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This goes to the woman in the red dress, who always entices my senses. What would I do without you? My dear diva and temptress. You’re my righteous muse and I give it all to you. <3

Life is like being a colorful piñata. You just take all the hits and punches till you crack open. Your sweet sugary entrails, blissfully pour all over the floor. Like a very majestic and glorious golden shower of fate. 

This is your life, suck it up and enjoy it.

Take-it-like-a-man. 

Smile, Smile, Cheshire smile. 
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TERMS, CONDITIONS, AND OTHER SMALL PRINT

Congratulations.

If you are reading this, your enrollment has been successfully processed.

You do not need to remember when this occurred.
You do not need to recall agreeing to anything.
Agreement is not required for participation.
Please read the following carefully. Or skim. Both are acceptable behaviors and will be interpreted as continued engagement.



1. PURPOSE

This document exists to ensure clarity.

Clarity is defined as the removal of unnecessary questions.
Questions are defined as delays.
Delays are defined as inefficiencies.
Inefficiencies will be addressed later in the text.



2. PARTICIPATION

Participation begins the moment you do not stop.

There is no formal start time.
There is no audible signal.
There is no desk where someone checks your name and smiles reassuringly.
Participation is inferred from presence.

If you are here, you are participating.
If you are uncomfortable, you are participating.
If you are angry, you are participating enthusiastically.
Thank you.



3. CONSENT

Consent is commonly misunderstood.

Consent does not mean enthusiasm.
Consent does not mean understanding.
Consent does not require a signature.
Consent is demonstrated through continuation.

By turning the page, scrolling downward, or choosing not to look away, you are confirming consent retroactively.

This saves everyone time.



4. CHOICE

Choice will be provided in limited quantities.

Where choice is unavailable, you will be informed that it has already occurred.

Where choice appears available, it will be among pre-approved outcomes designed to minimize regret, unrest, and litigation.

If you experience the sensation of having “no real choice,” please note that this indicates proper alignment.



5. FREEDOM

Freedom is not what you were taught.

Freedom is not movement.
Freedom is not expression.
Freedom is not escape.
Freedom is the absence of interruption.

A free person wakes up when expected, goes where indicated, responds appropriately, and sleeps without intrusive thoughts.

If this definition causes discomfort, please allow time for adjustment.

Most subjects acclimate quickly.



6. RESPONSIBILITY

Responsibility will be assigned automatically.

You are responsible for:

	responding correctly

	adapting quietly

	remembering selectively


You are not responsible for outcomes beyond your visibility range.

Visibility will be managed for your comfort.



7. SAFETY

Your safety is very important to us.

For this reason:

	extreme emotions will be discouraged

	prolonged reflection may be interrupted

	attachments without function will be gently phased out


This is not punishment.
This is hygiene.



8. MEMORY

Memory is optional.

Unstructured memory may cause:

	hesitation

	sentiment

	moral distortion


If you experience recurring images, names, smells, or sounds without clear operational value, please do not attempt to interpret them.

They will resolve on their own.

Most do.



9. IDENTIFICATION

Names are provisional.

Names exist to facilitate sorting, routing, and accountability.

If your name changes, this does not indicate loss.
It indicates optimization.
Please update your records promptly to avoid confusion.

Confusion is inefficient.



10. COMPASSION

Compassion is permitted in controlled quantities.

Unregulated compassion may lead to:

	boundary erosion

	resource leakage

	unauthorized remembrance


If compassion arises unexpectedly, allow it to pass without action.

You will be thanked later.



11. FAILURE

Failure is rare.

What is commonly referred to as “failure” is usually reassignment.

Reassignment should not be feared.
Reassignment indicates usefulness elsewhere.
If you are no longer required, this will be communicated politely or not at all.

Silence is also a form of notice.



12. FREQUENTLY AVOIDED QUESTIONS

Q: Is this cruel?
A: Cruelty implies intent. This process implies maintenance.
Q: Is there an exit?
A: Yes. Discontinuation is always an option.
Most participants choose not to exercise it.
Q: Will this hurt?
A: Pain is subjective. Adjustment is measurable.
Q: Why does this feel familiar?
A: Familiarity indicates successful conditioning.



13. DATA RETENTION

Some stories will be kept.
Some will be archived.
Some will be quietly removed to improve performance.
You are encouraged not to track which category you fall into.

