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>> Passion knows no rules and considerations. She is in every way free from self-consciousness and pride; of dignity, nerves, scruples, lies, morality; from hypocrisy, wisdom, fear of pockets and a place in this world <<

>> There is something in the very nature of passion that resists the imposition of extreme cutting decisions <<

John Goldsword

(1867-1933)  

TURMOIL

Unrest is created. Easy. Take it easy.

A poison flows through my veins.

Tremble. I'm angry. I can fly.

In this turmoil I feel that I live, I exist

All these years of peace and numbness of the soul,

They broke all the liveliness and happiness in me.

I'm in the middle of the night when I think of you,

Everything is spinning, everything is moving...

The restlessness that flies like a feather and descends,

I've got all the passion in me.

Your image lives and breathes in my mind.

Your eyes break my heart and chest.

And I don't really know why, but I'd love to meet you,

And then it all came crashing down. It's like I'm scared of you.

I'm aware that something secretly lives between us,

You're like a poison in my veins.

May 25, 2007

I'M THINKING OF YOU AGAIN

Thinking of you. Again and again.

Will I ever stop keeping all the secrets.

I'm going to go up to your face?

Who do I want your fantasies to shine

I'm going to blow it up, I'm going to tear it apart. I'm going to throw this thread away.

I'm scared of one. I'm scared again

It's not just an illusion,

There is already some of that and more.

When we want to give something to each other,

when your heart would be with you to beat and breathe.

And that's how I think of you. Oh why again?

I do it a thousand times in one day.

And it is never, never really enough.

I wonder what condition I am in now?

And what secrets can the heart hide?

I want see you. I'm scared again.

I think I'll be able to get through that too

Let me see your eyes.

I may feel a lot of pain in the process.

Maybe I'll never win you over and disappear into the night.

And I'm doing it all over again... Thinking of you...
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CHAPTER ONE - "WRITE – RESERVED"
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At Christmas time, Paris was a city that Drasella hated. She rarely said that she never liked the time of Christmas spirit and mood, where everything glittered with various decorations, balls and chains, long lamps in various shades and decorated Christmas trees. She did not even like the exhaustive long dinners that her mother-in-law, Piroska Razasky, arranged in her house in Moscow: borscht, roast pig, a variety of salads, among which potato salad with too much sour cream, many, many peas, and all this in the presence of huge relatives and the Razaski family was unavoidable.

Drasella did not like Paris, where she had lived for ten years, and she had never, ever tried to get used to that city in a certain sense or time, to love it and to think that Paris was the center of the world. Now, with a wistful look, she looked at the garden that surrounded her house on Avenue Mozart, not far from the Bois de Bologne, and wished that instead of snow, there were greenery and spring, and that Christmas would not make her feel so dull and dull and sad. Every time in the past ten years when Christmas came, she felt that way. She couldn't help but wonder why it was like that every year.

It was an indisputable fact that in the course of a lifetime, a century, and the whole of evolution, certain things must change. Or is the possibility based on change simply a deception? Maybe there have never been any changes? Nothing more significant... Nothing that would be permanent, powerful, valuable ... Everything that had changed in her life could never get her out of the cocoon in which she lived. Hence her dignified set-up during the Christmas holidays, hence the feeling of not belonging to the family in which she lived and the fact that she is part of an important county.

For years and decades, the Razaskys have done everything to keep their name in the best possible light, shrouded in a veil of dignified brilliance that no one and nothing, at any cost, should disturb. That feeling of utter impeccability, touched with a measure of rigid determination, became more and more close, clear, as if it were the only way he had to go. She knew that the world she walked on could never be seen from the angle of involuntariness, weakness, or nonsense such as distrust. Self-confidence - was another item demanded by the Razaskys. 

Countess Drasella Razasky stared out for a few minutes, and then, after hearing the door open and close, she turned to the newcomer. It was a maid, Maria von Hupfer, a girl from the southern part of Germany who had been faithfully serving the Razaskys in the French capital for several years. Drasella breathes a sigh of relief when she sees her. She knew superficially the girl, who was never talkative and who was one of those people who lived only to serve their masters. Such a comparison was disgusting to Drasella, something like that there are people who eat to live, as opposed to those who live only to eat. Nonsense, one might say.

- Your mother-in-law is inviting you to Moscow these days - the girl said with her heavy accent. She didn't speak French very well, but since it was the only foreign language she knew, the only thing she could do was communicate with her that way. She tried Drasella to teach her the Hungarian language. That attempt to learn was unsuccessful. The Hungarian language was even weaker for the girl, and apart from a few more words in Russian, it was all that Maria Von Hupfer could get into her head. 

