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Journey to the Other World

My name is Sam, and I'm dead. Or rather, I crossed over, as it turned out later. The story of a guy from a poor neighborhood is simple and banal. I'm an ordinary working man, my life a struggle with poverty and the search for ways to provide for my family. I was born, studied, got married, worked, just like everyone else. Did I think I'd die? Yes... of course, all sorts of things happened: I got sick, got into unpleasant situations, got hit by a car, fell from great heights. Once, I got into a serious fight. All these events could have led to my current state much earlier, but it happened one fine summer day.

Early one morning, my beloved wife and I woke up in our bedroom. The phone was playing its usual tune, and the clock said seven o'clock. My wife, Linda, a restless woman, jumped up as always and ran to wake the children. My daughter and son were getting ready for school, bacon sizzled in the pan, the coffee maker hummed. A typical morning idyll. My beloved, sipping a hot cup of tea, gazed out the window at our garden: "It promises to be a hot day, you're free today, if the garden isn't watered before I get back, you'll have yourself to blame!" A goodbye kiss, the engine of the old minivan started, and I was alone. How I loved these moments, the peace and quiet. The whirlwind of children's voices, flying objects and dishes disappeared, everything froze. I closed the door, ran to my favorite sofa, and sank into it. Amid the monotonous sounds of the TV and the chirping of birds outside, I didn't even notice how my eyes closed and I went to finish my night's dreams. I don't know how much longer I would have slept if not for the neighbor's dog, who simply started barking at yet another cat that had wandered into his domain. Realizing I'd been idle for quite some time and that my wife would soon be back, I rushed to put on some lounge clothes. I searched for a long time for my sock, which, as usual, had vanished. 

Finally, I found it under the sofa and, putting it on, discovered that the hole in my big toe had grown even larger. I had no desire to go to the closet for a new pair. Pulling my hat down low, I ran out into the garden. My wife is a fair woman, but over the years of our marriage, I've learned one thing. There's no point in testing her patience; if you can avoid her wrath, it's better to make every effort to do so. I'd long wanted to install an automatic watering system, but I couldn't find the time, and more importantly, the energy. I put it off every way possible, always finding excuses or more pressing matters. One day, I even went to a nearby hardware store and bought everything I needed. I brought it, unloaded the materials in the garage, and successfully put the matter aside for a better time. So today I had to grab an extension cord, a pump, a hose and head out to our garden.  I was in a hurry, feeling even the cucumbers and tomatoes scolding me. It hadn't rained for a long time; the ground had truly turned to stone. I dropped the pump into the pool, connected it to the reel of wire, and began spraying water onto the beds, now dry from the heat. Moisture was seeping through the soil, and suddenly I felt a shock. It was as if a thousand lightning bolts had pierced my heart and head. Like an old tube television, the image before my eyes flickered and concentrated into a single point. I simply passed out and fell to the ground. I don't know how much time passed, but it seemed like a moment. Sounds returned, then light, and a minute later, vision. Someone was lying face down in front of me. I tried to get closer, sincerely not realizing that this wet, dirty body, curled up in an unnatural position, was me. Panic and wild terror gripped me; I wanted to run, but I couldn't move more than a meter. At the same time, by the power of my mind alone, I rose upward, like a cardboard kite, and moved in all directions. This continued until I saw a figure before me. 