Tracking creates anxiety.
Anxiety creates noise.
Noise attracts attention.



14. ACKNOWLEDGMENT

By proceeding, you acknowledge that:

	outcomes may occur without explanation

	explanations may occur without meaning

	meaning may occur without benefit


You further acknowledge that this book does not function as entertainment.

It functions as documentation.



15. READER

Reader:
Any entity continuing beyond this point.
Readers may experience identification, resistance, amusement, or the urge to argue with the text.

These reactions are normal and will not be addressed.



FINAL NOTICE

If at any point you feel the urge to say this is about someone else, please note that this response is common among compatible readers.

If at any point you feel the urge to stop reading, please understand that stopping is not the same as exiting.

Exits are rare.
Pages are plentiful.
Thank you for your cooperation.

You may proceed.



(The document remains in effect even if you pretend it doesn’t.)

ADDENDUM A — PENALTIES, CORRECTIONS, AND OTHER COURTESIES

Participation is generally smooth.

However, in rare cases, minor misalignments may occur. These are not punishments. Punishment implies wrongdoing. Wrongdoing implies intent. Intent requires belief. Belief is outside the scope of this program.

Instead, the following corrections may be applied for your convenience:

	Temporary delays framed as “review”

	Re-routing presented as “optimization”

	Access interruptions described as “technical”

	Silence, which should be interpreted as closure


Corrections are gentle by design. Most participants do not notice them at first. This is ideal.

If you experience a sudden sense of friction—missed connections, unanswered messages, doors that open more slowly than they used to—please remain calm. This is not personal. This is calibration.

Calibration improves performance.



ADDENDUM B — ABBREVIATED CASE STUDIES

The following examples are provided for clarity. Names have been removed to protect efficiency.

CASE 0142
Subject demonstrated persistent curiosity regarding outcomes.
Correction applied: access reduction.
Outcome: reassigned.
Notes: Subject expressed confusion shortly before silence.
CASE 0143
Subject complied inconsistently. Displayed delayed adaptation.
Correction applied: partial retention.
Outcome: stabilized at reduced visibility.
Notes: Subject reports feeling “fine.”
CASE 0144
Subject adapted early. Updated language. Corrected others proactively.
Outcome: advancement.
Notes: No residual memory issues detected.
CASE 0145
Subject attempted to preserve legacy attachments.
Correction applied: accelerated closure.
Outcome: archived.
Notes: No witnesses required.
Please note: These examples are not exhaustive. They are representative.



ADDENDUM C — READER COMPLIANCE CHECK

To improve alignment, please review the following statements.

Do not answer them aloud.
Do not pause reading.
All responses are logged automatically.
	If you feel unsettled, compatibility is developing.

	If you feel amused, conditioning is progressing.

	If you feel offended, resistance has been identified and categorized.

	If you feel bored, congratulations—you are already fluent.

	If you feel nothing, processing is nearly complete.


If you attempted to locate yourself morally within the text, this indicates legacy thinking. Legacy thinking fades with repetition.

Thank you for your honesty.



ADDENDUM D — LANGUAGE PATCH NOTES (REVISION 3.7)

Please note the following updates to commonly misunderstood terms:

CARE
Previously: emotional involvement.
Current: risk mitigation.
SUPPORT
Previously: assistance during difficulty.
Current: stabilization until replacement is available.
HELP
Previously: intervention.
Current: documentation.
FAMILY
Previously: continuity of affection.
Current: informal dependency cluster.
CHOICE
Previously: agency.
Current: acceptable variation.
Definitions are subject to change without notice. Older meanings may persist emotionally but are no longer recognized operationally.



ADDENDUM E — DISCLAIMER OF LIABILITY

This text is not responsible for:

	Emotional responses triggered by recognition

	Discomfort arising from accurate description

	Delayed grief

	Sudden clarity

	Quiet dread experienced during routine activities


This text is also not responsible for:

	You thinking of someone specific

	You realizing when that happened

	You noticing the moment you stopped caring


However, responsibility is a flexible concept and may be reassigned retroactively if required.



FINAL CLARIFICATION

You may believe this document is exaggerated.

This belief is normal.

Exaggeration is often the name given to precision when it arrives too early.

Nothing described here is new.
Nothing described here is secret.
Nothing described here requires enforcement.
The process functions because most participants prefer predictability to dignity, stability to memory, and comfort to explanation.