- I know. Dimitri told me. He is fascinated by the lavish departure to his mother - Drasella said calmly, although the very thought of all the utterly tiring snorting of fat Russian women irritated her to such an extent that she turned around again and stopped staring out the window. She wondered if the Christmas season would pass and everything would regain its dazzling monotony to which she had become accustomed. Perhaps every Christmas infiltration of her mother-in-law into her life aroused in her the restlessness and grumpiness with which she greeted that holiday. 

Not everything was for everyone, it would be her principle, and Drasella knew that Dimitri Razasky might have been for her, but she was by no means his mother, her court entourage and the murderous monotony that she dragged from Budapest to Moscow and from Moscow to Paris, and so on several times a year. Like a carousel - Drasella concluded. She moved away from the window.

She went to her bedroom, a private room, where no one else except her and her maid had entered. Dimitri had been here several times during their ten years of marriage, but since he decided there was nothing fun there, he didn't bother her with any kind of intrusion. He was loyal.

Yes. Her husband was always loyal, calm, composed, and disgustingly cold when it came to igniting a woman's spirit, awakening love, or creating unrest. Over the course of those long, lonely years, she had been aware of this. Is there a cure for it? – she often wondered, but she couldn't find the answer. Admittedly, there were answers. Maybe to get a divorce? But it did not go without scandal. And as for the Razasky clan, of course, (because of the impeccability shrouded in determination) it was the least necessary in their lives and in hers. Maybe it's a little less of a high-end person. The other option was to find a lover who would be similar to her and with whom she would passionately share long lonely Christmas afternoons, while her mother-in-law would squirm in front of her fat friends ... This was so unreal and impossible to her that she would stop at the idea of a "lover" to ask herself if it was worth laughing at and if it made sense for her to fall into such mental states when the very concept of a lover would lead her to unreal, unattainable idylls.

Sometimes she tried to imagine to herself the fact of her own unfulfillment and always brought herself to the point of asking who was the main culprit of this unfulfillment – her, because she was asking too much, or Dimitri with her boring composure and peace. There was certainly an answer, (but learned from the confusion that mostly haunted her during all these years), the conclusion was that she should not think about it, that the answer would come in time and that she should get through the holiday season as best as possible.

Her bedroom, a private room (for of course she and Dimitri shared a bedroom) consisted of a single bed, several small bedside cabinets with huge lamps, a window that looked out of nowhere, more precisely into the untidy part of the land between the mansion and the house, and gaped empty, then she had a large wardrobe with a mirror and a few portraits of Princess Grace Kelly.  

The smell of Burberry spread through the room, and Drasella felt relieved as soon as she closed and locked the door behind her. She was tired of the preparations for the best possible presentation of the Christmas spirit. The peace of the room and the smell of Burberry were more important to her and relaxed her like a relaxation treatment. When she sat down on the bed, she remembered her daughter, Isabella Dimitrovna, who was supposed to come in those days for her standard Christmas visits to her grandmother in Moscow and home in Paris. 

Isabella Dimitrovna Razasky, however, was the only relationship that was so closely tied to Dimitri, that it was only because of her that Drasella did everything to shine in the most beautiful light. After they got married, ten and a half years ago, Drasella became pregnant two months after that, and despite Dimitri's disapproval due to the "fast" pregnancy, Isabella Dimitrovna was born. Now, Isabella Dimitrovna, like all her ancestors, spent her days in a boarding school in Hungary and only came home during holidays and short school holidays. It was for this reason that Drasella was attached to her daughter and husband. She was not very close to her husband and daughter, and yet she did not want to leave either of them, nor to give up their apparent idyll, which resembled an ideal marriage.

She began to take off her dress, which she had been wearing around the house.  Drasella liked to emphasize her milky white skin with dresses in the color of apricot or soft pink shades, (and for this reason she had many different scarves in white and crystal pink shades with which she wrapped herself without any special purpose). Now she took off her apricot-colored dressing gown and put on a dress for walks. The dress had a wide, beautiful neckline, a lot of expensive buttons in the waist area, and in wide waves it went down to the floor. Then she pulled a snow-white pair out of the mailbox of her "dearest" shoes. With quick, practiced movements, she pulled her hair into a tight bun. She wore earrings and a necklace worth several thousand dollars.  But it was as if she was not entirely satisfied with her appearance in the mirror. Something is missing – her thoughts flash. Happiness and fulfillment?

In the spacious, elegant hall, dominated by the Versailles style of interior, she grabbed her long, white fur coat and walked out with a light step.

