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Both gait and voice at time  rustles, all voices. Rustle and work secretly as mice, Castors of our hours. Marshak Samuil Yakovlevich

***
[image: image]


February. Year of arrival of Kolycheva [16.02.2023 — Thursday — 23:05]

— I hate this place ... — when Vasilisa Kolycheva at last started talking, her voice sounded hoarsely and humbly. Rare salty tears flew down on cheeks and heavy drops broke against the broken-off textbook of history of a sculpture that so carelessly lay on a lap. — Who could think that things which get free of charge on a result will be the most expensive.

— You, look at yourself. — Bogdan Vishnevsky kneeled and, having concerned chin finger-tips, raised her face. — You look nasty — he whispered disappointedly.

Vasilisa led the head aside and wearily took away the friend's hand, avoiding unpleasant touches. From the moment of the last vicious proximity passed about a year, but nothing changed. Memoirs were fresh. Time did not cure pain, only tired out it deep into. Men's touches, even so harmless and, apparently, filled with awe and tenderness, caused only rejection. Woke up the dark feelings concealed at heart.

The reddened eyes, cheeks, moist from tears. The small wrinkle between the cracked eyebrows finished so sad shape. A habitual picture which Bogdan periodically observed since Vasilisa for the first time met him. The deaf irritation mixed up with caustic bitterness of a regret and fault, turned somewhere deeply inside. Meanwhile Vasilisa always kept Bogdan at arm's length, without hiding the mistrust. His hands were tied.

The thin whitish brush slipped on sensual lips, unsuccessfully collecting the moisture remains. Vasilisa it is noisy sniffed and threw back the head. Eyelids were slowly closed, and light eyelashes small began to tremble.

— Try to avoid any meetings with it — Bogdan hoarsely said and stretched a scarf. — Dubovitsky is aggressive as if Abbadon in the flesh. I do not understand you ... Why all this?

— Unless I can stand aside? — Vasilisa quietly sniffed, accepting a scarf. — I walked smack in this history on the top and I cannot pretend that nothing occurs, understand? To me not all the same...

— And Mountain? What do you try to obtain, bringing him to emotions?

— Emotions? It seems, it has neither feelings, nor emotions — with irritation filtered Vasilis. — His rage and hatred as if affected. It equally well could play a role of the kind guy — the shred of irony sliped in a voice together with a silent smile. Vasilisa carried out by a snow-white scarf under lower eyelids, nervously licked lips, again having sniffed. In language became solono.

— Not especially I understand. Explain.

— It false through. — Vasilisa looked at a scarf, folded it double and again applied to a nose the clean party. — There is a feeling that actually he feels nothing — having grinned, said absolutely in a whisper: — But very skillfully pretends to be.

— Throw — Bogdan surely said and it was wrinkled when Vasilisa stretched him the soiled scarf, fastidiously took away her hand. — I beg, keep — thought a little and added: — It is impossible to pretend to be such. At least, not so long time.

— Actually all this is not so important. — Vasilisa put a scarf again and hid it in an inside pocket of a jacket. — It concerns me a little. I feel like the heroine of low budget cinema with a second-grade plot — the heavy sigh broke from her lips. — Frankly speaking, I was simply tired.

On the last phrase of Vasilis stared at Bogdan, having slightly inclined the head to a shoulder; rushes of cold night wind shook the light ringlets which are beaten out from the hair which are carelessly collected in a tail. Kolycheva's eyes — big, with inexpressible damp gloss — clearly spoke about feelings of which she was not ashamed. Was enough only one her look that at Bogdan intercepted breath so as if someone pressed to it a throat.

— Even if it would be succeeded to turn back the clock, then you would arrive as well as then — Vishnevsky hardly managed a smile and paternally patted Vasilisa on soft hair. — Went, it is time to come back to the room. You will freeze ...
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Vasilisa and Bogdan slowly went along a dark empty corridor of the hostel. Each of them was shipped in the, most likely, gloomy thoughts, and only the rhythmical knock of wide low heels broke the oppressing silence.