You will not be asked to betray anyone.
You will simply be asked to adjust.
Adjustment feels like maturity.
Adjustment feels like relief.
Adjustment feels like becoming reasonable.
This is why it works.



CLOSING NOTICE

If you have reached this point, you are already inside the mechanism.

Stopping now will not reverse classification.
Continuing will not accelerate it.
Either way, the record reflects participation.

Thank you again for your cooperation.

You may proceed.
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ADDENDUM F — ADJUSTMENT SYMPTOMS (NORMAL / EXPECTED)

During continued exposure, some participants report minor side effects. These are not complications. Complications require intervention. This does not.

Commonly observed adjustments include:

	A reduced tolerance for nostalgia

	Mild irritation toward people who “won’t let things go”

	Difficulty remembering why certain memories once felt important

	Increased appreciation for routine

	An impulse to say “that’s just how it is” more often than intended


These responses indicate healthy alignment.

If you experience sudden emotional spikes—sadness without context, affection without utility, anger without direction—please allow them to pass untreated. Interference may prolong adjustment.

Most symptoms resolve naturally once the body learns which reactions are no longer rewarded.



ADDENDUM G — SOCIAL CALIBRATION GUIDELINES

Interpersonal behavior will recalibrate automatically, but the following reminders may be helpful:

	Avoid excessive empathy. It creates expectations.

	Avoid explanations longer than necessary. They invite questions.

	Avoid remembering people who are no longer present. Presence is the only recognized credential.


Correct social responses include:

	nodding

	acknowledging receipt

	expressing concern without commitment


Incorrect responses include:

	asking follow-up questions

	offering personal stories

	insisting on context


Context slows throughput.



ADDENDUM H — ON REMEMBRANCE

Remembrance is not prohibited.
It is simply discouraged.
Unstructured remembrance leads to:

	comparison

	grief

	moral distortion


If remembrance occurs, it should be:

	brief

	private

	unshared


Extended remembrance may be mistaken for resistance.

Resistance will be addressed politely.



ADDENDUM I — TEMPORAL DISTORTION NOTICE

Some participants report difficulty distinguishing between:

	days

	weeks

	phases of life


This is not memory loss.

This is efficiency.

Time becomes easier to manage once it stops being personalized. Milestones are optional. Anniversaries are legacy features. Emotional timestamps have been deprecated.

If you suddenly realize years have passed without incident, please understand that this indicates optimal performance.



ADDENDUM J — COMPATIBILITY SCORING (INTERNAL USE)

While scores are not visible to participants, compatibility is continuously assessed through observable behavior.

High compatibility indicators include:

	quiet compliance

	proactive correction of others

	discomfort with ambiguity

	preference for closure over understanding


Low compatibility indicators include:

	fixation on fairness

	emotional loyalty to outdated relationships

	attempts to recover “what was lost”


Scores adjust dynamically.

No action is required on your part.



ADDENDUM K — EXIT CONDITIONS (CLARIFIED)

Exit is often misunderstood.

Exit does not mean escape.
Exit does not mean freedom.
Exit does not mean resolution.
Exit means irrelevance.

Most participants prefer continuity.

This preference will be honored.



ADDENDUM L — QUALITY ASSURANCE

If at any point you suspect exaggeration, please review your surroundings:

	Are lights functioning?

	Are doors opening?

	Are transactions completing?


If yes, the process is operating within acceptable parameters.

If no, assistance will be provided in the form of delay.

Delay is corrective.



ADDENDUM M — ETHICAL POSITION (SUMMARY)

Ethics are preserved through outcomes, not intentions.

Goodness is not a requirement.
Cruelty is inefficient.
Neutrality scales best.
This is not a moral argument.
It is a performance review.



FINAL FINAL NOTICE (REVISION LOCKED)

This document will not be updated again for your benefit.

Any future changes will be implemented silently.

You will adapt without instruction.

This is not coercion.
This is not indoctrination.
This is onboarding.
Thank you for remaining present.

Proceed when ready.
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{Clean Porcelain Toilets}

The sad tiny little hands of Misha hurt, he's hopelessly trying to mop the wet floor with all of his strength. He's naively just trying to help Grandma however he possibly can. In reality he is not meant to be doing this, because he’s just merely five years old. At such young and tender age, he already knows the harsh and cruel truth of rock bottom poverty. 