Her husband was not at home. When she went somewhere, she didn't need to tell anyone about her whereabouts. She had long since passed the period when she still felt it necessary to talk about where and when someone who knew her could find her. Rarely did anyone look for her at home.

The driver was waiting in a long limousine in front of the villa, and the quiet, sparkling set filled her breasts. She took a deep breath and looked at the way they were driving. The villa was located on a spacious, beautiful terrain. The drive to the house itself was long. Over time, this detachment began to make her feel good. She wasn't in the center of Paris, although the Eiffel Tower was clearly visible from the roof of the villa (if she wanted to climb there, of course), not far from Montparness, where she used to spend a lot of time, or from the Hôtel de Vil, where she used to eat for leisure, or the Picasso Museum, where she spent a lot of time every month. She was one of a group of those who lived luxuriously, powerfully and always close to the public and prying eyes. It was this feeling  of closeness to the public that  irritated her to such an extent that she felt fear in front of the watchful eye of journalistic gossip columns, where criticism grinds you down, and she could define this feeling of fear as an irritating threat in front of something that, if careless, could become a part of her life.

Her  friend Adela Norbert had this happen. After her divorce from her husband, the Hungarian wealthy industrialist Stevan Norbert, the public media did their best to completely destroy her with disgusting, inaccurate gossip columns. In the end, poor Adela Norbert ended up in a state neuropsychiatric clinic, and Drasella Razasky said after that event that she would never be able to afford such  a luxury of gossip that would grind her down.

The car finally pulled out of the pass in front of the house and in the distance she saw people and bustle. Paris was in a kind of euphoric mood during the Christmas holidays. Everywhere there was only discussion about evening toilets and New Year's celebrations, about exclusive restaurants that know how to put on a fabulous display of New Year's idyll; Then you could hear a few stories about a roast goose or a duck, but everything was teeming with decorated Christmas trees, decorations and lamps. Drasella was getting on her nerves, but she didn't show it. She simply walked towards a perfume store located not far from the Catacombs on Boulevard de Arago. She bought another bottle of Burberry (to tell the truth, she didn't really need it, because she kept her supplies in her "favorite" closet). Then she made her way to the shoe store down the street, from where she walked out after a full hour, thinking about which shoes would suit her better with her new apricot-colored toilet that she had never worn before. Somewhat more confident, with shoes and perfume, she went for a quiet, slow walk down the Boulevard St-Marcel towards Gar d'Austerliz (she wanted to walk ten or fifteen minutes by the Seine) and could not help but think that the New Year's and Christmas noise had a completely murderous effect on her and that in the time of Valentine's Day it would be drastically better for her to survive the days of shopping and endless waste.

After a desirable and relaxing walk along the Seine, she went for a long walk to the museum of antiquities, which was still open at that time, in the hope that she would there, at least for a while, escape from the holiday euphoria (the driver was already parked there and waiting).

The museum was located on the Avenue de la République, and was in the hands of an elderly Greek professor who had been living in France for several years and who did his best to keep the best antiques in his shop. Drasella knew him superficially. His name was Aristotel Palorikos, and he was dedicated to his work in collecting souvenirs.

- Good afternoon, ma'am - he greeted her with a short nod. He didn't remember faces very well. That was his flaw.

- I'll just take a look - Drasella said in a high-pitched tone, not caring about his questioning look.

With its unusual appearance, she was attracted by a vase and a picture under which there was a card with the word "reserved". She ran her index finger over those letters. She turned to Aristotle.

– The picture is wonderful.

– She is reserved, ma'am.

She shook her head as she looked at the picture.

– I would offer more.

– Unfortunately, ma'am, it was ordered ... The Lord took her as his future fiancée.

– And in that case, I would offer you more – the picture did not give her peace at all. At certain moments in her life, she showed pride and rudeness. When she wanted something, she had to have it.

He shook his head again.

- Unfortunately, ma'am ... The picture has been sold.

As if she was having fun with it, she tapped the card again with her index finger.

– It says reserved here. It doesn't say sold.

The Greeks were uncomfortable. He sighed deeply and continued to shake his head. Hiding his own confusion, he began to flip over an old souvenir catalog that was standing on the table.

– It is not for sale in any case. The gentleman posted bail.

–Yes. And who is this gentleman?

– I can't tell you that either. You've got a lot of great pictures, take a look at this one.

– I'm not interested in that. This picture is wonderful.

– Yes, I admit, but... If I gave you a name or said something, I wouldn't be a businessman.

–Irrelevant! I'll give you a double.

