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Chapter 1. An Incurable Malady.

[image: ]


March 1, 1815

The incessantly rippling waves of the Gulf of Juan bay were clad today in a heavenly azure, in their charm at that moment, they truly resembled the extraordinarily mysterious and no less divine blue veil of the Virgin Mary. It seemed as if some all-powerful and omnipotent will had deliberately fastened a certain, now exceptionally pristine, part of the heavens to this patch of earthly surface, as if purposely wishing to draw the substantial attention of truly sensitive, and therefore truly living, souls to this space. The appearance of the Gulf of Juan bay at these moments indeed possessed a special picturesqueness, the crown of which was the fishing vessels and small fishing boats scattered on the aforementioned azure—like bright-faced stars on the silent canvas of a permanently pristine universe.

In one of these highly original and somewhat monotonous in their diversity places of trade, or, if you will, temples of the cult of the profession of the Apostle Peter, which, often observing the successes of others, partly change their route, like numbering on houses, and follow one after another, two seemingly unremarkable inhabitants of those parts were situated, deeply absorbed in the consumption of truly interesting thoughts: thirty-three-year-old Yves Blanchard and forty-two-year-old Bertrand Boulet.

"It got away! Oh, the stubborn thing! ‘...It's hard for a boar to escape a hunter's net; a fish, wounded by a hook, will not evade the fisherman; just so you, having started, must conquer...’ I say with Ovid and put a new bait on the old hook..."

"Well, you don't often see a red snapper get away from you, my dear Bertrand, a master fisherman... you're much more likely to see February 29th than to see such a blunder on your part!"

"This foolish story I started telling you is to blame for everything!"

"Well, if the past can't be brought back, at least continue your story..."

"So be it, good Yves. So, I stopped at the point where Charles Morancy's life, if such an existence can even be called life, was at a certain point shrouded in rather dark shades: his no longer young body was subjected to the effects of that very disease that the adherents of the cult of Culpeper and Taddeo Alderotti call leprosy, or, as people say, a disease that affects the skin and, as is known, is transmitted by contact. It was for this reason that in a single hour, the extraordinarily cheerful and friendly Charles Morancy was left with no one who could offer him either physical or spiritual assistance. With the appearance of the first sores on his body, his circle lost its first friends; after a while, with the acquisition of more and more sores, he completely lost those who had previously called themselves his close people.

"Remaining in total solitude and deprived of all the most valuable things—health and friends—Charles Morancy even desired death; he frantically craved to personally rid himself of the convulsions of human existence, but this was no longer in his power, for to take one's own life, one must make a certain effort: either in action or in inaction. He was no longer needed by anyone—neither by life nor by death. As a kind of Ahasuerus, he did not even realize what events were taking place in France at that time: the revolution was burning cities, and freedom was burning hearts. Sometimes a cage saves an animal's life—but... but how the light from the window of the surrounding world beckons when you are on a hospital bed, how you want to see the real faces of people, not their portraits, how you want to see the true landscapes of nature, but not the picturesqueness chained in the white gloom of a lifeless canvas...

"So, Charles Morancy, being mortally ill, was left alone with death, or, if you will, which is even more burdensome, alone with life. Occasionally, like a beast that had accidentally wandered into the forest, a person would appear in his chambers; at those moments, he saw food... food by no means for his body, but for his mind and his soul. Having a sufficient amount of time for analysis, he deeply grasped the nature of man from those very trifles that are unconscious for him: every movement, every gesture, every look, and every smirk did not go unnoticed by him. He often determined which companies the very servant who delivered food to his mortal flesh had been in—he determined this by one perfume scent or another. Day after day, minute after minute, Charles Morancy waited in this way for the demise predetermined by fate itself, yet death never came to him... unlike Jean-Marc Dussault, a young French healer of the body and, what is important, the soul.

"Jean-Marc Dussault appeared in Charles Morancy's life just as unexpectedly as the disease had appeared in his life. With the same kind of arrogance, this young man began to scar Charles Morancy's wounds, with which the previously mentioned disease had previously inflicted them. But what attracted the young, extraordinarily reasonable man to this frail patient? Perhaps virtue? Perhaps human compassion? No, only science! In the name of science, he touched the sick man's hand, and in the name of science, he listened to his languid and profound speeches. Charles Morancy was needed by Jean-Marc Dussault, and Jean-Marc Dussault was needed by Charles Morancy."

