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Steppe Mouse
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Death was everywhere. She got used to this thought, as a bull gets used to a yoke, and a horse gets used to the voice of its owner. Someone was given a pinch of life; someone - a handful; someone – immeasurably generous, whole bags and barns. But death was waiting for everyone – lurking in himself or walking very close, caressing his feet like a cat, laying dust on his clothes, penetrating the lungs with air. Death was omnipresent – more cunning, smarter and more powerful than stupid life, which always lost in battle.

Guzel Yakhina “Zuleikha opens her eyes”

Today the sun shun brightly, and Olenka was in a snow-white chiffon dress, with long loose blond hair, with soft pink lipstick on her lips, and a slight blush played on her cheek. She was a very beautiful girl and ran for beauty pageants more than once. Her name meant "saint," and she was a fragile and gentle creature, vulnerable and sensual.

Olenka looked at the soft blue sky and smiled. Now the rays of the sun were playing in her wavy hair, reflecting and connecting above her head, forming something like a halo.

Olenka was going to be executed. The order was short and clear - "destroy" - without trial and investigation, without the right to review the case or clemency. Someone wrote a false denunciation against her and slandered her from head to toe, and now she, humiliated, insulted and trampled, deprived of her job and status, had to lose the last one – lose her life. Olenka looked into the eyes of her killers – 12 men with guns pointed guns at her head. Fearless, shameless, restless eyes –it seemed that demons lived in them.

Olenka wasn’t afraid of death, because she knew that, as a martyr, she will finally find peace and go to heaven. She looked up at the sky and smiled blissfully. Then she gazed in the eyes of her murderers, diabolical and ruthless, murderers, resignedly carrying out the orders.

Suddenly one of the men lowered the gun and said:

"She's innocent. I can't kill her..."

"You have to follow the orders,"the other man replied.

Then she gazed without despondency, 

Into the crowd, straightened her shoulders and smiled. 

Exicutioners gave her a minutewith hopes to see her cry, 

She threw her hands into the sky; the prayer was a call sign.

Not daring to bear the shameand pain in the ears from her words, the  order was given: 

“Open fire”! So that this ray of sun goes out. 

Andf here’s the hand, bloody in caluses, squeezed into a fist.

Lowering the trigger. 

***
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And suddenly, like thunder in the middle of a clear sky, the words sounded:

“Belay. Fast and effortless death for her - it's too simple.”
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