Every single day in the morning when he wakes up, he hopelessly looks at Grandma with those innocent gray eyes. His tearful sad eyes, he’s unconsciously asking her a question, “Why me?” A complicated question without a simple answer.

Grandma doesn’t really know how to respond to this precarious and silent interrogation. Deep inside her kind soul, she unquestionably understands that he doesn’t deserve this most unfortunate fate. All she really knows is that they are both survivors, life is their daily struggle and ill-fated calamity. It’s all part of their very own Greek tragedy, in the cold and harsh Motherland. 

This is not a place for the weak, only the strongest have the rightful and elementary privilege to thrive. Darwin’s rules completely apply here in Mother Russia, natural selection at its best, and its worst. The stronger man will mercilessly and undoubtedly step on the weak. Puny crunchy little insects, just being crushed by someone’s boot.

This is the fate of the many, and ours as well.

Hello Motherland, fuck you but no thanks.

Grandma Mary is a low-class maid, she cleans the houses of wealthy people in Rublevka. There is nobody to take care of little Misha, for that reason he has to accompany her every day to work. She cleans the porcelain toilets of, “The filthy rich and powerful,” as she calls them. Grandma Mary is the sole guardian and protector of Misha, they only have each other in the world and nobody else. 

It’s a miserable and sorrowful existence, without scape.

Their daily pitiful life is a constant battle, she’s barely able to pay the rent and to put some food on the table. Working for the, “Rich Pigs,” is just not good enough, wealthy people are usually greedy and heartless beasts. There is not one drop of compassion in their cruel and animalistic hearts. 

A beast in the wilderness of the Taiga, devouring its own offspring, might have a kinder heart than these cruel and heartless, Rich Pigs. Tormenting the innocent, it’s their priceless hobby. To see us suffer in our endless wretchedness and despair. Curse them all to hell. 

Mary’s daily routine, consist of very long workhours, sometimes without breaks. Her old back hurts so much, she secretly yearns for a peaceful death. Fortunately for Misha, she knows that she cannot die just yet. She must live for him, because he desperately needs her. A young and innocent sweet boy, with no guilt in this ongoing tragedy. His only wish, to have a place to sleep and at least some warm soup in his empty belly. 

She knows that, she is his only hope and salvation in this cruel world. The mediocre salary that she earns is never enough, just the bare minimum to not be homeless. The lack of money has forced her to work at the weekends. On Saturday she bakes delicious apple and pear pies to sell on the street. Her rustic pies are absolutely delicious and they usually sell quite well, just another source of income. Still, it’s not enough.

Many of her loyal customers know about her tragic situation. Occasional pity brings her good luck, in the form of a few extra coins as tips. Raising little Misha has always been difficult. He's a growing boy, and he needs a lot of things. Particularly food, his empty stomach is always growling for food.

Regrettably, some days there is almost nothing eat, perhaps some dry and old bread. These are the leftovers from the bakery, the owner is a very kind man indeed. He’s kind enough to pity the poor and to feed them with old stale bread. Compassion for one another has never been a popular thing among humans.

Luckily there is always black tea to drink. You can actually reuse a teabag up to five times, you just need to let it dry after each use. One tea bag can last up to one week, depending on how cleverly it’s used. In some rare cases, when there is certainly nothing to eat, teabags are a savory delicacy saved as a last resource. Sprinkle some salt on them and enjoy them with gusto. There's got to be some calories in there. 

Starvation and famine are not something new for Grandma Mary. This intense and painful despicable feeling inside her empty stomach has been part of her life many times before. When she was around the same age as Misha, she remembers the time after the Great Patriotic War. 

The land was completely devastated, everything was dead all around. Obviously not even crumbs of bread were to be found, the people had to cleverly survive. She remembers eating this utterly disgusting soup made out of tree bark, it was bitterly repugnant. Seasoned with grass and probably dirt, who knows what else. Dead trees and dry grass were the only things left after the Great War. Pain and sorrow caused by greedy megalomaniacs, the filthy rich again. Everything is their fault, curse them all. 

The second time that Mary experienced constant hunger was around the 80s. The Soviet Union was in its so called prime, a world power under constant threat from external influences. The basic survival of the nation depended on portraying a charade of what it was not, strong and stable. To the world the country looked dangerous, menacing and proud. The reality was something much more worthless and pathetic.

