
Table of Contents

1. Taking Out the Trash at Night

2. Borya Is a Faggot

3. Nastya Parfyonova

4. Nightingale

5. Lucy

6. Jurassic Russian Park

7. The Con and Nina

8. The Humpback Whale

9. Required Commissioning Work

10. In the Middle of the Night

11. Bed Rest

12. Alexey the Patient

13. Mirrors

14. The Crossroads of Life Paths

15.

16. A Time of Pure Happiness

17. The Patient’s Main Secret

18. The Pigsty

19. /// 23.02.1971

20. The End

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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Now he wasn’t just trash anymore. He was trash without the human packaging. Trash all the way down. Trash revealed in its full and final form. Trash, and not even trash, but a pile of shit and torn meat — and in that pile there was noticeably more shit than meat. An eloquent display of the inner contents of a representative of the law-enforcement apparatus.

The car lay flipped upside down, wheels in the air. The engine was spinning uselessly. One half-dead headlight hung by a wire and, swaying in the wind, kept snatching separate fragments of the accident out of the surrounding dark. Crumpled metal. Shards of glass on the asphalt. The second car was in the ditch, sticking out trunk-first.

And that pile, steaming in the cold.

It was hard to believe all that shit had fit inside one being — inside one piece of trash. It seemed impossible in terms of sheer proportions and once again forced you to think about the anomalous nature of cops. There is a certain view that people don’t become trash — they are born trash. Hard to disagree. Hard, too, to believe that two normal people, a man and a woman, could give birth to something resembling a cop.

But all these contradictions find their explanation and become completely logical if you allow for the possibility of anomalous conception, that is, conception through the ass. It looks like this: a sperm cell launched into the asshole, despite all difficulties and vicissitudes, makes its way to the female egg and delivers not only the father’s genome, but also particles of shit — which, in this case, seems unavoidable. The delivered shit embeds itself in the fetus’s DNA and produces a mutation in the form of trash, that is, a cop. If immaculate conception is allowed, then anomalous conception through the ass should raise no doubts.

There is no other way to explain the phenomenon of cop nature.

And if that is really so, then the following can be stated: cops are 1) a challenge to God’s design and to natural, organic norms; 2) cops are born mainly to bring more shit into our lives; 3) cops instinctively sense the difference between us and them; and 4) never, under any circumstances, will they stop hating people and plotting against them.

And what feelings should a man experience at the sight of a dead cop — especially if that man is none other than a convict?

The con could not help rejoicing. Rejoicing at that, and at the fact that he himself had gotten off with bruises. Serious ones, yes. Plenty of them, yes. But bruises.

And somehow it always happened to him that the real danger came at the most unexpected moment.

The con hadn’t been speeding. He hadn’t broken any other rules either. He was just driving along the bypass highway, listening to music, watching without any particular thought as the endless dividing line ran through the headlights. Cars passing him in the same direction flew by and disappeared from sight at high speed: first one, then another, then another, and another... But the order to stop was given to him, the con, and not to all those other fucking violators.

Fucking goddamn cop-trash.

The cop and the patrol trash-wagon were waiting around the bend. The moment the con turned the car and wrenched the wheel, that cop started waving his baton at him, waving it so passionately, with such excitement, as if the con were the thing he needed most in the world.

At first the con wanted to run — and floored it — but then immediately changed his mind and, at the last second, managed to aim the car at the patrol vehicle standing on the shoulder, ready to take off in pursuit. His reasoning went something like this: the car he was driving was not capable of reaching enough speed to outrun a chase, which meant the chase had to be ended before it could begin. Otherwise the cops would collar him, and then it would be prison again.

Moment zero.

The hit landed on the front left fender of the trash-wagon... impact, the screech of metal, inertia snapping the head and body forward, the blow against the steering wheel, lights in the eyes. Darkness, silence...

In critical moments, when you see that you are fucked, you have to act radically. You have to push the situation to the limit. This does not guarantee a good outcome, but it lets you take command of the forces of collapse, put yourself at the head of your own catastrophe, so that if you are meant to die, you leave life with your own soul as the prize... and do not end up a victim, a sucker. Everything else is irrelevant.

Whether you survive or die is irrelevant. Sooner or later, you die anyway. The only thing that matters is how you handle it. If you handle it with dignity, you have committed a true act. Heroes who became gods were people of action. And even though the con didn’t believe in any gods, the idea itself appealed to him and gave him a comforting, infantile hope that somewhere up there in the heavens he had a rating based on actions, and that this rating affected his reputation among the forces that had assigned him this life. But all that was small stuff. The main thing was not to be a victim. Not to be a sucker.

Everything else was irrelevant.

A minute ago, the con had been ready to say goodbye to life... And now... Now he was standing there, rubbing his bruised head, looking at the remains of the cop. The dead guy was a pleasant bonus. The con hadn’t even been thinking about him when he went for the ram.

A car tore past and didn’t even slow down. Respect to people like that.

There had to be another cop somewhere nearby...

The second one, just as the con suspected, was in the car.

