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In the realm of human connection, there exists a delicate dance of cultural nuances, personal histories, and shared aspirations. In "She," we embark on a journey into the intriguing and often enigmatic realm of relationships between Russian women and Western men. This book delves into the complexities, challenges, and profound moments that define this unique intercultural bond.

Throughout history, cultural exchanges have shaped societies and individuals, enriching lives with diversity and broadening perspectives. In the realm of romance and companionship, such exchanges offer a fertile ground for exploration, understanding, and growth. "She" aims to shed light on the intricacies of these cross-cultural relationships, celebrating their beauty and unraveling the mysteries that lie within.

Drawing upon a mosaic of personal narratives, sociological insights, and historical context, "She" invites readers to navigate through the landscapes of love, longing, and transformation. From the cobblestone streets of Saint Petersburg to the bustling cities of the Western world, we follow the footsteps of individuals whose lives intertwine across borders, languages, and traditions.

This book is not merely a collection of anecdotes or scholarly discourse; it is a tapestry woven with threads of passion, resilience, and the quest for connection. Through the lens of Russian women and Western men, we explore themes of identity, communication, and the pursuit of happiness in a globalized world.

As we embark on this voyage together, let us embrace the diversity of human experience and the richness of cultural exchange. Whether you are a participant in such a relationship, an observer from afar, or simply a curious soul seeking to understand the intricacies of love in its myriad forms, "She" offers a window into a world where boundaries blur, and hearts find their way home.

Welcome to the journey. Welcome to "She."

Warm regards,

Red Umbrell

The stormy wind carries everything before it. She stands on the shore of the sea, watching the enormous waves coming toward her. Just when she thinks they will engulf her, a wave breaks and crashes upon the rocks at her feet with a deafening roar. Millions of tiny droplets reach her and drench her. She shudders; they are cold, and their touch feels painful.

"Why does everything have to hurt?" she thinks to herself. "I gave birth to a child; it hurt so much. Love hurts; every day at work, I see pain. Pain, pain, pain, nothing but pain."

I travel only on paths of pain; that is my only way, and the only challenge in my life is to travel the entire path and observe, watch without breath. Such is the path of a rheumatologist.

"Why did he have to enter my life?"

Nine months ago, she met a man, a Stranger. He shifted everything, everything she had known, thought, felt before was insignificant, it was all zero. That's why she came here.

The Stranger says that gazing into the unfathomable abyss opens the soul and makes you receptive to something new. Enigmatic and exciting coincidences aim to lead us on the path of destiny.

Skeptical of anything that isn't the real world, and the Stranger knows the secret. He awakened her curiosity, and that's why he's here, trying to see.

He's not here by chance; he doesn't believe in coincidences. He's here for a reason, to make her different. Before she met the Stranger, her life was normal.

Born in the USSR, everything was known there, who, when, and how things should be done. Joseph Vissarionovich Stalin introduced order, work, and discipline, but he also introduced an information blockade; nothing from the outside could enter. He performed a collective lobotomy on the people, from generation to generation. Those who dared to think for themselves were sent to the gulags to sharpen their thoughts and extinguish them.

In a system where everything was done according to strict rules, there was nothing to think about, and no need to think. 

You learn what you're told to learn, read what you're supposed to read, listen to what you're supposed to listen to. Anyone who even thinks about doing something differently is reported by others and eliminated.

As a child, she was obedient and good. Her mother was a specialist doctor, her father a nuclear physicist. Esteemed professions, so they lived well. But in one bad moment in time, her father was irradiated and enlightened, he departed for eternity.

Left alone with two children, her mother struggled. She didn't let another man into her life. She and her sister grew up quickly; their mother worked a lot, and they were alone. They studied diligently and finished school with excellent grades. Her sister met Günter, a German, got married quickly, and went to Germany.

With that event, the doors were opened for the entry of different thoughts into She's head, Western ones. Mixing began, the critical mass of events was reached. Like when warm and cold air collide and boom, thunder starts and rain, a storm.

She met Igor, they got married, she gave birth to a girl, Gorbachev came, the country fell apart, rules began to fade, Igor left, she was alone.

