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Chapter 1: Early Beginnings in Bar (A Childhood Unfolding)

MY NAME IS KRISTINA. I live in a small town called Bar. My whole life is spent in this town. Now I am married and have a son named Alexey. My son is a 4th grade student, my husband is a builder, and I am currently a housewife. I don't always get lucky with my neighbors, especially at the moment. I was christened a witch by an old woman (a neighbor), who always prays and crosses herself when I pass near her. But this was not always the case, and so I will begin to tell you.

I was born an ordinary child in a small alley. Our house was divided into 4 owners, and there was always a common yard. Until I was 4 years old, I lived only with my mother, and then my father came. Before my father arrived, my mother sent me very early to kindergarten, to a nursery group. Since my mother didn't have anyone to leave me with, she took me to kindergarten very early, and it didn't matter what the weather was, especially in the older group. One winter, my mother took me to kindergarten as usual. The street was dark and icy in the morning. My mother picked me up halfway to kindergarten. After walking 10 meters, my mother slipped, and we fell. But we were lucky neither my mother nor I got hurt. I fell on top of my mother.

Coming to kindergarten, my mother left me with the catering staff, that is, the cook and her assistant. They were the first to arrive. In the cafeteria, I was treated to all sorts of sweets, and the teacher loved me very much. She sometimes gave me presents. Opening your locker, I sometimes found a chocolate bar or some soft toy.

Once in kindergarten, I was chasing a girl and accidentally tripped over a wicker chair. The chair was made of a vine. And here was a similar chair next to it, from which a twig of vine was peeking out. A twig of vine got right into my hand. My arm was broken in two places, both open and closed. My mother was called to kindergarten, and we went straight to the hospital to put a cast on her arm. I was crying a lot, and my mother comforted me, holding a small chocolate bar in her hand.

My mother knew what a sweet tooth I was, but then I was in so much pain that even a candy bar couldn't calm me down. When I came to the doctor's office, I sat down on my mother's lap, crying, and the doctor sent us for an x-ray. After the x-ray, we went back to the doctor. The doctor looked at the x-ray, then took my broken arm and gave it a sharp pull, putting the bones back in place. I started to cry even harder, then the nurse put a cast on, and the pain gradually subsided. I had to wear a cast for almost a month. After a few weeks, I tried to move my fingers on my sore hand. I was scared to move because of the previous pain, but overcoming that, I slowly began to move my fingers. And when the cast was removed, I went back to the kindergarten.

I never had a grandparent because my mom's parents died. My father's mother also died, and his father did not recognize us, and it was all because of the evil language of his sister, who lived in our house. And so, according to my mother, my father came back to us because he was in prison. My mother's parents were simple workers, a cleaner and a carpenter. And my father's parents were my mother, a pediatrician, and my father, a miner. In the beginning, everything was fine; he signed with my mother and gave me his last name. With this name, I went to the first grade. My father was very smart and talented. He could make an umbrella out of a ski stick and cellophane. He drew very well and was an artist. Have higher education. Dad even drew drawings for me in elementary school, but it lasted until the 3rd grade, when his friends and drinking buddies killed him. We lived not far from the neighborhood; the way to it passed near the cemetery. Once I went to the neighborhood with my mother in the evening, and passing near the cemetery, I saw a white silhouette standing over the grave. After telling my mother about it, she explained to me that it is phosphorus that comes out of graves. One summer, as I remember now, I was walking around the house picking dandelions so that my mother could make me a wreath. When I collected a small bouquet of dandelions, I went to look for dandelions along the alley, and there I met two schoolchildren, Valera and Luda. I met them even though they were 4 years older than me. They were a very beautiful couple, and after talking to them, I went home. Literally the next day, I learned from Valera that they broke up, as it turned out because of me. Although I didn't understand why, because I was only about 6 years old. Each time when I came to Valera, then Luda at home climbed out on the fence and watched as he opened the gate and let him in. After all, Luda and Valera lived next door through the fence. And I lived in Valera in two houses and in Luda in three. At Valera's, we just talked and ate ascorbic acid. It was strange for me to see how Luda looked at my visits to Valera with a sad look. Although already at an older age, I understand that maybe if I hadn't met them, maybe they would have dated for a long time and maybe even gotten married. A little later I met Natasha and Katya. Walking along the alley, we passed near the house of Valera, and I told them about my friendship with him. The girls began to talk about the relationship between me and him. I tried to explain that it was just a friendship and nothing more. Soon, I began to communicate less with these girls and even stopped being friends with them at all. I found it easy to communicate with the boys. I felt like a fish in water around the boys.



