us. 

- Oh, I seem to have an idea! –smiled Grea mysteriously getting close to me:

- Let’s kidnap a little man!

- An inhabitant of the Earth? – I was so surprised and glad that scratched behind the second left ear. - Well, we have never done it before. Just grown-ups, grown-ups. Only they can do whatever they want!

- They do not care about us today. Let’s fly and choose…

We were moving above this planet slowly and carefully. It was winter at that part of the planet that we were passing and there was much snow on it. It was late evening. A large city appeared for a moment underneath and we reduced altitude. The city was rather beautiful: numerous domes of the churches, two elegant spires soaring up high in the sky, wide river with granite-clad banks. In one point near the bridge the bank transformed into a wide square that was nice and not crowded at this late for the inhabitants of the Earth hour.   
- Let’s take this she-human! – rejoiced Grea, I did not object but she changed her mind herself when she saw a he-human slowly crossing the square. – He’s so funny! So fluffy! – exclaimed Grea when we have delivered this magnificent specie of the Earth inhabitant aboard.

It was a striking picturesque individual, solidly built, above the average for the inhabitants of the Earth height, with large three-color (red, black and gray here and there) beard, of about fifty years in terms of the Earth chronometry. We have discovered several seemingly old scars on his body, two teeth were missing, there were old salt deposits on the radial bone of the left arm and on the sacral vertebra witnessing of the suffered injuries. The abdomen was marked with three large sutures probably left as a result of surgical operations if such antediluvian methods of treatment were still used on Earth.  

- Wow, what’s this thing? – Grea burst out laughing playfully touching the thing.

- You will understand when you grow up, - I cut off. Not the thing, of course, I cut off Grea’s jokes. 

When grown-ups delivered inhabitants of the Earth aboard they provided every individual with an implant (there is another variant of this word - implantatio, Russian-speaking inhabitants of the Earth have no common opinion about the spelling of this term. Having rummaged through a pile of books one can see that both terms are used with the same frequency but the inhabitants of the Earth are such muddleheads!). It is quite neutral device functioning as a sensor. I didn’t want to do what was usually done to the other individuals with the one we’ve got.   
- Let’s help the guy…- I offered having a burning desire to realize my idea.

Grea moved the middle eye in the upper row with surprise and not a trace remained of her playfulness. She didn’t know yet what I was planning to do but she got ready to object and to resist me on occasion.  
- We’ll get it hot for it! – Grea seemed to have understood what I was thinking about. –  The inhabitants of the Earth shouldn’t, they have no right!

- Grea! Look, what a great guy. Just see how much he had suffered in his life. Let’s try.

- Will catch it if they know! – she was still hesitating verbally but impatiently got down to what I offered. 

We stuck a device injecting the preparation into his left side. We made this individual from the Earth an injection that was on no account due to them: a Program of Time Control. It was not an individual from the Earth lying in front of us anymore. The former individual from the Earth has changed into something different. I didn’t know how to call this new creature. So I called it the First Transgalactic Overrace Mutation. They will get their name consisting of one word when there are more of them. But the hour has not struck yet. 

≈ ₪ ≈

      It was a remote 1990. We, two sucking painters, Yury and me, living in extreme poverty, tried to sell our works. It was a difficult task. It was even more difficult to buy paint, brushes and canvases. The economy based on the deficiency principles did not allow to purchase any goods without struggle. Everything seemed to be cheap but go and get.   
But even then, in remote 1990, we saw our future. We could imagine our exhibitions in several years all over the world. We even made up our wives: Ingrid for Yury and Ulrike for me. Yury’s wife was from Sweden and mine – from Norway. The status of the foreigner in the country mutilated by communist regime was above any other status. Then any foreigner was treated as a stranger from another planet: He could easily travel around the world, he could freely create any works in any genre, any kind of art, at last he was rich and could afford not to think about the money all the time but to think about the art as well. These were we, homo sovieticus, who had to graft like Cinderella the whole month for a trifling sum of eight dollars (it made hundred sixty rubles then). And shall Yury get to Ingrid and me to Ulrike with such money?  