He didn't really care. He looked at her for a long time as she touched the card. Then he put the souvenir catalog aside and grabbed his book.

- If I were to give you his name, would you tell him? 

–No. I'll say that I was flipping through that book of yours while you weren't there ... She smiled and noticed that Aristotel was looking at her strangely. With a bitter smile on his lips, he scribbled something on a piece of paper, which he then reluctantly handed to her.

– I didn't give you this?

- Of course - she picked up the paper with a winning expression on her face. One of the beautiful things of her life, she thought as she sat in the car and drove to the Opera-Garnier, was that sometimes she had just such discussions with souvenir dealers, antiques, jewelers. She would look for something that was sold or commissioned and would be persistent until she won it for herself. After two months, the same thing would be sold in Moscow at a drastically low price. The only thing that mattered to her was success. Dimitri never knew about it.

She read the name - Dr. András Fabian. It seemed to her that she had heard about the name. Maybe at his friend Adele's? Possible. There were always a crowd of rich, super-rich Hungarians, doctors, and university-educated people at parties who, in a short time, skyrocketed up the social ladder. She kept trying to figure out where she already knew the name, and then decided that it would be best if she asked Dimitri about it. 

She spent the rest of the day rushing to various stores, where she almost didn't buy anything, but rather wanted to spend her free time. That dry impersonality and annoying monotony came to her mind several times in her life. In the end, she found that above all else, it suits her best to engage in art, at least buying antiques and paintings, to visit operas and possibly meetings with her friends. That day, however, was more bearable for her than the other days of that week. The name on the card and the picture occupied her to such an extent that she was already thinking of ways to reach that character, whom she honestly could not even think of, and that picture which, if it had not been written –  reservedly – she would never have bought with good will and free choice. She was a little amused thinking about who she was going to give it to. To someone in Moscow? Her friends loved such pictures ... Picasso suited her better.

She wondered what kind of passion could be called her tendency to "obtain what has already been ordered''? Does it have a name? Strangely enough, she had never thought of it as something that could be considered before, as some kind of phenomenon or an egocentric expression of spoiledness. That scared her.

She walked back up that long pass to the house. She told the driver to stop, which he did. She got out of the car and continued on foot to the house. After all that crowd, she was pleased with peace. 

Dinner was already served. Her husband, Dimitri Razasky, was sitting at the front of the table. He looked up when she entered, and then grabbed a fork and a knife. He waited a long time.

He was worried.

– Are you not there?

- I went shopping - she took off her white fur coat, and with a quick, rough movement handed it to the maid. She nodded and walked out of the room with a jacket in her hands. When Drasella Razasky sat down at the table, Dimitri then snapped his fingers and signaled to the server to serve the dish. 

He didn't look at her while the server was serving the food. 

Her eyes were absent in the plate and she had no appetite. She didn't even know how to ask Dimitri something about András Fabian. At last, to her delight, the attendant finished his work, and, with a polite bow, went outside.

– We are going to Moscow soon. Tomorrow to be exact – Dimitri said slowly. After the first bite, he wiped his mouth with smooth movements. Drasella was irritated by this, but she never objected to him.

–Tomorrow. So fast? Did anything important happen? – he asked involuntarily. She was thinking in advance of some good enough reason to stay in Paris. She knew that if they left tomorrow, she would stay there for the entire period of the holidays (and both ordinary and Orthodox holidays were celebrated), and she would lose her painting. 

– Do you remember Vladimir Ristovsky?

–Vladimir? – she raised her eyebrows questioningly. She didn't know him very well, she had seen him a few times at family receptions. Russian, blond hair, watery blue eyes, pale face, always conservatively dressed, lawyer ...

– He's dead!

– How did that happen? – she asked coldly. She didn't like s-food.

–Accidentally. He was returning from a business meeting. The truck driver is to blame. Dimitri replied slowly. Unlike his solitary wife, he was not so cold when it came to friendship, affection and feelings for an acquaintance. Sympathy appeared on his face.

Drasella saw it. It didn't move her. - Do I have to show up there too?

– It would be fine.

- But I'm going to your parents' next week - I have a few jobs ... – she said slowly, to which her husband looked at her strangely. Drasella usually had nothing to do. Dinner was served in silence.

After a few minutes, the server knocked and walked inside with dignity.

– Do you want anything else?

- No thanks - Dimitri said as he wiped his mouth. He was worried.  -Then you would come to Moscow in a week?