"And what happened next? Did Jean-Marc Dussault manage to heal the sufferer?"

"Subsequently... they both died, as did everyone in Jean-Marc's circle: Charles Morancy was afflicted with an incurable malady..."

"What can I say, a worthy reward for human virtue!"

"Rather, it is only one of the outcomes of an frantic thirst for knowledge. As you can see, the flame of knowledge is capable not only of warming but also, more painfully, of mortally burning!"

"Unfortunate Jean-Marc... and nothing prevented him from living peacefully, admiring the beauty of nature and studying the special lacunae of our sublunary world..."

"Monsieur Dussault was an outcast, an outcast of his kind, and in our France, as you well know, my friend, priests and outcasts are the least inclined to a calm and peaceful life... and especially those who blindly wish to imitate such outcasts from the Roman Empire..." Bertrand Boulet said languidly, with indescribable sadness, looking somewhere into the distance, away from the golden shore.

"Are you not hinting at Monsieur Buonaparte?"

"I am speaking of a citizen named Napoleon. A bad example is always absorbed more easily by people than a good instruction, and in Roman history, there are too many such examples—the very examples that, guided by them, passionate minds, arrogant in their arrogance like Napoleon, instantaneously construct multi-year civil wars."

"And yet we should not censure that man for the vices he did not commit; let's draw conclusions about him based on the deeds he actually showed to this world. If we take into account the available facts, it is impossible not to admit that Monsieur Buonaparte did a lot for our homeland: both bad and good."

"He only managed the people who managed France. No one will remember the names of the greatest jurists who, with the help of the reception of Roman law, created the greatest civil code, but everyone will remember the name of Napoleon, who approved and, accordingly, signed that code with his order. Believe me, our former emperor certainly did not compose that legal document himself! He who renders services to the great must be prepared for oblivion—Roman history taught us this!... Rome! As you know, all roads lead to Rome and all roads lead from Rome..."

"However, now someone is heading to Paris!"

"Only one who is a slave of a slave, no more!"

"Or a king of a king, no less!"

"Let's continue about Rome... Take, for example, even our religion—in the nature of Christianity, memories of the terrible and ruthless persecutions of its adherents by Rome are incessantly bleeding crimson, and yet, remind me, I beg you, my friend, in which city of the sublunary world is the main center of world Christianity located? In this world, everything, without the slightest exception, everything is borrowed from Rome, which, in turn, borrowed the best from Athens—and even the very religion with the rites and rituals of which we begin our day and end our day: are the Roman Romulus and Remus not the Christian Cain and Abel? Is the Roman Hercules not the Christian Jesus?"

"But is it appropriate to talk about Rome when modern politicians are devouring Napoleon's glory with the same arrogance with which ants devour the flesh of a wounded spider?"

"It is appropriate... more than ever before!"

"Previously, you thought a little differently."

"You, I must admit, did too!"

"Before, we didn't talk about Napoleon; we carried out his orders."

"Now you are only left to remember the name of the one who repeated the fate of the ancients: Paris, Tristan, Achilles paid for love with blood; Napoleon, for power and glory, placed his own freedom on the altar of life!"

"You are mistaken; he has not yet repeated the fate of the ancients, he will still repeat it!"

"Once I happened to hear insane words that great victors are forgiven all the vices they have committed, but... they are forgiven only after they win!... France today is no longer a maiden; she is approaching the very age that characterizes the maturity of thought and feeling—it is unlikely that she will now betray her husband, fully entrusting her fate to a homeless and destitute lover! And what a lover! Having unlimited power, Monsieur Buonaparte was never able to comprehend and truly feel the key truths for state governance: the higher the throne is located, the farther it is from the earth; the crown on the brow is not only sparklingly shining gold but also a considerable weight that incessantly exerts significant pressure on the mind and thoughts of its possessor; a butcher, if you like to recall Roman history, and in particular the era of Nero, should not pretend to be a poet..."

"You are just one of those who blindly believed in Napoleon's exceptional genius and, to my great regret, by no means one of those who truly understood the power and influence of this person!"

"Genius? The power of personality? If it were possible, Monsieur Buonaparte, with the help of surgery, would have long ago replaced the thoughts and feelings of some people with the thoughts and feelings of others. Without a moment's hesitation, he would have deprived this world of freedom in order to, naively striving to make impossible dreams a reality, like Alexander and Julius, completely subjugate it to himself! Yes, freedom! The very freedom for which he so zealously shed French blood at the end of the last century!"