No! We shall have exhibitions on the West, successful and brilliant exhibitions. And here it comes, non-soviet future, and here am I, standing on my personal exhibition (in London, Paris, Oslo, Stockholm) next to my favorite painting and waiting. I know: Ulrike will come today. And we shall be together from this moment for ever and ever.  She will become my wife. We shall live in a small house (not communal) on fiord, it will be much snow and a snowstorm outside, but it will be warm and light inside. I apply paint on the canvas with great pleasure and Ulrike will sit near the fire-place, knit me a new sweater or read me aloud. I will learn Norwegian. Then we’ll dash for a week to Paris for another exhibition. Successful and brilliant.

But that will be later. At first, the first exhibition where we’ll meet will come. I will not confuse her with anyone else. She will slowly pass the paintings and when she approaches my favorite one I will ask her:

- Are you Ulrike?

I knew about this meeting and was waiting for it. Ulrike was also foretold that her husband will be a painter and that they will be happy together but... Sorry, Ulrike, said her mother, putting card for telling fortune aside, but he will be... 
She made a pause and then breathed out:

- He will be homo sovieticus.

Then we were not the Russian yet, we were homo sovieticus. I do not know who introduced this term that most probably was derived from the word combination "a Soviet person” but this term brilliantly reflected the essence standing for a Soviet person, a Soviet regime, a Soviet state and the way of life itself in the state sovieticus. Of course, obtaining such a fiancée as Ulrike was even cooler than winning Volga car in the state lottery or getting a free flat from the government.

- Oh. Mom, I do not want to marry a homo sovieticus, - groaned Ulrike but it was too late for groaning. Or too early.

- Never mind, my girl, - her mother calmed her down. – Every bullet has its billet. Homo sovieticus are also different and those who get here are not just simple homo sovieticus, they are intelligent, energetic and gifted. This variant may be cooler than many of our men.  
And Ulrike was set at ease. She started to wait for me. And when she came to the exhibition she stopped near every painting for a long time. So when she approached my favorite painting I had no doubts that I was she and could not confuse her to anyone else. And I asked:

- Are you… Are you Ulrike?

And she realized that it was me. That the predictions of her mother came true, and now her universal predestination to be with me for good is coming true. He has recognized me. And she asked with a strong accent but in Russian:

- And you?.. Are you a homo sovieticus?!

≈ ₪ ≈

      The Death was so fed up with her monotonous and far from clean work that She sat on a bench, leaned her scythe always covered with fresh blood against the wall and looked in front of her sadly. The kids were frisking around. Some of them were jumping playing hopscotch, some were jumping with a skipping-rope, the third were playing tag chasing each other laughing and screaming with joy, and the smallest kids were pottering about in a sand-box.

Such days happen in our city in May only: fresh leaves untouched by intense heat on the trees, dazzling but not hot sun and children romping in the yards, on the street and in public gardens.    
The Death has been asking the God for a long time to give her not even a holiday but at least a couple of days or a day off. She even submitted an application in writing. But He refused. On His scale several days turned into years and several years - into millennia. Of course the applications were written with blood, what else can She use for writing? But the resolution was the same: denied! She was refused yesterday and thousand of years ago and ten thousand years ago as well. There is too much work to do. And She is one for all. “At least an hour to play with kids, at least half an hour!” – pleaded the Death with a sigh.  
She gave the kids sweets and spice-cakes. Children thanked her and continued jumping and hopping quickly forgetting about this weird old woman that looked awful but judging by sweets and spice-cakes turned to be very kind. Some of the kids even did not thank her. I say, they see Her for the first time and are unlikely to see Her again. And only She new that they will meet again. With all of them. It just seems to them that it will not happen soon as if it will never happen.   
The Death with a paper bag of spice-cakes and sweets came up to the sand-box. Two little boys were driving toy trucks with sand and a little girl with a bow in golden hair was making cakes out of sand. When the Death offered her a sweet the girl stared at Her and instead of thanking said quite a strange phrase but she said it with confidence as if she caught the Old woman that treated her to a sweat when She was doing something bad:

- I know you…

- How can you know me?! – smiled the Death, noticing to herself that she has not smiled so sincerely and kindly for more than fifteen hundred years. 