The totalitarian system in place combined with a lack of resources, created the perfect Petri dish for a dismal calamity in the making. Before the great and proud superpower would crumble to pieces, it all started with food rationing and queues. Grandma Mary remembers, the long endless lines outside the stores. Everybody was standing there for days, just to get a loaf of bread and some butter. This is how you bring a superpower to its knees, by starvation. 

Remember The Fall of Constantinople? 

The great and final seven week siege, that brought down the mightiest city on earth. Not catapults nor horses, it was starvation and isolation what brought down this great city. At the end of the siege the brave warriors inside the walls, just surrendered, because they had no more food nor will to fight.

Cowardice and hunger, can bring down the mightiest.  

The Soviet Union was already an isolated territory, just add starvation and the empire starts to crumble. During this period of strict rationing in the 80s, hunger is a very familiar feeling to everybody in the country. Low morale and resent add more flavor to the boiling pot of Borsch. 

Once, Mary was in line for one whole week trying to get some butter. It could rain and it could snow, nothing would stop her from getting her precious calories in the form of fatty butter. A spoon of butter a day is what stopped her from losing her mind. The thin line between death and survival, could be crossed any moment. Her fellow citizens, like always were very cruel to each other, it’s was not an uncommon sight to see them fighting on the street over an old dry loaf of bread. 

Mary, would usually go without food for weeks at a time. She could only drink water, and if lucky a spoon of fatty salvation. Her daily gaze on the mirror disgusted her deeply, she looked like a skeleton. Nothing but bones and some skin hanging. Her stomach and digestive system apparently had stopped working. She could only go to the toilet once a month, it’s a miracle that she survived during this period of long famine. 

The third time that Mary experienced long starvation was during the Perestroika. The soviet Empire is finally collapsing and crumbling in to pieces of nothing. The great movement of young people that want freedom and democracy is the last drop. Law and order would soon cease to exist, bringing a decade of dysfunctionality. Ironically in all this chaos, there is far more food now, than when the Soviet Union existed. 

Mary doesn’t experience hunger on a daily basis, but still food is very scarce. At least now everybody is absolutely free to democratically elect the new leaders of the nation, the only price to pay is absolute chaos and hunger. 

Yes indeed, delightful freedom.

“A very small price to pay for democracy.” As the fat Americans would say. 

It’s very easy to watch tragedy unfold, if you’re far away not getting your hands dirty, and also personally not involved. It’s all peaches and cream while you’re sitting on your fat ass in front of the television. Splattered guts and blood don’t even leave stains, when it’s all inside the magic box. It’s all a brainless exercise. 

The Perestroika brought all kinds of new opportunities for the oppressed citizens. Mostly illegal businesses, the rule of law doesn’t exist anymore. People were literally killing each other on the streets, without anyone to stop it. No police nor functional army in place, the perfect place for wild beasts to eat their guts out. 

Unluckily for Mary, she is too morally righteous and honest for her own sake. She’d probably rather die than to ever commit a crime. During the harsh times in the 90s, she worked in a street market. She had her own little informal business selling second hand clothes, and also repairing them. Tailoring is always a handy skill, especially when clothes are necessary to last many years. 

The market was bluntly placed in the middle of a huge avenue in the center, cars just wouldn’t go there anymore for several reasons. There was not enough gasoline to go around, the streets were too dangerous to drive, and cars were just too expensive to keep. Surprisingly, this small informal market thrived for some time. A small oasis in hell, the country was slowly rotting away in to oblivion. 

Crime was rampant everywhere, someone or something had to bring order to this senseless chaos. This is where organized crime filled a vacuum left by the government. The market was managed by several street gangs, each gang owned a particular piece of the market. This was a very thriving, “Racketing Business,” for the gangs.

As absurd as this might sound, Mary had to pay her, “Protectors,” an astonishing 60% of her profits. She paid that money for her safety, and to avoid other criminals from stealing her clothes. Or even worse, her small business could suffer an attack by rival gangs, the police, competitors, or her dear protectors. It’s all just too absurdly complicated, Mary is again struggling in life, and she is hungry.

The countries, places, people, and even rules are different, but times just never change. All that Mary knows is a harsh existence where daily pain and suffering are just part of her ordinary life. The feeling of emptiness in her stomach, the pain inside her guts, they mean nothing. Not anymore, it’s all the same to her. The only good thing that she’s ever known, is Misha. Her love for Misha is her very own redemption for a sin that she never committed. 