"You express your dissatisfaction too loudly regarding the activities of the one who presented France with what it had so long desired! He protected France with the same tenderness with which an extraordinarily sensitive mother protects her infant!"

"France, but not the French people! Every word of yours is intended to present to my mind and, what is most burdensome, to my heart, some fictional holiness of Napoleon created by your consciousness. Did he confirm his holiness with miracles? If he is not able to do this, then what will make me believe that he is not like everyone else?!... Look into the distance—a white haze has appeared on the horizon! A brig! It's definitely a brig! I would recognize those refined outlines from twenty nautical miles away!"

"Yes, some massive vessel is indeed rapidly approaching us..." said one of the participants in this dialogue, continuously gazing toward the horizon with special curiosity. "And yet, returning to Napoleon..."

"We had better return to him in our philosophical disputes rather than have that porphyry-clad man return to us in France!"

"And yet, as for me, it is better to die a glorious death than to drag out a inglorious life, especially when you are Buonaparte! I believe..."

"Faith is needed where there is no knowledge; where reason reigns, there is no need for faith!"

"I believe in Napoleon's star! It has not yet faded in the French sky! Have you not heard of this man's achievements in exile? Buonaparte knows how to divide and feel the spirit of the times just as the illustrious surgeon Bernard Charles knew how to feel human flesh..."

"Even though I am not a healer, my friend, I will tell you that you are now indeed subject to the effects of an incurable malady—a blind love for Napoleon... But it's nothing, everything needs time: healers heal wounds, and time heals all problems!... Oh, a wonderful time! Half a century ago, my friend, you would have been executed for such speeches about the very man who so hated monarchy that he himself became a monarch! The spiritual legacy of Rome! What kind of legacy did Napoleon incessantly talk about in his actions? The Roman eagle is silent, but the revolution has completely untied the tongue of the French bird!... However, I cannot but admit that in French markets, speaking birds are usually paid more!... And yet, today I by no means deny that Napoleon, intentionally or unconsciously, nevertheless inherited some inalienable attributes of monarchical ancient Roman life: he inherited from the Roman rulers a lack of a sense of proportion: power is a barrel of Danaids; it is impossible to fill it, no matter how hard you try!"

"You speak perfectly about someone who cannot appear before you at the present time, and therefore cannot provide you with an appropriate answer for all your words..."

"'The Inconstant'! 'The Inconstant'! But that's Napoleon's brig! Long live Napoleon! Long live the Emperor!"—this was suddenly heard from the shore by the two fishermen in the Gulf of Juan bay, who were continuously discussing the fate and life of Napoleon. At that moment, one of them turned pale, while the face of the other blazed with the extremely colorful colors of an inspired life.
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Chapter 2. The Course of History.
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March 2, 1794

Auguste Bastien smiled, looking at the cheap candle's dim flicker. "It's amazing!" he thought. "This kind of flicker, made from this kind of material, has completely opposite meanings at certain moments in our lives: at one moment, it is produced for the repose of a human soul; at other moments, for the health of a human body! The same phenomenon, but different meanings! The same fire, but different interpretations! But... will our descendants speak of the revolution in the same way? What will it be for them? A lightning flash that illuminated the darkness of human error? Or a lightning flash that illuminated and, accordingly, revealed to this world the true power of human vices for a few moments? What will we, the children of the revolution, leave to its grandchildren and great-grandchildren? Will we be called heroes or criminals? What will they call us when nothing is left of us but a few notes on a perishable piece of paper? We have changed the course of history, created a new world order, and presented a precedent to this world—we have defined the course of our country's political life! We lived, we fought, we died! In 50 years, history textbooks will write about us only in quantitative, not qualitative, terms! So many people died during the revolution... but what kind of people?! The life of each such person is equivalent to the lives of hundreds of those whose... no, not their lot!... but their choice!... is patience and submission! These thoughts sting me in the heart, thereby giving birth to truly exceptional sharp feelings in its depths!..."

"Alexandre de Beauharnais has been arrested! Citizen Beauharnais will be tried!" These words suddenly reached Auguste Bastien's ears through the slightly open window, which, it should be noted, most swiftly curbed the lightning-fast, worm-like reasoning of the aforementioned offspring of the French Revolution.