Chapter 2: School Days and Shifting Fortunes

IN THE FIRST GRADE, I was a little afraid, as I am again left alone without my mother. As soon as I saw my mother leave the classroom, she would start crying. But it wasn't long before she made friends with the kids. My first one was very bad. Anyone who didn't write well, she slapped their hand with a pointer. Because of this, she was a teacher for us until the 3rd grade, then she was fired. In the second grade, when all the children got to know each other well, the conflict between Maxim and Vika began in the classroom. Max was a second-year student, and Vika came from a large family. He could get into a fight, but since he ran around Vika, even her mother came and dealt with him. But this did not particularly stop him from mocking Vika further. Because of this, he was kicked out of school because the teacher who took our class refused to take him in. And so merged two classes into one 3 class. I can say lucky, personally, Max never offended me. We even became friends with him, sometimes walking home together from school and sometimes walking together. But when I moved to the third grade, he wasn't there, and I realized that he was kicked out because of a fight. But a few weeks later, we were told that Max had died after being hit by a car.

We found a very good teacher; she could even teach a two-year-old. The children of our class were either excellent students or good students. There was even a case when a classmate and I decided to skip school and went past the school. The teacher found out about this case; she scolded us and explained that we did not play truant anymore. When I came home from school, my mother was at home, but my father was not there. But when my father came home, there was a row because he started drinking heavily. Just at that moment, the difficult nineties began. My father didn't want to go to work, but he demanded to eat. My mother worked as a cleaner at the factory, but at that time they didn't always pay her.

She was checking in at the buffet to get some groceries. There was no special assortment there, some cereals, several types of twists (marinated zucchini, tomatoes, or cucumbers), sprat pate or sprats and some sweets, well, bread products. And since my mother had a small salary, she could not collect many products. My father was not satisfied with the food that my mother could afford. He began to lose his hands; my mother was never beaten and went with bruises and it got to the point where he started throwing a knife at my mother. He started bringing in friends who were drunks. When I came home from school, I was afraid for my mother and stayed at home with her when my father was in the house. I have never witnessed these scandals and fights. When my mother kicked him out, he would start breaking down the barn and then leave. But just a few days later, hell would return and begin. During the scandal, I stood by the icon and prayed that it would all end. My father used to be interested in magic and yoga. He could look at a dog in a drunken state, and the dog would start making very pitiful noises. He could also hold his breath for a long time, which scared my mother.

Because of his attitude toward my mother, I was afraid of him and hated him. Once I went for a walk with him, and he showed me a snail and put it on my hand. The snail began to climb out of the shell. I did not like it, and I threw the snail on the ground. As soon as he began to resent me, I quickly ran home from him. When I came home, I was again very afraid that my father would come and there would be another scandal. In the house, my father did not want to do anything, and it got to the point that he began to take everything out of the house for the sake of vodka. There was nothing in the house but a bed and a folding chair. Because of his idleness, we lived very poorly.

In the afternoon, after school, I played with the boys in the yard, and in the late afternoon, I listened to the scandal in the house. Once a new boy named Vova came to our alley, his grandmother bought a house. I met Vova after the children of my yard had already made friends with him.



Chapter 3: Life After Loss (Family, Funds, and First Gifts)

VOVA BECAME SO ATTACHED to me that the grandmother of one boy even made a remark to me that I should be friends with girls. Because Vova didn't really want to be friends with him after my appearance. Once I from Vova went to the stadium, which was located near our alley. We watched grown-up boys play soccer. And suddenly one guy walked away from all the players. He went to a tree near us on a need and suddenly began to masturbate. When I saw this, I told Vovka, and we started to leave. The guy got dressed and started following us, and we started running after him. We climbed out through a large hole in the stone fence and kept running; he quickly climbed over the fence. It felt like the guy was going to catch us. But the guy ran into our alley and left us alone. We tried not to think about this incident. After a year of domestic hell, my father abruptly stopped drinking. And after a while, my father abruptly began to lose weight. He began to hallucinate. Looking at the rug with deer near the lake, it seemed to him that the water was everywhere. But he had to shoot the deer, and he shouted that he would shoot them all. These words made me even more afraid. My father was getting worse and worse every day. It was like a skeleton stretched into leather.
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