Lying face-down on the steering column, he groaned dully, complaining that it hurt, it hurt... He kept groaning and complaining, complaining and groaning... He needed an ambulance. And the con decided to help him.

First the con felt around the cop’s belt holster and took the pistol for himself. Then he grabbed a paper bag from the dashboard — there were fries in it — set the bag on fire, stuffed it into the pocket of the uniform coat the cop was wearing, rolled down the window, and slammed the door.

A car stopped nearby. But before the con managed to get out onto the road, the car drove off. What was going on in that driver’s head was impossible to understand.

Meanwhile, the fire the con had started inside the patrol car flared up so fiercely that flames were breaking out and rising in a column, higher and higher... Cops burn well because they are filled with fat from the back of the neck to the ass.

There was nothing personal in it. It just happened that way. It had just been a nervous day. Fine. “Everything happens...” as they say, “for the best.” There are upsides to this too. First you burn a cop, then you turn on your brain and start thinking about what follows from it. And what follows is this: now you cannot behave stupidly, or you’ll get caught and sit behind bars until the end of your days. And you still haven’t completed your resocialization plan: 1) fuck ten thousand sluts; 2) kill all your enemies; 3) kill your friends’ enemies too; and 4) some of your friends wouldn’t hurt to kill either — not many, five or six people, fucking pricks... And also 5) kill a couple of members of parliament — not for yourself, but for the country, to win over public opinion. Just in case. So no stupidity. Be as reasonable as you can. At least until you complete your plan.

Okay. I’ll be reasonable.

Burn, cop. Burn. Let this pillar of smoke and fire show drivers the road through the darkness of a moonless night, the road straight to the next world. Sit down, driver, in this bright bonfire and fuck off out of here with the smoke into the sky. This is your social elevator. There won’t be another one. Leave your car, driver, to someone who actually needs it as a means of transportation.

Whichever direction the con decided to go, impenetrable darkness stood everywhere. But what is darkness, essentially, if not the cosmic abyss descended to earth? Back in the prison zone there had been cases when inmates, on a night as dark as this one, walked out into the local prison yard and never came back. Disappeared forever. The administration suspected escape or murder. But that wasn’t it. It is known that in space there are wormholes — spatial tunnels, in other words — opening a path to distant galaxies. There is a certain view that at night these tunnels, together with space itself, reach the earth. And if a person wanders into one of them, he immediately finds himself in weightlessness; and there, no longer tied to anything by the forces of gravity, he will drift forever through interstellar space on an elongated hyperbolic orbit. The con knew two guys whose disappearance could not be explained otherwise than by wormholes: Dyopa and Mopa. Now they are interstellar objects, frightening aliens and angels alike. The con himself was in no danger of getting into one of those tunnels: he was tied to Earth by additional gravitational forces in the form of his resocialization plan, so to speak... and until he completed it, no cosmos could take him.

What would follow this?

First, one had to know what had come before this.

Before this, the con had taken a car from some dipshit — a dipshit because if he had been a normal person, he would not have been driving a Russian car. Before that, the con had miraculously shaken off unknown pursuers who had set up an ambush for him. And before that, the con had unexpectedly been released — almost a year before his term was up.

And all of it happened in one day.
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The Warden woke because his heart was pounding wildly, woke in total darkness, woke with the feeling that someone else was present, woke seized by terror.

He woke in his own room, inside the underground bunker.

He raised himself slightly and looked around the room: in the far corner, barely visible in the dark, some murky gray blotch stood out.

Feeling the hair on the back of his neck stand up, the Warden began carefully lowering his feet to the floor, intending to get out of bed unnoticed and hide under it... He had no doubt for even one second that the grayish blotch in the darkness was a killer, sent by none other than his first deputy, Viktor.

The moment the Warden put his weight on his legs, a crunch and a crack sounded in the tomb-like silence of the room — his knee! His knee. And the same sound repeated at once — the other knee!

Ow!

The Warden, still frozen in a half-crouch, threw himself toward where the door should have been: panic seized him at the thought that he had given himself away, and this panic only intensified when, instead of the expected door, he ran into a blank wall. And wherever he reached out his hands, there was wall.

Ah!

Ahead of him — wall. To the left and right too — wall. And behind his back — a killer, possibly, even probably, with a knife!

Oh!

Groaning and moaning, waiting for the blow in the back, the Warden rushed along the wall by feel. He was looking for the door. Faster and farther along the wall. And the wall — under his hands — kept stretching and stretching in one continuous, smooth strip, with no projections and no corners. And it would not end.

A minute passed like that. Two. Three...

His legs were giving way from exhaustion, his rubbed palms were burning, his breathing was growing heavier and heavier — and the Warden began to feel that this wall would have no end, because reality had become different: linear and flat. And this could mean only one thing: while escaping the killer, he had somehow ended up in another space, one unlike our three-dimensional space. The thought filled him with even greater terror, and he began to shout:

“Parallelogram, hexagon, pentagon!”

He shouted:

“Trapezoid! Cube! Rhombus!”

Almost running, he shouted:

“Square! Circle! Triangle!..”