"The revolution, like all monarchs, does not tolerate disobedience—it hates loyalty and devotion even more!," Auguste Bastien whispered sadly, sighing heavily, and continued to fill out the very document in which one human death, having the appearance of a name once given to a person by a person, followed another with the same regularity with which day replaces night and minute replaces minute: he was filling out one of those very lists, the contents of which subsequently deprived certain families of fathers, husbands, mothers, wives, children, and grandchildren.

The charcoal-colored and intentional ink, with the help of a human hand, inexorably filled the snow-white spaces of the parchment—at the same hour, scarlet blood filled the truly dark spaces of Paris with no less swiftness: this was the result of Auguste Bastien's literary creations, where all his heroes were doomed to death. Every line created by Auguste Bastien in the aforementioned minute was soaked in blood, even if it was created with ink.

"Revolution! How ethereal your ideals are—they live no longer than a mayfly: like Bengal lights, they shine too brightly but burn out too quickly! Revolution! I have learned your fruits too well—they can only be truly known by tasting them: they are tart, like wine or blood—they intoxicate some and bring others to a state of fear and horror! And yet it is amazing... all revolutions begin with the oppression of the people's rights and always end with the oppression of the rights of one person: the formal pretext for revolutions, as a rule, a kind of casus belli, is a violation of the rights of an individual, a specific citizen... Life is a whirlpool of events! It seems like only yesterday Thibaud Dupont and I took part in the storming of the Bastille, and today I am putting his name on the list of suspects! In his time, he did more for the revolution than perhaps any Parisian: he fed the revolution like a hungry dog, and in response to these good deeds, this sharp-toothed dog gave him, Thibaud Dupont, mortal bites! Who knows, maybe tomorrow I will ride to the scaffold in this cart too... The revolution is a carousel: if you don't get off it in time, it will throw you off its body itself!

"François-Xavier Denis... a clergyman... sentenced to death! He, a truly believing person, perhaps only now realized that the time of the revolution is a truly mystical and sacred time, for it reveals to the people genuine and, most importantly, manifest miracles in an instant: at the present time, tangible things arose out of nothing—sentences arose out of nothing! Looking at François-Xavier's fate, I openly declare to society that I am an atheist: I consider the cross on my chest only a chaotic in its harmony combination of metal atoms—but in my soul, I understand that faith is more than the material personification of its attributes!

"Vincent Julien... what did he do wrong? There is no more zealous supporter and defender of the current order! Oh, yes... it is very likely that Monsieur Robespierre did not forgive this adept of the now-flourishing bacchanalia for a childish joke! Well, so be it... Gilbert Melanson... a writer... condemned for writing a satirical pamphlet... And he, with his own lips, lit the bonfire of the revolution on one of the Parisian streets—now, because of the creation of a literary work that radiated the rays of free thought too brightly, he is sentenced to death: ah, Auguste Bastien, as you can see, in this world a person does not create something, he only chooses one of an infinite number of options—a series of choices led him to death...

"Marc-Antoine Dubois... condemned because of anti-government statements—today, all those who previously discussed the fate of France and the king with exceptional loudness and exceptional frankness should, in order to avoid death, speak and think in a whisper!... Sébastien Fortin... my school teacher... at the very hour when my every thought and every argument was subjected to public censure, he allowed me to identify and, accordingly, determine in the depths of my being the exceptional abilities hidden from myself—all my strength was contained in them: he will no longer teach anyone anything!... Jean-Philippe Fleury... a young nobleman who first opposed the revolution, a little later—against the nobility, doing the latter more for the sake of fashion and fun than for the sake of the public good: now, having tasted the green and ripe fruits of the revolution, he chose the path of neutrality—the revolution despises extremes, but most of all it hates neutrality!... Stéphane Chénier... condemned because he was the son of Antoine Chénier: as if with Antoine's blood, young Stéphane inherited his father's views...

