Strange Journeys
“Happiness is a journey. It may be a journey into another person’s soul or into the world of a writer or a poet... Happiness may imply some trips, but only with the person you love and whose opinion is of value to you”. (Vladimir Vysotsky
, 1979)
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SAINT PETERSBURG, May 2008
Here Griboedov Canal made a sharp bend. Yellow five-storey building, second floor. Fourth window from the left, small balcony with a thin metal grating. I could see a kitchen through one of the windows. There were some flowers there. It seemed to me that it was geranium. There was this gray and beige wallpaper, we hated, in one of the rooms. Back then a dream of repainting it into some vivid and more vital color possessed our minds. The same old chandelier hung from the same old rusty nail in the middle of the ceiling. Most likely, somebody lives here – the one about whom nothing is known. Somebody happy or miserable, young or old. Somebody who likes Chopin. Or the Beatles. Or maybe even Linkin Park.
I walked back and forth near the building for several hours, raising myself on tiptoes and trying to move farther away. I tried to look into the windows, spot at least an image of the new tenants and make out the details of their figures, clothes, and household items. What for? I did not know the answer. I have spent the best half-year of my life in this sand-colored house. At that time it seemed to me as a sand-castle, fragile, insecure and ready to collapse under the weight of time. Then it really was an unapproachable fortress. And my own happiness seemed to me far more solid than all the buildings in the world, and way more solid than this building on St. Pete’s quay. It was also a fortress, but it had been made of stone, granite, and iron.
My invincible, indisputable happiness was broken into smithereens six months after, and its weightless grains of dust have been blown away by the wind. But the building, this sand fortress, remained here, unaffected by any calamity. It seemed weird to me. As if I had thrown a part of a railroad track and a crystal wineglass out of the tenth floor and the wineglass did not break. Not even a scratch. But the rail shattered into small invisible pieces. As if I held this old wineglass, examining it in an attempt to find some crack, some evidence of that fall. I could not find it, and I wanted to believe that once-intact rail never fell as well. The rail remained undisturbed in the depths of my mind, somewhere where there still roamed the ghosts of my bygone gladness.

And I felt the growing urge to create at least an illusion of that universal bliss, to hear just an echo, to get a glimpse of a shadow of those emotions.
� famous Soviet singer, poet and actor





