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                                                 One day of my life in the future.

Is it really, I’m at last at home? Coffee has just been cooked tickling my nose by steam. What a pleasant minutes, sitting on a small cozy sofa after hard working day and doing nothing only time to time sipping the hot coffee not thinking of anything seriously.

The last week was simply mad and made much new impressions on me. I went in Germany; there I had presentation of a new inhabited construction building-complex. My boss was in a good mind and delighted of my successful business trip, that’s why he let me to take a holiday for a week.
I had already drunk the cooled coffee. When I looked at the clock there was 11:30 a.m., the time for picking up a trip-bag. The plane took off at 4 o'clock in the morning, I had to hurry.
The way went in a small settlement in taiga at the bottom of the Ural Mountains. At first, there four gas-pipelines had been laid and then compressor station was constructed. They needed some workers-specialists, who soon arrived for servicing that construction. Such way, Pripoluarniy-settlement was gradually formed as a small island of a civilization. My father worked there making round about those gas pipelines, so his basic item was in thirty kilometers from the settlement. That’s why my dad had located there and built a house. There, in the mountains I spent my preschool childhood. And there, in the mountains, I was pulled more and more.
A lonely nice house is near a small picturesque lake, and near-by you can see not wide but the fastest mountain’s Shoogor-river which carries its waters on the stones. There, where the nature reigns but not the madman – man does, where the planes do not fly, the fashionable automobiles are not carried, there are not set computers engineering and newest electronics. Conditioners of air here are not necessary, because air itself is asked in lungs, it has an especial unique shade and in a different season it changes, by this air it would be desirable to breathe.
Now there is 11 o'clock in the morning and I’ve already been in the settlement. Having decided to drop in café for drinking tea, I met a lot of familiar men. There I’d learnt all the previous news. My further travelling had proceeded by the bus. Only thirty kilometers separated me from my small native land. When I was a child, there was not good driveway which led to my house, so we could reach there only by a lorry although with some problems. Then, not long after, the conditions became better, so as the road was constructed. And now in the mountains we can use the highway.
The bus had made a small stop, I left it. The mountains, mountains and mountains, they were laying in rows, the last of them seem, as if illusive ones and merge with the sky. The sky was grey, it was snowing. There was some mysterious power going from these mountains. It seemed to me, they fell to thinking and silentness. The silence was ringing in ears. I would like to think about something, but idea slipping away and I was only staying dissolved by that silence and unique atmosphere. The people, who had left the bus with me, were enjoying with a beauty of nature.  Someone was smoking; someone simply looked far from there. The bus had continued the way, and in fifteen minutes I already was at my place. Having asked the driver to stop, I left.


 In the house there were rather cool and damply.  I’d set fire in the fireplace, then a little wandering in the rooms. Having made tea I took seats in the verandah. Every things were on there places, nothing changed; only dust was everywhere. What a pleasant moment, looking for something, that stayed without changing, in spite of our stream life. Certainly, it would be wonderful, when something changed in our life. We always ought to move forward. However, I couldn’t agree, there was that nice childhood’s house, which I had always remembered all my life.
Everyone must have such “house near a lake”, where it would be possibility to look at all life’s aspects impartially and objectively, having estimated all victories and defeats. I let to think by myself that any little house would be not in reality life of a man, but only in soul and memory of someone.

 Having drunk my tea, I decided to take a walk to the river. The snow had covered a frozen ground, powdered with snow the naked trees. It wrapped up every dry grass and bush.  It’s seemed the wood had a mysterious crystal wedding splendor.  It was only heard rippling waters of the silent river.
When I was a little girl, I liked to go for a walk with my mom on the glade. There was a big, old birch growing near the river. That place became some kind of a monument for me. I’d like to be there just now.

 One of the birch’s branches grew near the ground and a little aslant. It was a powerful brunch, thickness as a small tree.  I’d brushed away the snow and sat there having clasped a trunk by a hand.


 I had been sitting there for some time; suddenly I had sensation as someone observing me. I had risen and turned back - approximately meters in twenty from my place there was a wolf.

Everything had got mixed up in my head. It seemed, my legs had grown in the ground; my chest had filled with something heavy, and it was difficult to breathe. Both of us were staying motionlessly and looking at each other. I realized that wolf wouldn’t rush me if I didn’t shout and moving activity. Undoubtedly, I was awfully frightened. Oh, my God, how he was beautiful! Fear and insuperable admiration comprehended my mind. Here it is an eternal duel - man and nature! I didn’t doubt who could win that duel and would be the strongest.
The wolf was staying quietly, he was learning me. I’d noticed that his eyes were shining with curiosity to me. He was looking at me, such miserable and helpless one. Oh, yes, he was an owner there, and I was a guest. There was a mute stage having been continued for some minutes. Then the wolf had turned and left to the forest. I had been staying for some minutes, not understanding what had happened. I was in shock. After my mind had come to me and I drug myself home. But my heart, it seemed, jumped out of the breast. 


 At home I could not reach myself for a long time. That chance meeting with the wolf had made me to reflect on global questions of our people’s life.
The mankind has achieved much. We can overcome huge distances without problems. We have abolished and facilitated our life with machines helping. They are: computers, various engineering. We lead wars, which we’ve provoked by ourselves; we break a head above ecological problems, while an environment are polluted by ourselves. We build new cities, partitioning off a nature, and we have considered, that it has conquered, in spite of the fact that a tornado, flood, landslips or others natural cataclysms can destroy everything in a second. All, that we created so long time.

May be, sometime a man will reflect above those problems, which he creates himself. And he will begin to respect and value things, which let him to exist on the Earth.