–Yes I do. That's my plan. My annual plan – she emphasized this. She took a sip of red wine. For two years she had been in the habit of drinking a glass of old red wine every night. It relaxed her. She put the glass down on the table and looked at her husband. She was no longer attracted to him at all in what she would call "erotic" (if there was ever a similar way of attraction between them). Nor did he seem like a good friend to her. In her cold, reserved eyes, Dimitri Razasky was just someone who on paper was her husband, whose last name she bore and whose rules of life she had to obey. Now she was looking at him, and she wished that she was the mysterious Turkish sultan or geisha, that their relationship was warmer, that in her spare time she called him crazy names like "Stallion" or "Leopard"... Such fantasies suddenly seem possible and easily achievable to her, but not with a person like Dimitri Razasky. Then she tries to imagine another man, a more relaxed, great lover, who would lift her out of the sea of hopelessness and deadness, and make her life more fulfilling. Fulfillment is an important thing! In that case, she wouldn't be running around museums and antique shops and killing time in appropriating the "reserved".

She didn't know why, but she began to think of her husband as a real person. Until now, he was always someone who was supposed to be there, he was her husband, and logically he should be there. However, she has never paid much attention to how Dimitri Razasky uses his free time. He was often absent. Traveling on business, practicing in court, legal writings, and legal documents, a man who is wholeheartedly devoted to his work, paints a portrait of an intelligent, Russian politician whose reputation was up to par.

There's always a but. There is that in everyone's life – but she knew it very well, and it could apply to her as well... Now she thought of Dimitri. A real character, and she couldn't even think of him like that. Someone who has feelings, emotional side of personality, desires, understandings, aspirations ... She was horrified. Too little is known about him. She even knew more about Adela Norbert.

She was looking at him. Calm man, balanced, cool. Is it only towards her? There must be something behind that coldness and peace. Either he was born without emotional sides, or those emotional sides never managed to burst into the light of day through his armor of balance? Or did he direct his emotions to someone else? An alternative is not excluded. But since she didn't love him, she didn't feel any jealousy at such a thought. Something in all of his life didn't bother her. That cold? Yes I do. Or peace? Or both together? If she hadn't already known that Dimitri was Russian, she would have considered him a stubborn type of man with a pronounced English phlegmaticism. Perhaps instead of talking to herself extensively about the mysterious Mr. Fabian, she could spend the rest of the day thinking about her husband. She never thought about him. It was most often said that we think about some people (who are otherwise constantly present in our lives) only when we lose them, when they leave forever, leave us or die. But she was still living with Dimitri.

And they will live so surely for another twenty or thirty years. As she did so, she felt her skin tingle and her heart running through her back. She didn't even know why she was so horrified. Ever since she got married to him, said the famous "yes" and swore eternal, doggy fidelity, she was aware that this is a different circle of people and that in any conflict, problem or incident she will have to come to terms with these facts and live the rest of her life with Dimitri. Suddenly, she finds it fun to think about her own husband. Mostly because she was convinced that she didn't know him in the slightest. She never really bothered to meet him. She found her own desire for "busy" and "reserved" antiques and paintings more amusing, and she felt more excitement in it than she could ever feel with his personality. With him, the clearest feeling was – of exclusive duty. That's all. Nothing more.

That was not enough for her now. Perhaps it would have been if she had loved him, but as the streak of selfishness in her was expressed, she did not know how to love. She looked at him as he cleansed his mouth after each bite. Such  a hygiene movement was unnecessary. She didn't comment on it.

- I don't want to go to Moscow now - she imagined her mother-in-law Piroska, and what she already knew in advance how she would be greeted there, she felt that she was sick in advance. There's another thing about her marriage. With Dimitri, she always felt that she was more married to all his relatives than to him. 

– I don't agree with that. My mother ...

- He knows I'll be back in a week - she finished instead of him. She decided to be careful this time. She rarely protested against the decisions he had or what he demanded of her. But now she didn't feel like going to Moscow ... She knew that in January, the whole company would retreat to Budapest, until the beginning of February, so the masquerade ball at Nagyhegyisi's ... Budapest is more fun, he reluctantly concludes, perhaps because of the big masquerade ball.

– Anyway. The funeral will be held...

She had had enough.

- I didn't know the man very well. Do you think that because of someone who is completely unimportant to me, I'm going to reschedule all my meetings with my friends just before Christmas, just because he's dead? Doesn't anything else matter to you? Just rules. I don't like rules – she was honest.

Dimitri sighed deeply. He was looking at her. When she was angry (there were few such moments) she seemed luxurious and luxuriant. He never admitted it to her. He kept his opinion behind a cold posture. 

- Okay - he agreed quickly. Finished with the meal. - Then I'll leave without you - he stepped out of the barn with a polite bow like he always did, with a quiet "good night."

