A Russian Winter from 2003 

The university tower struck two.


“Maybe I’ll fall asleep before three tonight,” was the whisper that was sighed on November 20th, ----, by an unperceivable figure that lay bed stricken on a dusty blue couch.  He was addressing no one in particular, as was always the case when he was in such a dichotomist state of mind, a state where he was both a beast and a god. 

He lay on his side, his head deeply buried into the crevice the blue couch created.  Not since childhood has he ever slept a peaceful night.  The days of having mother stroke his head while he laid his heavy head on mother’s bosom have ended.   Mother was dead.

His name was Darnell Corliss.  He lived in the student housing at the University of T-----.  His father, a Russian immigrant who had left his beloved rodina, who was a coarse, half-educated, ill-mannered yet sympathetic man,  had found as little success in America as he had in his motherland, trading the slums of one country for the slums of another.  Ivan Petrovich Ratmorov, a father of one, made a conscious effort to Americanize his son.  However, all he could provide for his son was an American name, as he could not speak the American tongue and was ignorant of the West’s culture.  

The university tower struck two.

His eyes opened wide.   He was afraid to think about it.  But the question remained.  Déjà vu?  Or was I not paying attention?  Such thoughts circled his mind.  He quietly turned onto his back, fearful of creating any sound.  His small flat was cloaked completely in darkness.  The shades were drawn and He began to turn his attention to the clicking noise above his head.  Around and around turned the ceiling fan, with no sign of slowing.  He slowly raised his right hand in front of his face.