"Never-ending vicious circle" — Vasilisa thought and bitterly grinned. This place which initially had to become a breath of fresh air, an opportunity to change the life to the best was for it painful prison. She felt that she fell into disgrace of local leading society and did not know how to be rehabilitated, at least, in own eyes.

— Yours ... — was deafly whispered by Bogdan and suddenly got up as driven. Its movement was so unexpected that Kolycheva who looked to herself under legs a second ago and silently mourned herself, could not avoid collision and buried a face in a wide shoulder. 

— What is? — discontentedly asked Vasilis and noticed the frozen Bogdan's look filled with fear. Having raised the head, Vasilisa stiffened. The chilling horror held down her body. She could not move and, apparently, forgot how to breathe. And all world surrounding it in a moment evaporated. Just disappeared.

Under a ceiling, opposite to Bogdan's room, hung on the jute rope tightened around a thin neck and it was smoothly shaken as if the pendulum of the floor watch, a body. The head was inclined, dark hair covered a face. But Vasilisa sorrowfully learned the victim, mentally regretting for that day when for the first time met it.

========== PART I "Love or Lyubov?" — Chapter I ==========

To live as you want, it is not egoism. The egoism is when others have to think and live as you want. Oscar Wilde. "The Soul of Man Under Socialism"
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September. Year of arrival of Kolycheva [04.09.2022 — Sunday — 22:15]

Darkened. The gray rain a wall rushed from the sky, filling in with itself the academic campus and shabby, considerably tired Vasilisa Kolycheva. She stood on the doorstep of the university hostel and strong squeezed the handle of a road suitcase. The skin on fingers slightly turned white.

The neogothic building of the hostel built from a white stone in such dank weather in gray twilight looked frightening and a little mad. On a porch there was a young man. His blond hair and a kipenny shirt merged with surrounding dullness.

Vasilisa corrected a cover where the saxophone presented by the father disappeared from a rain on a back, and surely rose by a porch. The stranger, being higher on the half-heads, took of it haughty and rather hostile view. It became feel slightly ill at ease.

— Most likely, for you rules do not exist — the guy told, having fastidiously pursed lips. — I am Daniil Kovalensky, the head of faculty of a sculpture. And if you arrived in time, then would get on a welcome meeting of first-year students, and I should not have spent the time for you now.

— I am sorry — other words at Vasilisa were not as she was slightly discouraged by such cold greeting. Though knew that this place of strict rules and perfect submission to seniority.

Daniil the easy movement of a hand adjusted glasses on a nose bridge why the silver chain fixed on connectors sparkled and opened the massive door. To a look the long dark corridor, dimly lit warm light from vintage sconces opened. The fan arch was entangled by a filigree stone web of ribs {?} [A rib — an architectural element, the acting edge of the Gothic arch.], which Vasilisa noticed only thanks to dim ceiling lighting.

The head of faculty an easy, but sure gait moved deep into a corridor, having crossed hands behind the back. Vasilisa noted that in a step to deaf steps Daniil shook a forefinger here and there, like the conductor. For some reason this detail raised at it a faint smile, and it hardly suppressed an inappropriate snicker. Having intercepted the handle of a suitcase, Vasilisa hurried for the senior and is noisy slammed behind herself a door.

The way was remote. The dark corridor was replaced by a huge drawing room — the spacious semicircular room with book shelves in all wall. Near a fireplace in which fire so pleasantly crackled on a floor the girl sat, having inclined over the book. In the room it was dark therefore Vasilisa could not make out it. But Daniil, appear, recognized at once the girl. Passing by, he carelessly threw: "Dao, in thirty minutes a curfew, come back to the room". Did not begin to wait for the answer. Hasty stepped for a threshold of an arch aperture and left a drawing room, having gone along an empty corridor of the western wing.