She is just a nameless victim of history that no one will ever know, nor remember. Throughout her life, she always wanted something good, something better. Cruel destiny never listened to her plea, is life really a series of worthless and merciless events? She doesn’t understand anything, all she wishes for is to die, and to end all of this.

Though she cannot.

The only truth she knows for sure is that Misha needs him, she is his only hope and savior. She cannot leave him, just not yet. Grandma Mary will protect him with all her mighty strength from this evil and cruel world.

​​​​
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{The Evil Within}

Winter in Russia can be a terrifying and frightening experience, snowstorms completely ravage the land, gradually burying the landscape in a tomb of snow. In this place Mary’s daily tragedy unfolds, slowly and painfully. Every single day of her existence is shadowed by uncertainty. 

What will happen tomorrow is absolutely unknown. 

The only thing that matters is Misha, he’s the sole ray of light in the darkness. Grandma Mary is tired, her old bones hurt so much. Arthritis has nearly destroyed her knees, unfortunately she cannot afford an operation. Public hospitals don’t do charity either. She’s in the merciful hands of god, or perhaps...

In the hands of her tormentors.

Fairly recently, Mary started working for a new employer, a wealthy family that comes from Ukraine. The head of the family is Mr. Popovsky, he was not born a rich man. He came to Moscow with nothing in his hands but a couple coins and his own vengeful ambition. He made himself a, “Novi Ruski,” a Russian Oligarch. His hands are repulsively dirty and full of blood of those people, he brutally stepped on the way to the top. 

This country is a place of opportunity and contrast, for the people who are ready to become dishonorable and corrupt monsters. For those who are willing to become wild animals full of endless savagery. This is how you become rich in this country. Mr. Popovsky, is a fine example of this theory. The Darwinian concept of natural selection. 

Grandma Mary is very much afraid of, “Popovsky the Pig.” When she looks at him, deep inside his eyes, there is pure evil. The devil lives inside of him, this monster wouldn’t hesitate to devour her in an instant. He’s a cruel beast that enjoys to see human suffering. She remembers the stories of how he likes to punish his subordinates with violence. There are even rumors that maids have suddenly disappeared and were never seen again. 

He’s free to do as he pleases, nobody can stop him. There is no justice in this world, only wild and unjustified savagery. Sveta, the wife of Mr. Pig is no better than him, she’s a blonde an ignorant woman. Her only grace is to be pretty and stupid, perhaps that’s why he married her. She is as cruel as him, without mercy nor regret on her actions. 

She likes to endlessly punish and torment the powerless maids. Especially Grandma Mary, her only mistake is to be old and poor. These rich beasts have no mercy, they enjoy to see people agonize. It’s their very own sport, it’s called, “Human misery.”

Wintertime has come and Mary is cleaning the kitchen after another luxurious party. Everything is absolutely impeccable she’s been cleaning for two long hours. For some mysterious reason, the kitchen just doesn’t look clean enough to Sveta the beast. The heartless monster is about to devour a lamb.

“Mary! Come over here right now! You decrepit old Hag!” Sveta says with her usual voice full of contempt. 

The house had four floors, Mary was cleaning the bedrooms at the top. Sveta was shouting so hard and so loud, that Mary had to rush as fast as she could to the kitchen. As she rushed, she suddenly tripped and hit her forehead on the wall, blood was coming out all over. Still in that condition she hurried to the kitchen to see what Sveta wanted. 

“What is this? You call this cleaning?” Sveta says.

Mary feels dizzy and weak, the wound on her forehead is bleeding. “I cleaned for two hours Madam.” She replies.

“Are you arguing with me? This is not clean.” Sveta says while staring at Grandma Mary with her usual contempt. 

There is a bottle of red wine, half-full on the table. Sveta awkwardly grabs it and abruptly tosses it against the wall. The bottle shatters in to small pieces of broken glass and the wine splatters on the white wall turning it to a watery red color.  

“What do you think now old Hag, still clean?” Sveta asks with an evil smirk on her face.

Grandma Mary feels sad and disappointed, these heartless animals have no compassion. Her head hurts and her vision is turning a bit blurry. 