"Thus, frantically striving to resemble Rome in everything, we now resemble it most of all in our madness: the period of the revolution's rule really resembles the period of Sulla's rule... Jean-Louis Dussault?! And his name is now among this string of the doomed?! A healer of exceptional mind... for always speaking the truth, he will now be executed because of a lie, for truth has now become a lie, and a lie—truth!... Claude Thibaudeau... a baker who will soon live only in his descendants, of course, if they live much longer than him: why was he condemned? Only because he fed bread to the nobles hiding from the claws of the revolution—zealously and faithfully following the ideals of the revolution, which incessantly preached all things human, he was ruined by these ideals!... Edmond Fournier... and just yesterday Robespierre personally assured the people that Fournier would be pardoned, and today... and today he has already forgotten about him, just as he has about his promises to the people!... Sylvain Lapeyrière... a tanner... betrayed the revolution by siding with the nobles: he who comes out of the darkness into the light too sharply often loses his sight, and Sylvain is proof of that... Marcel Labonté... and he will soon have to ascend the scaffold: most of those who ascend the scaffold are not afraid of death—this majority is terrified only of the possible pain that precedes this result! These thoughts, thoughts that awaken a shiver, certainly sting these people in the heart, thereby giving rise to truly exceptional feelings in their hearts! Few people, while on the scaffold, think about God—almost everyone at those moments feels fear and despair! They don't even guess that only death can give them true freedom—not the freedom whose slogans loudly shook the bloody atmosphere of an insane Paris, but the one that lies beyond the unknown.

"Freedom! Equality! Fraternity! These are all synonyms for the word death! Only a truly enlightened person can realize this! Death gives freedom! Death brings equality! Death makes everyone brothers! Death! I saw it with my own eyes—I looked it straight in the face: the first time—when I looked at the face of a dead man, the second time—when I looked into the eyes of the executioner! There is no life in these eyes, just as there is no soul in them! Here... a picture appears before my moments of how a twenty-year-old Parisian was executed yesterday with a guillotine: his blood at that very hour splashed on the glass of one of the Parisian taverns, thereby involuntarily forcing me to turn my attention and, accordingly, my thoughts in that direction—looking at the aforementioned glass at that moment, I realized that human life to a significant extent resembles the nature of this material... If you scratch glass, a scar will remain on it, like on a human body; if you break off a part of it, it will no longer be possible to seamlessly attach it to the remaining body of it, and after... and after it crumbles into fragments, as if into dust—and yet blood can be washed off the human body, as well as off glass, but nothing and no one can, of course, without despising the truth, deny that it was there!... One more moment... and I remember how a young head, full of thoughts and ideas, hastily falls into a deep basket made of rough material—in my soul I weep, but openly, I rage with the crowd! Looking at his great, but lifeless facial features, I distinguish an ant among their limits—in essence, the ant does not care on what body, be it of the greatest criminal or the greatest hero, to realize its purpose: all this is invented and created by people—nature lives naturally, without an superstructure, always guided only by the basis. For this ant, there is no concept of justice or injustice—it only instantaneously realizes its own worldview: it has nothing to reproach itself for—it follows its instincts and, accordingly, performs its tasks. It does not think about the country in which it is located, or about the government under whose power and influence it exists—it does not praise the government or censure it; it does not think about it at all. It is indifferent to the words of Danton, Marat, and Mirabeau, although they often reach its ears—it is of the same opinion about religion. Atheists, Catholics, Protestants—for it, they are all equal, and accordingly, they all pose a threat to the same extent, for all of them, without realizing it at all, can deprive it of its life in the blink of an eye... Roger Saint-Pierre... Here they are, the real enemies of the revolution—those with whom I grew up on the same street... those with whom I so cordially wasted my time on childish games... those with whom I also created this revolution! Ah, Paris! A couple more years like this and there will not be a single victim left within your limits, for your only population will be executioners—the darkness of sentences is swiftly tearing into shreds the very light that the glorious enlighteners so painfully carved out of the depths of this world!...

"The end! Is it possible?! A period has been put on this list! Is this for happiness or for trouble?! Be that as it may, I should look at a slightly different string of names—at the very list that contains the names of those whose fate it is to leave this world tomorrow!..."

Hurriedly approaching a brownish-faced yew cabinet, Auguste Bastien, after a slight hesitation, as if not feeling truth or rightness in his actions, took a very weighty folder into his hands with a tremor in his heart, which at the present time contained a considerable number of sentences—in his hands now was human death, or, if you will, human life. A few moments later, finding himself in his usual position near the desk, continuously illuminated by the dim flicker of a cheap candle, Auguste Bastien slowly opened the gates of that very city, where not only the past but also, most importantly, the future of all humanity, of the entire sublunary world, now resided—at this very moment, perhaps one of the greatest scenes that had ever occurred in the history of the existing world was reflected on the retina of his lead-gray eyes, as if in a mirror: most of the sentences contained in that folder had been destroyed by a small wingless silverfish—a small, insignificant insect had destroyed in a few days what had been created so languidly and painfully by many people!