- You came to take me with you. I do remember! I have not been a little girl all the time. I used to be a man. Big and strong. I was a warrior! – the eyes of the little girl flashed with pride.  
The girl gripped her sweet and got back to her sand cakes. The Death also got back to her bench where the scythe was leaning against the wall of the house. Her terrible scythe, and kids romping nearby. They were older than that little girl. And they did not remember Her, Old woman, already.  

≈ ₪ ≈

         The answer to the question was lying between the rings of the Saturn planet. If He had no Other Knowledge but had millions and billions He would finance a fly to Saturn. But He had neither millions nor billions. He had something different. He has understood long ago that there is a huge micro world in the brain of every man. Pressed, focused model of the Universe. One can easily travel in his own internal Universe but not all people have an ability to enter this powerful micro world.


Today He needed to enter His own brain, reach Saturn and work with its mysterious rings. But He missed – flew to some place somewhere near the Pluto. But He needed to get to the Saturn, not to the Pluto, not to the Uranus, not to the Jupiter. It is quite difficult to get back, it is easy to return to a small world of the Earth usually called the reality. He continued his way to other Galaxies to search for planets multiple of the Saturn in terms of the Universal function. But the search of these planets took much time: He hardly knew other galaxies and found his way with difficulty. Finally he decided to get back to the Earth and start for the Saturn again. 

≈ ₪ ≈

Though these senseless and terrible events took place almost two centuries ago, Grea failed to forget those hardly different from each other faces without eyes. And what is the most awful is that the nation was not purified from these faces but just kept producing them endlessly. Grea realized that being so impetuous and impulsive she got into an absolutely uninteresting and unworthy variant of the destiny of Her favorite country where the country had not turned from the main line towards a radiant future. Tiny part of the population remaining of the old city, of the former population that used to be so brilliant was not able to assimilate the rushing crowds of the eyeless. They seemed to have eyes but they were so overfilled with greed, anger, dullness that there was not a sparkle in them. 

Grea tried to treat the events passionlessly, she could choose any epoch but stayed here – there were already noticeable result of the great Bolshevist selection but the attempts to change at least something still made sense. she was eager to believe  that they made sense. Grea liked to travel by metro. She could choose any means of transport but it was in metro where one could easily peer into the people’s faces observing the proprieties qt the same time. If She saw a Bearer of the Sign among them She would not confuse him to anyone else. 
But she saw dull motionless faces floating in the opposite direction changed by very expressive – with the lasting traces of several generations of hard drinking – the favorite pastime of those who won in 1917 from the N. There were coming grandgrandgrandchildren of Kapitonyeva shouting and cursing, trying to divide something. Grandgrandgrandchildren of the mayor Dobretsov were looking at them with a stupid and indifferent air. They were chewing something with concentration. And the descendants of Kapitonyeva were dividing something. Even on the moving stair case of the metro. This time these were the sops received from grandgrandgrandchildren of Ebekhard Vilde and retarded grandgrandgrandchildren of Vitaly Volchkov. They did not remember who the Bolshevists were but these were the Bolshevists who set the process they resulted from going. They could have such faces only – colorless, dull and eyeless.   

All of a sudden this faded and gloomy product of the main line to the common equality and happiness was lighted up with something incredible. It was a musical symphony going, a masterpiece of painting, a great poem in one. There were large dark eyes going with the whole Universe living in them, complete, to the most secluded corners. The size of these eyes emphasized by contrast a refined nose and mouth. Only ears seemed to be something unexpected for this face illuminated by great intellect and universal wisdom. The ears were hanging and shaggy. Cause his face belonged to a dachshund dog sitting in a bag on the arms of the owner. It was the face of a sage, a face of a philosopher, full of dignity and peace.   

The owner’s face was not enlightened. Like the faces of all the rest products of the great Bolshevist selection following her.  