Finally, she was left alone. She put her hands over her eyes and thought for a moment. He certainly doesn't know Dimitri in the least. She always shied away from discussions, from everything that seemed to her that a monotonous (caricature) life would be disturbed, for example, by a quarrel, because she wanted everything to remain unchanged in a staged, formal idyll. Now she has found that it is worth fighting for her own aspirations and desires in marriage, with Dimitri, and with anything that distorts her understanding. 

She took out the card, still just as thoughtful, but still pleased that she hadn't shown her husband the card, nor had she asked him anything about Doctor Fabian. It would turn out that she was staying in Paris because of him – which was true. But how would the reserved, cold Dimitri take it? Bad for sure. Regardless of the fact that the main word here was about the most ordinary painting, of which there are thousands and which is "reserved". She sighed, with relief drawing on her face. Do you want to know the details of Dr. Fabian from another source?

Who?

He'll have to think about it ...  

Dimitri went to Moscow. She saw him off. Nothing has changed in their relationship. He made it clear to her that he was expecting her in Moscow in a week. Piroska Razaski was preparing everything for the Christmas holidays, which lasted continuously for three and a half weeks, sending dozens of invitations, greeting cards and gifts, and in all this she showed such enthusiasm that, like an infection, most often passed on to all the people around her. 

Dimitri regretted that Drasella did not show such affection for it. He didn't blame her for that. Not everything is for everyone. At the airport, he waved to her, and then moved on. The carrier carried his suitcases. He turned around once more as he stood in line, waved to her, and then disappeared into the crowd that streamed through the lobby of Orly-Airport. She stood in that position for another minute or two, though she didn't know why she felt so relieved by his departure. He left many times, but still ...

She went outside to talk to a real estate agent she had known for a long time, who seemed to be very friendly and nice, and a confidant. 

She was able to talk to him about Dr. Fabian.

His name was Jean Van Rolin. He was about fifty years old, with a white beard, eyebrows and pale skin, and dark, conspicuous eyes. He wore glasses that gave him a businesslike look. He always wore brightly colored ties, a black jacket and trousers. On his ring finger was a ring with a huge stone of dark brown color, which undoubtedly reminded Drasella of cheap, Turkish costume jewelry. He was always sprayed with some scent and at two meters you could smell his lotion after shaving, which Drasella judged to be "aggressive" and as a silly sign of recognition. However, she also often wore beige scarves and Burberry. She couldn't imagine going anywhere without it.

She smiled at him as she walked into his office, and had been announced by a youthful, kind secretary. She'd seen  office several times before, and all in all, she didn't like his style – extreme conservatism. Everything was like a regular office, only Jean had an aquarium with scorpions in the corner. He said that they were there for his entertainment.

- It's great to see you, Mrs. Razasky - he smiled at her casually and went to meet her with the aim of greeting her. – Is it possible to know what kind of problems you have today?

- A trifle - she replied dryly. At certain moments, his affection didn't please her in the least.

–Thing? – he repeated. He looked at her as she sat down. She always came up with the little things.

– I want to know something about a man. His name is Dr. Fabian, András Fabian. I don't know if ...

- I can look in my address book - he said quickly. Drasella seemed to want to get rid of her as soon as possible. He took a thick notebook with a leather, black cover from the drawer and put on her glasses. It took a few moments for him to turn to her... – I found him. – He took a pen in his hands and wrote his address and phone number. – May we know for what reason ...

She cut him off.

–No. 

He handed her the paper in his hands. – I hope it's a legal thing?

– Everything is always legal with me. As far as you know, you have never had trouble and harassment because of my work.

– Of course. Most often they call me to thank me – he paused, and then added. – I mean people who are below your class. It seems to me that your appearance and visit makes them happy, although I never find out the reason.

- Let it remain a secret - she took the paper in her hands, with a somewhat victorious demeanor. 

– Solve the price with my secretary, because ...

- I know - she seemed to be in a hurry, too. – Then goodbye, Mr. Rolin.

- Have a nice day, Countess Razasky.

And she left.

The villa that belonged to Mr. András Fabian was no different from the many villas of her acquaintances, so even in that yard she did not come across any novelties that would, at least for a moment, impress her. The driver of the car stopped in front of the entrance, where Ordonaus was standing in front of the door. When he saw the car approaching, he walked towards it. He opened the door for her.

Drasella took a quick look at him and walked towards the entrance. Ordo-naus almost ran after her to open the door for her here as well. The expression on his face was frowning.