A small, insignificant insect, by the realization of its instincts and the zealous fulfillment of its being, unconsciously, involuntarily saved the lives of thousands of representatives of the human race, thereby changing the course of history—a small, insignificant silverfish changed the course of history where a person was not capable of measuring it. But was he really not capable?! Incessantly producing unjustified and meaningless sentences, a person harmed himself more and more with every moment, as well as, what is important, the surrounding nature, but the Universe, with the help of one of its instruments, the embodiment of which it, of course, was, and which was this Universe, brought harmony and justice to the human world—the Universe always cleans up where a person litters!

Seeing that the lists with the string of names of the condemned were significantly spoiled, and also perfectly realizing that no one would believe the objective truth, Auguste Bastien, with exceptional firmness and at the same time mercilessness, wrote his name on the very piece of whitish parchment where he had placed a period a few moments earlier.
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Chapter 3. The Nobel Laureate.
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March 3, 2047

Involuntarily glancing at the wall calendar, fifty-four-year-old François-Xavier Ruelle suddenly shuddered—he was experiencing truly contradictory feelings at that moment, the most vivid of which was a sense of horror: exactly on this day, 24 years ago, the very event occurred that now led him to this velvet armchair, to this extraordinarily exquisite house, and, most importantly, to this kind of fame—François-Xavier Ruelle was the greatest writer of his era. His name had repeatedly appeared on the list of the most significant and important contenders for the Nobel Prize in Literature.

And yet, despite the fact that he currently lived in a truly wealthy three-story mansion, despite the fact that he had a strong and loving family, and also despite the fact that he possessed a truly exceptional fame and, accordingly, immortality, François-Xavier was truly alone, for there were no truly loyal and devoted friends in his circle—it was for this reason that he became a melancholic. Still, it must be admitted that the permanent pilgrimage of young writers occasionally dispelled his melancholy, but did not destroy it. In these moments, moments of enlightenment, he felt himself to be something akin to Rousseau, Germaine de Saint-Preux, Tolstoy, or Nietzsche.

And yet, despite the aforementioned loneliness and melancholy, Monsieur Ruelle was not unhappy—he was constantly searching for answers to his own questions; he was continuously studying himself. "Here on earth, we are constantly searching for answers to our own questions—every day we find answers to these questions, but we will be able to find the true answers to these questions only while being beyond the bounds of physical existence!"—François-Xavier repeated to his young, still fledgling literary pilgrims as if it were a mantra.

It should also be mentioned that François-Xavier very sincerely loved to engage in antinomies of various depths with naive adherents of his own literary cult—the topics of these conversations touched upon almost all aspects and spheres of human life... The year 2047 was a post-war year, and therefore many of their speeches periodically concerned not only the nature and character of war but also, most importantly, peace—François-Xavier with unshakeable conviction persuaded his young, whether physically or spiritually, adepts that agreements between states can be reached only when the stakes in this diverse game are something valuable and important: he often compared world politics to a market, where the main trading operation is exchange—the people must be convinced that they truly need this product and the only possible option to achieve this goal is only exchange.

At times, François-Xavier would intentionally, with the help of a small spark, produce a great flame of unrestrained antinomies in this world about human fame, calling it a carnival mask, in some ways similar to rabbit ears—it is not part of a person's flesh: at the first gust of strong wind, it is blown from a person's head, as if it had never been there at all. To some of his pilgrims, he assured that human fame is flies on the head of a tiger or a lion: they are not part of him.