Vasilisa hastily followed Daniil whose stride was not shortened for a moment. In the elevator he continued to keep death silence and from time to time darted the estimating glances from which on Kolycheva's body the small shiver was run. The set of questions was on the tip of the tongue, but the cold greeting frightened off irrepressible curiosity and desire to start small talk. Vasilisa wanted to appear rather in the room, having saved herself from the "friendly" company.

It exhaled with relief when several long seconds of a door of the elevator later silently parted on the fourth floor and the head left the first.

Before eyes the doors from noble dark wood located at some distance from each other flashed. The wine-colored laconic plates framed with a green fringing contained serial numbering of rooms and began with four hundred.

Daniil stopped sharply, developed on low heels and surely stepped forward. Knocked on a door with a forefinger bone twice. Inclined a little the head as if listened, and after ringing "Enter!" opened the door.

Having slowly looked out because of a shoulder of the head, Vasilisa saw the spacious room with two beds. One was accurately laid, and on the second the dark-haired girl sat. In the room there were also two wardrobes, two desks with desk lamps and chairs, two bedside tables. All furniture is executed from a dark tree with a reddish shade. Anything superfluous. As if nobody lived in this room. Comfortably, but it is empty.

The head entered the room and more widely opened the door, having cleared Vasilis the way. Daniil was laconic, and Kolycheva could not be understood that this some kind of invitation intended her. Did not begin to hesitate. Went to a free bed and for a moment looked at the girl sitting opposite. A look of deep brown eyes he is lazy slipped up the opened book pages, only for a moment lingered on Vasilis, showed slight interest and again returned to lines. Vasilisa retired to the background a little and lowered a cover on a bed.

— Lipkovskaya, take care of her — the words of the head sounded cold and sharply, despite the sense enclosed in them. Daniil last time threw Vasilisa as it seemed to her, a sympathetic look, and left in a corridor, having densely covered for himself a door.

— Well, the senior — Lipkovskaya at the closed door venomously spoke. — It is always such, do not pay attention — with a silent sigh closed the book and put it on a bedside table. — In your case there is all necessary: footwear, outerwear and also form for visit of lectures and practical training. In the same place you will find pajamas, several sets of underwear and uniform accessories. Sportswear will be given if you decide on sport. In academy and the hostel you have to be always in shape therefore all that you brought with yourself, you will hand over in a left-luggage office tomorrow.

— Someone unless will begin to check my linen? — with a smile said Vasilis and looked at the newly made neighbor, but, having noticed her serious look, added: — You joke ...

— By no means. What underwear on you interests nobody. But whether will check personal belongings in the room? Quite. — Lipkovskaya leaned back on a pillow and covered eyes. — This place of incredibly strict rules. Therefore all students are entrusted to student council which uses the SPN system. From administration of academy nobody interferes with "education" of students, and from teaching staff — especially.

— "SPN"? "Education"? — Vasilisa published a silent snicker, threw off sneakers, stepping socks on heels, and hasty took off crude clothes. The leather jacket, ripped jeans, a black t-shirt with young Treyn's image were carelessly thrown on a chair back. Only now, in the warm room, Kolycheva could relax and understand that she fairly shivered.

— You violate rules — you receive punishment. And the most important — unconditional submission by the senior. — Having heard silent rustle of clothes, Lipkovskaya slightly opened eyes and tracked how Vasilisa in one linen carelessly potters about in a case. — You do not want problems — read rules. They lie on your bedside table.

Kolycheva got from a case a black pajamas, just the same in which there was her neighbor, and for a moment stood when felt soft fine fabric on skin. It never carried anything similar. Too magnificently for her modest life. However the idea of a uniform was it to liking in spite of the fact that its realization was beyond reasonable. Frankly speaking, Vasilisa very much worried: understood that will be strongly distinguished from students with higher level of prosperity. The prospect to come under the spotlight did not seduce with it. Obviously, the policy of academy adhered to
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