It appeared out of nowhere, as if the air had turned to ether. Someone or something floated out of a shimmering cloud. A man in some kind of awkward robe approached me. His eyes were an inexplicably black color, insanely deep, I felt like I could completely dissolve in them. His face was very thin, ash-colored, his hands were veined, his thin knuckles with pointed nails. He stroked my head without saying a word, then waved his right hand. Something flashed before my eyes. I felt an instant lightness, my legs became flexible, nothing hindered my movements. As unexpected as his appearance had been, so was his disappearance. Left alone, I looked myself over; I was wearing the same clothes as the body lying before me. Even the sock with the hole in the big toe was still there. Everything was the same except for the texture and color. The fabric itself was different, as if woven from the finest airy fibers, a turquoise hue. The skin looked like never before, smooth and translucent. I pinched my wrist and felt nothing, absolutely nothing. I walked over to myself, or rather, to the one lying before me. And suddenly I realized I felt nothing; for me, it was like a spacesuit for an astronaut. A useless shell that had fulfilled its mission. Deprived of its owner, it lay motionless and lifeless on the ground. What had happened? Who struck me with such fury? Turning around, I saw a sparkling pool. The spool of wires hung, half submerged in the water. Apparently, in my haste, I hadn't secured it properly. With a tug on the hose, it tore loose and plunged into the water. The current instantly burst forth and pierced my body. How banal, flashed through my mind.  Now I'm different, the world around me has changed. In life, my vision was poor; even in early childhood, doctors prescribed special exercises and glasses. They were a part of me, an essential attribute. Now everything was transformed, becoming crisp and clear, the colors seemed magical. Every shade was rich and beautiful.   Sounds everywhere were bright, distinct, and concentrated.   The ease with which I could move was mesmerizing. Like in superhero movies, I suddenly gained a new, unreal strength and complete freedom. The first thing that struck me was my garden; it turned out to be bustling with life, until now intangible. Here were birds, mice, moles, insects, living and not quite, as I knew them. These creatures had habits and forms exactly as we are all accustomed to seeing them. Yet they were ethereal, without a physical shell. Two gray, translucent rats played on a rock, frolicking and jumping over each other. Hundreds, if not thousands, of creatures unknown to me swarmed among the flowers and grass, so tiny and unusual, they resembled magical fairies from fairy tales. They came in various sizes and shapes, the largest the size of a grain of rice. They carried something in their tiny hands, something like "Prana," a lush, weightless substance. Everyone was busy with their work and diligently at work. Many stopped to drink the water that trickled between the roots of the plants. Having quenched their thirst, they returned to their difficult work. I looked up at the tree that had been growing in my garden for many years, an old, spreading oak. My wife had told me a thousand times to get rid of it. Dry leaves and acorns were a constant nuisance to her. They filled every space, and she cleared them away every day, tidying up the yard. I was surprised to find it completely inhabited, just as teeming with invisible life. Among the various birds, squirrels, and unfamiliar rodents, I noticed a very beautiful bird. It perched at the very top, its plumage ablaze with fiery plumage. A long, curly tail, huge, sweeping wings, and a head reminiscent of an eagle's. It seemed as if the branches this creature touched would instantly burst into flame, but this did not happen. No one paid any attention to me; I posed no threat to them. Suddenly, the entire space was filled with an inexplicable tremor. Classical music poured from the window of the house across the street; a piano was playing. I had heard this melody many times before. The girl next door, a conservatory student, was preparing for another exam. Each note was alive; as it flew free, it acquired its own unique form and gamut of colors. The stream, like a magical rainbow, passed easily through me. Some particles lingered and wandered throughout my body. The movement in the garden paused for a moment and rushed toward the multicolored waves. As if splashing in a river, all the inhabitants were saturated with the sounds, changing their colors as they did so. What a shame my wife can't see such beauty! I was barely thinking about it when I found myself in her office. I settled myself under the ceiling. Linda was sitting in front of her computer monitor, peering over her notes. She was fingering the keyboard, making notes with a ballpoint pen in a journal. I immediately rushed to her and wanted to hug her tightly. But all my attempts were futile; my hands simply slipped through her wavy red locks. My words fell on deaf ears, and my wife didn't even notice my presence. I was overcome with anger, not knowing what to do to be noticed. A moment later, a man in a black business suit entered the office. It was Frank, the manager, the department head, holding a thick folder tightly stuffed with documents. He casually tossed it onto the table. His face flushed crimson, and he began pointing with furious rage at a certain line. A black face emerged from his left shoulder blade, then a torso, and paws with enormous claws. The creature crawled out, and a long, forked tongue extended from its mouth. It sank into my wife's heart. For a second, I froze in horror, but







[image: ]



d2d_images/cover.jpg
A

> - /;’ PR,
&‘:S)I;AD BIMBASH





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