She worked diligently, and the critical mass was increasingly filled. She met Western colleagues, saw their equipment. Slowly she opened her mind and heart and became part of the evolution of a new spirituality mix of East and West.

While she was still an intern at the hospital, the famous reanimatologist Prof. Dr. Kubinski came to give a lecture, she was supposed to assist him. She was preparing the equipment when the professor entered and told her that he urgently needed to go somewhere and asked her to give the lecture. He told her that the lecture must be on the subject of resuscitation and let her choose the topic closest to her.

"In that moment, I died a thousand times!", she remembers.

She went to the library to find something interesting that the students should know. Whatever it was, it determined her entire career; that event was thunder, an explosion of critical mass.

To She, the waves seemed like impacts in life, sometimes coming quickly, sometimes passing by her peacefully. She understood what the Stranger meant by sending her to the rock. He revealed to her the spiritual process that leads life forward.
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SHE SITS IN A CAFÉ, comfortably reclined in a leather armchair, soft jazz playing in the background, the Stranger is across from her. She looks at him with a broad gaze, trying to absorb everything about him, even him himself. The Stranger asked her to buy him some CDs with music and movies. With great difficulty, she gathered everything from the list, sweating profusely. Now she's here, proudly taking out a pile of CDs from her bag. The Stranger casually takes them and tosses them beside him, as if they mean nothing to him.

"Again pain," she feels a quiet piercing in the area of the heart, she knows what pain is, she knows it very well. The Stranger set a goal before her, and she achieved it, expecting a reward, praise. He tells her: "Our reality is shaped by every thought, decision of ours. With concrete goals, over time, you will see how successful or not you are. Stable beliefs shape your life, they subtly organize your energy field and determine your reality. The world you live in, including the experience of your body, completely depends on how you've learned to look at it. If you change the way you look at things, you will change your experiences of your body and the world around you."

She looks at him, absorbs, thinks. She set a goal for herself and achieved it, so she doesn't need others' praise, and she starts to feel good, the pain has disappeared. She says to him: "You know, you help me understand how selfish I am sometimes, incapable of anything else but following my own impulse of dissatisfaction, which makes me deaf and blind in the moment. That rage coursing through my veins, making me demand from others what they can't give me, completely unaware of their states and needs, is an expression of despair, those deep valleys of tears where I dwell. 

Rage is the other face of depression, I know that, but I don't know if, when, who, or what will manage to alleviate it. Sometimes I think I've beaten it with work, fun, or creativity, but it patiently waits in the wings. Studying human psychodynamics, I'm trying to find answers to some old injuries, but for now, I only encounter endless suffering and loneliness, covered with everything and anything. Maybe the answer lies precisely in not giving up and being honest with myself and others. That requires energy, and it always renews itself through sincere encounters and exchanges." Thank you.

Little by little, she started to wake up, to open her mind to a new, truer view of the world.

She went home, living in a two-bedroom apartment on the third floor, with her mother and daughter. Her mother is retired, old and sick, and her daughter is in her wild years. She became a woman, but not entirely. She's everywhere, wants to see everything, to know everything. She grew up in an open society, watches movies in English, sings songs in Spanish, Italian, adores Enrique Iglesias, plastered one wall with his pictures. She watches MTV, dresses in Zara, Benetton, boys come for her in Mercedes and BMWs.

Her mother is stuck in the old world, too late to change. She doesn't accept anything from Western medicine; she has to secretly give her American drugs because they are better than Russian ones.

A strange triangle, she's still a child for her mother, her child, even though she's grown up and can have children of her own, she's still a child for her.

She cooks food for all three. She works in the hospital for 48 hours, then has 48 hours off, and so on in a cycle, the only problem is replacements, when one of her colleagues falls ill, she has to replace them, and if she's in the position of department head, it doesn't matter. So sometimes she has less time to rest. She does the laundry; shopping is also her responsibility.

They live off her salary and her mother's pension, it's not much, but it's enough.

The Stranger called to see her again and told her to come to the riverbank. She found him there, doing Tai Chi, she approached him, and he showed her with his finger: "Shh, silence." Then
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