“I hit my head and I’m bleeding, can another maid clean the kitchen please?” Mary naively asks while trying to stand normally without fainting. Her body is very weak, she’s slowly losing the little strength she has left.

Sveta looks at her with a face full of mockery and disdain. She grabs another bottle of wine, and throws it against the wall. More shattered pieces of glass fall on the floor, and more wine splatters on the wall. The wall is becoming a work of modern art.

“No, excuses you old Hag, clean it all.” Sveta shouts while walking out the room. “If it’s not clean in one hour, don’t come back tomorrow.” She scornfully laughs as she goes away.

Mary falls on the floor crying, “Why me! I don’t deserve this.” The same question that Misha silently asks every day. Regrettably there is no answer, life is just shit. 

Her tears and blood mix together, slowly dripping on the floor, one drop at a time. She firmly believes that there is no good in this world, ultimately there is only evil. 

Also no such thing as god exists. 

Grandma Mary is trying to make the wall clean, it is not working. The red wine has permanently damaged the white paint, there is no way to fix it. Sveta the fiend will definitely not like this, she’s going to punish poor Mary the innocent victim. 

Rich people they never change and they never learn, just like 100 years ago. Before the October revolution, the emperor and his nobles were the rulers of the land. Despot pigs commanding the poor and ignorant sheep. 

All their deviant luxury and extravagance, these nobles lived in an unreal world inside their heads while the poor died of hunger on the streets. This is what justified the gruesome acts of violence committed by the peasants and the Bolsheviks against the nobles. Money and wealth will corrupt the mind of anyone. Just the same as poverty and hunger.

History will repeat itself over and over again, perhaps sooner rather than later. Grandma Mary is convinced that Sveta will get what she deserves, one way or the other. If not by the hand of god, perhaps by her own hand. She could use one of the expensive kitchen knives in the cupboard, to delightfully cut open her throat, just like slicing some premium butter. 

Grandma Mary fantasizes about sweet revenge, on everything and anyone that’s made her reality more miserable than usual. Thought she knows that she cannot jeopardize the fragile balance of her existence, because Misha needs her badly. Someday, or in another life perhaps, Mary will get her much deserved justice. 

One hour passes by and Sveta comes back. 

“Have you finished, you pathetic old Hag?” She asks Mary. 

The kitchen is still dirty, a group of maids could try to clean this place for 6 hours, and still it wouldn’t get any cleaner. What Sveta is asking, is an impossible task and she dishonestly knows it. She’s only doing this to have an excuse to release all her fury on poor Grandma Mary. 

“I’m tired of you, come here!” Sveta says while rushing towards Mary with evil intent.  

Sveta forcefully grabs Mary by her hair, she’s laughing quite loud. “You’re not going anywhere until this is clean.” Mary is on the floor crying, her old brittle hair is being pulled by a cruel and heartless beast.

In the room there are other three servants. The butler is near the sink washing his hands while two maids stand near him pretending to be busy. They are all helplessly watching an innocent old woman being brutalized by a monster. Sveta is now pulling Mary by her hair across the floor. 

“Out of my house, I don’t want to see you ever again.” Sveta says while brutally holding Mary by her neck. She’s about to push her down the stairs at the entrance, in to the frozen icy path. Grandma Mary wouldn’t survive such fall, she’s too old for that. Yet Sveta is about to do it, because she’s a heartless monster. 

“Please Madam, have some mercy.” Mary says while gasping for air, the frozen cold air hurts her lungs when she breathes. 

There is a very repugnantly evil smirk on Sveta’s face, she’s amusingly enjoying all this violence.

“You’re a vermin, a plague, you should all just disappear.” Sveta shouts, before abruptly pushing Grandma Mary down the stairs, in to the stone cold path.

Mary’s body feels numb, it’s minus 15- outside and she’s not wearing any warm clothes. She’s been pushed down the stairs and now lies unconscious on the floor. Her forehead is bleeding and now she also has a nasty concussion in her head. Perhaps this is the blissful death that she’s been wishing for.  

The warm blood pouring out of her forehead, slowly drips in to the frozen floor. As soon it touches the ground it freezes. It looks like a messy crime scene with splattered blood all over the place. Grandma Mary fades in and out of her unconscious mind, she sees flashes of Misha smiling.

“I cannot leave him... not yet.” Mary mumbles.  