So, completely giving himself up to the consumption of the sacred-mysterious fruits of loneliness, like Emperor Diocletian, François-Xavier Ruelle completely despised public life in favor of private life, for he saw the greatest happiness in that—and those who came to him for advice or guidance received them: he was not stingy with advice, but he valued his time too dearly, beyond the material. "You have come to me to find advice—I endow you with its essence: come to my flower garden—admire these flowers, study them, feel their stock, touch their nature,"—this is how François-Xavier addressed those who wanted to partially know the truth: and after they, his pilgrims, studied these flowers, describing their scent, charm, and shortcomings to their mentor, Monsieur Ruelle, with a melancholy inherent in his nature, answered them that in looking at the flowers at those moments, admiring their nature or despising it, they, without suspecting it at all, were studying themselves. And so he advised them to look at everything—at the stars, at the sun, at the trees, at the grass, at the sky, at the rain, and, most importantly, at a person. "The most important miracle in the entire Universe is you yourself, for your structure, not only physical but also spiritual, is perfect: it is harmonious in its chaos and chaotic in its harmony," he told the adepts of his cult with sadness in his heart and tears on his cheeks, which were completely furrowed with wrinkles.

From time to time, he would bring some of his pilgrims to a dung heap and point to a diamond that he had deliberately thrown there some time ago: "Here is a dung heap. There is a diamond in it. The dung heap, however, remains a dung heap; it does not become a placer. The diamond, while in the dung heap, does not become dung, but remains a diamond. How did it end up in the dung heap? That doesn't matter in the least. The question is slightly different—is it appropriate to look for diamonds in dung heaps?!" At other moments, he expressed his opinion to this world about existing religions: "Your main goal in this world," he told his pilgrims, "is to reach that very spiritual age when a person begins to respect religion and despise the church! I have always respected religion, but the church—never! Every person who truly seeks to know the truth should be able to define, distinguish, and separate these concepts, just as one should be able to distinguish spirit from matter. The church, I repeat, the church, but not religion, destroyed millions of people for certain reasons—how is it better than fascism or red terror? Fascism and communism exterminated people for their reasons, and the churches—for theirs!"

But enough of that; let's return to François-Xavier Ruelle.

So, what exactly happened on this day exactly 24 years ago—what exactly aroused such a colossal feeling of horror in François-Xavier's soul? Incessantly reproducing every detail of that memory in his mind, Monsieur Ruelle at that hour not only sighed heavily but also, most remarkably, shuddered periodically—his nature perfectly remembered every minute, every hour of the day we mentioned earlier. At least, that's what he thought. Or maybe this memory was just another game of his imagination, which was exceptional in its power? Be that as it may, during the hours described, the following characteristics of the memory were reproduced in the inflamed mind of François-Xavier Ruelle in this way and with this content.

On March 3, 2023, he, François-Xavier Ruelle, a thirty-year-old resident of Paris, once again succumbed to the influence of the exceptionally tender charms of Liliana Junel, he fully realized that he was in love with her nature—she was a little over fifty years old. All his thoughts until that moment, until he realized that he was in love, were entirely dedicated to a certain, one of billions, but still human tragedy—the death of the Nobel Prize in Literature laureate Kenzaburō Ōe: François-Xavier was so blind and knew this world so little that he had no idea at all that at the very hour when one Nobel laureate dies, another Nobel laureate is born, for such are the laws of our world, for such is its destiny.

So, during the last meeting with Liliana, François-Xavier realized that her eyes had completely charmed him; they instantly incinerated him and revived him again—it seemed as if they were not human eyes, but inexhaustible springs of green emeralds: there was indeed something magical, something feline, contained in these sacred fragments of the Universe. Looking at her at that moment, François-Xavier involuntarily felt lava flowing through his veins instead of blood. However... however, Liliana Junel was married! A painful struggle was playing out in him—to become happy and give happiness or to obey God's commandment and not commit adultery.

Having wrapped himself in this kind of thought, he who would subsequently gain everything and nothing in this world now wandered through the gray streets of Paris on that day. Incessantly taking more and more steps in this world, François-Xavier was more and more immersed in the abyss of truly human suffering; he was more and more languishing—and yet happiness was near, so close; he only had to take it with his own hands: in his thoughts at that time, as an all-incinerating fire reigned in his soul regarding what was happening, an analogy with an item in a store involuntarily arose—when the cashier turned away, he could take the item, try everything he wanted, but... but just because the crime was not noticed by anyone, does it cease to be a crime? In a single moment, he was able to make Liliana Junel happy, and accordingly, to make himself happy, for Liliana Junel, the charming owner of emerald eyes, was just as much in love with him as he was with her. Passion and instincts howled in him, while reason, in the company of virtue, barely audibly sobbed.