There was its own logic in this enumeration of geometric figures. The Warden was trying to introduce imbalance into the structure of the flat dimension in order to open a loophole for himself and return to the familiar world. He knew no other way.

“Parallelepiped, cylinder, pyramid!”

He had listed the plane figures and moved on to solid figures — and it worked. A thin, intermittent beep sounded, and green lights from the electronic alarm clock flashed, reflected in the lacquered top of the nightstand.

The Warden shuddered, detached himself from the wall, and rushed to the nightstand. He turned on the night-light, then ran to the door and clicked the switch, flooding the room with light. He looked around and saw that he was alone inside, and that the door was still locked from within, just as it had been. He also saw his bare footprints in the chalky dust of the whitewash — on the floor along every wall — and his own white hands, covered in lime...

One thought knit itself to another... and then a guess flashed through him, followed by another, and another...

Testing his suspicions, the Warden lay down on the bed and soon became convinced that he had been misled by a light-colored track jacket hanging on the coat rack. That was exactly what he had taken for the figure of the killer. Everything that happened after that had been the consequence of panic passing into madness. This had already happened to him several times.

He felt a humiliating dissatisfaction with himself — but he did not suffer over it much... because he had already endured too much. He justified himself by the fact that panic and a mental breakdown were, at his age, understandable and forgivable. At his age it was hard to be fully rational. Rational behavior is behavior that does not contradict common sense. But when your life has flown by like a dream and left behind physical frailty and terrible anxiety, and also that feeling... that heavy feeling of awkwardness... awkwardness from the awareness of your own wretchedness before people who are not yet old — that is when... that is when you understand what you did not understand before: common sense is an invention, nonsense, a chimera. There is no common sense in this world and there cannot be.

Tell that fucking hole they bury you in about common sense.

Rationality, you say?..

Fuck off with your rationality. Fuck off.

Even the local bunker chicks, those endlessly underdeveloped creatures, like all chicks in general, looked at him with a sense of their own superiority and with disgusted pity, as if what they saw before them was not a man, but a stray, mangy dog.

Chicks. In moments like this, when he thought about death, he envied their chicken brains. Whatever anyone might say about the merits of intelligence, it would still be better to live on the level of the lower brain — to live, and grow old, and meet death.

That was what he thought until his mind returned to Viktor. Viktor had been the center of that octopus which had wrapped itself around the Warden’s sleepy reason.

Viktor.

Tonight Viktor would try to organize a conspiracy with the aim of murder...

“My murder...”

The Warden was sure of this because, in Viktor’s place, he himself would have done exactly that.

Viktor had botched the operation to catch one unpleasant type — the con. And because of that, a matter very important to the Warden had stalled. What matters to the Warden matters to everyone — this is one of the main rules of the organization. Now, according to the established order, Viktor was supposed to appear before the members of the disciplinary commission, chosen by lot, and receive his punishment. The commission’s hearing was set for the morning. Viktor was far from stupid and had to understand that the review of his case would quickly slide into the settling of personal scores and the simple desire to see him trampled. Viktor had to understand that he would be found guilty and sentenced to death.

After all, it is so tempting — to sentence your superior to death and take his place.

None of his subordinates liked Viktor. He was strict in his dealings and arrogant. And he also possessed such professional qualities that deprived his subordinates of any illusions about undermining him and taking his place.

For almost thirty years the Warden had held power in the organization he had created. All those years he had skillfully played the interests of different groups, sowed discord, and maintained conditions of brutal competition within the collective. He was experienced enough in this matter to understand how greedy people are for positions.

Viktor was far from stupid, which meant he understood all of this too. Viktor had every means of organizing resistance. Strike first or die — that was the question now facing Viktor.

The conspiracy was a settled matter. Viktor had no other way out.

While the Warden thought about this, a picture formed in his head of the actions Viktor would have to take for the conspiracy to succeed — and fairly soon the picture that emerged was bleak: the task looked entirely realistic. Which meant everything could begin at any moment.

The awareness of danger woke again — and answered with a sharp, cutting pain in his stomach. There was a stabbing pain in his stomach. The Warden curled into a ball under the blanket and groaned — not so much from pain as from fear and helplessness before the conspirators.

What do you do in a situation where nothing can be done?..

Although the door still remained locked and there was no one in the room except the Warden, he already saw those he feared beside him — the conspirators. They surrounded the bed, silently brought their heads together over him, and froze in expectation. They stared with heavy, sinister intentness.

A room full of enemies — and he alone, compressed by the pain in his stomach, crushed by terror.

The Warden saw Viktor too: without breaking the silence, Viktor kept a cold hand on his shoulder and, with his gaze, ordered him to croak.

“Croak the easy way.”

Obviously, some part of the Warden’s consciousness understood that this was no more than a game played by a disturbed imagination... but the terror he experienced at the same time forced him to perceive the hallucination as reality. And what terror it was.

Terror chilled his sides and back with a deathly cold and crawled across the entire bed.

This terror, within a radius of several meters, could have killed a sensitive houseplant, something like
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