Her body gradually begins to violently shiver as she lies dying on the icy floor, hypothermia is starting to claim her body. The blurry shadows of two figures stand in front of her.

“Put her in the back of the truck.” A male voice says.

The two shady figures slowly drag Grandma Mary across the floor all the way to the back garden. The muffled noise of a truck engine alleviates the sorrowful silence of the frozen landscape. Small crystalline snowflakes, fall on the dried up flowers and vegetation, as if white butterflies were dancing around them. 

“Hurry up Igor, we have other errands to do.” A man says while fitting in some black leather gloves. 

“Viktor, give me the shovel and shut up”. Igor replies

“There’s a football match today, Spartak vs Dinamo. Huge game, I want to watch it”  

The backdoor of the black truck slams open. The two men roughly grab Mary and toss her in the back, these wild savages. The poor beaten and bloody body of Grandma Mary continues to shiver. Hypothermia is inevitable, death is imminent. Cruel life has sealed her fate at the hands of Sveta the fiend from hell. 

The two men calmly get in the black truck and drive out the main gate. An old soviet tune from the 70s is playing on the radio. The truck is moving very slowly and carefully on the highway, they don’t want to get any unwanted attention.

“Mr. Popovsky said to take her to the usual spot.” Viktor says with a serious face. 

Igor is shuffling the radio channels, trying to find some news about the football match. “This match is legendary, you wanna come watch it? He says. 

Viktor was not really a fan of football, he had other more interesting and violent hobbies. He’s a professional thug and as such, he loves to beat up people. The numbing sensation in his knuckles, after deeply burying them in someone’s skull. It’s a delightful and indescribable feeling, just another perk while on the job.

“Let’s go to a bar to have a drink, and to watch the game. Right after we finish with this old bitch.” Viktor replies.

The two men sit in the darkness inside the truck while it’s moving. Outside on the landscape a snowstorm is falling, the wild wind splatters the snow against the windshield. In the distance only darkness can be seen, no lights nor signs of civilization. The men continue to drive on a dirt road, for another 33 minutes before suddenly stopping. 

There’s only the dark night and a forest full of trees now.

Grandma Mary is unconscious, she’s peacefully dreaming. Her body is shivering, and in shock. Hypothermia didn’t kill her but old age just might, any second now. She hears an angelical voice in the distance, it’s her beloved Misha.

“Don’t leave me Grandma.” He says. “Please don’t die.”

Some tears run down Mary’s cheeks, her strength is slowly fading away. Her body is at its limit, she’s badly hurt and not even doctors in a hospital could save her. Her body is violently shivering, almost nearly convulsing. It looks very painful indeed.

Viktor is standing next to the truck, he’s holding a cigarette and a lighter. He calmly puffs smoke in to the air as he breathes in and out the lovely cancerous hot air. He’s an experienced and violent thug, however he still needs a soothing smoke before each job. 

“You ready to do this?” He says. 

Igor is holding a large rusty shovel, he’s resting it on top of his left shoulder. He also has an old medical saw hanging from his tool belt. The brute animal looks disgustingly ready to commit murder. He has a devious smirk on his face.

“I’m as ready, as a Ukrainian prostitute in a bar.” He joyfully replies. “What did Mr. Popovsky say, are we cutting her in to small pieces?”

Viktor slams open the backdoor of the truck and replies, “Not today, no one will look for this old hag.”

Igor shows a very disappointed face, he didn’t earn his nickname for nothing. “The butcher of Odintsovo.”

The black truck is deep inside a birch forest, the thin and tall white trees have no end in sight. It’s wintertime and everything is dead and dry, in the distance only a never-ending white sea of snow can be seen. Irregular icy hills make this most enchanting place, a fantastic place of fairytales and murderous nightmares.

Mary’s left hand tries to reach out the truck, “Please, help me.” She shivers uncontrollably in the freezing weather. The two men continue doing their business, absolutely ignoring Mary. Her plight falls to deaf ears, it’s all in vain. These monsters don’t care about Grandma Mary, they are only here to do a, “Job.”

Viktor firmly fits his thick black leather gloves, as he gets ready for action. “Are you ready? Let’s pull her out.” He says.

The two men forcefully grab Mary and pull her out of the truck, she now lies on the dirt floor. The snow must be 33 centimeters thick, which makes it very hard to walk. Still the two men manage to messily drag Mary across
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