In the very moments when François-Xavier was languishing in truly painful torments, the lovely Liliana Junel was experiencing even greater torments, for she could not in any way comprehend why her young lover refused to take as a gift what, it would seem, fate itself had so generously presented to him—after all, he was in love with her, and accordingly, she could not not appeal to him as a woman, which she perfectly understood. A second, one word separated him from the very happiness that, perhaps, he would never experience again in his life!... But could these actions give rise to true happiness? Yes, precisely true, and not human! But what kind of happiness would that be? Having gained this kind of pleasure, François-Xavier would, of course, subsequently experience the deepest and therefore extremely painful feeling of guilt—the reason for which would be his assistance to the prosperity of vice: a little later after the act was committed, having gained power over his mind and consciousness, he would begin to despise himself for having preferred momentary pleasures to spiritual purity.

"No, it's better not to meet her anymore at all! But how lovely she is! No, it's better to suffer painful torments for months, but at the same time realize that you are pure in your beliefs and ideals! But how passionate she is! No, it's better for me to be alone! But how her emerald eyes beckon! However... by making her happy, by making another person happy, am I not doing a good deed, because I am thereby saving her from unhappiness?! But at what cost will this happen! By making her happy, I will make another person, her husband, unhappy! Do a murderer or a robber cease to be such if they commit a crime in order to save their child or their family? What kind of world is this! What kind of life is this! How just they are! They always produce, no matter what, a true balance,"—this is what he who was at those moments completely intoxicated by Liliana Junel's beauty thought.

Liliana! He despised the very hour when his eyes first had the chance to meet her eyes within the limits of the sublunary world—he praised the very hour when he first had the chance to see her! His thoughts were indignant—François-Xavier's indifference to Liliana Junel was melting with the same haste with which the summer sun destroys the coolness of ice...

Stopping in front of the window of one of the new fashionable French stores, François-Xavier looked very penetratingly into his own reflection—into the essence of himself. What he had considered a severe punishment for himself since childhood was now his best reward—he was sincerely grateful to God for his own physical ugliness, namely for his face, which was completely disfigured by deep pockmarks, as if he were one of the glorious French revolutionaries: it was thanks to this physical ugliness that he became spiritually beautiful—it was physical ugliness that limited him from the harmful company of ubiquitous vice.

Exceptional beauties paid no attention to him, and therefore he never committed adultery—thanks to this ugliness, he fully experienced spiritual purity, and this was truly above and more important than all fleeting blessings for François-Xavier... But Liliana! She was so alluring, so appealing to his being! Her black straight hair and emerald eyes were indeed a deadly intoxicating viscous poison! But... what will be the decision regarding this possible act at the final judgment? A conviction or an acquittal? No, he will not succumb to temptations; he will ascend that tribunal with his head held high—for a truly virtuous person, justice is never punishment but always encouragement...

Liliana! An exceptional enigma! Memories of how lovely and sweetly she discussed books with him that she had never read rushed before François-Xavier's eyes, as if in a kaleidoscope—how sweet she was at that hour!... Her name was as lovely to him as her emerald eyes were charming to him—she was not able to choose either the first or the second: they were given to her from birth—she could only change them, but not choose!

Instantly turning away from the aforementioned window, François-Xavier took a few steps toward his future—suddenly, he felt his right foot step on a small object: it was nothing other than a small information carrier—a USB flash drive. Hurriedly taking this object out of the street's property, Monsieur Ruelle immediately began to study its nature with extraordinary attention—he was interested to know what content was inside this plastic shell? Immediately returning home, this thirty-year-old resident of Paris, not wishing to at all, involuntarily discovered a truly unique and profound world—this information carrier contained in its depths a countless number of novels and collections of short stories, which at the present time were in manuscript form: the true creator of this treasure trove of knowledge was nothing short of a genius—but how could he find him now?

Somehow unconsciously leaving the state of exaltation we mentioned earlier, François-Xavier once again looked at the calendar, which, it must be recalled, had aroused those memories in his nature—the date on the calendar indicated March 4, 2047: at the very hour when he was in a sacred, mystical state of semi-sleep, his kind wife intentionally moved the small square frame on the calendar, which strictly confined the corresponding number within the designated range—this is how she showed tender concern for her husband. Lightning-fast, he directed his hand toward his chest and suddenly experienced a truly indescribable sense of relief—a silver chain with a small flash drive was located on
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