The house was just as beautiful as the driveway to the house. Everything was luxurious, tidy, with top-notch furniture and paintings. The mayor approached her. He was an older man, short in stature.

– Here you go, can I help you somehow?

– My name is Drasella Razasky. I am the wife of Dimitri Razasky. I've found that Dr. Fabian and I have one thing in common, and it's about paintings. Care ...

– Have you announced yourself?

– No. I...

- Dr. Fabian is not here at the moment.

– Isn't? – she was disappointed. – When is it coming?

– Only next year.

She felt weakness.

– Impossible. I... – she wanted to sit somewhere, it was a sudden anticlimax. – Can I find him somewhere?

- He's not in the country at all. This morning he left for Moscow. A close friend of mine was in a car accident. – The mayor spoke in a hard, cutting voice. – He went to his funeral.

That seems impossible to Drasella. 

– Because of Vladimir, he left? – he asked slowly.

– Exactly. The funeral is tomorrow.

- Thank you - she shook his hand quickly, not finding the slightest patience to wait to hear what else he had to say to her. – Goodbye – she went to the car faster, better. She ordered the driver to drive her to the villa. She closed her eyes. Everything turned around. She had such a wonderful, beautifully worded and thoughtful speech, a request, all just for the picture to be hers ... And now! If it hadn't been for the death of that crappy, unfamiliar lawyer to her, she would have ... She sighed and thought about further steps, and everything was inevitably about leaving for Russia, but now she wouldn't be so tired and bored. Her husband's family is a real, but...

Dr. Fabian is going to take care of it.

She told her husband that she was arriving on a midnight flight and that someone was waiting for her at the airport. She took only the essentials with her, because she had her entire wardrobe at her mother-in-law's.
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CHAPTER TWO – SOMEONE COMPLETELY THIRD
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Svetlana Nikolovna Voinovicheva watched the still life under the snow for a long time. The morning was cold, the mercury thermometer showed minus fifteen and the snow was falling again and again. She stood at the window of her room for a long time, not noticing that she had been crying inconsolably for half an hour without stopping. She pulled her bathrobe closer to her, even though it wasn't cold in the room. On the contrary, the fire in the fireplace was crackling. 

Her thoughts kept returning to her brother Vladimir Ristovsky, who died suddenly, tragically, and she could not help but wonder at life and the twist and turn of life. It all happened suddenly, unplanned, and everything was extremely shocking. Vladimir was three years older than her and from his birth she was attached to him, which has not changed years later. The images of their moments together came back in bursts, all at once, and then they would disappear and Svetlana would be aware of reality again. 

A picture of her and her brother riding cheap bicycles in the fields of their uncle's village as children. She and her brother studying homework. Then he goes to college and writes to her about the scholarship. After graduation, she got engaged to Mikhail Voinovich, who then entered politics and was a junior member of a political party. Her relationship with her brother was reduced to occasional correspondence, but at that time, Misha was more important to her than anything else. She was in love. Then her wedding. Vladimir bought her a beautiful white swan and several figures, from which Svetlana later, in a ceramics store, made a beautiful courtyard fountain.

She finished school, gave birth to her second daughter, and ... So she found out that Misha was cheating on her. She stopped her thoughts, unable to shake off a single question that had grown into a mystery. Why didn't she talk about her love woes that had gnawed at her for years with her own brother, whom she loved so much?

She turned away from the window and returned to reality. It seemed to her as if she heard a knock. Her husband, Misha Voinovich, walked in. He buttoned up the cuffs. 

- I'm worried - he began slowly, noticing her dejection - for you - he finished faster, better. 

Her face was pale, her eyes were inflamed, bordered with dark circles under her eyes, as if she hadn't slept in a month. She hadn't eaten the whole day.

She didn't even look at him honestly. 

– All this is impossible, isn't it? Somehow... I don't know why... I can't believe he's dead! – she barely finished and a sob came out of her chest. She sat down on the bed.

Mikhail looked at her for a few moments without stopping. It looked as if he was going to come up to her at any moment, hug her and comfort her. However, the conversations and quarrels they had in those days, made him still stand there. 

His blond hair was sleek, and under his slightly rolled up sleeves peeked out two thin, pale hands with black hair. 

– I don't know how to help you.. I ...

- You can't help me. No one can help me anymore. No matter what happens now, nothing will be able to bring Vladimir Ristovsky back. I don't know ... – she seemed to want to add something else, but she remained silent. She only hoped that he would soon get out of her room and leave her alone. She needed peace. She didn't have that with Miša. It didn't matter to her anymore that only three days ago they had quarreled in such a way that the chasm between them was even greater and frighteningly deep. 

– I wish that somehow ... Any way ...

She raised her hand in the air.

- Leave me alone, please.

He walked out of her room. He was frightened by the look on her face and looked away. He went to his room to get a few more things to do with the funeral. He had already received several calls from the ministry, a brief reminder from his secretary Liliana that he had a conversation with people from the trial chamber for about three o'clock that day, and an unusual call from the future prime minister of Hungary, Janos Falcon, who was coming to Moscow that afternoon.

– It won't get any better. I've tried everything – Svetlana said slowly, thinking about everything she would like to say and the way she will say it. She looked at the face of her friend Natalia Nikolaevich, and then again turned all her attention to the choice of clothes. The funeral was to be held the next day, at 4 p.m. Outside, the snow stopped, and the wind was blowing, so that you couldn't see anything from half a meter away. Meteorologists have announced that winter – cold. 

– Have you tried everything? And?

- Nothing - she yawned at her again. – I think that his little passion that he initially had for Julia has grown into something much more. He's in love. That's what he told me. He gave his whole heart, his thoughts and his feelings to her. And where am I? – she sighed deeply. – It's difficult, when all the time you hope for something that later turns out to be actually a much bigger and more serious problem that should have been approached in the beginning. But I was stupid about it. I looked through my fingers. I thought - he's going to change, he's going to pass it, he's going to come back... He will never return. I'm surprised he's still here. I'm surprised she hasn't taken her stuff with her yet. Admit that it would be better, because this way he always comes back to me and thinks that I don't know anything, that I ... What do I get out of all this? Tell! Come on, you're my friend, you can tell me! She turned to Natalia, looking at her questioningly.

Natalia looked like she was in deep thought. However, she only thought about how her friend was sinking more and more into the sea of hopelessness. Now she had been talking to her for half an hour, and the story was about the same thing – Misha. And she was completely distracted, as her speech showed – sometimes she talked about reality, now about the past, now about herself and others, and again about the past, and she did not touch on the topic that was most devastating – the death of her own brother. Natalia was worried. True, during all those years of acquaintance (there were nine of them), Ceca seemed crazy at one point, then indifferent, but mostly as if her husband's cheating did not shake her too much. - That woman is just a, isn't she? I'm his wife..." - were her words that she kept talking about and with which she showed that her position was still greater. Which was true in a certain way, however...

Misha didn't like her. He never loved her in the way he loved that (in Natalia's mind) Julia, whom she had never met or met and whom she knew from Ceca's various stories. All she knew was that she was five years younger than her, that she was black, that she worked as a flight attendant and that she spent her summers on the Montenegrin coast. In what way her position was better, however, was an open question, to which even Natalia could not give an honest answer, without touching on marriage vows.

Svetlana – Ceca was still rummaging through the closet, she couldn't decide exactly what to wear. She had a lot of black, warm winter clothes, dresses and trousers, but now she didn't wear any of them. She remembered how Vladimir would say that all this fuss about black at funerals was ridiculous, because the Bible clearly says that people do not die, but go to their final rest until the Day of Judgment comes ... Then why blackness? It looked as if she was going to rip one of her clothes off the hanger in one fell swoop, and then she changed her mind. She thought of her husband again. She thought about it, in recent years it has become a routine for her – to talk to each of her friends about him and what he is like, she never took care to talk a little about what she really is. 

That didn't matter. Some things of the soul and mind are not worth discovering ... Many would not understand it. Vladimir understood her. He had this gift of understanding, understanding, and she knew that this was one of the greatest values of his personality, although he often seemed heartless, cold ... She needed to talk to him about a lot of things.

She turned to Natalia, who looked at her in confusion and amazement. She felt insecure in front of her friend. She wondered if he could even consider her a friend. She thought for herself that she was in many ways different from Svetlana who presented herself to the public and people and Svetlana who lurked in her – cheeky, passionate, enthusiastic ... 

She picked up a dress that she had worn once before, and which she remembered how well Vladimir had judged. I'm sure he'd like to see her now. She sighed.

- I think this dress is the right choice - she held up in the air. She felt a genuine, heavy sadness that the trouble of life at one point made her so difficult, that she thought that her soul would fly out of her chest ... 

- She's beautiful - Natalia admitted. – Who will come?

Svetlana shrugged. I'm pretty sure she said something along the lines that didn't matter at all. However, she knew Natalia's insight...

–I don't know. My husband ... Misha arranges it. But I think everyone we know will come. Everyone from the ministry, some lawyers, our friends ... Dimitri Razasky and his wife will also come – this is where her voice stops.
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